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The Blurb


My book is about a witch Juniper's Daughter. She
has a job she must do. That is to fight Satan and win the longest
war in human history. The witch uses a flying saucer she once
found. She also has her spells and help from her mother. Satan is
her opposing force. He uses a slave called Demang down on Earth. He
takes several different forms and is a cunning adversary. The
battles they fight are both mundane and vast. In the end who will
win? Some are detailed here in this volume. The lack of direct
dialog is intentional except in the scripts and final story. That
will be in book two.

 


 


 


Demang 400


Twin Demangs!

There were two versions
Demang; one weighed 450 pounds and the other 140. They sparred
together. It was all about the powers of manoeuvre in a
choreographed dance. A warm up session before the main full contact
fight. Both had never met the other but each knew who the other
was. Part of himself in two vastly different forms!

 


The 450 wore red shorts
and a blue spam vest with Nike trainers. The 140 wore an orange
spam vest with green shorts and Adidas trainers. They kept their
trainers on while sparring. Any kick that connected would hurt and
have more force but it wasn’t decided it they would box or do Muay
Thai yet.

 


They were in a basement
under a Hong Kong tower block. Nobody but Satan knew they were
here. Halogen lights lit the scene. Four empty Pepsi bottles marked
each corner. They went at it professionally and with
focus.

 


Both bumped fists and
nodded Hello. They were in the ring. The fat Demang eyed his
smaller version up and down then grimaced. He muttered something
about crushing and death. The slim muscle version heard this and
nodded then raised his left fist and shook it twice. Hostile intent
was present. It was time to use it.

 


In a puff of blue smoke
Satan suddenly materialised by the side of the ring. He smiled
malevolently and greeted his two slaves of the same person. I want
a dirty fight and only one of you leaving here alive. I don’t care
if the winner walks or crawls out of here. One of you must die. The
discipline you will use is purely boxing. That means no feet. Now
get on with it. Both replied yes boss and went to work.

 


The 140 Demang held his
guard up and closed on the 450 Demang. He let loose with several
well aimed punches at the fat man. They connected at multiple
places on his huge upper body. The fat absorbed some and a wall of
muscle under the fat took the rest. 450 Demang was unfazed and
unaffected. 140 Demang shook his head and aimed at his opponents
head. The fat man moved about the floor and brought his guard up.
Incoming punches bounces off his arms and gloved fists. One punch
got through and caught the side of his head.

 


Now the large Demang
counted. He moved his heavy bulk and advanced on his smaller
opposite. Three aimed jabs forced 140 Demang back. A single
straight left was quickly avoided. A double combination was dodged
too but a follow left connected. The small man didn’t dodge in time
and was sent to the floor. It was like being hit by a truck! He
shook his head and fought to clear his vision. Satan clapped his
hands and counted 1, 2, 3… as the shaken man got up.

 


450 Demang sensed a kill
and advanced. 140 Demang sidestepped and circled round firing off
six punches that either hit his guard, upper arms or thin air. This
made the fat man mad and he growled and heavily pivoted launching a
counterattack of heavy jabs. The small man parried and blocked. One
punch connected with his arm and almost broke it, such was his
bigger self’s power.

 


140 Demang now went for
450 Demang belly and chest. It was like hitting a wall! The fat man
just grunted and absorbed each impact. His counter pushed the small
man back. He wanted a single knock out on the face to break open
his skull kill him and win the fight. The small guy wanted the same
but was incapable of it even if his small form was fully
muscled.

 


Now 140 Demang was moving
rearwards all the time in reverse circles ducking and diving
avoiding heavy slow punches. He took his time aiming and attacking
this time aiming for 450 Demang side and ribs. A single aimed jab
got through and stopped the fat man. He was winded and took several
short breaths. Visibly shaken he nodded and went after his smaller
enemy. He wanted a kill now!

 


A heavy fist brushed
through the guard like it wasn’t there and hit 140 Demang at an
angle. In a sickening pop his nose broke and blood poured forth
making him gag. It hurt like Hell but he remained on his feet and
ran in a circle. As before he used his small size agility and speed
to strike 450 Demang’s side this time with two hits. Satan
commanded both his slaves and said well-done keep up the good work
and action.

