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The Seduction of Sir Galahad
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My name is Sofiel and I fell from grace close to a thousand years ago. A lost angel, stripped of my wings and cursed to forever walk this earth, but not as a human: no, as an aberration, all because I fell in love.

Righteous and full of valor, my Galahad roamed the lands with a pure heart, riding for the vain quest of his king, a quest for immortality draped under the twisted guise of religion. He had all the regal charm of his father, Lancelot, but not the tenacious appetite for the female form.

No, he had a different insatiable hunger altogether.

* * * *
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THE KING STEWED, PLOTTED and planned, calculating how he could use Galahad to bring him what he coveted. When Galahad yanked Excalibur from the stone, the king’s hopes renewed and he proclaimed his chosen martyr as the greatest knight in the world, and sent him to retrieve the Holy Grail.

What a snow job. Hence my entrance onto the scene.

I was sent as a warning, as a sign from God meant to open the young knight’s eyes to the false pretenses of his king.

I still remember the smell of the pines drifting around me as I stood on the horse path, waiting. That first view took me by surprise; his golden hair glimmered against the green backdrop of the forest, his skin—like a bronzed porcelain doll—rivaled the beauty I encompassed, but it was his eyes that gave me pause. The blue of Caribbean mixed with the blue of the afternoon sky created a soothing portal I got lost in. Forgetting my purpose, I stared as his white steed came to a halt before me; my wings fluttered with uncertainty.

No fear presented itself in those irises, just an innate curiosity that left me speechless. The man flashed pearly whites in my direction. “My dear fae, you are blocking my path.”

I tilted my head and spread my wings to their intimidating breadth. “I’m no fae, kind sir. I am the angel Sofiel and I have been sent from the heavens to pass on a message.”

His smile faded. He dismounted, fell to his knee before me and averted his eyes. “Forgive me, angel. What message say you?”

I couldn’t help myself. I touched his golden locks; a sensation softer than silk caressed my fingertips and overwhelmed me. The corset pressing my bosom tightened uncomfortably, the earthly outfit became snug against the warmth that fluttered in my belly.

He raised his oceanic gaze to mine and a crease appeared between his eyes. “What say you, angel?”

“King Arthur must not attain possession of the Holy Grail,” I whispered. “It is not for him to use for his own vanity.”

Galahad blinked and stood; he took a step backwards.

“My king is not vain.”

“His intent is impure.”

Eyebrows arched and he went to speak but I stepped forward. I pressed my finger to his mouth to stop the argument from passing between us.

The satin of his smooth, warm lips sparked a heat through my celestial being like a comet streaking across the sky and locked me in the flesh I donned for the intervention.

“His intent is impure,” I repeated and stepped closer, drawn to those eyes.

“And what of your intent?”

Thunder rumbled above, my Lord making his presence known as carnal desire swept through me. I ran my fingertips from his lips to the line of his chest. “My intent was to deliver the message.”

His lips twitched to a smile. “And what of it now?”

The low purr of his voice enchanted me and struck me silent. I searched his playful gaze; my wings again trembled, but not from doubt. They quavered with the sudden onslaught of lust.

This time he closed the space between us and ran his fingers from my shoulders down my bare arms until they laced with my own.

Lightning traced the sky and his steed whinnied but his gaze remained on mine. The small dimples in his cheeks faded and he ever so slightly leaned in, his breath sweet and enticing as it grazed across my cheek.

“What is your intent, angel?”

My intent had indeed changed, much to the chagrin of my father—his clanging in the sky a constant reminder of his presence and his disappointment in the need that stirred in my soul. I met Sir Galahad’s inquisitive eyes, his lips a fraction away from mine, and found my voice. “My intent is pure.”

He laughed in that instant, a musical laugh to be sure, and he shook his head. “Based on what I see in your eyes, I think not.” His hands unclasped from mine and slid around my waist. He pulled me against his well-defined chest. The strong beat of his heart resounded through my corset, each beat a step further into eternal damnation.

