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I inherited my grandmother's house and her enemies. Demon hunters want me dead, convinced I've gone dark. Problem is, I can't control the magic I inherited, and "I'm just untrained, not evil" isn't much of a defense when they're holding blessed blades.

Desperate, I used Grandma's rosary to summon a guardian angel for protection. What I got was Kayne—fallen, dangerous, and pissed about being bound to protect me despite his banishment from Heaven.

He fell for lusting after mortals. One touch and I understand why. His touch is divine ecstasy, and when his black wings wrap around me, I feel both corrupted and saved.

The hunters want me dead. Heaven cast him out. But together? We're unstoppable.

"You summoned a fallen angel, little witch. Let me show you why I fell."

I asked for divine protection. I got a fallen angel with black wings and a glowing... y'know. Sometimes prayers are answered better than expected.


CHAPTER ONE
REBECCA

My hands won't stop shaking as I light the white prayer candles around Grandma Eloise's attic. The demon hunters left another "warning" today—a burning cross in my garden, visible from the hospital where I pulled a double shift trying to pretend everything's normal. The charge nurse kept giving me looks, stepping back when I passed like I might contaminate her. Three patients requested different nurses. They think I've gone dark. They don't understand that power without training just means chaos, not evil.

I'm going to die if I don't do something. Die at twenty-five because I inherited magic I never asked for and a legacy I don't understand. The bruise on my ribs from last week's "warning" still throbs, the lead hunter, had cornered me in the hospital parking garage. "Renounce your power or burn," he'd said, pressing a blessed blade to my throat. Only a lucky surge of wild magic had thrown him back long enough for me to run.

The ritual's written in Grandma's journal in fading purple ink: For Protection Most Divine. Her rosary warms in my grip—seven generations of Bennett women prayed over these beads. The wood is worn smooth from their fingers, from their desperation. Just like mine now.

"Please," I whisper to the circle of salt and holy water. My voice cracks. "I need help. Send me a guardian angel. Someone to protect me until I can figure this out. Someone who won't judge me for powers I never asked for."

The temperature plummets so fast my breath clouds white. The candles flare blue-white, then silver, then a color I don't have words for—like starlight through stained glass. The very air splits with a sound like tearing silk. When the smoke clears, a man stands in my circle.

No, not a man.

He's too beautiful, too perfect, like someone carved him from marble and starlight and sin itself. Sharp cheekbones that could cut glass, full lips that belong on a Renaissance statue, eyes the color of storm clouds with flecks of silver lightning. Six-foot-four at least, filling my grandmother's attic with presence alone. His body is lean muscle wrapped in dark jeans and a black shirt that does nothing to hide his physique. And behind him, spreading wide enough to brush the rafters, are wings.

Black wings. Feathers that absorb light like midnight velvet, with an oil-slick shimmer of colors when they move.

"Fuck," he says, and even that profanity sounds like a hymn in his voice—deep, resonant, with harmonics that make my bones vibrate. "You used holy objects. I have to answer."

My heart hammers against my ribs. Every inch of my skin suddenly feels too tight, too hot. My nipples harden instantly against my thin tank top, and I know he can see them. A rush of wetness between my thighs makes me squeeze them together. What the hell is wrong with me? I'm in mortal danger and my body decides now is the time to act like a bitch in heat?

"You're not a guardian angel." My voice comes out breathier than intended.

"Brilliant observation." He tests the circle's boundaries with one hand, and I see light flicker under his skin like trapped stars. His nostrils flare, and his storm-cloud eyes darken to charcoal. "Christ's thorns, you're aroused already."

Heat floods my face. "I'm not—"

"I can smell it." He takes a deep breath, and his wings flutter, individual feathers ruffling. "Sweet like honey, musky like need. It's been three hundred years since I've scented a woman's desire." His eyes track down my body slowly, lingering on my hard nipples, the way I'm pressing my thighs together. "I'm Fallen. But you summoned me with holy objects, so congratulations, you've got yourself a bitter, banished angel who's bound to protect you anyway."

"Protect me? From the demon hunters?"

His wings rustle with what looks like agitation. "Until you release me from service. Though I should warn you..." He adjusts himself, and my eyes drop to see his cock straining against his jeans, the outline thick and long and—is it glowing faintly? "I Fell for feeling too much lust for mortals. Specifically, I was cast out for seducing a nun. During Mass. On the altar."

The mental image makes more wetness pool between my thighs. "Oh."

"She came so hard she spoke in tongues—actual tongues, not the fake evangelical kind. The entire congregation saw my divine light pulsing through her skin as I fucked her." His voice drops to a rumble that I feel in my clit. "Heaven took issue with that. Apparently, making humans see the divine through orgasm is frowned upon."

