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Chapter 1. 
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“Eternity is a long time to spend alone, without others of your kind.” – Cassandra Clare. 

The city lay a hundred and fifty floors below, and yet I witnessed every flicker of movement as though it were mere inches in front of my face. The power of extraordinary sight. One of my many gifts from the Gods.

New York City. The city they say never slept. 

And from the noise going on below, it seemed a slogan they lived by. Every other city had a moment before sunrise when everything fell quiet. The hubbub switched off, and even the humans who partied through the darkness, finally dragged themselves home to their beds. A serenity not everyone was familiar with. But it was something I could appreciate, now that I got to see it for myself. 

Not New York. The police sirens still warbled their chase of drama and evil every few minutes. People tumbled in and out of diners that seemed to be perpetually open twenty-four hours. Fights broke out in street corners and women walked home at all hours in the same outfits from their evening before, makeup running down their faces, satisfied smirks touching their lips. It never stopped. If LA could have the gall to spin the lie and call themselves the “city of Angels,” maybe New York should grab the title “city of Demons” and be more upfront about it. Although I sometimes wondered if LA called themselves that ironically, as though they knew it was a farce.

Three hundred and fifty years I’d watched over the humans below and the city had changed drastically in that time. But the wager going on between Heaven and Hell...that hasn’t changed at all. For as long as people have existed on this planet, an Almighty being has watched over them.  More than one, to be precise. 

And a long time ago there was a wager made, for all the souls on Earth.

The terms and conditions had evolved over the years as Heaven began to move further ahead in score, but essentially all remained the same as it always had. The good went above, the bad went below. 

And those lost souls who could be pulled either way, well...that’s where I came in.

I watched as a homeless person stretched his weary legs by extending them out. He grimaced as he moved, as though the tension coiled in his body wasn’t used to do such a thing. He nearly tripped a sleek man in a suit. For a moment, I thought the man was going to tell him off – as arrogant assholes did to people they saw as irrelevant – or ignore him – which everyone tended to do when it came to people they didn’t want to see at all. Instead, the man stopped, handed him a five dollar bill and his coffee, and went on his way.

I frowned. The thing about New York City was that it never ceased to surprise me. 

As a Fallen Angel, I fight as a soldier, for the good souls on Earth. I protect those that should be heading to Heaven when they die but are manipulated into Hell by beings who aren’t meant to be here. Those fiery, evil Demons who liked to cheat the rules and control the choices made by those too weak to fight, or so important that Hell targeted them for acquisition. 

Not that I’d known all of this when I’d first fallen.

I’d thought my life was over when my wings began to burn. I flinched just thinking about it, my back pinching in the memory. When it had begun, I’d believed my punishment would be absolute. I’d closed my eyes against the flickering flames and expected to never again see the light of day. 

But instead, my battle had only just begun.

I wasn’t sure what I preferred – a painful death or a painful life.

Tabitha had been there when I’d landed in a pile of smoke and flames. My Angel Agent, or so she called herself. 

I’d always wondered if Tabitha had been an Angel herself. Once upon a time... perhaps? No one really knew what sort of being she was classified as, and no one had ever asked. What we did know, though, was that she was as immortal as I but possessed more attitude in her pinky finger than I had throughout my body.

Tabitha had found me naked, broken-hearted, and black winged over five hundred years ago. She’d taken me into her home and tended my wounds. Her house at that time had been in a parallel dimension. 

When I’d recovered enough from the shock of my expulsion from Heaven, she’d explained that the only way to win myself a place back in was to fight for those souls aiming for the pearly gates. To be their champion.

Tabitha said that she’d guided many other Fallen Angels back into Heaven once they’d earned their reward. The rules, according to Tabitha, were that I had to save enough people, fulfill enough good deeds, and I would be allowed back in.

Seemed easy. Until I realized that the enough, though, was subjective. I’d never been given an actual number.

Well, I’d followed her guidance to the best of my abilities and three hundred and fifty years later, I remained in the land of this living limbo, having saved too many souls to count. I would like to call it unjust, but my reason for being thrust out of Heaven had been worse than most...or so they all said.

Maybe I needed to save more people than everyone else? Serve more years than the standard? I didn’t know. But I had nothing else to cling to, other than the hope that one day I would finally be allowed to return home. It was the only thought that kept me sane through the unending hours, days, and decades of my Earthly service. 

I had but one goal. And that kept me alive—if that’s what I was.

I turned my attention back to a new scene spilling out before me. A woman walking her dog, hoodie up, dressed in baggy clothes. She walked past a construction site around even in this darkness. Her feet doubled their pace, but the workers lounging around and eating their donuts and drinking their coffee noticed and called out to her. I watched as her face pinched with embarrassment and she shook her head, muttering to herself about not walking this way again, that it would never change.

A familiar tingle coursed over my skin, rippling up my arms and down my spine like waves in a pond, starting from the center and working their way outwards.  

The sun rose in the east. I could sense the warmth before it even touched my fingertips. My eyes slid shut as I turned to face the sunrise. Flashes of red, orange and yellow lit up my mind as I took a long, deep breath. 

Another day, another human to save. Tabitha had already alerted me to a new female who had landed on the list.

The list was a compilation of names that held exceptional people. Humans whom Hell wanted to seduce into the fiery side. A place we did not want to lose those special people to.

And the worst part of it all was that Hell Demons did not wait for approaching death to seduce such humans. No. They weren’t that kind, nor were they willing, to risk losing a soul they wanted. Instead, the Demons would torture those special beings until suicide seemed like the best way out.

Because suicide kept them from Heaven forever.

That was “suicide” in the real meaning. The English language lumped all death when you took your own life under the one banner. But there were definitely different types. 

Heaven frowned on those who gave up and left a burden to others in contrast to those who sacrificed themselves for a greater good. 

Because if the Demons won the battle, Earth missed out on the work of a human worthy of changing things for the better. A huge blow to our side. 

The Demons had their Targets, and they were out to break the special human’s will.

Enter the Fallen Angel. It was my mission to prevent such things from happening.

