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Author’s Note!

Here it is! All four stories in the ‘Evil Angels’ series.

Just to warn you, there’s a lot more horror than my usual fare. So if you like a bit of nasty with your sex, this is good for you. If not…try one of my other writings.

The basic premise is that a couple buy a house, which turns out to have a basement, which holds a dungeon, which hides a door to hell.

The door is opened, and a fallen angel comes through, messes with everybody, and heads off for the big city.

I mean, it starts with a haunted house, then becomes a haunted city, if you get my drift!

Remember, if you like horror and feminization, this is your cup of tea.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Female Domination in a Haunted House!

Female domination and male submission!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Good morning!

Welcome to the first installment of my new series, ‘The Making of a Witch.’

This is going to be a doozy. I’ve got a woman with PMS on steroids, a man who is going to experience a transformation, a demon or two,  some very evil angels, and a lot of fun.

There will, of course, be sex. That’s obligatory. The sex, just to warn you, may be…cool.

I mean, how do Evil Angels copulate? eh?

And what the hell is left of a human an Evil Angel decides to copulate with?

Well, you’ll find out. Now read on, and have fun, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Honey, this is it!”

“You think so?”

“Absolutely!”

They were on Zillow on the internet, looking at houses.

After five years of scrimping and saving, going without and minimizing…they had enough for a down payment.

Ron clicked on the picture section of the page they were on, and Liz leaned forward and studied the house.

It was a hundred years old, and that mean it needed to be repaired.

That was fine, Ron was handy with tools. He worked his way through college doing construction, and he could slam a hammer with the best of them.

The house was in the countryside, and it was covered with vines. Some of the outer boards needed replacing, and the chimneys were sure to need a little work. A couple of shingles were missing, and the garage was actually leaning.

They began to click through the interior pictures, and it was pretty good. It was hard to see, pictures on Zillow often are terrible, the people just don’t know how to snap a camera, but it didn’t look bad.

“This is gonna be a real fixer upper,” Ron murmured, clicking through the pictures.

“But look at the charm! Those cabinets can be refinished, and look at that old clawfoot tub!”

“Your charm, my muscle,” but he was just joshing. He was looking forward to redoing the inside of the house. He used to help his father with little projects, and they always gave him a great feeling of satisfaction and pride.

“Okay, where is it on the map?”

Ron clicked on the map, blew it up, focused on the red dot in the middle, and began to close up.

The house was just outside of the town, close enough to be convenient, far enough to be private.

The grounds looked to be weedy, and the stone wall surrounding the property was had a few crumbling spots, but…nothing serious.

“Does it have modern plumbing? Electricity?”

Ron slide through the facts and features section.

“It has a well and a septic tank. Oh, wait a minute, the septic tank is the well.”

“No!” Liz slapped him on the shoulder.

“Nah,” he said. “Just joking. But it does have septic and a well. If we put in solar panels the place will be self-sufficient.”

“Off the grid?” She gave him a look.

“What’s wrong with off the grid? No government looking over our shoulders, taxes will be down”

“You’ll have your loony friends over there all the time, talking about the 2nd amendment and how the constitution has been destroyed!”

Ron started to speak, then held it in. She was right, and he wasn’t going to win her over by defending his viewpoints.

“Okay,” he said. “Let’s go look at it.”

Liz clapped her hands and did her imitation of a River Dance.

Ron started taking off his clothes.

“Hey!” She stopped dancing and stared at him.

“Hay is for horses and cows that go moo!”

“You aren’t thinking about defiling me with that yardstick you call a dick, are you?”

“Well, if I’m going to be made to work my fingers to the bone, resurrecting that money pit, I should get a little reward.”

“Ha! No pay before work is done.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means you can get me off if you wish, but you’re going to have to wait until we actually have a house before you get off.”

“Aw, honey! I don’t like that game!”

“Why not? You get so horny…and I get so many cums…”

“That’s the point. How about if I get the cums and you get the horny?”

“Surely you jest!”

Ron had his shirt off and his pants down around his ankles. Liz was just sitting back in the chair and smiling. “No joke. We go to town tomorrow and see the realtor, take a trip out to the house, and if our offer is accepted then you get to partake of the pleasures of the pussy.”

“But it might be a week before we get word back after we make an offer!”

“Lots of anticipation there.”

“No. Absolutely not.”

“Come here, honey. Reach into my pants.

She stood up and kept her hand over the belt buckle. She knew he was good at stripping clothes off of unwary victims.

Ron licked his lips and snaked a hand down her front. He slipped it behind her panties and felt her bush. She kept a small landing strip, and it felt furry and wonderful.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.

“Can you feel my hole?” she asked, leaning into him and kissing him. Her breasts, very large, pressed against his shirt.

He could. He wormed his finger around and slipped his middle finger into her.

“Oh, God! I wish that was your dick!”

“You bitch!”” he said, nuzzling her neck.

“Come on, honey. Play my game. You know you love to. And when you do cum…your orgasm will be out of this world.”

“This is not fair.” One arm was around her back and she was leaning back to give him better access. His hand began going up and down and his finger started going in and out, rubbing at her clitoris.

“Oh, it’s fair,” gasped Liz. She managed to pull her blouse apart and extract a big, fat tit. “Now lick, suck, do me right.”

He bent his head and took her nipple in his mouth.

“Oh…yes!” she let out air and nearly swooned. Ron really knew how to get her off.

Ron was really working her now. His mouth pressed on hers, one hand caressed her breast, his fingernail pulling on her nipple, the other hand was sliding in and out of her pussy.

Ron was dazed now, dizzy with horniness, and he loved it. He loved being denied, made so desperate he would fall on his knees and beg, and he knew Liz loved it, too.

Women, they always wanted to be in charge.

Suddenly Liz arched her back and her eyeballs rolled, showed all white.

“That’s it, baby.” He forced extra fingers into her, felt her muscles locking up.

Then the white sheet of pleasure was thrown over her. She forgot about Ron, or the house, or anything. She just focused on the end of the world.

Ron held her. His boner was strong, but there was nothing he could do. He was now committed to the game, and he just hoped that it wouldn’t take too long for the deal to happen.

Or, for heaven’s sake, that the deal didn’t fall through. Liz would make him wait until they had another house lined up, and he didn’t think he could take that.

“Oh…unh….” She shivered and came back to herself.

Ron grinned, and she pulled his hand out of her pants. She had gotten her jollies and had no use for him.

When he was sure she wasn’t going to fall he stepped back and chuckled.

She leaned against the counter the computer was on and eyed him. “I don’t see what you’re laughing about, Mr. Never going to get any.”

“And so it starts,” he laughed.

“So it starts. Thank you, honey. I’ll make sure you have a good long wait.”

“Not too long.”

“Long enough to make you beg.”

“I’m begging already.”

She just laughed and said, “I’ll go get the drinks. Pull up that house again and let’s look some more.

“The old Wilkins’ house,” said Charmaine, the realtor. She was middle-aged, grey hair in a bowl type of cut, and long fingernails.

“Wilkins?”

“That house has a history,” explained Charmaine.

Ron and Liz looked at each other and shrugged.

Charmaine had just called up the house on the computer, and now she was working on the computer again. She pulled up a page that dealt with southern history.

“James Thadeus Wilkins. Wife Alexandria. No children. Died and left it to no one. This was back a hundred years ago, the Great Depression. So nobody claimed it, it stood there for a while, then squatters. Sheriff chased them away. A family bought it, lasted a half a year, then claimed it was haunted. Moved away and left no forwarding address.”

“Haunted?”

“Don’t ask me. That’s just the rumor. You can check the newspapers, but…it’s still a deal. Just charge the ghosts rent and have a good time. You ready to go have a look see?”

They were, and they hopped in Charmaine’s SUV and headed for the edge of town.

They were on an old road that wasn’t used much anymore. It had been neglected when the interstate went through on the other side of town. The road wiggled past an abandoned orchard with skeletal trees. It wandered through a gentle forest, came out on the top of a hill, and shot down past the driveway to the house.

Charmaine guided the SUV up a packed gravel road and the passed through a stand of trees, and there was the house.

It was bigger than the pictures on the net showed, it was also a little shabbier.

“A little paint and you’ve got yourselves an investment.” Charmaine was trying hard to sell it.

She knew that most people talked about fixing things up, but were usually helpless. She had been wise, however, to talk about the ‘haunted’ rumors. That lent an air of intrigue, or mystery. Besides, nobody believed in those haunted house movies like The Amityville Horror or Poltergeist. Talking about haunting just made people want to buy video cameras and make paranormal movies.

They got out of the car and gazed at the house.

“When was it built?” asked Ron.

“1915,” answered Charmaine.

Ron turned in a slow pivot. Big yard, no tree with a noose hanging from it, a shed for chopping wood. The garage did lean, but it had likely been built after the house, and not by any code.

The woods were thick and the color this time of year was bright and cheerful. Deer would—at that moment a pair of deer wandered out, cropped some gas, and looked up them.

“Back to nature,” sighed Charmaine.

“You’re killing it here, Charmaine.”

“I know,” she laughed. “Would you believe I hired those deer to come out and greet you?”

Liz snorted. Then said, “Shall we take a look inside?”

They mounted the porch, and the quality of the original build was apparent. The wood planks weren’t sprung or warped. There was no rot. The eaves were sufficient to keep rain water off the porch.

There was even a rocking chair at the far end. It hadn’t fared as well. one of the rockers was twisted off, but that was only a piece of furniture.

Charmaine produced keys on a ring. The keys were old, crude, and it was obvious the lock had never been changed.

She inserted a key, wiggled the door a bit, then simply lifted the knob and pushed.

Once free, the door swung inward and the interior of the house was exposed.

Good wood. Ancient, but thick carpets. A layer of dust on the furniture.

“It’s furnished?” asked Liz.

“I’ll have to check, but I think so. Some of this stuff is fairly nice, too.”

Fairly nice was an understatement. The little table in the foyer, though covered with dust, was solid with a little doily on it. There was a lamp on it, and Charmaine turned the switch. Nothing happened, but then nobody expected anything to happen. The lamp had to have been made by Edison, after all, and the electricity was not on.

Ron was surprised the building even had electricity.

They stepped into the living room and the couch was ornate, sculpted claw feet, thick cushions with patterns sewn into them.

Through a wide arch was a dining room, the table and chairs covered with white clothes.

“It’s in better condition than I expected,” suggested Charmaine.

Ron and Lisa agreed. It was a lot better looking than the photos on Zillow showed.

The kitchen wasn’t modern, but it did have indoor plumbing. The drainboard was long, and a pump supplied the water.

“I thought it had a well?” said Liz.

“It does. It’s just a hand powered pump.” Rob tried the pump handle, and it only took a couple of strokes for clean, clear water to come out.

“The well was inspected. I have the report back at the office, but it seems to be in good shape.”

They wandered onto a back porch, through a hallway, and up the stairs.

Five bedrooms, two of which had big iron beds with feather mattresses. One of the beds was the master bedroom, and it was perfect. A big window opened on a balcony and they stood on the balcony and saw the deer, still grazing.

Ron jumped up and down and Liz gasped, “What are you doing?”

“Making sure the balcony isn’t going to fall off.”

Liz scurried back into the bedroom. “Try doing that without me.”

Charmaine smothered a smile, but Ron didn’t.

“Okay, Charmaine, let’s talk money.”

So they did, right in the middle of the bedroom, and Ron and Liz made an offer. Liz promised to write up the offer and submit it on the following day, and that was it.

Ron and Liz returned home and were thoroughly excited.

They were going to be home owners!

Ron tossed his keys on the counter of their little apartment and turned to Liz. He smiled. “Didn’t that dry, dusty, old house just make you wet.”

Liz walked past him, a smile and a hand caressing the front of his pants. “Why, Mr. Johnson…whatever do you mean?”

He followed her, placed his hands on her rump, one hand to each cheek. He lifted.

“Eek!”

“I mean,” he said, “that I delivered, and now might be an appropriate time for you to deliver.”

“Deliver? Why, what in the world do you mean?” she said, unbuttoning her blouse. “Do you think I’m Uber Eats or something?”

“I’ll eat your Uber,” he mock snarled, and he reached for her.

Liz, however, was quicker than him. She moved away and said, “Now, honey, I told you, when we move into a house you get your reward.”

“You said when we made an offer!”

She turned to him, her blouse was undone and her large breasts were round and heaving and the center of his focus. His breath came in little gasps.

“I said when we had a house, and that means when we move in,” she corrected him. Actually, she wasn’t sure what she had said, but she liked playing this game, and…why not? He did, too. though he would never admit it. At least not until she had him desperate and begging.

“Honey,” he blurted as she dropped to her knees, “That could be months! They have to accept the offer, then there’s a month of escrow, then we have to actually move in.”

Her mouth was too busy to answer now, and he groaned and she held his knees because they were trembling. For a long minute she tormented him, then she looked up at him. “Have you been bad with girls, Johnny?”

It was a line from their favorite movie, Summer Place.

“Oh, fuck!” whimpered Ron, and Liz went back to work.

Another long minute, a minute that ended too soon, and Liz looked up again. “Your legs are quivering, Ron.”

“Please,” he gritted his teeth, “get me off!”

“Me first!” she chortled happily, standing up. Then you.” Under her breath she whispered, “in a month or so.”

“What was that?”

“And, I think I’d like you to use the vibrator tonight.”

“What?” His voice was ragged and squeaky at the same time.

“Vibrator. Starts with a V. Get it.”

Ron knew he was in for it now. She really was going to play the game. He had hoped, but when she made him use the vibrator on her he knew she meant business.

Sighing, gulping, his nipples erect and his cock weeping, he retrieved the vibrator from the bottom dresser drawer. He plugged it in and turned to find her laying on the bed, skirt up and ready to go.

Ron climbed onto the bed. He mouthed a nipple and put the vibrator to her button. She gasped, and her clitoris was hard.

Liz had unusually large nipples, and her pussy was even a bit large.

Ron loved it that way. He loved feeling her depth and moisture. He slid the vibrator into her and kept up the action on her breasts.

The good news was that Liz was easy. She orgasmed quickly.

The bad news was that she was multi-orgasmic.

Ron got her off, only to find that she wanted more. And more.

For a half hour he serviced her, his penis getting harder and harder. The more she came, the hornier he got.

Finally, however, he had had enough.

“Please, my forearm is aching!”

Liz smiled and lay back and stretched, showing off her nipple hard boobs. “Well, I guess if that’s all you’re capable of.”

“We could always try my dick?”

“Oh, Ron! No! If we did that you’d come too soon! And you know how I dislike premature ejaculators!”

With that Liz bounced off the bed, giggled, slapped his weenie playfully, and ran for the shower.

Ron groaned and lay back, his large member pointing towards the sky. Right through the ceiling, the roof, and towards the far stars.

God, was he horny!

Then he stood up and headed for the bathroom. Though he was desperate, or because he was desperate, he wanted to get in on the shower. Maybe soaping her body wouldn’t relieve him, but it sure would be fun.

It took exactly 37 days to get into the house.

By the time 37 days had passed Ron was a blithering idiot. Well, maybe not an idiot, but he was definitely having to think his way through things. His mind was just a wee bit distracted by his horniness, and it took effort to think.

But he loved it. He loved being a slave to his desires, and he really loved the nightly get togethers with his wife in the darkness. And so what if she came and he didn’t…it was just so exciting!

But, on the 37th day they unloaded a U-haul and stacked what in a half a dozen years of living they had accumulated.

It wasn’t much. A couple of dozen boxes of books and bric a brac, a few sticks of furniture, a couple of piles of clothing.

“You’d think we were paupers,” Ron said, gazing down at the stuff.”

Liz stood next to him, and she snaked a hand into his pants and groped him. “Yeah, but paupers with their very own house!”

He turned to her, single minded with lust, and wrapped her in his arms.

There, in the roominess of an old house, he virtually raped her mouth with his.

But she raped right back, then she let go of his manhood and pushed him away. “Return the U-haul, and I’ll be waiting.”

Ron almost ran from the house.

After more than a month! He was actually quivering. He drove through town, taking care not to get in an accident, and was shortly driving his own car back.

He entered the house, “Honey, I’m home?”

“I’m up here,” her voice came down from the upstairs clear and unmistakable.

He grinned and took the stairs two at a time. He unbuttoned his shirt and undid his pants and turned into the room they had chosen for their own, the master bedroom.

She wasn’t there. Their clothes were thrown on the bed, but the bed wasn’t made and…she wasn’t there.

He stood in the middle of the room and his heart sank. He had definitely heard here call down to him. Where was she?

He was half undressed, so he went ahead and tossed his shirt off and kicked out of his pants, then, wearing shoes only, he went on the search.

Or perhaps it should be called ‘the hunt.’

He felt atavistic. A caveman looking for a cavewoman. ME Tarzan, you Jane, Lay down I think I love you.”

His weenie pointed the way and he headed down the hall. He walked into room after room, but…no Liz.

“Liz?” he called out.

Now there was no answer.

He was so damned anxious. His weenie was dripping. And she was playing the game too long!

But, of course, he only felt that way because he was so damned 37 days horny!

He went up the short stairway to a raised cupola.

No Liz.

He opened the window in the cupola, it was just a small eight foot round room, and yelled. “LIZ!”

No answer.

What the fuck?

Now he was getting worried. His dick was even drooping a bit.

He descended the stairs to the first floor, calling out her name again and again.

He entered the kitchen, looked around, started to leave, then saw that the pantry door was open a crack.

He pulled open the door and saw…the back wall was ajar!

How could a wall be ajar?

What the fuck?” he said to himself.

He stepped into the pantry and pushed on the wall, and it swung back.

“Fuck!” It was a fake door! A secret place!

He stood at the top of a series of tall, narrow steps. The steps led into the darkness, but he could see a glow coming from the bottom.

“Liz?” but his voice was swallowed by the gloom.

He put one hand on the wall and began the descent. A few steps and the wall changed from rough wood to stone.

As he approached the bottom of the steps the glow grew lighter.

“Honey?”

He was actually feeling a bit apprehensive. Who knew what could be down here? Some animal curled up and waiting. Or maybe a pit to fall in and never be found.

But he kept taking the big steps, then found himself on a little landing. A door, ajar, was on the left, and he pushed it open.

The room was lit by Liz’s camping lantern. You pull up the top of the lantern and a bright light did the deed. But it was on top of a long, rough hewn table, and the furniture in the room was mostly in the shadows. Long surfaces and spooky stands.

“Liz?”

He crossed the room slowly, being careful not to fall into anything or trip, and he saw what the furniture was.

Dungeon shit. That’s what popped into his mind. Furniture for use in a dungeon.

He almost tripped over a rack. A real, live rack, ready to pull some scrawny prisoner until he was so tall he came apart.

Against one wall was a St. Andrews cross. It wasn’t dusty, the beams were shiny in the bright light, and it looked ready for use.

There were chains on the wall. Dangling, waiting to ensnare a victim, to hold him for the crack of the whips.

And there was actually a stack of whips on a long plank bench. Short whips with soft ends. A cat of nine tails with little stars wrapped in the ends—now that would certainly cut some skin!

He tripped over a box that was empty, but had probably once held kittens. He walked around a table, his eyes getting used to the gloom, and Liz was only ten feet away. She was naked, just a peignoir that didn’t hide but rather emphasized. Her breasts, under the harsh light of the lantern, were red, but maybe that was just a trick of the light. It sounded like she was whispering something.

But he wasn’t sure it was her. The sound seemed to come from various angles.

“Liz?”

She turned, her body first, then her head, as if she was reluctant to let her eyes loose from whatever they were perceiving.

Something was wrong. Her eyes were…spooky. They were glittering, and it was as if she wasn't really looking at him.

“Are you all right?”

She looked down at his nakedness, at his dong, which was still thick, but no longer erect. She smiled and pointed at it. “That’s what I want,” and she began to crumble.

Ron was close enough that he caught her. He simply intuited that she was going down, and he moved forward and caught her with his arms.

She was slack in his grip. Her muscles were soft, not working, and she looked up at him. Then she was confused. “Ron?”

How Ron managed to get her upstairs he wasn’t sure. He wasn’t a big, muscly fellow, and he had to navigate the dungeon and its toys in near darkness, then climb the ridiculously steep stairs. But he managed it.

Once in the kitchen he could speed up, and he rushed out to the living room and placed her on the couch.

Halfway across the living room Liz seemed to come to herself. Somewhat.

“What’s happening?”

She now placed her arms around his neck, which helped him transport her somewhat. She had been mostly limp up to this point.

“Honey? Are you all right? You collapsed down there!”

“Down where?”

“In the basement, or dungeon, or whatever that place was.”

But Liz looked confused. “What place? What dungeon?”

He knelt next to the couch and rubbed her hands, felt her face, and worried.

“There’s a dungeon in this house, and you were down there. How did you find it?”

Liz blinked a couple of times, it looked like she was trying to think, but no thoughts, or memories, or logic was coming out.

She sighed, deeply. “Honey, I’m tired. Can you help me upstairs?”

Ron would have carried her, but she was coming back to herself. She struggled to her feet, him helping, and they walked slowly towards the stairs.

“You say this place has a dungeon? Do you mean a basement?”

“Well, it’s a basement, but it’s fixed up like a dungeon. It’s sort of hidden. You push the back of the pantry and…” he stopped talking. She had to know this, else how had she gotten down into the dungeon in the first place?

She yawned. She was using him, and one hand on the bannister, to propel herself up the wide stairs.

They reached the second floor and he walked her towards their bedroom.

“Gosh. I’m tired,” she mentioned. Another yawn.

“Don’t worry. We’ll have you in bed quicksnap.”

She smiled wanly, and they turned into the bedroom.

Ron put her in a chair and swept everything off the bed. He found their sheets and made the bed.

“We’re going to have to get new bedding,” he said. “Ours is too short.”

Liz said nothing.

He turned, and she was asleep in the chair.

He finished making the bed, then picked her up and placed her on the bed. Holding her naked flesh, the peignoir wasn’t enough to get in the way of their flesh touching, he felt his dingus wake up.

It had been slack when he had had to exert effort to get her up into the house, but now he was reminded of how horny he was.

He stood back, his dick now sticking straight out and his gulping breathing returning. He stared down at her body.

She was built. She had a trim, almost boyish body, but with unusually large breasts. Her hair was long and blonde and it lay on the bed around her head, emphasizing the soft curves of her face.

He sighed, and pulled the comforter over her. They liked to sleep with just a comforter, and on warm nights it would be thrown back. Naked was just fine with them.

He placed a palm on her forehead.

She was warm. Not hot, but warm. He frowned, but…he would just keep an eye on her.

So thinking, he sat down in the chair and prepared to watch over her.

How had she found that basement/dungeon?

Why had she been standing, facing the wall, and what was she whispering?

Or, maybe it wasn’t her whispering. Maybe it was a trick of the wind outside.

He didn’t remember there being much a wind when they had entered the house.

But why was she so…confused? Vacant?

Why didn’t she remember how she had gotten into the basement.

And even when she did come back to herself, she had acted sort of wan, and now she had a slight temperature.

And…what about that voice that had first answered him? Where did that come from?

Outside the night had set. Out here, where there was no city, it was dark. There was no moon this night, and the lights of the city were obscured by the woods.

Ron saw, and worried, and looked at his cell phone. Night had just fallen, and already he felt the largeness of the house. He felt small in his grasp.

He looked at Liz. She was sleeping peacefully. Nothing wrong with her now.

Probably just the excitement of the move. It had been a long day. Yeah. That was it.

And he picked up a blanket and pulled it over himself.

He would have lain down next to her, but he wanted to watch over her, not go to sleep and risk…risk what?

He didn’t know, but he had a feeling of unease.

And he slept.


Part Two

Ron awoke and the sun was streaming in through the window. He grunted, groaned, straightened up , and through the blanket off.

