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Chapter One

 

“So you come to me willingly?” Pennemuel asked the ethereal woman standing in front of him.

“I am here to save my charge.” Her soft voice was like a whisper of wind caressing his entire being. He felt his cock harden with anticipation because soon she would be his.

“Let’s not play semantics here, angel; you know how this game works. I need to hear you do this of your own volition,” Pennemuel snapped. He had no time to play, and his prize could be taken away with just a simple twist of words.

She raised her head defiantly, the wind whipping the long black curls away from her face. “I am here…willingly.”

He could hear the cries of distress swirl around him from the invisible beings that watched their exchange. He absorbed them and relished it as they fed the darkness inside him. In the shadows the screams and howls of delight from his kind urged him on. On the top of the twenty-story, old, stone Gothic building in the heart of Gotham, he faced off with an angel, a being some demons would kill their maker to possess her. An angel and a guardian no less, stubbornly refusing to listen to her orders and give up her charge to fate. Instead she made a choice that would strip her of her grace in heaven and give him his ultimate prize: The purest of things ever created.

No matter how they begged her to rethink her actions, she was adamant; she chose the life of her young human being instead of her own because she loved him with all within her. Her undying love for the boy made it so easy for him. He reveled in knowing that she offered herself like a ripe plum for his insatiable hunger. He smiled, thinking of how he gave her the option to give herself to him. Pennemuel was amazed she agreed so willingly to accept
. No matter
. His thoughts were pure evil. Taking her would buy him numerous centuries of pleasure and all he could possibly dream of in hell. He would relish her downfall from heaven with the simple act of fucking her. Humans had no idea of the power sex held, especially to someone like him. The pleasure he took from her body would destroy her very being, her grace in heaven. And he had no remorse in doing it.

“You stand there like a statue, angel. Come to me; you need to make the first step.” He coaxed her forward with the crook of his finger.

“My name is Hailey.”

“What?” he snapped.

Around them the rain started in a sudden downpour. Pennemuel watched in fascination when she raised her head, and the water cascaded over her creamy mocha skin. Each drop was like an electric charge hit the surface of her face, and a glow was left in its wake. The water soaked the wispy white material of her gown, and it clung to her body, molding to her curves and her breasts. He held back a groan as he stared at her form. There was only one way to describe her: perfection.

“The tears of angels; they weep for me,” she murmured.

“Let them weep. Like I gave a damn.” He laughed feeling the excitement inside him build.

She gazed at his face again. “My name is Hailey, demon, and it will be branded into you forever.”

“Really, and why is that, little dove? Is it because I am about to break your wings?”

“You will see,” she replied calmly. “There is a price for even you when it comes to matters like this.”

Pennemuel made an unbelieving sound in his throat. “I live in hell fire, and sulfur burns my nose; there is no price I cannot pay.”

“So be it,” Hailey agreed with a soft smile curving her lips.

“What should I call you?” she asked. “It seems unfitting to call you demon at a time like this.”

He inclined his head, willing to give her that one small courtesy. “I am called Pennemuel.”

Hailey nodded with a look of knowing on her face. “The demon who can twist the fate of a man with his words. I see now why they sent you after him.”

Pennemuel laughed. “I am glad to see my notoriety precedes me even up there.”

Hailey shook her head. “Only because we see such a waste of potential, but I’ll call you Penn. Your name is too long and pretentious.”

Pennemuel couldn’t help the bark of laughter that came to his lips. This little angel had fire inside her.

“You can call me what you wish; after this night I have no plans to see you for the rest of eternity.”

She raised her eyebrow at him without speaking. The look on her face made him uneasy, like she knew something that eluded him.

“Why are you staring at me like that?”

Still she said nothing. Instead she took slow steps toward him, and with each footfall, she undressed until she was completely exposed. She put her hands on his shoulders and commanded, “Kiss me, demon, and let us begin this dance of fate.”

She was magnificent in her nudity. Desire flared inside him as his gaze traveled to every dip and sensuous curve of her body. Her chocolate-colored skin and full lips beckoned him to taste.
She should be scared of me.
Pennemuel didn’t want her to be so willing. He wanted to see fear when she looked up at him. Instead he saw something more like trust in her light brown eyes, and that in itself was unbelievable. He was a demon, and she was an angel; their kind had been in a battle for the destiny of mankind since the beginning of time.
She wants to be kissed
. He could see it in her eyes and wondered why. He pushed that thought away. He would do that and much more before the night was over.

He took her lips, no premise or prelude, just a hot, penetrating kiss. He delved his tongue deep into her mouth, tasting her pure essence and driving himself wild. She tasted like honey and the forbidden fruit of the garden of Eden. She opened under his onslaught willingly; she moaned when he caressed her, and he felt something spark in his chest, but he pushed away the foreign feeling. This was not about emotion; it was about a coveted prize, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t enjoy the ride. He forgot they were on a roof with the rain falling in torrents around them.
Not rain, the tears of heavenly hosts,
he thought with humor.

He tore his lips away from hers, still wanting to taste her but also wanting to do so much more. “Spread your legs, little dove.”

“Why?” Her voice was almost a whisper and breathless.

It excited him all the more because she was so innocent.

“You’ll see. Do as you’re told, little one. Remember, this is my show.”