I didn’t mind the job, actually. I would rather be home, but I liked any excuse to prevent the bastards from even thinking they won anything.

I stood up from my crouched position on a rooftop and tucked my wings in beside my body. Invisible to the human eye when needed, I could slip into anyone’s life at any time.

Calm descended on me like a cloud darkening the sun as that tingle changed into something else I recognized.

There she was. My Target. And their Target, too.

I could feel her energy beneath me, walking amongst the crowds on the sidewalks of New York City.

Her red hair caught my eye more than anything else. The way it billowed in the breeze, untamed and beautiful. It shimmered in the rising sun as it bounced with each step she took. Such a contrast, those flowing red curls, to the modern, straightened blonde look of today. Her locks sent me back to a time when natural beauty was more highly valued than artifice. 

Although the new appearances humans adopted had their moments of shocking me speechless also. 

I stepped off the ledge and let my wings spread out. The blackened feathers picked up the warm, upwards drafts of wind as I floated down the silver city skyscraper. It was another reminder of my mistake, the one that ripped me from Heaven and sent me to Tabitha. I didn’t know if I would ever have white wings again. Even if I served my penance, would they remain black as a warning to others as to what I had done?

My feet landed on the cement below with a solid thud and a part of me smiled as I reconnected with the Earth. There was something sacred about the ground beneath me. I’d never quite figured out the why, but there was a reason I’d fallen just outside New York. The city itself had called to me, even if it was filled with rotting humans and even worse Demons. There was always good here. It just took some time to find. I liked that. I liked the contradiction of the city.

The humans around me on the street couldn’t see me. I stepped out of their way and released my hold on my invisibility, a dark-haired woman gasping as her bowed head bumped into the chest logo on my hoodie.

Her heat against my body startled my senses, but in the best way. Every nerve fiber reached out to her as though they all had their own limbs. 

I longed for human contact, any contact, really. Touch. Love. Sex. But there were rules against such things, and rightly so. It stopped Angels from taking advantage of humans, and successfully tormented us even further in our punishment.

It was very effective.

“Sorry. I didn’t see you there,” the woman who had run into my chest muttered, as she tilted her head back to look up at me. 

Her pupils dilated as she took in my massive frame and the angelic face that we of the fallen category were still blessed with.

I grinned at her, enjoying the briefest of connections with a human who wasn’t my Target, before I turned away to walk down the street. She probably would have assumed that I was an unusually tall man.  If she’d known what I really was, her long brown hair would probably turn white. 

Humans didn’t handle knowing there were paranormal creatures all around them very well. They preferred to believe they were the supreme creatures on the planet, so they remained firmly planted in ignorance.

As I walked, I kept my eyes on my red-headed Target in front of me. It still wasn’t busy in the city, which was nice. I hated crowds. Too much intense energy and emotion made my head ache. Humans had become so much more stressed over the decades I’d watched them—exponentially so. Technology, changes in diet and work schedules. All of it terribly destructive to their ability to rest, heal and be happy.

I slid around the people hurrying along the street and shadowed the woman I’d been assigned to protect. My gaze moved over her tiny frame from behind, taking in her lush curves and unusual fashion sense.

Well, she probably wasn’t tiny, compared to most humans. But to me, she was diminutive. I was almost seven feet tall when in full Angel mode, and although I could adapt my size to suit my surroundings, it was uncomfortable to do so.

The woman—Kadie, Tabitha said her name was—didn’t seem to be anything special. Not compared to the last hundred or so Targets I’d protected. She was some sort of free spirit. She did not adhere to corporate clothing styles, nor fashionable denim. She wore her hair free. Her long cotton skirt billowed around her legs as she walked. Her shoulders were bare, except for a few strands of material that clung to her skin. A wrap-around grey top bound her tiny waist and made me want to circle her with my hands and bring her close.

This was no doctor or lawyer, or even an award-winning scientist. I’d protected them for decades and I knew them well. 

I mentally balked at the instant attraction I had to this woman. Despite my need for physical closeness, I’d believed my sex-drive to have died a long time ago. But as I walked, my cock stirred with desire.

Kadie glanced over her shoulder and her gaze met mine with a precision I’d never experienced with a human. Humans couldn’t see me unless I wanted them to, and I’d pulled my shroud of invisibility tight around me.  

But Kadie’s gaze locked onto mine and a strange familiarity passed over me. Perhaps I’d known her in a past life? Saved her when she’d been in another body?

She broke the eye contact and started running, as though she sensed the danger I could present. My heartbeat picked up instantly. The hunter in me grinned and called out with excitement. The chase was on. 

I pushed some power into my legs and followed her through the gathering crowd. Then suddenly, she disappeared. Vanished into thin air.

I faltered. I looked around to see if maybe she just disappeared in the crowd. 

How did she do that? Where was she?

I kept moving along the street, certain I must have only lost her for a moment. Surely, she couldn’t have evaded me. Impossible.

But then I hit a corner and the sounds of the city engulfed my mind. The loud cars zoomed past and people hustled all around me. She still wasn’t visible. She wasn’t anywhere. My gaze darted left and right, across the street, and then I whirled around to stare back the way we’d come. Where on Earth could she be? 

How was that possible? I’d never lost a Target before. Ever. 

I closed my eyes and projected a message to Tabitha. I’ve lost her.

A chuckle came back to me. I thought you would.

How would you know that?

Because she’s a Witch, of sorts. And she’s been followed by many Demons of late. I thought she might find a way to elude you too. After all, it’s the only reason she’s still alive.

You didn’t think to warn me?

A soft laugh from my agent this time. You? An almighty warrior of Heaven? Why would I need to warn you?

A growl rolled through my throat and dragged my hand down my face. Any suggestions for where she’d be?

Go to her house tonight. I’m sure you’ll be able to find her there. 

Fine. Send me her address. The information clicked into my head like the inbox on a computer. Thanks.

Good luck, and please be more careful next time you have her. I have a strong premonition that this one could be the key for you, Gabriel.

