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      Christopher hated his cage the most. It was big enough for him to stand, but not wide enough for him to raise his arms or turn around. He wasn’t meant to be comfortable. Master said he didn’t deserve comfort. Master said he didn’t deserve anything but misery and suffering. He should be grateful Master kept him at all.

      Christopher endured the punishments. Once upon a time, he’d even enjoyed them, craved them. But that was back when he’d believed in fairy tale love, the kind of dark tales where chaining a person to a wall didn’t necessarily mean they were enemies.

      That was long ago—back when Master was still convincing him that not only did love exist but that Christopher had somehow lucked into finding his dark prince at barely sixteen, far too young to see every red flag waving in his face.

      He sighed, shifting uncomfortably behind the bars before resting his head against the wall, attempting to ignore the seething jealousy coursing through him.

      Master lay on the enormous family-size bed in his penthouse apartment in the city. He wasn’t alone. Outside, beyond the floor to ceiling windows, the lights of the skyline twinkled, looking brighter than any stars overhead, but Christopher could only watch his Master. He hated him—he could say that without any hesitation—but there was this cord, this bond that tied Christopher to him, and it went far beyond anything as frivolous as love. Obsession. Compulsion. Insanity, maybe? But definitely not love.

      Christopher needed Master. Not just for food and shelter, but to breathe. He didn’t know how or why, could never explain it to anybody without sounding as pathetic as he felt, but he was…beholden to him. No matter the level of abuse or degradation. No matter how many years Master spent carving away at who Christopher was.

      Disgust and loathing slithered inside him as he tried not to look at the bed. At Master. Some barely legal twink rode him enthusiastically, seemingly finding Christopher’s presence a turn-on more than a deterrent. Christopher had once found it exciting, too. Being watched. Being shared. Back when he thought it was his choice. Now, he knew better. There was no choice. There was only Master.

      He wanted to sleep. His eyes burned and his brain felt like it was stuffed with cotton. Sleep wasn’t an option. If Master had put him in the box under the bed, he could have possibly drifted away, drowning out the sound of the boy’s moaning. It was dark and though there was no cushion, he didn’t feel the pressure to keep himself awake like he did in the cage.

      There was no protection in the cage. Plenty of room between the iron bars for knives or nails or fists. It wasn’t smart to let his guard down with Master so close. Hypervigilance sort of came with the territory after eight years of captivity.

      Christopher let his head loll toward the window, frowning as a blur of movement caught his attention on the balcony, almost as if something had fallen. Had he reached a level of exhaustion where he was now hallucinating? It wouldn’t have been the first time.

      Christopher’s eyes went wide, his breath leaving him in a forced exhale as the glass doors leading outside exploded inward, the walls surrounding it spider-webbing with a sound that made Christopher’s whole body numb and his tongue stick to the roof of his mouth.

      Then a man was standing there, inside Master’s bedroom, looking incongruously normal as the tempered glass wall behind him began to drop dramatically to the marble floor like tiny diamonds.

      Christopher wasn’t the only one startled. Master threw the boy off him, bolting to his feet, seemingly unbothered by his nudity. “Who the fuck are you?” he snarled.

      That was a great question. Christopher leaned forward against his will. The man was striking, though not in the flashy heroin chic rockstar way Master was. He preferred leather pants and expensive designer labels. The intruder’s clothing, however, looked expensive, but understated, like any other wall street trader or overpriced attorney one might see on the street.

      Christopher couldn’t stop looking at the man. He wore a perfectly tailored gray suit that hugged his broad shoulders and trim waist. He had perfectly quaffed chestnut hair that pushed off his face, exposing strong brows, full lips, and a square jaw with a dimple in his chin. He looked like he’d left a board meeting to make this grand sweeping entrance into the bedroom. Except, that bedroom was on the fifteenth floor.

      So, where the fuck had he come from?

      The man sneered at Master, who looked at the boy who’d shared his bed moments ago. The boy darted forward as if to defend Master, but the moment he touched the man in the fancy suit, he dropped like a stone at his feet, smoke erupting from his ears and nostrils as if he’d burned from the inside out. Christopher gasped, drawing the stranger’s attention.

      He tilted his head, frowning as he looked at Christopher naked and caged, and he felt it in his core like a caress. They stared at each other for a long moment, as if sizing each other up, before the man seemed to dismiss him. He imagined he didn’t look very threatening.

      “You’ll pay for that,” Master swore, glaring at the boy on the ground like an expensive broken vase, which had disappointed him by not protecting itself better. The stranger’s outward appearance morphed, leaving what could only be described as a demon in its place. A demon. A fucking demon. The kind Christopher had only read about in books. But there was no other word for what was standing there before him in that upscale Manhattan apartment.

      While the stranger who’d arrived was six foot two at best in his human suit, this demonic entity was easily seven feet tall, with red leathery skin, huge black wings, a long tail, and eyes that burned orange like fire in the dim light. He was also very naked and very well endowed…by human standards anyway.

      Christopher swallowed the sudden lump in his throat, unsure what to make of this overwhelming creature who’d sprung from the body of a mortal man. Maybe he was high. Or sleeping. Maybe he’d died and this was Hell. But if it was Hell, shouldn’t he be more afraid? The current emotion coursing through him certainly wasn’t fear.

      This stranger wasn’t the only one who seemed to suddenly transform. Master dropped to his knees, his tone sniveling. “Forgive me, my liege. I didn’t recognize you.”

      “Forgive you?” the demon asked, his voice dry and rough as sandpaper. “I’ve searched for you for over a decade while you’ve squatted here, enslaving humans, living amongst them like you have the right? Forgive you? You’re lucky I didn’t liquify your insides on the spot.”

      Master’s gaze dared to dart upward, the sound leaving his lips barely more than a whimper as the creature gave a low rumbling growl that went straight to Christopher’s cock. Maybe it was seeing Master brought to his knees after years of abuse or maybe Christopher had a weird monster fetish he’d never realized until just that moment, but either way, he pressed himself closer to the bars, the cold metal a balm to his suddenly overheated skin.

      “My lord, surely you understand… You were trying to kill me. It was self-preservation.”

      The monster gave a hissing laugh. “You’re an abomination. You were never meant to exist. Now, all you’ve done is piss me off and prolonged the inevitable. You’re lucky I don’t find torture and suffering as addictive as my brother. I’ll make it a quick death.”

      Master’s head snapped up, for once looking truly terrified. “Surely, I can offer you something? There must be others you can take first? The list of your…abominations is long, no? Surely, it would take you another decade at least to collect them all. My boy… Take him? He looks a bit…ugly, but I assure you, he’s an impeccable slave. Docile, subservient. I’ve made him the perfect whore. Take him. You can have him. Just let me be the last on your list.”

      They both turned to look at Christopher, who refused to cower under their gaze. He was the perfect whore, but he didn’t think Master deserved the credit for that. Christopher had dreamed of serving since he was old enough to know sexual submission was a thing that existed outside of erotica novels.

      “You think to offer me a human? What did you do to it?” the monster rumbled.

      “What? The scarring? He likes it. You can even make him beg for it. He needs it. I’ve seen to that. I assure you, he’s well trained. You can do anything to him and he’ll still moan like a little slut. I promise. Sometimes, he cries, but more often than not, he begs for more.” This wasn’t the first time Christopher had been forced to listen to Master list off his qualifications like he was nothing more than livestock, but, somehow, it was more shameful in front of this…whatever he was.

      Christopher used to love being Master’s submissive, or at least the idea of it. But Master had made him almost unrecognizable through years of torture and abuse, both physically and spiritually. Still, when the demon looked at Christopher, he turned his good side towards him, still wanting this monster to think him beautiful.

      The creature moved faster than Christopher’s eyes could even register. Master was kneeling at his feet and then dangling from his clawed fist, feet jerking as he fought for purchase, his skin turning red, then purple, as spit flew from his lips. Christopher found he could no longer breathe either. He clawed at his own throat, falling back against the wall. What the fuck?

      The creature growled. “You’re an incubus. He’s tied to you. Look at him! Even now, he fights to take in a breath simply by the strength of your hold over him. I don’t get what Father sees in these creatures, but you knew the rules, even here on Earth, and you chose to spend your time enslaving humans, mating with them, bending them to your will.”

      Master scrabbled at the creature’s wrist ineffectually. “I only did what you created me to do. I only exist because of you. Please—”

      Whatever he was about to say died as the creature punched through Master’s chest and ripped his heart from his body. Christopher screamed at the burning pain that shot through his own chest, unable to stop from glancing down, expecting to see a fist-sized hole there as well.

      But the pain was fleeting. The moment Master—Vincent’s—heart stopped, it was as if a veil had fallen from Christopher’s eyes. The constant desperation to be near him, to please him, was just…gone, like a cord had been severed. Had all of this truly been against his will? Had he enslaved himself to a monster in a human suit? He blinked, feeling like he was waking up from an eight year nightmare.

      Before he could fall too deeply into his existential crisis, the creature turned his attention to Christopher. He could only watch as he prowled closer, stopping when there was nothing between them but the bars of the cage. He peered downward, inhaling deeply like he could smell him. “You weren’t meant to see any of that,” he rumbled.

      Christopher swallowed hard, giving a stilted nod. “But I did.”

      The creature gave a world-weary sigh. “Yes, you did.”

      “Are you going to kill me?” Christopher heard himself ask, his heartbeat only now starting to gallop in his chest once more.

      “I’m afraid I must.” Christopher could feel tears filling his eyes. “Human tears don’t move me,” the monster assured him.

      “That makes sense, I guess,” Christopher said, resignation heavy in his words. “Can I, at least, ask a question first?”

      The monster’s response was a hissing chuckle, like steam escaping a pipe. “Are you going to ask me what I am? Because there’s truly no simple answer to that. Fallen angel, demon, killer of monsters.”

      “I was just going to ask your name,” Christopher said with a watery laugh. “But that is a cool bio. Like a video game character.”

      The creature grinned, revealing rows of sharp teeth. “I have many names. You might know me as Lucifer, Satan, the Morningstar, the light-bearer, God’s chosen one…but most people call me Samyaza.”

      The snort of laughter that escaped from Christopher was beyond his control. He pressed his fist to his mouth until his teeth left indentations, but still he couldn’t stop the laughter spilling from his lips. After spending years as an apparently unwilling sex slave to a monster who’d carved him up like a Thanksgiving turkey, he was about to be slaughtered by a demon named…Sam. Fucking Sam.

      Sam tilted his head, once more looking at Christopher like one might examine a newly discovered species. “Are you having a psychotic break, human?”

      Christopher could only laugh harder, the bars of his cage digging into his back. Was he? He was laughing in a demon’s face but he was crying, too, scalding tears trailing over his cheeks as he pondered his life ending just as he got it back. “Possibly. Before you kill me can you at least let me out of this cage?”

      Once more, Sam frowned. “I would think you’d prefer the barrier. I am a monster.”

      “Will this cage save me from my fate?” Christopher asked.

      Sam scoffed. “Of course not.”

      Christopher wiped at his face. “Then I’d prefer not to die in here.”

      Sam the demon gripped the cage’s door, ripping it from its hinges and tossing it to the floor with no effort before turning and retreating a few paces to let Christopher exit. Once he was free, Christopher swept past Sam and walked to the hook where a black silk robe hung, slipping it on and tying it.

      “I don’t really want to die naked,” he explained without being asked. “Being found with these two will be embarrassing enough. I wish I smoked,” he added, almost as an afterthought. “This seems like a cigarette kind of moment.”

      Sam frowned, stalking closer. “I can’t figure out if you’re brave or traumatized. I’ve never seen anybody meet their death with such a level of calm.”

      “Haven’t you heard? My generation can’t wait to die. Blame it on our nihilistic Gen-X parents.”

      It was meant to be a joke, but the moment the words left his lips, he longed to take them back. He really didn’t want to fucking die in this penthouse with that fucking piece of shit Vincent or the poor dummy who’d died trying to save him. He wanted his eight years back.

      “What if I told you I’m willing to honor Vincent’s trade?” he asked.

      “Pardon?’

      “I know I’m not much to look at anymore thanks to him”—he paused to glare at Vincent and the gaping hole in his chest—“but he wasn’t wrong. I’m well trained. An excellent submissive. I do…like pain. Not so much with the disfigurement though if you could do without it. But I could handle it too…if that was your thing. I’ve never been with a demon before”—he once more glanced down at his former master— “or I guess I have, but he didn’t look like you.” He licked his lips, looking at Sam’s thick, uncut cock. “With enough prep, I’m sure we could make it work.” I hope.

      Sam gaped at him. “You—are you saying you’d let me breed you in this form?”

      Christopher bit his lower lip, letting it drag between his teeth before he shrugged, gazing up at Sam from beneath thick, black lashes. “I mean, I kinda preferred you in the suit and tie, but I’m not going to lie, I think I kind of dig the horns and the wings. The claws are a little terrifying when I think of all my soft bits, but you can’t make me any uglier than Vincent already has.”

      “No amount of scarring could make you ugly, pet.”

      The softness in the demon’s words made Christopher feel like he had fishhooks in his lungs, and the odd term of endearment—pet—made the blood rush to his dick. “I could be your pet, your boy. I hated calling him master. He didn’t deserve it. But maybe something else for you… Sir? Daddy?”

      A soft snarl escaped from Sam’s lips and Christopher couldn’t help but take advantage, stepping closer to run his hands along Sam’s chest. It didn’t feel like human skin, but it was smooth over the bulk of his muscles, velvet over steel. “Daddy?” he tried again. “Do you like it when I call you that?”

      This time, it wasn’t a growl but more a frustrated rumble. “This is madness. I have no use for a human. You are strange, silly, frivolous creatures. I have a job to do. But… But I won’t kill you.”

      Christopher should have felt relief at his words, but disappointment flooded his system, soaking his words as he scoffed. “Look at me. Look what he’s done to me. What kind of life can I have with half of my face mutilated? If you don’t want me, you might as well kill me.”

      In the time it took Christopher to blink, Sam was in his human form once more, back in his gray suit. Fuck, that was cool. When Sam stepped forward, butterflies took flight in Christopher’s stomach. When he cupped his face, his cock throbbed. How long had it been since somebody had touched him in kindness? Had they ever?

      A strange warmth seemed to pulse from Sam’s hands, and when he dropped them to Christopher’s shoulders and turned him toward the full length mirror leaned against the wall, his mouth fell open. His pale skin was no longer marred by raised red lines. There was no thick scar running from the corner of his mouth to his brow. His eyelid no longer drooped from where Vincent had severed the nerve.

      Christopher stumbled closer to the mirror. It was him but…not. His long dark hair still curled down to his shoulders, but his pale skin looked pink and healthy, the dark circles under his eyes had disappeared, his lips were cherry red, and his pale blue eyes seemed lit from within. He turned back to Sam. “What did you do to me?”

      “I healed you. Nothing more. You have the face of an angel. Believe me, I’d know. There’s nothing you couldn’t have looking the way you do. Humans are such simple creatures. Especially human men. You can have anything you want from them, if you only ask.”

      Christopher met Sam’s gaze, noting his eyes were a rich jade green with threads of gold. “What if I don’t want that?”

      “Want what? To live?”

      “What if I don’t want some simple human man?” Christopher asked.

      Sam shook his head. “What are you asking?”

      Christopher smiled. “I guess you could say I’m a human standing in front of a demon, begging him to let me call him Daddy.”

      The movie reference was clearly lost on Sam, but he studied him with such intensity it felt like he was examining his insides. Finally, he shook his head, seeming both confused and exasperated. “Put some clothes on. You can’t go anywhere dressed like that.”

      Christopher’s heart soared in his chest as he rushed to comply. He pulled on the first pair of jeans he found and a soft oversized silver sweater. “You realize they’re probably going to think I murdered them, right?” he said, tone conversational.

      Sam snapped his fingers. “You can’t murder anybody if you’re dead.”

      Christopher froze. Was that a threat? Was Sam just toying with him? Had he intended to kill him this whole time? Sam smirked, pointing to the bodies on the floor. Christopher sucked in a breath at the sight of his face on the dead twink’s body. He jerked his head back before the mirror, lip curling as he realized he wore the dead boy’s face.

      Sam chuckled. “Relax, pet. It’s simply a glamor. It will be gone as soon as we are. Let’s go.”
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      “How did it go?”

      Sam cut his eyes to his brother, Arakiel, who lounged behind Sam’s large oak desk, feet kicked up, voice droll, as he twirled a pen end over end along his knuckles. Arakiel already knew how it had gone. He was just being an ass. He was always just being an ass.

      “I’m not in the mood today, Brother.”

      Ari snorted, his laugh condescending. “Are you ever in the mood?” When Sam didn’t take the bait, he asked, “Are you going to do it?”

      Sam pinched the bridge of his nose, fixating on the gray brick walls, letting his eyes roam higher to the ribbed vaulted ceiling. “I have no use for your riddles or head games. What is the ‘it’ you speak of?”

      Ari chuckled. “I love when you make me work for it, Brother. The ‘it’ I speak of is the human boy I imagine is currently lounging in all his cherubic glory on that gothic monstrosity of a bed in your chambers down the hall. Do you truly intend to…bed it?” The last words dripped with mock disdain, like he’d seen a roach crawl across Sam’s desk.

      Sam didn’t ask how Ari knew. He always knew. With a flick of his wrist and a shake of some animal bones, Ari could see all. Yet, somehow, he couldn’t—or most likely wouldn’t—see how close he was to pushing Sam too far. Annoying people was Ari’s version of a hobby and Sam was his favorite target. They might have celestial roots, but Ari was very much suffering from middle-child syndrome.

      “And if I do?” Sam asked, kicking himself for even entertaining the question. It wasn’t Ari’s business. Sam was the head of the Grigori. He didn’t need to justify his actions to anybody, least of all Ari.

      Ari let his loafered feet fall to the gleaming hardwood floors. “If you do,” he said, rising from Sam’s chair to stretch loudly, giving him a glimpse of toned copper skin and black ink tattooed across his side, “I’d ask if you were off your fucking nut.” At Sam’s snarl, his brother added, “Respectfully.” His tone was mockingly light, his hands gesticulating wildly.

      Sam wanted to tell Ari to mind his own fucking business, that he was free to do as he pleased, but, instead, he walked to the bar in the corner of his office and poured himself two fingers of bourbon, swallowing the fiery liquid like it was ice water and he was dying of dehydration.

      Sam had no idea why he’d taken the boy. His dick twitched behind his zipper just at the thought of all that pale skin and curly shoulder-length brown hair. Okay, so he had some idea as to why he’d taken him. In the eons he’d been on this planet, never once had anyone, much less a human, gazed up at him in his true form and asked to serve him. It was a heady sensation. One Sam hadn’t been able to ignore, whether he intended to take the boy or not.

      It wasn’t as if Sam was desperate for sexual gratification. He wasn’t. There was no shortage of his kind walking amongst the humans. Sam and the other watchers had made sure of that years ago. There was no need to try to seek comfort with a…human. While they might be his father’s favored progeny, to him, they were nothing more than pretty chimpanzees with quirky habits. He enjoyed studying their customs, their cultures, and, once upon a time, he’d even enjoyed teaching them all the knowledge his father had tried to hide from them. But now, he viewed them the way humans might a pretty insect.

      But this boy, Christopher, had thrown him when he’d gazed up at him with those liquid hazel eyes and begged not to live but to serve, serve Sam—service Sam—in his demon form. It was madness, really. He wasn’t certain any human could handle him in his true form, at least not comfortably, but Christopher hadn’t sought comfort, just his life and maybe some form of wish fulfillment, because when he’d looked at Sam in his demon form, he’d been not only scared but aroused, and it was that combination of fear and sex that had overwhelmed Sam’s better judgment. How could he say no to that?

      As wrong as it seemed, Sam wanted to know what it felt like to bed and breed the boy, not only in his human form but as his true self. Especially when the boy had called him Daddy. One of those odd human quirks he’d once found so fascinating. People with Daddy issues wanting to call a stranger Daddy while bedding them. Over several centuries, Sam had sired hundreds of offspring with other demons, but he was no father figure.

      But Christopher didn’t want a father figure. He wanted a master—somebody to use him—and Father forgive him, he’d slipped. His first slip in a thousand years. Even now, when he should be forming a cohesive plan to finish his list and end his millennia of suffering, he could only think about the boy in his chamber.

      “Well?” Ari said, impatience leaching into his voice.

      That’s right. His brother had asked him a question. Sam sighed, pouring another two fingers and downing it. “This conversation is tedious. There’s no harm in me playing with him until I’ve completed my mission.”

      Sam watched Ari’s reflection cross his arms over his broad chest in the large mirrored wall before him. His brother was an odd duck in human form. Tall and toned, skin sun-kissed like those of Middle Eastern descent the originals created in his father’s image with inky black strands, a full beard, and lashes so black he always seemed to be wearing makeup. Sometimes, he was. Today, he wore expensive tailored black slacks and an obnoxiously loud button down shirt, which had probably cost as much as his Balenciaga loafers that he insisted on wearing without socks, a habit Sam found nauseating.

      “You’ve got five more names on your list and then you’re finished. Forever. You get to finally rest. Why would you risk losing your chance at salvation by dabbling with a human? It would be like deciding to stick your dick in a houseplant. They aren’t like us. They can never be like us. They’re…simpletons.”

      Sam spun around. “Who cares? What precisely is so great about us? We led a rebellion, fell from grace, corrupted our father’s chosen ones. The ones he loved over all others. We bred with demons and created a race of monsters so vile we’ve been cleaning up our own mess for centuries. And don’t get me started on those who fell and bred with the daughters of man.” Sam took a deep breath and let it out, reining in his temper. “I’m just amusing myself. Why shouldn’t I enjoy my final days here on Earth before I blink from existence?”

      “You could be saved.”

      Sam rolled his eyes. “Our father told me himself that the best we can hope for is nothingness. A peaceful abyss. Do you truly believe we will be saved? That Heaven will invite us back in with open arms? You can’t. Because only a fool would believe that, and you, for all your many, many faults, Arakiel, are no fool.”

      “Look at you, minutes into this human’s presence and you’re already becoming quite maudlin, Brother,” Ari said. “I choose to believe that there is redemption and forgiveness for even the darkest of souls.”

      “We have no souls, Ari,” Sam reminded him. “You can choose to alleviate your fears with thoughts of rainbows and reunions with our brothers, but the truth is, all that waits for us when we finish our lists is a swift death and an afterlife in the void, floating in darkness.”

      Ari’s dark eyes softened. “Brother—”

      Sam held up his hand. “I have no fear of judgment or the darkness. After centuries here, it sounds like a bliss I can only begin to imagine.”

      “So, this boy, this…human…is some final hurrah? A going away gift to yourself?” Ari asked, no longer sounding amused or even angry, just confused.

      Sam didn’t blame him. He’d had no love of Earth, no true pull to see anything good happen to his father’s most prolific science project, but yes. If he was being honest with himself, the idea of spending his final months bedding and breeding that boy, forcing him to bend to his will, burying himself in every part of him…it seemed like a gift. One he wouldn’t refuse himself after all these years. “Perhaps.”

      “And the others? Our brothers? The ones who sit around that table,”—he gestured to the large oak table—“what of them? Will you tell them they can now go out and take human lovers? Keep them as pets? Use them the way our half-demon offspring have? Surely, even you, the great Samyaza, God’s chosen one, can see the danger in giving this lot even a small amount of freedom. Look at the havoc we’ve already caused.”

      “What I do is none of their concern. I didn’t ask to be your leader. If you wish for me to step down, then say so. If not, I suggest you, and them, mind your business and focus on your own missions. Besides, they need not know why he’s here.”

      Ari scoffed. “They are seers, animancers, necromancers, clairsentients, clairvoyants. They already know. I knew the moment you arrived with him. I can smell him even down here among the stagnant water that runs beneath the city. He smells like overly perfumed flowers.” He wrinkled his nose. “I can smell how much he wants you, and, if I can, so can the others.”

      “You’re being dramatic. Have I kept you from practicing your talents? Do I force you to keep your magical gifts bound? No. My gifts are flesh based. I’m the embodiment of lust. That is how Father made me. Despite all his attempts to make us sexless, unfeeling soldiers, my gifts always came down to two things, Arakiel. Fucking and fighting. I set off a chain reaction of events that bred a race of halflings just like the incubus I murdered last night. All to set myself free from His hold so I could fully explore my gifts. Sex, lust, attraction, desire, obsession…that all only exists because I fell. Why shouldn’t I reap the fruits of my labor? Why shouldn’t I be able to have one last pretty thing for myself before being cast into the abyss?”

      Ari raised a dark brow. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you become so vocal about a human before. Or anybody, really.”

      Sam shrugged. “It’s not the boy, it’s your insolence. I don’t like being questioned.”

      “I hadn’t noticed,” Ari said with a smirk before it fell away once more. “You won’t be able to hide him from the others. Like I said, I can smell him. But more importantly, I can feel him. He’s the snake hidden beneath the flowers, Brother. Mark my words. Bringing this human into our midst just set off a chain reaction none of us are prepared to face.”

      Sam thought of the boy’s countenance once more. “He’s no serpent. Azazel was the serpent. He’s the one who triggered the first chain reaction by falling in love. First with Lilith and then by breeding with Eve.”

      “Yet, Azazel pled for forgiveness, kissed our father’s feet, and swore to never fall again. Now, he reigns supreme in Hell.”

      Sam scoffed. “Is that what you wanted? To be the king of pain? To rule over lakes of fire with nothing but the screams of suffering humans as the soundtrack to your life?”

      Ari shrugged. “I would have at least liked the opportunity to repent, to beg forgiveness. Doesn’t it ever bother you? Azazel is the one who talked us into this rebellion and yet he’s forgiven, even after introducing sin to Father’s chosen ones. It’s bullshit.”

      Sam crossed the room, falling into his chair and leaning back. This was hardly the first time they’d discussed Azazel and it most certainly wouldn’t be the last, but, tonight, he found he had less patience for it than usual. “Bullshit or no, we don’t get to question Father’s decisions. Doing so is how we got here in the first place.”

      Ari shook his head. “I truly don’t get you sometimes, Brother. You are supposed to be the level-headed one. The one who rules with his head, not his heart. The head on your shoulders, that is. When the others realize what you’ve done, you’ll start a war.”

      “Over a human boy? He’s simply a play thing. A bed-warmer. Surely not worthy of triggering a global outcry from our kind. I’m not the first fallen one to bed a human. Hell, I walked in on one an hour ago doing just that. They seemed to be enjoying themselves quite a bit.”

      “And where are they now?” Ari asked.

      Sam’s stomach clenched. Fuck. He’d walked right into Ari’s trap. “Dead.”

      “Precisely. As they should be. It’s immoral for our kind to mate with their kind and you know it. You’re being selfish, Samyaza. Kill him. Or if, for some reason, you can’t bring yourself to do that, fry his brain and then cut him loose in the city and let him ramble on the sidewalks about angels and demons like the other forgotten humans do.”

      The thought of chucking Christopher out into the streets, brain scrambled, a victim to both other humans and the elements made his blood boil. The boy might be just a play thing, but he would be Sam’s plaything only. He didn’t like sharing his toys. Especially not pretty toys filled with dirty promise, begging him to break them.

      “I’ll do no such thing. Let it go, Ari. None of this is as dire as you make it out to be. If you offered up predictions like this to your followers, they’d label you a charlatan without a moment’s hesitation.”

      “That’s the difference between us, Brother. I don’t mind being labeled a fraud if the warnings and predictions I give are true. I’d rather speak the truth and be mocked than sell pretty lies at the expense of my integrity.”

      “Integrity? You spawned a race of halfling psychics, mediums, and empaths. You, yourself, have bred with humans and demons alike over the years, causing them to be filled with angst and dread. You gave them just enough knowledge to make them feel hopeless and insignificant, so spare me the lecture on integrity, Arakiel. Nobody would thank you for their gifts if they knew the price they’d paid for receiving those gifts.”

      Ari threw up his hands in a dramatic display. “You’re being impossible. I’ll do my best to keep the others at bay, but you better sort your shit out, and fast.”

      Sam felt a smile spread across his face at his brother’s theatrical tantrum. He’d missed his calling as a flamboyant Vegas illusionist. “Goodnight, Arakiel.”

      Ari didn’t say a word, just threw up his middle finger, holding it at a height Sam wasn’t likely to miss.

      Once he was alone, he found himself replaying his argument with Ari. The irony was he’d had no intention of honoring Christopher’s request. He’d only taken the human boy with him so he’d have more time to figure out what to do with him. At least, that was what he’d told himself before Ari decided Sam couldn’t have him.

      Sam might have started out life as one of God’s perfect soldiers, but he’d never been a fan of orders, of being told what he could and couldn’t do. Maybe that was why it had been so easy for Tamiel and Azazel to convince Sam that the key to their happiness was to fall from Heaven, to wreak havoc on Earth.

      Sam had done a great deal of stupid things just to prove he could and many more just to prove to others that if they said he couldn’t, then he not only would, but he’d do it in a spectacular display of defiance.

      It brought a smile to his face to think that Ari’s dire warnings and grim predictions about Christopher’s place in Sam’s bed were the very thing that had driven Sam to make the decision to bed him in the first place. One might even say it was Ari’s fault.

      Sam had never mated or bred a human before, but he imagined it couldn’t be much different than bedding another angel or even a demon. He just needed to be careful. He wanted Christopher broken, wanted him begging, but not so broken Sam couldn’t put the pieces back together when he was done with him.

      Sam might be a monster, but he was a considerate monster. Besides, if Christopher liked Sam’s horns and wings, wait until he saw his tongue. His real tongue. The thought had his cock thickening behind his zipper. Yeah, it was time to pay his new toy a visit.
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      Christopher had no idea what to do with his hands or his clothes or anything, really. It was like he’d spent the last eight years in a coma and had suddenly woken with no memory. Now that Vincent was dead, his spell was broken and Christopher felt lost. But more than that, he felt used. And stupid. A small part of him tried to console himself with the thought that he’d fallen victim to a magic he hadn’t known existed, but some other part of him wondered how he could be so stupid as to believe somebody like him in the first place.

      And now, there was Sam…a literal demon. A demon Christopher had promised to serve—sexually—in any way that demon saw fit to use him. The thought should’ve scared him. The size of his cock alone should have terrified Christopher, but he’d once heard a statistic that the human anus could stretch up to seven inches, and while Sam was long and thicker than anything Christopher had ever seen in demon form, he was certainly not seven inches thick.

      But it would hurt. Christopher shivered in anticipation. He loved that sharp spike of pain and adrenaline. Just thinking about being held down and fucked by Sam in his demon form had him hard and a little sweaty. But Sam in his human form was equally compelling. Maybe it was just Sam.

      The whole ride back to the church—the irony had not been lost on him—Sam had remained silent, but there was a restrained violence that seemed to live just below the calm exterior. Even when he smiled, there was always this look in his eyes that said he could snap and murder a city block, leaving them bruised and bloody, without even mussing his hair.

      Christopher wanted to say he didn’t know why that idea turned him on, but he did. Of course, he did. Nobody had ever loved Christopher. Not ever. He’d been a footnote in the life of every person who was supposed to care about him. So much so that when he went missing eight years ago, nobody had even bothered to look for him.

      The memory was a gut punch. Not the physical kind—he’d learned to handle those long ago—but the kind that caused your brain to flood with chemicals that made you hurt in your soul. What would it be like to have somebody love him? To have somebody love him so much they’d kill or die for him? Didn’t everybody want somebody who loved them enough to set the world on fire for them?

      Christopher shook the thought away. That wasn’t what this was about. It was about staying alive by keeping Sam satisfied. If Christopher had to hurt, to bleed, to suffer, all the better. Christopher was an excellent victim. Vincent had told him on the regular that he was pretty when he cried. He’d take Vincent’s word for it. When he was being abused, Christopher drifted to a place inside himself, had since he was little. But it was better that way. The world he’d built in his head was far superior to the one he’d been born into.

      Would Sam care that he disappeared into himself? Vincent didn’t. As long as he opened his mouth for his cock, as long as he cried and begged and subjugated himself when he’d demanded. Christopher could do that on auto-pilot. He was very good at disassociating. If he had any kind of superpower, that was his.

      There was no sense in delaying the inevitable. Christopher stripped himself naked, kneeled on the cold tile floor, placed his hands behind his back, gazing down at the intricate mosaic tile work and just let his mind grow quiet. He didn’t know how much time passed before the heavy door of Sam’s chamber creaked open, but Christopher’s knees and shoulders ached.

      Christopher didn’t raise his gaze, didn’t speak, but he was aware of Sam on an atomic level. Could hear the way he stopped dead for just the briefest of moments, barely a pause, before he began to walk around the bedroom as if Christopher wasn’t naked and waiting. Still, he could feel Sam’s gaze on him, heavy as a blanket. As he took off his watch, slipped off his expensive shoes, he never took his eyes off Christopher.

      There was the sound of ruffling fabric but not the sound of it falling. Was he rolling up his sleeves? Removing his tie? Unbuttoning his top buttons? The idea of seeing Sam’s throat exposed made Christopher’s cock jump like it was Victorian times and he’d just gotten a peek at an ankle. What was he doing? Was Sam not going to acknowledge him at all? Vincent had done that sometimes but only as punishment. Only in the box and, sometimes, in the cage when he forced him to watch.

      From the corner of his eye, Christopher watched Sam sit in the black velvet Queen Anne chair, crossing his leg, ankle over knee, slouched like some bored prince. He supposed that was what he was. A prince of the underworld. Lucifer, himself, maybe. That was what he’d said anyway. Who was Christopher to argue with a seven-foot leather-skinned demon?

      “Look at me.”

      Christopher raised his eyes to Sam’s. His heartbeat galloped in his chest. In just those few minutes Sam had been gone, Christopher had forgotten how striking the older man was, the power he exuded just sitting in a chair, barefoot. His cock hardened. Sam noticed. Vincent would have walked over and stomped on it, but Sam arched a brow, a slow smirk stretching across his face.

      “What am I going to do with you?” he asked, his voice a low timbre that was nothing like the growl of his demon side.

      “What do you want to do with me, Daddy?” Christopher asked, liking the way the honorific rolled from his tongue. His demon Daddy. What a strange twisted turn Christopher’s life had taken.

      Sam rose in one graceful move, crossing the room, before hunkering down just before him, his thumb grazing Christopher’s chin. “That is the question, isn’t it?”

      “Yes, Daddy?” Christopher asked, not sure if that had been rhetorical or not.

      Sam examined him closely, his touch burning into Christopher’s skin. “You’d let me do anything to you, wouldn’t you?”

      Christopher’s heart skipped a beat, his breath leaving in a tiny gasp. “Yes, Daddy.”

      Sam’s thumb moved from Christopher’s chin to run across his bottom lip before slipping inside. Christopher let his tongue slide over the pad of Sam’s finger, savoring the tang of his flesh, but he did nothing more. He hadn’t been given permission. He looked Sam dead in the eye, letting him know he was awaiting further instructions.

      “Suck it,” he murmured.

      Christopher immediately began to nurse his finger, sucking it in long slow pulls, keeping his gaze on Sam just in case he did something wrong, but Sam’s human eyes were replaced with the sulfur yellow of his demon eyes. Christopher whined, shifting as his cock throbbed.

      Sam chuckled. “You really do like my demon side. Interesting.”

      He pulled his finger free and gripped Christopher’s throat, rising and taking him with him. “Open your mouth.”

      Christopher did as he commanded. Sam leaned forward, his tongue dipping inside Christopher’s mouth. Christopher had never kissed anybody before. But he wasn’t kissing Sam; he was being kissed. Sam was rubbing his tongue over Christopher’s, both hands around his neck in a gesture that was both hot and vaguely threatening. Sam could rip his head off if he chose, but he simply gripped his throat like he wanted Christopher to know he wasn’t safe.

      Sam moved his lips to Christopher’s ear. “There are so many things I could do to you. I’ve tortured people for centuries.”

      Christopher swallowed, mouth suddenly a desert. “Like what?”

      “Horrible, grotesque, unimaginable things. Things that would make what Vincent did look like a trip to an amusement park.”

      Christopher began to tremble, and Sam inhaled deeply. “There it is. That’s what I want. Your fear.” He growled low in his throat, a literal fucking growl, like a dog or a wolf. The hands around Christopher’s neck were suddenly clawed, sharp needle-like talons stabbing at his skin.

      Christopher whimpered as one of those hands dropped to his balls. Tears pricked at his eyes as goosebumps erupted along his skin, and he clenched his jaw, waiting for the inevitable searing pain as Sam literally destroyed him, but it never came. Instead, he gently dragged his nails over his sack in a strange pleasure pain that sent a shiver of awareness across his whole body.

      Then the hand was gone, and Christopher was falling, shoved back into the mattress, Sam following him down, shoving him higher onto the bed to make room for himself between Christopher’s now splayed thighs. He worried his bottom lip between his teeth as he looked at Sam kneeling, still clothed, demon eyes, demon claws—he snarled at Christopher—demon teeth. What had Christopher gotten himself into? At least he knew Sam was a monster. Vincent had kept his true nature under wraps.

      Sam pressed his nose to the skin on the inside of Christopher’s knee, dragging it along the delicate skin there, inhaling as he went, before burying his face in the spot where his thigh and pelvis met. Christopher clenched his shaking hands around the comforter beneath him, while Sam pushed his legs wider, leaving him vulnerable.

      He could feel Sam’s breath against his balls, the sting of his claws on his thighs. Christopher didn’t know what to do. He didn’t know what this was. Vincent came at him with knives and brands and, sometimes, just his fists. But Sam was…breathing him in, savoring him, studying him. The pain of his claws pressing into his skin was nothing compared to the exquisite anticipation of what came next. “What are you doing?”

      Vincent would have exploded at Christopher for his impertinence, but Sam just gazed up at him with feral eyes. “I can’t very well take you apart if I don’t know how you’re put together.” Before Christopher could even formulate a response, Sam’s tongue unfurled from his mouth—not the one he’d kissed Christopher with moments ago, but the other one. His non-human tongue. He licked the space between his thigh and his balls in one long stroke.

      Christopher’s mouth fell open. Sam’s tongue wasn’t normal by any means. It was longer, thicker, rougher, almost like a cat’s, but his cock throbbed at the sensation. Sam shoved Christopher’s legs higher until his hips protested and he hissed in pain. Sam cut his eyes to him, tilting his head like an animal. “You’re so small and fragile.”

      Christopher frowned. “Is that a bad thing? That’s bad, isn’t it?”

      Sam’s nostrils flared, but he didn’t answer, his tongue licking over Christopher’s balls and the seam of his other leg. “Hold your legs open,” he snarled.

      Christopher did as he asked, flushing to the tips of his ears. This felt so intimate and strange. To Vincent, he was a living, breathing toy. He’d had absolute power over Christopher and he’d debased him in a million ways, but he’d never done anything like this…whatever the fuck this was. Christopher’s fingers dug into the backs of his knees as he held himself splayed open for Sam to look at. To…play with.

      When Sam spread him open, there were no claws. Christopher moaned long and low as Sam’s tongue licked over his hole. “So small,” Sam muttered, seemingly to himself, then something prodded at his entrance. He whimpered as he realized it was the tapered tip of Sam’s tongue. Jesus.

      At Christopher’s cry, Sam pushed deeper, then retreated. He was making a noise that almost sounded like a warm purr, his chest heaving beneath his crisp button down. “I want to taste you.”

      “Aren’t you?”

      Christopher yelped as teeth sank into the tender flesh of his inner thigh, his hands flailing at his sides, his brain reeling from the sudden attack. Just as quickly, Sam was laving at the wounds like an animal might, licking the blood with his soft, very human tongue, savoring each drop. “You taste amazing.”

      Christopher’s whole body trembled. “Th-thank you.”

      Suddenly, Sam was looming over him, his blood still smeared across his lips. “Do I scare you?”

