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The night before Halloween, I sat on my bed and waited for my angel. She was in the other room preparing ‘a surprise’ for me.

Life had been full of surprises since she crashed into my life at the end of the summer. Her name was Jophiel, Jo for short. She was beautiful, bold, and a little bit bizarre. Okay, she was very bizarre, but I had no way to really measure how strange she was because she was the only angel I had ever encountered.

Yep, when I say angel, it wasn’t meant as a term of affection, but a statement of fact.

Also, as I was a woman who possessed a huge cock as well as a nice, tight cunt between her legs, I guess my conception of what was strange might not be the same as others.

Anyway, what mattered was that my lover in the next room was a real live angel with wings, and tonight could be the last night of our lives together, so we were going to enjoy it.

I knew that her surprise would end up with us fucking, so my futa girl cock was hard, and I was already naked when she entered the room.

“Wow, that’s the way to embrace the Halloween spirit,” I said. My already hard cock throbbed at the sight of my lover.

Jo was dressed in a red skin-tight PVC dress. It showed off her trim figure, pert tits, and sweet hips to perfection.

She smiled at me, and then slowly turned around for the big reveal, which was not her wonderful ass, which was certainly amazing, but the small pair of red bat wings that were attached to the dress.

“Do you like?” asked Jo as she turned to face me.

My hard bobbing cock seemed to be all the answer she needed.

Jo was on her knees and licked it slick before I could utter a single word. We’d been lovers since the end of August when she had literally dropped out of the sky during a thunderstorm. She had wandered into my bookstore drenched, delirious, and soon fell into a dead faint. I won’t go into the details of how we became lovers or how I discovered she was a real live angel because there were only two things that mattered in our lives now.

The first was that we had sex as wild, passionate, and often as possible.

The second was that when Halloween came tomorrow, so would the demons.

We’d already been visited by one, but Halloween was special. That was when the demons came in threes, and those evil bitches would be determined to drag my sweet and sexy fallen angel into hell.

Jo kept putting off the discussion as to how we dealt with this trio of tricksters, but she promised that once she had shared her surprise, we would discuss the oncoming onslaught from hell.

Of course, she knew that her showing off a new dress meant a serious fuck session afterwards, but even as my lover took my thick futa girl cock into her mouth, I was determined that once we’d screwed each other into the shadows, we would sit down and talk about Halloween.

Jo was blessed with no gag reflex, and so she took all nine inches of my cock into her mouth without so much as a single splutter. She looked up at me, her mouth full of cock, and her pretty brown eyes shining.

I stroked her long, black hair, as she kept her mouth right at the base of my cock. She gave me a little nod. By this time, I knew pretty much what all her nods meant. This one indicated that I should fuck her sweet angelic mouth, fill it with cum, and then fuck her until she screamed the walls of the whole world down.

I twisted my fingers in her hair and gave her head a playful little tug up the shaft. Her eyes were aflame with need. We’d done this dance many times over the past months, but both of us knew this might be our last, and so it had to be wild, brutal, and one that would not be soon forgotten in our hearts, minds, and bodies.

I eased Jo to the very tip of my cock. Her teeth grazed the skin as it moved up the shaft.

“I love you,” I said.

Another nod from Jo that meant ‘I love you’ or maybe ‘get on with it’.

I tangled my fingers further into her long, lush hair, and then slammed her head down the entire length of the spit-slick cock. I snapped her head back, right to the tip again. The beat was hard. I pounded and rammed her mouth with my meat. She moaned as I worked her up and down. Once in a while, a thin line of drool would escape from her mouth as I fucked it.

We never broke eye contact. As I fucked her mouth, as she took all I had down her throat, we both felt the pure connection of sex. That was what made us strong. That was what would make us stronger than the demons that would come knocking at our door.

At least, that was what I hoped.

The beat increased. The moans rose. The whole room glowed, which sometimes happened when we had sex. It was an angel thing, I guess.

My cock throbbed. It ached for release, but I was not ready to come yet. I slowed the rhythm down, and Jo, knowing what I was doing and why, added the slow graze of her teeth down my shaft to further ease the oncoming orgasm.

We knew each other’s bodies by now, but I could not say that I knew my lover’s mind. She was always kind of lost in her own world. A world I was not a part of, and maybe never would be.

