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Summoning my Demon

I just wanted to pay off my student loans. Working nights at the university library barely covers rent, so when I found an ancient grimoire hidden in the stacks, a simple prosperity spell seemed harmless.

Too bad my Sumerian pronunciation is complete shit.

Instead of money, I summoned a sex demon who hasn't been on Earth in decades. He's bound to me until sunrise, unless I agree to make it permanent. And he can taste every fantasy I've ever had, see every desire I've tried to hide.

As dawn approaches, I have a choice: let him go forever, or become an incubus's mate and discover pleasures that will ruin me for human men.

"You summoned a sex demon, little one. Did you really think I dealt in money?"

Some mistakes are worth making twice. Especially when they come with supernatural stamina and a knotted cock…


CHAPTER ONE
EMMA

The university library after midnight was my favorite place in the world. Just me, the fluorescent hum, and thousands of books that didn't judge me for being twenty-four and still a virgin who read smut on her lunch breaks.

I was reshelving returns in the Ancient Languages section when my cart knocked into the encyclopedia stand. The whole thing tilted, and as I scrambled to steady it, a thin leather journal fell from behind Volume P-R.

"What the hell?"

The journal was old. Really old. The leather felt weird—too soft, with an oily quality that made me want to wash my hands. Inside, the pages were covered in cramped writing, mixing Latin with something that looked like cuneiform.

I should have put it in Lost and Found. I should have shown it to my supervisor tomorrow. Should have done literally anything except sit on the floor between the stacks and start translating it.

But I had a master's degree in dead languages that I was using to shelve books at $15 an hour. This was the most interesting thing to happen to me in months.

The Latin was medieval, full of abbreviations and weird spellings. But I could make out enough: ritualum ad prosperitatem - ritual for prosperity. Vocatio auxilium ab inferis - calling aid from below.

"A summoning spell?" I laughed. "Right."

I kept reading. The ingredients were hilarious—bat wool (did they mean fur?), virgin's blood (of course), mercury (poisonous much?), and something called semen daemonium which I really hoped didn't mean what I thought it meant.

At the bottom of the page was a simpler ritual. Just words, a circle, and an offering of blood. A note in the margin read: For desperate times only. He always answers but never freely.

I checked my phone. 3:17 AM. Four hours until my shift ended and I had to go home to my apartment and my three roommates who were probably fucking their boyfriends right now while I shelved books alone.

"Desperate times," I muttered.

The supply closet had chalk. I pushed the shelving cart aside and drew the circle on the old tile floor, copying the symbols from the book. They looked wrong somehow—too fluid, like they wanted to move when I wasn't looking directly at them.

The words were in something pre-Latin. Sumerian maybe? I sounded them out phonetically, grateful that this section of the library was dead after midnight. The ritual said it needed blood, but fuck that. I wasn't cutting myself for a fake spell.

"Ash-ma-dai etu amaru. Libbu-ya šumma. Zumru-ya ana ka."

Nothing happened. Because of course nothing happened. This was a medieval prank or something.

Then I got a paper cut from turning the grimoire's page. A single drop of blood fell into the circle.

The chalk lines flared red.

"You skipped a line."

I screamed so loud it echoed through the empty stacks. A man stood in front of me—except he hadn't been there a second ago, and the library doors were all locked, and he was very, very naked.

Not completely naked. Shadows clung to him in strategic places, but it was clear he wasn't wearing actual clothes. He was tall, lean but muscled, with skin that had a reddish tint like a permanent sunburn. His eyes were completely gold—no whites, no iris, just liquid gold. His hair was black with what looked like threads of fire running through it.

"Virgin blood," he said, eyeing the grimoire. "The ritual needed virgin blood, and you accidentally gave it with that paper cut. Lucky accident. If you'd cut yourself deliberately for a summoning, you might have called something much worse."

"How did you?"

"I can sense it. Virgin blood has a specific energy signature. It's why you actually managed to summon me instead of just making chalk art on the floor." He tilted his head. "Twenty-four and never been touched. That's almost impressive in this century."

My face burned. "Maybe I was just picky."