He had been awake, off and on, until four in the morning.

Liz had tossed and turned a bit, but nothing unusual. The last time he had felt her forehead she seemed fine.

He looked over at the bed.

She was gone. The comforter was thrown back and there was no sign of her.

Good. She was up and about. That meant she was feeling chipper.

Ron yawned, stood up, stretched, and took a shower. Then he pulled on green shorts and a black tee, tied his favorite athletic shoes, and headed downstairs.

He didn’t get downstairs, however. He saw the open door that led up to the cupola and made a quick detour.

He stood in front of the window he had opened the previous day and breathed in fresh air.

The view was incredible, and today there were three deer grazing. A family.

The woods seemed fresher, happier, and he was looking forward to carving out a few hiking trails.

Closing the window he headed downstairs, and this time he made it.

No sign of Liz.

He stepped out on the front porch, inhaled more air, then headed back in.

He stepped into the kitchen and his heart sank. The pantry door was open.

He didn’t really want to go down into the dungeon. He had no real interest in whips and chains (why is your dingus singing then, sport?) and he didn’t want to go where Liz had been whispering and couldn’t remember what was happening.

He stepped into the pantry, then stopped. He went back to the living room where their belongings were still stacked and found his good flashlight. He returned to the pantry and descended the stairs.

It wasn’t as spooky in the daylight, but there was a feeling to the place, an ambience, a heavy air that seemed to weigh upon the traveler of the stairs.

It was as if he was descending not to just a dungeon, but a place under which lived, or was over imposing, something dirty.

Not dirty sexually, but actually and physically, morally dirty.

Though there wasn’t any sign of grease or debris or (shudder) blood.

“Liz?”

“Down here, babe!”

He smiled. Her voice was happy, and that was what he was really worried about.

He stepped into the dungeon.

It was like stepping into another world. A world of grimoires and perverted elves. It was…different. Not the world.

Across the dungeon Liz was sweeping. She had found a ragged looking broom, and she was gathering the accumulated dust into a small mound.

She was also naked. Except for the peignoir.

And exciting.

Ron smiled as his boner boned. God, he loved his wife.

“Is that your broomstick, oh, mighty witch?”

“All I need is a black cat.”

“What’s that line from Shakespeare? The three witches?”

“Double, double toil and trouble; Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.”

“There you go,” he grinned. “Are you ready for some breakfast?”

“Sure. You fix. Call me when it’s done.”

This was a little off for her. She usually liked making breakfasts. And to toss it off to Ron, like a command.

“Why don’t you come up with me. We’ll make it together.”

“Oh, honey! I’m almost done!”

She was actually sweeping like a dervish, but she stopped and looked at him. she said nothing, but he could see that glimmer in her eyes.

“What?”

“Come here,” she whispered.

Her voice was nothing, but he felt compelled.

Of course, it could just be his cock guiding him, but…he went.

She bent to her knees and grabbed his penis in both hands. “God, I love this.”

She sucked, and it felt like she was sucking the balls right out of his testicles. She was a bit rougher than usual, but she laughed. She stood up and kissed him, roughly. Sucking on his tongue till the muscles at the base of his tongue felt stretched.

“And I love this place, this room. God, this wonderful room. This is my room. You bought it for me.”

She was actually quivering with excitement.

He was…not. He would have preferred that this room stayed hidden.

She pushed him back, guided him a bit, and sat him on a bench. He looked down at the floor. At one end of the bench were two iron rings. He looked at the other end of the bench. Two more iron rings.

“They used to tie somebody on this bench.”

She was sitting on him. Not taking him inside her, just rubbing the outside of his penis with her vulva. She nibbled on his mouth, taking little bites that almost hurt.

She stopped, had her arms over his shoulders, her breasts pressed against him. Her face was inches from him. They were at that distance where actors eyes looked back and forth between the left eye and the right, but she was not shifting her eyes. She was looking into him. Seeing things he didn’t understand, but which vaguely unnerved him.

“They would tie them to the bench and whip them. Until their backs were striped with blood, and sometimes the bone showed, and then they would let them loose, turned them over, and while they screamed they would sit on them, taking their penis into them, gobbling it, gobbling it, until there was nothing left.”

“Heysoos, Liz. That’s gross. Who is this they and them you’re talking about?”

Lis reached down and grabbed his penis with both hands. It was hard, big, and she started to bend it.

“Oh…” he said, then “Ow!” It was starting to hurt. She had this look in her eye like she was going to bend it in half, break it off. And her words came to him. ‘Gobbling it, gobbling it.’

“OW!” he pushed her back, having to use strength.

She went to her feet and grinned down at him. A feral grin, and in that moment he wondered if she had somehow sharpened her teeth.

Then her eyebrows dipped in and she frowned.

“Oh, fuck! I’m sorry, Ron.”

She put her hand out and grabbed his.

He allowed her to lift him up, but he was feeling a bit gun shy. She had actually hurt him.

“I don’t know what got into me. I…I’m sorry.”

Ron looked down at his penis. Oddly, for the pain it had just experienced, it was erect.

More erect.

Throbbing and dancing and flicking off bits of pre-cum.

She tried a giggle, and it sort of worked, and she said, “But I guess it wasn’t that bad.”

“Was so.”

She reached for it again, and this time she was gentle.

Still, he almost shied away, but she was peculiarly insistent, and she slowly stroked him. Now her hand was soft, gentle, and he relaxed.

“That’s a boy,” she whispered, peppering his face with kisses. “A little pain never hurt anybody.”

“Let me twist your dick and then we’ll talk about it.”

She laughed, once again pleased, and she pulled him gently around. “Come on. I’ll make you the best breakfast you ever had in your life.”

He followed her, was led by her, and gloried in the feel of her hand on him.

At the stairs she stopped and turned and looked at the basement. She shook her head. “Lot of work to be done here.”

He looked, and only wished to be upstairs.

As if she felt his thought, she led him up the stairs, and by the time they reached the kitchen he was almost ready to cum.

She, of course, was not ready.

They sat on the porch and gazed at the lawn that had just about turned to field. No deer, but they could hear the birds singing sweetly in the distance.

She had made eggs over hard, sausage, waffles, and dripped a bit of syrup over the plate.

In a way, she was little Miss Suzie Homemaker. She took pride in keeping her house clean, she made delicious dishes, she entertained friends, and she always kept her husband happy.

If happy was eternally horny.

He did always want more, but she was wise enough to keep him wanting, and only occasionally delivering the goods.

She always said the secret to a good marriage was a horny man.

And he loved her as Suzie homemaker. She wasn’t the brainwashed, little home maker that feminists warned about, she was an exciting woman who enjoyed being a woman.

And enjoyed being in charge as a woman.

“So, what’s going on?” he asked, sucking the syrup off a sausage then eating it.

She had a different way of eating. She licked the syrup off, severed the sausage with her sharp, white teeth, and smiled.

He realized that she was, in a subconscious way, downright sexual in this eating habit.

“What do you mean?”

“You were acting weird last night, and you actually had a fever. And this morning…you really hurt me.”

“Oh, honey. I’m sorry. It was a long day yesterday, and as for this morning…I just got a little excited. I mean, it’s been a while since you got me off.”

“It has not!”

“Yes, it has!”

“I got you off just yesterday, right before we packed the U-haul and made the trip here.”

“That’s what I’m talking about. You pleasured me early yesterday, but it’s been hours since then. A whole day. And you haven’t once eaten me out, or fisted me.”

He blinked. Fisted? He had never fisted her. The idea, the bare notion, was sort of…not appealing.

Fisting her?

She didn’t notice his sudden introversion and withdrawal into heavy thought. She put her plate aside. Got up and put his plate aside.

Moving nimbly, she sat upon him. Once again her pussy was leaning against his cock, but without (gobbling it, gobbling it) taking it in. Once again her breasts were pressing through the sheer peignoir and on this chest. He could feel her hot nipples grazing his skin.

“Honey, you’ve been so good to me, buying me this house, getting me my own, special room, I think I need to reward you.”

He gulped, his Adam’s apple going up and down noisily.

She laughed at his reaction. Once again she raped his mouth, nibbling roughly, sucking the wind out of him, grinding her mons against his cock.

Then she stood up. “Come on.”

He stood up, and he was almost relieved when she grabbed his hand instead of his manhood.

She led him through the house, glancing back at him like a nymphette. Or maybe a nympho. Into the kitchen and down the stairs. When they reached the bottom of the stairs she stopped and shone her flashlight over the room and the assembly of furniture.

“I’m going to need you to do some things down here.”

“Like what? I mean, I’ve got a lot to do with the rest of the house.”

She ignored his comment about the house and continued, “I want some electricity down here. And some plumbing.

Babe! This is pretty low. I could get the water down here, but I don’t know if there’s a way to get it drained back up, if you know what I mean.”

She made an unhappy face. “Can’t you just…dig a deep hole or something? A septic whatever? It’s not like we’re going to be draining a lot of water.”

“How much is a lot of water?”

“A little water,” she corrected him. Then: “I’m going to want a toilet and a shower. So I don’t need to run upstairs and interrupt my work.”

“Work? What work?”

She laughed and punched his arm, gently, and said, “My work, silly. you know?”

But he didn’t know.

“I can research this and let you know.”

“That’s all I ask, a little research. So when can you start?”

He blinked. This was the moment that he realized something was off in his wife. He said one thing, and she acknowledged it, then continued with her original idea without regard for logic or anything else.

But, she was happy, and he was feeling a bit confused, and her hand was now rubbing his meat, so he just said, “I’ll let you know.”

“When?” Not really insistent, just…persisting.

“A couple of days.”

“Okay, but I should let you know,” she pulled him around to her, “when you finish remodeling my special room I’ll let you cum.”

He stared at her. “Honey, you promised me that when we moved into the house. We moved in, and I want to hold you to our deal.”

She sighed, her chest rising and falling and driving him crazy. She looked at him, and batted her eyes, and causing him fantasies of lust.

“Well, I guess I should…you really want to put your penis in me.”

“Oh, Lord, lady. I do. I’m dying to do a little in and out. You’ve been teasing me long enough.”

She nodded, bit her lower lip, then said, “Okay. I’ll let you put your dick in me, but we have to do something first.”

“What?” Even though he was desperate he was suspicious. His wife wasn’t acting normal.

“Let me play with you on one of my toys.”

He couldn’t help it, his head turned and he gazed at the benches and planks and beams.

He turned back. “But you know I’m not into BDSM. I really don’t like pain.”

She showed her teeth, her eyes looked truly happy. “Guaranteed, no pain. Nothing but pleasure. You’d like to have a little pleasure, wouldn’t you? You’ve been so good and…I really want to give you pleasure.”

“On one of these things?”

She smiled contentedly.

“Which one?”

She didn’t hesitate. She walked over to a thing that looked like a padded sawhorse. “This one.”

“You’re not going to whip me or anything?”

“Absolutely not. This is strictly for pleasure. You bought me this house….you got me this room. Nothing but pleasure for you, love of my life.”

“Well, okay. What do I have to do?”

“Take off your clothes.”

He started to pull his tee shirt off and she ran up the stairs.

“Where are you going?”

“I’ll be right back! Keep undressing.”

He draped his tee shirt over a standing arrangement of beams. He was’t sure how anybody could fit into that thing. He took off his shorts and hung them up. He left his shoes on because…did he really need to take his shoes off to fuck?

“Here you go.” She had come back down the stairs like a cat wearing  sneakers, no noise, and he turned.

She handed him a drink, and he sipped it. Bourbon and Coke. Mmmm. His favorite.

“Shoes, too, buster.”

He toed the heels and stepped out of his athletic shoes.

She led him to the horse. “Just sit on it for now.”

He did, and she knelt in front of him. Every time he sipped his drink, she sipped on him. And though the bourbon was potent, her sips were having the most effect.

He finished and she had him lay over the bench.

It was good enough padding that it didn’t hurt, was almost comfortable, and she went to a bench in the back of the dungeon and returned holding four pairs of handcuffs.

“What are those for?”

“House rules,” she purred. “Nobody is unrestrained in my place of business.”

“Place of business,” he whispered as she fastened his wrists, then his ankles to the legs of the horse. When she was done he could move, but he couldn’t leave.

“All right, honey. Before you ever put your dick in me we have to do this.” She was massaging his buns with both hands.

“Feels good,” he said.

“Good. Does this?” She began rubbing his brown spot.

He jerked, and the handcuffs clinked. “Hey!”

“Does this hurt?” she persisted.

He was unnerved by the sensation, but…it didn’t hurt. And, as the moments passed, it began to feel good. He finally admitted, “No. It’s okay.”

“Good.” She inserted her pinkie.

“Hey!”

“Hay is for horses and cows that go moo.”

“Take that out of there!”

“Does it hurt?”

“Not the point! Get your finger out of me!”

“Not till you tell me it hurts. And you’ve got to tell the truth.”

Ron wiggled, tried to shake her finger out, but…it just made the sensation feel better and better.

“Ooh, Mikey, I think he likes it!”

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“Right after we finish here,” she said, and she kissed his right bun.

She kept wiggling her digit, and finally he had to admit. “Okay. It feels good, but that doesn’t mean I want—hey!”

She had replaced her pinkie with her middle finger, and she was probing him.

“You said it didn’t hurt.”

“But that’s not the same finger!”

“It’s the fuck finger, and that’s what I’m doing.”

“But I didn’t want to fuck your finger! I want to fuck you! With my dick!”

“And you will, just as soon as we’re done here.”

“Oh, God!”

He kept wiggling, wiggled harder, but she just kept fingering him, and suddenly, “I’ve got to pee!”

“That’s okay. My husband is going to put a drainage system in here.”

“That’s not funny!”

“I’m not being funny. Go ahead and pee.”

“I’m going to! I have to!”

“Good. I’m waiting.”

So he relaxed, and the pee came out.

Except that bent over the horse as he was he could see the pee, and it wasn’t pee!

“What the hell!” he shouted. “I’m cumming!”

“Actually,” she spoke softly and lovingly, “You’re being drained. I’m pressing on your prostate, and that causes your sperm to come out.”

“You can’t….you…” then he shut up. She could, and…it felt good. Real good.

It wasn’t an orgasm, but it was like being a little drunk, a little high, and it was thoroughly enjoyable.

For a long minute she tickled his walnut, and the semen came out in a long, shiny string. It fell on the floor, pooled, and he felt better and better.

He felt relieved.

Finally, Liz stopped wiggling her finger. She pulled it out slowly. She wiped it on his butt, and started undoing his handcuffs.

Ron sagged, then pushed up and got off the horse. He wasn’t tired, he was full of energy, but he was also weak. How odd. He expected to lose a little energy, maybe even go to sleep after cumming, but he felt alive, like a glowing life stick had been pushed up his fanny and made his backbone glow.

When he was standing Liz went down on him, but only for a minute. She sucked on his weenie, and sampled the bit of semen that had gotten on the head of his cock.

Then she stood up, her eyes glowing fiercely, and she took his cock in hand and led him back across the basement and up the steps.

“What are we doing?” asked Ron. He felt incredibly lackadaisical.

“We’re going to fuck, my dear, little hubbie. “Or to be more specific, you are going to put that giant weenie in me and pleasure me until I’m half out of my mind.”

He chuckled. “Only half?”

“Okay. All the way out of my mind.”

They crossed the kitchen, then the big living room, and went up the stairs.

Ron was smacking his lips, like he was tired and getting ready to lay down, but his excitement was actually growing. He felt like his chest was about to burst open and shine golden light on everything.

“That’s really something,” he spoke of his draining.

“It does do the trick, doesn’t it?”

“I might want you to do that again.”

“I’m sure you will.” Then she stopped, halfway down the second floor half and almost at their room. She turned to him, “What if that was the only way you got sex?”

That was an odd thought, and Ron blinked a bit, and he started to wonder without having a specific thought to wonder about. He was just sort of…mind blown.

She laughed and tugged on his member again, led him into the bedroom.

“We need bigger sheets,” she said, and she threw off her peignoir and bent over the bed. she looked back at him, “Come on, stud. Do me. Show me.

Then commenced one of the strangest love making sessions of Ron’s life.

He stepped up and plowed into her, his giddiness leaving and being replaced by a sexual lust.

She grunted and gripped the comforter with her fists.

He rammed and slammed and jammed and crammed and tried to push his penis in her hard enough to come out the other side.

Except there was no ‘other side.’

There was just more velvet cunt, more slick moisture and folds of pleasure.

Liz cried out, again and again, as Ron tried to cum.

But he couldn’t.

He had been drained.

He had nothing left to shoot.

But he felt like he could squirt! He felt like he was right on the edge!

She climbed away from his dick, up on the bed, and turned around.

“Come on, you hound of hell! Show me!”

He tried. He pushed in, he held her breasts and squeezed, he prayed for his nuts to let loose.

Nothing came out.

He just fucked harder and harder, and Liz began to have her cums.

“Oh…yes…yes!”

A few minutes later… “That’s it! Yes! Oooh…oh!”

Then she leaned down and spoke intently into his face, “Gobble gobble!”

And a few minutes later…Heysoos! Deeper! You feel so big!

For hours they fucked, and for hours he felt like he could cum, if he…could…just…

She climbed on top of him. She took control. She rode him like he was a dildo. She pulled on his nipples, causing him to cry out, but he only get stiffer. She slapped his face, but he just turned the other cheek and loved it.

And, a dozen cums in, the lunch hour past, she pushed off him, rolled over, and moaned. “Oh, God! I needed that!”

Ron lay there on his back, his cock sticking straight up as if asking for more.

Physically, he was beat to a frazzle, but he wanted more. Honestly, in that moment, if he had been offered the chance to fuck himself to death, he would have done it.

He felt smashed to bit, but every bit was glowing golden.

He lay there and Liz picked up her peignoir and put it on.

He was eternally hungry, excited at how her hard nipples pushed the material out. He suddenly knew why she was wearing it; the material would slide over her nipples and excite them.

“Wait,” he said, half goofy and not knowing what he was saying.

Liz stood at the side of the bed, Looking down at him, and she felt a fantastic high for what she had done to him.

“Now that’s the kind of sex I like.”

“What?”

“A big orgy without a bucket of cum dripping out of my pussy.”

She glanced at her cell phone. “Oops. Past lunch time. I’ll got fix something. You better get to work…if you ever want to get in me again.”

In the back of his mind, Ron didn’t want to. But in the front of his mind, he was dying to.

He had been fucked beyond belief. He had been fucked stupid, and all he wanted was more.

Liz, as if reading his thoughts, turned and left the room.

He tried to sleep, because that is what men normally do after fantastic sex, but he couldn’t. His boner was up, it wouldn’t let him, it demanded…action.

He couldn’t get that action with his boner, however, it was starting to feel a little sore.

He got up and got dressed. Except for his shirt. He just didn’t feel like raising his arms enough to sleep the shirt on.

He walked down the hallway, across the house and down to the basement.

Liz was already there. She was at the end of the basement, staring at the wall.

Funny, there was nothing there, but it was like she was reading something off the wall.

Though he was silent, she heard him, and she turned. “Can we run a line down over there? Then we could hook up some lights and…” she gabbled on, sharing her thoughts on redecoration.

At first, it didn’t seem like there was much to be done. The basement was big, but it wasn’t that big.

But the lights needed to be strung and connected, and they had to be bright enough to see, and sufficiently gloomy.

Then there was the problem of water. He could pipe down all the water he wanted, and he figured out a way to drill a hole in the wall, at the deeper end of the basement, and let the dirty water seep out. It wasn’t neat, but it was effective.

Then he had to reset some of the eyebolts in the floor, and get new chain for the walls.

She wanted a sound system, and some of the furniture had come loose, and…and…and…

Ron sat on the porch. He was exhausted, and energized, and he wondered what the hell had happened.

He had spent all his time fixing up the dungeon, and had spent no time working on the house.

Come winter the roof was going to leak. There was some mold that had to be removed, a whole beam replaced, and that was going to be a job. The wiring in the house worked, but it was all old cloth wires, and it needed to be replaced. The plumbing really needed to be replaced. The pipes were packed with calcium carbonate. That protected against lead poisoning, but the flow of water was pretty weak. Pipes had to be replaced.

Then there were boards on the outside, the garage had to be de-leaned, or replaced, he hadn’t planted the new lawn, and there were a thousand other things.

The place wasn’t a money pit, but it needed work. It needed about a century of maintenance.

And he was willing.

But Liz kept him working on the basement.

The whole house could go to hell, as long as she had her dungeon.

What was wrong with that woman?

Ever since they had moved in she had been…strange.

She sexed him all the time, but rarely delivered. And when she did she would drain him first, so he remained horny, but never got an orgasm.

He sighed, and looked up.

A car was coming up the driveway. An SUV. Oh, it was Charmaine Wilson, the realtor.

For a change, Ron was wearing clothes. Though Liz preferred him naked all he time, he did manage to wear some shorts some times, and this was one of those times.

He came off the porch and greeted Charmaine as she exited her car.

“How’s it going, Charmaine?”

“Hey, Ron. I thought of you the other day, and wanted to see how it was going.”

They chatted, discussed the house, the town, the woods, the price of beans in Chili. Finally, however, Charmaine got down to it.

“I came across something that might interest you.”

“Oh?”

“Do you remember who owned this house? Who built it?”

Ron shrugged.

“James Thadeus Wilkins and his wife, Alexandria.”

“Oh, yeah. No children.”

“That’s the rumor. But the truth…”

“They had children?”

“Maybe.”

“Maybe?” he arched his eyebrows and smiled a wan smile.

Charmaine turned and opened the back door of her car. She straightened up and turned to Ron, and she was holding a book.

It was leather, and it had a little lock on the side. It was worn, but the spine was still holding up. It was small, only three inches by four.

“Simon Hawkins, down at the library, found this. It was in a box that had slipped down behind a desk. The box was post marked 1923.”

“Jeez! A hundred years old.”

“Normally, Simon would have just tossed this out. But he heard that there were new owners here, and he figured what the heck, got a hold of me, and…”

She handed the book to Ron.

“Simon doesn’t care about old stuff. I thought about opening it, but I didn’t want to risk breaking the lock, and…maybe we could just say it goes with the property?”

“Wow. Sure, and thanks.”

“Somebody might as well get some use out of it,” she chuckled and got back in her car. “Let me know if there’s anything interesting, and say  hi to Liz for me.”

“Will do, and thanks.”

Charmaine headed out, and Ron looked at the book.

No title. But should there be? It looked more like a journal, and that would account for the lock.

The lock. He needed to pick the lock.

He trotted up the steps and headed for the kitchen. He had a small toolkit there. The big one was down in the dungeon, but the small one should do for him.

He opened his toolkit, searched around, and found a large bobby pin. He smiled.

He bent the end of the pin and started fiddling with the lock.

For fifteen minutes he tried to turn the mechanism, kept bending and rebending the pin, and, finally, click!

Ron, a bit excited, opened the book, and a letter dropped out. He put the book to the side and bent to pick up the letter. It was not closed, the flap merely pushed into the envelope, and he opened it and extracted a thin sheet of paper. He unfolded the paper, which had been folded twice.

The writing was neat, but ornate. It was the kind of writing that people did when society was more educated, more righteous in their thinking. He read:

My dearest brother Thadeus,

I have performed the translation you requested, and I was compelled to write you immediately. I was, of course, immensely curious, considering the subject matter.

I realize you have spent much time and money in this endeavor, but there are risks unimaginable attached to it.

I have no doubt you have found the entrance to that which you seek.

I also have no doubt that you will encounter guardians.

Please, dear brother…lay off your activity. Dig no further. The rewards will not be as you imagined, and I am sure you are in grave danger.

The explanation for my alarm you will find delineated in the accompanying journal.

