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On Kiz Emeral’s home planet homosexuality is a crime punishable by death. Knowing from a young age he preferred men, he and his family escaped to Earth. Alone and untouched, he knows he’ll never find love, let alone his mate.
Raphael was an archangel who never thought he’d fall from grace. But after crossing a line he shouldn’t have, he ended up like most of his siblings—face down in the hell realm.
Now tricked into becoming a protector of a rouge sanctuary, Raphael rescues Kiz, shocked at the magnetism he feels toward the large man. That is till Kiz claims they are soulmates, something Raphael doesn’t believe in.
But when Kiz enters mating heat, his blood pumping through his veins like fire, Raphael learns he’s the only one that can end it. But he fears that once he gets a taste of Kiz, he’ll do anything for another bite.
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Chapter One
 
As he gazed up at the ceiling, unease washed over Raphael at the emptiness he’d never experienced.
Someone is messing with me.
But at the dead silence in his head, he couldn’t say he minded. In the past there had been voices demanding for forgiveness. Others had asked for money, a better body, or for their ex-partner to meet a gruesome end. One had even specified for their significant other to be tied up, covered in honey, and placed on a fire ant mound.
Though having fallen to perdition centuries ago, he’d long since stopped hearing the prayers of humans. Again, no big loss. But the flow of images had ceased. He’d always been able to see bits of the future. Most of it he was barred from, but others were clear as a movie in a theater.
Now he had no clue what will happen next. He’d had his clairvoyance ability for so long it’d become a part of who he is. Now that he didn’t possess the ability, it was like having his eyes gouged out.
Now he saw a haze when he shut his eyes. A black backdrop with a shimmering mist that seemed to flicker like the northern lights. It was devastatingly beautiful, yet it left him feeling small and alone. On the rare occasion he’d became blinded by the image of oblivion it usually lasted for a few seconds. Then it’d vanish before he could make sense of it. He wasn’t powerful enough to understand, and he kind of liked it that way. He was told total consciousness of past and future was scary and left the person unable to function and live in the present.
Raphael liked to think that somewhere there was a being stronger than him who looked out for Earth and its realms. Like the deity the humans prayed to. Little did they know it wasn’t God who answered, but the curatrixae, or guardian angels. Only a few remained, most of them hiding in the Elysium Realm—heaven.
Now with each passing second, the void he was submerged in seemed to be making the walls of shadows in his mind creep together, as if blocking him in. Or was it locking others out? He didn’t know and that terrified him.
He rarely panicked. Anxiety and fear were not emotions he let have free rein. But at present they were chipping away at the glacier in his chest, making it impossible to get the appropriate amount of air into his lungs. 
Raph folded his arms behind his head, resting on his mattress. Looking around his room, his eyes roved over the clocks of all shapes, sizes and models. They were all one of a kind that he’d had crafted by master clockmakers over the years. They were spaced chaotically on every available surface, just for the whimsy. A side of him he hoped no one would ever learn about him.
As he listened to the cacophony of clock pendulums click and clack, his cell rang, making him jerk into a sitting position. If my powers were working, I’d have known that would happen. But what made his heartbeat race to uncharted territory was that there was no number associated with his phone. It wasn’t activated. He’d bought it to fill his sleepless nights by playing arcade games. He had an addiction, he knew it, but he’d never admit it to anyone. He just blocked all the answers from his mind and played in his precious time off which he should’ve used for sleep.
Being a Fallen Archangel, he didn’t need as much sleep as humans. But he chose to sleep even though he didn’t need to because it shut down his brain, making it so he didn’t dwell on the small—or large—things.
As Raph’s phone chimed again, he knew that whoever was calling was someone he didn’t want to talk to.
Reaching over the side of his bed to face the floor, he picked up his cell with his forefinger and thumb, dangling it as if it were covered in filth. Glaring at the screen, he felt like cussing at finding the number blocked. But then a picture of one of the last creatures in the universe he wanted to talk to popped in his head.
No visions for hours and suddenly the scum of the Earth called him? Someone is definitely messing with me.
Tapping the screen, he put the phone to his ear and said none too politely, “How did you get this number?”
A laugh answered him, making Raph grit his teeth, his anxiety turning sharply to anger. “Oh, come now,” Othiah purred over the line. “Is that anyway to treat a younger brother?”
“You stopped being my brother when you fell from grace,” Raph snapped back.
“Why?” his former family member said, sounding genuinely hurt. Raph wasn’t fooled for a second, and it enraged him when Othiah’s attitude made a sudden flip. “Well, you know the last I heard, you took the same crazy pill as well. So don’t go acting like your shit don’t stink, you fuckhead!”
Raph mentally counted to ten. “What do you want, Othiah?”
“Actually, I go by Otho now,” the annoying male said with a derisive laugh.
“Is that why you called?” He was unable to hold back the sarcastic words.
“Of course not.” Othiah paused to yawn exaggeratedly, the sound making Raph want to reach through the receiver like a cartoon character and rip out the asshole’s throat. “I want to invite you to the bar for a little drinky poo. What say you…?” Othiah giggled like a prepubescent girl. “See what I did there? I’s a poet.”
He reached up with his unoccupied hand to massage his temple, knowing he’d never get an actual migraine, being of angelic lineage. But Othiah’s tone was grating on his patience.
Clenching his teeth, he managed to bite out, “You’re going to keep calling till I agree, aren’t you?” Raph already knew the answer. Whoever had put a stopper on his powers had slowly begun to release it. A light began to shine in his head, wrapping around him. A sense of security crashed over him like a waterfall.
Unlike most of his brothers who fell, Raph had managed to swim his way to the surface when he’d been kicked from Elysium into the soul pit. The pit was where fractured life energy resided. Murderers, rapists, pedophiles. They did everything they could to get a hold of an angel’s wing which would allow the monster to open a portal to Earth.
Raph had been blessed that he made it out with both of his wings intact. Not even a feather was missing. Which meant he’d retained most of his abilities. The only other fallen angel who’d managed that—as far as Raph knew—had been Lucifer. The broken souls hadn’t known what an angel wing could do when Lue fell, so he had easily been able to swim to the top.
When his brother had crawled out, he’d hired magic users to create a realm around the soul pit, the Abyss—hell. To protect his realm, Lucifer had created demons and hellhounds to protect himself.
Raphael had lasted longer in Elysium than most of his siblings. Then one mistake—if he could call it that—ended it with him being expelled from Elysium, the only home he knew. Raph had turned into a beast as he’d clawed his way out of the soul pit. He’d become a fiend as he slashed down demons, finding them almost as weak as humans. Once he’d reached the surface, he’d had powers to take him to the Earth Realm. But no matter how hard he tried, he was denied access to Elysium.
“Excellent!” Othiah said cheerfully. “We expect you here tonight no later than eight.”
When the line went dead, Raph looked at the wall finding the clock for Pacific Standard Time—a sawed-off redwood log with golden hands and numbers—and found it was hours away where his younger brother had set up shop. Raph had time to prepare himself mentally.
He would go. He wasn’t a coward. The real question was, how long would it take before he started breaking necks?
 
* * * *
 
Kiz Emeral stood dumfounded as the last of his father’s news made it to his ears.
“What?” He questioned calmly in his native language. “I don’t think I heard you right.”
His father looked at him guiltily. “I told you Otho came to me and requested I volunteer you and Korozia for a chance to bed a patron saint.”
Kiz gulped as his twin brother, Koro, gaped and yelled in English, “You what? No fucking way am I sleeping with a guy! You’ve gotta be fucking kidding me?”
“What did you say?” their father asked, looking more pissed that he didn’t understand than that his son was disrespecting him. “Korozia, tell me what you said this instant!”
“No, you old fuck!” Koro continued in English. “First you make me move to this backwoods planet against my will. And now you expect me to offer my ass up to some man? You’ve gone senile, you bastard. Make Kiz do it alone. He’s the one who’ll like it.”
Kiz gulped as Koro turned and stalked down the hall to his room. Kiz watched his brother go, his head feeling like everything was moving in slow motion. I must sleep with a stranger?
“Kizia,” his father said in the soft tone he usually donned with Kiz while alone. “Tell me what he said.”
Licking his lips nervously, Kiz peeked at his father and said with his fingers crossed behind his back, “He said he’ll think about it.”
His father frowned as he shook his head. “I know my sons.” He puffed out an amused sound. “I know he just refused—vulgarly.” His lips quirked up at one corner. “Just like I know you cross your fingers behind your back like a human when you lie.”
Kiz bowed his head in shame. “Please forgive me—”
“No,” he interrupted, resting a hand on Kiz’s shoulder. “I am the one who should be sorry, Kizia… I wish you didn’t have to do this. I did everything I could to get you out of it, but our savior, Otho, said he’d kick us out of the bar if you didn’t.”
The elder man took him by his shoulders and looked deeply into his eyes. “You don’t have to do this if you don’t wish to.” He gulped audibly. “I can find another planet that’ll take us.”
More running? Kiz didn’t want that. They’d just become accustomed to the Earth, and he didn’t want his father and brother to be uprooted again because of him.
The bar Hell’s Mouth was the only thing keeping him and his family safe. If they were evicted, then they’d be deported back to Tibu if his father couldn’t find another suitable planet that had the right atmosphere for them to breath.
Oh, I don’t want to do this.
Bowing his head in respect, he said in a shaky voice, “I’ll do it, Father.”
The hands on his shoulders squeezed him gently. “Otho said to be at the bar no later than eight o’clock. Okay?”
Kiz sighed inwardly, knowing he didn’t have a choice in the matter.
With a quick nod, he turned and seemed to float to his room. Like a ghost in Earth movies.
Once Kiz was at his own bedroom door, just one room down, he heard a loud thump and the splintering of wood and his father’s voice yell, “Korozia, get the fuck over here and tell me what you said!”
Entering his room, Kiz caught his brother saying in Tibutani, right before Kiz closed his door, “Dad, what the fuck is your problem? Why the hell did you kick down my door?”
Running to his bed, he jerked back the covers and crawled under. He was so scared his body shook violently. This was not how he’d planned to spend his day off. He’d wanted to continue crocheting a matching sock to go with the one he’d finished the day before.
Suddenly a loud knock came from his door. He debated whether to answer it, but in the end he didn’t have to when Koro burst in without permission. “Let’s get this over with.”
Sitting up, Kiz wiped at his eyes. “Huh?”
“Just come into the bathroom, dumbass.”
Sliding from his bed, Kiz followed his brother into the shower room. Inside, he watched Koro set a box down on the counter and then began to dig around in Kiz’s drawers. “Where are your scissors?”
“Excuse me,” he said, bowing to his brother before walking backwards out the door. Sighing, he went to his yarn basket and retrieved his scissors. Once back in the bathroom, he held them out to Koro who snatched them. Watching in awe, he gasped when Koro took a hank of his own hair and hacked a chunk of it near the scalp.
“Koro!” Kiz shouted, still in Tibutani. “What are you doing?”
“I’m going to get out of this if it’s the last thing I fucking do,” Koro growled, pausing long enough to hand Kiz the box he’d brought in with him. “Here.”
Removing the lid, he looked at the device inside and asked, “What is it?”
“Hair clippers. You use them to shave your hair down to your scalp.”
“What? We can’t shave our heads, Korozia. What will Father say?” her paused. “Where did you even get these?”
“Look,” his brother said as he turned, getting right in Kiz’s face. “It’s either shave our heads, or signal to the whole fucking world what we did. I’m not going to let anyone know what it is we must do tonight. I’m not going to be laughed at for taking a female role in bed. And if you’re smart you’ll do the same goddamned thing.”
Kiz didn’t quite manage to hold back his flinch. “B-but, Koro,” he tried in English, hoping he made sense with his “baby talk,” as Koro called it. “I think that myth. To scare. I no believe if we—um—join together our hairs will be to turn white.” His brows furred, wondering if that made any sense.
Koro didn’t react like he usually did, by laughing in Kiz’s face. “Fine, do whatever the fuck you want, but I’m not going to give others the opportunity to call me weak.”
Kiz wanted to argue that taking the submissive role in bed didn’t mean you were weak. But in the end he wasn’t sure either. He’d never had sex, but when he did, he knew he didn’t care who got to be on top. He’d be happy just to have someone to call his.
Glancing at his reflection in the mirror, Kiz looked over himself from his deep orange eyes and freckle-free completion. Grabbing his long black hair that came down just below his waist in a twisted braid, he knew he wouldn’t be able to cut it. He liked it the length it was.
Peeking over at Koro, he wondered why they’d both been volunteered. Kiz became horrified thinking the patron saint must have a thing for identical twins. The thought grossed him to no end. Just because the earthling was a protector of Hell’s Mouth—the bar he lived above with other species—and made it safe for Kiz and his family didn’t mean he would just bow down and let the guy crawl on top of him as thanks.
Oh, goodness. New thought!
“Can’t we just wear something atrocious?” Kiz asked, switching back to Tibutani. Taking his braid into his hands, he began pulling on it till he felt it pull at his scalp. “Like—um…?”
Koro paused mid-hack with a smile. “Fuck, you’re a genius.”
Kiz smiled at finally saying the right thing in front of his brother. That had to have been the nicest thing Koro had ever said to him.
“Stop smiling and go ask Haloka if she has two carotis.”
Carotis? Kiz thought. It was a dress female Tibutanians wore when they were executed for outliving their male mate. Thinking of its effect it would have on an Earth creature became hazy. Why would the dress detour a male if he were truly aroused?
Knowing Koro had more knowledge about earthlings, Kiz nodded his head in submission. Turning to leave, he almost made it to the door when he spotted a small plastic bag on the ground. Bending to pick it up, he turned it at all angles, watching the little sea salt-like rocks inside move with gravity.
Heading back into the bathroom, Kiz began, “Korozia, is this yours?” He held it out. “What is it?”
For a split second, Koro looked horrified. Then his normal glare locked into place. Snatching the little baggie, he snapped, “It’s nothing. Mind your own fucking business.”
Jerking away in fear, Kiz fled quickly without another word.
Once in the hall, he breathed raggedly as he looked both ways. Kiz’s body seized at the sight of Zain walking toward him.
Shoving away from the wall, Kiz inched toward the Andarian who walked down the hall like he owned it. As they neared each other, Kiz licked his lips, wondering if today was the day the guy finally noticed him. Kiz had been fascinated by Zain for months. But it still ate at him that Zain didn’t seem to know Kiz’s name. He always called Kiz by his brother’s name. It hurt, but what did he expect from his mousy demeanor? He knew he wasn’t exactly the life of the party, but the guy could at least get his name right.
Having long known he wasn’t attractive, and having come from a planet where homosexuality was a crime punishable by death, Kiz felt uncomfortable asserting who he was. Life seemed too precious to risk asking a male out on a date when at any minute his home-world government could show up and kill him for just having homoerotic fantasies.
Kiz had always dreamed about his first lover. And he knew he’d only surrender his virginity for his mate. But the odds of finding him had to be near zilch considering he wasn’t on his home planet. 
And besides, he wasn’t even sure his mate could be male. Why would fate partner him with a man if his people condemned it?
Even with the odds stacked against him, Kiz had had thousands of dreams starring various men he’d either seen from a distance while working at the bar or on TV. Over the last few months, his dream-lover had been Zain. He was large, strong, and if someone ever threatened their love, Kiz knew Zain would rescue him.
An image of Zain’s powerful body pressed up against his made Kiz swoon. He’d seen the larger male on several occasions in the bar with a guy on his lap. Kiz envisioned himself snuggled up to the doctor in the same way.
A smile slowly began to form on his face as he imagined Zain stopping him to talk. But just as usual, the butterfly sensation in Kiz’s stomach grew, sweat began to bead on his upper lip, he shuffled his feet…
Their eyes locked…
Zain jerked his head once in hello as he walked past. Kiz didn’t even have time to return the gesture.
He made himself take ten more steps before he stopped to look back. Watching the beast of a man, Kiz raised his palm over his mouth as he shouted in his head, I should have said something!
And then like always, he added, Next time…
 
Chapter Two
 
Raph jerked awake, gasping for air as someone pinched his nose closed.
Knocking Kippy’s hand aside, he lunged, ready to rip the little guy’s tonsils out. Careful to keep the sheet tightly around his hips, he snarled just as the tiny god jumped out of his reach, “I told you to stop doing that!”
Kippy glared at him and said, “Get ready. We’re gonna to be late.”
Raph hesitated. Kippy knew Raph’s powers were limited, and if Raph hadn’t know that Kippy’s powers were on lockdown too, he’d assume the little goth brat was the one behind his glitchy mind.
But even though Kippy was innocent, Raph still felt the need to smack the mocking look off his roommate’s face
“You made it so Othiah could call me.”
Kippy’s black lips curved into a smirk. “Actually, I didn’t. But I’ll take the blame.” He paused to stick out his tongue between his black lips. “Now get ready.”
Raph growled. “Go away.” He glanced at his clock. “I’ve got—”
“Five minutes till it’s time to leave,” Kippy said in a mocking tone.
Raph’s lip twitched in irritation. Omniscient roommates were hard to come by—Raph had no clue how he’d been so lucky.
Kippy had come to Raph knowing he was a Fallen Archangel. They’d struck up a deal. Kippy would get him on the Isherai council as the leader of the fallen angels in exchange for Raph protecting Kippy from the wrath of the Greek Goddess Hera, after Kippy had fooled around with her husband, Zeus.
Now they lived in Kippy’s ridiculous castle on an island Raph couldn’t pinpoint on a map even if he’d had all his powers. It was off grid, Kippy’s private domain. Raph wouldn’t even be surprised if it was a realm Kippy had made when his powers had been on full blast.
Raph sat up, quick to manifest clothes on his body. The suit that shaped to him came from his own personal closet. He couldn’t make material objects, like gods, from nothing. He had to have the items he manifested in a spot he knew so he could call it to him when it was needed. He couldn’t make something from nothing. If one could, they’d be stealing it from someone who did possess it.
Raph pushed aside his blankets. “May I have some privacy?”
Kippy snorted and said lustily, “Oh, come on, baby. Once upon a time you let me see your ass. Why are you so shy about it now?”
“I’ve never shown you my ass intentionally,” he said, breathing deeply for calm. “You just always seem to walk in at the inopportune moments.”
“Potato, potato,” Kippy said, pronouncing the two words the same. There wasn’t even a change in inflection.
Walking to the bathroom, he closed the door behind him, wondering what Kippy’s parents must have done to damage the guy so badly.
Standing in the bathroom, staring at the wall, he waited till he heard the door to his bedroom slam shut before walking back in.
As he sighed in relief at his now empty room, his eyes fell to his mattress and the ridiculous outfit draped over the twisted sheets. Cursing inwardly, he knew from experience that he had to wear what Kippy left for him. Either obey or end up with your clothes being dissolved off your body, leaving you nude in front of everyone.
Quickly putting on the ridiculous getup, he walked out of his room into the hall. Kippy wolf whistled from the stone wall across from Raph’s room. “All right, sexy. Let’s go.”
Manifesting himself to the shadows outside of Hell’s Mouth—on the human side—Kippy appeared next to him. “You as excited as I am?”
“Why would I be excited?”
Kippy laughed. “That ass didn’t tell you?”
“Tell me what?” Raph walked across the street when it was clear.
“I’m not telling.”
Breathe in…breathe out… He knew he wouldn’t get another word out of Kippy. But what he knew now was that people who didn’t normally team up were now in cahoots. Raph feared he was about to become a marionette puppet with insane gods holding his strings.
As he stalked down the side entrance for quick access to Hell’s Mouth, the dark hall that had been enchanted by sorcerers to repel humans left even Raph’s head hazy.
When he came to an intimidating, elephant-ear door, a metal peephole slid aside. A yellow eye locked on his as a deep male voice said, “Raphael?”
It unsettled Raph that the guard knew him when he knew nothing about the guard.
“Yes.” He raised his chin. Turning to ask Kippy a question, Raph cursed when he saw nothing but a rippling, black vapor.
When the door opened, Raph paused when he found Salem—the ever knowing, intrusive god—staring up at him with an impish smile.
Not giving Salem time to talk, he barked, “Where’s Othiah?”
“Othiah?” Salem said innocently. Then a devilish grin appeared. “He’s in the Tiki Lounge.” At Raph’s silence, Salem rolled his eyes, adding, “Otho renamed the employee bar.”
Salem sported a smug expression a few seconds before he disappeared.
Raph closed his eyes. He’d been to Hell’s Mouth before, but he hadn’t committed the layout to memory. And now with his powers on the fritz, he found he couldn’t even space jump into the portal room like he’d done the last few times.
Tapping into his limited powers, he tried to call a map to his head when someone tapped on his shoulder.
Head jerking to the guard, Raph shot the man a dirty look. It didn’t seem to affect the guy. “The bar is that way.” The stranger returned Raph’s dirty look. “Do you need a tour guide?”
Raph managed to hold back. Now wasn’t the time for a brawl. And he knew if he picked a fight with the yellow-eyed male—the tell of a hellhound—he’d have about fifty of Otho Kapara’s hellhound legion who’d like to “play.”
Turning away, Raph pounded down the hall into what he knew had to be the Tiki Lounge.
As he entered the room, Raph’s eyelid twitched. The last time he’d seen the bar it had resembled a diner from the nineteen-eighties. All padded pink booths and Formica tabletops with “chrome” edging. It had even been complete with black and white tiled flooring. 
Now it resembled an over-the-top, tacky tourist bar from Hawaii. It was a flash of color and hula grass adorned with coconuts. The tile flooring had even been redone into wooden slats.
The bar was private. It was for residents of Hell’s Mouth who didn’t want to socialize with either humans or others of their ilk. Most didn’t know there were three bars in Hell’s Mouth. One side was connected to Kensington Falls, a small human city in California. The second bar was connected to the Htrae Realm—a mirror image of Earth created by magic users. And now the third had been redubbed the Tiki Lounge.
Spotting Salem and Kippy hovering in the corner next to a wall table, Raph spied Othiah last.
“I’m here, Othiah,” Raph said, pausing a good distance from his brother. He didn’t want to stand too close, fearing his brother’s stupidity might be infectious.
“Yes, you are,” the other fallen angel said, not even looking up from the paper he seemed to be doodling on. Then in a feminine voice, Othiah said, “But I’m afraid you’re a minute too late.” His brother glanced over, batting his eyelashes and finished with, “I’m afraid we just gave our last purse full of this year’s hottest beauty samples to the man before you. Try again next year.”
Raph watched, unamused, as Othiah slid the piece of paper over to Kippy, who leaned over and scribbled something on it.
Othiah glanced at it and then back up Kippy with a splitting grin as he enunciated, “Kipper—Gragus—Letaboo?”
“Fuck you,” Kippy said as he took a seat, pulling his legs up to his chest, resting the soles of his platform boots on the cushioned chair. “So where is he?”
Completely pissed by the fact he was being left out of the loop, Raph barked, “All right, what in hell is going on? What are you all up to?”
“I’ve just become a patron saint,” Kippy said, playing with one of his dimple piercing on the inside of his mouth. The ball pulled on his cheek, making his pale face look gaunt. “Now you sign.”
“No,” he snapped. “I will never sign that paper.”
“Oh,” Othiah breathed in an ominous tone. “You shall. Either sign or I’ll never leave you alone again.”
“I’m mad right now. If you piss me off, I’ll have no compunction about removing your tongue.”
In a matter of seconds, Othiah began to release crocodile tears. “But I use that to give head!” 
Ignoring the moron, Kippy tossed the pen at Raph. “Just sign the contract.”
He caught the pen, looked at it, and then threw it back at Kippy, hitting him in the forehead.
“What the fuck!” Kippy spat as he jumped on his seat to be above eye level with Raph. “Take that fucking stick out of your ass. You’re not an Archangel anymore, Raph! You need to stop the whole I’m above this shit.”
I’d sign it, too, if I were you.
Raph growled at the sound of Salem’s voice in his head.
Stay out of my brain, he said back to Salem as he slammed down the barrier he’d so carelessly left open.
Salem wisely kept to himself mentally but said aloud, “Oh, here’s one of them.”
Turning to see what had captivated everyone, Raph found a man—who had to be near seven feet tall—stalk up, looking like he’d just come from the cancer ward of a hospital. He was not only bald but had a frail frame. His cheeks were sunken, his jaw too angular. Sweat beads glistened on his brow as a peculiar, pungent order assaulted Raph’s nostrils.
Knowing the guy was on something, Raph’s potential respect for the male dissolved. A normal being might have felt pity. Raph only felt disgust. 
“Hello,” the man said, pasting a fake smile on his face that made Raph want to slap it off. The guy was out of it. “Am I too early?”
“Where’s Kiz?” Othiah asked, still clenching the piece of paper Kippy had signed as if it were the original manuscript of the Calium, the true testament of how Earth and its different realms and species were created.
“Oh, Kiz is late for everything,” the drugged-out male said, sliding up to Raph to grab a hold of his arm. “Is this the earthman?”
Frowning at the choice of words, Raph figured the newcomer wasn’t “local.”
“Fine, I’ll ask nicely,” Raph said, removing the alien’s hand from his arm. “Will someone please tell me what is happening?”
“I will,” Othiah said, now petting the contract. “But it’ll cost you a signature.”
Raph didn’t find Othiah funny as the others around him appeared. Raph grew even more angered when he noticed Othiah had pressed his cheek up against the contract with his eyes closed. Raph had to ask seriously, knowing his brother, “Do you two need a private room?”
Othiah stood up and began to take his three-sizes-too-big shirt off over his head. “Nah, I think we’ll fuck right here with an audience.” Once the shirt was off, Othiah looked at Raph with a knowing smirk and said, “You know how much I love to screw in public.”
Raph’s eyes went momentarily to the fading, white stretch marks on the demon’s stomach, then back at the guy’s face, sure to keep his expression passive. There was no way he’d let his disturbed brother and his promiscuous history get a rise out of him. But the fact he’d seen Othiah’s ass more than any one of his lovers’ was one of the most disturbing things floating around in his head.
“Otho,” Salem said, snapping Raph from his thoughts. “Put your dick away. Kiz is here.”
Ignoring the new person who’d arrived, Raph focused on Salem since he was no doubt the ring leader. He was far more powerful than Raph, as well as everyone else at the table. He knew Salem liked to tinker in the affairs of others. He was certain Salem was the one tempering his powers.
Peeking at Salem, he found the god staring at him devilishly. Is it you? he questioned.
When Salem shrugged, Raph turned back to Othiah, who’d stripped down to nothing and now danced with the stupid document—no doubt just to piss off Raph.
Turning back, he growled, “Salem,” as the alien at his side began to rub against him unabashedly. He even went as far as to grab Raph’s arm and pull it around his waist.
Hearing someone gasp, Raph turned, ready to tell the new arrival to kick rocks.
Raph froze in shock. Time didn’t cease to exist, but Raph felt if he so much as breathed the entire galaxy might implode. He felt inferior in every way at the sight of the ethereal being. The male was too perfect in Raph’s eyes, and he feared that if they talked, he’d find fault in the man. Raph didn’t want that to happen.
He raised a hand to touch the beautiful stranger. He would have believed it if the perfect man had come straight out of an oil painting. He was the perfect depiction of an angel in a white gown descending from above. Raph’s heart fluttered, certain the creature must have come to take him home. To where Raphael really belonged.
Where I belong… Raph shook his head at his slightly muddled thoughts. For some reason he couldn’t remember where exactly it was he should be. In Elysium? The Abyss? Raph didn’t care, just so long as the heavenly one, who’d come to save him, was permanently by his side.
But seeing the creature’s eyes flash a hypnotic orange, he felt confusion blossom. He then marveled that there was no way the guy could be from Elysium. Every one of the angelic race was born with violet irises. Raph’s hope for the future elevated to new heights when he realized the guy wasn’t one of his thousands of brothers—even though those made in Elysium weren’t blood related or connected in any way.
He could be mine for forever…
Raph felt he could stand there for all time with those orange eyes locked on him. But when they started to flip wildly between Raph and the leech on his arm, he jerked forcefully to shake the tweaker off him. He knew that if the guy had ruined his chances with his perfect male he’d nail the scumbag to the wall.
Hearing another sob from his mesmerizing angel, Raph turned, frightened at finding the guy running across the room toward the exit, his gown flapping around his ankles.
Raph stood there, perplexed. Then without a thought he gave chase. When he was sling shot back into the baldheaded alien’s arms, Raph snarled up at the guy.
Raph backpedaled when he found the same orange eyes that resembled his perfect being, only dilated and slightly rheumy. “Let go of me,” he said in a deadly tone.
The guy instantly pulled away from him with a self-satisfied smirk.
Looking away to see where his lean and agile male had gotten off to, Raph saw the gorgeous other-worlder sprint through the archway leading from the Tiki Lounge down the hall to the door that led into Kensington Falls.
As Raph’s powers fired up, several different visions of paths leading toward different futures raced through his head. I’ve never seen so many possibilities! His mind had never been able to see more than one or two steps ahead into the future. And rarely did he see his own future.
“Raph!” he heard someone shout. “Kiz is here illegally. Don’t let him go outside. There are guardians out there!”
The news caused Raph’s chest to tighten. Locking on a future outcome he liked, he jumped into action, his powers telling him where he needed to go for his only chance at saving Kiz.
And first, he had to suck up his pride and sign his name—and possibly his soul—over to Othiah.
 
