The raccoon looked up at the dragon that had climbed his way through the wall that Will had painted up with those stupid-ass symbols. The strip club owner had never expected a minion of Hell to be so... willowy. Mmmmh, willowy except for that ass, the red-scaled and yellow-eyed twink in front of him was practically splayed out while floating on his side as if he was on a chaise lounge, sharp candy cane red horns bent back and then jutting up at a sharp angle. “What's a demon need money for, anyways?”, Will asked with a laugh.
“Mmmmmh, nobody would take a deal like this if they didn't have a means of wiggling out of it, would they?”, the winged fuck-beast said with a grin, his claws nestled against his seemingly constantly aroused hard-on, lightly massaging across it as he stared down at Will from where he had ended up floating in the sex club owner's office. “Money carries so much negative symbology. If you make it flow you've made the world a little bit worse by what you've done to get it, and if you aspire to make it flow to us you've caused pain for nothing but yourself. It's more than a fair bargain to let you go after you've caused enough harm to whoever your life touches.” Big sharp grin from down above the raccoon's desk, a little flap of the wings that threatened to knock over his cup of pencils and pens and scatter them all across its surface. “That and we love the Faust types down here.” With how he was stretched out, he was luxuriating in Will's space in a way where he nearly perfectly fit the office's somewhat cramped dimensions. “The ones that think they're smarter than everyone else and end up fumbling the ball reaching for the brass ring.”
“Sounds like they've got personal problems,” the grey-and-white raccoon said with a harsh laugh, the demon laughing with him with a hissing and grating tone. “Do you want me to go over what we've hashed out one more time before we sign?” Mmmmh, kinda felt like he was hiring another stripper for the club, and imagine having that working a pole... “I'm going to be just as much of a stickler for the fine print as you are.” God, he could not look away from that thick, juicy cock... Probably a bad idea to preposition a devil for sex, though. He could just imagine showing up at the pearly gates and being told “Mmmmh, no, you've still got brimstone jizz in your spiritual belly, go see your lover instead”.  Loopholes, man, Hell's underlings had to have loopholes favoring them in everything too.
When the demon nodded, Will cleared his throat, reached into the back pocket of his slacks, and pulled out his phone before going down to where he had made an exact copy of his notes that he had scribbled out on the yellow lined writing pad stuffed into his other pocket. “Right, okay, you receive... well, the phrasing that you used is 'my soul on loan,” the raccoon said as he started to pull on his suspender straps and stretch the dark brown loops away from his white work shirt, “to be collected if I'm to void the deal by non-payment or an attempt to nullify this agreement by divine power.” Stop fidgeting, dickhead, he was going to look like he was nervous about all this. “Correct?”, Will asked as he forced himself to reach up with his free hand and tighten his green striped tie instead. The dragon nodded slowly, as if wanting to make sure that he was taken in absolutely clear, his tail bobbing and wobbling behind him, the spade tip threatening to push over Will's surface tablet if it only flicked a certain way while hovering over the workspace. “M-mmmmnfh, and then... in addition to that, I have to get you six thousand dollars every two months.” Why the fuck had the raccoon tightened it so hard? It almost felt like he was choking himself out now, no, he was loosening this.
“That's right,” the wyrm said with a nod. “In return, you will receive the assurance that your businesses and actions will go without negative consequence during the deal and afterwards from the law and from your rivals. You're buying success with this loan... if you manage yourself and your strip club well enough, of course...”