Yours with much love

your most fond brother

Thomas Theodore Wilkins

Ron folded the paper and replaced it in the envelope. He took up the book again and opened it. Before his eyes focused he had a thought.

Not a child, but a brother. And what was Theodore warning Thadeus about?

What was the danger?

Then his eyes focused on the first page of the book.

Evil Angels

Under that was a handwritten line.

Translated in part from the original Latin

The hand writing was ornate. Not illumination, but close. And it was in Latin.

Fuck. Ron frowned. Then, as he turned the pages he came across notations in the margins. The handwriting was in English, but it was cramped and hard to decipher.

He turned back to the beginning of the book and turned page by page. He read notations, and he grew fearful.
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Part One

“What do you mean you’re not going to work on the dungeon anymore?” Liz glared at Ron. They were in the master bedroom of their house. Ron was sitting on the feather bed and Liz was standing by the big window that looked out over their property.

It was a beautiful property. Acres of lawn (when they got around to replanting), woods surrounding the lawn, and the house itself was a jewel.

Sure, it needed work, but Ron could do that work, except that he had been distracted by Liz’s demands for him to repair the dungeon.

“I’m sorry, honey, but it’s all in this book.”

He held up a little, leather bound book with a gold lock on it.

“And what is that?”

“It’s a book called ‘Evil Angels,’ and it tells all about this house.

“And what, pray tell, is an Evil Angel?”

Her eyes were narrowed and her chest was heaving. Since they had bought the house Liz had undergone changes. She was quicker of speech, sometimes downright snappy, and everything she said or did was aimed at fixing up the dungeon in the basement.

“It’s in the book.”

“Give me the quick book report.”

Ron knew Liz wasn’t going to read the book. He began talking, explaining what the book had revealed to him, and other discoveries he had made.

“There are places on this earth where the planes meet.”

“What planes?” asked James Thadeus Wilkins. “You mean aeroplanes?”

He was laying in his bunk with Alexandria Hershberger. They were naked and her hands were under the covers, keeping a certain body part of his warm.

“Planes…different realms of existence.”

James shivered as she ran a thumbnail up the underside of his cock. This woman knew how to raise a man’s ire.

“I would have to see proof,” he managed to say, making a little gulp halfway through the sentence.

Alexandria kissed him, rolled over on him, and began scootching up his body. He knew where she was heading, and his dingus was ready.

“Oh, you want proof, eh?” She settled down on him, engulfed him, caused his balls to tighten up in anticipation for what was to happen.

They rocked. The boat swayed ever so gently underneath them. It was a large ship, and they barely felt the movement.

“There are many planes of existence. The three most spoken of are heaven, earth and hell, but there are many more.”

“That is supposed to be proof?” He tried to thrust up, but she settled her weight and used his lack of motion to tease him.

She said, with an air of teasing mystery: In My Father's house are many mansions. John 14.”

“You prove the existence of many dimensions with the bible?”

He was astounded. She was a kook. She liked a dark, gothic look, a look that was commonly frowned upon. But to use the bible to support her theories of devils and angels, demons and other worlds of existence…that was almost too much.

Almost, except that James was a bit on the wild side himself. He was an explorer of such non-biblical subjects as tarot, palm reading, speaking with the dead, and so on.

She reached down and squeezed his testicles. Hard.

He squeaked and tried to bat her hand away, but she held him firm and whispered in his ear, “Tomorrow you shall have your proof.”

A calendar was hung on the wall across the cabin. James couldn’t help but glance at it.

The following day was April 15th, 1912.

Alexandria tugged on his testicles to regain his attention. She kissed him, using teeth more than lips, and said to him. “Tomorrow, and then you will know the truth of my statement. Just pay attention, stick close to me, for we shall have to bully our way onto the lifeboats.

At this James withheld a snort of laughter.

The boat was going to sink?

This sturdy vessel? The Titanic?

Everybody knew the Titanic was an unsinkable vessel, and for Alexandria to claim otherwise was sheer folly.

She let go of him, bounced down on him, and sank him further into the folds of her velvet vulva.

He groaned and was just about to spurt when she rose up, held herself off him, and laughed at the tormented expression on his tormented face.

Lord, if she wasn’t so good in the sack he might have done without her.

But she was good, if only she would let him cum.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered, and she put a finger up his rear and laughed at him again.

“You’re saying that the fellow who built this house was on the Titanic?”

“Yes. You can check the passenger manifest if you wish. It’s online.”

“So what does that have to do with the price of bananas in Turkey? Why does that mean you won’t finish my dungeon?”

He was about to continue his story, but her ranting stopped him.

“I’ve spent a lot of time on this. A lot of money. We need to finish the dungeon. We need a place to prepare.”

“Prepare for what?” he asked, curious.

“For what is to come!” she almost shouted in her exasperation. Then, in a softer tone, “Things are happening here. Things are coming together, and we must be ready.”

Ron stared at his wife. She was getting more adamant, more demanding, less understanding. He was sorry he had ever bought the house, especially in light of what he was about to relate to her.

James Thadeus and Alexandria moved along the deck. The night was sharply cold and she wore a fur and he wore a sweater under a peacoat.

“We have to be outside for this?” James asked, his breath puffing in the air like smoke from a steam engine.

“Whatever happens will happen out here,” she answered.

She turned him to her, kissed him ardently, then pushed him along the deck.

James stared at the inky darkness of the ocean, the dim glow of lights from the stars. The ocean was a flat plane, and he was reminded of Alexandria, the night previous, telling him how there were many planes, but she was speaking of planes of existence.

Planes of existence. Ha! Whole realms dedicated to races and species and even alien beings. What nonsense.

Why, everybody knew that in all the galaxy only earth was populated with life.

Life being only man and his attendant species. Lions and tigers, good only for hunting.

“And when is this occurrence going to occur?” he asked, feeling the sting of cold air on his cheeks.

He would much rather be below decks, docking his own vessel with Alexandria’s sweet harbor.

“Iceberg ahead!” came a faint voice, almost a chimera in the still night.

Alexandria stepped to the railing and looked forward of the ship. Was this it? Was it?

James stepped up next to her, his arm around her, and attempted to penetrate the gloom with his own eyes.

There was nothing, then a faint shadow. The shadow grew in size, was perceived as coming closer, then it was next to the ship.

James heard a grinding sound, and the deck trembled beneath his feet.

He held to the rail, and to Alexandria.

“There! You see?” She turned to him as the mountain of grey white passed almost within reach, sliding along the side of the ship, and the grinding continued, then stopped.

“We passed an iceberg!” James breathed.

Suddenly a young lad, maybe twelve, passed them at a run. He was slipping and sliding, and using a chunk of ice for an oversized puck.

Alexandria turned to him. “Quickly. To the lifeboats. We are near an intersection of the planes of existence. There exist portals here, and the demand for lives will be great.

She tugged on his hand, and now unnerved, James went along.

Planes of existence? Portals to other realms in the depths of the ocean…who would ever imagine…

Lisa sat on the bed next to Ron. She held him in her hand, and her hand was warm and fine and moving back and forth.

“Do you hear how silly you are? Who could believe in ‘other planes of existence?’ This is the world. This,” she patted the feather mattress, “and to think otherwise is silly.”

“But I have been in the basement. I see how you stare at the wall, and the wall, at that end of the basement, is different. It is obsidian in color, but with brick texture. Put a hand on it and feel an unusual warmth. I tell you, there is something there! And the book agrees!”

She pushed him back, crawled onto him, searched for his point with her valley. “You goose,” she whispered harshly. “It is you who are silly. That is a stupid, old book. The Titanic happened over a hundred years ago. That is done and gone with.”

“But what James and Alexandria spoke of is not!”

She rode him. Lifted herself off when he was close, held him tight before he could loose himself, and she stared at him intently.

“I am a witch.”

James watched his new wife carefully, adoration in his eyes.

His brother took her for a kook.

“And that is how you survived the sinking of the grandest vessel to ever sail the oceans?” Thomas blurted.

“It is.”

“Well, if you’re. witch, why didn’t you save all those people? Tell the steersman to avoid the big hunk of ice, or, better, throw a fireball and melt the damned thing?”

He was sober faced, but not serious. The idea of taking this woman seriously was…silly.

Still, his brother was besotted by her, and according to him she had predicted the sinking of the Titanic, and she had seen to their rescue.

Her dark eyes scrutinized him carefully.

“I am a witch, and I have powers, but the real powers are reserved for those who live in other realms.”

“Other realms. Hunh!” Thomas scoffed openly now.

Alexandria’s eyes narrowed. She didn’t talk to others of herself and her abilities often, for man was a fool. He was a goose who believed in the sanctity of his cock and not much else.

“I’ll tell you this, Theodore.” She liked to use his middle name, which he didn’t like, and which encouraged her all the more. Where the planes intersect there are portals. Man is denied these portals, but, when properly summoned, Evil Angels may open these portals.”

“Evil Angels?”

Theodore raised an eyebrow.

“Evil Angels,” she confirmed. Demons stand guard, but it is the Evil Angel who can open these doors, as they did when the Titanic passed too close to a portal.”

“You’re saying the Titanic sank because it traveled through a portal of some kind?”

“It passed near enough to a portal. A portal to another realm, and the Evil Angels in those realms, succumbing to their hunger, reached through the portals created at the shifting of the planes and took 1500 souls to their dinner table.”

“Well, I’ve had enough, thank you.” Theodore turned his attention away from the dark-eyed beauty that his brother had married and focused on the table. “Who would like some more potatoes?”

Ron lay on the bed, holding to his gizm, refusing to give issue, refusing to fall to the blandishments of his wife. “Don’t you see? James might have been under the spell of his wife, but his brother wasn’t. His brother saw through her chicanery, her con job. He saw that she had married Thadeus for his money.

“But he didn’t have any money!”

“But she would have known that he would have some.”

“That is a far reach.”

“That is the power of a witch.”

She was silent for a moment, contemplating him, preparing to take his essence through the act of sex and bend him to her will.

“It’s funny. I’m supposed to be the witch, and you’re the human, yet you believe in witches more than I do.”

“I believe in what the book told me. I believe in those marginal writings that describe a tale of terror and woe.

“Whoa,” she laughed, and her laugh, so non sequitur, scared Ron.

She began to shift her hips back and forth. She was having little use for this argument. Besides, as any real tyrant, she didn’t care what any might say as long as she was afforded her rewards. And her rewards would quickly be given once she had her sexual fangs into Ron.

“Oh, stop it,” he moaned, feeling the softness of her squeeze and slither along his snake.

“You beg for release, and when I am prepared to give it to you, you run like a little baby.”

“I read the book! I know how she used sex to bend Thadeus to her will. Only when he was crushed did he realize what she had done.”

“Refused him joy, made him beg, reduced him to a helpless slave.”

“Exactly what you are doing to me.”

She ground her hips, and he tried to push her off. She was strong, however, stronger than him, and merciless.

He felt his groin surging, he knew she was going to make him cum. And in the cumming, powered by all the tease and denial she had done, he would succumb. He would submit, and he would bend to her will.

“Please,” he begged. “Don’t do this. I don’t want to go into that dungeon again!”

“Oh, honey, don’t be silly.” She smiled, settled down on him, and he felt it: it was like her pussy had grown arms, was encircling his cock with all of those arms, and was pulling up in a swirling motion.

Pulling the gism out of him. Drawing his power, making him less than a man.

He felt his seed coming up the shaft, and it was like a flood, blowing open his urethra, shooting out so hard it felt like his balls were shrinking.

“No! No!” he wailed.

But she had her way with him.

Thadeus, following Alexandria’s directions, settled in the small town of Landsville.

There was a range of mountains on one side of the town, and a shallow lake on the other. Patches of forest filled in the spaces between the mountains, and it was, if one was to consider it in such terms, a perfect blending of valley and mountain, an intersection of planes and woods, a coming together of regions different, yet fitting together like a jig saw puzzle.

Inside this little quilt of earth, driving back a small wood so as to insert himself into the space, Thadeus built a house.

It was a house of fine woods, modern conveniences, a combination of colors and textures that would have been, if it had been known, a hundred years later, as a striking example of feng shui.

At first everything was fine, they were accepted as fine folks, if a little reclusive, but changes began happening shortly after the house was built.

“I don’t understand why we couldn’t have built the basement before we built the house.” Thadeus was swinging a pick,  using a shovel, and creating a basement under the house.

Alexandria smiled as she felt the timbers they were using to shore up the house. It was a big job, but Thadeus was under her control.

“Because people would have seen. People would have wondered. And we can’t have any nosy busybodies.”

“We can’t have nosy busybodies finding out that we are building…what are we building?”

“A place where I can conduct my business. Now keep digging.”

Thadeus had slanted the digging down from a hidden door in the pantry, and now he was expanding the dig. He was stacking stones for walls and placing thick beams across the top of them. The house would be better constructed than it had originally been.

Alexandria sat on a stone step and watched him. She put her hand down and felt the stone steps.

That had been so crazy, and yet…predictable. They had laid out the house, built the house, and when Thadeus had started digging down the removed earth had uncovered perfectly sculpted stairs.

As if somebody had visited this precise conjunction of planes before them.

Yet there were no legends. No traces. Nothing but worn, stone steps uncovered.

But worn by who?

And she had the thought that maybe the steps were not worn by humans, but by…something else.

Maybe not worn by people going down, but by something else coming up.

But…what?

Across the space that would be a basement, and something else, Thadeus pick struck something with a ringing sound.

“What the fuck!” The pick began to quiver, and the quivering made it impossible to hold.

Alexandria came over and stared down at the pick.

Vibrating, making a humming noise, it lay on the earth before them.

“What did you strike?”

Thadeus got down and brushed the soil away. He was scared of the pick now. That vibration had gone up his arms and was working its way down his back bone.

A few swipes and scoops of the soft earth and he uncovered a block of stone.

It wasn’t exactly square, but it was, too, in a way. It was like it had edges, and angles, but it had somehow been shifted out of true. A cuboid, but the right angles, while they measured ninety degrees, appeared not quite ninety degrees to the eye.

And if one stared at the cuboid too long the eyes tended to hurt. Like they were slipping off the warped surfaces.

“What the hell?”

Thadeus worked his fingers into the earth and dug the cuboid free. He picked up another rock and struck the cuboid. The rock shattered in his hand, and his hand felt like it was going to shatter.

Alexandria reached forward and took the rock from him. It was heavy, but she was a strong woman. She held it, and it was as if she could feel a heart beating within the thing. A million beats a minute, emitting a vibration that it seemed only she could feel.

And the thought came to here: keep digging. Gobble that dirt. I’m waiting.

A thought that was pure and firm, and in her voice, but…it felt like something, or somebody else, had generated it.

“Dig,” she said, pushed Thadeus’s arm.

Thadeus touched the pick, picked it up, and returned to excavating the earth.

He was scared, but…he was enthralled. He was terrified, feeling like he was striking a giant on the toe, but…he had to keep digging.

He had to gobble up the earth.

Ron boiled water and brought it down to the dungeon. He added vinegar, and began scrubbing.

He used a stiff brush, thick bristles, and he worked it into the floor, the seams of the strange, black rocks, and scoured.

Liz watched him, smiled contentedly, dreamily, and she walked towards the end of the basement.

The wall was there, and she touched it. She shivered, and she felt a weird warmth vibrating out of the cracks in the wall and moving through her body.

Her blood felt…scorched. Excited. Like it was bubbling.

I have steam in my veins! she thought.

But it was more than steam. It was a voice of promises that eked out of the wall and seeped into her pores.

It felt dark, dirty, nasty, but…right.

Something was back there, behind the wall, waiting for her.

Something big and delicious and full of gobbling promises.

She wanted to be gobbled.

She wanted to be gobbled like she had gobbled Ron.

He had been so resistive, but now he was okay.

Of course, he didn’t feel the beckoning darkness, the warmth like fecal syrup. He just worked for her, but he would get his reward, too.

Whatever was behind the wall would see to his reward, too.

When he was finished purifying the chamber. When he was so sexually enslaved that he fitted himself to her devices willingly, because he wanted to please her.

Her pleasure was his pleasure, no matter how deep and dark it was.

No matter how gobbling it was.

She turned and watched him work. He was naked, a small bell attached to his cock. It rang when he worked, and she made sure it rang all the time.

When it didn’t ring, she went to him, stroked him, kissed him, made him fuck her without cumming, until he was charged up and ready to return to his task.

His gobbling task.

Thadeus had reached the wall. The basement, it turned out, had been formed before they built the house. The walls were fitted stone with weird, squiggly lines where the sort of square bricks fit together.

The house had been built on the rocks, and the overhead beams guaranteed the house would last a hundred years.

A thousand years.

As long as Rock could last, and the wood that used it for a foundation.

For whatever darkness lived in (or behind) the stone was permeating the wood, imbuing it with life.

But just reaching the wall wasn’t enough.

Thadeus began to scrub the wall, and the floor, with a mixture of vinegar and boiling water. He was purifying it, and…he was afraid.

He was a slave, enslaved to Alexandria, and he was terrified of where they were going.

He didn’t know where they were going, what they were doing, what nefarious purpose might be driving her, but…he was scared.

He was a slave, and it wasn’t his purpose.

He was just working, gobbling up the impure filth on the floor and the wall with the cleansing solution…because he had to.

Sex drove him. The hope that Alexandria would…do him…screw him, refuse him, beat him, torment him with want and desire.

He couldn’t see past that.

He would work all day, eating little, driven by her like he was an old mule.

He would sleep a restless sleep, dreaming of golden eyes, gobbling eyes, and he wold awake with her hand on his member, stroking him, stoking him, choking his sex until it lived for her, and he lived for her.

Finally, he was done. He thought. But she said, “Good enough for now. We’ll do it again, but first we need to move the furniture in.

He thought furniture, like sofas and chairs, tables and books shelves, things that made rooms happy and livable.

But what made this place, this darking place, livable, was a different kind of furniture.

Alexandria had him place the St. Andrews Cross against the wall. He festooned the wall with chains. He drilled, slow and laborious, holes in the wall, to hang the chains and set the furniture.

The strange rock, he had thought, would be impossible to drill through.

But Alexandria would move along the wall, feeling it, pressing her cheek against it, then she would say ‘here!’ And she would hold her finger to a point until he had a drill bit in place, and she would stare with a glare to make sure the point of his drill bit was in the right place.

Then he would drill, and the bit would sink into the incredibly hard stone like it was soft clay.

After the St. Andrew’s Cross he installed a rack, a Judas’ Pyramid, strange furniture built of thick beams which he could not imagine a human being in.

The bend of the joints didn’t accommodate the bend of body joints. The wood itself seemed to warp, and in a way that a body would be difficult to twist.

Yet there were straps and iron circlets to fasten to wrists and ankles.

He filled the basement, that he now recognized as a dungeon, with these strange contraptions.

And Alexandria oversaw each and every piece and installation.

Then, the day done, time for bed, she would insist on trying out the terrible devices. She would tie him to a set up of beams, stretch him (just a little) on the rack. Hang him from chains on the wall.

And the whips she used…not just whips.

Studded belts and paddles. Short whips and long.

She especially liked to tie him with silk ties. She would tie him to a structure, a pyramid or a square framework, and pull his limbs back until the only thing that kept his bones from snapping was the elasticity of the ties.

Then she would whip him, and stretch him further, like he was a yogic jungle gym that she had to make into a Mobius strip.

Then, when he was stretched to breaking, unable to do anything but cry, she would stroke him.

Usually she wouldn’t let him cum, or if she did, just a drop or two.

Then, his poor, abused but somehow sated body would be cut loose, and she would help him up the stairs, to bed, where she would torment him with her gentle insidiousness until he felt into a shallow sleep, prone to strange dreams and…and the animals that ate him.

Pain as they nibbled and gnawed, until he was but strips of flesh on bones, then something monstrous would come out of the shadows, with glowing, golden eyes, and it would gobble him into pure nothingness.

He would awake and do it all over again.

Ron scrubbed, and Liz stood over him. She scrutinized his efforts, and whipped him if he was not diligent, or didn’t follow her instructions perfectly.

He wore nothing but the bell, and he was expected to keep it ringing constantly with his slave motion.

And he tried—oh, how he tried!—but it would inevitably flag, and the frantic ringing would dilute, and the whip would strike across his shoulders, his calves, his buttocks, even his head.

If his face had looked up she would strike him there, and do nothing but glory if she red cuts across his cheeks and nose.

Then, when he was exhausted, beaten down by the day and the scrunched over position of his labor and a lack of nutrition, she would mount him on one of the pieces of ‘furniture’ in the dungeon.

She loved putting him on a bench and draining him. She loved how he arched and strained and tried to squirt, only to have her remove her hand and begin striping his back with a whip.

And, through all this terror and degradation, he knew one thing: he loved her.

He was mesmerized by her figure, in love with her face. He wanted only to be touched by her, and if that touching took on the form of a slicing whip, so be it.

She was his essence, and he lived for her.

He knew he was her slave.

It didn’t matter what she did, the caress of her leather besotted him more.

It didn’t matter how she laughed and slapped him and bit his lip until he bled…he was hers, and there was no other.

His memories of a life before were gone, dissipated in his obsession for a touch of her cruel hand, a kick of her loving foot.

He would do anything for her.

Anything.

So he washed the floor and the walls, and he dreamed the gobbling dreams, and tears of pain were translated in his gobbled mind to tears of happiness.

If he could only serve her this way forever.

“Okay,” said Alexandria.

The dungeon had been purified and repurified, and it was time.

She walked to the wall and placed her face on it.

The warmth caressed her flesh, warmed her entire, and she turned to where Thadeus waited.

He stood, naked, skeletal, shattered, for her to command him.

He was terrified of what was about to happen, though he knew not what was about to happen.

But he was scared more of failing his mistress.

Alexandria smiled and gazed around her basement. She considered each piece of furniture, and how it might impact what was about to happen.

Not the bench. He needed to be face up.

Not one of the warped, curved framework.

Not just chained to the wall.

No, Thadeus had to be in a unique position, he had to see what was happening.

Her eyes traveled over the furniture again, and she knew: the St. Andrew’s Cross.

She looked at her husband.

He looked up from his kneeling position, his eyes beseeching: give me a kiss, or a gouge in the eye socket. I am yours.

She smiled and pointed at the St. Andrew’s Cross.

Thadeus moved to the Cross. At first he stood facing outward, but Alexandria told him: “Turn around. Face out.”

He turned, and she began securing him.

She didn’t just tie his wrist and ankles, however. This time she cuffed his wrists and ankles, then began using a length of rope to fasten his arms and legs, finishing with several coils around the place where the cross crossed.

Thadeus stared at her, his love obvious. His breathing was coming hard. He loved his wife.

She picked up a whip and went to work.

She began softly, warming him up, insuring that he would last.

She increased her vigor, but never went too far.

Then, when he was appropriately ‘tenderized,’ she went to the wall.

It was glowing orange, the rock that couldn’t be broken being heated up, melting, creating a hole.

A portal through which…something…could travel.

Alexandria stepped back, knelt, bowed her head.

Something was coming. Something was burrowing, with the heat of hell, into the dungeon.

She had purified the room, offered sacrifice, and…it was coming.

It was coming through the portal as it would a hundred years later.

Ron was a skeleton of himself. He was striped flesh and bruised joints. He had been whipped and tormented until his body was bent and broken.

He resembled, and was, in the shape of various of the warped frames he had been sacrificed on.

Yet he would do anything for his wife. His wife would loved him with whip and kick and made him do whatever she wanted.

Unable to think of anything else, he watched her.

She was wearing a peignoir, and nothing else. She was staring at the far wall, and frowning.

She gazed at the various pieces of ‘furniture,’ and considered the limits and shape of her husband’s body.

She looked at the St; Andrew’s Cross. “Up,” she said, pointing at the cross.

