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Chapter One 

 

Above, the ceiling of the vast chamber that the men dragged Angel into arched so high that 

it disappeared into the shadows cast by the light of the spotlights that speared down to a great 

circular stage. She had a sense of stadium style seating that arced in a great half circle around 

that stage but she couldn‘t see them for the brightness of the lights. She shook her head to try to 

clear it of the last of the drugs. The last thing she remembered was walking toward her 

apartment. Then suddenly she was here. As a federal agent she‘d made a lot of enemies over the 

years, but few of them brave enough or crazy enough to risk this. 

From the shadows, a voice chanted steadily and monotonously.  

The stage or platform area captured her attention, though. She was transfixed, riveted by 

what she saw.  

Spotlighted in the center of that vast chamber was without question the most magnificent 

specimen of masculine beauty she had ever seen in her life. He was absolutely, stunningly 

gorgeous. 

And impossible. 

Tall, he had to top at least six foot six, give or take an inch or even two or three, and every 

single one of those marvelous inches was beautifully muscled. The firm curves of those muscles 

gleamed as if they had been oiled. His chest and shoulders were broad, the pecs deeply curved 

and his stomach gave a new definition to washboard abs. His waist and hips were narrow, every 

muscle of them—including his obliques—sharply defined. Even his legs were gorgeous. 

Hair as dark and glossy as a raven‘s wing streamed smooth and straight as a ruler to his 

broad shoulders, framing a face that might have been carved by a master sculptor. Every line was 

clean, perfect, from his broad forehead to his high cheekbones with their deep hollows, from his 

finely bridged nose to the defined line of his square jaw. His mouth was a thing of beauty, firm, 

neither too thin nor too lush. There would be dimples if he smiled. 
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Completely naked from the top of his horned head to his feet, it was impossible for her to 

miss any part of him.  

That included the horns, short and curved, that sprang from his forehead, and the sinuous 

tail that twined like a cat‘s around his body. That tail was smooth save for the end of it where it 

flared into a dull point. The motion of it was oddly hypnotic in the way that a cat‘s was, catching 

the eye as it twined and swayed. A pair of partly folded wings arched up from his back. 

His skin was colored a deep red—not copper, but red, a dark rich scarlet, like the guy from 

that movie and yet not—with odd patterns of black that shifted and flowed beneath the surface 

like a chameleon‘s. Except that unlike a chameleon‘s his skin appeared to be as smooth as satin. 

Those patterns in his skin changed constantly, the shift of the colors beneath it seemed to reflect 

his agitation—none of which showed on his impassive face but was echoed in every line of his 

incredible body. 

Beautiful long-lashed eyes the color of rubies touched with molten gold met hers and 

reflected both a kindness and an ancient, ageless wisdom. The patterns of red and gold within 

those eyes shifted and whirled entrancingly, enticingly. 

He had fangs, the faint white tips indenting his lower lip in a way that seemed oddly sexy. 

Her body responded almost automatically to the sight of them. 

Both his hands and feet bore claws the color of polished jet. His hands were huge, the 

fingers long but strong. 

Rough iron bracelets encircled his wrists. Something about them said that they were not 

decoration. 

He also had the biggest cock that she had ever seen, every rampant inch of it fully erect. 

Despite the circumstances, despite what he was, just to look at all the magnificent 

masculine glory of him had Angel hot and wet. A part of her yearned to touch all that gorgeous 

gleaming skin, no matter what color it was. Something about him made her want to run her 

fingers through that silken ebony hair, to have those strong, clawed hands on her flesh and that 

sinuous tail twine around her body as it now twined around his. 

For all that what she saw spotlighted in the middle of the floor was frankly incredible… 
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Because he was, without a doubt and to all appearances, a Demon, capital D, horns, forked 

tail and all. 

A beautiful and incredibly sexy Demon. 

There was only one problem—Demons didn‘t exist. They weren‘t real. 

Except that he clearly stood there in before her, living, breathing. 

He was also beautiful, as incredibly beautiful as the fallen angels demons were reputed to 

be. To her stunned astonishment, she found that she wanted him more than she had ever wanted 

any man and with an intensity she had never before experienced. Her pussy throbbed, ached. 

Even given the daunting size of his cock, she wanted it, him, inside her. 

A matching hunger radiated from him like heat from an oven, even at this distance. 

Embedded around him in the gleaming black marble floor of the shadowed room were 

concentric circles in iron, copper and silver. The metals of magic as Angel had recently learned. 

Between and around each circle were glyphs and symbols—some of which she recognized and 

some that made her skin crawl—had been etched deeply into the dark marble. 

The room was immense, nearly half of it in shadow. Even so Angel was aware of a sense of 

power in the room, of the Demon‘s power, chained, banked, and of another powerful presence or 

presences outside of the rings but hidden within the shadows. 

It was also clear that, Demon or no, he was captive as she was. A monstrous iron chain led 

from a shackle around his ankle to a bolt in the floor. Proud as he was—and that pride was 

visible in every line of his strong body, his stance a study in defiance even in the face of defeat—

and as strong as he was, being chained, being bound to this place, had to be agony, had to be 

infuriating. In every line of his magnificent body she could see his rage, see how he longed to be 

free. 

For all that he wasn‘t supposed to be real, Angel couldn‘t deny what she saw before her 

very eyes and her heart went out to him in his pride and his defiance. If for no other reason than 

she shared it, the rage, the fury and the helplessness as hard hands held her prisoner, too, with her 

wrists twisted up behind her back, her shoulders screaming in an agony that she would not show. 
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The last thing she could remember before she had awakened here she had just exited the 

elevator in her building with her apartment keys in her hand. She‘d been tired. There had been a 

soft pop that she only had a moment to register as a threat, a sting in her neck, a sinking of her 

heart… Then nothing, until she had awakened in this place—wherever this was—without her 

weapon or badge, and still in the clothes that she had been wearing. The silent men who held her 

had brought her to this room from another large empty room. There were far too many of them, 

those silent men, all armed, for her to fight alone. None of them would speak to her, they had just 

unceremoniously hauled her here as soon as she regained consciousness. 

From the darkness she sensed a signal. 

Without fanfare or warning the men who held her threw her across the room at the Demon, 

shoving her so hard that she staggered across the marble floor, stumbled across those circles 

etched in it. Power of some kind prickled her skin as she passed over each one, liked the 

moments before a lightning storm. Her senses reeled with chaotic visions, images. Alien sounds 

and smells assaulted her as she passed over those rings. An atavistic shiver of terror went over 

her at the thought of what might happen if she stopped between those protective rings. She 

shuddered instinctively. 

The demon reached out and caught her. His strong hands closed around her arms. He 

seemed to know the damage that he could do with those claws, his touch was firm but gentle. 

Angel clasped her hands around powerful forearms that were like satin-covered steel as he 

steadied her, her skin almost shockingly white against the deep red of his. In his luminous eyes 

she saw a flash of that helpless fury and despair. She had a powerful sense of a deep hunger and 

sharp regret, a sense of honor violated. 

Something in those glowing eyes called to her, kindred spirit to kindred spirit. Here was 

strength not just of body but of spirit and character, too, a bone-deep nobility that was ingrained 

in him, blood and bone and sinew. 

It was clear to her that he struggled with himself, it was there in the swirling patterns of his 

eyes, in the shadows that moved beneath his smooth, smooth skin and in the tightness of his 

muscles. 
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Even so, looking up into his preternaturally beautiful face as her hands closed over the 

strength of his arms, as she inhaled the intensely masculine scent of him, the truth of him struck 

Angel with a visceral punch that echoed through every atom of her body in a surge of desire so 

intense that it nearly made her cry out. Her pussy clenched, went hot and tight. 

Their eyes met. 

All Asmodeus saw from the very moment the newcomers entered the room was the woman 

so bright against the shadows and the black armor of the men. Shock reverberated through him 

and with it came a sharp flare of recognition. Desire and need came, suddenly, powerfully. At 

that short distance the brilliant lights around him made details difficult, but he could tell that she 

was lovely, he could sense that she was strong in body, mind and spirit, with a warrior‘s soul. 

Her features were too youthful for the streaming silver waves of her hair, her body too limber, 

her lush breasts still high and full. 

His hunger spiked and raged within him, nearly too strong to deny as she collided against 

him, all that lovely pale skin glowing beneath the lights, her bright spirit piquant. The scent of 

her instinctive arousal at the sight of him was a goad that gave spur to his hunger, setting it 

against his will to drown it. Her skin was so soft beneath his hands.  

He had not touched such in nearly three millennia. 

The chant battered at him. 

It was all tangled up inside him. He hated this, but he could not fight both the compulsion 

of his hunger and the one that those who held them had set on him. Or the desire, the need, that 

had sparked instantly inside him just at the sight of her, at the sense of her. And now the scent of 

her. He needed and she was the answer to that need, to all of his needs… If she had 

protested…struggled…he would have fought, tried to find a way, somehow, to fight his need, his 

hunger, but she did not. Eyes as blue as the sky of this plane darkened instead with desire as they 

met his, her fine mouth softened as she swayed involuntarily toward him and his hunger surged 

almost uncontrollably. 

He hated it, hated the circumstances of this, but he could give her and himself this much. 

Those around them would not watch as he answered his hunger. He would take his punishment 

as it came, and it would come he knew, with no regrets. A master of fire, even the iron bracelets 
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that they had put on him could not thwart him completely and he had just magic enough left for 

this.  

Firepots appeared and smoke spiraled as the sharp scent swirled around them. 

Need raged within him, his fangs dropped, extended. 

In one motion he turned her, clasped her against his body, his erection pressed hard against 

her bottom and lower back. One arm went across her chest and his hand automatically cupped 

one full breast, tightened there. The other hand caught a handful of her hair, drew her head 

swiftly to one side. 

―Forgive me,‖ he said, ―I cannot…I must…‖ 

As quick as a cobra, he struck, his sharp fangs sinking deep into the curve of her shoulder 

and throat. 

Asmodeus shuddered with pleasure as she trembled in his arms. His own need surged as his 

venom spurted into her, as his tongue flickered over her. That first taste of her, of her soft, 

fragrant skin, nearly destroyed him. And in that first taste, he knew. He knew what she would be 

to him, what she was to him. Mate, companion, the one that he had waited so long to claim, but 

could not. The one that in the long exile of his people he had never thought to find… 

Hope, impossibly, filled him.  

He longed to touch, he needed her soft skin beneath his hands but when she quivered his 

battered control nearly snapped, conscious thought was all but gone, all that existed was her, the 

sweet scent of her, her warm body in his arms. 

Those few short words were all the warning Angel had had, his voice a deep basso rumble 

that resonated in her bones and in it a sorrow that resonated in her soul. There was a brief 

moment of apprehension, surprise. For all her training it still happened so fast that she had no 

chance to protest or struggle and a traitorous part of her didn‘t want to. She didn‘t resist, didn‘t 

even try, as an unexpected anticipation sent heat surging through her.  

Pain, as bright and piercing as an arrow, speared through her as his teeth pierced her skin, 

sank into muscle as his venom pumped into her body. A brief flash of fear survived against that 

venom for only a moment. Then the fear and pain were both gone like vapor and in their place 
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was the astonishingly brilliant heat of that venom as it flamed beneath her skin. It seared through 

her bloodstream and set her blood afire as it raced through her body from her head to her toes. 

She arched as the brilliant heat of it scorched through her.  

Thought vanished and Angel ached, she burned, she needed desperately to be touched and 

to have him touch her. 

His tongue flickered over the skin of her throat, tickled erotically against her ear as his tail 

twined around and between her legs, caressing her as it glided warmly over her skin. 

Power of some kind flared, shimmered across Angel‘s skin.  

Her clothes were suddenly gone, her body bared to him and she finally had her wish as his 

clawed hands closed around her breasts. A longing swelled within her. Those sharp claws 

scratched lightly at sensitized skin as his thumbs brushed over her nipples. She cried out as 

pleasure streaked from her breasts to her core. Her pussy flooded instantly. Desire roared through 

her, nearly blinding her with its intensity. 

Her hands clenched tightly over his muscular forearms. 

His hot skin was close against her, his long thick cock pressed warmly against her bottom 

like a brand. 

A different kind of heat burned between her thighs. Her breasts and pussy ached, but only 

her breasts had gotten attention. They swelled against and into his big hands, filling them. She 

arched to give him more of them as her pussy pulsed and creamed. Almost in answer to her need, 

her desire, an agile long-fingered hand slid between her thighs to stroke. She trembled and 

sighed. 

His hand slid over her mound, over her throbbing clit, over her aching, dripping pussy. Her 

thighs were wet. She quivered and moaned with the need of his touch. 

Desire flared, warred with pure lust, and then his fingers dipped inside her. 

Asmodeus groaned to find her so damp, so tight and so ready for him. 

His hunger burned. He would feed, he must or—so long as she was penned in here with 

him and with the goad of his captor‘s geas, that magical compulsion,  on him—soon or late he 

would ravage her like a starving wolf, whatever his intentions. 
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She would find pleasure when he took her whether he willed it or not, it was his nature and 

a gift of the venom, but he would give her more than that. He must, for his own sake. For his 

own soul. 

Dipping his fingers into the rich moisture between her thighs, Asmodeus slid his finger up 

over the little pearl between her thighs to lubricate it further and caressed it gently. She trembled 

and he smiled as he nuzzled her throat, breathed her scent in, the marvelous fragrance of her 

skin, the musk of her arousal. It surrounded him, the intoxicating aroma of her desire, fed his 

hunger, stoked his need. 

The light salty taste of her skin was marvelous, wonderful. Asmodeus savored it, her, as his 

tongue fluttered over her. That quiver as her body tightened, as her pussy flooded with her juices, 

battered against his will. He held, clung to the delight of touching her as defense against his 

hunger and struggled for some vestige of control. 

She trembled beneath his hands. Her breast swelled in one, the jewel of her clit was trapped 

by the other as her scent rose around him intoxicatingly, maddening. Her pulse hammering 

against his mouth, against his flickering tongue, was heady, exciting. Asmodeus hungered for 

her, he craved her. He had to taste her, some part of her. 

Sweeping her up in his arms, he deposited her on the bed, such as it was. The only furniture 

allowed him, it was made of iron and bolted securely to the floor. His breath came hard and fast. 

For a moment though he could only admire the beauty of her. 

That lustrous silver hair sprayed across the pillows to frame her youthful face and body, 

streaming in lush waves across the thin mattress. Her features were fine, save for a bump in her 

nose where it had been broken once, giving her face a little more character, as if her strong jaw, 

firm mouth and the fine arch of her brows above those lovely clear sky blue eyes did not give her 

enough. 

They would be like fire and ice when they lay together, he and she. Beautiful. 

Lightly, he ran a finger over the curve of her cheek, her skin as soft as a rose petal.  

His body tightened in response. 

Then there was her body. 
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Stretched out beside her on the bed, he looked at her, at all her lovely lush curves and he 

was unable to resist caressing her firm breasts, cupping them, running his hand over her toned 

belly. He sifted his fingers through the triangle of dark, silver-tinted curls between her thighs to 

make her body jolt. As white as the finest ivory, her skin glowed beneath the lights. 

As hungry as he was, he feasted his eyes first, just tasting one breast with a flicker of his 

tongue. 

In wonder, Asmodeus touched her cheek again, cupped it and then slowly lowered his 

mouth to hers. 

He drowned himself in that kiss, in her soft mouth, in the taste of her, the movement of her 

lips beneath his. When she nibbled lightly at his lower lip, his body tightened in response. He 

breathed her in even as he tasted her, so fresh, so clean, so pure. 

Curling an arm beneath her shoulders, he drew her closer. 

Lifting his head to look down at her in wonder, Asmodeus tasted her on his lips, his tongue 

flickering over them as he shook his head. Amazing. 

The sight of him savoring the taste of her sent another bolt of heat shooting to Angel‘s core. 

That that tongue was forked didn‘t disturb her in the least. In all her life she had never been 

kissed so sweetly, so passionately, so lovingly… or so movingly. Her heart ached, she wanted, 

needed, to get closer to him, to have every inch of his long hard body against hers, to hold him, 

to touch him.  

Looking up into that strong, sexy face, Angel watched his glowing eyes brighten—

literally—and the sight of his sheer masculine beauty took her breath away. His silken hair slid 

over her shoulder softly as he stroked her cheek. Shivers of pleasure washed through and over 

her as his tongue danced over her skin. 

It was the look in his burning eyes, though, that caught at her, the fire in them, the passion. 

And something else… 

Then his firm mouth lowered slowly to claim hers once again and his lips moved softly, 

sweetly on hers, his tongue flickered lightly over her lips in entreaty, begging entrance. Asking, 

not demanding. 
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Angel had always wanted to be kissed like this, so tenderly, so deeply. 

Spearing her fingers deep into his glossy hair, she drew his mouth down harder against hers 

and kissed him back with just as much intensity as an unexpected and unfamiliar rush of emotion 

swept through her.  

He explored her mouth with his tongue, tasted every corner of it, a small sound of need 

purling in the back of her throat as her hand tightened in his hair.  

Finally she could touch him, she could touch that gorgeous gleaming skin, the hard muscle 

beneath it like smooth satin warmed and stretched tightly over steel. Her hands flew over him, 

over his strong arms and broad shoulders. All she wanted was him, was that tongue and that hot 

mouth on her breasts, on her body, desperately, as the delicious tension inside her rose, pulsed 

between her thighs to dampen them even further. Need and heat, longing and desire, swelled 

within her. 

As if she had spoken her wish aloud, his mouth traced a heated trail along her cheekbone. 

His tongue flickered lightly over her ear before his mouth skimmed slowly down her throat. That 

hot mouth descended toward her breast as his lambent eyes watched her, moving slowly so that 

she would have time to anticipate the moist heat of his mouth before it closed around her nipple. 

And then it did. Her back arched instantly to beg for more as ecstasy shot from that hardened 

peak straight to her aching pussy. 

As he fingered her clit gently, his tail fluttered ever so lightly against her pussy. Heat 

pooled deeper in her belly, swirled there. His tail teased to the rhythm of his fingers as they toyed 

with her clit, it pressed, twirled at her entrance until she ached, until her hips bucked and then it 

slipped up inside her, to flutter against her g-spot like one of her erotic toys. 

Angel quivered, the odd invasion of his tail within her was somehow only that much more 

exciting. 

Her back bowed and she moaned as it tormented her delightfully and he suckled harder at 

her breast. Pleasure flooded her. 

She arched, offering her breasts to him as she spread her thighs in obvious entreaty and he 

seemed more than glad to answer her need. 
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He suckled at her, pulled her even closer against him as he drew the tip of her breast deep 

into his mouth to savor her. His cock, already hard, stiffened even further against her hip. 

Pleasure streamed through her with each hard pull of his mouth on first one breast and then 

the other. His tail fluttered inside her as his hand slipped once again between her thighs to tease 

at her clit. Everything inside her tightened, the delicious tension inside her ratcheting up higher 

and higher with each stroke, each flutter. He savored her, she could sense it, his mouth lingered 

on her, sucked and suckled on her breasts until her nipples were rigid, until her pussy was wet, 

drenched, and aching. She moaned with the pleasure of it, her fingers locked in his silken hair, 

and each motion of his mouth on her breasts sent brilliant sparks of delirious pleasure shooting 

through her. 

Bliss blinded her as he moved over her, slid down the length of her body and his knees 

parted hers.  

His huge hard cock brushed over her belly, then moved lower. The broad head of it slid 

over her clit and her pussy clenched in anticipation of being filled but he continued to slide down 

her body.  

Trailing searing kisses over the curves of her breasts, he nipped lightly at them and beneath 

them before his mouth moved down her belly, leaving a trail of fire in its wake as his tail slipped 

out of her. His forked tongue fluttered inside her navel to make her quiver and moan as pleasure 

shot to her core and then over the sensitive skin inside her hip to make her groan. 

Steeped in pleasure, she drowned in it. 

He paused to look at her, his mouth just above her clit. His forked tongue flickered ever so 

lightly over that delicate nub, his beautiful, brilliant eyes glowed and she knew he wanted her to 

see, to watch what he did to her, to watch as he pleasured her. 

Angel quivered at the evanescent touch of his tongue on her swollen, sensitized clit and her 

pussy spasmed. 

She looked down at him between her thighs, one clawed hand on each to part them—the 

ebony claws so dark against her—to massage them, his deep red skin a brilliant contrast against 

her own. 
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As she watched, he lowered his mouth to her clit, his tongue dancing. Her mind went blank 

as the promise of ecstasy burned through it in rush. Her body arched as Angel unconsciously 

offered herself to him. 

Keeping his gaze fixed on hers, Asmodeus deliberately flicked his tongue over the ripe 

pearl between her thighs and watched, smiling, as her body shuddered with pleasure. 

Sliding his hands beneath the full roundness of her bottom he lifted her hips to present her 

pussy to his mouth like a chalice, like the sacred offering that it was, and accepted that offering. 

He rubbed her clit lightly with his thumb and felt her body tighten, every lovely muscle locked in 

pleasure. His tongue speared deep inside her, and he closed his eyes in pleasure of his own.  

The taste of her was rich, like fine cream, so sweet and so delicious that he lapped at her 

languorously, drank her deeply as he drew it from her. 

Her body tightened inch by slow inch with each slide of his tongue over her, in her, and 

then she erupted.  

Every muscle went taut. Her pleasure burst into his mouth and Asmodeus drank her in 

gratefully as more of her essence poured from her, as the brilliance of her, the rich effervescent 

glory of her flooded through him to set every part of his body alight. Now he could feed, and did, 

suckling hard to draw that essence from her as her pleasure filled her and him. So rich, so sweet, 

so full, sweeter than honey, as rich as cream…  

She was marvelous…incredible, like no woman that he had ever tasted before. He feasted 

on her, devoured her as she quivered with the pleasure that he gave her. Even as one hunger 

within him was appeased, though, another grew ever stronger. 

His cock ached for her, throbbed. 

Spirit to spirit, he Called to her, his fated mate. He knew now what she was to him. Would 

be, if the fates were kind, if she could accept him… 

Some part of her, he knew, recognized him for who he was to her. Some part of her knew 

him as well as he knew her, however much her modern spirit might wonder, might doubt and 

question. 
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In those long ago times when his kind had roamed freely, the lives of humans were far too 

short for such hesitation. There were no tales of uncertain lovers then for they had given of 

themselves passionately, freely, knowing the value of each short moment of life and so they 

wasted none of it. 

She would, too, in time. 

