
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
B.A.B.E.S.

 


Bioenergized Alpha Beta Electrolyte
Stimulation

 


Book One: Stimulations

 


by

Jacob M. Drake

 


 


SMASHWORDS EDITION

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


PUBLISHED BY:

Jacob M. Drake on Smashwords

 


B.A.B.E.S.

Bioenergized Alpha Beta Electrolyte
Stimulation

Book One: Stimulations

Copyright © 2010 by Jacob M. Drake

Cover design © 2010 by Gina Appleton

 


 


 


All rights reserved. Without limiting the
rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication
may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system,
or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic,
mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the
prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above
publisher of this book.

 


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
places, brands, media, and incidents are either the product of the
author's imagination or are used fictitiously. The author
acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of various
products referenced in this work of fiction, which have been used
without permission. The publication/use of these trademarks is not
authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the trademark
owners.

 


Smashwords Edition License Notes

 


This e-book is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This e-book may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you
share it with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it,
or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return
to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the author's work.

 


 


* * * * *

 


FORWARD

 


Completely unlike my previous series, The
Many Worlds of the Solarian, this collection of short stories,
B.A.B.E.S. Bioenergized Alpha Beta Electrolyte Stimulation, is
placed within a realm that takes its heroes slightly less
seriously. In this world where females are endowed with super
powers that in turn endow the females with humongous mammaries that
turn out to be not only one of their greatest assets, but their
biggest liability as well, anything can and does happen.

 


Sure, perhaps the villains of this world are
worse in many ways than in any other realm where heroes and
villains co-exist, seeing as how the first thing (and perhaps the
only thing) on the minds of these villains once they have captured
one or more of these seductive and sexually stimulating femme
fatales is to strip them of their clothing and partake of the
luscious attributes with which these powered beauties are summarily
endowed - after all, what self-respecting villain wouldn't want to
partake of the luscious flesh so stimulatingly over-displayed by
these heroine beauties, since each of them does tend to array
herself in action outfits that are, to say the least, the least
that can possibly be worn and still be legal in most counties and
cities in these United States. Quite a bit different form those
realms where the villain merely ties the heroine up and waits for
her to awaken so he can gloat over her capture until she manages to
find a way to free herself and overcome the villain.

 


No, this world is not one of those. This
realm exists for the pleasure of villains and heroines alike,
seeing as how often the abducted and captured heroine discovers she
actually enjoys what the villain does to her in a sexual manner.
Although certainly each story does ultimately turn out for the best
interests of the story's particular heroines, regardless of the
circumstances she is overcome by throughout the majority of the
story. Each heroine ends up on top - er, if that happens to be the
position which flips her switch and she enjoys the most, at least;
otherwise she might just end up on the bottom and actually like
being on the bottom - or even swinging from a trapeze. Who
knows?

 


Here then is the first collection of the
B.A.B.E.S. stories. Be assured, there are enough already written to
fill at least one more such collection, which will be forthcoming
soon enough. I promise. Until then, sit back, open your e-reader
and enjoy the over-actively frolicking sexhibitionistic sexploits
of the babes of, er, B.A.B.E.S.

 


* * * * *

 


One last note: I hope each reader enjoys the
various acronyms as much as I had in developing them. It wasn't
always easy starting with a chosen word I wanted for representing a
particular part of the B.A.B.E.S. organization, and then searching
for hours until I finally located just the right word to fit any
particular letter in that acronym (Such as the word
Kallikrein in the acronym M.I.L.K. - Molecularly Infusive
Lactose Kallikrein - who knew that Kallikrein was defined as: "any
of a group of proteolytic enzymes in the glands, lymph, blood,
urine, etc. that release a kinin from various globulins"? I sure as
hell didn't until I needed a word beginning with the letter "K"
that would fit the definition I was trying to develop into an
acronym. I still don't understand what it all even means, but at
least it fits, - er, sort of.

 


So there you have it - the realm of
B.A.B.E.S. Enjoy it as much as I do and remember - it isn't a realm
of reality, but fantasy and satirical parody - so please, all you
feminists out there, don't get upset with me. I only put my fingers
on the keys of my keyboard - the stories all wrote themselves
through my fingers. Yeah, uh-huh, that's as good an excuse I can
come up with at the moment, ok?
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PART ONE

 


 


“Good morning, Mrs. Mason,” the cheerful
voice of Sandra mason’s private secretary greeted her as the
curator of the Chicago Rare Antiquities Museum entered her office,
right at nine o’clock, just as she did every morning.

At twenty-seven years of age, one-hundred and
eleven pounds of gorgeously arrayed curvature displayed beneath the
expensive Italian and French suits she preferred to wear to work
each day, her shoulder-length hair a deep brunette that was
naturally lustrous without ever having to have the beautician at
the salon she frequented apply any type of coloration or
highlights, this museum curator had arrived at the peak of her
career. As far as she was concerned there was nothing she
lacked.

Even her husband, who worked at this same
museum, being in charge of the overseas excavations and
procurations, agreed that this exquisite beauty he had married was
the epitome of womanly perfection. He would be the one to know; he
had been the first and only man to ever sample her "womanly wares"
and had taken her cherry from her at the ripe old age of
twenty-four, that being the year the two had met while on an
excavation and had fallen madly in love with one another.

“There’s a package for you on your desk.
Postmarked Africa.” The gleam in the secretary’s eyes told Sandra
Mason it was most likely something for the museum. An artifact rare
and unusual enough that one of her contacts in Egypt or one of the
other parts of Africa where they sometimes ran across ancient
artifacts she liked, must have sent to her, even though her
husband, Andrew Mason, generally handled acquisitions of this type.
Some of her older contacts were loathe to send rare finds to anyone
other than her.

“This early in the morning?” Sandra paused
briefly, stopping with her left hand resting on her secretary’s
desk. “That’s odd. Deliveries don’t usually arrive until later in
the morning or early afternoon.”

“It was on my desk when I came in this
morning, Mrs. Mason.”

“On your desk? But how…” Sandra stopped
midway in her sentence, her eyes narrowing as she furrowed her brow
deep in thought.

“No, there weren’t any late deliveries
yesterday after you left, and I was here until almost seven.”
Without another word, the curious curator moved swiftly on,
determined to get to the bottom of this minor mystery.

She opened the door to her office and strode
inside, placing her small clutch purse on the table to the right of
the door. Looking forward she noticed the package Marie had told
her about. It was approximately two feet high by one foot wide on
each of the four sides. Not an unusual size or shape for an
artifact from Africa. The secretary had placed it on the corner of
Sandra's desk, that being the normal spot for delivering packages
of this type to her employer.