My wings fluttered, folding neatly in place, and I let out a shaky breath. My hands, firm on his chest, ran up around his neck. I tilted my head to the side and watched the wicked gleam dance in his eyes. Before I could speak, his lips covered mine and time stood still.

The sweet flavor of the bread he had for breakfast followed his tongue into my mouth and I twirled mine with his; the exquisite dance left me breathless and weak in his arms. My heart, which for thousands of years belonged to God, surrendered into Galahad’s hands with that first taste.

He shifted with the kiss still in full throttle and his hand slid to the front of my bodice. He caressed the fabric covering my bosom; his touch sent tingles through my earthly form and recreated the landscape of heaven.

A small sigh escaped between our lips and his hand retreated, leaving only his chest crushed against mine. The clap of thunder diminished the sound of tearing fabric and Galahad’s fingers traced the newly revealed skin on my back. Without breaking the kiss, he stripped the corset off my body and tossed it to the side of the path.

His velvet lips left mine and I let out a squeak of protest, but he took no mind. Butterfly kisses trailed to my jaw, dipping below and tickling the line of my neck. Tingles encompassed me; a layer of chills cascaded over my heated skin. His hands traveled to my breasts; the tips of his fingers ran over the hardened nipples, and I squirmed with delight at his gentle kneading.

Waves of fresh sensations raked over my skin and his hand gave way to his mouth. His tongue flicked over my nipples in unison with my heartbeat and fluttering wings. I exhaled, my eyes rolling back in rapture, and I ran my fingers through his silken hair. I held him to my bosom; he explored every inch of my exposed flesh with his mouth.

Fervor drove him and he pushed me into the woods to a large rock hidden by cypress branches. He stripped my petticoat, removing all means of trusses that kept him from his goal. Propping me on the rock, he took a moment to scan my maiden form. The smile that surfaced thrilled me and my skin, the flesh of this whelp, cried out for his touch.

“Sir Galahad,” I said and his eyes met my gaze, hungry and feral.

He dropped to his knee. He ran his hands up my legs and spread them wide, the gleam in his eyes satiating my duress. The moment his tongue spread my lips and dipped into my pussy, I cried out. This was paradise. With my feet resting on his shoulders, my knight licked and flicked my clit until I thought I saw the clouds part and heaven’s hand reach for me. The wave of ecstasy rushed through my frame accompanied with a moan that bordered on a song of praise.

Galahad lapped the flood between my legs. He reveled in my wetness and mumbled something akin to drinking the nectar of the gods. His fingers slid inside me, gentle at first and then more insistent. The sinuous movement arched this body, creating an ache in my loins only he could satisfy.

He pulled away and wiped his mouth and chin with his hand. His sparkling eyes met mine as he shrugged my feet from his shoulders.

“Don’t stop!”

Dimples appeared and he stood. He kissed me and shifting so he now leaned on the rock and I stood naked before him; my wings fluttered in agitation until he brought my hands to the ties holding his britches in place. I ran my palm over the front of his pants and felt the stiffness of his manhood beneath.

Thunder clapped and lightning streaked across the sky, but I ignored the warnings. With my eyes locked on his, I unthreaded the laces and set his cock free of the fabric. He closed his eyes when I wrapped my hand around his shaft and lightly stroked.

“Angel, I want your heavenly mouth.” He ran his hands into my hair and directed me to my knees on the soft bed of moss.

A drop of dew glistened on the head of his erect penis and I licked the salty sustenance. I glanced up at his half-mast gaze. His smile alone was enough to charm his cock further in my mouth; I tasted him, explored his ample length and sucked his balls between each seductive pass. My mouth covered his entire scrotum and I tickled him with my tongue.

“Sofiel.”

His groan filled my soul just as his cock overflowed my mouth. I swallowed his length until my lips met his pelvis. I closed my eyes and drew back until only the sensitive tip was left; I rolled my tongue over it, eliciting another few drops of his nectar.

