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ADULT CONTENT WARNING (18+):
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Legal Notice:
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Evangeline

––––––––
[image: ]


The smell of a sleepy baby's head and thin, brown hair fills my nostrils. I inhale it forcefully, wanting to remember it well and record it in every part of my being - this scent of pure love, radiant happiness, and new life that I hold in my hands.

I pull our daughter closer to me and rock her gently, letting her fall asleep feeling the warmth of my body and the gentle rocking of my rhythmic movements.

I look out the window, the green and white landscape of the valley that stretches out before me, and I feel stinging, salty tears fill the corners of my eyes.

Our daughter.

I feel the closeness of her tiny body and the rhythm of her rapid breathing.

I hold her close to me, wanting to forget about what's missing - wanting to forget how much I miss the closeness of his body and the touch of his grumpy hands that stilled my stormy, swollen body every time it threatened to horribly spill and overflow.

It's summer again, just like when we parted.

Again, there is the smell of linden and a sultry warmth in the air. The wind is hot, with woody and olive scents mixed in a ravishing combination that entices the senses.

And again, there is the smell of pain and tears from a heart that has been torn and broken into pieces.

A year has passed since Gabriel was declared mad and expelled from the monastery and parish. I had to run away alone, with a huge, swollen belly, full breasts, an overfilled body, condemned to a burden that was too heavy for me.

Without his hands to empty me, I was like ill.

Without his lips to drink from me, I was as if punished.

Without his heart beating strongly against mine, in the rhythm of our crazy, sinful love, I was as if dead.

However, I promised him that I would run away and protect our child at all costs. I promised him that I would survive, endure, and resist every pain, torment, and adversity that befalls us, just to keep the memory and thread of our sacred love alive.

A year ago, I escaped pregnant, almost before giving birth, from the attic where Gabriel, a former priest, hid me, so that a wild mass would not kill me and my child, whom they considered the fruit of forbidden love.

Forbidden, holy love - love that reached purity and bliss that could only be known to complete lunatics, or complete saints.

I ran away and gave birth alone, in the forest, on the soft grassy ground, next to a river whose strong, unwavering sound guided me through every inhale and exhale.

I gave birth to our beautiful daughter and then, together with her, headed far away, as far as possible, to a place where there were no evil looks and tongues.

Where no one knew my past, and where my future could be anything.

In a small village located in a valley between steep and high mountains, I found a small but cozy and comfortable house where I started my new life.

Yet even there, I couldn't escape myself and the weight of my bloated, swollen, overfilled body.

Now, when I nursed, the milk was produced even more, even creamier in quantities that I could not empty, and my breasts became painfully full, tight, dotted with a tangle of veins of thin skin that was reaching the point of bursting.

Tears streamed down my cheeks when I thought I saw a shadow in the distance - a man in a dark coat - a firm posture, and a beautiful figure - a man whose body and soul I knew better than myself, a man who was the reason for my life.

I lowered the baby into the cradle and then stepped out onto the wooden threshold.

Could it really be him?

Gabriel
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Days of strenuous pacing and endless walking had calloused my feet, my legs were growing painfully tired and heavy, and my strength threatened to fail me with every step.

Still, I kept going.

I spent a year wandering from village to village, exhausted, mad, tired, wet, hungry, thirsty, penniless, and with nothing but the crazy desire that drove me.

I spent days and nights looking for her, now the mother of my child, beautiful, innocent, sweet Evangelina, my saint and goddess, whose body was the only source that could strengthen my weary soul.

I wandered aimlessly, looking everywhere, asking in taverns, streets, villages, and markets, wherever I could.

I asked if anyone had seen a young girl with brown hair and a pearly white complexion, with a newborn child in her arms.

A girl looking so close to a saint.

However, my search was in vain.

I didn't find her, nor my child, my two flowers that were now the only meaning of my life.

I found nothing but pain and an endlessly long, thorny road, which scarred my body and mind, making me almost lose what little sanity I had left.

And that's why, tired and broken, I decided to return to my village, the native region where I came from, in order to at least briefly try to strengthen my body and mind before continuing my search.

Because I was sure of one thing.

I will search for them, if necessary, until my doomsday.

And so I walk, still proud, still stout, though worn with weariness and pain, though numb with hunger and thirst, with an inexhaustible need for her sweet body, and though broken with the sorrow of losing my angelic girl, I walk toward my hearth, the only place to which I can now return.

I watch the dusty, wild road turn into country cobblestones, catch a glimpse of a valley nestled among the mountains, and feel nostalgia mixed with fresh sadness, almost bringing tears to my eyes.

I can smell the wild flowers growing by the road, strangely alive, and strangely strong, as I slowly approach the first house in the village, the one that has been abandoned for a long time.

Now, however, it seems to me that behind the transparent curtains drawn on the large windows, I see some misty figure.

I'm convinced that it's just my mind playing with me, and that my eyes are deceiving me, but I'm almost certain that the figure is of a young girl holding a child in her arms.

Although I know I shouldn't get my hopes up, something inside me starts to flicker.

The chances of finding her now, here, in the place where I least looked for her, are as crazy as they are impossible, but my heart beats in the rhythm of hope against my will, and my steps quicken in the desire to reach as soon as possible that secret, hidden figure, figure of my sweet angel girl.

I quicken my steps, and now I'm quite close.

Just then, the heavy wooden door creaks open, and I almost stumble when I see her in the doorway -

Unchanged by time or weight, actually even more beautiful and magnificent, shining like a guiding star, white and tender, with a body even plumper and fuller, and breasts even bigger and sweeter than I remember them.

I run towards her, wanting to take her in my strong embrace, but all I manage to do is to fall on my knees in front of her fragrant thighs and wrap my arms around her waist like a drowning man, wanting this moment to last forever, fearing that it is delicate and fragile like glass and that I could break it with too strong a touch.

Tears stream unstoppably down my face, and her warm hands and pale fingers run through my disheveled, now quite long hair.

-Gabriel!

Her voice is like the heavens themselves breaking. The sweetest melody and medicine for my ears, balm for every wound on my aching body - now, I know it was all worth it.

I get up, trembling, and take her in my arms. I look at her for a long time, unable to get enough of her beautiful face, her sweet, flowery and fresh scent, which I absorb holding her closer to me, smelling and kissing her hair, eyes, cheeks, face and neck.

-I found you. My angel.

She gently puts her finger on my lips and then whispers in my ear:

- The baby is sleeping, so we have to be quiet.

She takes my bruised, heavy hand and wraps it with her thin, white fingers, then leads me back into the spacious, grassy backyard.

She watches me calmly, quietly, serenely, her eyes are water and fire at the same time, burning me and extinguishing me, while the white dress falls from her shoulders with a learned movement leaving her naked body completely exposed, exposed to the warm summer air, green blades of grass, the chirping of singing birds, and my wanton and eager gaze that cannot get enough of her.

How can I satisfy this terrible hunger that boils inside me, wanting to kiss, lick, and suck every part of her now very full and ripe body?

Trembling, I lay her on the ground and feel her trembling too, all ecstatic and beautiful like an angelic statue.

- It's time to reunite. Our holy union is now crowned with all Divine love.

I speak to her, confused, interrupted, but never more sure of my words, kissing her bare breasts, which rise with the rhythm of her rapid breathing, large, juicy, round, and full.

-Now I'm yours, and you're mine. Now we are saints...

I whisper into her ear as my swollen, hard cock penetrates the crack of her wet, open, and blossoming pink pussy.

-Lovers...

She moans, completely surrendering to the feeling. I slide in slowly, letting her shiver and feel me whole.

-And sinners.

I
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