Sandra scrutinized the package carefully, her
fingers running all along its outer contours, the package was
covered, as most of them were, in plain brown paper wrapping with
twine doubled around in both directions from top to bottom. The
address for this museum was right on the top, also normal for these
packages.

Everything seemed perfectly normal, perfectly
average, not one thing unusual for this package except for the fact
that it had arrived without anyone seeing who had delivered it
between seven last night and eight-thirty this morning when Marie
had arrived at work.

So why did Sandra Mason feel a prickling
sensation at the nape of her neck?

Mumbling to herself something about not being
so silly and to just open the damn package, Sandra’s long, slender
fingers effortlessly untied the knot holding the twine together.
She then reached toward the middle top of her desk and retrieved
the scissors setting within the container she kept there, what she
always called her pencil cup; though it also held pens, a short
ruler, these scissors and a few other small odds-and-ends she had
general use for on a daily basis.

Sandra spread the blades and inserted the tip
of one blade beneath the tight edge of the wrapping. She then
snipped, making a cut that allowed her to take hold of it and peel
the wrapper off, setting the scissors aside, back in the pencil cup
where they belonged. Everything on her desk had its place.

As her fingers tore at the wrapping her lips
curled up. The main mystery forgotten for now, the act of
unwrapping this package caused her to feel like a small child on
Christmas morning, excited, giddy, wondering just what it was she
was going to find once she got it completely unwrapped.

The wrapping simply revealed a cardboard box,
as Sandra had expected. This once more was perfectly in keeping
with how several of her contacts shipped such artifacts to her
office. She found the edge of the flap was sealed with wrapping
tape and retrieved the scissors once more, sliding one blade
beneath the edge and cutting the tape. Replacing the scissors once
more according to her meticulous habits, Sandra pulled the flap
back and opened the box.

Inside she found and removed a compact layer
of straw, placing it all within the trash can that set at the end
of her desk. She certainly didn’t need straw getting all over her
desk. Not as clean as she liked having her office.

With the straw removed, she found a wooden
box inside the cardboard box. She reached in with both hands and
managed to find a purchase on either end of the box, lifting it out
of its shipping container.

Oof. This was heavier than it looked. She
actually felt the strain in her shoulders from lifting the wooden
box from the cardboard one. There was a time in her life when she
had lifted much larger and heavier boxes than this, although that
time in her life hadn't been so many years past. Perhaps it was
simply all the sitting around here at the museum, rather than
actually venturing forth into the field, the archeological sites,
the way Andrew often did, that caused the atrophy of her muscles.
She decided she would need to begin working out at a fitness center
sometime soon.

Not having room on her desk to set the dark
wooden box, she carried it over and set it upon the short coffee
table against the far wall of her office. This allowed her to sit
on the business-style sofa behind the table while she inspected the
wooden box.

There were six brass clasps holding the box
closed; two on either of the long sides and one each on the ends.
Sandra easily unfastened the clasps and carefully took hold of the
lid, lifting it more easily than she had the entire box. The lid
wasn’t what had supplied the weight of the package.

She set the lid beside her on the sofa and
peered within the box. An oblong cask of what appeared to be ivory
was within, obviously holding something else within it. This was
beginning to be like trying to open up nesting eggs, where each one
contained another smaller version of what had already been
opened.

Unperturbed, and in fact growing more
intrigued by the second, since this also was not in the least
unusual for this sort of packaging, Sandra Mason lifted the ivory
cask from within the wooden box and placed it beside the container,
scooting herself over a bit on the sofa so she was once more
directly in front of what held her attention.

Her fingers felt along the outside of the
cask, seeking anything that might be holding the lid onto the main
body of the simple, smooth, oblong object. Finding nothing, she
grasped the outside of the lid with her fingers and applied
pressure as she pulled upward, careful not to apply too much
pressure. She had no idea how fragile this object might be and
although the cask itself wasn’t the main artifact of interest,
still, it was itself old enough to warrant special care and
attention.

As the lid came free apprehension seized her
once more, only she knew this was simply because she was
unconsciously wondering if there might be yet another container
within this one, just as with the nesting eggs. There wasn’t.

Inside the oblong ivory cask she discovered a
beautiful statuette that appeared to be carved from pure ivory. She
knew immediately that this was one of those objects that were
carved from the same piece of ivory as the cask that contained it.
Such artifacts were common from a certain time period in Egyptian
history, though Sandra had never encountered one in person.

The fact of such a rare find itself caused
her to become giddy all over again, just as when she first removed
the wrapping and opened the cardboard box.

With extreme care Sandra reached within and
removed the cleanly carved artifact, noting that although the main
box was nearly two-feet long, this artifact was no more than
fourteen inches high. She examined it carefully, keeping a firm
grip upon the smooth, off-white surface as she turned it about in
her hands, her attention fixed to the intricately carved statue
that was very obviously of Egyptian origin, since it depicted the
form of a woman, completely nude, her legs bent up under her body
as she was kneeling, her arms outstretched above her head, allowing
her breasts, which were full and firm, to stand out from the front
of her chest.

The only thing that seemed unusual to Sandra
Mason was the fact that this figurine of a woman had a bird’s head,
possibly a falcon or a hawk, since these were the most prominent of
the hunting birds in ancient Egypt, where a woman’s should be. It
wasn’t unusual for a god to be depicted with the head of a falcon,
but it was unusual for a goddess to be depicted in this manner.

The falcon most commonly referred to Horus,
the son of Isis, who later ruled all of Egypt, according to legend
and mythology. His father was Osiris, who was killed by Set,
another of the gods, most commonly depicted with the head of a
long-snouted animal, no one was ever certain exactly which animal
it was, though some thought it might possibly be that of an
Aardvark, a jackal, greyhound or one of many animals with similar
features. Truly, no one knew for certain.

But to have a goddess displayed with Horus’
head was extremely uncommon, the first unusual thing about this
package, besides the fact that it had arrived mysteriously.

Sandra continued studying the figurine and
noticed that on its back were two wings, folded, signifying that
the goddess was at rest. This also was unusual, since the only
goddess she could recall with wings of this type on her back was
Isis, the mother of Horus, which only increased the mystery. There
was always Nekhebet, but she was represented by a vulture, not a
falcon or hawk. If this was Isis, why would she have been carved
with the head of her son? It made no sense to Sandra’s orderly
mind.