They took a while double-checking the other minutiae and issues that could pop up during delivery of the deal on both ends of the agreement, Will making sure that there was nothing that he was forgetting, no small thing that he could get screwed by. Now, more than even, contract language was important. He knew how to screw others over this way, getting fucked over in a similar fashion? Absolutely not. The raccoon had the edge here in knowing what to look out for, and he was not going to give that away by being too hasty about things. Once the both of them were satisfied, the dragon gestured out to him. “Give me your paw,” the demon demanded with a soft tone, and something about the words just... No, Will was there. Why pull back down? The procyonid reached forwards and let the dragon take him in those sharp claws, immediately starting to tense up as he watched the other sharp points come up towards that big middle pawpad and then... push in. He winced, but... but the anticipation was the worst part, honestly. It was more like getting poked with a knife tip a couple times there all at once. Bracing, yes, but just a shock more than anything. The raccoon grimaced as he watched himself starting to bleed profusely, rivulets of crimson starting to pour out and drip from the wounds like faucets just on the cusp of turning into streams. Wait, why was the demon starting to readjust himself? Will watched as the reptilian creature circled around so that he was now “resting” on his stomach in midair and then lean forwards, his jaws opening up wide...
The moment that the wyrm began to lap and twirl his tongue around the raccoon's puncture points, there was a sharp sting running up through Will's spine as if someone was pouring fire through him that cascaded back upwards through his root chakra. The raccoon screamed as the dragon reached out and grasped him by the throat, razor-like eyes staring into his own as the infernal nightmare started to chuckle before cackling, their vocalizations twisting and twirling around each other before the demon went in again and grasped on that paw tighter. The pain was back, intensified as the dragon lapped and gulped at Will's life essence like a bee slurping nectar out of a flower, murmuring with delight that almost sounded like the reptile was being tongued out at the same time. The raccoon desperately tried to keep himself standing, collapsing forwards and grasping with his other hand onto that desk, but mostly just ending up like he was a rag doll in the reptilian's grip. It was only because he had installed soundproofing in the room for when he was going balls-deep down one of his talents' throats on days they wanted to “renegotiate” their payment plans that nobody was coming in to check on him.
Pain for gain. He kept on telling himself that as he screeched. “A little taste of what you'll be experiencing should you fail to keep up your end of the bargain, sweet treat,” the dragon purred out over his shrieks of pain before putting his tongue back down to those bleeding puncture wounds, curling the organ in, starting to practically trace letters on it as Will began tearing up. “Mmmmmh... mmmmh, mmmmnnnfh...” The next few minutes were some of the worst agony that Will had ever experienced, and the man had been stabbed before. He struggled through it, best as he could, felt his eyes water harder, his breaths grow sharp, had to get through this, pain for gain, pain for gain pain for gain pain for gain pain for gain pain for gain pain for gain... 
Then, the tongue pulled away, and the suffering was immediately gone aside from the little bit of discomfort coming from the points on his bleeding hand. “A soul is not supposed to leave a mortal's body, but we find such... exciting ways to extract it while keeping your kind alive.” Precum was dripping onto the raccoon's desk from that twitching erection, leaking out of the demon as he grinned cheshire-like at Will who now required both hands on the desk to stand upright after being let go. “Two months from this day, six thousand dollars. More if you want to escape your debt faster.” The dragon began to fade out of existence, that impish smile still on its face. “Might be a good idea to get it done sooner than later if you don't want a rainy day to leave you dead on your feet. Don't make me wait too long, I'm not good at edging myself...”
The raccoon felt his whole body tremble before falling to the floor, chest heaving, eyes squeezing tight. This... this was a good thing. He could make six thousand dollars easy and then a little bit more on top and really put his next club across on the market at the same time, which just meant more cash coming in, and... Yeah, this was gonna be good. See? Already over. Fuck he needed some whiskey, needed to bandage his hand. He was still bleeding, just... not as much as he was before. It was not that bad, right? Like getting a bullet pulled out of his shoulder. Same sort of fiery pain, just longer. 
Only looking up from here as long as he stuck with things.
The torment, as awful as it was, had a utilitarian purpose. There was something etched and 
burned into his skin now just around the nape of the neck, impossible to see unless someone was staring close enough and had brushed away the fur. Even if they did, the most that they would have been able to do was explain to Will what they were seeing. There was a serpentine S in its center, yes, but this S was then pierced through like someone had done a magic trick with it, several large spiked lines running through its center and impaling it through.
Any infernal or divine being could understand the rune there, though. It burned “GREED”, and from its emanation the skin underneath the fur began to turn a deep, sickly green...