* * * *
 
Kiz ran from the building, tears hot on his cheeks.
The pain, horror, and absolute shame ate at him, making him feel inches tall.
Once away from the bar he ran down an alley and collapsed, mentally and physically zapped. The cold concrete dug into his knees, making him cry out at the sensation of his flesh feeling like it’d been cheese grated to the bone.
“Looky, looky what we got here.”
Kiz’s head snapped around at the voice, his self-inflicted torture forgotten. Staring up the alley, Kiz saw a towering man he knew instantly to be a guardian.
Panicking, he tried to even his breaths, reminding himself he’d wanted to be found by a guardian. Or maybe he’s a shadow assassin. The former being the equivalent of a cop while the latter was cop, juror, and—when the need arose—executioner.
Whatever rank the man may be, Kiz hoped he would soon be out of his misery.
Lying back on the cold ground, he welcomed the stranger to do his job. He didn’t see the point in living anymore. Finding his mate cozied up with his brother—who had not been wearing the atrocious white robe like they’d planned—had broken Kiz’s heart.
Kiz sobbed. He knew it wasn’t about the dress. He had known deeply that Koro wouldn’t commit. But he always fought to think better of others. That they were capable of change. Now all Kiz knew was that that ideation was idiotic and naïve. He was a moron for believing others were capable of change. Especially his brother.
If Kiz had just gone with his gut feeling and worn something more appropriate…like the polo shirt and skinny jeans he’d bought online in hopes of wearing them somewhere other than his room.
I want to die! he screamed in his head. He’d finally found the being that would match him in every way, and he’d been cozied up against the very person who detested Kiz the most. Koro missed Tibu and blamed Kiz for losing everything he knew and loved about their home-world.
“What are you doing?” the guardian said, his tone genuinely confused.
Weeping, Kiz said, “I no wanna to live no more. Peas, kill me.”
“Peas?” the guy said confusedly. “Aw, come on, big guy. Life isn’t that bad.”
Kiz was confused by the fact a guardian was trying to talk him back into living when it was his job to apprehend rogues like Kiz.
“Make me die. Do it…please.” So I won’t feel any more pain.
“He will not dare touch you.”
At the molasses-rich voice, Kiz cracked his eyelids to stare up, shockingly finding his mate leaning over him, appearing almost…fearful. But under the man’s expression, Kiz found the sexy earthling once more in the flesh brought a whole new wave of sadness crashing over him.
He cried out, placing his hands over his face. “Go way. I try to suicide myself.”
Kiz felt a chill in his bones at the shocking silence that left him nauseous.
He jerked in shock when he felt the earthman grab his arm and drag him to his feet with surprising strength.
His mate cursed under his breath. “Damn, you’re tall.”
Kiz ripped from the male’s grip to walk toward the guardian. He bowed his head in submission. “I like…” He thought hard, not remembering the words. “—to, um…killer?” Tears spilt as the words came to him in a rush. “I want die. Peas kill me.”
“No!” his mate shouted so loud Kiz felt his back teeth vibrate from the force of the words. The echo of the command reverberated off the brick walls that blocked his escape.
Hands once again grabbed a hold of his arms, this time to turn Kiz around to face his shorter mate. Then in a voice that sounded wounded with an underlying hint of shame, the man told him, “You will not talk of committing suicide. You must live.”
“Why? You no want me,” Kiz said, pulling away to lean up against a wall. “You with mine brother! He never touch man, but yous touch being big—”
“Hold up,” his mate said with his hands up in the air for surrender. “Your English is a little scrambled.” Kiz looked away in shame. “Look, can we start over? I am Raphael. You are?”
Kiz was slightly confused as he took Raphael’s palm into his and said, “Kizia Emeral. B-but I goes by Kiz.”
“All right, Kiz,” Raphael said, his slightly smaller palm still fastened to Kiz’s. “Why do you want to kill yourself?”
Kiz frowned and wrenched himself from the breathtaking earthling’s clutch. “I say to you already. You want brother—no me.”
“Jeez,” a voice said from the open end of the alley.
Kiz turned to see a small man dressed head to toe in black, standing beside the guardian. Kiz looked down at himself, mortified.
Behind the oddly dressed man were others. One of which was Otho, who held a piece of paper over his lower half while the rest of his naked body practically glowed in the darkness.
“What a drama queen,” the goth sneered as he folded his arms loosely and cocked his hip dramatically.
“Shut your trap, Kippy,” Raphael shouted, but his eyes still focusing solely on Kiz.
Kippy didn’t seem to care about Raphael’s command. “Fuck you, Raph!”
“Will you all leave?” Raphael finally turned to look away at the crowd. “I’m trying to have a conversation.”
Kiz felt his body heat when the gathering mumbled in compliance and dispersed.
“Why do not the guardian kill me?” Kiz asked, amazed.
“I granted you amnesty.”
Kiz cocked his head. He had no clue what the word meant, and he didn’t want to admit his ignorance.
When Kiz didn’t reply, Raphael said, “It means you are pardoned. You can leave Hell’s Mouth and do whatever you wish.”
When the words registered in his head, Kiz feared his mate was lying to him. He wasn’t a species that could smell when the body put off scents when someone lies. He was essentially like the humans on the planet he hid amongst. The only ability his kind had that homo sapiens did not was the ability to identify their mates by scent.
And the earthling before him, though strangely attired in black leather with silver zippers trimmed with crimson thread, was his mate. Eyeing Raphael’s clothing made Kiz a little more at ease. The outfit said I don’t care what others think. The notion comforted him.
To Kiz, Raphael seemed to be the definition of confident.
Would they mesh as mates? Did he even know they were mates? Were they—what did the Abyss Realm call it?—viscers! The term could be interpreted many ways, but the main translations were “heart” and “entrails.” While morbid, the Abyss Realm viewed soulmates as best friends and lifelong companions. Which was a lot better than Kiz’s planet.
Men on Tibu reigned supreme. So their female mates were seen as nothing more than baby machines. Sure, the women needed to be protected, because if they died then there was a ninety-five percent chance the male would go insane. It went the same way for females. The Earth Realm called the state of mindlessness Nephilim—a state of mind that makes one feast on others indiscriminately like zombies.
Hurt washed over Kiz as he recalled Koro in Raphael’s arms as he asked, “How you grant me free?”
In the dim light from the street lamps, Kiz could make out the earthling’s smile of pride. “I am a member of the Isherai council.”
Kiz’s breath caught in disbelief at hearing his mate was a member of the council that ruled the Abyss Realm.
Cocking his head, Kiz asked, “What…you are?”
“What am I?” Raphael squared his shoulders. “In simplest form, an angel…or at least once upon a time.”
“What that mean?”
“It means I fell.”
Kiz frowned, unsure of what Raphael meant. “Well,” he began, “if you fall, how that mean you no more angel? I fall ‘fore, but I still Tibutanian.”
Raphael grew silent for a moment before he gave a small chuckle. “No, not fell as in I fell off a cliff. But fell as in fell from grace.”
Kiz felt his cheeks heat and was thankful for the semi-dark. “Oh. I get. I apologize, Mr. Raphael.”
“No,” he said, making Kiz retreat further into himself. “My name is just Raphael. Or Raph if you prefer. No mister before it.”
“But—” Kiz cut himself off from arguing. He should not debate with someone of higher status.
When Kiz failed to continue, Raphael prompted, “Yes?” 
“I…” Kiz began, looking down at his feet. “I should no argue against you.”
“Why?”
“Um, well, yous, I think, my elder, and you…higher on clatter.” He frowned with a shake of his head. “I mean, uh, ladder.” He puffed out an amused breath.
Sensing there was more, Raphael asked, “What else?”
Kiz gulped as he enunciated each word. “You-are-my-mate. You feel too, yes?”
Raphael was quiet for a moment. Enough time passed for Kiz to know Raphael was trying to come up with the words to reject him. He hoped Raphael’s refusal would at least be civil.
“How do you know?” the fallen angel asked, surprising him.
Kiz swallowed the lump in his throat and replied, “Scent.”
“That’s it?”
Kiz recoiled at the nasty tone Raphael used. “Is not that all I need?”
Raphael rubbed his hand over his head, uncaringly messing up his hair. “Dammit,” he whispered. “I didn’t mean it like that.”
“How you mean it?” Kiz asked so quietly he hardly heard himself.
“Look, I don’t believe in fated matings. I can’t smell what you smell, and at the moment I can’t see the future or get a reading off you whatsoever. So how am I supposed to know you are telling the truth?”
Raphael was talking too fast, but Kiz got the gist, and he was horrified. “Why lie?” he said, somehow managing to hold back his tears. “Why anyone lie ’bout ’som’ting so serious?”
“It’s not you, Kiz. I just don’t believe that out of everyone in the whole universe, you and I were singled out to complement each other in almost every way imaginable.”
Raphael’s words were so crisp and—strangely—hypnotic, he feared he missed something. Once everything clicked, he wanted to pull out his hair. “But we are!” Kiz shouted, not caring that he was being disrespectful. His mate was an a-s-s, and Kiz didn’t care if Raphael knew he thought so.
Kiz marveled at the strong emotions coursing through his body. In his gut he felt not only anger, but terror. He could already feel his insides turn to putty at his proximity to Raphael.
After a long pause, Raphael asked, “How does the mating process work for your species?”
To simplify things, he said curtly, “Like life-binding ceremonies on here planet.”
Those who chose to mate each other bound their life forces together with a request. To become properly bonded the request had to be fulfilled. The only drawback was if the askee refused to bond, then they would never again be able to bond with another. Kiz’s species worked similarly. There was only one difference—
He cut the thought off when Raphael asked, “What’ll happen to you if I choose not to bond with you?”
Kiz gulped as he crossed his fingers behind his back. “Nothing?”
Raphael’s body tensed, his shoulders becoming squarer. “Are you asking me or telling me?”
Kiz chanced a look up and admitted openly, “Now we meet, I go into, uh, heat-heat…” He trailed off as he closed his eyes, trying to find the words. “Mating heat!”
Raphael was silent for a few minutes. It was enough time for Kiz to rethink his whole life.
Then the fallen angel said softly, “Will it hurt you?”
“Uh?” The words confused Kiz. “I don’t kn-ow,” Kiz croaked. “All I know is it make me not like me.”
“What do you mean?”
“I…do anything to lay on bed with you…”
When silence dragged out between them, Kiz pushed off the wall and slipped past Raphael.
He was almost to the mouth of the alley when Raphael asked, “Where are you going, Kiz? We’re not done talking.”
“I’ll am!” he said louder than he meant.
When he unexpectedly felt a hand on his shoulder, he let out a gurgled grumble that sounded foreign to his ears.
Mating lust.
Embarrassed, he jerked from Raphael’s grasp and ran back toward the bar.
Once inside, his father stood waiting, looking nervous. When he spotted Kiz, he closed his eyes and appeared to take a deep breath before focusing back on Kiz. In Tibutani he greeted, “Good evening, son.”
Kiz ran straight into his father’s arms, doing his best to not cry.
“Kizia?” his father questioned. “What is wrong?”
Not wanting to worry his dad, he said in English to hopefully improve both of their accuracies, “I fine. I have been granted am-nes-ty.”
“That what?” he asked in broken English worse than Kiz’s.
“It mean I go outside and no get in trouble.”
It took a moment for the words to process in his father’s head. But when they did, he donned a radiant smile. “I happy you!”
Hugging his father again, Kiz excused himself and headed toward his room.
His body felt like it was on fire. He swore he could feel his blood pumping through his veins roaring south. His head felt like an inflated balloon as his cock grew hard.
He wanted desperately to track down Raphael and coerce the fallen angel to bond with him…
Once inside his private room, he finally let his tears come. The shame that followed only made it worse. 
 
* * * *
 
Koro sat at a table in the Htrae side of the bar, happy as a clam. His plan had gone beautifully. But he did somewhat feel guilty about Kiz. The drugs running through his veins lessened it as it began to spread through his limbs. From Tibutanian to Gumby.
“Mmm,” he hummed as his heart began to pump quicker.
“Korozia.” At his father’s voice, he turned and puffed out a bored breath at the pleased expression that normally made him want to slap the stupid look off his father’s face.
In broken English, he said, “Kiz outside go now.”
Not connecting the words, he had to ask, “What?”
“Kiz now outside okay.”
Koro tilted his head at the asinine comment. His father most likely didn’t even know what he was saying. Kiz is allowed to go outside? Ha!
“Excuse me?”
At the voice of the patron saint that’d rejected Koro, he wanted to get up and walk away. But his feet suddenly felt like they’d been turned to led.
“Yes?” his father said, smiling down at the much shorter male.
“Are you Kiz’s father?”
“Hmm?” he said, no doubt trying to wonder what the earthling had said. “Kiz? Father…? Yes! Me father for Kiz! You let Kizia outside?”
Koro held his breath at the patron saint’s reply. “Yes.”
Koro’s mind went blank, but the drugs made him not really care. Did I just really hear that?
“T’ank you,” his father beamed. “I Yath.” He stuck out his hand.
“Raph,” the male introduced himself as they shook hands—his dad bowing several times.
“You get wish!” his father bubbled, making Koro’s mouth fall open in disbelief.
The earthman looked confused as he said, “I don’t understand.” Then under his breath, the guy said, “Stupid powers.”
When his father looked at Koro expectantly, Koro was too stunned to answer. That was until his father slammed his fist on the table and said, “Help me!”
Glaring up at his father, Koro bit out, “What he’s trying to say is you get a request.”
When the patron saint didn’t say anything, Koro clarified, “On our planet for one good deed it must be repaid in kind. My father is saying you get to now request something of my brother.”
The male didn’t even hesitate as he said, “Tell him I’d like to take Kiz to dinner.”
Koro snorted. The man got to request anything he wanted from Kiz and he chose to eat with him?
Lame!
Feeling returning to his legs, Koro stood and stumbled away from them, not even bothering to help his father through the rest of the conversation.
“Korozia!” his father yelled.
Knowing his dad would follow him and bitch him out, he glanced over his shoulder and said in Tibutani, “He wants to take Kiz to dinner.”
Walking in jerking moments, he clenched his knuckles and jaw, ready to beat the shit out of someone.
At the bar, he sat on a stool and thrummed his fingers on the smoothed, chilled bar surface.
“Hey.”
At the unfamiliar voice, Koro lulled his head to the side, spying a yellow-eyed man. He must be a hellhound—the signature of an unmated hell-dog.
“Hey,” Koro slurred. Eyeing the guy suspiciously, he felt the hair on the back of his neck rise when he spied the tattoo on the man’s forearm propped on the bar. The stranger seemed to turn his arm as if displaying it proudly. It was a red horse with a man upon it, holding a sword upwards, ready for battle.
He’s not just a hellhound. Koro had read many bibles from various religions throughout the universe. The bit about the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse had always been his favorite. He’s a henchman for the nameless War Horseman.
The male chuckled as he twisted his arm more. “Like it?”
Fear stabbed Koro’s gut. Not wanting to start something, he said, “Yeah.”
The guy glanced around the bar. “This doesn’t seem like your kind of scene.”
“It’s not,” Koro said bitterly. Then as a joke he said, “Know a way out?”
Another smoky laugh from the male sent more goosebumps down Koro’s spine. “I know a guy.”
Koro’s sight began to flicker with his anxiety level rise. “What’ll it cost me?”
Another laugh. “Not much…”
 
