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A woman wearing angel wings entered my bookstore just before eleven am on a Tuesday morning. Despite it being August, the skies had turned black about an hour ago, and the heavens had opened. I hated the blistering summer heat and hoped the storm might cool things down a little, but it just made it a humid hell. 

The woman with the angel wings wore a short summer dress that had been soaked through by the recent downpour and was now completely see-through. 

She wore no bra and no panties. 

She was not wearing any shoes. 

But damn, she was a beautiful, if bedraggled, creature. 

Thankfully, I sat behind the counter because the sight of her immediately started to stiffen my lady cock. 

She had long black hair. A soft, pale face dominated by wide brown eyes that surveyed the bookstore as if she was seeing one for the first time. 

She was around five foot tall, slim, with small, firm breasts. Her hard nipples poked through the wet material of her dress and sent a shiver through me as I imagined my mouth sucking on them in turn. 

Her hips were slim, but for such a slight figure she had a round and perfectly pert ass. My cock throbbed. As she seemed to be in another world, I took my time to savor the gorgeous woman before the insanity began because it was clear she was an oddball. After ten years of running and owning a shop in a big city, I could spot them the second they walked into the store, and this pretty brunette was probably going to be as weird as she was hot. 

“Can I help you?” I asked with a smile. 

She turned around and faced me, a frown on her pretty face. 

“I don’t know. I recently fell out of the sky,” she said, and then collapsed in a soggy heap on the carpet. 

Oh boy, it was going to be one of those days. 

Thankfully, the shop was empty. We barely broke even most months except for those leading up to Christmas, which was all that kept my little dream afloat. 

I came from behind the counter and squatted beside her. Her eyes flickered open for a moment. Well, she was alive at least. I touched her arm and she was ice cold. 

I should have called 911 and that would be the end of it. 

Hell, who was I kidding, in a city full of sick and wounded people, a woman who had simply fainted in a bookstore was not about to get a full-on siren charge from anyone. 

She stirred and muttered.  

I could take her to the urgent care across town, 

She opened her eyes. “I don’t need urgent care,” she said. 

I rocked back a little on my heels. 

Did she just read my mind? 

No, of course not. Like everything else in life, it was dumb coincidence trying to make itself seem significant. 

“I live above the shop. You can come up and dry out if you want,” I said. 

I was doing it again. 

I had always had a soft spot for strays and the woman with the angel wings was most definitely a stray. 

“Okay," she said with a small smile. Damn, it was sweet and damn she was hot! 

“Can you stand?” I asked. 

She attempted to rise, but slumped back down with a frown. 

“Okay, let me close up and we’ll get you warm.” 

I felt her eyes on me as I locked the front door and turned over the sign that hung on it to read ‘CLOSED’. 

I picked her up easily. All those years of lugging flopped bestsellers to the basement had given me plenty of upper body strength. She smiled as I carried her up the stairs. 

I was very aware of her closeness as we ascended. Her head rested on my breast. Her slender legs were cold against my arms. Her arm which was wrapped around my neck could have been the prelude to a kiss. 

I dismissed these thoughts from my head and took the last few steps to my apartment door. 

It was a little tricky opening it with her in my arms. It wasn’t the first time I had carried a beautiful woman into my apartment, but it had been a while. 

I deposited her on the couch and went to get her a towel and a robe left by an ex of mine that was about her size. 

When I returned, she was standing naked in the center of my small living room. 

“My clothes were wet so I took them off,” she said. I noticed that she still wore the small set of wings. 

I felt my face flush red and my cock and cunt spark to life. But I was not some kind of creep, and so I ignored their all too familiar throbs and aches, handed her the towel and robe, and went to the kitchen to make some sweet tea. 

I found some biscuits and a bottle of whiskey and placed them all on a tray. 

Thankfully, she was dressed in the robe when I returned. The wings were still on her back. They rested on top of the robe, and the woman sat on my sofa with a somewhat bemused smile. 

“This is a very small heaven," she said. 

