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Xezbeth scowls at the angel that'd been brought to her knees before him. A short, red-haired female with black-tipped white wings. She’s attractive, for an angel. Two of his soldiers, strong demons of the lower levels, currently stand on both sides of the angel. They had found her outside the gates of hell, passed out and unconscious on the blood-soaked soil. They had assumed the female was a spy for the king of angels, Zadkiel. The guards had brought her to Xezbeth so he could decide what to do with her.

"Another one of Zad's nosy little spies?" Xezbeth sneered, his voice bored, as he stared down at the angel from his throne. His wings had flared behind him to make him more intimidating.

She trembles before him, her small body seeming smaller as she looks up at him, her head swimming as she looks at this hellishly attractive male before her. "I'm not a spy..." She says quietly, her voice weak, but she does not appear afraid. Xezbeth looks into her eyes and sees no fear.

Raising an eyebrow, he’s amused at the angel's reaction and lack of fear. He stands up from his throne and walks towards the angel, stopping a few feet from her. "And I'm supposed to believe that?" He asks, crossing his arms as he looks down at her.

Biting her lip she shakes her head, a hint of sadness to her eyes. "I suppose not..." Her voice is small and soft, and she slumps slightly as she sits there.

He scowls slightly. “What is your name?” He barks, his eyes taking in her small form. She’s nervous.

“Anna,” She replies softly, her wings shuffling behind her.

Letting out a dry laugh, he studies the angel, clearly enjoying her discomfort. "Why are you here, Anna?" He asks, his tone dripping with mockery, his teeth bared in a devious grin.

"Because of you," She mumbles under her breath, seeming to shrink back.

The Demon King smirks as he hears the angel's mumble—how flattering. "Me?" he says, his voice laced with a hint of amusement. And why exactly would you come here because of me?”

She sighs feeling his gaze roving her form. "Did you ever wonder what the mark on your wrist meant?" She says, lifting her head to meet his gaze, her body warming under his scrutiny.

His smirk widens as the angel lifts her head to meet his gaze. He raises an eyebrow, a flicker of curiosity crossing his features as they mention the mark on his wrist. "The mark on my wrist...?" He repeats, looking down at his wrist for a moment before looking back up at the angel.

"Yes, I have the same one," Anna says lifting her arm to show the same mark.

Xezbeth's eyes widen slightly as he sees the matching mark on the angel's wrist. He steps closer, his gaze fixated on the mark. "You have the same mark..." He repeats, his voice softer now. "What does it mean?”

She shrugs, ruffling her wings as she shifts her body. Her knees aching from kneeling in front of the demon king.

He watches as the angel shifts uncomfortably, clearly struggling to kneel on the hard lava stone. He sighs, his expression softening slightly. "Get up," he says, gesturing for her to stand.

"What?" She blurts, looking at him in surprise.

Xezbeth rolls his eyes at the angel's reaction. "I said get up," he repeats, his voice a little more firm. "You don't have to kneel before me. I don't care if you're an angel or not.”

Biting her lip, she feels a surge of emotion. Moving slowly she stands, her legs wobbling, her knees buckling under her as she falls toward Xezbeth.

Quickly reaching out to catch the angel as she stumbles, his strong arms wrapping around her waist to steady her. He held her close to him, her bodies pressed against each other as he looked down at her. "Careful," He says, his voice softer than before.

His touch warms her in ways that she’s never felt before. A soft purr vibrates from her chest. After a second she shoves away from him, her eyes wide. This... demon... made her purr? By his touch alone?

He watches as the angel pushes away from him, a mix of surprise and amusement on his face. He can't help but smirk at the soft purr that had escaped the angel's lips. "Oh? You like my touch that much, little angel?" He teases, his voice low and seductive.

"No!" She blurts, feeling the lie hiss over her skin in a burning trail.

He chuckles, clearly not believing the angel's denial. He takes a step closer to her, his smirk widening. "Your body says otherwise," He says, his voice filled with amusement. "You can't hide your reaction from me, little angel. I know you enjoy my touch.”

Swallowing nervously, she looks at the man in front of her. He is gorgeous like all demons. But she shouldn't notice that. She's an angel...

The Demon King notices the way the angel's gaze roams over his body, and he can’t help but feel a sense of satisfaction. He was used to having people look at him with admiration and desire, but something about the angel's gaze felt different. It stirs something inside him, something he hadn't felt in a long time. "Like what you see, little angel?" He asks, his voice dropping to a seductive whisper.

Shivering at his low voice she meets his gaze. "Perhaps I do." She says boldly. Her heart flutters as she takes in his expression.

His eyes darken at the angel's response, a hint of surprise and interest flickering in his gaze. He takes another step closer, closing the distance between her. "Is that so?" He says, his voice a low growl. "I never expected an angel to admit that they find a demon attractive.”

Shit... She’s been trapped. Angels aren’t supposed to find demons hot. She bites her lip. "I’m sorry..." She mumbles, turning her gaze away in shame.

Smirk fading, he sees the shame in the angel's eyes. He reaches out and gently cups her chin, turning her face back towards him. "Don't apologize," he says, his voice softer now. "You have nothing to be ashamed of. It's natural to find someone attractive, regardless of what they are.”

Emotion surges through her and she feels her eyes well with tears. This Demon is the only one who hasn't judged her for her attraction to Demons. He's being more kind than her brethren.

Xezbeth's expression softens even more as he sees the tears welling up in the angel's eyes. He gently wipes away a tear that falls down her cheek, his touch surprisingly gentle. "Hey," he says softly. "It's okay. You don't have to cry.”

"Why are you being nice!" She cries out, a sob wracking her frame. "I’m your enemy, you should have killed me when I was dragged in here!"

His eyes widen in surprise at the angel's outburst. He hadn't expected such a reaction from her, especially not the tears, it breaks his heart, and he realizes that he doesn't wish to do her harm, he wants her. Wants to claim her. Make her his. He steps closer, wrapping his arms around her in a comforting embrace. "Because you're not my enemy," he says softly, his voice filled with sincerity. "You're an angel, yes, but you're also a person with feelings and emotions. I won't judge you for how you feel, even if you're supposed to be my enemy.”

Unable to stop her tears, she cries into his shoulder her body shaking with her sobs, her wings hanging limply behind her as she releases those horrible emotions she's kept locked up.

Xezbeth holds the angel tightly as she cries into his shoulder, gently rubbing her back in a soothing manner. He doesn’t say anything, just letting her cry it out. He can feel the tension in her body slowly easing, replaced by a sense of vulnerability and sadness.

She clings to him, her body relaxing as she cries, the embrace of this demon is wonderful, her body sinking into his comfort like it’s natural. Her wrist burns slightly, the mark flaring.

He continues to hold the angel close, his embrace firm and protective. His mark burns as well, but he ignores it. This angel, no this woman, is tugging his heartstrings and worming her way to his heart. He can feel her body trembling slightly against his, but he doesn’t let go. He runs his fingers through her hair, gently stroking soothingly. "It's alright," he whispers, his voice low and comforting. "You're safe here. I won't hurt you.”

She looks up into his face, so close to hers, her eyes searching his face for any judgment. She barely has to move to reach his soft-looking lips. Her heart pounds in her chest. She could...
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