"Maybe you were waiting for something more than disappointing human men." His gold eyes tracked down my body. "And now you've got it."

"What—who are you?"

"Azmoz," he said, bowing mockingly. "Prince of Lust, Lord of the Second Circle, and apparently your summoned demon for the next..." He glanced at the clock. "Three hours and forty-three minutes."

"This isn't real. I'm having a stroke. I'm dying in the library and this is my brain shutting down."

"Very real." He stepped out of the circle, and I scrambled backward until I hit the shelf. "You summoned me for prosperity? Your pronunciation was shit, by the way. You actually said 'Give my body to you' instead of 'Give my burden to you.' Hilarious mistake."

"I didn't mean—I was just—the book—"

"You were playing with forces you don't understand. Lucky for you, I'm bound by ancient laws to behave myself. Until sunrise, anyway."

"And then?"

"Then I go back to Hell unless you do something stupid like bind me to you permanently." He crouched down, still keeping distance. "But that's getting ahead of ourselves. You're terrified. Your heart's going so fast I can hear it from here."

He was right. I was about to hyperventilate. There was a demon. In my library. A naked demon with fire-hair who knew I was a virgin.

"I'm going to pass out."

"No, you're not." His voice did something weird, got deeper, and suddenly my breathing slowed. "There. Better?"

"Did you just—"

"Calm you? Yes. Incubi can manipulate physical responses. Usually we use it for arousal, but it works for panic too."

"Incubi. Sex demon."

"Technically correct." He stood, shadows swirling to form something like pants. "I feed on sexual energy. Lust. Pleasure. All that fun stuff."

"You're going to—"

"No." The word was sharp. "I don't do anything without consent. Forced energy tastes like ash. I need it freely given or it's worthless to me."

"So you're a consensual sex demon."

"The only kind worth being." He tilted his head, studying me. "You're aroused."

"I am not!"

"You are. Have been since I appeared. Your body recognizes what I am even if your mind is screaming." He took a step closer. "I can smell it. Like honey and lightning."

"That's... that's so creepy."

"It's biology. Or magic. Or both." He stopped about five feet away. "Tell me to leave you alone and I'll go sit in the corner until sunrise. But that's not what you want, is it?"

"I don't know what I want. There's a demon in my library."

"An incubus," he corrected. "And you summoned me. Some part of you wanted this."


CHAPTER TWO
AZMOZ

Three hundred years. That's how long it had been since I'd been properly summoned to the mortal plane. Three hundred years of surviving on wisps of dream energy, barely existing.

And this mortal… This virgin with her sensible cardigan and reading glasses, had accidentally dragged me here with a paper cut.

She was terrified. Also curious. Also fighting arousal so hard I could taste the conflict in the air.

"I'll make you a deal," I said, keeping my voice casual. "Let me feed—just a little—and I'll answer any questions you have about that book. It's dangerous, and you need to know what you're playing with."

"Feed how?"

"I don't need to touch you. Incubi can induce pleasure from a distance. It's what we're built for."

"That's not possible."

"Says the woman who just summoned a demon with a paper cut." I let a little power leak into my voice, watched her pupils dilate. "Let me show you. If you hate it, I will stop immediately."

"And if I don't hate it?"

Interesting. There was curiosity under the fear.

"Then you let me feed properly, and you get to experience something most humans never do."

She chewed her lip, thinking. I could hear her heart rate picking up again, but not from fear this time.

"You swear you won't touch me?"

"Unless you ask me to."

"Fine. Show me."

I smiled. "Sit down. The chair by the reference desk."

She sat carefully, hands gripping the armrests like she might bolt.

"Close your eyes."

"No fucking way."

"Fair. Keep them open then. Watch me not touch you."

I stayed ten feet away, but I let my power unfurl. It had been so long since I'd used it properly that it came out in a rush. Too much, too fast.

She gasped, back arching. "What?"

"Shit, sorry. Let me modulate." I pulled back, softened the energy. "There. Better?"

"What are you doing to me?"

"Triggering nerve endings. Increasing blood flow. Basically what arousal does naturally, but targeted."