 


The big Demang was
superior in strength and power but lacked speed and agility. Now he
was vulnerable to being hit from the side. He attempted to keep
facing his rapidly turning opponent. More hooks and jabs hit his
sides. This was hurting him. His fat and muscle there was less. He
needed a knock out or he could lose!

 


140 Demang saw that 450
Demang was now slower. This was due to his connecting side punches
at his enemy’s week point. Though his nose was debilitating and
partly obstructing his vision and making him breathe through his
mouth he knew he had a chance to win. He kept back pacing and
circling. The fat man slowly followed him. Fewer punches were being
thrown now. Both were waiting for timed precise impacts.

 


The fat man quickly ran
after the smaller one. 140 Demang didn’t expect this, it outfoxed
him and he had to be fast to avoid the two pile driving punches.
450 Demang was showing his full potential. He avoided the first but
the second connected as did a right jab blindly into the other’s
left side. Then 140 Demang’s world went dark.

 


The fight was over. Satan
clapped his hands and congratulated both on a well done
professional fight. 140 Demang was stone cold dead with his head
split open. His brains were all over the ground. 450 Demang was on
his side unconscious with two cracked ribs. He was the victor and
had gained a new kill plus extra close combat experience. The Devil
would reward him nicely. As for the other he would be fed to the
rats in the sewer.

***

 


 


 


Muscle Man 400

Demang weighed give or
take 400 pounds. That was Pepsi and crisps. Yet he looked like 140
or a bit less. That was healthy living. Indeed a slight muscle man.
How was it possible? Dark arts. And not the witch...

 


It was possible to do all
things if you were in charge and had power. This went both ways for
the witch and her enemy the Devil. Her nemesis always seemed to
lose. He was doing a new plan. He would impregnate women and give
them healthy offspring. These would grow up and work for him and
further his cause of darkness. His tool being an Army Of Darkness
by using his muscle tool and basic biology.

 


Juniper's Daughter faced
Demang again but now physically different. No longer weighing four
hundred pounds he was a trim one forty with an athletic body. Most
women were turned off by a large fat man. They were not by a slim
muscle guy.

 


He picked up his ladies in
varied places. From the gym to a bar to atop a mountain. He always
referred to them as his ladies. He treated them with dignitary and
respect. Then they never refused him. He could've used his dark
magic but he liked it all natural. That is by biology. His trim
body and charm brought him results. It worked and was his gift.
This version of Demang had many ladies over a decade. Satan's army
would grow in the future. Each kid had its life planned out before
birth. All for darkness and dark deeds. His time on Earth well
spent to take over the planet and fill Hell with more
souls/victims. There were so many to choose from!

 


Demang had many forms.
There was the alpha male who said he wasn’t who worked in an
Italian call centre. His skills were selling business and
leadership. Plus being a chick boy with a host over lovers well
into double digits; all were pregnant or had kids off
him.

 


There was the Asian
businessman who lived in both the Middle East and Far East. He had
nine kids with seven women. Business was many things as was
negotiating. More kids were planned off lovers half his age. This
version of Demang was like a very refined fine wine.

 


There was the historical
Soviet communist. He was a dinosaur and loathed capitalists. He
regularly made love to women half his age, policeman’s wives, Red
Chinese communist field operatives and others. He had bred a few
too with more to go.

 


There was the German
married pervert. His wife loved him and did most things in bed
except three or foursomes. What she didn’t do he did with other
gals. He hated getting caught and was soon to find number four. The
wife was pregnant. Others would follow.

 


There was the Jordanian
muscle man who you’ve already met who used his muscle body to pump
away all night and all day. He had a fast body fast mind could
handle himself. Like the rest he would breed successfully many
times.

 


All impregnated gals to
raise an army of darkness. Maybe the witch should be pregnant by
the real Demang the 400 pound version? How would she take it? Badly
of course. It was bad enough facing a military general genius who
worked for Satan and who was addicted to Pepsi. What could be
worse? It always went back to that. What was worse?

 


How would the witch combat
this? Her charm and seduction skills for she knew what would
happen.