Ron stepped up the the cross. He leaned against it, and she said, “Face outwards.”

He turned, and she began fastening his limbs with cuffs, and winding a nylon rope around his limbs, securing him to the cross so that he could scarcely move.

When he was properly trussed, she stood back and smiled, and picked up a whip.

Her arm went back and forth. The crack of leather against flesh filled the dungeon. Ron cried, his tears of pain becoming happy utterances of his battered soul.

He loved his wife. He would do anything for her. He would even sacrifice…sacrifice…

The wall at the end of the basement began to glow.


Part Two

The weird, warped, black stone, with angles that weren’t sort of 90 degrees, and lines that shifted and hurt the eye, glowed.

Light simmered in the blackness of negation and Liz forced herself to keep her eyes on the black wall.

And her eyes hurt, were warped, and the pure curve of her orbs shifted and slanted, and the glow of the stone shone upon her retina, and the cells of her retina were warped and slanted, and the basement/dungeon grew darker.

Her ability to perceive light was being compromised even as she rejoiced in the touch of the glowing filth that illuminated the stone.

Ron, however, was not commanded to look at the light emanating from the stone, from some place behind the stone, behind the very isness of the stone. He turned his face away. He closed his eyes and shuddered.

His heart cried out in pain and his voice would have shrieked, except that it was paralyzed.

Something was coming through the glow that was the portal through the stone.

Something from far away. Something that had been banned.

Something that was hungry and wished to gobble.

Liz fell to her knees, struggling to see, her pain growing greater.

A voice in her head commanded: to the degree that you love me, to that degree will you be refused of the world.

She didn’t understand, she just knew that she was seeing something deep, dark, mysterious, glorious, and…earth shattering.

She saw the shadow behind the glow, a dark sinuousness that slithered between the atoms of stone, and gathered mass and substance as it poured through the evil rock and onto the floor.

It was snake like, but it didn’t coil and writhe of a natural manner. The lines of the thing shimmied, for it was warped in this world.

Or, perhaps warped in the other, warped from a time immemorial.

 It condensed on the surface of the stone and slithered out like a turd from a rectum.

Liza saw in her mind:

Evil Angel

The thing, even as it kept rippling out of a warped dimension looked up at Liza.

“Bend,” a voice said.

Then she stared down at the creature, and she saw a mouth. A slithering, slippery, sinuous maw. It was surrounded of glistening worms for teeth. No jaw, just the ability to open, wider, and engulf that of which it partook.

Liza bent her knees, the bone of her joints striking the unbending floor. Then she bent further, commanded by its will, and her elbows struck and broke. Then she was lying, writhing herself, and still the horrible glory poured forth from the wall.

Ron tried to withdraw, to back away, to go elsewhere, anywhere, but he was fastened to the cross.

He would have snapped in his sheer terror, except that he was wound to the St. Andrew’s Cross.

Still, the cross warped, twisted, and bent his bones terribly.

His pain was consummate, and now the thing was nearly out of the wall. Held only by a piece of tail.

It rose up, a slinking body that twisted this way and that, inspected the confines of the dungeon.

Ahhh! came its voice. An appreciation for the station which had been prepared for it.

And it saw Ron.

The word ‘sakrifithe!’ formed in the air, an actual physical apparition, an emittance of energy that spoke its thoughts.

Ron heard:

Sacrifice!

And the thing was pleased. For this would enable it to walk the realms denied it once again.

The head, triangular like a snake’s, turned this way and that. A leather tongue pierced the very air as it sniffed out the new realm.

It had been here before. Not long ago, only a hundred years.

Ahh, that was nice, it gloated.

A hundred years is but a moment to an Evil Angel.

Ron gibbered, struggled, would have ripped his own arms off, had he the strength.

Then the thing was in front of him, hissing in a way that slanted off his ears and filled his mind with sounds that should not be heard on earth.

Liza lay on the floor, feeding the black stone her tears as her mind wandered unfettered, seeing nothing through eyes which had seen too much of what should have been denied her.

The Evil Angel rose up, wavered like a twisting, writhing stalk, and considered Ron.

The sacrifice.

The vessel which would hold it in this realm.

“No…no…no…” Ron chanted, trying to deny that which ‘stood’ before him.

The thing bent its head then, and it began to lick.

The thousand wormed mouth partook of Ron’s own snake, and Ron felt the transfiguration of his very soul.

He felt his worm rise up and shrink at the same time, possessed of an incredible pain that…yet…felt glory.

The mouth attached to itself to him, absorbed, fed, and inhaled his penis.

He felt his body respond as his reality became the opposite of anything he had ever imagined.

He felt his chest shrink, even as two protuberances, mounds small, yet large for his shrinking body, emerged from his flesh.

His hair felt like it was being pulled from his head. It elongated and his scalp shrieked.

His fingernails were likewise pulled out of the ends of his fingers. It was like having burning shoots inserted under the nails, and it was the opposite of growing, even as they grew.

His face reshaped, the male angles were softened, and his mouth became a delicate plumpness of lips.

His eyes sparkled under the pain of anti-light absorbed as the thing ate into him.

His penis was gone, and a crevice appeared, and the thing ate into his crevice, and the crevice grew lips, and the nub of a clitoris was all that remained of his manhood.

And the Evil Angel crawled into him, through his altered sex, a long, writhing, twisting body that warped into the light of his flesh and morphed it into a darkness that he understood not, that would have driven him insane if he had understood it.

But he understood nothing now. Just the slithering in-ness of the long rope of evil as it entered him, imposed itself over his organs, took residence in his body, inhaled and discarded his mind.

Liz moaned and cried. It was as she imagined, but so much more worse.

Her eyes were white, but she could still see, be it in a hazy fashion. Her hair was no longer a sheen of earthly health, but a roughness of sparse white.

Yet she was aware that something had happened…that she had been refused, and that Ron had been taken, and she realized:

I’m the wrong sex!

For the Evil Angel, while an ‘it’ in this realm, was woman in its own realm, and she needed to alter that which was male to suit her needs.

A female could not become a female, for she was already female.

No. A male was needed. For that which could not exist in this realm needed the opposite to make a fit vessel for itself.

And Ron would have screamed, but the pain and the glory of being gobbled, of being transferred from male to female, overwhelmed any voice he might try to project.

The tail of the Evil Angel popped out of the wall and followed the body across the floor and into that which had been Ron, but was not a voluptuous creature of ravishing beauty.

The creature had become, to exist in this realm, the opposite of what it had been in the realm in which it had been confined.

The tail of the horrible snake disappeared into the cunt that now replaced Ron’s manhood.

And the change was complete.

There was silence in the basement, except for the sobs of Liz and the groans of the horribly ruptured Ron.

Liz was broken, and he was bent, and they heard a voice. I am Azrael. Hear me.

Yet it was in their minds, not a sound.

Then Azrael figured ‘her’ new body out and spoke through Ron’s mouth.

“Come, Elizabeth. Free me.”

Broken, her very bones warped  and twisted, Liz began to crawl.

The pain of her tortured body was immense, but she could not resist the call of Azrael. She wiggled, pressing broken parts against black stone, and propelled herself towards the St. Andrews Cross.

A pitiful mewling issued from her voice box, which was mangled and warped and twisted out of true.

Ron writhed within the rope she had wrapped around him. He didn’t struggle now, but twisted and pressed his form against restraints.

To be restrained in such delightful manner afforded him/her to rub his body in a sexual manner.

He was possessed of a delicious, delirious, desire to cum, and yet he knew he wouldn’t. For the sexual desires of Azrael were Denial.

Liz reached up her twisted claws and pulled at the ropes.

She clawed, and pulled herself up along Ron’s sensual body, and she was reminded of all she had lost in her desire to free the Evil Angel, to afford it transport to a new realm, a realm it had been denied.

Ron felt her body on his, and it was good. The pain of her rubbing up against him, both his and hers, excited him, and his pussy was wet.

Liz plucked and scratched, and the strands of rope fell apart under her efforts.

Then Ron was free sufficient to help, and he began to twist and writhe, a sensuous dance, as he made his escape from the cross.

Azrael was in his eyes, making them glow, as it perceived the world through the human thing that was Ron.

And the thing refused virtue. It pushed Liz, kicked her, and sauntered across the black stone. It climbed the stairs, its bosom jiggling with every step, its sex stimulated to near orgasm with each step ascended.

“Follow,” it commanded, and Liz crawled to her knees, then stood, a hunchbacked, bone twisted thing of pain and desire. And she followed the Evil Angel.

Azrael walked through the old house, and her step became a symphony of sway and entice.

In its old existence, in the realm which had been designed for it, to confine it for all ages, it hated such things as love, and companionship.

Now, having been reversed into this world, it desired those loathsome things.

It actually required human touch. It wanted a sound, a taste, and glimpse of that which was no longer slanted and twisted and warped.

That was the effect of being in the silly body it now occupied.

She walked up the stairs and into the bedroom.

She heard the clump of Liz’s altered body trying to walk straight, and she ignored it.

She picked through Liz’s clothes, and was disgusted.

Even the sheerest of Liz’s panties was an exercise in drabness.

Still, she intended not to stay in this silly box called a house.

She needed a palace to contain her desires, a wonderful artifice of rooms to contain the objects of her desire.

She put on Liz’s flimsiest bra, and had trouble turning the corners of its mind to understand how it was to be worn.

Liz entered the room, stumping, her limbs bent oddly at the joints, the very true of her bones twisted.

Her pain was great, but she loved that pain. For now she was tainted by her contact with Azrael, and pain was as an orgasm.

Azrael turned to her. “For Satan’s sake,” she said, her voice a soft, sexy whisper. “Turn it down.”

The pain lessened, and thus was lessened the twist of Liz’s bones.

She straightened up slightly, and now was able to hobble along at a good clip, if so be her Mistress’s will.

“Help me put this stupid thing on.”

Liz moved forward, a hunch and a lurch and a jerk of her body, and she held the bra and formed it around Azrael’s beautiful tits. She fastened the back and adjusted the shoulders, and Azrael was pleased.

“Oh, that’s nice! Feel how it confines and enhances all at the same time?”

“Yes, mistress,” mumbled Liz through a mouth of torn and twisted teeth. A bit of bloody drool escaped her mouth and she wiped it with one claw like hand.

Her flesh was shredded, and she was emaciated, and bent, and…broken.

Yet she had but to serve to endure the pleasure she was receiving from her wounds.

Azrael picked its servant’s mind, and saw in it panties. She put panties on and stood in front of a mirror and admired herself.

The abundant curves of her body were like the twisty writhe-ness of her true form, and she was pleased.

Now in synch with the greater mind of the Evil Angel, Liz picked out her most sexy dress. It was short, showed so much leg her pussy was almost visible. It was low cut, and the chest baubles of the Evil Angel threatened to erupt into view.

It snugged the waist, and the cloth formed without a ripple over her torso.

Whatever Azrael wore would emphasize her slinkiness in the most delightful manner.

Azrael was pleased, and she touched Liz’s mind.

Liz felt the edge of orgasm wash over her. Refusing her, but bringing her to new heights of sexual stimulation.

“Oh, mistress!” Liz fell to her feet.

Azrael laughed. Such a concussion of warped desires within the crone that had been Liz. It was wonderful.

She sat upon the bed and Liz placed her highest, sexiest heels on the Evil Angel’s feet.

Ron’s feet would never have been able to fit in the black, patent leather, would have slid right off the slanted platform, would have wobbled till he broke an ankle on the terrible spikes.

But Azrael gobbled the sensation, and loved it, and strode from the room.

Ron strode within her, crammed into a small space in her mind, able to see, able to perceive, even to feel. but he could not control, and he could not have thought.

He could only watch.

Azrael sashayed down the steps and crossed the large living room.

Liz followed after, clumping, dragging a foot, trying to walk as if her back wasn’t bent and twisted.

It hurt just to walk, but the pain…it felt so good.

Into the kitchen.

“Feed me,” commanded Azrael.

Liz hobbled across the kitchen. She knew what her mistress wanted, and she struggled to prepare it.

Rich foods.

A gallon of ice cream to start. Rocky Road. Liz placed the tub on the table and handed the Evil Angel a spoon.

Azrael delighted in the cold of the substance, the weirdness of  chocolate and the crunch of little…’things,’ in the frozen confection.

It was like eating broken bones inside the condensed soup of frozen victims.

She ate joyously, digging the spoon deep, licking the excess of her mouth.

“Eat,” she commanded, and Liz fell to her knees. She ducked her head and darted it between the smooth flesh of Azrael’s thighs.

Azrael sighed with pleasure. The little tongue, all crooked, cleaned her folds and touched her nerves, and the sensation rivaled that of eating ice cream.

Her orgasm built under the ministrations of Liz’s tongue, then broke.

Azrael jerked, her eyes opened. Ah…Satan! She had forgotten how delicious such pain was.

For the pleasure of earth was reversed in her mind, and an orgasm became pain. And pain was so very…wonderful.

Liz fell back, was expelled by the force of Azrael’s cum. She sat on the floor, supported by her scrawny, bent arms.

She wiped her mouth, and wondered at how pain had become so delicious, how she had been so reversed by the taint of Azrael.

“More,” commanded the Evil Angel.

Liz labored. It was hard, in that twisted and broken body, but she had to feed her mistress. She cooked the two steaks that she and Ron had been planning to have a month before. Then the work in the basement had started, and she was no longer in the mood to fix food for her man.

Now she was in the mood again, though Ron looked so different. She had a feeling he was inside Azrael.

Somewhere, in a corner, a nook, a cranny, hiding, waiting, watching, wishing he could enjoy the delicious mouth watering s teaks.

She cooked them in butter, smothered them with sautéed onions and pinches of garlic.

They were large slabs of meat, dripping with juice, and Azrael’s straight, white teeth severed the meat, and her lithe tongue licked the juices off the plate.

“More,” commanded Azrael. “I have work to do. I must be fed!”

Pork chops disappeared, and a whole fish. Then bags of chicken nuggets, smothered in sweet and sour sauce. Several boxes of instant rice, and a whole bag of potatoes, mashed and fine and topped with several cubes of butter.

Azrael ate, and marveled. So different from the food in its own realm. There the food needed to be ripped from the bone, and the bones cracked and sucked into its maw.

But here, though the taste was deliciously filthy, it used a knife and a fork. A spoon.

The only real treat was the bottle of bourbon.

She opened that by breaking the top on the kitchen counter, then drank it in big gulps.

She could feel glass scoring her throat, but that was good. Pain felt so wonderful. Better than that stupid, steak stuff.

“Come,” said Azrael.

She returned to the upstairs and availed herself of Liz’s cosmetics.

She tapped into Liz’s mind and figured things out.

It was a gentle blend of brush and cream, of powder and color.

For much of it she availed herself of Liz, making the poor, crippled woman paint her face, color her eyes, dab her lips with red.

She liked red lips. It reminded her of tasty blood dripping from her worm fangs.

Finally, sated, decorated, and ready to go, she went.

“Come!”

She walked down the stairs, and Liz struggled to keep up.

She opened the door to the porch and stepped onto the wood planks, and the sun hit her.

It was such a curious sensation, sun. It touched, and warmed the human body, but was barely able to be withstood by the essence of the Evil Angel.

Light was bad.

She stepped back into the house.

“I need a covering.”

Liz understood, and she scampered, as best she could in her tangled body, back up the stairs. She returned a minute later with a coat.

It was black, shiny, faux leather, plastic, and Azrael knew she would have to have the real thing: a coat made of skin.

Liz draped the coat over Azrael, then it was ready to brave the outside world and that disgusting light.

But one thing.

Liz had picked up on the needs in the Evil Angel’s mind, and she held out a pair of sunglasses.

She smiled, showed the sharp, white teeth of her mouth, and put the glasses on. She stepped through the door and into the sunlight.

Now properly accoutered, she did not shiver, was not compromised by the pleasure of pain and the pain of pleasure.

The sunlight bounced off her black attire. It hurt her legs a little, but she darted down the steps and headed for the car.

Somehow Liz managed to get to the car first, and she opened the back door.

Azrael stepped into the cave of the car and settled back.

Liz ran back to the house.

“Where are you going?” Azrael shouted.

“I need clothes, keys,” Liz mouthed, but her voice was mangled and she made no sense.

Fortunately, Azrael could see into the mind of the hapless creature, and she understood.

She waited, looking out tinted windows, and wished they were darker.

Such a painful thing, that sunlight. That was something she never would have allowed in her realm.

Liz returned, climbed behind the wheel and started the car up.

Azrael liked the hum and the vibration. She liked the smell of that weird air that came out of the rear pipe.

She did not like the way the thing swayed and bounced on the drive out to the road.

She sat in the back and held on, and was reminded of a world where shapes shifted, a world which it had departed.

She was growing used to this earth place. She loved the pain of pleasure.

She realized, at that moment, that she was not going to go home.

A hundred years previous she had absorbed, gobbled, the man known as a Thadeus, and she had been too eager, and killed him, and had no vessel to carry her.

But she had not made that mistake, so…no. She would not go back to her old dimension.

She would make earth her new home.

Then she frowned, for she had great power, but not enough power to do that.

It would take power to keep the body she was in living. It would take power to control all the helpless creatures of this realm, these…humans.

She would need help.

She would need her three siblings.

Inside her mind Ron felt the terrible filth that was in just the naming of Azrael’s three friends. He shivered, and was told to shut up by the Evil Angel.

He did, of course, shut.

Liz drove up the road and headed for town. She didn’t know where she was going. She wasn’t privy to the real thoughts of the Evil Angel. It was hers to serve, and only that.

The car containing the Evil Angel drove through town.

“How do I leave this place?” Azrael asked Liz.

Liz, whose ears were in shabby shape, and whose mind was turning into a twisted maze of non comprehension, didn’t understand.

The question brought magnitudes of horribly shaped mountains and lakes of burning organs. What did it mean?

Azrael asked again and again, however, and slowly Liz filtered through the pain of alien thoughts and realized what Azrael wanted.

“We fly through the air,” she mumbled, her tongue picking its way through the debris of her mouth. “Or we ride shiny rails. Or we just drive.”

“Shut up,” snapped Azrael. She had seen the thoughts and needed no further elucidation and blather.

Liz snapped her jaw together so hard a tooth broke. The pain of a broken tooth surged through her, and the pain pleased her. And the pain of her pleased her mistress, who snickered.

She would have to tell her minion to shut up more often.

“Just drive.”

Liz nodded. Her clawed hands clutched the wheel and her fibrous muscles turned the thing, and she guided the car up the road. They were a few hours from New York, but she supposed that was where her mistress wanted to go.

And if it wasn’t, that was okay. Maybe she would tell Liz to shut up again, and cause her mouth to water red with pleasure.

For hours they drove, then Azrael noticed the blinking, red light on the dash.

“What is that?”

“The gas.”

“What is ‘the gas?’”

“It is the liquid which powers this car.”

This made no sense to Azrael. She frowned and asked, “What does the light do?”

“It tells us we’re about out of gas.”

Azrael still didn’t understand, but the blinking of the red light irritated her and she snapped, “Fx it!”

Liz shivered, and within a mile she pulled into a gas station.

“What are you doing?”

“Getting gas.”

Azrael searched through her slave’s mind, and finally figured it all out. “Go ahead,” she murmured, looking out the side window.

The gas station was a lone fixture in the long and windy road. It had several pumps out front, and several broken cars lining the sides of the lot.

It looked shabby and run down, and the Evil Angel liked it.

Such delightful ambience.

Liz stepped out of the car. she had been five foot seven, now she was four foot eight, all hunched over, couldn’t walk for shit.

She thought she should find a cane, but serving her mistress was more important right then.

“Can I help you?”

Jerry Tanner was a slightly chubby fellow. He was twenty-five years old, but was already showing a sparseness of hair that would eventually end up in complete baldness.

It was in his family DNA.

Liz turned. “Need gas,” she garbled.

Jerry was a robust fellow, cheerful, liked people, and he liked to help people.

This poor old lady, probably been in some kind of accident. The least he could do was pump her gas.

Sure, this was a self serve place, but…she needed help.

He unhooked the nozzle and put it in the gas port. He pressed the handle and liquid poured into the tank.

“Come far?” he asked.

Liz stood there, looking around. She was far from home, unnerved. Scared. Her only solace was the filth provided by the thoughts and sexual actions of her mistress.

“Yes,” she said. Thinking of coming out of a different dimension, her thoughts slanted by the memories of the Evil Angel.

Jerry smiled. She looked like somebody grandmother. Her skin so sallow, her hair wisping away.

A grandmother who had fallen on hard times.

“Well, it’s a nice day. You’ll have a nice drive.

Liz looked at him, and Azrael looked through Liz at him.

He screwed the cap on and hung the pump up.

“That’ll be forty-five dollars and ten cents.”

Liz stared at him blankly.

She understood money, but Azrael didn’t.

Azrael didn’t pay for things, it took them. And ate any who might disagree.

Jerry got a sinking feeling. Oh, crap. The old lady must be broke.

“You do, have money, don’t you?”

Thoughts flew between Azrael and Liz, and Liz stepped to the back door. She opened the door.

Jerry’s brows dipped, and he stepped up to look in the car.

The woman in the car was the most beautiful woman Jerry had ever seen in his life.

She was amazing. Milky skin, breasts that were full and abundant and…and nipples that thrust through the material.

Her face was like a movie star’s, and those eyes, so dark, yet glowing, as if with an inner light.

No. Not light. Fire.

An inner fire.

Azrael held out her hand and smiled.

Jerry suffered an instant and humungous boner.

“You got my money?” he murmured, finding that he was getting into the car, being pulled into the car by her hand.

But he couldn’t get into the car. He had work to do.

He had four more hours on his shift.

He couldn’t…the woman wouldn’t…he wasn’t…

Azrael opened her arms and Jerry found himself laying in them, looking up at the beautiful woman with awe.

Such perfection. It was almost like the woman was the opposite of imperfection.

She kissed him, and her lips lit a fire he couldn’t resist. He didn’t notice when Liz closed the door, when she started the car moving again.

Azrael was hungry. She wanted what she had been denied, and here was this man.

She thought of earth.

A terrible, cold, ball of dirt.

Yet, it had these hot blooded creatures roaming all over it, just waiting to be gobbled.

Jerry was at her whim and mercy.

She covered his face with kisses.

She groped between his legs.

She took his hands and placed them on her breasts.

He found himself ripping at her clothes, driven by a mania he had never experienced nor imagined.

Inside Azrael Ron whimpered in sheer terror. It was his body, he could still feel it, though he had no control over it.

And it was making love to…a man!

But he was a man!

And this was wrong!

Men should be with women, and women with men!

But the desires of this avaricious and most Evil Angel were reversed, and Ron was forced to accept the kisses and the caresses.

While Ron wailed in terror on the inside of Azrael, Jerry sucked her nipples voraciously, went down on her, and performed cunnilingus. He ate her…and had no idea that it was her that was doing the gobbling.

“Oh, God!” he insulted her.

And she gloried in being called God, for an Evil Angel is nothing if not self promoting.

NO…NO…NO…! screamed Ron, victim to unearthly lusts.

Azrael spread her legs, ripped Jerry’s clothes off, and began to gobble at his penis.

But she didn’t need one now, so she merely licked and sucked and squeezed the balls. She rose up over him and settled down, and he felt a vast pressure begin to squeeze him, to milk him, to drain at him.

She humped and pumped, and when he finally gave in, when he finally released his seed, she accepted his white essence, and accepted it so hard that his body began to shrivel.

Shrivel and shrink and turn bony.

He was only human, after all.

But he did give her a brief pleasure.

And Ron tried to die, to go unconscious forever in the recesses of the Evil Angel’s mind.

Azrael looked down at the shriveled husk of what had once been a gas station attendant.