The way his storm-cloud eyes drag over my body makes heat pool low in my belly, despite the danger, despite everything. His cock visibly twitches in his jeans, and there's definitely a glow emanating from it, like bioluminescence through denim.

"Can you keep them from killing me?"

"Yes." The word is absolute, carrying weight that makes the air shimmer.

"Then I don't care what you Fell for." I square my shoulders, finding steel I didn't know I had. My power ripples out in response to my determination, making his wings spread wider. "Just keep me alive long enough to learn how to use this." I gesture at myself, and power ripples off me in waves I can almost see.

He inhales sharply, and his cock jerks visibly. A wet spot appears on his jeans, glowing faintly through the fabric. "Christ's wounds, you have no idea what you are, do you? That power... it's not just witch magic. There's something else, something that calls to the divine in me, Fallen or not."

"That's why I need you."

Something dark and hungry flashes across his perfect face. His tongue runs across his bottom lip, and it's longer than it should be, pointed at the tip. "Dangerous words, little witch. Very dangerous words. The last woman who said she needed me ended up bent over a confessional, screaming my name while her husband searched the cathedral for her."

"I don't have a husband."

"Even more dangerous, then." He steps as close to the circle's edge as he can, and I can feel the cold radiating from him, the opposite of demonic heat. It makes my nipples harden even more, visible points through my tank top. "I'm Kayne, by the way. Since we're going to be living in very close quarters."

"Rebecca. Rebecca Bennett."

"Rebecca." He tastes my name like wine, rolling it on his tongue. "I'm going to protect you. But every moment near you is going to make me want to corrupt you instead. To show you exactly why Heaven cast me out. To make you glow with my light while you scream my name. Are you prepared for that temptation?"

I meet his eyes steadily, though my pussy clenches at his words. "Are you prepared to resist it?"

His laugh is dark, rich, sinful. "Who says I plan to resist?"


CHAPTER TWO
KAYNE

Three hundred years since I've been summoned. Three hundred years of existing in the spaces between, neither Hell nor Earth, where ambitious witches and desperate humans couldn't reach me. But this one—Rebecca Bennett with her deep brown skin that would look perfect marked by my mouth, terror-bright eyes that would be beautiful rolled back in pleasure—she summoned me with a blessed rosary and prayer.

Holy objects. The irony burns worse than my Fall.

I prowl through her grandmother's Victorian, checking every ward, every protection, trying to ignore the constant ache in my cock since the moment I materialized. The old woman was thorough—hedge-witch magic mixed with hoodoo, protections layered seven deep. But it won't stop the hunters. Not when they think they're doing God's work.

The shower runs upstairs, and I tell myself I'm checking the bathroom wards. Not imagining water streaming down Rebecca's brown skin, soap bubbles caught on her nipples, her hand between her thighs thinking of me. My cock throbs, precum leaking steadily now, glowing faintly through my jeans like a beacon of my sin.

"Your wards are failing in here," I call through the door, which isn't entirely a lie. There's a weak spot near the window.

"Then fix them," she calls back, voice echoing off tile. "That's why you're here, isn't it?"

I enter the bathroom, staying on the other side of the shower curtain. Her silhouette is pure temptation—curves and valleys, one hand raised to wash her hair, breasts lifted. My wings manifest involuntarily, knocking over her toiletries.

"Careful," she says, and I hear amusement. "Those are expensive."

"I'll buy you new ones." I trace the ward on the window, but my eyes stay on her shadow. She turns, and I see the outline of her nipples, the curve of her ass. My cock jerks, and more precum soaks through my jeans. "This ward is almost broken. Someone's been testing it."

"The hunters come by every night." She turns off the water. "Hand me my towel?"

I pick up the towel, and when she pulls the curtain aside, we both freeze. She's completely naked, water dripping down mahogany skin, nipples hard from the cold air, the curls between her thighs glistening with more than water. The scent of her arousal hits me like a physical force.

"Towel," she says calmly, though her pupils are blown wide.

I hand it to her, letting my fingers brush hers. The contact sends divine electricity through us both—her power and my grace recognizing each other. She gasps, the towel dropping from nerveless fingers.

"Oops," she says, making no move to retrieve it.

My eyes travel down her body slowly, memorizing every curve, every mark, every place I'm going to worship with my mouth. My cock is so hard it hurts, the blessing ridges that ring my shaft pressing against the confines of my jeans.

"Your power is screaming," I tell her when she finally wraps the towel around herself—barely. It only covers from breasts to upper thighs, leaving miles of leg visible. "It's why they think you've gone dark. Untrained power feels chaotic to their limited senses."