      Christopher let go of his knees, his heels hitting the mattress. “Yes.”

      “Do you like it?”

      Christopher hesitated. Did he? He was shaking, dizzy, his heart jackhammering in his chest, his nipples and cock hard. His thigh muscles ached and his balls throbbed. “Yes,” he said, realizing it was true. He did like this feeling, whatever it was. “Do you like me being scared?”

      Sam nodded. “Yes. But only for me. Fuck, you smell so good like this.”

      It was such a strange thing to say. But only for him. Sam didn’t want anybody else scaring Christopher? Like his fear was a prize. Sam reached for something out of Christopher’s line of sight, and then he was reaching down between them, two thick slippery fingers pushing into him without warning. “Ow,” he keened, face contorting as fire shot through him, the tight ring of muscle protesting the sudden invasion. Sam grunted, forcing his fingers deeper, his gaze locked on Christopher’s face.

      “Tell me it hurts.”

      Christopher whimpered. “It hurts, Daddy.”

      Sam twisted his fingers, fucking into him. “Do you like hurting for me?”

      Fuck. “Yes, Daddy.”

      The fingers disappeared, leaving Christopher feeling empty and hollow. Then Sam was sitting back on his knees, removing his shirt, lowering the zipper on those tight black pants, pulling his cock free. Christopher thought he might pass out. Sam’s human cock wasn’t as intimidating as his demon one but it was bigger than anything Christopher had seen before.

      Sam used the lotion on the side table to slick up his cock, pushing his clothing just far enough out of the way to not hinder him, before he was back to looming over Christopher, one hand on the bed beside him, the other guiding his cock to his entrance. “Hold yourself open for me.” Christopher raised his legs, spreading himself, knowing he needed every advantage. “Good boy.”

      Christopher gasped at the praise, but Sam had muttered it almost like it was involuntary. Had Vincent ever said a kind word to him? Even when he was done hurting him? All thoughts of Vincent vanished as the head of Sam’s cock breached him, pushing in only a bit before pulling back. He looked down at Christopher’s entrance in annoyance. “Maybe I healed you too well.” After a moment, he said, “Get up.”

      Christopher froze at the sudden order, then rushed to comply. Sam sat where Christopher had laid, crooking his finger. “Come here.”

      Christopher licked his lower lip, eyeing Sam’s huge cock as understanding dawned. He straddled Sam’s thighs, heart pounding so fast he thought he might collapse. He settled until once more Sam’s cock was pressed against his hole. Sam flicked his hands, claws emerging to drag slowly along Christopher’s bare thighs. His gaze followed the lines they left behind, reveling in the sharp sting, but knowing it would do nothing to take away the blunt pain to come.

      Sam used more lotion to slick his shaft and gave Christopher a look like he wouldn’t wait forever. Christopher’s hands shot to Sam’s shoulders as the first inch settled inside him, his blunt nails digging as he whined. He forced himself to breathe, to relax, rising up and trying once more to let Sam in.

      Sam’s fingers found Christopher’s nipples, teasing over them, before trailing his nails lightly over his belly, his hand wrapping around Christopher’s softening cock. “You can do it. I know you can take it.” How long had it been since somebody had touched his dick for anything but pain? “You’re so beautiful. Your face, your agony, is beautiful.”

      Tears trailed down Christopher’s cheeks as he repeated the process of rising up and sinking down, cries falling from his mouth each time his body gave up more space. He shouldn’t have been hard, he shouldn’t have been turned on. It hurt, this invasion, but it felt good too, like he could do this for Sam, like he needed to do this for him, be good for him, be everything he was supposed to be.

      Sam’s nails scraped his cheeks, his chest, his arms, leaving the barest hint of scratches behind, but it was intense. The sensory overload of feeling Sam everywhere had Christopher’s head spinning until he felt woozy, not like with Vincent, not like he was disassociating, but something else, something more, like he’d been given a sedative but one that made him horny and euphoric.

      He wasn’t sure when the pain stopped and the pleasure started. He didn’t know when the ache in his ass became a dull throb instead of a burning ring. He just knew he was riding Sam, sitting in his lap, head thrown back, working himself up and down while Sam spurred him on, hands on his hips, driving up into him as he came down.

      Sam’s attention, his undivided, unwavering attention, was a heady thing, but his expression gave away nothing. It wasn’t blank, just intent, watching Christopher, like he was more interesting than Sam’s pleasure. But maybe Sam didn’t like it, didn’t like sex with a human. It made him want to be better, do better. “Is this good? Is this okay?”

      Christopher found himself on his back, Sam still buried in him, his knees over Sam’s elbows. “If I have any complaints, you’ll know.” Something in Christopher withered, tears pricking his eyes once more. Sam pistoned his hips in and out of him, driving himself deep enough for Christopher’s toes to curl. He was so deep, so full, it was like he could feel him in his belly, but he just stared over Sam’s shoulder at the elaborate plaster ceiling overhead.

      “Hey,” Sam said. “Where did you go?”

      Christopher smiled. “I’m right here, Daddy.”

      Sam stopped moving, dropping Christopher’s legs to grip his chin. “Don’t lie to me. What just happened?”

      “Nothing, Daddy,” he said, smile watery.

      Sam frowned, once more examining him like he could read his mind. “You need the words, don’t you? That’s your thing.”

      “What?”

      Sam began to move within him once more, his mouth pressed against his ear. “You need me to tell you that you’re doing well. That I’m pleased. You need me to validate you. Sex with humans is new to me. I forgot it’s not just your bodies that are fragile but your hearts and your minds. It won’t happen again.”

      “It’s not a big deal.”

      “Hush.” Sam bit him, teeth sinking into his shoulder hard enough for Christopher to cry out. “God, I love the way you cry,” Sam muttered, licking his earlobe before biting down. “You’re doing so well, taking my cock so well. Being so good for me.”

      Christopher knew it was all lip service, but, still, it was hard not to fall back into that space. Sam fucked him like he couldn’t get enough, he bit him like he needed his blood to survive, and now, he was telling Christopher that he was good, so good, just for him.

      “I want to breed you,” Sam snarled against his throat.

      It wasn’t a question. Christopher wouldn’t have said no even if it was. He was too far gone. Sam rolled him onto his stomach, yanked him up onto his hands and knees before slamming back inside him.

      “Touch yourself.”

      Christopher froze. “What?”

      Fire trailed across his skin as Sam slapped his ass hard. “Touch yourself, get yourself off. I want to feel you come. I know humans do that.”

      Christopher had never been allowed to actually enjoy sex, not when anybody else was around. Only sometimes, when Vincent forgot to cage his cock and left him alone. He wrapped his hand around himself, using his pre-cum to slick his palm. It was slightly sticky, keeping his movements from being fluid, but it was more than enough. Once more, Sam spread him open. “Fuck, you’re stretched so tight.”

      Just the knowledge that Sam was watching himself fuck into Christopher was enough to send him hurdling towards the cliff of his release, but when he curled his body over him, rutting against him like an animal, once more sinking his teeth into his shoulder, that was it. Christopher came hard, crying out in surprise, his seed spilling over himself and the mattress.

      Sam grunted, his hips stuttering as his thrusts fell off rhythm, his teeth still embedded in Christopher’s flesh as his cock throbbed with his orgasm. Christopher collapsed onto his stomach, grimacing at the wet spot. Sam licked at the teeth marks on his shoulder, still oozing blood. He didn’t pull out right away and Christopher was grateful. He felt like laughing and crying at the same time.

      “You did very well. Better than I could have imagined.” He kissed his injured shoulder. “Do you wish me to heal this for you?”

      Christopher thought about it for a minute. “No. I think I want to keep it.”

      “Good.”

      Christopher hid his smile in the covers. Sam sat up, his cock slipping free of Christopher’s body. He winced as Sam roughly pulled his cheeks apart, examining him once more. “You are still intact,” he said, sounding rather clinical. Still, he ran the pad of his finger around Christopher’s abused rim, pushing the cum back in a few times. “I can make the pain better if you like. I don’t want you so battered I can’t use you later.”

      Christopher’s dick twitched at the thought. “I’ll be alright.”

      Then Sam was standing, zipping his pants and replacing his shirt. “I’ll have somebody bring you something to eat and some clothing. If you’d like to take a bath, it’s right through that door. There are fresh towels.”

      Christopher’s heart sank. Of course, he wasn’t staying. Vincent had never stayed either. But he wasn’t locking him in a box or forcing him into a cage. “Thank you, Daddy.”

      Christopher didn’t look up as Sam rearranged himself or when he walked to the door, but when he hesitated, he did finally glance towards him.

      Sam cleared his throat. “I meant what I said. You did very well. I’m…very pleased.”

      It was so weirdly formal that Christopher had to fight the urge to laugh or cry. “Thank you.”

      Then he was gone and Christopher was alone. He buried his head in the pillow and sobbed. He had no idea why.
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      Sam took a seat at the end of the bar, grateful for the quiet. The place was a dive, a dimly lit, dirty little hole in the wall that smelled like sweat and beer. Sam liked dwelling in dark places. He was at home in the dark. There were others like him strewn about the place, demons, angels, those who fell somewhere in-between. None of them were on his kill list so they weren’t his concern. He just wanted a drink and a little bit of peace. At least, that was what he told himself.

      A witch named Crystal was working the bar. She dropped a whiskey in front of him without asking for his order and left him to it. He hadn’t been there in a while, but he had been a patron for decades. He stared down into the amber liquid, doing his best to reconcile what had just taken place in his bedroom.

      He shouldn’t have let Ari goad him into doing what he’d done. He didn’t understand humans. He didn’t get what they needed. He’d been so caught up in looking at him, playing with him, turning him this way and that. He’d smelled so good and looked so angelic, like the cherubic ones painted on chapel ceilings. He’d been so expressive, so…vulnerable. It had triggered something inside him. A need to punish that had been dormant forever. He was reformed.

      It didn’t matter anyway.

      He’d gotten something wrong. Of that, he was certain. The boy had started crying before the door was even shut. Perhaps he’d hurt him too much? Not given him enough praise? He’d liked the pain. He’d made the most wonderful sounds, breathy pants and tiny squeaks like a mouse. He was tiny like a mouse, too. Watching the boy take his cock had been one of the most erotic things he’d ever seen. He’d been so determined, had worked so hard to please him.

      But Sam had ruined it, ruined him. The boy’s scent had soured at the end, just before he left, his sadness drowning out the scent of sex and fear. And then he’d heard him crying. That wasn’t the only time he’d fucked up, though. He’d been buried inside the boy the first time he’d lost him, saw the moment he had drifted outside himself to escape. That was when he’d realized the boy wanted praise, needed reassurance. He’d gotten him back, had pulled his focus. But it clearly wasn’t enough.

      “Well, well, well…look what the cat dragged in.”

      “Not tonight, Abby.”

      Abaddon cackled, the sound echoing through the room. “You’re in my bar, sweetie. You’re never in my bar. Not anymore. Does this have something to do with your fight with our brother?”

      Sam finally looked up as she slid onto the barstool beside him, her dress sliding dangerously higher. Sam looked away. Abaddon was like a brightly colored bird. Her hair was a shocking shade of magenta, her green eyes highlighted with glittery purple shadow. Only her clothing lacked color. Her black dress was painted on, and her leather boots were high enough to cover her knees, the heels sharp enough to kill. It was theater. She was a caricature of a human. Unlike Sam and Ari, she loved them.

      “Let me guess, Ari called you to come down here and talk me into killing…the boy.”

      She gestured at Crystal, who dropped a glass of water in front of her on the bar before wandering away again. “Ari called me to complain that you were a stubborn ass who’d stolen a human for a pet. A sex pet.’”

      Sam’s jaw ticked. “I didn’t steal him. He was offered to me as payment for not killing an incubus on my list.”

      She snickered. “Yet, you killed him just the same and kept his…offering.”

      “The human offered himself to me in exchange for his life. Begged, in fact.” Perhaps Sam was embellishing that part a little, but how could he refuse that face?

      Abby crossed her legs. “Tough choice, bed a demon or die. Doesn’t seem like a fair trade. Kind of like do I want to get eaten by a lion or mauled by a bear? Both dangerous, both shitty, both will probably kill you, one just slower than the other.”

      Sam grunted. He didn’t like this, this feeling like he’d made the wrong call, done the wrong thing. He didn’t do the wrong thing. Not anymore. He set the example. He showed the others how to behave. How to finally find peace by righting their wrongs. “Are you telling me I violated the boy?”

      Her brow shot up. “Already? My, certainly not letting the grass grow under your feet, are you? He must be something special. I’ve never seen you so interested in a human. Come to think of it, I’m not sure I’ve ever seen you interact with a human if it could be helped. Ever. They’re more my thing.”

      Sam stared down into his drink once more, like it held the secrets of the universe. “I’ve interacted with humans.”

      “You said humans were the equivalent of house plants with anxiety.”

      “This one is different.”

      “Oh,” she said, as if his answer explained everything. “That’s why you’re here at my bar after all this time. Not because you want to be alone, but because you want to talk to me about your human.”

      “No.”

      “Liar.”

      Sam wasn’t lying. He didn’t want to talk about Christopher. Not exactly. At least, he didn’t think he did. He’d done something wrong, and he didn’t like doing things wrong. He could feel Abby’s eyes boring into him.

      Finally, she said, “Okay, maybe you don’t want to talk about your human but about humans in general… Something hypothetical? Nobody knows them better than me.”

      Sam scoffed. “I don’t think spending centuries torturing an entire race makes you an expert.”

      “Yes, you do. That’s why you’re here. Besides, I may have spent centuries torturing them for fun, but now, I do it for money. Down there, it’s all about giving them nothing they want, making them see the error of their ways. Up here, it’s about giving them what they need.”

      “Humans need to be tortured?”

      Abby shrugged. “Some of them. Humans are weak, fragile, emotional. They have depression, anxiety, neuroses. They breed and pass those imperfections onto their children who don’t know how to cope, so they turn to people like me.”

      “You’re a dominatrix because humans have crappy parenting skills?”

      Abby tsked. “I’m a dominatrix because people need a pressure release. Pain releases endorphins, floods the brain with chemicals that make them feel high. It’s…stress relief.”

      “So, when I made him hurt, it got him high? Was that why he was making all those noises?”

      Abby leaned in, resting her chin on her palm, smirking. “What kind of noises?”

      Just imagining the sounds had him fighting another hard-on. “Like, high-pitched, breathy noises. Like…like a squeaky toy.”

      Once more, Abby threw her head back and laughed. “You liked it. You liked bedding this human. No wonder Ari is beside himself. Does he know you’ve already had him? I imagine not or he’d be taking the church down to the foundation with his supernatural temper tantrum.”

      “It’s none of his business. It’s nobody’s business.” He looked at her pointedly.

      “You came here. You came to me. You want to know something. So, out with it.”

      Sam wasn’t sure what the hell he was even doing in there. But she was right. He’d sought her out because nobody understood humans like she did and he couldn’t shake the notion that he’d hurt Christopher, not physically but in some other way. “I think I did something wrong.”

      “Wrong? I’m assuming you don’t mean physically. The mechanics of sex are still the same, angel, demon, or human. At least, in these bodies. Did you hurt him?”

      “Yes, but he liked that,” he said dismissively. “I told you, he made these…noises. But he liked when I told him he did a good job.” Sam flushed. “I figured that out all on my own.”

      “Great job, Columbo,” she said, patting him on the shoulder awkwardly. She was making fun of him, that much he knew.

      Sam glowered at her. “When I was leaving afterwards, he cried and he smelled sad.”

      She frowned. “What do you mean, when you were leaving? How long after you did the deed did you dip out on him?”

      Sam frowned. “Immediately. I had things to do.”

      Abby tapped the bar to get the witch’s attention, holding up two fingers. A glass of whiskey appeared before her. She took a long gulp before she looked at him. “You’re a fucking idiot.”

      “Excuse me?”

      “Look, I’m not going to pretend to be some saint when it comes to humans. Lord knows I’ve racked up quite the list of war crimes, but, down there, they’d earned it. Divine justice and all that. Up here, you can’t just get them high off of sex and pain and trust and then abandon them when they crash. You essentially poured whiskey down his throat and then abandoned him, drunk and alone.”

      Had he done that? Had he left Christopher broken? “He said he didn’t want me to heal his bites or…anywhere else that I injured,” he said vaguely.

      “It’s not the physical parts that bother them… It’s the emotional parts. Humans need extra care. They need attention. It’s like you said, they’re just like houseplants. If you’re nice to them, give them love and care, they grow. If you neglect them or their needs, they shrivel.”

      “He’s an emotional houseplant?”

      “Maybe that’s not the right analogy. They’re like pets. They’re weirdly loyal, they’ll let you get away with anything if they like you, but only if you give them head scratches and belly rubs…metaphorically speaking.”

      Sam frowned at her. How was he supposed to metaphorically rub Christopher’s belly? “I offered him food, a bath, and clothing. I told him he was a good boy. Isn’t that attention?”

      “Okay, I was trying to be gentle with you because you’re a demon who knows literally nothing about humans, but you can’t shove your giant monster cock into a tiny human and then walk out and leave him lying in the wet spot. It’s…impolite. There needs to be cuddles and praise and food that you give him while you’re still there. That’s how this exchange works in the human world. They give you their pain, but you have to make them feel safe and loved.”

      Sam scoffed, shaking his head. “He’s plenty safe. Do you think I’d allow anybody to hurt what’s mine?”

      “If he’s yours, then he’s your responsibility. All of him. That includes his head and his heart. We don’t feel things like they do. Ari’s right. He’s a bad idea. You are this close to finishing your list and disappearing forever. What happens to your new pet when you do? You can’t just leave him to one of your demon buddies. They’ll kill him without a single thought. Or maybe you don’t care about that? Are you just going to use him up until there’s nothing left and kill him or wait until he kills himself? ‘Cause if that’s the case, what are you even doing here darkening the doorstep of my establishment?”

      “I-I don’t want to leave him broken.” That was true. “But I’m not giving him up. Not yet. I like the way he smells. I like the sounds he makes when I’m inside him. I like that he isn’t afraid of my demon side. Hell, I think he prefers it to my human face.”

      She looked at him like he was the ridiculous one. “Then you need to listen to him when he talks, hold him when he sleeps, praise him when he does something well, especially after sex.”

      “And that will make him not smell sad anymore?”

      Abby shook her head. “Temporarily. But he’s going to fall in love with you and then you’re going to complete your list and disappear into nothingness and he will be left alone. Unfortunately, you can’t magic that away.”

      Sam sighed, downed his drink, and slapped a twenty on the bar, leaving Abby to watch him go.

      “You’re welcome,” she called as he pushed the door open and headed back into the crisp night air.

      The bar was a short walk from the church. He took the back entrance behind the rectory, heading below ground, grateful he didn’t run into Ari or the others on the way back to his chambers. Inside was dark, but it had no effect on Sam’s vision. On the table was a tray full of untouched food, but no Christopher.

      Sam knew he was there somewhere. He could smell him, smell the salt of his tears and the scent of his sadness. He found him at the foot of the bed, curled up like a little mouse under what looked like the rug from the bathroom. Sam frowned, scooping him up and placing him on the blankets.

      The boy’s eyes remained closed. “I know you’re not sleeping.”

      Christopher blinked up at him, expression miserable. “Sorry, Daddy.”

      “Why are you on the floor when there is a perfectly good bed?”

      “I didn’t know where I was supposed to sleep.”

      Sam felt the boy’s words like a physical blow. “What do you mean?”

      “Vincent didn’t let me sleep on the bed. I didn’t know what to do.”

      Abby was right. Sam was shit at this. He brought the tray over and placed it on the bed, undressing himself, leaving his clothes where they fell. One of the staff would get them tomorrow. When Christopher saw Sam stripping, he sat up, wiggling out of his own clothing as if he expected sex to be the next logical step. He didn’t look excited about the prospect.

      Sam climbed onto the large bed, not lying down but sitting beside the boy, dragging the tray closer. “Why didn’t you eat? Was the pasta not to your liking?”

      Christopher shrugged. “I’m not supposed to have carbs. They make you fat.”

      Sam frowned down at the bow-tie shaped noodles. “You humans have such strange notions about…everything. Open up.”

      Christopher did as Sam commanded, taking the bite offered and chewing thoughtfully. Sam managed to get five more bites before Christopher shook his head. “I’m full, Daddy.”

      Sam could sense the lie, but he let it go, moving the tray off the bed before peeling back the covers. “You eat like a little mouse, too. Get in. It gets drafty in here at night.”

      Christopher wriggled himself under the blankets but laid there like a wooden board, staring up at the ceiling. Sam had really fucked this up. He just wasn’t sure why he cared. “I shouldn’t have left you earlier.”

      “What?”

      “I should have stayed, fed you, bathed you. You gave me your body and I just used it and left. That was…rude of me.”

      The boy turned then, looking at Sam as if he’d slapped him. “I don’t understand. You’ve been very…kind.”

      “I made you cry.”

      Christopher’s eyes grew wide. “You weren’t supposed to hear that. You didn’t do anything wrong. I just get…emotional sometimes after. I’ll do better next time.”

      Sam grunted, his frustration overwhelming him. “You didn’t do anything wrong. You didn’t say anything wrong. You were perfect. You did…everything right.” Tears sprang to Christopher’s wide eyes. Sam should just walk away. Should send the boy away. Instead, he put his arms around him stiffly. The boy’s response was equally timid. “I don’t really understand humans,” Sam confided.

      Christopher sniffled. “Me neither,” he mumbled against Sam’s chest. “So, I guess we’re even.”

      Sam forced himself to relax. Once he did, the boy seemed to melt into him, his eyes closing. Before long, his breaths grew even and Sam was certain he was really asleep. This was far more work than he’d anticipated when he’d gotten up this morning.

      Still, he wasn’t willing to give this up. Whatever it was. Not for Ari. Not even for Christopher. After centuries of trying to prove otherwise, Sam really was the bad guy.
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      Christopher woke to a low growl in his ear, a single predatory rumble that shot sparks of fire into his blood, his cock hardening instantly. “I want you,” Sam rasped.

      “You have me, Daddy,” Christopher whispered back, a shiver rolling over him when he realized Sam was fully transformed and the body wrapped around him was his demon form. A wave of apprehension overcame him, and Sam inhaled deeply, like his fear was perfume to him.

      With trembling hands, Christopher reached back, letting himself feel Sam’s leather-like skin for himself, his hand skimming one hard thigh and down over the swell of his ass. He expected it to feel tough, hard somehow, but it was sleek, smooth, supple. Did his wings feel the same? Where did they go when Sam was lying down like this?

      “I like the way you feel,” Christopher heard himself say, voice full of wonder.

      “I like the way you touch me,” Sam murmured, voice low and throaty in a way that stoked some internal fire in Christopher.

      “Can I look at you, Daddy?” he asked timidly.

      There was a strange hesitation before Sam said, “Yes.”

      Christopher rolled over, and once they were face to face, he found himself caught in Sam’s sulfur yellow gaze. He trailed his fingers over Sam’s face. He looked like himself in some ways, like Sam with skin painted red. Sam in shadow, the angles of his face in stark relief. Sam seemed to purr as Christopher’s fingertips skimmed over his lips, the sharp line of his nose, his cheekbones, mapping the plains of his face. When he reached the base of Sam’s horns, he hesitated. Was that okay? Was there a demon protocol? Did somebody have to ask before handling another person’s horns?

      “You can touch them,” Sam said, watching him in a way that made Christopher feel like Sam wanted to eat him alive.

      Maybe he did. He was a demon, after all. Maybe Sam simply liked to play with his food before he ate it. Christopher liked the way Sam played. He traced the base where the horns sprouted from Sam’s skin before creeping higher to curl his hands around the looping structure. Were horns made of bone? The texture reminded Christopher of a nautilus shell, the ridges barely discernible. “They’re beautiful,” he whispered before his gaze darted to Sam’s. “Can I say that?”

      Sam grunted, catching Christopher’s jaw between his thumb and forefinger, examining his face. “You’re beautiful. Beautiful and small and so easily broken, like fine china.”

      It wasn’t said with any malice, more a deep longing, like he worried about the capabilities of Christopher’s body, if he could withstand whatever depraved things he wanted to do to him. That thought shouldn’t have made Christopher’s cock leak, but it did. He wanted to be used by Sam, hard and often. Even though he still ached in his core from Sam’s huge cock, he wanted to feel it again, wanted Sam to push his limits and make him hurt.

      Christopher wanted to be good for Sam, but this version of him was intimidating in every way. He was just so big, all bulging muscle and appendages that could ravage him in ways he’d never recover from. Still, he leaned forward and pressed his lips to Sam’s, breath hitching as his tongue slipped between razor sharp teeth.

      Sam closed his teeth until Christopher gasped at the sharp penetrating sting, the taste of metal flooding his mouth before Sam began to nurse his wound, drinking deep from his tongue until his toes curled and his cock throbbed in time with Sam’s sucking pulls.

      Christopher wanted more, needed to be on his knees for Sam, needed to serve him, service him, make him feel good. He let his hand slide down Sam’s body, whimpering as he finally felt the full weight of his cock in his palm. Sam in human form was large, but Sam in demon form was…formidable.

      Still, the way he rumbled at the feel of Christopher’s hand on him was more than a little addictive. He ran his finger along the tip, feeling the wetness there. He wanted to taste him. “Can I suck it, Daddy?” Christopher asked, eyes wide.

      “You can try,” Sam said, sounding like he couldn’t imagine the logistics necessary.

      Christopher pushed gently until Sam was on his back. He started to move down the mattress, but Sam grunted his disapproval. Christopher looked back in confusion.

      “Not like that.” Sam gripped Christopher by the hips, pulling him over him until his knees rested on either side of Sam’s head.

      Christopher was tall, but he still needed to stretch to reach Sam’s cock. He pushed back the foreskin, teasing Sam’s slit with his thumb before sliding his lips down over the crown. Sam’s skin felt nothing like a human’s, sliding between his lips in a way that made Sam wish he could unhinge his jaw like a boa constrictor and swallow Sam whole.

      When Christopher teased Sam’s foreskin with his tongue, Sam made a noise like a cat’s purr that went straight to Christopher’s core. He’d never blown a demon before, at least not one who looked like an actual monster. He could only hope he was doing a good job, could only take cues from the rumble in Sam’s chest and the way his claws dragged shallow scratches over Christopher’s ass, his lips pressing open mouth kisses against the delicate inner skin of his thighs.

      Sam curled his body in, planting his heels on the bed so he could work his way up into Christopher’s mouth, forcing himself deeper until his jaw ached and his hands pressed against Sam’s hips, desperate to keep some semblance of control.

      That was when he felt it—the familiar scrape of Sam’s demon tongue teasing just behind his balls, sliding between his cheeks, pressing against his oversensitive hole. He couldn’t help the anxious cry that fell from his lips. It was ripped from his core. Sam’s clawed fingers spread him open, the tapered tip spearing just past that tight ring of muscle with only his saliva for lubrication.

      Christopher’s whimper became a moan as Sam’s tongue retreated before pushing back in, moving deeper, forcing Christopher’s body to accommodate his intimate invasion, hands in a vise grip around his hips, trapping him in place so he could do nothing but take whatever Sam wanted. Each time he pushed farther, the ache became a burn as his tongue seemed to only get thicker the deeper he pushed.

      Christopher tore his mouth from Sam’s cock, his hand moving to replace his lips as he tried to breathe past the pain and the fear, muscles screaming, as Sam plunged his tongue impossibly deep, only retreating when Christopher yelped, not sure if it really hurt or if he was just frightened by the feeling of fullness, his body taut as a bowstring, ready to snap.

      “Daddy,” Christopher cried, voice trembling with fear.

      Sam’s hands loosened, still holding him in place, but his thumbs rubbing soothing circles over his hips and thighs. Perspiration erupted along his skin as Sam began rhythmically fucking his tongue in and out of Christopher in a slow, steady tempo that had his eyes rolling back, tendrils of pleasure unfurling within him, making his aching cock drool onto Sam’s chest.

      Christopher didn’t know when he started rocking back, when his hands released Sam to clench at his torso, trying to get Sam deeper, chasing the pain, adrenaline firing through his blood until he was high from it, couldn’t get enough of it, needed more. He wanted to please Sam, to touch him, suck him, make him come, but he couldn’t think with the feelings coursing through him.

      “Daddy,” Christopher moaned again, not even sure what he wanted at this point or what more Sam could give him, but he felt untethered, like he was floating, somehow both terrified and exhilarated.

      Sam’s clawed fingers suddenly released Christopher’s hip to thread through his dark curls, yanking him upwards until he was hovering over Sam’s face, hands pressing on his chest, unable to stop himself from riding Sam’s tongue, working it deeper even when his body said it was at its breaking point.

      When Christopher’s hand floated towards his cock, Sam snatched it away, trapping both arms behind his back so he could hold him steady while he fucked up into him.

      Somehow, not being able to touch himself didn’t seem like a punishment but a challenge. He was already so close, Sam’s tongue was pressing just right, glancing against that tiny bundle of nerves until each thrust was driving him towards a deep, shattering climax. “Please… Oh, fuck. Daddy…”

      Sam made a noise, a deep guttural sound that vibrated through his tongue, his claws digging into Christopher’s forearms. And that was it. His orgasm hit him, pulsing through him in deep drugging waves as he spilled untouched onto Sam’s chest.

      He was still shaking when Sam upended him, already in his human form by the time he was looming over him. “Open,” he commanded.

      Christopher’s lips parted almost against his will, Sam’s cock sliding home. Christopher’s hands spasmed against Sam’s thick thighs, forcing himself to relax as Sam used his mouth, forcing himself deep into his throat, growling as Christopher swallowed around him, holding his cock in place until his eyes watered and panic began to set in. Christopher’s blunt nails scraped at Sam’s skin until he released him, soothing a hand over his forehead almost like an apology before going back to fucking in and out of Christopher’s mouth.

      It was dizzying, the lack of oxygen, the animalistic sounds falling from Sam’s lips, the way he pushed Christopher past his limits, making him wonder if he was going to perish between Sam’s legs, getting used for his pleasure.

      “I’m going to come,” he snarled, muscles clenching as he pulled back just enough to paint his release over Christopher’s lips, cheeks, and eyelids, the taste of him sweeter than any human.

      When Christopher opened his eyes, Sam smeared his cock through the mess on his face, then gently pushed himself back into Christopher’s mouth. He sucked obediently, watching as Sam’s chest heaved with effort above him.

      After a moment, Sam pulled free, rolling off the bed and padding naked to the bathroom. For a moment, Christopher feared Sam would once more dress and leave him alone, covered in cum. Instead, he returned with a washcloth, gently cleaning his face. Part of him had wanted Sam’s cum to stay there, had wanted some memory of Sam having been there, having taken pleasure in Christopher’s body.

      The euphoric feeling was already falling away before Sam climbed back into bed, the inevitable crash of adrenaline causing a heavy sadness to fall over him, tears leaking from his eyes. Maybe things were easier when he was under Vincent’s mind control. At least then, he was always miserable, never felt the drop. He’d never felt much of anything at all, just the vague sense of a job well done that Vincent had mindfucked him into thinking was enough. It was nothing like the pleasure he had with Sam. And, somehow, that made this all so much worse.

      Sam rolled onto his side, staring down at Christopher as he cried, wiping at the tears as they fell, examining him a little like a science project. “Did I hurt you, pet?”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      Sam tilted his head in that way that made him seem more animal than human. “Did you like it?” Christopher nodded, words catching in his throat. “Then why are you crying? Is this a human thing? Are you hungry? Do you need some water? Praise? Reassurance?”

      Sam seemed to be running down a list of Christopher’s possible needs. He sniffled, then gave a half-laugh. “I’m okay.”

      Sam nuzzled his face up against Christopher’s neck, inhaling deeply. “You smell so good. Like pain, sorrow, sex. You were so good for me. Nobody has ever hurt for me like you do. It makes me want to keep you naked and tied to this bed so I can use you whenever I please.”

      Christopher’s voice trembled as he said, “If that’s what you want, Daddy.”

      “Who wouldn’t want that? Want you?” Sam murmured, his voice a low rasp in his ear as he pressed kisses against his skin. “But, alas, you can’t stay in this room all day. You need sunshine. Fresh air. This place is not set up with humans in mind.”

      Christopher looked at him in horror, true panic setting in for the first time since he’d laid eyes on Sam. “Are you making me leave?”

      Sam frowned. “Do you not wish to be outside?”

      Christopher shook his head violently. “I don’t want to go out there.”

      Sam’s hand fell on Christopher’s chest right over his heart. “Why, pet?”

      Christopher’s gaze drifted to somewhere over Sam’s shoulder. “There’s nothing good out there. It’s too loud, too violent, too much coming at me all at once. I’d much rather stay here. It’s quiet here.”

      There was a long pause before Sam enquired, “When was the last time you went out into the world?”

      Christopher shrugged. “I don’t know. What year is it?”

      Sam’s brows rose. “Did he truly not allow you any freedoms?”

      Christopher closed his eyes, humiliation washing over him. “Freedom was to be earned. I was never good enough for that.”

      “You won’t be free of me until I say so, but you may go outside. Fresh air and sunlight are not luxuries, pet. They are a necessity for your kind. Without them, you get sick. I will not allow you to be sick when I could have prevented it. Abaddon will murder me.”

      “Abaddon?” Christopher questioned.

      “She’s a…friend? Coworker? Confidant? She said humans need to be cared for, like pets or houseplants.”

      Christopher’s mouth quirked up at the corners. “I’m your houseplant?”

      “You’re my…pet human.”

      Christopher couldn’t stop the giggle that escaped. “You’ve never had a pet human before?”

      “No. I find it’s kind of like owning an exotic animal. I know I shouldn’t have you. I know it’s forbidden. But the pleasure you give me just looking at you makes me go against everything I know is right.”

      Christopher’s heart tripped behind his ribs. Sam didn’t hide his thoughts, just put them out there, whether good or bad. Christopher liked that. He’d rather know than not know. Uncertainty was the worst kind of punishment. He needed clear instructions. He needed the truth, whether he liked it or not.

      “Well, you’re a kind master, way better than my last. Not that you had to work that hard to wrestle the title from him. But I’d much rather stay here with you than go out there.” Christopher flicked his gaze to Sam in what he hoped was a seductive look. “Just think of all the things you can do to me.”

      “Oh, I am, pet. But I have duties to attend to outside this room. Responsibilities that cannot wait.”

      “Like your demon day job?” Christopher asked.

      A slow grin split Sam’s lips. “Yes, something like that.”

      Christopher worried his bottom lip between his teeth for a minute before saying, “Please, don’t make me go outside. I don’t know how to be out there anymore, especially not alone.”

      Sam gazed at him for a long moment. “Fine. For now. But you can’t just stay in here alone. I’ll assign you a companion. Somebody to help occupy your day.”

      “You’re going to assign somebody to be my friend?”

      “Yes.”

      Christopher pondered that thought for a moment. “This is a weird situation, huh?”

      Sam settled around him, almost like a child clutching his favorite toy, his chin pressing against the top of Christopher’s head. “The weirdest.”
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      “So, you… mated with it?”

      “Et tu, Sariel,” Sam said with a sigh. “Him. Christopher. I expect this from Ari, but not you. You’ve created so many demon-human hybrids, you’re practically a supernatural sperm bank.”

      Sariel shrugged. “What can I say? When I show women how to work with the moon and the tides, they’re just so very grateful. Magic brings all the humans to my yard.”

      Sam rolled his eyes. It wasn’t the magic bringing the humans to him. Sariel looked more angel than demon, fashioning his human countenance after Guillaume Geefs’ famous sculpture. He had curly blond hair that cascaded past his shoulders, blue eyes, golden skin, and a body like a marble statue. Sam was only grateful men lacked the ability to carry children or Sariel would have spawned an army of halflings and not just a dozen or so every decade.

      Unlike Sam and the others, Sariel was quite pleased with the order of things. He didn’t care to destroy what he called his children and said magic was a gift for all, not just angels and demons. That kind of talk was what got them into this mess in the first place. Luckily, he was always more than happy to help the others run down their worst creations. And as long as he continued to abide by Sam’s ‘no breeding with humans’ rule, there was no reason to punish him for past transgressions. After all, they’d all fallen together.

      Sam had gotten some intel on a Leviathan living in the sewer below the city. Many demonic creatures had gone underground when they’d learned they were being systematically eliminated, so it didn’t come as any surprise to Sam. Still, he didn’t relish the idea of ruining his suit. He’d brought Sariel for backup. Leviathan could be particularly nasty, especially if they were feral.

      “What’s it like?” Sariel asked as they trudged through the damp, dank labyrinth that ran beneath the city.

      Sam side-eyed him warily. “What’s what like?”

      “Mating with a human. What’s that like for you?”

      “I’m not sure I understand the question. You’ve been with more humans than demons.”

      “Yeah, but when it comes to sins, I’m lust. You’re wrath. How does Father’s greatest torturer mate with a human? I hear he’s rather frail.”

      “He’s not frail. I find he’s actually rather resilient. He wouldn’t even let me heal him after our first encounter.”

      Sariel gave him an odd look. “You realize there should be no reason to heal somebody after sex, right? Like, what are you doing to the boy?”

      Sam felt his shoulders stiffen. “Nothing he doesn’t want me to do.”

      “He wants you to hurt him?” Sariel asked, sounding more fascinated than judgmental. “Is he crazy?”

      “Lots of humans seek pain for their pleasure. Abby says as long as I care for him afterwards, there’s nothing wrong with…testing his limits.”

      Sariel’s eyes went wide, and he tilted his head in a way that told Sam he was further gone than he thought. “You asked Abaddon—creator of the furies, sower of discord—for advice on mating with a human? She’s a bigger monster than you are,” he said before adding, “No offense.”

      Sam gave a sigh, tugging at his tie. “I’m not sure when my sex life became fodder for public consumption, but what I do with Christopher is not up for debate.”

      Sariel stopped so abruptly Sam had to turn to look at him. “You want to keep him around.”

      Why was everybody so shocked by this? Wasn’t he entitled to a few months of comfort before an eternity in darkness? Christopher was warm and willing and smelled like all the best things. Pain. Fear. Strife. And, afterwards, when Sam pulled him into his arms, he smelled like contentment. Sam had made him feel those things. Samyaza, God’s sword, made a human boy feel…happy? No, maybe not that. They were both far too fucked up for that. But maybe small moments of peace were all two creatures could ask for.

      Either way, it wasn’t for anybody else to judge. He’d steered the ship for the Grigori for far too long. He’d earned the right to be a little bit selfish. He didn’t want to leave Christopher worse than when he found him—was determined he’d find a way to make him okay before he left—but he was too selfish to let him go. Christopher needed to serve, and Sam would be damned if he would serve anybody else but him. Nobody else could be trusted to know just how much he could take. Vincent had proven that.

      “Until I complete my list, yes. I don’t see what’s so wrong with that.”

      Sariel lifted a hand, tipping it this way and that. “I wouldn’t say it’s wrong. Well, hurting him might be, but if he likes it, then I suppose it’s a wash, but what happens to him after your list is completed? The others will kill him. He knows too much.”

      Sam looked him dead in the eye. “Then I will entrust you to ensure they do not. One of your witchlings can hide him or keep him safe. Or perhaps he can just stay at the church. You can put him to work. Maybe he and Lily will become fast friends and he’ll become just another presence for the others to tolerate.”

      “Lily isn’t human. She’s a demon-fae hybrid. And the others only tolerate her because she’s my child.”

      “Well, I’ve tasked her with being Christopher’s companion while he’s with us. He needs a friend. And he doesn’t like being out in the world.”

      They began to walk once more, Sam inhaling deeply, catching the Leviathan’s scent. They smelled like all the worst parts of the sea, fish rotting amongst the kelp and seaweed. Sam found the stench repulsive. He couldn’t imagine how it was sustaining itself down there, toiling in the sewers. What was it eating? Sam quite honestly didn’t want to know.

