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Evangeline

-Blessed be the Lord.

-Blessed be the Lord.

He whispers these three words, as if in a frenzy. I can feel his warm breath on my tender, damp neck. His eyes are deep, penetrating, watery. His forehead is drenched in sweat that slowly runs down the deep furrows of his stern and handsome face.

He kneels down and kisses the swollen and tight skin of my belly with his thin lips.

Now it is quite certain, and more than obvious.

The fruit of our sacred union and purifying rituals grows within my warm, wet womb.

Little fruit is safe, drinking all the food and fluid from my blood, feeding and growing from my body, made of a love too chaste and holy to be sinful.

That's what I want to believe as I close my eyes tightly and allow Father Gabriel to caress my belly with his big hands and our unborn child, who hides snugly and blankly inside the cavity of my body.

A body that would soon become too tight and too small for it. A body that has for too long been too tight and too small for me.

My pregnancy is nearing its end, and as Father Gabriel says, I am now only days away from giving birth.

I haven't lived in the monastery premises for a long time - ever since my belly became too big, round and bulging, and my breasts too swollen, full and unstoppably milky.

For months now, I have been hiding in the attic of the church, where the father of my child brings me everything I need.

- They must not know about you, Eva. They must not know about this miracle. They wouldn't understand.

He grips my hands tightly, then kisses my pale, bare knuckles.

- You know that no one but us would understand this. They would call us heretics. They would burn us.

Tears collect in the corners of his eyes as he presses his ear against the warm skin of the soft, round bump, trying to listen to what is hidden and secret, still unfathomable, but quite alive and throbbing inside.

- But Eva, this is God's miracle. You alone are worthy of God, and your sweet juice is not a sin, but the nectar of life and eternal chastity. Eva, my dear, you are an angel from whom angelic juice flows. God sent you to me, sweet and innocent, to protect you from all evil.

Tears are now running down his cheeks, joining the sweat dripping from his forehead, and forming one salty, large drop that drowns in the mass of his long, black beard.

He stands up and then looks straight into my eyes, without blinking, still holding my hands firmly in his.

-And I will protect you with my life. I swear it, Evangelina. Soon, you will leave this place; everything is almost ready. But we have to be careful not to be discovered yet.

I open my eyes, and our eyes meet.

His gaze is mad and dark and heavy, so heavy that I want to turn my head, but I don't anyway.

I gaze deep and far, into a boundless space in which only a fragment of his cracked soul is reflected.

Holy freaks.

Crazy saints.

Immaculate lovers.

I don't turn my head away from this madman, obsessed with my body, milk flowing from me, and the life growing inside me since he planted his seed inside my womb. Instead, I approach him closer and press my lips to his.

I can feel his face convulse - the primal desire to resist the new temptation.

And then he whispers softly in my ear:

-Angel girl, you're full again, aren't you?

I nod and lean on his shoulders, on his chest, wanting him to hold me because the weight of the world and life and the juices I carry inside me has become too heavy.

- Then, God's will be done.

A warm wave of safety and carelessness washes over my senses as I feel his fingers deftly brush over my nipples. A few drops of milk slide out and wet the almost impermeable fabric of the heavy, monastic robe.

In his arms now, I am safe, and I no longer think about what is wrong and right, what is good and evil, what is sinful and holy.

Everything blends into a milky white color of pleasure and relief that can be compared to the heavens themselves.

While Father Gabriel puts his lips to the swollen flesh of my breasts and sucks the sweet, creamy, and heavy juice, juice that makes me painfully full, tired, and heavy, I know only one thing - that I love this man, with all my heart.
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Father Gabriel

I shut myself in the silent and impenetrable darkness of my little cell.

A monastery room that smells of old papers, wood, and something fresh and olive. The familiar peace that always welcomes me and to which I always return eager.

However, now, even the peace of my small cell, the narrow space limited by the years of my devoted service and sacrifice to God, is not enough.

Although it is a cold, June night, and the fresh air comes in abundantly through the small, wooden window, something here is too hot, too humid, too suffocating.

Instead of silence, a whisper fills my ears—that whisper—words not addressed directly to me, but which I'm quite sure were spoken. Although I may not know where, and I do not know when, I know that they were.

I guess everywhere, in the chapel, during the morning mass, in the monastery garden, and on the streets of this infidel city.

The words of a simpleton, of a stupid world possessed by dark forces, who will never understand the sublimity of holy love and the divine girl I was sent to protect.

A madman.

He's gone crazy.

