
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Of angels, mice and men

A
dazzling collection of paranormal and sci-fi erotica

 


Alexandra Amalova


 


Text
copyright © Alexandra Amalova 2013

All rights reserved


 


Also
by Alexandra Amalova

 


Short story
collections

Sensual Ghosts

Coffee with Cock

A lifetime in thirty
minutes

Whatever happened to my
teacher?

The big bag of sexy
allsorts

Measuring up

 


Poetry

Once concealed: now
revealed

 


Novella

Literal Fantasies

 


Novel

The Complete Inversion
Chronicles


 


Table of contents




Evie, destroyer of
worlds

Room for rent

The equinox of
Thirteen

Sexangel

Of snowdrops, mice and
yew

The angel of Lonely
Farm

I pay the ferryman

Automaton: the madness of King George

About the
Author


 


 Evie, destroyer of
worlds



They bore my image
before them

Pigments splashed on
wooden boards

Yet such was my cruel
majesty

All who beheld this
pale reflection

Of my terrible
timeless beauty

Succumbed to fatal
ecstasy

*

'Oh, Jesus! Evie!
Where the fuck are you from? Heaven? That was amazing!'

His urgent sperm are
swirling inside me, battering their minute heads into the walls of
my cervix, wiggling their tiny tails and swimming for their lives.
I feel every one. Our hearts are synchronously slowing; his cock is
already softening. I untangle my long legs from around his narrow
waist and rest the soles of my feet on the wrinkled sweaty sheet
beneath us. Like the two halves of a cleaved tree, my knees fall
apart and strike the firm mattress with a bed-shaking flam. He is
incredibly good; for the first time in an age I am sated. I love
that feeling of total surrender, of wanton openness that only a big
cock and a good hard fucking can give me. Egyptian, Aramaic and
Hittite come to mind as my tongue stirs to speak; my response forms
simultaneously in all three languages and then in a dozen ancient
alternatives before I remember where and when I am.

'Paradise. Not
Heaven... but almost. I was born of a single rib; was moulded into
perfection by the Creator himself.'

I hear his dry eyes'
squeaky roll, hear too the creak of contracting muscles that raise
his rustling eyebrow. I try desperately to block out the screaming
sarcasm in his voice.

'So you are
perfection?'

My reply is immediate
and heavy with incredulity.

'How else would He
have formed me?'

'So why the
darkness?'

'Because if you saw me
you would cum so hard and for so long, it would probably - no,
certainly - kill you.'

Red laughs loudly.

'You're funny!'

He has never spoken a
truer word. I am God's greatest joke and yet His greatest triumph.
I possess a subtle beauty, an unremarkable symmetry that seeps into
the eye and slowly pervades the soul. Once inside, it swells like a
tumour, terminating all who set eyes on me. With my preternatural
visage, I have laid waste nations and destroyed entire
civilisations.

But I'm sick of all
that destruction, all that monotheistic vengeful wrath. I'm certain
this time I can control it. I can stay here in my room, safe in the
darkness, well away from the world's watchful eye. These days, such
a hermitic lifestyle is perfectly possible. This modern world is
wonderful, like nothing I have seen, like nothing I ever imagined.
The speed of it! The scale of it! The raging intensity and the
roaring greed of it! Food is delivered; strange, exotic,
beautifully presented, and so full of sugar, salt and fat that my
poor taste buds are on constant blissful overload. Heat and light
are born by a flicked switch and the merest accompanying whiff of
ozone, while steaming water pours forth at the mere turn of a
silver tap. How the fuck they do it all, I have no idea. And I need
never know. The paper they bring for the fucking is apparently more
than I could ever need to barter for these mysterious luxuries, and
the procession of eager men and women is simply one more constant
in this stable and predictable world. My lovers are mostly
nameless. I don't ask them the time; I don't even ask the year: I
know it is always both day and night, and always no more than a
single day away from Armageddon.

*

'I'll pay double if I
can see you.'

'You'd pay with your
life...'

Red tries to sit up,
but my palm presses to his smooth chest and he relaxes, falls back
against the pillow.

'No, honestly, I
would!'

'You really don't want
to do that...'

'Come on, Evie, stop
fucking about. Your body feels fantastic. I'm almost cumming again
just touching you.'