***

 


Demang was getting it on.
The witch was actually being fucked by the Devil! She was testing
him out or this manifestation of Demang. If it was the 400 pound
version she would be squashed flat. Yet the fat fucker had a
certain beauty that words or emotions couldn’t describe. The 140
model was sublime and fucked all night long. He was simply ideal in
all ways. She protected herself by her magic and psychic spells.
Nothing could harm her not even Satan’s big cock inside the witch.
Juniper’s Daughter was an honest person especially with herself.
Sometimes she needed a right good hard fuck with all the bells and
whistles on. Her moans and shouts filled the small cheap hotel
room.

 


Demang grunted and thrust
away his toned muscles working like a machine. It was an enjoyable
time if a bit surreal. The Master of Darkness bonking the Mistress
of Light. These things happened it was part of life and of all
things. Would the Universe collapse and galaxies collide? No. it
was just sex! Her mother Juniper would complain but hadn’t she done
similar things? What if the Devil compared the two? The witch
hadn’t thought of that! She shut away the thought before it
escaped. As her memory of when she sucked a man up her pussy and
killed him. She was a witch and beyond mere physics.

 


Demang fucked her press up
style keeping his arms extended then going down on his palms and
bending his elbows. His cock was up the gal and his muscles did the
work, cock and upper body. The gal enjoyed it. The gal was the
witch. He was a human robot. What did that make her? The bed
creaked under his supposed 400 now 140 weight. Such a muscle man
such a good lover. Would the witch fuck him if he was his usual 400
pound jelly bulk? An age old question. Demang knew she’d been
fucked by other big fat guys before one even of 500 pounds! She was
a witch and immortal! Yes her mortal body could easily be killed
but she was just as easily reborn. She was a Goddess.

 


Back to the bonking and
the muscle man did his piece making Juniper’s Daughter moan like
she was in pain. She whimpered in the most sublime pleasures a
human could get. Well except for Demang doing his psychopath role
slicing up people for Satan! He wanted to slice and dice the witch
up after sexually abusing and hurting her. For that he needed the
Devil’s permission. That was after he’d completed this mission, he
would ask. He could kill her but Satan was touchy for his
operatives stepping on his toes. All things needed his permission.
His finger was in every pie. In a way it was Satan shagging the
witch right now. Not with his real cock though as it was really
over three feet long! This human version was big enough and not
even black!

 


After sex or lovemaking or
whatever it was the witch clicked her fingers and Demang
disappeared. She’d sent him to Antarctica while he was naked! Such
was her spell work and sarcasm!

***

 


 


 


Milk Man 400

Demang was now a 400
pounds milk man driving a delivery milk float. He was based in
Hull. A boring grey town with an equally boring big fat milk man.
He’d done this job for fifteen years. Bottles of Pepsi and Mars
bars accompanied him on his rounds. He gave out the white stuff too
not just milk. There were certain women he took advantage of.
Sharleen at number 22 and Janice at number 5. Both were eager for
his jelly bulk small penis and attention. He fathered children with
them in return, offspring for his future dark army. That was for
the future, right now the fat man delivered milk. He worked off a
printed list from the depot and whistled cheerfully driving his
float about.

 


Stopping at number 28
Demang delivered six cartons of milk to Adam for his weekly use.
Adam always made small talk with Demang. He told the milk man of
Sharleen and how she always eyed up Demang when he was passing. Go
and see if she wants some milk he suggested. He did just
that!

 


With a spring in his step
he left his milk float and carried two glass bottles of milk for
his next conquest. Being glass the bottles would need returning,
that meant a second visit. Demang knocked on her front door and
whistled as he waited. He saw a figure behind the smoky glass. Milk
delivery he ordered. Milk? Oh my, I don’t remember ordering any
milk. That’s fine miss it’s a gift off the dairy. On the house so
to speak. Well, thank you so much. You better come in then. In fact
why not have a cup of tea and some biscuits and more? Demang nodded
oh yes why not? Tea with biscuits and a big titted married house
wife!