She steps out of the tub, coming close enough that I can feel her heat against my supernatural cold. "Can you teach me to control it?"

The question sends heat straight to my cock. Teaching her means touching her, guiding her energy with mine. It means getting close enough to smell the need on her skin when power makes her body sing. Close enough to feel her breath, to watch her pupils dilate, to hear her heart race.

"I can teach you many things," I let my voice drop to the register that used to make saints question their calling, that made that nun beg me to fuck her years before. "The question is what you're willing to learn."

She shivers but doesn't back down. Her towel slips lower, barely covering her nipples now. "Whatever keeps me alive."

"Even if staying alive means giving in to corruption?" I reach out, not quite touching, letting my hand hover over her collarbone. "Your power responds to emotion. The strongest emotions. And in my experience, the most powerful magic comes from—"

A truck rumbles past—the hunters' third patrol today. I step between her and the window without thinking, my wings manifesting fully to shield her. She gasps, and I feel the sound in my grace-damned bones. She's pressed against my chest now, nearly naked, warm and soft and mortal.

"They're escalating," I note, trying to ignore how her breasts press against me, how I can feel her hard nipples through my shirt. "We have perhaps two days before they attack."

"Then we'd better start my training now." She looks up at me with those determined eyes, and her towel drops completely.

She stands there naked, chin raised in challenge. "First lesson?"

I groan, my cock pulsing so hard the glow is visible through my jeans like a lighthouse. "You're going to be the death of me."

"You're already dead, technically. Fallen."

"You're going to make me Fall further then." I manifest clothes on her with a thought—a tank top and shorts, though I make them slightly too small, too tight. "First lesson: Power responds to emotion. And the strongest emotion..."

"Love?" she guesses, adjusting her suddenly-present clothes with a bemused expression.

I laugh, dark and bitter. "Lust, little witch. The strongest emotion is always lust. Love is just lust with patience."

I move behind her, close enough that she can feel my hard cock against her ass. "Close your eyes. Feel your power in your core. It should feel warm, liquid, like arousal itself."

She closes her eyes, and I see her nipples harden further through the thin tank top. "I feel it."

"Now let it spread." I ghost my hands down her arms, not quite touching. "Like an orgasm building, let it ripple outward."

Her breathing quickens. The air fills with the scent of her arousal, making my mouth water. "It feels..."

"Sexual?" I suggest, letting my breath tickle her ear. "That's because it is. Magic and sex come from the same place—creation, desire, the need to change reality through will and want."

"God," she breathes, and her power pulses, making every lightbulb in the house flicker.

"Not God," I correct, pressing slightly closer so she can feel every inch of my hardness against her. "But I can make you see Heaven if you let me."


CHAPTER THREE
REBECCA

Kayne is driving me insane, and not from fear.

He stands behind me in Grandma's casting room, close enough that I feel the cold radiating from his body—apparently fallen angels run cold, the opposite of demons. His hands hover on either side of mine as he guides me through grounding exercises. I've changed clothes three times, each outfit getting less and less appropriate as my control frays. Now I'm in yoga pants and a sports bra, claiming I need "freedom of movement." Really, I just want to see his reaction.

"Feel the power in your bloodline," his voice is pure sin against my ear. "Seven generations of Bennett women, all leading to you."

I try to focus, but all I can think about is how he smells like winter storms and something electric, like ozone before lightning. How his wings curl around us both, creating a cocoon of black feathers that makes me feel safer than I've ever been. How I watched him adjust his cock four times in the last hour, each time making the glow more visible.

"You're distracted," he observes.

"You're distracting."

He chuckles, and I feel it rumble through his chest. "This is why untrained witches are dangerous. Your power responds to your desires. And right now, your desires are..." He takes a deep breath. "Fucking hell, Rebecca. You're so wet I can taste it in the air."

Heat floods my face, but I don't deny it. "Maybe that's the kind of power I have. Sex magic."

"All magic is sex magic at its core." His hands finally touch mine, and the contact sends electricity through me. "Creation, transformation, the little death that brings new life. Now concentrate. Pull the power up from your core."

I close my eyes and try, but the energy feels wild, chaotic. It sparks through me like electricity, making my nipples hard beneath my sports bra, making wetness pool between my thighs. The power builds and builds, feeling exactly like when I touch myself, that climbing tension before release.

"That's it," he praises, and God help me, his approval makes it worse. "Let it fill you. Don't fight it."

The power surges, and suddenly I can feel everything—every ward in the house, every protection, and most of all, him. His barely leashed control. The way his cock throbs in time with his heartbeat. The divine light still trapped under his skin, begging to be released. The way he wants to bend me over this altar and fuck me until I scream.

Wait. Am I reading his thoughts?

