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CLARICE BUNDLED THE package under her coat to sneak it past her roommates.  

It’s not that she was particularly embarrassed about her affliction—okay, maybe she was a little embarrassed—but if she told Jason and Tariq she experienced chronic anal fissures they’d insist she see a doctor.  When you tell people your ass is bleeding, they tend to overreact.  

It’s not that Clarice disliked doctors as people, more that the whole medical establishment pissed her off.  They’d send her for test after test and ultimately decide she just needed to live with the problem. By dealing with the issue on her own, she’d save herself the ordeal of having strangers poke and prod at her ass.

That’s why she’d ordered Anal Angel online: an herbal product, a little on the pricey side and there was no guarantee it would work, but Clarice was getting desperate.  Her fissures were coming more frequently, and every time a new one sliced its way across her anus she felt like she was being knifed in the butt. 

Not pleasant.

When she got to her room, Clarice opened the bubble enveloped she’d just picked up at the post office.  She slid its contents onto the bed: one small tincture bottle made of dark glass, with a squeezy dropper thing at the top.  She opened the lid and took a sniff.  The soothing scent of chamomile filled her bedroom.

Just as her body started to relax there was a knock at her door.

“Don’t come in! Don’t come in!”  She crammed the lid back on the tincture, trying to fit it on without spilling any liquid. 

“Why?” Tariq said from the other side. “Are you flicking your bean in there?” 

Jason laughed along.  “We’re gonna hit The Head, then maybe a late show.  Wanna come with?”

“No thanks,” Clarice said.

“Just one drink?” Tariq asked.  

“Not tonight, guys.”

Jason jiggled the handle to tease her.  “You used to be cool.”

When she’d first moved in with them, Jason did that a lot: jiggle the door handle in the middle of the night and pretend the house was haunted.  It freaked her out, but every time she told the guys about it, they’d crack up. Eventually she realized it was just a trick to scare her.

“Your loss,” the guys said.

Clarice slid the tincture and its envelope under her pillow, and then stepped out of her room.  She followed the guys and said, “Next Friday, okay?  I’m just feeling kinda icky tonight.”

They looked up at her from the bottom of the stairs, and their expressions shifted from amusement to concern.  Tariq asked, “You want us to stay home?”

“No, no.  You guys go.”

Jason cocked his head.  “You’re sure?” 

“Yeah, it’s no big deal.  I’ll feel better in the morning.”

They seemed satisfied, and Clarice was glad to see them go.  She loved the guys, but the online reviews for her tincture claimed it was “magic” and she wanted the place to herself while it worked.

Clarice ran herself a bath and luxuriated much longer than she would have if the guys had been home.  Afterwards, when her skin felt clean and glowing, she perched over the toilet and opened her tincture.  That subtle chamomile scent infused the steamy bathroom, and her muscles fell even more deeply into relaxation mode.

She’d read the instructions online before she’d bought it.  Simple enough: squeeze one drop onto a clean finger and press against the fissure.  She held her breath as she brought the pad of her middle finger to her ass, following the pain.  

“Magic” was, perhaps, an oversell.

The tincture warmed her ass, especially where the skin was split.  Perhaps its healing properties would kick into gear after a few days of use, but from the reviews she’d read online Clarice really thought the fissure would heal itself the moment that soft liquid touched her skin.

With a sigh, Clarice screwed the cap back on and hid the tincture in a box of tampons—somewhere the guys would never look.  She hung up her towel and tossed a robe around her shoulders, then stepped out of the bathroom.

The hallway was dark, but a warm light glowed from inside her bedroom.  What was that?  She hadn’t left her lamp on.  

A cold sweat broke at the small of her back. Her muscles clenched.

“Hello?” Clarice called out.  “Is someone there?”

The light grew brighter as a body stepped into the frame of her open door.  Who was that?  A woman. Someone she didn’t know.  Someone with hair that was snow-white, but skin that wasn’t.  

The woman’s nearly-naked form glowed a light shade of purple or blue—Clarice couldn’t tell which.  She wore only two scraps of clothing: denim cut-offs and a tank top with the words Anal Angel splashed across the front.  No bra.  Her erect nipples shone a darker shade of purply-blue right through the fabric.

“Don’t be afraid, Clarice.”

“I... I... I’m not afraid.”  

Yeah-fucking-right she wasn’t. She probably would have shit herself if shitting didn’t hurt so damn badly.

“You’ve purchased my service,” the woman said.  “I’m your anal angel.”

Clarice shook her head—or, her head shook itself.  She didn’t feel like she was totally in control of anything right now.  “Service?  I bought... a product, a tincture.  It’s in the bathroom.”

“Anal Angel is more than just a bottle.”

“Let me guess,” Clarice said.  “It’s a genie, too?”

The woman’s gentle smile lit up the hallway.  “Close.  You’ve very close.”

When the woman retreated to the bedroom, Clarice followed her.  “How did you get in my house?  What are you doing in my bedroom?  Who are you, some kind of metaphysical customer service rep?”

Her eyes brightened.  “An angelic customer service rep, I suppose you’d say.”

Clarice stood in the doorway while the buxom blonde stretched out on her bed.  “You’re an angel?  For real?  Like, a real live angel sent from heaven to take care of my ass?”