Although I had an angel as a girlfriend, my faith in all the other stuff was still somewhat shaky. Sure, I bought and wore a cross because Jo had asked me to, but despite all I had seen, that old protective cynicism of mine still wouldn’t quite let go. I could believe in the world she had come from, populated by angels, demons, and the whole dark war that raged between them, but I found it harder to believe that forces of darkness had not already won. I did not think humanity could be saved. I did not believe in miracles.

But I believed in love, passion and sex. I believed in my sweet darling Jo.

She moaned as I thrust my hips harder, and worked her head in time. Once more, I felt the rise of release and slowed. I eased Jo’s mouth to the tip of my cock, and let my meat pop out.

Jo grinned and took my shaft in her hand. “You are ready to explode,” she said.

I could only moan in response. I was so close that I knew I could not stop myself.

But Jo could.

She gave my cock a hard twist.

My moan became a yelp.

Jo twisted my cock again. She let go of it and slapped it back and forth a few times.

The rise receded, and she took me back in her mouth, but this time she was in charge.

I lay back and let her go to work.

She sucked and slurped from top to bottom. As she did, her fingers slid between her legs. Jo hitched up her dress and started to play with her clit. There was nothing quite as divine as a shared orgasm.

Her head bobbed up and down my futa girl cock, her hand worked between her legs, and our moans became louder and more urgent.

I watched my lover, and she watched me. She controlled the rise and fall of sex. Her mouth was full of my throbbing cock, her eyes swam with desire, and her hips thrust against fingers that I knew were now deep inside her cunt.

All the connections were made. This was who we were. This was what I believed in.

The hard slamming of cock, the penetrating slap of fingers in wet pussy, the moans, the aches, and the sweet everything that was mutual pleasure.

“Oh fuck, I don’t think I can stop this time,” I said.

Jo moaned a response against my cock, and increased the fury of her fingering.

The rise began again, but this time we were both racing with it. Hurtling toward the dark salvation. I slammed my hips, she fucked her cunt, and we became a single movement, a single destination to sweet oblivion.

I gave one last thrust, and then let go. The cum shot out of me and deep into Jo’s mouth. She swallowed and carried on working her head up and down my ejaculating cock. As I shot my seed into her, she rammed her cunt over and over until her whole body shook.

She pulled back, and my cock was free to shoot all over her red dress as she came.

She rocked back on her heels. She moaned and drooled my spunk. Her orgasm ripped her apart as it always did.

I loved watching her come. The pleasure consumed her. From head to toe, she quaked with delight as everything became about the waves of release that engulfed her.

Her dark eyes rolled back in her head. She whimpered, and then muttered in a language that I did not know, maybe Latin or some other long-dead tongue.

She wrapped her arms around herself and twisted into a ball on the floor.

My cock was now spent, my orgasm done, and so I sat on the edge of the bed and watched Jo, still in total possession of hers.

When she finally stopped shaking, she looked up at me, with that same sweet, slightly baffled, and somewhat baffling smile she had on the first day we met. “You got my dress all messy,” she said.

“It’s PVC honey. It’s just another miracle of this wipe-clean world,” I said.

Jo looked at me with that same quizzical look.

I joined her on the bedroom floor and licked all the cum off her new dress. We shared it in a slow kiss.

“I have another surprise for you,” said Jo in between kisses.

“You’re spoiling me,” I said.

“I’m loving you,” she replied.

I pulled her close and kissed her cheek. “I don’t need to be spoiled. I have you, that’s all I'll ever need.”

She pouted. “Did I do wrong? I thought people liked being spoiled.”

I kissed her pouty lips. “They do, I do, but all I am saying is that you’re enough.”

She frowned.

Sometimes it was hard for angels to relate to the human value of things, especially those that were less tangible like love, belonging, and commitment. How did you get someone who had lived through every rise and fall of humanity to understand everyday couple’s stuff?

“What’s the surprise?” I asked. It was easier to just go with the flow.

Jo stood up, pulled off her dress to reveal her beautiful body, and then told me to lie on the bed.

I did as I was told.

She took a little leather bag that she had stashed under the bed. From it, she produced a pair of furry red handcuffs.

“I want to spice up our sex life with these sex bracelets,” said Jo.

I was not sure how much more spice having sex with a winged angel on the night before demons attacked us needed, but she was so damn sweet that I played along.

Once my hands were secured above my head to the bed frame, Jo straddled me and sucked on my tits. I was no longer just playing along. This was damn hot, and my cock had already started to harden again.

