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A Sinful Little Gift

By Kassandra Lea

“Thank you,” the man said, shrugging into his
coat, a dreamy expression on his face. “This was definitely…” His
gaze focused on Flynn, who sat on the edge of the bed in nothing
more than a pair of leather pants. “Would it be alright if I come
again?”

A sly smile, one without any real emotion,
tugged the corners of Flynn’s mouth. The demon gave a subtle nod.
“Of course, you’re always welcome. But let’s make your next visit
after the holidays.” The man stood before the door, suddenly
crestfallen at the idea of having to wait what must have seemed
like a long time. Flynn stood, closing the distance between them.
Casually he slipped an arm around the man’s shoulders, turning the
now unwanted guest to the door. “Trust me, it will pass quicker
than you can imagine.”

“Are you sure…” the man hesitated in the
doorway. He was trying Flynn’s patience. “I mean…”

Flynn gave him a bit of a nudge out the door.
There seemed to be more the man wanted to say but Flynn had no
desire to hear it, making sure to slip the lock into place once the
door was firmly closed. Finally alone, Flynn turned to face the
room, back pressed against the door. The only sound was the ticking
of an ugly cuckoo clock on the wall adjacent to the bathroom door.
There was no sentimental value behind the piece, just another item
used to cast the right spell, to set the mood, so to speak. For
some strange reason, mortals found the ticking to be soothing.
Flynn long since stopped questioning it, loving how it lulled
victims mentally into the right state of mind.

The power of suggestion, it was a beautiful
thing.

The man he had just ushered out was convinced
they’d had a very romantic evening, one filled with building lust
and ending with the greatest sex the man had ever experienced. A
lie, every single bit of it, not a single grain of truth in any of
it. There used to be a time when he loved to actually play more
than mind games with his victims, taking them to bed and enjoying
the pleasures of the flesh. Nowadays, though, he just spoke to them
in a soothing voice, a tone he used to hypnotize the weak, to
infiltrate their mental barriers and plant false memories.

It might have taken a touch more finesse, but
in the long run it was all he wanted. While they were busy thinking
about sensual touches and passionate kisses, Flynn was busily
feeding on a bit of their soul. A tiny portion of their life force.
It helped to sustain him, keep him going until the next victim. And
he found plenty of victims in Vegas, a cesspool of sin and want and
greed and all the things that used to make him feel so alive.

Sighing, he moved across the padded carpet
and ran his fingers along the smooth wood of the dresser.
Everything he owned belonged in the single room that was neither
here nor there. Nobody could find it unless he wanted them to as it
wasn’t really part of the mortal realm. One more trick up his
sleeve, one more piece that helped set the right mood. It made
feeding so much easier and the fun…

He stopped before the twisted metal that hung
on the wall, the surface acting like a funhouse mirror and
distorting the reflected image of the bedroom. Even his own demonic
image had been skewed, brown horns sprouting from a thicket of
brown hair. There was a touch of melancholy in his eyes, one that
he had been steadily watching grow over the past months. Where was
the happy demon that lived and breathed the very sin of Vegas,
reveling in the feel and taste of flesh? Where had that lust demon
gone?

The answer was an easy enough one to
find.

Pulling open the top drawer, he retrieved a
simple box of blackened burnt wood. The symbol engraved on the top
ensured that none but himself would be able to pop it open. He
returned to the foot of the bed, tracing the symbol with his
fingertips, knowing what rested inside. Slowly he pried up the lid
and beheld his most treasured possession. There, resting atop a bed
of red crushed velvet was a dazzling feather. Flynn took it from
the box, setting the contraption aside, all attention now on the
solitary feather.

Bigger than his palm, bigger than what one
might get from an eagle. A beautiful shade of dazzling, sparkling
white with just the faintest hint of black along the spine. With a
delicate touch, he ran the feather over his other palm, loving the
way it felt against his flesh. It sent a tingle down his spine.
Nobody knew he had the feather, not even the original owner. He had
found it after one of their encounters, plucking it gently from the
bed and knowing it came with great power. Though now it was no
longer power he concerned himself with, who cared what could be
done with the feather? What mattered was that it belonged to the
one man, the one creature he could not manage to escape.

The very being that had taken firm hold of
his heart, despite their many differences.

Despite the fact that everything told them it
was wrong.

How could love be wrong?

It made him feel so alive…

Feather in hand, Flynn fell back on the bed,
twisting the feather between two fingers. Despite the fact he’d
just fed, he could already feel a familiar ache stirring to life in
his chest. It was not the need to feed again so soon, a mistake he
had made a few times before back in the beginning. No, he now
understood perfectly that it meant he was experiencing the touch of
a broken heart. No, that was wrong, not broken, more like aching,
yearning, a burning desire to be with the one he truly wanted. To
feel the touch of the man who knew how to set him on fire from head
to toe. To be engulfed in arms that brought with them new
sensations.

A sense of peace.

Flynn closed his eyes, dropping his hand and
the feather to his bare chest. Some nights were easier than others,
but there were times when he just could not escape. Sometimes he
wondered if perhaps he didn’t want to escape, to find a way clear
of the ache that threatened to devour his very being. Back at the
start, he used to think he could drink it away, get drunk on the
consumption of too many souls.

It never worked.

