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In exchange for joining my Gay erotica email list, you can download this free 18+ story about a pair of angels who fall in love, only to be expelled from Heaven. The lovers search for each other across the entire earth until they are reunited.














  
  The Angel and the Gentleman


The sounds of hooves on cobblestone echoed through the night. The windows of the second story London flat were tightly shuttered, sheltering any soul wandering by from the sorcery being performed within. 
Its sole resident, a gentleman of thirty years named Baxter, was surrounded by the dim glow of candlelight. He stood within the perimeter of a freshly drawn protective circle, taking slow, deliberate breaths to prepare for the night’s forbidden work.
Three feet away lay the chalk outline of the sacred triangle, empty save for a brass brazier smoldering with the aromatic smoke of burning frankincense. The dark-haired man raised his consecrated sword, his voice strong and commanding as he spoke,
“By the strength of Adonai, the power of El, and the fearsome call of Elohim, I command you: appear within this triangle, in a form most pleasing!”
A tense moment of silence followed, broken only by the faint shouts of drunken revelers outside the nearby pub. He wondered if his magical operation had failed, until the incense smoke within the triangle thickened. 
Like most magicians, he could not see the arriving spirit with his eyes. However, Baxter had the gift of clairvoyance, and could visualize its figure within his mind as clearly as a photograph.
The entity was an angel with feathery wings and a lithe, muscular form. The magician was reminded of the carved youths of ancient Greek statuary, save for one detail.
He realized:
Good Heavens, he’s nude, and quite... well-endowed.
The spirit regarded him with spritely, luminous eyes, grinning as if it had...
No, as if he had heard Baxter’s thoughts. The angel ran a hand through his curly blond tresses, his expression equal parts smoldering and mischievous.
Baxter caught himself, realizing he needed to stay focused, lest he become enthralled by the entity. He remembered his training, grounding himself in an effort to maintain control, and said,
“Name yourself so that I may know you and bind you within this triangle!”
The angel straightened, folding his arms in mock defiance. He shot Baxter a flirtatious grin and cooed,
“I’ll tell you mine if you tell me yours.”
The spirit tilted his hips suggestively, blowing Baxter a kiss. The gentleman frowned and replied,
“Do not be coy. Give me your name.”
The angel sighed and said,
“Kokabiel, but you can call me Koko for short.”
Baxter had read of the angel in the apocrypha. In a voice filled with guarded curiosity, he asked,
“Are you he who is the Star of God, the angel who has knowledge of all constellations?”
Kokabiel nodded, adding,
“It’s a hobby of mine.”
Baxter’s eyes widened as he continued,
“If you’re who you claim to be, then you are one of the two hundred watchers who fell to Earth for lusting after human women!”
Kokabiel looked mildly annoyed at this. He put his nose up in the air and responded,
“Oh, hardly. It was Samyaza and the rest who wanted to chase skirts. Me, I had very different interests.”
He gave Baxter an inviting look, swiveling his hips in a serpentine fashion. The magician snapped,
“Cease your manipulations, spirit!”
Kokabiel paused, displaying a playful, faux-wounded pout, then batted his eyelashes and said,
“I can’t help it if I misbehave when a ravishingly beautiful man summons me.”
Baxter, awakened to passions he normally hid away, felt a flush of heat. Ever since he was a boy, he’d experienced attractions to his own sex, and now here he was, not only entertaining the same unspeakable desires, but longing for an angel...
Kokabiel, sensing Baxter’s inner turmoil, eased off, returning to a relaxed, attentive stance. He gave the magician a sympathetic look and said,
“The mortals of this city don’t treat your kind much better than Heaven treated me.”
The angel shook his head, adding,
“I’ll never understand humans.”
Baxter arched an eyebrow as a wry smile formed on his lips, and replied,
“I share such sentiments. Perhaps that’s why I spend my time in study, instead of-”
He stopped, seemingly lost in thought. Kokabiel, unnerved by the silence, asked,
“Is there something you wish of me? Normally when I’m conjured, it’s because the sorcerer seeks a boon or hidden knowledge...”
The spirit gave an impish smile and continued,
“Perhaps you called me for reasons of a more carnal nature?”
Baxter, irritated, replied,
“I said nothing in my invocation that would indicate such a thing.”
Kokabiel smiled knowingly, explaining,
“You may not have said it aloud, but the appetites of a man, particularly one standing in a consecrated circle, often transcend the spoken word.”
The angel gestured towards himself and said,
“While in this triangle, I’m only able to speak the truth; thus, you can be certain of my tongue. But what of you, have you been honest with yourself about what you truly need?”
Baxter shivered, biting back the hunger gnawing at him. Kokabiel smiled warmly and remarked,
“I sense an attraction between us. If you’ll allow it, I’d like to make love with you the next time you slumber.”
Baxter, suspicious, responded,
“Why would you want us to... engage in such a thing during sleep, unless your intent is to attack me while my defenses are down?”
The spirit shook his head and said,
“It is only in the realm of dreams that you’ll be able to feel all the pleasures I have to offer. You could experience me as if I were a man of flesh, delighting you in every sensual way.”
Kokabiel pointed towards the engraved ring on the magician’s finger, adding,
“Your safety concerns are valid. It is true that many of my fallen brothers are not to be trusted. However, your magic ring will keep me at bay if, for whatever reason, I try to harm you.”
Baxter looked down at the arcane jewelry, realizing the angel had a point. He considered the entire matter, deciding,
“You’ve piqued my fancy, so I will take you up on your offer. First, however, I must release you properly.”
Baxter lowered his sword, raising his hand in the sign of the pentacle as he proclaimed,
“O Kokabiel, I allow you to depart. Withdraw peaceably and may the favor of the Most High continue between us.”
He grabbed a waiting bottle of wine and poured the dark red liquid upon the brazier to snuff out the flow of frankincense. Kokabiel smiled, whispering as he receded into the smoke,
“I’ll take that as my cue. See you soon, darling.”