But, as she licked and nibbled on my tits, and I grabbed her ass, my mind had still not quite given itself completely over to the moment. “Are we going to talk about tomorrow after this?” I asked, even as my lover ground her hips against my long, hard cock.

Jo looked up from her licking. “After this comes everything else,” she said. It was one of her phrases that either meant everything or nothing, but as she reached for my cock and gave it a hard tug as she spoke, the last of my questions melted away, and the moment became all there was.

She returned her attention to my tits. She slurped and drooled over them while she started to work my cock back and forth in her hand.

All I could do now was moan. This was Jo’s show. She was on top and in charge. After all, there wasn't much I could do cuffed to the bed frame with my arms above my head. I was pretty much a spectator in this sport.

She let go of my cock and grabbed both my tits hard. She squeezed them until I let out a gasp and then took as much of them as she could into her mouth in turn. There was such a hunger in her. I guess we both knew this might be our last time together. The final touch, the final taste, the last connection that we might ever make.

Once done with sucking, she buried her head between my big tits. The little silver cross around my neck shone as she kissed the soft flesh of my breasts.

“Fuck me,” I whispered.

She looked up at me and moved up for a kiss. “Do you trust me?”

“I let you cuff me to the bed,” I said.

“Do you trust me?” she asked again.

“Always and in everything,” I said.

Jo seemed satisfied with this. She planted a kiss on my lips.

She gave my tits one last lapping suck, and then she was between my legs with my cock in her hand. “I adore this cock,” she said and gave the tip a kiss. She licked the shaft and made it good and slick.

“It’s yours,” I said.

“I know.” Her smile was wide, and her eyes were wild with hunger.

Jo guided my cock between her legs. She lifted her hips and ass up and teased the tip of my meat up and down the folds of her plump little cunt.

Inch by inch, she lowered herself down my length. She sighed with each inch that entered her until she rested on my thighs, a smile on her lips, and a cunt full of futa girl cock.

Jo began to twist and grind against me. I thrust my hips against hers. It was all I could do in my current cuffed position. She leaned and started to slide her sweet sex up and down my throbbing shaft.

She had ridden me many times before, it was her favorite position. She told me it felt like being above the world on a cloud. I guess as an angel, she would know about such things.

As for me, I loved to watch her as she built up the slow rhythm of sex. Her hips and ass rose and fell. Her nipples, dark and hard, stood proud as her small breasts thrust forward. Her mouth was wet, wide open, and her tongue licked her lips. But more than all of these delights, I loved watching her face most of all.

When she began, there was a frown of concentration. She worked my cock deep inside her. She found the perfect angle of penetration, increased the beat, and the frown deepened.

She leaned in, ground her hips against mine, and lifted her ass so that her cunt was at the top of my shaft. Her frown was at its deepest as she waited for a moment, and then she slammed her ass hard all the way to the base of my meat. This time when her ass rose, there was no waiting, she slapped it down on my cock again and did not stop. The beat grew wilder. I thrust my hips to meet her downward movements. We clicked into place. Our movements, our moans, and the dark magic of our desires all matched.

That was when her face changed.

The frown was gone. Her smile was wide and wicked. Sometimes the smile became a snarl. She bared her teeth as she slammed down on me. She growled, she groaned, she purred. This was the beast inside her. The feral creature of need. The angel that fell from the sky into this world of sin and embraced all its shadows.

This was who I loved. This was who I desired. This was my sweet darling of salvation.

She pounded her body against mine. The hard slapping sounds of sex filled our little heaven.

Jo worked me up into a frenzy. I was close to exploding, but my lover knew my moans by now, and she pulled me back with a few hard slaps to my heaving tits.

The thrill burned through me. It was a joyous jolt of pain and just what I needed to enable me to continue to ride on the edge of abandon.

I ached for orgasm as always, but I wanted to savor every last second this time.

I drank in her soft white skin, which was coated in a sheen of sweat. I devoured the details of her. Every inch of her body as it rode mine. Every thrust, every twist, every torment, as she pounded against me.

Whatever happened next, this was the memory I would be happy to take to my grave. The perfect union of flesh. This divine moment carved from the madness of the world.

Jo pumped her sweet ass and hips, her moans grew louder, and I knew this was it.

“Come, my sweet love,” I said.

Her dark eyes fixed on mine. “For you,” she said.

“For us,” I said.

Jo screamed. Her cunt flooded, my cock exploded, and we came together for what might be the very last time.