      “You want Lily…my Lily…to be your boy’s human companion? She annoys the shit out of you. You said she’s loud and jarring and that she doesn’t ‘know her place.’”

      All of those things were true. Lily leaned hard into human culture, not to blend in but because she adored humanity. She loved their clothes, their music, their culture. She saw beauty in everything no matter how ugly, and she could talk—for hours—about literally anything. She was a golden retriever in a human suit and Sam hated dogs.

      But she was also a sword wielding badass, a fierce advocate, and had a toxically chipper attitude. While Sam wouldn’t appreciate it, Christopher could. He would. He needed someone happy in his life. Someone who might coax him into the sunlight. Sam dwelled in darkness. He couldn’t be that for Christopher. But Lily could. Her fae blood made her overwhelmingly attractive to humans, and her knowledge of their culture could be just what Christopher needed.

      “I find, in this very specific instance, Lily is uniquely qualified for this task. While I might find her…over exuberant, others like Christopher are attracted to her light. He needs that light.”

      Sariel raised a brow. “What is it about this boy that has you so twisted in knots? Are you sure he’s human and not a witch? Because you certainly seem to be under his spell. Is the copulation really that good?”

      It wasn’t about copulation. Well, Sam had to admit that was exquisite. He’d only been with others like him, demons who mated like venomous snakes or like they wanted to tear each other apart. Christopher had never experienced a demon before, and Sam found that using his body to make Christopher squirm was almost a bigger turn on than burying himself in Christopher’s body. Almost. Even now, all Sam wanted was to forsake all of his duties and go bury himself in his boy.

      Sam shrugged. “The sex is exceptional, yes. He calls me Daddy, which is one of those things I never quite understood about human culture, calling somebody by an honorific deemed worthy of only parents. But I find I quite like it. He expects me to care for him. Me. A man who has peeled the flesh of another like I was shelling a shrimp. He trusts me.”

      Sariel chuckled. “This is what happens when you spend your whole life living amongst humans but not as a human. For years, I’ve begged you to at least dip a toe in the water, to go out and live beside them, see that your initial thoughts when we fell were incorrect, that corrupting them wasn’t worth all the strife to follow. You adamantly refused. Now, you’ve dove headfirst off a cliff into deep waters over one boy. You do nothing in half-measures, Samyaza. I’ll give you that.”

      They rounded a corner and Sam stopped short as the corridor sloped and disappeared under dark water. He wrinkled his nose at the stench, the fluorescent lights overhead flickering like in a horror movie. “There has to be another way to get to it.”

      Sariel’s forehead furrowed. “Like what, precisely? Fly? This corridor isn’t big enough for wings.”

      He was right. Sam began to unbutton his shirt, slipping off his Scritto leather loafers. When he reached for his belt, he noticed Sariel watching him. “What? Those are three thousand dollar loafers and this suit is Tom Ford. I’m not ruining my favorite suit in…that. My demon form is far more adept at traversing the mire we’re about to find.”

      “For somebody who hates humans, you sure do love their fashion.”

      “I don’t…hate humans.” Sam said, shifting into his true form and trudging into the sewer water. “I just think they squandered the gifts we gave them. They use weapons not to defend themselves but to subjugate others. We taught women magic and men used it as an excuse to abuse and enslave them. We taught them to read the stars and they treat it as a joke. We gave them gifts such as clairvoyance, clairsentience, and clairaudience, and half of them don’t bother to use their talents and those who do are treated as village idiots unless their gifts are needed. I just don’t understand humanity.”

      Sariel didn’t shift into his demon form; he didn’t seem as concerned about his jeans and faded t-shirt as Sam was about his suit. “You can’t blame humans today for their behaviors. They’ve been brainwashed for centuries to turn away from their gifts all because of that book.”

      “Yes, but that is my point,” Sam said, water waist deep. “Whose idea was it to have humans interpret the divine teachings? They twisted it, perverted it for their own agenda. It’s no wonder Father keeps wiping them off the map.”

      Something brushed against Sam’s leg, slick as a fish. He plunged his hand into the water, ripping the serpent free by the razor sharp gills along its back. It instantly locked its jaws onto Sam’s forearm. “God, I fucking hate Leviathan,” he grunted, prying its curved teeth free and slamming it against the tiled walls.

      Sariel tossed him his sword before throwing his body against the squirming creature. It took two healthy swings to behead it. Both were breathing hard by the time its corpse slid back into the water. Sam’s arm stung where its curved teeth had sunk into his skin. Black ink-like ooze bled from the wounds. He’d have to get Kash to heal him. While Sam could easily heal humans, the bite of a Leviathan took more strength and understanding of medicine than he possessed.

      “You want to go get a drink?” Sariel asked.

      Sam and Sariel began trudging back towards Sam’s neatly folded clothes. He didn’t want a drink. He wanted to go back to the church, have Kash heal him, and then drag Christopher back into bed. But that would have to wait. “Just one. I would rather not have this spread.”

      “Yeah, I hear if you wait too long, you start to grow scales like a fish or a mermaid,” Sariel said, tone conversational. “Though, it might be an improvement from your current Hell Boy aesthetic.”

      Sam extended his middle finger. “Fuck you.”

      “Oh, those days are long gone, my friend. Besides, you have your human pet to play with.”

      Sam couldn’t help the smile that spread across his face. Yes. Yes, he did.
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      Christopher was lying on the bed reading from the stack of books Sam had left him when there was a knock on the door. Before he could rise to answer, it flew open and a girl entered. “Hi, I’m Lily. I’m apparently your designated hybrid companion.”

      Christopher did his best to take her all in. She was…colorful, like an exotic animal. She was tiny and plump, with bubblegum pink hair, white freckles painted on her golden skin, and eyes that were an unnatural shade of jade green. She had a cute button nose, full pink lips, and a piercing through each nostril. She wore fishnet stockings beneath short shorts, combat boots, and a black crop top with a kitten wearing devil horns that read, ‘Cute but Psycho.’

      Christopher could only blink at her, finally finding his voice enough to say, “Hi?”

      She plopped down on the freshly made bed, falling back to look up at the ceiling. “I thought for sure there would be mirrors up there. It’s the buttoned up ones who are always the biggest freaks, you know?” She didn’t sound like she expected an answer. When he continued to just stare, she asked, “Did his majesty not tell you I was coming?”

      “His majesty?”

      “Yeah, your sugar daddy. Master. Trick. Whatever you’re calling him. He hates me, so you must really need a friend if I was brought in to do the job.” She winked. “Spoiler alert: I’m a lot.”

      Christopher found himself smiling, though he didn’t know why. “You’re very…sparkly.”

      She pushed herself up onto her forearms. “It’s because you’re human. You guys love my kind. The fae half, not the demon half. Though, I guess you could be attracted to that side, too, since you’re currently taking it from our fearless leader.”

      “You’re a faerie?” Christopher heard himself saying. As if his life couldn’t get any weirder.

      “Half. Half fae, half demon.”

      “Oh.”

      “So, Sam says you don’t like to go outside. Is that true?”

      Christopher’s heart sank, his stomach souring. “It’s not safe out there.”

      He didn’t want to have to explain to yet another person why he didn’t want to venture into the outside world. Luckily, it seemed he wouldn’t have to.

      “Yeah, I get that. Humans are the worst. I mean, I love your music and clothes and even the cute things you do to decorate your bodies and homes. But when it comes to how you treat each other, you kind of suck. And that’s coming from a demon.”

      “So, you don’t like to go outside either?”

      “Who me? I love it out there. There’s so much to see and do. So many places to go. But if I spend too much time out there, humans start to act a little weird.”

      “Weird?”

      She nodded. “Yeah, being around somebody like me can make some humans a little…off. They start to follow me around, try to touch me. One guy sniffed me on a subway once, another almost got hit by a bus trying to stalk me. Two girls started fighting over me one time in a bookstore.”

      “That’s…”

      “Crazy, I know. I’m telling you, it’s my fae blood. It makes people crazy.”

      “Am I going to go crazy around you?”

      “Hah. Maybe. Maybe not. You smell pretty well claimed. It’s usually single people whose wires get crossed around me.”

      “Claimed?”

      “Yeah, I can smell him all over you. Everybody can. You’re causing all kinds of problems out there.” She pointed her thumb towards the door.

      Christopher assumed she didn’t mean the outside world but whatever chamber laid beneath the church he’d seen when Sam had first brought him home. Home? It was such a foreign word. Christopher had never really had a home.

      “What’s out there?” he finally asked.

      “We call it the catacombs. Wanna see it?”

      He swallowed hard. Did he? She just said nobody liked him out there. He was somewhat used to that, he supposed, but usually the people who treated him poorly were just plain old humans, not demons with razor sharp teeth and a penchant for blood and pain. “I-I don’t think I’m supposed to.”

      Lily scoffed. “Don’t be ridiculous. Of course, you are. You can’t live your whole life in one room. That would be crazy.”

      Christopher felt like he’d lived a thousand lifetimes in one room. Life with Vincent had been like a waking nightmare, but one he was too drugged to leave, drugged on magic and too brainwashed to even understand the things happening to his body. Not like with Sam. With Sam, the pain itself was the drug, the idea that Sam wanted him bent but not broken, begging but not bleeding. Well, not much bleeding anyway.

      Sam did like to bite, but those sharp, needle-like teeth were so precise, the pain was like the prick of a needle, and the weird euphoria that followed was like heroin to Christopher. Yeah, Sam and Vincent were not the same. This chamber beneath the city was nothing like the high-rise prison he’d endured looking down on that same city.

      Christopher startled as a hand grazed his wrist, but Lily just smiled and threaded their fingers together. A wave of peace washed over him. He frowned at her. “Did you do that?”

      “I told you, your kind love my kind,” she said with a wink. “Let me show you around. Please? I think it would make Sam happy.”

      Those words tugged at him. He wanted to make Sam happy. Did demons experience happiness? Christopher didn’t know, but when she tugged on his arm, he didn’t fight her. Just outside his door was a long stone corridor with arched wooden doors dotted along each side. It didn’t seem like such a place could exist under the city. Maybe it was an illusion of some kind?

      She took him right, walking along the concrete floor lit by gothic sconces and overhead lights that popped and hissed and zapped above him. The corridor led into an enormous round chamber, covered floor to ceiling with bookcases, the volumes piled within spilling over into stacks on the floor. In the center of the room was a sunken area with overstuffed leather sofas. “Is this a library?”

      Lily shrugged. “Of sorts. But you won’t find Harry Potter or Alice in Wonderland.”

      “What will you find?”

      “The secrets of the universe,” she whispered.

      At first, Christopher thought she might be joking, but one look at her round cherubic face and he knew she was serious. “What kinds of secrets does the universe hold?” he asked, floating forward.

      “That’s one of the benefits of living in the catacombs, you can find out anytime you want. You just can’t take the books aboveground. It’s forbidden.” She gave him a sad look. “But I guess that’s not a problem for you, huh?”

      Christopher’s heart squeezed in his chest. “No, definitely not.”

      “Come on, let me show you the other benefits of living down here.”

      He let Lily drag him to a set of double doors, which opened to yet another corridor. He gave one last look over his shoulder at the massive library before turning eyes forward so he didn’t fall on his face. They only traveled a short distance when the smell of food hit him, fresh baked bread and something savory with lots of spices. Lily grinned as Christopher’s stomach growled before pushing open the doors to what must be the kitchens.

      It looked like somebody had fused a medieval castle and a commercial kitchen. Gleaming stainless steel appliances, double ovens, large range, and a huge industrial size refrigerator all recessed into wheat-colored stone walls with butcher block countertops, lights that gave off a warm amber hue, and a deep farmhouse sink where a woman with bright red hair stood with her arms submerged up to her elbows.

      She glanced up when they entered, and Christopher couldn’t help but notice her eyes were the same unearthly shade of green as Lily’s. “Is that your mom?”

      “What? No. This is Keziah. She lives down here and keeps all of us fed. She’s another of my father’s children. We all have his eyes. The real him, not the human version of him. Luckily, people just assume they’re contacts. Keziah is a kitchen witch.”

      The woman in question was eerily beautiful. She, like Lily, had a somewhat rounder face, though she was pale where Lily was slightly more golden. She had a purple scarf woven through tresses that fell over her shoulders almost to her waist.

      She wore a long strapless green dress that showed off her many tattoos. Some were herbs, some phases of the moon, a few appeared to be sigils or magical symbols of some sort. She pulled her hands from the sink, wiping them on her apron. “Is this him?” she asked, her voice breathless and almost conspiratorial.

      Lily’s eyes lit up. “Yes. Keziah, this is Christopher.”

      She rushed towards him, cupping his face. She was eye to eye with him. “He’s quite beautiful, isn’t he?” she said to Lily, as if he wasn’t there.

      “Yes, very pretty. Like a statue or a painting.”

      Keziah ran her fingers through his curls. “Your hair is so soft,” she marveled.

      Christopher didn’t know what to say, so he simply said nothing, allowing the woman to run her hands over his face.

      “He’s hungry,” Lily said.

      Keziah finally seemed to break free of her spell. “Oh, well, I can definitely help with that. Do you like beef stew?”

      Did he? He couldn’t remember. Had he ever had it? “I don’t know.”

      “Come. Come,” she said, pulling him to the counter where there were two chairs set across from where she’d been working.

      Keziah set about getting two wooden bowls, filling them to the brim with a rich, flavorful brew that made Christopher realize he hadn’t eaten a real meal in so long. He picked up the spoon, scooping some of the food, but he stopped halfway between his bowl and his mouth.

      Was he allowed to eat?

      Sam hadn’t given him permission. He did his best to think of all their previous conversations. Sam had definitely encouraged him to eat after they’d…mated. Had sex? Fucked seemed too disconnected, too garish for what they did together. Being with Sam was like…a religious experience. Sam worshiped Christopher’s body, consumed him, consumed his blood, knew how he tasted.

      “Is the food not to your liking?” Keziah asked.

      Christopher blinked back to the present. He seemed to fade away from reality so quickly. “What? Oh, no. Sorry.”

      He couldn’t be rude. He shoved the spoon into his mouth before he changed his mind, groaning as the flavor exploded on his tongue. “Oh, mah gaw,” he managed around a huge bite.

      A delighted smile bloomed across Keziah’s face, revealing snowy white teeth. She brought them a loaf of bread that was still warm, and when Lily broke it apart and offered it to him, he didn’t refuse.

      “It’s nice to have you here, Christopher,” Keziah said, smearing butter across a piece of bread for herself before stuffing the whole thing in her mouth.

      “You don’t even know me,” he said.

      “Keziah, food. I’m starving.”

      Christopher whipped around at the deep voice that seemingly appeared from nowhere. Christopher could only stare. He was beautiful, like some painting of an Egyptian God come to life. His eyes were piercing even from a distance, pinning Christopher in place.

      Lily laughed. “We don’t have to know you to know it’s nice to have another non-demon down here. They are all so cranky.”

      “You two are welcome to go elsewhere.”

      “No, thank you,” Lily chirped. “Christopher, meet Arakiel. Sam’s brother. We call him Ari.”

      “Or asshole, depending on our mood,” Keziah said, giving the stranger a tight smile that felt a lot like a middle finger to Christopher.

      “You may call me nothing,” the man said to Christopher. “I don’t associate with humans. In truth, your very presence disgusts me.”

      Christopher blinked at Arakiel, at a loss for what he should or shouldn’t do in the presence of a demon who seemingly had a grudge against him despite their having never met. He didn’t want to say anything that would make Sam look bad. Truthfully, he didn’t want to speak at all. He’d rather a giant hole open up and swallow him whole.

      “Christopher, go back to our chamber.”

      Sam’s voice was a cool breeze along his suddenly overheated skin. He seemed to melt from the shadows, standing beside another man. Or demon, Christopher thought absently. The man beside Sam appeared amused, but Sam looked furious. Was he mad at Christopher?

      His heart dropped to his stomach. “I’m sorry—”

      Sam held up a hand. “You did nothing wrong, pet. Take your food back to our chamber while my brothers and I have a talk. Keziah and Lily will accompany you.”
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      Sam waited until Christopher and the girls had left before he rounded on his brother. Ari only raised a brow. “What? Am I supposed to cater to your bedmate? It’s bad enough Sariel’s brats are running amuck down here, and now, we have a human? An actual human. What’s next? Farm animals?”

      “You’ve spawned thousands of demonic half-breeds,” Sam pointed out.

      “But do I bring them home? No. Of course, I don’t. Because this is our sanctuary. Has it occurred to you that we house secrets and magic no human should ever have access to?”

      “You act as if it wasn’t our kind who gave humans all of these things in the first place. You are the king of revisionist history. You were more than happy to corrupt the humans in the hope our father would turn away from them, yet when it failed, you abandoned the project, pouting like a child.”

      Ari scoffed. “Now who’s rewriting history? I was against this from the start. I was happy up there. You and Azazel were the ones who convinced me rebelling was the right thing to do. You were the one who abandoned the project to cavort with demons. The rest of us fell in line as we always do.”

      Sam rolled his eyes, but Ari wasn’t done.

      “For the last century, we’ve done as you asked, killing our own progeny, all in the hopes that what you’ve told us is true, that if we undo the damage we caused we’ll finally know the peace of death. You have demanded we turn our backs on humans as a whole, to treat them like fine art, look but don’t touch. Now, you find this human pet who screams for you in a way that makes you yearn for home, for your days of avenging our father, and you cast all of your rules aside. But what of us? Your faithful followers? What do we do now that you’ve abandoned the cause?”

      “I’ve abandoned nothing. I’m right here, still finding and killing the names on my list. I’m not abandoning our plight. I’m simply enjoying my last bit of time here. I thought you, of all people, would understand.”

      Ari scoffed again. “You’re full of shit, Samyaza. You knew I would be the one who told you the truth. If you wanted hand holding and ass kissing, you would have started with Sariel or Abaddon.”

      “You were waiting for me in my office after I brought the boy home. I didn’t ambush you, you ambushed me,” Sam snapped before taking a deep breath and finding his sense of calm. “None of this matters. Christopher is mine and he’ll go where he pleases. Don’t push me on this.”

      “What has gotten into you? Is his pain really so exquisite you’d abandon everything?”

      Yes. “This discussion is over.”

      Sam turned on his heel, storming down the hallway. He needed a quick shower, then to spend some time inside Christopher.

      He found him and the girls in his chamber, sitting cross-legged on the comforter like they were performing some kind of spell. “I’m going to take a shower,” he announced. “I expect your friends gone and you naked by the time I return.”

      He didn’t wait to see their response, just got into the shower to wash away the stench of sewer water from his body. When he was finished, he turned off the water and toweled himself dry, taking his time, before he padded naked back into his chamber and stopped short.

      Christopher was naked just as he’d asked. Naked and kneeling, head down, hands behind his back, just like the other day. He appreciated the ceremony. Christopher seemed to enjoy his rituals. Sam enjoyed them, too. His cock was already hard just looking at him.

      Sam tipped Christopher’s face upwards. “What do you want, pet?”

      “You, Daddy.”

      “How do you want me?”

      The question seemed to startle Christopher, panic settling behind his eyes. It was becoming clear Christopher didn’t like making decisions. He imagined he had no experience at doing so after so many years under Vincent’s spell.

      “Do you want me to decide what I should do with you?”

      Christopher’s shoulders sagged with relief. “Yes, Daddy.”

      “What if what I want is to make you cry? Make you scream? Would you let me?” Sam asked, cock throbbing.

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “You’d let me do anything I wanted to you, wouldn’t you, pet?”

      Christopher shivered. “Yes, Daddy.”

      Sam had to bite back the urge to test just how far he could push the limits of Christopher’s fragile human body. He stepped closer. “Open your mouth. Stick out your tongue. I want to fuck your throat.” Christopher’s pupils blew wide, but he immediately complied. “Keep your hands behind your back.”

      Sam’s eyes fell shut as he slid into the tight, wet heat of Christopher’s mouth, giving a few lazy thrusts, testing to see whether Christopher would close his mouth and suck or wait for permission. He pulled free of Christopher’s mouth, slapping his face.

      Christopher moaned.

      “You moan like a whore whenever I hurt you. How can I not give you what you want?” he mused before slapping him again and fisting his hands in his hair. He pushed his cock back between his lips. “Suck.”

      Once more, Christopher gave a low moan, doing as Sam asked. He pushed another hand in with the first, using them to hold Christopher still as he fucked his mouth, working his way deeper with each thrust until he was pushing past the boy’s tonsils. “Fuck, that’s it.” He held him there, pinned, throat convulsing around him as he struggled for air. He could feel his muscles jumping, could smell the moment his fear set in, afraid Sam might truly let him suffocate.

      He pulled free and Christopher fell forward, gulping in much-needed breaths, his face covered in saliva and tears. He gripped his chin and tilted it upward. “I love your tears. So pretty.” Christopher gave a wobbly smile, like Sam had given him a compliment. He was perfect. “Stand.” Christopher rushed to comply, keeping his gaze down. “Look at me.”

      Christopher flicked his gaze upward, trapping his lower lip between his teeth. Sam tugged it free, licking over the seam of his mouth but pulling away before Christopher could open it. “I’m going to lie down on the bed, and you’re going to ride me until I breed that pretty little hole. I’m not going to open you up first. Understand?”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      Sam moved to lay on his back, using the lube on the bedside table to slick his cock before crooking his finger to beckon him. Christopher crawled up the bed and over Sam, sitting up on his knees just over his hips. Sam couldn’t stop himself from running his hands along Christopher’s bare chest, teasing over his nipples.

      “Claws.”

      “What, pet?”

      “Can you use your claws, Daddy?”

      Sam’s cock leaked at Christopher’s wide-eyed stare, somehow so innocent and so dirty all at once. He flicked his hands, and Christopher’s nostrils flared as his claws appeared. “This what you want, pet?” He gently raked his nails along Christopher’s chest and belly, leaving a trail of red marks all the way to his semi-hard cock. Goosebumps erupted along the boy’s creamy skin.

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      Sam removed his hands, placing them behind his head. “Then do as you’re told.”

      Christopher tilted his hips back, gripping Sam’s cock and placing the blunt tip against his tight hole, crying out as he sank down, his face contorting. He didn’t get very far. “Come on, pet. You can do better than that. Don’t you want to hurt for me?”

      Christopher gave a distressed whine. “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Then relax and try again.”

      Christopher rose up on his knees, pulling off Sam before sinking down once more, taking more this time. That was how it went, Christopher lifting and dropping, taking more and more of Sam’s large cock until he was buried inside to the hilt. Christopher was sweating and shaking, but his own erection was hard and leaking, bobbing against his stomach.

      “Very good, pet. Now, make me come.” Christopher whimpered but began to move, tentatively at first, then with more confidence. Sam ran his claws along Christopher’s thighs, then along his chest and belly once more. “That’s it. Fuck me like you want it. Make me believe it.”

      “I do, Daddy,” Christopher panted. “I want you to breed me, fill me up. Please.” Sam groaned, already so close with Christopher’s tight channel working over his cock. He flicked his claws over his nipples before scratching downward. “Harder, Daddy. Make it hurt.”

      Christ. Sam sank his claws just deep enough for tiny beads of blood to appear before lifting to lick the blood from the wounds, the taste of copper pennies exploding on his tongue, making him growl. He couldn’t take it any more. He gripped Christopher’s hips, holding him in place so he could drive up into him, forcing him to take every inch. Christopher cried out, his noises louder with every thrust, hands hanging limp at his sides, helpless to do anything but let Sam use him.

      “Fuck, you’re so hot inside. You’re just milking my cock with your slutty little hole.” Christopher whimpered, cock oozing at Sam’s words. Christopher needed the words. Always. He melted with every filthy depraved thought Sam uttered. “You love being used, don’t you? You love hurting for Daddy, love being my little whore.” Christopher’s eyes rolled in pleasure, his hand floating towards his own erection. “Don’t even think about it,” Sam warned. “You don’t come until your belly is nice and full. You want that? You want my cum inside you?”

      “Yes, Daddy,” Christopher practically wailed.

      Sam dropped his hips back to the mattress. “Then prove it. Fuck me like you want it. Show me what a good boy you can be.”

      Christopher was too far gone to care, lost in that place he went whenever Sam was buried in him. He rode Sam hard, lifting up then dropping down with abandon, his whole body bent backward, his cock bobbing with every motion. Sam sat up, gripping Christopher’s fragile wrists hard, pinning them behind his back. “That’s it, pet. You’re doing so well. I’m so close. So close to filling up that greedy little hole. Keep going. Make me come.”

      Sam wasn’t lying. He was close, so close. Christopher’s body was like silk, working his cock until his skin felt electrified, heat pooling deep in his core, his balls drawing up tight, ready to fill Christopher up.

      “Just a little more. You can do it. Give Daddy what he needs.”

      Christopher made a noise of frustration but worked himself faster, harder, took Sam deeper until Sam went over the edge, dragging Christopher’s hips down, grinding up against him, cock throbbing as he came, spilling into Christopher, waves of pleasure rolling over him, dragging him under.

      When he came back to himself, Christopher was watching him, plump bottom lip trapped between his teeth. Sam flipped them, dumping Christopher on his back, pulling free of his body before plunging three fingers inside his sloppy hole. “Touch yourself. Show me how you get yourself off,” Sam demanded, catching one of Christopher’s thighs over his shoulder, watching his fingers disappear into his cum-filled entrance.

      Christopher wrapped a hand around his pretty pink cock, so hard it flushed red. His first few strokes were hesitant. “Don’t be shy now, pet. Do it the way you would if I wasn’t here. Show me.”

      Christopher’s whole body flushed, but he did as Sam asked, his strokes becoming more sure, his thumb swiping over the head of his cock, using his own fluids to slick his grip. Sam continued to fuck his fingers in and out, massaging Christopher’s prostate until he was almost screaming with pleasure. Fuck, Sam was almost as addicted to the sounds as Christopher was to Sam’s words. He kept returning to that spot, cock trying to rally every time Christopher sobbed. “Daddy.”

      “Come on, you’re so close, I can smell it. Come for me.”

      This time, Sam used all three fingers to massage over that spot inside and Christopher did scream, body bowing as his pleasure hit him, his seed spilling onto his belly.

      When Sam pulled his fingers free, Christopher shivered. Sam hovered over him, finally giving him a dirty kiss. “You did very well, pet. Are you alright?”

      Christopher swallowed, looking away before giving a tentative nod. Sam frowned, turning his face back to him. “Don’t lie to me.”

      Christopher gave a wobbly smile. “I’m not. I just get kind of sad after…”

      Sam frowned. Sad? He liked the scent of Christopher’s pain, but he didn’t want him to be sad. He wanted him happy or, at the very least, content. “What can I do to make you feel better, pet?”

      “Just don’t leave me again. Just stay…for a little while at least.”

      Christopher’s timid words cut deep. He lay beside him and gathered him into his arms. “I can do that. I can stay.”

      “Thank you, Daddy.”

      Sam held him until long after he fell asleep, finding he rather liked having him curled up against him. It was a strange thing, wanting the comfort of another living creature. Sam wasn’t built that way. He was a soldier. Soldiers didn’t need comfort. They needed to be vigilant, guarded, unencumbered. And for centuries, that was exactly what Sam had done. Even after he’d fallen.

      But now, there was Christopher. This tiny human boy, so abused by the world he no longer wished to be a part of it, a slave so long, he no longer knew what he liked and what he didn’t, outside of whatever made Sam happy.

      He loved Christopher’s pain, loved the way he cried. But he didn’t want to leave him worse off than how he’d found him. Sam could heal his body; he had no ability to heal the soul. He kissed the top of Christopher’s head. Still, he wanted to make him better. No, he needed to make him better.

      Somehow.
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      Around six o’clock each evening, Christopher would begin to grow restless. Life in the catacombs was weird. He was safe. Well fed and well fucked. He even had friends. But the hours that passed from the time Sam left until he returned seemed to pass so slowly. Christopher didn’t want for anything. During the day, he had all the books he could ask for, and spent time with Lily and Keziah. If he wanted, he could even leave the catacombs.

      But he could never leave the catacombs.

      The world outside had become this…thing, this monster that lurked just behind the door. A monster that only wanted to feed on Christopher. The others came and went without issue. They existed in the real world, just living their lives, but the very thought of leaving left Christopher’s heart pounding, sweat pouring from him.

      It was easier when he was forbidden to leave. The idea of captivity was preferable to what he experienced now. Shame. Sam had given him this gift, this amazing, wonderful, perfect gift. Over the last few weeks, they’d developed a rhythm to their cohabitation, and they were both more than content with the arrangement. But, for Christopher, there was always this big, gaping hole in his chest whenever he remembered he was barely a single grain of sand in the sandbox that was the world, and it made him feel insignificant and small.

      He tried not to think about it. He did his best to spend his days enjoying Lily’s and Keziah’s company, reading his books and doing his puzzles, waiting for Sam to come home, like an obedient servant. But the last hour was always the worst. Knowing Sam would be there soon filled Christopher with an excitement and dread that made his blood sing.

      When the door opened each night, Sam would cross the room and remove his watch, roll up his sleeves, slip off his shoes. Sometimes, he’d put Christopher over his knee and spank him. Other times, he’d push him to his knees and use his mouth until he came down his throat. Sam had fucked him against walls, in the shower, bent over a table, on their bed in every conceivable position.

      All but one.

      Sam still hadn’t fucked him in demon form. Christopher didn’t understand what Sam’s hesitation was. It couldn’t be that he was afraid of hurting him. He hurt Christopher all the time. The most exquisite pain that made Christopher hard and shivery just thinking about it. Sometimes, it made Christopher feel unworthy of Sam’s true self.

      That was okay, though. He was unworthy. Not that Sam would ever tell him that. He was always so careful with Christopher’s feelings, and he had a lot of them. But he tried to keep them in check because Sam was so good to him.

      Christopher never felt as alive as he did when Sam was using him, and that anticipation was torture, and Sam’s attention was the drug. Christopher couldn’t stop chasing that high. But, like any drug, the minute the high wore off, Christopher found himself craving another fix, desperate for it. Sam gave him so much, but Christopher always wanted more, and when he couldn’t have it—because Sam had work to do—Christopher grew restless. He didn’t like being alone with his thoughts.

      Unlike when Vincent controlled him and his mind wasn’t his own, Christopher knew he should want more than to be Sam’s slave, and that knowledge sent him spiraling each day until Sam returned and the ritual started again. He was good at faking it—faking being happy—whenever Sam asked how Christopher’s day was.

      The door opened, and Christopher’s heart skipped. “Hi, Daddy.”

      Sam’s gaze raked over Christopher’s naked form, a low growl slipping from his lips. “Hello, pet.”

      Christopher’s whole body warmed at the term of endearment. Sam really was perfect. He rose, crossing the room, wrapping his arms around Sam’s neck and giving him a chaste kiss that he hoped would lead to a punishment—or, at least, sex—but instead, Sam stepped back. “Are you happy?”

      Christopher stumbled back as if he’d been slapped. “What?”

      “Are you happy here?”

      Christopher’s head bobbed. “Yes, Daddy. Very.”

      Sam frowned. “Lily says I’ve been neglecting your needs. She says you smell like sadness whenever I’m not around. Is that true?”

      Christopher scrambled for the right answer. Sam gripped his chin with his thumb and forefinger, forcing his gaze upwards.

      “Don’t lie to me.”

      “I’m fine,” Christopher managed. “I’m always fine when you’re here.”

      It wasn’t a lie.

      “Get dressed.”

      Christopher’s heartbeat skyrocketed. “Are you mad at me? Did I do something? I swear, Lily doesn’t know what she’s talking about. I’m happy. You make me happy. Please, don’t make me go out there.”

      Fat tears erupted from his eyes, and Christopher couldn’t stop them, no matter how quickly he wiped them away. Was Sam really going to kick him out based on one comment from Lily? Why would she do this to him? Christopher had never said anything to Lily about his unhappiness. How did he explain to Sam that the thing that made him unhappy was himself? His inability to exist as others did?

      Sam’s cool hands cupped Christopher’s overheated face. “Stop. I’m not mad at you. How could I ever be mad at you? You’re always so good for me. My perfect pet.”

      “Then why are you making me leave?” Christopher wailed, bewildered.

      Sam wiped the tears from Christopher’s cheeks, his confusion obvious. “I’m not making you leave. I wanted to take you somewhere. I want to show you something.”

      “I can’t go out there,” he whispered, shaking his head frantically. “Please.”

      Sam gave him a reassuring kiss on his forehead. “We’re not going out, pet. We’re going up.”

      “Up?” Christopher echoed.

      “Yes.” Sam stood, extending his hand. “Get dressed. Something comfortable.”

      Christopher really didn’t own anything fancy. While Sam gave him anything he wanted, Christopher didn’t see the point in wasting money on clothes only a handful of people would ever see. He pulled on navy sweatpants and a white t-shirt and pulled his hair back off his face, securing it in a knot on the top of his head.

      Sam brushed his lips across Christopher’s. “Good boy. Come with me.”

      Christopher’s hands shook but he did as he was told, threading his fingers with Sam’s and letting him lead him out the door. They exited the catacombs into the abandoned church above, and, for just a brief moment, Christopher panicked, thinking Sam had lied.

      But Sam wasn’t a liar. They took a spiral staircase to the church’s balcony, traversing the rows of pews to a small, barely visible door hidden in the shadows.

      When Sam pushed open the door, they were on the flat roof of a building, presumably the back of the church rectory. The sun was setting, turning the sky into a swirl of pink and orange. It reminded Christopher of sherbert. There wasn’t a cloud in sight.

      When he looked down, there were several blankets and pillows piled onto the weathered roof, a picnic basket in the middle.

      “Is this a date?” Christopher flushed the moment the words left his mouth. “I’m sorry, Daddy.”

      Sam frowned. “Sorry for what, pet?”

      “I don’t know,” Christopher said, miserable. He didn’t know what to do with nice gestures, and he didn’t know what this was but it seemed nice. More than nice. Why were they out there, high above the city?

      Sam chuckled, tone rueful. “It certainly seems so. Have a seat.”

      Christopher did as he was told, chewing over Sam’s answer. Even though he’d invited Christopher up there, he seemed as perplexed by the findings as he was. “Did you not know this was up here?”

      Sam joined Christopher on the blanket, opening the basket and peeking inside, pulling out a bottle of wine, then bread and cheese and fruit. “Truthfully, no. Lily said I should do something nice for you. She suggested I bring you up here to enjoy the festivities. She and Keziah have clearly been busy setting this up.”

      “Festivities?” Christopher asked, opening his mouth when Sam offered him a piece of cheese, chewing as he waited for Sam to answer.

      “The fireworks. It’s the fourth of July. Humans like to celebrate the birth of their nation by causing tiny colorful explosions, it seems. Normally, I prefer the quiet of my chamber, but I hear it’s quite lovely, so I thought we could watch together. If that’s alright with you?”

      Christopher flushed but nodded. “Yes, Daddy.”

      That seemed to appease something in Sam, his shoulders sagging. Christopher flopped back on the pillow. Sam laid back but then rolled onto his side, propping his head up with his hand. “You need to eat, pet. You’re losing weight. It’s not healthy.”

      Something withered inside Christopher as he looked down at himself. “You don’t like how I look?”

      A soft gasp left his lips as Sam’s fingers began to caress Christopher’s skin just above his waistband. “I’m quite fond of the way you look. You’re beautiful, unnaturally so. But I worry you won’t be able to keep up with my plans for you if you spend your time worrying about gaining even a pound.”

      Christopher’s eyelids fluttered closed, arching into Sam’s barely-there touch, moaning when his fingers trailed upwards to tease over his nipples. “Your plans?”

      “Mm,” Sam confirmed.

      “Like what?” Christopher asked, cock already starting to tent his sweatpants.

      “I’ve only had you a couple of weeks. I’ve barely even begun to take you apart.”

      Christopher whined, but Sam just chuckled, picking up a grape and pressing it to his lips. “Open.”

      Christopher did as he commanded, chewing and swallowing before asking, “Are you ever going to take me in your true form?”

      Sam’s eyes bled sulfur. He gripped Christopher’s chin and turned his face until they were eye to eye. “Yes, pet. But that is an undertaking that requires…training.”

      Christopher swallowed hard. “Training?”

      “Yes. I’ve ordered some…toys to properly train your body to accommodate my size.”

      Christopher’s cock throbbed. “Toys?”

      “Mm,” Sam confirmed, popping a small bit of bread into Christopher’s mouth. “Toys, restraints.”

      “Like what?” Christopher asked around his bite.

      “Don’t talk with your mouth full,” Sam chastised. “Lots of things. I spoke with my friend, Abby, who gave me a list.”

      “A list,” Christopher parroted.

      “Yes. A list,” Sam teased, his fingers dipping below Christopher’s waistband only to retreat again. “Paddles, whips, flogs, a spreader bar, lots of different size toys, some that pulse, others that vibrate. Rope, leather restraints.”

      “Daddy,” Christopher moaned.

      Sam chuckled. “Uh-uh. None of that. We’re going to eat and talk and watch the fireworks. If you’re good for me, I’ll let you come before bed. But only if you eat your dinner.”

      Christopher harrumphed but dutifully ate whatever Sam gave him until he was stuffed. When they finished eating, it was dark. Sam set the basket aside and Christopher curled up against him, resting his head on Sam’s chest. He traced each of the buttons on his shirt until he reached the waistband and then began to slowly untuck his shirt.

      “What are you doing, pet?” Sam asked, amused.

      Christopher gave Sam his most innocent look. “Nothing, Daddy.”

      Sam chuckled. “Hands above the waist only.”

      “Yes, Daddy.” Christopher placated himself with tracing the planes of Sam’s abdominal muscles, his chest, before sliding down again, while Sam’s fingers traced patterns onto Christopher’s back. It was…nice.

      “Are you happy? With me?” Christopher heard himself ask.

      Sam tilted his chin to look at Christopher with a frown. “You know I am, pet. I tell you every day what a good boy you are for me.”

      “I know you like…the sex. But do I annoy you? Do you hate having me always just…there?”

      Sam frowned, contemplating Christopher’s question for so long the cheese in his belly began to turn on him. Finally, he said, “I quite like having you there. I don’t know what to make of that exactly. I can tolerate very few people for longer than a few moments. When you get to be my age, you have infinite patience and yet no patience in equal measure. It makes me smile to know you’ll be there, in my bed, waiting for me when I finish my day.”

      “Good,” Christopher whispered, heart so full it felt like it might explode.

      “But are you happy?” Sam asked.

      Christopher’s euphoric state plummeted. “Your happiness is my happiness, Daddy.”

      “No.”

      “No?”

      Sam tilted Christopher’s chin up. “No. You need to be happy all on your own. You are more than just your servitude. Perhaps once I’m gone, you’ll find another to…serve, but you need to be happy within yourself. Christ, I sound like a goddamn self-help book. I’m not going to be around forever. I need to know you’ll be okay once I’m gone. That you’ll take care of yourself, look out for yourself. I don’t want you locking yourself away, hiding from the world.”

      “There’s nothing for me out there,” Christopher whispered fiercely.

      “Don’t you have family? Parents?”

      “No,” Christopher said, tone flat.

      Sam’s voice was gentle as he asked, “Did they die, pet? Is that it? Are you an orphan?”

      Christopher closed his eyes. “I was born an orphan.”

      “What does that mean?” Sam asked, his confusion evident.

      “Do you really want to know?” Christopher asked.

      “I wouldn’t have asked if I didn’t.”

      “I have no idea who my father was, I only know he raped my mom. That’s how I got here. And she never let me forget it. None of them ever let me forget it. She hated me for it. My grandmother, too. Said I looked just like him and I would grow up to be just like him, too. My mom punished me every chance she got—with my grandmother’s permission. Sometimes, physically. Sometimes, she just locked me in the closet or in my room for days. Sometimes, she just padlocked the refrigerator and told me I had to earn my food privileges back.”