Yes, his voice echoes in my mind. Your power is syncing with mine. You're feeling what I feel.

You really want to fuck me on this altar?

I want to fuck you on every surface in this house. I want to make you come so hard your magic rebuilds every ward from scratch. I want to knot you until you're so full of my cum you glow for days.

The power crests, and I come without warning, without touch, just from his thoughts and the magic flowing through me. I cry out, knees buckling, and he catches me, pulling me back against his chest. I can feel his cock, hard and pulsing against my ass, the blessing ridges evident even through our clothes.

"Beautiful," he murmurs, holding me as I shake. "You just came from magic alone."

"Is that... normal?"

"Nothing about you is normal." He turns me in his arms, and I see his eyes are solid silver now, no longer storm-cloud gray. "Your grandmother's journal. She wasn't just a hedge witch. There are symbols in there, old ones. Enochian."

"English, please?"

"Angel script. Your bloodline has angel-touched magic. Nephilim, perhaps, generations back. It's why you could summon me with holy objects. Why your power calls to mine." His hand cups my face, thumb brushing my cheek. "Why I want you so badly it's driving me insane."

"Just your biology reacting to mine?"

"No." He leans down until our lips almost touch. "I've fucked hundreds of women. Corrupted saints, seduced virgins, made queens beg. But you... you make me want to Fall further. You make me want to rise. You make me want impossible things."

"Kayne," I breathe.

"I know," he says roughly. "I feel it too. This is why I Fell—because I wanted to feel this. To feel you."

The lights flicker, and suddenly his clothes vanish—not removed, just gone. He stands before me in all his glory, and glory is the right word. His body is carved marble perfection, lean muscle and sharp angles. But his cock...

"Holy fuck," I breathe.

It's massive, easily nine inches and thick enough that I'm not sure I could wrap my hand around it. It glows with soft divine light, actually phosphorescent like some deep-sea creature. Rings of raised flesh circle the shaft—the blessing ridges he mentioned. At the base, I can see where it would swell into a knot. Precum beads at the tip, and it's iridescent, catching the light like liquid opal.

"This is what you do to me," he says, his cock twitching under my gaze, more precum leaking. "Three hundred years since I've been this hard."

"Can I..." I reach out tentatively.

"If you touch me now, I'll fuck you." His voice is strained. "I won't be able to stop myself."

"Then don't stop."

I wrap my hand around his cock, and we both moan. He's cool to the touch, that divine light pulsing under my fingers. The blessing ridges feel like silk over steel. When I stroke from base to tip, his wings flare out, knocking over candles.

"Rebecca," he groans. "You don't know what you're asking. No concept of what happens when a fallen angel gives in to the lust that damned him."

"Then show me," I say, sinking to my knees.


CHAPTER FOUR
KAYNE

She's on her knees before me, looking up with those whiskey-brown eyes, and I know I'm lost. Saved and damned in the same moment. Her hand wraps around my cock, dark skin beautiful against my pale, glowing flesh.

"You don't have to—" I start.

"I want to." She leans forward, tongue darting out to taste the precum at my tip. Her eyes widen. "Oh my God, it tastes like..."

"Ambrosia. Food of the gods, or close enough." I thread my fingers through her hair, trying to stay gentle. "Side effect of divinity."

She takes me in her mouth, and I have to lock my knees to keep from thrusting. Her tongue explores each blessing ridge, learning which ones make me moan, which ones make my wings shudder. The wet heat of her mouth is paradise and torment. When she hollows her cheeks and sucks, I see stars—actual stars, my vision fracturing into celestial bodies.

"Enough," I gasp, pulling her off. "I need to taste you."

I lift her onto her grandmother's ritual altar—sacrilege that would make my brothers weep if they still remembered my name—and vanish her clothes with a thought. She gasps at the sudden cold air, then moans when she realizes she's completely naked while I stand before her, cock jutting proud and glowing.

"Power imbalance?" she asks breathlessly.

"Everything between us is a power imbalance." I let my eyes travel over her slowly, memorizing every curve, every mark, every place I'm going to claim. "But you're not powerless."

She's perfect, all smooth brown skin and soft curves, her breasts full with dark nipples already hard from the cold and arousal. Between her thighs, she's already wet, glistening in the candlelight. The scent of her arousal makes my mouth water—musky and sweet and entirely human.

I drop to my knees, pulling her to the altar's edge. "Let me worship you properly."

The first taste of her makes me groan. She's sweet and salt, human and somehow divine. I lick from entrance to clit, slow and thorough, learning what makes her gasp, what makes her hands fist in my hair. When I seal my lips around her clit and suck, she screams, power lashing out to shatter a window.