His hand embedded in my hair and guided the pace; his hips thrust faster and faster in time with the strokes of my lips until his seed flooded my mouth and bubbled around the slick skin of his cock. I swallowed with him still full in my mouth and sucked his juices until nothing was left. He shuddered.

I sat back on my heels, wiped the stray drops off my face, and met his satiated gaze. His hand combed through my hair and he fingered the texture before it retreated.

I sent a glance toward the dark heavens. My God still announced his displeasure, but like a stubborn child, I forsake him and focused back on Galahad. He leaned languid against the rock and studied me with a hint of a smile.

I took a step away and his hand gripped my arm. He pulled me back into his arms and hiked us both onto the flat surface of the rock so I straddled his waist. His lips were already on mine and sucked the breath from my lungs. His strong hands held me in place and he circled my hips slowly on his cock to coax it to life.

I stripped his shirt and ran my hands over his smooth, tanned skin. “You are perfect.”

He chuckled. “No, fair angel. I am far from perfect.”

I stopped my slow exploration of his chest and arms and met his amused gaze. “Oh but you are. You are worthy of immortality.”

His eyebrows arched and his rich laughter echoed in the forest. “I just seduced the Lord’s angel. I think that puts me in the damned category.”

Before I could protest, he crushed my lips and swiped his tongue into the recesses of my mouth. I wrapped my arms and legs around him and kissed him like it was my last act on earth.

He lifted my hips and slid his stiff cock inside me. I gasped; my eyes flew open at the sudden sting of his thrust breaking my innocence. Pain gave way to unearthly pleasure as he filled my womb and rocked me up and down his hard shaft. Gentle rocking transitioned to frantic thrusts, both of us panting and sweating in the heat of the forest.

I arched into the orgasm and his lips latched onto my breast, his breath hot and raspy. His hips continued their plunge even as my body shuddered and relaxed. I rode the storm of emotion, of physical sensations accosting me; I reveled in it, bordering religious fanaticism. Heaven couldn’t compare to being in his arms, and when the trembling subsided and he lifted his gaze to mine, I knew I found utopia.

He smoothed the hair away from my face to search my eyes. Questions laced the depths of his gaze but none flowed from his slightly parted lips. Instead, he offered a dazzling smile and lifted me from his lap, setting me on my feet.

The sky sent a flash of lightning in my direction, but I couldn’t spin away fast enough. I screamed and flapped my singed wing; sharp agony pierced the nerves and sent tendrils of pain through my back. I fell to my knees.

Galahad moved swiftly to douse the budding flames with his discarded shirt. Blackened fluff fell to the ground around me; the unpleasant stench of burnt feathers filled the thick air and I gagged, coughing and sputtering through the intended suffering. My breath wheezed and I scanned the scattered mess, raising my eyes to his.

Deep concern reflected in the pools of his irises and he knelt next to me, his hand gentle on my shoulder. “Sofiel.”

Pain kept me silent and I shook my head, my lungs barely able to draw breath, never mind speak. God’s judgment—his punishment—reeled in my mind. This debilitating agony was meant to continue for all time.

“Cut them off.” I squeezed out the words. I clung to the hope that by removing my injured wings, I could end the sensation of a thousand daggers piercing my skin and be granted a stay of execution.

He hesitated long enough to read the plea in my eyes and then disappeared from view. He returned with Excalibur shining in one hand and my discarded clothing in the other.

“Are you sure?”

I nodded and bowed my head low so the arch of my back faced the sky. The molted wing trembled from both fear and pain. He grabbed the broken wing and I gasped. With a whoosh of air and gleaming steel, the blackened appendage fell to the ground. My last conscious act was to spread my good wing.

The whistle of his blade followed me into the dark.

* * * *
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BRIGHT LIGHT BLED THROUGH my eyelids and I hissed at the sharp pain in my back.

“Shhh,” he whispered and stroked his fingers through my hair. He repeated the slow, calming motion.

The cot I laid on dug into my ribs and I shifted. I winced as I turned my head toward him. Cool liquid dripped from a cloth he held, coating the burning strips where my wings once resided. I met his gaze.