She had exhausted him, screwed him until his weenie could no longer standup, and his body could no longer function.

At a turn out twenty miles up the road she had Liz pull the car over. She leaned over the collapsed male’s body and worked the door handle. The door swung open and she pushed, and Jerry fell out of the car.

He was not dead, but he was emaciated. She had fucked the flesh right off his bones, and he looked somewhat like a concentration camp survivor.

But she was happy—as Ron cried within—for she had gobbled, and she was, for the moment, full.

Liz looked in the rear view mirror and asked, mentally, what to do.

“Drive,” sighed Azael. “I need food, I need more men. And I need my friends.”

“Your friends?” Yet her query was almost inward driven. She was not asking, she was wondering, for who, in their right mind, would want an Evil Angel for a friend?

She didn’t serve Azrael because she loved her, but because Azrael made her. She accepted the pay of filthy sex and orgasms, but…love?

No.

Azrael, feeling the way of her servant’s thoughts, murmured in her mind: Jibril, Mikal and Israfil.

But Liz didn’t understand.

Inside that far distant cranny, way deep inside the mind of Azrael, Ron understood.

He couldn’t think, but he could feel terror.

Jibril, Mikal and Israfil.

Lord help him, and all on planet earth.

And Liz, unaware of the terror being planned for a helpless earth, headed up the road.

New York.

Where men were.

And other planes of existence. Planes which could be manipulated and forced together to form a portal.

Jibril, Mikal and Israfil were waiting.


Hell Comes to Earth!

Feminized, possessed,

the perfect vessel for an Evil Angel!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Welcome to the third installment of this crazy tale!

Just to forestall any confusion, let me lay out what has happened.

Ron and Liz bought a house, and found a basement, with a dungeon in it, and a portal through which came an Evil Angel.

Simple dimple, right?

Except that the Evil Angel has turned Liz into an old woman, and Ron into a voluptuous beauty. A beauty who uses sex and cannot be refused.

So Ron is sometimes spoken of as a man, as a woman, and sometimes as the evil Angel named Azrael. Remember that, and things will make more sense when I speak about the Evil Angel and all her personas.

And…the evil Angel is on a journey to bring more Evil Angels to earth. This journey includes bizarre forms of mind reading, sexual craziness, and growing abilities that enable him, her, it, to enslave more and more people.

Got it all straight?

Good.

Read on.

And…STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Evil Angels, fallen from the grace of God, don’t ask, they take.

Their sin is one of pride, of considering themselves as equal to God. They don’t see that as sin.

And the world belongs to them!

The day was somewhat gloomy, covered over by a haze of clouds, the smell of humidity was thick.

It was probably going to rain.

At the back of a turn out along a road leading towards New York a clump of weeds moved. Then moved again.

Hidden in the weeds, a man who had once been slightly chubby groaned.

Once chubby and cheerful, he was now emaciated. Once a health 200 pounds, he was now 120 pounds and his body resembled a cluster of pick up sticks.

He rolled over, causing more weeds to shiver. He edged forward, humped a little, and got to his hands and knees.

He would have barfed but he was empty. It felt like he hadn’t had a meal in a year.

He pushed up and managed to rock back on his heels. He sat, slump shouldered, in the zen position.

A dry cough racked him.

He had memories, but they weren’t clean and crisp.

He knew his name was Jerry, and he knew he worked a low key job in a gas station, but then…how had he…and a vision of a beautiful woman popped into his head.

He remembered opening the door, being pulled in and…fucked.

And all the energy in his body had been gobbled up, taken from him, and then he had wound up here.

Yet that memory, so painful, held pleasure.

He was not an experienced man, but the feeling of his essence being wrung from him was so intense he shivered and…and wanted more.

He put his hand down, struggled, and finally got to his feet.

He swayed, almost fell, then took a step. New York. He was going to New York.

Somehow, when he had been gobbled, he had picked the thought that this incredible creature was going to New York.

So he had to go to New York.

He had to find her.

Jerry was in love.

Ron Johnson, at least the now female body of Ron Johnson, now inhabited by Azrael, entered New York, and it, or she, as the body of Ron Johnson was now, knew exactly where it was going.

“Turn here. Okay, a little further. Now left…up that street…I SAID UP THAT STREET!”

In the front seat Liz cringed. She welcomed the pain the Evil Angel would give her, pain was pleasure now, in her new life, but she couldn’t turn up that street.

“Why not?” asked Ron from the back seat. She had looked into Liz’s mind and seen that there truly was something that stopped her. And that something had to be pretty big if it could over ride a command from an Evil Angel.

But what on earth could be more powerful than an Evil Angel?

“It’s a one way street.”

Ron blinked and sat back. She had never heard of a demon named ‘one way street.’

Liz went around the block, didn’t know what else to do while Azrael thought.

Azrael sat in the back seat of the car. She had been Ron Johnson, but the Evil Angel had found it necessary to change that body, to make it female. Now it was beautiful, voluptuous, and she bit her lip and thought…and looked into Liz’s mind.

It took a lot of looking, for the the significance of a one way street was hidden under a canopy of something called ‘laws,’ and, like One Way Street, Azrael had never heard of a demon named Laws.

But whoever Laws was, he put out a bunch of rules that were a maze of obfuscation and irresponsibility.

Ron picked through the rules the monster Laws had put in place in this weird dimension by looking into Liz’s mind, and became even more confused.

You couldn’t cross the street. You couldn’t smoke plants. You couldn’t carry a gun (whatever that was). You couldn’t break the constitution….constitution?

Frustrated, but even more curious at these contradictions and arbitrary things, she asked, “Where do I find out about his creature called Laws?”

“I don’t know.” Liz was having trouble steering the big car. She had been a robust, beautiful woman, but under the influence of Azrael she was a frightened granny type. Her body was fragile and her bones were bent and thinking was proving to be a bit troublesome.

Azrael sat in thought, and thought about knocking over a building or something. That’s what an Evil Angel did when it was upset. Then the answer to her quandary came from the most interesting place.

Library!

Azrael blinked. Or, rather, the body that was Ron blinked, and Azrael went looking for the source of the blink.

It was Ron, the man whose body she had stolen. His mind was crammed up in the rafters of her cranium. Sitting there, unable to do anything but watch.

“Why library?” she asked the scrunched up, little piece of Ron.

The result was like a schematic superimposed on Azrael’s mind.

A building. Books on shelves. Everything lined up neat and orderly.

At this point Azrael should have looked at Ron, really looked, and wondered why he had been able to place the thought of ‘library’ in the forefront.

She didn’t, and she missed what he had done.

Azrael was from a dimension where the rules were chaos.

Ron, in saying ‘library’ had over ruled Azrael’s thoughts because in this dimension order takes precedence over chaos.

Azrael was too busy taking the information, turning it around, making sense out of it to realize what Ron had done.

A library was a place where people could…’learn.’

What a silly concept.

And she missed the fact that Ron, the owner of the body she was using, had revolted, had done something…when he should be capable of doing nothing.

“Okay, Azrael said. “Take me to one of these library things.”

Liz nodded, was relieved to actually get a command she could follow, and turned the wheel.

The main branch of the New York Public library can be entered through Fifth Ave where it intersects with East 41st. Fifth Ave is a one way street and Liz pulled up to the curb and looked at the big building.

It had three arches with three sets of doors. There were a series of shallow steps, and to the sides of the steps are two lions.

Azrael looked at the lions, and for a moment thought he had found the rulers of this strange dimension. But they were dead, and these little meat bodies, like the one he inhabited, walked past the lions without getting eaten.

Benevolent rulers?

He thought not.

Somehow the people had conquered these rulers, turned them to stone and simply walked past them.

“Open,” Azrael said to Liz.

Liz crawled out from behind the wheel, shuffled around to the back door and opened it.

Ron, the shape Azrael was currently motoring, stepped out, and the world came to a halt.

People walking up the steps stumbled, and a few fell, and all turned to stare at Azrael.

Azrael was used to this reaction. Even if they hadn’t seen him in this creature’s body, they would have been awed.

In fact, if he had been in his own shape they would have prostrated themselves, thrown themselves at the ground so hard they cracked their skulls. And if they were far enough away they would have run down the street screaming.

As it was, Ron being reshaped into a stunningly beautiful woman, they simply turned and stared. Jaws dropped. Eyes widened, and Azrael walked past the gawking creatures of this realm without a look.

Liz started after him, intended to pass him and reach the library and open doors, but Azrael snapped a command into Liz’s mind.

Stay!

Liz went back around the car and crawled in behind the wheel.

Azrael climbed the steps and entered the large building. She strode into a large room, ornate with chandeliers illuminating it.

Dozens of tables were arranged down the sides of the room, and hundreds of people sat at those tables.

One by one, feeling Azrael’s awesome presence, the people stopped what they were doing and turned.

For a moment Azrael considered making this place, with its respectful attitude, into his palace.

But, no. He needed to be closer to the intersection of portals.

Azrael strode to the main table, and people stepped back.

In a far corner a young man put his hand in his pants and started masturbating.

A young women with thick glasses stared up at Azrael.

Ron was only five foot six as a woman, but the presence that was in him, the denizen from another realm, towered near to the ceiling.

“Where is the God Laws.”

The woman was overwhelmed, but she managed to stutter, “Public Access Law Library is on the third floor.”

She pointed, and Azrael read the silly creature’s mind. Within a half second she knew where every volume in the library was.

It was a tremendous glut of information, but Azrael handled it easily. She couldn’t make sense of it all, but…she had it in her mind.

She ignored the blink of interest shown by the scabby, little dot of awareness called Ron.

Azrael turned to the young woman. “Come with me.”

The young woman blinked.

Azrael reached over the counter and placed a hand on the woman’s wrist.

Instant submission.

The woman almost fell to the ground, but, instead, she clambered over the counter, ignoring the surprised looks of her managers, and followed Ron.

Ron was hungry. He had eaten the gas station attendant a few hours before, and this new dimension was a smorgasbord that needed to be sampled.

Ron headed for the elevator.

People were waiting for the elevator, but they stood back when Azrael came amongst them.

The librarian, whose name was Dolly, held the elevator doors open and Ron stepped into the little box.

He would have been worried, such a small room was perfect for a trap, but he was reading minds, assessing threats, and there were none.

This dimension had no demons on guard. There wasn’t even a trace of divine influence, and hadn’t been for hundreds of years.

What a sad place.

As the door to the elevator closed Ron turned to Dolly.

She was a sweet thing. She was innocent and had bangs over her wide forehead. She didn’t have much in the way of breasts, but that was okay. Ron was feeling generous.

He lifted his dress and pulled down his panties.

Dolly stared in shock. She had never been with a man, let alone a woman, but she sure wanted to be with this one. There was just something about Ron that compelled her.

Dolly fell to her knees and pressed her face into Ron’s groin.

She knew what she was doing because she had her own sexual apparatus, and she had spent much time abusing it.

She loved self-induced orgasms!

And what she didn’t know about cunnilingus was put into her head by Azrael.

Eat! he commanded.

Dolly gobbled, and marveled, and had the feeling somebody was watching her.

She used her tongue, stuck it right into Azrael’s nasty hole and wiggled it around.

Azrael smiled and thrust her hips forward and spread her legs.

From somewhere in the misty recesses of Azrael’s mind Ron watched, and it was this that Dolly felt.

But since he only watched, and didn’t do anything, Dolly did nothing more than take notice.

And she slid her tongue up and down, licking the nastiness of Ron’s ripe crotch.

The elevator stopped on the next floor and the door opened. A half a dozen people were waiting to get on the elevator, but when they saw Dolly’s arms wrapped around Ron’s hips and clutching his ass they just stood and gawked.

Dolly nuzzled and guzzled and succumbed to a fever that drove her mindlessly into Ron’s pussy.

The doors closed and the elevator went to the third floor.

The door opened and Ron grabbed Dolly’s head and slapped her face with his groin.

Dolly began to cum.

Men are givers, and women are takers. Jerry, the gas station attendant had given, and kept giving until his body shriveled and he collapsed.

Dolly, however, being a woman and a taker, began to increase in mass. Her arms and legs thickened, her belly grew more round. Her ass increased in girth and her boobs grew big and flabby.

Dolly would have shrieked, but the pain and the pleasure canceled her ability to shriek.

She just grew larger, and her heart had to work harder to pump the increased miles of arteries necessary to provide sustenance to her magnified frame.

She began gasping, then fell back. She had been a wet hundred pounds a minute previous, now she was 320 pounds of unmuscular blubber. Her heart struggled, her lungs wheezed, and her legs were too weak to support her increased mass.

She lay on her back on the floor of the elevator, a rotund mass of fat, and tried to breath.

Ron stepped out of the elevator and headed for the law library. As he walked people stopped and stared, and only after he had had passed did people gather around Dolly to see if they could help.

Ron found a room with law books lined up on the shelves. Thick tomes that held bizarre concepts in organized fashion.

This was the God Laws?

This was a stinky place!

It smelled of old books and moldy men. Certainly not the robust food he required for his sustenance.

Still, to defeat Laws he had to learn about it.

He stepped into the room and looked around.

Jerry walked several miles. He was pale and shivering. He was weakened so much that he thought he was near death.

The only thing that kept him going was the memory of the woman.

Full breasted, plump, red lips, eyes that went into his skull and devoured his brain.

He came to a large, gravel parking lot. At the back of the parking lot was a garage, and to the right was a small cafe. He stumbled, afraid of bending his legs that he might collapse, across the parking lot.

He stumbled through the front door—DING—and sat down at the closest table.

A wide-eyed, young girl with two pigtails came up to his table.

“Are you all right, mister?”

He didn’t move, didn’t nod, he just whispered. “Food.”

“Certainly, what would you like?”

What would he like? He would like a big slice of roasted cunt. A loaf of buttered tits. He would like that beautiful woman he loved so much laid out on the table before him, spreading her legs and telling him how much she loved him.

She must love him, to take that much from him.

“Bacon. Eggs. Toast. Hash browns.”

Each word was a struggle, but he kept pronouncing what he wanted, and the girl went, and came back an indeterminate time later.

She was honestly afraid that the pale, skeletal man at the table would keel over if she didn’t hurry.

Jerry moved his arm, stabbed eggs and scooped potatoes. He fed himself, his arms moving faster and faster, until the plate was bare, and then he licked the plate, his tongue, once fat and now slender, licked slobbered feverishly.

“Are you okay?” asked the girl again. Jerry said, “Bacon. Eggs. Toast. Hash browns.”

He ate four breakfasts before he stopped shaking and shivering. He was still skinny, except for a slight plumpness to his gut, but he was strong enough to move on.

He had to find the woman.

As he walked out of the restaurant, the girl staring at him, he became aware of his penis.

Even though he had been on death’s door, and was still not that far removed, he had a boner.

There are many ways of learning.

One can read books. One can experience first hand. One can…absorb through the experiences of another who he, or she—whatever Azrael was—who had been gobbled.

Azrael preferred gobbling as the best method for inhaling knowledge.

He walked to the first table. There was a young man studying  from a stack of thick volumes. He was so engrossed he hadn’t even noticed Ron entering the library.

Now he looked up, sensing the shadow of the beast upon him.

But the beast was a stunning woman. One with bulging breasts, round hips, a face to drive a movie star to envy, and a smirky look that was almost a sneer. Would have been taken for a sneer should the young man see past the sheer, physical beauty of the young woman.

The young man’s mouth opened slightly, his eyes widened.

Ron leaned down, took the man’s head in one hand and pressed his lips to the young man’s mouth.

The man, a law student, healthy and in the prime of life, felt his energy being sapped, it was like a raspy flood of goodness scouring his body and causing incredible pleasure.

Inside Ron’s body, in a small corner of Azrael’s mind, Ron watched.

He was aghast, terrified.

He didn’t want to rape the student’s soul in such cruel fashion, a fashion that would result in the loss of humanity leave only the desire to be degraded further,

But poor Ron, the essence of Ron, all that was left of him, had no voice. He could only watch, and feel, the terrible leeching of the man’s soul right out of his body.

Azrael reached down and grabbed the man’s cock. He held it through pants, and lifted the man’s body up and placed it on the table.

Books flew onto the floor, papers sailed through the air, and Azrael ripped the man’s clothes off. He needed to get to the penis. That was the tool, the connection, best suited for draining a man of his essence.

The law student lay on the table, the back of his head was bruised where it had struck the table, and his cock was in the air, and the beautiful woman placed a foot on his chair, then on the table.

Azrael stood above the young man, ripping off his panties. He didn’t need those stupid things always getting in her way, and she sat down. Right on the man’s member.

Ron felt the penis being engulfed by his pussy, and it threatened to drive him insane. He was a man, dammit!

But Azrael was in control, and Azrael liked being a woman. It was so much easier to get his ‘food’ in that way.

People in the library were standing up, gathering books, and starting to leave..

“Stay where you are!” yelled Azrael, and everybody sat down.

The student humped, was pulled up, sucked into the amazing vagina, and his seed left him.

Within the seed, however, was the purest of DNA. And as Azrael absorbed this DNA it helped her absorb concepts, and now it was Azrael’s mind that was expanding, threatening to explode under the shock of absurdity.

Yes, Laws was not a person, it was a concept.

But how could people prefer to follow an arcane twisting of things like ideals and isms over his presence?

He was a giant of black fog, with wormy teeth and he liked devouring sex organs. How could people pursue an idea over something that ate them?

He could see that, even in this universe, people understood that you had to eat something before it ate you. So…why did they waste their time in places like libraries?

Books were such an insubstantial meal!

The man under Azrael gave out. Azrael had been absorbing information and sexual seed so fast that he simply imploded the man’s brain. Too much, too fast.

She stood up, her pussy dripping with sperm, and walked down the table.

A woman was staring at him in a strange mix of horror and love.

Azrael squatted, grabbed the woman’s hair and lifted her to a standing position.

Mouths meshed, and Azrael stuck her tongue deep into the throat of the woman.

The woman was relatively inexperienced, and she had never deep throated. Now a huge tongue was being forced down her throat. She gagged, but Azrael took over her mind, stopped her, and a wild shriek—very pleasurable to Azrael, very terrifying to the Ron that was in the back of his mind—erupted through her mind.

But she could do nothing.

Ron lifted her, placed her on the table, and spread her legs.

The woman gibbered, was insane, but could do nothing.

And though insane, her knowledge was intact, and Ron placed his mouth between her legs, kissed her orifice, and began draining her of her knowledge.

Azrael mentally blinked. With the combination of the young law student and this little babe’s knowledge he understood a cruel fact.

He understood what made Laws a God, but it was a strange thing that he never could have imagined.

The purpose of the Law was to absorb people.

He understood that the Law first supported itself by creating judges.  And these judges administered a system of punishment. Quite delicious.

Second, the Law fed lawyers, who fed the punishment machine.

Third, the Law fed victims, awarding them money for proposing people to be punished to the system.

How wicked!

How nefarious!

He pushed the girl aside before he was finished with her. She was a young woman, a budding lawyer, with little true understanding of the system she was parasite to. Azrael needed more…more.

The girl slumped over the edge of the table and turned into a pile of jelly bones on the floor. She would live, but she would be an idiot for the rest of her days.

Which caused a laugh deep in Azrael. How appropriate, how ironic. It was his first real victory over Laws, and he loved it.

He stood up. His dress was askew and his breasts were falling out of his stretched out dress.

“Who is oldest her?”

Nobody answered. They were terrified. Even though they were so admiring and in love with the creature who stole souls, they had enough fear in them to say nothing.

Azrael looked around the room.

He grappled with the concept of old. He had picked up a lust for a professor in the young girl’s mind, and he looked for such a creature that could inspire such feelings.

He needed a senior to eat. He needed a judge, or an old law professor.

His eyes, Ron’s eyes, searched the room.

He discarded young men and women. He had already inhaled two, and needed no more of their callow thoughts.

His eyes fell upon a scraggly looking man. He was thin and had a stale odor about him. A rotting odor. He didn’t have much essence to him, he was wasted away by a life pursuing law, but he would have what Azrael needed.

Azrael jumped from table to table. People shrieked and backed away, fell over in their chairs, and a couple of them, near the door, managed to escape.

Still, they wouldn’t raise the alarm. There was enough love for the beautiful woman in them that they would just run home, hide in the bedrooms, and abuse themselves.

Ron towered over the old man.

The old man had a thin face, lines on his face, and he smelled of cancer. No, he certainly didn’t have much life left.

Ron knelt down, reached down for the old man’s penis.

He was limp. He didn’t even have enough energy to boner up.

Ron kissed him.

Azrael didn’t mind, he was kissing for knowledge, a very insubstantial thing. Ron, inside the cranium of the beast was now not only cringing from kissing a man, but from kissing an old, diseased man!

But Ron had nothing to say about it.

Azrael had hit the jackpot.

The old man was a constitutional lawyer. He had spent his life studying that which created, or at least afforded the means of creation, Law.

Oddly, he studied this bizarre system of enslaving people by figuring out ways to circumvent the system.

It was an insidious way, to inspire people like this, for the system to protect the system.

But he found the secret of the Law.

Law was a system created by the people, for the people, to eat the people!

And the people were the monster, a self eating monster that fed upon itself perpetually.

As the old man died, even the softer feeding of Azrael being too much for it, Azrael felt admiration.

Such a terrible thing, this…’idea.’

And Azrael actually felt a sort of jealousy.

Why didn’t he think of that?

Feeding in his old universe could have been so much easier, efficient, and…self sustaining.

He could have set himself up and created a system whereby people came to be eaten.

But, at least he was here, now. He would be able to utilize the system that was already in place in this dimension to feed himself. In perpetuity. Forever. All hale the God Full Belly!

Lisa sat in the car. People drove around her, honked at her, yelled things and stuck their middle digits into the air.

She was apart from Azrael. As he focused on his feeding in the library, she was out of his mind. Sort of.

He always kept a leash in place, but…she could think for herself.

Where had Ron gone?

And what had happened to her?

She was now a bent and twisted, old crone. Her hair was snaggly,  scraggly, snarly white, and she was losing it.

Her body was a stick.

What had happened to her big breasts? Why was she stuck in this old, granny type of body?

A couple of days ago she had had plump, curvy lips, and she had enjoyed kissing Ron, and now she had thin lines that looked like she had French kissed a lemon. A moldy, dead lemon.

And…where was Ron? Why didn’t he rescue her? He was her husband! And she had a vague memory nibbling at her consciousness. A beautiful woman, a most desirable woman, a woman who made her follow her by inciting lust even in this old, stick of a body.

Had she taken Ron away from her?

Honk, honk!

“Move on, ya stupid cunt!”

She wearily lifted a middle finger and waved.

A cop sauntered up and tapped on the window on the passenger side.

She pressed a button and the window slid down.

“Time to move along, miss.”

Miss. She was no miss. No longer. And she missed being a miss. Something cruel had happened to her, but she didn’t know what.

Her mind revolted, and the leash snapped down.

Something big and ferocious moved in, took over her mind, made her say. “I can’t leave. I’m waiting.”

“I’ll have to give you a ticket, and if you still don’t move you’ll get hauled. Now put the car in gear and—“

Azrael shrieked through Liz’s mind: “DIDN’T YOU HEAR ME YOU STUPID SHIT! NOW YOU MOVE ALONG OR I’LL PUT MY FOOT SO FAR UP YOUR ASS YOU CAN FEEL MY TOES IN YOUR BRAIN!”

The cops jaw dropped, he stepped back from the sheer virulence of the old lady’s screaming voice.

People on the sidewalk gaped.

The cop spoke into his shoulder mike.

“Need a tow and a wagon at the Main Branch.”

Azrael worked Liz’s body and made the window roll up. All the windows up. The buttons clicked down and the car was locked up.

Inside the body, Liz was terrified, but Azrael folded her arms and made her sit quietly.