Father Gabriel hides that girl. She's pregnant with him, God forgive.

The devils possessed him.

She has been hiding it for months; her stomach is full to the teeth.

God forgive, he's lost his mind.

I hear voices, unknown and familiar, male and female, echoing through the heated space of my mind.

They are too loud, they are too close, and in the end, I fear they will destroy what I have so carefully built and preserved.

My angel girl, my goddess, my saint.

My chaste, fragrant Evangelina.

I've been shivering with some strange fever for days now. Although I know it's not a disease. It is a trial, a final test that I must pass in order to prove my strength to the Lord.

My body is hot, my temples are burning with an unbearable fire.

I am thirsty, so thirsty that my throat is painfully dry and my lips are chapped.

I sit on a small, wooden bed, spreading the white sheets.

I'm thirsty, but the more I drink, the thirstier I get. Her sweet milk is now a divine nectar that I cannot resist.

Ever since I first tasted the creamy, thick juice from her swollen melons, a thirst had awakened in me, terrible and insatiable, asking neither time nor place.

It's late, it's past midnight, and Evangeline is already sleeping, calm and safe in the place where I keep her from the whole evil world. Just the two of us and the Lord God, against all earthly horrors and temptations, and the wondrous life that she now carries in her womb.

Soon, we will leave, we will be free to follow only the path of Divine wisdom and our holy love, raising and protecting our little, sacred family.

Soon, I'll be drinking her milk whenever I want, quenching my insane thirst, drinking straight from the fountain, sucking her young, sweet body, and sucking the sweet nectar to the last drop.

I can feel my groin throbbing under the terrible pressure, which is strong, intrusive, and persistent, and no matter how hard I try to get my mind off it, I can't.

I don't want to do it, but the thirst and hunger I feel for her body is stronger than the reason and consciousness I can control.

My hand finds its own way to the hard and throbbing bulge.

I tighten my grip and imagine her sweet juice sliding down my throat, wetting and feeding my hungry, eager body. My movements are fast, sharp, and brisk. I keep quiet and almost hold my breath, so that no one accidentally hears me.

The devils are at our doorstep, right at our doorstep, and we must be very wise in order to escape them.

Evangeline's pale, innocent body is now clear and alive before my eyes, and the small, open, fresh crack is ready and inviting me to fill it with my seed.

I shiver, letting a wave of pleasure wash over my entire body.

Evangelina, you lewd saint.

Evangeline
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I feel a numbing, gentle weariness that still keeps my body pinned to the bed.

My limbs are heavy. I am weak and heavy and unable to wake up.

I feel my body and mind exerting a tremendous effort to strain my sleepy eyelids, still carefree, lulled in sleepy bliss.

A faint, pale, bluish light penetrates through the small panes of the windows that open to the sky.

I feel the warm milk gathering in my already overfilled breasts and the swelling of my already blossomed, flabby, and large body.

I hear screams and noises coming from outside – an indistinct murmur that signals confusion to my still-sleeping brain.

-Madman!

I hear a strong, loud, indignant shout of people.

I hear a nearness, so close that it creeps up to my nostrils, and instead of fresh and strong, the air of the spacious, mellow, dawn-lit attic becomes heavy, smelling like fear, like death, like the approaching final judgment.

I struggle to get out of bed, the weight of my belly pulling me down. My breasts are leaking and soaking my black robe, my hair is tousled and scattered along my shoulders, hidden under an oversized dress.

I walk, uncertain and frightened, my heart beating faster now, and the danger quite definite, final.

A small flash wakes my mind from a weak, sleepy state, and adrenaline is now rushing through my veins.

I listen to voices and sounds, now quite clear, familiar - voices from that scenario that I have lived so many times in my head - a scenario in which our love is not holy, but sinful, in which Gabriel is not my protector, but a madman obsessed with my fertility, and I feel anger and unstoppable sadness rise up inside me.

I put my hand on my belly and feel gentle movements pushing me inside.

The living and beating innocent thing that I have to protect now.

My child.

The fruit of forbidden love, and my sinful body, which is now its safest home.

I sink low against the very rafters of the ceiling, not sure why I am doing it, when that infallible sense within me has already pronounced its final judgment, and I know very well with every part of my being what is happening.

Anyway, I get down so that I can better hear the voices, which are coming from below from the monastery garden itself.

The hairs on my body stand on end, and a wave of chills makes me feel


























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
JENNY OSWALD

//"‘W

THE MADMAN





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
JENNY OSWALD

/V\’lf-'/

THE MADMAN





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





