
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


DARK ANGELS & DEMON KISSES

A COLLECTION OF ANGEL AND DEMON LOVE STORIES

Hey there! If you like paranormal and fantasy romance with badass women and saucy scenes, this collection is for you!

I hope you like it.

First a little bit about why I wrote this...
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    For you dear reader, if you like badass women and love. You're my type of person! 
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INTRODUCTION
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So, I actually started this collection of stories as a way to dive into my own world. I’ve been given a cool peek into a demonic underworld, one ruled by dark and light magic with connections to our long-dead spiritual selves. And I begin this as a way to dig into the caves and see what I could discover.

And I want these works to focus on empowered and empowering women, Hispanic culture, and the occult.

Traces of the occult linger in my family and are very prevalent in my culture. And it’s one of the coolest things I’ve wanted to explore for a very long time.

So, I had not initially planned to create an anthology of stories but when I saw this cover, had am impending deadline, and recalled how much I love to write short stories, well it all clicked. 

I got my BA in English Literature, which meant we tended to write short stories a couple times. Not as often as we should have but we were asked to write and submit work for publication, practice, or for scholarships. And I really enjoy the short story just as I enjoy other short mediums like music videos or animated short stories. They hold a special place in my heart. They give you a glimpse into the lives and depths of others. They pull you into some real moments.

And it’s sad that the art of the short story is lost among a lot of people. Currently it's like you have to buy another 300-page hardcover in order to get literature. It seems like that’s mandatory. And that's just not the case. Back in Edgar Allen Poe’s time, or the pulp fiction era, or the penny dreadful era, the short story format was totally in. Back then, people had a “sitting”, a moment of rest in the day. Were they all reading 300 pages times? Nope.

The short story was acceptable. And loved, given what I’ve read from Poe’s writings. 

We have lost the concept of what a short story really is. We miss out on how much fun they are and really what they can do for us as readers. One of my first introductions into short stories was actually through one of those required reading textbooks in language arts classes. If you are like me, then maybe your elementary and middle school held these big textbook tomes underneath the desks or inside the desks. They were filled with English prompts and things like that but most importantly they were full of short stories that were aimed at younger audiences. The books leaned towards science fiction and fantasy or adventure for its young audience. And that was totally how I started to get into the short story format. Because, you know, the teacher would be droning on and on about who knows what and grammar participles that I still don't understand, and so I would pull out the book from underneath my desk. Like some sort of sneaky kid, I would read the stories under the table. And there were definitely a few stories that really stood out to me.

There's a story that I loved. It talked about a single highway and an alien; I think. There was a cop car in that single highway. The world was made up of just a single highway. Like that was the world and its entire existence was nothing beyond it. There was nothing to the side.  This was the only place of existence. And the way the author described it, well it totally resonated with me. It was just way for me to picture a life beyond what I knew, and it really stretched my imagination to a point where it had never been stretched like that. It took many years afterwards to get to that point again and it was a really simple, short digestion of a story. But it was powerful.

To this day, I must've been in sixth grade, so you know more than two decades ago, I feel grateful for that story.

Because even if I never find it again (which I intend to), I'm grateful that author wrote it and published it. So, I'm writing this in hopes of not only you falling in love with these short stories but also me too. I've definitely gotten just so riled up in the fast-paced publishing world of having to publishing like 6000 pages for whatever reason, that returning back to this short story love has been really delightful and eye-opening. 

I've been taking notes on my journey so far and it's been absolutely wonderful and delightful, and I want to incorporate this more often into my work. And I have some really cool ways on how to down to do that.  It makes me excited, so I hope you get excited as well. 

These stories revolve around the fantasy world that I live in which deals a lot with occult subjects and specifically angels, demons, and the romances that occur within this world. So, I hope you enjoy this, and I hope that you get your tastes of love. There is a range of them, there's from the super sexy to the super sweet, so keep that in mind as you dive in. They have varying degrees of hotness and different types of love styles, so I hope that you enjoy and get pulled into this world that I'm working on. But most of all, that you enjoy the stories as I have enjoyed short stories in the past. Thank you and I’ll see you on the other side.

-Massiel Valenzuela-Castaneda

February 27, 2020

California
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A DEMON CALLS
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The sound of the car horn blaring woke me up, startled. I gasped as I came to from a nightmare, shaking. The world seemed tilted and electric. I felt the way it moved, smelled the rotting and decaying things outside in the alley, and heard the cries of the poor outside, lurking.

The city. 

I sat up in my bed, shaking for a moment as I got my bearings. The apartment looking smaller but still familiar.

This time, the dreams hadn’t stopped where they normally did. And it dragged me down into a place of both shock and awe and I saw the world for what it really was.

My dream always started the same. 

I blink my eyes open and I can smell strange scents around me. It smells like the ocean, which should be nearby, and it also smells like sulfur, mixing with the salt. It feels alive.

When I adjust to my view, I see the city. And I gasp.