"It feels like—" She squirmed in the chair. "Like someone's touching me but not."

"I can be more specific." I focused on her nipples, watched them harden through her shirt. "Like that."

"Oh fuck."

"Or this." I shifted focus lower, to the bundle of nerves between her legs.

She made a sound I'd never forget. Pure need, no filter.

"That's just surface level," I said, my own voice getting rough. "I can go deeper."

"Deeper?"

I pushed power inside her, found her g-spot, and stroked it with energy.

She nearly came off the chair. "Holy shit! What—how—"

"Incubus, remember? This is literally what I was made for." I increased the pressure slightly. "You're so wet right now. I can smell it from here."

"Shut up," she gasped, but she was rocking her hips against nothing.

"You've never come without touching yourself. I can feel it in your energy. All those nights with your vibrator, wishing someone would touch you for real."

"Fuck you."

"Maybe later. For now, just feel."

I built the pleasure slowly, watching her face. She was fighting it, trying to stay in control, but her body had other ideas.

"Let go," I urged. "I need this. You have no idea how hungry I am, and you taste incredible."

"Taste?"

"Your energy. It's pure, untouched, powerful." I pushed more energy at her clit. "Come for me, Emma. Let me feed."

She broke with a scream, her whole body convulsing. The energy that poured off her was like sunlight after centuries of darkness. I drank it down, feeling my form solidify, my power returning.

When she slumped in the chair, panting, I was more real than I'd been in decades.

"What the fuck was that?"

"That was me at maybe ten percent power," I said, moving closer. "Imagine what I could do if you let me touch you."

She looked up at me with glazed eyes. "Yes, please.”


CHAPTER THREE
EMMA

I'd lost my mind. That was the only explanation. I'd just let a demon—incubus, whatever—give me an orgasm without touching me, and now I was asking for more.

"Show you?" Azmoz raised an eyebrow. "Greedy little virgin."

"Don't call me that."

"What? Greedy? Or virgin?"

"Both."

He laughed, and the sound went straight between my legs. "But you are both. Greedy for something you've never had. Virgin who reads monster porn and gets off on the idea of being claimed by something inhuman."

"How do you know that?"

"I'm a sex demon. I can read your desires like a book. A filthy, well-thumbed book hidden under your mattress."

I stood up, legs shaky. "You're an asshole."

"Yes. But I'm an asshole who can make you come harder than you've ever imagined." He was right in front of me now, so close I could feel heat radiating off his skin. "Give me permission to touch you."

"Why do you need permission?"

"Because consent makes the energy sweeter. Force ruins everything." He reached out, hand hovering an inch from my face. "Say yes, Emma."

I should have said no. Should have told him to stay away until sunrise. Should have done the smart thing.

"Yes."

His hand touched my cheek, and it was like grabbing a live wire if the wire was made of pure pleasure. Not painful, just overwhelming. Every nerve ending lit up at once.

"Fuck!"

"That's just my hand on your face," he murmured. "Imagine what else I can do."

He kissed me, and I understood why humans shouldn't kiss demons. His tongue was longer than normal, more flexible, and it tasted like cinnamon and smoke. His teeth were slightly too sharp, nicking my lip just enough to sting.

"You taste like innocence," he growled against my mouth. "Do you know how long it's been since I tasted innocence?"

"Three hundred years?"

"Longer. True innocence, untouched and freely given? Maybe five hundred years."

He lifted me onto the reference desk like I weighed nothing. My sensible skirt rode up, and his hands found my thighs.

"These need to go," he said, hooking his fingers in my panties.

"Wait—"

He paused immediately. "No?"

"I just—I've never—no one's ever—"

"I know." His gold eyes met mine. "That's why I want to be the first. The only. But only if you want it too."

"What if I'm bad at it?"

He laughed, not mocking but genuinely amused. "Emma, you're a virgin. I'm not expecting pornstar performances. I just want to taste you."

"Taste?"

"Let me show you."

I lifted my hips, and he pulled my panties off. The air on my exposed skin made me shiver.

"Fuck, look at you," he breathed. "Perfect."