 


The larger than life milk
man left the house an hour later. It was a quick cup of tea with
biscuits and fifty minutes of get it on action. Demang rejoiced at
Sharleen big boobies and bullet nipples. Her copper blond hair and
brown eyes were delightful. Her firm but big thighs and butt were
even better! She rode him and demanded he spend all day there. He
finished the job and declined the offer, he had his round to finish
but he would pop round in a week for the empties and bring a fresh
order. He was in there! Adam would get a free delivery for
this.

 


Janice at number 5 was a
long term customer and lover of Demang. He called round every
fortnight with two bottles of orange and eight pints of milk. He
delivered this and more! Janice was single and never married. She
was slim with nice long legs and a full bush of pubic hair. They
showered together and had sex in her American style walk in shower.
She couldn’t have kids so Demang was able to cum inside her every
time. There would be no offspring for his dark army just lots of
explicit illicit lovely fun.

 


Juniper’s Daughter was
aware of this. She decided to thwart his fun and get even. She
would marinate his fucking nuts! The witch pretended to be a dizzy
blond at number 48, just moved in and new to the area. And yes she
needed some milk for her coffee.

 


The following week Demang
was on his milk rounds. She made an effort to be seen. She was
stood on her front room window ledge cleaning off old cobwebs. The
witch word a wrap round nightie loosely tied round her waist. It
showed off her lovely legs and figure. As Demang passed he saw her
and stopped in his tracks. She waved and indicated he come over.
She opened the window and said bring me some milk. The ones in the
drop proof plastic containers. He got two off his milk float.
Juniper’s Daughter opened the door and let him in. She said bring
it to the kitchen. He followed like the weak minded slave he was.
Without asking she got two cups and made two coffees, asking if he
wanted sugar while putting seven sugars in his cup. It was obvious
he loved sugar! She shook the milk and added coffee and hot water.
So you’re my new milk delivery guy then? Yes he nodded I sure am.
I’m Demang and the witch said call me Juni (short for Juniper’s
Daughter).

 


They made small talk while
drinking the brews. It was she who started flirting and asked did
he like gals, like her, want her? Of course he did! She needed him
to say it not forced or by coercion but his own free will. I like
you! She kissed him and opened his brown milk man’s jacket. She ran
a hand over his considerable belly. His fat wobbled but there was
muscle underneath. It spoke of great strength. Without stopping
Juni opened her robe and shrugged it off. She was naked beneath!
She kissed the fat man and led him to her living room sofa. They
lay down and kissed. She felt his cock it was hard. Juni rubbed him
till he came in his trousers. It didn’t take long. She allowed him
to finger her she was so fucking wet and tight! Then she stripped
his trousers off and made him hard again by sucking his medium
stump. She got on top and rode like the wind. He came in short
order as did she. With a click of her fingers a white light
appeared and the fat man disappeared leaving Juni alone on her sofa
naked. She went and showered. The fat man was now on the dark side
of the Moon very dead! What would the aliens or Santa Claus think
of him?

***

 


 


 


Truck Fat 400

Demang once was a truck
driver in America. He used to drive a pig wagon over the long
desert roads taking the pigs coast to coast to pork preparation
plants. The mid and large size pigs were slaughtered and turned
into the finest meat for the army iron rations. He’d eaten some of
the bacon several times and it was nice. He could vouch for his
load. It was like his sperm it delivered the goods; BBQ food and
troopers for his Satan’s dark army, two different but related jobs.
He’d done this work for half a decade driving twice a week on the
pig run. One the way he met several different characters. This was
at truck stops, broken down vehicles or even car crashes. His
interactions had different outcomes; he liked these to be
favourable to him and the dark cause.