I ignored her weirdness and poured the tea. She refused the whiskey add-on, and I decided not to indulge either, as I needed to keep my wits about me. 

I had been in the city long enough to know that some strays could bite, and so I wanted to stay sharp and watch for the warning signs. 

There was a leather-bound copy of Great Expectations on the table by my chair, and I was ready to hurl it if she went feral and attacked me. I’m sure Charlie would have understood. 

“I’m Violet,” I said as she sipped on the tea and nibbled on a biscuit while she looked around the room. 

“Jo, well Jophiel, but mostly I’m just called Jo,” she said 

“Do you have anyone you want to call? Maybe there is someone who can pick you up?” I asked. The truth was, as hot as she was, there was something about her that unnerved me, and it would probably be a good idea to get rid of her as soon as possible. 

“There’s no one on Earth I can call, and they’ve expelled me from heaven, so I guess not,” she said with a sad smile. 

I rested my hand on the Dickens book. “Maybe there’s a shelter nearby? I can check if you want?” 

Jo shook her head. “I don’t want shelter. They cast me out because I questioned the all-mother. They abandoned me here in this world of sin. So I don’t want shelter, I want sin.” 

Jo stood up and took off the robe and wings. Then she hooked the wings back on  “I know you want to sin with me, so I think we should do that because this tea is terrible.” 

My cock started to stiffen again. 

She was stunning. Perfect trim figure, round, pert tits, and shapely legs. Her pussy bulged between her legs. Her huge brown eyes were focused on me. A smile touched her lips. 

She knew I wanted her. My hard cock, wet cunt, and dry mouth all longed for her. But I hesitated. 

“I don’t want to take advantage of you,” I said. 

She laughed. “I have witnessed centuries of your earthly deceptions and wickedness. I am not some naive fool. I am in the land of sin, and so I want to sin. I want that cock that you hide that grows every second we speak. I want your body on top of my body. I want to taste and be tasted. They cast me out, but I will not play the role of the sorrowful outcast hoping for a redemption that will never come.” 

How did she know about my futa girl cock? 

There was also that comment about urgent care before. Could she read my mind? Was she really an angel fallen from the sky? 

No. That was bullshit. She felt my cock against her leg when I carried her upstairs, and now she wanted me to fuck her with it. Besides, angels didn’t exist, but dumb coincidences were everywhere. 

I stood up. “Are you sure?” 

“Yes. Take me to your bedchamber and sin with me,” she said. 

It had been six months since Louisa had split. I ached for the feel of skin on skin. Sure this woman was a little weird, but who wasn’t a little cracked in this fucked up fool's paradise of a planet. 

I walked to her, took her hand, and kissed her lips softly. She slipped her arms around me and pulled me in for a passionate kiss. Our tongues sparked desires, deep and compelling. I reached and grabbed her sweet ass, and she leapt at me, wrapped her legs around my hips as we kissed, and I carried her somewhat awkwardly into the bedroom. 

I deposited her onto the bed and removed my clothes. 

Jo gasped as my thick futa girl cock sprang free and bobbed up and down. It was hard and throbbing, and needed to be inside her. She sat on the edge of the bed, and took it in one hand. She grinned up at me. “What a fine creation you are,” she said, and kissed the tip of my cock. I moaned, and Jo began to lick the shaft from base to tip. Her teeth grazed the sensitive skin which sent a thrill of delight through me as I rocked back and forth. 

She licked and slurped until my meat was slick. Then without a word, she opened her mouth, and started to suck it. With each suck, she took a little more of my cock into her pretty mouth. Inch by inch, it slipped in, but she did not splutter or choke once. No gag reflex! That was something I had not encountered before, and soon the whole length of my meat was in her mouth. Her huge brown eyes looked up at me. They swam with lust and need. 

I took my cue and began to thrust my hips slowly back and forth. Jo cupped my ass cheeks to quicken the beat in her mouth, and I did not stop her. 