Jerry paid for his meals with a credit card and walked out into the pouring rain.

Within seconds he was soaked, but the rain offered him an opportunity.

He walked to the side of the garage and found a tow truck, the keys still in it.

The driver was nowhere to be found. Probably in the cafe eating lunch.

Jerry got behind the wheel, twisted the key, and drove.

He turned left, heading towards the big city.

He was still starved, he still needed more food, more nutrition, maybe. a month stay in a hospital on an IV drip, but he couldn’t afford the time for such frivolities.

He had to find the woman.

He had to have sex. With that woman.

She had drained him, pulled the seed right out of him, and (he knew) a lot more.

But that just left him wanting more.

He wanted an orgasm.

He had been drained, emptied, but had not reached that final bit of drama, the orgasm.

Azrael was an expert in sex without an ending, in the sex of denial.

But Jerry didn’t think about that, he didn’t understand that, he just knew was as if famished for that last course, that last bit of dessert.

He needed to be completed.

And if the entirety, the remainder, of his soul was taken, so be it.

Such is the hunger of sex.

And the rain poured down, sheeted his windshield, and made reading signs difficult.

But he squinted, and made out the signs, and they said he was close. New York was just ahead, and he would get there…and he would find the woman who had done this to him, and would, he was determined, do it to him again.

And this time to completion.

He would have his orgasm, or die trying.

And he knew not the irony of that thought.


Part Two

Azrael left the law library a very disgruntled Evil Angel.

First, that last meal, the law professor, had upset his stomach.

But he was used to eating unpleasant things! He hadn’t had a belly ache in a zillion years!

But one stinky law professor had apparently upset his tummy.

Second, having to intervene with that cop outside was unsettling.

Cops were minions. They were servile and unimportant, their only function being to feed the unwary to the Law.

Azrael was actually amazed that the people of this dimension allowed such cruel figures as cops and lawyers to exist.

A simple fact, one he saw at once, was the fact that cops never did anything for you. They arrived after a tragedy (mmm, delicious tragedy) and picked up the pieces to feed into the system.

All interactions outside of tragedy, the cops cost people money.

Azrael searched through the memories he had ingested, and he saw the truth of that statement.

If any ‘citizen’ thought about it they would realized the simple fact that, barring crime, for which cops were merely the sweeper uppers, the purpose of cops was to support such things as the levying of taxes.

Cops always cost people money, so why did they put up with them?

This concept, however, was merely one more oddity about this bizarre reality.

So thinking, rubbing Ron’s belly with Ron’s hand. Azrael stepped onto the elevator. He didn’t understand about pressing buttons, so he just waited until the doors opened on the ground floor.

As he stood there, rubbing his belly, people got on and off the elevator.

They stared at him, they felt their hearts warm. This beautiful woman, such beauty, she had to be good and kind, right?

He walked out the front door and stopped.

The cops had arrived. There were hundreds of them, all surrounding Liz in her car. They had their guns drawn and were pointing them at the Liz.

Liz sat in the car, white-lipped, staring straight ahead, grim, ready to go to the death for Azrael.

Azrael blinked Ron’s eyes. He thought he had told the cop to leave. Obviously, the cop had misunderstood.

He looked over the mass of minions. They had gathered, bullies en masse, and they were ready to shoot Liz for a ticket.

Even Azrael, the consummate bully, was amazed by the eagerness of the minions to do their masters’ dirty work.

Suddenly a cop was rushing towards him. “Back in the library! Get back!”

He laid hands on Azrael, and that was a mistake of major proportions.

The cop froze.

Azrael liked sexual connection to read minds to a depth, but he required only a touch to influence minds.

He looked inside the cops mind for a moment, to inspect his orders, his light motivations under the Law.

The cop was just following orders.

Ron smiled and touched the cop’s lips.

The cop smiled and fell in love, and Azrael read deeper.

How do you get rid of this many cops? he asked.

You can’t, answered the cop.

Then he saw the motivation, hidden under all the debris and baggage in a cop’s mind.

And in every mind.

Mankind, enslaved by itself, sought ways to die.

In the deepest parts of their most degraded minds, the cops thought they were doing Liz a favor.

Put her out of her misery.

And, on the lowest, slimiest levels, the cops wanted to be put out of their misery.

They understood, in never to be admitted to cellars of their minds: that they were in a slave system, and they were seeking a way out of the slavery, a way out of the misery of ‘just following orders,’ of being the mindless minions of a Law system that ate people wholesale and forever.

Azrael smiled.

They wanted a way out of their slavery? Excellent. He would give it to them.

He whispered a thought into the cop’s mind. Then he let the cop go.

The police officer stumbled back, almost fell down the stairs to the library, then he turned and walked down the steps, towards Liz’s car.

Azrael took a few steps and placed his hand on another cop’s shoulder. He whispered the same subtle commands into the cop’s mind. He moved to another cop, and another, and after he left each cop that cop would start walking down the steps.

At the bottom of the steps the first cop stopped and raised his hands. “HEY!” he yelled. “HEY! HEY!”

Then he lowered his pistol and shot the nearest cop.

He had everybody’s attention, and nobody fired a shot at Liz, who’s head jerked around at the sound of the shot.

Then the next cop Azrael had touched reached the bottom of the steps and started shooting.

Cop after cop joined the small group and started shooting.

Cop after cop fell to the deadly blasts, then they start shooting back.

Azrael reached a sniper, touched, smiled, and altered his commands slightly. The cop began shooting other snipers.

The slaughter didn’t last long. The ranks of the cops shooting other cops grew and grew, and the sound of guns firing reached a crescendo, then it started to wane.

And, finally, the shooting stopped.

Guns were empty, and bodies lay motionless, or groaned terribly.

Azrael walked Ron’s body down the steps and over to the car. He didn’t bother making Liz open the door for him, she appeared to be in a state of shock.

He opened the door himself and sat down. “Drive,” he whispered, and Liz put the car in gear.

As the car pulled away from the curb Azrael looked back at the carnage. It was unbelievable. These minions, they were so easily controlled. But of course. They were nothing but minions, after all.

Liz had seen the bodies falling. She had been in the middle of a firefight and had escaped unscathed. Except for the fact that Azrael was close to her now, and the leash was still in full force.

Still, there was a part of her that was…aware.

She looked in the mirror and saw cops laying dead, bleeding, bending over their mates and attending to their injuries, or just being a friendly face when they died.

She saw how it had all happened. She had refused to drive on, and that had led Azrael to taking a direct hand, and that had led to an escalation and a slaughter.

A massacre.

But she felt, no matter that she had been implementing Azrael’s will, like she had started it.

But she didn’t say anything, and her mind was so straightjacketed , and miserable, that Azrael, except for enjoying her misery, did nothing, and didn’t even see the attempt to rebel taking place down in the depths of what was left of Liz’s spirit.

“New York City Department of Planning,” he said, watching the buildings march past. “He gave her the address and left the driving up to her.”

He didn’t speak, because his mind was busy, and thoughts were more difficult to contain than simple speech.

Jerry drove the tow truck into the city, and had no clue as to where to go. He was a country boy, and he had never seen this many stop signs in his life.

And he didn’t know the name of the girl he was chasing.

But he knew he loved her, and he drove through the city, his eyes searching the thousands and thousands of people he passed.

Out of gas, he stopped at a gas station and filled up. The tank full, he walked into the mini-mart. He ordered a dozen hot dogs and was smearing gobs of ketchup and mustard on them.

“A mass shooting at the Main Branch of the library. Hundreds of police are dead. Authorities suspect terrorism as…”

Jerry looked up at the big screen behind the cashier’s station. He saw blue bodies lying on the sidewalks, the steps, in the street. The scene was illuminated by flashing red lights and sirens could be heard in the background. Paramedics were rushing back and forth, stretchers were being loaded up and carried to waiting EMT vans.

Jerry knew, without knowing how he knew, without a doubt, that he had found the trail of the beautiful woman.

He finished making his hot dogs, went out to the tow truck, and stopped.

With all the cops in the city dead, or rushing to the scene of their death, one cop had decided to give Jerry a ticket.

But, not just a ticket. He was reading the license plate and talking into his shoulder mike.

Why the hell would a single cop decide to give a ticket on this day of death and destruction to his own?

Because that’s the way the Law works, and that’s the way the minions roll.

Jerry turned and sauntered away, his arms full of hot dogs, their ketchup smearing the front of his shirt, looking like blood.

The Equitable Building is located between Broadway and Nassau, and Pine and Cedar. It is a monster of a building, a brutal thing built of brick and granite and terra cotta. It is over 40 stories and because there was no setback, it leaves a monster shadow. It hovers over surrounding buildings, dooming them to a sunless gloom that is truly disheartening.

Azrael, being from a dimension that was slightly more than disheartening, being a part of hell, in fact, was cheered by the gloom.

But there was something about the building that was bothering him.

He didn’t know what, he just knew that something was off.

If he had studied the structure of the portal that had brought him from his own dimension he might have seen it.

The square block on which the building had been built wasn’t true square.

And the slight warping in the gloom as the sections of the building rose up…it was a building built of warp, and that should have been obvious, and should have warned him.

But…it didn’t.

“Drive around the block,” he commanded Liz, and he stepped out and crossed the sidewalk to the Broadway entrance.

Liz stepped on the gas, and the leash lengthened, and Azrael's control  over her was lessened. Not much, but enough for her to think.

What is wrong with me? she asked herself. Where is my real body? Why do I look this way? Why am I bent and sickly? What happened?

But she had no answers, only questions, and the leash held.

Jerry found the library by following the sound of sirens. He stood on the edges of the massacre and watched the cops taking care of their own.

Why did she do this? he wondered. How can such a flower of such beauty have such a mighty thorn?

He had no answers.

He wasn’t under a leash, he wasn’t controlled, except by his own lust to complete his life.

Then he noticed a group of cops standing to one side, clustered around the hood of a cop car.

He sidled closer, opened up his ears, listened.

“A woman did this?”

“Take a look at the feeds. She went from cop to cop, touched them, and they went down the steps and started shooting.

Jerry, off to the side, smiled. He didn’t care about the shooting, he just wanted to get closer to the woman.

“A good looker. Take a look at this feed from the CCTV.”

Jerry couldn’t see it, but from the expressions, and the exclamations from the cops, he knew they were looking at Her.

He wanted to look at her. He wanted to be close. He—

“Sir? The suspect’s car has been spotted in the Financial District.

The half a dozen older cops around the map looked up at the speaker.

The car stopped at the entrance, was picked up on camera. The woman got out and went inside the building.”

“She’s inside the Equitable Building?” blurted a cop with a white mustache. “Right now?”

“Yes, sir.”

Everybody looked at everybody, then the group dispersed. Three of them got into the car they had had the maps on, and it backed up, swung around, and roared down the street.

The three other cops were bellowing orders. Shortly another half dozen cars were in motion, sirens began wailing, blue and red lights flickered, and Jerry followed along on the sidewalk.

The Equitable Building. He had to go there. She was there. He had to find Her!

Azrael didn’t like it.

It was business as usual in the building. No cops, they had all gone to the library. A few security guards, but they were the lowest of the low when it came to minions. They didn’t even feed the Law; they just walked around in buildings and protected stuff.

Despite this unusual nervousness, Azrael walked to the menu board and looked for the Planning Department.

He stood on the marble floor and Ron’s eyes glanced down the tenants of the building.

The floor shivered, and he remembered, from somewhere, that giant snakes crawled under the streets. Subways they were called, or something.

What a lousy building. So cheaply built it could feel worms in the earth.

Why was he feeling so…queasy?

He went to the elevator and got on.

He still hadn’t figured out the buttons on the elevator and how they worked, so he stood in the back of the elevator and watched the floor sign over the doors.

Up and down. Missing the floor he wanted again and again. Then he had had enough.

The elevator was full of people, and he slapped the red button on the panel.

Red meant stop. He knew that, and the elevator instantly stopped.

“What the fuck, man?” growled a big construction worker.

Azrael slapped him, and the man’s head turned and snapped and he collapsed.

There were several woman in the elevator, and they made squeaking sounds and backed away from him.

The men stared at Ron, took in his incredibly stacked form, his pouty, red lips, the glint in his sneering eyes.

They thought the sneer in his orbs was sexy, and so they weren’t put off by the fact that she had just snapped a big guy’s neck like it was a piece of straw.

Ron was frantic inside Azrael. He was clawing and begging to be let out, but Azrael just laughed at this mouse nibbling in his cranium.

Azrael stepped forward and reached his hand into the pants of a man in a suit. He gripped the man’s penis and looked into his mind.

“Oh, fuck!” whined the man, trying to fall down at the instant lust bashing his mind, but Azrael held him up and looked.

Buttons. They symbolized floors. My Satan! That was simple!”

He let the man go, and the man dropped on the floor. Semen was leaking out of his dick, darkening his suit, and the look in his eyes was besotted.

“Please…please!” he begged, and he put a hand out and touched Azrael’s dress.

Azrael snarled and the man died. And he had never realized the completion of his sexual urges.

Talk about dying!

Azrael reached forward and hit the correct button.

He stepped back with a smile, and didn’t notice the terrified women against the walls, the now frightened men cowering amongst them.

Then the doors opened.

The New York police may be just minions, and they may be corrupt and incompetent, but they weren’t stupid.

Heck, it takes a certain degree of intelligence to be corrupt!

So at the moment Ron was stepping off the elevator and looking around for the Department of Planning, the police were stopping traffic on the streets surrounding the Equitable building. They were setting up road blocks, blocking off entrances to the big building. They were gathering in SWAT trucks and discussing the lay out of the building. Men were checking their firearms, putting on bullet proof vests, connecting the video cams on their helmets. Getting ready.

Upstairs, in the heart of the behemoth, Ron walked through a pebble glass door and into the Department of Planning. There was a long space in front of a counter. There was a place for people to line up, and a sign at the head of the line stated, ‘One Stop Shopping.’

Azrael, influenced by being in a woman’s body, wondered why anybody would want to stop shopping.

Then he stepped past the line, past all the people with rolls of blueprints under their arms. He stepped up against an older man who had unrolled his blueprints and was going over them with a young Chinese man with a bowl haircut and thick glasses.

“Hey!” shouted the old man.

Azrael looked down at him, and the man shuffled off quickly. He didn’t even bother collecting his blueprints.

The Chinese man looked at him and tilted his head. “Take a number. Stand in line.” He was astounded by the beauty of the woman, but he had his orders, and he always followed orders.

Azrael reached forward and gripped the man’s wrist, and was shocked.

The man knew nothing.

He had just started working that day, and as is the policy of bureaucracies everywhere, he was put in a position where he had to know everything, but knew nothing.

This actually stunned Azael, but only for a moment. It was the stupidest thing he had ever seen, below even the security guard minions, but he quickly refigured his mode of attack. He glanced at the surface of the man’s mind, then said, “I would meet your supervisor.” He whispered a subtle command into the man’s mind, then let go of his wrist.

The Chinese bureaucrat fell back, against a table piled high with blueprints. “One moment,” he said, and he hurried off.

Azrael turned and looked at the line of people waiting for service. They were staring at him with lust.

“Jack off,” he said, and they rapidly reached into their pants and began beating their meats.

Azrael turned, and the Chinese man was returning. Behind him was a  large woman, medium age, glasses, and a firm look about her.

“You needed help?” she asked. But as she had approached so arrogantly, her attitude was changing as Azrael put forth his influence.

The woman, fifty pounds overweight, turning grey, doomed to be less than a minion, with only the authority that a bureaucracy gives, was staring at Ron.

She wasn’t a lesbian. She was a Christian. She voted Republican and she looked with disdain on such things as trans and queer and lesbian.

So why did she feel this sudden attraction for the beautiful women on the other side of the counter.

Azrael reached forward and touched the woman, and she turned into a lesbian.

Her name was Martha Gladstone, and she fell deeply in love. Deeper than is humanly possible.

Azrael glanced at the surface of her mind. It was blank, filled with romance novels.

He asked his question verbally, not realizing that he was asking the wrong thing. He needed to find buildings that could be portals, but he was asking about his Evil Angel friends. “I need to find Jibrīl, Mīkāl, and Isrāfīl.”

Martha blinked, but there was something there. Something that Martha didn’t really remember, or knew that she knew. But it was buried deep, and Azrael was going to have to dig.

“Have you a place where we can discuss this?”

“Of course,” said Martha, batting her eyes.

She took Ron to the end of the counter, lifted a flap, and let him in. As they walked back into the recesses of the Department of Public Planning the people waiting in line looked around. Azrael’s presence was lessening, and they realized that they all had their hands in their pants.

Suddenly embarrassed, not knowing why they had been masturbating in public, they took their hands out of their pants.

For two of the men it was too late. They had already cum, and they hurried for a bathroom to clean themselves up.

At the counter the Chinese man raised his voice and called out, “Next?”

Jerry walked along the streets. The streets were empty, all the people were home watching the big library shooting on their big screen TVs.

Cop cars whistled past him, their sirens hurting his ears.

He was moving towards something called the Financial District.

He was imaging the woman who had ruined him for everything, seeing her in his mind, visualizing them living happily ever after.

Liz was having a hard time. With the police blocking off the streets she was circling the whole area.

And the leash was growing thin. His influence was waning.

Who am I?

Why am I like this?

Who did this to me?

And while there were no answers to her enfeebled mind, she kept seeing images of the beautiful woman.

Where was Ron?

Why didn’t he rescue her?

But…no answers.

The cops entered the building and started moving people out.

The building was huge, it had 48 elevators, thousands of offices, and over 20,000 people worked there. Add to that the 50,000 people who  came and went during the day, that was a lot of people who had to be moved to the elevators and pushed out of the building.

The cops went floor by floor, making their way higher and higher. But the Planning Department was on the 31st floor, and they didn’t know that that was where the woman who had caused such mayhem and destruction at the library was.

Azrael followed Martha through a maze of offices.

Thus far he had been in a hurry, and brutal, and just desired to get things done.

Seeing how amenable Martha was to his influence, seeing how she had changed her isms with a touch, he was feeling generous.

Martha said, “I don’t know where this Jibrīl, Mīkāl, and Isrāfīl people are—they are people, aren’t they?—but the names make me think we’ll find them in the back rooms. Mind you,” she turned and gave a girlish smile, “we don’t usually go back here, but since you asked so politely…”

She was coquettish, charming, coming on to him.

She opened a door and they entered a room filled with books, dust, scrolls, dust, and dust.

Azrael liked it.

“Just over here…maybe…”

She led him to a filing cabinet and started leafing through the files.

“Jibrīl, Mīkāl, and Isrāfīl. Let’s start with Jibril…how is it spelled?”

That was the moment Azrael realized that she was leading him on.

He realized that he had asked the wrong question, and she was just trying to get him back here. She was going to try to seduce him, and…he was in a hurry.

And now he was angry. To be trifled with in this manner…but he knew that the woman knew know more than she let on. She would know of buildings that could be portals.

He grabbed her by her grey hair and spun her around.

Martha was caught in the crux of lust and fear, but the lust won easily.

Azrael began kissing, feeling Martha’s big, heavy breasts.

Martha gave herself up.

Azrael moved quickly, tearing off the woman’s clothes.

He understood that it was woman on woman, that Martha had no dick, but there were other ways of making the sexual connection that would enable him to gobble her mind.

Inside his head, Ron finally gloried. He was going to be making love to a woman! He was so tired of men!

Then he realized…uh oh, no dick.

A shriek of despair in the furthest corner of the attic of his mind, and Azrael ignored it.

Azrael threw the woman on the floor, he slid his feet back, pushed her legs out to the sides, and began to eat.

He ripped the old bloomers off the woman with his teeth.

He stuck his tongue in her, and he began to gobble. He saw the chapters of her life quite clearly.

A life of drear. A comely woman, yet…no one had ever deflowered her. She was a spinster.

College, and frightened of sexual contact. While other students were making hay, she was studying in her room.

Work, and she was nervous and avoided males.

A home in the Planning Department.

He went deeper. She was moaning and crying and beating on his shoulders, but Azrael stuck his mind into hers and devastated her.

Masturbation.

No big deal, but it crushed her every time she did it.

Then…here it came, arcane studies.

And there was something here, something that Azrael didn’t see…and…he felt the leash to Liz wiggle.

She was circling, circling, but there were so many cops!

Azlaer felt them in the building then. A faint wave of people being ushered out of the building. Their fear was delicious, but…the cops were here! Bothersome bugs buzzing in his ear!

He would have to do something. He didn’t need them around while he was working, and…he considered his situation.

He was in a building, and the minions of the Law were closing in on him.

He could beat them, he could fight them, but…he had a better idea.

He didn’t want to slaughter everybody, he wanted to go on about his business. He was getting close to finding a portal that could handle Jibrīl, Mīkāl, and Isrāfīl.

He began to do more than gobble. He began to suck, and to pull on the breasts of Martha.

He squeezed her waist, he pulled her hair out and exuded color from his fingers.

Martha began to shriek in pain…that was pleasure.

Azlaer reformed her body, even made it younger, and in doing so…he made her in his own image.

High tits, big and round and stiff with nipple.

Her lips plump and fresh, ready for kissing.

He even changed the color of her eyes, made them the color of Ron’s.

And he instilled in her the lust he felt when feeding.

She wouldn’t have his powers, but she was an image of him, and she would act like him.

This was deep work. It required intense concentration, and…something…something…he looked again, and he saw it!

This building was a trap!

It was built to look like a portal? The design, the way it was shaped, it shimmied and warped, but…it was a trap for Evil Angels!

But who would do such a thing? Who would try to trap him? A God!

But it had been done.

He moved back from Martha, then he stood up and offered her a hand.

She stood up, transformed into an image of him, a stunning, beautiful woman.

“Go,” he said, and he patted her ass as she left him, and the room.

He sat in the gloom and thought about it.

He needed Jibrīl, Mīkāl, and Isrāfīl. He needed them if he wished to really enslave this dimension. He needed a portal to bring them here.

This building looked like a conflux of planes. It was warped, it had the metal in it, it was perfect! But it had made him nervous upon entering it, and now he knew why!

It was a trap, and…who had set it?

Martha walked through the corridors and offices and made her way to the front room.

She was trying to think, her thought seemed to be disrupted, warped, and she couldn’t figure anything out. She was just supposed to walk to the front area and wait for the cops.

But…why?

And why wasn’t she feeling badly about being beautiful, and being a lesbian?

What was wrong with her?

Jerry looked up at the building and pondered.

The cops were here. This was the place. This was where the woman was. He knew it. He could almost feel her essence inside, waiting for him, waiting to take him the rest of the way, to destroy the universe with a magnificent orgasm that knew no equal.

But how was he going to get into the building?

Liz drove around and around. She was tired, wasted, but she had a hunger in her.

She had to be near that woman. She had to. That woman…she had a piece of her, a large piece, and…she drove, and began crying, and wondered where Ron was.

Upstairs, Azrael, in the body of Ron, which had been transformed into a woman, pondered.

He had nearly all of Martha’s mind, and he searched through it. He had an idea of how to find the confluence of planes that would enable him to open a portal.

All he had to do was find a building similar to the Equitable building. The Equitable was a fake, a trap, and he could avoid the trap, but he had to find the real building.

But the cops were close. He didn’t want to bother with them while he was trying to open a portal.

He sighed, and then his head lifted and he looked outward with his mind.

The cops had reached the 31st floor. They were pushing people into the elevators, and…they opened the door to the Planning Department. They barged in, assault rifles at the ready, protected in their bullet proof vests.

Martha stood behind the counter, and she looked exactly like Azrael.

“Hands up!”

She started to raise her hands, but she didn’t stand a chance.

She had been identified as the person responsible for the slaughter of hundreds of minions, and the remaining minions were out for blood.

BANG! BANG! BANG!