Chapter Three
 
Kiz feared he was about throw up all over the sidewalk. He still couldn’t believe his father had given in to Raphael’s request.
His nerves were beyond shot. They’d been quartered, shredded, and pureed in a blender. But thanks to an old custom he had to follow through with the dinner or he would shame his father.
Standing a few yards away from the entrance of the bar’s double-doored entrance, he felt as if he were breaking a cardinal rule. Since arriving on Earth and becoming a resident at Hell’s Mouth, he’d never dared leave the safety of its doors.
Now having never gone on a date, Kiz looked down at his clothes and hoped he was appropriately dressed in dark gray slacks and a light blue button-up shirt.
His father had come to him the night before and said Raphael requested to take Kiz to dinner for compensation for granting Kiz citizenship. His father had then helped Kiz, who’d entered a state of shock, pick out the outfit he was now wearing for his…date? Could he even call it that? Was he going on a date with his mate? He didn’t know. He was so scared he hadn’t had the nerve to tell his father that Raphael was his mate.
Kiz wanted to cry at how scattered his thoughts were. He was—
“Kiz!”
Kiz jerked when he heard Raphael shout his name, making him notice his viscer standing beside him. Raphael muttered a curse. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”
“It fine,” Kiz said, clutching his chest. “I fine.”
“I said your name several times, but you didn’t answer.”
“Sorry. I-I was, uh, lost into my thought.”
“Don’t apologize. I’m the one who should be sorry,” Raphael said, shifting his feet, looking kind of nervous. “Are you ready? I was thinking we could walk to the restaurant.”
“O-okay.”
“This way.”
Kiz nodded and began to walk in the direction Raphael pointed. He looked around at the crowded downtown area of Kensington Falls. It was a tad colder than the air in the bar.
As the cool air made his cheeks burn, he was mesmerized by all the lights. Pausing by a shop window that was so busy with little colorful trinkets, Raphael asked, “Do you want to go inside?”
Kiz was torn but ended up shaking his head. He just wanted the night to end so he could be alone.
But given it had just begun, Kiz found himself asking, “What is the wish you wish out’a our dinner?”
Kiz’s shoulders hunched when Raphael chuckled softly.
“What?” Kiz asked sharper then he meant to.
Feeling Raphael’s heat beside him made his skin crawl, surprisingly in a good way.
“I love the way you talk.”
At Raphael’s words, Kiz felt his body flush with embarrassment. Turning, he began to walk once more down the sidewalk. Raphael’s chuckle turned into a throaty burst of air as he jogged to catch up to Kiz.
“I no help it.” Kiz wanted to die again. Wanting to change the subject back, he prompted, “You no answer. What you want for us?” He gulped. “For me?
Raphael took his time in answering. “What do I expect between us? I’m just taking you out to dinner, Kiz. Nothing more.”
Kiz fell silent and thought seriously of turning around and running home. He wished to curl up on his bed and cry. Then roll over and cry some more.
Peeking over to examine his mate, Kiz knew by Earth standards Raphael was tall. But standing next to Kiz, he barely made it to Kiz’s shoulders. But the fallen angel was far broader than him. Not to mention scrumptious with his shaggy black hair that framed his masculine square jaw, patrician nose, and brooding eyebrows slanting over his hypnotizing violet eyes.
The earthling fascinated Kiz. He was perfection in his well-tailored suite. The only thing missing from his gangster-like appearance was a prohibition-era Tommy machine gun.
Kiz forced his gaze away from his drool-worthy mate. I wanna touch you! he shouted in his head, while outside he tried to look normal—whatever normal is.
“Tell me about yourself.”
I believe in fated matings, you jerk! He wanted to say it out loud but held back. Instead, he asked, “What you wish me to tell?”
“I take it you work at the bar to earn your keep. What exactly do you do?”
Kiz breathed in a deep breath as his mind computed the words. “I work in kitchen. I wash dishes. Sometimes I sweep and mop.”
“What do you like to do for fun?”
Kiz turned thoughtful for a moment, his torrid emotions regarding Raphael beginning to lessen. He’d never talked about himself to another soul, and it felt strange. Kind of like he was breaking another cardinal rule.
But as it was, he’d only scratched the superficial talk surface. The extent of his words to others at the bar were limited to “Hello,” “How are you?” and “I like your shirt.”
His in-depth talks were limited to his father and brother. But his brother just complained while their father spent most of his time leafing through books and hanging out in the grow room, experimenting with plants native to Earth and many more throughout the universe.
After a long awkward silence, Kiz said, “I…like crochet.”
“Really?”
At the amusement in the Raphael’s tone, Kiz’s shoulders slumped. “I know it stupid. I should no want to. It makes me less a man—”
“Whoa!” Raphael said, interrupting him. “Hold up. There’s nothing wrong with crocheting. In fact, don’t tell anyone I told you this, but Royal, one of the heads of the hellhound branch of the Isherai council, likes to knit.”
Kiz raised his hand, covering his laughter. The move was so natural to him he didn’t quite get when Raphael asked, “Why are you doing that?”
Looking over at the ex-angel, he gave a questioning look.
“Why are you covering up your laughter? If you’re amused, let it out.”
Not liking the attention brought to his boyish giggle, Kiz said awkwardly, wanting to change the subject, “Um… What you do fun?” He paused. “For fun.”
Taking his time, Raphael said, “I work a lot. Bailing Kippy’s ass out of trouble takes up the rest.”
“Kippy?” he questioned sharper than he meant.
“The gothic ass from last night.” When Kiz didn’t reply, Raphael added, “He and I are nothing more than friends. In case that’s what is bothering you.”
Wondering how Raphael had known his discomfort, Kiz shook his anger off, trying to backpedal. “I-I no mean to, um, in-sin-u-ate—”
Raphael laughter boomed out, making Kiz blush. “Don’t worry, Kiz. I took no offense.”
He bowed his head and once again tried to change the subject. “You say you councilman. What you do?”
“Mostly paperwork,” Raphael said as they came up to a crosswalk. “It seems never ending.”
“That all you do?”
“No.” Raphael chuckled. “I spend a lot of time in court. I act as a judge.”
Genuinely interested, Kiz questioned, “Like the TV court shows?”
“Sort of,” he said, sounding thoughtful. “There’s less drama. I basically get all the info in the paperwork before the trial. I talk with the defendant, get a feel as they tell their half of the story, and in the end I give a verdict.”
Kiz nibbled his bottom lip before saying, “You enjoy it?”
Raphael didn’t reply immediately, making Kiz feel like his rib cage had been cracked open and someone had reached inside to squeeze his heart. He wasn’t sure what to say, and what little he did voice seemed to upset his mate.
“Sometimes,” Raphael said after a short pause. “Others… I just want to call in sick.”
Kiz nodded his head, hoping Raphael sensed it. He was at a loss. Words had never come to him with ease, and now he felt like they were talking two different languages. Kiz’s body began to shake with humiliation.
“So…” Raphael began. “I take it you haven’t been on many dates.”
Kiz froze inwardly but still managed to keep walking. “N-no,” he stuttered. “This m-my first.”
“Well, just relax. I’m sort of new at this too.”
“New?”
He watched Raphael shrug from the corner of his eye. “As I said, I work a lot. So I don’t really have the time.”
Kiz felt a zing of excitement at the thought of Raphael reserving time out of his day to take Kiz on a date. It thrilled him to be special. Turning his head toward Raphael, he said, “T’ank you.”
Raphael stared longways at Kiz with a smile. “For what?”
For making me a priority over work. The small action had Kiz’s hope do a one-eighty-degree turn. His mate’s gesture was so small but was like the sun peeking out from behind a cloud to warm Kiz’s entire being. His body tingled, and he was amazed that he didn’t feel emotionally rejected anymore.
Feeling his flesh become slick with perspiration, he was shocked when his ankles began to hurt. It’d been so long since he’d had outside air and any sort of exercise. Waving his hand in the air as his legs cramped, he gasped when Raph’s arms shot forward to support him before he collapsed.
“You okay?”
“Yeah,” he said, leaning up against the nearest surface.
From the right of Kiz, a voice shouted, “Hey, asshole, that’s a window! Not a leaning post.”
Kiz was surprised how fast he moved to grab Raphael and hold him back from attacking the man. He was shocked at how strong the fallen angel was. He knew his mate was allowing himself to be held back. Raphael could no doubt bend Kiz in half.
Dragging him back into their walk through town, Kiz covered his mouth as he laughed. “My heart pounding.”
Raph looked at him askance. But Kiz swore he saw a glint of amusement. Not knowing what the expression meant, Kiz sucked his lip between his teeth before asking, “What is, uh, hold on… Oh! Do! What do earthlings do on a—” He then squeaked out, “Date?” When Raphael didn’t reject Kiz’s word, he sighed and said, “My people no try to learn each another. I learn from father most males believe in the, um, elements of mysteries.”
Raphael chuckled for a moment before he grew serious. “Do you not want to get to know me, Kiz?”
For once, he breathed calmly. “Honest? I wish you in me.”
Kiz noticed Raphael’s footsteps falter before he quickly recovered. “What exactly happens to you when you go into heat?”
Kiz licked his lips. He’d never spoken to someone about something so intimate. He was surprised at how his anxiety was melting away. He was relaxing and not obsessing about every word. He was starting to have better accuracy. He knew his words were still hard to piece together, but Kiz was amazed how Raphael was sticking with him and not laughing.
“I only read ‘bout it. I not know someone who had it. Father teach me when it’s happed, no wait.”
“Why?”
“Because longer we not bond, I smell gooder to others. Father say he no meet pair make it far and not bond together.”
“Bond together…” Raphael parroted, disbelief weighting down his tone. “You aren’t more selective about who you choose to tie your soul with?”
“No,” Kiz said matter-of-factly. “If we no bond with chosen, then—” He cut himself off, not wanting to admit the truth, but he said it anyway, “We go crazy… How angels mate?”
“They don’t. Procreation is tricky, and performing a life-binding ceremony doesn’t shorten their lives to their lovers’. Most angels choose to remain celibate because who wants to go on living after their best friend dies?”
Kiz’s hope took a nose dive. “This why you no wanna bond with me?”
“Sort of,” Raphael said guardedly. “Fallen angels work differently. We change when we enter the pit. We lose half our powers in the fall, and if our wings get taken, we lose everything.”
Kiz hesitated in asking his next question. “Can fallen angel do life-binding ceremony?”
“Yes,” Raphael said in a dead voice. Then in a condescending tone, he added, “But we are notoriously picky.”
Kiz stopped dead in his tracks.
 
* * * *
 
“…notoriously picky.”
As soon as the words were out of Raph’s mouth he wanted to take them back. But as they floated around, he knew he would never be able to. If his powers were working he might have been able to do it. But honestly he didn’t think he’d do it. Raph didn’t want to mess with Kiz’s mind.
Turning toward the other-worlder to see if he could tell Kiz’s emotion by his expression, he felt the oh shit moment gradually come over him at seeing the spot vacant.
Cursing in his head, Raph turned about, finding his date standing statue still in the middle of the walkway, yards behind him. A few stray people walked around the giant Kiz, looking at him like he was a sideshow freak.
Raph backtracked, feeling pissed at the frightened stares the strangers were giving his date. “Kiz?” he questioned once he stood in arm’s length of one other.
“If…” Kiz began in an icy voice. “If you treating me like this, I go ‘way.”
Raph’s eyes widened slightly. Upon first meeting Kiz, he had made the impression that he didn’t open his mouth to speak unless spoken to. Now Kiz stared at Raph with burning eyes. Raph had a sudden feeling of excitement at seeing Kiz’s wilder side peek through.
It all came crashing down when Kiz’s eyes widened, and he slapped his hand over his mouth. In a muffled tone he practically screamed, “I did-d-d no mean to-say, um, dat!”
“No,” Raphael said with a deep frown. “I’m glad you said it. I’m being a dick.”
Typically, Raph kept his interactions with others brief and with an air of superiority. He knew he was an asshole, but he couldn’t help himself. If he let himself become sympathetic, he’d lose the other part of his heart that hadn’t died with his sister.
Raph cut off the thought. He was on a date. And while he was an arrogant tool, he didn’t want to have his jaded views taint Kiz’s first date.
Raph had decided after talking with Kiz the night before that he was going to try and see if whoever was in charge of matings got it right. If Kiz and he were really a perfect match, then why pass up the chance?
But if he mated, then he’d never be able to have sex with another being. Only Kiz would be able to turn him on.
But at that moment, staring at Kiz’s lovely face, he got the strange feeling he wouldn’t mind waking up to find it lying on the pillow next to him every morning. Yet fear of losing his freedom soiled the image.
Raph had never been in a real relationship. All he knew was that Kiz was definitely the kind of guy he could see himself with.
But looks weren’t everything to Raph. He needed to know Kiz would stay with him, that the male would put up with Raph—and what others said—his super inflated ego.
Matings in the realm were shitty for the aggressor where a loophole existed to protect the “submissive” one. If Raph ever physically or mentally abused Kiz, once they were properly mated, Raph would be in the dog house for life. He’d become a slave, begging Kiz to release his tension and experience the bliss only an orgasm could bring.
And Raph had to admit that frequent sexual encounters were one of the few things that kept him going. The thought of juggling Kippy, work, no sex, and a pissed-off mate made Raph feel like weeping.
“No,” Kiz said, drawing Raph from his thoughts. “You should picky who you wants is a viscer. You no settle for me. I no good enough for yous.”
Raph knew that wasn’t true. He was the one who wasn’t worthy of Kiz. In his long life he’d made many mistakes. Mistakes that had knocked him down on his ass and left him with nothing. But more importantly, those choices had left him with little hope of the future. The reason he busied himself with so much work was because he was afraid he’d do something stupid if he was left alone with his self-destructive thoughts.
Now he was just bitter and rarely bothered to step outside his comfort zone. Kippy had it right—he did have a stick up his ass.
“Kiz…” he began, not knowing how to fix things. “I—”
“Hey, dickhead.”
Kippy’s voice was so unexpected, Raph physically jerked. Turning to the tiny god, he growled, “Fuck, Kipper! Don’t fucking do that.”
Kippy looked up at him with his usual smirk. “Geez, dirty-birdie-Raph. Why are you so jumpy lately?”
Raph glared at Kippy, feeling edgy at the fact that he hadn’t seen the guy coming. When I get my hands on whoever is messing with me, I’m going to—
“What?” Kippy’s smile bloomed into a full-out grin as he mocked Raph. “Choke the life out of them?”
Raph’s stomach dropped as his body flushed to an overbearing warmth. “Stay out of my head.”
“Or what?” Kippy chuckled, and he mocked him again with double the attitude. “You’ll choke the life out of me?”
“Just tell me why you are here,” he barked, not in the mood to deal with the guy’s shit.
“Royal and Sandra want to talk to you.”
“Why?”
“Like I fucking know,” Kippy said with venom. “I’m not a goddamned psychic. I don’t see the future like you.” Then under his breath, “Not anymore.”
Turning to face Kiz, Raph cussed at finding he wasn’t there again. He twisted about frantically as Kippy said, “Let him go. We got shit to do, ya botard.”
Raph was pissed when he had to ask, “Where are Royal and Sandra?” He paused. “Will Grayel be there?”
“You know he doesn’t like dogs.”
Grayel was Raph’s co-Isherai council chairman and a complete dick. But above everything, the ass seemed to have a severe hatred for “dogs”—a derogatory term for hellhounds and werewolves—the latter being the offspring of a hellhound and some other species.
Breathing deeply, he teleported himself outside of Royal’s house. The floating and then the sudden grounding of his feet made Raph’s teeth rattle. Gaining his bearings, he walked up the side between the lawn and a purple van parked in the driveway. Peeking inside one of the van’s windows, he raised his brow at finding all the seats ripped out and a mattress in the back that was coated in hair. Raph knew Royal very well. He knew the man adored his animals and tended to treat them better than most people.
Making it to the door, Raph pounded only once. From inside, howls and barks sounded, overtaking the quaint, small neighborhood Royal lived in. The dogs began to scratch at the door insistently, making Raph want to hang his head at the brain-splitting headache. His head jerked up. Headache?
Before he could think harder, he heard Royal shout from the inside the house, “Get out of my way!” When the door opened just a crack, the hellhound said through the five-inch gap, “Don’t let them out. They’re impossible to get a hold of.”
Raph groaned inwardly as he squeezed through the opening and closed the door behind him, knowing Kippy would just flash inside on his own.
Once through, Raph had to ward off a pack of dogs. They jumped up to place their paws on his chest, making him wonder at the size of the hounds as their heads went above his. “You got best in show for sure, Royal. What do you feed these things?”
Royal’s laugher boomed as he reached out and picked up the largest Great Dane, which had to weigh in at least one-eighty, like it was nothing. “They eat as well as I do. No dog under my care will ever eat kibble. That stuff is nasty.”
With his powers, Raph had sized the male up instantly—foolish and naïve. But then he’d taken a change and let Royal tell his story in his own words. Despite his imitating exterior—all the tattoos to hide the hideous scars inflicted by years of torture—he was one of the sweetest, most caring souls Raph had ever met. The hound’s kindness was what fueled their friendship, causing it to blossom into what it was now. Raph hated everyone, but he “loved” Royal. He would take a silver bullet for the gentle giant.
The thought of how the werewolf—a hellhound-human hybrid— had once been kept as a real pet by a sadistic demon crossed Raph’s mind. Royal had been kept in a cage, walked on a leash, and beaten so many times that he now had to walk with a cane. He pretended the abuse hadn’t hurt him mentally, but Raph knew Royal still woke at night, crying for his brother. 
“So…why’d you call Kippy and me here?” Raph asked, petting one of the dogs that nuzzled his hand demandingly.
“Come on in and have a sit down,” Royal said, pointing down a hallway. “Sandi and I are finishing up some paperwork. We can all talk while she and I work.”
Walking past Royal, Raph always had to fight a smile at seeing the werewolf dressed in street clothes. His skin, that wasn’t tattooed, was a mocha brown. He had a black tee draped over his bare shoulder, his narrow waist leading to a pair of orange and black athletic shorts. And since he was at his home, his feet were bare. He’d once told Raph he dressed this way so if he needed to shift to his demonic hellhound form, he wouldn’t get stuck in his clothing.
Raph nodded and headed down the hall toward the kitchen. Once there, he found Sandra looking seriously over some papers while Kippy perched himself on the counter next to the sink, all the while playing with his stupid dimple piercing.
Heading to the opposite side of the room from Kippy, Raph leaned up against the stove as Royal asked, “Would you guys like something to drink? No? How about some food?” He walked to the fridge, opened the door, and began to look around as he absently batted away several nosy dogs. “Peanut butter and crackers? Cheese and apples? Hummus? I can cut up some red bell pepper. Ooh,” he said, pulling back with a plate covered with Saran Wrap. “I have pecan pie.”
“We’ll stay for dinner next time,” he joked, but by the expression Royal gave Raph, he knew the werewolf was already planning the meal. “So what’s the big news?”
Royal looked at him knowingly. “You seem tense. Did I ruin your plans for tonight?”
Raph’s brow arched as Kippy spit out a laugh, shouting, “Hammer to nail! And from an eye witness account, Raph is definitely the nail.” To drive his point through, Kippy grabbed his crotch and said with a jerk of his hips, “I’m the hammer.”
Royal’s expression showed his confusion as he grabbed a fork from a drawer before taking a seat at the dining room table with his pie. His broad, masculine form was incongruous with the coral-painted walls adorned with china plates. Each perfectly round porcelain dish was hand painted with drawings ranging from wolves to snow cottages to hummingbirds to old timey machinery. Royal liked what he liked and didn’t give an eff who cared. It was another reason that Raph “loved” about Royal.
“I got some news from a friend.” He began to shuffle papers around. “Apparently Kovo had a breech in security.”
Not liking the sound of where Royal was headed, Raph knew a breakout at the deadliest prison in the Abyss Realm would cause an uproar.
“A hellhound escaped. So far it’s been kept on the DL, but I thought I should let you know considering what was found in the guy’s prison cell.”
“A big-ass poster of Rita Hayworth covering up a hole in the wall?”
Shooting a glare at Kippy, he found the guy staring back with a devilish smirk. Raph knew the quip was from the movie The Shawshank Redemption, a story that tells of an inmate’s daring escape by digging through a wall. And to conceal his plot he covers the hole with posters of famous actresses.
“Close,” Royal chuckled as he ripped the covering off his pie. “It was your name with the word ‘kill’ scratched into the wall around it about a thousand times.”
Kippy laughed and slipped off the counter. “That it? Catch ya later.”
Raph wasn’t as quick to leave. Mostly because his powers wouldn’t allow it. “Anything else I should be aware of?”
“The hound claims you killed his pregnant angel mate.”
Lifting a brow, Raph had a hard time believing that one. “Then why isn’t he dead? I thought you hellhounds or werewolf-hybrids were the type to lay down next to your dead mate and wait till you died yourself.”
Royal looked over towards Sandra who still looked at her paperwork intensely. But Raph had noticed her hands gripped the paper in a white-fisted clench. Royal focused back on Raph with a shrug. “It doesn’t matter if they were true viscers or not. If Dwight claims the angel as his mate, then his intent will still be just as strong. Dwight may be old for a hybrid, but it apparently took nearly ten men to subdue him the first time. And that’s when his pregnant mate was in jeopardy. Now he’s got nothing to lose.”
Kicking off the stove when he felt a surge of energy, Raph knew he had to get out of there before his powers shut off again. “All right. Thanks, Royal. I’ll talk to you later.”
“Later.”
Not even bothering to address Sandra, who was the definition of “bitch,” Raph space jumped back to Kensington Falls. He had to find Kiz and finish their date.
He shuffled the thought of the deranged hellhound into the back of his mind.
 
Chapter Four
 
Kiz shut off his bathroom light and walked back into his bedroom. Flopping down on the bed face-first, he groaned into the mattress, wishing he’d just taken a nosedive off a cliff.
“Was spending time with me that bad?”
Kiz pushed himself onto his elbows in a panic. Seeing Raphael standing just inside his room holding a paper bag, he jumped up and ran back to his bathroom, screaming, “Noooo!”
Once locked inside, he slid his back against the wood door to rest his naked butt on the cold tile floor. Hugging his bare chest, he felt on the verge of tears at being caught sans clothing.
“Kiz?” Raphael knocked from the other side of the door. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to frighten you. I honestly didn’t see anything. Your hair hid everything.”
In the dark, Kiz covered his face as his cheeks heated. He breathed in and out, trying to regain his nerves. Be brave.
He stood and scrambled to turn on the lights. Grabbing his outfit from earlier off the counter, he went about redressing.
“Kiz?” Raphael called again. “You didn’t disappear, did you?”
Finishing the button of his slacks, he rested his hand on the doorknob. “I here,” was all he could manage. Quickly inhaling a lungful of oxygen, he pushed his way into his room.
Thoughts all over the place, he peered around till he found his mate standing a few feet away, still clutching the paper bag.
Eyes cast down to his sockless feet, he stood there awkwardly and unsure how to break the tension. After a long pause, Raphael said, “I’m sorry I ditched you.”
Kiz nodded.
“Apparently I have a deranged hellhound-hybrid after me.”
Kiz gasped. “You hurt?”
Raph chuckled. “No hellhound is a match for me.” then sounding almost uncertain, he lifted the bag in his hand and said, “I brought food. I thought we could just stay here and talk.”
Kiz licked his lips in nervousness. “I-I have table.” He frowned. “One chair only though.”
After another gap of silence, Raphael said, “You have a floor. I don’t have a stick so far up my ass that I’m opposed to channeling my inner child and sitting cross-legged.”
Raph talked so fast, Kiz’s head began to overheat trying to make sense of his mate’s words. “Oh!” He smiled as the words clicked. “Okay. I jus’ mop. And I have pillow for your bottom.”
Raphael chuckled. “I’m fine.” Then his voice became huskier. “Worry about your own—bottom.”
Kiz frowned and looked over his shoulder to stare at his backside. This just made Raphael laugh right out.
Feeling insecure at having no idea why Raphael was laughing, Kiz jerked when his viscer said, “Calm down, Kiz. I’m not laughing at you.”
Not believing him, Kiz squeaked when Raphael pulled him into an innocent hug. Kiz sank into Raphael’s warm hold instantly. The heat pouring off the fallen angel made Kiz’s toes curl in excitement. “Ugh,” he groaned as his back arched with need. “Y-you need let me go.” He gulped loudly, not wanting to get ahead of himself and ask for more than Raphael was willing to give. “I mean, um, we need eat first. It, uh, smell good.”
Raphael’s grasp became tighter as he said in a deep voice, “You smell better.”
Kiz melted on the inside. He likes my scent. Kiz never felt happier. His hips rocked, wanting desperately to feel his nude body rubbing against Raphael’s. He had a fierce urge to lick Raphael’s entire body, and maybe be reciprocated.
Kiz shoved Raphael away, panting like a dog to regain his control. “No. No yet.”
Locking his eyes with Raphael’s, Kiz dug his nails into his palms as he bit the inside of his cheek to keep from stampeding like a bull. He had to fight to corral his wayward emotions, but lust ran rampant, giving him tunnel vision.
He watched as Raphael’s Adams’s apple bobbed with each gulp. Self-consciously, he reached up, touching his bump-free neck. Why don’t I have one?
Looking closer, he found Raphael’s purple irises fascinating. On Tibu, orange, green, and black were the only eye colors documented.
When he realized Raphael was staring back at him, Kiz cast his eyes down, taking his tongue between his teeth and biting till he tasted blood. He began to slowly count to one hundred when Raphael said, “I’ll count with you.”
Kiz jerked in surprise at Raphael’s words. Did you just…
“Yes,” Raphael said, sounding guilty. “I’ll have to teach you how to block me.”
Feeling his body flush, Kiz covered his face in utter humiliation.
“Come on,” Raphael said. “Let’s eat.”
Kiz nodded, forcing himself to get past his shame.
Now what were we doing?
Oh! They were eating. Scoping the room, trying to find the perfect spot, he guessed anywhere worked so he lowered himself to his knees. Resting back on his folded legs, he placed his palms on his kneecaps.
Glancing up, he found Raphael hadn’t moved to join him.
“Is…I do wrong?” Kiz asked, feeling like he’d just fallen for a joke. Had Raphael been kidding about sitting on the floor? Oh, he was joking! No! No! No—
“Stop!” Raph said loudly, stepping forward quickly. “I wasn’t joking.”
A shiver went up Kiz’s spine.
“Sorry again,” his mate said, sounding sincere.
Kiz shrugged as he calmed. “I no have much to hide.”
“That doesn’t matter. You are entitled to your private thoughts.”
Patting the ground in front of him, Kiz felt his inner self crumble when Raphael didn’t join him instantly. All his earlier self-doubt returned, making him want his whole body to liquefy so he could slip between the floorboards.
Raphael cursed and promptly plopped down so hard Kiz heard his dresser mirror rattle. “Don’t be upset. I didn’t mean to disrespect you. I was just thinking—”
When he didn’t continue, Kiz asked, “What?”
Raphael shook his head jerkily. Really wanting to know, Kiz wasn’t ashamed at pulling the guilt card. “You look in my brain. So tell me.”
Realizing he’d just commanded his mate, he almost gasped when Raphael placed his warm palm on Kiz’s knee.
Body tensing, Kiz was shocked when the fallen angel almost growled huskily, “I was thinking how hot you looked kneeling on the ground before me.”
Kiz didn’t quite know what he’d been expecting, but that had definitely not been it. No one had ever classified him as “hot” before. To hear it for the first time from his mate was very pleasing to the point Kiz felt like he’d pass out.
“Okay,” Kiz said, raising his hand to smile behind. “What food you bring? It really do smell good.”
“Well,” Raphael began, setting the bag between them. “Your father said you guys are vegan, so nothing with meat or dairy.”
“It not all vegan, no?”
“Yeah.” Raphael’s face dropped. “Is that bad?” He began to stand. “Tell me what you want and I—”
Kiz’s smile grew full bloom behind his palm. Reaching out with his other hand, he dragged Raphael back into his pretzeled legs as he told his mate, “You no need do that. I—” He stopped to think of the words carefully so as not to break his joy. “I…don’t want you to have give up things you like.”
Raphael stared at Kiz’s hand, still attached to Raphael’s forearm. Feeling a heating sensation begin in his gut, Kiz pulled away like he’d been burned.
Thankfully, Raphael didn’t comment. Instead he informed Kiz, “Angels don’t need to eat or drink to live. They don’t even need to sleep. Now that I’m a Fallen Archangel, I only really feel hungry about once a month. It tends to coincide with the full moon. An odd quirk but it pretty much holds true to all Abyss creatures. Demons seem to be the only ones that tend to overeat.”
Raphael set the bag of food between them when the words, “This nice,” slipped out of Kiz’s mouth.
Raphael’s warm chuckle made Kiz’s insides twist. “What’s nice?”
Licking his lips apprehensively, he admitted, “The, uh…built-in school lesson?” He paused. “Do that make…sense?”
“Yeah,” he said lightly before the light to his eyes began to dim. “Well, you’re the only one who seems to like my ‘built-in school lessons.’”
“I do,” Kiz said, sliding his legs apart to set his bottom on the ground between his folded legs like a young kid. “My father—a professor on Tibu—he was a…what is it…” He flipped through the words till it finally came. “Botanist! I love he teach me lot. My brother teach me also. I still have pain understanding English words, but I have picked up more ‘en Father.”
“All I got out of that is that I remind you of your father.”
“Wha…?” He trailed off a second before it hit. “No, ick! I mean—I like you both, both, um, take time explaining things. ‘Cause, you know I slow.”
“Who told you you were slow?”
Kiz shrugged. “No one. I just know myself.”
“Well, you’ve been on Earth for how long?”
Having to think, he said, “Well, over five years…? I no sure. I ask Father later.”
Raphael’s expression took on a pinched look before he asked, “Are you of legal age on your planet?”
Kiz laughed into his hand. “Yes. My father never ‘llow me on date if I no ready.”
“How long do your species typically live?”
“I think four hundred. No, five hundred? No…I’m not sure. I’ll have to ask Father.”
Raphael nodded and opened the bag. Reaching inside, he pulled out a container and presented it to Kiz. “I wasn’t sure what you liked so I had the people in the kitchen pick out their most popular dish.”
Taking the container, Kiz opened it and smiled to find a portobello mushroom stuffed with what looked like spinach, tomatoes, and artichokes.
“If you don’t like that, I can go back to the restaurant. I’d manifest some with my powers, but I’ve heard food by power is terrible.”
“This good,” Kiz said, picking at the stuffing with his finger. Placing it on his tongue, he moaned excitedly and asked, “You got fuck?”
Seeing Raphael’s eyes bug, Kiz was confused when his viscer said, “Huh?”
“A fuck.” He was confused by Raphael’s confusion.
“I’m still not getting it.”
“A fuck,” he said, using his hand to mimic the fuck going into his mouth. “You use it for food. To get from plate to mouth.” He mimed the action again. “A fuck.”
Raph’s eyes somehow grew wider. “Who told you that was a…fuck?”
Not sure what was wrong, he said, “Koro.”
“Well,” he said as he dug around in the bag, “the word is pronounced fork.”
“Then what is fuck?”
Raphael looked away with a shake of his head as he said lightly, “I’ll tell you when you’re older.” Then he grew grim as he whispered, “But tell me to inform your brother on his…mistake.”
Kiz was only mildly upset that his mate wouldn’t tell him what fuck meant, but he let the subject go.
“Now…” Raphael smiled, his eyes light with amusement. “Wanna see a magic trick?” When Kiz nodded, Raphael swished his hand through the air, making a fork appear. “I knew I forgot something.” 
Kiz’s laughter burst out of him before he could hide it. As Kiz raised his hand to hide, Raphael’s free hand shot out and stopped him. Locking eyes with his mate, Kiz licked his lips, feeling his body heat up, making him want to jump onto Raphael and rip his clothes off in a frenzied need for skin-to-skin contact.
“I want that too,” Raphael said in a husky voice. “But you know I’ll be steering, don’t you?”
“Steering…” he copied as he nodded his head with a smile. “Okay.”
A smirk appeared on Raphael’s face as he dropped the fork and swiped everything between them out of the way. Scooting in close, he grabbed the hand Kiz had intended to hide behind back down to his lap. But Raphael didn’t leave it there alone.
His hand spanned over Kiz’s thigh from the outer side to the inner. Kiz breathed in a ragged gulp, feeling on the verge of moaning in ecstasy.
Not realizing Raphael’s gaze had fallen to his legs, Kiz watched anxiously as Raphael moved to stand on his knees so he was taller. The expression of hunger on Raphael’s face made Kiz’s brain snap.
He didn’t pause to think as he leapt up and attacked the fallen angel. Tackling him to the floor, Kiz grunted in surprise when Raphael artfully flipped him, easily pinning him to the ground.
Kiz yowled with his eyes closed. “I need you!” he shouted in his native tongue.
Raphael wedged one of his knees between Kiz’s, making him groan as lust pulsed through him without control.
He’d imagined losing his virginity hundreds of ways. Feeling Raphael’s hot body pressing against his, he writhed, wanting to imprint on his bones this first caress from a male. Not just any male, but his mate. At the first taste of a carnal touch, he hoped this was the first of many copulations with Raphael.
Peeking up at Raphael, Kiz began, “Please, I—”
He was cut off when Raphael kissed him. Kiz’s shock lasted a beat before he relaxed and enjoyed the staggeringly rich flavor of his viscer.
Raphael pulled his mouth away, to Kiz’s horror, but redeemed himself when he began to brush his fingers over Kiz’s bottom lip as if inspecting its quality.
Kiz’s mind became hazy as he reached up, pulling Raphael’s head down to meet his. Kiz groaned when upon opening his mouth Raphael’s tongue slid in to caress his.
 