A sigh rippled through my soul. The key for me? I wanted to scoff but she’d probably find some way to reach across the distance between us and yank my ear like I was some kind of stubborn child. 

It’s been three hundred and fifty years, Tabitha. I’m starting to believe they’ll never forgive me. 

But even as I thought the words, my stomach tightened with anticipation. What if Kadie were the one? The final human who could put me back home.

Don’t give up, Gabriel. Never give up. This one is important.  You can feel it, can’t you? That there is something special going on this time.

I began to ask why she was so important, when that familiar tingle up my spine made me twist around. My Target. 

Red hair flew in a cloud down the street, having slipped out a side alley. I pulled invisibility around me, uncaring of who watched as I disappeared from the world. 

I chased after her once again, my heart pounding in my chest. She darted to and fro like an experienced runner, around people and over the street. Just as I would reach out for her she whirled around and disappeared once again like a magician.

What the hell? What is this woman?

I stopped dead, reaching out for her with my senses and finding nothing. 

Seriously. What is this? Was this disappearing stunt why the Demons were interested in her? 

I turned in a full circle once more with my eyes wide open and saw no remnants of her. 

I let out a heavy sigh. Being able to elude me is no simple feat.

There was only one thing to do, and that was to wait until nightfall. 

Outside Kadie’s house.
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Chapter 2. 
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Darkness had fallen over the city—the worst time of day for anywhere in the world because it was the only time the Demons came out to prey. Demons didn’t like the sun because the sun had the ability to reveal what they really were to the human eye. Not all humans would recognize them, of course. Humans loved living in their ignorance. However, there were a select few that had the ability to see Demons from what they really were. I had the feeling my Target was one of them.

In the dark, however...

I wasn’t completely sure. I know Tabitha mentioned her having the ability to see them and run from them, but I wasn’t sure if it was strictly during the day or if part of what made her so appealing was her ability to recognize them for what they were without being cloaked in darkness. 

I sat on the ledge of an apartment building in a small street in the Bronx. Only two stories up this time, I wasn’t risking losing her again although there was part of me that was impressed by her tenacity. I did like the chase. It was new, something I hadn’t expected and wasn’t quite used to. Part of me wondered what other tricks she had up her sleeve.

Movement to the right caught my eye and I watched my little disappearing witch sneak along the street, a dark scarf pulled tight over her abundant hair. But I could sense her, like a burning beacon in a dark sea. To me, it was obvious that her hair flamed for all to see and it was clever of her to hide it at night when the Demons were out. I wondered why she didn’t just dye it to hide such an obvious part of her identity. I could understand wanting to hold onto something so innately her. Maybe the Demons could find her regardless, so why change in the first place?

I liked it. I’m glad she had it. It sure as hell made it easier for me to spot her, anyway.

I jumped off my perch and hit the cement, keeping my invisibility engaged like a shield so she couldn’t see me. I didn’t want her running off again.

Unfortunately, my plan didn’t work as I’d anticipated. She looked straight at me and bolted for her front door, shoving the key in to the lock and attempting to get inside before I could get to her. 

How can she see me?

If she achieved her aim, that wouldn’t be great for me. All paranormals were restricted from crossing the threshold of a human house, unless personally invited in.

I flew faster across the road and reached out to her with outstretched fingers, desperate not to lose her once more. My hand closed around her thin shoulder and something completely unexpected happened. Desire poured through my belly like hot, molten honey. 

Immediate, fast and intoxicating. 

Damn. How long’s it been since I felt that?

Kadie twisted around and attacked without warning, swinging her fist at me with practiced precision. I ducked and weaved her punch, my reflexes faster than any human, and held tight to the shoulder I’d grabbed.

I’m still invisible. How is this possible?

She cried out with rage as she swung again, this time with surprising accuracy and I had to catch her hand with mine. Tingles pulsed along my palm and my desire mixed with fear for her safety. 

“I have three years of self-defense class under my belt, asshole. I could do much worse to you with my mouth.”

Honestly, I wanted to see just what she could do to me with her mouth besides recite spells, but I couldn’t let her or this overpowering sensation of desire for her distract me from what I came to do.

I glared at her with all my might. We needed to get inside, and quickly. “Stop fighting me. I’m here to help you.”

She snarled up at me, her clear blue eyes throwing chips of ice like an Eskimo. “Yeah, right. Just like all the others.” 

She wasn’t physically fighting me anymore, but I could still feel the anger pouring through her veins like fire. I wondered if it was her magic. It was time to cut to the chase with her. “Kadie, I’m a Guardian Angel. I’m here to help.”

She glared at me and pulled her shoulder out of my grasp with a sharp twist. Obviously, like all the other Targets before her, she didn’t believe me. 

“I’ll prove it to you,” I offered, as I spread my black wings out to their full breadth and prepared myself to fly up into the air and prove to her that I was what I said. 

It was a risk, of course. If she dashed inside, I wouldn’t be able to speak to her until she came out again. But it was a risk I was willing to take for this Target to believe me.

Before I could launch up and into the air, her eyes grew to the size of the full moon. She shouldn’t have been able to see my wings, or me, for that matter. My invisibility was still up around me, and even when it wasn’t, my wings were an extension of my celestial self and were usually completely invisible to humans. 

How is this possible? She can see them. 

Kadie had once again broken the rules I believed were written in stone.

Her mouth opened and shut a few times, then she shook herself and asked. “Um... Why are your wings black? I always assumed they’d be white.” 

I cringed. I’d never had to tell my Targets the full story of why I was on Earth guarding them, because they’d never seen my wings.

But Kadie could, and I hated the answer that would have to come through my lips soon enough. 

However, the fact that she was willing to engage in this dialogue rather than threaten me or run inside was promising.

“Because... I’m a Fallen Angel... working on Earth, earning my way back into Heaven.”

I’d expected a negative reaction of sorts. More questions, a frown, a gasp, anything except what I got. 

For some reason, Kadie’s shoulders relaxed when I said those words and her mouth lifted up at the sides into a soft smile. She looked cute, and impishly cheeky.

What on Earth?