"Kayne! Oh fuck, your tongue—"

I let my tongue extend to its full length—another remnant of my angelic nature—and fuck her with it while my thumb circles her clit. She's so wet, so hot compared to my cold. The contrast makes us both moan. I can feel her getting close, her thighs trembling around my head.

"Come for me," I command against her flesh. "Let me taste your pleasure."

She comes with a scream that probably wakes the neighbors, flooding my mouth with her essence. I drink her down greedily, my cock pulsing and leaking steadily. When I finally pull back, she's panting, sprawled across the altar like an offering.

"My turn," I growl, standing between her spread thighs.

"Wait," she gasps. "I want to see you. All of you."

I let my wings manifest fully, spreading them wide. They span the entire room, black feathers with that oil-slick shimmer. My cock glows brighter, the blessing ridges more pronounced.

"My God," she breathes.

"Not God," I correct, positioning myself at her entrance. "Quite the opposite."

I push inside her slowly, letting her feel every ridge, every blessed inch. She's so tight, so hot compared to my cooler body. The contrast makes us both moan—her heat trying to warm my eternal cold, my cold trying to temper her burning mortality. It's physics and metaphysics colliding in the most intimate way possible.

"Oh fuck," she gasps, her hands clutching at my shoulders. "You're glowing. Inside me. You're actually glowing. I can see it through my skin."

I look down to where we're joined, and she's right. Her flat stomach shows the faintest luminescence, my divine light visible through her mortal flesh. The sight makes something possessive and primal roar to life in my chest.

"Remnants of divinity," I thrust deeper, watching her face contort with pleasure as each ridge catches and drags against her inner walls. "Imagine how it'll feel when I knot you."

Her eyes fly wide. "When you what?"

"Fallen angels only knot their true mates." I pull almost all the way out, letting her feel every ridge in reverse, before thrusting back in hard. "The question is whether you're mine."

I fuck her slowly at first, letting the blessing ridges do their work. Each one is designed to stroke places inside her that make her see Heaven's light—ironic, considering I'm showing her the darkest kind of pleasure. She wraps her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper, and I feel my control starting to fracture.

"Please," she gasps, nails raking down my back, catching on my wings and making me shudder. "Kayne, please, I need—"

"I know what you need." I hook her legs over my shoulders, changing the angle so I can go deeper. "You need to be claimed. Marked. Made mine in every way that matters."

The new position makes her scream, her power flaring wild. Books fly off shelves. Candles flare three feet high. The house itself seems to pulse with each thrust.

"Control it," I command, even as I drive her higher. "Channel it into me instead of the house. Let me be your lightning rod."

She focuses with visible effort, and suddenly I feel it—her power flowing into me, through me, creating a circuit of pleasure and magic that makes my wings spread impossibly wide, knocking over everything on the altar except her.

"That's it," I praise, fucking her harder now. "Take your angel's cock. Let me corrupt you properly."

"Not corruption," she gasps, meeting my thrusts. "Completion."

The word breaks something in me. I pull out, flip her over, and thrust back in from behind. This angle is deeper, more intense. My hand fists in her hair while the other grips her hip hard enough to bruise.

"You want completion?" I growl, my knot beginning to swell. "Then take all of me."

The knot catches on each thrust, stretching her wider. She's so wet, so ready, but I still work her slowly, letting her adjust. My precum makes everything heightened, more sensitive. I reach around to circle her clit, and she comes immediately, clenching around me so hard I see stars again.

"Kayne! It's so big, I can't—"

"You can. You will. You're mine, Rebecca. My witch. My mate." My knot swells fully, and with one final thrust, I lock inside her. We both scream.

The knot pulses, and I come harder than I have in three centuries. Divine light pours out of me, filling her with cum that glows like liquid starlight. I can see it through her skin, filling her belly with light. It goes on and on, my cock pulsing with each wave.

"Mine," I gasp against her shoulder. "My mate. My witch. Mine."

"Yours," she agrees, and I feel the bond snap into place between us. Permanent. Unbreakable. Holy despite my fallen state.

We stay locked together for an hour, my cock never softening, micro-movements making us both moan. She comes three more times just from the knot pulsing inside her, each orgasm making her glow brighter.

"Is it always like this?" she asks when she can speak again.

"No," I admit, pressing kisses to her spine. "This is... more. You're more. I think you might be my redemption."

"Or your further damnation."

"Worth it either way."


CHAPTER FIVE
REBECCA

We're still knotted when the sun rises, Kayne's cock hard and pulsing inside me despite coming multiple times. Apparently, angels don't have a refractory period. Every time I think his knot is going down, he shifts slightly, and it swells again.