My cock slammed into her mouth. I grabbed the back of her head and worked the rhythm from that side. Hips and head in perfect combination as she moaned against my cock which just spurred me on to more venomous thrusts. 

Jo’s nails dug into the flesh of my ass. She raked them down the full curve of my peachy butt, and I let out a gasp that soon became a moan. 

I knew that this beat would mean that I would soon be unloading in her mouth, but I did not want that yet. I wanted to savor this strange, beautiful woman as long as I could. I wanted to edge towards the abyss of orgasm and then draw back. 

So, I slowed the beat. 

This displeased my new lover who tried to work my ass so that I resumed the punishing rhythm. 

I resisted. “If we carry on at this speed I will be spent, and there’s a lot more I want to do before that happens,” I said. 

Despite having a mouthful of cock, I could definitely detect a pout on her pretty face. 

I smiled, slowed the beat again, and slowly, inch by inch, eased my cock out of her mouth until it rested on her now very obvious pouting lips. 

“Take those wings off and lie on your back,” I said. 

For the first time in our whole encounter, she looked a little apprehensive. “I need my wings,” she said. “I dare not reveal my real ones or the demons will come, so I have these.” 

I squatted down so that I faced her. “There’s a no demons allowed rule in my bedroom. Now take the wings off and lie back and let me taste you.” 

She smiled and did as she was told. She placed the wings with great care on the bedside table, lay on the bed, and opened her legs. 

I crawled in between her and began a slow, drooling ascent up her toned thighs. She moaned with each touch of my lips, writhed with each nibble, and sighed with each long, slow lick until finally, I reached the sweet, succulent prize of her pussy. 

I kissed her wet sex, and Jo arched her back upward. 

“Sin,” she whispered. 

I looked up from between her legs with a smile. “Sin is a long road to travel. These are just the first steps,” I said, and went back to my work. 

I lapped a slow circle around the hood of her clit. Jo moaned, reached for my hair, and began to run her fingers through my short locks. 

I sucked and slobbered over her sweet kitty. It tasted like fresh spring rain on my tongue. Her moans increased as I worked my mouth down and teased the tight lips of her cunt apart with the tip of my tongue. 

She twisted my hair between her fingers. It felt so damn good. Until your sex life restarts, it’s hard to contemplate just how much you’ve missed it. Just how much you ache for the touch of another. Just how much that pulse of another person fixed all the broken things inside you, at least for a little while. 

I dipped my tongue into the warmth of her pussy. The wetness of her made me delve deeper. I explored and tasted her delights. After taking my fill inside, I began to map little routes across the landscape of her sex. From clit to cunt, from hood to hole, there was not a single inch of that sweet flesh that did not get some attention. Soon, my mouth dripped with her juices as her hands twisted in my hair, and she moaned my name. 

I knew I could make her come right there and then, but I wanted to savor her whole body, and then finally, to slide my hard futa cock deep inside her. 

I moved from between her legs, leaving one hand behind to tease and finger her cunt as I kissed my way up her flat stomach to the perfect, pert tits that rose and fell as I worked two fingers in her cunt. 

She was mine now. To please, tease, torment, and finally to make come. Her eyes were misted with pleasure. Her breath was shallow and quick. She squirmed and moaned at my every move as I pleasured her sweet body. 

Her nipples were large, dark, and very hard. I kissed and sucked them both in turn as I slid a third finger into her cunt, keeping the beat nice and slow so that she would not come, but just be filled with the divine rhythm of sex until I built it to a crescendo of desire and release. 

I took each breast into my mouth. They were the perfect fit if I opened really wide. I covered them with kisses and spit. 

Jo scraped her nails down my back. They were jagged and small jolts of pain shot through me. I moaned, she smiled, and reached down further. She cupped my asscheeks with both hands. 

She slapped them hard, and I gasped in shock, and then growled with pleasure. My hard cock throbbed, it was hard as a rock, and demanded my attention. 

I leaned in and kissed Jo. “Do you want to be fucked?” I asked. 