‗Look at me,‘ he asked, commanded. 

Eyes like the skies of this plane of existence, of this his ancient ancestral home, a pale 

ethereal blue, flickered open to look at him. They focused briefly on him. It was all Asmodeus 

needed, that moment of recognition. 

Angel looked up into the glory of his beautiful face as he rose above her, as he settled his 

hips into the cradle of hers. She felt his heavy cock brush against her pussy, settle there. His ruby 

eyes glowed brilliantly. 

In all her life she had never seen anything so beautiful, so magnificently male, so incredibly 

masculine as him with his rampant cock poised at the entrance to her. The long, gleaming stream 

of his ebony hair framed the perfect lines of his face, streamed down over the strong curves of 

his magnificent chest. Every taut rounded muscle was sharply limned in torchlight as he braced 

himself above her, his skin gleaming like polished wood, the black patterns flowing beneath it 

like eddies in water. His pecs were flexed tight, as were the strong muscles of his arms, the taut 

washboard of his belly. 

That immense cock, so big, so long, so lovely, pressed at the entrance to her. Already the 

rounded head of it, of him, spread her, stretched her as he began to breach her. It was so big. She 

was certain that she‘d never taken anything that large inside her but she yearned for it. Her pussy 

creamed, her hips tilted to take him. She wanted him, wanted that long hard cock deep inside her, 

stretching her.  

He licked his lips, tasted her on them and smiled.  

A shiver of delight went through her to see him savor the taste of her. Her pussy clenched 

even tighter in anticipation. 
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Slowly, inexorably, Asmodeus pressed his cock against her opening, against the tight, wet 

entrance to her, pushed it into her, guided it with his fist. She was so deliciously tight, so very 

wet that he shuddered with the effort to maintain control.  

For a moment, he had to pause to savor the sweet sensation of her tightness around the head 

of him, and to rein himself in.  

He watched her eyelids flutter over those beautiful blue eyes as beneath him her body 

writhed and reveled in his cock buried inside her, in the need to take more of him. Glory was 

evident in every line of her lovely face, in her parted lips, curved in a slight smile of wonder, of 

delight. 

That fired him. 

The pleasure of it, of her sweet, sweet tightness, of the slick walls of her pussy stretched 

around him in a tight caress as he pushed into that delicious wet warmth nearly blinded him. He 

had to have more, needed to be all the way inside her, to fill every inch of her with his throbbing, 

aching cock. 

Settling one hand on her shoulder, he pushed deeper. 

He groaned with the sheer pleasure of it, of her around him, his cock plunging into her to 

rub against the very top of her. He shifted his body so his shaft moved within her and to revel in 

feel of her around him. 

His cock stretched Angel to her fullest, the fullness incredible as it slid so deep inside her. It 

was astonishingly warm, the heat of it filling her even as he filled her, and it was so big, so very 

big. Her body stretched to take it but there was an amazing amount of pleasure in that, as he 

filled her so absolutely, so completely, a sweet delicious friction as inch by long, thick inch, he 

took her, pushed inside her. Her body arched, quivered, the marvelous sensation of him as he 

filled her too intense for her to remain still. She wrapped her legs around his and drove her hips 

upward to take him deeper still. 

A low groan escaped her as he thrust into her, farther, deeper still, until he was seated all 

the way inside her, pressed hard so that his cock was buried to the top of her, his balls against 

her.  
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Bliss washed through her as he buried himself so incredibly deep, his cock all the way up 

inside her. She was so full of him. 

In wonder Angel laid a trembling hand on her belly. She could have sworn that she could 

feel the thickness of his cock inside her as it moved beneath her hand. She pressed against it and 

moaned when pleasure spread through her. 

She looked up into his beautiful face, the face of a fallen angel. His brilliant eyes sparkled 

as their eyes met and his mouth curved into a smile. 

Catching her hands one at a time, he held them to the metal frame of the bed until she 

grasped them. Her eyes widened as she looked at him, her pussy clenched around him as she 

understood what it was that he wanted. 

Bracing herself, she nearly wailed when he pulled almost out of her, before he thrust in a 

little, a little out, teasing the entrance to her pussy. She nearly sobbed with need, with the need to 

be filled with him again. Her hips bucked. She wanted to beg, to plead.  

Grasping her ankles, he spread them and waited until she looked up at him.  

He slammed his cock hard and deep into her. She cried out as her back bowed and her body 

shuddered, as her hips bucked in response to the ecstasy that rushed through her. 

It was incredible, as he pulled almost all the way out, only to slide slowly back in, pressed 

deep, deeper, she writhed around his cock buried so completely within her. Her pussy pulse as 

heat raced through her, her pulse pounding. 

He fucked her hard and steadily. His speed increased with each thrust, as his hips shifted, as 

he worked himself inside her. Strong hands held her ankles apart, her knees bent, spreading her 

legs to take him, his eyes half-closed with his own pleasure, every magnificent line of his body 

rigid with control. 

His hard cock pounded into her, shredding the last bit of Angel‘s restraint.  

She shattered as ecstasy exploded within her.  

It was astonishing, incredible, she was mindless with bliss. Pleasure poured through her, her 

hips pumped as she strained, fought to take him, all of him, every long thick inch. 
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Beyond any sensation other than pleasure, Angel rode it, rode him, as he pounded into her. 

She shuddered helplessly as wave after wave of ecstasy poured through her and each wave took 

her higher and higher. It was bliss, rapture coursed through every vein, raced through her body.  

She burst into a million glittering shards, exploded, imploded, turned molten with the heat 

and glory that poured through her. 

Beneath him, she went wild as ecstasy streamed through every limb with every thrust of his 

huge cock inside her, her hands locked tightly on the frame of the bed. She writhed and bucked, 

desperate for him. 

Control snapped. Asmodeus hammered into her, gloried as he battered into that sweet 

tightness, into that deliciously wet heat. Each thrust, each withdrawal only made his blood pound 

more fiercely, his cock swell even thicker inside her, every thrust stretching her more, the 

delicious slippery friction of her tightness around his cock sheer ecstasy. He couldn‘t stop, he 

wanted to go deeper, harder, to pound into her, no longer truly aware as he fed on everything that 

she gave him.  

With one hand braced on her shoulder, the other on the bed frame, he rammed up into her 

as she held against him, so strong for all her diminutive height. He needed to go deeper into her, 

harder, harder and harder, so sweet, so good, it was, she was, so good, so tight, delicious, 

delirious. 

One last feast… 

Asmodeus struck. He drove his fangs into her slender throat. His venom pumped into her 

once again even as her hot blood, rich with her pleasure, burst into his mouth. He drank of her 

gratefully, taking a deep mouthful to savor, the rich heady taste of her brilliant, effervescent. 

Glory filled him on every level, poured through him. 

Her body bucked beneath his as his mouth closed on her and she clenched around his 

throbbing, pulsing cock.  

Glory exploded through him. Asmodeus was lost in it. 

Another burst of pleasure shot through Angel as his mouth closed on her throat, as his fangs 

plunged into her again, as he pierced her in yet another way, as another burst of his venom seared 



Demon‘s Kiss/Douglas  18 
 
 

 

through her. His pleasure coursed through her as he fed on her. The feel of it set her nerves on 

fire.  

She shuddered violently as ecstasy raced through her with each pull of his mouth on her. 

It seemed as if her orgasm would never end, as if he drank it in and drew it out until she 

could only shudder helplessly and endlessly beneath him. She was speechless, blind and deaf.  

It was simply another layer of ecstasy when the amazing heat of him burst inside her and 

flooded her with glorious warmth. 

Asmodeus threw back his head and roared his pleasure as he erupted into her, as he filled 

her pussy with his own essence, with his seed, as he gushed into her, his body rigid as his own 

ecstasy ripped through him. 

She quivered wildly around him as he erupted inside her, as his hot cum gushed into her. 

Cry after cry of pleasure tore from her throat. His cock pulsed as he emptied deliciously inside 

her.  

Her pussy closed around him, clenched on him, stroked him to milk every last drop of 

Asmodeus‘s cum from his cock. It was marvelous. His body literally hummed with pleasure, it 

was almost as if it weren‘t only his eyes that glowed but his whole being felt incandescent. It 

seemed as if it would go on forever, that sweet, astonishing elation rushing through him as she 

quivered and bucked beneath him until, finally, gloriously, it released them. 

Carefully wrapping his arms around her, Asmodeus rolled over onto his side to cradle her in 

the curve of his arm, his body, her head on his shoulder. 

She gave a little sigh of regret as his cock slid out of her and his heart caught a little to hear 

it. 

Her silvery blue eyes looked a little dazed but a deeply sated smile curved her lovely lips. 

She was paler and he could feel her heart beat a little more heavily for what he had taken from 

her, but otherwise she seemed none the worse for his feeding from her—a gift of the venom, a 

fact for which he was very grateful. 

Actually, she looked quite pleased and very satisfied. 

That gave him immense pleasure. 
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For himself, Asmodeus thought that he had never felt so good in all his long life. It seemed 

as if his blood sparkled in his veins, warm again with life, with energy. Strength flooded him. 

He didn‘t even know her name. Nor she his for that matter. 
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Chapter Two 

 

Angel looked up into his astonishingly beautiful face, and shook her head in shock, delight 

and confusion. She had just fucked him, a total stranger, a Demon, that huge cock had been 

inside her, had filled her completely. And she had loved every moment of it. More than loved it, 

she already wanted to do it again, and again, in so many ways, to have him inside her as he 

stretched her so marvelously. 

Nothing, none of this, made sense. She wasn‘t like this, but something about him resonated 

within her, called to her in some way. 

There was certainly no doubt now that he was real, though. 

Her body ached, pleasantly, from the size of him inside her. Even so, a part of her was more 

than ready for round two. 

―Who are you?‖ she asked, finally. 

It seemed a good opening question, considering that she had just fucked him, or rather he 

had fucked her, and pretty thoroughly at that.  

―My name is Asmodeus,‖ he said, in answer. ―My sorrow for this, although the doing of it 

was more than pleasant, it was not of my choosing.‖ 

She looked at the thick iron shackle around his ankle and said, dryly, ―I‘m guessing.‖ 

In wonder, she stroked a hand across the powerful curve of one pectoral muscle, spreading 

her fingers to try to span it. She couldn‘t, even at full stretch. She shook her head. His skin felt 

incredible. Although it looked oiled, it was just incredibly smooth, like warm supple satin or very 

smooth suede. There was undeniable strength beneath that skin, it had been there when he 

touched her, caught her, steadied her. Fucked her. 

Watching his glowing eyes, she reached up to touch one of the gleaming horns that 

sprouted from his broad forehead, his silky hair parting around it. It was a smooth as polished 

ebony and curved to a point. A sharp point, she discovered. 

Real.  
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Somehow he seemed neither threatening nor frightening, he had both eaten her, sort of and 

literally, and fucked her, but she had survived the experience. Just.  

More than survived it, really, every nerve seemed to hum with satisfaction. Nothing else 

seemed to have changed, her mind still seemed clear. It certainly didn‘t appear as if her immortal 

soul was in any danger. Yet.  

Although if this kept up it might be, sex shouldn‘t be that good, that incredible. 

Angel hadn‘t missed the name. She cocked her head and lifted an eyebrow.  

So, he really was a Demon? 

Content until then to let her explore him, her caresses soothing, Asmodeus had watched 

those sky-colored eyes assess and consider as she touched him. He enjoyed watching her mind 

work, as she adjusted to the reality of him who until now for her had only been a myth. 

―Asmodeus, as in the Demon Asmodeus?‖ she asked. 

Pain lanced through him. And memories. His jaw tightened, knowing the images she saw in 

her minds eye, knowing the tales that she had been told. It more than grated on him, it tore at his 

soul. 

―Demon, yes. As those of the church named us, for Daemonae is what we call ourselves,‖ 

he answered, grimly. ―They twisted and perverted our name, our nature, as they did so much in 

those times.‖ 

Those had been dark and terrible days. It was too easy to remember the thunder of hooves, 

the cries, the blood and deaths. 

She knew none of that, though. 

With an effort, he forced his tone to lighten and looked down at her, traced the curve of her 

cheek.  

―And you are?‖ he asked. 

He should like to know, the name of the woman he had just loved and quite well, and the 

name of his future mate. 

To his surprise, her blue eyes began to twinkle.  
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For a second she sucked on her teeth as she fought a grin before she held out her hand to 

him. 

―Hi,‖ she said, ―My name is Angel.‖ 

For a moment he went still, looking at her incredulously, not certain that he had heard 

aright.  

―Angel? In truth?‖ 

With a grin, her eyes sparkling merrily, she nodded. ―Yeah.‖ 

There was something to be said for finding humor even in a situation such as this. It kept 

one from going mad. Asmodeus had to laugh, appreciating now that twinkle in her eye. 

Vastly entertained, he said, ―So, I have finally, well and truly lived up to the fears of the 

priests and debauched an Angel?‖ 

Considering it, Angel grinned, remembering her own rather enthusiastic reaction and said, 

―Well, I don‘t know about the debauched part, as I‘m pretty sure I was a willing participant, but 

something like that.‖ 

Demon, huh? For real.  

Well.  

Looking at him, touching him, it was hard to deny it. 

Eyes whirling, his huge hand swallowed hers.  

―A pleasure,‖ he said, ―Truly.‖ 

―No,‖ Angel said, ―the pleasure was all mine. So, do you want to tell me what‘s going on? 

Why we‘re being held and by whom?‖ 

That handsome face grew grim again, furious, a barely checked rage sparked the golden 

glints in his eyes and made them glow all the more brightly. 

His deep voice grew tight, a pained and furious anger running beneath it. 

―Some months ago a mortal on this plane of existence found a very old translation, the very 

oldest, of a book called the Malleus Maleficarum. An ancient book of magic. Through it he 
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located an equally ancient grimoire called the Book of Demons—another book of Magic—once 

used in ancient times by the church to force my kind to their judgment.‖ His eyes darkened, 

shadowed, with memories. ―During one of those judgments…‖ 

For a moment, he couldn‘t speak, as his voice tightened in horror.  

Knowing what the church had been capable of in those times, Angel had a pretty good 

guess as to what those ‗judgments‘ had consisted of. After all, it had been the church that had 

given the world water boarding, the boot, the iron maiden and other delightful methods of 

‗persuasion‘, although they didn‘t like to be reminded of it these days. 

Asmodeus paused to master himself and closed his eyes at the terrible memories. 

It had not been himself but his brother Daemonae Ashtoreth who had suffered the most 

from those torments. He bore the scars of it still. But Asmodeus had seen the horrific tools, the 

dreadful machines that they had used to make those terrible marks on Ash‘s skin. 

Now he had had a taste and more than a taste of the same and he knew some small measure 

of the same torments. Involuntarily he took a deep breath, the muscles of his back stretching 

against the remembered pain. 

Yet Ash had suffered far worse in those days.  

How had he borne it, Asmodeus wondered, and for so long? 

Angel laid a hand on his chest, sympathy in her eyes. 

With a nod, Asmodeus welcomed the comfort she offered and placed his hand over hers 

where it lay over his heart, squeezing it lightly in gratitude. 

He continued.   

―One of ours managed to escape, taking the Book of Demons with him. He did not return to 

us.‖ He took a breath, as old grief moved through him. ―Zefir was his name. We thought it lost. 

Prayed that it was. We were wrong. Using it, this mortal found a way to summon me from the 

other plane where we, my kind, had escaped those who hunted us and drew me back to this one. 

One moment I was in my chambers on the other plane, the next, here.‖ 

He gestured. 
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―For what purpose?‖ Angel asked, frowning slightly.  

―For what purpose is it that most mortals seek who summon one such as me? Money, 

power, domination.‖ 

―How?‖ 

―Through magic. This mortal wanted me to undermine or defeat his competitors and his 

enemies,‖ Asmodeus said. ―And so long as he has the Book and I wear these, I have no choice 

but to obey him.‖ 

He indicated the iron bracelets on his wrists and the shackle around his ankle.  

―Iron binds me and all my kind. We were content to stay out of this plane of existence once 

we were driven out, although it is an emptier life, until he summoned me here.‖ 

―So why am I here?‖ she asked. 

His heart clenched, as did his jaw. 

―To do such requires power. On the other plane we have no need of it, but then we use 

magic little there. Here? Under these demands?‖ He shrugged helplessly. ―I needed sustenance.‖ 

Sustenance.  

It pained him to think of her as such. 

Her hand rose to her throat, a shadow moving in her eyes. 

Closing his own eyes briefly as his jaw tightened, Asmodeus nodded, took a breath and 

said, ―That is part of it, my Angel. It is all sustenance until the moment that I touched you, but 

without you I would starve to death. And was. We can eat food, but it does little but sustain us. 

Barely. So they brought me you.‖ He looked into her eyes deeply. ―I would not have used you so 

by my choice, my Angel, but they used me until they starved me.‖ 

That there was more to the tale he did not say. Now was not the time. 

―Magic,‖ Angel said. That was a concept that would clearly take her some getting used to.  

Asmodeus nodded and gestured to the firepots.  
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―Remember that the stories of the past are frequently grounded in truth. Once your kind 

possessed magic even as we do and did. It took the place of the technologies that you have now 

developed and depend on, but there were only a few then that possessed it in quantity, few that 

could wield it, and so those few were revered and frequently honored. The Oracles at Delphi 

were real, you know this, as were the Druids and all the others that your histories paint as having 

such.‖ 

He sighed. ―As with all things of power, though, there are always those who want to control 

it, to chain it. And some among those who did not have it who feared those that did. Thus the 

Greeks gave birth to the notion of controlling those with magic, binding the Oracles at Delphi 

and keeping them drugged with the mists, almost imprisoned, separate, isolated. It was the 

Romans who, in their desire for conquest, refined it by wiping out the Druids—people of magic 

often being those in positions of power. The church, though, turned it into an art and the name of 

my people into the description of how it would be done. They wanted to be certain that the only 

magic used was theirs and so it began. They ‗demonized‘ us until we fled to another plane or risk 

being eradicated. As they took the name of the wise ones, wiccans, and change it to ‗witches‘, 

and used it as an excuse to slaughter thousands of innocent women and men.‖ 

―So it was with my people, the Daemonae,‖ he said, his tone faintly bitter. ―But it was 

easier with us…‖ 

He gestured to his body.  

―You are a little hard to miss,‖ she said, dryly.  

He smiled a little and his hand tightened over hers, gratefully, for her understanding. 

―As you say. We can take human form,‖ he continued, ―as part of our ‗camouflage‘. Our 

nature, though, betrayed us. For our race to continue, we must have interaction with your kind.‖ 

He looked at her. This would be difficult.  

―My people, the Daemonae are universally male. We must seek among your kind for 

procreation, to continue our race. Without humans for that and for nourishment on this plane, we 

would cease to exist. Just so, as a survival mechanism, most humans are…attracted to us, 

strongly.‖ 
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Asmodeus took a breath and said, ―There is that about my kind that…draws, attracts…those 

of yours.‖ 

Looking up into the preternatural beauty of his face, into the nearly hypnotic whirling of his 

eyes as his tail caressed her leg absently and almost unconsciously Angel couldn‘t deny the 

attraction. Already she wanted him to take her again. Part of her mind was far too conscious of 

how white her skin looked in contrast against the deep red of his, of the silken feel of his hair 

against her skin. 

Running her hand over the strong muscles of his arm, Angel said, ―I can see why.‖ 

He was incredible. 

―It is more than that, mishea,‖ he said, and smiled at her evident appreciation of his 

physical form, ―it is a magical attraction, as much a part of our essence as our being, a thing of 

our eyes, of our motion…‖ 

Lifting an eyebrow in question, Angel looked at him evenly. There was something in his 

voice… 

Mishea was clearly an endearment by the way he said it. Angel frowned and tried to ignore 

the part of her that was touched by it, that warmed to it. 

Still. 

―And now?‖  

It hurt. She had to know. She didn‘t like the idea of being manipulated. 

Seeing the look in her eyes, Asmodeus said, gently but firmly, ―Your mind is your own, my 

Angel, always. It is an attraction only, the effect is momentary, to help you past the strangeness 

of us, to see us for ourselves. What you feel is your own, always. The attraction does not compel. 

You could have resisted me had you wished to from the very beginning, if I did not attract you, if 

you had been repelled by me, but you did not.‖ 

For Asmodeus it went far beyond attraction, but again, he could not tell her that. It was too 

soon, too quick on the heels of what he had just said. She would come to it in her own time of 

her own will…or not. His heart twisted at the thought. 
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Angel looked at him, looked into his brilliant, long-lashed ruby eyes, into his steady gaze, 

could almost feel him willing her to believe him. 

Looking into those eyes, into the intensity of his need, she believed him.  

Remembering her initial reaction to him, she couldn‘t deny that she had wanted him 

intensely from the first moment that she saw him but she thought she could have resisted had she 

chosen to do so. Some part of her, though, had responded to him almost instantly. Had responded 

to more than what was in his eyes, his body, and had responded instead to his spirit, had wanted 

him, Asmodeus. And looking into those beautiful eyes, she still did with a craving so intense that 

it washed through every inch of her and made her body tighten. Just the thought of fucking him 

again had her hot and wet. 

Her desire stirred again, the sweet scent of it ripe in the air and Asmodeus closed his eyes 

as relief poured through him.  

It pleased him greatly to know it, to share it, as he desired her just as greatly. 

While he could feed from any woman, the satisfaction had never been as great as with her, 

nor would it ever be as great again, except with this woman, though he could not tell her that. 

Not yet, not here, not under these conditions. 

There would never be another for him but her. 

―The Church did name me the demon of lust,‖ he said, smiling, in response to that desire, 

and slid his already thickening cock between her smooth white thighs. He wanted her again. Her 

body was a delight to him, and pleasuring her even more so. 

―Did they?‖ Angel said and her voice sounded strangely strangled even to her own ears, as 

lust, predictably, filled her. ―And you‘re only telling me this now?‖ 

His cock was so hot against her. It brushed against her slit teasingly, and already her pussy 

ached for it to fill her again, to drive into her depths, to stretch her.  

―There was no time, before,‖ Asmodeus pointed out. 

With a grin, Angel said, ―True.‖ 
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Asmodeus smiled and then pain contorted his features, the shock of it hitting him so 

suddenly that his back bowed. 

He tumbled to the floor, helpless, his every muscled locked, his teeth gritted against the 

agony that ripped through him, and braced himself on the floor against the pain.  