“You’re trying to earn your way back into Heaven? What’d you do to get kicked out?”

That was not a question for her to ask, nor an answer for a human to know. 

But I found myself telling the story, despite my misgivings. I liked to tell myself it was because I needed her to trust me. I needed her to believe me so we could both go inside and I could do my job. But deep down, it was more than that. “I was part of a love triangle that went wrong.”

Simple enough.

I shook myself and clamped down hard on my jaw to stop myself from revealing it all. Tabitha had been right. This woman definitely had some Witch in her. That probably explained why she could see me beneath the invisibility shield. And compel me to tell her things I didn’t feel particularly comfortable talking about in the first place.

“How long have you been down here?” she asked, crossing her arms over her chest, quirking her head to the side as though she were truly interested. The light in the porch archway flickered but she didn’t even notice it. Her focus was solely on me.

Why am I the only one answering all the questions? 

“Five hundred years.”

She whistled. “Damn, that’s a long time.”

I blew my breath out of my nose in a puff. I’d met a lot of unusual people in my time on Earth, but this strange little human took the cake. 

I glanced to my left and right. I didn’t like us being out in the open, especially in the darkness. I needed to get her to invite me in. She no longer looked afraid of me or the situation she was in. Instead, there was a curiosity and an offbeat sense of humor I wasn’t sure I enjoyed.

“It is. A very long time. Now, can we go inside?” I gestured to her house and she narrowed her eyes at me, as though she was debating something. Probably on whether or not she should trust me. There was nothing more I could do, so I hoped what I had offered her was enough.

Finally, she shrugged. 

“I’ll let you in so that you can explain to me what’s been going on with my world lately, but if you do anything to hurt me... you’ll regret it.”​

Her spirit made me smile. “I know. And I won’t betray your trust. I promise.”

She opened the purple-painted front door and walked inside like she didn’t have a care in the world. I was stuck to the mat like someone had glued my boots down.

I leaned forward to test the power of the force-field around her house and the strangest pain shimmied down my chest. Like the knife of God. I shuddered. No way could I push through that one. It would throw me out onto the road like a piece of garbage, even if I did manage to get a step or two inside.

“You know I can’t come in, right?” I called out to her just as my awareness prickled with the feeling that Demons were on their way. 

Heat teased my back like candle wax dripping down my spine. A sure-fire sign.

Kadie popped her head around the corner again, her beautiful red hair now framing her face. She must have taken her scarf off. “What do you mean?” she asked. 

Ah, so she doesn’t know.

“You have to invite me in, then I can pass over the threshold.”

A pretty smile spread across her face. “Oh. Angel, come in.”

The threat of pain fell away as though it had never been. I stepped through the entrance with ease and walked inside the small house. I had to duck my head to get beneath the door frame and she stared up at me with those beautiful blue eyes that reminded me of the crystal lakes back home. 

I let myself become about six feet tall and reduced my breadth in proportion. I stood only a few inches taller than her now, and she smiled up at me with a wonder that I hadn’t seen in too long to remember.

“You want a drink?” she asked as she slid her shoes off and grabbed a sweater from the couch to pull on over her bare arms.

Nighttime had arrived and with it, the chill of the dark. I felt the cold but it didn’t affect me the way it affected humans and, apparently, witches.

“No, thank you.” Angels didn’t need to eat or drink. 

I’d spent years on Earth jealous of human appetites, craving the taste of food. 

Kadie bustled around the small kitchen and I stood by the worn sofa. What sort of Witch was she? She’d put up talisman to ward off evil spirits, but no unusual scents, no candles or herbs that dictated her potion strength. She didn’t seem typical in any way.

She poured herself a steaming hot drink of some sort and came back into the living room. “Sit, Angel. Please. And tell me why you were following me.”

She curled up on the couch like a cat, with her legs tucked beneath her. I made myself sit awkwardly in the recliner. I’d much prefer to stand, but there seemed to be an etiquette here and she would be more comfortable with me sitting, I knew.

In this early phase of guardianship I needed to develop a kinship, a trust with my Target. I needed them to entrust their safety, their life, unto me. And that took some work, more times than not.

I looked at her as I sat down and our gazes snapped together with that familiarity I was beginning to relax into. There wasn’t an easy way to say this, so I may as well just get it out of the way. “You’re in grave danger, Kadie.”

She didn’t falter, nor give me any indication that she understood. Her hand lifted the cup to her lips and she took a sip as though I hadn’t spoken. Perhaps she hadn’t heard me?

“Don’t you understand? Demons want you dead.”

Well, it was worse than that, but she didn’t need to know all the ins and outs of the underworld in our first meeting.

Our gazes clashed again as Kadie looked at me, and arousal snaked through my bloodstream like a slithery serpent, hot and lightning fast.

Damn it. Stop that.

I dug my fingers into my thighs and tried to focus on the meeting at hand, and not the adorable way she ran her tongue along her bottom lip. 

She would taste soooo good.

Kadie settled back into the couch as though getting comfortable for a long chat. “I understand, but why? I’m a nobody.”

My new Target appeared too calm and a shiver of nerves danced through me at her almost-unhuman demeanor.

“What are you?” I couldn’t help but ask. Tabitha told me some, but I wanted answers. And, I thought, if she could question me incessantly about me being an Angel, certainly I could do the same to her.

Her eyes flashed a strange silver at me. She wasn’t offended, exactly, but curious. “What do you mean?”

“Fairy, Witch, Warlock? A cross of some sort of Vampire, perhaps? There’s some paranormal in you. You shouldn’t have been able to see me at all when we were outside just now, let alone see my wings. They are invisible to all, except those from the Hell dimension.”

Oh, hell no. She couldn’t be.

She laughed loudly at that one. “Hell dimension? What are you talking about, Angel?”

This was beginning to feel like a set-up. She seemed too odd, too beautiful. The attraction between us too strong. I couldn’t seem to dampen it down.

There was magic at work here.

“Why did you let me in here?” I asked, my eyes narrowing in suspicion. Was this a test to see if I could avoid temptation? No matter what beautiful human they threw at me, I had always been able to resist. She would be no exception. 