She collapsed on top of me. Her whole body throbbed and squirmed. I filled her with seed. I held her close as she shook.

Our breathing slowed to sighs and then to silence.

I wanted to take her in my arms but was still cuffed.

“Hey, do you have a key for these things?” I asked.

Jo’s frown was back. She sat up and then sat beside me on the bed.

“I love you,” she said.

“I know, and I love you, but as fun as the sex cuffs are, I'd like to get my arms back.”

Jo stood. The sorrow in her eyes told me everything.

“No, you can't do this,” I said. I yanked my hands hard, but they were not going to budge.

“I have to keep you safe,” said Jo. She turned away.

“This was all a trick to keep me out of the fight,” I said. I was angry, I was hurt, and I was scared.

“I'm sorry. I hated the deceit, but it was the only way I could keep you safe.”

I pulled and jerked my arms with all my strength, but I held fast.

“I can help,” I said.

Jo did not turn around. “I cannot let you face the demons.”

“I don't fear them. Not if you are beside me. Not if it is us.”

Jo’s shoulders started to shake. She sobbed. “They feed on darkness and doubt. I know your mind well enough to see both of these things inside you. You are fierce, and you love me, I know you would die for me, for us, but deep in your heart you believe we cannot win. The demons will use that, they will twist it for their own ends.”

I didn’t know which broke my heart more, that she had used our last time together to keep me from her side or that she was right about the contents of my soul. I was not a believer. As her sobs rose and fell, I looked down at the silver cross she had wanted to wear and felt hopeless and disgusted. I had let her down. I had left her alone to fight the oncoming darkness, and all because my bones were lousy with so many years of cynicism.

She was right. I was ready and willing to die for her, but I was still unable to believe that her purity of spirit could defeat the darkness.

“Let me the fuck out of these things,” I screamed. The anger rose above the hurt. I was mad at myself, at Jo, and at the whole fucking world. “I’m human. I’m broken, but I have never lied to you. I can fight, I can kill. I can do what needs to be done.”

Jo turned to face me. Her eyes were red. Tears and pain streaked her pretty face. “There’s a spell on the cuffs, You can’t get out of them, but if I die, the spell will be broken, and they will release you. If that happens, you have to run, and don't look back.”

My heart raged. My very soul burned with anger. “Let me out!”

She left the room without a word.

I struggled for a while, fell into sobs, and finally into a world of dark dreams.

I awoke to loud crashes from below. There were inhuman growls and snarls from the bookstore, and I knew that the fight had begun.

I heard a scream. It was Jo.

I thrashed around until my wrists bled, but there was no way I was getting free.

At some point, while I slept, Jo had returned and lit a single candle that flicked on the dressing table across from the bed. It was one of her lavender candles, the ones that were meant to bring peace and calm.

There was a breath of air from somewhere, and the candle flickered once more.

The silver cross around my neck glinted against my skin. I looked at it and looked up.

Jo screamed again.

“Is this how you treat one of your own?” I asked, my eyes fixed on the ceiling. “Is this how you abandon your own creations? I may be a faithless bitch in many ways, but I believe in love and devotion to Jophiel, even if I believe her cause is already lost.”

There was silence.

Then there were two soft clicks and the cuffs unlocked.

Then there was a voice from nowhere and everywhere.

Be mindful of your surroundings.

I had no idea what it meant, but the words buzzed in my head as I leapt from the bed, dressed, grabbed the baseball bat I kept under the bed, and ran out of the apartment and down the stairs to the bookstore.

The place was in total disarray.

Books covered the floor. Shelves were overturned and smashed. The cash register was in pieces at the bottom of the far wall. The place looked like a hurricane had hit it.

There were two piles of black ash near the door, and curled beside them was Jo.

Her wings were out, one of them had been sliced almost clean off. Her face was beaten and bloody, and her breathing was slow and ragged.

She looked up at me. “I killed two of them.”

I looked over at the black mounds of ash. That was all that was left of the demons she had despatched.

“The third escaped. But she’ll be back,” said Jo. “You have to run.” Then she passed out.

I picked up her broken body and carried her up to our bed. I bandaged her wounds the best I could. Her wings began to slowly slide back inside her. I knew she healed fast, but she would not be ready to fight again when the demon came back.

I kissed her cheek and then went back down to the store.

I knew that this was my fight now. I sat behind the counter for a while. I was utterly clueless as to what to do next. I was not an angel. All I had was a baseball bat and a broken heart.