In an instant Angel was on her knees beside him, stunned, horrified. ―Asmodeus!‖ 

A voice boomed, furiously, from nowhere and everywhere, the tone demanding. 

―Asmodeus, answer me.‖ 

With a gesture, his jaw clenched against the demand, Asmodeus clothed her and banished 

the smoke. 

Angel stiffened. She knew that voice.  
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Chapter Three 

 

The man who stood on the other side of the smoke, on the other side of the concentric rings 

of magic, was all too well known to Angel. Tall, imposing, he was a man clearly accustomed to 

command and to being obeyed. Instantly.  

Slightly over six foot, with a thick head of graying hair touched by two deep widow‘s 

peaks, his deep set black eyes glittered with barely concealed rage. He wore an Armani suit as if 

it were casual wear. Gordon Templeton was a handsome, distinguished-looking man, and not a 

man to be trifled with. CEO of one of the last surviving independent investment firms, he was 

worth millions, perhaps billions. 

There was an awful satisfaction in his dark eyes. 

A chill went through Angel just to look at him, but she didn‘t dare let him see it. 

This was as bad as it could get. Maybe worse. 

She kept her eyes level and her mouth tight.  

Off to the right, beyond the rings, one of his minions standing at a podium chanted from a 

book as Asmodeus writhed beside her on the floor in agony. 

The Book of Demons, the one that had summoned Asmodeus, and now tortured him. 

With a gesture like limning a door, Templeton stepped through the circles with careless 

disregard for them. 

Slowly, Angel got to her feet to put herself between him and Asmodeus—as useless a 

gesture as that was. 

―Hello, Gordon,‖ she said, quietly. 

As a Special Agent with the FBI Angel had been investigating Gordon Templeton for years, 

but he had money, and lots of it, to cover his tracks. His business practices had always been 

shady but in all those years she had never been able to prove anything against him until recently. 

There were and had always been many rumors about him, not the least of which was that he 

dabbled in the occult – and thus the reason she had learned so much about the subject lately. 



Demon‘s Kiss/Douglas  30 
 
 

 

His business partners and competitors frequently suffered astonishing bad luck, horrific 

accidents, fires, arson—nothing she could prove or trace back to Templeton—while Templeton 

consistently made a profit. In the last few months that bad luck had expanded to include anyone 

who had ever crossed Templeton. 

Some of those who had crossed him had disappeared, never to be seen again. 

Including her now, too, it seemed. 

Apparently, she had been getting too close and Templeton had decided to make her 

disappear also. 

She didn‘t waste her time pointing out to him the penalties for what he had done. There 

were stiff punishments for assaulting and kidnapping a federal agent but given the circumstances, 

she didn‘t think it likely that anyone would ever know what became of her. She would simply 

disappear like all the others. It seemed unlikely given the number of men Templeton commanded 

that she would manage to escape this time. 

That didn‘t mean she wouldn‘t try. 

―Well,‖ Templeton said, with a thin smile. ―How does it feel, Special Agent Nicholas, to be 

served up as a slave, as mere food, to a Demon?‖ A pause as he nudged the prostrate and 

powerless Asmodeus angrily with his toe. ―My demon.‖ 

Seeing the anger and the avid look in Templeton‘s eyes, hearing it in his voice, it was clear 

to Angel that Templeton had wanted to watch as Asmodeus took her, had imagined Asmodeus 

raping her with his huge cock, but Asmodeus had given her, given them both, that much and 

preserved his, hers and their dignity as best he could. 

This was the price for it. 

A demon who had more consideration than a man…what a shock, Angel thought dryly and 

bitterly. She had always thought that man as a race was far more vicious than any of his so-called 

‗enemies‘. 

For a moment she thought that she heard Asmodeus‘s deep voice in the back of her mind, a 

sound that almost seemed to resonate in her bones.  

‗Thank you.‘ 
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She glanced at him and saw his eyes glow brilliantly despite his pain. 

Turning back, she looked at Templeton and asked quietly, ―What do you want with me?‖ 

With a dismissive laugh, Templeton said, ―You? Nothing. You‘re nothing to me. Do you 

understand? Nothing. You are nothing. Not anymore. Not to me, not to anyone. I have you, 

Special Agent Nicholas. I own you now. No one, not even the FBI, knows where you are, knows 

that I have you. Which gives me more pleasure than you can know.‖ 

Gordon Templeton glared at his nemesis, at Special Agent Angel Nicholas, the woman, the 

Federal Agent who had hounded him year after year, almost unable to believe the soaring 

satisfaction that seeing her standing there gave him.  

Nothing else had given him so much pleasure. 

For a time he had almost feared her. Feared her persistence, her determination. 

Untouchable, they called her. 

A part of him was infuriated that she stood before him seemingly untouched, unfazed, for 

the demon‘s attentions, but she was still his. His. The circles of magic would keep her 

imprisoned or she would become food for something far nastier even than the demon. 

Now, whenever the fear touched him, though, he had only to turn on the cameras to see 

F.B.I. Special Agent Angel Nicholas here. At his mercy. 

The demon, though, had kept him from watching, from seeing her humiliated, from 

watching her be used and abused as he had wanted. He would have to pay for that.  

Templeton‘s eyes settled on Asmodeus with evident displeasure.  

A terrible anger and a satisfaction filled his voice and chilled Angel to the bone. He was 

working himself up to something. 

Templeton‘s voice dropped to nearly a whisper. ―When he‘s done with you, I‘ll have you. 

And I‘ll use you until you come crawling at the sound of my voice.‖ 

Although her skin crawled Angel just looked at him and yawned, to all appearances bored. 

She has heard many threats over the years.  
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By her feet though she heard Asmodeus smother a furious growl. His impotent rage, his 

despair, beat at her. 

Curious, she shot a thought at him, Templeton would only suffer by the comparison, 

Asmodeus…and with surprise sensed his spirits lighten a little. 

So, it was true, she had heard him. 

‗A gift of the kiss, my kiss,‘ he explained, softly, as the memory of his fangs as they pierced 

her soft flesh went through his mind in a flash of heat. ‗Of my venom.‘ 

Angel remembered it coursing through her veins, the fiery heat of it as it flooded her body 

with delicious, incredible pleasure even while his spirit had opened to hers. And hers to his. 

Although she hadn‘t understood that then. 

His dark eyes furious, Templeton held out a hand to one of the minions who had followed 

him through the ‗doorway‘ in the rings.  

―You, though, Asmodeus, must be punished for your defiance.‖ 

That one slapped what looked very like a cat o‘ nine tails into Templeton‘s hands. 

Angel stiffened, horrified, looking at the vicious thing. This was what Templeton had been 

working himself up to do. 

It was a horrific looking implement. There was a short handle to which were attached a 

number of tightly woven long supple leather thongs, each secured at the tip with a thick bead of 

iron. 

For the first time Angel noticed the condition of Asmodeus‘s back, the ridged scars on his 

red flesh, the darker stripes there. They had done this to him before. He had felt the lash of that 

thing already. 

óAsmodeus.ô 

Her throat tightened in horror as she looked at what they had done and realized what it was 

that they were about to do. 
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At the sight of the whip, Asmodeus gritted his teeth and resigned himself to endure. If he 

had been free, able to defend himself, this man would never dare touch him, would not have been 

able to touch him…but he was not. 

óMy Angel. Do nothing. You cannot stop this.ô 

It was a comfort in a way, to sense her concern, to know that she feared for him, hurt for 

him. Still, another kind of fear shot through him. 

Fiercely, he sent, ‗As you love me, do not give them another weapon to use against me, 

mishea.ô 

If she fought, he would have to fight as well despite the geas, he would have to try to 

defend her, to fight beside her. If they knew she cared, if they knew that he did, and more than 

cared… They would use her as a weapon against him. 

 ―You will learn, demon,‖ Templeton said, furiously, ―not to deny me, nor to defy me.‖ 

The whip lashed down with a harsh and unmusical whistling sound and the iron beads at the 

ends tore into the flesh of Asmodeus‘s back. 

Pain seared through him, the whips like slices of fire across his flesh, each of the iron beads 

like white-hot embers as they struck his skin, caught, burned and tore, a coda of additional agony 

at the end of each lash. 

The shock of Asmodeus‘s words scorched Angel to her soul. Rocked her almost as much as 

the echo in her own back of the whips as the lick of them burned across his shoulders. She 

caught her breath at the pain, and at his words. 

‗As you love me,‘ he had said. 

Could she? Was that even possible? Her heart wrenched. How long had she looked for that 

and yet never found it? Something in him called to her, had called to her from the moment she 

had seen him standing there, so strong, so brave, so impossible. Hours it had been, less. More. 

Forever.  

She closed her eyes as she closed her hands into tight fists at the sound of the whip striking 

his flesh.  
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It flashed through her mind that Asmodeus had known that this would to happen, that he 

had risked it to give her, to give them both, that privacy, some dignity. She fought back the 

stinging in her eyes, the tears she dared not shed—for his sake as he‘d asked. 

It was also clear that Templeton definitely enjoyed what he did as he brought the lash down 

again and again, the chant keeping Asmodeus locked immobile, helpless against the torture. If he 

had not been able to take his pleasure from her, he would take it from Asmodeus. 

Blood ran down Asmodeus‘s broadly muscled back in thin streams and pain was etched in 

every line of his strong, handsome face, it was limned in every taut muscle of his body, his wings 

tucked to each side in a vain attempt to keep them safe, to protect them from the abuse, the rip 

and tear of the lash. 

Every stroke tore at her heart as it ripped into his flesh. 

The sound was indescribable. It was even more horrible to watch, but Angel could not turn 

her head away. Each time the little whips struck a half dozen stripes would appear on his skin, 

beading with blood, and Asmodeus would jolt—however much he fought not to.  

―Stop it,‖ Angel cried, finally, unable to bear it any longer, ―you‘ll kill him.‖ 

Templeton sneered at her. ―He‘s a demon. He can‘t die.‖ 

A sense of something from Asmodeus gave the lie to that, though Asmodeus himself said 

nothing. Greater horror ran through her. Asmodeus was neither immortal nor indestructible as 

Templeton clearly thought, he could indeed die given enough punishment and a part of him had 

wished to, wished for an end to this, his imprisonment, and this agony, she could sense it. 

Something deep inside her went still as a new kind of pain tore through her, a new kind of grief. 

―You bastard,‖ she said to Templeton, tightly, furiously. 

She knew he reveled in her impotent outrage but she couldn‘t hold it back. 

For all that it was heartfelt, it was still no more than Templeton would have expected from 

her but much less than what she wanted to do, to say. Would have done if she could, if 

Asmodeus had not asked her not to. Every muscle in her body was taut with the need to lash out, 

to fight, to defend and protect…it was what she was, who she was… It was why she had joined 

the F.B.I. 
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And she could not. She had promised. In her heart she had promised. It was an oath and she 

could not break it. As futile as the gesture might be, she wanted, needed, to fight…and she could 

not. 

Angel knew the moment when Asmodeus simply resigned himself to bear the 

overwhelming agony. 

The first stroke of the lash had taken Asmodeus‘s breath away as it always did, the pain, no 

matter how often he suffered it, as shocking in its intensity the first time, each time. 

In a corner of his mind Asmodeus was intensely aware of her, of Angel, aware of how 

furiously she struggled not to fight for him. Spirit to spirit, he knew what it cost her to stand 

aside and do nothing, despite knowing any action to be a useless gesture in this place, against 

such odds—but she would have done it anyway, would have fought for him, with him, had he 

not asked her to stay her hand. 

Then the lash came down again, and again, until the torture of it obliterated all thought and 

there was only agony. All there was within him was the thought of Angel and the determination 

not to bow, never to bow his head to the man who held the whip. 

It ended at last with Asmodeus braced on a forearm against the floor, his head bent but not 

bowed, breathing heavily from the pain as blood ran down his sides to drip onto the floor in a 

steady patter that sounded like rain. He would not bow and he would not break. Most especially 

not now, not with Angel here. There had to be a way to end this, to escape, although he had 

searched for it constantly all these months.  

Every inch of his body ached from fighting the constraint of the spell but his back, 

shoulders and wings felt as if they were on fire from the whip and its wicked little iron balls. The 

pain was terrible, sickening. Each spot where they had ripped into his skin burned. He fought the 

fear that his wings had been permanently damaged. The thought that he could not fly again was 

nearly as much torture as the cat-o-nine tails. 

 ―Be ready in the morning, demon,‖ Templeton said as he tossed the blood-stained whip to 

his subordinate and gave a glance to his other minion to indicate that he should stop his chanting. 

―I will have a use for you, then.‖ 

He and his people stepped through the shimmering gateway and left.  
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It closed behind them. 

In an instant, Angel was on her knees at his side as he struggled unsteadily to his feet, 

lifting one of his arms over her shoulder. Pain shot through him sharply. 

―Asmodeus,‖ she whispered. 

―No, my Angel,‖ Asmodeus tried to say, but she put her fingers over his lips as she helped 

him to the bed. 

‗Donôt speak, not aloud,‘ she thought, as she fought tears, her hand over her mouth to 

smother the sobs she could not swallow. óIt is no more than Templeton would expect me to do, 

being one of the good guys. Asmodeus, you should know that his people can watch and listen to 

us from a distance.‘ 

In her mind she pictured hidden cameras and listening devices as she helped him to the bed. 

When he had conjured the smoke, he had only done so to conceal them from the watchers 

around them. But this… 

Shock went through him, along with a bitter understanding. Suddenly much made sense. 

‗So, that is how he knew.‘ 

 ‗Knew what?‘ she asked. 

‗That I could contact my brothers on the other plane,‘ he thought, and his mouth tightened. 

‗Thinking myself alone, I spoke aloud to them, though it was mind-to-mind. They would have 

come to rescue me but they would have come here, to this place, where they would have been 

trapped as well. I forbid it. Templeton wanted it, wants it still. To have all of us, all of my people, 

trapped here and at his bidding. I would not call them, my brothers, though he asked.‘ 

It would have given Templeton an army, a terrible army. 

They had beaten him into unconsciousness again and again, but he had not broken, he 

would not condemn his brothers—and Ashtoreth, most particularly—to this hell, not again. 

Angel caught the image of it from his mind, though, and she suddenly knew how he had 

gotten the other, older marks on his back.  
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In spite of herself, as tough as she thought she was, as many horrors as she had seen in her 

career, tears stung her eyes once again. 

―Dear God,‖ she whispered. 

So many of them. 

‗Asmodeus,‘ she thought, as she caressed his shoulder, wary of the burn of the lash, ‗is there 

anything I can do?‘ 

‗No,‘ he said and averted his gaze. 

She caught it anyway, an inkling of what he did not say, would not ask, and she looked at 

him steadily, frowning a little as a glimmer of understanding went through her. 

That pride of his, that was so much a part of him. 

‗Asmodeus,‘ she said, quietly but firmly. 

He swore softly, vehemently, under his breath in a language she could not understand, but 

the meaning was clear enough. 

She swatted his shoulder, lightly, impatiently. ‗Stop that.‘ 

In surprise, Asmodeus looked at her, a little startled at her action. 

‗What do you need?‘ she said, insistent. 

He shook his head, his eyes locked on hers almost pleadingly. 

Angel stared him down, waiting patiently. She had all the time in the world to wait, it 

wasn‘t as if she were going anywhere. 

‗It‘s too soon,‘ Asmodeus said, finally, almost desperately. 

It was too soon, and in more than one way. Asmodeus would have given her more time to 

get used to him, to them, to the idea of it.  

This was not the time, not the place, but there was no choice. There was too much that she 

needed to know and soon if he continued to feed from her. But he could wish for a better time, a 

better place. It wrenched his heart, but choices had been left behind the moment Templeton had 

summoned him from the other plane. 
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Asmodeus took a long slow breath.  

‗My Angel.‘ His throat tightened. ‗There is something that you should know if you would do 

this. Each time I feed on you what I give you in the venom it changes you. It helps your body give 

me the sustenance that I need, yes, but it also binds us more closely. It takes what is there 

between us and it binds me to you. It is no sacrifice on my parté‘ Not ever, not knowing what he 

now knew. His heart wrenched as he laid a hand on her belly. ‗It also prepares you in other 

waysé‘ 

An odd emotion slipped through Angel at the implications of that gesture, a sweet yearning 

that she had thought had almost passed.  

Once she had thought she could have it all but then one day she had realized that time had 

slipped by her. She had finally begun to realize that while she hadn‘t been looking, time for a 

home, a family, had finally run out. 

The pain of that knowledge whispered through her, old and familiar, but she put it aside, 

there was no time for it now. Or for the sudden soft glimmer of hope that it seemed he suddenly 

offered her. 

‗But not now?‘ she asked. ‗Not right this moment?‘ 

For Angel there had never been any question not after what she had just guessed, and 

certainly not after what she had just watched, not after seeing his courage, his strength. 

And not knowing why he had had to suffer it. For her sake. And for his. 

How could she do any less?  

It had always been her way, to do what needed to be done. It was who she was. 

Asmodeus watched as her lips curved, as her chin lifted. There was challenge in those 

brilliant blue eyes. Challenge, and, with that tilt of her head, acceptance, and an offer that he 

could not deny. Nor, in truth, did he want to. 

With a sigh and a grudging smile, Asmodeus drew her against him once more, both 

reluctant and eager. In that it seemed he wasn‘t alone as her lush body molded against his, the 

feel of it immensely satisfying, and her arms went around him. It was a deep and abiding 

pleasure to hold her, to wrap his arms around her, to cradle her against him while her legs 
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tangled with his. She curled one arm beneath his neck, laid the other hand lightly on his chest. 

Warmth moved through him as she drew him closer as well. 

Lowering his head to her throat, he breathed her in, breathed in the sweet scent of her. 

He pressed his fangs against the delicate skin of her throat with growing anticipation and let 

her feel them pressed there against her throbbing pulse. She shivered a little at the sensation and 

a rush of heat went through him. He bit down slowly, to savor the moment, and the sensation of 

his fangs as they broke through that tender skin, as they penetrated her, sent a shot of deep 

pleasure coursing through him. As her skin parted beneath his teeth, as his venom pumped into 

her and her warm thick blood, the rich delicious taste of her, filled his mouth, pleasure of a 

different kind rushed through him. 

His mouth was almost hot as it closed over Angel‘s throat. He cradled her head gently in 

one big hand while the other closed around her waist to pull her even more tightly against him. 

Warmth moved through her, a sense of being held safe, and an echo of her own pleasure when 

she held him in return. As the sharp points of his fangs pierced her throat anticipation shot 

through her, a bright bolt of it. There was the first sharp burst of pain as they penetrated, as his 

venom pumped into her, as it flowed and spread.  

In a flash, her blood seemed to catch fire even as he curled her more tightly against him. 

She felt his mouth draw on her, suckle at her, as he took that first deep mouthful. 

Ecstasy exploded through her in an immense wave, nearly blinding in its intensity, 

obliterating thought. 

More.  

She slid one hand up into his silky dark hair to draw his mouth more tightly against her, 

while the other caressed the long strong muscles of his back, careful of his wings and of the 

wounds there as she drew him closer. To her astonishment, her belly tightened with bliss as he 

settled in to feed from her, as he drank from her slowly, relishing every mouthful he took from 

her. Her pussy tightened with each motion of his mouth on her, heat and pleasure poured through 

her in concert with it. 

It swallowed her up, engulfed her. 
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Asmodeus sensed her smile, her heart lighten as her hand skimmed down his back and the 

wounds there knit while he fed, his pain easing even as the pleasure claimed her, as her hands 

loosened, went lax. His heart was lost as they fell away, as she went limp and surrendered herself 

to him. Her body twitched lightly each time he drew on her, soft murmurs of pleasure whispered 

from her. She sighed, blissfully, as he fed. 

Asmodeus hid his own pleasure, his deep and intense contentment as the astonishing 

pleasure at the taste of her filled him. 

If what she said was true and Templeton watched, Asmodeus had to have a care here. He 

curled a wing over them in lieu of a blanket. There was no smoke to conceal them now. He could 

not, dared not, show what she meant to him in a way that Templeton or his minions might 

understand or her life would be forfeit and his freedom. Still, he cradled her close as he withdrew 

his fangs but kept his mouth pressed to her slender white throat, to the beat of her pulse there. 

Let them think he still fed, as long as that pulse continued to throb steadily beneath his lips. 

A kind of languorous lassitude filled her, a deep contentment. Angel sighed with pleasure.  

There was no pain, no headache. She found that she was weak and a little shaky. No 

surprise there. It was like donating blood twice in twenty-four hours and she was always a little 

dizzy for a few moments when she did it just once. It had taken Asmodeus two feedings to make 

her head spin…but only one glance. 

She smiled at the thought and looked up into his whirling red eyes, the little gold sparks 

within them spinning slowly.  

Lightly, she ran her fingers over his strong shoulder, seeing a scar where once there had 

been the mark of a lash.  

There was an incredible amount of satisfaction at seeing it, seeing that him healed, and 

knowing that he was no longer suffering.  

And seeing so visibly evidence of magic. 

It stunned her, amazed her.  

In wonder, she stroked her fingers over the mark, concealed somewhat by his wing, mindful 

of the cameras that might be watching. 
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Asmodeus watched her face, wishing that he could touch it, cup it. His heart ached for the 

lack, but he had to hold back. He contented himself instead with running his hand down her arm 

beneath his wing, stroking and playing with one full breast, fascinated with the satiny feel of her 

skin beneath his fingers. 

―Magic,‖ she said, softly, her voice little more than a whisper, awestruck. 

Smiling just a little, Asmodeus said. ―It is a simple magic, and not mine, but yours.‖  

Those blue eyes shot to his.  

With an effort, Asmodeus kept his smile from broadening at her surprise. ―There is still 

magic in your world, and you have probably known and seen it, just not so strong as it once was. 

Do you not feel it, mishea, here?‖  

He tapped her chest lightly, the dark ebony of his claw stark against her white skin. 

―It is there in that bond between those that love, in the moment when it seems that your 

heart swells in tune with that other, and know, just know, that they feel the same. A simple 

magic, too, but magic all the same. Nothing else heals so completely as that.‖ 

―So,‖ Angel said, ―you feel it, too?‖ 

There was a flash of something in her eyes that made his heart twist a little. 

―I feel it, too, my Angel,‖ Asmodeus said, nodding, tracing the curve of her breast with one 

finger, amazed by the softness of it, but his eyes were on hers. 

Angel looked at him, looked into those brilliant ruby eyes, and saw the truth of it there. 