As she continued on with her inspection of
the figurine Sandra turned it over and discovered that on each of
the two soles of this goddess’ feet an inscription had been made. A
single word on each foot indicated the possibility of the name of
the goddess, but these were too small for even her well-trained
eyes to see clearly.

Rising from her seat, Sandra carefully
carried the figurine over to a workbench set against the back wall
of her office. She didn’t do too much work in here, preferring to
relegate that task to the actual workrooms set aside for such, but
once in awhile, such as now, she had occasion to use the short
table, which held only a few tools necessary for inspecting
artifacts such as this.

With one hand firmly grasping the figurine so
she couldn’t drop it, the other hand flicked the switch on a large
magnifying lens that was set on an adjustable arm. The light aided
in seeing any object placed beneath the lens as it magnified the
object and enabled the viewer to see every aspect of it more
clearly and easily.

Sandra held the figurine so that the bottoms
of the feet were beneath the lens. She turned it slightly until the
hieroglyphics were enlarged and more easily read.

She noted with satisfaction that the right
sole held the name Isis inscribed upon it, confirming her
conjecture that this might be that goddess. The left foot held the
name Horus inscribed, which only served to baffle her further. Why
would anyone carve an image of Isis merged together with her son
Horus? She had never heard of such an artifact, though she held one
in her hands now and had no question as to this object’s
authenticity. Everything else about it bespoke the ancient Egyptian
origins of the figurine as being as real and unobjectionable as so
many hundreds of others that existed within this museum and many
others she had personally seen and inspected over the years.

Still, why was this one a merger of both god
and goddess? It was a mystery even more perplexing than the method
of delivery for this piece, which she might never discover and no
longer cared all that much about. All that mattered to her now was
understanding the nature of this particular carving.

Perhaps her husband, Andrew Mason, himself a
noted archeologist and historian of Egypt as well as more than a
dozen other ancient civilizations, would know the answer.

Sandra had met Andrew Mason on a dig in
Mesopotamia many years back, when she was still studying for her
doctorate. He had only completed the studies for his own doctorate
a year prior to their meeting and had been more than happy to
assist this woman he viewed as so incredibly beautiful as well as
intelligent and exciting to achieve her own goals in that
direction.

The two had quickly fallen in love and gotten
married while yet in the ancient land, much to the consternation of
her parents, who didn’t object to who she married, since both of
them were archeologists, only to the location and timing of her
marriage. They had always envisioned a large ceremony in the states
where all their family and friends could attend and take part in.
The decision to be wed in one of the lands their daughter loved so
much was understandable, though still Stephen and Marjorie Rayford
couldn’t wait for their daughter and her newly acquired husband to
return to the states so they could stage a large reception for them
at least.

It was her father, Stephen (pronounced
Ste-fen not Ste-ven) Rayford, who had built and opened the Chicago
Rare Antiquities Museum, serving as the first curator and passing
that title and office along to his only daughter when he had become
too ill to carry on with the duties.

Andrew Mason, Sandra’s husband, assumed
another role within the museum, not in the least perturbed by being
under the authority of his wife. He loved her at least as much as
she did him, and besides, he often ventured out into the field,
visiting digs which might unearth artifacts suitable for display
within the museum which was their home. That was Andrew's true love
- cultivating archeological sites and unearthing ancient lost
artifacts - not sitting behind a desk, stuck in a stodgy
museum.

Currently Andrew was in America. He had in
fact driven to work with his wife, as he most usually did when he
was at home and should be busy in one of the many workrooms. Sandra
firmly grasped the figurine in her hands and went in search of
him.

 


Andrew Mason himself was busily engaged in
inspecting a statue that had arrived just this morning. No one
seemed to know when the large wooden crate that held the statue had
arrived, since it was sitting on the loading dock out back when the
first of the caretakers had arrived at seven o’clock. That in
itself was a most unusual happenstance, since artifacts of this
type always had multiple invoices that had to be signed before they
were released into anyone else’s care. The employee had taken it
upon himself to move the crate into one of the workrooms most
commonly used by Andrew Mason, since the label on the crate
identified the associate curator as the recipient.

Upon arriving at work and learning of the
unexpected package Andrew had immediately gone into the workroom
and opened the crate, discovering a large box nestled inside a
thick bedding of straw. The box was smooth on all sides and seemed
to be comprised of a singularly large piece of onyx. Though it
wasn’t unusual for a cask of this type to be comprised entirely of
one piece, finding a piece of unflawed onyx large enough to carve
something of this size was.

Inside the cask Andrew found something which
oddly enough was shaped much like an ancient sarcophagus, not in
itself unusual, but the sarcophagus suggested Egyptian origins. The
artifact within the cask was anything but Egyptian.

The statue within the sarcophagus was itself
nearly four feet in height and at its base was a good two feet
wide. The depiction carved into yet another singular piece of onyx
was more that of Greek design or perhaps Early Roman. The carving
displayed a muscular male image, defined especially by the large
phallus that protruded from between the legs, though the head was
that of a ram with the two curved horns such a creature would have
displayed prominently upon its head.

The legs of the creature were only slightly
hairy and resembled those of a goat more than anything else, with
cloven hooves, only unlike normal cloven hooves, these portrayed
claws that seemed to extrude from the front of each hoof, the claws
splayed wide with a sharp talon in the front of each, somewhat
reminiscent to Andrew of the statue of Lucifer which depicted him
in chains and having toenails long enough to be portrayed as
talons. On the dark statue’s back, oddly enough, were wings shaped
more like those of a bat or dragon, leathery in design and edged on
the bottom, the way a mythological dragon might have.

Although certain depictions of Lucifer had
been made in centuries past wherein the fallen angel was portrayed
as a satyr, complete with an enlarged phallus as this statue had,
there was nothing at all usual or normal about this carving. Andrew
had never seen anything like it before and in fact had never heard
of anyone else unearthing anything of this type. Had it not been
for the shipping label identifying it as one of his most trusted
contacts in the archeological world, he might well suspect it of
being a fraud, something someone was attempting to foist off on him
as genuine when it most certainly wasn’t.

The oddity of the piece only cemented his
curiosity, making him want to inspect it more thoroughly in order
to determine exactly what society and era it might have derived
from. Something this odd, if in fact it was truly authentic and not
the fraud he yet considered, would prove to be a valuable find for
any museum, let alone one as low-key as the one he and his wife
presided over.

He was just examining the long, curved,
forked tail quite common if this was a depiction of Lucifer or one
of his many incarnations throughout history, when the door to the
workroom opened and his wife entered, an air of excitement about
her so thick Andrew couldn’t help but give her his full attention,
in spite of what he himself was inspecting.