Jo nodded. “I want sin. I want pleasure. I want pain. I want flesh and bone,” she said, and then, with a wicked grin added, “but most of all, I want your thick futa girl cock slammed deep into my cunt.” 

I kissed her. Tongues met. We were liquid. We were passion. We were sin. 

I broke off and moved back between her legs which she spread wider for me. 

“I have not known earthly sin before,” whispered Jo. I looked up at her wide brown eyes and saw a second of apprehension that was soon swallowed by lust. 

I smiled. “I’ll be gentle…at first,” I said. 

She giggled. “Fuck me.” 

I took my long, hard cock in one hand and teased her cunt lips open. She gasped and groaned as I played the tip in and out of her sweet pussy. 

I eased my shaft into her. Just a couple of inches to start with, and a slow thrust of my hips to start the beat inside her sweet sex. 

Jo moaned with each movement I made inside her. Her cunt was tight, her muscles tensed against my penetration. I leaned forward and kissed her. “You need to relax,” I said softly. 

She smiled. “Will you keep me safe from the demons?” she asked. 

“Always,” I replied. 

I kissed her again and leaned back and slid more of my cock into her. 

Jo arched her back and pushed her hips up to meet mine. I was still going slow, still taking my time. I could tell she wanted me deep inside her, but this was my game to play, at least for the moment.  

I eased back and forth with my hips, and she sighed each time a little more of my lady cock slipped into her cunt. She was tight, she was eager, and she trembled with anticipation as I teased with each slow thrust. 

“Stop being gentle,” growled Jo. 

I smiled. “Are you sure?” 

She nodded. “I was forged in heavenly fire, I cannot be harmed, at least not like this. Not by you.” 

“You’re not going to let this whole angel schtick go are you?” 

“I may have fallen from favor, but I will always be that which I was created to be. Now maybe we can stop with the theology chat, and you can fuck me with every inch of that beautiful cock.” 

I leaned back until only the very tip of my cock was inside her. 

She frowned. 

I leaned forward with all my body weight and slammed the whole shaft deep into her tight pussy. 

Jo squealed that perfect pitch of delight and shock as I worked my hips hard and ground them against hers which she pushed up to meet each thrust. 

It had been too long since I’d last had sex. Too many sad days, lonesome nights, and empty afternoons had passed since Louisa. This was probably just a one-time thing. This was a moment that was already becoming a memory, and I needed to savor every second of it. 

I studied Jo’s face as I fucked her. I worked my rhythm, fast, slow, stop, deep, deeper, deepest. Her eyes rolled back, her breathing was sharp and shallow, and her moans and whispers were sometimes in English and sometimes not. 

I leaned in to suck her breasts. They were each a perfect mouthful, and I sucked and slobbered over them both in turn. I nibbled each nipple, I tongued circles around her dark areolas. My lips pressed against the soft swells as they rose and fell. 

Jo’s hands found my hair once again, and her fingers twisted in my hair as she moaned. 

“Harder, I will not break,” she purred. 

I showed her ‘harder’ with a sharp nip on her left nipple, and a brutal thrust in her cunt. She yelped with surprise and pain that soon became further moans and encouragement. 

I nibbled her tits, and then leaned back and pinched and slapped them in turn until her flesh glowed red. Each slap and each bite brought more sighs and demands. 

I grinned, and slowed the beat in her tight cunt. 

She responded by slapping my face. “Do not tease me,” she pouted. 

My cheek stung, I leaned in and kissed her with all the tenderness left in my rotten old soul. “It’s all part of the game,” I said. “Maybe, we should stop playing?” 

“No, please don’t stop, but please don’t twist me on your twine so much. I can only stop them for so long.” 

My lips met hers. They were soft, wet and willing. 

“You are a strange one, Jo. But I will play nice. Well, as nice as us mere mortals can,” I said. 

I pushed her mouth open with my tongue, and increased the thrust of my hips. 