His heart had experienced something new,
thirsted for a delicacy it could not have at whim. He made the
fatal mistake of letting someone get attached. Dare he admit the
person, creature, in question managed to sink into his very veins?
And now, he was tired of fighting, tired of trying to get the pain
of wanting to leave him alone.

Eyes closed, Flynn conjured up an image of
his lover. It didn’t take much effort on his part, every single
moment they spent together vividly etched in his mind. Every
lingering kiss, every feathery touch…Flynn shivered. He could still
recall the thrill that had gone through his body on their first
encounter, both of them realizing they had crossed a line, one that
there was no way to fix. Did they care? Never.

I give myself to you, Flynn.

The delicious sentence echoed in the confines
of his skull. He longed for those words, knew what it meant for his
lover to say them, and for that reason they meant so much more. Oh,
and the tasty little tidbits that followed them…The very bed he lay
on, oh they things they had done to each other on it. Kinky things,
dirty things, such wonderfully lovely things.

But it had been so long since their last
tryst.

Too long.

Just thinking about his lover brought forth a
well of emotions he wasn’t used to dealing with, most of them he
shoved aside. He did that now, focusing on the one thing he knew by
heart, the lust, the want. Moving a hand slowly down over his
stomach and beyond the waistband of his pants, he took firm hold of
himself, a moan passing over his lips. His touch, of course, fell
short, not quite what he wanted at that moment, but it was all he
had. So he made it work, every moment slow and deliberate. He tried
to imagine the hand of his lover doing the work. But they were so
different. His touch was hot, so very hot and Samuel…

With every rise and fall of his hand he drew
closer to the promised reward. Samuel’s memory burned like a fire.
Pain became pleasure and vice versa. He wanted Samuel, needed his
winged lover to be there with him.

He brought himself to the brink and stopped,
refusing to finish the job. He wanted it to be Samuel who made him
feel such pleasures again. Feather still clutched to his chest, he
turned on his side and faced the window. Outside, he could see the
dazzle of Las Vegas, the glow of the city even brighter now it was
the holiday season. Out there on the streets he knew people were
seeking treasures to fill the holes inside, whether it be an
expensive piece of jewelry or a tryst on the wrong side of the
tracks. They all lusted for something. It was one of the many
reasons he wound up in the City of Sin. There were many more of his
kind and he knew they would be out in the throngs enjoying
themselves.

Flynn used to do it.

Christmastime had once meant so much to him.
It was a holiday meant for making merry, when families and loved
ones gathered in celebration. So caught up in their holiday joy
they never really paid any attention to the ones left in the dark.
Those depressed lonely souls wandering the streets looking for
something to give them meaning during what most considered the
happiest time of the year. That’s when the likes of Flynn would
step in; give them a little something special while taking a little
piece for themselves. People gorged on food around the holidays.
Used to be he would gorge on souls, filling himself until he
couldn’t possibly take one more nibble.

Heavenly, that was what Christmas had been to
him, heavenly in a hellish sort of way.

“Maybe that’s what you need, ole boy,” he
grumbled to himself. “Get out, enjoy yourself, force every and any
thought of Samuel from your mind. If he wanted you…” He sat up
abruptly, banishing the unfinished thought. Without another word,
he slipped the feather back into the box, returned it to the
dresser, and turned to the window. The picture outside was just as
he imagined. Vegas with its usual glitz and glamor dialed up
tenfold with touches of the holiday.

And the people…there were plenty of them.

A simple snap of his fingers and he was down
on the sidewalk with them. Nobody witnessed his sudden appearance
because he didn’t want them to. For all they knew, he’d been
standing there the entire time. One of the strip joints was playing
a racy version of a Christmas carol. They promised their paying
customers naughty elves and reindeer in leather harnesses. The
casino next door boasted about a decadent Christmas spread and a
chance to win a big holiday jackpot. Neither interested Flynn.

He moved along through the crowds.
Occasionally he would brush lightly against someone, giving them a
pleasurable little shock to the darkness that lurked within. Nobody
ever suspected a demon around such a joyous holiday. Being amongst
them, it worked for a short while, long enough to dull the numbing
ache in his chest. But after passing one too many couples walking
hand in hand, he found himself swirling back into the well of
melancholy that refused to leave him be.

Flynn stopped before one of the many shops
trying to hock expensive trinkets marked way beyond their value.
The window display, like everywhere else, featured the best they
had to offer in way of holiday goods. The Santa sitting before the
fake fireplace was a bit creepy, more of a clown than a jolly old
man. Flynn didn’t care. One piece caught his attention. With a
touch of magic, he reached right through the glass and pulled the
item free of the display. He gave the snow globe a gentle shake,
flakes of white swirling around the angel inside.

The ache intensified.

His hand shook.

A tear may have slipped free but he wasn’t
the sort to admit it.

He let the snow globe slip from his grasp,
falling to the cement where it smashed. Flynn turned without a
second thought and tried to lose himself in the crowd.

* * * *

A hand retrieved the broken snow globe,
careful to avoid the jagged pieces of glass that remained. Blue
eyes studied the figure of the angel, one of the wings broken off
in the fall. It resonated with Samuel as he turned it slowly in his
hand. The people who passed gave him a wide berth, none of them
really seeing him, but sensing his presence nonetheless. His aura
burned so bright, once a vivid golden hue, now slightly duller
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