Chapter Five
 
As their slick tongues glided over one another, Kiz tried his damnedest to rub his aching erection to completion on his mate’s thigh. Groaning in frustration at not getting enough friction, he grabbed Raphael’s hips and flipped them so his larger form was on top once more.
Kiz became thrilled when he managed to get a better angle, receiving that delicious pressure he needed. Pulling back from the kiss, he moaned and gyrated his hips harder.
Hearing Raphael growl, Kiz shivered in anticipation of what would happen next.
Air rushed out of him when Raphael flipped them over again, causing Kiz to mewl like a cat in the height of a mating cycle. As strange sounds echoed around the room, Kiz began to laugh, deciding to let his viscer stake his dominance. But in truth, Raphael was much stronger then he was, and for some reason this excited Kiz.
However, he found that he didn’t have much of a choice when his hands suddenly grew a mind of their own. Fingers interlacing on their own accord, he felt cool, metal restraints circle his wrists. Kiz arched his spine, loving the tight hold. It made him feel vulnerable, but a part of him knew Raphael would never intentionally hurt him.
Raphael smirked down at him, yanking Kiz’s cuffed hands above his head.
“I love it when you moan,” his mate said as he jerked Kiz’s shirt hem out from where it’d been tucked into his pants.
Kiz bit his lip to quell the sounds slipping from his lips. He’d been so lost in passion that it hadn’t registered he’d been gurgling like a wounded animal.
Leaning in, Kiz bucked when Raphael nipped his ear and said, “Say my name.”
Kiz gasped before he whispered breathlessly, “Raphael.”
“Louder.”
“Raph—”
“Louder, damnit!”
Gulping, he was shocked when he screamed out, “Raphael!”
His fallen angel grunted. The sound was animalistic and raw. It sent flames throughout his body, warning him to obey.
Then he felt a soft kiss to the end of his nose. Kiz jerked, shocked that somewhere along the way he’d shut his eyes. Feeling Raphael’s warm touch on his cheek, his body began to vibrate. Moving his cuffed hands down to cover his eyes, he shivered when he felt Raphael’s hot breath in his ear. “K-iz…” he began, his voice shuddering on the name. “Relax.”
Embarrassment suddenly hitting him, he opened his eyes and shouted in panic when his arms were suddenly yanked back over his head. Finding Raphael’s face inches from his, he gulped at the wicked glean in his mate’s eye as he said in a rumble, “Do not move your arms again.”
Seeing Raphael’s expression grow more voracious, Kiz fought the desperate urge to challenge his handsome viscer by moving his hands to worship Raphael’s chest with his fingertips.
Kiz bit back a shout of yearning when Raphael yanked Kiz’s shirt up to his neck. Leaning in, Raphael latched his lips around one of Kiz’s puckered nipples.
The heat radiating from Raphael’s body had Kiz’s flesh tingling with desire. His stomach fluttered. His thighs hugged Raphael’s leg as if it were a life preserver. Kiz wanted to grab the gorgeous hunk and never release.
He hummed with joy when Raphael grabbed both sides of his dress shirt and yanked the buttons off to get it apart. A smile touched his lips at catching the sight of Raphael gazing at him with need. It made his body wiggle with excitement.
When he felt his mate relax, Kiz bucked his hips, almost dislodging Raphael. When Raphael growled threateningly, Kiz lolled his head to rest back on the floor.
Rambled a string of nonsensical words, Kiz cracked open his eyes, smiling happily to find Raphael peering down at him, appearing awestruck.
“What?” Kiz asked, cheeks red-hot with embarrassment.
Raphael’s eyes flickered back to Kiz’s before he stated in a gravely tone, “I’ve just never seen such a more perfect male in my life.”
A warm flush racked his body, and his stomach muscles tightened as every shred of clothing separating them dissolved into nothing.
Kiz drew his bottom lip between his teeth, hoping to hide his excitement. He felt like his naked skin touching Raphael was on the verge of spontaneously combusting. “How…?” Kiz felt his heartbeat begin to rise as he closed his hands into fists, feeling the chains fit snuggly around his wrists. How did my…? Where did my clothes go?
“Breath in and out.” Raphael chuckled back as he leaned forward to nibble Kiz’s ear. “I have one more trick to show you.”
Kiz sighed in contentment when he suddenly felt his back conform to his mattress with Raphael gelling to his front. He couldn’t imagine the act of actual intercourse being any more enjoyable than he felt at that minute.
Raphael’s thick cock pressed against Kiz’s, sending a zing shooting up his spine. Kiz could clearly see the beaming smile of flat-out happiness on his viscer’s face. Kiz had put that passionate, burning expression there. To make a man far up on the totem pole of hotness lose control with excitement, his mate no less, was an aphrodisiac that made Kiz’s body swamp with uncharted feelings.
Raph groaned, drawing Kiz from his thoughts. His fallen angel then proceeded to place his palms on the bed, bracketing Kiz’s head, his lengthy arms bulging with muscle. Raphael’s body curved, his head bowing to trace his tongue along Kiz’s jaw.
Kiz licked his lower lip, drowning in the erotic attention he was receiving from Raphael. Suddenly, without much thought, Kiz admitted like someone was controlling his tongue, “I watch porn—”
Raphael’s head shot back up parallel to Kiz’s. “What?”
Kiz gulped as he began to stammer, “Y-yes. I-I-I like to—” His mind conjured an image of him sucking Raphael’s cock.
When he cut the thought off, Raphael shoved himself up to stand on his knees above Kiz. “Are you sure?”
“Wow,” Kiz breathed. “You re’we read mind?”
“I apologize. You were just thinking so openly. I keep trying to block myself out, but…you keep getting though my wall.” Raph’s expression turned stony. “I respect people’s privacy because I know what it’s like to have it taken from you.”
“What you mean?” The look on Raphael’s face filled Kiz with concern.
“Well, at the risk of reminding you of your father, here’s another lesson. Angels can hear each other’s thoughts. There is no way to hide them. The others just…know.”
Gulping at the news, Kiz asked, “Why?”
“Just the way we were born. I was always told it’s so we never betray one another. So, if one of us went rogue, others would know instantly.”
“You hear angels now?”
“No. Nor can they hear me.”
“Because you, um, fallen?”
Raphael was silent for a few seconds. “Also, because I was a member of the Caelum council— You knew what that is, yes?”
Kiz nodded. “They angels who guard heaven?” He paused, thinking hard. “Heaven be the human word for the Elysium Realm—” He stopped, not sure if he said the word right. “Is that right?” 
Raph hummed. “Essentially. But there are more than just angels in Elysium. Creatures that aren’t even allowed to be said because they are like being stung with a cattle prong.”
“Even me?” Kiz whispered.
“I don’t know.” Raph sat up, grabbing Kiz’s hair, and pulled out the braid. “And I don’t want to try. I refuse to cause you pain.”
Kiz sighed in contentment. “So back at angels and C-Caelum…private thoughts?”
Raphael nodded. “Archangels are allowed their private thoughts because they are entrusted with information that needs to remain confidential.” Raph let go of Kiz’s hair to run his fingers over Kiz’a face. “Your skin is so soft.”
Kiz didn’t reply. Mainly because he wasn’t sure what to say. Compliments confused him. He’d concluded it must be because no one had ever praised him.
“Kiz, look at me.”
Startled by the command, Kiz hadn’t even realized his eyes had wandered to the ceiling.
Turning his face back to Raphael, he got the sensation the walls of his bedroom were shrinking as he felt a pressure on his chest. “I no deserve you.”
Raphael frowned, looking genuinely confused. “Why don’t you deserve me?”
Kiz closed his eyes as a tear escaped. “Because I—” He cut himself off. “I no know… I-I just no good enough. You ‘eserve—” He stopped, blushing in humiliation. “I mean deserve. You deserve male who compliment your status. You talk ‘bout angels and everything… I-It’s—my eye open now, and I horrible mate option. You mate with angel.” Kiz knew from gossip, though while considered brothers and sisters, angels were not related in any way.
Raphael paused, a strange look in his eye. “I’ve already tried to mate with an angel.”
 
Chapter Six
 
“Kizia?” Raph growled, dragging the other-worlder into an awkward embrace. He took the advantage to breathed in Kiz’s unique scent, not knowing how to placate the insecure man. You’d be pissed too if the roles were reversed.
“Who he?” Kiz asked, his accent making the vowels more elongated. “Where he?”
“Actually…” Raph cast his eyes aside. “It was a she.”
Raph was shocked when Kiz shoved him to the side. “No cuffs.” He waved his wrists wildly. “Cuffs no!”
Obeying the command, the first in centuries, he used his magic to dissolve the metal restraining Kiz.
“You gay?” Kiz asked as he shot to his feet, rubbing his writs.
“I go for what feels right.”
He watched as Kiz turned his back, his shoulders shuttering, obviously trying to hold back his flooding emotions. “Where she?” he gasped. “You love her?” Raph jerked when he heard Kiz add in his head, Is she why he no bond with me? He love another…
“I did love her.” His words made Kiz sobs lessen.
“Did?” Kiz questioned. “Why you no love her no more?”
“I…” He cut off, the wound still fresh, even after centuries. “I still love her.” He cleared his throat as the memory surged to the front of his mind. “I will always love her.”
He then went on to explain. “I tried to help her in every way possible, but she shot me down. It hurt to watch as she slowly succumbed to the Nephilim—the mindless need to eat flesh. That’s why I—”
Shaking himself from his pity party, Raph walked over to a window to glare down bitterly at the city street. “I’m the one who doesn’t deserve you, Kiz. I’m a monster. I was kicked out of Elysium because of my involvement with Kaylah.”
From across the room Kiz whispered, “Why she special?”
Raph didn’t even have to think as he said, “She was innocent. She’d never left Elysium during her whole existence. When she fell, she was helpless. I couldn’t let her wander around not knowing how to take care of herself. She didn’t know what to eat—or how to eat. She didn’t know about bathing, sleeping, or other things the body needs to survive. She couldn’t do it. Or I should say wouldn’t do it. She’d been terrified of Earth. So she asked me to help her…”
“Help her what?”
Raph gulped as he leaned his forehead against the glass window. “Help?” He puffed out pent-up air. Now to tell the truth and lose his future with Kiz. “I…was tossed in the pit for helping Kaylah commit suicide.”
Raph’s insides churned as he remembered his friend’s cries. Her pleas to end her suffering.
Clenching his fists, he tried to crush his rage, only all he could do was stand there, alone with the misery he felt pulsing throughout his body. “In the end, she died by hell fire.” He shut his eyes tightly. “I watched horrified as her flesh boiled, leaving pus blisters, and then finally turned to molten goo.”
Raph found it hard to hold back his emotions. He did okay to check his anger, but his body shook in sorrow. “Kaylah didn’t deserve a death like that. She wasn’t the monster like the others who’d fallen.”
Raph’s pounding chest began to slow when Kiz’s long arms snaked around him, holding him tight. He let his eyes hood. Raph felt heat pool in the pit of his abdomen. He’d never allowed a lover at his back. Yet now he found Kiz’s trembling body against him calming. He felt at peace, even with the unwanted memories of his sister. A memory that had haunted him since Kaylah died.
After letting Kiz have control for a few seconds, Raph growled, feeling his inner turmoil turn to arousal.
“Raphael…?”
“Mmh?” Raph muttered, lost to the sexually explicit images swirling through his head.
“Don’t be mad…”
“About what?”
“Your sister,” Kiz breathed. “If I hear story right, she have killed herself without your help.”
Raph’s gut tightened for a whole new reason. “Let’s not talk about it now.”
“But we—”
Before Kiz could continue, Raph flipped around, grabbed Kiz, and in less than five seconds had the taller male against the nearest wall. Kiz gasped when Raph reached up, pulling Kiz’s head to his, locking lips in a feverish exchange of intense, animalistic hunger.
Raph could tell when Kiz gave up on the subject when the other-worlder purred and melded against him.
Raph’s hands slid down and grabbed two handfuls of the sweetest ass in the known universe. When Raph felt Kiz’s body begin to swoon, he pressed Kiz harder into the wall to support his lover’s weight.
“Nngh!” Kiz moaned, turning his head to the side. “Raphael…”
The sounds of Kiz’s need made Raph’s chest puff in pride. “Tell me what you want,” he commanded, needing to hear his mate’s yearning voice.
Raph watched Kiz’s head snap back as the he hiked one of his legs up around Raph’s waist. Grinding his cock onto Raph’s thigh, Kiz whimpered. “I want—” He panted. “—you in to me.”
Raph’s chuckled at Kiz’s broken English. When he stepped back, he was delighted when Kiz stepped in sync so they didn’t separate. He maneuvered them with a flourish, walking Kiz backwards to the bed.
As Raph pushed him down on the mattress, Kiz released a pleased screech that enthralled Raph. He watched the extraterrestrial with intense interest. He was long and lean with smooth, satin skin. His hair was like a cascade of black silk. Raph didn’t know where to begin his exploration—or rather frenzied groping.
Sidling up the bottom of the bed, Raph skated his fingertips from Kiz’s big toe all the way up to his hip. He gave the flesh a squeeze and smirked as he saw Kiz’s cock jerk. Fisting the length, he watched the range of emotions wash over the beautiful man’s face.
He panted as Kiz’s eyelids slid closed as his mouth opened in a silent cry, his hands fisting the rumpled sheets.
Then a small twist of Kiz’s mouth brought Raph to his knees—literally—as the scene instantly become a blockbuster in Raph's memory file he’d dubbed, Sex Fantasies: Kiz Edition.
As he let his mind open, more thoughts from Kiz’s head came through—thoughts he was mentally pulling from the male. Kiz was thinking loud again, but this time he was thinking in his native tongue. Raph couldn’t make out a single word. Earth languages were ingrained at birth for angels, but outside his galaxy, other worlds’ tongues were a mystery.
Raph smiled as he bent over Kiz, who began to gasp aloud more words in his home-world dialect. Wanting to hear more, Raph surprised a closed-eyed Kiz by inching down his body and grasping a hold of Kiz’s cock.
“Ngh!” Kiz cried, sounding as if he were trying to contain his joy. Raph shook his head, then decided to take things up a notch.
 
Chapter Seven
 
Swiping his tongue over the mushroom head of Kiz’s cock, Raph lapped the pool of precum that beaded at the tip. Raph hummed his appreciation before sucking in the first inch or so. Raph bobbed his head, encouraged when Kiz began to mewl and thrash his head and limbs around wildly.
“Raphael!” Kiz cried. “I-I gonna—”
Swirling his tongue, Raph reached up a hand and began to jack Kiz’s dick in short pulls around the base of his shaft.
“Ahhhhhh!” Kiz cried, sounding husky with approval.
A second later, a hot, salty wad of Kiz’s seed shot into his mouth. After the first initial shock, he pulled back, choking slightly as he spit out the cum. Locking eyes with a blissed Kiz, who still jerked slightly, he became awed at the sight of the other-worlder savoring his orgasm. Raph helped Kiz through the after-spasms by running his thumb around the head of Kiz’s manhood.
“That—” Kiz began, sitting up with a crazed look in his eyes. “Amazing!”
Raph chuckled openly as he prowled up the mattress, lying on the plush surface next to Kiz. He ignored his own turgid erection in favor of saying, “Tell me about you.”
Kiz laughed, his hand smothering it. “I tell truth. No thing in my history funny.”
He pursed his lips. “At least tell me what you were like when you were little.”
“Ha!” he burst out, smothering the sound with his hand. “Like I be now, guess.”
Raph stared at Kiz as he said in a rush, “Why do you hide?”
Kiz’s body turned to steel beside him, but now that the question was out, he couldn’t—or maybe wouldn’t—take it back. He needed to know so he could help Kiz.
After an awkward moment of silence, Raph recoiled in surprise when Kiz said almost in a whisper, “I no sure. I think ‘cause I never belong anywhere… A-and I no wish, um, to no offend any person.”
Raph turned into Kiz, tossing a comforting arm around the male’s torso. “Those are very common feelings.”
“Yeah?” Kiz said, curling into him. The action made Raph preen. A male as big as Kiz curving into him for warmth made Raph feel like a caveman. Yet he wouldn’t trade the archaic man protecting his lover feeling radiating from his chest. In Raph’s opinion, submission was hot. It was so enticing that he felt a blue flame twist his insides with pride.
Raph’s brain warned to keep his feelings of lust and fondness separate. Having only ever had one-night stands, Raph couldn’t tell if the desperate yearning in his soul was fondness or—or extreme like into love territory. It’s too soon for that.
He knew he had to separate sex and his growing interest in the male.
Now, for some reason, making Kiz’s body reach climax was worth anything carnal he’d had with his previous lovers. Raph couldn’t imagine sex with Kiz being any better than what he was feeling at that moment. Just an arm draped over Kiz’s smooth stomach made his feel at peace.
Sinking into the bed beside Kiz, Raph’s attention was drawn back to what they were discussing. “Bleding in is, um…” Kiz slapped his forehead. “I mean ‘blending.’ Blending is natural to me.” Kiz sighed deeply. “I no talk much to others. I-I been that way the whole time… My only friend…my brother.”
Stroking Kiz’s hair, Raph asked, wanting to know everything he could about Kiz, “You’re free to leave the bar now. What do you want to do with your life?”
Kiz sighed. “Now I like to bond.”
Raph’s chest seized as he held back a curse. “I think you’d regret it.”
“I think I regret to not do more.”
“I could talk to someone.” Raph gulped. “I could make it so you can pick your mate instead of letting fate decide.”
When he didn’t reply, Raph pulled the bigger guy tighter against him. He knew it would be for the best. Raph wasn’t under the delusion he was the best thing to walk the Earth. He had his faults. They were big and nailed into his brain with railroad spikes. He’d always have to live with them, and he didn’t want to subject Kiz to the same shitty existence he lived.
Raph spent most of his time in a room filled with other creatures arguing over how to govern the realms. Out of court, he went through piles of paperwork and bailed Kippy’s sour ass out of trouble. It seemed like every time Kippy opened his mouth he pissed someone off. Plus, his proclivity for seducing men in relationships didn’t do him justice either.
The council and Kippy took his whole attention. Raph was man enough to admit he wasn’t fond of either. The council looked down on him because he was once an “angel” and had gotten kicked out of the “family.” If he was bold enough to go against his own kind, they figured he had no respect when it came to upholding the authority of everything the council stood for.
Not that Raph particularly cared what the others thought. He’d never held to close to judgmental, asinine threats. That’s why he guessed he and Kippy worked so well together. Kippy was like rain drops that hit his face. Raph could just reach up and wipe the water away—but then just as quick, the drops would be back and the cycle would continue. But every so often, Kippy would hit on a topic that Raph couldn’t hold his tongue about. Now the little shit had somehow gotten it in his head that his purpose was to make Raph’s life a living hell. So far, Kip had been doing a bang-up job.
Thinking things through, Raph knew it would boil down to work, Kippy, and Kiz. Granted he’d only known Kiz a little over twenty-four hours, but slowly Kiz was hacking his way into Raph’s fortress surrounding his sanity. He was so torn inside. In a matter of minutes, he was trying to separate his minor infatuation from lust. Now he knew he was somewhere in the middle. And he didn’t think that was a bad place to be.
 