Jo’s hands moved from my hair. Her fingernails scratched down my back and the curve of my ass cheeks, and she planted them in my fleshy rump as it rose and fell over and over again as I pumped my cock in her sweet cunt. 

We slammed our bodies into each other. We moaned in each other's mouths. Her fingers clawed at my ass. My tongue found hers, so eager and searching, so in need of this wordless connection of flesh and spit. So hungry, so ravenous with desire that I could taste her aches on my lips, so eager, and yet so guarded. 

Her brown eyes widened as I fucked her. She slapped my ass and broke off from our liquid kiss. “I'm going to come,” she gasped. 

I bit her bottom lip. She yelled in pain. “Not yet,” I said. 

“I must, I must. If I do not release soon I will not be able to stop my wings from coming out, and then I will be exposed,” she said. 

“I thought we were done with theology,” I said with a sly smile. I guess I was a little cruel when it came to sex. Just a little. Just enough. 

Her eyes darkened. All the desire, all the playfulness, all the joy was gone. All I saw was panic and need. 

“Please, I have to come now,” she whimpered. 

I kissed her. 

“Okay, sweet angelic Jo, let’s make you come,” I said. 

I saw the desire return, the panic lessen, and the need in her pretty brown eyes become all-consuming. 

Once more, I rammed into her cunt with the full weight of my body. Each thrust deeper and harder than the last. 

Jo wrapped her legs around my hips and pulled her body closer as I worked my thick, hard futa girl cock into her cunt. 

The muscles tightened around the shaft with each pump, but I rammed through them. I plowed Jo with all my might as she slammed against me. 

“Come for me, come now,” I demanded. 

With a sighing moan, her whole body relaxed for a second, and then went rigid as she let out a long, loud cry or orgasm. 

She flooded against my stiff cock deep in her pussy, and that was all I needed for my own release. I moaned and growled and leaned back as my cock began to shoot creamy cum into her sopping wet cunt. I filled her sweet hole until it started to leak, and then I pulled out, cock still pumping spunk across her smooth stomach. 

Jo was too lost in her own release to even notice mine, and when I was finally done, I slid beside her on the bed. She faced me, but did not see me as she shook through waves of pleasure. I watched it ebb from her, and at last, she saw me and smiled. 

“Thank you,” she said and kissed me. 

“And no demons came,” I said as I looked around the room. 

She was silent. “I’d like to put my wings back on,” she said. 

“It’s a free world, baby,” I said. 

She sat up and turned away to reach for the toy wings on the bedside table. 

Maybe, I had never seen her back before. Maybe in all the excitement of sex, I had just not noticed. But as she sat on the bed, I saw two long red marks between her shoulder blades. 

Jo placed the wings over the marks and turned to face me and once more seemed to read my mind. “No, no one hurt me. They are where my wings come out,” she said, and fell into my arms as my mind raced. 

We had sex two more times that night. We had sex three times the next day, and settled into a pretty solid routine of sex and silence over the next few weeks that followed. 

We chatted. We spoke of things that did not matter. We were bright, flirtatious, and playful in our chatter. We did not speak of angels, demons or her wings during that time. We avoided the theological discussions for almost a month, right up until the night she told me she was leaving. 

“I have to go,” she said again. She wore that same flimsy summer dress she had on that first day she had come into the shop and upended my life. She wore the flat shoes I had bought her and, of course, her wings. 

I sat in the same armchair I had sat in on that first day and felt the awful symmetry of beginnings and endings. “You have to go because you love me,” I said, repeating the words she had said when she told me she was leaving. 

She nodded. I saw the tears in her eyes. “I cannot control the loveI have for you, and if I lose control, I cannot keep either of us safe.” 

“Because of your wings, and the demons,” I said. 

Another nod as the first tear ran down her cheek. “When we stopped sinning and started making love I knew this day would come. It gets harder each time we are together to stop my wings from coming out when I orgasm, and you know what will happen then.” 

“I know what you think will happen,” I said, unable to keep the sneer from my voice. I regretted it as soon as the words were spoken. “All I know is I love you and you love me,” I said. 