"I'm not—"

He dropped to his knees and licked me from entrance to clit in one long stroke, and whatever I was going to say died in a moan.

His tongue was impossible. Longer than human, forked at the tip, and he knew exactly how to use it. The fork meant he could tease my clit while the rest explored, and when he pushed inside me—

"Oh god!"

"No god here," he said to me. "Just me."

He fucked me with his tongue while his thumb circled my clit, and I was coming in less than two minutes. He drank it down like he was dying of thirst, then went right back to work.

"Too sensitive," I gasped.

"No such thing." He proved it by making me come again, this time using his tongue inside me while his fingers worked my clit. "That's it. Feed me, Emma. You taste so fucking good."

By the third orgasm, I was sprawled on the desk with my legs over his shoulders.

"Please," I begged. "I can't—"

"You can." He stood, and I saw the bulge in his shadow-pants. "But we'll take a break. Let you recover before the main event."

"Main event?"

He grinned, showing those sharp teeth. "You didn't think I'd eat you out and leave, did you? I need more than appetizers."


CHAPTER FOUR
AZMOZ

She looked debauched. Her skirt bunched around her waist, pussy glistening, marks from my teeth on her thighs. Perfect.

"We should move," she said, trying to sit up. "Someone could come in."

"At 4 AM? Unlikely." But I helped her off the desk. "Where would you prefer? The stacks? That reading nook in Ancient History?"

"You know the library layout?"

"I can see your memories of it. You've fantasized about being fucked in pretty much every section."

Her face went red again. "That's private!"

"Nothing's private from an incubus you've summoned." I pulled her against me. "Besides, I like your fantasies. Especially the one about being bent over the card catalog."

"They don't even use card catalogs anymore!"

"But you still think about it." I backed her against the wall. "About being taken by something that shouldn't exist in a place that smells like old paper and secrets."

"Yes," she admitted.

"Then let me make it real." I kissed her again, harder this time. My hands found her breasts through her shirt, thumbs brushing her nipples. "Take this off."

She pulled her shirt over her head, then her bra. I'd seen thousands of breasts over the millennia, but somehow hers were perfect. Maybe because I could feel her nervousness, her need for approval.

"Beautiful," I said, meaning it.

"They're just average—"

I cut her off by taking one nipple in my mouth, using my inhuman tongue to do things that made her forget whatever she was saying. My hand found the other breast, rolling the nipple between my fingers.

"Azmoz," she gasped.

"Say it again."

"Azmoz, please."

"Please what?"

"I need more."

I pulled back to look at her. "You need to understand something. I'm not human. My cock doesn't look human or work like a human's."

"I know. I read monster porn, remember?"

"Reading and experiencing are different." I let the shadows fall away, showing her exactly what she was asking for.

Her eyes went wide. "Oh."

My cock was deep red, darker at the tip. Ridges ran along the underside—not sharp, but pronounced enough that she'd feel every one. And at the base was the beginning of a knot, already slightly swollen.

"That's big."

"It adjusts. Watch." I concentrated, and it shrank slightly, matching what I could sense her body could take while still testing her limits. "See? I won't hurt you. Much."

"Much?"

"You're a virgin. There will be some pain. But I promise the pleasure will overwhelm it."

She reached out slowly, wrapping her hand around me. The contact made us both groan.

"It's hot," she observed. "Like, temperature hot."

"Demon," I reminded her. "Everything runs hotter."

She stroked experimentally, and precum beaded at the tip—pearlescent and slightly glowing.

"Is that—"

"Precum. It's an aphrodisiac and muscle relaxant. Makes everything easier." I thrust into her hand. "Fuck, your hand feels good."

"Just my hand?"

"Emma, I haven't been properly touched in three centuries. Your hand is amazing."

She kept stroking, and I let her explore. Let her get comfortable with my inhuman anatomy. When she thumbed the ridges, I nearly came right there.

"I want you," she said suddenly. "I want you inside me."

"Are you sure?"

"Before I lose my nerve, yes."

I lifted her, carrying her to the reading nook she'd been fantasizing about. It had a couch, worn and comfortable, perfect for what we needed.

