
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Minotaur’s Passion

        

        
        
          The Fallen Angel, Volume 2

        

        
        
          K.C. Hensley

        

        
          Published by K.C. Hensley, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE MINOTAUR’S PASSION

    

    
      First edition. August 31, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 K.C. Hensley.

    

    
    
      Written by K.C. Hensley.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]
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The morning sun filtered through the dense canopy of the fae forest, casting dappled patterns of light and shadow on the ground. Celeste strolled along a winding path, her senses attuned to the vibrant life around her. Birds with iridescent feathers sang sweet melodies, and the air was filled with the heady scent of blooming flowers. Every moment in this realm was a feast for her senses, and she relished the freedom and beauty it offered.

As she walked, she thought about the night before, about Yanny and the incredible experience she had shared with him. She felt a deep sense of belonging here, a feeling she had never truly known in Heaven. Yet, her curiosity was insatiable. She wanted to explore every corner of this magical world, to meet its inhabitants and learn their stories.

Her thoughts were interrupted by a rustling in the bushes nearby. She turned just in time to see a flash of red fur and a pair of gleaming eyes. A small fox darted out from the undergrowth, snatching the pouch she carried at her waist. "Hey!" Celeste cried out, but the fox was already racing away, joined by several others.

The foxes moved with incredible speed, their small, agile bodies weaving through the trees with ease. Celeste took off after them, her wings still too damaged from the fall to aid in her pursuit. She pushed herself harder, determination fueling her every step. She couldn’t let them get away with her belongings.

As she ran, the forest seemed to close in around her, the path becoming more treacherous. The foxes led her to a clearing, where they slowed their pace, seemingly cornered. Celeste advanced cautiously, unsure of what to expect. But before she could reclaim her pouch, a low growl echoed through the clearing.

Emerging from the shadows was a figure that took her breath away. A towering Minotaur, his muscular form covered in sleek, dark fur, stepped forward. His eyes were a striking shade of blue, and his face, though undeniably bestial, held a surprising handsomeness. He stood between Celeste and the foxes, his presence commanding and protective.

"Back away," the Minotaur rumbled, his voice deep and resonant. The foxes hesitated, then scattered into the forest, leaving the stolen pouch behind. He turned to Celeste, his expression softening. "Are you alright?"
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