Chapter Eight
 
Raph knew in his heart that if Kiz left him he wouldn’t be able to handle the rejection. In his life he’d watched his siblings fall from grace and had to observe from Elysium as they suffered and died painful deaths, forbidden to intervene.
Then when he’d taken a chance, his life had been flipped as he’d gotten his ass thrown in the pit.
He wanted Kiz to have a life. Not subject him to ill treatment by those who saw Raph as beneath them. His association with Kiz would damn him to the same fate. His sudden fear of hurting Kiz—emotionally and physically—made his bones lock, becoming unmovable.
“Do you n—o wanna mate with me, Raphael?” Kiz asked, jolting Raph back to the conversation. Kiz seemed to think hard before he questioned softly, “It ‘cause I no get pregnant?”
Jerking away, Raph looked down at Kiz, a lot confused. “Huh?”
All mate good for is make babies. I no even give him that. I kill self. I—
“Whoa!” Raph said, interrupting Kiz’s inner thoughts. “I don’t give a shit about babies, Kiz. Now if you think one more time about killing yourself, I’m going to chain you to the bed until you change your mind. Okay?”
“On Tibu, mate are good only—”
“You are not on Tibu, Kiz,” Raph said angrily. “We do things differently here on Earth. Number one thing is, matings are not done to further the species. They are done for friendship.”
“But Koro say babies are—”
“Stop,” Raph interrupted. “I don’t even know why we’re talking about this. I can’t procreate anyway.”
“B-but—”
Raph shushed the other-worlder. “I can’t procreate. I’m from an earlier group. I’m an ‘L’ model.”
“‘L’ model?”
Raph sighed. “The angel hierarchy is more complex than what you’ll hear about on the street. I’m not going to explain it.”
Kiz pulled away from him, slid off the bed, and walked to stand before the door leading into the hall. “You right.” Kiz’s voice came out raspy. “Get out.”
“What?” Raph jerked to a sitting position. He hadn’t meant to shout. The word just popped out without thought.
Suddenly, a mental block formed, keeping Raph out of Kiz’s head. He groaned inwardly, and his anger soared. He hated having to inquire aloud to get info he could pluck out of a brain in seconds. If only I had possession of my normal abilities…
Not knowing what had set Kiz off, he wondered aloud, “What do you want? I won’t bore you with stories of my people if you wish me not to. Just let me stay.”
Kiz spun around and said harshly in a clipped tone, “It ‘cause I dumb? That why you no explain your angel things to me? I not get you, Raphael. I not know what to say so you want me. I guess it ‘cause you think I’z too stupid to understand.”
“Kiz, you’re confusing me,” he said, running his hand through his hair. “I don’t think you’re stupid.”
“Then why you no teach me?”
“I will,” he said, still unsure. Was Kiz feigning interest? He has to be. “What do you want me to explain?”
“The ‘L’ thing. I no hear it ‘fore.”
Raph scratched his head. His cock was still achingly erect, but he brushed his sexual desires aside in order to make sure Kiz wouldn’t try and kick him out again. “Well, first, the word ‘angel’ is not a species. It’s a rank. Angel translates to ‘messenger.’ Lowest of the low. Even below cupids.
“They went back and forth from realm to realm to deliver news to those in the Elysium Realm. But I’ll tell you, this practice is no longer in use. All angelic beings that haven’t fallen can now go from any realm back to the Elysium. But to leave you must get a permit and have a portal master send you where you want to go.”
“Then—” Kiz cut off, sounding unsure. “If you no angel—or messenger—what you be?”
Kiz’s question was innocent, and so hard to answer in English. Especially in a way that the other-worlder would understand.
“When I first came into existence, I was a curatrix. They are very different than angels.”
“So…you curatrix?” Kiz said with a small smile that made Raphael’s pent-up shoulders loosen. Kiz, so big in size, resembled a frightened child from across the room. His head was bent, his eyes on the floor, his hair slightly smooshed from their “play” time.
Raph watched Kiz shift nervously from foot to foot, one hand clutching his opposite forearm while the other curved protectively over his flat, hairless stomach. In fact, he appeared to only have hair on his head.
Raph had to hold in his growl as he shoved off the bed. Walking over to Kiz, he couldn’t hold back from taking the guy into his arms. Kiz bent his head down complacently to rest it in the crook of Raph’s neck.
Sighing, it took Kiz’s words a moment to register. Curatrix? Me? “No.” He breathed in Kiz’s spicy scent. “Not anymore.”
“Tell me,” the large male prompted, surprising Raph when he pressed his lips to Raph’s neck. He knew if Kiz had asked for his bank account number, he’d give it freely.
Raph was lost. Kiz may have some knowledge of what he was doing, but the man couldn’t even fathom the danger he was in if Raph’s restraint didn’t hold.
Shaking himself mentally, he once again had to backtrack in his head to remember what they’d been talking about. Ah! Yes!
“Curatrix was my first rank. The curatrixae were—” He had to stop and think of an easy way to say that Kiz would understand. “—well, it translates to guardian. They protected Earth before shadow assassins.” In his head he added, They took over after the “R” model was considered obsolete. But he didn’t say it aloud. He was already throwing enough info at the male.
Goosebumps flared when Kiz gently scraped his teeth against Raph’s flesh. Always having been the aggressor, Raph marveled he didn’t attack to have control.
“Tell more,” Kiz groaned, hugging Raph tighter.
Thinking about where he’d left off, he said, “The curatrixae are nearing extinction. When one falls and manages to keep at least one wing, they are the ones that become demon crossroad brokers. The curatirxae powers were meant to aid and protect humans. Now when they fall they extort the humans that they once protected for financial gain.”
Raph gripped Kiz hard, feeling his fury surge. “That’s why I can’t stand my fallen brothers and sisters. Curatirxae like Othiah have taken their gift and sell it off to the highest bidder when they should be helping those in need.”
“Who Othiah?” Kiz mumbled into his neck.
Easing his grip, he said, “Sorry. I guess you know him as Otho. He was once a curatrixae. He’s a part of the ‘A-H’ model.”
Kiz pulled back to lock eyes with Raph. Raph then felt his body float when Kiz began to twirl his finger around a strand of Raph’s hair on the base of his neck. “You say you was ‘L.’ What the difference be?”
He hummed, wanting to cease talking and continue groping the other-worlder. “Everyone in Elysium is categorized by their name. There are the names that end with the ‘el’ sound like mine and names that end with the ‘ah’ sound like Othiah’s. The ‘els’ are the first generation curatrixae while the ‘ahs’ are the second generation. I’m basically an outdated model.”
“You make sound like you’s a cell phone.”
“I am a cell phone,” Raph said, thinking about it. “I was created to serve humans. To aid them. I serve no purpose other than to make them happy and their lives easier.”
“Why there so few curatrixae left?” Kiz asked quietly. “Falling Skies?”
Startled by his mate, Raph wondered how Kiz knew about the Elysium civil war. It had started with Lucifer—the “R” vindex model, or “avenger”—being tossed into the pit after he refused to stop sneaking to Earth to be with the “forbidden fruit,” Eve. Raph found it amusing how humans had flipped the truth.
The last Raph had heard, his older brother and Eve had a couple dozen sons and a kingdom-monopoly in the Abyss Realm. They’d self-proclaimed themselves king and queen.
Raph had also heard they had their own brand of apple sauce. Though that might have been a poor joke. Tinnel, one of the current Archangels, was an ass—and didn’t have a funny bone in his body. Tinnel cared for the purity of the angelic race and kept the remaining “pure breeders” locked in Elysium, forbidden to leave.
“Yes. A good chunk of curatrixae had fallen then,” Raph said with a frown, his thoughts returning to Falling Skies. “I didn’t fall till after the civil war. But I stood by the Caelum council’s decision to let those who wished to go to Earth go in peace without being shoved. And like I said, it just sickens me that many of them began to use their gifts to benefit themselves after the mass exodus.”
Kiz jerked away, looking horrified. “You shove ‘em? With hand?”
“Well, there’s more than one way to expel an Elysium-born entity,” Raph said, not knowing why Kiz was freaked out. “But yeah. Gabriel and I had to make actual contact with our hands on their flesh for some reason. It opens a portal to the abyss. It’s more humane. The old way was to kick them. But if you do it that way, a portal doesn’t open. Getting kicked, your wings disintegrate into nothing in the fall…
“I’ve heard losing your wings this way is more painful than the actual crash to the Earth’s surface.”
“They die in fall?”
Thinking about it, he said, “When your wings burn, it creates a cocoon around you to cushion the fall.”
In a small voice, Kiz asked, “Were yous kicks or shove?”
Was I kicked or shoved? “I was shoved.”
Kiz’s body sagged as he released a heavy sigh. In Kiz’s head, Raph heard, Thank goodness. Raph melted into Kiz, his heart thudding quicker and quicker the more he spent with the guy.
“So…” Kiz began. “You still no tell what you are.”
And if it mean we no able to bond. The thought floated from Kiz’s head into Raph’s, making everything clear in a second. Kiz didn’t care that Raph was a traitor. He just wanted to know if it was possible for them to bond and be true viscers.
Raph sighed and said, “If you’d just asked that, we could have kept this history lesson a lot shorter.”
“What?” Kiz asked, looking perplexed.
Breathing deeply, he felt his heart clench as he hugged Kiz. “I am no longer a member of Elysium. But I choose to call myself a Fallen Archangel. I can bond in the way every other realm creature can except for the fact that if I chose to mate with a female, I would never be able to get her pregnant. Only newer angels can procreate. In fact, newer gen angelic males can get pregnant as well.”
Kiz laughed. “You lie! Otho can make baby in his belly?”
“It’s more complicated than that, but yeah. In fact, he has a kid. His name is Haven.”
Kiz looked at him like he didn’t believe it. “But they say Otho, um—” He motioned with his arms till the word came to him. “—adopted him!”
Raph sighed. “Because of my Archangel rank, and that I managed to keep both of my wings while Othiah only managed to keep one, my powers are vastly stronger than my brother’s.” He felt a pain in his chest, admitting to Kiz, knowing the male would keep what he was about to say secret. “Othiah was raped by a scumbag necromancer.”
Then sweet, innocent Kiz asked, “What that mean?”
Not beating around the bush, he said bluntly, “I take it you know what sex is, yeah?” He felt Kiz’s body flush hot next to him. “Rape is forcing someone to have sex when you’ve said no.”
Kiz gasped. “No, no, no,” he said over and over in a shushed tone. “Poor Otho.”
“Yeah.” Raph sighed. “He tells everyone he adopted my nephew because he fears Dominic will come back and take Haven and hurt him—never mind the fact no one knows where the guy is. Even I can’t track the necromancer.”
Raph then got lost in thought aloud. “I was in and out of Haven’s first few years of life.” He puffed out a breath. “Othiah had been a virgin, and after the rape he went on a sex binge. Then he got attacked again and he turned his life around.
“Othiah stopped everything to focus on his son. That was until Haven went through puberty and ended up looking like Dominic’s mini-me. Othiah has never been good at expressing his true emotions, so the dumbass erected a wall between them. For the longest time he made Haven call him by his name instead of father.”
“Do Haven know?”
Raph snapped himself into focusing on Kiz, who was laid out naked before him looking like a lamb Raph wanted to devour. He smiled and shook his head at the gorgeous, lengthy male. “No. He knows nothing about it. He believes he was adopted shortly after his birth on the black market. Othiah is a drama king. He had to spin the biggest cockamamie story he could. I tried to tell him to go with a simple I found him in a ditch story. But no, he had to add rogue witches and seedy transactions.”
Eyes traveling over Kiz again, Raph had to lean in and touch. Hands feathering over Kiz’s stomach, he hummed in appreciation at how soft and warm Kiz was.
“Mm,” Kiz moaned aloud as he thought, I not know half what you say, mate, but you voice make me happy. Even you yell, I hot inside.
Raph couldn’t help his smile. “Damn. You are one sexy fuck.”
Raph felt Kiz’s stomach muscles tighten for a second before the Tibutanian muscled both of them to their feet, picking up Raph, and ran across the room to slam him up against the wall.
Having his breath knocked out of him, Raph looked up and found Kiz’s eyes were dilated. They rolled slightly back in his head as he smashed Raph into the wall with his body.
Not liking that Kiz looked down at him, Raph wrapped one of his arms around Kiz’s neck, yanking his head down. Angling the bigger man’s head, he leaned in, about to take a bite—
Realizing his plan a second before he acted, he managed to stop himself. Snapping his teeth in Kiz’s face instead, he unhinged his jaw unintentionally as he felt his incisors elongate for the first time in his life.
What the—?
Kiz’s groan snapped him from his shock. Watching Kiz open his mouth in the same way Raph’s had, his eyes locked onto a tiny set of fangs Kiz sported, too. Raph couldn’t hold back his smile. “So sexy,” he breathed.
“Nngh!” Kiz cried in reply, placing his hands on Raph’s thighs. Feeling nails dig into his skin, Raph was unsuccessful at holding back his snarl of excitement. He pushed into the stinging sensation as he skated his free hand tortuously slow up Kiz’s expansive back.
When Kiz began to fight him for control, Raph slid to the ground, dragging Kiz with him. Elbows and knees thudding on wood, Raph had to use his strength to pin Kiz’s flailing hands by the wrists flat against the floor, positioning himself so he straddled Kiz’s slim chest.
Letting go of one of Kiz’s arms, he reached down to grab his shaft and began tapping the head against Kiz’s cheek. Raph’s insides clenched with anticipation when Kiz turned his head, trying to take Raph into his mouth. After several agonizing seconds, Kiz barked, “I wanna suck cock!”
Raph smirked. “Whose cock?”
He had to bite back his grin of pleasure when Kiz cried out, “Yous cock!”
Raph slowly began to paint Kiz’s willing lips with his precum. Seeming hesitant, Kiz’s tongue flicked out to lick the underside of Raph’s prick. Groaning at the slick heat, Raph said, “Don’t move your arms.”
Kiz nodded in understanding, but his eyes held an air of defiance. The gleam made Raph hesitate as he watched Kiz turn his head sideways, placing an openmouthed kiss to Raph’s testicles.
Letting go of Kiz’s wrists, Raph leaned forward, placing his palms beside Kiz’s head while the other reached down to grip his shaft. He gently swiped the tip against Kiz’s lips.
He watched the beautiful male open his mouth, mesmerized as Kiz’s tongue darted out to lap at the crown of Raph’s masculine length. Kiz gently suckled Raph in his mouth. Letting Kiz command the show for a time, he snarled as his control slowly began to waver. He wanted to dominate Kiz. To bring him to the height of carnal desire and pure ecstasy Raph was feeling at his lover’s ministrations.
He thrust his hips madly, feeling his incisors bite into his lip at hearing Kiz choke slightly. Pumping quicker, he let his head roll back, sure to let his fang slice into his lip to keep from doing something he might regret.
Tasting his own blood, he growled, wanting to shout because he knew it wasn’t the blood he wanted to sample. Gums itching, he plunged his manhood further into Kiz’s inviting mouth. He groaned in approval when Kiz hummed and applied more suction, trying to suck Raph down past his gag reflex.
Hand going to the top of Kiz’s head, Raph grabbed Kiz’s raven-black hair and pulled on it like the reins to a horse, angling for a better angle.
Driving his hard-as-steel cock harsher, he viewed Kiz who moaned unabashedly with his eyes closed. He looked thrilled at what Raph was doing.
Fucking Kiz’s face as far as his dick could go without hurting his partner, he felt himself begin to expand, signaling his approaching orgasm.
“Damn, Kiz,” he moaned, snapping his hips harder. “You’re gonna make me come.”
At that moment, Kiz opened his eyes and let his orange gaze wander up and lock with Raph’s. Seeing the unbridled expression, Raph knew Kiz was ready.
Manifesting a bottle of lube into his hand, Kiz stared back at him, looking so ravenous Raph felt like howling.
Slinking down to kneel between Kiz’s open thighs, he seized one of Kiz’s mile-long legs at the back of the knee and pushed it to Kiz’s chest. Getting a good view of Kiz’s hot, round ass, he fought the urge to smack it.
Licking his lips, he popped the lid of the lube before drizzling the cold goop down Kiz’s crease. The other-worlder moaned as they locked eyes, silently begging Raph for more.
“It’s coming, viscer,” he promised.
My viscer, he thought to himself.
His heart. His soul. His reason for living. Raphael chose Kiz. He wanted Kiz. And I want him now.
Kiz groaned long and loud as Raph worked his fingers up and down, sure to coat the entire outer surface.
Then with more excitement than he had ever felt, he stuck his middle finger into Kiz just up to the first knuckle.
When Kiz gasped in shock, Raph looked back up to the Kiz’s face. Raph’s body jerked when he found Kiz, whose hair had matched Raph’s ebony just a moment ago, was now a platinum blond.
Huh?
 
Chapter Nine
 
Kiz panted, his insides pinging. When his mate pulled away, Kiz shrieked in fear. Was he not anatomically like Raphael? I knew it!
“What the fuck?”
At hearing his mate curse, Kiz looked worriedly at Raphael. “Is I wrong?”
Raphael stared at him, looking completely befuddled. “Your hair, it j—”
When he cut off, Kiz reach up to his head. “Oh, no!” Horrified, he vaulted to his feet. Rushing to a mirror, he couldn’t believe what he saw. He grabbed a hank of hair and pulled it up in front of his eyes. “I not think it real!”
“What happened?” Raphael said, running over. “Did I hurt you?”
Seeing his mate’s worried reflection in the looking glass, Kiz’s attention flipped from his now stark white hair to his mate’s bobbing cock, just out of arm’s reach. Gulping at seeing it bounce, Kiz preened as Raph started forward, till all the Fallen Archangel did was touch Kiz’s shoulder with his warm palm.
Kiz stared at Raph sideways with a smile when he noticed Raphael’s eyes had turned from their normal violet to a shocking red. Kiz had been stunned when he saw them do it earlier, but now he figured they must glow when Raph was extremely aroused. In his head he made a high pitched keeeee! in excitement. No one had ever looked at him like that.
Turning to his mate, he reached out boldly to grab Raphael’s erection. Kiz was pleased that his viscer was still hard even though his hair had changed color. “I hope…you no find my hair ugly. It now stuck this way.” When Raphael didn’t answer immediately, he added, “If you think it uggy, I dye it.”
A slow grin spread across Raphael’s face. Body humming, he thrust up into Kiz’s hand. “Please don’t dye it. It doesn’t bother me at all. In fact, I think it is sexy as hell. But why did it…?”
Sighing, Kiz told him, “It like, um, a curse on my planet. On Tibu, males who are, um, touched, uh—” He felt his cheeks burn. “—touched inside by other, our hair ‘comes white.” He bowed his head. “To show others people what we’s done.”
“What if you’d been taken against your will?”
Seeing a frown crease Raphael’s face, Kiz shrugged. “Them still be put to death.”
Wanting desperately to change the subject, Kiz turned and shoved his ass up against Raphael. Flipping his hair over his shoulder, he smiled up at his mate and said, “We not on Tibu. So you finish so everyones can tell you sex me so good my hairs turn white.”
Kiz let free a gleeful sound when he saw Raphael’s fangs lengthen. He hastily grabbed Raphael’s arm, dragging him to the bed. Instinct had kicked in, and he was desperate to make his move. He needed to be touched all over. Just the feel of Raphael’s hand in his made his flesh feel like open flames were licking his entire body.
Releasing his mate’s hand was tough, but as he turned to conform himself to the mattress, he preened at the groan he elicited from Raphael.
With his ass in the air, Kiz widened his legs to present himself.
For a moment, his lust receded when he said to himself, I hope he no think I slut. His mating lust was messing with his head. His body was acting on his own. The sane, logical part of his brain was shoved in the corner, and lust had taken control.
He worried that his mate would be disgusted.
Instinct rode him hard, and it was growing increasingly difficult to corral his inner beast.
Shivering when Raphael ran his thumb down Kiz’s center, he about came apart when a long finger slid into him unexpectedly. Raphael leaned in and whispered in his ear, “You are not a slut.” Emitting a sound he never knew he could make, Kiz humped his bed, trying to get any amount of pressure to his aching shaft.
“You’re mine, now.” Raphael punctuated each word with one of his fingers sliding deeper into Kiz.
As he felt the diameter of the digit inside him double as another finger slipped inside, Kiz’s limbs twitched from the surprising pleasure.
Raphael chuckled behind him, placing a hand on Kiz’s thigh to still him. “Easy, sexy. We’re just beginning.”
Kiz grinned like the Cheshire Cat as he twisted his back like a feline. He did his best to give his mate a look he hoped was universal. The fuck me now or get the hell out look.
Raphael released another amused sound as he leaned forward, pecking Kiz on his nose with a kiss. When he pulled away, Kiz frowned at his mate. Raphael curled his finger evilly inside Kiz, making him cry out as his body shuddered violently. Taking advantage, the devilish Fallen Archangel leaned back in, shoving his tongue into Kiz’s open mouth.
Just when Kiz began to reciprocate, Raphael crooked his finger several times in succession, making Kiz jerk back and beg in Tibutani, “Ashapla.”
Please.
Raphael pulled his fingers out, making Kiz whine louder. When the blunt head of his soon-to-be lover’s cock pressed against his entrance, he yowled as his blood began to sing in his veins.
Raphael tortuously slid inside of him, making them groan in unison. Hearing his mate curse directly after, Kiz grinned and pushed off the bed with his arms to arch his back, angling his ass higher for both their pleasure. Raphael locked one of his hands on Kiz’s hips and traced his fingers up Kiz’s lower back encouragingly with the other. Continuing its ascent, Raphael slid his palm into the valley between Kiz’s curved shoulder blades, lightly scraping his blunt fingernails down Kiz’s spine.
“You’re so hot,” the male hissed as his hand flattened and traveled back up and wrapped around Kiz’s neck.
When Raphael pulled his cock out slightly, Kiz growled and slammed back onto his retreating viscer. “Ahh!” he wailed at the foreign feeling. Staying still for a moment, he made another noise. Thankfully, Raphael got what he wanted and began to pull out.
“Yesss!” Kiz hissed as Raphael thrust back in.
He thrashed his head about as Raphael began to drive into him. The titanium-like length within him had Kiz’s toes curling. His mate’s scent grew stronger and more enticing. His gut tightened as his cock rubbed between his lower stomach and the bedspread. The chafing of the material over the sensitive flesh made him so weak he collapsed facedown onto the mattress.
“Stop for min, ashapla,” he said hoarsely into the bedspread.
Halting in his movement, Raphael asked, sounding both strained and concerned, “What’s wrong? Are you in pain?”
Shaking his head, Kiz pulled away, turning to lie on his back. Positioning his ass at the edge of the bed, he looked up at Raphael through his hair and spread his legs wide in invitation. Raphael’s eyes widened, and the man dived back in with a new fevered enthusiasm.
Kiz reached down when he felt his balls begin to tighten. Eagerly he jerked himself off in rhythm with his viscer’s thrusts. Closing his eyes, he hummed in delight as Raphael splayed his hand across Kiz’s stomach.
Then like a cobra striking, Raph leaned back over Kiz and bit him just above his nipple, yet not hard enough to break the skin. Screaming out, Kiz’s body jackknifed as he came harder than he ever had in his life. A second later, he could feel his mate’s hot release filling him, making him even hotter. So hot…
The only thing missing from the otherwise perfect experience was the mating bond slipping into place.
 