She slid her feet to the floor and iced me with her eyes once again. It was strange and fascinating to watch as her demeanor completely changed in merely an instant. “Me? You showed me your wings! Told me you were here to help me, and now you’re questioning my motives? Get fucked.”

Her language made me gape. Not the usual response I received when I came to help a human in need. I was more accustomed to blind adoration after I saved them from the Demons. 

Such a strange little human.

I took a deep breath and forced my hands to relax. “I think we should start again. Kadie. I was told that your life is in danger, and I’m here to help.”

She nodded, as though agreeing with me. “Well, it is. I’m pretty sure. I keep seeing these weird, black shadowy things following me, but they don’t come into the house.”

“They can’t.” 

Thank the Gods, or all humans would be royally screwed. 

She snorted in humor. “That’s a comfort to know...now. I’ve lost a week’s worth of sleep over that one.” 

I ignored the jibe. It wasn’t my fault that Tabitha hadn’t contacted me earlier. “Well, we need to work out why they want you. Which, to be honest, I don’t understand yet.”

She shrugged, a frown marring her beautiful face. “I have no idea. I mean...I have some abilities. I’ve always been able to foretell future events, and I can read people pretty well, but that’s it.”

The Demons generally track people who are integral to the continuation of the human species. Scientists, doctors, peace makers.

“Ha. That’s not me at all. I’m a hairdresser.”

I stared at her without saying a word. Had she just read my thoughts and answered them as though I’d spoken? 

She was definitely not my normal Target.

“I own my own business, maybe one of my clients has a link to me...” She let her voice trail off, her eyes focused on the carpet as though searching in her mind for a reason behind these attacks.

“I doubt it. They obviously want you specifically.” And with mind-reading abilities and being able to see me in Angel form, she had stronger powers than she realized.

“Then what’s the plan?” she asked, her keen gaze slicing through my resistance once again.

She had beautiful skin... I could only imagine how pink her nipples were beneath her blouse. Damn it! Concentrate!

“The plan... I’ll camp out and watch. Guard you day and night. At the moment we don’t know if they’re going to attack soon, or if they’re only doing reconnaissance. They don’t like to step out of the shadows for just anyone. They need to be certain that you’re special. So, I’ll watch for an attack, and if they attempt to grab you, I’ll kill them.”

A heavy silence hung in the room as she stared at me.

“Are you serious?” she asked, gaping at me as though I were crazy. Not an unusual reaction for a human. I’d had a lot worse through time.

“Of course.” I gave a curt nod and shifted as the weight of the sword at my back made itself known. I’d been a warrior in Heaven, and I used my skills on Earth just as well.

Her gaze slid away. “Okay... what do you want me to do, then?”

Finally, some common sense and a question I was familiar with. “I want you to stay indoors at night and do exactly what I say, when I say it.”

Her mouth twisted up and I knew I was in trouble. “No. That’s not going to happen. I’m sorry. I volunteer at the soup kitchen at night and I can’t give that up. I know that sounds trite and maybe even stupid, but these people are depending on me and I refuse to hide just because Demons might be out to get me.”

I gave her my most serious stare, lowering my eyebrows and leaning forward on my chair. “This is your life, Kadie. This isn’t a joke.”

She shrugged nonchalantly. “I understand that, but surely this is a better idea than just hiding and waiting. If I draw them out, surely you can save me from them?”

“I can...” Of course, but that isn’t the point. My job would be a lot easier if she would stay safe while I found those that hunted her. Although she may be right about drawing them out into the open... I’d never tried that deliberately before.

“Great,” she said with a happy, dismissive tone. “Do you need a place to sleep, Angel? I have a spare bedroom. It’s not huge, but...”

I cocked my head and stared at her, not impressed with her flippant attitude so far. “You trust too easily. That could be a fatal flaw.”

She stood up with a fluid grace and looked down her nose at me. Damn, she was beautiful with her hair flowing around her like that. 

“I read people, very well. If I’m honest... more than well. I know you’re speaking the truth. Now, I’m going to make some dinner and head to bed. Are you staying, or are you going out to do whatever Angels do?”

I stood up and maintained my stunted height for her convenience. “I have a prior engagement, so I’ll be leaving for a little while. Don’t die before I get back.”

Her lips quirked into an amused smile. “Lucky for you, it’s my night off, Angel.”

“It’s Gabriel.”

Kadie grinned. “Of course, it is. Goodnight, Gabriel.”

She swept back into the kitchen and with my loins aching, I walked back out into the cold night air for some relief. I had to speak to Tabitha. She’d told me this woman was important and may earn me my place back into Heaven. 

But how? 

They’re probably throwing my perfect sexual partner at me in a test to see if I can survive the temptation.

A smile tilted up my lips as I took to the sky. Tabitha may be right about this one, because it was not going to be easy keeping the beautiful, confident, Kadie alive.

Or me out of her bed. 
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My frustration boiled over as I paced around Tabitha’s kitchen. I didn’t like being in situations where I didn’t know what to expect. Surprises irked me. I didn’t like feeling foolish, especially in front of a human. My Angel Agent had been less than helpful so far. This was supposed to be her job, wasn’t it?

“Tabitha, I don’t understand why you want me to protect this one. She’s a hairdresser, for Holy sake!” Each step I took left small vibrations in my wake, now that I was back at my usual height.

And I’d like to slip my tongue inside her mouth and taste her flavors, which is crazy. It’s been far too long since I’ve felt this way. I shouldn’t feel this way about her. She was right – there was nothing special about her. And yet, there was a torment inside of me I couldn’t quite deny. I needed her. I shouldn’t need anyone.

Tabitha grinned at me over her cup of hot chocolate. I didn’t need to eat or drink, nor did any other immortal person. But Tabitha seemed to be some sort of hybrid. She chose which human faults and frailties she adopted, and which ones she didn’t. 

Neither of us slept. Which came in handy for staying alive when Demons were sent to kill you on occasion.