 


In December 1968 Demang
met a professional hooker at a truck stop. She’d set up shop there
to service the drivers and anybody else who needed it. Her rates
were different than New York where she’d worked before. This
included half price discounts and Special Offer Saturday. Her
services included hand jobs, blow jobs, fucking and other things.
She was very broad minded. When a driver had a mate she often
included the mate for free. Demang hired her to massage him all
over. This she did in the small motel room. The four hundred pound
driver took off his blue denim shirt and jeans. His brown driving
boots followed. He went for a shower, the hooker joined him. Soap
and shampoo was provided. She stripped off and she did his back
which was broad and covered by thick brown hair. Then she did his
front and the rest of him. His small cock grew to medium size. The
hooker wanked him off and finished by gobbling him off. He quickly
shot his spunk over her pert tits and neck. He smiled and nodded
his head. A job well done. The hooker finished washing down Demang.
He fingered her pussy and put three fat fingers inside her. She
sighed and grunted till she came. Later on the bed, she massaged
him with scented lavender oil. His big fat bulk glistened like one
of his roasted greased pigs. The skinny hooker sat atop his big
belly. She was like a rodeo atop a bullock. Her hands ran in
circles with the oil. The fat man shut his eyes and dozed. She
removed the road stress. An hour later she tickled his cock which
hid among his big thighs. When hard she rode him. Considering his
size he felt quite good. Fully awake Demang told her doggy style.
An observer would laugh but she complied and he fucked her like a
rabid dog, a sight to behold! It looked alien and could’ve been.
Imagine a fully alive four hundred pound monster rapidly banging a
female a quarter his weight. He came inside her well used pussy not
bothering to use a condom. Satan protected him from viruses so he
could do bareback. In the morning he paid her ate a big triple
breakfast and drove off to finish his pig run.

 


Another time he met a gay
biker at a West coast truck stop. Demang was open in whom he had
sex with. The biker was resting out the hottest part of the day.
The rooms had AC so he hired a room for eight hours and after
eating sausage with chips both had sex. This started by mutual
masturbation. The tattooed biker was twenty two and muscular. His
cock was shaved and twitched with anticipation. The big trucker
kept his cut down green t shirt on. He took the biker’s clothes
off, his black tassled bike jacket and Playboy t shirt followed so
he felt the muscles. His chest was toned with a left nipple ring.
Demang tickled this and smiled. They kissed. His black leather
jeans followed along with his white underpants and boots. Demang
rubbed the gay biker’s cock enjoying how hard it was. Strong like
his big rig. He stroked the tip and the biker grasped Demang’s.
Mutual masturbation in a small motel room by a truck stop in Cali
where all things were allowed. They wanked one another off while
the AC cooled the room. Country music played on the radio and they
were like this till both came. After they kissed cuddled wanked and
ended with a sixty nine till the time was up. Demang would drive
through the night when the roads were quiet and route easy. The
biker would go on his way to where…

 


Illicit good sex was fine
for the people involved. It was about carnal desires and satisfying
your urge. Satan was fine with this. It brought self-fulfilment and
gratification. If all parties involved agreed there was no problem.
Demang could go the other way. He had a capability to be nasty,
this involved raping, taking, injuring and killing. It demanded
what the end game was. Demang was but one man yet he had Satan’s
full backing. On the pig runs it was low level stuff to kill the
boredom. Demang was a soldier in a war. In this life and reality
his pigs were for US Army field rations. The troops were at war in
Vietnam and needed food. It was Satan who had started the war and
kept it going. He manipulated politicians on both sides and got the
dark action, killing and harvest of souls he needed. As long as the
war continued the pig run would too. When this war stopped another
would start and those troops would need feeding. So it would
continue.

***

 


 


 