“You love me, but you don’t believe my words. You believe in love, but not angels.” 

“I believe in what I see,” I snapped back. I burned with anger, sorrow, and hurt. 

“You cannot see love. It exists only in our hearts as does faith,” said Jo. 

“I don’t have that kind of faith,” I said, knowing a break up line when I spoke it. 

Jo stood. She shook and wept. I longed to take her into my arms, into my bed, and away from the harsh reality of this moment that would soon become a bitter memory. 

“Where will you go?” I asked. I knew we were over and was shocked at how easily I slipped back into the practicalities of life. 

“I don’t know.” 

“Take some money for a hotel,” I said, and reached for my pocketbook. 

Jo shook her head. “I will be okay. Maybe they will take me back,” she said. I knew she didn’t believe her own words. 

“You can sleep on the couch. We could be…friends,” I said. 

She shook her head. “I could not bear that. This is better,” she said. She wiped the tears away with the hem of her dress. 

I wanted to stop her. I wanted to pull her into my arms. I wanted to share her belief. But all I did was watch her walk out of the door and out of my life. 

In my thirty-three years on this planet, I had learned a few things. One was that each time it breaks the heart heals a little less completely. 

### 

August became September. The last of the summer heat brought storms and dark afternoons when I sat behind the counter of my failing bookstore and ached for my fallen angel to return. 

It was on one such stormy day that the blonde came into the bookstore. She was tall, over six feet, with long hair down to her ass, blue eyes, and a sunny smile. She wore tight jeans, cowboy boots, and a dark red sweater that showed off the curve of her large tits. In the old days, my cock would have stirred at the sight of this woman, but it did not even tingle. Maybe that part of my life was over too. 

The blonde turned and faced me. “Don’t be silly, honey. I could get that freak cock of yours hard as a crucifixion nail with just my tongue in about a minute.” 

I stared at her. She had read my mind the way Jo used to, which I always refused to believe and put down to coincidence and dumb luck. But this time I believed because I could feel her inside my mind. It was not a nice feeling. It was like having a head swarming with wasps. 

“Yeah, I can read your sad little mind, and so I already know you don’t know where the angel is, but I figure if I fuck you up bad enough she will come out to save you,” snarled the blonde. 

As she spoke, she transformed into another creature. This demon had dark, crimson skin, claws with razor-sharp talons, and a mouth full of too many teeth. Horns sprouted from its bald head, and those blue eyes had turned as black as night. 

“She won't come back,” I said. 

The demon laughed. “Are you really that worthless?” 

I smiled. “No,” I said. “And I’m not deaf either. You remember what that old movie said about what happens when a bell rings?” 

The demon had not heard the little tinkle of the bell that indicated someone had entered the shop. 

But I had. 

The demon roared and twisted around to see Jo standing behind her. Her toy wings were discarded on the floor as she no longer had any need for them. Her real wings sprouted huge and magnificent from her back. 

The demon flew at Jo who rose into the air to avoid the attack. The demon clattered into a shelf full of self-help books. Jo was on the demon in a flash. She deflected the beast's wild thrashing claws with ease and grace. She picked her up by her throat and flew around the room until the creature stopped screaming and thrashing. When she did, Jo thrust her hand into the monster's chest and what used to be a demon became a pile of dust that drifted down onto the carpet like black snow. 

I closed the shop and got the vacuum from the basement. Jo explained everything while I collected the demon dust. 

“Even without showing my wings, I knew there was a chance they would track me, so I left, but I didn't go far. I would never leave you unprotected.” 

As she spoke, her angel wings slowly slipped back inside her body. 

“You believe now,” she said with a smile. 

“I might just have gone mad, which is a much simpler explanation than my girlfriend is an angel,” I said. 

“Girlfriend?” said Jo with a smile. 

“Seemed a bit sacrilegious to say I have an angel as a fuck buddy,” I said and grinned back at her. 

I put the vacuum back in the basement. I turned the closed sign on the shop door and locked it. “So what now?” I asked. 