“She’s your Target, Gabriel. Why are you questioning me? You’ve never done so before.” There was an amused sparkle in her eyes. I didn’t like being the butt of the joke. Especially when I didn’t know what the joke was.

Her words rang true, but never before had I needed to question Tabitha’s sanity. Nor the accuracy of the List. 

“Why would the Demons want her?” I continued, throwing my arms out. I could feel my wings ruffle against my back. “Surely she can’t be that important to the human race?” 

Her powers were different, and certainly impressive, but if she didn’t know what they were, surely the Demons couldn’t either.

Tabitha shrugged and continued drinking from her mug. She didn’t speak nor strive to continue the conversation. Frustration clawed at me. Why wouldn’t my Agent speak to me?

“I’m dismissed, am I now?”

Tabitha sat bolt upright and cocked her head to the side as though listening to the voice of God himself. “Your Target is in trouble. Go. Now.”

A shiver shot down my spine and I took off at a run. She wasn’t far away. I could get to her in time. I hit the pavement at speed, extended my wings, and took to the sky. I could hear her screams inside my head as though she flew right beside me. Darkness had arrived. Evil loomed in the hidden corners and shelters, ready for action.

I flew through the city, following the sounds of her high-pitched shrieks until I came to an alleyway with large, abandoned buildings. Flashes of red and white filled one of the metal warehouses as if a fire blazed inside. Kadie!

I drew my sword from my back, invisible to all until it was unsheathed. The eerie red light from inside the building glinted off the silver blade, reminding me of all the blood this weapon had shed.  

I raced inside the building, my heart pounding in my chest. The shadowy figures of flame were converging on Kadie and I was impressed to see that she wasn’t meekly cowering in a corner, waiting to be rescued. She gave as much as she could. White magical light shot from her palms as she screamed in rage at them.

Movement caught my eye. I can’t believe I hadn’t noticed them before.

Demons. Two of them. In front of her. Each were trying to grab her, but neither were succeeding. I would have smirked if my heart hadn’t lurched in my throat. I didn’t like anyone near her, especially not Demons. 

I ran forward, swinging my sword at the two Demons closest to her. They hissed in anger and spun at me to retaliate. I cut two of the flaming creatures in half with single blows and they burst into black flames and crumbled to the ground. Once they were out of the way, I jumped closer to my Target and we stood back to back. Three more came at us – I hadn’t noticed them before, too consumed by my worry for Kadie - and I fought off two as Kadie took the third one down with her concentrated magic.

“About... time... you got here,” she panted, her chest heaving with the stress of the fight.

“Let’s go.”

I sheathed my sword, picked her up in my arms, and took off, flying through the open door and up into the sky. She clung to my neck and buried her head deep into my shoulder as though she didn’t want to see the building be consumed by lingering Demon flames. Her familiar scent tickled my nose and despite the danger, lust pounded in my body like molten lava.

“I need to get you safe.”

“Take me to my house. You said no-one can get in without permission.” 

I frowned, unhappy with that being the only alternative. But I did not have a house myself, and at least her home could not be penetrated by the Demons.

“All right.”

I dropped lower and headed for her house, surrounding us both in invisibility for the sake of the humans around us. I could see flickers of evil through the night, all over the city. On rooftops. In restaurants. In the streets. I would never be able to get them all, but at least I could keep my Target safe.

“Front door is easiest,” she said, her voice hitching as she wriggled in my grasp.

The attraction between us flared higher still, the longer we remained in contact. It was a lot hotter than I had initially thought. I could smell her arousal, strong and sweet. If she, too, felt the tug of lust between us, it would be harder than I’d thought to stop myself from indulging in her.

I landed on the front stoop and placed her down carefully. She gasped as she stood on unstable legs and wobbled towards the entrance. 

“That was some ride.” She managed to get the door open and we both went inside, locking the door behind us. Not that the human lock would keep out anything except a human. Luckily, we had stronger magic than that on our side.

I shrunk down to a more comfortable size, feeling my own anger flare as I regarded her. It was starting to bother me at how indifferent she seemed to be by all of this.

“You didn’t tell me you had powers like that,” I said, unable to keep the accusation out of my voice. I’d been as honest with her as I could be, and she had deliberately kept a vital piece of information from me. “More than that, I told you to stay here.”

“You told me to stay alive,” she corrected, walking over to kick off her shoes once again. I noticed her hands shake and part of me felt better that it was possible to affect her in some way, even if she wanted to hide it. “I didn’t know about my powers.” She spun around to glare up at me. “That’s never happened before.”

I could see the honesty in her eyes, hear it in her tone. She was shaking more, from the stress, or anger, I wasn’t sure. 

“All right. Calm down. Sit.” I nodded my head to the couch.

She fell onto her couch and I refrained from indulging in the desire to sit next to her, to wrap my hands around her body, to bury my nose in her hair. I had to do something with all the nervous energy racing through my body. I walked into the kitchen, took down a glass, and poured her some water without asking her.

My heart continued to pound. That had been close. Far too close for comfort. They’d almost had her, and for once, it looked like they were trying to do more than simply torture Kadie.

Which was odd, in itself. More pieces to this puzzle that I simply didn’t have any answers for. 

Thank God Tabitha said something. I didn’t know what would have happened if she hadn’t spoken up at just that moment.

I walked back to my Target and handed her the water. She took it with trembling hands and I sat down in the recliner I’d occupied earlier this evening. I didn’t trust myself to get too close to her.

Why hadn’t she done as I’d asked?

“Now, tell me what happened. I thought you weren’t going out tonight.”

She cocked her head at me. “I didn’t. That was yesterday.”

Had it really been a day? I shook my head.

Damn. “Sorry. I don’t have control over that. Tabitha’s realm is untouched by normal human time.”

I’d never understood why that happened, but I could lose days from a single visit that seemed like only hours. I’d asked Tabitha about it once and she’d never explained how her home worked in terms of human time. Her dimension was a mystery to everyone, including Tabitha, apparently.

“Who’s Tabitha?” she asked, her voice hitching in a strange way. 