      Sam’s low growl was strangely soothing to Christopher’s jagged memories. “That’s awful. She had no right to do that to you.”

      Christopher shrugged. “It wasn’t her fault. What he did to her was brutal. Her mother insisted she keep me, even though she never wanted me. My mother went along with it, but nobody in the family ever let me forget who I was…what I was. Then, at some point, they just stopped noticing me at all. I was a ghost in their house. I think they were relieved when I ran away with Vincent.”

      “How did he find you?” Sam asked, voice full of barely restrained fury.

      “How does any adult find a vulnerable kid? On the internet.”

      “How old were you?”

      “Fifteen. But I believed I was mature for my age. I knew what I was looking for on those boards. A master. A Daddy. Somebody to serve. Somebody to give me the punishments I had grown used to.”

      “I’m sorry, pet. Nobody deserves that.”

      “She stopped punishing me when I turned twelve. My grandmother had convinced her that was the magical age where punishments become sexually gratifying. But the joke was on her because I was already far more fucked up than she could ever know. That’s when they started ignoring me. That was somehow so much worse than the beatings. Some days, they ignored me so well, I started to think maybe I actually was a ghost, haunting the hallways of my own home.”

      Sam didn’t offer any meaningless platitudes, just kept tracing the knobs of Christopher’s spine beneath his t-shirt. A shrill shriek broke the silence, and then the sky exploded in color, first pink, then white and red and green. It was strangely exhilarating.

      For the first time, his pulse raced for something other than Sam or, maybe, because of him. The experience wouldn’t be the same without Sam’s chest beneath Christopher’s ear, without his arms around him. The fireworks seemed to last forever but were probably only going for fifteen minutes or so. When quiet surrounded them once more, the sky was hazy with smoke.

      “Sam?”

      Sam seemed to startle at the sound of his actual name. “Yes, Christopher?” he asked, a trace of amusement in his voice.

      “Can we sleep up here tonight?”

      Sam grabbed the blanket at their feet and tugged it up over them, even though it was unnecessary in the summer heat. “Yes, pet. Whatever you want.”

      Just you, Christopher thought.

      It was true. Sam was all he wanted, and soon, he’d be gone and Christopher would be alone and the world would swallow him up. He mentally shook the thought away. That was tomorrow Christopher’s problem. Tonight’s Christopher would enjoy Sam’s arms around him and the warmth of his skin beneath his chest.

      Sam wasn’t gone yet. And Christopher planned to enjoy whatever time they had together. Nothing mattered more than that.
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      “Daddy?”

      The tinge of fear in Christopher’s voice had Sam’s already hard cock throbbing. When Abaddon had suggested toys for training, it had all sounded rather perfunctory. A means to an end. An ending that included Sam’s demon cock buried in Christopher’s human hole.

      But now, with Christopher’s ankles tied to the posts of Sam’s footboard, a spreader bar between his knees, his wrists restrained in leather behind his back and attached to a hook that dangled from the ceiling…Sam couldn’t believe he hadn’t seen all the possibilities. He was sure the pressure on Christopher’s shoulders was unpleasant, but he would take care of him afterwards. Besides, it would help take his mind off the pain he was about to experience elsewhere.

      “Relax, pet. Let Daddy play with you.”

      Christopher gave a frustrated little whine that made Sam chuckle. He’d installed a mirror on the headboard so he could watch Christopher’s facial expressions. The boy would never tell Sam no, so he needed to be able to see when he’d had enough. But that wouldn’t be for quite a while.

      Sam slipped his thumbs into the waistband of Christopher’s underwear, tugging them down to his splayed knees, growling at the perfect globes of his ass and his pretty pink hole. He couldn’t stop himself from dipping his head to probe him with his tongue. Christopher arched his back as much as he could with his center of gravity displaced. Sam bit his cheek hard enough to leave indents, then smacked him hard, tracing the perfect handprint left behind, ignoring Christopher’s mewling cry.

      Sam went to the drawer, grabbing the lube and the toy he’d kept out of Christopher’s sight until now. He wanted to watch his face as he realized what Sam was about to do to him.

      It was an interesting little item. A black latex beaded wand with a flared base and a handle. The beads grew in size the deeper the toy went, with the first bead being roughly the size of a grape and the last comparable to a plum. Sam was hard enough to pound a nail through wood just thinking about it.

      He lifted the toy until Christopher could see it in the reflection. “See this, pet?”

      Christopher’s tongue slipped out to lick his lower lip, blue eyes practically black in the reflection. “Yes, Daddy,” he said, breathless.

      Sam drizzled lube over the toy, working it in and out of his fist until it was good and slick. “This whole toy is going inside you tonight. Understand?”

      Christopher moaned like a whore, his back arching as he swayed towards Sam once more. “Yes, Daddy.”

      Sam chuckled again. “Once it’s nice and deep, I have a surprise for you. And, if you’re a really good boy, when you’re done with that toy, I’m going to fuck that greedy little hole and fill you up. Would you like that?”

      Christopher gave another plaintive moan. “Yes, Daddy. Please.”

      Sam let the lube drip between Christopher’s cheeks, roughly pushing two fingers into him without warning, cock throbbing at the startled gasp that fell from his lips. “You ready, baby?”

      “Yes, Daddy,” Christopher promised.

      Sam had fucked Christopher with his fingers, his cock, even his tongue, but there was something deeply erotic about sliding the tapered tip of the toy into him, watching the way his rim flared around the first small bead as it disappeared inside him. Sam pulled the toy free and did it again, addicted to the sight of Christopher’s body yielding for him. He worked the toy in and out of him a few times before feeding the next bead into his tight hole.

      Sam took his time, edging them both. Christopher took the first three beads easily, moaning and whining, doing everything in his limited power to get the toy deeper, to get Sam to move faster. But on the fourth bead, he hissed in pain, a tiny cry falling from his lips as Sam slowly breached his body, obsessed with the way his rim pulled taut around the bead just before it slipped inside. He swiveled the toy inside Christopher, watching as the boy’s cock oozed pre-cum onto the towel below.

      “You like that, pet? Like being stuffed full? Is that what you needed?”

      “Daddy,” Christopher pleaded.

      Sam squeezed his own throbbing cock, trying to keep himself from pulling the toy out and fucking Christopher into the mattress right then and there. Instead, he slapped his ass once, then again. “Yeah, you love when Daddy plays with your tight little hole, don’t you?”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      Christopher really was fucking perfect. Sam tugged at the toy, enjoying the resistance his body gave, like it wanted the toy to stay where it was. Christopher yelped at Sam’s teasing, tears streaming down his face.

      “Oh, don’t start crying now. We’re only halfway there, pet. This whole toy is going inside you tonight.”

      Christopher shivered.

      Sam spanked him once more. “Say, ‘thank you, Daddy.’”

      “Thank you, D—” Sam tugged the toy out without warning—“Daddy.”

      And so it went, Sam fucking the latex wand in and out, working each bead into Christopher’s hole until it gave. By the time they were at the final bead, sweat coated Christopher’s skin and he was shaking, probably as much from desire as the pain of having his arms suspended behind him and overhead with seven inches of toy buried within him. “You’re doing so good, baby. So good. But we’ve still got two more beads to go.”

      Christopher groaned but he was still hard and leaking, his cock bobbing heavily between his legs. Sam dropped to his knees, leaning in to watch Christopher’s rim stretch, stopping where it was the widest, licking around the taut flesh, before pulling it back out and plunging it all the way in.

      “Daddy,” Christopher moaned.

      Sam didn’t even think the boy knew what he was saying or doing anymore. He kissed his ass cheek, trailed his tongue along his balls, and then slowly pulled the toy all the way out. “Just one more baby and you get your surprise.” Christopher sobbed. Sam stopped, leaving the toy where it was to bite his way along his spine, pulling him slightly upward to take the strain off his shoulders. “Are you alright, pet?”

      Christopher’s eyes were wild, pupils blown, somewhere deep in that hazy blissful state he fell into whenever they played like this. “Yes,” he said, sounding drugged. “But I want you, Daddy.”

      Sam moved the hair from the nape of his neck to suck on the salty skin there. “And you’ll get me, after you do as you’re told. You’re so close to having that whole toy in you. If you can handle the toy, you can probably handle me in my true form. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

      “Tonight?” he asked, voice hopeful.

      “No, pet. Not yet. You need more training before then, but soon.” Tears streamed down Christopher’s cheeks and he sniffled pitifully. Sam pushed his sweaty hair from his forehead. “You’re such a good boy. So pretty when you cry. Your pain smells incredible. You want to keep being good for me, don’t you?”

      “Yes, Daddy,” Christopher said, pouting.

      “Good boy,” Sam said, kissing Christopher’s temple gently before letting gravity tug his arms higher once more.

      Sam added more lube to the toy, moving it slowly to ensure he didn’t cause any damage. This time, when Christopher’s body relented, he gave a long, low moan, gulping in heaving breaths. Sam looked at the flared base resting flush against Christopher’s entrance, running his finger around it. “You did it. You took the whole thing. Fuck, you look so hot like this.”

      He eased the toy out, then in, a couple more times, unable to stop himself. On the third pass, he clicked the button at the base of the toy, sending a slow pulsing vibration through it. The sound Christopher made was something between a startled cry and a wail that turned into a low, throaty moan.

      Sam manipulated the toy, slowly pulling it out until Christopher began to babble. “Oh. Oh, wow. Oh, God. Oh, fuck. Hnf. Oh, right there. Oh, my God.”

      That was where Sam left the toy, letting the pulses send Christopher into orbit as he moved to the front of the bed, trying not to further offset Christopher’s precarious position. Once, in front of him, Sam slid his black linen pants down until his cock bobbed in front of Christopher’s slack mouth.

      “Suck,” he ordered, feeding him his hard length an inch at a time. Christopher nursed obediently, his own frantic whines sending their own vibrations along his shaft.

      “Fuck, that’s it. Suck me. Good boy. In a minute, I’m going to pull that toy free and bury myself inside you.” He gripped Cristopher’s hair, pulling free of his mouth. “Understand?”

      “Yes, Daddy.

      “Good boy.” Sam took the restraints from the hook overhead, and Christopher collapsed face first onto the mattress, his ass still in the air. He made no attempt to move as Sam slid off the bed. He dropped his pants, climbing back onto the mattress between Christopher’s splayed legs. He slicked up his cock before gently removing the toy, flipping it off before tossing it wildly.

      He used the restraints on Christopher’s wrists to pull him back against him, then brought him down on Sam’s waiting cock, impaling him in one easy motion. Christopher’s head fell back onto Sam’s shoulder. “Oh, fuck.”

      Sam agreed. There was no finesse anymore. He wrapped one arm around Christopher’s torso and the other around his throat, holding him in place so he could drive into him again and again. “Fuck, you’re still so hot and tight inside. I’m already so close.”

      “Please, Daddy. I want to feel it. I want to feel you come inside me. Breed me. Fill me up.”

      Sam partially shifted, his demon teeth latching onto Christopher’s shoulder, his blood exploding on his tongue. That was all it took. Sam’s orgasm slammed into him like a wall, his whole body going rigid as he emptied himself into Christopher. He gave a low moan that turned into a cry of surprise as he came untouched, his cum painting the towel below.

      Sam didn’t pull out right away, just licked over the wound on Christopher’s shoulder before burying his face against his throat as they tried to catch their breath. After a few minutes passed, Sam gently leaned Christopher forward to unbind his wrists. He yelped in pain as his shoulders fell. Sam kissed each of his shoulder blades and slipped free of him, releasing him from all of his restraints before removing the towel.

      “Lie on your belly.” Christopher just pitched forward, face buried in the pillow. “Good enough,” Sam said around a laugh.

      He took the oil he had in the drawer and drizzled it along Christopher’s back before climbing back onto the bed, straddling his hips. As he began to rub Christopher’s sore muscles, the boy groaned, completely limp. Sam had to watch his strength so as not to hurt him, but even when he dug his thumbs in deep, Christopher seemed to enjoy the attention.

      “You did very well tonight. Are you in a lot of pain?”

      Christopher’s response was a muffled, “No, Daddy.”

      Sam leaned over him to nuzzle his ear. “Are you lying to me, pet?”

      “No, Daddy. I’m just sore, but I like it.”

      After his massage, they took a long bath, with Sam wrapping Christopher in a big fluffy towel and helping him into bed. After a peanut butter sandwich and two large bottles of water, Sam declared Christopher sufficiently cared for, saying he could sleep if he wanted.

      They lay there in silence for a long time. Sam curled around Christopher, his nose pressed against his throat where his scent was the strongest.

      It was only after Sam started to doze that Christopher asked, “Do you think it will be much longer? You know…before you feel comfortable fucking me in your true form?”

      “Not too much longer, pet. Why?” Christopher only shrugged. “What is your fascination with my demon form?”

      Sam wasn’t judging. He was truly curious. His human form was most definitely what humans would call attractive. He’d chosen it for that reason. Attractive people moved through the world with far more ease. It was sad but true. But his demon form? There was nothing attractive about that.

      Christopher sighed, his hands finding Sam’s and playing with his fingers. “Because that’s you. The real you. This you is sexy and I love being with you like this, but it’s like you’re wearing a mask. Your demon form, red skin and all, that’s you. I find the real you sexiest of all.”

      Sam felt like he’d been gut punched. It was such a simple answer but wholly unexpected. He couldn’t stop himself from gripping Christopher’s chin and tugging his head back to kiss him deeply.

      Sam was in trouble. For centuries, all he’d wanted was to escape the human world and disappear into nothingness. Now, when he was moments away from achieving the goal that had consumed him all that time, there was this boy. This sweet human boy who was everything Sam could have ever wanted, if he’d ever thought to want something for himself.

      But it was too late for him. For them.
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      Christopher liked their morning routine. He usually woke to Sam inside him, teeth embedded in his shoulder, growling for Christopher to make himself come. After Sam finished with him, they’d shower and eat breakfast, sometimes in bed, usually at the little table in his room. Sam would lounge in his plush blue robe, reading the paper. Christopher wore his silky purple robe Sam had bought him shortly after he’d arrived, devouring whatever book Lily had brought him.

      In-between bites, Sam’s hands would wander, sometimes to curl around Christopher’s thigh, sometimes to play at his hairline. This was, by far, his favorite part of his day.

      Until he had to leave.

      Like always, Christoper laid across the mattress on his belly, watching as Sam dressed, sliding tailored black dress pants up over heather gray boxer briefs that hugged his ass. Sam was made for suits. He looked powerful and confident, and it made Christopher hard just looking at him. There was something so heady about knowing nobody else got to see him like this. Just Christopher.

      Sometimes, he would help button Sam’s shirt, sliding the tails into his pants before fastening and zipping them up, his hands roaming over the bulge behind his zipper, doing his best to tempt Sam back into bed. More often than not, Sam’s sense of duty won out over Christopher’s clumsy attempts at seduction, but he won often enough to keep trying.

      This morning, Sam rolled up the sleeves on his shirt, revealing muscular forearms. Christopher knew that meant he wasn’t planning on leaving the catacombs anytime soon, that he’d spend his day below ground with him. Somehow, that always made him feel better, knowing Sam was close by. Still, Christopher didn’t want him to leave.

      “Can’t you just stay with me today? Just once?” he asked, watching Sam secure his fancy gold watch to his wrist. “We could play? We could use a bigger toy? Or you could finally fuck me in your demon form like you said you would.”

      Christopher could hear the whine in his tone and knew he would have been punished horribly if it had been Vincent, but Sam just smiled, meeting his gaze in the mirror. “Tonight, we’ll play. I promise. I have things to do today, pet.”

      Christopher dragged himself to a sitting position, his robe falling off one shoulder. “Like what? What does a demon do all day?”

      Sam sat on the edge of the bed, his fingers tracing over the puncture wounds in Christopher’s shoulder. “Deal with the sins of lesser demons.”

      Christopher’s eyes widened. “Like…what kind of sins? Are you not allowed to tell me? I just want to spend time with you. Please, just stay with me?”

      Sam leaned forward and captured Christopher’s lips in a kiss that curled his toes. “I cannot.” When Christopher’s shoulders sagged, Sam said, “But why don’t you come with me, instead?”

      “Won’t that make the others mad?” Christopher asked.

      Sam captured Christopher’s lower lip with his teeth before saying, “Your existence makes them mad. I can’t imagine this would be any worse. And even if it is, it’s not your problem. It’s mine.”

      Christopher felt like that wasn’t entirely the case, but still, he scrambled to dress, following Sam out the door less than fifteen minutes later, threading their fingers together as they walked towards Sam’s office chamber. “This is so cool. I’ve never gotten to see anybody, like, actually run a company or anything.”

      Sam gave Christopher a quizzical look as they entered his office. “Surely, someone in your family had an office job.”

      All of the joy left Christopher at once, like Sam had punched the breath from his lungs. “No.”

      When the door closed, Sam turned, examining Christopher carefully. “No? More blue collar than that?”

      Christopher’s gaze slid to the floor. “My mom was a waitress.”

      Sam nodded. “Nothing wrong with that. What about your father?”

      Christopher shrugged, chest hurting like his heart was in a vise grip. “I don’t want to talk about him.”

      Sam led him to his desk, sitting down and pulling him into his lap. “What’s wrong, pet? Did I say something to upset you? You smell sad.”

      Christopher was sad. But he didn’t want to be. He was so happy Sam had decided to bring him to the office to spend the day with him. “I…” What did he even say?

      “What is it?”

      “I never knew my father. He went to prison when I was six months old.”

      Sam’s brows rose. “Prison?” Christopher nodded. “For what?”

      “Rape.” Christopher hated the word, as jarring and ugly as the act itself.

      “Oh. I’m sorry, pet,” Sam said softly, sounding sincere.

      “He raped my mom. She was fifteen. She worked at the ice cream shop he owned. She turned him in. There was a trial. Turned out he’d raped a lot of women. My mom was the only one who got pregnant. Her rape is the only reason I exist at all.”

      Sam cradled Christopher’s head, pulling him down to kiss his temple. “Well, I’m grateful you exist, no matter the reason.”

      Christopher’s stomach soured like curdled milk. “You’re the only one.”

      Christopher had never said that out loud to anybody. It was his deepest, darkest secret. Nobody knew except his mother and grandmother, neither of whom ever let Christopher forget he was an abomination, given life only because it was against their faith to end his mother’s pregnancy.

      They hated him. Always had. And because of that, he hated himself. When his mother wasn’t abusing and tormenting him, he was abusing himself. Pain was the only constant in his life. When he left with Vincent, he’d taken great pleasure in telling Christopher each day how nobody searched for him. How nobody cared for him but Vincent. It made his life feel flimsy and meaningless. Like he didn’t deserve even the minimum of basic human decency.

      “I know I’m the last person to say this, but not everybody outside of those doors is a monster. There are lots of people who wouldn’t care about your accident of birth. You could have a life out there. A good one. We can’t control who our parents are. You didn’t ask to be here.”

      Christopher leaned his head against Sam’s chest. “I don’t want to talk about it anymore. How did you end up in charge instead of the others?”

      Sam sighed. “That’s a long story.”

      “I have time,” Christopher prompted, playing with the top button on Sam’s shirt.

      When Sam threaded his fingers through Christopher’s hair, his eyes fluttered shut. “I was always in charge. The head of God’s army. I had an affinity for battle, for military strategy. I was ruthless enough to lay waste to my father’s enemies without question, hold the line. My faith in our father was unwavering. Until it wasn’t.”

      “What about the Devil? Satan? Wasn’t he in charge?”

      Sam grimaced. “That’s a myth. Azazel was jealous. He didn’t like my father’s obsession with the humans. He thought of them as simpletons. Childlike. He blamed Adam for chasing off Lilith. Saw him as a weakling, determined to keep her in a position of supplication. Azazel obsessed over her, coveted her, swore he’d have her at any cost.

      At his core, Azazel is a hedonist, wants to taste everything, experience everything, especially the things he couldn’t have. First, Lilith, then Eve. She was literally forbidden fruit. When our father replaced Lilith with Eve—sweet, simple, passive Eve—Azazel was determined to seduce her, to corrupt God’s perfect little garden.”

      “Azazel was…Lucifer?” Christopher asked.

      Sam made a noncommittal noise. “Lucifer isn’t a person. It means Morningstar or light-bringer. Some say it was a reference to Venus, but in Azazel’s case, it was a…term of endearment. He was our father’s favored son and he hated it, hated the weight of it, the expectation of blind obedience while humans were allowed to err again and again. When our father turned Enoch, a prophet, into the angel, Metatron, that was the final straw. Azazel began to sow the seeds of discord among the other angels, convinced us it was better to reign on earth than to serve in Heaven. I loved my brother and I was also jealous of our father’s favoritism. I let myself be swayed.”

      “But where is he now?” Christopher asked. “Is he down here? With us?”

      Sam scoffed. “No, pet. Rafael captured him and chained him in the desert. He begged our father to forgive him, begged for death. He said nothingness was better than captivity. My father forgave him, but his punishment was to reign in Hell forever.”

      “So, he’s Satan? The Devil?”

      Sam shrugged. “Yes. That’s how humans see him.”

      “But your father wouldn’t forgive you?” Christopher asked. It felt weird to say God instead of Father. The notion that Sam was a fallen angel—a demon—and that God, the God, was his creator…it was mind boggling, impossible to comprehend.

      “No. Somehow, he saw our transgressions as worse. Mine specifically. I don’t know why. Maybe he just forgave Azazel because he truly was his favorite. The rest of us…we have to earn our redemption, ridding the world of our progeny and Azazel’s before he’ll let us know the peace of the abyss.”

      Christopher thought about that. “Is that what you do here? Look for your children…to kill them?”

      Sam shook his head. “Not all of them. Only the originals. The nephilim. The ones who pray on humans, who infest their lives, possess them, urge them to act on their depraved fantasies. The others…the special humans, we only intercede when they violate our laws.”

      “Like Vincent?” Christopher asked, stomach churning.

      Sam’s expression grew stormy. “Vincent was an original. A nephilim. I would have taken him out sooner, but he was hard to find, had cloaked himself behind a wall of black magic. If I had found him sooner, maybe I could have ended your suffering or prevented it entirely.”

      “If I had been a stronger person, I’d never have been stupid enough to think somebody like him would want somebody like me anyway.”

      “Someone like you?” Sam asked, voice sharp.

      “Somebody simple, weak-willed, ugly.”

      “You’re none of those things, pet. He saw an opportunity and he took it. There was no way you could have protected your mind from him. He was far too powerful for any human to deny him and he took advantage of that. He needed to die.”

      Christopher wanted to believe that was true, that it wasn’t something he did or asked for, but whenever he tried to think of himself as anything but what Vincent said he was, his voice slithered back inside his head, reminding him he was nothing.

      “Is this what you do all day? Sit in your big chair in your big office and think about stuff?” Christopher teased.

      “No. Unfortunately not.”

      Sam leaned forward and hit a button on his desk. “Send in the first appointment.”

      When Christopher made to get up, Sam dragged him back down into his lap. “I didn’t dismiss you.”

      He melted back into Sam’s arms, stiffening when Ari entered, his eyes locking on Christopher curled in Sam’s lap. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

      “What’s your report?” Sam said, voice blade sharp as if daring Ari to say something.

      Ari blew a sigh out through his nose before flopping into the chair in front of Sam’s desk. “Dagon has a lead on one of his nephilim. He left this morning to track him down. There’s a necromancer out of France who has managed to raise three children from the dead. The Catholics are ready to have her sainted. What do you want me to do?”

      Sam closed his eyes for a long moment. “Send Asmodeus to erase the memories of everyone in the know and bring the necromancer to the three judges. What else?”

      Ari glanced down at the list in his hand. Had that been there a moment ago? “A cambion has possessed a thirteen-year-old girl in Spain. Do you want us to intercede?”

      “Has the church agreed to an exorcism?”

      “Not yet. I can send somebody to ensure they do,” Ari said.

      “Do that. I’d rather not get involved if the church will do it for us. But once it’s removed, it needs to be destroyed.”

      “Agreed. I’ll send Belial.”

      “Is that it for your region?” Sam asked.

      “No. But you might want to send your pet away before we discuss the last issue.”

      “And you might do well to remember that I don’t take orders from you. Speak.”

      Ari sat up straighter in his chair. “There’s…talk.”

      Sam sighed. “Talk? Of what?”

      Ari looked Christopher up and down. “Of him.”

      Christopher felt unease trickle along his spine. It was only a matter of time.

      “What about him?”

      “What do you think? There are rules. Your rules, put in place by you. Rules we’re all to follow, yet here you are, breaking them. Did you truly think it would go unnoticed? People want the boy gone.”

      Christopher couldn’t help the whimper that fell from his lips. Sam’s arm closed around him, drawing him tighter to him. “No. If anybody has a problem with how I run things, let them know they’re free to challenge me anytime. But remind them of the punishment should they lose. I can’t kill them but I can make sure they suffer.”

      Ari gave Sam a disgusted look. “You have to see where they’re coming from? If the situation were reversed…if I was to bring home a human…a full-blooded human and keep it as a sex pet, you’d have me chained up for a century.”

      “I would hear you out,” Sam countered.

      “Bullshit. You’ve had a stranglehold on all of us for decades. Now—when it’s you—we’re all just supposed to turn a blind eye? It’s bullshit. It makes no sense. Over him? This frail feebleminded human? It’s like he’s bewitched you.”

      “That’s enough,” Sam growled. “As I said, if somebody wants to come challenge me, they know where to find me. If there’s nothing else, you’re dismissed.”

      “Samya—”

      “Go,” Sam roared, pointing to the door.

      Ari gave a snarl of his own before he stood and stomped from the room.

      Christopher tried not to panic. He didn’t want the others to hate Sam but he didn’t know how he’d survive on the outside. Just the thought made him want to throw up. He hated it out there. He wanted to stay with Sam where he was safe. “Are you going to send me away now?”

      “What?” Sam asked, distracted.

      “Are you going to send me away?”

      “Of course not. Ari just thinks he can scare me into doing what he wants. He doesn’t like you here, doesn’t like that he’s not my sole companion. My brother is jealous of my time and attention. Always has been.”

      “Oh.”

      “Yes. Oh. He’ll get over it. He’s just sulking. Nothing for you to worry about at all.”

      “Okay,” Christopher managed, feeling suddenly untethered, like he was drifting out to sea.

      “When’s my next appointment?” Sam asked the tiny box on his desk.

      A male voice answered, “Not for forty-five minutes.”

      Sam took his finger off the button to snag Christopher’s chin, turning his head to seal their lips together, plunging his tongue inside. Christopher instantly shifted, turning so he was straddling Sam’s thighs, arms sliding around his neck. He moaned when he realized Sam was already hard.

      “What should we do until then, pet?”

      Christopher panicked. “I don’t know, Daddy.”

      Sam glanced at a calendar on his desk. “I have some calls to make.”

      Christopher’s heart plummeted. “Oh.”

      Sam kissed him once more, then reached between them to unbuckle his belt. “That doesn’t mean you can’t work, too. I want your mouth on me.”

      Christopher sucked in a breath, slipping from the chair to his knees as Sam freed himself. He slid lower in the chair, his one hand finding Christopher’s hair as he scrolled his phone with the other. He pressed a button, putting the phone on speaker, the ringing echoing in the cavernous brick office. “Be a good boy and mind your teeth.”

      Christopher licked up the underside of Sam’s cock. “Yes, Daddy.”
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      Sam kept his eyes glued to Christopher, who was currently licking up one side of his cock and down the other, his eyes bright as he watched Sam, always gauging his reaction to Christopher’s machinations.

      A voice on the other end of the line picked up. “My liege,” Abaddon intoned drolly just as Christopher took the head of his cock in his mouth, sucking until Sam’s eyes rolled.

      “Don’t be a smartass. I just had a visit from Ari,” he managed, rolling his hips to force himself deeper into the tight suction of Christopher’s mouth.

      “Oh, what did our brother have to say?”

      Sam gave a heavy sigh. “I’m sure you know. Is it true?”

      “Is what true?” Abby asked, voice dripping with mock innocence.

      “I’m not in the mood,” Sam warned.

      “Oh, you mean your little sex pet getting everybody all atwitter?” she asked.

      “Abaddon…”

      “Ugh, fine. There’s talk, sure. But you had to know there would be?”

      Sam hadn’t really thought much about it, hadn’t thought much of anything beyond having Christopher for his own. He glanced down, slipping his thumb into Christopher’s mouth along with his cock, smiling when Christopher locked eyes with him and sucked both, sending a bolt of pleasure to Sam’s core.

      “Ari makes it sound like they’re staging some type of coup.”

      Abby sighed. “Ari is a jealous drama queen. It’s been just the two of you for centuries. He doesn’t take well to being second place, especially to a human.”

      Christopher teased Sam’s foreskin, tugging on it with his lips, temporarily rendering him mute. The boy had one of the most talented tongues Sam had ever known. He threaded his fingers in Christopher’s hair, burying his cock in the boy’s throat, loving the way his blunt nails scraped at Sam’s thighs and the tiny panicky sounds that came from him as his air ran out.

      When Sam let go, Christopher pulled free, chest heaving, tears running down his cheeks and saliva coating his face. He slapped the heavy weight of Sam’s cock on his tongue, smiling up at him, before taking him back in his mouth and sucking him once more, making happy noises.

      “Hello?” Abby said finally. “Did you call me so I can listen to your boy’s oral talents, or did you actually have something you needed from me?”

      Sam needed her to watch her tone but that ship had sailed. “You didn’t answer my question. How concerned do I need to be about the others?”

      “Does it matter?” Abby asked. “Is it going to curb your behavior in any way? Do you really care if you cause a rift between your brothers and their progeny?”

      “My behavior is my own. I do not cower to anybody,” Sam snapped, slamming his hand down on the desk. “I’m asking if I need to intercede and remind people why I’m not one to be trifled with. And I expect a real answer.”

      Abaddon’s behavior shifted immediately, her voice losing that husky bored tone she saved for her clients. “I think you need to be cautious. You had a lot of enemies before you decided to bring that boy into the catacombs. The others are only going to tolerate him for so long. Some of them think they should just wait it out because you’re close to completing your list and disappearing forever. But others would like to see you humbled before you go.”

      Sam scoffed. “Humbled,” he muttered.

      “You asked,” Abby reminded him. “Listen, I know you’ve lost yourself in this boy, but is he really worth losing the legacy you created?”

      “What legacy? What am I leaving behind but a race of demonic half-breeds hell-bent on corrupting enough souls for Azazel to reign in Hell forever? We’re not heroes. We’re not here to enjoy our time. This life was meant to be punishment, torment.”

      Abby made a noncommittal noise. “Yet, you sit in your office with your dick buried in that boy. You don’t seem like you’re feeling very humbled. If anything, you seem pretty pleased with yourself. You can’t tell the others humans are off-limits while you literally have one housed in your chambers. You had to know it was going to start sowing seeds of discord? Are you changing the rules for everybody or just you?”

      Sam ended the call, slamming his phone on the desk hard enough to hear the screen shatter. He gripped a handful of Christopher’s hair, dragging him to his feet, giving him a dirty kiss. “Turn around.” Christopher did as Sam asked without question. “Bend over.”

      Again, Christopher complied, the scent of his fear and excitement making Sam’s already hard cock throb. He tugged his pants and underwear down, looking at the creamy globes of the boy’s perfect ass. The crack of his palm against the boy was gunshot loud in the cavernous room. Christopher hissed, body bowing at the unexpected blow.

      Sam brought his hand down on the other side, inhaling deeply as Christopher cried out. “Does it hurt?” he asked.

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Good.” He brought his hand down again two more times on each side, holding nothing back. Welts in the shape of his hand formed on the boy’s skin, and he sobbed so sweetly. Sam traced the wounds with the pads of his fingers before spreading him open, leaning forward to lave his tongue over Christopher’s perfect pink hole.

      “Fuck, you always taste so good,” he muttered, probing the boy’s entrance with the tapered tip of his demon tongue before pulling free and pushing two fingers into him. His breath ripped from his lungs at the unexpected invasion, and Sam thought he could come just from the scent of his pain alone. He added a third finger, twisting them inside, pumping them in and out, not worried about Christopher’s comfort, just wanting to prep him for what was to come.

      He pulled his fingers free. “Undress. Quickly.”

      Christopher did his best to comply, almost falling over in his haste, but once he was naked, Sam pushed him onto his back on the desk’s hard surface. He could have taken Christopher back to their chambers, could have even moved him to the far more comfortable sofa, but he wanted him right there, on his desk. Some perverse part of him needed every demon who entered to know what he’d done and where and with who.

      He pushed his own pants out of the way, slicking his cock with spit. “Lift your legs.”

      Christopher caught his hands beneath his knees, splaying himself lewdly for Sam, his expression somewhere between anticipation and terror. He pressed the head of his cock against Christopher’s unyielding entrance, and he yelped in surprise.

      “Relax, pet,” Sam crooned, rubbing Christopher’s belly before taking his flagging erection in hand, working him deftly.

      Christopher trembled. “I am. You’re just really big.”

      Sam looked down where their bodies were joined. Was he asking too much? He was huge and Christopher was so small. But he’d taken it rougher, harder. He’d let Sam take him apart in a hundred different ways, no matter how brutal. “Don’t you want to make me feel good?”

      Christopher nodded, tears slipping from the corners of his eyes and trailing into his hairline. “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Don’t you want me to make you feel good, too?” he asked, rolling his hips, his cock gaining a tiny bit of territory within Christopher’s body.

      Christopher sniffled. “Making you feel good is what makes me feel good, Daddy.”

      Jesus. He was perfect, so fucking perfect. How could the others expect Sam to resist this kind of temptation splayed out before him? He was a hedonist, a demon who thrived on war and strife and pain, and Christopher gave his pain so sweetly.

      Sam bent over him, gripping the top of the desk, grunting as he forced himself deeper in increments, burying his face in the crook of Christopher’s neck, the scent of his tears driving him mad. “You’re always so good for me. So perfect. Just close your eyes and relax. Relax for me, pet. I need to be inside you. I need it.”

      It wasn’t a lie.

      Christopher whimpered, moving his hips slightly. Sam shifted, able to work himself in and out of Christopher’s tight little body. Not all the way, but enough to send sparks of pleasure arcing across his nerve endings. He bit at Christopher’s neck, his earlobe. “That’s it. Open up for me, my perfect, filthy boy. I know you can take it.”

      Christopher whined, his scent a combination of pleasure and agony. He loved it when Sam talked to him, and it didn’t even seem to matter what it was he was saying. Sam could probably read a book on canonical doctrine and it would be enough to send Christopher to that place he went whenever Sam was inside him.

      He pulled back enough to look at Christopher. The boy was in his bliss, his eyes glassy, practically in a trance, willing to do anything to please Sam. He stood up, catching Christopher beneath his knees, spreading his legs wide. “Grip the desk.”

      Christopher’s arms were just long enough for his fingertips to catch the wood beneath his hips, but it gave Sam the leverage he needed to drive all the way into Christopher, to get deep enough for their hips to collide. Christopher stared at Sam with a hazy expression, lids at half-mast, crying out with every hard thrust as his hard flushed cock slapped his belly with every motion.

      Christopher was gone, riding a high Sam couldn’t begin to imagine, but he could smell how much Christopher loved it. He loved the anguish and pain, loved being used. Sam was happy to use him. He couldn’t get enough. “You look so hot like this, so open for me. Can you feel how deep I am? How hard you make me?” He pulled almost all the way out with each thrust, watching his cock disappear into Christopher’s willing hole—a hole that had just been so resistant moments ago.

      “Yes, Daddy,” Christopher managed.

      Fuck, Sam wanted to use him, breed him, wished he could leave a piece of himself inside Christopher so they were never separated. But he’d have to settle for filling his belly with his cum. He leaned over Christopher once more, practically bending him in half to grip his throat with both hands, cutting off his blood flow as he pounded into him, no longer concerned with anything but chasing his pleasure.

      His orgasm hit hard enough to steal his breath, his lower body spasming as he emptied himself in Christopher, grinding their hips together. He released his hold on his neck, leaving an impression of his hands behind.

      When he slipped free of the boy, Christopher gasped. Sam went to his knees, plunging his fingers into Christopher’s hole, before wrapping his fist around his cock, using his cum to jerk Christopher roughly. He started to pant and whine, his hips arching into Sam’s tightened hand. He used his other hand to push four fingers into the boy, fucking him roughly. “Come for me, pet.”

      Two more rough pulls and Christopher cried out, his release spilling over Sam’s fist. “That’s it. Good boy.”

      Sam zipped up his pants and left Christopher to walk to the sink near the bar, grabbing a clean rag from beneath and washing himself quickly. He took the wet washcloth back to Christopher, gently cleaning him up before pulling him into his arms.

      Christopher curled up, his head resting against Sam’s chest. “Was that okay, Daddy?”

      Sam shook his head, tilting Christopher’s chin upwards. “It was perfect. You were perfect. Just like always.”

      “Are they really going to come after you because of me?”

      Sam wouldn’t lie to the boy. There was a small chance that the others would come for him, would try to seize power and toss Sam into some dungeon or cast him before the three judges. But Sam was created for no other purpose than war and punishment. If they thought he’d go down without a fight, they were mistaken.

      “They can try, pet. But they will lose. And when they do, they’ll go down screaming.”

      Sam’s brows shot up when his soft, sweet boy muttered, “Good.”

      Christopher was full of surprises.
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      Christopher should have known better than to stay in the oval library and read. He should have found a book and taken it back to his chambers. But he was going stir-crazy locked up in their room. It was too quiet. Sometimes, Christopher would watch movies with Lily on her laptop or sit in the kitchen while Keziah used him as a taste tester for her recipes.

      But Lily wasn’t visiting today and Keziah was busy with her non-food related kitchen duties. Christopher had nothing to do but kill time, and in the library, Sam’s office was just down the hall. It was like being with him in some small way. He knew Sam could sense him when he was this close. Christopher wanted to be where he was.

      Especially after their encounter a week ago. Sam fucking him on his desk, pushing him to his limits, holding him down and forcing his body to make room for him. It had been sexy and painful and had sent this euphoric rush of adrenaline through his body that left Christopher chasing that high each night as he rode Sam until he came. But Sam said he was too much of a distraction. That he couldn’t concentrate with Christopher on his lap.

      So, instead, he decided to read in the library.

      Christopher’s book—a large tome describing the hierarchy of angels and demons in depth—sat open on the coffee table in front of him, his cup of tea beside it. It was a fascinating read, but dense. Most of the books were in ancient languages that didn’t even look like words to Christopher, but there was one bookcase filled with books in English. He found this book on the bottom shelf, its cover stained and pages loose. He did his best to turn each page gently.

      According to this book, there were three spheres of angels. Within those three spheres were three subcategories. The first sphere—the seraphim, cherubim, and thrones. The Seraphim and cherubim were said to be servants who spoke directly to God, carrying his messages to other angels. The Seraphim were said to have six wings and human hands, while the cherubim sounded nothing like the adorable chubby baby-like creatures that seemed so popular on cathedral ceilings. They had four faces—that of a human, an ox, a lion, and an eagle.

      The pictures were, quite frankly, terrifying. The final subclass by comparison seemed almost tame. The thrones apparently sat in judgment over all other angels and dispensed God’s judgment. He bet that made them super popular.

      The second sphere held the lordships, the virtues, and the powers. They were who ruled over the lower angels and, like the First Sphere, were never seen by humans. But it was the Third Sphere that held Christopher’s attention the most. This sphere held the principalities, the archangels, and those labeled as just plain angels.

      There were seven archangels. Sam had once been one of them. The archangels were charged with guarding countries and nations, whispering in the ears of politicians about wars and trade. Dispensing God’s judgment through violence if necessary. It seemed fantastical. Fake even. Yet, he was bedded by a seven-foot demon nightly, sometimes more than once. It seemed strange that Sam, with his horns and tail and supple leather-like skin, had once been one of God’s highest angels.