Individual handguns fired rounds.

PTUTUTUTUTUT!

PTUTUTUTUTUT!

PTUTUTUTUTUT!

Assault rifles fired full clips.

Martha was a virgin living an unhappy life until just fifteen minutes before. Then she had discovered sex and lesbianism. Now it was all over as bullets impacted on her frame and her body shook and rattled and felt a pain that was more than pleasure.

A shame, she was now built for sex, and had overcome her fears, and she was riddled with bullets.

Bullets sliced through her organs, her heart and kidneys, her prostate (she had one, Rons, even thought she was a woman),

Her arms and legs danced in the air, and she was blasted back against the counter where her limp body slumped down into a puddle of blood on the floor.

The cops moved forward, watching her, prepared to fire another hundred rounds into her form if she so much as farted.

Unfortunately, a dead body releases gases, it just relaxes and gas comes out, and Martha’s body relaxed and…farted.

PTUTUTUTUTUT!

PTUTUTUTUTUT!

Back in the offices, Azrael listened. Well, his decoy had worked, but the police were still going to go through the building with a fine tooth comb.

He stood up. It was time to move.
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Part One

Officers crowded around the dead woman on the floor.

She was beautiful, even in death she was amazing. But the lust she inspired was gone.

The cops lifted their lips and sneered at the woman. She had caused the deaths of over a hundred of their rank, and they had been glad to shoot her full of holes.

“Awright!” A captain came on the scene. “Get to work, you guys. Why is that bitch here? Is there somebody else? Did she have a partner? Get to work!”

The cops left the woman for the coroner and began searching the rest of the floor in the Equitable building. If there was anybody else involved they were going to find them.

Azrael stood up. He was in a back office of the 31st floor, and he had to get out of there.

He considered leaving the body he was in, the man known as Ron, who he had made into a woman.

After all, this body was an exact duplicate of the one the police had taken down. Once they saw this body they would come after him.

Maybe he should make the body back into a male and…no. That wouldn’t work.

Or perhaps he could make the female body he was in uglier and…no.

The problem was that the whole building was a trap, and it would spring if he used any of his real power.

He could read minds, and he had been able to transform one body, the old lady who had been in charge of the Department of Planning, but he had felt the trap quivering.

If he tried altering any more bodies the trap would probably spring, and a trap this big, the size of the Equitable Building, who knew what would happen?

And he wondered who had set this trap. Who had prepared for the presence of an Evil Angel on earth?

Well, no wondering now. Now he had to get out of the trap without setting it off.

He went to the door and peered out.

Cops were going back and forth between the rooms in the hallway. In only a couple of minutes they would be at the room he was in.

He looked around for for a hiding place.

Nothing. Nothing that would fool a cop with a gun.

He went through a back door and found himself in another office. Several desks, stacked in storage.

He went through another connecting door.

He reached the last room in the line of connected offices. There was a couple of windows to the outside, and a fire escape!

He tugged at the window, but it was stuck! He looked at the window and found that it had been painted in place. Two many coats, and…he was trapped.

But maybe…

He put his fingers under the window and began to lift.

Nothing.

He used a little of his true power. Painted cracked, he felt the shimmy of the building as the trap began to close.

He stopped lifting and the warping of reality stopped.

But he had loosened the window, and now he could lift it with regular earth body strength.

Swiftly, he opened the window. He sprang through, then he lowered the window.

Just as the cops came through the last door.

“There she is!”

Assault rifles were raised, pointed at Azrael. Triggers were pulled.

PTUTUTUTUTUT!

PTUTUTUTUTUT!

Now Azrael had no choice. They couldn’t kill him, but walking around with dozens of lead bullets inside him, rattling around, trying to work their way to the surface, or into his digestive system, he couldn’t afford that.

He touched the glass and transformed it, made it like steel.

He could still see the cops, and they could still see him, but the bullets wold never penetrate that glass.

But he had to use energy to make this happen, a lot of energy, and the building began to shift and warp.

“Oh, fuck,” murmured Azrael. He had set the trap off.

The building shimmied, wavered in the air like a drunk man on a skateboard, then it began to sink.

Azrael stood on the fire escape, and he felt the building lowering.

On the ground floor cops were shaken to the floor, then the floor began to descend.

Slowly, the building slid into the ground. It was like a huge elevator, but on the way to Hell. Bricks and mortar slid past the ground.

Cops inside saw the city rising, and realized they were sinking. They ran to windows and tried to open them, to escape.

But as Azrael had made the windows into steel, so was the whole skin of the building made into steel.

Cops shot at windows, and the bullets had no effect.

Outside the fire escape was being sheered off, crumpling up and squirting to the side in a mess of iron.

Azrael held the the fire escape, he watched the buildings rise up to him. He heard a great rumbling, as of an earthquake. Then he saw the ground approaching.

The building slid faster, ten feet in a second, and the screams of the cops inside could be heard.

Faster and faster, then Azrael was almost at ground level, and he hurtled over the bars of the fire escape and landed on the earth.

Of course. He was on the outside of the trap.

The building slid into the earth, and Azrael scrambled away from the growing pit.

But the edges of the hole the building was leaving were not crumbling, so he edged back and stared down into the great hole.

The building was descending even faster. The roof was shrinking down the hole. Dust was rising up, a little bit, not enough to obscure the structures on top of the building.

Azrael moved back then. He caught the flickers of yellow lightening outlining the shape of the building, and he knew it was going all the way. It would be in hell in just a few minutes, back in his dimension.

He sighed in relief, he had managed to dodge that bullet.

Still, there was danger. There was no way to tell how far reaching this trap was. There might be demons come out to snare him, or the pit could suddenly widen, grasping at any who had managed to escape.

Liz stopped the car and stared. She could see the Equitable Building down the street, at the side of the long street. And she could see it start to slide into the earth.

It slid faster and faster, and she could hear a sighing sound, a slipping sound, as debris fell between the building and the earth into which it slid. Then it disappeared.

But she still felt the leash Azrael had connected to her. She could feel the psychic connection, but it was weak.

She sat in the car, stunned, and her thoughts were coming back.

Azrael had done something to her. She had sacrificed her husband, and he had been made into a woman, then Azrael had occupied him!

And the Evil Angel had sucked the life out of her, left her in this husk of what she once was, and…made her into his slave.

She was a broken woman. Scraggly hair, a once voluptuous body gone to ruin.

Her hands were skinny and arthritic, and it was all she could do to drive the car and transport Azrael around.

And this was her reward for summoning the Evil Angel.

She sobbed, wet tears drizzled down her parchment skin, and she put her head to the steering wheel.

If only she could escape! If only Ron could…and she felt Azrael looking along the leash, searching for her.

She dried her tears and hid her thoughts. Not that that would do much good if Azrael wanted to read her mind.

But he preferred sexual contact to read minds, and what person, or even what Evil Angel, would want to partake of this pitiful shell of the person she had once been?

She put the car in gear and drove along the streets, around the pit where once had stood the Equitable Building, and searched for her mistress, or master, or whatever the beast was. She drove, and hoped the Evil Angel couldn’t see into her heart.

Outside the building Jerry had the presence of mind to run.

A whole building sliding into the earth? That was scary!

He ran a couple of hundred yards, then turned and stared at the space where once a building had stood.

Where was the woman, the beautiful woman, who had sucked his soul almost completely out of his body?

In spite of being a bag of bones, he loved the woman.

He had heard the cops had killed the woman, but he doubted that.

Nobody could kill the incredibly vivacious creature!

He stared at the emptiness between other buildings, and he saw a car stop at a curb, and…the woman! The beautiful woman who had changed him and was the object of all his desire stepped out from behind some bushes and got into the car.

Jerry ran then. He sprinted like he was young and healthy, and he tried to reach the street before the car passed.

He almost made it.

He ran, and he screamed, and he waved his arms, but the car drove past, and only the old woman driving saw him.

He turned and ran down the street, hoping for a traffic light, or something, anything, to stop the car!

But the lights were green and the car sped on, and Jerry slowly came to a stop.

The frantic run had exhausted him, and he stood, his shoulders heaving, his legs sore, and he stared after the car, wishing it would come back.

He needed that woman. He wanted that woman.

She may have sucked the soul out of him, but he loved her.

Azrael sat in Ron’s body. And Ron’s body sat in the back seat. And Liz stared at the man who had once been her husband, before he had been transformed into a woman.

Azrael was unaware of her stare. He was thinking.

He had almost been caught, and he didn’t know by whom.

Still, he hadn’t been caught, and now he had to get on with his search. He had to find a place where the dimensions came together and a portal could be formed.

He needed to find a building made of iron and granite, a building similar to the Equitable Building, but without the trap that had been in that building.

But…how?

The Planning Department was gone, so he couldn’t find out through that agency.

So…how?

The news in New York was pretty good that day, and the citizens were all glued to their TV sets.

First, over a hundred cops had been killed at the shoot out at the library. What was even more startling was the fact that the cops had done it all themselves!

Second, a whole building had sunk into the earth.

The building had sunk so far a fiery glow had been detected—people thought it was lava bubbling—then the sides of the pit had collapsed and buildings for blocks around had been dragged into the pit and served as gigantic corks.

From the Central Bank of China to One Wall street, from Our Lady of Victory Church to the High School of Economics and Finance was one big steep walled pit.

The ground was hot to the touch, and crowds of people came to look into the pit, and to argue as to what caused it.

The most popular theory, in spite of the woman being blamed for killing all the cops, was that alien bugs were under the building. They had come up to feed off plumping and electricity, and they had dug enough dirt to cause the massive structure to sink.

Jerry, having lost track of the woman, came to the pit and looked in. He shivered. He left. He didn’t know where to go, and he was lost.

He had to find the woman.

Azrael was stumped. He had connected with people in the library, but out of all the knowledge he absorbed, he didn’t know how to find an iron and granite building.

He knew criminal codes, and the bizarre logic used to confine people who were going on about their business, but none of that knowledge had told him about iron and granite.

Frustrated, he did what all Evil Angels do when they have a problem they can’t solve.

He fed.

Regular food was easy. He couldn’t be seen, of course, but he had Liz drive up to restaurants, get out and get him food.

He tried a variety of restaurants, and decided he liked Chinese food the best.

He didn’t like the chopstick thing, however, so he had her buy some forks, or he just used is fingers.

She drove him to Central Park and they sat in the car, parked by the side of the park, and he ate.

He tossed scraps of food into the front seat and she dove after them.

He liked this Pepsi drink, so he had her buy big bottles of the stuff, and he guzzled them whenever he felt thirsty.

Thirst was good. It calmed the fire in his unsettled belly.

The other kind of food he required was humans.

That kind of food he desired more than the orange chicken and rice, or Bejing beef and noodles.

But it, too, was easy to procure.

He would simply have Liz park next to Central Park and wait.

Some poor fool would come along, and he would leap from the car, drive the human into the park, and have sex.

Of course they had to change their location quite often, because bodies sucked so dry they were but skin and bones did tend to draw police attention.

During this time Jerry wandered the city. He began to look like a bum. He didn’t have money for food, his clothes were wearing out, and his blankets were newspapers and his mattress was a park bench.

One would think that Azrael and Jerry would eventually meet, or perhaps Azrael would even eat Jerry. They were both in the park, but…it didn’t happen. Azrael would feed on one side of the park, and Jerry would sleep on the other.

And, to make this even odder, Jerry knew that the woman was in the park, and he was looking for her.

The bodies that had been deprived of flesh and blood kept showing up, and such a crime…it had to be the woman!

But, like ships passing in the night, neither Jerry nor Azrael saw the other.

And the days passed.

Henry Sawyer lived on Central Park West. He was an investment banker who had made it big, and he spent his days in front of a computer buying and selling. Money came rolling in, and he had it made.

On a Tuesday evening he held up the leash and Bozo started jumping.

Bozo was a very excitable German Shepherd.

Bozo was tan and black with the biggest, whitest teeth. He jumped and his tail knocked over a glass on the coffee table and he was ready to go.

Heck, a day spent under his master’s table was a night that needed a walk!

Henry bent and talked calmingly to the dog, and finally managed to snap the leash onto the dog’s collar.

Now Bozo pulled and pranced and tried to wrap the leash around Henry’s legs.

“Come on, now,” Henry laughed, undoing the wrapping leash as best he could.

He made it to the front door, down the elevator and onto the sidewalk, and Bozo tugged on the leash and began sniffing at fire hydrants, bugs, stranger’s shoes, and anything else that came within sniffing distance of his efficient nose.

It was a beautiful night. The air was not too warm, but Henry didn’t need a coat. Passersby were few, and he enjoyed the smell of foliage that arose from the park.

He passed a park bench and gave a bum with a holed sweat shirt a wide circle.

Bozo was protection, but Henry didn’t want to enter a situation where he needed protection.

Up ahead was a grey SUV. It was just sitting there, no motion, and no cause for alarm.

On the other side of the sidewalk, across the the SUV was a thick, little jungle of trees. The kind that muggers leaped out of and conked unwary people on the head.

Henry guided Bozo to the curbside and avoided the brush. As he passed the SUV the door popped open, Bozo started to turn and growl, Henry held the leash tighter, and a shape flashed towards the man and his dog.

The stunningly beautiful Ron tackled Henry and rolled him into the brush.

Bozo was dragged along as Henry’s hand was wrapped in the loop of the leash. He yipped in a high pitch, then the three, Ron, Henry and Bozo, were rolling through a grove of trees.

It was dark under the trees, and they slipped and slid on the soft loam.

Bozo managed to find his feet and he crouched and snarled.

Henry was under Ron, trying to figure out what had happened.

Ron turned to Bozo and bared her teeth.

The growl Ron gave was not a puny, wild animal growl. It was a harsh, guttural growl as if from a hound of hell.

Bozo was outmatched. Further, the dog was so terrified it gave up all idea of defending its master and scampered away. It howled in terror and ran until it was back on the sidewalk. Then, knowing no better, it headed for home.

Henry lay under Ron and slowly came to his senses.

He was under a woman. He could feel the large breasts, the softer body, the long hair partially draped over his face, the shape and feel of the hands.

Then, as Henry became used to the gloom under the trees, he made out the lines of the face, and he realized: this woman is beautiful!

But she reminded him of something. He didn’t know what, but he tried to recall.

Ron leaned his face closer, he wanted a kiss. He needed to feed Azrael.

Henry turned his face. “I’m…I’m gay,” he begged.

Azrael searched through its absorbed minds and figured out what gay was. It didn’t care…it was hungry.

“No, you’re not, Ron whispered, and he pressed his lips to Henry’s.

Henry felt the shock of a pure sexual connection awaken him.

He had never had a boner for a woman, had never kissed a woman, except for his mother on the cheek. But that was now all changed.

He felt lust, and his loins were on fire! He pressed back, he moved his hands and sought out Ron’s fabulous breasts.

“Oh, yes!” he managed to mutter.

Then clothes were being discarded, and Ron’s female body was thrown over and penetrated.

“Oh…oh…” Henry was in paradise. He had never imagined a woman could feel like this. He had never imagined sex could be like this. He began thrusting viciously. He was a man reborn.

Under him, Azrael blinked. They usually fought back. But this one…this one was something else! And Azrael began to feed.

Henry fucked, and he felt his essence leaving him. He felt sperm going through his shaft, but he didn’t feel the orgasm, which just made him work all the harder.

His body, which was well fed, began to shrink, to dwindle, as Azrael absorbed the spirit that was Henry.

Henry grunted and groaned and felt the velvet electricity of Ron’s pussy.

Ron, in the attic of Azrael’s mind, shivered with ecstasy.

Azrael grabbed the joy and the ecstasy, inhaled it, and searched through the earthling’s mind.

Math figures, all twisted and yet laid out.

Money slanting the calculations.

Here was a form of greed that was almost stunning in its simplicity, and yet hidden by obfuscation and made mazelike.

Azrael went deeper.

He observed relationships.

He saw…hobbies…something…weird…iron.

Iron?

Henry had exhausted his testicles, but he kept feeling his essence leave him.

It was sort of like death, and he was emptying out, becoming a nothingness that was…pleasurable.

Azrael thought: Iron? Like in a building?

And in the hobbies of Henry he suddenly saw…a magnet!

Iron?

Magnet?

A magnet looked for iron!

Azrael was so stunned he almost stopped feeding.

But Henry was so insistent, his hips pumping and his voice groaning…so Azrael kept feeding.

Henry waned, shriveled, and then there was almost nothing left of him.

Ron pushed Henry off him. It was easy, because Henry had almost no substance now. His fat and muscle was gone, his bones were even lighter and thinner.

Ron sat up, smiling, and, full of energy, headed for the car.

Behind him Ron moaned. He was almost dead…he was just a shriveled up, crumpled up pieces of bone and flesh.

A concentration camp survivor had more organic material than he did.

But that was okay. Near death, he realized the truth: pain was pleasure, and pleasure was pain.

And he lay and gasped and wondered what was next.

One thing was sure, he wanted to fuck that woman again.

Jerry slept on the park bench. He was not the same man he had been.

Once he had been a chubby, happy go lucky fellow. He liked to drink a beer on the weekends, and if he was lucky Sally Sue Hobkins would go out with him, and he could get a kiss and maybe even cop a feel.

Now he was a rail of a man. He hadn’t recovered from being fed upon, and likely never would, but he had a boner that wouldn’t quit.

He was in love with the woman who had done this to him. He had to find her.

On the evening that Ron fed on Henry Jerry slept peacefully. Being homeless he had nothing that anybody wanted, so he was, except for the pranks of school kids, as safe in the city as anybody.

He slept through the night, struggled through a dream where he was chasing the woman and his dick kept getting bigger and bigger, finally entangling his feet and causing him to trip and fall on his face.

He rolled over, blinked, then realized he was awake.

He sat up, yawned, stretched, and reached into his pocket for an apple.

Oops. No apple. He had eaten that for dinner.

He stood up and walked down the street.

He could feel the presence of the woman calling to him.

Should he eat? Or go look for the woman?

He had a bigger hunger for the woman than food, so he traipsed down the sidewalk alongside Central Park. He shuffled his feet. His head was down, but he could swear the woman had been somewhere around here.

He could…sort of…smell her.

“Help!”

The word was a whisper, no substance, not delivered with intention, but revealing a desperate strait.

Jerry stopped.

The woman. Where?

“Help?”

Jerry walked to the side of the curb and looked through a small grove of trees. He could feel the woman!

But he saw Henry, laying on his back, naked, emaciated, the only big thing about him being the fat boner that stood straight up.

The woman! Jerry thought. He moved into the grove of trees.

Azrael directed Liz to drive him to 23 West 39th Street. He was humming happily, for the meal known as Henry had given him much good information.

23 West 39th Street was the Engineering Societies' Building and Engineers' Club. It is located next to Bryant Park, and Liz had no trouble finding it. She pulled up to the curb and Azrael stepped out, crossed the sidewalk, and entered the building.

It was cool inside, and Ron stepped up to a desk.

Three engineers, old fellows, were sipping coffee and chatting about the Yankees when their attention was turned to the phenomenally beautiful woman who had just entered their club.

They smiled and faced her.

Azrael studied the three men.

“May I help you?” sputtered one engineer, stepping forward.

The other two tried to get in front of him.

“Who knows the most?” Azrael had finally figured out that this thing called knowledge, while so insubstantial and conflicting, was of value.

“That would be me.”

“No. Don’t believe him. I know more than him.”

“I know more than both of them.”

Azrael snorted. He glanced over their minds and saw not much. Sure, they were engineers, but any person who claimed they were smart usually wasn’t.

Azrael tried another tack. “Who’s in charge?”

The men blustered and preened, but Azrael pushed his way past them. He walked down a long hall, the three men following her and talking themselves up.

Azrael turned to them. “Grow older.”

The three men stood as if fixed, and their bodies began to shrink. They shriveled, their faces grew long white beards, and they didn’t follow when Azrael continued on into the building. They loved her, but they were now too feeble to do much about it.

It took Azrael a while to find the man in charge of the Engineers’ Club, but he did, and he sat down in a chair in an office at the top of the building.

Clancy McPherson sat up and smiled. He fell in love and wanted to sell his house, divorce his wife, and take this wonderful wench to the Bahamas where they would live out his dreams.

Azrael had other ideas. He reached forward a hand and placed it on Clancy’s arm. “How do I find an iron building?”

Clancy blathered a bit, confused by the flow of information streaming out of his mind and leaving him less than smart.

That was his knowledge! He had worked for it for decades! He had gone to school! Worked on jobs, and…and it was disappearing.

Then he looked down at his lap. Also leaving him was a lot of sperm.

And he felt like the room was growing bigger, or maybe he was growing smaller.

Then he collapsed, fell across his desk and snored. He had been old before, but now he was really old, and his knowledge was gone.

His wife, who he had been so willing to divorce a moment before, would end up caring for him as he blubbered nonsense about a beautiful woman who had stolen his mind. His wife would listen dutifully, then spoon some more porridge into his toothless mouth.

Azrael, fully fortified with all he needed to know, left the Engineer’s Club.

Jerry stood by the side of Central Park and talked with the police. He explained how he had found Henry lying amongst a stand of trees on the edge of the park.

He told them he was a gas station attendant who had just come to the city, and he listened when they discussed among themselves whether this was one of the strange muggings that had been occurring around the park.

Men, and even women, had been pulled into the shadows, and when they were found, sometimes dead and sometimes alive, they were wasted away, mere shadows of themselves.

And one cop said, “I don’t understand why these people claim a woman did this to them.”

Jerry opened his ears and paid attention.

“What’s worse,” said another cop, “is that the woman sounds like the one that was shot at the Equitable Building the other day.”

“I’ll tell you what’s weird. they identified the woman who was killed at the Equitable building. It turns out she worked there, but…everybody says that’s not her.”

“What?”

“Swear. The people in the building claim the woman who was killed was fifties, chubby, wore thick glasses.”

“That wasn’t the woman we puncturated.

The first cop chuckled. “Whoever she was, she was Swiss cheese when we were done with her.”

“But how can the mugger look like somebody who’s dead?”

The conversation moved on, but Jerry was convinced.

He knew the woman was alive. He had seen her after the building collapsed. And now he had proof positive that she was still in the city, still…making love to men.

As she had done to him.

But she had left him alive, sort of.

Some of these people she had screwed to death.

And he had no doubt that she had screwed them. He had experienced her, and he knew exactly how she latched on and sucked the essence right out of a man.

Or a woman.

The woman.

He had to find the woman.

He wandered up the street.

He loved her!

Using his pilfered knowledge, Azrael built a magnet.

First, he found a store that sold him neodymium iron boron (NdFeb).  The store didn’t want to sell to him, for he offered no money, but he fed, and walked out with a big hunk of the metal.

Then he wrapped highly conductive wire around the big bar of neodymium iron.

Then he bought a generator, again with no money and leaving only wasted bodies in payment, and set it up in the backseat of the car.

He fired up the generator, which really stunk up the car and which aroma he really liked, fed electricity into the wrapped iron, and held the thing in his hand.

This was something that no earthling could do, but he was used to high temperatures, he didn’t mind a little lightening in his hand, and he could sense, through the magnet, large structures built of iron.

Liz drove through Manhattan, and he pointed his arm at various buildings and ‘listened’ through his body.

Ron’s body, actually, and poor Ron, installed in the deep recesses of Azrael’s cranium, didn’t like it.

He could smell the scorching of his flesh. He could see little lightenings leaping back and forth between his fingers.

But pain was pleasure, so he endured it.

And Liz drove.

Liz drove her SUV back and forth across Manhattan. The fumes coming from the back seat were sickening, but pain was pleasure, so she kept her window rolled up, as Azrael asked, and kept driving.

Street by street, they crossed the city, heading south from Central Park. If they didn’t find an iron building by the time they reached the tip of Manhattan they would return and go north from Central Park.