Jealous, maybe? “My Angel Agent. She gave me your name and asked me to look after you.”

Kadie took a sip of water. “That’s weird.”

I laughed, a strange, strained noise. Me, weird? Coming from the human being hunted by Demons, who could vanquish them with white magic? 

“I suppose it is, to you. But that’s how it works in my world. Tabitha learns who the Demons are after, and she directs me who to save. It’s a simple but effective system.”

“How many humans have you saved?” She looked up at me, her eyes still icy but there was a glimmer of desperation in them. Like she needed to hear the sound of my voice in order to calm her down.

I shrugged. I’d like to say I don’t keep count, but I do.

“No, really, I want to know,” she persisted.

“One thousand nine hundred and ninety humans,” I answered, unable to deny her a simple fact.

“Whoa. That’s...incredible.” She continued to rub her palms on her thighs, trying to keep them from shaking.

Again, I shrugged. 

Still not enough to get me back into Heaven.

“Well, that’s just ridiculous. What’s the magic number then? Two thousand? Five thousand?”

I stared at her. Did she seriously answer a question I asked inside my own head?

The answer came in the heated blush that spread up her beautiful cheeks.

“Are you reading my mind, Kadie?”

“Ah... I don’t mean to.” Her gaze dropped and the blush blossomed into a fiery red.

I felt myself drawn to her despite myself. I had to focus.

“But you are?” I asked again. I’d never met anyone who could do that. Not to me, anyway.

She stared at me with wide eyes. “Ah...maybe? I can’t tell. They all sound like words to me.”

I sighed and ran a hand through my hair. This got stranger by the minute.

“It’s not that unusual, is it? Surely, I’m not that weird. Am I?” she asked, her voice half an octave above its normal pitch. She sounded worried. “I’m not... I can’t be...”

And there was a good reason for that.

“Ah, yes. Yes, it is,” I said. “It would be unusual if you could read a human’s mind, but mine? That’s just...unheard of. You may think you’re not special, Kadie, but you are.”

“I knew something was wrong with me,” she muttered as she leaned forward and dropped her head into her hands.

I decided not to focus on that comment, as I knew there was nothing wrong with her. Instead, there were many, many things that were right.

Her erect nipples, for example.

Her head shot up and she suddenly crossed her arms over her chest.

Oh, damn.

“I’m sorry,” I apologized, appalled that she could hear my lustful thoughts.

I really can’t help it... you’re way too beautiful.

“It’s okay. I know how you feel. I can barely keep my eyes to myself either.” The way she said it, she wasn’t embarrassed. It was more like she didn’t understand these feelings and was trying to. “I don’t know why I’m feeling this way. I’m sure you don’t either.” 

A strange warmth washed over me as she admitted to the attraction that I struggled with. Not that I’d ever had any problems finding sexual partners in Heaven, where love is shared freely. But down here, in limbo, I’d been alone for a very long time.

“Let’s focus on your abilities, shall we?” I suggested. I cleared my throat. The last thing I wanted to do was talk about my desire for her. Or her desire for me. That was dangerous territory, one I didn’t want to think about. “What were you doing to those Demons?”

She seemed to be able to kill them, which was impossible for a human, or so I’d been told.

“I...really don’t know. I was so scared... and kind of angry, too. Then they came close, and I pushed out with all my fear, and white light shot out of my hands.” She looked down at her palms in disbelief, as though she was trying to figure out if this was even real.

That sounded relatively simple. Amazing, and spectacular. But simple. 

She continued on as though I’d spoken. “Well it wasn’t simple, I can tell you. I had no idea what I was doing, and if I dropped concentration for a second, the light would go out and then they’d be at me again. I’m frickin’ exhausted and can barely lift my arms.”

I just stared at her until finally she realized what she’d done.

“Oh, I’m sorry! How do we stop me doing that?”

I have no bloody idea. “I’ll try not to think too loudly, and I think you need to get to bed and rest.” 

I stared hard at her. Or I will seduce you right now on this sofa and damn the consequences.

“What consequences?” she asked. Her voice was low and caused a shiver to slide down my spine.

I wanted to laugh out loud, but it was more sad than funny. It would be so much easier for us both if I could hide my true feelings, and she’d never know what we’d missed. “We Fallen Angels aren’t permitted to have sexual relations with humans, part of our penance.” 

A rule I’d originally thought was smart. It protected the humans and the Fallen Angels from years, or centuries, of heartbreak. 

Now...I was beginning to see what the other Angels complained about. Because I wanted Kadie.

Whatever she was.

Would she count as a human, what with her powers? Did I want to take that risk and find out?

“How would they find out?” she whispered, the longing in her eyes tugging at me.

My cock stirred in my jeans. 

“Oh, they’d find out.” They had eyes and ears everywhere.

She frowned. “So, you haven’t had sex in, like, forever?”

A groan rolled through my chest. “More than forever. Twenty times your lifetime.”

“Whoa.”

Yeah. Exactly.

“Now, usually I would retreat to a ledge somewhere and watch over your house all night. But seeing as you offered me a bed... I might take that space, if that’s still all right with you?”

I wouldn’t sleep of course. But a comfortable bed was a luxury I hadn’t indulged myself in too many years to count. And while my Target was safe, I could relax a little, and I had many memories to keep me entertained for the night. Although, the temptation of being so close to her...

Maybe I was putting myself in an unnecessary situation.

“Yes, of course. Come this way.” She reached out and took my hand to show me her guest room. 

I gasped and froze at her touch, the feel of her skin against mine both pleasurable and painful. She was hot and sweet, and my lonely heart ached for more.

“Come on,” she repeated, tugging my hand and dragging me into a small room with a double bed and a scent that made me groan. 

Kadie’s unique smell was one I would never forget, even if I lived another thousand years. She made me yearn for a home I’ve never had and that scent permeated everywhere.

Maybe I’d made a mistake accepting her invitation.

“Well... goodnight.” Kadie went up on her toes and kissed me gently on the lips, the warmth of her spreading through my nerves like the sun defrosting the earth at sunrise.