Sales 400

There was a version of
Demang who worked in a call centre in Central America. This version
was a real motherfucker. He was good at selling and had mastered
his craft. Yet he stepped on the backs of his workers treated them
like slaves took all their money and bragging rights on sales. This
simply wasn’t basketball was it? His second in command whose
position was higher than his chair went along with it all. This was
after he was warned the account was going to collapse due to their
greed. He fled to Hawaii. There he got tattooed, ate breakfast,
drank beer, took drugs and fucked prostitutes. In this way he blew
millions of dollars! Some belonged to the reps but he didn’t care.
The salesman Demang was busy laundering fencing hedging stealing
all what he could before the account went under. He reported daily
to his paradise stranded fool of a friend, both partners in crime
about to collapse a business and put dozens of agents out of work.
Neither had honest real world ethics except for themselves and
profit. Demang spent thousands of dollars looking good. Top tailors
made him one off suits to accommodate his super plus size. Each
pair of hand crafted leather shoes cost $1500. He flew abroad by
business jet as did his criminal partner. All this was fine if his
sales exceeded his fashion allowance. His classic Jaguar car was
worth a million bucks. Something had to give. He convened a board
meeting and told the workers to get more sales to save the account.
They’d gotten three sales this day and he syphoned off 80% of the
cash. Not that they knew about it. Within an hour half was in his
pal’s offshore bank account. It was all scripted. The humility the
anger the sadness the hope of saving the account and their jobs; he
knew this would fail and he planned six more similar scams over the
next two years. This was why Juniper’s Daughter had to stop both
the sales Demang and his pal. Both needed to simply disappear. They
needed to long gone to change their ways and the karma was large.
Demang flew to Hawaii to join his pal for a weekend. They ate drank
whored took drugs and blew money that wasn’t theirs’. Both flew
back in Demang’s business jet. It was while cruising at 51,000ft
(it was a Gulfstream) that the plane simply vanished from radar and
mid-air. It was a mystery with no word only speculation. How did a
brand new private jet vanish? The witch knew all and she kept
quiet. There were no more scams thieving or lost jobs and the
account might just survive. The Devil and his greed lost
again!

***

 


 


 


 Mechanical Marvels

 


Space Moped
Junk

The first flight of the
Chengdu Space Moped had been a success. The design was both simple
and effective; a streamlined triangular craft hybrid of a plane and
a moped. With stub wings, rear mounted main rocket engines, nose
mounted retro rockets and a twin seat tandem cockpit, it was
futuristic. The bugs had been ironed out and millions promised to
be sold. They were cheaper than the similar Japanese or American
vehicles.

 


Like the witch Demang had
been reborn many times. He was a tool to be used to further the
evil cause for Satan. Like Juniper’s Daughter was a tool of her
mother Juniper to further the good positive cause of white light.
There were infinite realities; both of them had experienced many of
these. Often times alone other times they clashed. This time was a
little different. Demang had evil plans in place for the witch but
he would be thwarted by events. Her role would be different
too.

 


From when Juniper’s
Daughter had been young in this lifetime version of herself she
always wanted to be in the Coast Guard and rescue people. There was
something good and cool about all of it. The colour scheme of the
vessels and the uniforms especially. She had read several books and
magazines about the US Coast Guard and they were both disciplined
and brave. It inspired her to want to join them. Being a witch and
saving the world got in the way of that. She could do spells and
achieve it that way but it didn’t seem right. No another way was
needed. Her intent was correct, that of helping those in distress
and saving them from whatever danger they faced. She had a vehicle
with which to do that. So this would be possible given the right
planning and tools.

 


The pals used to go and
see one another on their own personal mopeds. This was fine if the
distance was close. If it was far then it took time and planning.
Riding a moped on busy roads was dangerous. Many accidents injuries
and deaths resulted. Things changed when speedy safe personal space
shuttles were made. These vehicles were of varying quality. This
allowed friends from half a world away to journey and spend time
together. It was better than a video call. Time together was nice
especially if fucking or discussing plans to rule the world. Demang
used his own shuttle to fly from Vietnam to America where a friend
lived. She was a Devil worshipper and employee like him doing
Satan's bidding. Juniper's Daughter knew of his trip and could've
intercepted him or shot him down. That was too proactive. Instead
she monitored Demang from mid orbit. His small shuttle gave off a
long hot exhaust plume and the hull was hot. Easy to track. The
witch surveyed.

 


Demang met his pal Sol.
She was a hot sexy tattooed female who threw guys some rope. Not to
hang themselves but to lead them on or tie them up. Yes Sol liked
sex but she also enjoyed working for the darker side of things. Her
negative personal characteristics got in the way. She was bipolar
and often suicidal. Both Demang and Satan told her she was needed
alive not dead to help them. She knew this but struggled with her
demons. Writing, talking, planning and therapy only helped so much.
The witch could've helped her with healing. That was too direct.
She would only step in if it was critical.

 


Demang landed in a small
clearing in the woods and met Sol at her remote
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