Because it’s not the city. Not really. I know it’s landscape and this place matches that exactly but this is a world turned upside down. This is a place of evil. The city is on fire. The buildings burn with smoke that leers up to the sky, swirling into a black canopy of clouds that entirely cover the once blue dome. The sun is completely gone.

The only light exists from the fires burning the city to the ground. Everything seems lit. Everything looks darkened to soot. I’m on the ledge of a building. I think it’s my apartment but I’ve never been up here. But the view from my own window looks similar.

In between the alleys and streets below me, there are shadows lurking and slithering through the crevices. I recognize shapes and shadows and my gut tells me that I know what they are but I don’t have a name for them. There’s only one word in my mind.

Hunt.

It repeats over and over again like a mantra. Soon it boils inside me, threatening to burst. My blood is on fire. I reach behind me and I feel someone there. I grab a hand and then something in my body stretches and spreads open and then...

Everything turns black.

I exhale a shaky breath.

My skin has goosebumps and I shiver from sweat. A car alarm blares nearby, someone shouts from down the alley, and the familiar sounds of the living city lull me back into a calmer state.

My breath returns to normal. “Balls.” I curse to myself. I swing the blankets off and head to the kitchen in my underwear, still cold from the sweat. Its only after I chug down a glass of water that it hits me.

This time was different. This time the dream didn’t end there.

I shake my head trying to tell myself it wasn’t anything more. I’d been having the same dream for almost a decade, since I had turned 21. Seriously, the first dream was that night on my birthday.

And since then I had known somewhere deep in me that I was waiting for something, someone actually. When I reached back to grab their hand, I knew I was hoping they would show. In my gut, I knew there was someone there that I couldn’t see, because I wasn’t supposed to see them. 

Yet.

But this time was different.

This time, I saw him. 

I reach back behind me and grab a hand. I feel the familiar pull and stretch of muscle, my char-black wings expanding behind me. I scan the horizon. And I hear a gruff and deep voice close to my ear.

“It’s time now.” His voice is like velvet. His lips brush my ear just faintly that it sends a shiver through me, my wings flutter. And I think I can hear his do the same. I hear the faint sound of leather.

“You’re here.” I manage to say. My throat feels tight. I’ve been waiting so long to actually meet him. There’s another building across the way, and when I look towards it, I see the reflection of the man behind me. His white hair whips in smoky wind.

He doesn’t respond at first. His fingertips graze my arm, slow and light. I feel the goosebumps follow his trail.

He whispers. “Come to me.”

And then I woke up.

I shiver, suddenly feel cold. This wasn’t normal. This wasn’t like the other dreams I had. This time was different, and it scared me.

What made this any different?

A chill of knowing washed over me. I didn’t have to look to the clock to know that it was well past midnight. Which meant it was my birthday.

I turned 30. 

Suddenly, a shadow passes across the roam, shutting out the city lights for a brief moment and pitching everything to black. I scream and recoil towards a wall, using the cup in my hand as my only defense.

My breathing comes hard and fast, but I don’t see anything. There is no difference in my room. The shadows play along the wall, the morning is still young. The darkness settles. 

But I feel something. Something calls out to me, rolling through me like invisible waves. I can feel something here. There’s someone in my apartment.

But I can’t see anything and so I do the only thing I can, speak to no one. “Hello?”

My voice shakes and the water in my cup sloshes outwards and onto the floor. 

There’s no answer.

But I know there is. It’s like my mind can sense the presence. So I try to sound brave. “h-hey! Whoever you are. You better get the hell out of here before I call the cops!”

My voice pitches. I hoped it would sound fierce but I squeak at the end instead. There’s no way I’d scared it off.

But there’s silence again. 

This time I reach for the counter, scrambling to grab the lighter there that I keep for candles. My phone is near by bed and the light switch is next to the sink – this is the only thing I have available.

I use my thumb to flick the lighter, snapping it to try and bring it to life.

“No!” A strong voice booms from the corner of my room.

I scream when a shadow emerges, fast and forward. It launches towards me. I fall to the floor, losing the cup and the lighter, cowering my hands over my face at whatever is racing towards me.

I hear the cup fall and break into pieces near me. The pieces of glass sliding around me. The lighter falls to the floor.

There’s silence for a moment. But brief, until the voice speaks again.

“Do you have any idea what you could have done?” the gruff voice speaks, directly above me. I’m shaking, no longer screaming but trapped in the corner of the door and the wall. He has me cornered.

“Please, don’t hurt me.” I whisper, feeling like my lungs are losing air, the world is spinning around me. I didn’t hear or see this guy a moment ago. Was he hiding in my room?

The possibilities of what this man could be swirl around me. And I feel short of breath.

“Get off your knees, Catarina, this is beneath you.” He says. He doesn’t sound threatening. In fact, he sounds annoyed.

I try not to move. The shivering holding me to the ground. 

He lets out a sigh and then I feel two large hands grab me by the shoulders, yanking me up. I shriek, suddenly pulled into the air by the stranger.

But then I’m on my feet, planted firmly in the middle of the kitchen, the faint glow of a nightlight now on. How did he do that? That wasn’t on a moment ago.
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