“You’re going to be all right.” He offered a slight smile but his eyes belied the assurance in his voice.

“I’ll live.” My voice was nothing more than a croak. I’d live until the sun in the sky died and this planet shriveled into a husk of its former self, and even then I’d walk the dark ruins until the earth was no more.

That earned me a full smile and a kiss on my temple. “My Sofiel.” The words accompanied a sigh and I raised an eyebrow.

“What do you want with a broken angel?”

Galahad’s eyes softened and his finger traced the line of my cheek. “Broken or not, you are the most beautiful creature I have ever set eyes on.” He dipped the rag in the bucket of water and raised it over my back again to soothe the burn of broken skin.

A knock at the door interrupted his musing and he looked away from me. He dropped the cloth on the table as he crossed to the door, opened it and waved the cloaked figure inside.

When the hood fell back, I tensed, wincing in silence. Sir Galahad had called upon the king’s witch.

“Thank you for coming.” He hung Merlin’s cloak by the door.

Merlin nodded and turned toward me, studying the wounds in my back from a distance.

“Can you help her?”

Merlin drew a deep breath and stepped closer.

I recoiled. The thought of earthly magic sickened me, especially from this goon.

Galahad knelt next to me and took my hand. “Merlin will not harm you.”

I wanted to laugh, but the sincerity in his eyes kept me quiet. I nodded assent. Merlin slid to the side of the cot and placed his hand inches from the gashes. His heat pulsed over my skin, raking impurity over my body; it made my skin crawl.

Merlin muttered a healing spell in Gaelic and waved his hand over the length of my torso. Heat prickled my skin and a maddening itch formed. I squirmed under the sensation; I wanted to rake my back against a pole like a scratching dog until it went away. I squeezed my eyes shut and gripped Galahad’s hand harder.

The shuffle of feet brought my eyelids open and I gazed up at the witch. He offered a tilt of his lips in what I could only assume was a smile. With a nod, he retrieved his cloak and slipped out the door without a word.

Galahad ran his hands over the now unbroken skin. He traced marks I couldn’t see and then brought his eyes to mine. “The bleeding has stopped.”

I nodded.

“Merlin is a powerful wizard.”

I couldn’t argue with him. My pain had diminished but what replaced it was just as undesirable. An insane tingle gripped my back and it required the type of scratching that broke skin and left bloody welts. I didn’t want to burst his reverie, so I smiled, shifting a little under his hand.

“Would you like to see?”

I blinked several times, not understanding the question. “See what?”

He stood and returned with a silver looking glass so I could see the reflection of my back. I gasped. Embedded in colorful glory was a tattoo of my former wings covering the top half of my back; the tips of the wings ended in shimmering gold lining the edge of my shoulders. The beautiful mark covered my scars and incorporated them into the ornate design.

My hand fluttered to my mouth and I ripped my gaze from the looking glass to his eyes. He smiled, mesmerized by the design, and then lowered the mirror. “It’s as beautiful as you are.”

I sat up on the cot, flexing my shoulder blades against the itch. How could I tell him it was a mark of disgrace meant as a warning to steer clear? The tattoo signaled my damnation. “Sir—”

He stopped the words with a kiss. He lifted me to my feet and pulled me away from the sick bed. I broke free of his lips and stepped away from him, turning back to the place I woke. My eyes widened at the crimson sheets and the droplets of blood that stained the floor; even the water in the bucket was tinged red. I snapped my gaze to his, understanding the awe in his eyes.

I pointed to the soiled cloth and he nodded.

“If Merlin had not come...” He trailed off, offering a shrug instead. He led me to a separate room, one that contained several buckets of water and clean cloths. He stood me in the center over a fine grate and washed the blood from my body and hair until I glistened.

I closed my eyes, sighing at his gentle touch, so different than the feral heat in the woods, but still it stirred my need. As if reading my mind, Galahad tossed the dirty rag away and stepped closer. His lips ran over my emblem and his hands cupped my wet breasts.