* * * *
 
Raph’s chest heaved as he retreated just enough to press his lips to Kiz’s. His other-worlder lay there looking dazed. Raph couldn’t help but trail open-mouthed kisses down Kiz’s jaw onto his neck. He wasn’t sure how else to thank the lovely Tibutanian. Kiz had bequeathed his virginity to Raph. The thought sent a wave of satisfaction raging throughout his being. I will be his one and only.
Raph inhaled Kiz’s intoxicating aroma, making his cock jerk excitedly. Nuzzling into his neck, Raph nipped the velvety expanse before licking away the sting he knew he’d inflicted.
Lapping at Kiz’s sweat-slicked throat more, Raph began to suck up a hickey on the pale flesh.
Kiz groaned, turning his head to expose more of his delectable area for Raph to sample.
As his mouth worked against Kiz, the temptation to bite suddenly became paramount. He resisted the best he could, but hearing Kiz groan snapped his control.
He sank his teeth into Kiz’s throat several inches below his ear, gulping down his first taste of his viscer’s blood.
“Nnnngh!” Kiz sang, wrapping his legs around Raph’s waist to grind his raging erection against Raph’s stomach. Reaching down to accommodate his lover, Raph gripped Kiz’s cock, loving the smooth, hot feel of it.
He only had to jerk Kiz a few times before he came violently against Raph. Raph was sure to help his lover through the aftershocks of his orgasm.
When one of Kiz’s slender, quivering hands grabbed his, Raph watched transfixed as he began tracing his other hand’s fingertips down his chest. Raph’s eyes hooded as Kiz feathered his fingertips lightly through a drop of his own seed. His eyes widened till they began to hurt from strain as he became glued to Kiz swirling the trail of cum down his stomach then around his navel.
Kiz closed his eyes as he groaned Raph’s name. A tear escaped from the corner of Kiz’s left eye and languidly slid down his rose-pink cheeks.
“I—” Kiz cut himself off and turned his head away.
Raph’s lungs seized as his heart palpated. “Kiz?” he questioned in a panic. “What’s wrong? Was I too rough?”
“No,” he sobbed. “I-I…” Kiz shook his head, his body becoming rigid. Raph waited on edge for his chosen viscer to continue. He wasn’t surprised when Kiz shouted, “I wanna more, b-but I know, you no wanna give me!”
Raph’s breath puffed in and out in an erratic rhythm. Not knowing how to placate the male, he grabbed a hold of Kiz and held him tight. “Kiz,” he whispered, fear causing his gut to tense. “I think we should wait so I—”
“No!” Kiz shouted louder. 
Breath whooshed out of him as he was unexpectedly shoved off his viscer. Seconds later he was pinned to the floor with a pissed-off Tibutanian in his face. “I want bond!” he growled, surprising Raph. “Now!”
Raph stared wide-eyed as Kiz’s face contorted before he tore himself away. Collapsing to the floor, Kiz held his stomach a few moments before he let lose a soul-shattering sob.
Raph felt an out of nowhere slice of arousal when Kiz released an inhuman snarl. The sound echoed into another, the latter giving Raph the notion that if he didn’t give Kiz what he wanted he would sorely regret it.
Kiz peered at Raph through hanks of his hair that had fallen, casting shadows on Kiz’s face. The off-worlder stood unearthly still, his only movement being the slow curve of his lips to show a fanged smile. The teeth looked as if they could give a saber tooth cat a run for its money. What the hell happened to his cute little fangs?
Leaning up against the wall, Raph knew he’d just awakened a beast. Now he had to choose between hanging on for the fun or going to get the help his viscer needed.
 
* * * *
 
Kiz’s vision zeroed in on the delicious-smelling male before him.
Want! His mind screamed. But how do I get it?
“Kiz?” the man said, sounding almost…worried.
The fog in his head cleared a bit, and he wondered what was happening to him. His blood felt so much like lava he feared he would burst into flames at any moment.
Staring at Raphael—he’s my mate—Kiz meant to tell him to go get help. What came out instead was “You wanna play?”
Frowning at the words, his mind went blank and he couldn’t remember what he had been doing. Why he was there. But more importantly, he didn’t seem to know anything about himself.
With his eyes locking with the gorgeous specimen he wanted to claim, the thoughts of who he was, and maybe what he was, seemed insignificant.
Crawling forward, the man said something but Kiz didn’t understand.
Putting his hands flat on the floor, he crawled toward the ethereal being. Kiz feared if he didn’t get his mate inside him he would die.
Kiz? he thought. That’s me?
Raphael? His heart palpitated. Raphael is mine.
His brain kept glitching. His thoughts were scattered and not making any sense.
As he was about to reach his prize, the breathtaking man lifted his hands as if to ward off Kiz.
Sitting back on his legs, he lowered his eyes in submission and whispered, “I need you, bad.”
Kiz chanced a look up, finding Raphael staring at him like he was crazy. The look hurt Kiz.
After several painful seconds, Kiz decided it must be a language problem.
Leaning back he spread his legs far apart. The sexy guy said something again. Kiz looked at him and cocked his head. Maybe I’m not being forward enough. Lifting one of his legs to his chest, he reached a hand down, bypassing his rigid cock that lay curved up against his stomach down to pet his perineum.
He licked his lips at the pleasure that shot through him, and his finger traveled lower to finger his hole. “I want you here.”
It seemed so important to Kiz. The thought of not connecting with Raphael sent his head spiraling down a long pitch-black tunnel.
Raphael. Even the name sounded sexy.
Locking eyes with the godlike hunk, Kiz fought hard to smile and show his beautiful mate he was worthy. But at each passing second, it became increasingly difficult because all he wanted to do was roll over and cry from the pain that was wracking his body.
Kiz cried out in shock when Raphael suddenly disappeared. He roared as he shot to his feet. As he spun around frantically, his arousal lessened as anger slowly began to be replaced it.
He screeched so loud he heard the crack of glass somewhere in the room. Once he checked and double-checked every corner of his spartan living space, he left the room and sniffed around for his mate who’d taken over his every thought. Must find. Must mate.
Tearing up at the thought of never begin able to see Raphael again, he jumped when he heard someone shout.
Turing toward the sound, Kiz spotted his beloved. Crying out, he ran toward Raphael, overjoyed.
“Kizie?”
Kiz didn’t even slow down at the sound of the familiar voice. Something screamed at him to pull it together, but he just wanted to get to the nice smelling one who was his.
Gazing longingly down at Raphael, he said, “Why did you leave me? Please don’t leave me. I need you!”
“Kizie?” It was the same voice accompanied by a hand grabbing his shoulder. Feeling a pinprick sensation in his neck, he hissed and grabbed his lover, yanking him away from the foreign touch.
Almost instantly his legs grew heavy. Pausing, he set down his armload gently before sliding to the ground. He held on to his precious treasure’s legs so his mate couldn’t get away.
Becoming lightheaded, Kiz felt extremely tired. He was unable to help himself from flopping back. Looking up at the black-haired angel—angel?—Kiz smiled. My Fallen Archangel.
Closing his eyes for a second, he groaned as a voice called, “Kizie? Can you hear me?”
He knew the voice, but for some reason he couldn’t place it. It almost sounded like…
The last thing he heard was, “The drug is kicking in.” Then the voice said in dire emergency, “We have to get him to the infirmary fast or—”
 
Chapter Ten
 
“Kizie?” the voice called again.
Kizie? No one called him that.
Cracking one eye open, he stared up at the ceiling. Turning his head, he spotted Raphael asleep in a chair next to the bed Kiz rested on.
Glancing to the opposite side of him, he spotted a man he’d never seen so close. He loomed over Kiz, his face mostly cast in shadows.
“Zain?” Kiz said, somehow still feeling unsure. “What happen? Raphael okay?”
“Yes, Raphael is fine.” The doctor’s mouth curved at the corners with a slight edge. “You had us worried. How are you feeling?”
Pausing a minute to flex every muscle in his body, he groaned when he noticed his cock was still painfully erect. “I feel like I hit by car.”
“You’re in heat,” Zain said, his voice sounding like it’d been put through a shredder. “Your father said you entered a sort of primal mode. I never knew other male species could do it.”
“What you mean?”
“On my planet, Andaria, which is populated by men only, I’ve only heard of receptors going into heat.”
Kiz placed a hand over his forehead to wipe off the sweat that had accumulated. “What a recept-ta-tor?”
“Receptors are men capable of getting pregnant.”
Kiz shot forward so quickly his head began to spin. Zain’s hands shot up to help steady him. Looking at Raphael to see if he’d awakened his viscer, he breathed easier at seeing him still passed out.
Focusing back on Zain, he whispered, “I not pregnant, no?”
“Your father assured me that wasn’t possible. I tested you just to be sure, but your urinalysis came back negative.”
Kiz leaned back in his bed and breathed a huge sigh. “Thank good. That would be horrible. Raphael would ditch me in second I ever get pregnant.”
Focusing back on Zain, Kiz frowned at seeing the guy’s face contort as it came fully into the light.
The expression made Kiz feel like a lamb before a hellhound. “What wrong, doctor?”
Zain wiped his forehead before shaking his head. “Nothing. We’ve had to quarantine you because you are giving off strong pheromones, and I, unfortunately, am having a hard time resisting.”
“It safe to go my room?”
“We’re searching for someone who can make a barrier for your room, so right now the safest place for you is here. There’s already a barrier on the entire infirmary.”
Kiz groaned as he covered his eyes. “Is Raphael, um, what word…? Im-moon?”
“Immune?” The doc’s eyes shot to Raphael. “He seems to be all right.”
Kiz thought quietly to himself. In a hushed tone, he admitted to the doctor, “He no bond with me.” He let loose a wrenching sob. “He no want me.”
A rumble from Zain made Kiz jerk in surprise. “He won’t bond with you?” the doctor said, sitting on the bed next to Kiz.
Kiz scooted slightly away to give the Andarian more room. “No. And now I feel I no want him! He sleep with me, now I know that all he want.”
Kiz heard Zain gulp. The doctor leaned in, staring at him intently. “You know, there are plenty of males here who would be pleased to have you as a mate.”
Kiz peeked at Raphael. Feeling something tug at his hair, Kiz’s head jerked back to Zain. Kiz’s eyes widening to see Zain holding a hank of Kiz’s hair under his nose.
“You smell so good,” he said, beginning to rub his cheek with Kiz’s hair. “I never thought I had a change with you. Koro rejected me, and I assumed you weren't attracted to men either…so I left you alone.”
Zain let go of Kiz’s hair as he shot forward, shoving Kiz flat to the mattress. “Mate with me, Kiz,” he growled. “I can make you happy. I’ll give you everything you want.”
Looking up, horrified, Kiz turned his face to see if Raphael was awake. Hearing Zain hiss, Kiz knew his mistake instantly. He’d just offered his neck in submission.
Zain’s hard body draped over his. When he felt the doctor’s fangs pierce his shoulder, he cried out as he began to thrash violently, “Raphael!”
 
Chapter Eleven
 
Raph jerked awake at hearing Kiz shout for him. He bolted to an upright position, eyes scanning the room till he found Kiz being pinned to a bed with the doctor’s mouth on his viscer’s neck.
Why did I not foresee this? But more importantly, how did I fall asleep? He only needed to sleep four or five hours a week.
Livid, Raph felt his power crackle. He was pleased when Zain let go of Kiz and flew across the room, slamming into the wall. Only the crunch of bone made Raph stop from seeking more vengeance.
Rushing to Kiz, he found his viscer in a fetal position, crying as he clutched his neck. Raph touched the large male, feeling a warm flush sweep over his body when all he succeeded in doing was make Kiz sob harder.
“Kiz, it’s me.”
“Raphael!” Kiz screamed, still scooting away. When Kiz dared a peek up, he gasped as if relieved. He pulled his hand away from his neck to reach for Raph. Cursing under his breath when he noticed Zain had taken a chuck of Kiz’s throat with him, Raph watched the wound gush as it drenched the infirmary mattress.
Feeling an icicle of terror pierce his chest, he picked up Kiz, having made a split-second decision.
He flashed to a forbidden zone.
Appearing in a shadowed hall, Raph instantly felt like he was covered in tiny bugs. They crawled across his skin somehow, making Raph regret his choice.
In truth, Raphael wasn’t sure if his crawly flesh was from actual bugs or the knowing of how wrong it was to enter a god’s domain—even if allowed access. It was the only way Raph knew he’d been able to appear in Egan’s home.
Seeing cobwebs decorating the ceiling made him question his plan.
“Bring him in here, Raphael.”
Raph jumped at the voice. The light tone used may have been spoken softly, but it incited fear in Raph’s breast.
After a moment of hesitation, he walked toward Egan’s voice. The crunch of who knew what beneath his shoes made him grip Kiz harder, hoping his viscer wasn’t harmed by anything in the house.
Trudging further down the eerie hall, Raph entered a room that looked like a garbage dump.
Spotting Egan high atop a pile of trash, Raph watched the shirtless male slide awkwardly down—like he was sledding—holding on to what looked like a live rat in his hand. And like his sight always did when near the male, he glanced at Egan’s missing arm, cut at mid bicep.
Once Egan reached the bottom of the small mountain made of old newspaper, Raph tried to rush to him only to slip on something and end up waist high in a mound of rubbish. He really didn’t want to know what it consisted of. The smell was enough to turn his stomach.
Egan, seeming to know where the booby traps were, did a dance over and around mounds of stuff before kneeling over to examine Kiz.
Trying to keep his mate out of the filth, Raph noticed Kiz’s dangling legs resting on trash, making him want to scream and flash away.
“Relax,” Egan said, toughing Kiz’s neck. “There’s only one thing in this house that is going to hurt your viscer. And it ain’t me, Korren—” He kissed his rat. “—or my treasures.”
Raph frowned at the accusation. He wasn’t going to hurt Kiz. Raph would kill anyone who dared. Even a god. 
When Egan moved his blood-soaked hand to Kiz’s forehead, Raph wanted to growl at the god.
“I said relax, dude,” Egan said, turning his head away from Raph’s. “Your viscer will be fine.”
Raph jerked his head once, slightly disbelieving. But then he blinked, and suddenly Kiz looked up at him, slightly confused. He reached up a hand to feel his neck which had been completely healed. Even all the traces of blood had vanished. In the back of his head, Raph knew Kiz’s revival was going to cost him later in life. Gods rarely helped others unless it was beneficial to them.
“Huh?” Kiz said adorably, looking between Raph to Egan before stopping on Egan. “Who you…?” He looked down at himself. “Why I naked?”
Raph quickly manifested clothing on his viscer as Eagan spoke in a quiet tone. “I’m no one important. I took the liberty of masking your scent.”
Kiz sat up and nodded his head and whispered, “T’ank you.”
Egan jerked his head, stood, and climbed through the garbage toward the hall. “I’ll see you at work, Raphael.”
Raph watched Egan leave and called after the guy, “Thank you.”
Egan awkwardly lifted his hand up in dismissal as he walked away without looking back.
Focusing on Kiz once more, Raph quietly ran his hands along Kiz’s shoulder, thankful there wasn’t a scar. Kiz’s flesh looked exactly like it had before his attack. Pale and smooth.
“Are you all right, baby?”
Kiz seemed dazed. “Yeah?” he said, looking the way Egan had left. “Is… Is he okay?”
“Egan? Yeah, why?”
“He…” Kiz trailed off with a shake of his head. “He crying.”
Raph looked toward the now empty hallway in disbelief. “Crying? Egan? I didn’t hear anything. I witnessed the guy that’d chopped off his arm. Egan didn’t even so much as flinch. He’s extremely powerful—but then I don’t know much about him.”
Egan was the head of the Riotan Council that governed all the branches from the Caelum to Kazerin to the Isherai—those from Elysium, to all shapeshifter factums, to creatures of the Abyss Realm. His powers were said to be unrivaled, yet he appeared unable to take out his trash.
In meetings, Egan was always unkempt. And he always went without shoes and a shirt. Knowing Egan was a god, and capable of making things appear out of thin air, it began to eat at Raph, wanting to know the real reason Egan lived in a garbage heap.
Focusing back on Kiz, Raph asked, “What happened with Zain?”
“I-I not wanna talk about it,” he said, then paused to nibble his lip.
Getting a strange vibe, Raph couldn’t help but ask harshly, “Did you like his bite?”
Kiz looked at him, horrified. “How you dare ask? O’ course I no like!”
Regretting his assumption, Raph leaned in, wrapping his arms around his viscer, murmuring, “Sorry, Kiz. I just—I just can’t stand the thought of you—”
Kiz rolled away from him to rest atop the trash, flashing Raph a devastated look, seemingly unaffected by the filth.
“Send me home,” Kiz demanded, pulling his legs up into his chest.
“Sure, we can go and talk—”
“No,” Kiz said with a harsh edge that surprised Raph. “I wanna to be alone.”
 
Chapter Twelve
 
He wants to be alone…
Thinking things over for a moment, Raph nodded and flashed Kiz to his room. Flashing himself into the portal room at Hell’s Mouth, he figured if he couldn’t be in the same room with Kiz, he’d settle for the same building.
Ignoring the men guarding the portal room, he wound his way through the empty halls to the bar on the human side. He took a seat, feeling miserable, wanting to commiserate alone.
It wasn’t long before he felt someone at his back.
“Wanna talk?”
Glancing behind him at Salem, he found the tiny god staring at him with a friendly smile.
Looking back down at the bar, he said, “You know I don’t.”
“It’ll help.”
Closing his eyes, he placed his elbows on the bar, holding his head in misery. “I fucked up with Kiz.”
“No, you didn’t. He’s not mad at you, Raphael. He’s just confused.”
“Why?”
“Kiz got an offer to bond,” Salem said with a wry smile.
“Why the hell are you telling me this?” Raph said, standing up. “Was it that doctor? I’m going to kill him.”
“Shut up and sit down, Raph,” Salem said as he sat on a stool and twirled around in a three sixty.
Raph grumbled but did as he was told. He promised himself he’d punish Zain later. He was going to bite the guy and take a chunk of flesh with him. He’d then give it to a voodoo priestess to make him a Zain torture doll.
“Hey, Ass Face.”
Raph jerked when Kippy suddenly materialized on the other side from him. He groaned. Glancing at Kippy, he saw the guy perched on the bar countertop with his feet dangling over the edge. He seriously thought about grabbing the empty beer bottle someone left on the bar top and smacking Kippy over the head with it.
“You are such a moron,” Kippy said as he rested one foot on the stool in front of him.
Raph placed his head on the bar top and began to bang it. The universe was out to get him. No way he deserved to be eternally punished by two little pesky gods playing games with his life.
“You think this is a punishment?” Kippy laughed. “I haven’t even begun to make you as miserable as I possibly can.”
“Yeah,” Salem joined in. “That’ll start later.”
Raph rubbed his temples and said, “Just tell me what you came to tell me and go away.”
“Well,” Salem began dramatically. “Since your thick-ass head doesn’t seem to get it, I’m gonna tell you flat out. If you don’t mate with Kiz, he’s gonna die.”
Raph felt like his heart stopped. “But can’t you make it so he can mate someone else—”
“I could…” Salem said, sounding innocent. “But I won’t.”
“Why not?”
“If I did that, Kiz would spend the rest of his life in a severe depression thinking he’s not good enough for anyone.” Salem shivered. “Even his mate. I don’t want any part in that.”
“But I just screwed up somehow,” Raph said, bowing his head in defeat. He wasn’t sure why he’d just been kicked out of the house. What had he said or done that’d landed him in the doghouse?
“Just shut up and let me explain.” Salem sounded so sure of himself, so Raph closed his mouth and nodded his head in submission.
“Good boy,” the god said, flashing a toothy grin at Raph. “Now, let me tell you fact one… Kiz can’t hold a grudge. He’s only pissed for the moment because you accused him of liking another’s bite.” Salem paused before adding, “You hurt his honor.”
Raph recalled the conversation with Egan. He’d said Raph would hurt Kiz…
“I didn’t mean to.” Raph bowed his head in shame. Now he really felt he wasn’t worthy of innocent Kiz.
Raph growled when Kippy lifted his foot and kicked him in the side with his platform boot. “If you don’t bond with him, he’ll die.” Kippy kicked him again.
“Die?” Raph questioned. He managed to catch Kippy’s third kick by grasping his ankle before it made contact. “What are you talking about?”
“Well,” Salem said in an upbeat tone, “every second he spends in heat, the closer he gets to the point his blood will heat and kill him from the inside.” Then with a wicked smile, he added, “Only bonding will stop his pain.”
“Pain?” His head snapped up in shock. Thinking things over, Raph asked, “Why doesn’t he proposition me? If he did, I’d pretty much be forced to accept.”
Salem sighed. “And that’s why he’ll never ask you—he wants you to make the first move because he doesn’t want to lock you into a loveless bonding. You’re gonna be the one who makes the first move toward mating with Kiz. If that is what you decide you want.”
“What if it’s not?”
Salem laughed. “Kid, I know what you want.”
Raph growled at the jab but thought it best not to comment on it. In comparison to the two males beside him, he was very much a child. Raph had only lived a few thousand years. His companions had lived eons. “How can you know what I want? I don’t even know what I want.”
“Yes, you do. Your subconscious has already made the decision when it comes to Kiz.”
“Now act on it, dumb fuck.” Kippy reached over and smacked Raph upside his head.
Raph raised his head to rub out the sting absently. I’ve already made up my mind?
“Shit,” he whispered at the realization. “I want Kiz.”
Thinking deeper, he knew he’d wanted Kiz since the beginning. When he’d seen the other-worlder in his white robe. When Kiz had released barbaric cries of lust during their frenzied love making. When those orange eyes had begged Raph to take the larger male and keep him for all time.
Sitting stationary, he flipped things through his head again and again. He wanted to be with Kiz. He wanted to be with his mate. He wanted to go to him right then and there, but he made himself stay. Kiz needed a minute, so he’d obey his Tibutanian and give him time.
Salem spun in his chair to rest his elbows on the bar top. “There’s more.” Salem placed his hand on Raph’s back. It wasn’t the hand he wanted. “Kiz may be submissive in the sense of receiving, but when it comes to mating, he’s entered ‘animalistic instinct.’ He’ll do everything he can to get you to notice him—to bond. But in the end he’ll wait for you to make a decision till he dies.”
“Take command!” Kippy shouted. Then in a more subdued tone, he gave a wry smirk as he said with a kick to Raph’s side, “He liked when you put those cuffs on him.”
Raph felt his eyes widen to the point that it stung. From beside him, Kippy began to laugh loudly. At the musical quality, Raph pushed the embarrassment aside and grabbed Kippy just as every head in the room turned to him.
Seeing several men begin to walk toward them, Raph was shocked when they paused with a confused expression. Raph watched, amazed, as everyone began to sport the same confused faces.
“Shit,” Raph breathed. “Kippy, you have to be more careful.”
“Let go of me,” Kippy said, kicking Raph. “Salem has me covered.”
Sighing in relief, Raph sank back onto his stool. Kippy needed to watch his laugh. Being of Hantra lineage, on Earth he was the equivalent of a siren—a creature who lured sailors to their death. He was a seducer. He loved tempting men into his trap and having his way with them. That was why there were so many men and women out to get back at Kippy for sleeping with their partner. And it was Raph’s job to protect him.
“Now, where were we?” Kippy said, grabbing the nearest basket of peanuts and began to dig through it. “Oh, yeah. Kiz in handcuffs—”
“Shut it, Kippy.” For the first time, Salem’s tone had an edge to it. Focusing back on Raphael, he said, “Go find Kiz.” Then his little smirk began to grow into a toothy grin. “Something bad might happen to—”
Raph jerked in shock. “Kiz?” he jumped to his feet. “Where is he?”
“Re—lax.” Kippy drew out. “It’s not till later.”
“But—” Raph began.
Salem stared at his nails. “Some advice, Raphael.” The tiny male raised his eyes to Raph’s. “Beware vengeful werewolves.”
Thinking this over, he frowned remembering his talk with Royal. Dwight, the bloodthirsty beast that was after Raph for killing his mate…
For some reason he was having trouble remembering Dwight. The fight he’d had with Isherai guards was legendary. And with Raph’s powers turning on and off with some pesky little god at the switch, Raph wasn’t a hundred percent certain he’d be able to meet the dog blow for blow if they were ever to meet.
 