      Christopher was so immersed in his reading that he never saw him approaching. “Who gave you permission to touch that?”

      Christopher startled, his tea splashing over the pages of the large book. Arakiel stalked forward, snatching the book from Christopher, raising his hand as if to slap him. Christopher’s already racing heart skyrocketed, a metallic taste flooding his mouth. He couldn’t help that he flinched, curling up against the sofa behind him. But the blow never landed.

      “So help me God, brother, if you strike him, I will peel you like a grape.” Sam’s low rumble was a balm to Christopher’s panic. When he risked a glance, Sam stood in the doorway, collar unbuttoned, sleeves rolled up to show off muscular forearms. He looked sexily rumpled.

      Arakiel, on the other hand, wore black silky pants and an equally silky top with a garish print. It was open at his neck, revealing too much skin. He looked like one of Vincent’s drug dealing friends. The ones he used to share Christopher with. The thought made him shiver.

      Arakiel flung the now damp book at Sam. “Now, he’s allowed to destroy precious artifacts like some untrained mongrel?”

      Sam caught the book with no effort, closing it and looking at the cover before snorting. “Precious artifact? It’s but a human book, written from a human perspective. He could have found this same book at the city library.”

      Arakiel sniffed, jutting his chin forward. “How was I to know that? You let him do as he pleases.”

      “Did you think Christopher had somehow learned ancient Aramaic while down here? No. You didn’t. You simply saw an opportunity to abuse him. This book means nothing. It’s accurate only on its face. If I remember correctly, you threw a fit it was here in the archives at all. ‘Human drivel’ were the words you used.”

      “You know you could easily have gifted him with the ability to read those languages. But that has no bearing on this. He has no respect for us or our things. You coddle him, give him special treatment, bend all the rules you created just to be with him. He’s destroying everything.”

      Sam’s brows knitted together. “You sound a bit hysterical, Ari. Perhaps you should go have a drink and calm down. You’re clearly overwrought.”

      Arakiel fumed, clearly wanting to say more, to challenge Sam, but even then, he didn’t. He wouldn’t. Ari snarled before stomping off in the opposite direction, leaving the room in a silence that was deafening. For all his shit-talking, Ari was afraid of Sam’s power. Did it make Christopher a bad person that Sam’s power and restraint made him horny?

      Christopher watched him go before turning back to Sam. “I didn’t mean to spill my tea on your book, Daddy. He scared me.”

      Sam walked to where he still sat on the floor, gently taking Christopher’s jaw in his hand. “I have no doubt he did, pet. And I’m sure it was a deliberate attempt on his part. He means to intimidate you into running.”

      “Should I?” Christopher asked. “Should I run?”

      The idea made him sick, made his whole body heavy like he wore a weighted blanket. He liked waking up to Sam every morning and getting fucked to sleep every night. He liked being used and being pampered and being wanted. Christopher basked in the light of Sam’s attention, and the thought of losing it made him feel hollow inside, like somebody had scooped out all his organs.

      Sam’s fingers tightened their grip on his chin, tipping his face upwards to meet his sharpened gaze. “You’d better not. You’re mine until I say otherwise. You can venture outside if you like, but never too far and you must always come back. I’m not done with you yet. You’re mine. Mine to pleasure, mine to punish, mine to torment and torture as I see fit. Understand?”

      Christopher felt himself shiver, not from fear but from anticipation. “Yes, Daddy.”

      Sam released his face to grip his arm and tug him up into his lap. “Why the sudden interest in angels?”

      “It wasn’t the angels. It was the demons. I just wanted to know more about you. About demons and Hell. Is Hell real? Are there really seven circles like Dante said? Are all demons fallen angels? Are some higher up, like you?”

      Sam chuckled. “That’s a tall order from a simple human book. Let’s go to our chambers and I’ll explain what I can.”
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      Once they were safely in their chambers, Christopher finally relaxed. “Clothes off,” Sam demanded.

      Christopher complied without thought. Once they were both naked, he curled on his side, knowing Sam would slide in behind him. When Sam joined him on the bed, Christopher glanced over and frowned. “Change all the way.”

      Sam hesitated for only a moment before a shiver rolled through him, leaving his demon side behind as the human part of him seemed to evaporate. Christopher liked the feel of Sam’s skin against his own, the heat of it, the almost serpentine quality of it. He pushed himself back against his cock, which rested in the furrow of Christopher’s ass.

      “Stop that. You said you wanted me to answer questions.”

      Christopher didn’t stop wiggling. “That was before I knew you were going to bring me in here and get me naked. How am I supposed to concentrate with you this close?”

      Sam gave a low growl against Christopher’s ear. “Because I told you to, pet.”

      Christopher sighed. “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Now, what did you want to know?” Sam asked.

      “Is there really a…corporate ladder of demons?” Christopher asked, breath hitching as Sam’s sharp claws teased along the flesh of his lower belly.

      Sam chuckled. “Somewhat. There are classifications, I suppose.”

      “What class are you?” Christopher asked, shifting to give Sam better access to run his nails from his collarbones down to his hips and back again.

      “I suppose in the realm of how humans classify demons, I’m one of the worst. An original. One of the few who controlled the elements.”

      Christopher lifted a lazy hand, reaching back to stroke along Sam’s thigh. “What element?”

      “I control fire.”

      “Of course, you do,” Christopher mused. “What about the others?”

      Sam buried his nose in Christopher’s hair, inhaling deeply. “Azael and Mahazael controlled water and earth respectively.”

      Christopher loved the way he always seemed to want to breathe him in, like a drug. “Who controlled air?”

      “Azazel.”

      Christopher frowned. “But they don’t live down here?”

      “No.”

      “What happened to them?”

      “Azael and Mahazael left to serve in Hell in the hopes of regaining our father’s favor.”

      “And Azazel?”

      Sam’s claws dug into Christopher’s tender flesh just enough to raise goosebumps all along his skin. “I believe you know him now as Satan.”

      “But you said that people call you Lucifer. Doesn’t that make you Satan?”

      “People have all kinds of misconceptions about Hell and the Devil. Lucifer simply means Morningstar, and morning star represents the light of Venus. It was…a nickname given to me by my father. A term of endearment. It’s been bastardized by humans over the years.”

      “So, does that mean God isn’t competing with Satan? That they’re working together?”

      “That is a much more complicated matter. Azazel, for all his talk of rebelling, couldn’t handle life here on Earth. He thought he would find a way to reign here—become the God he’d always coveted—but no matter how we corrupted the humans, our father ensured Azazel would never get the foothold he desired. Floods, famine, wars, strife, chaos. Every time Azazel was close to any type of power, our father would wipe out the humans and start again.”

      Christopher shivered. “Then how did he become Satan?”

      “Azazel caved, begging our father’s forgiveness. Said he’d made a grave error, asked to repent, or at the very least be given death. But our father is nothing if not petty. He told Azazel he would forgive him and even give him his own kingdom to rule. In Hell.”

      “Oh. So, God punished Azazel by forcing him to reign in Hell?”

      “Yes, and now, they are competing for souls. There are three judges who weigh the souls of humans when they die, and based on which way the scale tips, they either go up or down. Each of them have their own soldiers doing their bidding.”

      Christopher’s eyes widened. “God has soldiers? Here on Earth? Like, other angels? Like guardian angels?”

      Sam sighed. “It’s not as simple as that. God gave the humans free will. There’s no such thing as guardian angels.”

      “So, the soldiers of Hell… Are they other angels?”

      “No. Demons are simply corrupted souls. Those who live here with me are demons because we fell. Humans who give into their deepest, darkest impulses and find themselves in Hell may also become demons who serve under my brother. Some demons were birthed into this world when Lilith and Cain formed their cursed union after our father banished them. Some demons never achieve any sort of human countenance at all. Those are the ones the church is always focusing on. The ones whose only purpose is to corrupt the souls of humans.”

      “Lilith?”

      “Adam’s first wife. One who refused to see herself as less than simply because she had been born female. Adam complained that Lilith was not an obedient wife. So, our father banished her to a place called Nod. Eventually, Cain was also banished there, and together they created a race of demonic hybrids.”

      “And now, you’re trying to kill those immortal creatures?” Christopher mumbled sleepily.

      Sam’s rumbling voice, along with the soothing caress, was making him sleepy.

      “Only my own progeny. People can kill these halflings individually, but there are thousands upon thousands by now. However, my brothers and I each have a special gift. When we dispatch one of our own, their demise eradicates the entire bloodline.”

      “But what about the others? The other demons? Other half-breeds?” Christopher asked.

      “I’m afraid they’re someone else’s problem, pet.”

      “When you finish your list…will you go to Heaven? Is Heaven a thing? Like, all fluffy clouds and harps?”

      Sam laughed. “Heaven is nothing like people imagine. Most of your kind don’t stay for long, at least in the grand scheme of things. They stay just enough to regroup and see their families, but then they choose to go back, try again, do better.”

      “Try again? Like reincarnation?” Christopher asked.

      “Yes. That’s your word.”

      “But what about the ones who go to Hell? Do they stay forever?”

      “Not everybody gets a second chance. Some are instantly sent down to their eternal punishment.”

      “Can you get reincarnated? Do you get to try again?”

      “No, pet.”

      “So, you’ll go to Hell? With Lucif—Azazel?”

      Sam’s hand stopped its soothing circles. “No, pet. When I finally complete my mission, I will just…cease to exist.”

      Christopher’s heart tripped. “Cease to exist? Like, just poof? Gone?”

      “Matter cannot be created or destroyed, so some part of me will still exist, I suppose, but there will be no form, no substance. Just a vast black hole for all eternity.”

      Christopher’s stomach plummeted to his feet at the thought of Sam just blinking out of existence. “Doesn’t that terrify you?”

      “I used to think it would be peaceful. I was looking forward to it, even.”

      Christopher frowned, trying to crane his head back to look at Sam’s sulfur-colored eyes. “But now, you’re not?”

      Sam’s teeth skimmed over Christopher’s slight shoulder. “No. Now, I’m not.”

      “Why not?”

      “Because now, I have something to lose.”

      Christopher’s heart skipped. “Me?”

      “Yes, pet. You.”

      Tears sprang to Christopher’s eyes, but he blinked them away. When Sam slipped his thigh between his, Christopher’s cock began to harden. “No more talking. Get on your belly. I want to fuck you with my tongue.”

      Christopher throbbed at Sam’s bold statement. “Yes, Daddy.”

      When he was on his stomach, Sam climbed over him, biting and marking his way along Christopher’s back. He hissed as sharpened teeth sank into the tender flesh of his ass. Adrenaline fired through his blood, and he moaned long and low.

      Still, there was one question he was just dying to know the answer to. “Daddy?”

      Sam’s tongue licked over his hole. “Yes, pet.”

      “Can you really make it so I can read Aramaic?”

      Sam chuckled, pushing his tongue inside Christopher until he gasped at the intrusion. “Yes. Now, shut up and arch your back for me.”

      “Yes, Daddy.”
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      The kill had not gone as planned.

      This particular monster had put up one hell of a fight, and it had left Sam bloodied and exhausted, muscles strained and mind weary. He had a gash on his head and significant burns along his skin. There was also a gash along his side he would need to fix, but first, he wanted to get himself cleaned up.

      Sam was still covered in blood and guts when he burst through the door of his chambers. Christopher jumped up, his book flying from his hands, his expression a mask of terror.

      Sam instantly felt contrite. “Sorry, pet. I didn’t mean to frighten you.”

      Christopher gazed at him with wide eyes, taking in his tattered, bloodied shirt, his dirty face, and the thick black ooze that still smeared along his skin. “What happened?” he asked, looking so fucking innocent.

      “Nothing out of the ordinary,” he lied.

      This creature had been anything but ordinary. A wraith who vomited up black acid like bile that had singed Sam’s skin each time it landed and razor sharp talons that sliced into him each time Sam attempted to get closer.

      Still, he didn’t tell Christopher that. The boy was easily frightened, prone to fits of anxiety without provocation. He’d been conditioned, through years of trauma and abuse, to live in a constant state of near panic. Even when the boy was sleeping, his heart hammered against his ribs, like a rabbit running from a predator. His fear was potent, intoxicating, but it brought Sam no pleasure. Not anymore.

      So, Sam kept his story to himself. Christopher was already too skittish about the outside world, and he was eventually going to have to navigate it without Sam. Could Christopher navigate the outside world at all? He was loath to go out even with Sam by his side, and had panicked at the thought of just going to the roof.

      If Sam couldn’t get him to leave the catacombs, what chance did he have with him gone? He only had four names left on his list. While it had taken him a long time to get to this point, there was a very good chance he’d be leaving the mortal world forever in just a few months, leaving Christopher behind to…to what?

      He couldn’t stay in the catacombs. Ari would kill him the first chance he got and nobody would stop him. Not even Sariel. The best thing Sam could do for Christopher was acclimate him to the outside world and get him a place of his own where he would be safe. A place where the others couldn’t find him. Some place far from the city.

      But first, he needed to get past step one: getting him to go outside with him. “Christopher, come with me.”

      The boy scrambled to comply, following Sam into the large bathroom.

      “Take off your clothes,” he commanded as he removed his own.

      Christopher did as he was told, but his eyes went wide at the sight of Sam’s burns. “What happened?”

      “Nothing, pet. Just a slight miscalculation.”

      Sam turned the handle for the hot water, the bathroom filling with steam almost immediately. He stepped into the shower, letting the spray blast away the debris and detritus that clung to him. When he was clean, he brought Christopher under the spray with him, scrubbing his body.

      He liked grooming Christopher, liked the way the boy’s eyes went all hazy as Sam worked fingers into his hair, massaged his scalp, dipped his soapy hand between his legs to work over his groin, between his cheeks, cleaning him thoroughly enough to make Christopher moan.

      Sam grinned, letting Christopher stroke him a few times before removing his hand. “I think we’re clean enough.”

      Christopher tipped forward, sucking the water droplets off Sam’s nipple, his other hand sliding downward to curl around his semi-hard cock. “Can we play, Daddy?”

      “Not right now, pet.”

      Christopher pouted at Sam’s refusal. He turned off the water and stepped free, grabbing a huge white towel and drying Christopher off quickly. “We’re going to get dressed and then we’re going out,” Sam said, his voice stern.

      The scent of Christopher’s fear was instantaneous. He began to tremble visibly. “Out? Out like up? The rooftop?” he asked hopefully.

      Sam kissed his forehead. “No, pet. Out like outside. I have someplace I want to show you.”

      Tears filled his eyes, and he began to shake his head before Sam had even finished speaking. “Are you mad at me?” he wailed.

      Sam cupped Christopher’s face with his large hands, keeping his voice soft. “Why would you think that?”

      “Why else would you force me to do this?” he asked, a sob escaping, as hot tears spilled down his cheeks.

      Sam wiped them away with his thumbs, but they just kept coming. “You can’t live down here forever. When I’m gone, you’ll have to learn to exist out in the real world.”

      Christopher shook his head, sniffling. “Or I could just die, too.”

      “That’s not an option, pet.”

      Christopher’s voice cracked as he said, “I don’t have anything without you.”

      Sam’s chest grew painfully tight. “I won’t let you hurt yourself, not over me.”

      “I hurt for you all the time,” Christopher countered. “How would you stop me? You’ll be d-dead.” He hiccupped, worked up enough that he didn’t hesitate to challenge Sam to this degree, almost like he was hoping to distract him with a punishment.

      “Do you trust me?” Sam asked.

      Christopher floundered, knowing Sam was setting up a trap but that there was no way to lie to him about it. “You know I do,” he said, miserable.

      “Then trust that I will never let anything happen to you. Let me take you somewhere that I know you’ll love.”

      “I love it here,” Christopher said, thrusting out his jaw, his bottom lip pooching like some errant child. “With you.”

      Sam sighed. “Soon, I won’t be here. You have to see that. I won’t be here, and I won’t let you hurt yourself because you’re too afraid to experience the outside world.”

      “They hate me out there just as much as they do in here,” Christopher said with a conviction that would have broken Sam’s heart if he had one.

      “Let’s just take this one step at a time. I will take you directly to the place I want you to see. We’ll stop right outside, then you just have to walk in the door. If you don’t like it, we will leave…immediately.”

      Christopher’s lip quivered, but Sam could tell he was considering it. He could have just demanded it. He could have just forced him into the car and then into the building, but that was not how Sam wanted this to go. He wanted Christopher to be brave enough to try.

      “I’ll make a deal with you. Are you listening?”

      Christopher blinked up at him, giving a tentative nod.

      Sam let himself transform into his true self. Christopher’s pupils blew wide, his hands roaming over his chest and belly, almost like he couldn’t stop himself. “You come with me…willingly. You make an honest attempt to enjoy yourself…and I’ll give you what you’ve been asking for since you arrived.”

      “You’ll…” Christopher trailed off, suddenly breathless.

      Sam nodded. “Yes, pet. I’ll fuck you in this form.”

      Christopher’s eyes searched his face. “You said I wasn’t ready.”

      Sam heaved a sigh. “I don’t know that you are. But I’m willing to try. I’m willing to try if you are.”

      Christopher chewed on his bottom lip, clearly warring with himself.

      Sam knew how badly Christopher wanted Sam to take him in this form, knew he saw it as some kind of badge of honor.

      “And all I have to do is go to this place you want to take me to?” Christopher asked, suspicious.

      Sam grinned, watching how Christopher’s chest rose and fell with excitement at the row of sharpened teeth. “Yes, pet. All you have to do is try.”

      Once more, there was a long stretch of silence. Finally, he said, “Okay. Okay, I’ll try.”

      Sam felt something unclench within him. “Then I’ll try, too.”
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        * * *

      

      Christopher trembled beside him in the limo, a single tear escaping every now and then to track down his cheek before he swiped it away. Even after Sam took his hand, the boy was practically vibrating with fear. Every time the car hit a pothole or a motorcycle roared past, he would jump, sometimes whimpering at the sound.

      The night Sam had taken him from Vincent, the boy had been in shock, far too dazed to worry about where they were going or what might happen when they arrived at their destination. This time, Christopher was hyper-fixated, his eyes wide, pupils dilated. He was far more terrified of the outside world than he’d been offering himself up to a demon. What the hell had the world done to him?

      Sam didn’t know how to help him. He could smell his fear, could feel his pain. Normally, Sam loved that scent, loved when Christopher was just scared enough. But this was too much. His heart raced, the sour scent of sweat clung to him. He was truly in distress. Sam was tempted to tell the driver to return to the catacombs, but that wouldn’t solve anything. It wouldn’t help Christopher once Sam was gone.

      Just as Sam was beginning to waver, the car came to a halt. Christopher’s gaze darted to his and then outside again. The shop was tucked away deep in the heart of the city, accessible only from a small purple door in the alley, which ensured that only people who knew to look for the place would ever find it, just as intended.

      The owner was a little blue-haired witch of about Christopher’s age. She had inherited the place from her grandmother, who had taught her all her magical secrets, just as her mother had before her. Their line went back generations. She was another of Sariel’s progeny and since he had no interest in doing away with his bloodline, she was safe, at least for the time being.

      Despite Sam all but shoving him through the alley, Christopher appeared entranced the moment Sam pushed open the door. His eyes widened as bells jingled above their heads, his gaze darting all over the store, trying to take it all in.

      Sam didn’t go there often. The place gave him a migraine. It reeked of patchouli and old paper. The first scent came from a ceramic dragon’s nostrils, the tendrils of smoke wafting into the air. The second came from a small open room in the back stuffed with old books.

      It wasn’t empty as Sam had hoped. A small group of elderly people had gathered at a table in the corner beside a table filled with tea and pastries, and they looked up in surprise when they saw Sam in the doorway. They were obviously witches. They sensed his power.

      The little blue-haired owner of the shop sat behind a glass counter filled with chunky weathered jewelry, her booted feet propped up on the glass, a large leather-bound book in her hand. Her eyes widened when she saw them. She ushered them in with a gesture before giving Sam a rather formal bow. “It’s been a while since you’ve visited, Your Highness.”

      “She knows who you are?” Christopher stage-whispered, making them both smile.

      “Yes, pet. Bailey is a witch,” Sam said. “She’s a direct descendant of Sariel and runs this shop where she helps the magical community procure items not easily found in the human world.”

      Christopher’s gaze snagged on the group at the table, currently gaping at him. “People like them?”

      Sam smiled. “Yes.”

      Christopher blinked at the odd assortment of people at the table. “They’re witches?”

      “Yes, pet.”

      “Why are they staring at you?” Christopher asked.

      Sam chuckled. “They stare for the same reason you do. I’m radiant.”

      “Oh,” Christopher managed.

      Sam nodded towards the girl. “Bailey, meet Christopher. He’s a little shy. I thought I could show him around your shop.”

      “Of course, Your Highness.”

      Bailey’s eyes went wide as Sam took Christopher’s hand, pulling him deeper into the space. Christopher’s head was on a swivel, running his fingers over chunks of amethyst and quartz, picking up an old locket and holding it up, watching it spin for a brief moment before setting it down once more.

      “This place doesn’t seem real,” Christopher managed, sounding shocked.

      Christopher jumped when a hand touched his arm. He turned to see one of the little old people from the table, holding out a dainty plate with a single cookie on it. It was pale purple with tiny flakes of lavender baked into it. Sam watched as Christopher studied the tiny woman with her large brimmed blue hat and sweeping floral dress.

      “This is for you,” she said, a twinkle in her pale blue eyes.

      “Um…”

      “Eat it, you’ll feel better,” the woman promised.

      It was bold of the woman to initiate a conversation with a demon’s companion, but witches were nothing if not bold. And this witch was powerful; they all were. Sam could feel the magic radiating off them. It was intoxicating. Some part of Christopher responded to it as well.

      He looked at Sam, face pinched with worry.

      Sam raised a hand to touch Christopher’s cheek briefly. “It’s alright, pet.”

      Still, Christopher hesitated. “How does it make me feel better?”

      The woman smiled, raising a wrinkled hand to pat him on the cheek just as Sam had done. “Cookies always make everything better.”

      Christopher frowned but he took the cookie, taking a timid nibble, then another bigger bite when he realized it tasted good. By the time he’d swallowed the second bite, Sam could feel Christopher relax entirely. The drug had an almost euphoric effect on him. He was heavy lidded and had a goofy smile on his face.

      The witch gave Sam a hard look, asking a question without speaking. He nodded.

      She took Christopher’s hand, leading him back to the table where the others had all gathered. “Everybody, this is Christopher. As you can tell, he’s a bit shy.”

      Sam stood back, letting the elderly woman draw him into their circle, forcing him to sit and handing him a cup of tea.

      “I’m Agatha,” she said. “That’s Faye, Niles, Helga, and Jeremy.”

      Christopher giggled. “Jeremy.”

      “It is a silly name,” Agatha agreed.

      Jeremy was a man of no less than eighty, wearing a purple sweater vest and a violet-colored fedora. He was a sight to behold. Faye and Helga looked almost identical with their sky high gray hair and long black dresses. Niles looked like he’d been called away from work, the only one dressed in khakis and a butter yellow polo shirt. They made for an odd lot.

      “So, you’re Christopher,” Agatha said. He nodded shyly. “How old are you, young man?”

      Christopher frowned. “Twenty-two…I think.”

      “You think?” Niles teased. “I’d expect that from Jeremy, mad as a hatter, he is. But you’re too young for that.”

      “Niles, leave him be,” Faye said, sweeping her hand over Christopher’s forehead to brush his hair from his face. “Can’t you see the boy has had a hard life?”

      Sam watched Christopher melt into her touch, his lids fluttering. He needed warmth, touch, coddling. Things Sam had no clue how to offer, things that came so normal to a group of geriatric witches it seemed. He was basking in their undivided attention.

      “Have another cookie,” Helga prompted, pushing the plate full of cookies towards him.

      “I can’t eat too many,” Christopher said. “I’ll get fat.”

      Agatha scoffed. “Nonsense.” She poked at his side playfully. “You could do with a bit of fattening up. There’s nothing wrong with having a bit of meat on you. I reckon your man over there is quite the carnivore.”

      Christopher blushed to the roots of his hair, giving Sam a small smile that went straight to his dick. She wasn’t wrong. Sam was hungry, and Christopher was his favorite prey. He was a little too thin if Sam was being honest, but it was hardly a detractor. Food was still a big deal for Christopher. He still hesitated to clean his plate, still fretted over how many carbs were in a specific dish.

      Keziah and Lily did their best to remind him that food wasn’t his enemy, but the roots of Vincent’s brainwashing were deep and hard to eradicate, no matter how much Sam used Christopher’s body, no matter how often he told him he couldn’t get enough of him.

      Sam backed away a bit, standing beside Bailey’s counter. “Who are they?”

      “I call ‘em the Tuesday Club. They come in here every Tuesday and drink tea and eat cookies they bring from home. They’re powerful, but harmless. They tend to hone in on babies and children, coddling them and plying them with sweets like the witch in a Grimm fairytale, but I think they’re just lonely. I’ve never seen them intentionally cause harm.”

      “Intentionally?” Sam asked sharply.

      “Mm,” Bailey said, eyes glued to the table. “Some of those cookies they bring can pack quite a punch. There’s been a few near misses when somebody almost got the wrong cookie.”

      “The wrong cookie,” Sam repeated, frowning at the now empty plate in front of Christopher. “Are they magical?”

      Bailey snickered. “No, they’re edibles.”

      “Are you saying your Tuesday Club just dosed my…companion with weed?”

      “They dosed him with magic, but yeah, in about forty minutes that dopey effect is going to intensify. Their magic is almost as potent as their weed.”

      Sam grimaced. “Fantastic.”

      Bailey shrugged. “It seemed like he needed it, if I’m being honest. If Agatha hadn’t dosed him with a little bit of magic, he might have had a stroke. I could smell his panic from the alleyway. Is he agoraphobic?”

      “Agora-what?”

      Bailey tilted her head to look up at him. “Agoraphobic. Is he afraid to go outside?”

      Sam nodded. “Yes. I’m honestly not sure when he was last out in the real world.”

      Bailey nodded. “Does he have family that takes care of him then?”

      “I take care of him,” Sam snapped, nostrils flaring.

      “Forgive me, Your Highness. I didn’t mean to imply otherwise. Your boy just seems…lonely and in need of some people who will dote on him. Nobody dotes on people like the Tuesday Club. Maybe you could bring him again next week? Widen his circle of friends?”

      Sam deflated. There was no reason for him to snap at the little witch. She was only trying to help. He didn’t know why he was so protective of Christopher, so…possessive.

      That wasn’t true.

      He knew why. He was attracted to his vulnerability, his guilelessness, his need to please Sam, the way he loved when Sam hurt him just enough. He was attracted to Christopher’s light, to the way he loved Sam, even though Sam could never love him.

      Christ, he really was a monster.
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      “Arms up.”

      Christopher complied languidly, gazing up at Sam, unable to stop the dopey smile on his face. He raised a hand and poked at the wrinkles on Sam’s forehead. “Am I in trouble?”

      A rare smile formed on Sam’s face. “Why would you be in trouble, pet? You did exactly as I asked today.”

      Christopher thought hard. “I don’t know why I’d be in trouble, but your face is frownier than usual, right here.” Once more, he drove his finger into Sam’s forehead.

      “I’m frowning because undressing you requires concentration as you are being very…squirmy.”

      “You’re undressing me because we’re going to have sex, right?” Christopher questioned. When Sam got to his knees to lower Christopher’s pants, he couldn’t help but comb his fingers through his hair. “Right, Daddy?” he asked again.

      Sam gave him a patient look. “Yes, pet. But only if you let me get you undressed.”

      Christopher snorted. “You’re on your knees…for me.”

      Sam leaned forward, biting Christopher’s hip bone before laving over it with his tongue. “So it seems.”

      “That feels good, Daddy.”

      “Yeah?”

      “Mm,” Christopher managed.

      Sam’s hands gripped his narrow waist. “How about this?”

      Christopher sucked in a breath as wet heat enveloped his semi-hard cock, his knees almost buckling at the suction as Sam’s mouth dragged from root to tip. “Oh…wow.”

      Sam pulled off, chuckling, pushing Christopher back on the bed. “Open your legs for me.”

      Christopher did as Sam asked, looking down to see Sam kneeled between his splayed thighs. “What are you doing?”

      Sam’s sharp gaze cut to Christopher, his brow hooking upwards. “Are you questioning me, pet?”

      Christopher’s heart tripped in his chest as he looked up at the ceiling. “No, Daddy.”

      “Good.”

      Clawed hands caught beneath his knees, forcing his legs up and out lewdly. When Christopher dared to look again, Sam was fully shifted, his obscenely long tongue slipping out from sharpened teeth to tease at his hole. He shivered at the feeling, goosebumps erupting along his skin, as he pushed just the slightest bit inside before retreating.

      He moaned as teeth sank into his inner thigh, his cock throbbing as Sam sucked at the wound. “Who do you belong to?” Sam rasped, his voice no longer human.

      “You, Daddy.”

      “Say it again.”

      Christopher whimpered as Sam’s hot breath and sharpened teeth hovered over his leaking cock. “You, Daddy.”

      “That’s right. Just me. Only me.”

      Christopher’s hands fisted in the comforter as Sam’s tongue once more found his entrance, teasing his rim before pushing inside. “Oh, God.”

      Sam often fucked him with his tongue. It wasn’t that Christopher wasn’t used to the roughness over the most sensitive parts of him or the way he seemed to probe impossibly deep. Still, he never grew used to the unique situation, to clawed hands gripping his knees or sulfur yellow eyes peering at him from red leather-like skin, to feeling like Sam’s tongue was impossibly deep inside him.

      He could never explain to another living creature what it felt like to be fucked and claimed by a literal demon. It was so dirty, so wrong, but it felt so good, and every single receptor in his body was on full alert. The way his tongue forced its way inside him was painful, but it was all conflated in Christopher’s mind. Pain was pleasure and pleasure was pain. Nobody could do what Sam did. Nobody could make him want to hurt like he did.

      When Sam’s tongue retreated, Christopher couldn’t stop himself from begging. “More.”

      Sam’s rumbling laugh was almost a reptilian hiss. “You’ll get more only when I allow it. Is that clear?”

      Christopher’s heart squeezed. “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Good boy. Hold your legs up.”

      Christopher replaced Sam’s hands with his own, squeezing his eyes shut as he tried to wait patiently for whatever came next. He moaned as lube trickled between his cheeks and over his hole, and then something rigid but malleable pushed just inside him. Christopher forced himself to look as Sam penetrated him with an enormous tapered toy, one far bigger than even Sam. His eyes bulged, but one look at Sam’s face told Christopher to keep his mouth shut.

      “Relax, pet. Just relax and concentrate on how good it’s going to feel when I’m deep inside you.”

      Christopher released the breath he was holding, willing himself to relax. This was what he’d wanted. What he’d been begging for for months. Still, each time he advanced the toy farther, he couldn’t stop the pained whimpers falling from his lips.

      “Does it hurt?”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Do you like it?”

      Christopher moaned, moving himself along the shaft of the toy. “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Good boy.”

      It was a lot of push and pull, literally. Sam would advance the toy, then pull it almost all the way out before forcing it back in deeper until Christopher felt like he was stretched impossibly wide. He knew it wasn’t true, but it felt true. Still, he wanted more. He didn’t want silicone, he wanted Sam. He wanted his hard length driving into him as he growled against his ear. He wanted to feel his claws on his skin, his breath on his neck, his teeth breaking skin so he could suck the blood from his body like some unholy ritual.

      When Sam seemed in no hurry to replace the toy, Christopher resorted to begging. “Please. I’m ready. You promised.”

      After a brief moment, the toy was suddenly gone, leaving Christopher feeling empty. Christopher’s gaze climbed as Sam rose to his full height, making him feel impossibly small as he lifted him and tossed him farther up the bed. “Roll over.”

      Christopher rushed to comply. Sam climbed over him, his breathing something akin to a cat’s purr as he ran his nose along Christopher’s throat. “You’re so small. So…fragile. So human. I don’t want to break you.”

      Christopher arched his back, feeling Sam’s cock slide between the furrow of his ass. “You promised. I don’t care if you break me. I want to know you like this. I want you inside me like this.”

      One of Sam’s clawed hands was almost enough to cover Christopher’s entire abdomen as he lifted his lower half so he was positioned with his face buried in a pillow and his ass in the air like he was presenting himself. He supposed he was. What he wanted was animalistic. He wanted to be claimed, to be marked, to be bred. He wanted to feel Sam inside him days from now. He wanted to be stuffed full of his cum. Wanted to feel swollen with it. He needed to know he belonged to Sam in a way no other human ever would.

      When the head of Sam’s cock finally pressed against Christopher’s entrance, he breathed a sigh of relief, part of him believing he would change his mind, decide it was too dangerous, but once the head pushed past that first tight ring of muscle, all relief disappeared, replaced by a burning pain and a panic that had him fisting the pillow beneath his head. The sound he made was somewhere between a whimper and a cry, but it was enough to make Sam pause.

      “We don’t have to do this.”

      “I want to. I just need a minute…please.”

      Sam’s breath was warm against Christopher’s neck as he leaned down to rumble against his ear. “You don’t need to prove anything to me. You’re already mine. You know that. I know you do.”

      Christopher’s chest felt tight, tears squeezing from underneath closed lids and falling silently against the pillow. “But I want this. My body just needs a minute and maybe more lube.”

      Sam snorted out a small laugh and then, for a brief second, he disappeared. Before Christopher could protest, he was back, his cock slick and sliding in a few more inches before retreating once more. It was an exercise in patience for both of them; each time Christopher thought his body acquiesced, Sam met with resistance.

      After an unknown number of minutes, Sam finally blanketed himself over Christopher, biting his shoulder, then licking up the blood, rocking his lower body in tiny aborted thrusts that just made Christopher feel like he was worthless. A fragile human who couldn’t handle Sam in his true form.

      “I can practically hear your thoughts, pet. I can smell your sorrow and your disappointment, but more than anything, I can smell your pain. I can feel the way your heart is pumping. The adrenaline smells sweet. We made a good first attempt. There’s always tomorrow.”

      Christopher made a frustrated sound, shaking his head. “No. I can do this.”

      “Sex isn’t supposed to be an endurance challenge, pet. It’s supposed to feel good.”

      Christopher’s whole body went slack. This wasn’t how he saw this going. This was supposed to have been hot and dirty, not painful and embarrassing.

      Sam pulled free of him and moved to sit, resting against the headboard. Christopher didn’t move, just sniffled as tears slid down his face. Finally, he sat up. The least he could do was get Sam off. Christopher straddled Sam’s thick thighs, pouring the lube over his cock and gripping it with both hands as he stroked him.

      “You don’t have to do this, pet.”

      “I want to, Daddy.”

      “Fuck, your hands feel good.”

      Christopher thought about the last time they had done this, when Sam had forced Christopher to fuck himself on his cock. It had hurt then, too…until it hadn’t. Christopher rose up, repositioning himself over Sam’s cock.

      “What are you doing, pet?”

      Christopher didn’t answer, just lowered himself onto his hard length, moaning as it slid deep until about half of Sam was inside him. He rose up and did it again, his breath coming quicker. It still hurt—not the sharp burning pain from before but a dull, throbbing ache that made him want more.

      “Is this okay, Daddy?”

      Sam growled low, clawed hands gripping Christopher’s ass and spreading it wide, holding him in place so he could work himself in and out. Christopher wrapped his arms around Sam’s neck, burying his face there, whimpering each time Sam worked himself impossibly deeper.

      “I can feel you,” Christopher said, not making any sense but trying to convey how insanely hot it was to have Sam inside him in his true form, to feel where his wings jutted from his back, the smooth feel of his skin beneath his hands.

      “You’re so tight, so hot inside. I’m going to be so deep inside you when I breed you.”

      “Oh, fuck,” Christopher whispered. Suddenly, Sam lifted Christopher off him without explanation. “What…” he started.

      “I want you on all fours.”

      Christopher’s whole body went hot and cold at Sam’s growled words. He rushed to comply, and when he looked up, he could see their reflection in a mirror that hadn’t been there seconds ago. It was obscene. Sam’s enormous form, wings outstretched, red cock almost reaching his belly button. And then Christopher, small, fragile, human…

      This time when Sam entered him, there was no hesitation. Powerful hands gripped his tiny waist as he slammed into him until Christopher couldn’t keep his hands beneath him, collapsing onto his forearms.

      Christopher was talking but he didn’t even know what he was saying, if it even made sense. But Sam was talking, too, his voice inhuman as he growled, “Is this what you wanted, pet? To be bred? Owned? Used up?”

      “Oh, fuck. Yes. I want to feel you fill me up. I want to feel you leaking out of me. Please.”

      Sam yanked Christopher back against him, gripping his wrists as he plowed in and out, using him like some fuck toy. Christopher couldn’t take his gaze off them as Sam drove into him again and again, his breaths quickening as he came closer and closer to his release.

      Christopher was still hard, his cock flushed and wet at the tip, precum oozing out of him every time Sam glanced his prostate. “You’re doing so good, pet. Taking my cock like the perfect little whore. You want me to come? Want me to fill your belly with my seed? Is that what you need?”

      “Yes. Yes. Yes. Please, Daddy. Fill me up. Breed me. Please, I’ve been so good.”

      Sam came with a roar, his cock throbbing inside Christopher as he thrust into him two more times before dragging him back against him. Christopher took his own cock in hand, barely jerking it twice before he came, too, making Sam groan as he spasmed around him.

      Sam wrapped his arms around Christopher, who stared at their reflection as he sucked much needed breath into his lungs. In the blink of an eye, Sam was in human form once more, still inside him, still holding him tight. Christopher’s head fell back against his shoulder, his lids heavy.

      “I need to check you, pet. I need to make sure you’re still intact.”

      “I’m fine,” he muttered, words slurred, unable to fight the sudden exhaustion that overcame him.

      He felt Sam shift them, felt the softness of the sheets beneath him, and then everything went dark.
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      Sam stared down at the single name scrawled in sharp black font across stark white paper. It was a name, but not just a name, an address. It was Ari’s handwriting. Weeks ago, Sam would have hugged Ari for such a gift, but today, it sparked a white hot fury within his core that rendered him immobile.

      The last demon. The last of his progeny. Fuck. He wasn’t ready. He wasn’t ready and Ari knew it. He wanted him to make a choice. To finish what he started or don’t, proving to the others he was a selfish bastard who’d spent a century convincing them that killing off their own kind was the right thing to do. The holy thing to do.

      Sam leaned back in his chair, pressing his fingers into his eyes, his glass of whiskey sitting forgotten on his desk. He’d tried to put the name aside, had tried to slide it beneath a stack of papers, but it was like the tell-tale heart beating beneath the floorboards, getting inexplicably faster the farther he delved into the pile. He couldn’t outrun it.

      The cold, hard truth was that he didn’t care about any of it. He didn’t care about demonic hierarchies or the bureaucracies of underworld politics. He didn’t care if demons were mating with humans, if halfling witches and fae were mating and creating races of powerful hybrids. None of it mattered. Sam only cared about Christopher, sleeping so soundly in his bed.

      Sam pulled the paper free once more and stared at it. He had spent a lifetime focused on this one task, and now, Ari was just handing him what he always wanted, wrapped in a pretty bow.

      But it wasn’t a gift. It was a tactical move. A decision. A choice. He wanted Sam to choose eternal slumber over one human boy. It should have been the easiest of choices. Just weeks ago, it would have been. He’d been praying for the sweet release of the abyss for as long as he could remember.

      But now, it felt like something pierced his ribs, wedging itself beneath his lungs, causing a knife sharp pain with each breath. He wasn’t ready to leave Christopher. He wasn’t ready to be on his own. He needed friends. A place to live. A reason to live. The peace of mind to know there wouldn’t be a demon waiting to slaughter him on the other side of the door. Christopher had made Sam his whole world and his absence would destroy him.