"You're going to kill me," I gasp as another orgasm builds. The blessing ridges are torture and ecstasy, each one stroking me perfectly.

"Angels can't kill their mates," he says, voice rough. "We can only elevate them. Transform them. Corrupt them into something divine."

He's still fucking me from behind, slow and deep, his knot ensuring he can't pull out more than an inch. The constant fullness is overwhelming. I can feel his cum sloshing inside me with each movement, so much that my belly is slightly distended. When I look down, I can see the glow through my skin, like I've swallowed starlight.

"Look at you," he growls, pulling me up so my back is against his chest. "So full of my cum you're glowing. Every supernatural creature for miles can sense you've been claimed by an angel."

His hand slides down to my belly, pressing gently. I can feel the cum shift inside me, and the sensation makes me moan. His other hand comes up to play with my breasts, fingers pinching and rolling my nipples until they're swollen and sensitive.

"I want to mark you everywhere," he confesses, cock pulsing harder. "Your mouth, your breasts, your ass. Want everyone to see my light on your skin and know you belong to me."

"Do it," I challenge. "Mark me."

His knot finally starts to decrease after another twenty minutes and one more shared orgasm. When he pulls out, cum gushes from me, glowing as it runs down my thighs. There's so much it pools on the altar, luminescent and strange.

But Kayne's not done. His cock is still hard, still glowing. He turns me around, lifting me to sit on the altar edge again.

"Open your mouth," he commands.

I obey, and he slides his cock between my lips. The taste of us combined—his divine precum, my mortal arousal, the lingering sweetness of his cum—makes me moan around him. He fucks my mouth slowly, letting me adjust to his size.

"That's it," he praises. "Take it all. Let me corrupt that pretty mouth."

When he comes, it's almost too much. Divine cum floods my mouth, glowing as I swallow. Some escapes, dripping down my chin and onto my breasts, leaving luminescent trails. He pulls out and continues coming, painting my breasts with ropes of glowing cum.

"Beautiful," he says, rubbing it into my skin like lotion. It absorbs quickly, leaving me faintly luminescent all over. "Now everyone will know. You've been claimed by the divine."

"We're not done, are we?" I ask, seeing his cock still hard, still ready.

"Angels have stamina," he says with a dark smile. "And you're handling it beautifully. Your nephilim blood is stronger than I thought."

He lays me back on the altar, spreading my legs wide. This time when he enters me, it's different. The angle lets him go impossibly deep, and I can see my stomach bulge slightly with each thrust. The blessing ridges catch and drag perfectly, and within minutes I'm climbing toward another orgasm.

"I want to try something," he says, wings spreading wide. "Trust me?"

"Yes."

His wings wrap around us, and suddenly I'm not just feeling my pleasure—I'm feeling his too. The dual sensation of fucking and being fucked, of his cold and my heat, of divine and mortal. It's overwhelming, transcendent.

"Oh God," I scream, coming so hard my vision whites out.

"Not God," he corrects again, but he's smiling. "Though I understand the confusion."

He fucks me through the orgasm and into another, his stamina seemingly endless. My pussy is so sensitive, every ridge makes me see stars. When his knot starts swelling again, I almost cry from the intensity.

"Too much?" he asks, slowing.

"Never too much. I want all of you."

The knot catches, swells, locks us together again. This time when he comes, I swear I can feel it in my soul—divine light pouring into me, changing me on a molecular level. My own power responds, wrapping around his, and for a moment we're not two beings but one, merged in pleasure and light and something beyond mortal comprehension.

When we finally separate, the sun is high in the sky. I'm covered in his cum, glowing like I've been dipped in liquid moonlight. Every muscle aches pleasantly, and I can still feel him inside me, phantom sensations of his cock, his knot.

"How do you feel?" he asks, helping me sit up.

"Like I've been fucked by an angel," I say, then laugh at the redundancy.

"You're glowing," he observes, running his hands over my luminescent skin. "It's beautiful. You're beautiful."

"Is this permanent?"

"It'll fade in a day or two. Unless I refresh it." His cock twitches, already starting to harden again.

"You're insatiable."

"I haven't had sex in three hundred years," he reminds me. "And never with someone who could handle my true nature. The nun passed out after one round. You've taken my knot twice and you're still conscious, still hungry for more. Do you know how rare that is?"

"My grandmother's journal," I remember suddenly. "She mentioned something about our bloodline being 'touched by divinity.' I thought it was metaphorical."

"Nothing about your grandmother was metaphorical." He helps me off the altar, and my legs shake but hold. "She knew exactly what she was doing when she wrote that summoning. She knew what you'd call."

"You think she meant for this to happen?"