Jo had told me to run, but I would not do that. I would fight for her, for us, for whatever small flickering flame of faith in humanity I had left.

But how?

Be mindful of your surroundings.

The words rose to the front of my mind once again. They had been pushed into the background while I attended to my love, but now they burned bright and clear once more.

I stood up and walked around the store. I looked and waited for something to hit me. All I saw was damage. All I saw was the hopelessness of the situation. All I saw was death.

I looked down at the books sprawled before me.

The collected works of Emily Dickinson stared up at me. So did works by Plath, Stevie Smith, and so many more of my favorite poets.

A plan came into my mind. A crazy, wild, oddball, and possibly futile plan, but it was all I had, and for some reason, I believed it would work. I had faith, full and unshakable.

I cleared a space on the floor. I placed the books whose words had saved me so many times in a circle like wagons in an old Western movie, and I stood in that circle and waited.

The small bell above the door tinkled about forty minutes later. I still stood in my circle of books.

Jo entered the shop.

She looked around and then locked me with a seductive smile. “I’m all better," she said. “I want you inside me right here.”

I smiled back. “You can fake her appearance, but not what’s behind her eyes. There’s no soul behind those windows. All I see is an empty ugliness where a soul used to be. ”

The demon snarled and showed me its true face.

“Shame. I would have enjoyed screwing you before I killed you and take that bitch in your apartment to hell.”

“Not going to happen,” I said, and I believed my words. My new faith burned through me.

I felt the demon delve into my mind. My skin crawled, I wanted to run, but I did not move from my circle.

“Books!” said the demon. That is your defense against me. Dead words on a page, and not even ones of faith, but pain, misery and doubt. Is that all you have?”

“That is all you see, but it is far from all I have,” I said. I smiled, and the demon did not like that.

It shifted and took a single step back.

“What I am surrounded by, what this whole place is, is a shrine to humanity. Humanity in all its strength and weakness, in lightness and darkness, in hope and despair. These words are my weapons. The cries of anguish, the search for serenity, the whole fucking torment and turmoil called life is my ally.”

The demon took two more steps back. I could see the fear in its empty eyes.

“Do you really think your petty darkness is a match for centuries of self-doubt, for millennia of melancholy, and for a whole history of humanity looking into the abyss?”

The demon snarled. It took a step forward, but I did not flinch. I saw the fake bravado. The last snarl before surrender.

“This place is mine. Tell all your nasty little friends that this place is off limits, and the angel that lives here is under my care and protection.”

The demon let out one last roar and then was gone.

I felt my knees weaken. I sank to the floor.

It was over.

Almost.

I knew there was one last confrontation.

I lay on my back and waited for more divine guidance.

But none came.

This problem was down to me to resolve.

I lay there for a while and then went back up to my apartment.

It took a few days for Jo to fully recover. All the while, I played the dutiful nursemaid. There were a few times when she seemed to relapse, and I was scared I was going to lose her, but on the third day, she got out of bed and joined me on the sofa.

I took her into my arms for the first time since the battle. Her cool skin felt good against mine. I savored this moment. I knew it might be our last.

Over the past few days, she had been too weak to sense my thoughts. She never tried to read my mind actively, but I knew that when something was constantly on my mind, she would be aware of it. It was how she knew that I did not believe we could win the fight against the demons.

I held her close. I took one moment, and then it was time.

“We need to talk,” I said.

She looked up at me with her dark brown eyes and she knew.

“About us.”

I nodded.

“You are angry at me for my deceit with the sex handcuffs.” I could already see the tears in her eyes.

I shook my head.

“I was only doing what I thought was right. I wanted to keep you safe,” said Jo.

“That’s not true. I don’t care that you lied and cuffed me to the bed. There’s a bigger lie. The one you won’t admit to. The one that might mean the end of us.”

Jo clung to me. “Please don’t say that.”

I pushed her away. “I said it might be. It all depends on you.”

“I’ll do anything, anything,” she said. She tried to reach for me again, but I moved back.

“Then tell me why you cuffed me to the bed.”

“To keep you safe.”

“No. Don’t tell me how you justified it to yourself. Tell me the real reason you did it.”

“I don’t know. I don’t know.” Her tears came. It took all I had not to pull her close and kiss them into history.

“You know somewhere deep inside yourself. Think, search for the truth. I need you to see it for yourself if we are to go on.”