      It wasn’t vanity to say so. Christopher was exactly as he was meant to be. Docile. Sweet. Submissive. Subservient. He was perfect. But what made him perfect for Sam made him an easy mark for the Vincents of the world. How did Sam keep Christopher as he was and protect him at the same time? It was easy when he laid beside him every night, kept him cloistered in the catacombs where anybody who wanted to get to him had to go through Sam.

      But if he took this paper, if he finished his list, Christopher would be on his own. Ari wouldn’t allow him to live. Nobody else would step up to protect him for fear of retribution. So, where did that leave Sam? Did he selfishly finish his list and fall into some eternal black hole? Did he stay behind and help guide Christopher? Care for him until he was capable of being on his own? How long would that take? A week? A month? A lifetime?

      Would Sam sacrifice a lifetime to ensure Christopher’s safety? He’d already been alive for centuries. What was one human lifetime in the grand scheme of things? But it wasn’t just one lifetime. The moment Sam chose Christopher over his list, a war would erupt and Sam’s decision would be the catalyst.

      There was a knock on the door. Sam was preemptively prepared to unleash his helplessness and fury on whoever dared to bother him at this time of night, but when Sariel popped his head in, he deflated back in his seat, waving the man in.

      Sariel was dressed for sleep, in black linen pants and a black silk robe, open to his naked chest. He frowned at Sam’s figure, slumped in his chair, gaze snagging on the untouched glass beside him. He walked to the bar, grabbing the whole bottle and a glass for himself before settling into the chair opposite Sam.

      “What are we celebrating?” Sariel asked, tone grim.

      Sam didn’t answer out loud, just tossed the paper, watching it scatter over the wood before Sariel plucked it up, keeping it from falling over the edge.

      Sariel frowned at it. “What’s this?”

      “What do you think?” Sam snarled.

      “Is this it? The last of your list?” Sariel asked, leaning forward, frowning in concentration at the paper pinched between his fingers.

      Sam nodded, once more pressing his thumbs into his eye sockets as if he could rub the information from existence.

      Sariel darted his gaze to Sam’s, his confusion obvious. “What am I missing?”

      Sam wanted to slam his fist on the desk and shout, ‘I’m not ready!’ but, instead, he just stared at Sariel, a weariness he’d never known seeping into his bones. Forever was a long time to be alive and Sam was feeling it all. He’d been living this double life, half demon, half man for so long. But was it living? Had it ever truly felt like living?

      Sam watched as understanding dawned. “This is about him, isn’t it? Your little human concubine. You love him.”

      Did he? What was love to a demon? “I fear for his safety.”

      If he’d expected Sariel to assuage his fears, he was wrong. “You should. The moment you finish that list, you’ll turn to dust. Ari will kill him before the wind carries away your ashes.”

      Sam glowered at him. “Thank you, as always, for your words of comfort in these troubling times.”

      “Forgive me, sire, my people skills are rusty,” Sariel intoned, voice dripping with insincerity.

      It wasn’t entirely true. Of all of them, Sariel seemed to traverse the line between demons and humans with ease. Like Abby, he saw the beauty in humanity, in all of the ugliness of the nephilim. “We both know that’s not true.”

      “What is plaguing you with such ennui?” Sariel asked, pouring himself a glass and downing it in one go. “Is it truly just this human boy?”

      Sam sighed, picking up his drink and taking a swallow, enjoying the burn. “Is that so hard to believe?”

      Sariel stared at him for a long moment like he was contemplating whether or not to lie. Finally, he said, “Quite frankly, yes.”

      Sam shook his head. “Because I’m a demon and he’s human?”

      The look of exasperation on Sariel’s face would have almost been comical if Sam wasn’t in such a foul mood. “No. Because, for years, you’ve been the most ruthless among us. You asked us to rebel against our father and we followed you. You asked us to procreate with those of our kind and we did it. You told us to corrupt all of humanity and we did it.” As he spoke, his voice grew louder, his face contorting. “You then asked us to destroy those very same children and we did it. Well, they did it. I have a harder time slaughtering the innocent. We’ve started spiritual wars, laid waste to both friends and enemies alike. Got ourselves forever expelled from Heaven, and now, our only hope is an eternity of nothing in the abyss. Yes. It is hard to believe that Samyaza, the mighty, the warrior, God’s sword, has been felled by a frail human boy. But maybe there’s some kind of divine justice in that. It ends how it started. An angel corrupted a human, and now, a human corrupts a demon.”

      When Sariel finished his diatribe, his chest rose and fell in rapid breaths, his face flushed. He closed his eyes, then opened them again, his face serene. “Forgive me.”

      Sam waved his apology away. “I had no idea you felt that way. I can see how you would be angry with me. I would be. Hell, I am. I knew the moment I laid eyes on Christopher that I should never have given in to the temptation. But he begged so sweetly. He looked at me in my true form and he wanted me. Do you know what that’s like?”

      Sariel snagged the bottle and poured them both another drink. “I don’t. I have no idea what it’s like to have a human look at me in my true form and not perish from fright. But I also never wanted that. I was never allowed to want that. Do you not see why Ari and the others are angry?”

      Sam swirled the amber-colored liquid around in his glass before leaning back in his chair. “Of course, I do. But what’s to be done about it now? If I tell them I’ve made a mistake, that I no longer wish to be swallowed by darkness, it will trigger a war.”

      Sariel shook his head. “A war is already brewing. Did you think you could bring him here, show him our secrets, and there wouldn’t be consequences?”

      “Ari has always been a pain in the ass, but I never thought he’d attempt to stage a coup.”

      “Ari? Ari’s attempting to stop a coup. Do you truly think it’s your brothers under this roof who protest? You’ve been lording over us as king for centuries. There are thousands of halflings who’ve spent millennia living in fear. Many of the nephilim simply exist in this world due to an accident of birth. They harm nobody. But they’ve been hunted and extinguished with extreme prejudice on your orders. You’ve had numerous angels put before the three judges for the very sin you, yourself, are now committing. Did you think the rest of them wouldn’t notice?”

      “I didn’t ask for this power,” Sam said sullenly.

      “But it has always been yours, Samyaza. You always wished to believe it was Azazel that encouraged us, that it was him we followed, but that’s a lie. You know it is. There were nine princes, yet, somehow, you rose to power when Azazel chose to cower at Father’s feet. Now, you want to throw it all away to protect a human boy barely capable of existing in the outside world. It’s too late to look at a league of fallen angels and tell them you were wrong. That they fell for nothing.”

      Sam shook his head, rocketing his seat upright. “I wasn’t wrong. What Father did was wrong. What Azazel did was wrong. He had no business corrupting Father’s favorite children, but Father had no right to keep humans in the dark, to force them to trade comfort for knowledge.”

      Sariel scoffed, taking another huge swallow. “When will you just admit that is not why you chose to rebel? You were jealous. We all were. You hated the humans just as much as we did. You hated watching Father forsake us for his ant farm. You wanted us to fall so that we could corrupt their perfect bloodline. And we did. Then you grew a conscience, or maybe you just grew tired. Either way, when you decided to try to un-ring the bell, we picked up our swords and we slaughtered our halfling children and settled for life in the abyss. Now, you’ve decided to pivot once more and bring a human into our midst and tell us all he’s to be venerated.”

      Was that what Sam was doing? No. No! That wasn’t what he wanted. “Not venerated. Protected. I’ll finish my list if it means keeping a war at bay. I just want to know he’s protected, cared for. Is that so much to ask?”

      Sariel scoffed. “The others slaughter their children, but you want them to protect your bed mate? I think you know the answer to that.”

      Sam did know. He did. He knew it was hypocritical, absurd, cruel even. But why should Christopher suffer for his hubris? Why should anyone? Christopher had asked so little from Sam. He’d just wanted his life. In exchange, he’d offered up his body, his autonomy. He’d wanted nothing more than to be loved and alive, and though Sam couldn’t give one, he should have been able to honor the other.

      Fuck.

      He was just talking in circles. None of this mattered. None of it. Sam knew the right thing to do. He knew what he had to do. He knew the only thing he could do was to finish his list, fade into the abyss, and leave Christopher to whatever fate his brothers met out.

      But he also knew he wouldn’t. He couldn’t. Christopher had wormed his way under his skin, and if protecting him meant setting the world on fire, he’d do it. He’d fucking do it.

      And God help them all.
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      There was something wrong with Sam. For the last two days, he’d been distant and distracted. He wasn’t mean, he just wasn’t himself. Not the ‘himself’ he’d been for the last month. Maybe things had changed for him after they’d finally had sex with Sam in his demon form. Maybe he realized that without some arbitrary sexual goal in mind, Christopher wasn’t all that interesting.

      He pretended it didn’t matter. Or tried to, anyway. He had known that Sam would tire of him. Maybe that was just the way of these things for demons, for Daddies. Maybe, eventually, the need for something new always superseded whatever feeling they thought they’d had.

      Christopher wished he was like that. That he could just compartmentalize sex and feelings in their own little boxes, ensuring they never met. Maybe even put a padlock on the feelings box so it wouldn’t tempt him to open it. He wished that his need to serve a master wasn’t so deeply ingrained in his DNA. That Sam wasn’t so deeply ingrained in his DNA. But it was. He was.

      It was so embedded in who Christopher was as a person that every perceived slight on Sam’s part felt like Christopher’s feelings were a string Sam could pick at, pulling them a little more each day until, one day, Christopher would find himself as nothing more than a pool of yarn on the floor.

      Still, he lied. He pretended. He smiled. He served. He went to his knees eagerly. It was easy to forget when Sam buried himself inside him, when he used him hard. And he did still use him. Enthusiastically. But then he would dress and kiss Christopher’s forehead, saying he’d be back late.

      And then, Christopher would be alone with his thoughts and insecurities. He would stand in the mirror and poke and prod at himself, wondering what he could change to make Sam want him again.

      Christopher was all in. He knew nothing else but to serve. He wanted nothing else but to serve Sam. But he was alone in that, it seemed. Like always, Sam had said his goodbyes the moment he’d finished with Christopher, pushed his hair back off his forehead absently before telling him not to sit around reading books all day, not so subtly encouraging him to go to the shop and talk with his elderly witch friends.

      Christopher had tried. He really had. He’d gotten dressed, put his shoes on. He’d even thought about calling a cab. But then he’d chickened out and grabbed a book, sneaking along the secret staircase that led to the roof. The demons rarely went up there, especially not when the sun was out.

      Christopher had to be careful up there. The town had long since given up on the church above the catacombs. They avoided it, crossed themselves when they passed it. Looked away when near it. It was like they could sense the demons that lingered beneath the surface, that they could see what the church truly was—a grave marker for the souls of God’s angels. Nothing living dwelled below ground. Well, except Christopher.

      Christopher wasn’t sure how long he’d been up there when he heard the door open. Long enough for his skin to be warm from the sun, but not enough to burn. When he heard the creaking of the door, he turned, expecting anyone but the person standing there.

      Sariel.

      Of all the demons living in the catacombs, he was the most elusive and the one who scared Christopher the least. Except, for right now. He would almost believe it was just coincidence that found them on the roof together if not for the expression on Sariel’s face, a grim determination that shook Christopher to his core.

      “Are you here to kill me?” Christopher asked, not sure which answer would make him feel better.

      Sariel usually would have laughed at Christopher’s words. He found everything so amusing, especially humans. But he ignored Christopher’s inquiry, slinging a long leg over the lounge chair beside him before reclining back to gaze up at the sun. Christopher supposed the sun wasn’t a danger to demons.

      Christopher stared at the side of the demon’s face. “Is that a yes?”

      Sariel sighed. “My daughter likes you very much.”

      Christopher frowned. Was Sariel there to talk about Lily? He didn’t consider himself to be smart, but he wasn’t exactly dumb either. Still, he couldn’t figure out what direction this conversation was about to take and that unnerved him. He hadn’t expected it to be a talk about Lily, but if that was all Sariel wished to converse about, then Christopher would be happy to give that to him.

      “I like her very much, too,” Christopher hedged.

      “Do you like Sam?” Sariel asked, closing his eyes, basking in the sun’s rays.

      Christopher shivered at the casual tone. There was a threat of warning beneath it.

      He shrugged. “Of course, I do.”

      “Do you love him?”

      Christopher was walking into a trap. He could feel it, but lying to a demon would have equally dire consequences as telling the truth. “I think so, yes.”

      Sariel fell silent, and Christopher glanced down at his forgotten book. Should he go back to reading as if the demon beside him wasn’t there? Would he tell him why he was there?

      Just when Christopher curled his fingers around the book’s cover, Sariel said, “I don’t know if it’s possible for our kind to love. Once, I would have said yes. But now, I truly wonder if what we consider affection and caring is simply just another form of bondage.”

      Christopher closed his book, giving Sariel his full attention. “Love is its own form of bondage. At least, for humans. We’ll twist ourselves in knots, allow a person we love to hurt us, all because we love them.”

      Sariel nodded. “When we first arrived here, the humans thought us gods. They worshipped us. And in return, we gifted them with knowledge our father didn’t want them to have. We gave them magic and astrology, taught them about makeup and vanity. They loved us, but we wanted to crush them, to taint them, because we were jealous that they received our father’s love. But, beneath all of that, I found them fascinating. Each one so different, so unique, and yet, somehow, all the same.”

      “All the same?”

      “You enjoy the suffering. It’s not your fault. He made you that way. I don’t think he imagined you’d become sentient so quickly. He thought of you as his most favorite animals. But he also forbade you to have the one thing that might make you want to leave. Knowledge.”

      “When did you stop finding us fascinating?” Christopher asked.

      Sariel shrugged. “There are consequences for our actions. We didn’t see them then. But when your kind used what we taught you to kill, to lay waste to the planet my father had created, that was when everything changed.”

      “What consequences?” Christopher asked.

      Sariel glanced towards him, his eyes the same color as the sun, like he’d absorbed it. “A lifetime here, trapped on the planet we destroyed.”

      “Wasn’t that what you wanted? To fall?”

      “What is it they say? Careful what you wish for?” Sariel asked. “We were naïve. We thought Earth was better than Heaven. No rules. No judgment. Someone might finally see us as we are. The superior species.”

      Christopher wouldn’t argue with that. It would be nice to take a break from feeling everything so hard, to simply exist and be at peace with who he was. “But you don’t think Earth is better now?”

      “We left one father and then elected and immediately followed another. We’re soldiers. He made us to fight wars. We weren’t meant to think on our own. We were meant to take orders. Azazel snatched the crown, elected himself our new leader, but it was always Samyaza we looked up to, who we sought for guidance. When Azazel grew tired of trying to keep track of the spawn we all created, he turned tail and ran, begged our father for forgiveness. And he did. Gave him a kingdom in Hell.”

      “Is that what you wanted? A kingdom of your own in Hell?” Christopher asked.

      “No. I was more content than others, I guess. But then Sam reconsidered and so we all did. But that change of heart came with a body count. A big one. And it’s taken us centuries to do what our father requires, and our only reward is nothingness.”

      Christopher sat for a few minutes. “Why are you telling me all of this?”

      “Because since Sam met you, things have changed.”

      Christopher’s heart fluttered, his lips turning up at the corners before he could catch himself.

      “I can see how that would please you. Your world has been tiny until now. Is still tiny, relatively. You’ve gained this vast knowledge of a world you never knew existed, yet instead of being terrified, you make a nest here and you settle in with a demon of your own, content to surround yourself with monsters.”

      Christopher’s breath caught as he said, “At least demons are honest about what they want from me.”

      “What they want is your death.”

      They wouldn’t be the first to wish him dead. His family had hated him. If Sariel was expecting surprise, he would be disappointed. None of this came as a shock to Christopher. “That’s not exactly a revelation. No pun intended.”

      Sariel smiled at Christopher’s words. “The only thing standing between you and death is Sam. That doesn’t scare you?”

      “What happens when I die?” Christopher asked, not expecting an answer. “I’ll be judged. I’m not a bad person. I’m not Mother Teresa—”

      “She wasn’t a great person,” Sariel interjected.

      “Huh,” Christopher said. “Either way. Do you think somebody like me will spend an eternity burning in Hell for bedding a demon?”

      Sariel shook his head. “No. Our father is surprisingly forgiving of his humans.”

      “With Sam gone, I don’t really want to stay around. If I just take my own life, does that make me weak?” Christopher asked.

      Sariel scoffed. “Who am I to judge weakness?”

      “The Catholic church says suicide is a sin. Is that true?” Christopher asked.

      Sariel looked at him in surprise. “Imagine worshipping a god who punishes those who are too mentally ill to see their way through their sadness. He loved your kind above all others. But before you go making any grand finale plans, you should know Heaven is nothing like people imagine. It’s not clouds and angels and chubby babies and harps.”

      Christopher wasn’t sure what the point of this conversation was. “If you’re here to convince me I’m not welcome once Sam is gone, I promise I already know.”

      “I’m here to tell you Sam no longer wishes to go and that knowledge is about to start a war among my kind. A war that will spill over this world like tar, blackening everything.”

      “No longer wishes to go?” Christopher echoed, his insides shaking. “He wants to stay? Why? He’s worked so hard for this.”

      Sariel shook his head. “Why do you think? For you. His human pet.”

      The edges of Christopher’s lips twitched in an aborted smile. “For me?”

      Sariel glanced at him, then shook his head. “Yes. And though you probably find that very flattering, the demons you can’t see—the ones who have been waiting for Sam to fall—they’re already planning to come for him. They’ll imprison him in an iron tomb, toss him in the ocean, or seal him behind a wall where he’ll rot for all eternity while they turn your planet into a hellscape that would make Azazel himself jealous.”

      Christopher’s heart beat against his throat. “So, what do I do? Are you telling me to just jump off the roof or something?”

      Sariel gave him a pitying look. “No. Of course not. Just having this conversation with you could cost me my brother. I simply want you to know what’s at stake should you not convince Sam to carry out his list.”

      “Won’t the others just rise after his death?”

      “Most likely. But others will fight them back. Others like Ari and like me and Abby. We’ll continue to hunt down the nephilim. And each one we fell will take out an entire bloodline. But, until now, we’ve only taken Sam’s word that Father promised us absolution. Even if that absolution comes as nothingness.”

      “You want me to convince Sam to finish his list. I thought he was still looking for the final name. I’ve never asked him not to. It never occurred to me. Truthfully, I didn’t think anyone would find me worthy of forsaking an entire life’s work.”

      “Well, now you do.”

      Christopher’s chest ached, his stomach churning. “I don’t know if I can look him in the eyes and ask him to erase his existence. I won’t keep him from doing what he needs to do, but I don’t know if I can beg him to do it. To leave me sooner.”

      Sariel sighed. “And that makes you weak.” Christopher opened his mouth, but Sariel raised his hand. “Not you. You,” he said, gesturing to the world at large. “Your feelings make you selfish.”

      “Your pride made you selfish,” Christopher noted before his eyes went wide. “Sorry.”

      “Don’t be sorry. You’re correct.”

      “So, how is one worse than the other?”

      Sariel gave a humorless laugh. “It’s not. Both signal our doom. If Sam doesn’t finish his list, it will start a war here on Earth, and people like you, like Lily, like Keziah, will be the ultimate victims. Our kind can’t die. No matter how badly we wish we could. But they can be maimed, tortured…” He shook his head as if envisioning that hell. “The only way out of this is for Sam to finish his list. He has his last name. He could finish it tonight if he wished. But he hesitates because of his love for you.”

      Christopher blinked as he processed that information, a panic he hadn’t felt in weeks gripping his insides. “I can’t convince him in a day.”

      Sariel shook his head. “It doesn’t have to be tonight. It doesn’t have to be tomorrow. But soon. Very soon. Or your failure will be our downfall.”

      Christopher shook his head, tears welling in his eyes. “No pressure.”

      “You had to know it would always come down to this. Sam has to finish his list willingly. And if you wish to die when he’s gone, I’ll ensure it’s done humanely. But if you find you wish to live, I’ll do my best to hide you. It’s the best I can offer.”

      Christopher sniffled, wondering how his life could fall apart under a cloudless, bright blue sky. “I’ll do my best.”

      Sariel gave a resigned nod. “That’s all I ask.”
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      Sam had all but begged Christopher to leave the room for weeks, but when he returned to find him missing, a panic settled in him he had never known before. More troubling, neither Lily nor Keziah knew where he was. It was Sariel who explained he’d seen him heading to the roof hours ago.

      Surely, he couldn’t still be there. It was freezing up there now. But, sure enough, Christopher laid on the chaise, buried beneath a pile of blankets. Not even his face was visible. He’d been crying—Sam could smell the salt of his tears—and was still crying if the tiny sniffles and muffled gulps were to be believed. Sam sat on the edge of his chair, staring down at the lump that was now Christopher.

      The balmy breezes of the day had turned into frigid night, the wind piercing the thin fabric of Sam’s shirt. Luckily, he was impervious to the cold. Christopher, not so much. Though that didn’t seem to be a problem. He’d made a nest of sorts out of several woolen blankets.

      “Are you in there, pet?” Sam asked, peeling back the blankets until he caught a brief glimpse of Christopher’s miserable face. Christopher snatched the corner from Sam’s fingers, hiding his face once more.

      “No,” came his muffled response.

      Sam chuckled, not even angry that Christopher had snatched the fabric from him. “Forgive me if I don’t believe you. I think we should go inside, pet. It’s far too cold for your frail, human body.”

      “No,” Christopher barked.

      Sam smiled, equal parts amused and bewildered. “Did you just tell me no?”

      There was a hesitation, then a hiccuping sob. “No?”

      Sam sighed. “Well, if you won’t come out of your blanket cocoon, may I, at least, come in?”

      Christopher hesitated for so long Sam worried he was going to have to haul him to the bedroom, blankets and all. Finally, Christopher lifted the heavy blankets enough for Sam to join him. Once beneath the pile, the heat was sweltering. No wonder the boy wasn’t worried about the cold.

      “What’s bothering you, pet?”

      “Nothing,” Christopher wailed, then sobbed once more.

      “Are you lying to me?” Sam admonished. There was no heat behind his words.

      “Yes,” Christopher said, voice small.

      Sam sighed, having no wish to force Christopher to speak when he clearly wasn’t ready. “Okay, pet. Keep your secrets for now. But your nest needs work.”

      With a flick of his hand, the blankets levitated, settling into a loose tent-like shape over them, still providing a pocket of warmth but giving Christopher no place to hide from him.

      “There. That’s much better. No?”

      Christopher sniffled, glancing up at the hovering linens. His eyes were red, his cheeks soaked with tears. His nose was pink and snuffly. “I guess.”

      “Turn around and look at me,” Sam said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

      Christopher rolled to face him, but then immediately buried his face against Sam’s shirt and burst into a fresh batch of tears. Sam’s heart clenched at Christopher’s racking sobs.

      Sam would never describe Christopher as chipper as Lily or happy as Keziah, but he usually seemed at the very least content. It had been so long since Sam had seen Christopher cry tears that weren’t from pain. A pain they both found pleasure in.

      Had someone harmed him? Hurt his feelings? Had Ari wounded him? The idea of somebody daring to hurt what was his sent a low rumble of warning from his lips.

      “What happened, pet? Did somebody do something to you? Say something? I can’t help you if you don’t tell me.”

      Christopher shook his head, smashing his face into Sam’s chest. “Nobody did anything to me.”

      That wasn’t the whole truth, but Sam believed nobody had physically injured Christopher. He folded his arms around him and let him cry, kissing the top of his head. “Are you just having a bad day, my sweet boy?”

      He didn’t answer, but his tears continued to flow, soaking through the fabric of Sam’s expensive shirt. When he showed no signs of slowing, Sam lifted Christopher’s leg to slide his thigh between them so he could scoot closer and hold him tighter.

      Eventually, his sobs faded to sniffles, then dry hiccups, and finally, Christopher’s lips softly kissed the dip in Sam’s throat, his tongue darting out to taste his skin, his hand roaming Sam’s torso.

      Sam’s lips hitched up at the corners. “What are you doing, pet?”

      “Do you want me to stop?” Christopher asked, voice small, his hand working Sam’s zipper down before slipping inside to rub over his soft cock.

      Sam’s breath hitched as long fingers wrapped around him, working him deftly. Christopher always reverted to sex. It was his touchstone. His true north. It was the one thing that made him feel powerful.

      Sam hadn’t come up there for sex, but he would never refuse him, could never refuse him. It would break Christopher in a way Sam would never allow. Not if he could help it.

      Christopher hitched his leg up high over Sam’s hip, rubbing himself against Sam’s thigh as he worked him to hardness. Normally, Sam would stop him, would take over, would give Christopher only what he needed, would make him work for it. But this wasn’t about that. This wasn’t about playing games. This was about something more. Sam didn’t know what, but he’d let it play out. Christopher was always more talkative after orgasm.

      Sam caressed his knuckles along Christopher’s cheekbone, then cupped his face, fitting their mouths together in a gentle kiss. Christopher’s lips parted eagerly, massaging his tongue over Sam’s. They’d never done soft. Christopher always needed the pain, and Sam loved giving to him, but this…this was something else altogether. There was something to be said for lazy kisses and the way Christopher whimpered into Sam’s mouth as he worked himself against his thigh.

      Sam was hard now in Christopher’s grip, but he made no move to press for something more than what they were doing. He let Christopher lead. Each kiss grew longer, deeper, hungrier until he was clinging to Sam’s shirt with both fists, working himself almost frantically against him. Sam swallowed each cry, slid his hand around to cup Christopher’s ass, helping him to get the pressure he so desperately needed.

      “That’s it, pet. You’re doing so well. So good for me,” Sam murmured into his mouth. “You’re so close. I can feel it.” Christopher’s responding moan went straight to Sam’s already straining cock.

      Christopher attempted to jerk Sam, but he pulled his hand free of his underwear and placed it on his thigh. “This is for you, pet. Don’t worry about me. This is about your pleasure. I want to watch you cum just like this. Show me.”

      Sam captured his mouth again, completely tuned into Christopher, making sure he had everything he needed. He whined and gasped and panted against Sam’s lips as his movements increased. His excited, breathy cries puffed against Sam’s lips. Then he was moaning, “Daddy,” as wetness bled through Sam’s pants.

      Sam gathered him close, batting Christopher’s hand away when he tried to jerk him off. “Stop that,” he said, keeping his voice gentle so Christopher didn’t think he was angry. “Are you ready to tell me what has you so upset?”

      Christopher shook his head.

      “Well, tell me anyway.” When he protested, Sam held up his hand. “That’s not a request.”

      Christopher hesitated, then rolled away from him. “I can’t look at you and say it.”

      For the first time, Sam felt a tiny sliver of fear. “Say what, pet?”

      Christopher would never lay with someone else. Hell, he barely spoke to another soul, but his behavior had Sam spooked.

      “Is it true you found the last name on your list?” Christopher asked, his voice barely a whisper.

      Sam stiffened, tamping down the fury threatening to ignite within him. He took a deep breath and let it out. Christopher was already in such a fragile state. No wonder he was so upset. Goddamn Ari. This was none of his business.

      “Who told you that?” he murmured.

      “Does it matter?” Christopher asked with another sniffle. “Is it true?”

      Sam dragged Christopher back against him, curling around him like he could somehow shield him from the truths of his world. “Come now, pet. No more tears. Please.”

      Sam soothed himself by imagining how it would feel to brick Ari behind the walls of his bedroom, so he could listen to Sam fuck Christopher every day for the rest of Christopher’s human life. Then—and only then—would he finish his list and cease to exist. Ari could stay rotting behind a wall of cement.

      How dare he discuss this with Christopher. He knew what it would do to him and had probably enjoyed hurting the boy. He was going to make Ari suffer if it was the last thing he did.

      When Christopher glanced back over his shoulder at him, Sam sighed. “Yes, it’s true. But it’s nothing for you to fear. I am in no hurry to slay the last of my progeny. We still have time.”

      Christopher shook his head sharply. “But we don’t. Sariel says if you don’t complete your list, it will start a war among your kind.”

      Fucking Sariel. Of all the people he’d expected to betray him, he was the very last. Though, he supposed after their talk, it shouldn’t surprise him. “That’s not your concern, pet.”

      “Isn’t it, though? Sariel said this could, like…tear the world apart.”

      Sam was going to tear Sariel apart for this. “Sariel is being dramatic. I have every intention of finishing my list…eventually. I will speak to my brothers and make them understand that there are still things I need to put in place before I can settle into the abyss.”

      “Sariel says it’s me.”

      “What is, pet?” Sam asked.

      “Sariel says you don’t want to leave me here. You think I’m weak. That the others will destroy me as soon as you go.”

      Goddamn him. Sam dropped his chin to the top of Christopher’s head, threading their fingers together. “I don’t think you’re weak. I think you’re human, and being human comes with challenges none of my kind could even comprehend. You’ve had a terrible life and you’ve learned to cope with it in ways you can live with. It’s not up to anybody else to determine whether your coping mechanisms make you weak. You’re still here. That’s not weakness.”

      “I don’t want to be, though. I don’t want to be here without you. I don’t want to exist in a world where you don’t,” Christopher said, voice edging on panicked.

      “That’s not an option, pet.”

      “Why? Why is it an option for your kind but not mine?” Christopher managed. “My life sucked before you. It will suck after you. Why can’t I just end on a high and go when you go? I just want to go with you.”

      Sam closed his eyes, squeezing Christopher impossibly tight, the pain in his words shredding his insides. How did Sam make him see that life was worth living when Sam himself had already made peace with his own death?

      Sam dropped kisses onto Christopher’s dark curls. “For millennia, I’ve merely existed. I fell from Heaven to experience life on this planet, to see what my father found so interesting about your kind, and, to be honest, I found humans lacking in every conceivable way. Until you.”

      Sam could hear Christopher’s heart slamming against his ribs. “You’re lying,” he whispered.

      Sam chuckled, kissing his temple. “I’m not. Out of billions of people on this planet, you’re the very first one who made me doubt my mission. And I can’t stomach the thought of leaving a world without you in it. If I were capable of love, I’d love you.”

      Christopher gripped Sam’s hand tight. “I do love you. I love you so much I can’t breathe from it.” He shook his head. “But it doesn’t matter. Once you’re gone, the others will kill me. We both know they’ll never allow me to live knowing what I know.”

      “Which is why I’ll be here to protect you until I’m certain you’re safe,” Sam promised. And until I’m ready to let you go.

      He wasn’t sure the second part was true. He didn’t know if he’d ever be ready to let Christopher go. Not even when his body finally gave out decades from now.

      “They blame me,” Christopher said. “They hate me.”

      “Don’t worry yourself with the opinions of those who are inferior to you, pet. If they push me on this, I’ll give you the power to protect yourself. Powers no human should possess.”

      “You could do that?”

      Could he? Yes. Should he? No.

      Sam’s own law forbade it. The demons were never to share magic with humans again; they had taken the magic and skills the fallen had given them and abused it. But Sam was past the point of caring about right and wrong. All that mattered now was making sure that, when he was finally ready to cross that last name off his list, Christopher didn’t become the next casualty.

      If that meant making him the most powerful human walking the planet, so be it.
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      Christopher tried not to isolate himself. Sam didn’t like it when he hid from the world, but it was hard to care about anything when it felt like his death was inevitable. Sam was sure that he could put off his last kill indefinitely, but it just wasn’t true.

      Christopher heard the talk. He heard Keziah and the others whispering about the rumblings of the demons on the outside. Not just those like Sam and his brothers, but other lesser demons. Incubus, tricksters, halflings, all spreading rumors of Sam’s sudden weakness: his human boy.

      Whenever Christopher tried to bring it up, Sam would wave it away, would make some snide comment about how he wasn’t worried about the lower level demons. But others were. There was talk of war, of humans dying in retaliation for Sam’s stubbornness. Christopher didn’t want to be responsible for the death of innocents.

      “He doesn’t listen because you don’t make him listen,” Keziah said around a cinnamon roll.

      “She’s right. You get distracted by his big…personality,” Lily said.

      Christopher flushed, picking at his own breakfast pastry. “I wasn’t brought here to give my opinions. I’m a slave. A sex slave. I’m here to service his…personality.”

      “I think you’re just afraid,” Keziah said, arching a brow. “If he makes all the decisions, then none of the responsibility falls on you.”

      “Yeah, it’s easier to let him be in charge than have to hold yourself accountable,” Lily agreed.

      Christopher’s mouth fell open. “Why are you two being so mean?”

      “We’re not being mean, sweetness. We’re being honest. We know that being in the outside world is a struggle for you. You’ve been so sheltered, first by fuckface Vincent, and now, down here with us. But you have to stop acting like Sam and Vincent are the same.”

      Christopher gasped. “I never said that.”

      “You don’t have to,” Lily admonished. “You treat them the same way. You never question Sam. You cower when he’s mad, you placate him when you even think he’s the slightest bit angry, you shrink when he yells.”

      “So?” Christopher muttered.

      “So, when has Sam ever been angry with you?” Lily asked.

      Keziah licked icing off her fingers. “Or hurt you when you didn’t want it?”

      “Or took you by force?” Lily added.

      “Or humiliated you or sheltered you from the world or tried to horribly disfigure you?” Keziah added. “But you still act as if he would. Do you think Sam would ever hurt you when you didn’t ask for it?”

      Did he? No. Of course not. Sam was sweet and strong and so understanding that it made Christopher’s chin wobble with emotion. He always cared for Christopher, gave him what he needed. Made sure he ate and bathed and even remembered to brush his teeth. “Sam’s perfect.”

      “So, why are you so afraid to share your feelings with him?” Keziah asked.

      “Because, if he listens to me, he’ll finish his list and go,” Christopher said softly. “I don’t want him to go.”

      “Because you’re afraid somebody is going to hurt you?” Lily asked.

      Christopher frowned, shaking his head. “No. Because I know they won’t. I know Sam won’t leave without ensuring I’m safe, and that’s the problem. I don’t want to be safe while he’s gone. I don’t want to be anything without him. I don’t care if it makes me look weak. I don’t care.”

      “You don’t need Sam to live your life, Christopher. You can have a real life. A job, a boyfriend, a husband. You could have kids and just a normal everyday life. Sam would want that for you,” Keziah said.

      “I don’t want that for me!” Christopher shouted, startling both girls. “I don’t want that,” he said again, softer this time. “There are demons. There are angels and witches and faeries and a million other magical beings living on this planet. How am I supposed to go back to my boring life after I’ve had magic? Death would be a kindness.”

      “What is it you want?” Keziah asked.

      “I want to keep Sam forever. I want to stay here with you guys and learn more about magic and the worlds that live parallel to the human world. Nothing aboveground interests me. Nothing except the witches at the bookstore.”

      “Keeping Sam means humans die. Keeping Sam means a war between the fallen. Is that something you can live with?” Lily asked before quickly adding, “No judgment. You’re literally the only human I have any real attachment to.”

      “You’re obsessed with humans,” Christopher said.

      Lily shrugged. “Well, yeah, but from, like, an anthropological standpoint. I like studying them, taking part in their rituals. Their behaviors and mannerisms are so…simple and cute. But, like, on a global scale, humans are kind of shitty. To themselves and to others.”

      Christopher dropped his head into his hands. “I don’t want to be the reason humans die.”

      “Even if it means losing Sam?” Keziah asked.

      Christopher’s blood froze in his veins at the thought, but still, he nodded. “Even then,” he whispered.

      “Then you need to go tell him so,” Lily said.

      Christopher gave a stilted nod and stood, walking away stiffly, his whole body aching with sorrow. He felt like he was living his life on a loop. He wanted Sam, but keeping Sam meant innocents dying, so he couldn’t keep Sam, but he wanted Sam…needed him even. Round and round his thoughts went until he felt like screaming.

      It took him another week to work up the courage to say any of this to the one person who needed to hear it. He waited until Sam was alone in his office before giving a timid knock and entering without waiting for permission.

      Sam’s eyes widened, a tiny smirk appearing on his lips. “This is a surprise, pet. I’m not sure I have time to play. I have a meeting in”—he checked his phone—“half an hour.”

      Christopher screwed up his courage. “I need you to finish your list.”

      Sam didn’t get mad. He sighed, shaking his head. “Are we still on about this? You have to stop letting the others get in your head. They’re never going to come for me. This is all just mindless rumblings. Put it from your mind.”

      “So, humans aren’t dying?” Christopher asked, narrowing his eyes.

      Sam gave another heavy sigh. “That doesn’t concern you, pet. Just leave it to me.”

      “But I can’t leave it to you because you’re just ignoring the problem,” Christopher snapped, then quickly slammed his mouth shut, covering it with his hand.

      Sam’s brow rose, and he crooked his finger. Christopher’s heart slammed behind his ribs as he meekly moved forward, reminding himself that Sam wasn’t Vincent. When he was close enough, Sam pulled him into his lap until he straddled his thighs, his strong hands cupping Christopher’s ass.

      Sam’s voice was a low rumble when he asked, “What did you say to me?”

      Christopher opened and shut his mouth, his whole body trembling. “I—” he started, then stopped. “I said I can’t leave it up to you?”

      “Is that a question, pet?” Sam asked, amused.

      Christopher knew Sam’s punishments had little to do with his mood and more to do with what he thought Christopher needed pain-wise, but that was because Christopher did his best to never anger Sam, to never tell him no. But now, it was important. Now, people like him could get hurt. “No. It’s what I said.”

      Sam ran a thumb along Christopher’s lower lip, then pushed it between his lips. “Someone’s feeling brave this morning.”

      Christopher sucked on it obediently, eyelids fluttering shut, before remembering himself and slapping Sam’s hand away. “You’re just trying to distract me.”

      Sam wasn’t deterred. His mouth found Christopher’s chin, then his throat, stopping only to purr against his ear, “Mm, you came to me, pet. When you enter my office in the middle of the day, it’s usually because you want my attention.” He captured Christopher’s lips in a deep kiss that had him whimpering into Sam’s mouth. “I’m just trying to give you what you want.”

      Christopher squeaked as Sam’s large hand cupped his cock through his jeans. “Daddy,” he said, hating how scandalized he sounded.

      Sam chuckled. “Yes, pet?”

      Christopher ground himself against Sam’s hand even as he said, “Can you please—please not do that. Not yet.”

      “Not yet?” Sam mused.

      Christopher nodded. “I want it. It feels good. But I want to talk about the other thing first. It’s important to me.” When Sam’s hand went to his zipper, Christopher blurted, “Don’t I count?”

      Sam froze. “What do you mean?”

      “I mean, doesn’t it matter what I want?” Christopher clarified, trying to put more confidence into his voice. “Isn’t that what you’ve wanted from me this whole time?”

      Sam tilted his head, his eyes bleeding sulfur. For a brief moment, Christopher wondered if he’d been wrong about everything, if maybe Sam had only wanted him because he was meek and docile.

      Sam removed his hand. “Okay, pet. Let’s talk. What has you so upset?”

      Christopher took a deep breath and let it out, his heart skipping a little. “Are humans really dying because you won’t finish your list?”

      Sam seemed to consider his words carefully. “Humans are dying because lesser creatures have decided I’m too weak to punish them for their indiscretions. They’re about to learn how wrong they are.”

      “It has nothing to do with your list?” Christopher asked, tone skeptical.

      This time, it was Sam who looked away, mouth twisting with displeasure. “It’s not that simple, pet. There are a lot of people who are committing these acts for their own personal agenda.”

      “That’s it? Some people are just killing humans because they think you’ve gone soft? There’s no impending war? Nobody wants to steal your throne?” Christopher pressed.

      Sam’s jaw thrust forward, clearly irritated Christopher continued to press the issue. But he’d come too far. He deserved to be heard and to have his questions answered.

      Finally, Sam said, “Yes, some are infuriated that I haven’t finished my list. They’re all desperate to know if the agreement with our father was real or just bullshit, but they’re all too cowardly to finish their own lists and test the agreement themselves. If I don’t complete my list, they’ll never know if they’ll find peace or if it was all a ploy by me to get them to destroy their own progeny.”