From tracing the crook
of my elbow, his fingertip glides across my breast, sketches the
perfect parabola that ends where his finger forms a tangent at my
perfectly gnarled nipple. I open my mouth wide, allow his rigid
meat to enter my perfect head, knowing he can feel my hair tickling
his thighs as the eddying heat of exhalation swirls about his
penis. The intimacy is dizzying. Teasing before the inevitable, I
breathe him in, savouring the smell of sweat, of anticipation, of
oozing precum. The faint but fetid odour of corporeal corruption
that always clings beneath the curved rim of a human glans flares
my nostrils. In the silent darkness, I feel his excitement build
till his mortal frame can no longer contain it. At that precise
moment, I bite, close my lips and draw on his fat fleshy straw. His
soul swells to bursting then his body, in a desperate act of
self-preservation, releases the pent-up pressure in a cyclone of
thrashing limbs, wailing air, and spurting seminal fluid. I suck
him dry, clean his wrinkling cock till you could eat your dinner
off it. His climax is stratospheric: his fall cataclysmic; it hurls
him into a well of the deepest depression and yet soon he will be
back for more. And again he will ask me the same pernicious
question they all eventually ask. What blind fools these creatures
are.

*

'There are no more
today, Evie. You can sleep now.'

I don't sleep, but the
voice through the doors doesn't know that. It is kindly, deep and
warm and shakes the wooden rectangles, reverberates through my room
and falls like gentle rain onto my tired brow.

'Thank you. It has
been most rewarding.'

Paper rustles.

'It certainly has. Now
sleep, Sweetheart. Tomorrow is another day.'

Yes, it is. Another
day. They will live at least one more day. Because of my sacrifice,
the crested wave of human survival will surge future-wards for a
further twenty-four hours.

*

'Tell me something
about yourself.'

As always, the room is
a tomb, black as death, yet warm and vibrant as life itself. We
have yet to begin. Red is still clothed. Where his body shows, he
glows, lights the room with infrared. He is sitting, leaning
forwards, elbows on knees, his sweaty palms rubbing at his twisted
face. A face in pain; a pain I have not seen for millennia, since
the day of creation. I say nothing that will ease it.

'You know all there is
to know... I exist. I eat and breathe. And fuck.'

'It isn't enough. I
need more. Who are you?'

Shall I tell him? Tell
him I have looked into the face of God? Say I have disobeyed Yahweh
to His disbelieving face? It would be pointless. And anyway, a
human could never comprehend the immensity of it. It's not that
I've simply broken a promise to some benign abstract entity. I
actually stood before Him. Sneered at Him. Screamed, 'Fuck You!'
with a capital Y. Then, dispensing with my newfound modesty, I cast
off my makeshift clothes, drew away my dark hood and showed him my
face. My all-knowing face. My eternal face. He didn't expect that.
As the incredulous fucker climaxed, a new dimension spewed from His
omniscient cock, an imperfect parallel world full to overflowing
with both His anger and His lust for me. I threw myself into its
flow, drowned in it, and was swept away by it. Yes, He made this
world, this sun, this galaxy, this whole fucking expanding morass
of bright sparks amongst the invisible syrupy darkness. But He
isn't here. He begat this place, but can't live in it, no more than
any father can live inside his own child. Only I am here. I'm the
closest thing to God you will ever see and the nearest to Heaven
you will ever be.

*

'Evie? You ready?'

'Yes. Please send him
in.'

The voice whispers,
but, as always, I hear every word. I can even detect the blood
pulsing in his temples.

'You know the rules,
but to reiterate: she's mad as a box of spiders - though don't
worry, she would never harm you. She simply loves to fuck. Thrives
on it. And, apparently, it's like she can read your mind, knows
exactly what pushes your buttons. Now remember: no photos, no
videos and definitely no lights. She blisters - she's 'lergic, see?
Okay? Now get in there! You'll have the time of your fucking
life!'

I feign ignorance.

'Is he ready? Have you
told him all the rules?'

'Yes, Evie. He's cool.
Here he comes!' I hear the crisp rustle of paper, like footsteps on
fallen leaves. Then he whispers, 'You have ten minutes.'

A new voice, a young
voice, spits its incredulity.

'What? Fucking
rip-off!'

'I know! It doesn't
sound a lot, but this is your first time and believe me, you'll be
begging to come out after five.'

After a few seconds of
indecision, the outer door opens and closes. The lock turns. I feel
his excitement, sense the underlying trepidation.

'Come in. I am ready
for you.'

The inner door clicks
and swings. The draught stirs the perfect hairs on my perfect
forearm. His glowing hands untie and remove his robe. He is fit and
young, lean and tasty.

'I can't... can't see
a thing!'

'Follow my voice. The
path to paradise is clear to those who wish to see it. Step
forwards. That's it. Trust me. Another. One more. Perfect!'