Something within her slowly eased.  

Taking a breath, she looked at him, and then nodded. ―Magic. All right.‖  

She looked around them, at the firepots that still ringed them and then at Asmodeus 

himself.  

A part of her was intensely aware of their legs entwined around each other, conscious of the 

feel of his tail as it stroked from her calf, up her thigh to caress her hip, and then to slide back 

down again. Nor was she unaware of his finger tracing the curve of her breast. Her body 

warmed. 
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She was almost surprised to find that she was doing the same thing, her fingers sliding over 

the strong muscles of his arm, his chest. Somehow she couldn‘t seem to keep her hands off him, 

either, he was incredible to touch, so warm, so smooth. 

―I don‘t understand, if you do that, why can‘t you get out of here? How does all this work?‖ 

The memory of passing between those outer rings suddenly came back to her with 

unanticipated force, a wrenching of her stomach and an atavistic horror so intense that she 

shivered. 

Asmodeus drew her closer and nodded, keeping his voice low as he brushed a soothing 

hand down her arm, the gesture hidden by his wing.  

―The explanation is at once both simple and complex,‖ he said. ―Magic is all about 

intention and will, my Angel. Some magic remains in your world, in greater or lesser quantity, it 

is only whether some of those who possess it know how to use it, to wield it. You no doubt see 

some of these lesser magics, for example the man or woman who draws other people to them, 

however consciously or unconsciously, and for good or ill. In our day we called such magics 

enchantments, glamours or charismas.‖ 

Nodding, Angel said, ―We still do,‖ thinking of the charismatic preacher she had 

investigated who had conned thousands out of their life savings with promises of a better world. 

Conversely, she also thought of the old woman in one of the apartments below the one Angel had 

in D.C. who just seemed to draw people to her, giving a kind word here, bestowing a warm smile 

there. 

Then there was Templeton himself, who somehow still managed to convince people to trust 

him, even though to all evidence he was patently untrustworthy. 

Catching the thought, the images, Asmodeus nodded. ―Just so. And so Templeton cast this, 

or had it cast, and when he brought it into being he did so with the intention that it be a trap. Like 

most such traps, it was designed to allow the prey to enter but not to escape. So, as with the 

firepots, I can conjure them here, but I can‘t conjure them, myself, or you, out. As with my 

brothers. If they come in answer to my summons, they, too, would be trapped here.‖ 

Puzzled, Angel said, ―Why doesn‘t he just summon them himself, as he did with you?‖ 
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―It takes energy to do so, to summon them, and to hold them,‖ Asmodeus said, in 

explanation. ―There are some laws that magic must follow. As for example when I summoned 

the firepots. First, they must exist in reality, I cannot call them up out of clear air, it is not 

possible. I could perhaps summon the materials to make them, but for the firepots themselves as 

they are, they must first exist. So, these came from my own quarters on the other plane.‖ 

―There are other laws as well.‖ 

He hesitated, took a breath. ―I said when they brought you to me, that I was starved, and so 

I was, for the energy to do magic. Each of us only has so much energy within us, we can only do 

so much in a given day without rest, and so it is true of magic. However, give us a dire need, and 

we will find more energy to do what must be done, but there will be a price to be paid for that 

later. And so another source of energy must be found.‖ 

Gently, reassuringly, he tightened his fingers where his hand rested on her waist, his eyes 

intent on hers. 

―So, they brought me you, to feed from, not knowing the value of who it was they brought 

me.‖ 

If a gaze could caress a face, then his did hers, taking in every lovely feature, from the 

strong, clean arch of her eyebrow to the gentle curve of her cheek. 

―Food can only give so much, it is life that gives so much more sustenance, like striking 

flint against steel to make a spark that gives birth to flame, which also gives light and heat in its 

turn, so does magic work,‖ he said. ―If for good, then it adds, like flour, water and yeast make 

bread. If for ill, then it‘s like the leak in a dam, draining away energy and life.‖ 

Looking out into the shadows around them, and the men hidden within them, Asmodeus 

said, ―I doubt that they know that Templeton feeds off them, although not as I do you. He feeds 

off all of them, nonetheless, diminishing them. He would need more men to be able to do more. I 

suspect that it takes all of his men to simply hold me.‖ 

―You‘ve tried to escape,‖ she said, a simple statement of fact.  

―Many times, my Angel,‖ Asmodeus said, grimly. ―If nothing else, to drain their energy as 

much as possible, and to keep it drained, so he cannot achieve that aim.‖ 
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Bitterly, he held up an arm, shook it to free his skin from the iron. ―So long as I wear these, 

though, I cannot get far. They are as much chains as the one on my ankle. Cold iron, which 

grounds me and holds me here bespelled by Templeton to bind me to him.‖ 

Even the chafing of the iron had faded, although so long as it touched his skin it would 

continue to pain him. But it was easier.  

He looked at her. 

―So,‖ he said, ―in your own way, my Angel, your magic is healing, but it is all of society 

that you heal, using your magic, whether you know it or not, to follow the path that is yours, of 

righting wrongs, of bringing those who would do ill to justice. And, on a smaller scale, to healing 

the pain of those who have been wounded, by being their spear-carrier, their warrior, fighting for 

them where they cannot. The path that is truest to your heart.‖ 
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Chapter Four 

 

Awakening, it was oddly surreal for Angel to find herself lying next to a long, deliciously 

hard body, to find herself lying next to him, to Asmodeus, a Demon. A gorgeous, incredibly sexy 

demon. The Demon of Lust. That thought made her smile, despite the memory of what had come 

after that particular revelation. 

Not much less surreal, though, to find herself in this situation at all. It was so bizarre. 

Yet still. 

He lay curled against her back, his skin intensely warm, his legs and tail twined with and 

around hers. He still held her loosely but protectively, with one arm across her stomach. One 

thing was certain, she‘d never be cold as long as he was there. 

Idly, curiously, she played carefully with the iron bracelet around his wrist, only now 

noticing that the skin beneath it was chafed and irritated, inflamed. It looked painful, which 

pained her. It had to ache nearly constantly. She turned it, examined it, holding some of it away 

from his skin where she could. It looked like the damn thing was welded in place. How had they 

gotten it on? They had to have pinned him to the floor with the power of the Book, as they had 

when they had whipped him.  

Her stomach churned at the memory. She took a breath and willed the memory away. 

How would they get it off? There had to be a way. 

She looked over her shoulder at Asmodeus. 

His incredible beauty still caught at her, shocked her. It always would, she knew.  

She longed to skim her fingers over one sculpted cheekbone, to run her fingers through the 

smooth silk of his hair. To her amazement she suddenly noticed that his ears were pointed. How 

had she missed that? In wonder, forgetful of the circumstances, she reached out to touch it, to run 

her finger over the curve of it. 
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She hid a smile until she realized that Asmodeus‘s lambent eyes were open, that he watched 

her. A shot of excitement raced through her as his eyes warmed and brightened. Literally 

glowed. If she had ever had doubts that dispelled them. 

Sliding over her legs, his tail burrowed softly against the little nub, the jewel nestled 

between her thighs. 

Angel quivered in response to it, and to the heat in those glowing ruby eyes. 

It was maddening, delicious and delirious, to feel his cock growing harder as it slid between 

her legs, as his tail teased lightly at her aching clit. It was sheer glory to have his warm hands 

curl around her breasts, the claws prickling as they tightened, as those long, agile fingers teased 

at her nipples, and his mouth pressed warm against her throat. 

Heat poured through her, need pulsed. 

―Do you want me, sweet Angel?‖ he murmured against her skin. His tongue flicked lightly 

along her throat before his mouth closed over it.  

That low whisper sent a frisson of pleasure through her, his voice a rumble that 

reverberated deep inside her. 

Asmodeus shifted so his shaft slid between her thighs, as it slipped through the growing 

moisture between them, the growing heat, and gathered her breasts in his hands to mold, to 

knead. Capturing her nipples between his fingers he played with them for her pleasure, teased, 

pinched them lightly with his claws. He listened to her soft cries as his hips moved and his cock 

slid back and forth across her slit, through the slick dampness there. She felt marvelous and he 

ached for her tightness around him. 

 ―Oh, God, yes, please, Asmodeus,‖ she breathed, an answer to his unspoken prayer. ―Fuck 

me, dear God, please, fuck me.‖ 

 ―Yes,‖ he whispered, in affirmation and triumph and drew his hips back to put the head of 

his cock against the entrance to her tight, wet pussy. Even as he thrust slowly inside her tight 

channel, as he took her inch by slow inch, he knew he would want her again, and soon. ―I cannot 

get enough of you, my Angel.‖ 
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His words warmed her even as his thick member pushed inside her and Angel moaned with 

the astonishing pleasure of it as it stretched her, as he slid deeper inside her. His cock thickened, 

hardened, lengthened. She grasped the side of the bed with one hand, needing something to hold 

onto or she would splinter apart from just the feeling of the broad head of him grew within her. 

His tongue flicked over her throat, the forked tip feathering over her skin. 

Curling a hand around her head, Asmodeus turned it so that he could take her lovely mouth 

with a sigh of satisfaction. So sweet. Pleasure swelled inside him as he swelled within her. He 

had never been so hard, so full, in all his memory. 

She did that to him, his Angel. 

―I do not make love to you only because I wish to feed,‖ Asmodeus murmured against her 

lips, ―but because I love fucking you. Know that.‖ With each word he thrust his cock hard up 

inside her. ―I love fucking you, can‘t get enough of taking you.‖ 

His cock was in heaven as her hot, wet tightness stroked him. 

Pressing his free hand against her belly, against the hardness of him within her, knowing 

where her g-spot was as he thrust, he knew that she felt him inside her even more intensely. Her 

pussy clenched around him. He swallowed her cry in a kiss, caught the next as well as his tail 

twitched against her clit with each thrust of his cock inside her, teasing, tormenting. 

It was glory, a delicious torture to have his tail pleasure her as his cock thrust inside her. 

Each touch made her pussy tighten, each pinch made it clench around him, made her hips push 

back to take more of him. Heat poured through her. 

―Oh, god,‖ Angel whispered, braced as he pounded into her, going deeper, incredibly deep 

with each thrust. ―Dear god, dear god. Asmodeus, please.‖ 

He swelled even further inside her, his cock throbbed within her. Each pulse of it only made 

her more crazy. His tail against her clit was going wild, it fluttered madly as her pleasure built, as 

sweet ecstasy grew inside her even as Asmodeus did. So big, he was so big, he filled her, filled 

all of her. 

More, please more, echoed in her mind as he drove into her. 
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Angel‘s pussy clenched and stroked, tightened, pulsed, drove him insane as ecstasy hovered 

just out of reach. The tight squeeze of her inner muscles around his rigid, throbbing cock broke 

Asmodeus‘s control. His arm locked around her hips as he fucked her hard and deep, his hips 

slamming against hers. Each hammering thrust drove a groan of pleasure, of need, from her. 

He couldn‘t stop himself, he was going to come. His body went taut. 

Sliding his arm around her chest, Asmodeus curled his hand tightly around her breast as he 

drove deeply. Her hips thrust, pumped, meeting his as she cried out. That cry and her throbbing 

pussy clenched tight around his cock pushed him over the edge. He came with a shout of 

pleasure, gushed into her in a torrent, poured into her, bathed her pussy in his hot seed, his cum, 

and Angel cried out again as it flooded into her. 

Her orgasm seemed to last forever. Angel bucked, trembled and shuddered with incredible 

pleasure as his hot fluid filled her. Each gush of his cum inside her made her quiver, as he did 

against her as he emptied into her. 

Asmodeus held her close as her heartbeat slowed and her body settled, his arms locked 

around her, his mouth buried against her throat, not for feeding or for show but for the beat of 

that racing pulse against his lips. He savored the pleasure that she took in him and he in her. 

Closing her hands tightly over his strong arms, Angel returned the gesture fervently, 

holding him close as some deep emotion washed through her. Her heart seemed to beat in time to 

his, his thick cock still filled her. It twitched a little within her and she smiled. Like the tail of a 

contented cat, Asmodeus‘s tail stroked idly down her thigh. 

His mouth pressed against her ear to whisper, his breath tickling. 

―I am indeed content,‖ Asmodeus said, reading her thoughts again, his voice so low and 

deep that it rumbled through her chest. ―And more than merely content, my Angel.‖ 

 Angel smiled. She felt much the same, astonishingly sated, as happy as a cat with a bowl 

full of cream despite the circumstances. 

They were suddenly and sharply reminded of where they were with the abrupt change of air 

pressure inside the chamber. If they had been alone, they no longer were. 
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In an instant, Angel found herself clothed in what felt like slubbed silk, a simple short white 

dress with gold pins secured at each shoulder. 

With Asmodeus‘s back toward the rear of the room hopefully Templeton‘s people could not 

tell that he had been healed, a fact for which they were both grateful. That would have raised 

difficult questions and revealed too much, far too much, to Templeton. 

―Get up,‖ Templeton snapped as he strode into the light. 

Reluctantly Asmodeus obeyed, his hands clenched as he fought both his fury and the 

reminder of their helplessness. 

His pain was nearly palpable. It radiated from every taut line of his body. 

Angel got to her feet as well, surprised to find herself a little dizzy. Or perhaps it might 

have been the lovemaking. Her muscles still jumped a little. 

Templeton barked to Asmodeus, ―Assume human form.‖ 

Angel looked to Asmodeus. He had said that he could. She couldn‘t help being curious. 

What would he look like as a human? 

At the moment his teeth were bared in a furious snarl, the fangs sharp, and she couldn‘t 

blame him. 

Fury was as nothing as a description for what Asmodeus felt. 

He hated it. Hated the confinement, he who had always been free, hated being subject to 

another‘s will, he who had never been subject to anyone‘s will but his own. He hated the loss of 

his heightened senses in human form, of the restriction of his sight, of the limitations of that 

body, although he could tolerate it. 

More than anything, though, it was changing on command, especially the command of this 

man, a man that he truly despised. 

Templeton gestured to his minions and the one by the Book looked at Asmodeus in 

question as another went to kneel by Asmodeus‘s ankle, a key in his hand. It was another kind of 

lash. Do as he was told, or he would be driven to his knees by the spells of the Book. 
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Rage washed through him. A futile rage. So long as they had the Book, so long as there was 

iron on him, he was helpless. 

Mutely, furious, Asmodeus shook his head. He wouldn‘t fight. 

―Come,‖ Templeton commanded, as he would to a lap dog. 

Asmodeus fought his rage at being spoken to in such a way. 

More, though, he was all too aware of the darkness of the chamber that surrounded them, of 

the unseen men that hid in the shadows. Angel would be here in this place, alone and 

outnumbered. There was no choice, though, they could and would compel him. They had before. 

It tore at him, though, to leave her now that he had suddenly found her, and undefended, but he 

had no choice but to obey. Worry nagged at him, although he tried not to show it. 

Asmodeus‘s reluctance, his fury and frustration beat at the back of Angel‘s mind, no matter 

how much he tried to hide them from Templeton, and from her. The tension in his strong 

shoulders betrayed his reluctance to leave and she could see the concern in his eyes, though he 

dared not voice it. 

‗Donôt worry about me,‘ she thought. ‗I can take care of myself.‘ 

She visualized her training at Quantico, both her initial training and the refresher courses, 

her years with the Bureau, the desperate situations that she had found herself in now and again, 

and had survived. 

It grated on him, though, it went against his every instinct, she could see it.  

―Asmodeus,‖ Templeton said, in warning, with a nod to his man with the book. 

Teeth gritted, jaw clenched, Asmodeus shifted. 

Even as she watched, Asmodeus‘s skin changed color from a rich deep scarlet to a dark 

burnished copper. His perfect features were still incredibly, preternaturally beautiful, but his 

coloring and features now appeared to be some exotic mix of Caucasian, Asian, African-

American and Native American. His cheekbones were still high but his eyes had darkened and 

had the faintest tilt, his jaw was still defined, still determined, and his long hair still flowed down 

to his shoulders in a silken ebony stream.  
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His wings and tail had both disappeared. 

Impotent fury raged in eyes that were now a brown so deep that they might have been 

black. Sparks of gold and red seemed to float within them. That was the only sign of his true 

nature. 

He wore a tailored designer suit as if he had been born to it, as if it were a second skin. It 

somehow emphasized his broad shoulders, trim waist and narrow hips, although the crisp white 

shirt didn‘t quite conceal the broad muscles of his chest. 

Even in human form he was beautiful, so incredibly gorgeous, astonishingly sexy. 

He was still and always Asmodeus. 

―Templeton,‖ Angel said, abruptly. 

The man turned to glare at her. 

Asmodeus‘s now dark eyes glowed with a concern that he dared not show outwardly and 

she wished she could touch him to reassure him, to ease his fear. Or just touch him. Already, 

astonishingly, she felt the lack of him, an emptiness at her side that hadn‘t been there before. 

With her gaze on Templeton, though, she said, ―Food? Water? Bathroom? A shower?‖ 

The rumble in her empty stomach had brought it to mind but she knew they would also 

have to open that portal, or doorway, to deliver it to her or take her to it. There might be a 

chance, something…a way to escape, a way to get her and Asmodeus free. If nothing else, she 

would learn more about where they were being held and what they were up against. 

Templeton‘s eyes narrowed. 

―Even a demon won‘t want me if I stink,‖ she said, as she sent a mental apology to 

Asmodeus. ―And if I‘m to feed him, I must be fed.‖ 

Just the thought of putting it that way, of describing the beauty and pleasure of what had 

passed between them in such harsh terms, made her skin crawl but Templeton wouldn‘t 

understand anything less. 

Asmodeus‘s mental touch reassured her that he took no offense. 
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With a gesture at his people, Templeton said, ―Feed her. See to her needs. Make no 

mistakes. Asmodeus. Come.‖ 

His men trained their weapons on her. They weren‘t going to take any chances. She‘d have 

to do something about that. 

 

Templeton snapped his fingers and Asmodeus fought his rage at once again being 

summoned like a dog.  

Every muscle tight with protest, Asmodeus did as he was bid, though. He didn‘t dare look 

back at Angel as the doorway was opened, knowing that the gesture would betray them. He must 

appear to view her as no more than food, sustenance, nothing more, or give Templeton that much 

more power over him, at least until they could find a way to escape, or for him to fight his way 

free. 

If Templeton were to harm her, though…?  

Something inside Asmodeus went very cold and still at the thought… 

Then he would indeed become the Demon that they supposed him to be. That was how his 

people had been named so in the first place, when their chosen mates had been taken from them. 

Those that could fight had been slaughtered, those that could not… 

Like the infamous painting of the Rape of the Sabine women, the men had been drawn 

away, their women taken and abused. No one spoke of those who had fought to return to their 

rightful mates, to those that loved them…and had been murdered for their efforts. Pagans, they 

were called, because they were different. 

No one ever spoke of the innocents who had died, only those who had submitted under 

force. 

History, after all, was written by the victors. 

But Asmodeus remembered, his heart twisting, as did all the Daemonae. 
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Now after millennia, after all the centuries that he and his brothers hoped and prayed for, a 

time when the Daemonae might be able to return to this their rightful plane to take a mate once 

again, now suddenly there was Angel. And hope for something beyond mere existence. 

Under these circumstances and in this place. 

His throat tightened. 

Asmodeus took a breath of the slightly cleaner, fresher air as they stepped outside into this 

world with all of its changes. He tipped his face back to absorb what little sunshine he could for 

the brief moments that they permitted him to enjoy it. 

Such did not exist on the other plane. The sunlight there was thin, that world sere and 

barren under a dying sun, hot during the day and bitterly cold at night, like the deserts of this 

world that he had visited in his travels of old. 

This plane had once been their home. Once upon a time his kindred had roamed freely 

beneath this sky that was so much the shade of his Angel‘s eyes, flying beneath its golden sun, 

the light beaming warm on their wings and they longed always to return to this, their ancestral 

home. 

As he had, but not like this, not under these conditions. 

If hate were a sword, Templeton would have been dead a thousand times over, cut to shreds 

with every glance. 

Still, it had been a shock at first to walk out into this, into the sounds and smells of this 

world he had once known. The sheer cacophony of it had been overwhelming. His every sense 

had been assaulted. The air stank appallingly of the effluent of the vehicles they used. Any place 

where people gathered in numbers always tended to be noisy and smelly, but this was shockingly 

so. His other senses had been equally violated. There had been too much to see. His people had 

not ventured into this world often and even in ancient times they had preferred more bucolic 

places where they could spread their wings. 

Along with Templeton‘s people, Asmodeus got into the waiting vehicle.  

That had been another adjustment, being able to travel as fast as or faster than he could fly. 
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As a group, as a courtesy from those who hoped that Templeton would invest in them, they 

toured an aircraft development plant under the guise of a friendly visit. Busy and bustling, it was 

a place of innovation, of creation. Asmodeus could feel it, energy and life seemed to seep from 

the very pores of those that they passed. Folk smiled. 

Not for long. 

Glancing over his shoulder at his minions Templeton looked at one of them.  

―I want the plans. Find a way. Get them. Or I‘ll have Asmodeus turn you to cinders.‖ 

Asmodeus would not. There were lines that he would not cross, did Templeton but know it. 

Templeton could set the whip to him all he liked but Asmodeus would not kill, not in cold blood. 

Angel or no Angel, his true mate or no, he would die first. She would not love him for doing 

such a thing, even under duress. 

To Asmodeus Templeton said, ―They have a new aircraft. It‘s going to experience 

unforeseen difficulties. Make it happen. George will bring you the plans.‖ 

He gave Asmodeus a significant glance, and then looked away, smiling as he strode to greet 

the man who approached them. 

Asmodeus shuddered. What Templeton pictured in his mind was horrific. Thousands would 

die if he did as Templeton ordered and the changes weren‘t caught in time. 

Only Templeton would know that the planes would fail. While word of the new plane 

would drive the price of the company‘s stock up, he would wait until the first report of a crash 

before selling. 

This man was willing to slaughter thousands to line his pockets with gold, but he would call 

Asmodeus debauched, a villain, evil, simply for being what he was. 

What greater monster was there than one who would sacrifice the lives of others for his 

own misguided aims?  

For profit. 
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Chapter Five 

 

Templeton‘s men brought Angel the food she‘d asked for. It didn‘t appear to have been 

tampered with but despite her hunger Angel ate it slowly even so, taking a few bites and then 

waiting to see if perhaps Templeton had had it drugged. Apparently he hadn‘t. The food helped 

restore some of the strength she had lost to Asmodeus‘s feeding.  