"Andrew," Sandra almost gasped breathlessly
as she entered the workroom where she knew her husband would most
likely be found. "You have got to look at this statue I received
this morning. It's the most exquisite piece of its kind I've ever
seen."

After examining the small figurine with his
wife, and agreeing that this piece was indeed authentic Egyptian
from perhaps the Rameses II era, sometime between 1279 and 1212
B.C., Andrew brought Sandra’s attention to the larger statue he had
been inspecting, pointing out the similarities of delivery between
his statue and hers.

“Why on earth would anyone send each of us a
statue we weren’t expecting?” Sandra queried, moving toward the
larger onyx carving that even her husband was having a difficult
time authenticating.

“I have no idea,” Andrew replied, walking up
behind the bizarre carving of what most likely was the dark god of
the underworld in one of his many forms, seeing as how Lucifer was
noted as being “the dragon” in certain sources.

As Sandra approached the larger statue that
was situated upon the concrete floor of the room, an electric
discharge leaped between it and the smaller figurine she yet held
within her hands. The singular arc of dark blue electricity flowed
within the museum curator, causing her to momentarily lose
consciousness. She fell toward the floor, her eyes closed, her mind
temporarily shut off.

“Sandra!” Andrew shouted in alarm, seeing his
wife stricken in such a manner and falling toward the hard surface
which would certainly hurt her severely. The dutiful and loving
husband rushed to her side and caught her just before her head
could strike the floor. Oddly, the figurine she held was safely
enwrapped within her hands. Most likely the muscles of her hands
had contracted upon contact with the electricity, causing her hold
to tighten upon the artifact and preventing it from falling from
her grasp.

"Sandra, are you all right?” Andrew lifted
his wife and was about to carry her toward a long divan off to one
side of the room, but the action of lifting his wife had caused her
once more to turn closer to the large dark statue of Lucifer. Yet
again dark blue electricity sparked between the two artifacts, this
time, with Andrew bearing his wife within his arms, his muscles
themselves contracted, halting him mid-stride so that he found
himself unable to move. The electric arc continued unabated for
several long minutes before abruptly ceasing. At the cessation of
the display of energy Andrew gazed down upon his wife even as she
was still unconscious and became overwhelmed by a deep-seated lust
for her beauty unlike any passion he had ever held for her
before.

Carrying her quickly to the waiting divan,
the befuddled archeologist unceremoniously dumped his wife, still
unconscious, upon the furniture and proceeded to tear her clothing
away from her body, quickly leaving her as naked as when she
stepped from the shower each morning.

Overcome with lust for this beauty before
him, he then stripped his own clothing away as greedily and
hastily, not caring at all that buttons flew off and material was
torn.

All garments cast aside from both living
occupants of the room, Andrew, seized by a force he could neither
identify nor understand spread his wife’s legs and impaled her
vagina with his erect penis that was far larger than he had ever
exhibited before. The size of his organ was lost on him, however,
since he never stopped to look at it. His full attention was solely
riveted to the naked beauty he currently pumped his full manhood
within as ferociously as he had ever witnessed a starving canine
devouring a chunk of raw, bloody meat.

While he was yet in the midst of his passion,
Sandra came out of her temporary unconsciousness, horrified to find
that while she had been unconscious her husband had seized the
opportunity to force himself sexually upon her. They had never once
kept themselves from one another in the area of sexuality, but to
find him rutting upon her like a savage, mindless beast without any
care or concern for her wellbeing, seeing as she had been knocked
unconscious and could have suffered severe injuries, both to her
nervous system and her brain, appalled the sensitive woman of a
proper nature and upbringing.

“Andrew,” she tried calling out to him, but
he seemed not to hear her in the least. “Andrew, please stop it.
You’re hurting me, Andrew. Please, stop!” She almost screamed the
last word, but was yet mindful of where they were at this moment
and no matter how he was treating her by virtually raping her
unwilling body, she couldn’t in the least accept being discovered
by any of their employees, people under her authority, in such a
compromising and unprofessional position.

Just as Sandra was about to beat against her
husband with her fists, she felt his body stiffen with a final
thrust inside of her and knew he had just climaxed.

His body remained motionless for a long
moment then fell heavily upon her, pushing her helplessly against
the cushions of the divan, trapping her beneath his heavier,
stronger body.

“Andrew, please get off me,” she begged, now
nearly whimpering, tears forming in her eyes and trickling down her
face. But before he could show any signs of having heard her pleas,
a sudden burst of flickering light directly behind their conjoined
bodies caught her attention. Sandra glanced past the prone and
unmoving form of her husband only to discover a fire had somehow
broken out in the room and was even now raging out of control.

Fear of being consumed by the flames overcame
her fear of being found in this position and she began to scream at
the top of her lungs even as her hands pushed at the still unmoving
body of her husband.

Was he dead? The unreasoning fear suddenly
overcame her. Why else would he lie on top of her this way? What
else could possibly cause Andrew to simply fall on top of her and
not move, regardless of her cries, pleadings and screams?

Unexpectedly it seemed as though the fire had
spread somehow between the two of them as a sudden outburst of
heat, followed by flickering, ravaging flames that further came
between and separated husband from wife.

 


“My god, Andrew!” Sandra screamed louder than
she already had. If anything was going to bring help from the
others in the building, that scream should do the trick.

But before anyone could respond and prove
they had indeed heard her scream, an explosion occurred between the
two, blowing Andrew off her body and separating them. Sandra
screamed loudly once more, but that was the last thing she recalled
before waking up in a hospital room two days later.

At first no one would answer her queries
concerning her husband, but then finally, a doctor entered her room
and introduced himself as Dr. Henry Nelson, someone she didn’t know
until then, but who had been assigned to her case.

It seemed she had suffered severe burn
injuries all across her body, especially the front of her body and
it was falsely assumed, since the burns were as severe as they
were, that the fire that consumed her had been the cause of burning
her clothing completely away from her, leaving no trace of the
clothing on her body.

She had been wrapped head-to-toe, just like
an ancient Egyptian mummy, in treatment for her burns and was
expected to remain in the hospital for several months at the very
least.

Sandra continued to ask about her husband and
was finally told by Dr. Nelson that Andrew had died in the fire,
consumed by the flames so that only his skeleton remained by the
time firemen had been able to get to him.