I laid her down, settling between her thighs. My cock pressed against her entrance. Her virginity was mine.


CHAPTER FIVE
EMMA

The first push hurt. Not terribly, but enough to make me tense. Azmoz immediately stopped.

"Breathe," he commanded. "Let me help."

His precum was doing something, making everything warm and tingly. The pain faded to discomfort, then to an odd stretching sensation that wasn't entirely unpleasant.

"Better?"

"Yeah. Keep going."

He pushed deeper, slow and careful. I could feel every ridge as it entered me, dragging against nerves I didn't know existed. When he was halfway in, he paused.

"You're so fucking tight," he groaned. "So perfect."

"More," I demanded.

He gave me more, inch by careful inch, until he was fully seated. We both needed a moment to adjust—me to the fullness, him to the sensation.

"Three hundred years," he panted. "Three hundred fucking years since I felt anything like this."

"Was it worth the wait?"

He pulled out slowly, those ridges dragging against everything, then thrust back in. "You tell me."

Stars. I saw actual stars. The ridges were perfect, hitting spots I didn't know existed. And they moved—individually, independently, rippling inside me.

"How are you doing that?"

"Demon anatomy. We're built for pleasure." He set a rhythm, slow but deep. "Feel good?"

"Fuck yes."

"It gets better." His thumb found my clit, circling in time with his thrusts. "I'm going to make you come on my cock. Then I'm going to knot you."

"Knot?"

"The base swells, locks us together. You'll be stuck on my cock for at least twenty minutes while I fill you with cum."

That should have been terrifying. Instead, it made me wetter.

"You like that idea," he observed. "Being trapped, unable to get away, forced to take everything I give you."

"Yes."

"Perfect little virgin. Not for much longer, though."

He increased his pace, and I felt something building. Different from my usual orgasms, deeper, more intense.

"That's it," he encouraged. "Let go. Come for me."

I shattered, clenching around him so hard he cursed in a language I didn't recognize. He thrust through my orgasm, prolonging it until I was sobbing from overstimulation.

"Now," he growled. "Now I knot you."

The base of his cock swelled, stretching me impossibly. One more thrust and it locked inside, too big to pull out. Then he was coming, and holy fuck, there was so much. I could feel it filling me, hot and thick, with nowhere to go because his knot had me sealed tight.

"Mine," he growled. "For the next three hours, you're mine."

"Yours," I agreed, still trembling from aftershocks.

We were locked together, his cock still pulsing inside me. Every time one of us moved, it sent sparks through both of us.

"So this is knotting," I said, trying to process the sensation.

"This is knotting," he confirmed. "And we're going to be like this for a while, so get comfortable."

"How long is a while?"

"Twenty minutes, maybe thirty. Depends on how worked up I am."

"And how worked up are you?"

"Virgin energy after three centuries of starvation? We might be here until sunrise."


CHAPTER SIX
AZMOZ

She took my knot like she was made for it. Twenty minutes in, she was still clenched around me, little aftershocks making her pussy flutter.

"You're going to kill me," she mumbled against my chest.

"Impossible. I need you alive to feed."

"How romantic."

I laughed, which made my cock shift inside her, which made her moan.

"Stop moving," she complained.

"I'm not doing it on purpose." I thrust shallowly, as much as the knot allowed. "But since we're stuck..."

I fucked her as much as I could with the knot locking us together. Just small movements, but enough to make her gasp and claw at my back. Combined with my thumb on her clit, she was coming again in minutes.

"How many times can you make me come?"

"Let's find out."

By the time my knot deflated enough to pull out, she'd come four more times and I'd filled her with so much cum it was leaking out around my cock. When I finally withdrew, it flooded out of her, soaking the couch.

"Holy fuck," she panted. "Is it always like that?"

"No," I admitted, helping her sit up. "Usually it's less intense. But you're my first virgin in centuries, and the energy is... potent."

"Good potent or bad potent?"

"Incredibly potent. I feel more alive than I have in five hundred years." I touched her face. "You're special, Emma."

"I'm really not."

"You are. Do you know how rare it is for someone to accidentally summon the exact demon they're compatible with? The odds are astronomical."