"I think she knew you'd need protection only a Fallen could provide. Someone already damned, who couldn't Fall further. Someone whose corruption was already complete, who could only be redeemed."

"And am I? Redeeming you?"

He shows me his wings. Among the midnight black feathers, several are now tipped with silver. Not white—he'll never be that pure again—but silver like starlight, like hope.

"Every time you come on my cock, another feather turns," he says. "At this rate, I'll have silver wings within the month."

"Then we'd better keep practicing," I say, reaching for his cock again.


CHAPTER SIX
KAYNE

They attack at dawn, because of course they do. Hunters always think they're clever, using the symbolic power of sunrise.

Rebecca is still naked in my arms, bearing my marks, smelling of sex and divine corruption. We'd been in the middle of our fourth round—or was it fifth?—when the first window breaks. Her legs were wrapped around my waist, my cock buried deep inside her, when the blessed blade comes flying through.

I pull out of her with a wet sound, both of us groaning at the loss. My cock is still hard, still glowing, her arousal coating it and making it shine brighter. Her thighs are slick with my cum from our previous rounds, and she's glowing so brightly she could light the room.

"Stay behind me," I order, manifesting clothes on both of us with a thought—though I leave her unmarked skin visible, the glow of my claiming obvious.

"Like hell. This is my house." She stands, legs shaky from being fucked all night, but her power rises around her like armor.

My fierce little witch. Even freshly fucked and marked by a fallen angel, she's ready to fight.

Three hunters burst through the door—two men and a woman, all carrying blessed weapons and wearing crucifixes. They stop short when they see me, taking in my wings, my glowing eyes, the divine light still pulsing under my skin from being balls-deep in Rebecca seconds ago.

"Abomination," the leader spits, middle-aged, scarred, radiating the kind of zealot faith that started wars. His eyes track to Rebecca, taking in her glow, the way she stands slightly bowlegged, the visible marks on her neck. "You've corrupted the witch."

"She summoned me with holy objects," I say calmly, letting my wings spread to their full span. My cock is still visible through my manifested pants, hard and glowing, making my claim even more obvious. "By the old laws, I'm her divine protector. Even fallen, I answer to the summoning."

The woman hunter's eyes widen, unable to look away from my obvious arousal. "That's not possible. She's a dark witch—"

"She's untrained," I correct, stepping closer. They step back. "And under my protection. Attack her, and you attack Heaven's laws, fallen or not."

Rebecca steps beside me, and I feel her power rising, controlled now, focused. She's glorious like this—claimed and powerful and unafraid. Cum literally drips down her thigh as she moves, glowing in the morning light.

"Get out of my grandmother's house," she says quietly, and every ward in the building responds to her voice. The walls themselves pulse with power. "You've threatened me for the last time."

Whitmore's face twists with disgust as he notices the cum trail. "You've lain with this abomination. You're contaminated."

"Thoroughly," Rebecc

a agrees with a smile that's pure sin. "Would you like to see how contaminated?"

She lets her power flare, and the glow from my claiming brightens. She looks like she's made of light, divine and corrupt in equal measure. The female hunter gasps, taking another step back.

The leader raises his blessed blade. "We don't recognize—"

I move faster than human eyes can track, disarming him and lifting him by his throat. My skin burns where the blessed weapons touched me, but I don't flinch. This close, I know he can smell the sex on me, on both of us.

"You don't have to recognize it," I inform him as he chokes. "But you will respect it. She bears my mark now. Any who harm her will face divine retribution, fallen or not. And trust me," I lean in close, letting him see my fangs, "my kind of divine retribution involves suffering you can't imagine."

I drop him, and he scrambles backward. The other hunters are already retreating, fear replacing their righteous fury.

"This isn't over," Whitmore gasps.

Rebecca laughs, dark and confident. "Yes, it is. I have an angel now. Even Heaven can't argue with that." She steps forward, and more cum drips down her leg, glowing like liquid pearl. "And if you come back, I'll let him demonstrate exactly what fallen angels do to those who threaten their mates. Spoiler alert: it involves a lot of screaming, and not the fun kind."

They flee, and the moment the door closes, Rebecca turns and jumps on me, wrapping her legs around my waist. My cock, still hard, still ready, presses against her through our clothes.

"That was the hottest thing I've ever seen," she says, then pulls me down for a kiss that makes my grace sing.

"You're still dripping my cum while threatening hunters," I growl against her mouth. "Do you know what that does to me?"

"Show me."

I vanish our clothes again and thrust into her right there against the door, fucking her while the hunters are probably still in earshot. Let them hear. Let them know she's mine, claimed, protected.

"Mine," I snarl with each thrust.

"Yours," she agrees, coming around my cock, her power shattering every remaining window in the house.