Just the thought of that, the memory of it, sent a rush of heat through her.  

Not that she let those who watched see any of that. 

She had already tried to get past the apparently non-existent barriers surreptitiously, on the 

pretext of testing to find the limits of them, only to find that they were all too existent. 

They looked like a soap bubble, faint iridescent barriers, except that she was on the inside. 

Venturing even a cautious fraction of an inch too close she sensed something whip out of 

the shadows of half-seen jungle-like trees that she glimpsed from the corner of her eye and 

quickly stepped back.  

Something flashed by only inches from her face.  

Something tangible enough to eddy the air as it passed.  

In the outer darkness of the room someone laughed. There was a sense of being watched 

not just from those outside of the rings but from something within them, as if her startling trip 

over them had awakened something within each…and they waited. Hungrily. 

She hid an atavistic shudder. 

Templeton‘s people watched her from the shadows. 

Knowing that they watched, she stretched, bent, paced…making sure they watched…and 

considered Templeton‘s words. 

Everything was a weapon, even her body, and she would use whatever she had to free both 

herself and Asmodeus. 

She looked out at those hidden in the darkness. 
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―Templeton said I could use the bathroom and the shower,‖ she said, keeping her voice 

reserved, distant, her eyes averted, downcast. 

One of Templeton‘s men, clearly the leader of the guards—a tallish man with sharp eyes, 

his head shaved bald and, by his manner, by the way he held his weapon, either ex-military or 

police and probably a mercenary—stepped up to the edge of the circle. 

She didn‘t look at him directly, giving all the appearance of a discomfort she didn‘t feel. 

―Not so tough now, huh, Agent Nicholas,‖ he sneered, ―without your gun?‖ 

Actually, for all her small height she was pretty tough with or without it, she was a self-

defense instructor now and again for the Bureau, but she wouldn‘t let him see that. It wasn‘t time 

yet. Let him think her weak, broken. 

She didn‘t know their numbers, didn‘t know their training. Making a move without good 

information was stupid. 

The man‘s nametag identified him as Baker. 

Angel pretended to ignore him but she didn‘t ignore the danger that he presented to her. 

There were men who entered the military to serve their country and there were those that went in 

to kick some ass. He was one of the last, it was there in his eyes. She was fairly certain that he 

wouldn‘t push it…yet.  

With a nod to his men to indicate that they should keep their weapons on her, Baker made 

the gesture that opened the door or tunnel between the rings.  

It was good to know that Templeton wasn‘t the only one who could do that.  

Unlike her own unceremonious entrance, they were far more careful as they passed through 

that ephemeral tunnel. 

They escorted her to the bathroom cautiously but let her use the facility alone, for which 

she was grateful.  

The explanation for their lack of concern waited inside. 

Escape was not only extremely unlikely, it was impossible, as there were no windows and 

only the one door. She had the oppressive sense that they were deep underground. As the room 
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had probably been intended for Asmodeus‘s use, it had very likely been thoroughly vetted for 

any possible weapons or anything that could be used as one. But there were weapons and there 

were weapons. She found none of the conventional kind nor anything she could use for the 

unconventional. 

It seemed oddly unused. Apparently Baker and his men didn‘t take advantage of it. 

More than anything, though, she wanted to be clean, for herself and for Asmodeus, for 

when he touched her, ate her, fed from her, made love to her. 

As much as she loved making love to him, though, and just the thought of him had her 

aching, she was glad to be clean, although she loved the scent of him on her skin. 

She pulled on the light silk dress that he had conjured for her, fingering it in mild disbelief. 

He had conjured it out of thin air. Magic. As beautiful as it was, it was also still all she had to 

wear for the moment. 

On their return, from the corners of her eyes Angel noted the small signs as the guards 

relaxed their attentiveness as her diffidence eased their alertness. That she hadn‘t tried to escape 

was just another indication to them that she was beaten. Seeing Asmodeus, seeing the sheer size 

of him and knowing him to be a demon, they would wonder what had happened behind the 

smoke and their speculations only confirmed their assessment of her. She wasn‘t a threat. 

As they escorted her back she noted how many men Baker had that she could see and their 

positions. It was useful information. 

Hours went by but having no watch there was no way for her to gauge the time that passed. 

Somehow, though, Angel knew the moment that Asmodeus returned to the building, 

sensing him nearby. Elation filled her and surprised her. 

Or perhaps it wasn‘t so surprising considering that he was her only ally here.  

She let out a sigh of intense relief all the same that she was careful not to show to 

Templeton‘s men. 

Asmodeus was back, and safe. 
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In the back of her mind she knew it was more than relief that she felt, that it was more than 

just a common bond. Much more. To her astonishment her breasts felt tight, her nipples and 

pussy ached. Every inch of her body seemed to sing in response to his immediate presence, to his 

need, his esurience… His hunger for her was nearly palpable with each step closer that he came 

to her. 

Even more so when he entered the room. 

That hunger in his eyes was for her, for all of her, not just her essence, not just for what he 

took from her, but for Angel herself. 

His brilliant eyes glowed when his gaze settled on her and her heartbeat accelerated just at 

the sight of him. Even as he entered the room he was shifting to his own form, his own familiar 

shape. It was an effort for her not to smile with relief, with pleasure, when she saw him. All she 

could think of was his mouth on hers, his body against hers as he feasted on her, devoured her, 

his huge cock buried deep inside her. 

 

From the very moment Asmodeus walked in the doors all he could see was Angel, all he 

wanted was her. 

The sight of her standing within the shimmer of the circles, looking so lovely in the dress 

that he had conjured for her, her brilliant eyes shining, made his heart lift. His relief was nearly 

unbearable as he fought the memories of the past, the memories of those he had loved left dead 

and dying. Mother, brother, sister, lover… 

He could tell that she had showered, he could smell the clean clear scent of her skin from 

across the room. 

To see the joy in her eyes at his return, to watch her nipples as they hardened beneath the 

silk of the dress thrilled him. It took every ounce of control Asmodeus had not to pounce on her, 

his true mate although she did not know it, as soon as he entered the hall that was their cage. 

Baker gestured the ‗doorway‘ open and his men trained their guns on her while 

Templeton‘s minion waited at the podium, ready to chant at the first sign of trouble from either 

of them as they shackled Asmodeus within the circles once again. They were taking no chances. 
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At his size, strength and speed they could not, dared not. He would tear them to pieces at the first 

opportunity, and they knew it. 

Not that he cared so much about that, at this moment. 

He wanted Angel. 

‗They watch us,‘ Asmodeus thought, furiously, in frustration, or he would have taken her 

already, instantly, as soon as he could touch her. 

After so long without a mate he could not get enough of her, he needed more of her. 

Templeton would not allow another smudge pot incident, he knew, and he hated it. 

Angel looked at him, projected laughter and defiance to him. She was just so grateful he 

was back, and in one piece.  

Every inch of her body seemed to burst into flame at his glance, in response to his need. 

‗I donôt care,‘ she thought. ‗Let them watch, Asmodeus.‘ 

Deliberately she reached out and stroked a hand slowly over the long thick length of his 

stiffening cock. It throbbed against her hand, twitched at her touch. Just his closeness to her had 

him swelling, his body tightening.  

‗They are in the shadows. I canôt see them. Can you? But I want to feel this inside me, 

Asmodeus, I want to feel you deep inside me. Debauch me, Asmodeus. Fuck me blind. Let them 

hear me scream my pleasure. Feed from me. Savage me.‘ 

Her boldness pleased him. Every word inflamed him, fired his need for her, his desire to 

take her, to have her. Seeing the challenge in those pale blue eyes, knowing her thoughts, 

Asmodeus smiled broadly…and pounced. 

Let them watch. 

His clawed hands hit her shoulders, drove her back onto the floor. Even as they fell though, 

one hand swiftly cradled her head so that she would not be hurt and his mouth fastened hard on 

hers. He devoured her, his tongue swept deep inside to tangle with hers. 
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With evident delight, she kissed him back with as much fervor, as much ardor as he kissed 

her. They ravaged each other, salved pain and fed the need each had for the other. Her tongue 

danced with his as she nipped at his bottom lip. 

His clawed hands grasped the front of the dress and ripped it open like paper to expose her 

body to him. 

Asmodeus pillaged her throat, nipping and nibbling to hear her gasp and moan as he made 

his way down that smooth white column. He loved pleasuring her, loved making her blood burn, 

her body quake. With delight and pleasure, he let his tongue flutter over her collarbone to taste 

her skin, down her breastbone as she arched beneath him and his tongue danced over her. 

Need, hunger, pounded in him. He hungered for her, for the brightness of her. 

Body arching, Angel sought to give him everything that he needed, to assuage the fierce 

hunger that she could sense raged inside him. 

His forked tongue flickered over her breastbone, danced teasingly between her swollen, 

aching breasts. Watching it was even more intoxicating. That tongue fluttered over her breasts, 

her nipples, the flickering touch a delightful torment. 

‗Feed‘ Angel thought, and laughed. ‗Debauch me, Asmodeus.‘ 

He battened hard on her breasts as they swelled. He sucked and suckled, hard and harder. 

He bit impatiently at her and she cried out. Her back bowed. His teeth scraped at her nipples, 

trapped one between them as his hand closed around the other breast tightly to squeeze it. 

With a cry she buried her hands in his hair as he savaged her breasts with mouth and hands. 

Each hard pull of his mouth on them sent electric shocks of pleasure shooting through her. 

All thought fled. They savaged each other. 

Let them watch. 

His mouth moved to her other breast, sucked, suckled, and bit until she writhed beneath 

him. 

Pleasure speared through her as the ache, the throbbing fullness of her breasts eased with 

each hard pull of his mouth on her. It was ecstasy. Once more his tail curled around her, teased 
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first at her clit, then her pussy, and finally at the tight rosebud of her ass. It danced from one to 

the other tantalizingly and sent fluttering bursts of pleasure through her, making her ache. 

She moaned, writhed. 

Lifting her in his arms so that her legs wrapped around his waist, Asmodeus looked at her 

flushed and smiling face and smiled in return.  

The spotlights made her white skin glow like pearls as Asmodeus looked at her, her breasts 

full and firm, her areola a rich rose, tight. The scent of her filled him. 

Asmodeus was hungry for more. Much more. Each rush of Angel‘s pleasure only built the 

need to feed higher, made the taste of her richer. He remembered the effervescence of her and 

shivered in anticipation of feeding on her. 

Angel smiled back at him, back at the clear delight in his gaze. 

‗All?‘ 

A little startled at the ease with which he lifted her, the image in his mind sent a hot burst 

from her core to her drenched pussy. 

He draped one of her legs over one of his massive shoulders as he raised her to mouth level, 

the other over the other shoulder as his strong arms slid up her back and he held her in place. 

She smiled and groaned as his mouth found her clit.  

óAll.‘ Dimly, as Asmodeus devoured her, as each movement of his mouth wound the 

pleasure pooled inside her tighter. Then she realized that his tail now worked its way around the 

tight little rosette of her ass. It was oddly exciting, tantalizingly erotic, as it probed, as it played. 

No one had ever taken her there. Until now.  

It fluttered to the rhythm of Asmodeus‘s mouth on her as his tongue lightly tormented the 

sensitive bud of her clit as she moaned helplessly. Ecstasy swirled through her, blinding her.  

A groan escaped her, driven out of her as his tail entered her, as it slid up inside her, a slim 

muscular invader, pushing its way up inside her even as Asmodeus‘s tongue did the same inside 

her pussy. Deep inside her his forked tongue fluttered like wings as Asmodeus alternately sucked 
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then licked at her pussy. Her body tightened. Ecstasy poured from her core. She quivered 

helplessly, her hands locked in his hair as his hands slid higher up her back to support her. 

Her body arched. She surrendered to him. Her hands fell away while she shuddered with 

the pleasure that swelled and then burst within her. 

Angel‘s essence poured out of her, eased Asmodeus‘s wounded soul and filled the dark 

places inside him with light. He drank her pleasure, drawing in great draughts of her. 

He feasted, holding her easily as his tongue swirled around the pearl of her clit, sucked on it 

as his tail drove deep. Lost in her he drank her in, he drowned himself in the taste of her, in the 

feel of her body as it quivered in his hands, vaguely aware of his tail pumping and thrusting 

inside her, as his need and desire answered themselves in it. 

 ‗Asmodeus.‘ 

Hearing his name echo in her mind, her cries of pleasure nearly mindless as ecstasy took 

her, and all he could think of was her.  

Mine, Asmodeus thought, truly and completely as he devoured her, drew in the essence of 

her as her body trembled and shook. 

She poured into his welcoming mouth as his tail slid deeper to into her ass. She groaned 

again as Asmodeus let her drop down the length of his long, hard body, carefully letting each 

shapely leg down to wrap around his waist. The head of his cock pressed against her pussy as his 

tail continued to pleasure her ass. 

Asmodeus watched her eyelids flutter, her muscles quiver as the head of his cock pressed 

against her pussy, spread it, spread her, filled her. Her body shuddered with each inch of him that 

she took. 

Slowly, ever so slowly he impaled her on him as she slid down his shaft until he was buried 

deep inside her, the feel of it indescribable. Asmodeus was lost in it. 

So big. There was so much of him, so marvelously much of him, Angel was so full of 

Asmodeus. His tail stroked steadily inside her ass, too, until she was nearly out of her mind with 

pleasure. Ecstasy built, swelled… His mouth was warm against her pounding pulse…the thought 

of his fangs piercing her…it was glory, and then his cock filled her completely. 
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Ecstasy shot through her like a rocket and she cried out again as she quivered 

uncontrollably. 

Angel was lost, his shaft so very big inside her, his tail driving inside her ass a delicious 

torment. She was so full, stuffed full of him. 

More. Please more. 

‗Everything?‘ he asked, inside her head. ‗All?‘ 

With a smile at the image he sent her, Angel nodded. ‗If he wants to seeélet him see.‘ 

Lowering her to the floor, Asmodeus pulled out of her reluctantly, turned her and bent her 

over the foot of the bed, her hips against the thin mattress. She braced herself against it as he 

smoothed his hand over her back, over the firm tight globes of her perfect ass, covered only by 

the bedraggled remains of the thin silk dress. 

The head of his cock was huge, hard, as it twitched against her pussy. 

She wasn‘t a big girl, barely five foot four. Asmodeus‘s hardened cock, so red, almost a 

deep purple, had to look enormous in comparison. As fair as she was, to those watching, against 

his deep red skin she must have looked the vision of a virgin sacrifice. 

Angel didn‘t care. 

So big. There was so much of him, so marvelously much of him, she was so full, so full of 

Asmodeus, she was nearly out of her mind with pleasure. Glory built, swelled… His mouth was 

warm against her pounding pulse…the thought of his fangs piercing her…it was wonderful, and 

then his cock filled her completely… 

Ecstasy exploded, shooting through her like a rocket, driving another cry out of her again as 

she quivered uncontrollably. 

Catching a handful of her hair, Asmodeus fucked her hard and deep, keeping her head 

pulled back as he fondled her breasts with his free hand while she writhed and moaned beneath 

him. She was long past caring who watched as he tugged and pulled on her nipples, his cock 

plunging into and out of her. It was sheer heaven. 

Asmodeus wrenched her head sideways and struck, his fangs going deep. 
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Fire scorched through Angel once again, raced through her veins, and she arched as he 

drove into her, pounded into her. Her blood was on fire, it was as if every inch of her skin was 

heated, scorched. Pleasure coursed through her brilliantly with each draw of his mouth on her. 

Her body was stimulated into overdrive as he fed on her, her hips bucked, pumped to take him.  

Asmodeus savored that first mouthful of her, that first gush, let the warm rich taste of her 

fill his mouth as he drank. The venom from his fangs pumped into her as her lifeblood 

fountained out. He was intoxicated with her. She closed around him, her body going wild 

beneath him, the slick internal muscles within her clenching, tightening.  

Asmodeus wanted, needed, to come inside her, to bathe his Angel‘s sweet pussy with his 

seed, to hear her call out her pleasure as he did, as her slick internal muscles milked him of every 

drop of cum. His hands locked on her hips and he dug his claws into her delicate skin as he drove 

the long, thick length of his shaft into her in one swift hard thrust, going deep. He impaled her 

completely on his long, thick cock as she cried out, her back bowing sharply at the invasion of 

her body. 

His body went taut as he erupted inside her, his hot cum, his seed, jetted into her to bath her 

pussy with him and his hands tightened on her as he came with a roar. 

Beneath him Angel jolted, quivered wildly, her vaginal walls closing around him, working 

him as he fondled her, tormented her. She came with a soft wail as her own orgasm raced 

through her.  

And collapsed. 

Licking her dry lips, sprawled loosely over the bed, she quivered and went limp. 

Apparently, it was enough for Templeton. The sense of his presence beyond the rings went 

away. 

‗Let him top that,‘ she thought, dazedly, to Asmodeus and smiled at him as she crawled up 

onto the bed to flop there, her muscles still jumping. ‗Wow.‘ 

Asmodeus smothered a smile as he stretched out beside her. ‗Wait, Iôve only begun.‘ 

‗Youôll kill me,‘ she said, grinning a little. ‗But what a way to go.‘ 
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A thousand fantasies passed swiftly through Asmodeus‘s mind, but the thought of her dying 

was far too close to reality, so close to what might be so long as they were both in this place that 

he shuddered. It struck him painfully, his heart twisting at the thought of losing her. There were 

too many memories, he had lost too much. 

He had lost those he loved before, he could not bear to think of losing another. 

And he did love her. He had known that he would from the first moment that he touched 

her. She was his mate, his only mate. 

He remembered the deaths, though, and the dying, too vividly, remembered the bright 

splashes of blood. 

Angel saw something in his eyes, in the sudden stiffness of his body, sensed it through the 

growing connection between them and tilted her head at him questioningly. 

‗What is it?‖ she said, softly. ‗Asmodeus, whatôs wrong?‘ 

‗Donôt speak of death, or dying,‘ he said, wishing that he could draw her even closer for his 

own comfort, his own reassurance. All that he could allow was the flutter of his tail along her 

leg. ‗Not for yourself.‘ 

It would destroy him. 

The gesture hidden between their bodies, Angel reached out to caress his chest, lightly, her 

hand soft, comforting. He loved her touch, loved her hands on his body. 

―Tell me,‖ she said, softly. 

―As you know, the Church has named and painted my people as demons, oftentimes in 

terms that spoke more of themselves than us. They hunted us, and our kind.‖ 

He took a breath, remembering. 

―All we wanted was a place of our own, on this plane,‖ he said as he rolled over on his 

back, drawing her with him.  

She rested her chin on the hand splayed over his chest. Her eyes were bright, intent on his, 

listening.  
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―This was our home. There is little on the other plane save mere existence, outside of the 

companionship of my brothers. It has its own kind of stark beauty, yes, but it lacks much.‖ 

Apparently idly, he let his hand fall to brush his knuckles lightly along her ribs for the 

contact and the comfort. 

His deep voice echoed his pain, even he could hear it as he spoke.  

―They came while we were hunting, while we were in the fields. They hunted us, but 

mostly they hunted our women and children, those who could not flee with us to the other plane. 

Not all can. And we could not leave them.‖ 

Mother, sisters, friends…and the children… A lover, though not a mate…but still beloved. 

Many had died in those days before he could reach them. He had been little more than a boy, just 

coming into manhood. 

‗Asmodeus, why do you want to die?‘  

Could she read him so well so soon? Asmodeus went still and turned his eyes to hers, his 

jaw tight. Those blue eyes were brighter than usual, there was grief there in them and fear. 

It seemed that she could. 

‗As you know, Templeton knows about my brothers, now,‘ Asmodeus said. ‗He would have 

them trapped here, too, to do his bidding. Imagine it, all the Daemonae subject to his will. All 

our power, all our magic. Not just one of us, but all. He has tried to break me to his will, to make 

me summon them, and continues to try when he has no other use for me. If he gains that power, 

all he will need is their names and the Book. Now he has another hostage to fortune in you.‘ 

He looked at her, at her steady pale blue eyes. Her mouth tightened, but she nodded, 

understanding what he meant. 

‗If he does not succeed, then my brothers may do it for him,‘ he said. ‗Even now they sense 

myédistresséand sooner or later they will come to find out the truth. Or theyôll attempt a 

rescue. Ashtorethé He was one of those the priests summoned with the Book in those early 

daysé‘ 

Asmodeus remembered those terrible days, knew all too well now some fraction of what 

Ash had suffered in those dark and terrible dungeons.  
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‗Templeton waits for it, has prepared for it. He has shown me the shackles that my brethren 

will wear. I will not see them in chains.‘ 

‗Weôll find a way out, first,‘ she said. 

‗I have tried everything. So long as I wear these,‘ he held up the iron bracelets on his wrists 

and gestured at the shackle on his ankle. ‗I am bound here.‘ 

And as far as she could tell, they had been welded onto him. 

There had to be a way to get him out of them. 

‗And if not, there is the Book, and its binding.‘ 

It wasn‘t the cover of it that he was referring to. 

‗Weôll find a way, Asmodeus,‘ Angel said, ‗weôll figure something out. There has to be one. 

Just promise you wonôt do anything. Promise me. Donôt you speak of death, or dying, either. Not 

for yourselfé Please, Asmodeus.‘ 

Gently but firmly, as she turned on her side to look at him Angel said, ‗Promise me, 

Asmodeus.‘ 

Asmodeus smiled a little as he brushed his fingers across her breast and the nipple 

tightened. 

‗For you,‘ he said, knowing what she could not say. 

He had seen the fear in her eyes, the grief and the loss. She, too, had lost those she loved, 

and feared the loss of him now as well. 

Lightly, he toyed with her nipple to distract her. His tail slid up between her thighs, wiggled 

entreatingly at her entrance until she smothered a smile as she saw the look in his eyes and parted 

them.  

‗The demon of lust?‘ 

óHmmmm,‖ he murmured. ―Insatiable.‘ 

As he was, for her. 



Demon‘s Kiss/Douglas  68 
 
 

 

‗Where and how do you bathe, by the way, with that on?‘ She gestured to the chain on his 

ankle. 

Suddenly she found herself drenched with water as he conjured it up. 

Doused, Angel let out a shriek, and then narrowed her eyes at him. 

‗Like that,‘ he said, grinning. ‗Like the firepots.‘ 

In an instant he was dry, and clean. 

‗Very funny,‘ she said, dryly, although she wasn‘t. Dry, that was. 