"Compatible?"

"Your energy and mine. They match. It's why I can feed so well from you, why you respond so strongly to me." I kissed her, softer this time. "It's why I don't want sunrise to come."

"Two more hours," she said, checking her phone. "Then you go back to Hell."

"Unless..."

"Unless what?"

"You could bind me. Keep me here. Be my permanent source of energy."

She pulled back. "That's a thing?"

"It's a thing. Rare, but it happens. Human and incubus bound together."

"For how long?"

"Until you die."

"That's a hell of a commitment for someone I just met."

"True." I stood, pulling her up with me. "We should clean up. You're dripping."

"Whose fault is that?"

"Mine," I said proudly. "Completely mine."

The staff bathroom was small but had a shower. I turned on the water and pulled her in with me.

"This is weird," she said as I washed my cum off her thighs.

"Weird is relative. You summoned a demon and let him knot you. Showering together is pretty tame."

"Good point."

I pressed her against the shower wall, kissing her deeply. My cock was already hard again and pressing against her stomach.

"Again?" she asked.

"I told you. I've been starving for centuries. You're a feast. I want to gorge myself."

"Poetic."

"Accurate." I lifted one of her legs around my waist. "Let me have you again."

"Here?"

"Here. Against the wall. Fast and hard."

"Yes."

I thrust into her in one smooth motion. She was so wet, so open from before, that she took me easily despite my size. This time I didn't hold back, fucking her with inhuman speed and strength.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck—" She chanted it like a prayer.

"That's it. Take it. Take your demon's cock."

The ridges were rippling independently now, and combined with the angle, she was coming in minutes. I fucked her through it, chasing my own release.

"Gonna knot you again," I warned.

"Do it. I want it."

My knot swelled faster this time, locking us together against the wall. I held her up easily as I filled her again, adding to what was already there.

"So full," she whimpered.

"Going to be fuller. We have an hour left, and I plan to knot you at least twice more."

"I'll die."

"You'll survive. Barely."


CHAPTER SEVEN
EMMA

Azmoz was right. I barely survived. By the time we could see dawn approaching through the high windows, I'd been knotted five times total. I was a mess—covered in bruises and bite marks, so full of cum my stomach was slightly distended, legs like jelly.

"Ten minutes until sunrise," Azmoz said. We were back in the reading nook, me sprawled on top of him, his knot locked inside me one last time.

"I know."

"I don't want to go."

"I know."

He was different now, less cocky, more vulnerable. His hands stroked my back gently, like he was trying to memorize the feeling.

"Bind me," he said suddenly. "Please."

"Azmoz."

"I know it's insane. I know you just met me. But I've never felt this alive. You feed me better than anyone ever has." His gold eyes met mine. "And I think... I think I could love you. Given time."

"You don't know me."

"I know you're brilliant but doubt yourself. I know you're lonely but pretend you prefer it. I know you want adventure but are scared to take risks." He touched my face. "I know you were made for me."

"How do I bind you?"

His eyes lit up with hope. "While we're knotted, while we're connected like this, you say: 'I bind you to me, Azmoz, from this sunrise to the last sunrise.' But Emma, you need to be sure—"

"I bind you to me, Azmoz, from this sunrise to the last sunrise."

Power exploded between us, visible as golden threads wrapping around us both. The sunrise hit us just as the binding completed, and instead of disappearing, Azmoz stayed solid beneath me.

"You did it," he breathed. "You actually did it."

"I'm impulsive when I'm exhausted and fucked stupid."

He laughed, kissing me deeply. "No takebacks. You're stuck with me now."

"You're stuck with me too."

"I can think of worse fates."

His knot finally deflated, and I winced as I climbed off him. Cum poured out of me onto the already ruined couch.

"We've destroyed this nook," I observed.

"Worth it."

"I can't walk."

"I'll carry you."

"My roommates?"

"Will be scandalized when I appear in your apartment." He grinned. "This will be fun."

"You're going to be a menace, aren't you?"

"Absolutely. But I'm your menace now."

"Mine," I agreed, and kissed my demon as the library filled with morning light.
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