      Christopher processed that information. Could it really all be that petty? Sure, it was a big deal. He couldn’t imagine what it would feel like to have been roaming the earth for centuries, but they could just finish their own lists. Instead, they wanted Sam to risk himself first. He supposed asking demons to be selfless was a ridiculous request. “Oh.”

      “Others see me as weak because of my softness for you,” Sam said.

      Christopher rearranged himself until he was lying across Sam’s lap, cuddled in his arms. “Do you?”

      “Do I what?”

      “Do you have a weakness for me?” Christopher asked in a rush, half afraid of the truth.

      Sam studied Christopher closely, running his knuckles along Christopher’s cheek. “How can you even question that after all this time? You’re always in my thoughts whether sleeping or awake. I put you before all others.”

      Tears sprang to Christopher’s eyes, but he brushed them away. “I don’t want to be a pawn in your war. I don’t want to be the reason people are dying. I want you more than I want my next breath, literally, but I can’t be the reason you don’t finish your list.”

      “What are you saying, pet?”

      Christopher’s chest squeezed until it felt as if he couldn’t breathe. “I’m saying I need you to finish your list. I need you to finish it for me.”

      Sam’s yellow eyes glowed, his nostrils flaring. “I won’t leave you defenseless.”

      “Then negotiate my safety. There are enough people invested in you completing your list. This seems like a small ask. No?” Christopher reasoned.

      “You… You’re certain this is your wish?” Sam asked.

      Christopher couldn’t bite back the sob that overwhelmed him. “I’m certain it’s the right thing to do.”

      Sam pressed a long kiss to his forehead, wiping at Christopher’s tears. “Then I’ll set a date. Okay? A week? Maybe two? I’ll secure your safety, make sure you have everything you could ever need or desire. Then we’ll finish it. Alright? We’ll finish it. On our terms.”

      Christopher nodded. Two weeks didn’t seem like nearly enough time. But nothing ever would.

      “Okay, Daddy.”
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      Sam woke Christopher as he always did, by pressing his fingers into the tight heat of his body. Christopher responded as he always did, with a soft gasp that often turned into a whispered, “Daddy.”

      Sam would miss that most. The shocky, breathless way Christopher said the honorific, like it was something holy. Sam supposed this union between them was as close to holy as a demon like him was ever likely to get. There was a time when the world saw him as something to be glorified. But those days were long gone. Now, he was something twisted and ugly, a monster in a fairy tale. Not even a fallen angel. No mention of his celestial origins at all. Now, they only knew him as one thing. Demon. A dark creature feeding off souls and lurking in shadows of old buildings and haunted houses.

      But not to Christopher. From the moment Christopher saw him, claws and all, he saw him as something to be worshipped. And Sam worshipped him in turn. He wished Christopher could see that. Sam didn’t know love or softness, but he knew how to make him cry, whine, whimper, and moan. He knew how to push Christopher to the brink, how to push him over, how to turn his pain into the ultimate pleasure. Was that love?

      “Open up for me, pet,” Sam demanded, his voice the gravel of his true form, even though his body was still human. For now. Christopher was laid on his side, but he bent his knee, bringing it to his chest, giving Sam better access. “Good boy.”

      Christopher shivered, goosebumps erupting over him at the whispered words.

      Sam didn’t wait for him to be ‘ready.’ He pulled out, returning with four fingers, twisting them as deep as they’d go until Christopher yelped sharply.

      “You love it, don’t you? You love being stuffed so full, impaled on whatever part of me you can get inside you. My perfect little whore. Tell me.”

      “Yes. I love it,” Christopher moaned.

      “Are you my whore? Always so willing to beg for it.”

      “Yes, Daddy. I’m your whore. Your little whore.”

      “My perfect little whore,” Sam emphasized, his fingers working impossibly deep. He bet he could have put his whole hand in there and Christopher would have just said thank you while he rode it.

      “Your…” Christopher whined. “Your perfect little whore.”

      He stumbled over the word perfect but Sam didn’t chastise him. He knew it was hard for Christopher to see himself the way Sam did. “That’s right. My perfect whore. My perfect boy. So eager to be used.”

      Once more, Christopher whined. Sam wished there was a way to file that sound in the darkest corner of his mind where he’d never forget how good he’d made the boy feel. But it wouldn’t matter. In just a few days, Sam would know nothing of Christopher…of anything. His world would be only dark nothingness.

      Sam’s chest felt like it would burst from the injustice. Christopher was the only thing he’d ever wanted to keep for himself. The only thing he could ever call his own. He roughly worked his fingers in and out of him, covering Christopher’s mouth with his hand.

      “Have to get you ready if you want me to fuck you in my true form,” he rasped against his ear.

      Christopher groaned, looking up at Sam, his eyes already unfocused, lost in that place pain took him. It didn’t stop him from working himself on Sam’s fingers, his cries spurring him to move faster, go deeper.

      When Sam couldn’t wait any longer, he pulled his fingers free and shifted, his body transforming. There was nothing better than slipping off that human skin. It was like wearing a suit that was too tight. But, in this form, he dwarfed Christopher, making him look tiny in comparison.

      He slicked his cock, lining it up with Christopher’s entrance, once more slipping a hand over his mouth as he pressed forward. He grunted as he breached that first tight ring of muscle. Christopher struggled, his cries growing frantic from the pain, his hand reflexively shooting back to halt Sam’s invasion.

      But there was no stopping him. He held the boy open, loved to see where they were joined, loved the sight of Christopher’s human form struggling to accept him in this form. His rim was stretched taut, barely able to contain him. There was something sick and perverse about it. The sight of his crimson skin pressing into that creamy pale flesh.

      He worked himself deeper with each thrust while Christopher wailed behind Sam’s hand, his whole body sweaty with exertion, his nails scrambling for purchase on Sam’s thigh, like he wasn’t sure he wanted to pull him closer or force him away. But Christopher didn’t get to push Sam away. Christopher belonged to him, had given his body to Sam to use as he saw fit, and today, he needed to paint his release on the deepest part of Christopher, to breed him as if something could grow from their union.

      Sam dropped his hand to Christopher’s throat, then forced him to his stomach so he could drive himself to the hilt. Christopher’s fingers fisted the sheets, canting his hips as if he couldn’t get enough.

      “Who do you belong to?” Sam heard himself growl against Christopher’s cheek.

      “You, Daddy,” Christopher sobbed.

      “Say it again,” Sam demanded, slamming home hard enough to drive the breath from his lungs with each thrust.

      “You, Daddy. I’m yours. Just yours,” Christopher gasped.

      “Am I hurting you?” Sam asked.

      “Yes,” he cried.

      Sam tightened his hand around his throat. “Do you like it, pet? Do you like being taken, bred, used by a monster?”

      “I love it. I love you. Please,” Christopher begged, though Sam wasn’t sure what he was asking for. “More. Harder. Hurt me. Please. Please. Break me. Destroy me.” He forced himself back on every one of Sam’s thrusts, like he was the sex toy. “I’m so close,” he cried.

      God, he was fucking perfect. The perfect slave. The perfect fuck. The perfect boy. Sweet and giving and loving. Sam wasn’t even doing this for sexual gratification, he just wanted to be as close to him as nature allowed, needed to somehow show him if he had a choice, he’d choose him. If he could somehow absorb him and keep him with him forever, it still wouldn’t be enough time.

      Sam’s orgasm hit him out of nowhere, causing him to crush Christopher to him as he emptied himself inside the tight heat of his body, all thoughts wiped in that moment.

      When he rolled onto his side, he took the boy with him, intent on helping him finish. But Christopher was soft, his cock sticky with his own release. “Did you come untouched?”

      Christopher’s whole body flushed. “Yes, Daddy. I’m sorry.”

      Sam chuckled, kissing the top of the boy’s head. “Don’t be sorry. I didn’t say you had to wait.”

      “Can I look at you?” Christopher asked.

      Even after all these months, he requested permission for the most random of things. Sometimes, it was to eat, sometimes to shower. The other night, he’d asked for permission to snuggle up against him. Sam thought it was reassuring to Christopher to hear Sam say yes. So, he said it as often as possible. “Yes, pet.”

      He rolled in his arms, then lifted a palm to his cheek. Christopher’s touch soothed something jagged within him. “What are you doing?” he asked when Christopher just continued to stare.

      “Trying to memorize every detail of your face. Your true face,” he said with enough sincerity to blow a hole through Sam’s resolve.

      “Don’t lose this when I’m gone,” Sam said. “Don’t lose this sweetness. Don’t grow bitter and cold. The world needs people like you.”

      The sudden desolation in Christopher’s eyes made Sam’s insides feel cold. “Let’s not talk about it,” Christopher said, his gaze drifting away to look at something over Sam’s shoulder. “It hurts too much. Like I swallowed an iceberg or something.”

      “We have to talk about it sometime, pet. I have to negotiate with my brothers today. Then, the clock officially starts ticking down on my demise.”

      Christopher was silent for a long while before asking, “Does it scare you? The thought of just disappearing?”

      It wasn’t the first time he’d asked and it likely wouldn’t be the last. There was something desperate in his words. Like if he could just convince one of them that what would happen to Sam was a good thing, this would all have been worth it.

      “Nothing scares me, pet,” Sam lied.

      Sam was afraid. Not of the abyss. Not of nothingness or a never-ending sea of peaceful night. Sam was afraid of leaving Christopher alone in a world too harsh and unforgiving for him. He was afraid Christopher would resort to walling up his heart in an attempt to protect it. He was afraid he wouldn’t live long enough to do any of that. He wasn’t sure which was the worse fate.

      “Nothing scares you?”

      Sam traced Christopher’s cheekbones, then his jaw. “We don’t have the same human emotions as you, pet. I feed off fear, chaos, strife…pain. I was a soldier in my father’s army. He didn’t give us the same emotions he gave humans. We were simply one of many failed prototypes.”

      “I wish you could love me,” Christopher said, wistfully.

      Something twisted deep in Sam’s core. “I wish I could, too, pet. But the best I can offer is my protection and my…devotion. I will make sure you are safe. Protected. I swear it.”

      Christopher’s face fell, once more looking sad. “I know. I know you will.”

      Sam knew he’d said something wrong, but he didn’t know what. Christopher burrowed closer. “Can we just stay like this for a little while?”

      Sam’s chest felt hollow. “Of course. Would you like me to revert to my human visage?”

      “No. I want you like this. The real you,” Christopher said, pressing a kiss to his chest.

      Sam closed his eyes, once more letting his lips brush over Christopher’s hair. “Okay, pet. Whatever you like.”

      But Christopher was already asleep, his lips slightly open, his breathing slow and steady. Sam closed his eyes. He was going to savor every second with him.

      Now that they were numbered.
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        * * *

      

      “Finally come to your senses? Or is this an official declaration of war?”

      Sam glowered at Ari, who sat to the right of him. “I suggest you watch your tone.”

      “I suggest you remember why we’re here,” Ari countered.

      Sariel held up a hand from where he sat between them. “Can we not? Let’s try to keep this little meeting productive, please. I, for one, have a million other things I’d rather be doing than playing mediator to you two idiots.”

      “I’m still in charge, you know,” Sam muttered.

      “Then act like it,” Sariel snapped. “Both of you fucking act like it.”

      Ari rolled his eyes, leaning back in his chair. “Whatever.”

      “Why are we here, Samyaza?” Sariel asked.

      Sam pinched the bridge of his nose with his thumb and forefinger. “Because I’ve promised the boy I’d make my peace with you. All of you.”

      Ari snorted. “What is it about this boy that has you so ensnared? I simply cannot see it. He’s weak. Pitiful even. Hardly worthy of the shit storm you’ve brought raining down on us.”

      Sam could feel himself shifting, his horns sprouting, eyes glowing, claws digging into the wooden table. “I would advise you to keep your opinions about him to yourself, or this meeting will end with you in an iron box spending eternity at the bottom of the sea. As Sariel says, I’m still in charge around here.”

      “You stopped being in charge the moment you let your dick start thinking for you.” Ari sneered.

      “You will never get to lecture me on where I put my dick. You have been breeding with all manner of creature since we touched ground millennia ago. You think because you just breed and cut bait that you’re somehow better than the rest of us? Your children have started wars, genocides, the deaths of countless innocents. All because you chose to breed with humans, giving your offspring access to magic they shouldn’t possess—”

      “Enough!” Sariel snapped. “Is this why we’re here? For you two to have yet another dick measuring contest? We’re so busy infighting we can’t even strategize what to do with all the underlings wreaking havoc on the humans. This power struggle is ripping us apart.”

      “Sam’s inability to finish what he started is ripping us apart,” Ari snapped. “This was his idea. This was his plan. Now, he’s willing to throw it all away and let our world descend into chaos for a…houseplant.”

      “Not another fucking word, Ari,” Sariel snapped. “Jesus, you two are fucking ridiculous. I thought Azazel was bad, but he, at least, knew when to keep his fucking mouth shut. When to yield. You two would rather tear the world apart than just sit and fucking listen.”

      Sam turned to Sariel. “That’s why I’m here. To discuss terms.”

      Ari frowned. “Terms? What terms?”

      Sam hesitated. He hated even uttering the words out loud. “I will finish my list, ensuring peace within our house once more. I’ll even name my successor. But not until I have some guarantees.”

      Sariel blinked at him. “Guarantees?”

      Sam steeled himself. This was where it was all going to blow up in his face. Sam was the world’s biggest hypocrite. He would have punished any of them for doing what he’d done or for saying the words that were about to leave his mouth. But it didn’t stop him from saying it.

      “Yes. I want assurances that Christopher will be safe after I’m gone.”

      “What?” Ari muttered, like he must have misheard him.

      “Christopher will be safe. That’s a deal breaker. I want your word that he can go if he wishes, but if he isn’t strong enough to face the world at large, then he can stay here in the catacombs with Keziah and Lily, his friends. If—and only if—the others agree to these terms, I will complete my list fourteen days from now.”

      Ari rocketed forward. “You’ve got to be fucking mad. This boy’s holes must be fucking magical because you’ve lost your goddamn mind. You want us to babysit your human whore for the next seventy years? That’s…outrageous.”

      It was outrageous. Sam understood his brother’s fury. But he couldn’t let him know that. Any crack in Sam’s plan would give Ari a foothold. He couldn’t risk him staging a coup and murdering Christopher. “Save your histrionics. You wanted to solve our problem. This is how we do it. You protect Christopher and I finish my list. What’s one more human? We already have Keziah and Lily.”

      Ari stood, bracing his hands on the table. “They’re not humans, they’re halflings. What you’re asking for is insane.”

      “Insane or not, it’s my last dying wish. And don’t lie to me either. I’ve put arrangements in place to ensure his safety, regardless of your agreement. But he will likely want to stay here. In my chambers where he feels safe. You will let him. If you do not, I have a few failsafes in place, and if you think things are bad now, you will shudder at the state of things should you cross me on this.”

      Ari snorted, disgusted. “This boy is a menace, and you’re a fucking fool. He’s turned you into a cuckold, catering to his every demand.”

      Now, Sam stood as well. “Demand? The boy’s never made a single demand of me save one. Finish my list to ensure the safety of his people. That’s it. His only demand ever made was to do what you would have me do with no consideration for his own safety. In truth, he’d rather leave this earth than be without me, but I won’t allow it. He’s too young.”

      “Instead, you’ll condemn him to a life below ground with those who loathe his kind?” Sariel asked, not sounding angry but confused.

      Sam’s heart twisted at the notion of anybody hating Christopher. He was the most gentle, docile creature, built far too delicate for the world they lived in. But that didn’t mean he didn’t deserve to live, to be happy, or at the very least safe and comfortable, tucked away from the Vincents of the world.

      “Hatred is nothing new to him. He wears it like a sweater, uses it to keep himself warm. This is familiar to him. This is comforting to him. He feels safe down here with you, which is new. He’s never been made to feel safe in his life, but, somehow, he sees you lot as the lesser of two evils. So, yes, he would rather stay down here where he’s hated, knowing you’ll keep him safe, even if you don’t see him as worthy of saving.”

      “This is a mockery of everything you’ve done over the last century,” Ari said, falling back into his chair with a wave of his hand. “I don’t know what’s become of you, my brother, but you’ll be remembered as the ruler who lost himself to a human, erasing all the good you’ve done.”

      Sam shrugged. “The only thing I care about people remembering is their promise to keep Christopher safe. I don’t care how the others remember me.”

      “Your legacy…” Sariel said, trailing off.

      Sam slammed his hand down on the desk. “Damn my legacy. And damn yours, too, if you fight me on this. What is your answer? Do you agree to my terms or no?”

      Sariel’s gaze slid to Ari, who seemed almost like he was ignoring them for a long drawn out moment, then finally he nodded. “Agreed. Fuck.”

      Sariel met Sam’s gaze. “Agreed.”

      Something unknotted in Sam’s chest. “Then it’s settled. Alert the others. Make sure everyone knows we are in alignment once more and that the chaos will stop, or it will be stopped with extreme prejudice.”

      “I’ll let them know,” Sabriel said. “Fourteen days.”

      Sam gave a single nod.

      Fourteen days.
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      Fourteen days had seemed like an eternity with Vincent, yet now, they were barreling past Christopher with the speed of a bullet train. Sam was doing his best to spend as much time with Christopher as possible, but he had to get his affairs in order. Something about a transfer of power and maintaining the status quo. Christopher truly didn’t care about demon politics.

      Christopher went back and forth between feeling like someone had punched a hole in his chest and feeling nothing at all. He wanted to ignore it. He wanted to pretend the day would never come, but they were down to the wire now. Three days. It felt like he’d missed it all. How had so much time passed in a blink?

      Things in the catacombs had changed, too. After so many months down there, Christopher had gotten used to the hostility and malevolent stares from the others. But now, they ignored him entirely. It was like he wasn’t even there. He was sure this was Sam’s doing, a compromise to keep him safe when he was no longer there, but the only thing worse than feeling afraid was feeling invisible. At least, he still had Lily and Keziah. They still treated him the same.

      He sighed, dragging his gaze back to the giant tome in his lap, carefully flipping through pages of the ancient book. It wasn’t the bible, but older stories—much older—with pages so thin and frail Christopher feared they might turn to dust between his fingers. He was sure Ari would have had a stroke if he knew Sam had let him read it.

      They were supposedly the real stories, the ones humans should have received. Not the ones filtered through the eyes of man, but ones translated by soldiers of God to be his true word. Even in English, the book read like something foreign with words that no longer held any meaning in this time period.

      The hinges of the heavy bedroom door creaked open, and then Sam said, “Are you still looking at that book, pet?”

      Christopher looked up and smiled, butterflies taking flight in his belly. Sam was wearing his usual dress pants and button down, but his tie was loose around his neck and he’d rolled the sleeves up to show off muscular forearms. God, Christopher loved those forearms.

      “I just want to know the truth,” Christopher said.

      Sam gave him a half-smile. “What truth? They’re simply stories concocted to ensure the humans behave.”

      That made Christopher feel slightly better. “I hope so.”

      Sam’s brows knitted together as he smirked. “Why’s that?”

      Christopher gave him a baleful look. “Because God was a dick.”

      Sam barked out a surprised laugh. “I think controlling might be the word you’re looking for.”

      Christopher shook his head adamantly. “No, I mean He’s a dick. He, like, murdered babies and pregnant women. He asked people to do unspeakable things to prove their loyalty. Did you know Mary was twelve when she got pregnant? That’s fucked up. Like, I don’t get it. What happened to ‘love everybody’? ‘Be kind’?”

      Sam removed his tie and undid the top buttons of his shirt. “That wasn’t God. That was Jesus. He had a much more…liberal way of thinking about things.”

      Christopher’s eyes widened. “So, Jesus did exist.”

      “Of course, he did. Still does.” Sam pointed vaguely upwards. “He’s up there somewhere.”

      Sam dropped onto the bed beside Christopher fully clothed. He closed the book and set it carefully aside.

      “Do you miss it? Up there, I mean?”

      Sam seemed to contemplate that for a long while. “Things were…simpler up there. There were only two choices. Right and wrong. We followed orders. We didn’t ask questions. No matter what it was that was asked of us. No matter how vicious or brutal or horrific. Knowing we had no choice made it all so much easier.”

      Christopher frowned. “But you did have a choice. Didn’t you? You chose to rebel. You chose to fall?”

      Sam sighed. “That came later, after my brother seduced Eve. Got her and Adam exiled. That was when everything went to shit. That was when we all realized we did have a choice. We had free will. That we could question our father’s absolute authority over us.”

      Christopher could tell that talking about it upset Sam, so he let that part of his questioning go. He slung a leg over Sam, straddling his hips. “Is this what you looked like as an angel? You didn’t always have the red skin and horns, right?”

      Sam chuckled. “No, that was a lovely little gift from my father after we rebelled. He wanted to make us abhorrent to humans. It didn’t take us long to figure out how to glamor ourselves to blend in among them. But it takes effort.”

      Christopher tilted his head. “So, why do you hide who you are even down here with the others? Why not just live in your true form?”

      Sam’s hands slipped beneath Christopher’s shorts, his claws springing free to rake gently along his skin, causing goosebumps to erupt all over. “I suppose we just got used to it over time. It became easier to…assimilate if we just stayed in this form.”

      Christopher moaned softly at the sensation. “Can you show me what you used to look like? Is it like they say in the bible? Were you just some strange wheel-looking creature with thousands of eyes?”

      Sam snorted. “No. We were made to interact with humans, to dole out punishment. Justice. We looked human enough to their eyes.”

      Christopher chewed on his bottom lip for a minute. “Can I see?”

      Sam smiled up at him. “It would just be an illusion.”

      Christopher didn’t usually challenge Sam, but he couldn’t stop himself from saying, “Please, Daddy?”

      Sam gave him an indulgent look, then shivered, transforming beneath him. Christopher gasped. He couldn’t help it. Whatever he’d pictured in his head could never have done this Sam justice.

      In his human form, Sam appeared to be older, maybe in his forties. Handsome for sure—dominating, definitely—but definitely human. As a demon, Sam was intimidating, terrifying, sexy as hell. Every secret dirty fantasy Christopher ever had come to life. But as an angel… He was almost too beautiful to look at.

      His skin was so pale it seemed to glow, and blonde hair curled and flowed down his shoulders. He had a face and body like sculpted marble. But his eyes were otherworldly, the most vivid shade of purple but yellow at the pupil.

      “Wow…” Christopher whispered faintly.

      “Do you prefer this form, pet?” Sam asked, his voice more curious than offended.

      Christopher couldn’t help but reach up and trace the planes and angles of Sam’s newly formed face, trying to familiarize himself with this new version of the person who was his whole world. Then he leaned forward and kissed him. Sam’s lips parted, letting Christopher explore, their tongues intertwining lazily.

      “Switch back,” Christopher murmured into his mouth.

      Sam hesitated, then shivered once more, then he was back in his human form. Christopher’s fingers deftly worked open the buttons on Sam’s shirt, parting it to run his hands over the warmth of his skin, something unknotting inside him. This was his Sam. Not some supernaturally beautiful statue.

      His lips were trailing over one nipple when he realized what he was doing and bolted upright, looking at Sam with wide eyes. “I’m sorry, Daddy.”

      Sam frowned. “Sorry for what, pet?”

      Christopher flailed. “I was just… I didn’t ask permission.”

      Sam gripped Christopher’s chin, tugging him back down until they were a breath apart. “You don’t need permission to touch me. You don’t need permission to eat or sleep or drink or anything. Haven’t you realized yet that I would deny you nothing?”

      Christopher’s heart skipped. He hadn’t realized it. Not really. He didn’t know what to say, so he just crashed their mouths together, relieved when Sam made a sound sort of like a soft moan. Fuck, that was hot. He could feel Sam hardening beneath him and couldn’t help but roll his hips so they were grinding against each other in a way that shot pulses of pleasure along his spine.

      Christopher broke the kiss to reach for Sam’s belt, fumbling to undo it before shuffling off him to let him get rid of his pants. No underwear. That was handy. Christopher yanked Sam’s shirt from his shoulders, leaving him totally naked. Christopher had never had this much freedom to explore Sam’s body before. Or maybe he had and had just never bothered to try.

      That seemed like such a waste now. Sam was so fucking sexy. His human body wasn’t ripped and sculpted like his angelic form or even his demon one, but this was his Sam. If they’d been a normal human couple, Christopher would have wept with joy every day he got to come home to this man.

      He dragged his lips along Sam’s hip bones, cock throbbing when Sam’s breath hitched. This was such a wholly different experience than usual. Their unions were always intense, always hot and a little overwhelming. But Sam had always given the illusion of being perfectly in control. Sex was something being done to Christopher, not with him.

      Christopher closed his mouth over the head of Sam’s cock, his tongue playing with the foreskin there, waiting for Sam to grip his hair, shove his cock deep enough to choke him. But Sam just laced his fingers behind his head, watching Christopher with an inscrutable expression. “Go ahead, pet. Do as you like.”

      Panic shot through him. What did that even mean? What did he like? He didn’t even know.

      “Don’t overthink it. You were doing just fine. You can literally do anything to me. I won’t refuse. I’m just going to enjoy.”

      The fear was still there, but Christopher forced himself to work past it. He wouldn’t get many more opportunities to do this. He took Sam to the back of his throat, sucking from root to tip, bobbing his head as he worked his length. He loved the heavy weight and feel of his cock, Sam’s grunts and moans filling him with a strangely powerful feeling. Nobody else got to do this to Sam, got to see this side of him, just Christopher.

      But now, it was too late. They were at the end. For months, they’d been together and Christopher could have been making Sam happy like this. Tears sprang to his eyes, but he ignored them, pulling off Sam to push his thighs apart, running his lips along the delicate inner skin before giving into the impulse to bite down.

      Sam hissed in pain. Christopher shot wide eyes upwards. “Sorry, Daddy.”

      Sam chuckled. “Are you? I doubt it. You don’t look sorry.”

      Christopher laughed before dipping his head once more, this time licking at Sam’s balls, sucking each one in turn. Sam shifted his weight, opening his legs wider, bending his knees and digging his heels into the mattress. It was a clear invitation. Christopher’s heart hammered against his ribs as he spread him open and laved his tongue over Sam’s hole.

      Sam growled, a low rumble that went straight to Christopher’s already straining cock. He tried to make it good, tried to make Sam feel like he made Christopher feel. But he wasn’t sure it was working. Hands buried into his hair, dragging him upward and dropping him onto his back. Claws shredded his favorite sweatpants, and then Sam was settling between his legs, his dick pressing against Christopher’s entrance.

      Christopher’s mouth was suddenly a desert as he begged for the courage to ask for what he wanted. “Can we…”

      Sam studied him. “Can we what, pet?”

      Christopher shivered. “Can we do it…slow?”

      “Slow?” Sam asked, his head tilting like a dog.

      Christopher flushed crimson. “Yeah, just… I want to remember what this felt like without the pain. I want to feel like this means something.”

      Sam’s palm cupped his face. “It does mean something, pet. It always means something. But we can do this any way you want.”

      Sam reached blindly for the lube, coating himself before pressing inside. Christopher’s breath punched from his body as Sam breached him, and he gazed up at Sam helplessly. Sam looked at him like he was something worthy. Precious. Wanted.

      Loved?

      Could Sam love someone like Christopher? Could Sam love at all? The thought disappeared as Sam caught his lips in a kiss, his tongue thrusting with the same slow, deep motion as his hips. Despite all the insanely painful things they’d experienced together, Christopher had never felt so full, so safe, so…cared for. Was this what sex was like out there in the real world? Where couples met and dated and fell in love? Was this how things were meant to be?

      Tears leaked from his eyes. Why couldn’t he have this with Sam? Hadn’t he suffered enough? Why would any kind of benevolent God finally give Christopher the best thing that ever happened to him and then snatch it away? It seemed so fucking unfair. Christopher’s life was just so unfair.

      Sam’s lips pulled from his to kiss his tear-stained cheeks. “Are you alright? Do you want to stop?”

      Sam had never asked Christopher that. Ever. Even when he was forcing his body to the breaking point. “I never want this to stop, that’s the problem. This is almost over.” Christopher tried to keep his mouth shut, but the words were just pouring out of him. “We’re almost over, and I can’t take it. I know I said I was okay with it, but I’m not. I’m really not. I don’t want to lose you. There are so many things we could have been to each other. It’s not fair. This isn’t fair.”

      Sam didn’t try to offer Christopher empty platitudes, just gathered him close, capturing his lips once more, as he started to move within him. Christopher wrapped his arms and legs around him and just let it all go. Tried to commit the sensations to memory, the smell of Sam’s cologne, the heat of his skin, the feel of him buried inside him, the way his cock pulsed within him when he finally came.

      Sam stayed buried in him as he rose up on one hand to wrap his fist around Christopher’s cock, studying his face as he stroked him. It didn’t take long before his own orgasm ripped from him.

      He dragged Sam back down on top of him, holding him close.

      “It will be alright, pet,” Sam whispered against his ear.

      “How?” Christopher whispered. “How will this ever be alright?”

      “Because you’ll go on. You have your whole life ahead of you. You’re so young. You can meet someone, fall in love, have babies if you want. Your life isn’t over.”

      Christopher made a noise of frustration. “I don’t want any of that without you.”

      Sam kissed his throat. “You will find someone else. You just have to be brave.”

      Christopher’s heart twisted, bitterness flooding his system. “But I’m not brave.”

      “You’re stronger than you know. Trust me.”

      Christopher sniffled, tears pricking behind his eyes. “Would you have wanted that…with me? Like, in a perfect world, where we were just two humans with some slightly twisted kinks…do you think we could have made it out there?”

      Sam went up on his forearms to look down at him. “Are you asking me if I think we could have lived like them? The humans?”

      “Would you have ever been content with a nine to five job and me at home and us watching tv on a Wednesday night? Could a demon ever be okay with living the boring life of a human?”

      “I don’t think life with you could ever be boring. I think being a human would take some getting used to on my part. I’ve lived among your kind but never truly attempted to be one of you. Not that it matters, but yes, I think, if I had the time, I could have been content with living a human life with you.”

      Christopher couldn’t stop the sob that escaped. It just sort of bubbled out of him. Sam held him close. “Please, don’t cry.”

      “I’m sorry,” Christopher wailed, miserable.

      Sam kissed his forehead. “Don’t be sorry. I just hate when you’re sad. I only want tears of pain. Not despair.”

      “It’s not fair,” Christopher whispered once again, suddenly feeling like the world was collapsing around him, like he couldn’t breathe. He pushed at Sam. “I need to go to the bathroom.”

      Sam relinquished his hold on him, rolling onto his back. Christopher did his best not to run, closing the door, then locking it behind him, before he came completely unglued, sinking onto the floor of the shower to cry, hoping the fist pressed against his lips quelled the sound.

      “You suck,” he whispered fiercely, hoping God heard him. He didn’t care about Hell or damnation at this point. A life without Sam was damnation enough.

      “Isn’t centuries of torture enough for your bloodlust? He did what you asked. He got rid of his progeny. He is making the others do the same thing. Doesn’t he deserve a second chance? What about forgiveness? Confessing your sins is supposed to save you. Right? Aren’t those your rules?”

      He hadn’t expected an answer, but, somehow, the silence was still disappointing.

      “And what about me? Haven’t I suffered enough? Did you just put me here on this planet to be tortured? I grew up with a family that hated me, a master who abused me, and now, I finally find something that truly makes me happy and you’re going to yank that away from me, too? You fucking suck.” Christopher wept once more. “You truly fucking suck.”

      When he finally left the bathroom, he was surprised to see Sam still there, lying naked on the bed. He opened his arms and Christopher fell into them, giving a shuddering sigh as Sam’s warmth surrounded him. “Feel better, pet?”

      “No.”

      Sam sighed, his claws gently stroking over Christopher’s back. “Get some sleep.”

      “No.”

      “Excuse me?” Sam said, amused.

      Christopher buried his face against Sam’s throat. “If I go to sleep, that’s just more time I lose with you. We don’t have any left to spare.”

      “You need to rest, pet. Please. I promise I’m not going anywhere yet. I’ll be right here.”

      Christopher wanted to argue, but he was just so tired. His breakdown had sapped all his energy. Still, he had to say the thing on his mind while he could. “I love you,” he said, voice slurred from exhaustion.

      “I know, pet. I love you, too. Above all things. Remember that.”

      Christopher didn’t know if that was true or not, but he’d take it. He’d take it and cherish it and hope it held him through the worst of what was to come.
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      “Is there anything you wish you’d done that you didn’t?”

      Sam popped another grape in Christopher’s mouth, gazing down to where his head rested on Sam’s leg, his curly brown hair fanned over Sam’s naked thigh. He was truly beautiful. So unique looking with his wide eyes and almost elfin features. Sam ached at the thought of never seeing that face again. He would never grow tired of that face.

      He hadn’t stopped thinking of what Christopher had asked him the other night. Would Sam be content in the human world if it meant never losing Christopher? If it meant living and dying as a human, going before the judges to measure his soul? What would a human life with Christopher look like? Could Sam do the things he’d asked?

      He didn’t need a job. He’d amassed more money than any one person could use in a thousand lifetimes. If he was human, he could get Christopher the help he needed, help him be less afraid in the world so he could show him how truly spectacular his father’s creation was.

      Or, if Christopher never recovered, he would sit at home and watch television on a Wednesday night. That sort of life had always seemed like a punishment before, but now, it seemed like an indulgence he’d never get to enjoy. Just this, what they were doing—lying naked and talking—was more than enough for Sam. Though part of him wondered if it would be enough for Christopher as he learned to be less afraid of the world.

      “Daddy?” Christopher asked.

      Sam pulled himself from his thoughts. He’d asked him a question. Was there something he’d never done? Actually, yes. “There is one thing,” Sam admitted.

      Christopher sat up, his expression guileless. “What? What is it? Can we do it now?”

      Sam smiled, running a finger along Christopher’s cheek. “I never got to show you my favorite place in the whole world.”

      Christopher’s brows rose. “You have a favorite place?”

      Sam chuckled. “Yes, pet. Would you like to see it?”

      “Like, right now?” Christopher asked warily.

      He ran his thumb along Christopher’s lower lip. He couldn’t seem to stop touching him. Like Christopher had said, he didn’t want to waste even one moment.

      “If not now, when, pet? This is our last night together. Let me spend my last night with you in my favorite place.”

      Christopher’s face fell. “Out there?”

      “Yes, pet. Out there. But we’ll be alone. Trust me. Besides, if I were human, we could no longer live here in the catacombs. You would have to leave the house. We would need to do all the human things, like food shopping and…well, whatever else humans need to survive.”

      Tears sprang to Christopher’s eyes. “I would try harder for you. I would do better for you.”

      Sam’s chest tightened. “Don’t cry, pet. Just try for me now. Come with me. Please.”

      Christopher gasped at Sam’s plea. Sam fought the urge to smile. Their dynamic had always been one-sided, at Christopher’s behest. He didn’t want to make decisions. He didn’t want to be in charge. But Sam had woefully neglected that part of him that needed attention and praise and tenderness. If he’d had more time, he would have rectified that, would have figured out how to balance the pain and dominance with praise and encouragement. But it was too late.

      Christopher chewed on his lower lip for a while, his gaze looking anywhere but at Sam. “Do we have to go far? Like, are we going to blink ourselves to another country or something? Is that a thing you can do?”

      “No. I cannot teleport. Not anymore. There’s a reason I live here in this city.”

      Christopher seemed to vacillate on his decision for another minute or so before finally heaving a shaky breath. “Okay. For you, I will.”

      “Then let’s get dressed. Where a coat. It gets cold up there.”

      “Up there?” Christopher asked.

      Sam grinned. “You’ll see.”

      Sam also dressed for the cold, donning jeans and a cashmere sweater despite the cold being no bother for him. When Christopher did the same, Sam added his jacket around the boy’s narrow shoulders. Sam ordered the car around and hurried Christopher inside as soon as it reached the curb, ensuring he had little chance of having to interact with the outside world.

      During the drive, Christopher stared out at the skyline, his fingers threaded with Sam’s, squeezing hard enough to cut off the blood flow to his hand. They were heading deep into the heart of the city, close to the building where they’d first met.

      Sam had been furious when he’d realized that one of his own progeny had been living under his nose the whole time. Funny how that led to him finding Christopher, locked away in that cage, battered and broken but still, somehow, so fucking beautiful.

      As they neared Vincent’s building, Christopher’s breathing grew shallow, and he gripped Sam impossibly tighter.

      “Relax, pet. We’re not going back there. I promise.”

      Christopher nodded but refused to look at him. When they reached their destination, Sam told the driver he’d call for his return. Christopher turned in a circle, gazing up at the seemingly endless high-rises surrounding them, wide-eyed.

      Sam took his hand and guided him into an alley beside the tallest building with its gothic structures and spires that shot into the night sky. He gave a look around, ensuring they were, in fact, alone, before he shook off his human countenance and unfurled his wings. Christopher’s eyes went wide as his head swiveled around, like he was certain they would be seen.

      Sam took Christopher’s chin in his hand, guiding his gaze upward to his. “Hold onto me, pet. Hold on tight.”

      Christopher practically leaped into his arms, wrapping around Sam’s neck and clinging to him like he was half afraid he might allow him to fall to his death. Sam pushed off with his feet, holding Christopher tight as he flew. Christopher whimpered in his ear as they rose higher and higher into the sky, clearly panicking.

      Even when their feet touched solid ground, Christopher continued to cling to him, his head buried against Sam’s chest. “Are you afraid of heights?”

      “Not so much heights as plummeting to my death,” Christopher muttered against Sam’s chest.

      “I’m relieved to hear you’re no longer eager to end it all,” Sam teased.

      Christopher only tightened his hold as Sam partially shifted to his human form, leaving his wings unfurled just in case of emergency. He cupped Christopher’s face, tilting it upward to seal their mouths together in a hungry kiss that lasted until Christopher’s body relaxed.

      “I promise nothing is going to happen to you up here. It’s only us.”

      Only then did Christopher release his death grip on him. Sam turned him outward to look out over the city. Christopher gasped, maybe at the immaculate view, maybe at the night sky, or maybe because he was standing on the precipice of a twelve-hundred foot drop.

      “Oh, my God.”

      It was quiet up there, the only sound the whistling wind. Sam wrapped his arms around Christopher from behind. Christopher placed his hands over his, like he needed to reassure himself that Sam had him.

      “Why do you like it up here?” Christopher asked, breathless.

      Sam thought about his answer for a long moment. “Because it’s quiet? Because it reminds me of home? Because I am the only person in the world who can sit on the roof of a twelve-hundred foot building anytime I like? I don’t know, honestly. It just soothes something within me.”

      Christopher was quiet for a long time. “Thank you for bringing me here.”

      “Thank you for coming.” Sam spun him around and took his hand. “Come.”

      He led him to a little alcove, just big enough for the two of them to lie down and safe enough where there was no risk of falling. He laid out his coat and sat down, beckoning Christopher to join him. He did as Sam asked without question, eagerly curling into him when Sam laid down.

      “The stars are so clear up here,” Christopher said.

      Sam’s hand rose to thread his fingers through Christopher’s hair, giving a slight smile when he bumped his head into his hand like a cat. “Mm. Less light pollution this high. You should see how clear the sky is in the Atacama Desert in Chile. So many stars it would make you dizzy.”

      Christopher’s hand crept under Sam’s sweater, stroking his lower belly. “Is there anywhere you haven’t been?”

      “I don’t think so. I’ve had eons to roam this planet. I’m almost certain I’ve seen it all. Is there any place you wish you could go, pet?”

      “I saw this picture once of a fishing village in Norway,” Christopher said. “The water was so blue and the grass so green and there were little red and white houses with colorful boats on the dock. The water looked so still. I always thought it would be so peaceful to live there.”