He smiled, and, with his head propped on his hand, leaned forward to lick the droplets of 

water from her breasts, one by one. 

‗You know,‘ he thought, ‗I could quite happily feast on these for some hours.‘ 

Giving him a look, she said, apparently puzzled, ‗It seems to me, my lord Daemon, that you 

have not claimed the one service that many men seek mosté‘ 

She was closer than she knew in the title that she gave him, another of the many things 

Asmodeus knew he must tell her someday soon. 

Amused, Asmodeus said, ‗What service is that? I can think of manyé‘ 

‗Oh?‘ she said, clearly intrigued. 

‗Hmmmm,‘ he said. 

‗There is this one,‘ she said, as, scooting closer, she nibbled lightly at his nipple. 

A bright spark of pleasure shot through him, more as she ran her tongue around it, sucked 

and nipped at it. 

She slid slowly down his body, tasting his skin, her soft, warm tongue lapping at him. His 

belly tightened and Asmodeus found the tide had turned on him. It was she who seduced him 

now.  

He groaned as she dipped down to his navel so that his hardening cock nestled between her 

full breasts. Pressing them together around his thick shaft, she arched her back and rocked so that 
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her breasts stroked him. He went rock hard in the instant that she tipped her head and licked the 

broad head cock as it speared between those ripe globes.  

His body tightened even further as she fucked his cock with her breasts and her hot wet 

mouth. She licked him like an ice cream cone, lapped up each dot of pre-cum with a smooth 

glide of her tongue across the head and the slit in it. 

Asmodeus thought he would lose his mind with the smooth-rough sensation of her tongue 

sweeping across him, the silken softness of her breasts around his cock.  

‗Demon of lust, my ass,‘ she muttered, and gave him a glinting, mischievous upwards 

glance. 

With a groan, Asmodeus said, ‗That can be arranged, too.‘ 

Those blue eyes looked up at him and then she sucked as much of the head of his cock into 

her pretty mouth as she could. His balls drew up hard, tightened as his body bucked, jolted and 

he groaned with the pure pleasure of it. He doubted he could get any harder. It was wonderful, 

and maddening. 

In one motion he rolled onto his back, lifted her at the same time with his hands around her 

ribs before he rammed her down hard onto his thick rigid shaft so he was deep inside her. He 

lifted her once more, and then drove her down again onto him, masturbating with her body, her 

deliciously tight pussy. 

‗Ride me, Angel,‘ he demanded. ‗Ride me hard.‘ 

Angel was more than willing to oblige, his hands on her hips giving her that much more 

impetus, driving her down harder each time onto his stiff cock. 

That long thick staff drove up inside her as his hands came up to crush her breasts, to trap 

her nipples between the fingers, squeezed them hard, tortured and tormented them as she 

squirmed on his cock even as she rode it. 

Beneath her, Asmodeus‘s beautiful face was rapt, lost in pleasure, everything else forgotten. 

Angel smiled. 

As quick as a snake he reared up to suck her breast into his mouth. He suckled hard as his 

hand on the back of her neck held her in place and he fucked her deep and hard in time to each 
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pull of his mouth on her. Spreading his legs, he spread her thighs, grabbed her ass cheeks and 

spread them, his tail driving up into her ass. 

She came with a shriek and shuddered as Asmodeus drove up into her, his hot fluid 

shooting into her as he quivered in ecstasy against her. 
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Chapter Six 

 

Asmodeus woke up hungry and sleepily drew Angel close. His mouth settled over her 

throat to nuzzle. His fangs pierced the thin skin of her throat easily, and his mouth flooded with 

the sweet taste of her. With a sigh of contentment, he pulled her closer and settled in to feed, the 

sweet warm taste of her and her essence deeply satisfying. To his delight, she sleepily snuggled 

closer and angled her throat to make it easier for him. His hands drifted over her, teasing her 

nipples as much to caress as for deeper pleasure. 

Her arm curled up around his neck to pull his mouth harder against her. 

To his surprise, venom spurted from his fangs as they penetrated her and she arched in 

pleasure as it seared through her veins. His body knew more than he did and was eager to claim 

her completely. 

Her breasts swelled against his hands. 

Reluctantly, he lifted his mouth from her. 

―By the Gods, you‘re sweet, my Angel,‖ he murmured against her ear. 

She sighed. ―I love this.‖ 

It was the first time she had said as much and Asmodeus‘s heart lightened, eased. There 

was that about the venom that allowed him to feed from her so freely, but even so, it was 

something to hear her say the words, to know that it gave her so much satisfaction, too. 

Dreamily, Angel smiled as she wallowed in the softness of his mouth on her throat, of each 

draw on it, on the rise and sinking flow of her blood in her veins, oddly pleasurable as he drank 

her. A little shiver went through Angel as Asmodeus‘s warm mouth closed tightly on her and he 

fed in earnest. A rush of pleasure went through her with each steady pull of his mouth.  

She quivered, trembled. Asmodeus feeding on her was such a pleasure. Surrendering to it, 

Angel let each sweet roll of glory wash through her, her arms tight around him. 

They both sensed the change in the air, heard the distant doors open. It was jolting. 
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Quickly, Asmodeus gave her a swift kiss and clothed her once again as footsteps echoed 

over the marble. 

As with the day before, Templeton insisted once more that Asmodeus accompany him on 

another journey. 

Angel watched them go, chewing on her lip speculatively. 

It was that kind of greed that had led to her suspicions of Templeton, but how, Angel 

wondered, did one prove that magic was involved in a court of law? 

Angel watched Asmodeus‘s broad back disappear once again into the surrounding darkness. 

She knew that he didn‘t dare look back. 

Then they were gone.  

One of Baker‘s men brought her the only meal of the day and she ate it without tasting it as 

she watched the movements of Baker‘s, Templeton‘s, men. 

Most of them just stood idly, their weapons pointed downward. Before, they had been 

silent, alert, but now with the boss was gone they talked and joked with each other easily as they 

had not the day before. 

It was a good sign in another way, they had relaxed. They clearly didn‘t view her as a threat 

any longer. 

The Book stood on the podium. Without Templeton‘s minion, no one bothered it. No one 

watched it. They didn‘t consider it important. Gordon Templeton did, but his people didn‘t. They 

didn‘t understand it. 

With little to do but think, Angel went over everything Asmodeus had said to her, 

everything he had told her. An idea, a plan slowly formed in her head. It might possibly work. It 

would depend on a lot of things, but first and foremost… 

―Bathroom?‖ she asked. 

This time Baker left the duty to his men, assigning three of them to cover her. She might 

have been able to take two of them, but three big men alone were impossible, even with her 
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skills, not without one of them giving a warning. As she didn‘t know the layout of the building, 

and she didn‘t need to try yet with Asmodeus away, she was grateful. 

As before, they left her alone in the bathroom. It was her only chance for privacy. 

Turning the shower on to cover any sounds, she took a gamble. 

Asmodeus had said his brothers listened for him. If she could speak to Asmodeus mind-to-

mind, could she speak to those others? She wouldn‘t have much time to try. But if they were 

looking for Asmodeus, listening for him? He had said that Templeton was prepared for them. 

But that was with Asmodeus himself present and within the circle. There was no reason for 

Templeton to think that they would answer to her. And it was very likely they wouldn‘t since she 

wasn‘t a demon. Daemonae. 

She had to try. Either it would work, or it wouldn‘t… Nothing ventured, nothing gained… 

Concentrating, she ran the name of every demon that she could think of through her mind, 

grateful now for all that research she had done while investigating Templeton. She called to them 

in the same way that she ‗thought to‘ Asmodeus, calling for help with admonitions for quiet. 

Hoping and praying that they would hear her. 

Just the thought of Asmodeus made her ache in so many ways.  

This was such a gamble, but she had to take the chance. 

And then, astonishingly, she wasn‘t alone. 

To her stunned amazement she suddenly shared the bathroom with several very tall, very 

large, very muscular… 

Demons… 

Unmistakably. Demons. Horns, tails, beautifully sculpted faces, gleaming magnificently 

muscled bodies, red, black, gold…all of it. Everything. And tall. Massive. All of them. 

One of them most especially, his strong features were stark, grim, sharp-boned and stern, 

his brilliant eyes golden and flecked with sparks of fire. A good many people would have found 

him more than a little intimidating. Some would have found him terrifying. 

―Aren‘t any of you small?‖ she complained as she looked around her. 



Demon‘s Kiss/Douglas  74 
 
 

 

To her surprise that one chuckled and shook his head. That smile transformed his face 

completely.  

―No.‖ 

His voice was a deep rumble. 

Like Asmodeus, he was beautiful but the lines of his face were far more angular, the slant 

to his eyes more of the East than the west. His long ebony hair gleamed against skin the same 

shade as Asmodeus‘s but with shades of gold that shimmered beneath so that it seemed as if he 

were living flame. His eyes were molten gold in a stern, almost cruel and seemingly unforgiving 

face, save for that chuckle. And a sparkle in his eye. 

That stern face didn‘t even make her flinch. 

In her career she had hunted stone-cold killers with faces as innocent and pretty as a 

choirboy‘s and predatory souls as cold and empty as a shark‘s. She had seen a boy as young as 

thirteen kill without thought and a man with harsh, rough features throw himself selflessly in the 

line of fire for another. 

There was an air of strength and command about him though, that reminded her strongly of 

Asmodeus. 

He bore scars on him, too, like Asmodeus, but his were older. Far older. She remembered 

what Asmodeus had said about what the priests had done to some of the Daemonae. To one in 

particular. And she shuddered inwardly. 

The Daemonae were studying her. 

―I am Ashtoreth,‖ he said. ―You have news of Asmodeus?‖ 

Ashtoreth. Scars marked his powerful, lean body. She remembered the shadows in 

Asmodeus‘s eyes when he‘d talked of the past. Ashtoreth been one of those the priests had 

summoned with the Book and tortured. The marks they had left on him were unmistakable. 

There was a cold and terrible fury in his eyes at the mention of Asmodeus. 

―Sssh,‖ she said and gestured to him to keep his voice down. ―Yes.‖ 
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Another of them looked at her, slightly askance, his skin like polished ebony, with 

shimmers of silver that slid beneath it like moonlight beneath the trees. His eyes were lambent 

silver.  

―I am Ba‘al. Hearing your warning we put silence around this room.‖ 

There was no doubt in Angel‘s mind that Asmodeus had been correct in his description of 

his people. Not now. 

Every single one of them were tall, gorgeous, sexier than hell, beautifully built and 

generously endowed beneath the light open vests and breech-cloths they wore. 

And he had been right in more than one way. 

Her body responded nearly automatically to them, to the Daemonae, to so much 

testosterone in one room, to so many whirling glowing eyes, twitching tails and flared wings in 

the same room. Heat flashed through her. 

Save for one thing… Asmodeus… She was his… 

Already her heart ached for him, yearned for him. Was it possible that she truly loved him? 

In so short a time? 

There was an undeniable connection between them. She knew his mind now as she knew no 

other, intimately. Knew his thoughts. You could not lie, mind to mind. She knew him…his 

honor, his courage, his determination… 

A kind of breathless wonder filled her, a stillness, a certainty, as both heart and soul 

lightened. She took a deep breath. 

Her career had always been important to her, she was good at what she did and she knew it. 

But she was also a woman in a field dominated by men. And a small woman at that. Where a 

man could be merely good, she had had to be better, she had had to be outstanding. She had 

dared not make the kinds of mistakes in relationships that a man made, could not stand the 

slightest stain on her record or have her judgment called into question. 

So work had taken up all her time, and there had been no room for anything but the most 

casual relationships, all kept firmly separate from work. 
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The few men that had come close had, in the end, not matched the qualifications that Angel 

required, a sense of honor, intelligence, and a sex drive that could match her own. Only one had 

even come close. 

Until now.  

She couldn‘t deny the truth. She had fallen in love with Asmodeus. 

That was for later, this was for now. 

Angel looked at them, those that could fit into the room. 

―Well, you may not believe this,‖ she said, with a wry grin, ―but my name is Angel.‖ 

Every one of them straightened a little, to stare at her first in bemusement, a few with 

outright amusement, including Ashtoreth to her surprise, for all his apparent sternness. Once 

more his features lightened and his mouth curved, changing that stern face completely.  

―Truth,‖ she said, holding up her hand as she would if she were taking the oath.  

Shaking his head, Ashtoreth said, smiling, ―Trust Asmodeus to find an Angel…‖ 

Despite the circumstances, she had to smile back, but time was growing short, too. She had 

to hurry this up. 

―And I need your help if you want to set him free.‖ 

Once more she was the focus of a dozen or so lambent eyes. 

Another of them looked at her as if she were insane and said, ―Help? He is our Prince. Of 

course we will help him.‖ 

Prince? There was no time to think about that, but suddenly a lot of other things fell into 

place. Not least of which was that Templeton would not have summoned a lesser demon when he 

could have a Prince, so it shouldn‘t have been that much of a surprise. 

―Ba‘al,‖ Ashtoreth said, sharply, his golden eyes—so much like Asmodeus‘s—glowing 

with fury. ―Asmodeus, he is a prisoner?‖ 

Angel nodded. ―But not for long, if this works. It might be a trap, though, to catch more of 

you as Asmodeus was caught, but there may be a way, if we move fast.‖ 
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―There is no risk we will not take for Asmodeus,‖ Ashtoreth said. 

―Can any of you get me my weapon? My badge?‖ 

If Asmodeus could conjure up those firepots, could they conjure up her gun, her badge? 

The picture of them was in her head, she longed for them, felt naked without them. It was 

something she hadn‘t dared to consider when she was with Asmodeus, it was extremely unlikely 

that Templeton‘s watching men would have failed to notice. 

A gesture and Ashtoreth produced both, her gun in her holster. 

Like the firepots, they were suddenly just there in his hand.  

Magic. 

Angel blinked. 

―Damn,‖ she said, in surprise.  

After all she‘d seen, it was still startling.  

With a shake of her head, she maintained focus. 

She had always carried light, low caliber weapons, first because there was no point in her 

wrists aching when she needed to keep them steady, and secondly because if you were good 

enough that would be all you would need. She was good enough. 

There wasn‘t much time… She concealed both beneath the loose folds of the dress. 

―Can you get the iron off of him?‖ she asked. 

Knowing how it chafed him, she didn‘t know if any of them could touch it. 

His horror reflected in his voice, Ashtoreth said, tightly, ―They put iron on him?‖ 

Shadows moved in those golden eyes, the fiery sparks whirling as his face set.  

Angel nodded tightly. 

Grimly, he nodded and said, ―We can.‖ 

Letting out a long slow breath, Angel looked at them. It wasn‘t the first time that she had 

directed an operation like this…but never with Demons… 
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For a moment she considered having them try to take the place now, but it was too much of 

a risk. There was too great a chance a warning would get out, and with Asmodeus still out there 

she couldn‘t, didn‘t dare, take the chance that Templeton would kill him or hold him hostage. 

Not with risk to his people…or him… 

―Do you have a plan?‖ Ashtoreth asked. 

She looked at him steadily and nodded. 

Those golden eyes met hers evenly. 
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Chapter Seven 

 

It was clear from the moment that Asmodeus and Templeton entered the room with 

Templeton‘s minions in tow, Asmodeus under guard and a grim look in his eyes, that things had 

not gone well. Templeton was also in a vicious and vile temper. It practically radiated off the 

man, snapping and crackling in the air around him. 

Something had gone very wrong. 

Angel could see the stoic resignation in Asmodeus‘s eyes, and her heart sank as her throat 

tightened. 

That did not bode well. 

She had seen that look in his eyes before. 

‗Asmodeus.‘ 

He would not answer her. Angel‘s heart clenched tightly, twisting. 

Templeton gestured to his minion to go to the Book. He didn‘t open the door, or gateway, 

or whatever it was, into the rings. Stunned, horrified, Angel could only stand helplessly on the 

wrong side of the rings with nothing to pound on and watch. 

The man behind the podium began to chant as Templeton held out his hand for the cat-o-

nine tails with their little beads of iron. 

―Oh dear god,‖ Angel whispered. 

Asmodeus wouldn‘t meet her gaze. His mouth tightened in resignation. 

It took everything she had to fight the urge to weep.  

She watched as the chanting drove him to his knees even though he fought it. He braced 

himself on one arm. He would not bow before Templeton. 

―No,‖ Angel breathed. 



Demon‘s Kiss/Douglas  80 
 
 

 

―I told you,‖ Templeton said, his eyes on Asmodeus, and Asmodeus alone. His voice was 

deceptively and coldly calm as he flicked the cat-o-nine tails back, shaking them to loosen the 

tangled ends, ―not to defy me. I wanted that man dead.‖ 

Templeton had his fury banked, channeled, so he could enjoy this, she could see it in his 

face. 

Asmodeus‘s sorrow, his grief and fury at forcing her to watch, to share this, battered her.  

They had been so close to getting free.  

Angel wanted to scream, rage, cry, and did none of them. Frantically she tried to think of a 

way to help him. 

She couldn‘t call the other Daemonae, not while she was inside, for she was the locus. It 

was here that they would come, to be trapped as Asmodeus had been—exactly as he feared. She 

wouldn‘t help Templeton achieve his goal. 

 ―I will not kill,‖ Asmodeus said, firmly, steadily, grinding the words out in answer to 

Templeton‘s demands. ―Do as you will, but I will not kill.‖ 

―You will learn to do as I order, demon,‖ Templeton said, running the lashes of the cat o‘ 

nine tails through his fingers, toying with the iron beads at the ends of each of them. ―Or suffer 

the consequences.‖ 

Channeling his rage, Templeton raised the whip and brought it down with the full force of 

his fury. 

Asmodeus would not take a life, innocent or no, not at a whim. To his shame he had no 

doubt that he had done so by accident in those early days before he had learned what it was that 

Templeton forced him to do. No more. Name him demon as they might but the name that they 

had made it into did not make him so. 

Templeton could beat him to death but Asmodeus would not kill. 

The first lash stroked across his back. 

Agony burst through Asmodeus as the tails bit, as the iron beads tore through his skin, 

burning, ripping. Pain blinded him, encompassed him. 
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Asmodeus. Angel‘s heart broke even as it swelled with pride. He would fight Templeton in 

his own way. It was small unseen battles like these that mattered as much as the big ones. Each 

one of them was a statement, I will go this far, this far and no farther.  

She couldn‘t cry in the face of his courage. 

The next stroke fell. 

Blood ran. 

To see what they did to him, though, to watch Asmodeus suffering, possibly dying… She 

pressed her knuckles to her lips. 

Another stroke, another. It seemed to go on forever. 

It was terrible to watch. 

She fought tears, there had to be a way, there had to be a way out, a way to help him. 

Helpless, she ranged across the limits of the cage, pacing frantically, furiously… There had to be 

a way, a way to stop this… 

Asmodeus. 

The chanting drove him down another inch, the lash another and still Asmodeus would not 

bow down, he fought it as the tails rained over him. 

―Obey me,‖ Templeton shouted. ―You will obey me…‖ 

Another. Blood ran freely down Asmodeus‘s back, dripped to the floor.  

―Bow to me,‖ Templeton knelt beside him, his voice a harsh whisper. ―And it ends. You 

will break, in time. I will break you. End it now. Say that you‘re my creature. And it ends. Call 

your demons….call the others.‖ 

Angel knew that he wouldn‘t, but the other Daemonae were so close, all it would take was a 

thought from Asmodeus and they would come. Angel‘s heart nearly stopped. 

―Stop it, Templeton, stop it. I swear to God I‘ll kill you if you don‘t. I‘ll find a way. Stop 

it,‖ she shouted, desperately, putting all her heart and soul into the cry. Everything was a 

weapon. ―You bastard. Stop it! Asmodeus!‖ 
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Asmodeus‘s eyes snapped to hers, dulled by pain, but his gaze suddenly sharpened as fear 

for her cleared the haze. 

Fury etched in every line of his aristocratic face, Templeton‘s head whipped around to look 

at her, first in fury…and then in growing speculation, his eyes narrowing. 

She let Templeton see it, see everything, her fear for Asmodeus, her desperation, but her 

eyes were on Asmodeus. 

He was a Demon. She didn‘t care. It had only been days. It didn‘t matter, she knew. 

‗I love you, Asmodeus,‘ she called in her heart, knowing he needed to hear it, to know it. 

And she needed to say it. She needed to tell him. 

She saw Asmodeus‘s proud head lift, his broad shoulders straighten, his will strengthen. 

It was there on his face, everything she needed to see. Her own heart lifted. 

‗And I you, my Angel,‘ he sent in return, despite his own desperate fear for her, despite the 

spell that held him. 

Templeton caught the exchange of looks and smiled. 

―Get her,‖ he said, snapped his fingers and pointed. 

At his words, Asmodeus froze in horror, his eyes going to hers.  

‗Trust me, Asmodeus,‘ Angel said. 

With relief, she watched Baker make the sign, the sigil, and the doorway open. 

Baker‘s men were clearly far more concerned with the immediate threat that Asmodeus, 

tall, heavily muscled and powerful, posed in front of them than her. Not for the first time she 

played on her size, her lack of stature. All this time she had been playing up to their idea of her 

as weaker, less dangerous. Now she would find out how well it had worked. 

Their focus lax, Baker‘s men didn‘t bother to cover either Baker or her. Their mistake. 

Alone, Baker marched through the tunnel. 

Angel faced him, waiting, apparently frozen…timing…timing… Her gun was in her hand, 

had been all along, hidden in the folds of her dress. 
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Satisfied that he was being obeyed, Templeton turned away and raised the lash once again. 

Baker was halfway through the tunnel. 

In an instant Angel‘s gun was out and leveled on him. She snapped off two quick shots, a 

double tap to hammer at his face shield and then more as she quickly advanced into the tunnel, 

firing, bullets hammering into Baker‘s body armor, the surprise of it driving him backward a 

step. Another. 

Baker started to raise his weapon even as he shifted just that little bit too close to the 

boundary between this plane, and the next. 

Something boiled out of the darkness and shadows of that plane. Something snatched at 

him from out of the ether between them, a waiting nightmare of claws and tentacles, and caught 

him. He screamed as it yanked him abruptly into oblivion. 

Angel shuddered, but kept moving, going fast, instinctively, knowing that the moment 

when Baker—the man who had set that doorway—died the tunnel that he had created would die 

with him. Something snatched at her ankles to try to drag her back as she dove and rolled into the 

main chamber, frantically kicking free of whatever clutched at her. 

The sound of the gunfire alerted everyone. Heads turned. 