When my knot locks us together again, I carry her to the couch, still buried inside her. We stay joined as the sun rises fully, her glowing in my arms, my wings wrapped around us both.

"They won't be back," I tell her.

"I know." She clenches around my knot, making us both moan. "But if they do, we'll be ready."

"My fierce little witch."

"My fallen angel."

Another feather turns silver.


CHAPTER SEVEN
REBECCA

Six months later

"You're glowing again," I tell Kayne as he rocks into me slowly, taking his time in our bed, a massive four-poster we had custom made to accommodate his wings when they manifest during sex, which is always.

"You make me glow," he responds, voice rough with pleasure. His cock pulses with divine light inside me, those blessing ridges dragging perfectly with each controlled thrust. "My perfect redemption."

The demon hunters never returned. Word spread quickly through their network - the Bennett witch has a fallen angel protector, bound by holy objects and mated by divine law. Even zealots know better than to challenge that combination.

Their leader disappeared entirely, some say he joined a monastery, others say he fled the country. I don't care as long as he's gone.

I've learned to control my power now, trained by an angel who Fell for lust and doesn't regret it. The town respects me, fears me a little, but they come when they need healing. Having a fallen angel as a mate gives me a certain reputation - dangerous enough that no one threatens me, divine enough that they still trust me with their health.

The hospital gave me a raise and a better shift, partly because I'm the best nurse they have, partly because weird things happen to people who upset me now. Nothing harmful, just inconvenient. Like the administrator who tried to write me up for taking too many breaks - he found every pen he touched for a week would only write biblical verses about justice and mercy.

"I love you," I gasp as his knot begins to swell. It happens every time now, this divine claiming. We're properly mated, which according to Kayne is rarer than humans think. Most fallen angels lose the ability to truly mate when they Fall. But I summoned him with holy objects, creating a loophole in the cosmic rules.

"And I love you," he says, wings wrapping around us both, creating our own private universe of black feathers and divine light. "My salvation and my sin."

His knot locks us together, and I arch beneath him, taking everything he gives me. Six months, and it still feels like the first time - overwhelming, transcendent, perfectly right. The bond between us sings, and I swear I can hear actual music, like a distant choir.

When he knots me this time, I notice something different. Among his midnight-black wings, some feathers are turning silver at the tips. Not white - he'll never be that pure again - but silver like starlight, like redemption through corruption.

"Your wings," I breathe, reaching up to touch one of the silver-tipped feathers.

He looks surprised, craning his neck to see. "That's... that shouldn't be possible."

"Maybe the rules are changing," I suggest, running my fingers through his feathers and making him shudder. "Maybe falling doesn't have to be forever."

"I don't want to go back," he says firmly, pressing deeper inside me, his knot ensuring we can't separate even if we wanted to. "Heaven had no room for what I felt, what I wanted. But this? You? This is worth every moment of the Fall."

I pull him down for a kiss, tasting divinity and damnation on his tongue. "Good. Because you're stuck with me now. The angel-claimed witch and her fallen guardian."

"Forever," he agrees, and begins to move again, slow and deep and eternal.

Outside, the sun sets, painting the sky in colors that remind me of his wings - darkness shot through with silver light. The town settles into evening, safe under the protection of a witch who learned to master her power through the love of a fallen angel.

In the kitchen, my grandmother's portrait seems to smile. I think she knew, somehow, what would happen when she wrote that summoning in her journal. Bennett women have always been clever that way.

Kayne's knot finally releases, and he rolls us so I'm sprawled on his chest, his wings cocooning us both. I can feel his cum inside me, still faintly glowing, marking me as his even hours after our joining.

"The town council wants to meet with us next week," I tell him, tracing patterns on his chest. "Officially recognize me as the new hereditary witch."

"Should I accompany you?" His hand cards through my hair, a gentle touch that belies his strength.

"Obviously. Can't have them thinking they can push me around just because Grandma's gone."

He chuckles, the sound reverberating through his chest. "As if anyone could push around a Bennett witch mated to a fallen angel."

"Exactly." I prop myself up to look at him properly. "Besides, I want them to see what they almost destroyed. Let them understand that their fear nearly killed someone who could have helped them."

"And now?"

"Now they get both of us. The witch and the fallen angel. The healing and the sword." I grin. "They should have been more careful what they prayed for."

He flips us again, pinning me beneath him, his wings spreading wide. "Speaking of prayers, I believe you mentioned needing me again?"

"Always," I say, and mean it.

Neither saved nor damned, but something new entirely.

Together.

Forever.

As our bond flares with renewed pleasure and power, I think I finally understand what my grandmother's last note in her journal meant: Sometimes falling is the only way to rise.
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