“Sofie,” he whispered, shortening my name and nibbling my earlobe. His fingers traced slow rings down my belly until they reached my pubic nest. Parting the fine hairs, he circled my clit and my body responded.

My nipples hardened and my breath quickened; he chuckled. His teeth raked the skin of my throat before he bit down and teased and sucked the tender skin.

I closed my eyes, lost in the feel of him pressing against my back and his hands playing my body like a fine musician. I wrapped my arm around his neck and met his hungry lips with my own.

The heat between us steamed the room and we dropped onto our knees. With my legs spread wide, his hand still plucked away and plunged into the depth of my wetness with bravado. His kisses lined my neck and shoulders and his hand squeezed my breast; he rolled the nub of my nipple with his thumb and forefinger. A concert of sensations bowed through me. I arched and moaned with pleasure; I came for my prince as his fingers tempted the wet rush further.

He pushed me forward and I landed on my hands, panting and writhing with the rhythm of his fingers. Desire swept me away and when my body shuddered with another deep orgasm, his hard cock breached the circle of my anus. He plunged into the depth of my bowels and brought forth a cry of passion so loud it almost sounded like a howl.

“Oh. My. God.” Each word was accentuated with a thrust; his hand still alternated between playing with my clit and plunging into my pussy. He fondled my breast and clamped his mouth on the base of my neck.

We moved in sync, grinding our hips and whispering promises of a lifetime of pleasure. I lost count how many times I came, but each wave brought a rush of wetness until his drenched hand clamped down and he rode his own orgasm. My name escaped from his lips and his semen flooded my bowels.

He sat back on his heels and pulled me with him in a great bear hug until his rasping breath subsided. “I believe I’m in love with a fallen angel,” he whispered more to himself than to me.

His words made my heart soar, for I knew the moment I saw him on his steed that I indeed was in love with him.

* * * *
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I WALKED INTO THE MAIN room of the house in the dress he laid out for me. The silken fabric caressed my skin and flowed around me like a band of clouds. Galahad looked up from the scroll of parchment in his hands and inhaled.

“Wow.” His gaze scanned me from head to toe and a smile formed on his lips. “Sofie, you put Lady Guinevere to shame.”

I rolled my eyes at him and my stomach clenched. The most awful growling came from my belly and I pressed my hand to my abdomen. Panic laced my thoughts and a metallic tinge tainted my mouth.

His smile faded. “What’s wrong?” He dropped the letter on the table. The beast within me growled again. He looked at my hand and then back to my eyes and laughed. “Sounds like you’re hungry.”

“Hungry?”

“Now that you’re human, you need to eat.” He led me to the table and pulled the chair out, signaling for me to sit. He returned a moment later with a plate full of breads, cheeses, and grapes.

I looked at the delectable feast before me and licked my lips. I reached for the sweet smelling bread and smiled my appreciation.

He took the seat opposite me and bit his lower lip as he picked up the parchment. His gaze traveled between the written words and my face. He drew a great breath, the force of it swelling his chest, and I knew it was bad news.

“I must leave.”

I dropped my busy hands to the table, the bread forgotten as I stared into his mesmerizing eyes. The force of his words sucked the air from my lungs.

“I’ve been given a new territory to explore.” He waved the paper. “King Arthur thinks the grail is here.” 

I snatched the paper from him and scanned the letters, none of which made sense, but the map—the map was very familiar. Without tilting my chin, I raised my eyes to his. I knew where the grail resided. I also knew the dangers set for the unworthy and the map burned into the parchment was not accurate. It would lead to my love’s painful death.

“The grail is not there.” I dropped the parchment and popped a grape into my mouth. “Your king leads you to your death.” I pointed my chin in disdain.

“I must follow his orders.” Galahad stood. His jaw tensed and his eyes revealed the stubborn fire keeping him alive and thriving.

I put down the string of grapes and stood. “Then I go with you.”

Eyebrows arched and he stepped back and laughed.

I could see the argument building behind his bright blue eyes and I circled around the table to stand before him. “I can lead you
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