Remarkably enough, Dr. Nelson brought the
subject back to Sandra herself, not wanting her to dwell on the
loss of her husband, she would have more than enough time for that
later, as severe as her burns had been, she had at least suffered
only surface wounds. The flames had not burned through to her
muscles or bones, leaving her in far better condition than anyone
expected her to be in under such an intense fire.

“One more thing I think you should know, if
you don’t already,” Nelson smiled slightly, indicating that this
bit of news at least should be more pleasant than anything else he
had given her.

“We ran tests and discovered you are
pregnant, at least three months along now.”

Sandra stared dumbfounded at the doctor
beside her bed. How could this possibly be? She had been on birth
control pills, Andrew and her both in agreement that they weren’t
yet ready to bring children into the marriage equation just yet.
She hadn’t missed any of her periods and had just finished the
latest one last week.

She mentioned this to Nelson, who merely
shrugged and replied, “God works in mysterious ways, Sandra. Many
of them we can’t understand in the annals of medicine, but they
exist nonetheless.”

With that he had left the room, leaving her
both grieving, over the death of her husband, and joyous, over the
fact that if she had to lose her husband from her life at least
God, or fate, she wasn’t sure what she believed in just now,
something had decided to leave a portion of her husband with her in
the form of a baby, Andrew’s last legacy in this world. How ironic
that she should have woken to find him mindlessly raping her and
now to find that several months ago his seed had managed to take
root inside of her and bear fruition.

Then another thought nagged at her until she
paid attention to it.

Three months ago Andrew had been in Cairo. He
had been there four months back and remained there until almost two
months ago when he had returned. Given that fact, how could she
possibly be three months pregnant? Andrew wasn’t anywhere near her
three months ago and she certainly hadn’t had sex with anyone else,
hadn’t even looked that way at another man since falling in love
with Andrew.

The mysteries continued piling up in her
life. How was she ever to continue on under such bizarre
circumstances?

 


 


* * * * *
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PART TWO

 


 


On the seedier side of Chicago, in a dark
alley adjacent to more dark alleys just as filthy and cluttered
with garbage that had been pulled from various dumpsters by stray
dogs and homeless people alike, both species of creature looking
for anything worth eating that had been thrown out, the city
sanitation engineers, nee, garbage collectors, disdaining to pick
up the strewn about refuse, that not being in their job
description, a small group of shapes moved about amongst the
darkness and trash. The reason for their being in the alley was
less altruistic than that of either the canines or transients.

Without speaking a word to one another, one
of the participants in this midnight melodrama lifted a standard
size briefcase he had brought with him. He set the case up on top
of several boxes recently stacked against the wall by the owner of
the small shop whose access door to the alley was next to the
boxes. The man worked the combination lock on the case, then
flipped the latches free and opened the lid. Inside the case was
revealed a collection of small, clear, packages that were full of a
white, powdery substance.

The man stepped back from the case, one hand
yet holding onto an edge of the lid, as though he was afraid one of
the others meeting with him might decide to abscond with his
valuable possession. Considering the meeting place and time of
night, that risk had a high probability of materializing.

Another of the participants moved forward. He
lifted one of the small bags in his hand and felt the contents
through the cellophane wrapping. He then withdrew a knife from the
back pocket of his soiled jeans and flicked the blade open with
ease, proving he had practiced this maneuver many times over. The
long, slender metal of the blade gleamed even amidst the darkened
alley, catching the faint illumination of the streetlights out on
the nearby sidewalks. The man inserted the point of the blade
against the bag, piercing the thin material. The blade pushed deep
within the white contents, then was extracted, a small amount of
the powdery substance held upon the flat of the blade.

Another of the participants of this unseen
drama moved forward. He held out a small test tube, which the man
with the blade accepted. He tapped the powder off the blade and
into the tube, and then took a small vial from the man next to him
and twisted open the top, tipping the vial over the opening of the
test tube. Several small drops of a clear liquid fell within the
tube. The man swirled the contents of the tube, mixing the powder
and liquid together. He held the tube up to catch the miniscule
light, peering into the glass at the transformed contents.

Satisfied that the substance within the bags
was exactly what he expected it to be, the man handed the test tube
back to the man next to him and tossed the punctured bag back
within the briefcase so it once more joined with the others of its
kind.

He then reached within the pocket of the long
coat he wore. When he extracted his hand, he held a weapon in it, a
gun, a nine millimeter Berretta. This he pointed toward the man who
had brought the case of drugs with him.

“What the fuck, man!” are the first words
uttered this night during this meeting. The man who uttered them
reacted by leaping back several steps from the case he eyed
jitteringly, his gaze moving back between his yet open case and the
gun pointing menacingly at his chest.

“You think you gonna rip me off, homey? Me?
You better think again, mother-fucker. Look around you.”

The man with the gun in his hand and the
other man who came with him both glanced to the sides of the alley
as the boxes and other items of trash piled about moved. Several
until-then unseen men showed themselves; in their hands each one
carried a rifle that upon closer examination would reveal each
weapon to be an XMB lightweight assault rifle, an automatic weapon
that was gas operated and capable of delivering seven hundred and
fifty rounds per minute. Each of the three weapons pointed squarely
at the chest of the men who had conspired together to “rip off” the
drugs from the man who had brought them to this clandestine
meeting.

“I guess the shoe’s on the other foot now,
isn’t it mother-fucker?” The owner of the drugs affected a swagger
to his gait as he sauntered forward. His left hand grabbed hold of
the Berretta the supposed buyer of the drugs held. He twisted the
handgun and pulled it easily from its owner’s grip, then swung the
weapon like a club and back-handed the man before him in the
face.

“I guess now we reverse this rip-off and I
take the money you brought with you to buy my merchandise, eh,
homey?” The man holding the other’s Berretta laughed, then changed
his grip on the handgun so it pointed toward its previous owner.
“How you like that, mother-fucker?”

Without a warning, the Berretta discharged. A
single round erupted from the barrel of the sleek weapon and
pierced the chest of the would-be drug stealer. The victim’s eyes
widened in shocked surprise. He knew this night had turned bad, but
he still hadn’t expected it would end in his death.

The man’s legs gave out from beneath him and
he slumped to the ground, the last sight his bleary eyes took in
was the wrapper of a discarded Big Mac that rolled over in the
slight breeze running through the alley, the wrapper came to rest
next to the dying man’s nose.