Chapter Thirteen
 
Kiz sat staring at the wall as if it held all the answers to his problems.
Flopping back on his bed with a groan, he inwardly begged the ceiling to stop his erratic thoughts.
Over reacting. Under reacting. He didn’t seem to have a happy medium. He wished he could stop his obsessing over Raphael. From his kind nature—like taking time out of his schedule to spend it with him—to delaying his pleasure to make sure Kiz was okay. And his most captivating feature of all—when Raph had saved his life after he’d had his throat ripped out. Kiz didn’t remember much of what had happened after Zain had attacked him, but he knew enough to know Raphael was his hero.
Why won’t he bond with me? Why not just ask him to bond instead?
No! I will not trap him into a mating he does not want.
Kiz would wait. But in the meantime, he wanted to find his viscer.
He knew he’d been too harsh. But he wasn’t exactly mad. He just felt upset that Raph thought so little of him. He would always be Kiz’s one and only. He’d rather have his throat ripped out again than take another lover.
Sitting up, he decided he wasn’t going to lay around and sulk. He was going to go find his Fallen Archangel and jump him, hoping he forgave Kiz for being an ass. Then he was going to force Raph to apologize to him. He’d hurt Kiz for thinking he’d enjoyed what Zain had done to him.
Sliding off his bed, he made a break for the door only to pause when he passed by the full-length mirror hanging on his closet door. Seeing his white hair, he smiled and grabbed a hank of it to examine closely. The ghostly color didn’t represent pureness on his planet like it did on Earth. It was more akin to pink. Girly.
Letting the length of hair go, he stared down at his clothes and sighed. His hair might have changed, but the rest of him was just the same.
Opening the door to his closet, he wondered what he had that could change his usual Plain Jane look into something a little more eye catching. I have a mate to seduce.
Spotting a pair of skinny jeans he’d purchased off the internet in the hopes of one day wearing, he tore them off the overhanging shelf at the top and had them on in seconds.
He looked in the mirror as he turned this way and that. Stopping with his back to the looking glass, he lifted his shirt and glanced over his shoulder to examine his backside in the mirror. Kiz couldn’t help but chuckle.
Guessing it looked okay, he turned to face forward and tried to remember what else he’d purchased off the computer that would go with his jeans.
He dug deep, finding the perfect shirt, shoes, and belt.
Once dressed, he went to braid his hair. His hands stalled for a moment before he shook his head and let his arms fall to his sides. He’d wanted to go outside his comfort zone, and letting his hair loose was another step he was willing to take.
Gazing at his reflection, he wondered for a second if the person looking back was really him. Shrugging inwardly, he didn’t really care what he looked like. He felt good about himself, and that was all he guessed mattered. Kiz only wanted Raphael to see him and know what he was giving up by refusing to bond.
Walking out of his room and into the hall, he felt his elated mood begin to slip. With each step he took to the stairwell, he felt his heart sag and wondered if it was too late to go back.
“Kiz?”
Way too late, he thought to himself at the sound of someone calling his name.
Looking up from the ground, Kiz saw the male he knew was named Gritch. He was a gremlin who always seemed to be working the shift Kiz did. Next to Gritch was Nixie, a nymph who seemed even more shy then Kiz was. The two were inseparable. Kiz had never seen one without the other.
“Oh, my gods!” Gritch jubilated, bouncing down the hall toward Kiz. While Gritch was cute in a pretty boy sense, Nixie’s skin appeared to glow under the dim hall light, his turquoise hair flowing behind him somehow managing to make him look like an androgynous model. But if Kiz didn’t already know Nixie was male, he would have sworn the guy was female.
“You look so hot!” Gritch said, drawing Kiz’s attention again.
Feeling his cheeks heat, Kiz gave a small smile. “T’ank you.”
“Oh, I have to show you off,” Gritch said, grabbing Kiz’s hand. “Let’s go down to the bar.”
Gritch dragged him to the stairs, making him feel like a parent being dragged around by an excited toddler. He had to stoop so tiny Gritch’s arm didn’t bend back at an awkward angle.
Running down the steps, Kiz reached the bottom out of breath. Gritch puffed for air as well, while Nixie looked unfazed. Nixie and Gritch might have been as tall as Kiz’s legs, but they both could have probably outrun him any day of the week. He wasn’t into working out like his father.
Moving through the back halls, they took a turn toward the human bar. Kiz felt his stomach flutter at the thought of being in a room full of earthlings that weren’t aware of what he was. Over the years, many people had questioned him about his eyes. Now that they were popular, he said they were colored contacts.
After a pause, he decided running into Gritch and Nixie was a good thing. Word around, Gritch was well liked by just about everyone at the bar. Hopefully Gritch would do most of the talking.
His smile returned as they ran past two hellhounds standing guard so no unsuspecting humans walked through, discovering the realm creatures just on the other side that led to another realm.
Being dragged through the crowd, Kiz wondered where they were going.
“We’re going to hang out with our friends,” Gritch said, smiling at Kiz over his shoulder.
“Huh?” he questioned, wondering how Gritch had known what he was thinking.
“You just asked where we were going.” Gritch laughed as they finally broke through the crowd and paused in front of a table full of people. “Look who I found!”
When everyone at the table paused to face him, Kiz breathed a little easier when he recognized a few of the people at the table.
“Damn,” said a man Kiz knew only as Silver. “Are you Kiz or Koro?”
Nibbling on his lip for a second, he said, “I Kiz.” In his head he wondered how everyone knew his name. He’d rarely talked to anyone but his father and brother.
“Thank the fuck,” Silver groaned dramatically. “No offense, but your brother is a dick.”
“Silver!” Alex, a vampire who didn’t even live at the bar, whispered harshly. “That’s rude.”
“But I’m right,” Silver said, his eyes darting around the room. “Last week I was in the bathroom making out with this really hot guy, and he came in to clean the floor and threw a mop at me.”
Gritch laughed loudly, gaining the attention of the people in the booths on both sides of them.
“It’s not funny!” Silver shouted, slamming his hands dramatically on the table. “I gave the guy my number, but he hasn’t called me at all.”
“Did you sleep with him?” Alex asked, leaning forward, his eyes sparking with enjoyment.
“What does the fact we had sex in the bathroom have to do with him calling me?”
“You are so dumb, Silver!” Gritch said, shoving Kiz down next to Baiya—a shapeshifter—then slid in next to him. “He already got what he wanted, so why the hell would he call you to hook up again?”
“Oh, don’t go acting like a saint!” Silver shot back. “I saw you go into the bathroom with three guys last month.”
“Yeah, to go pee.”
“Guys don’t go pee with each other!” Silver screamed exasperatedly. From the table behind Kiz, several people laughed. Silver shot to his feet and screamed, “Grow up, you fuckheads!”
Suddenly a guy’s face appeared next to Kiz’s. Kiz felt so out of place but decided to keep his mouth shut as the new stranger said, “Calm down, Silver. If your panties are in a bunch, go take care of it. I’m sure one of your girls will keep your spot warm.”
Everyone at the table Kiz sat at started yelling and cussing the guy out. Kiz raised his hand to hide his smile.
“Up yours, Austin!” Silver yelled above all the voices.
“No, baby. Up yours.”
Silver began to crawl up on the table toward Austin. “I’m so telling alpha Iko on you, asshole!”
The table behind Kiz oohed, and almost instantly Austin said, “I’m sorry, Silver. Please don’t tell alpha. That guy’s meaner than master.”
Silver calmed and smiled. “He’s nice to me.”
“And me,” someone said in a quiet voice at Austin’s table.
“Milo, why are you even over there?” Silver said, sliding back into his seat. “You should be over here with ‘us girls.’” Then under his breath, he said, “Asshole.”
“My man Milo is cool unlike you losers.”
Gritch leaned in and whispered in Kiz’s ear, “I think Austin is in love with Milo.”
“What did you say, shrimp?” Austin barked. “What Milo and I have is none of your business.”
All the men at Kiz’s table oohed like the one behind him had only moments earlier.
“Oh!” Alex practically giggled. “He’s blushing. Busted!”
“Shut up!” Austin roared, succeeding in making everyone laugh.
Kiz had no clue what was going on, but the men were lively and interesting.
“Kiz.”
Kiz’s head swiveled toward Raphael. Seeing him stand at the head of the table, Kiz licked his lips as Silver said huskily, “Hello, sexy.”
Hearing a growling sound, it took Kiz a moment to realize it was him. Stopping immediately, he touched his hand to his throat and said, “I not know I make that sound.”
“Well, message received,” Silver said with wide eyes. “I didn’t mean to poach on your territory.”
Not having a clue what that meant, Kiz looked to Gritch who quickly slid from his seat to let Kiz stand.
“It fine,” Kiz said, standing. “He not mine.”
Kiz yelped when Raphael grabbed him around his waist and pulled him into his side. “This male is mine,” Raphael said in a jagged, yet sure voice. “He’s my viscer, and if you fuck with him, I’ll slit your throat and—”
“Raphael!” Kiz yelled, shoving the guy away. “What your problem? They be nice to me!”
“Kiz,” Raphael said, stepping toward him. “I’m sorry. Please don’t be mad.”
Turning to his new friends, he said, “I apologize for him. He not my—” Kiz froze when it suddenly hit him. Turning to Raphael, he asked, “You call me viscer?”
Raph got a sloppy smile and nodded his head. “Will you be mine?”
“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” Austin said, drawing Kiz’s attention. Kiz turned just as the guy slid out of his booth and said, “You let a demon fuck you? That’s like super gross. You should try a werewolf. We’re notorious for our—”
Kiz didn’t give the stranger a chance to finish. Tackling Austin around his midsection, Kiz ended up straddling the guy, repeatedly punching him in the face. “He not demon! He Fallen Archangel. How dare—disrespect—mate! I—”
Kiz cut himself off when he went to punch Austin again and only hit air. A second later, he was surrounded by darkness.
At his black vision, he called out, frightened, “Raphael?”
 
* * * *
 
Breathing in Kiz’s spicy scent, Raph barely managed to hold himself back from doing something stupid. Like dissolve both of their clothes and take Kiz right there. The urge to tackle the bigger guy to the ground and roll around on the grassy bank of the pond he’d taken Kiz to hit him hard.
“Raphael?” Kiz asked after a long pause. “Where you?”
Raph rushed forward and pulled his mate to a standing position, then into his arms. He went to pull away only to have Kiz grab his wrists and hold him in place. “Where we? I not see.”
Lips curving upwards, Raph told him, “We’re about a half hour northwest of Kensington Falls. We’re near a town called Paradise Grove.”
“Paradise Grove?” Kiz questioned.
“Yes.” Raph tapped at his powers, happy to find most of them were there. Pushing energy from his body into Kiz’s, it wasn’t long before Kiz’s vacant stare focused on him before turning away to take in their surroundings.
“Wow,” he gasped, letting go of Raph to walk over to a tree. “My father love it here.”
“How do you like it?”
“I…like it.” Kiz chuckled as he reached out his hand, touching the bark of the tree lightly. “That how I know Father would, also.”
“Have anywhere else you’d like to go?” Raph asked, wanting to make all of Kiz’s dreams come true.
Kiz hesitated. “A moon beach?”
Laughing at Kiz, Raph whisked them to Kippy’s domain where there was a private beach. Up behind them was the impressive stone castle that belonged to Kippy. It was ostentatious, just like its owner.
Feeling Kiz sag in his arms, Raph quickly held tight, asking him, “Are you okay?”
“Yeah,” he said, sounding breathless. Raph knew it took years of space jumping to get used to the belly drop sensation.
Kiz’s body molded to his as he said, “I feel like an akonona is sat on my chest.”
Word not registering in his head, Raph had to ask, “A what?”
Puffing out an amused sound, Kiz clarified, “My home, um, well, a animal like…a elephant?”
Raph smiled as he hugged his mate harder. “So,” he said, turning Kiz to see where he’s brought them. “How do you like the view?”
Raph could hear the smile in Kiz’s voice as he said, “My father like view too.”
“What about you, Kiz?”
“Yes,” he breathed, stepping forward. “I… I like to touch water. That okay?”
Letting go of Kiz, Raph told him, “Do as you wish. I’ll let you have the full experience and let you take off your shoes on your own.”
Kiz covered his mouth as he laughed. Raph wanted to comment on his viscer’s obsessive need to hide his laughter. It wasn’t right for people to hide their real laughs. Raph wanted to push it into his mate’s head to laugh loud and proud.
Watching Kiz sit and remove his shoes, Raph stood by, transfixed, as Kiz set his shoes aside and began to meticulously roll up his pant legs. Raph then jumped into gear when Kiz finished, rushing over to help him to his feet.
When Raph reached out a hand, Kiz peered up at him with a look that made it hard for him to breathe. When Kiz finally grabbed a hold of his palm, Raph’s skin prickled over his entire being.
When he had Kiz on his feet, Raph followed him down the beach like a puppy, not caring when he walked into the surf fully clothed in an Armani suite.
Kiz laughed as the cool water washed up onto his feet. He ventured out, wading through the water like a small kid—the wonder in his eyes sparkling in the moonlight, highlighting his innocent curiosity.
Raph had thought Kiz sexy when he’d first spotted his viscer in the bar. Now with the look of utter enjoyment having taken over his features made Raph realize that Kiz really was both handsome and beautiful all rolled in one.
Handsome outside with a beautiful inner soul. Lovely out and strong within…
He’d tapped into Kiz’s head back in the forest and had learned it’d been the first time Kiz had seen a tree. Raph had been so worried when he’d heard Kiz gasp, he couldn’t help but reenter Kiz’s brain. And when he had, he’d fed on Kiz’s childlike innocence. He had touched the tree and felt certain it was saying hello. The thought had made it almost impossible for Raph to keep his hands to himself.
Now he knew fate really did have it wrong. No one as sweet as Kiz should be paired with someone as monstrous as him.
I wish Father see this…
As the words floated into Raph’s head, it was followed by Kiz wishing, especially, to show his brother. Kiz thought that if Koro saw what Kiz was seeing, his brother might like Earth more—and perhaps Kiz as well.
Raph frowned and was about to ask why he wanted Koro to like him so much. Instead, he decided to be more delicate. He didn’t want to come right out and say, I was reading your thoughts even after promising I wouldn’t…
Thinking quickly, Raph asked, “Do you remember much about Tibu?”
“Tibu?” he said absently with a shrug. “Reese’s and Pieces.” He stopped before bursting out laughing. “Sorry, that candy.”
Then like magic, his smile faded. “I remember bits and pieces,” Kiz said, a sudden edge to his tone. “No-ting worth to speak about. I like Earth better.”
“What do you like about it?” Raph asked, getting sidetracked. I’ll ask about Koro later.
“I like freedom.” Kiz laughed, kicking his leg up and splashing himself. “Here I say and do what I like. I no know if Earth has word. Tibu like, um, government total control?”
“Totalitarian?” Raph supplied.
“I not know,” Kiz said, his gaze becoming less focused. “I remember Father always in trouble. I no meet him till I eight human years. He in trouble for his sciency stuff. He write paper they got mad at. He sent to camp.” Kiz paused. “Only reason he not killed because he knew people in high places—as Earth people say.”
“That must have been hard.”
Kiz shrugged. “I think it hard on brother. Koro blame our dad for our mom die. Father came back home after camp, and few months later Mother got sick.”
At the seriousness of the conversation, Raph decided to change it. “I collect clocks.” They fell silent for a time, before Kiz doubled over in laughter, making Raph frown. “Why is that funny?” he asked in a serious tone.
“You not try to make me laugh?”
“No. what’s funny about clocks?”
This time, Kiz’s laughter was more subdued. Raph immediately let his embarrassment die when he noticed Kiz hadn’t covered his mouth. “Nothing,” Kiz said, facing Raph. His hair whipped about him in the light breeze, making Kiz look like a sea nymph. The species were typically small, but Raph loved tall, sexy men to bend to his will. “I just find funny we go from talk about my dead mother to clocks collecting. I no see that coming.”
Frowning, Raph hadn’t seen it like that. They’d been sharing, and he thought giving some information about himself and not his race was relevant. “I’m sorry.” Raph bowed his head. “That was very rude.”
“No,” Kiz sighed. “It not. We not real talked of you.” He paused and corrected, “Talk about you. We not talk much of you.”
“Huh? I feel like all we’ve done is talk about me.”
“Really?” Kiz said, tilting his head back, sounding amused. “It felt same for me.”
“Well, you mentioned you liked to crochet. What else do you like to do?”
“Um,” Kiz said, sounding thoughtful. “Oh! I like to drawing. But I no any good. I not being modest. Stick people and bubbly letters are my…specialty.”
Raph let loose a barking laugh. “Well, you’ll have to draw me sometime.”
Appearing mischievous, Kiz said flirtatiously, “I know not how draw clothes, so…”
“As long as you draw me like a peace sign and show it off to your friends, I’ll be content.”
At Raph’s words, Kiz’s face scrunched in confusion. “You want me draw circle ‘round you?” Raph had to bite back his laughter. “I no get it.”
“Imagine,” Raph began as he extended his arms above him, hands clasped. “No circle. Just me with my legs apart and my—” He paused, trying to come up with a word that Kiz would understand.
“Oh!” Kiz shouted. “I get it.”
“Get what?” He wanted to hear naughty words come from Kiz. The other-worlder had been so timid in the beginning, but now he was hanging out with people he didn’t know and kicking the shit out of werewolves.
Kiz is changing. Raph couldn’t decide if he were changing for the good. Am I a positive influence? Or am I—
Kiz giggled. “You may be big—” He motioned to Raph’s crotch. “—but I not think you penis will pass as third leg.”
Raph’s lips slowly curved into a smile. There he was—Raph’s naughty Tibutanian.
“Yeah, but your friends don’t know that.”
“Shut up,” Kiz said with a wide smile.
Raph blinked. “Did you really just tell me to shut up?”
“Yes.” he smiled flirtatiously. “What you do about it?”
The grin on Kiz’s face made Raph want to sing. Especially when Kiz thought, Wow, what gotten to me? I wanna kiss. Kiss me, you idiot! Come on, self, open mouth and command Raph to kiss you!
Raph materialized behind Kiz at hearing his viscer’s scattered thoughts. Latching onto Kiz, he flashed them both back to dry land.
Lust crashing over Raph, he groaned when he felt it double fold from still being mentally linked to Kiz.
He then felt like he’d gotten sideswiped by a bulldozer at the next wave of longing sliced through him. Oh, he touch me. Touch me all over!
Both he and Kiz went jelly-boned at the same time, falling onto the sand. Getting lost in the sensation, it finally became too much, making Raph pull away from Kiz mentally, panting desperately for air.
“Fuck, Kiz,” he said, still gasping. “Is that what you are feeling all the time?”
Wriggling in his grasp, Kiz managed to turn to face Raph with a pained expression. “I so hot, Raphael.”
“What should I—”
“Hey, you kids! Get the fuck off my beach!”
Letting loose a sound that wasn’t at all human—or angelic for that matter—Raph turned to Kippy and shouted, “Go the fuck away, Kipper!”
“No,” Kippy said, flopping down on the other side of Kiz. He then went as far as to toss not only his arm over Kiz, but his leg. “Let’s fuck him together, Raph.”
Seeing red, Raph flashed Kiz to his room at Hell’s Mouth while he planned how he was going to kill Kippy.
“What the fuck is your problem?” he growled, thinking of how to grab Kippy’s throat and the amount of pressure it took to crush the male’s windpipe.
“I told you I was going to make your life a living hell not even an hour ago.”
When he missed Kippy’s jugular, Raph cursed when the god flashed behind him and whispered, “I was up in the house and felt lonely. Bring Kiz back. I wanna play with him.”
Twisting, Raph lunged just as Kippy space jumped out of his reach. “I can play this game all night, little boy.”
Glancing up with what he was sure was a feral expression, Raph unhinged his jaw, showing off his fangs. He planned to play the game just long enough to rip off Kippy’s head.
 
Chapter Fourteen
 
Kiz waited in his bedroom all night for Raph to return.
When morning came, he was still too vamped to sleep. So he decided he wanted to do something out of his norm. On his days off he liked to crochet while a movie played in the background. But tonight, he felt like changing things up a bit.
The exploration of his sexual fantasies would have to wait—assuming Raphael showed his face again. 
When the words sexual and Raphael entered his head, his insides solidified, making it hard for him to do anything other than collapse on his bed and masturbate.
“No!” he shouted as he jumped to his feet. “I go to gym and beat crap out some’ting.”
Once in the hall, he wanted to curse when Koro’s bedroom door opened, his brother poking his bald head out. “Oh, you’re back.”
Wanting to roll his eyes, Kiz held back, knowing it would set Koro off on a tangent. Instead, he stared blankly at his twin and said, “Yeah.”
“Um,” Koro began, opening the door wider till he stood awkwardly just inside the threshold. “You mind if we talk for a minute?”
Feeling a wave of shame hit him, Kiz nodded. “Yeah. You wanna go in room?”
Kiz tilted his head in confusion when Koro leaned his head slightly of his room, his bloodshot eyes twitching as he looked up and down the hall. Kiz couldn’t help but notice his twin’s cheeks were sunken more than normal.
“Is you all right?” he asked nervously. He’d never seen his brother like this.
“Huh?” Koro said edgily, eyes cast down at his black boots then back to Kiz. “Yeah—just—”
Koro stopped. His jaw dropped. His hand rose, his index finger pointing at Kiz. “You—you, your hair!” Koro jerked away. “You had sex with a man!”
Kiz’s control snapped. “What your problem, Koro?” He then switched to Tibutani. “Ever since we moved to Earth you’ve become a complete dick. I’m sick of you always putting me down.”
“You broke the law!”
“Is that it?” Kiz said angrily. “You’ve hated me all these years because I’m gay? Well, get the fuck over it, asshole! So what that I like to lay with men. I don’t give a shit what you or anyone else says. I like it. It feels amazing. And what happens between me and my mate is our business. Not yours!”
Koro’s eyes widened for a second as he breathed in English, “Mate? That patron fuck is your mate?”
Holding his head up high, Kiz said, “Yes. I his.”
“You’re…his,” Koro said. Then seeming to jolt out of his daze, he shouted, “Kiz, no! He’s yours! I could forgive you for fucking another guy because fate is a coldhearted bastard and settled you with a male mate. But you saying you belong to a guy is just—”
Kiz growled, feeling more frustrated than he ever had. “I not mean it like that. I not his property.”
“But you are!” Koro screamed. “You’re the girl. Kiz, he owns you.”
“Raphael not own me!” Kiz tried to keep his body from shaking. “And even he did, I no care.” He paused. “I-I love him.”
“Love isn’t real, Kizia,” Koro said nastily, his vision falling on Kiz’s hair. “Now you’ve crossed the line of no return… And your betrayal to our family has already ruined us.”
Feeling himself mentally shutter, Kiz was certain to keep his outer appearance neutral. Hurt swirled inside him. Kiz wanted desperately to get along with his brother. Like it’d been before Kiz had been outed to the Tibutanian government. Before Kiz had told Koro and their father that he liked males. And before Koro had distanced himself from Kiz when they’d been children after their mother died.
Koro’s furious expression went over Kiz’s shoulder a second before he shouted, “Kiz, look out!”
Feeling something connect with the back of his head, he fell forward, landing on his face, his teeth chomping on his inner cheek. Feeling his head spin, he was distantly aware of the sounds of men grunting.
Kiz shook his head as he looked up finding a man going toe to toe with his brother.
“Stay out of this,” the man snarled. “This is between me, the demon, and the demon’s mate.”
“Like I’m going to let you take my fucking brother, you piece of shit,” Koro said, shocking Kiz. “He’s mine to torture. You can go suck a cock, ass sniffer.”
The man lunged at Koro, his brother charging to meet the guy in much the same way. But as the two clashed, Koro was shoved back against the wall. Hearing Koro grunt, Kiz jumped to his feet—on pure adrenaline—and ran up behind the guy, wrapping his arm around the broad-shouldered man’s neck.
Succeeding in making the stranger let go of his brother, Kiz got the breath knocked out of him when the attacker backed up to the opposite wall, smashing Kiz against it. “Koro,” he shouted. “Go ‘eget help!”
“And be labeled a coward for running away from a fight?” Koro shouted, running at them, kicking the guy in the stomach. “You’re out of your fucking mind!”
The guy doubled over for a second before slamming Kiz back against the wall again and again.
“Korozia!” Kiz begged.
When his brother didn’t listen, he squeezed his arm tighter around his assailant—having no clue what he was doing. He’d never fought a day in his life. He was a lover. Not a beat the crap out of a stranger kind of man. Even if that stranger had attacked him first.
But because the guy had dragged his brother in to it, Kiz knew he had to do something besides cower in the corner. He and his brother may not get along, but Koro was still family.
Kiz would fight to the death if he had to.
 