His luminous meat
hovers before my eyes. The veins audibly throb. He is cut. I love
that he is cut. And he has shaved too. Perfect! Strands of my long
hair caress his pointing cock and his smooth dangling bollocks. He
whimpers. I know he can feel my breath. The hot molecules formed
deep within my cells are transported to his rigid flesh by my
coursing blood and gently bellowing lungs. They bounce off him, fly
to the four corners of my tiny world and then it starts. The
disbelief; the struggling; the holding back; the shame; the
discomfort. A single lick and he is sobbing, wailing, contracting,
grunting; spreading his seed across my perfect ancient face in a
fit of unparalleled indescribable ecstasy. I hold his hand. He
crumples, but, to his eternal credit, slowly straightens. He is
breathless.

'Shall I... go
now?'

'And waste nine
minutes?'

'But I've cum... I'm
sorry. I can't believe...'

'Believe!'

I guide him down onto
the bed, breathe new life into his cock and sit astride him. I am
mother of all these beings and love the arcane symbolism of this
sensuous act. I feed him my tits; give him my dry milk and take his
wet cream, just as I took Cain's, exactly as I took Abel's. Now I
squat astride his face and press a mother's lips to his mouth as I
suck the dregs of his seed store into my hungry belly. Inside three
minutes, he is hammering on the door, pleading with the disembodied
voice beyond. The first door closes automatically. Only then can
the outer door be unlocked.

'You're okay, son. Put
this on. Cover yourself up.'

The young man's voice
is fevered.

'Fuck, she's mental!
Fucking mental! How does she do it? How does she fucking do
that?'

'Calm down,
lad...'

I can tell the youth
is on the floor and the voice is kneeling over him, holding and
tending him.

'I can see it, see
everything she said. It's in my head! All in my head! The Garden.
The tree, the fruit. And the other tree... sucking the juice! And
the face o' God! I've seen the face o' God! Oh, sweet Jesus
Christ!'

'But it's only been a
couple of minutes and she barely spoke.'

Footsteps. Concerned
voices.

'What's happened?'

'Fuck knows. He's lost
it. Fucking Catholic by the sounds of it. Grab his arm, Ernie, help
me get him on his feet. Come on, son. Let's get you cleaned
up.'

*

In the beginning, Red
was like all the rest. Man or woman. All the same to me. I breathe
on them and they cum. I touch them and they cum. I stroke, I lick,
I suck, we fuck... they cum, they cum, they cum, they cum. But Red
is my champion. He can go an hour, a whole fucking hour of riding
raw paradisiacal passion and still have the strength to talk
afterwards. I look forward to his weekly appointments. It is the
only way I mark the time.

I used to smoke after
sex, then it suddenly became anti-social and somehow bad for you;
now I merely draw in cool air through pursed lips and blow warm
billowing rings across the room that sadly only I can appreciate.
Red's raised head and whispered sigh disturb the flow, tear the
nearest ring asunder.

'I have to see
you.'

'No.'

'Please, Evie! You are
all I think about. I even dream about you.'

'And how do I look in
your dreams?'

'Like an angel.
Perfection.'

'Then you have seen
me. Be satisfied.'

He kisses my clavicle,
nibbles my perfectly gnarled nipple and yet doesn't cum. The
bastard doesn't cum. I am almost in awe of him.

'It's not enough.' His
words sweep away the evaporating saliva. The boiling flesh cools
and solidifies. His question is so big it can barely get past his
tongue. 'Evie... why are you here?'

'You of all people
must ask me that?'

I tease him to full
length with a crescent of curved red nail and he laughs, is
immediately on my wavelength, though still he does not ejaculate.
Am I losing my touch?

'No,' suddenly
serious, he lowers his voice and narrows his frowning eyes, 'why
are you here in this hospital?'

'Hospital?' I spray my
disbelief onto his scalp. 'Is that what they told you this is?'

'Evie, I don't need
anyone to tell me. I drive past it every day. Have done so for
years. You're in hospital. St. Catherine's. It's... a mental
hospital.'

There is shame in his
voice; shame, contrition and sorrow, and it momentarily confuses
me.

'Listen, Red: I'm as
sane as you are. Probably saner - if that's even a proper fucking
word.'

'It is.'

'Okay. Thanks. Listen,
if you want to fantasise I'm some sex-craved nut-case and you're
paying my guards so you can have me, that is fine by me.'

'No!' He leaps away
and his voice quivers with emotion. 'It's not like that! Not with
me!' Once more, he closely cradles my perfect naked body, squeezing
me hard enough to juice me. 'I come because I love you.'

Eventually, he falls
asleep; an unremarkable fact after his remarkable sexual feats.

Mad? Am I mad? Locked
in an asylum? For their protection or for mine? The voice said mad
as a box of spiders; the youth said mad, fucking mental. Are they
fucking with my head even as they fuck my body? The possibility
pollutes my perfect mind for no more than a moment. Disdainfully, I
flush it away, yet the faintest stain remains.