As the man with the Berretta began to kneel
next to the now lifeless form, his hands already starting to search
the corpse for the money that he was supposed to have brought with
him, the others in the alley, those with the XMBs as well as the
former co-conspirator of the deceased lying on the ground, all ound
their brains growing fuzzy. Those wielding the weapons pointed the
shortened barrels of the machine guns toward the ground, their
attention waning as each man faltered in his stance and stumbled,
swayed, as though having perhaps imbibed too much of the very
product they sought to sell in this alley this night.

The man kneeling beside the corpse found his
mind turning to mush as well. He slumped over the body he was
searching, his hands yet stuffed within the inner pockets of the
deceased’s long coat.

From atop the shortest of the buildings
bordering the alley, another dark shape dropped; it plummeted
toward the ground in slow motion, as though it moved through
thickened Jell-o until the feet of this newcomer touched the
substance of the pavement that formed the alleyway.

The slow motion ceased suddenly, the
newcomer, much smaller than those others who now slumped all about,
the automatic weapons they once wielded now dangling loosely from
their fingers, sauntered forward. A bit of light caught the
newcomer, revealing this to be a slender young woman barely clad in
a tight-fitting costume that left nothing to the imagination as to
what her body would look like completely naked.

The costume consisted simply of a continuous
strip of two-inch cloth that crisscrossed the front of the girl’s
breasts, barely covered her nipples and made her almost legal to
walk the streets of this city. The strip of cloth began in its
center behind her neck, over her clavicle and straight down her
front where they covered her nipples and her breasts, then crossed
just beneath her breasts and ran around the back where the cloth
merged together in order to cover the crack of her ass between her
cheeks, then ran between her finely toned thighs and up in front,
still as one strip, covering the pubic region, which upon closer
examination revealed she had shaved this region completely free of
the fine hair that normally grew there. The singular strip was held
in place just above where her pubic hair should be, had she not
shaved it away, with a special adhesive she used that wouldn’t
allow the cloth to be removed without her applying a solvent that
was safe to use against human skin.

The only other way to remove the cloth would
be to rip it forcibly from her body, tearing off the top-most
portion of her skin in the process.

One long strip of two-inch cloth of deep red
material was all that comprised the action outfit this self-styled
heroine wore.

The deep red mid-thigh boots and the long
gloves that extended up past her elbows contained far more material
than that which covered the rest of her body.

Upon the girl’s face, framed by her soft,
blonde hair that was cut and styled in such a way that it curled
and fluffed out, adding a small amount of width to a form that had
little width of its own, set a mask of the same material as the
“costume”, obstructing the perfect, beautiful features of her face,
allowing her the sole bit of anonymity that kept others from
knowing who she was in this guise.

Walking slowly forward, this intruder in the
midst of a failed drug buy glanced from one participant in this
melodrama to another. Her eyes squinted as she briefly took in each
nearly unconscious thug present. The power within her mind allowed
her to control the minds of others, causing them to submit to her
will in various forms. In this case she chose to merely cloud the
minds of these thugs, deprived them of their ability to think
rationally, though as she took in those she now controlled, she
doubted seriously that any of these had ever had a rational thought
in their entire lives.

“Men,” she exhaled the word quietly, as
though to speak it more loudly would disturb the Zen tableau
surrounding her. “They always think they have to hold such big
weapons. Nothing more than phallic symbols; replacement penises for
the tiny stub of flesh that they are embarrassed to admit is all
they have dangling between their legs.”

She reached toward the nearest thug and
easily pulled his XMB from his hands. Lifting the weapon up in her
own hands, the girl examined the weapon, turning it about so she
could easily look it over.

“Not a bad weapon at all,” she smiled and
nodded her head, though no one else about was able to see how she
appreciated the weapon she held. “I can see why you hoods decided
to choose this particular weapon as your replacement dick. It’s got
a nice heft to it.” In response to her words, she lifted the weapon
up and gazed down along the barrel, sighting in the head of the
eerily quiet and still thug under her mental control who shot the
other man in the chest.

Her index finger squeezed back on the trigger
the tiniest amount and the XMB erupted in a brief bark of staccato
laughter. The girl’s face exuded the surprise she felt from having
inadvertently fired the weapon.

“Wow, that really is a sensitive weapon,” she
laughed uncaringly. She looked over toward the two men slumped
together on the ground and realized that her aim had been perfect.
The head of the drug dealer no longer rested atop the neck which
had become a bloody stump. The brief expenditure of rounds from the
XMB resulted in demolishing the skull, brain, hair and flesh so
that what once was the head of a man, now lay scattered and strewn
about this dirty alley with the rest of the refuse; indiscernible
from the rest.

“Oooo,” she cooed easily and nonchalantly,
her eyes wide open, displaying the whites as perfect orbs, as
perfect as the much larger orbs which set atop her ribcage, the
nipples on the breasts acting as the pupils of her
“chest-eyes”.

“I bet that didn’t even hurt, did it?” she
asked the now lifeless man, as though he who no longer had a head
could possibly answer her.

In the background the girl noticed a faint
wailing of sirens as police cruisers finally responded to the
gunshots someone in the neighborhood, most likely an elderly
person, since none of the younger variety of human beings
inhabiting such a wasted neighborhood as this would even bother,
called in as having heard, interrupting the sleep that person was
trying to get.

“Oops. Cops on the way,” the girl chirped in
a cheerful, singsong voice that would sound more at home from a
high school student singing in a school concert. She quickly
searched the remainder of the still subdued men slumped about her,
extracted anything of value, money, jewelry, credit cards. She
searched the two corpses last, ignoring the blood that covered them
from the exploded head, then tossed everything she had gathered
inside the briefcase to join the drug contents before closing the
lid and snatching the case up by its handle.

“Thanks for the fun evening, guys,” she
called flippantly over one shoulder as her body began to levitate
upward. Within seconds she reached the roof of the building she had
dropped down from earlier and stepped forward onto the solid
material of the building just as the first of the two police
cruisers came to a screeching stop at the mouth of the darkened
alley.

From atop the building the girl stooped to a
crouch and leaned forward on the briefcase, watching as the police
officers, their own weapons drawn and held before them, cautiously
entered the alley to find two corpses amidst the garbage. At this
point she relaxed her mind. Those she had been controlling moaned
as though they had just awoken from a night of far too much
drinking, their heads splitting as though they needed a “hair of
the dog that bit them” to clear the cobwebs.

“What the fuck…?” one of the thugs muttered,
his XMB still looped about his index finger, pointed down toward
his feet.

“Freeze, asshole!” one of the cops shouted
before bringing his weapon to bear upon the moaning thug, who
reacted instinctively by lifting his weapon up into his arms. It
was the last conscious movement he made in this wasted life as the
cop discharged his handgun. A single round buried itself within the
chest of the thug.