We fell upon each other right there on the bookstore floor. 

My cock which I had thought pretty much useless, was harder than it had ever been. I lay on my back and Jo pulled my jeans down. She pulled off her dress. She still wore no bra or panties. She eased her ass up and inched down my throbbing cock. 

“I love you,” I said. 

“I love you,” she said, and leaned in to kiss me as her ass began to rise and fall on my shaft. Soon my cock was buried in her as she slammed down on me. I groped her small tits and pumped my hips to meet each downward movement of her sweet ass. 

She rode me hard and loud. The time away from each other had only increased the desire and passion, and now that I believed there were no barriers left between us. 

I grabbed at her back as she writhed on top of me. 

Jo panted and moaned as my cock drilled deep into her cunt. She found the perfect beat, and my whole body burnt with desire and need. We had fucked, we had made love, but this was something beyond that. This was pure understanding and symmetry made flesh and blood. This was belonging. This was us. 

My hands reached down to her ass and I could not resist slapping her pert butt cheeks. She grinned as she rode on harder. “Is that all you got?” 

I slapped her ass again with much more venom. Then I slapped it again and again until Jo moaned with delight. 

“They're coming out,” she said. 

“Don’t stop them. Whatever happens next we’ll face it together,” I said. 

“Are you sure?” 

I nodded. 

Jo’s sweet ass rose up the length of my cock, and as she slowly slid down it, her wings sprouted from her back. They spread across the shop until they opened into their full glorious wingspan. 

There was a bright light in the room. I was pretty sure the walls shook. I grabbed Jo’s hips as she came and I joined her. I could not say for sure, but at one point I was almost certain that we both floated about three feet off the floor. 

The light dimmed. The walls no longer shook, and I may have passed out in the sheer ecstasy of release. When I opened my eyes, Jo was naked by my side. Her wings were gone, but now I knew they were real, I believed. 

She kissed me. “Let’s go upstairs.” 

We stood up, and then with a smile, Jo leapt into my arms. 

“Just like that first time,” I said. 

She nodded. “Do you remember what I called your apartment?” she asked as I carried her up the stairs. 

“A small heaven,” I said. 

“I was a little confused after being tossed out of the other one, but it turned out I was right,” she said. 

I kissed her at the top of the stairs. We entered into the apartment, our very own little heaven, and I carried my fallen angel straight into the bedroom. 

She kept her wings in for the rest of the night, but that did not stop the avalanche of passion and desire that flowed between us. We made love, we fucked, we screwed, we played. We did everything we wanted to each other because both of us knew the truth. 

Things would never be the same again. 

As I came one last time in the darkness, I fell into her embrace, and she kissed me. 

We were silent for a while, but I knew she could read my thoughts, and so I spoke them aloud. “So what happens now?” 

“Now the demons come and not just one. There will be three of them. They travel like that in a mockery of the holy trinity, and I must face them alone. The all-mother will not intercede in this battle.” 

“I always knew God was a woman,” I said in an attempt to lighten the somber mood. 

“She is whatever she needs to be. For us she is a woman, for others, she may be a man or a sunrise or a smile.” 

“And she won’t help us now?” I asked. 

Jo shook her head. “No, this is my fight.” 

I turned to face her, and planted a kiss on her lips. “It’s our fight.” 

She was silent, and then she nodded and kissed me back. 

“Do you know when they will come?” 

“We have a few weeks to prepare for them. The lone hunters can come up at any time, but a demon trinity can only cross to your world on one night each year.” 

I couldn’t stop myself from laughing when I realized the day she was talking about. “And I thought it was just about plastic skeletons and bad candy.” 

“Those distractions are meant to make people feel less afraid, but they do not change the fact that on All Hallows Eve, the demons walk upon the earth and the trinity will come for us.” 

“We’ll be ready,” I said. I saw the doubt and the fear in her eyes. I pulled her closer. 

Somewhere in the distance, something howled at the moon. 
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