      Sam turned onto his side, looking down at Christopher. “Promise me you’ll go.”

      Christopher’s mouth fell open. “What?”

      “Promise me you’ll go.”

      Christopher shook his head, bewildered. “I…can’t. Even overlooking the fact that I can’t go outside without a panic attack, I have no money, no passport, no address. When you leave, I’m a ghost. A shadow person. I don’t have a driver’s license or a birth certificate. I don’t even know my social security number. I’m never getting out of this city.”

      “Surely, your mother has those things.”

      “My mother very much thinks I’m dead and she prefers it that way,” Christopher said, voice dull. “There’s literally nobody in this world who cares whether I live or die, Sam. Nobody. If I died tomorrow, not a single person would mourn me.”

      Sam wasn’t sure what was more jarring—hearing his name on Christopher’s lips or the surety with which Christopher said nobody would care if he died.

      “I care. I care deeply. I…” Sam shook his head, struggling to find the words. “The only thing that brings me any comfort about my impending demise is the knowledge that you’ll go on. That you’ll have the life you deserve. I can’t die with any peace tomorrow if I think I’m leaving you behind to suffer alone.”

      “I’ll do my best. I just don’t know how.”

      “If it’s money you’re worried about, I’ve planned for that. I have left you a rather substantial sum, enough to allow you to get an apartment, a car, to travel. Lily and Keziah will also help you any way you need. You can use that money to hire an attorney so they can help you get the documentation you need. There’s nothing that money can’t fix, and you’ll have all you ever need.”

      Christopher was shaking his head. “No. You don’t have to do that—”

      “What good is money when I’m dead, pet?” Sam asked. Christopher’s eyes filled with tears once more. Sam used this thumb to wipe them away. “No more tears. We say our goodbyes tonight.”

      “Tonight? No! I’m going to be there when you go.”

      “It’s too dangerous.”

      “Too fucking bad,” Christopher said, startling them both. Sam watched as a look of horror crossed his face, then he set his jaw like he was fighting past his fear. “I’m going to be there. You can’t stop me. You won’t stop me. Not unless you’re willing to just toss me off this roof right now.”

      Sam leaned down and captured his mouth in a kiss before drawing back to say, “Alright. If you feel that strongly about it, you can be there. But only if you agree to take the money I’ve left you and that you’ll try to start over…anywhere. Even Norway. Let’s not fight.”

      “Sorry,” Christopher said, contrite.

      “Don’t be. You can be quite fierce when you want to be.”

      Christopher gazed up with big eyes. “It doesn’t bother you?”

      Sam’s cock hardened, gaze raking over Christopher as he gripped his jaw. “It’s just as much fun breaking the stubborn ones. Maybe even more so. I wish I’d had the time to know for sure,” he murmured. “Is this settled now, pet? I don’t want to spend our last night fighting.”

      Christopher’s hand slid down to trace the outline of Sam’s length pressing against his zipper. “What do you want to spend our last night doing?”

      Sam let himself shift fully, wrapping Christopher’s hand around his cock, practically purring at his touch. “Come now. Surely, you must know that.”

      “Here?” Christopher asked, his gaze peering down over the edge nearby.

      “Who’s going to know? Take your clothes off. I want to watch you take my cock one last time.”

      Christopher stood, giving one more stuttering glance at the edge before peeling off his sweater, goosebumps erupting over his flesh from the cold. Sam watched, riveted, as long nimble fingers worked over Christopher’s button and zipper before he slid them down and off.

      Once he was naked, Sam crooked his finger. “Come here.”

      Christopher stood over him, ready to settle himself on his hips, but Sam wanted to taste him first. He slid lower, tugging him down until he hovered over his face, spreading him open and spearing his tongue into him without any hesitation. Christopher’s desperate cry was carried away by the wind.

      Sam’s claws pricked at his skin, holding him in place as he fucked his tongue into the tight squeeze of his hole. There was a time when Christopher would have held perfectly still, waiting for Sam to tell him what to do, but now, he was riding him with abandon, working Sam deeper, moaning like a whore every time Sam hit his prostate just right.

      When he reached for his cock to jerk himself off, Sam pulled free. “Uh uh. You only get to come when I say.” Christopher whined, but Sam sat up, settling Christopher in his lap, his dick pressing against his hole. “You ready, pet?”

      Christopher whimpered, but then nodded, sinking down onto him. He cried out, wincing as Sam breached him, his body struggling as always to accommodate his size. Sam closed his eyes, inhaling the scent of Christopher’s pain, the salt of his tears, the tortured cries. Fuck, he would miss this, miss them, miss this fucked up perfection that was their life together.

      “Does it hurt?” he asked, knowing full well it did.

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Say my name,” Sam rumbled, sinking his sharpened teeth into Christopher’s shoulder.

      “Sam,” Christopher yelped. “Sam. Fuck.”

      Sam sucked the blood from the wound, hoping this one would scar. He always healed the others because he loved the creamy perfection of Christopher’s skin but this one he wanted to stay. A reminder of their last night together.

      Once he was fully seated inside Christopher, there was no more talking. He gripped his ass, doing all the work, while Christopher clung to him, sobbing into his neck, his tears warm on Sam’s skin.

      Sam knew it hurt, knew Christopher struggled, but he was also rock hard, moaning every time his leaking member came in contact with Sam’s skin, using the sweat of their bodies and friction to get himself off. Sam used the sounds Christopher made as a roadmap, giving and taking away as he saw fit until he was begging to get off.

      “Please, I’m so close. I want to feel you come inside me before I do. Please, Daddy. Please…Sam. Please,” he panted against Sam’s skin.

      Christopher didn’t have to wait long—just his pleas, his name on Christopher’s tongue, was enough to propel him over the edge. Once more, he bit down on Christopher’s already open wound as he spilled within him, filling him up, breeding him as thoroughly as he ever had. Christopher cried out, his own orgasm slamming into him hard enough for him to viciously rake his nails over Sam’s skin.

      After a few minutes, Sam pulled free, lying back down, taking Christopher with him and using their coats to cover as much as he could manage. It was only Christopher he worried about. “Shall we go home, pet?”

      Christopher shook his head, holding tighter. “No. Not yet. Let’s just stay here for a little while longer.”

      “Are you only saying that because you dread the trip back down?” Sam teased.

      Christopher gave a wet laugh. “No. Well, a little. But I like being on top of the world with you. Even if it’s only for a little while.”

      Sam’s heart twisted. Shit. This was really happening. Tomorrow, he would be gone for good. Forever. Tomorrow, he would cease to exist. He wasn’t frightened by the thought. More…irritated. He had no guarantees of Christopher’s safety. Ari would say practically anything to snatch the reins from Sam. Even agreeing to keep Christopher safe.

      But once Sam was gone…nobody would stop him from doing as he liked. Except, maybe Sariel. He could trust him. And Lily and Keziah. They would also keep Christopher safe. They had to. Sam had to believe that or he would never be able to follow through with this. And as much as Sam abhorred the human world, he couldn’t allow a celestial war to tear the planet apart.

      Not even for Christopher.

      No matter how much he wanted to sit on top of that rooftop with him and watch the world tear itself asunder.
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      “So, how is it going to happen?” Christopher asked. “Do we just go to the dungeon and you stab the…creature…with your fancy knife thing and then you just disappear?”

      Clawed nails soothed their way through his curls. Christopher sat at Sam’s feet, curled around his leg like the obedient pet he was, rubbing his face against Sam’s pant leg, practically purring at his touch.

      Sam chuckled. “That fancy knife is my father’s sword, one he forged just for me when I became one of his soldiers.”

      Christopher nudged Sam’s hand with his cheek. “Yeah, but you’ve killed others without it. So, this is, what? Ceremonial?”

      Christopher didn’t care about the sword or how Sam killed his last progeny. He didn’t care about the details of any of it. He was just dragging this out, doing his best to try to figure out a way to make time stand still. Every minute that ticked by was one less they had and now, they were there—five minutes from the end of everything—and Christopher was kicking himself for not being selfish just once in his fucking miserable life.

      “Yes, I suppose it is. My final kill. My ascension into the abyss. The others are very fond of ritual and ceremony. They came for a show and they expect me to give them one.”

      “I thought they were coming to make sure you followed through on it and didn’t just run away with your human slave,” Christopher said grumpily.

      Sam looked down at him, scraping a sharp claw along his cheekbone. “You’re so much more than just a slave. Surely, you know that by now.”

      Christopher gazed up at Sam’s human face, his heart feeling close to bursting. “I like being your slave. Serving you. I would serve you forever if I could. If it was you who reigned in hell, not Azazel, I would burn…gratefully…daily, if it meant an eternity at your feet.”

      Sam threaded his fingers in Christopher’s hair, twisting hard enough to pull a pained grunt from him, then drew him upwards just enough to crash their mouths together before growling, “There’s nothing I’d like more than an eternity of you on your knees serving me, pet. But I treasure what we’ve had together. If I had one wish other than staying with you, it would be to remember you even while I’m in the nothingness. I hope you know that’s true.”

      “I do,” Christopher said.

      And he did. Christopher was uncertain of many things, even his own fate once Sam was gone forever, but he was sure of Sam’s love for him. As much as any demon could love, Sam loved him. He cherished him and protected him and saw him as worthy. That he saw him at all would have been enough for Christopher. But Sam had given him so much more.

      Would he ever find someone who understood his desperate need to hurt for another? His compulsion to serve? His desire to subjugate himself? To offer up his life to someone with perfect trust?

      It didn’t matter. He’d never have that without Sam. He didn’t want that without Sam. The idea of another person touching him made him physically ill. There was nobody else for him but Sam. Just Sam. And now, he was being ripped away from him.

      Please, don’t do this. Please. Christopher knew his silent prayers were falling on deaf ears but he couldn’t stop himself from thinking it anyway. Just this one thing. Please, just one time. Please. Please. Please.

      There was a heavy pounding on the door. Christopher’s heart plummeted to his feet when Sariel boomed, “It’s time.”

      Panic seeped in, an icy chill permeating his core, spreading outward until his limbs went heavy and his chest felt like it would explode.

      No. No, not yet. Not yet. His gaze darted to Sam, a whimper escaping.

      Sam gave him a resigned look. “Easy, pet. We knew this was coming. I need you to be strong for me. Just this once.”

      Christopher shook his head violently. “But I’m not strong. I don’t want to be strong,” he said, hysteria leaching into his voice. “Why can’t I just want this? Why can’t I just serve you forever? Haven’t I earned that? Haven’t I? I can go with you.” Christopher knew he was babbling, but he just didn’t know how to stop himself. “There has to be another way.”

      Sam swallowed hard, his expression tight. “There’s no other way, pet. We both know it. We’ve known it. You have to find a way to survive this. You have to. If I die believing you are right behind me, my last moments will be torment. I need you to be okay so I can die at peace. Please, just follow this one last order from me.”

      Christopher leapt to his feet, wrapping his arms around Sam, giving a muffled scream into Sam’s chest before punching it with as much power as he could manage. Sam didn’t even register the blow. “This isn’t fair. It’s just not.”

      Sam suddenly dropped to his knees, taking Christopher’s hands in his. Somehow, this was worse than anything. Sam shouldn’t be on his knees. He was a prince, an angel. He was a powerful being, far more powerful than Christopher could ever hope to be. “What are you doing?” he asked, horrified.

      “The time for bargaining and fairness is long gone, pet. I need your promise. Now, I’m begging you, promise me, you’ll live through this. Promise me, you will do everything in your power to not just have a life, but have a good life, a whole life.”

      Christopher literally felt like his heart was shattering into a million pieces as he gazed down at Sam through unshed tears. “You don’t know what you’re asking.”

      Sam shook his head, jaw set. “I do. I do know. I know it isn’t fair to ask you to live for me. I know it’s not right to ask you to just…be well. But I’m asking it, anyway. No, I’m demanding it. I order you to go on without me. I order you to live a good life filled with all the best things.” He stood, gripping Christopher’s chin. “Will you refuse me one last demand?”

      “Living hurts,” Christopher sobbed.

      Sam gave him a sad smile. “Then let me die knowing I’m the one who caused you the most exquisite pain, one last time.”

      Christopher’s hands flailed. How could he say no? “It might kill me.”

      Sam pressed his lips to Christopher’s forehead. “I promise, it won’t.”

      Christopher wanted to scream. He wanted to scream and cry and tear the room apart. He wanted to beat his fists against the wall until they were bloody. He wanted to tear at his skin until the hurt on the outside matched the rage and frustration on the inside. But no amount of wrath and fear and bitterness would change that he was losing everything while being forced to promise he’d start again from scratch.

      But he wouldn’t refuse Sam. He couldn’t. And Sam knew it. Which only made Christopher loathe him and love him in equal measure. “I promise,” he choked. “I…fucking promise. But I hate you for this.”

      “I know, pet. I know.” He threaded Christopher’s fingers with his. “Now, let’s go and end this. Once and for all.”
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        * * *

      

      Christopher had never been below the catacombs. He’d only heard rumors of the existence of a pit-like dungeon lurking beneath them. It smelled like rotten eggs and stagnant water, like Christopher might catch some kind of lung infection just from breathing the air down there.

      He could only hope that was the case.

      He wasn’t sure what he was expecting, but it wasn’t the sea of demons standing outside the cage holding Sam’s final kill. There were dozens of them, far more than those who lived among the catacombs. They were all in their true forms, though no two looked alike.

      Some were black and leathery with an almost dog-like appearance. Others were larger than Sam with red skin and black eyes, their wings made of a bone-like material riddled with holes like the coral in the ocean. No matter what their countenance, their greedy eyes followed Christopher like prey.

      Sam kept a tight grip on Christopher’s arm as they moved among them, which only led to Christopher’s frazzled nerves and fractured thoughts. If they killed him, he would be free, but he’d also be betraying his last order from Sam.

      Once they reached the front of the room, Sam left Christopher standing beside a hulking creature with a head like a bull. It took Christopher a full minute to realize he stood beside Sariel in demon form. Somehow, he hadn’t been expecting that. Sariel was so beautiful, so ethereal, sometimes it seemed there was no way he could even have a demon form.

      There was a low growl from just behind him. Christopher didn’t even have to look to know it was Ari. His hatred of Christopher was palpable. There was a golden sword on an altar-like structure beside the cage that held Sam’s final victim.

      Inside the cage, the creature snarled and spit, its eyes an almost iridescent green, its body covered in snake-like scales. Christopher had never heard of a creature like it, not even in the darkest reaches of mythology. It made a creepy clicking sound, a viscous drool pouring from its unhinged jaws to sizzle on the concrete floor. Was that…acid?

      Christopher swallowed audibly. How had that thing passed as human for centuries? Sam released Christopher’s hand and a feeling of vulnerability washed over him. Sam walked to the table and examined the sword before picking it up, turning it this way and that.

      “Get on with it,” Ari rumbled, too close to Christopher for comfort.

      “Don’t test me, Brother. Today of all days,” Sam warned, pointing the sword in Ari’s direction as if he was testing its weight.

      “You must choose a successor,” a demon said from somewhere deeper within the room.

      Christopher had no way to identify who spoke. He wasn’t sure he even wanted to know.

      Sam arched a brow. “Fear not. I’ve chosen my successor. I trust he will continue the mission of ridding the world of our progeny…eventually.”

      There was a low grumbling from within the crowd before someone said, “Eventually?”

      Sam smiled. “Yes. My successor shall be Sariel.”

      The uproar was instantaneous. A cacophony of yelling and snarling bounced off the stone walls, echoing in a way that hurt Christopher on a cellular level.

      Sam raised his hand. “I’ve chosen a successor as requested. The only one I trust to hold tight to the bargain struck a fortnight ago.”

      “What’s happened to you?” the dog-like demon asked. “Once so powerful, now cowed by one fragile human.”

      Sam gave a cold smile, revealing razor-sharp teeth. “Does it matter? I’ve chosen my successor. I will end my line once and for all. What you do with your progeny after I’m gone is no longer my concern. Sariel will keep the underlings from ripping apart the delicate fabric of this planet, but I no longer care what becomes of any of you. Only him.” He pointed at Christopher. “Harming him will trigger a series of events the likes of which not even you are prepared for.”

      Christopher didn’t know if it was a hollow threat or not. Clearly, the others in the room didn’t either. They shifted, mumbling amongst themselves.

      “We’ll abide by the agreement,” Sariel said, as soft-voiced in human form as in his true form.

      Christopher didn’t understand the first thing about demon politics, but Sariel was the only one of their kind who’d ever been nice to him, who’d ever made an effort to see Christopher as anything other than a houseplant.

      Sam gave a singular nod, his gaze falling on Christopher and holding for a long moment, before he turned towards the cage, opening its door. The sharp creak of the hinges seemed a perfect soundtrack to the knife of pain slicing through his chest.

      “Wait!” Christopher cried.

      Sam stopped. Christopher ran to him, throwing his arms around him. He just needed to touch him one last time. Sam gave a soft rumble, wrapping his arms and wings around him, completely enveloping him, shielding him from the others.

      When Sam released him, Christopher stumbled backwards, intending to take his place again with Sariel, but, instead, strong arms locked around him, dragging him back, a clawed hand encircling his neck, the sharp nails poised to rip out his throat.

      Sam roared with rage, hurling himself towards Ari, stopping only when he snarled, “Enough stalling, Brother. Do it and be done with it or the bargain is off. I’ll rip his throat out and let you watch as he bleeds out on the floor. You know what will happen if I kill him. Imagine him spending an eternity with Azazel? The exquisite torture his demons could provide someone as tender—as human—as one like him?”

      “Just do it,” Christopher whispered to Sam, tears streaming down his face. “I’ll be fine. Just…just do it.”

      Still, Sam hesitated. Ari’s claws sank in a little deeper until Christopher felt like his throat was swelling shut. Sam gave one last venomous glare at Ari, then turned, entering the cage, sword in hand. The creature screeched its fury, spitting its drool-like acid directly at Sam. His skin sizzled as the acid ate through, turning his leathery red skin black wherever it fell, but Sam didn’t even flinch.

      He gave one last look at Christopher, then plunged his sword deep. The creature stiffened, then gave another scream, either in rage or pain, before sagging. Only the chains held him in place.

      Sam dropped the sword in his hand, a shiver rolling over him, shifting him from demon to human, his body contorting in pain before he fell to the ground, going still. This time, it was Christopher who screamed, somehow managing to wrench himself free, falling to his knees, attempting to drag Sam’s limp body into his arms.

      The others stood still, watching…waiting. Waiting for that inevitable moment when Sam would turn to dust or fade away like he was never there. Christopher couldn’t stop the sobs wracking his body. He just kept trying to drag him closer, hold him tighter, just feel his body while he still could before it was gone for good. Forever.

      His thoughts raced. How long before he forgot what his skin felt like, tasted like? The scent of his cologne, or the way his shirts always smelled faintly like starch, or the way he said pet like it was an honorific. He felt like he couldn’t draw a full breath. Part of him wanted Sam to just disappear so Christopher could stop this slow bleed of his agony, but another part thought he might die when he did.

      Sam’s body jerked. Christopher gasped. This was it. Oh, fuck. Another spasm wracked his body. Then the sound of Sam sucking breath back into his lungs echoed off the rocky walls, causing the others to take a collective step backwards.

      Sam’s lids fluttered, and then he opened his eyes, disoriented, seemingly as confused as every other creature in that room. A strange stillness filled the room, all of them perhaps in shock.

      “Sam?” Christopher whispered.

      “Pet?” he asked, his confusion obvious.

      “You’re… You’re still here. I-It didn’t work?”

      Sam pushed Christopher away gently, still trying to get his bearings. Christopher got to his feet. Sam did the same, unsteady on his feet. He looked at the other demons in the room. “I—”

      Before he could even think to finish the statement, Ari was charging at him, crashing him against the wall and digging his clawed hand into his belly. Sam’s eyes went wide, the color draining from his skin, blood pouring from his fresh wound and then from his lips, which were now bluish in hue.

      “What’s happening?” Christopher screamed. “What did you do?” He started hitting Ari, who swatted him away like a fly.

      “You fucking lied. No wonder you hesitated. You fucking lied, and now, we all know your lies and cowardice. Why? Why do it? Do you loathe your own kind so much you’d slaughter them simply for being one of us?” Ari raged.

      “Stop him,” Christopher begged, looking to Sariel and the others.

      “Demons like us can’t die,” Sariel reminded gently. “Only the hybrids.”

      Christopher wasn’t having it. “Look at him. He’s dying. Look at the blood, look at his skin. He’s fucking dying. What is wrong with you?”

      Sariel’s gaze flinched to Sam, really taking him in. After a moment, he shivered into human form. “Fuck, I think he’s right. Ari back the fuck off.”

      When Ari didn’t listen, Sariel grabbed the sword Sam had held just moments before pressing it to his back. “Let. Him. Go.”

      “You can’t kill me, Brother.”

      “I can keep hacking off pieces of you until you’re too busy regenerating to cause any more havoc than you already have.”

      Christopher pressed a fist to his mouth, his teeth digging into the skin there, waiting for what seemed like an eternity before Ari finally relented, pulling his claws from Sam’s belly with a sickeningly wet sound. Sam crashed to the floor, Ari looking down on him with disgust.

      “He lied,” Ari spit.

      “He didn’t,” Sariel countered, pulling his shirt off to press it against Sam’s wound. “He’s fucking human. I don’t know how, but he’s fucking human. There’s no way he could have known that was going to happen.”

      Christopher let Sariel’s words sink in. Human? That couldn’t be right. Human? Had God actually listened? Had he answered his prayers, after all? Why? Why would he give Sam to him only to take him away? As one last fuck you.

      “Are you saying, if we finish our lists, we’ll become…one of them?” Ari asked.

      “I’m not saying anything other than Samyaza is human and he’s dying. Go get Keziah. Now.”

      Ari didn’t move, but one of the others did, slipping from the room quietly. Sariel put his hands on the wound, a white light emanating from his palms. Sam grunted.

      Christopher wailed as more blood spewed from his lips. “Oh, God. He can’t die. He can’t fucking die.”

      Sariel snorted, sweat pouring from him. “He’s not going to fucking die. He has to live long enough for me to kill him for leaving me with this goddamn shit storm to clean up.”

      Keziah and Lily appeared beside him, Keziah with a box. Sariel moved his hands. The blood was still everywhere, but it was no longer oozing from the puncture wounds left by Ari’s claws.

      Christopher once more made his way to Sam, placing his head in his lap as they worked to cover his now non-fatal wound with herbs and bandages. Sam was still unconscious, skin cold and clammy, but his chest was rising and falling steadily.

      Keziah sat back, giving Christopher’s upper arm a little squeeze. “He’s going to be okay.”

      The others in the room were still rumbling and muttering among themselves. Sariel sighed, standing and turning to face them. “Brothers, we clearly have much to discuss. Follow me to somewhere more comfortable while we attempt to sort this out.”

      “You mean to just leave them?” Ari said.

      Sariel gave Ari a stern look. “Yes, that is exactly what we’re going to do. Sam’s human now. He’s no longer our concern.”

      Once they were alone, Christopher threaded his hands through Sam’s sweaty hair. A human. Sam was human. Sam was…his. He hadn’t lost him.

      “How…” Sam rasped.

      Christopher sniffled, wiping at his nose with the back of his forearm. “How, what?”

      Sam gave a weak smile. “How am I here, feeling like my insides are on the outside?”

      Christopher bit his lower lip, wondering if he should tell him the truth. He’d never lied to him before. “I…prayed.”

      “You, what?”

      “I prayed. Well, mostly I swore and begged and said some not-so-nice things. But maybe He was listening.”

      “Oh,” Sam said, placing his hands over Christopher’s.

      Christopher’s heart plummeted at Sam’s Oh. “Are you upset? I know you wanted peace after all these years.”

      Sam gave a pained chuckle, reaching up and pulling Christopher down until he hovered just above him. “Haven’t you figured it out yet, pet? You are my peace.”

      Christopher laughed around a sob, his emotions seemingly all pouring out of him at once. He’d never been so happy in his life but his head was swimming. All he could think to say was, “You’re my peace, too.”

      “If you don’t mind, I’m just going to close my eyes for a few minutes, pet. I hurt everywhere.”

      Christopher kissed his face anywhere he could reach. “Welcome to being human.”

      Sam gave another faint chuckle. “It’s going to take some getting used to.”

      Christopher laughed, a real genuine laugh. “We’ve got time. We’ve got all the time in the world.”

      And they really did.
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      “I really miss your wings right about now,” Christopher said, practically panting.

      Sam chuckled, checking out Christopher’s ass beneath hiking shorts that were just tight enough for him to appreciate the view. He’d filled out over the years, finally leaving his disordered eating in the past. His hair was longer, though he often wore it pulled up on his head in a bun like today. He was no longer snowy white either, but a golden brown that came with spending much of their lives under the sun.

      “It will be worth it, pet. I promise,” Sam assured him. “Not much farther now.”

      Christopher scoffed. “You said that an hour ago.”

      Sam grinned. “I meant it an hour ago. I mean it even more now. Besides, I thought you liked pain.”

      It was a particularly arduous hike up a steep and rocky path, but he knew when they reached the top, it would be worth it. Christopher had been fully on board for the first two hours but was now clearly starting to regret his decision.

      Christopher cut his eyes to him, wiping the sweat from his brow. “The kind of pain that has you bending me over and violating me with your dick, not the kind that involves sweating and bug spray.”

      Sam barked out a laugh. Two years ago, Christopher would have let Sam drag him over broken glass without a word of complaint, no matter how miserable he was or how much pain he was in. But now, he had no problems voicing his complaints. At least, outside of the bedroom.

      Inside, Christopher was just as subservient as he’d ever been. Maybe even more so. He had a need to serve that couldn’t be quelled by anything other than complete and utter obedience, no matter what was asked of him. And Sam would never say no to having total control over Christopher’s mind and body.

      Christopher had always said he feared the outside world, had worried so much the night they’d left the catacombs. But it turned out that Christopher had never truly been afraid of the world at all or even of the people in it. He’d feared being invisible, ignored, forgotten, being treated by the entire world the way his mother and grandmother had treated him his whole life.

      It wasn’t obvious at first. Those initial few weeks in the city, Christopher shook at the thought of leaving the hotel room. He’d spend the day flipping through magazines, pointing out locations he saw, gazing longingly at all the places he’d told himself—and Sam—he’d never be able to go.

      Finally, Sam had booked a private jet to take them to the place Christopher talked about most—an abandoned powerhouse called Crystal Mill in the town of Marble, Colorado, just outside Aspen. Christopher had gasped and marveled at how it was so much more beautiful in real life.

      The crystal mill hadn’t healed Christopher, but it taught Sam that the boy wasn’t afraid of people in general but more of large crowds. He’d hired an attorney to get Christopher’s paperwork in order and finally got him a passport. After that, they just took off to see the world.

      They made sure to avoid big cities at first. They spent their time traveling to the far reaches of the globe. They’d been to villages that took days to hike into, they’d trekked deserts and scaled frozen tundras and traversed any manner of landscapes in-between.

      And Christopher thrived.

      They’d even made it to that tiny town in Norway that Christopher had spoken of. That was when Sam had realized people truly didn’t frighten Christopher. The older ladies who ran the inn had gushed over him and he’d basked in their attention. The local fisherman had regaled them with tall tales far too fantastical to be real. Christopher had loved every second of it.

      It wasn’t a singular event either. Christopher garnered attention everywhere they went. Ironically, people looked at him like he was the angel. He did have a Raphaelite beauty to him that caused many people to stop and stare. Unlike Sam, who was wholly unremarkable in his human form. At least, to all but Christopher.

      Christopher gasped as they finally crested the peak, stopping short as they stared out over the vast canyon. Sam wrapped his arms around him from behind, holding him steady as he peered over the edge and whistled.

      Christopher was still a little leery of heights, especially ones like this. “Don’t let me fall,” he said breathlessly.

      “Never,” Sam promised. “Was it worth it?” he teased, still holding onto his waist.

      “Definitely.” Sam’s lips found Christopher’s throat, enjoying the salty tang of his skin before biting down hard enough to make him moan. “Stop that. You’re going to make me all horny in broad daylight where anybody could see us.”

      “We haven’t passed a single person in hours. There’s nobody here but the two of us,” Sam said, slipping his hand into Christopher’s shorts and wrapping his fist around his soft cock.

      Despite his protests, he instantly relented, leaning back against Sam, giving him more room to play, letting him jerk him to hardness. Sam loved feeling Christopher grow in his hand, loved knowing it was still so easy to turn him on.

      “Feel good?”

      “Mm,” Christopher said.

      When he was hard and leaking, Sam took his hand away, chuckling at Christopher’s whimper. “What’s wrong? I thought you didn’t want anybody to see you all horny?” Sam bit at Christopher’s ear. “We’ll play back at the hotel if you’re a good boy. Can you be a good boy for me, pet?”

      Christopher gazed back up at him, eyes hazy. “Yes, Daddy.”

      Sam threaded his fingers around the bun that held Christopher’s long hair off his neck, yanking just hard enough to watch his pupils dilate. “Do you still like being my good boy?”

      His tongue darted out to swipe over his full lower lip. “You know I do, Daddy.”

      Sam turned him in his arms, feathering a kiss across Christopher’s lips but not letting him deepen it. “Then say it.”

      “I like being your good boy, Daddy,” Christopher whispered obediently.

      Sam caught his mouth, tongue sliding home as he pulled him in, and Christopher groaned when Sam’s thigh pressed between his, giving him the friction he’d been seeking.

      Sam’s hands found Christopher’s ass, pulling him against him, letting him rub himself on him as they kissed, enjoying the sounds Christopher panted into his mouth as he chased his pleasure.

      Sam grimaced as voices sounded faintly in the distance. So much for being completely alone. He set Christopher away from him, earning a whine, then a sullen pout as a group of tourists crested the same hill they had just moments before.

      Sam took his hand and guided him to a grouping of boulders stacked rather precariously, sitting atop one and pulling Christopher to sit between his open legs. He fell quiet for a long while, just staring out over the vast cavern and the mountains surrounding them.

      Finally, Sam asked, “Are you alright, pet? Is this too much for you?”

      Christopher turned back and gave him a soft smile. “No. I’m okay. Sometimes, this all feels like a fever dream, you know?”

      This wasn’t the first time they’d discussed ‘it,’ of course. Their time in the catacombs came up often in conversation when they were alone. “Sometimes, I think I died that day and this is me floating around in the abyss pretending to live a life with you.”

      Christopher rested the side of his face against Sam’s arm. “Are you saying I’m your Heaven?” he teased.

      Sam smiled. “You know you are, pet.”

      After a few more moments, Christopher said, “What do you think is happening there right now? Do you think they’re all alright?”

      Christopher asked the question often. But not Sam. He’d left the catacombs and everyone inside far behind and never looked back. In truth, he didn’t care what was happening back there. He’d done his time. He’d done as his father had asked and he’d been forgiven, or, at least, granted a reprieve from a life in the abyss thanks to Christopher and his prayers.

      Sam rarely thought of his previous home beneath the old church. When he’d given up his throne, he’d given up any obligation to give a shit about those left behind. Maybe that was cold and cruel, but he’d spent a thousand lifetimes with his brothers and he had no wish to spend even one more second longer amongst them now.

      But Christopher had formed a bond with both Lily and Keziah and worried about them often. He feared they were somehow being abused in the wake of Sam’s departure despite their father being the one who was currently in charge.

      “You just spoke to Lily a week ago,” he reminded.

      Christopher sighed. “I know, but everything is always life or death down there. In a week, there could have been a rebellion or a mutiny or whatever. They could be dead for all I know, slaughtered by acid-drooling lizard demons.”

      Sam chuckled at Christopher’s dramatics. “Lily just liked your Instagram post yesterday, pet.”

      “I know, but still,” he said, waving a hand.

      “Do you wish to go back?” Sam asked, resting his chin on the top of Christopher’s hair, letting it tickle his nose.

      “To the catacombs?” Christopher questioned.

      Sam chuckled. “No, pet. To the city. To visit your friends. Even to live there if that’s what will make you happy. You know your happiness is my only goal.”

      Christopher seemed to think on it for a long moment. “I don’t ever want to go back to the city. But maybe we could fly them out to see us?” he said hopefully. “Somewhere sunny and beautiful where Lily could see the ocean or fields of wildflowers. I bet her fae side would love that. Oh, or we could do one of those retreats with a celebrity chef and Keziah could spend the whole time cooking.”

      Sam smiled. “If that is your wish.”

      “I do miss them,” Christopher admitted. “But I like our life. I love our life. There are so many places we haven’t been yet.”

      “What happened to watching television on a Wednesday night?” Sam teased.

      Christopher scoffed. “We do that, anyway, just in a hotel with high thread count sheets and room service.”

      Sam grinned. “I fear you’re becoming quite spoiled.”

      “Becoming?” Christopher said, making a face.

      Sam shook his head. Christopher had most definitely grown accustomed to the finer things in life. He liked champagne and fancy dinners and being pampered in hotel spas. But he also liked building houses in Namibia and trenches for clean water in Nepal. Even outside the bedroom, Christopher needed to serve.

      He spoke frequently of how he loved the life they had but felt guilty and insisted, for every luxury trip they took, that Sam not only donate money to a good cause but allow them to go someplace that let them help others. While Sam often found it hard to empathize, Christopher wasn’t afraid to wallow in the suffering of others if it helped them in some way.

      “You’re also becoming quite the brat. I think I’m going to have to take some time tonight reminding you exactly who’s in charge around here.”

      “How are you going to do that, Daddy?” Christopher murmured, not looking at him.

      Sam snuck a peek at the tourists milling ten feet away, taking pics at the scenic stop set up for just such a thing before leaning in close.

      “I think a little time naked on your knees is a good start.”

      Christopher’s breath stuttered. Even now, just the mention of their games excited the boy. Sam didn’t mind sharing Christopher when it came to community service projects, but when it came to him on his knees, Christopher only had one master and that would always be Sam.

      “What are you going to do to me, Daddy?” he asked, his voice going all high-pitched and breathy. He was also quite the little actor.

      Sex as a human had taken some getting used to. Without his demon form, he’d had to find new and inventive ways to bring Christopher to the brink of agony. Luckily for Sam, it seemed there was a thriving market for pain-inducing sex toys. He just needed to be much more careful now, as he could no longer heal Christopher’s wounds with a wave of his hand. Even if Christopher wore every scar like a trophy.

      Sam leaned in close, pressing his words against Christopher’s ear, so the wind wouldn’t carry away his intent. “I picked up this interesting little potion at the apothecary in town this morning after breakfast.”

      “What’s it do?” he murmured.

      Sam tongued at Christopher’s earlobe. “It’s made of ginger and another fascinating little ingredient. Do you know what happens when you introduce these ingredients to sensitive mucus membranes, pet?”

      Christopher shivered. “It burns.”

      “Mm,” Sam said. “Once I have you naked, ass up, spread nice and wide for me, I’m going to dip my fingers into that ointment and finger you open with it.”

      Christopher swallowed audibly. “And then what?”

      “And then you’re going to suck me off, choke on my cock until you’re covered in tears and spit.”

      “Okay…” he whispered.

      Sam’s hand slid covertly under Christopher’s shorts to tease his cock just enough to make him cant his hips for more. “And when you’re crying and begging and you just can’t take another second of the itching and burning, I’m going to fuck you nice and deep, fill that slutty hole with my seed again and again, and when I can’t get it up anymore, I’ll use my fingers and then a toy.”

      “Do I get to come, Daddy?” Christopher asked, voice raw.

      “Maybe. When I’ve used you in every conceivable way possible. When you’re sobbing and spent and desperate enough to give me whatever I ask for, then I’ll let you come.”

      Christopher whimpered. “Can we go home now, Daddy?”

      Sam gave a dark laugh. “No, pet. We spent hours hiking up this trail.”

      “And it’s going to take hours for us to get back down, too,” Christopher whined. “I want to go play.”

      “Well, then, maybe you should be in charge,” Sam teased. When Christopher said nothing, Sam said, “That’s what I thought. Now, sit here and enjoy the view with me.”

      “How am I supposed to do that when my hard-on is tenting my shorts so bad that I’m going to get arrested if any of those kids from the tour come anywhere near me?” he muttered grumpily.

      “Keep talking back to me and you’re going to get a spanking before you get anything else.”

      Christopher reached behind him, stroking Sam through his pants. “Is that a promise or a threat?”

      “A threat is me telling you, if you don’t keep your hands to yourself, I’m going to tie you to the bed and do nothing at all.”

      Christopher whipped his head around, mouth gaping. “You wouldn’t…”

      Sam gave him his best stern look. “Stop talking back and you’ll never need to know.”

      Christopher snorted, knowing Sam lacked the courage of his convictions. Once Christopher was naked and helpless, there was no way he could ever miss an opportunity to use him. Not when he begged so sweetly, cried so easily, still desperately needed to feel pain to get off. While Sam was no longer a demon who got high off the suffering of others, he most definitely got off on the suffering of Christopher. His tears, his cries, the way he always wanted to be pushed past his limits. That never got old.

      “Are you happy?”

      Sam startled at Christopher’s barely-there question. “What kind of question is that? Of course, I am.”

      “I’m just checking.”

      “Well, stop it. The answer will never change.”

      Christopher sighed. “You say that now, but this is only our two-year anniversary. Maybe after twelve years, you’ll bring me up here to toss me off this same scenic vista.”

      Sam laughed at Christopher’s maudlin thought. “You are truly ridiculous, pet. As if I would force you to walk all this way just for that.”

      “Promise me, if you ever get to the point where you want to kill me, you won’t make me do cardio first.”

      Sam gave him a solemn look. “I promise, pet. Now, can we please stop talking about such maudlin things on our anniversary? We have decades together to worry about which one of us will want to kill the other first. But I suspect we’re no good for anybody but each other.”

      Christopher grinned. “A match made in hell?”

      Sam grinned. “Exactly.”
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      Where the Devil Don’t Go is a compilation of one of my newsletter serials. If you enjoyed it, consider joining HERE so you don’t miss out on future serials.
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      Thank you so much for reading Where the Devil Don’t Go. I hope you loved reading this book as much as I loved writing it. I’m so grateful every day that you love my menagerie of crazy characters and that you’ve been willing to go along for this ride with me.

      If you’ve read my books before, you have probably come to realize that I have an addiction to writing about the psyche and exactly how both nature and nurture often play a part in who a person becomes. Christopher’s story was no different. Years of psychological trauma at the hands of his family led to some irreparable dysfunction and crippling anxiety that never really goes away. As someone who struggles with chronic severe anxiety disorder, this one hit close to home. I just wanted to show the constant struggle many people go through when their own brain is constantly fighting against them. 

      I spent years working as an RN in a psychiatric hospital, and most of those years I spent with children aged anywhere from five to eighteen. It took a big toll on me and my own mental health, which is why writing these characters has become my own form of therapy. While sociopathic bodyguards and megalomaniacal cult leaders are all works of fiction, my heroes and villains are all drawn from real people who I encountered during my time as a nurse.

      If you guys are really loving the books, please consider joining my Facebook reader group, Onley's Oubliette, and signing up for my newsletter. And if you really, really love my books and want to read them before anybody else as well as gain access to things like mini-fics of loved characters, signed paperbacks, and exclusive merch, consider joining my Patreon. 

      You can also find signed books and merchandise on my website throughout the year. Feel free to hit me up on my social media. I love talking to readers. You can find all my links here. 

      Finally, if you did love this book, (or even if you didn't. Eek!) it would be amazing if you could take a minute to review it. Reviews are like gold for authors.

       

      Thank you again for reading.  
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      When not at her desk, you can find her whining about how much writing she has to do while avoiding said writing by binge-watching unhealthy amounts of television and doom scrolling on social media. She loves true crime documentaries, anti-heroes, and writing kinky, snarky books about morally gray men who fall in love with other men.
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