“Ooo, this could get exciting,” the girl
whispered to herself with a childish smile. “But, I suppose I’ve
had enough fun tonight.” She moved back from the edge of the roof
even as she stood to her full height of five feet-four inches, six
inches with the heels she wore on her boots. She lifted the
briefcase in her hands and patted the side several times. “Besides,
someone I know is waiting to pay me quite generously for what’s
inside you, baby,” she spoke now to the case, though it rudely
refused to respond in kind.

With her legs swinging forward in a leaping
fashion, as though she actually was only a young girl at play, the
blonde centerfold material dressed in almost nothing at all skipped
merrily along the rooftop until coming to the next alley which
separated the building she was on from the next building over. She
continued skipping, her legs leapt high so that she sailed evenly
and smoothly across the expanse of the alley.

“Wheeee,” she called out more loudly now, no
longer concerned about being heard. “This has been one hell of a
fun-filled night.”

 


At six o’clock the next morning Sandra Mason
exited her bedroom and walked the short distance down the hallway
to another room. She knocked lightly only twice, then opened the
door and peeked her head within the room. The morning sun had just
begun to filter through the lacey pink curtains adorned with
Hawaiian floral themes (her daughter’s current obsession), casting
the room into a softly-lit rosey coloration.

“Hey, sleepyhead,” Sandra called out to her
daughter, entering the room and crossing over to the bed. She sat
down on the edge of the mattress and placed a hand on the head of
her eighteen year-old daughter, gently tussling the teenager’s
vibrant brown hair, almost identical to her own hair color. “Time
to wake up, my little angel.”

“Mmm, leave me alone.” Angelina Mason mumbled
into her pillow, her face buried deeply within the luxuriously soft
head rest. “Don’t wanna get up.”

“I know you don’t, sweetie,” Sandra
singsonged cheerfully. “But it’s a school day and sleeping in won’t
make it any easier. Up and at ‘em, Atom Ant.” Sandra slapped a hand
down with minimal impact upon her daughter’s blanket-covered
posterior, then stood from the bed and crossed over to the open
door.

“I’ll have orange juice and English muffins
ready by the time you get dressed and join me downstairs,” she
called out cheerily before closing the door behind her.

For another few moments Angelina remained in
the same position, her face buried in the pillow, before rolling
over and “staring” through yet-closed eyelids at the ceiling. Her
eyelids fluttered open and the teenager flung her covers back. She
sat up and looked down at herself, surprised to find she was still
wearing the strip of cloth she chose as her “action outfit”. Her
eyes opened wide in shock.

“Shit. Good thing Mom didn’t pull my covers
back,” she chastised herself harshly. “Next time change out of the
outfit before going to bed, asshole.”

Still shaking her head at her stupidity,
Angelina climbed off her bed as though it was the hardest thing
she’d ever done. Too many long nights out on the town, fragging bad
guys and pawning off pilfered goods to fences and other drug
dealers had begun to take its toll on her youthful mind. Even the
extra-sensory psychic abilities she’d had nearly her whole life
weren't enough to keep this energetic and over-active youth from
wearing herself out with so much strenuous rooftop frolicking.

Angelina stripped off her costume, tossed it
into her closet where hopefully her long blonde wig should be, her
luscious and firm teenager’s body revealed for only herself to see.
She stood before her full-length mirror and turned about, examining
her sleek musculature, ensuring that she didn’t come home with any
new bruises she wouldn’t be able to explain to her mother.
Satisfied she hadn’t caused harm to her body, the self-styled
anti-heroine entered her bathroom, turned the water in the shower
to almost too hot to handle and climbed in, closing the pebbled
clear glass door behind her.

Once she finished showering, she dressed in a
more normal teenage schoolgirl outfit, which for her meant a loose
long-sleeved shirt that she tied in the middle beneath her breasts
so that it perfectly revealed the cleavage from her firm and pert
thirty-six CC cup breasts. The push-up bra she always wore, which
also showed from the too wide gap left between the sides of the
shirt which are not buttoned together, make her full breasts look
even bigger than they already are. Just the way Angelina liked her
breasts to look. It drove the boys at school completely crazy.

The skirt she chose to wear was considered a
mini, but it wasn't the shortest skirt she owned. Today she felt as
though she needed to obey her mother’s dictates about not looking
too much like she’s selling herself on an open market, so she
decided on a skirt that extended a good three inches past her pubic
region, as opposed to the other skirts she liked better and barely
covered her pubic region at all. Even in this skirt, each time she
bent over a water fountain at school – which she does more than she
actually needs to just so she can entice the boys with what she’s
not about to give them – all activity in the hallway at school
ceases while the entirety of the male student body pauses to admire
the deeply tanned flesh between her thighs that prove she visits
the tanning salon totally nude. She has long since taken to wearing
string thongs instead of more conventional underwear, for the very
reason listed previously, though even in such thin panties as she
had always chosen, her firmly rounded ass would stand out in sexual
enticement.

Shunning pantyhose or any other type of
nylons, Angelina decided today she would wear calf-high white rayon
socks, that for some reason known only to the male psyche, cause
more erections in the boys ogling her than would happen if she were
wearing full-length nylons that made her legs appear nude. Go
figure.

Assuring herself that she looked spicy enough
to set the boys at school completely on fire, as well as most of
the male teachers and a few of the female teachers, Angelina
skipped down the stairs to the kitchen and grabbed up the English
muffin her mother set out for her next to the glass of orange
juice. She took a bite of the muffin and chewed only a couple of
times before swallowing then took another bite and another until
the muffin was gone. She then washed her “breakfast” down by
gulping the OJ, barely managing to not leak it down her chin.

“Bye, Mom,” she called out before turning
toward the door that led out to the carport. Her mother entered the
kitchen from the laundry room where she was folding clothes that
were in the dryer when she went to bed the night before. Being a
full-time mother as well as the curator of a museum had its
disadvantages.

Not seeing what her daughter was wearing
today, Sandra Mason caught only the briefest glimpse of her
daughter’s backside as the door closed behind her.

“Bye, sweetie. Remember you’re coming by the
museum after school. We’re going out for dinner tonight.” She
doubted her daughter heard her call out that last. She made a
mental note to text her daughter’s cell phone later in the day
before Angelina got out of school, then turned back to folding
clothes.