“You paid for the service.  I’m your anal angel.”  She pointed to the door and it magically shut, sweeping Clarice inside.  “Let’s start the healing process, shall we?  You’ve endured too many years of pain.”

Tightening her robe, Clarice said, “I didn’t want to see a doctor.”

“A doctor couldn’t help you, love.  What you need is cosmic intervention.  Undress for me, and lie face-down on the bed.”

Clarice shrugged off her robe, letting it pool at her feet.  “This is kind of insane. You know that, right?  If it wasn’t for your weird glowing skin I’d be calling the police right now.”

The angel smirked, exploring Clarice’s fresh nudity with her eyes.  “It’s been so long for you, hasn’t it?”

Clarice’s nipples hardened against the cool night air.  “What, with the fissures?  Yeah, it’s been chronic.”

Angel laughed.  “That’s not what I meant.”

Her soft gaze hardened into a steely fire, and Clarice felt suddenly taken aback.  This wasn’t some holistic angel-doctor’s examination table.  That scintillating woman wanted to give her more than just a healing touch.

“What are you doing?” Clarice asked.  Suddenly, her lower half started to tingle all the way from her ass to her clit.  It wasn’t the usual fiery roar of arousal, though.  This tingle felt cool, strange.  Like she’d slathered Vicks all over her pussy and down her crack.

“Come,” Angel said.  “Trust me. It’s all part of the service.”

“I do trust you,” Clarice said, despite herself.  

This night was getting just plain weird.

Angel extended her hand and Clarice grasped it, allowing the stranger to pull her toward the bed.

She didn’t even feel her feet moving.  It was like standing on a raft, being drawn slowly across a river.  She climbed up on her mattress, completely naked, and kneeled next to the magical woman.  Angel stared at her bare breasts unapologetically, and Clarice cupped them—not so much out of shame, but more to lift them up and make them look a bit better.

“What now?” she asked.

Angel tilted her head, letting her hair cascade over one purply-blue shoulder.  “I have a task at hand, but I’m willing to veer off course in any direction you’d like.  Tell me how long it’s been.”

Something gnawed at Clarice’s gut.  At first she thought the question had angered her, but she soon realized she was upset by the answer.  “Zafira broke up with me almost a year ago.  I haven’t been able to... I haven’t wanted to... with anyone else, you know?  I haven’t even looked at another woman, not in a serious way.”

“You loved her so hard.”  Angel’s hand rode Clarice’s thigh, gently at first.  Then she squeezed, showing she understood, she’d been there too.  “Zafira stole your heart and you’re afraid you’ll never find it again.  You don’t know where she put it.”

Clarice’s whole body tensed, from her shoulders to her asshole.  “I don’t want to talk about this.”

“You don’t have to.”  Angel swept forward, like linens on a breeze, wrapping herself around Clarice.  “Relax. Just relax.  Everything’s going to be just fine.”

Once Angel’s lips found her skin, they were everywhere at once—kissing her neck, her shoulders, her chest, her chin.  One hand dove between Clarice’s thighs, parting them only slightly, but enough to find the juice of her arousal and the clean, hot bud of her clit.  

The stranger smelled like lilies.  Overwhelmingly sweet.  Clarice struggled to breathe that thick perfume while Angel touched her.  That touch was magic.  It made her body tingle.

“Kiss me,” Clarice whispered, and in moments Angel’s soft lips pressed against hers.  

It didn’t just stop at lips.  The stranger’s gentle tongue slipped against Clarice’s teeth, begging entry, which Clarice wholeheartedly granted. She returned the angel’s kiss with a passion she thought she’d lost when Zafira left.  

She took Angel’s face in her hands and kissed, kissed, kissed.

“Please,” Clarice begged.  She didn’t even know what she was asking for, but when Angel kissed her neck, she repeated that word over and over. “Please, oh please, oh please!”

Angel’s soft fingers parted her pussy lips and found her swollen clit. “Untouched for a year,” Angel said. “You won’t even touch yourself.”

How could she possibly have known that?  She must truly be a metaphysical being, to mystically know Clarice had put a moratorium on masturbation.

“Why?” Angel asked.

Tears formed in Clarice’s eyes.  “It always made me think of her.”  

Angel kissed a path down Clarice’s chest and, before taking a nipple between her lips, said, “Tell me.”

The second Angel began to suckle, a tear escaped and rolled down Clarice’s cheek. It clung momentarily to her chin, then took a tumble, landing in Angel’s white hair.

Sniffling back an onslaught of tears, Clarice said, “Every time I tried, I’d picture her face between my legs. I’d see her down there, licking me like she did, and it made me so sad. It made me want her back. Then I’d remember how much she hurt me, and I just... couldn’t. I couldn’t be happy. I can’t be happy without her.” 

Releasing Clarice’s nipple, Angel said, “Anal fissures can be cause by stress. Did they begin around the time of the breakup?”

Clarice thought back, and felt her head expanding as she nodded.  “Yeah, actually—or, they definitely got worse.”

“Well, then,” Angel said, falling to her knees at the side of the









































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
" VOLLOYH NVIISHT





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