Traffic was thick, the lights were long, and Liz coughed and wheezed as the fumes from the generator grew thick in the car.

They passed through Hell’s Kitchen and Midtown East. They went through the garment district and passed by the Empire State building. Azrael wished that was built of iron, but it wasn’t.

Into Noho, East Village, back through the Bowery, then…jackpot.

Soho was nothing but iron buildings. The electromagnetic in Azrael’s fist jumped one way and another, and he made mental notes of over 200 buildings.

Some were nothing burgers. No way they could be used for an intersection of the planes and a portal

Some required dedicated consideration. They were big, awesome, often colored an ominous dark color, sometimes decorated with iron gargoyles.

But, in the end, Azrael didn’t find the building he was looking for.

It was frustrating, and would have been discouraging, but Azrael sensed they were getting closer.

Lower Manhattan and Lower East Side, then back across Chinatown and Tribeca.

More iron buildings, and Azrael’s arm was actually getting tired. It was turning black and his once red fingernails had melted right off her fingers.

Out to Two Bridges, back through the Financial District.

Liz yawned. She was tired. She hardly slept, rarely ate, and she just wanted to be near Azrael. She loved him so much, and—

“STOP!”

Liz slammed on the brakes. The generator slid off the back seat and wedged behind the passenger seat.

Azrael had the window down and he was staring at an ugly building.

The Financial District was populated by steel and glass skyscrapers, but this one building was built of limestone and sandstone.

Azrael had seen it over the days. He had driven past it and never noticed it for the simple reason that it was ugly!

But it was filled with iron on the inside. The electromagnet had jerked his arm so hard it had pulled muscles and caused the Ron sitting inside Azrael’s mind to cry out.

Azrael looked around. They were on Liberty Street. And this was number 33.

The building was ugly because ugly was a disguise. This was no trap, or decoy, this was the real place where the planes intersected.

This was where he could build a portal and bring his sister Evil Angels into this realm.

He smiled, and studied the building.

It was the Federal Reserve.


Part Two

Azrael was not the type of entity to be put off. He saw something, he wanted something, he went for it.

He stepped out of the car, and was almost struck by a passing vehicle.

He snorted, shook his left arm, which was pretty black, and willed it to be normal. Pure, white skin appeared out of blackened flesh. Fingernails grew back, long and red.

He walked across the street, stopping traffic and staring at the ugly building.

The Federal Reserve is located between Nassau, Maiden, William and Liberty. The IRS, conveniently enough, is located in the same building.

The building is not a perfect square, or rectangle. The angles, as with the decoy Equitable Building, are imperfectly warped to appear squarish  to the casual glance.

The building has 14 stories and accommodates 4,000 employees.

The iron decorations present animal heads, and Azrael felt like these heads were watching him as he crossed the street and approached the main entrance.

The gold is located in six vaults located five stories below street level. The vaults have 230 ton doors, and are filled with over 600 tons of gold.

600 tons, or 1,200,000 pounds, at $22,372 per pound, is $26,846,400,000. Twenty-six billion dollars.

Of course The Fed doesn’t own the gold, they just hide it.

To assist in hiding the gold The Fed employees an army of armed guards, sophisticated electronic measures, and a close, personal relationship with the over 500 law enforcement agencies that conduct business in New York.

They were badly out numbered by Azrael.

Azrael walked through the entrance and across a large room.

There were many people in the area, and they were conducting business or waiting for a tour.

Azrael walked up to the nearest guard and placed his hand on the guard’s arm.

The guard started to move back, and to raise a hand in warning. Then he looked down at his pants in shock. His dick was totally bonered up.

And it was cumming.

His knees shook and he found that the energy from this beautiful woman was holding him up.

Azrael began to feed.

Liz sat in the car and wondered what to do. It was as if Azrael had dismissed her from his mind.

She still felt love, but the leash had never been looser. It was almost an after thought now.

Then, despite the looseness of the leash, and the unfamiliar ability to actually have thoughts for herself, she opened the car door and stepped out.

Cars whizzed past, honking, yelling, drivers flipping the finger.

Lis ignored all and walked across the street and into The Fed.

Azrael was across the floor, near a guarded door. He was feeding off a guard, and the guard was looking a bit puckered.

She walked across the floor and stopped behind Azrael. She didn’t say anything or do anything that might distract him. She didn’t want him angry with her.

Azrael turned from the guard, who collapsed, and headed for the guarded entrance to the innards of the building.

Liz, in love, followed closely. She knew Azrael was doing about to do something, and she didn’t want to risk losing him.

The guard stood on the other side of a turnstile that was constructed of iron bars.

He was a no nonsense sort of fellow. An ex-cop with a rigid mindset, but that mindset began to melt when the beautiful woman sauntered up to him.

“Yes, ma’am?” he smiled, falling in love.

“I’d like to come in.”

Even though Azrael didn’t touch the guard, his influence was powerful. The guard nodded, and Azrael stepped into the turnstile.

Liz crowded against him, and the turnstile turned.

Azrael stepped out and touched the guard, and left him on the ground, his pecker oozing seed, his eyes rolled back in ecstasy. His toes curled in his shined boots.

In a room somewhere in the basement guards watching video feeds hit the panic button. They had seen two men collapse under the touch of the beautiful woman. Lights dimmed and then returned to their normal wattage. A siren began to wail. Iron gates descended into tracks in the floor.

Azrael forwent the elevators and climbed stairs. He didn’t want to be trapped in a box.

In the stairwell he could hear the clicks as doors into the building locked.

He smiled.

He had been pussyfooting around. Killing through other people, figuring his way through this strange world. Now it was time to take off the gloves.

He reached the second floor, grabbed the knob and twisted.

It was electronically locked, a dead bolt had been shot.

The normal latching mechanism gave way with a clean snap, but the door wouldn’t open.

The dead bolt.

Azrael pushed on the door. The deadbolt cracked and broke and the door swung back.

Liz followed him, not knowing what he was doing here, just…following.

Azrael was in search of pussy.

Not for him.

He needed three people to sacrifice for the three Evil Angels he planned on summoning.

He wouldn’t need any kind of special furniture, or whips, or other things to torture them. He could do that all by himself.

But he did need three of the meat body denizens of this plane of existence.

Thinking of the pale creatures with their weak bodies he smiled.

And behind him Liz shuddered. She could see a hint of a giant shadow forming over the evil Angel.

Azrael walked through the offices. He wanted three people, healthy people.

He found one in the first office. Ted was brown-haired, blue-eyed, played in a basketball league, and was 27 years old.

Ted was running down the hall for an exit when Azrael stepped in front of him and smiled.

Ted stumbled to a stop, instantly smitten by the figure of Ron. “Can I…can I help you?”

Azrael reached out and touched Ted, then moved down the hall. Ted fell in behind the Evil Angel.

Two doors down a secretary was looking out a window, wondering what was going on.

Azrael moved silently up behind her and kissed her shoulder. Her name was Tammy, and she turned and hugged the Evil Angel. She was blonde, blue-eyed, practiced yoga, and had a boyfriend. Emphasis on ‘had.’

The two people followed Azrael down the hallway. They didn’t notice Liz trying to keep up.

Liz was jealous of the couple, but she was also scared. If she approached Azrael he might leave her behind, tell her to go back to the car and wait.

She didn’t want to wait.

She wanted to be in on whatever was going to happen.

Azrael kept traveling down the hallway. He looked in room after room, but people were either gone, panicked under the alarm, or they were old and fat and out of shape.

He needed healthy people to sacrifice. His fellow Evil Angels would be very upset if they weren’t presented with  good bodies to possess.

He found the last sacrifice in a lunch room. She was a gorgeous blonde, biting her nails, and she had been a world class swimmer in college. Her name was Linda.

Azrael touched her, swam in her mind, and she followed along.

Downstairs the security guards were massing.

Cameras were following the path of Azrael, and the guards were preparing a nasty trap.

In addition, cop cars from the city were sliding to a stop in front of The Fed. The people manning the security room had sent the police the picture of the woman who had invaded their building, and the cops recognized her.

She was the one they had killed, but who had mysteriously resurrected to murder people in the park.

And not just murder, but to rob people of muscle and fat and even bone!

Jerry was in the Financial District when he heard the sirens coming. So many sirens, he knew, right away, that the woman had been found.

He began trotting in the direction the sirens were going, and he was actually one of the first people to arrive at The Fed.

He stared at the police cars skidding to a stop in front of the building. The cars were a bit haphazard in their parking, and cops opened trunks and got out tactical gear. They pulled on vests and helmets, grabbed assault rifles, and headed for the entrance to The Fed.

Jerry stood on the curb across from the building for a long couple of minutes, then realized he was going to have to do something.

Nearby a couple of cops had accoutered themselves, then rushed for the building, and they had left the trunk of their cruiser open.

Jerry stepped to the back of the car, looked in the trunk, and began dressing.

He pulled on a spare shirt and a vest. He put a helmet on his head. The helmet had a tinted face shield, and he pulled it down.

He picked up an assault rifle and headed across the street.

His heart was pounding, he was light-headed. He couldn’t believe he was doing this, but…love makes a man do crazy things.

He fell in with a group of cops and entered the building.

Azrael took the stairs down. Three people followed him, and a very quiet and sneaking fourth. Liz.

He led them down the stairs to the ground floor.

At the ground floor there were two doors. One led further down, into the basements. One led into the big room where hundreds of cops and security guards were lined up ready to unload on him.

The cops figured Ron would enter the big room, because the door that led to the basement was locked. Locked doors, however, didn’t bother Azrael. He took the lever in hand and twisted.

Again, the lock mechanism broke. And, again, when the door didn’t open Azrael just bashed it with Ron’s palm and the door flew back.

Ron whimpered inside Azrael’s mind. He felt his hand break, but that didn’t bother Azrael. He headed through the door and down the stairs.

The cops waited, and waited, then the Captain in charge got a message from The Fed security.

“He’s heading for the basement!”

Quickly, orders were shouted. Cops crowded onto elevators and the little boxes sank downwards.

Azrael led his four people down the stairs. He knew he was being tracked, but he also knew he and his people could move faster than the cops.

They descended to the third level, Azrael broke another door lock, and they ran down a corridor.

The elevators opened their doors and cops flooded out. Then the camera room yelled that the woman and her companions had gotten out of the stairway two floors above!

The cops got back into the elevators and rode upwards.

The basement of The Fed was drab, built of concrete, and it had neon lights.

It also housed the security headquarters. Several rooms held lockers, showers, and a lunch room.

Beyond the basic needs, at the back of the guards’ area, was the room set up for cameras.

Inside the room were four guards. They had pistols, but that was all.

They saw the beautiful woman coming towards them, through the locker area. They licked their lips even as they slammed heavy doors shut.

Azrael pushed on the doors, and they flew back.

The guards wee all standing with their guns drawn, ready to shoot.

Azrael, in Ron’s beautiful body, raised his hands and smiled.

“Oh, please, don’t shoot! I give up.”

The men watched, were unsure as more people crowded in behind the woman.

“Down on your knees!” blurted one.

“I can’t. I don’t want to put a run in my stockings.”

The guards looked down at Ron’s legs. More lip licking.

One of the guards lowered his pistol.

“Well, can you sit down?”

Azrael took a step forward. “Don’t you have to handcuff me or something?”

Now the guards exchanged glances. They had done their job, they had caught the intruder, but what should they do now? Should they handcuff the very beautiful woman?

That seemed like such a drastic action to take on such a beautiful woman.

“Well, okay. Turn around.”

Azrael didn’t. Instead, he lowered his hands and adjusted his dress. It looked like he was trying to get the dress to fit better, but the result was more boob showing.

Now the rest of the guards lowered their guns.

The guard stepped to Azrael and lifted the cuffs, and Azrael touched him.

That was all it took. Just a simple touch and he was a gone goose.

Azrael put subtle commands into the man’s mind, then stepped back.

The guard whirled and lifted his own pistol. “Drop your guns,” he rasped.

The other three guards blinked, and stood in shock, and…because he was their coworker and friend, they lowered their pistols.

Azrael stepped forward and touched each of the guards. They bonered up and began dripping, and Azrael said, “Turn all the lights out except for those in the vaults.”

Clunk! A switch was thrown and the entire building went dark.

“Open the vaults.”

A switch was flicked and underneath the security room 230 ton doors began to swing back. They revealed stacks of gleaming, gold bricks under bright lights.

“I’m going to the vault. Tell the police I’ve gone to the ground floor. Close the doors when we’re all in there.”

Azrael, three Fed employees and Liz, left the security room. The four followers kept in line, held hands, and the closest one to Azrael held to the monster’s tail.

Azrael didn’t like revealing his true form, it was dangerous for him to be seen like this, but it was the most efficient way of leading the earthlings through the darkness. He walked towards a stairway on the inside of the building, one that would take him down to the vaults.

Jerry was accepted by the cops. His body armor and helmet were the uniform of the day, and he had managed to make it into the elevator and ride down to the fifth floor. To the vaults. When the cops had jumped back into the elevators, however, he was left behind.

He was the only one, and he was left behind because he knew that this was where Azrael would come.

Why else would anybody enter The Fed?

Azrael wanted gold!

Then, a few minutes later, the lights went out.

Jerry stared down the tunnel that led to the vaults. It was spooky down there with no lights.

He turned and saw the lights in the vaults.

And so-o-o-o much gold.

He stepped into the vault, was in awe, and put his hands on a stack of the bricks.

He had never seen so much gold in his life.

Heck, outside of his mother’s necklace and his uncle’s gold tooth, he had never seen gold at all!

Now he was standing in the middle of it.

Huge stacks that went up to the ceiling.

Dazzled, he took off his helmet and walked between the stacks, letting his hands slide on the thick, heavy bricks.

Oh. My. God!

Azrael led his people into the vault. He stood in front of the mountains made of golden brick and smiled. The three sacrifices entered behind him, then Liz slipped in, and moved to the side, behind the stacks of gold.

Azrael stared at the gold. It was a metal good for pounding into little trinkets, but not much else.

Yet people collected it and said they were rich.

Oh, these foolish earthlings. They didn’t know how useful the substance could be in the hands of an Evil Angel.

The 230 ton vault door began swinging shut, and Azrael began moving pallets of gold to create a space in the middle of the vault.

Gold was the perfect material. It was a pure element, it was heavy, and placed against the back of vault it was immoveable.

As Azrael shifted the gold the three sacrifices watched. They saw him in human form, female form, and he/she was so strong. They were in love.

Behind the stacks of gold, however, Jerry perceived a shadow to Ron’s female body. He didn’t understand…what was this shadow? He thought the woman was beautiful, but the shadow roiled and seemed to become more and more…off putting.

Liz, on the other side of the room, also saw a shadow. She blinked, and things started coming apart for her.

She thought Azrael was a woman! But what was this dark shape over her?

Jerry peered through spaces between the gold, and he wondered…was this what he loved?

Azrael turned to the man and two women he had brought down here and commanded them: “Take off your clothes.”

He was nervous, excited, and in a hurry.

The three took off their clothes.

Azrael arranged them on the floor. On their faces, spread eagled. Not looking at him.

Commanding them to always keep facing away from him, he began to whip them!

Jerry stared in shock. Liz gasped, but wasn’t, blessedly, heard.

Azrael had no whip, so he was using his tail!

He was revealing more and more of his true form.

The three people on the floor stared at the cement they were laying on. They didn’t dare look back, and had no idea that if they had seen Azrael in his true form his control over them would be lost.

They just accepted him as he was, a beautiful woman, and they believed it when he told them they must love pain as pleasure.

Slowly, his shape changed…back…back into Ron…Ron with a tail…then…then something else.

Liz stared, she was entranced, and horrified, and she recognized Ron.

But she knew Ron was not himself. He was something else, a terrible shadow that writhed in the space about him, controlling him, making him into a woman…but…what was that shadow?

Jerry stared, tried to figure things out, his logic sliding off the reality of the creature of another dimension.

The three people on the floor cried out, enraptured by their pain, which was pleasure.

Their backs turned into bloody strips, and Azrael kept using his tail. Slapping it down, cutting their human flesh with the file like texture of his own hide.

Behind Azrael the gold began to glow.

When Azrael had been summoned the stone had been black, specially mined and configured, and it had glowed golden.

This wall was already gold, and dimensions being opposite, the gold glowed black.

It wasn’t a fiery portal, it was a tunnel portal, and it led straight to a hell.

Jerry wrung his hands and saw more and more of the creature.

Liz wondered at the shadowy substance of Azrael, but her eyes were fastened on Ron.

Ron, who she loved and had bought a house with. Ron, who she had made soft, tender love with. The man who was her soulmate.

She began to see through the illusion that was Azrael to the truth of her husband.

Jerry knew betrayal. He had been loved, but by sickness and degradation. He had been corrupted by this…this…creature!

Still, Azrael whipped, and the black glow in the golden bricks grew darker, darker, and far back in the tunnel were three sets of glowing eyes.

Azrael shrieked, and whipped, and gloried in his power.

Truly, he was more powerful than God! He could undo the work of God and create his own reality.

He could—

“Stop that.”

Jerry stepped out from behind the stacks of gold brick.

Azrael froze, turned and his jaw dropped.

“You!”

He had fed on the man, reduced him to virtual nothingness, yet here he was! How had he found Azrael? How had he come to this place?

Yet, though he was rendered weak by being seen in his true form, he wasn’t done. He stepped over to Jerry, a small but beautiful woman within a cloud of foul and dank darkness. A thing of tail and claws and wormy teeth.

“I will eat you,” snarled Azrael. He was suddenly frightened, but he could bluff his way through this. “I will feed on you and take you into me forever.”

“Oh, fuck off!” Jerry snapped in disgust. He had seen the filth for what it was.

Still, Azrael kept bluffing. “You can’t do anything to me. You are alone in here, and I can eat you and—“

“Shut up!”

Azrael spun and stared in horror.

It was Liz, the puny creature he had forced to drive him everywhere.

“He’s not alone, and I’ll bear witness to that, and to the fact that you are just a wormy excuse for shit.”

Azrael began to crumble. He had been seen in true form, not just by one person, but by two. His power weakened and threatened to dissolve.

He was an Evil Angel, but he was still an angel, and the rules of heaven dictated that he never be seen. No angel could be seen and exist. It was God’s own rules, the rules he had shunned and tried to ignore ever since he had fallen.

“You don’t understand,” he begged, his shadowy arms reaching out from the slender figure of the female Ron.

Back in the black tunnel three Evil Angels were howling. They had been promised sacrifice and birth into another realm, an escape from their own, and now they were unable to come forth.

“Please, don’t say anything!” Azrael wrung his hands and his shoulders slumped in terror.

Liz puffed air out of her lips in disgust. “After what you did to me? And where’s my husband?”

“He’s here! Here! He’s this woman!”

“Bullshit,” snapped Jerry. “After the way you used me and lied to me, you’re just trying to get out of this.”

“No…no! I’ll show you.”

Azrael’s power was waning fast, but he tried to undo what he had done. He was totally panicked now, and desperately trying to do the right thing.

He wrapped Ron’s female body in coils of shadow and pulled the female energy out, undid the flesh, put the male back the way he had found him.

Ron formed as if out of the dark mist. He looked at his arms and hands, everything was right, he was healed, and he looked up at Liz. “Honey!”

Liz moved forward and hugged Ron. But she looked up at the Evil Angel and snapped. “Fine for Ron, but what about me?”

The disgusting, shadowy mess that was Azrael lowered itself, as if it had fallen to its knees. He reached out as if to hug Liz, and began to give back what he had stolen.

Energy flooded back into Liz. Her flesh became youthful, her hair turned into a silken waterfall. Her body came back to what it had been, a sexy, young thing, and her eyes gleamed with spirit and love.

And hate for this thing who had done such foulness to her.

Jerry stepped forward. “What about me? And what about these people you’ve beaten?”

In the tunnel the howls were increasing in anguish. The Evil Angels, Jibrīl, Mīkāl, and Isrāfīl, felt that they had been tricked, and they wanted revenge.

Sobbing now, forced to do the bidding of these earthlings, he fed energy into Jerry, returned what he had stolen, then he laid shadow upon the flesh of the three he had whipped, and their wounds began to heal.

“Okay?” begged Azrael. “Okay now? Can I…can you forget me…not tell anybody about who I really am?”

Liz snorted. “You killed hundreds of policemen. You murdered people in the park. How are you going to make amends for that?”

Azrael turned to Liz and cried out, “But I can’t…I’m sorry! I’ll never do it again!”

Jerry picked up a gold brick. It weight twenty-seven pounds and was worth 22,000 dollars.

But it was really useless. Good for making trinkets. Good for nothing, except…except…

Jerry swung the gold brick with all his might.

Azrael sobbed, “You’ll never see me again! I’ll be good! I’ll follow the rules and I won’t hurt anybody. Please! I—“

CLUNK!

The brick struck Azrael on what went for his head. It crushed through the corruption and shadow, and he fell to the floor of the vault.

“Quickly,” snapped Ron. He had been closest to Azrael, and he knew what was needed.

Jerry, Liz, Ron and the three Fed workers picked up and pushed the shadowy body of disgust that was Azrael. They pushed him into the black tunnel on the face of the golden bricks.

It was as if he was sucked into the tunnel; sucked back into his own degraded, foul, disgusting realm.

His realm, made by God, wanted him back where he belonged.

Far down the tunnel howling eyes of madness saw him coming, and they met him halfway.

Claws in the darkness, fangs in the midnight pitch of hell. Three Evil Angels assaulted one of their own, tearing him apart, rending him, destroying him.

Oh, he would live. God had so spoken. But he would live in tormented pieces.

Then, as if empowered by the slaughtering of their own, Jibrīl, Mīkāl, and Isrāfīl began moving once again, up the tunnel, towards the light of earth.

“Quick!” screamed Jerry.

He began pulling at bricks, trying to tear down the wall of gold.

But he couldn’t. The bricks were stacked too high, their weight kept them from being moved.

Liz turned to Ron. “Ron!”

Ron looked at his wife, the woman he truly loved.

He turned to the tunnel and the onrushing fiery eyes.

Three creatures were coming to end their lives, to make them suffer, to make them live lies and love it.

He picked up a gold brick from a pallet that wasn’t part of the wall, and he threw it.

The brick tumbled through the air in slow motion.

The humans in the vault ducked, somehow understanding what was to come.

The brick struck the golden wall, and the wall began to shatter. Bricks turned to dust, jagged lines coursed outward through other bricks, and the black tunnel winked out, and there was nothing but gold.


Epilogue

The vault was opened and The Fed employees were rescued, and subjected to an interrogation that made them feel they were the real criminals.

They spoke of being kidnaped by a monster and whipped with his tail and…and the authorities figured it was a mass hallucination.

Jerry was arrested, then, after a few months of intense interrogation, let go. He hadn’t committed any crimes.

Liz was also let go in a like time. Like Jerry, she hadn’t committed any crimes.

Yes, she had driven a car, but she said that anything she had done, everything she had done, was under the influence of a strange fog from another dimension.

Ron was subjected to the most intense interrogation. Though he was, like the others, victim of…something, they couldn’t figure out how he had come to be in the vault.

The police had videos of a beautiful woman entering the vault, but she had disappeared, and Ron had appeared.

He told a fanciful tale of being turned into a woman and being trapped inside an Evil Angel’s mind.

Another example of hallucination.

Jerry went back to pumping gas, and Ron and Liz returned to their home.

They lived, and they loved, and they never opened the basement and went into the dungeon again.

As for the black wall through which Azrael ported himself into this reality…it still stands in the darkness, waiting for another traveler…another attempt to escape hell.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this book.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,
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HAVE A HORNY DAY!
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?
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each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here is the first part of…

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!
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PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.
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