* * * *
 
Raph had to do things manually and walk up the stairs to Kiz’s room. All his powers allowed him was to space jump into the portal room at Hell’s Mouth. The next time I see Salem, I’m kicking the guy’s ass. Kippy’s too. They were the ones messing with him.
Raph had given up catching Kipper about five minutes in from exhaustion. Kipper had then left him stranded on the beach, his powers blocking him from doing a thing.
Cold and wet, he’d passed out on the beach, waiting for something to happen. When his powers had reappeared, he’d been both relieved and apprehensive. Someone, or something, was blocking him again.
Now with each step he felt sand rubbing his skin raw under his sopping wet clothes. Each time his shoe hit the wooden step it made a squishing sound.
Laboring upward, his body begged him to stop and rest a while. But he trudged on, telling himself to keep going, for the prize to come was well worth the discomfort.
He planned on finding Kiz and taking his viscer into hibernation with him for at least a month. Take him away from meddling gods and just enjoy each other.
But even though they connected physically, Raph was surprised he enjoyed talking with Kiz. He loved Kiz’s broken English, his accent unrecognizable yet the sexiest Raph had ever known.
“You are out of your fucking mind!”
Hearing the voice carry down the stairwell, Raph couldn’t place it.
Then a voice he most certainly knew called out desperately, “Korozia!”
Nausea swamped in his gut. From the few glimpses Raph had plucked from Kiz’s brain, he’d learned Kiz and Koro’s relationship wasn’t where Kiz wished it would be. Kiz loved his brother, but Koro pushed him away at every opportunity.
Anger spiking his chest, Raph continued climbing, only now on a warpath. Hearing the sound of grunting males—more than just Kiz and Koro—his heart began to beat wildly.
Once he made it to the fifth floor, his eyes darted down the hall. He spotted not just Kiz and his twin, but also another hulking beast-like man that may have matched them in height but far surpassed them in girth.
Seeing Kiz’s white hair draped over the stranger, Raph shouted as he charged forward. “Kiiiiiz!”
Raph perked when he saw Kiz trying to choke the man. The other-worlder cried out when his attacker slammed him back against the wall. The brunt force of the blow made Raph seethe as he dashed forward, ready to slit the man’s throat and watch the light leave his eyes.
As he neared, he was shocked to see how hard Koro was working to try take down their attacker. It was obvious neither brother had much experience with fighting. But Raph guessed they were doing well enough against a man that had to have at least a hundred pounds of muscle in contrast to their wiry frames. Especially Koro with his gaunt cheeks and baggy shirt draped over one of his bony shoulders.
Getting close, Raph was almost certain the man attacking his mate was a hellhound. Images flashed through Raph’s head. They were so unexpected he ran blindly down the hall.
Dwight!
Raph knew the male attacking Kiz was the hellhound Royal had warned him about. The one whose mate he thought Raph had killed.
As his powers took over his entire being, Raph shoved the visions away to focus on the male who was in fact a werewolf-vampire hybrid and whose real mate was at that moment in the building.
Running up to Dwight, Raph grabbed Kiz and jerked his viscer away, tossing him down the hall. Hearing his mate hit the ground, he cussed and prayed Kiz would forgive him later. Feeling teeth latch onto his neck, Raph’s mindsight dragged him down like an undertow.
Raph breathed a sigh at the solution to the quell the hybrid’s rage. And it lay in the hands of a timid little nymph named Nixie.
“Kizia!” he shouted, not taking his eyes off his mate. The teeth in his neck sent agony pulsing down his body, but he didn’t let up, knowing Dwight was losing his urge to kill.
Feeling blood soak his already soiled clothes, Raph fought his hardest to not crack Dwight's neck. But he knew from his powers that something catastrophic would happen if he did. He knew in his bones that he had to interfere in Dwight and Nixie’s lives or Nixie would most likely do something he regretted—like kill himself. That would be the future if Raph didn’t meddle. He hated to intervene, but in this case…
Raph couldn’t see very far in the future like Salem, but he saw enough to keep him out of trouble.
“Kizia!” he called again.
“What?” Kiz’s voice sounded raw. “What I do?”
“Go find Nixie!”
Kiz shook his head, his hair slicked to his scalp with sweat, blood seeping from his nose. “Why?”
“Don’t question me.”
Kiz’s eyes narrowed. “What he do? How he help?”
Raph’s body tensed, arousal rearing its ugly head at Kiz’s attempt to out alpha him. He wanted desperately to show Kiz who the real alpha was. But it wasn’t the right time.
He grit his teeth. “Nixie is a nurse, Kiz.”
“I get Zain—”
“Zain is—” He stopped, not sure how to tell Kiz that he’d put the doctor into a semi coma. He shrugged it off mentally, trying to focus on what he needed to do. But all he could focus on were his pulsating neck, ragged, gasping breaths, and his sexy-as-sin viscer.
Shoving everything he felt—emotionally and physically—aside, he bit out none to nicely, “Not Zain. Get Nixie!”
With a concerned expression, it took less than five seconds before Kiz nodded and left to find the nymph.
Raph felt horrible for what he would be forced to put Nixie through, but he had to. Raph normally didn’t care much about others’ emotions, but after meeting Kiz he felt like a door had opened, letting empathy enter his soul. It wasn’t open vary far, but it was far enough to tell that he was changing.
He’d do anything for Kiz. He’d cut off his own ear to prove his love.
Whatever Kiz wanted—Raphael would get. And thing one was taking Koro out of the equation. With a single thought, Koro was in his bed and in a very deep sleep.
Problem one solved.
Now to begin the real work.
 
* * * *
 
Kiz was confused. He and his brother had been attacked along with Raphael. Then Raph had sent him to find Nixie. What does my mate plan?
When he’d returned with the nymph, Kiz had been shocked when his attacker—Dwight—had then turned and tried to attack Nixie.
Now the monstrous man slouched against a wall, unconscious by Raphael’s powers. Kiz had feared for Nixie when a stone-like Raphael had threatened the poor, defenseless nymph to care for Dwight till he was better…
Kiz could feel Nixie’s fearful energy as his eyes flittered from Raphael to the passed-out hellhound. Dwight was breathing heavily through his mouth, his nose bent at an odd angle as his closed eyes twitched beneath his lids. He was soaked in blood, most of which belonged to Raphael.
Kiz had been shocked when Dwight had latched on to Raphael. Even more so when Raphael didn’t even appear to fight back. He’d just stared at Kiz with a worried expression. When he’d tried to help, Raphael had shouted at him to stay away.
Nixie’s pleading eyes then fell on Kiz as he begged, “Please, Kiz. Don’t let your mate do this to me. I-I can’t do it.”
Kiz looked at the new Raph, fearful for Nixie. The Fallen Archangel had threatened to kick Nixie out of the bar if he didn’t follow Raph’s command to care for Dwight till the hellhound-hybrid was able to care for himself.
“You are a nurse in training, no?” Raph practically sneered.
“Y-yes,” Nixie said, lifting his hand and biting on his nail. “B-but I can’t. Have Dr. Za—”
Kiz jumped when Raph barked. “You will obey!”
Tears began to spill from Nixie’s eyes. His tiny body shook in obvious fright as his eyes flittered over Dwight. Kiz clearly saw an array of emotions on Nixie’s face—fear, fear, and more fear. But… Kiz squinted. Nixie look like he glow brighter…
“Leave us, Nixie,” Raph said in a deadened tone, making Kiz jump. “Like I said, I’ll have Dwight delivered to your room with supplies to—” He flashed a murderous look at Dwight. “—patch him up.”
Kiz wanted to slap Raphael for putting the tearful expression on the nymph’s face. But Kiz knew from the way his viscer was acting that he would lose the fight.
Nixie gave out a cry as he turned and fled down the hall to his room. Once he was out of ear shot, Kiz turned to Raph, frightened that Raph’s cold demeanor was his actual self.
“Raphael,” he said, looking back down to the ground. “Why you make Nixie care of mean man who ‘tacked me, my brother, and you? You saw dog man go after Nixie. He go-to hurt Nixie.”
“No,” Raph said in a surprisingly soft tone. “Dwight will never hurt Nixie.”
“How you know?”
“Because they are viscers,” Raph said as he turned to Kiz. “Dwight is part hellhound and part vampire,” Raph said, reaching out and grabbing Kiz’s hand. “Each species has its own rules when it comes to bonding. He has two beasts inside that make him fanatical in the need to guard. He’ll protect Nixie till he dies.”
Raph stepped into Kiz and hugged him tightly. Kiz laughed on a sob and clutched his mate tightly, not ever wanting to let go.
He wanted so badly to say he loved Raph aloud, but he couldn’t make himself say it.
“Kiz?” Raph questioned. “What’s wrong?”
“Nothing,” he, said squeezing Raph harder—why he no read my mind? “I’m just so happy you aren’t being a, uh, dick to me.”
“Why would I be a dick to you?”
Kiz shook his head as he pulled away from his mate. “You different when talk to others.”
“That’s because I don’t like other people.”
Kiz’s chest began to heave slightly as he tried to breath more air. “B-b… you like me?”
Raph leaned in and pecked Kiz on the lips. He then whispered, “Of course I like you. if I didn’t I wouldn’t be here talking with you.”
Kiz smiled against Raph’s lips. “You wanna shower in room?” Kiz grew serious as he eyed Raph in wonderment. “What happen your neck hurt?”
“Huh?” he said, raising a hand to touch his neck. “Oh. Neck wound. It’s an angel quirk. Most heal within an hour—depending on the severity of the wound. We’re a resilient race.”
“Thank goodness.” Kiz’s body sagged. But then he perked. “Shower?”
Raph’s reply was grasping Kiz’s hand and dragging him toward their room. Raph peeked over his shoulder and said with a smile, “You read my mind, viscer.” Then as an afterthought, he asked, “Where Koro?”
 
Chapter Fifteen
 
Kiz stood by the bar, all too aware of the men checking him out. He wasn’t as oblivious as he pretended. But out of all the eyes on his scantily clad body, he knew the one pair of violet orbs he wished were there were not.
Once the bartender filled his serving tray with drinks, Kiz lifted it and pasted a smile on his face as he slid away from the counter to mingle with the bar patrons.
Weaving through the crowd, Kiz felt—for the first time ever—comfortable in his own skin. 
Walking back to his new friends, Kiz was so happy they had accepted him openly—even after beating up Austin. All their personalities seemed to click. Kiz had never had friends growing up on Tibu. He was still a little shy around them, but with each day he grew bolder. Their company was the only thing keeping him sane at that moment.
Kiz hung to sanity by his pinky. He didn’t know how much longer he could last without bonding with Raphael. His blood coursed through his veins like magma. His sensitivity to touch seemed to have tripled, causing him to shake and quiver with excitement every time he brushed something inanimate.
But when he brushed up against some sleaze ball trying to flirt with him, it made Kiz want to vomit.
Looking around the bar he saw his dad chatting with another man from Tibu. At the sight, Kiz once again became worried. Koro had been missing for over a week. No one knew where he was. His room had been torn apart, but they had no leads. Kiz feared he’d never see his twin again. 
“Will you ever forgive me?”
Kiz jumped at the suddenness of Zain’s question. Facing the Andarian, Kiz sighed at the doctor’s expression of guilt. 
Kiz laughed, resulting in Zain glancing down with a deep frown and saddened eyes. “Zain,” Kiz said on a sigh. “I ar-etty forgive, dummsy.”
Zain grimaced as their eyes locked together. “I don’t deserve your forgiveness. In fact, I’ve asked for a transfer, so you’ll never have to see me again.”
“Huh?”
“I’m going to Winow Hospital.”
“Winow?” Kiz said, befuddled. “They only do Magic Kin on the staff, no?”
For the first time, Zain got a small smile and a faraway look. “I’m here legally, so if they try anything I have the right to pursue justice and what not. Plus, Salem said it would be worth the trouble.”
Kiz’s mouth quirked up on one side as he thought he knew what that meant. Raphael had explained that Salem was playing several games—foremost, Love Connection—among others that were far more terrifying. Raph wouldn’t elaborate on any of them…
So if Salem liked to play matchmaker, Kiz was certain he was directing Zain in the direction of his mate. Just like Salem had done by making Kiz volunteer himself to Raphael. In fact, Kiz’s father had told he’d known everything from the beginning—except the disappearance of Koro. But that said, his father didn’t seem too worried.
Kiz hoped Salem was playing “games” with Koro, too. He wanted nothing more than his family to be as happy with their mates as he was with his…
Seeing the goofy grin on Zain’s face, Kiz saw why he’d had a crush on the doctor for so long. His breathtaking green eyes were soft, yet when they were locked on Kiz’s, it felt like he was staring into Kiz’s soul.
Guessing that was something to keep to himself, he said genuinely, “I wish you luck, Zain. I sure you be great mate.”
Zain sighed as he looked down at his feet, once again appearing sad. “I sure hope so.”
Kiz felt his heart sag on Zain’s behalf. He didn’t know how to make the man feel better.
Zain’s smile returned. “I even got his name.”
Kiz frowned. “Whose name?”
“My mate…Yvalon.” Zain spoke the name in a whisper.
Kiz smiled for his friend. Zain’s spine straightened as he said, “I’ve got a mate to hunt.” Zain bowed to Kiz. “I hope we meet again.”
“Me too.”
Watching the man walk away, Kiz was startled once again at Salem’s voice. “Hey, Kiz.” Turning, he found the tiny man standing there looking bored as he examined his nails. “Be a dear and tell Raphael I’m done messing with him. I got the outcome I was looking for.” He got a huge grin. “I’ll let Raph run things for a while.” Then almost as an afterthought, “Oh, and tell him I’m done translating your thoughts for him.”
“Okay,” Kiz said, words churning in his head. Kiz figured the little god was hard at work messing with everyone’s life for his own nefarious purposes. Kiz guessed when you live for eternity, you must do something to entertain yourself.
Salem’s expression turned from drab to amused. Having to know, he was about to say, Why did you make Koro volunteer too when you knew Raphael was my mate?
Before he could vocalize, Salem smirked, winked, and vanished.
Shaking his head, feeling slightly confused, his body went on alert when he heard the entire bar room become eerily silent. Turning about, Kiz’s eyes roved over every inhabitant till he landed on his mate. Giving Raph a once over, he felt his mouth go agape at seeing Raph dressed in ceremonial robes for mating rituals on Tibu.
Raphael had on a red cloak with his hair flowing freely. Kiz swore he saw a halo looming over his head for a second, but upon blinking, it was gone. My archangel.
Walking up to Kiz, Raph kneeled in front of him and said flawlessly in Kiz’s native tongue, “You hold my heart.”
Collapsing to his knees as well, Kiz looked amazedly at Raphael. “I wish for you to be my mate and I wish to be yours. I want you to be my everything. Will you accept my offer to bond?”
Kiz nodded, on the verge of tears. “Yes! I accept your offer and wish to seal it—” He’d been practicing the phrase in English for a week. He didn’t want to sound like a simpleton. But he’d stupidly never thought of what to seal his bonding with.
“With sex!” someone shouted from somewhere in the room.
“Ooh!” someone else exclaimed a second before everyone began to shout out ideas.
Kiz looked at his mate and bit the bullet, knowing what he really wanted. “I wish to seal deal with—” He closed his eyes in fear. “—granting my father and brother amnesty.” He gasped. “And I promise I make you happiest male in universe.”
Peeking through his lashes, he saw his mate’s nostrils flare as Raphael half shouted without looking away from Kiz, “You didn’t tell him, Yath?”
Kiz look questioningly at his father who smiled and said in their language, “He already made me a citizen. I was planning to tell you when you were properly mated. I wanted to tell, but I decided it might sway your decision to bond. I want you to do what you wish and not feel obligated.”
Kiz bit his lip. His father was an amazing person. He wished he could be like his father. He was amazing. He was Kiz’s hero.
Nodding to his father, he turned to his mate. “Brother?”
Raphael’s eyes flashed gold before returning to purple. “I can’t…”
When he trailed off, Kiz grew scared. “He okay?”
“I don’t know.”
“But Salem say to me he done messing with you.”
The Fallen Archangel’s lip twitched. “Someone with powers greater than mine are at work. Powers greater than maybe Salem and Egan combined. All I can sense is that Koro is very much alive.”
Feeling tears escape from his eyes, Kiz looked back at Raphael and leaned in to whisper in his mate’s ear, “I change request.” He licked his lips. “I want you and me in our room and roll around with me on bed.”
As Kiz pulled away, he saw Raph smiling wickedly a second before they were teleported from the bar up to the room they now shared. Laughing joyously, Kiz took a step back and spread his arms to present himself.
Raph eyed him with a growl. “You’ve been torturing me with those skimpy clothes for a week now.”
Kiz turned and pulled his long flowing hair to one side of his neck to expose his back through the mesh top he wore. Looking over his shoulder, he gazed upon his mate’s stunned expression and asked him, “Like?”
Raphael took a step forward and tentatively placed his fingertips along Kiz’s spine over the see-through fabric. From his spine, Raphael’s hand spread out along one of the angel wings Kiz had tattooed on his back.
“They’re beautiful,” his mate breathed.
When Kiz felt Raphael’s hand slide down and then go up under his shirt, his skin prickled as Raph pulled the top off over his head. Kiz closed his eyes as his pleasure unfurled at his mate’s touch.
Raph caressed him and gently placed a kiss to the base of Kiz’s neck.
Kiz smiled happily as he turned to face his mate saying, “They my gift to you. But also—” He tried to pull away, but Raphael wouldn’t let him go. “I want give you mating gift I made. I not leave room, Raph.”
Raphael growled, pulling Kiz closer. He then kissed him chastely before letting go with a grumble. Kiz stumbled back with a gulp, trying to remember what he’d planned to do. When it clicked, he slinked over to his nightstand and pulled out the box that had lived in the top drawer for years.
Turning back to Raphael, he tried to recall every word the sanctuary English teacher had told him to say as he handed his mate the box, “On Tibu, it—customary—to give a gift to fated mate.”
“Yes,” Raph said with a smile. “That’s what your father said.”
“So you know one customs is mark body.” Raph nodded. “The other is a material object. The wings because you Fallen Archangel. And—” He gulped. “I-I make this long time ‘go. It stupid, but I always plan to give my other half.”
Raph grinned as he ripped open the box and pulled out the poorly crafted scarf. Laughing nervously, Kiz explained, “I know it look bad. It was first thing I crocheted. At time I was so, so proud of it, but now…I feel stupid give it to you.”
Running his fingers over the blue cotton yarn, his mate smiled brighter. “I love it. And not to mention now I don’t feel so bad about giving you your gift.”
Kiz laughed and perked up at the confession. “You got me gift?”
Raphael nodded as he began to pull off his ceremonial gown. He let it fall to the ground, and he turned to show off the breath-taking tattoo on his back.
Kiz reached out, running his fingers over the breathtaking shoreline to a blue ocean with a moon in the midnight sky.
“It beautiful.”
“Yeah?” He turned. “Now I’ll give you your other gift.”
Kiz placed his hands, one on top of the other, over his chest. Raph held out his hand, and a second later a small red rectangular jewelry box appeared. Kiz’s inner delight bubbled as he took the present and opened the velvet case. He gasped when he saw a black feather attached to a string of buttery leather, adorned with a few orange glass beads and topped with a small clip.
Kiz pulled the plume out and looked at his mate questioningly for Raphael to explain. “It’s one of my primary feathers,” he said, taking the box from Kiz and setting it down on the nightstand. “I chose the orange beads to match your eyes.”
Kiz held it over his heart, feeling happier than he ever had in his life. “Thank yous, Raphael.”
Stepping forward, his mate took the feather from his hand and clipped it to a chunk of Kiz’s hair. “You don’t have to wear it in your hair,” he said, staring deep into Kiz’s eyes. “You can pin it to your belt or stick it in your pocket. Or if you don’t like it, you can just put it in a drawer for safe keeping.”
Nodding his head, Kiz gazed down at his mate. After a few seconds of just staring at each other, Kiz began to nibble on his lip. “So, um… About rolling on bed…” Raphael chuckled, making Kiz frown. “No laugh, you meanie!”
This just made Raphael laugh all the harder. Kiz growled, picking up his mate, walking him toward the bed. Falling into a tangle of limbs, Kiz pinned the smaller male and said, “You forget I bigger.”
Raphael hissed as once again Kiz’s body grew a mind of its own. He rolled to the edge of the bed, and his arms went up over his head as Raphael spread Kiz’s legs to settle between them.
“And you…” Raph began dramatically, pressing Kiz into the mattress. “You forget that I can possess you and bend you to my will.”
Kiz laughed. “So this demonic possession?”
Suddenly Kiz’s head went hazy. A second later, or at least he thought it to be a second, Kiz opened his eyes and looked around, confused to be on all fours in the middle of the bed. He was even more confused when he found he was completely naked with Raphael draped over him.
“That,” Raphael laughed, “was demonic possession.”
Peeking over his shoulder, Kiz smiled and told them, “We have to try more later.”
Raphael wagged his eyebrows said, “Definitely.”
 
* * * *
 
Draping himself over Kiz’s back, Raph hugged his viscer’s middle. Hearing Kiz moan, he shoved his lower half against Kiz’s round ass.
“Oh, Raph, tsss,” his Tibutanian hissed.
The sound had Raph thrusting harder as he dry-humped his mate.
Kiz laughed and said, “I not think this count as roll ‘round.”
Raph’s lips curved as he flopped over on his side and begin to roll like a log with Kiz. Kiz laughed heartily till the elated sound was suddenly halted. Raph would’ve thought he had done something wrong had he not felt the overwhelming sense of peace himself.
He hadn’t even known he was so on edge. One minute the weight of the world had been sitting upon him, and the next he felt like he lounged on a mountain of cotton candy.
Cotton candy? he thought. There he had his mate, hot and ready beneath him, and he was thinking about cotton candy?
Needing to know how Kiz felt about the situation, he felt guilty as he tapped into his lover’s head. hearing a string of nonsense words, he had to ask, “Why are you thinking in Tibutani?”
Kiz’s brows pinched. “I always think in Tibutani.” Then he smiled wryly. “Ha! Salem say to me he no translate my thoughts for you.”
Raph frowned. Salem had been translating for him? He didn’t quite know how he felt about not being able to read his mate’s mind. But after a few seconds, he decided it was probably for the best.
After some thought, he felt like it was actually a good thing. This way Kiz wouldn’t feel violated by Raph’s ability to hear what was going on in his head.
Raph pulled away, deciding to get to business and manifested a bottle of lube. Raph needed to enter his mate to consummate their union.
Quickly popping the lube’s lid, he poured a liberal amount making sure to coat all his fingers. Kiz sighed happily when Raph began to probe Kiz’s entrance.
Raph felt a rumble in his chest. Okay, did I just say probing about my alien viscer?
Shaking off his amusement, he penetrated Kiz’s warm silky sheath further. He was sure to drench every inch with his slicked fingers.
Kiz yowled and arched his back wantonly. When Raph knew for certain his mate was ready, he pulled out, smearing the rest of the lube that still coated his fingers onto his cock.
Then ever so slowly, he pushed inside his viscer. They groaned simultaneously at the sheer heavenliness. Kiz was so hot and inviting, it made Raph’s head spin.
Kiz’s hand shot back, grabbing onto Raph’s hair and pulling him closer. Kiz’s head turned till their lips collided together in a passionate kiss. Rocking into Kiz gently, Raph reached up a hand to grab a hold of his lover’s chin to angle him better to delve his tongue inside. His head swam at the smoothness.
He became so lost in his desire that he felt his wings magically release from his back. The sensation usually made his back burn, but at the moment, his whole body was on fire.
With his wings enveloping both Raph and Kiz, darkness encased them as Raph plunged harder into his viscer.
The vice-like flesh gripping his dick in pulsing waves had him thrusting more frantically than ever. Hearing Kiz cry out his release, he roared, pumping his own seed into his mate. Kiz milked him, making him want to heighten his lover’s pleasure.
Leaning in, he bit down on Kiz’s shoulder. Hearing his beautiful other-worlder’s screech of delight, he drank down his mate’s life force, loving the mind-altering, rich ambrosia taste.
Pulling back, he propped himself above his mate, not wanting to separate them for a second.
After his chest stopped heaving, he realized he felt weightless like in sleep. Opening his eyes reluctantly, he tried to look down at his mate, only remembering his wings were cocooned around them.
“Raphael?”
A stream of light made him squint. Adjusting slowly, the room grew brighter till he was face-to-face with Kiz who looked up at him with a blissed smile.
His wings shivered as he pulled them back to cup his shoulders and run down his back. Raph smiled, feeling pride as Kiz’s tentative fingers smoothed over the feathers on his shoulder.
“Wow, they beautiful.”
Kiz ran his palm along the growth line of the feathers. Raphael shivered, his wings pulling in tighter around him. Placing his head against his viscer’s, he whispered, “I love you, Kiz.”
Feeling like he was floating once more, he cooed when Kiz wrapped his arms up around his neck and said, “And I love you, Raphael.”
As they gazed at each other with giant smiles, Kiz lifted one of his legs to wrap it around Raph’s waist. Glancing down at his breathtaking mate, he spotted a circle on the inside of Kiz’s right ankle. Turning to see it better, he arched a brow as he examined the area. The circle looked like a tattoo that was about the size of a silver dollar, 
Raising a brow, he had to ask, “What is this?”
Suddenly, Kiz started giggling. “You not recognize?”
Not wanting to be rude, he said, “It’s a—” He stopped, not having a clue.
With a broad grin, Kiz said, “I told you I not good at draw’ling.”
“You tattooed this?”
“Yes.”
“What’s it supposed to be?” He laughed. From his view, it was a circle with—
Kiz’s body shook in merriment. “It you, dum-dum.”
“Huh?” He looked hard. Then he saw it.
Bursting out in laughter, he realized the lopsided circle with the sticks in it made a peace sign. Kiz had marked his body with a “portrait” of Raphael.
Feeling his eyes glisten, he lifted his mate’s foot and kissed the tattoo. “I’m never letting you go.”
Kiz’s brow arched. “Do you see me running?” Then with a devious smirk, he said, “Now, let us talk more ‘bout—demonic possession…”
Raphael’s mind vision turned hyper-knowing. Feeling the pleasure his future-self would experience, Raphael felt a happiness he never knew he would experience firsthand.
 
THE END
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