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Chapter One

 


I am Azazel and you know what that delightful little
fellow Enoch has said about me? A lover of women, a procurer of
beauty, a bad boy to the core...

Well, he got it right and I was on the prowl for
something... exquisite.

 


Azazel watched the world below. There was life down
there. Joy. Pleasure. And he was in the mood for the later.

But, who would do?

That was a good question. He didn't get this chance
often so it would be a good idea to pick wisely who he spent his
time with. But, humans were like... bags of chips. Looked tasty on
the outside, but what was inside usually consisted of crap. He knew
well that physical beauty didn't equate to inner beauty. And he was
a fallen angel that craved both.

He watched closely and zeroed in on the women
scuttling back and forth. The ones of power, women that ran
companies or sat on the board always intrigued him. They could be
wild... or they could be stubborn to his advances, making the chase
worthwhile.

But, no. He wasn't in the mood for that today. He was
looking for something submissive, a woman who would let me pleasure
them as he saw fit.

Unfurling his massive, ash gray wings, Azazel stepped
off the building and let himself float down to earth, riding the
summer breeze like a weightless feather. He took his place amongst
the people, the fallen angel's form cloaked from their sight.
Crossing his arms over his chest, he tapped his chin. What was he
in the mood for?

He gasped when his eyes caught sight of a pretty
little blond sitting in a cafe across the street. She was slight of
form, short and waif like, but she had a determined expression. Her
face was chiseled from the finest marble, pure and delicate. That
shoulder-length, wheat blond hair framed an aristocratic face,
those sharp hazel eyes trained on the newspaper. Soft, natural
tones highlighted her lids while her lips were supple, large and
shiny with gloss giving her a natural look that made him want to
scoop her up and deposit her in a garden where he could consume her
all night under the moon full. She had little jewelry on, an
elegant watch and an expensive rosary around her neck. But, she
didn’t need trinkets to heighten her beauty… she was divine.

He cocked a brow as he ran his eyes over her body.
She wasn't stick thin, but elegant and curvy in the right places.
Her breasts were slightly small, but the roundness of her ass made
up for that. And those long, sheer legs promised a night wrapped in
pleasure.

Yeah, she definitely passed the physical
inspection.

Floating closer, he passed through the window, a
light breeze the only clue to his existence. He got close, his lips
nearly brushing her cheek and inhaled. Sweet chamomile and baby
powder. He closed his eyes, letting the scent intoxicate him.

She gasped softly and looked up for a moment as if
startled, then slowly returned to her newspaper. Getting in close,
Azazel could see the warring colors of her eyes, green and brown
clashing, entwining like lovers. Beautiful. He sneaked through
those windows and felt a blast of warmth embrace him like a freshly
laundered blanket. She had a bright soul. A gorgeous soul.

But, there was a shadow there. A hurt. He wanted this
one, but he'd have to be careful. He had no desire to unnerve the
women he was with. He had always regarded women as gifts, creatures
to be cherished and worshipped.

She shivered from the intrusion and he drew back. The
angel watched her for a few minutes shuffling around, sipping her
Cappuccino and flipping through the pages of the Tribune. Her
motions were elegant, careful, practiced. She was a well-bred
woman, her parents refined and well mannered.

She was dressed casually in a white dress shirt and a
tight black skirt. Those yummy looking legs were encased in dark
nylons, hugging them like a silk glove. How he wanted to run his
hands up and down them...

He licked his lips and brought his wings close to his
body. He parted his mouth, imagining he was about to take her
nipple against his tongue. Instead, he said, “Hello.”

She looked up and by the time her eyes found him,
what she saw was a tall business man dressed head to toe in an
expensive Armani suit. He had tied his long black hair back,
secured by a leather strap and put on a sly little smirk, his ice
blue eyes shifting like a kaleidoscope as they usually did when he
became aroused.

She shuttered and sputtered a greeting.

“I believe you dropped this.” Azazel said simply and
showed her the wallet he had snatched from her purse without her
noticing.

“Oh.” She furrowed her brows when she realized what
it was. “Oh, thank you. I hadn't realized...”

His hand met hers for an instant as she reached for
the leather, her body bursting in arousal from the image he sent of
her sprawled across her desk, her legs spread wide, his dark head
buried between her thighs. The flush that hit her cheeks was sweet.
You couldn't help but to love a modest soul.

“You should be more careful with documents such as
this. Identity thieves are everywhere these days. I would hate for
you to end up another victim.” He cooed as she took her belongings
from him cautiously.

“Yes. Thank you again.” She whispered, her sparkling
eyes running up his arm, across his chest, and for a moment below
his belt.

The fallen angel chuckled inside. The temptation was
always easy. Deep down women were passionate creatures and
susceptible to the call of a mating. It was inevitable, the need to
procreate, to hold and be held. To be loved. He could offer that.
He could fulfill both the physical and the emotional need. He could
tell as her eyes lingered on him that she wanted to explore the
sudden feeling he had dug up in her, but she was afraid. Some women
took the bait right away and others needed a push.

He grasped her hand gently before she could pull away
and planted a gentle kiss on her knuckles. Her shocked gasp was
delightful. “Allow me to introduce myself. I am Zack A. Zeel. It is
a pleasure to meet you...?”

She ran an enticing tongue across her bottom lip and
the flesh glinted from the moisture. Azazel could feel her
apprehension, she wasn't sure if she should answer him or not. He
knew she wanted to get rid of him, but she was a good girl so she
spoke softly, trying not to seem rude. “Marie. And like wise, Mr.
Zeel.”

He smiled charmingly and his eyes grew hooded.
“Please, call me Zack.”

“Zack. Thank you again.” And with that she took back
her hand. He didn't miss the dismissal. He guessed she figured if
she ignored him, he'd go away. Well, he was a patient being,
sitting for hundreds of years in a parched desert will do that to
you. And, Azazel wasn't going to let her get away.

He cleared his throat. “Might I ask? Are you with
Smithson and Roy? I believe I've seen your picture before.”

She looked up, a hint of annoyance gracing her
perfect face before she answered. “What business is that of
yours?”

Feisty little girl. He liked that. He plucked out a
thought of hers, a few names. “Forgive me. You might know my
associate, Edgar Poulosi of Einrich and Associates?”

“Oh!” She gasped and stood up, the chair sliding
across the room to crash into the table behind her. “I'm so sorry.
Yes, of course! I'm ah...” That pale blush turned to the prettiest
pink he'd ever seen.

The angel let out a truly amused laugh. “It's okay,
precious. No offense taken. A beautiful woman like yourself, I’m
sure you receive your fair share of spam.”

She furrowed her brows for just a moment then smiled
shyly. “I'm truly sorry. I didn't recognize your name. Please
forgive me?”

He patted my heart. “Already forgotten. And, you
wouldn't have.” He looked around almost shyly, if there was one
thing he'd come to learn about women is that they liked vulnerable
men. It made them feel stronger, like they could save this wounded
warrior somehow. “I'm new. Only been with the firm a few
weeks.”

Her smile brightened and he didn't miss the sudden
glimmer of confidence that entered her eyes. “Well, Mr.
Zeel...”

“Zack, please.” He insisted, scooting closer. She was
aware of him. Aware of that magnetism that drew her in and he
didn't relent on pumping naughty scenarios into her brain.

“Zack. I've always had a soft spot for Einrich;
they've assisted us with so many cases. Did you hear about the man
we got released last month? He'd been two days from taking a ride
in the chair and evidence shows up that some of the prints found,
didn't match his. It was such a close call, I was sure we were
going to lose him.” She sighed ruefully. “If it wasn't for Einrich
and Associate's connections, he'd be... well...”
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