She moved her legs slowly apart; her eyes held a question when she stared into his face. He never took his gaze away from hers. He moved his hands slowly down her neck. Her body was still, and he could sense the anticipation of his touch. Around them was silence; even the rain had stopped.
It’s like the entire universe is holding its breath for what’s to come
. He found the slit of her pussy, and he slipped his finger between the thick folds and rubbed the bud he found there. Her body gave up its bounty while he touched her, becoming slick and wet under his touch. Watching her eyes he saw them widen in surprise before they went smoky with desire.

Her half-closed eyelids gave her a sultry look, and Hailey undulated her hips against his hand, seeking the pleasure he was offering. Pennemuel delighted in the fact that she fell into her sexuality so quickly. He had heard to take an angel was a task that took too long with no great rewards except your cock got wet and you had your prize. She was already hot under his touch and ready to have his cock inside her.
Not yet
. This was too rare a find to rush. His finger penetrated her pussy, and when she cried out, he chuckled softly.

“Oh yes, little dove, this is some of the pleasure that your creator kept from you,” he murmured.

Pennemuel pushed his digit deep inside her, feeling her muscles clench around him. With his thumb, he rubbed that secret spot until she cried out, and her nectar flowed around his hand. She came with a shuddering breath, and it drove him mad. He didn’t care about the eyes watching as he stripped. Her scent was like an aphrodisiac as he grabbed her into his arms. Usually he put more finesse into his lovemaking endeavors. Right now he just wanted to be inside her and feel her take him in. He pushed out with his feet and shot into the sky as he fused them together with a searing kiss.

They soared, and he thrust his cock inside her as soon as her legs were wrapped around his waist. He moaned in ecstasy as her body accepted him like a soft glove. It was like being encased in liquid velvet, and somehow he knew he would never be the same after this coupling. Each thrust shot pleasure through him like lava through his veins. In his ear Hailey whispered his name, and her voice caressed his entire being. This had to be pleasure in its purest form.

Unable to help himself, Pennemuel threw his head back and cried out. Their pace quickened, and instead of claws or nails raking flesh off his back, her hands seemed to hold him tighter to her and massaged his bunched muscles. Along with the need and the passion, she was comforting him. He felt her pussy clench with her release and followed suit. He spilled his hot seed inside her, and she pressed soft kisses against his neck. The aftermath of their lovemaking left them spent. The force that held them in flight as their bodies coupled left them. In each other’s embrace they plummeted from the sky not making a sound. Pennemuel turned quickly so his body took the major impact when they hit the roof. The cement shattered around him, and his body made an indent where he landed. From that he heard the cracking as fault lines radiated outward from where they’d landed.

She snuggled against him, and he wrapped his arms around her protectively. It was then his eyes widened in surprise and he knew. He felt what her cryptic words had meant before.
There’s a price to pay…
and so there was. In the taking of Hailey’s body, she had taken his soul. Pennemuel knew instantly that to leave her would be like a self-inflicted wound. He couldn’t let her fate designated by heaven or let the demons who he knew would debase her in hell.

“You feel it now,” she whispered.

“Yes!” His voice was harsh and broke on that one simple word.

Hailey rose and looked into his eyes, and he felt himself lost in her gaze. “What do you feel, Penn? Tell me.”

“I will never say it, never submit to it!” he cried out.

“Then what shall we do?”

He tunneled his hands into her hair and kissed her fiercely. “You’re mine; they can’t have you. Either side.”

She repeated the question quietly, “What shall we do, Penn?”

“I don’t know. We fight, and I’ll help you protect him,” he responded. The words were torn from his throat.

Hailey laid her head back against his chest. “Imagine an angel and demon on the same side for the same cause.”

He could hear the smile in her voice, and he gritted his teeth. The one word that explained it all came from his lips. “Fuck!”

 

Chapter Two

 

The sounds of the city surrounded him like a blanket. Even though the noise usually soothed him, now it just seemed to fuel his anger. A week in and he’d not been back to the underworld. He was branded as a traitor, and there was a bounty on his head in hell. One million credits, dead or alive, and he’d dispatched with vicious ease the few that came trying to claim it. It was a kind of message, really, to let them know he was not going down without a fight. It didn’t help that he was stuck between two very big rocks. He had the angel and her charge that he now protected on one side and hell on the other. Fate had dealt him a cruel hand indeed. Now he was walking alone topside searching for a new safe house for the three of them. The last one had been breeched, and they’d had to fight their way out. Who knew his little angel was such a hellion fighter when it came to protecting her charge, and him it seemed? One of the lesser demons had gotten the jump on him, and she cut him down with precision. There was hardness to her since he’d taken her that night, and they hadn’t touched each other since then. He felt the loss of that connection so deeply sometimes it made him ache. To have her, to smell her scent around him, to see the love that was in her eyes for the boy was never there for him. He wanted her to love him, damn it, to look at him that way.

He had found what he was looking for close to Hell’s Kitchen, right above a Chinese joint, a sparse two bedroom with a dingy little bathroom. The whole apartment wasn’t even as big as a luxury room in a hotel. He missed his luxuries, but right now they needed to stay under the radar. One of these days he would get them a suite in a fancy hotel, and he would show his angel fabulous living. He grimaced.
His angel.
He’d been calling her that in his head of late. It never left his mouth because he didn’t know where they stood exactly. Hell, he didn’t even know what the boy thought of him.
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