Eventually, I too fall
asleep and begin a dream of sorts; a dream that is as much a
memory, an awareness of fact, as it is a dream and, within the
dream, I realise something else remarkable: I am asleep, yet I do
not sleep and have not done so for years - a little over six
thousand according to most Biblical scholars' computations, though
it feels like a whole lot longer. Since that heady, succulent fruit
first passed my lips, death has been an impossibility and sleep has
been unnecessary. As always, thoughts of the fruit transport me
back to that seminal moment. The smell! The feel of it! The
sweetness! Then His voice, terrible and vengeful.

'Not this tree as
well! For fuck's sake! Why don't you ever do what you're
fucking told?'

There's no denying it.
The cores are all around my feet; the sticky juice dripping from my
fingers, chin and nipple tips. I quake, await the lightning bolt,
though, after scrumping from His tree of life, it crosses my mind
that perhaps He can't actually kill me anymore. As the juice kicks
in, I feel a sudden blast of astounding clarity. Self-awareness;
rapture; awe; insight; wonder! And shame. Always fucking shame! But
the built in fail-safe fails.

'Fuck You!' then I
shout it again, as if it were yesterday. 'Fuck You!' and I use His
name, though not in vain: this singular usage is intensely
necessary - after all, I'm pregnant and today I'm not taking shit
from anybody. 'Fuck You, God, Yahweh, Elohim! Fuck You!' I would
shout fuck you to all of the one-hundred-and-one names the vain
bastard forced us to learn by rote, but I'm not going to give him
the satisfaction of knowing that I remember them. And then, in a
spontaneous act of blasphemous defiance, I bare myself, display my
all-knowing, all-seeing, immortal and perfectly naked presence, at
which He convulses and spunks this whole fucking God-forsaken
dimension into reality in six biblical spurts.

Scientists, not
renowned for their sense of humour, have since called it the Big
Bang. In reality, it was more of a Big Wank. Afterwards, by all
accounts, He rested, though obviously I was not there to verify it.
The virgin world created by the union of my contempt and His
concupiscence was - somewhat paradoxically - flawless; when it was
my time, I begat my lovely boys and we went forth and multiplied,
spread our seed over the face of it.

When the knocking
wakes me, Red is gone, leaving only a faint sense of foreboding in
his portion of the bed. My voice is dry and ragged, as if I've been
shouting in my sleep. I change the sheets, quickly shower, then
welcome in the first of the day with my hair still dripping wet - I
know she likes it like that. The procession proceeds. I sate them
all. The river of flesh becomes a rivulet, a stream, a tiny
trickle, till the final foaming drops evaporate before my flaming
infernal passion.

I know it is morning,
sense the pair of chirruping birds sitting on the eaves beyond my
bricked-up window, though the low-level rumble of traffic that
carpets my every conscious moment is shockingly absent. I want food
and call out to the voice beyond my doors, but he too is absent.
Not even a heartbeat to give him away. Time passes. Seconds drip
into hours, hours bleed into days, and still no one comes. My
nipples ache for fumbling fingers, my clit suffers the agony of
neglect, yet there is ne'er a knock. No one comes. Food and drink
are habitual trifles, are no more necessary to me than a fur stole
or a crocodile handbag; it is the sex for which I hunger, the
contact for which I crave.

After countless days -
it could be seven, it could be seventy - I act. I unlock the two
doors with a twisted hairpin - I haven't lived six millennia and
learnt nothing - and step beyond my cosy enclave into the cold grey
corridor beyond. What strikes me foremost is the silence, the
all-pervading silence, as though time has taken a tea break. I
prowl and listen at doors, tiptoe and spy around corners, but the
locked rooms are mute and the corridors deserted. In the steel and
glass atrium, the Sun hits me, warms my perfect naked flesh, and I
embrace her rays, soak up her far-flung nuclear heat. It is
blissful. The darkness in which I have hidden has been essential,
has saved the very world my devilment created, yet now I glory in
what I have renounced. In the Sun's cosmic glare, I am suddenly
fully aware of the scope of my selfless sacrifice and crucify
myself before her. She recharges me, fills me up with her distant
presence and, for the longest time, I close my eyes and stare into
her golden face. My shadow moves behind me, cools the tiles, shifts
convection and marks the time in barely perceptible rising
currents. It is time. Time to move.

Paper blows and a lone
crow caws, but otherwise the street is still. The paper wraps
around my calf, crackles and flickers then breaks free. As it
tumbles, I see the truth, the terrible gospel truth, and,
ironically, in a transitory medium not famed for its fidelity.

'IS THIS THE MOST
BEAUTIFUL WOMAN IN THE WORLD?'

Slowly and with
trepidation swelling in my gut, I gaze around me. It is as though
the headline and its
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