      [image: ]Baxter extinguished the bedside candle, cloaking the room in darkness. He laid down on the horsehair mattress, pulled the linen sheets to his chin, and closed his eyes. At first, anticipation threatened to disturb his slumber, but exhaustion won out, ultimately carrying him through the gates of Morpheus.
He now stood on a gravel path surrounded by hedgerows framed with honeysuckle-twined arches. Normally he lacked a sense of smell while dreaming, but tonight was different; he could detect the sweet fragrance of flowers on the summer wind as surely as he had years ago, when he’d walked the paths of his late father’s estate.
Baxter looked down at himself, realizing he was dressed in the same white shirt and cropped trousers he’d worn as a college boy. He felt his face, noting it was clean-shaven for the first time in several years. 
Off in the distance, a voice of pure velvet called out,
“Over here, my dove.”
He glanced up, seeing the figure of Kokabiel sitting on a carved marble bench some twenty paces away. The angel was dressed in the sort of shirts common among poetic types, with billowing sleeves, a collar unbuttoned low enough to show off his marvelously sculpted chest, and tight trousers tucked into polished, knee-high riding boots.
Baxter recognized the spirit’s enchanting face, but noticed something missing. He strode forward quickly. Upon reaching the ethereal beauty, he pointed behind Kokabiel and asked,
“Where are your wings?”
The angel looked over his shoulder, and in a display of mock surprise, replied,
“Well, dearie me, I seem to have misplaced them!”
Kokabiel laughed merrily, giving the magician a warm smile while patting the empty part of the bench. Baxter hesitated momentarily, but his urges won out. With a rush of excitement, he sat down by the charmingly divine figure.
Kokabiel smelled of wood smoke and amber. Baxter faced his dream mate, finding himself staring into those eyes that sparkled like starlight. They drew closer, stopping just short of each other’s trembling lips. The spirit whispered,
“Which way do you like to play?”
Baxter felt a slight sense of unease. He’d read a great deal about the trickery employed by spirits, and tried his best to maintain control. However, Kokabiel’s loveliness was so overwhelming the Englishman could not help but reach out and guide the angel closer, drawing him into a kiss.
Their lips met, igniting a fire that burned ever brighter with every passing moment. They ran their hands all over every contour and muscle of each other’s bodies, until Baxter withdrew, his eyes alive with a penetrating, heated passion. Kokabiel, joyously panting from the exchange, gasped,
“Ah, a fencing man coming in for the first strike! Shall I parry, or surrender?”
The magician took hold of that perfect sculpted jawline, leaned in, and whispered,
“You shall call me master.”
Kokabiel’s eyes widened, not from fear, but in the way of one who, having sampled a small taste of a new dish, had just realized the enormity of their appetites.
Baxter rose, stared down at the angel, and said,
“I would see you stripped in the same fashion you chose to be in my study. Take off your clothes in a manner most pleasing.”
Kokabiel’s breath quickened as he stood. With a sultry, seductive air, he tore off his shirt, throwing it into a nearby rose bush.
His toned chest was more robust than what Baxter initially imagined. The angel proceeded to pull off his leather boots, then slowly unbuttoned his pants, removing his breeches with a final unfastening.
His remaining clothing, a set of linen drawers, revealed Kokabiel’s urgent need outlined against the confines of the thin white fabric. In a cool, calm voice, Baxter gave the command,
“Remove your last garment, then present every part of you that suits my indulgence.”
The spirit visibly shivered, parting his lips seductively as he pulled off his final garment. Kokabiel arose, raising his hands above his head in a slow, relaxed pose that elongated his shapely form. The angel smirked, turning around to allow Baxter to enjoy the sight of his alluring backside.
It was more than the Englishman could bear. He reached down, freeing himself, and darted forward, grabbing hold of Kokabiel’s tempting hips. Baxter rubbed against the warm, heavenly flesh, barely managing to contain his ardor as the angel pressed back against him, moaning in anticipation.
The magician parted those rounded cheeks, exploring their taste with a hungry, searching tongue, until he began lapping at Kokabiel’s awaiting entrance. In life, he’d never savored another man in any capacity, but even in his dream, Baxter could appreciate the musky scent, marveling to himself,
It’s as if he perfumed his rear with sandalwood.
With a gentle, probing motion, he slid his pointer finger inside, astounded by the way the celestial’s hole puckered at his touch. Kokabiel cried out softly as the Englishman explored his inner passage. The angel glanced back, gasping,
“Go deeper, there’s a- ah… a little spot inside that… mmm… feels so good…”
Baxter followed suit, quickly finding the glorious treasure spot. With his other hand, he reached around, taking hold of his spectral partner’s drooling member. One, two, three strokes. Oh, what a wonder it was to feel that hot, burning scepter in his grasp.
But then, without
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