Swiftly, she turned her weapon on Templeton, whose men had instantly leaped to cover him 

even as he backed away from Asmodeus and dove for cover himself. 

In shock at the sudden turn of events, the little man chanting from the Book went silent.  

―Now,‖ Angel shouted, scrambling to her feet, and ‗called‘ Ashtoreth. 

If they could get the enchanted iron off him Asmodeus would be free. 

The Daemonae appeared as if from nowhere and zeroed in on Asmodeus. 

―Ashtoreth, Ba‘al,‖ Angel shouted. ―Get him out of here.‖ 

Templeton shouted to his men to shoot and to his minion, who suddenly realized that the 

Demon was now loose and leaped to the Book, stammering, trying to chant. 

Guns swiveled toward her. Angel rolled as they opened fire, scrambling to her feet, her own 

weapon in hand, snapping off shots to force their heads down as she turned toward the podium. 
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As much as Angel wanted to be with Asmodeus, she had to be here. There was still the 

Book. If she had anything to say about it, never again would any Daemonae be subject to the 

damned and damnable thing. 

She felt, smelled, the Daemonae disappear in a blast of smoke, fire and brimstone. 

Including Asmodeus. 

They were gone. 

He was safe. For the moment. But as long as Templeton had the Book they could summon 

Asmodeus back. 

That wasn‘t going to happen. If Asmodeus or his brothers were ever to be truly free, she 

had to get that damned Book away from Templeton. And keep it away.  

And she would. 
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Chapter Eight 

 

One look at Angel sighting down the barrel of her gun and Templeton‘s man skittered away 

in terror, falling backwards and scrambling on his hands, as Angel reached for the Book. He 

backed away hurriedly, holding his hands up defensively. Angel ignored him, everything focused 

on the Book. 

It was ancient, with thick, rough-edged pages. The title had been embossed into the cover in 

a script so old and so embellished with traces of gilt and paint that she couldn‘t read it. Small 

flakes of gold were still impressed into the letters. It was bound in some kind of tanned dark 

leather, some type of skin that was almost as smooth and as dark as mahogany, yet strangely soft, 

with hints of deep red and black and a shiny gloss to it, almost as if it had been oiled. 

She almost cried out her revulsion. 

With a horrified shudder Angel suddenly knew the source of the skin that the Book was 

bound in. 

Dear God, she thought, and wondered if He‘d answer the call of an Angel seeking help for 

a Demon, one who was Prince of them all. 

He best helped those, though, who first helped themselves. 

As she took it up the Book burned in her hands like fire, scorching, scalding, the pain 

searing up her wrists, screaming along her nerves. Created by those ancient priests, she, 

debauched by a Demon, was anathema to it and the Book tried furiously to reject her. 

She clung to it despite the pain. 

Templeton shouted, ―Stop her. She must not take the Book.‖ 

Gunfire exploded around her, cutting off her escape. Angel ducked behind the scant 

protection of the podium, chips of wood showering around her, and returned fire. 

She had to get rid of it, but where? She turned for the doors. 
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Templeton‘s men were closing in on her there. Clutching the Book to her chest with one 

hand despite the pain that shot through her body, she snapped off a few shots to drive them off, 

drive them back, but she knew that her clip was getting low. 

In desperation she looked around. 

She couldn‘t let Templeton get the Book back. 

Her eyes settled on Asmodeus‘s prison. Their prison. 

The rings between the worlds. She remembered the thing that had snatched Baker from out 

of the ether between them, her first impressions when Templeton‘s men had shoved her through 

those rings, defenseless against whatever lay in those other planes, those otherworldly 

dimensions. 

Standing, with bullets flying around her, she spun like a discus thrower and launched the 

Book, spine first, through the air. 

The Book struck the marble floor, slid into and between the rings, slowing, slowing… 

One of Templeton‘s men sprang to intercept it. 

Her heart leaped into her throat… 

The man slid on the polished floor, cutting across the first line, the protective silver 

one…and screamed, horrifically, as mist swirled from nowhere and he suddenly disappeared in 

an explosion of blood. The mist turned crimson.  

The Book slowed, slid between the rings…and vanished… 

Safe. 

Asmodeus and his Daemonae were safe. Templeton could never use the Book against them 

again. 

With a shriek of rage and fury Templeton shouted at his men, snatched a gun from one of 

them, turned toward her and sprayed gunfire everywhere. 

She ducked, rolled. 

Magic flared. 
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In the air above her, the room seemed to explode with the sound of wings, dozens of great 

leathery wings. 

Angel looked up and there they were, the Daemonae.  

Even in the midst of a firefight her breath caught in sheer wonder.  

They were magnificent. Deadly and beautiful, the Daemonae appeared in the air beneath the 

great vaulted ceiling, their great membranous wings flaring around them in great arcs. 

Templeton looked up to see the upper part of the chamber filled with furious Demons. 

Balls of fire and lightning flashed through the air, crackling, trailing smoke as they shot 

toward their targets. 

Templeton‘s men scattered suddenly, far more concerned with survival than anything else. 

A gesture from one of the Daemonae and guns flew out of their opponent‘s hands. 

Coward that he was, Templeton fled, his guards around him in a cordon, his dark eyes 

furious, raging. 

As he and his people disappeared into the darkness a deep boom echoed through the room 

behind him like the crack of doom. Heavy bolts shot home audibly even above the cacophony. 

Angel spun at the sound, alarm shooting through her. 

Why would you need a door that heavy? Templeton hadn‘t used it before when he was 

taking Asmodeus in and out. 

He would have been prepared in case of escape, or rescue, of something going wrong. He 

wouldn‘t, couldn‘t, risk letting a pissed off Demon loose…letting Asmodeus loose. 

It was a blast door. 

Fear, brilliant, shot through her. 

Nor was she the only one, Baker‘s men shouted in dismay, outrage. There was an edge of 

panic in their voices, a cry of betrayal. 

There was no place to run, no escape.  
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Angel looked up at Asmodeus and the Daemonae, and both her heart and her breath caught 

at the beauty of him, of them. For them there was still a chance. 

There was fear in her voice as she shouted, ―Get out, Asmodeus, Ashtoreth, all of you, get 

out…‖ 

All Asmodeus could see was Angel, standing below him at the edge of the darkness, her 

blue eyes brilliant, the lights turning her hair to shining silver as she turned to look up at him. 

Shadows moved in her eyes, sorrow and grief. 

A matching fear shot through Asmodeus, as he caught a hint of her alarm and the cause of it 

through the bond between them. 

He wasn‘t leaving without her, he wasn‘t losing her. 

Time was running out, he sensed it. 

In desperation he stooped, folded his wings and dove. 

There was a monstrous sound all around them even as Asmodeus‘s arms closed around her, 

swooped her up…and triggered the shift.  

Suddenly they were elsewhere…the sere barren landscape of the other plane…as a burst of 

sound and dust erupted around them, behind them. 

It was over. 

Asmodeus looked first at Angel in his arms, held close, her blue eyes closed. Then she took 

a breath and his heart started beating again. Her eyes opened, met his in wonder as he touched 

her cheek, and then she looked around them in astonishment.  

He did much the same, but instead counting heads before meeting Ashtoreth‘s eyes with 

relief. 

They were safe. Alive. Free. All of them. 
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Chapter Nine 

 

Angel‘s silver hair fell over her sparkling blue eyes fetchingly. Against the stark gray stone 

of his chambers, her skin and hair were so light that she was like a flash of moonlight in this land 

that had no moon, as she had been that moment he had first seen her. 

She darted around the other end of his bed, laughing at him as he stalked her.  

It was an effort for Asmodeus not to smile. 

She was beautiful, her eyes sparkling, her firm lush breasts beneath the thin diaphanous 

gown shifting as she moved. Even from here he could smell his true mate‘s scent, her arousal 

ripe in the air. He was still angry at her—in a way—but it was fading in the face of his need for 

her. 

He had come far too close to losing her. She had very nearly died for him and his brothers, 

had nearly given her life for them, and saved them— for the moment—from the Damocles‘ 

sword of the Book of Demons. That brief moment of watching bullets flying around her as 

Ashtoreth and Ba‘al had shifted him to the other plane and he had thought that he had lost her 

had nearly destroyed him. His grief had almost torn him apart. It had taken Ashtoreth and several 

other of their brothers to keep him from trying to go back after her, as impossible as it would 

have been with the iron still on him. 

Those few minutes while they cut the iron from him had been the longest in his long life. 

The thought of losing her when he had just found her had seemed too cruel, nearly too much to 

bear, the act of an unkind God or Gods.  

So, she had to be ‗punished‘ for not warning him sooner, for frightening him so badly.  

Angel‘s breath caught as Asmodeus stalked across the room, his beautifully sculpted face 

intent, wings spread to prevent her getting past him, and rampant, his cock already rigid, 

twitching in anticipation. He was absolutely beautiful, simply gorgeous. She licked her lips and 

then bit her lower one. Just the sight of him had her body tightening in anticipation. Her breasts 

seemed to swell, they ached, her nipples hardened in anticipation of his mouth on them. Her 

pussy wanted his cock inside her in the worst way. 
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Her distraction was her undoing. 

In a swift lunge across the bed, Asmodeus caught her by the arm, and then shifted direction 

to roll back on his shoulders, wings tucked, to draw her across the bed and then his lap, so that 

her belly was across his knees. 

―Asmodeus,‖ she said, reasonably, wriggling, and fought laughter as his strong hands held 

her firmly in place, ―you can‘t spank me for doing my job, for getting you out of there.‖ 

―Can,‖ he said, amused, ―and will. You could have told me what you planned, warned me a 

little sooner.‖ 

With a gasp, she felt his tail fluttering at her pussy. 

―Asmodeus,‖ she breathed, her belly tightening, heat pooling in her core, anticipation 

making her wet. ―If you remember I was a little distracted.‖ 

―Next time,‖ he said, with a sharp crack of his palm across her smooth white ass, ―you will 

find a way to tell me.‖ 

She gasped as the sharp pain of it burst through her, and yet it was also somehow erotic. 

His tail fluttered at the entrance to her pussy even as it flooded. 

―Asmodeus,‖ she protested, torn between desire, pain and pleasure. 

His hand came down, crisply, across the other cheek. ―Promise me.‖ 

―Asmodeus,‖ she said, as his tail wiggled its way inside her.  

She moaned lightly with the pleasure of it. 

His hand caressed her burning ass, sliding down between to touch her dampness where his 

tail thrust. 

The scent of her arousal was maddening. His cock was hard as a rock, aching for her 

tightness. He wanted to fuck her all night, again and again, until she couldn‘t talk, until she 

couldn‘t walk, until she couldn‘t stand, until she couldn‘t leave him. 

―Tell me,‖ he demanded, deliberately pressing his dampened finger against the tight rosette 

of her ass. 



Demon‘s Kiss/Douglas  91 
 
 

 

She groaned, softly, but pressed her lips together.  

With another crack, he brought his hand down on her again as his tail fluttered inside her. 

His hard cock twitched against her mound with each smack. 

Asmodeus slid his finger inside the tight channel of her ass, working it gently but firmly 

past the taut muscles there. There were so many things he wanted to do to her, so many ways that 

he wanted to take her. Sprawled across his lap Angel quivered lightly at the invasion and a small 

moan escaped her. 

―I promise,‖ she said, her voice husky with arousal. 

He wanted her, desperately. And then he did the math in his head and went still. 

He had to tell her, it was only right, but he needed her, his hunger for her burned, ravaged 

through him. 

That he was bound to her already, heart and soul, did not matter.  

She had saved him in more than one way, and his brothers as well. That debt could never be 

repaid or erased. 

For Angel, though…  

He knew her mind, knew her heart and soul as well as his own and yet still a part of him 

feared. She could still choose other if she so desired. She was free now. If the bond, though, 

wasn‘t forged between them she would still be free to love another. One of her own kind. 

However much it pained him to think it.  

He drew her up on her knees to straddle him on the side of the bed, to straddle his lap, his 

cock brushing lightly against her wet pussy. Pulling her hips tight against him, he shifted his hips 

a little to torment them both and looked into her eyes. 

The look in Asmodeus‘s lambent ruby eyes caught at Angel‘s heart, he was so suddenly 

serious. Within them the golden sparks roiled. Her throat tightened, sensing something from him.  

He brushed a strand of her hair away from her face gently, tucked it behind her ear. 

―Asmodeus?‖ 
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 ―Angel,‖ he said, ―if I feed from you today… it will seal the bond between us. Forever. 

Make you my consort in truth…‖ 

That ruby gaze locked on her. 

Her breath caught, looking at him…in something like anticipation. 

―…able to bear my children. We are very fertile, we Daemonae.‖  

Angel went very still, looking at him.  

Hesitantly, watching her intently, he went on. ―Our genes, as your people say, hold true. A 

daughter born of our union will be as you, but she will have magic, yours and mine. If you do 

this, you will bring magic back into your world such as has not been seen in millennia.‖ 

A child. Children. 

Her breath caught.  

Magic. 

A child born of them, him and her.  

She had thought that she was beyond children. 

Angel looked at him and smiled.  

Framing his beautiful face in her hands, she smiled and kissed him, cutting off his next 

words even as she threaded her fingers through his silky dark hair to trace the curve of a pointed 

ear as she wiggled in his lap. The motion brushed her pussy across the broad head of his cock. 

He shuddered with need, sending a thrill through her. 

But still. 

She considered it, considered everything she had seen over the years, everything she had 

seen since she met him and smiled. ―I think my world could use a little more magic, Asmodeus, 

a little more wonder. I think I‘ll chance it.‖ 

Asmodeus took a breath. ―Our sons,‖ he said, ―will be like me.‖ 

Looking into his beautifully sculpted face, into his glowing, long-lashed ruby eyes, Angel 

shifted her weight a little and sighed as the head of his shaft pierced her. 
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He groaned. Color moved beneath his skin, like the shadows of clouds. 

―Will they be as beautiful as you are?‖ she asked. 

Relief washed through him at the look in her eyes.  

Asmodeus smiled. ―Do you find me beautiful, my Angel?‖ 

―From the first moment I saw you,‖ she said, her eyes warm as she cupped his face, ―I love 

you, Asmodeus.‖ 

In wonder, he looked at her, touched her face lightly. ―And I you, my Angel.‖ 

She smiled, radiantly. 

Asmodeus wanted her, all of her, nearly desperately. His cock twitched at the entrance to 

her, yearning for her, and he felt her pussy flex. 

Her smile broadened. Giving him a challenging look, she lifted her chin and deliberately 

cupped her hands beneath her beautiful breasts and offered them to him. 

With a laugh, she said, ―Feast on me, Asmodeus. Take me, demon of lust, and debauch me. 

I‘m yours.‖ 

With a smile, laughing in return, he did. 

Wrapping his hand in the thick waves of her gorgeous thick silver hair, he yanked her head 

back and held it immobile so that he could devour her sweet mouth, crush it beneath his as her 

body yearned toward him. With his free hand he ravaged her full breasts, squeezed them, crushed 

them, pinched and tugged on the nipples as held her helpless, as she writhed and squirmed 

against him. He loved the taste of her, loved how her mouth longed for his, opened to him. 

Hot and hard, he attacked her throat next, sucked, nipped at the long slender column of it, 

before he buried his mouth in the curve of her throat and shoulder. 

The urge to feed was there, but there was time now, there was time. 

―I love you as well,‖ he repeated fiercely, his mouth avid on her, hungry to devour every 

inch of her sweet body. He would mark every inch with his mouth and teeth, claiming her as his 

for once and all. ―And I am yours.‖ 
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Soon she would be his, utterly his. But not too soon, he would pleasure her and drive her 

mad with that pleasure first. 

He turned, spilled her across his bed to devour one ripe breast. Scraping his teeth over her 

nipple, he tugged on it with his teeth until she moaned and then he suckled on it, hard. Her 

essence exploded into his mouth. He fed on her with glorious abandon, devouring first one breast 

then the other as her pleasure, shared through the bond, rushed through him. 

Burying his mouth against her firm stomach, he bit, nibbled and licked his way over her 

belly. Her body quivered as soft cries escaped her, her hands clutched in his hair until his mouth 

closed over her clit to suckle, hard, driving her up, hard and fast, to hold her there, trembling, at 

the peak. 

As Asmodeus watched, her hands fell away, limply, and Angel surrendered to him. 

Completely. Her body bucked, trembled, her hips pumped, need poured from her with every 

touch of his tongue, each flutter of his tail. More than anything, he loved watching this, watching 

the pleasure that she took from him, that he gave her. 

His hunger for her raged but her glory was marvelous to see. 

―Asmodeus,‖ she whispered, in entreaty. ―Please, God, Asmodeus.‖ 

Lifting his mouth from her, he looked down at her, at her lovely blue eyes blind with 

ecstasy, enraptured with his touch, her mouth swollen, but curved in a little smile. 

―Tell me what you want,‖ he demanded. 

―You, my lord Daemon,‖ she whispered. ―Just you, Asmodeus.‖ 

Asmodeus‘s eyes closed briefly, struggling for control. ―Never your Lord, my Lady, but 

ever your obedient servant.‖ 

―And I yours, Asmodeus, yours,‖ Angel said. ―Fill me, Asmodeus.‖ 

In one motion, he pulled his tail out of her pussy and drove it hard and deep up her ass. Her 

hands clenched at the coverlet at the sudden invasion, as his tail fucked her hard, driving another 

cry out of her.  
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Asmodeus took her, plunged his cock deep inside her, hard and fast, and fucked her as 

savagely as he could, wanting to possess every inch of her. 

Wrenching her head back, Asmodeus struck, his fangs piercing deep to claim her finally 

and completely as his. 

Her pussy clenched around his throbbing cock, worked him even as his mouth locked on 

her throat. Her body bucked with each hard pull of his mouth on her. Asmodeus feasted on her, 

devoured her, ravaged her throat. He drank her in great greedy gulps, her body tightening around 

him with each swallow. 

His cock was so full, so hard inside her, she was so tight, he couldn‘t fuck her hard enough, 

he pounded inside her, all he wanted was more of her, and more. 

Angel jolted as his venom poured into her, as it flashed into her bloodstream. It seemed as 

if she combusted instantaneously, as if she burst into flame, as the heat of it exploded through 

her, setting her skin, her body, her very soul on fire. 

She drowned in pleasure. Heat pooled in her belly, swelled within her, electric shimmers of 

bliss ran through her from the top of her head to her toes as she opened to him, quivering 

helplessly. 

Delirious as he ravaged her, she could only experience, could only let him fill her, fuck her, 

his cock driving into her, ecstasy racing through her, so full. His shaft was so deep inside her, 

driving so hard, stretching her, he hammered into her, the delicious friction of it indescribable, 

his tail pumping into her ass. Every part of her was so full of him. She was lost in him. 

Her back bowed in the glory of it and she shuddered wildly as ecstasy possessed her. As 

Asmodeus did. 

Angel was transported as he filled her with his hot cum 

Asmodeus exploded inside her, plunging deep. 

It was astonishing. His whole body locked, rigid, as he filled her, as he emptied into her, 

unable to think of anything but the joy of filling her with his essence, with his seed, with her 

body wrapped tightly around him.  
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She came again as he poured into her, her body clenched around him as he bathed her pussy 

with his hot seed and she shuddered, clinging to him through the storm of emotion, of pleasure. 

Asmodeus wrapped his arms around her, held her safe as they both came slowly back down 

to earth, cradling her close in the curve of his arm, her head on his shoulder, her leg wrapped 

around his. 

With a sigh, Angel curled into him, brushed her mouth over the strong curve of his chest, as 

she slid her hand over his waist to run over the ripples of his abs. 

Angel looked up into his beautiful long-lashed ruby eyes, the swirling gold in them nearly 

still and smiled as she ran her fingers over one perfect cheekbone, brushed his hair back with a 

flick of her fingers, and skimmed them over the curve of his ear again. He quivered just a little, 

and smiled. 

―So beautiful,‖ she said, running her hand over him. ―I do love to touch you.‖ 

As her hands glided over him, sending shivers through him, Asmodeus said, ―I cannot say 

that I mind. In fact, I would not be averse if you never stopped.‖ 

She smiled. He was so handsome, strong, aristocratic. 

Which brought up another matter. 

 ―Is there something you forgot to tell me, by the way?‖ she asked, arching a brow at him. 

Puzzled, he shook his head. ―I don‘t think so.‖ 

―Ba‘al called you his Prince,‖ she said. 

―Ah.‖ With a shrug, Asmodeus said, ―Someone must lead, so I do.‖ 

The responsibility was heavy on him sometimes. She was an ease to that. Just her touch 

soothed him. But it reminded him that this time must come to an end sometime. As he had his 

duty, she had hers. 

He sighed.  

As much as he wanted her at his side, he knew that he could not ask her to join him here. 

What she did on her plane was important, and important to her. She was good at what she did, he 

understood that much from Templeton‘s fear of her, and she was needed there. Whether it was 
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the battle against evil with a capital E or the lowercase, that battle still had to be fought, and she 

fought it. 

Nor could he leave his people to join her. 

 ―What‘s wrong?‖ she asked, as she sensed the sudden shift. 

―As much as I do not want you to go, how soon must I send you back to your plane of 

existence? How soon before you‘re missed?‖ he asked, his heart already heavy at the thought of 

being separated from her, but he needed to know how much time they had left. 

He did not know how they would manage, but somehow they would. Settling his hands on 

her hips, he brushed his thumbs over her belly, and wondered if his seed had already planted 

there. 

Deliberately, he felt Angel close her mind to him, even as she brushed her fingers over his 

mouth reassuringly. 

―Asmodeus, will you trust me again? There‘s something that I‘d like to show you.‖ 

He looked at her, puzzled. ―Always.‖ 

She was his mate. 

―Can you take me to a place you have only seen in my mind?‖ 

Frowning a little, he nodded. ―I can.‖ 

―Take us here,‖ she said, and showed him just a glimmer. 

It was enough. 

With only a thought, a shift between the planes, they were there. 

Asmodeus‘s breath caught. For a moment he could only stand, staring in simple wonder. 

It was breathtakingly beautiful, so peaceful, and so astonishingly green that it nearly hurt 

eyes so long accustomed to the barren and sere redness of the escarpments of the other plane.  

The sun shone brilliantly out of a clear and cloudless blue sky. Above and around them the 

thickly treed mountains rose steeply to create a small cup of a valley between them, dotted with  
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pockets of meadow. A narrow stream cut through the center. Beams of sunlight speared between 

the trees. A soft breeze blew to rustle the thick long grasses. 