I froze as she held herself there, barely touching me.

“And thank you for saving my life,” she whispered against my mouth.

“You’re welcome,” I replied, breathing in the warmth of her. 

God, how I wished I could pick her up, strip her down, and devour the beauty beneath the rags.

Kadie reached up and touched my wings, the lightest of touches that had my gut tightening, my breath quickening and my lustful cock going hard as stone.

She stepped away and gave me a soft, quivering smile. If she could read my mind, I was sure she knew the struggle I was under.  

“Good night.”

I nodded my head as she shut the door, anger and resentment pulsing through me like a brewing storm. This was so unfair. To her, and to me.

After so many saved Targets, and resisting every single woman who’d ever tried to seduce me, I’d finally found one I wanted to make love to. 

Not just that, though. I wanted to fuck her too. I wanted to do it all to her over again. I wanted her to scratch my back so hard, her nails would leave red streaks down my back like a brand on my skin for the rest of my eternity. I wanted it soft and slow, rough and fast, in her kitchen, against the wall, on the floor.

I wanted her everywhere.

Surely, I deserved one night? After already serving such a lengthy sentence, how could they punish me for wanting to give Kadie the pleasure she deserved? It wasn’t like I would be leading her on. She knew what I was and that a long-term relationship would be impossible.

I stripped off my clothes that clung to my hot skin and threw them on a nearby chest of drawers. Ancient jeans and a black hoodie I wore to blend in to the humans around me.

Naked finally, I lay back on the soft bed and let my mind wander. I was truly safe, for the first time as long as I could remember.

And also, for the first time in centuries, I spent the dark night hours fantasizing about a woman other than the one I’d left in Heaven all those centuries ago.
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My door opened some time before sunrise. I was surprised I survived the night. Not because Demons were after my Target, but because Kadie was so close to me and wanted me the same way I wanted her. I refrained from going to her, but my body felt like it was going to combust into flames. Darkness still clung to the city and the people around us were almost quiet.

“Gabriel?” Kadie’s sweet voice filtered through the air around me. A siren call in the ocean of darkness around me. 

“Yes?” I answered, not daring to move a muscle as I lay on the bed. I clenched my fingers into the sheets. I refused to go to her. I wouldn’t even look at her. I didn’t know what would happen if I did.

I was naked and I assumed she could see that. Yet, she walked further into the room and stood before me like a vision. The street lights shone in through the shuttered windows and shadows cast over her barely-clad body, making my blood burn.

Oh, hell. So much for not looking at her. 

“Do you want me as much as I want you?” she whispered, her voice trembling. In fear? Or perhaps passion?

I sucked in a breath. I didn’t know why she’d come to me, nor what she hoped to gain, other than the moment’s pleasure. She knew I wasn’t meant to indulge myself, and the lonely hours I’d suffered through the night so far had reminded me of that. I could get into big trouble. I didn’t know the repercussions for humans – if there were any.

I had to be honest. There was no reason to lie. “You know I do, Kadie. But it is forbidden.” They’d never told us why, but the rule was simple. I liked simple. It was easy to follow, easy to understand.

“But why? Why would they forbid us being together for just one night? What could they possibly do to you, or me? Aren’t we being punished enough already? You saved me tonight. I could be dead right now, and I want to celebrate being alive—thanks to you.” She stepped closer to the bed and my body tensed. Her mere voice shot lightning straight to my cock and my grip on her sheets only tightened.

Her words struck a chord within me and I kept my lips firmly pressed together as my iron will wavered. She was right, of course. She was on a Demon’s hit list, and I was living in limbo, waiting for my sentence to be revoked. What more could they do to us? Make me save a thousand more souls?

Fine.

I would do it, just to feel her touch on my body. Just to feel what it was like inside of her, stretching her, feeling her slick heat wrap around me.

Then I saw her move, her hands gliding up her body in a seductive way I knew I wouldn’t be able to fight against. 

Oh, please don’t. I don’t have the strength to deny you this.

I didn’t understand how she affecting me in such a way, how she had this sort of power over me. And yet, I liked it. Maybe I didn’t want to admit it, especially to myself, but I loved how helpless she made me feel. I wanted more of it. I wanted more of her.

She hesitated for a moment, and I worried and yearned that she was going to change her mind. Then she lifted her hand and pushed one strap off her shoulder and let it fall down her arm, exposing one perfect breast to my gaze.

Lust slammed into me and I clenched my teeth in an effort not to groan. I could feel myself start to stir underneath the thin, soft sheet and I closed my eyes, trying to think of anything that might calm my responses.

Then she slid the other strap down and her twin mounds of wonder pouted up at my gaze. My mouth watered as I stared at her and I licked my lips.

The short nightgown she wore shimmied down to her indented waist, clung to her fleshy hips for a mere moment, then slid to the floor in a puddle of silk. 

There she stood suddenly, completely naked. Like a statue of the Goddess of sexuality.

I didn’t move. I couldn’t move. What was a man supposed to do when a naked woman stood before him? A lump lodged itself in my throat and I swallowed hard.

I will just go a little further, then I’ll stop... No, I should stop here. This is insane and illogical. So I’ll give her pleasure... then I’ll stop.

“Come here,” I croaked out, unable to fight against her need for me.

She walked closer to me, her rounded breasts bobbing with her movement. My throat grew tight, my mouth ran dry.

It wasn’t like I hadn’t seen women more beautiful than she was, naked, who all wanted me. I wasn’t some human unable to resist the beauty of a being. I was always in control and always managed my emotions. Especially when it came to things as primal as sex.

But somehow, for some inexplicable, frustrating reason, Kadie was different.

I shuffled over to the middle of the bed so there was room for her. I continued to lie completely still and watched what unfolded before me like a dream. She climbed onto the bed and instead of cuddling into my side as I expected, she slid a leg over my waist and slid her body over mine until she sat on top of me. 

I groaned loudly and my eyes shut again on a wave of ecstasy unlike anything I’d ever experienced. She was the first drink of water I’d had in a thousand centuries of desert.
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