I knew that it would be easier to tell her what the problem was, but that was not the point. She needed to discover it for herself. The problem with angels was that they lived in a rarefied atmosphere of pure intent and deed. But Jo no longer lived in that world.

She wiped her tears away. Closed her eyes.

“Be mindful of your surroundings," said Jo. “The all-mother released you.”

I nodded. “She saw what you couldn’t.”

“Because I thought your humanity was a weakness, but the all-mother knew it was a strength. A power to defeat demons. Maybe even a protection against them ever coming back.”

“And why did you think my humanity was a weakness?”

I saw the revelation come upon her all at once. “Because I thought I knew better. Because I thought I was better.”

Her eyes were wide, but there were no more tears. “Please forgive me.”

I took her into my arms. I held her close.

There were no more words required.

For a while, there was just the closeness of belonging and the silence of acceptance.

Then the old passions came. We kissed. Lips met with desire and need. Hands roamed with hunger. Bodies began to move in time.

The bed called to us, and we answered its siren song.

Jo was shy at first. The revelations of her own prejudices stung her, but now she knew, all my troubles were lifted, and I was sure we would be stronger than ever.

I laid her on the bed. I kissed her sweet cunt, and then slid my hard cock inside her.

There was no fury this time. There was just the slow pulsing beat of trust, love and forgiveness.

She moaned my name as my cock penetrated deep inside her.

I kissed the perfect pinkness of her sweet skin. I sucked her breasts as they rose each time my hips thrust my meat into her.

She pushed against me. Her hands caressed my ass. There would be times for wild, crazy sex later, but for now, there was only tenderness.

Sometimes you needed to make love just to prove that you could.

We were two simple creatures, one was an angel, one was a mortal, but the relationship we shared was now equal.

Jo could fly, she could kill demons, and she would always be a magical creation from above.

I was flawed, fragile, and despite all my faults and lack of faith, I possessed my own powers of love and understanding.

Together we worked. Not always smoothly, but well enough to go the distance.

Jo wrapped her legs around me. She pulled me in deeper. She sighed as I slowly worked my cock harder inside her sweet pussy.

I kissed her. She kissed me back.

Our bodies moved together. Hips ground in circles. Tongues twisted and met. Passion was our plaything.

Flesh rubbed against flesh. Sweat slicked our paths. The moans we made became a language all of our own.

When the release came, it was not the flooding surge of wanton fucking, but a slow unwinding of pure, uncomplicated joy. It was a new start for us. A new sense of belonging to each other.

We held each other in the darkness for a long time.

Then we talked.

The words gushed out of us. All those things that we had been too scared, proud, or even ashamed to say before. This was our second release. This was a flood that brought down all the barriers between us.

We spoke until the sun came up on All Saints Day.

The world was refreshed by the bright yellow of the November sun. I took off the cross and laid it on the bedside cabinet.

“No more lies,” I said.

“No more deceit, said Jo.

I leaned in and kissed her. My cock was already semi-hard when she reached for it. The sun started to blaze across the room, and the fire between us rose.

She worked my cock into a fully erect state and gave it a hard twist.

I kissed her, bit her bottom lip, and twisted her onto her back. “I think it’s my turn on top,” I said.

“For now,” said my sweet lover with a smile.

I slipped my cock into her cunt. She thrust her hips against mine.

This time we were all the heat and need because sometimes you just wanted to fuck. Sometimes you need your lover to scream instead of sigh. Sometimes it was raw, raged, and glorious.

As I slammed into her, she squealed with joy. Her hands slapped my ass. Her nails dug into my skin. I moaned, she moaned, and the whole of creation was alive inside us.

The ferocity of our fucking meant that it was a wild but pretty short ride.

Our orgasms were loud.

We shook in each other’s arms.

We came over and over until all that was left was the wonderful mess of two utterly spent bodies entwined.

We clung together. This was us. This was who we were.

“Do you think they will come again?” I asked. Before I would have kept these fears to myself, but that time was over.

“I hope not. But these tricksters are well-versed in tricking themselves. That last demon will tell a different story when she gets back to her own.” Jo’s frown was deep as she spoke.

“But at the very least, they will see her defeat. Maybe that will be enough to keep them away, but if they come, they come. We aren't going to run. This is our home.” I pulled Jo closer as I spoke.

Jo kissed me. “Our little heaven,” she said as she drifted off to sleep in my arms.
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