With the mountains to block, no human sounds drowned out the susurrus of the breeze 

through that grass, the whisper of leaves rustling or the sweet songs of the birds. 

Sounds such as Asmodeus had not heard in the millennia or so since he and his had passed 

over to the other plane. Templeton had not been much for places like this. 

In wonder he looked around. 

Clover grew, to wave its thick purple heads, and he smelled something sweet—summer 

flowers, honeysuckle and lavender. Bees hummed contentedly. 

Tucked away beneath the trees was a small cabin, neatly kept. 

It was too easy for Asmodeus to imagine his wings filled with air as he flew up to catch the 

thermals high above to carry him soaring into that brilliant blue, to bask in the sunlight as it 

warmed his skin. 

Nestled between the mountains, the little valley was a small cup of paradise. 

Asmodeus drew Angel close, and wrapped his arms around her shoulders to stand and look 

as contentment filled him. 

―What is this place?‖ he asked, almost reverently. 

Angel looked at him over her shoulder, her hands curled around his strong wrists where 

they encircled her shoulders.  

His voice was a soft rumble that she could feel throughout her entire body. She loved the 

sensation of it. 

―It‘s home,‖ she said, simply. 

―Home?‖ he echoed, not quite comprehending. 

Angel‘s heart ached for him, for what he and the others had lost, but she smiled and 

nodded. 

―Home.‖ 
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His hands tightened on her, his breath going still as understanding began to dawn.  

―Yours?‖ 

A little lightly, she said, ―Yes. Mine and the bank‘s, but it‘s my name on the deed.‖ 

Asmodeus let out the breath he held and pressed his cheek to her hair, almost unable to 

understand completely. 

Stroking his forearms, Angel spoke quietly, uncharacteristically diffidently, her throat tight. 

―I have an apartment in the city, in D.C. but when I can, I come here,‖ she said, and looked 

around at the quiet beauty, ―to escape. When I need to remind myself what it‘s all about, when I 

need to ground myself, to be around green and growing things. No one wanted it, the ground is 

too stony to grow much, so the land was cheap. I didn‘t know when I bought it why I bought it.‖ 

She looked back over her shoulder at him, at his strong handsome face, at the peace in his 

eyes, and the longing there. 

―I think I do now. Is it big enough, Asmodeus, for all of you? For all the Daemonae?‖ 

Looking around him, Asmodeus‘s heart went still. 

It was there now in her mind, opened to him. 

A home. 

She was offering them a home again and so much more.  

And not just him, but all of his people. All of the Daemonae.  

A return to this plane, this world. Not just that, but a place to fly, to be unobserved, where 

they would not have to hide their true nature. 

He looked around at the pretty little valley, and brushed his cheek against her silvery hair, 

seeing in his mind‘s eye the sky above them filled with wings. It was a place where their children 

could grow. If ever he had loved her, he loved her more now, his arms tightening around her. 

―Yes,‖ he said, and called the Daemonae home. 
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Chapter Ten 

 

Around the outer room keyboards went still, voices stopped talking on the telephone, and, 

an unusual enough occurrence, silence fell. In this place, that was striking. Angel could see heads 

turn, women—and one or two men—sighed, while others broke into smiles. There were only a 

few people that she knew who could provoke that reaction among these cynical hard cases. She 

turned in her chair to watch with pleasure and to admire the man who walked down the aisle 

between the desks, her small office cubicle clearly his destination.  

He moved like a cat, lithe and graceful. 

To all appearances he was a handsome man with high sharp cheekbones and slanted dark 

eyes, his silvered dark hair drawn back at the nape of his neck. He made his way down the room 

with long easy strides. Tall, beautifully built, the deep curves of his pecs were limned beneath a 

thin silk t-shirt. The short sleeves revealed his strongly muscled arms while his jeans hung 

comfortably on narrow hips. The man practically radiated sex. He could wear a designer suit as if 

he‘d been born to it but he lifted a hand to some of those watching in easy greeting.  

Like all his kind, he was astonishingly beautiful, but surprisingly enough he roused little 

envy. 

She smiled to see the warmth of those greeting him, to see him as he smiled to see her, his 

grin changing his whole face, making him appear much less daunting. 

Planting a hand on each arm of her chair, he laid a hot kiss on her that would have rocked 

anyone‘s world, his mouth moving over hers slow and easy. 

Grinning, she curled a hand around his head, sliding her fingers into hair like black silk, 

sinking into it, warmth pooling in her belly. 

A hard hand clamped on his shoulder and pulled him back. 

―Give me five minutes to park the car and he‘s trying to steal my woman. Get your own, 

Ash,‖ Asmodeus complained with a smile and a shake of his head, nudging his ‗brother‘ aside to 

yank Angel up out of her chair and into his arms. 
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The kiss he planted on her did more than rock her world, it blanked it out completely. There 

was nothing for her except his mouth and his strong hard body against hers as he lifted her off 

her feet as if she were nothing.  

Angel smiled, savoring the taste of him as she wrapped her arms around his shoulders, 

slightly broader and more solid that Ash‘s slightly leaner frame. She loved the feel of the 

massive size of Asmodeus beneath her hands, within her arms. Ash was just that little bit leaner. 

But more, of course, Asmodeus was hers. 

―I‘m working on it,‖ Ashtoreth said and folded his arms to lean back against the door. 

He just liked to tweak Asmodeus‘s chain now and then, Angel knew. 

It was becoming quite an experiment for all the Daemonae, although Angel knew that, like 

the others. Ash hadn‘t yet found anyone he felt safe enough to reveal himself to, or to feed from 

much, but so long as he didn‘t use magic much he didn‘t need to, yet. 

In fact most of their brothers were enjoying themselves and their return to this plane quite 

thoroughly as far as Angel could tell. Most were rarely home of a Friday night. 

Wrapping her arms around Asmodeus‘s waist as he set her back down, Angel looked up 

into his beautiful long-lashed dark eyes and the hidden glints of red and gold that sparked in 

them. She loved him more than life sometimes. 

―You just do that to drive me crazy,‖ Asmodeus said, fondly, smiling as he brushed her hair 

back from her face. 

With a laugh, she said, ―No, Ash does it to drive you crazy. I just go along for the ride and 

the side benefits.‖ 

Asmodeus chuckled. ―Like the side benefits, do you?‖ 

He imagined his intentions for later and heat shot through her. 

―Is that even anatomically possible?‖ she asked, curiously and tilted her head at him. 

Red sparks flared in his eyes as he ground his hips against hers, his hardening erection 

pressed against her. ―It will be fun trying.‖ 
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―It will,‖ she said, then sobered and stepped back a little. They were here for a reason. 

―Something to keep in mind for later.‖ 

She took a deep breath and reached for her weapon, clipped it to her belt, looking first to 

Asmodeus and then to Ash.  

Indeed, Asmodeus thought as he watched her transform into the professional F.B. I. Agent 

in her prim and proper white shirt and dark skirt suit. Unlike many of her compatriots among the 

women agents, she didn‘t wear slacks, thankfully, unless she was going a duty that would require 

action. He liked looking at her legs and it gave him much easier access to her.  

For now, though, what they were about to do had its dangers. It would be like stirring the 

hornet‘s nest, but it had to be done. 

He didn‘t like the idea that she would be alone and vulnerable for even a few seconds.  

―Are you ready?‖ Angel asked.  

Asmodeus‘s concern was evident in his eyes, in the red and gold sparks that flickered in 

their depths.  

She reached up to touch his face. ―I‘ll be fine.‖ 

Reaching out, Asmodeus brushed her hair back from hers. ―This I know. We‘ll be close, my 

Angel.‖ 

―I know,‖ she said, softly, ―I‘ll meet you there.‖ 

Asmodeus nodded and looked to Ash. ―We will see you later.‖ 

Following them out, Angel glanced at two of her fellow agents, who both gave her sharp 

nods and picked their suit jackets from the backs of their chairs.  

As they strode out of the room, two more picked up their jackets and followed.  

None of them said anything. All four were agents Angel had worked with in the past, 

people she knew and trusted. 

The office building they entered was prime real estate in mid-town Manhattan. Leaving one 

of the agents with the car, Angel breezed past the guard at the door with a wave of her unfolded 

ID. Inside security was silenced, too, with a glance and a wave of identification. 
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Nothing else was needed, there was no search warrant, this was to be a ‗friendly‘ visit. 

With a nod to the agent, Angel said, ―No phone calls. I don‘t want there to be any warning.‖ 

He nodded.  

The other two agents fell in beside her as she strode to the elevators, flanked her when she 

stepped out on the penthouse floor. 

Seeing them step out of the elevators and seeing where they were heading—the massive 

and impressive stainless steel doors to the executive suite, the secretary/executive assistant, 

whatever she was, trotted out from behind her desk on her ridiculously high heels and tried to 

intercept them.  

Angel gave her a single warning glance and stuck her badge in the woman‘s face. ―F.B.I. I 

need to talk to your boss. Sit down.‖ 

She looked at her companions.  

―Stay here,‖ she said, without breaking stride, ―If I‘m not out, though, in fifteen minutes, 

come in after me.‖ 

Taylor glanced at Phil and nodded. ―You got it, Angel.‖ 

Both of them knew what the score was. Plausible deniability. Whatever went down, they 

could simply say they weren‘t there. 

She hit the doors with her identification in her hand to walk across what seemed like a half 

acre of marble flooring covered by Persian rugs. He probably didn‘t care that many of those rugs 

had been made by children, their small fingers ideal for the task.  

―F.B.I., Mr. Templeton,‖ she said sharply. ―Special Agent Angel Nicholas. We need to 

talk.‖ 

With apparent unconcern she looked at the man in the very expensive suit who looked up in 

alarm from the elegant leather chair set in front of Templeton‘s large glass and steel desk.  

―Unless you want to be a part of this,‖ Angel said, ―you need to leave.‖ 

Angel had the satisfaction of seeing Gordon Templeton caught completely off guard, as he 

shot to his feet. It was clear that he hadn‘t expected anything like this, certainly hadn‘t expected 
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to be baited in his own den. He wasn‘t certain whether to be alarmed or livid, his color shifting 

from white to a furious red.  

―Get out,‖ he snapped. ―Can‘t you see I‘m in a meeting?‖ 

With a tight smile Angel looked at him. ―Yes, but the world won‘t come to an end if we 

interrupt, so it can wait. We need to talk, Mr. Templeton. Now.‖ 

―I‘ll leave you to talk to the federal agent,‖ the stranger said, his voice accented, French, but 

with odd overtones. 

He was clearly uneasy but whether it was her status, the situation or an issue of his own, she 

didn‘t know. And she didn‘t care. 

―Thank you,‖ she said and received a surprised glance at the courtesy as he passed her.  

He would have no cause to complain. 

She gave him what she hoped was a winning smile and a polite nod in return.  

Then he was gone and she turned her attention to Templeton even as he reached beneath the 

glass desktop for the alarm button that was surely hidden by one of the supports. 

―I wouldn‘t,‖ she said quietly. ―I have two agents outside your office, one in the lobby and 

one in the street.‖ 

With only a thought she ‗called‘ Asmodeus and Ashtoreth. 

Suddenly two very angry, very large Daemonae appeared, in full Daemonae splendor, 

wings spread, to fill the room, Asmodeus to her left, Ashtoreth to her right. Both wore their 

swords. 

The expansive room abruptly felt smaller and not just because of their size, although that 

was certainly some of it. 

Asmodeus drew himself up to his full height, his face tight and grim. He was beautiful 

when he was angry, like an avenging angel with his wings spread around him and his flashing 

ruby eyes. A shot of lust went through Angel just at the sight. 

He was also intimidating, awe-inspiring in his rage. The very air seemed to crackle with it. 

The long checked rage at being first imprisoned and then tortured by this man now had an outlet. 
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If he was intimidating, though, Ash, in his implacable fury, with his deeply slanted eyes 

narrowed and his sharp-boned, almost cruel face drawn tight with anger, had to be terrifying just 

to look at.  

Where they filled the room with their physical presence and Asmodeus filled it with his 

rage and fury, Ash need only to stand there to fill it with menace. 

―Hello, Gordon,‖ Angel said, echoing her first words to him not so long ago.―We would 

like to talk to you.‖ 

―I have cameras watching,‖ he said, warningly, coldly, but Angel thought that she caught a 

hint of a quiver in his voice.  

Asmodeus said, quietly, angrily, ―Actually, you do not. I am the Prince of Demons and 

without your iron chains to constrict me, the master of Illusions. All they see right now is static. 

I‘ve had to learn a great deal about technology thanks to you.‖ 

He paused, channeling his anger and rage as he looked at Gordon Templeton.  

―I am not a vengeful man, Mr. Templeton,‖ he continued. ―You should know this. As 

Prince of the Daemonae, I do not have that luxury, I have my people to think of. But do not try 

me, Templeton, do not try me. I came to tell you two things – First, leave the Book alone.‖ 

It was nothing more than the truth. Despite what the Church said, Asmodeus as a rule was 

not vengeful and by the laws of this time he could not touch Templeton even could he find him, 

although none on this plane would know it for what it was if he did. None save himself, Angel 

and Ashtoreth. That mattered. For all that had been done to him, Asmodeus still would not kill 

the man in cold blood. Not in honor. 

This next was imperative and yet he must be careful. At least for some little time 

Templeton must remain unaware of Asmodeus‘s true relationship to Angel. Nor must Templeton 

become aware that the Daemonae had returned to the world. 

More importantly, his Angel, as capable as she was, was out there in that world, vulnerable. 

That terrified him, more so now than ever, although Asmodeus did not let that show. 

―We will be watching you, Templeton,‖ he said. ―I want you to know that Agent Nicholas 

is now under my protection.‖ 
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This was another danger, that declaring her so would make her a target, that Templeton 

would try to take her again to use her against Asmodeus. It was a risk that Asmodeus had to take. 

He could not leave her out there undefended.  

He looked at Templeton.  

―Know this, Mr. Templeton,‖ he said, grimly, ―if you lay a hand on her I will come after 

you with the full might of the Daemonae. I will find you and I will not be kind.‖ 

Slowly Ashtoreth stalked to Templeton‘s deck, placed his hands on it and leaned forward to 

loom over the other man. He still came eye to eye with Templeton. 

With a visible effort Templeton tried not to quail. 

His deep voice seemed to throb with the menace that poured from him.  

―Make no mistake, Mr. Templeton, I am a vengeful creature. If anything happens to either 

Asmodeus or Angel, I will come looking for you and I will find you. That I can promise you.‖ 

With an effort, Angel kept her face still, kept from showing her surprise. Neither Asmodeus 

nor Ash had said anything and yet she understood the reasons for what they did. 

Still. 

Smiling tightly Angel said, ―I don‘t like being kidnapped, Mr. Templeton. Just so you 

know. My superiors know that I‘m here and why. We can‘t touch you Mr. Templeton, but we 

wanted to let you know that we will be watching you, too.‖ 

The explosion had eradicated any evidence that Templeton had held either she or 

Asmodeus, but a blast that large didn‘t go unnoticed. It had left signs.  

With the date and time that she returned to this plane she had been able to determine 

roughly where they had been held—on a property owned by one of Templeton‘s subsidiaries. 

The building had had to be condemned. 

It had been enough to convince her superiors at the Bureau, if not in a court of law. 

Now she was running checks on all of his holding companies, quietly searching for and 

identifying everything that he owned.  
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The Bureau was permitting her to pursue her obsession with Templeton quietly and very 

carefully, given his wealth and connections.  

She looked at Asmodeus, at Ashtoreth. ―Are we done here?‖ 

With a look to Ashtoreth as well, he nodded.  

Both Daemonae vanished. 

Looking at Templeton, she smiled and said, ―Remember, Mr. Templeton, we‘re watching.‖ 

Turning on her heel, she strode out of the room. Even with Asmodeus only a thought away, 

her back still felt vulnerable, but then given the visual daggers Templeton was probably boring 

into her back, that was understandable. Still it was a relief to have the doors shut behind her. 

Down on the street, Phil asked, ―So, how did it go? 

She grinned at the memory of Templeton trying not to cringe before Ash‘s fury. 

―I think he got the message,‖ she said. ―Thanks, guys, for the help. Since my husband is in 

town if it‘s okay with you I‘m going to see if I can meet him for lunch.‖ 

All four of them grinned. ―No problem, Angel.‖ 

Their amusement was a little embarrassing but she couldn‘t help but grin, too, especially 

with the picture of Asmodeus bristling with rage still in her mind. He was sexy when he was 

mad. A flash of heat went through her.  

Everyone at the Bureau had been a little surprised at the announcement but to her surprise 

they had all seemed happy for her. 

With a wave, they climbed into the car and pulled out into traffic.  

Even as she turned to walk down the street Asmodeus and Ash in their human guises 

stepped out of the alley beside the building.  

As she joined them Asmodeus slid an arm around her waist, tightened it possessively, his 

broad hand spread across her burgeoning belly to feel the growing roundness there. 

His, and what lay within her. A rush of excitement, of joy, went through him. The thought 

of it, just the thought of it, astonished him after so long.  
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Then there was that prim suit, the crisp white shirt taut across her breasts and that skirt. He 

loved that she wore them but she went through a lot of them. Already his cock was rigid beneath 

his slacks at the thought. 

―So,‖ Angel said with a smile as she turned in his arms to look up at him and he swung her 

up into them. ―Where would you like to have lunch?‖ 

Looking into her blue eyes with a smile and a glance at Ash, Asmodeus said, ―Home.‖ 

Angel laughed and shook her head.  

It took only a thought and they were there on the porch of their cabin. 

Shaking his head Ash said with a smile, ―You‘d think that he doesn‘t see enough of you.‖ 

Angel‘s hands went to her belly to spread there, look down in wonder at it. That look made 

Asmodeus‘s heart soar. 

―You wouldn‘t think so,‖ she said, and laughed. 

Impatient, Asmodeus picked up his fated mate and tossed her over his shoulder, to her mild 

protest.  

―Wait until it‘s you, Ash,‖ Asmodeus said, and saw Ash‘s expression shutter, saw the doubt 

there and he grieved for his friend. 

But there was Angel over his shoulder. He smacked her bottom sharply and saluted Ash.  

Angel smiled and waved to Ash before the door closed as Asmodeus‘s hand slid beneath 

her skirt to stroke her damp panties, to spear past them and deep into her pussy.  

She groaned as he finger-fucked her slow and deep while he carried her into the main room, 

her whole body going hot as he played with her. 

In one motion he pulled his fingers out of her to let her slide off his shoulder and his clawed 

hands went to her shirt front to rip it open and expose her to him.  

Heat burst through her as he pushed her back against the dining room table, tugged her bra 

down from her swollen breasts and battened on first one then the other as his tail slid beneath her 

skirt. His hands slid up her ribs to push them higher, to squeeze them. She cried out as he suckled 



Demon‘s Kiss/Douglas  109 
 
 

 

hard at her nipples, as his mouth tugged on them to send sharp bursts of pleasure through to her 

pussy. In an instant she was drenched. His tail thrust up inside her and she arched. 

―Tell me you want me, my Angel,‖ Asmodeus demanded, his voice a low growl.  

She looked into his whirling ruby eyes, at the bright sparks in them.  

―Don‘t you know I always want you, Asmodeus. Always. Take me Asmodeus. Please.‖ 

His tail pulled out of her to leave her empty but so close to coming that she cried out even 

as he spun her around. One hand cupped her belly protectively, the other dove beneath her skirt 

and ripped her panties from her.  

Then the broad head of his cock was sliding through her juices, another torment. But only 

for a moment, then it was pressed at the tight sphincter of her ass. She moaned softly in 

anticipation as his fingers found her clit, to pinch and press, and his tail fluttered at her pussy.  

Heat exploded through her, spun out from his fingers as they worked her clit and his tail 

pushed up inside her to rub at her g-spot. 

―Asmodeus,‖ she whispered. 

That long thick shaft entered her slowly and she groaned deeply as it filled her, inch by 

long, slow inch.  

She arched as her body stretched to take him and the hand around her belly slid up to cup 

her shoulder, to pull her back against his muscled chest. His hot mouth settled against her throat. 

His fangs scraped against her hammering pulse, pressed.  

―I love you,‖ he whispered against her skin. 

One deep thrust as his fangs pierced her throat. His fingers played her clit and his tail 

fluttered at her g-spot as his venom hit her bloodstream. The heat of it and her orgasm exploded 

through her as he fucked her ass hard and deep, plunging into her.  

Angel screamed as she came violently in what seemed a never-ending orgasm. 

The sound of her cry of pleasure was music to Asmodeus‘s ears, even as pleasure erupted 

into his mouth, filled it with the sweet, hot taste of her ecstasy. Her pussy clenched around his 
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tail and her internal muscles flexed wildly as the orgasm took her. Her ass was so deliciously 

tight as he fucked it in time to the rhythm of his mouth sucking on her.  

Beneath his hands she bucked with each hard pull. He loved feeding on her, fucking her, 

couldn‘t get enough of her, but there was only so much longer that he could do so before the 

baby, their baby, would demand more of her body.  

As with his feeding, the venom would help her there, too.  

For now, though, there was the glorious tight, tight sheathe of her ass around his swelling 

cock as her hips pumped to take each of his thrusts. He filled his hand with one swollen breast, 

tightened his fingers around the nipple and felt her jolt as he drove deeper into her. Pleasure 

began to fill him and he feasted on her as he fucked her. 

‗I love you,‘ he sent, the taste of her, the feel of her around her swallowing him. 

‗And I you, so much Asmodeus,‘ she replied and her pleasure exploded through him, too, 

echoing in his mind.  

He came with a roar, his cock gushing into her tight, tight ass, his arms tight around her, his 

hand curled protectively around her belly. 

 

Turning away outside the house to walk back to his own, their happiness reflected in his 

brother‘s, his Prince‘s, eyes, Ashtoreth privately vowed that nothing would threaten it. Not if he 

could help it.  

He remembered too well what it was to be imprisoned, to be tortured, even as his brother, 

his Prince, Asmodeus had now been.  

Never again. Never again would any of their brothers suffer as he had, as Asmodeus had. 

The Book was still out there. They were under no illusions that Templeton would heed their 

warning but the words had had to be said, the warning given. 

Ash would find the damned Book first and a way to destroy it once and for all, to preserve 

that happiness and their safety, the safety of all the Daemonae, forever. 

First, though, he would need to understand the ethereal planes better… 