 


Late in the afternoon Sandra Mason was busy
in her office at the museum, reading over the text of a document
that was sent to her earlier in the day. The document was only a
copy, but it’s of an important document that dated back to the
pre-Christian era at the beginning of the Roman occupation of
Jerusalem. It’s not what she normally specialized in, not being of
Egyptian origin, but the person who sent it to her valued her
expertise in ancient documents, so she agreed to examine it for
authentication purposes.

The door to her office opened. Her
concentration was interrupted by the cheerful exuberance of
Angelina sailing through the open doorway, her book bag swinging
casually at her side.

“Hi, Mom,” Angelina sang out, walking in and
plopping down on the two-seat sofa off to the side of and away from
her mother’s desk. She flung a leg up and over the arm of the sofa,
revealing her nearly naked vagina behind the tiny, almost
non-existent triangle of the string thong she wore to school.

“Angie!” her mother shouted in horror. “You
wore that to school today?”

Angelina first looked at her mother’s shocked
expression, then down to stare between her open and spread thighs.
Not seeing anything wrong, she looked back up at her mother,
disdaining to even think about closing her legs.

“Yeah,” she quipped matter-of-factly. “I wear
this kind of underwear every day. Nothing wrong with it.” She
shrugged her shoulders as if to emphasize her meaning.

“Nothing wrong with it?” Sandra leaned
forward over her desk, her pencil gripped so firmly between her
fingers as she pointed toward her daughter with it that the wood
threatened to crack. “You look like a stripper getting ready to
tackle a pole dance.”

Angelina’s smile curled into a more
mischievous twist as she spread her legs even further apart, just
to enrage her mother further.

"Oh, yeah, Mom, and how would you know what a
stripper looks like, huh? Ever been to a strip club?” Then the girl
quickly readjusted herself so she was sitting on the edge of the
sofa, her elbows on her knees, her head held within the palms of
her cupped hands.

“Mom!” Angelina feigned shock. “Don’t tell me
you’ve been moonlighting as a stripper after I go to bed at
night!”

“Very funny, young lady,” Sandra straightened
herself so she faced the papers in front of her once more. But the
ruse worked as Angelina intended. Her mother had forgotten all
about the near-G-string she wore, which was why Angelina made the
wise-ass crack in the first place. Such ruses always worked for her
where her mother was concerned.

“So, where are we going for dinner?” Angelina
quipped, changing topics just that quickly, as she always did.

“There’s been a slight change of plans,”
Sandra lowered her pencil to the desk and glanced toward her
daughter. “Hope you don’t mind, but our dinner out has become a
business dinner. There are some patrons of the museum who have
arrived in Chicago today and will be leaving tomorrow. I need to
take this time to reassure them the money they donated to this
museum is being well cared for.

“Oh god, no!” Angelina threw her head back so
it slammed against the soft cushiony back of the sofa. “Not another
bor-ing business dinner.” She then lifted her head and tilted it to
one side as she smiled back at her mother. “Can we at least go to
the Sixteen at the Trump?” Angelina referred to the high class
restaurant situated on the sixteenth floor of the Trump Hotel in
downtown Chicago. “They have the cue-test waiters there. Please,
Mom? Can we go there? Please?”

Sandra smiled coyly as her daughter whined
and wheedled her desire for this favorite of all her fine dining
choices.

“I’ve already made the reservations, Angie,
so you can stop sounding like a three year-old on her
birthday.”

“Yes!" She pumped both arms from her
shoulders upwards, her eyes almost closed, a huge grin spread
across her face. "Oh, thank you, mom, thank you, thank you,”
Angelina leapt from the sofa and wrapped her arms about her
mother’s neck, almost giving her mother whiplash in the
process.

“My heavens, Angie, you’re going to break my
spine if you squeeze me any tighter.” Angelina eased up on her
stranglehold, but remained with her arms locked about her mother’s
neck.

“Dinner isn’t until eight o’clock, so I want
you to go home and change clothes. And I mean put on something more
befitting a young lady, not a hooker out on the prowl, you
understand?”

Releasing her grip about her mother’s
shoulders, Angelina stood up straight, her arms folded beneath her
already ample breasts, pushing them upwards even further so they
threatened to spill over her bra and out into the open.

“First you allude to strippers, now to
hookers,” she quipped with a look of mock concern, her lips pursed
together. “Is there something you want to confess, Mom? Maybe it
will help to get it off your chest. Hmm?”

“Speaking of chests, young lady, “Sandra’s
eyes focused on what was pouring forth from her daughter’s skimpy
top, “Make sure you aren’t pushing your breasts out like they’re on
sale at a discount price tonight, will you? I don't want our male
patron thinking I brought you along for his personal
entertainment."

Smiling broadly, Angelina leaned over and
kissed her mother lightly on the lips, then straightened and headed
toward the door.

“Love you, too, Mom. See you at Sixteen or
are you coming home first?”

Sandra sighed and leaned back in her chair to
examine her own rumpled clothing. “I suppose I should change into
something fresher for tonight as well. I’ll meet you at home,
dear,” she looked up as her daughter smiled and exited the
office.

Sandra shook her head briefly and sighed,
then turned back to her work, all thoughts of her daughter’s
clothing already forgotten.

 


At seven-forty Sandra and Angelina Mason were
enroute to their scheduled appointment, seated next to one another
in the back of a taxi cab. The driver pulled up in front of the
Trump Hotel and Sandra paid him, leaving a generous tip, though not
too generous. She didn’t want to come across like a tourist.

Inside the Trump, mother and daughter made
their way to the elevator and stepped out into the luxurious and
elegant atmosphere of the Sixteen.

Not that there was any reason for doing so,
other than the simple desire to tease, Angelina lowered her eyelids
and smiled coyly at the maître d’ in order to flirt with him. The
man serving in this position was in his fifties and obviously
accustomed to such lack of manners amongst today’s youth. He kept
his eyes forward as he led the two guests to the table reserved,
although Angelina noticed that he did manage to brush his hand
against the back of her ass as he held the chair out for her.
Angelina returned the favor by slapping his ass as he turned away,
ensuring that her mother was looking elsewhere before so doing.

“I see you managed to secure a table with a
view of Lake Michigan,” Angelina smiled at her mother. “Thank
you.”

“I know it’s your favorite view at this
restaurant,” Sandra leaned forward on the back of her hands,
clasping them together so they formed a bridge to rest her chin on.
“It’s the least I could do after stealing away our night out
together.”

Movement off to her right caused Sandra to
look up as the maître d’ ushered the museum patrons to the table
and held the chair out for the female of the couple. Once more
Angelina managed to “cop a feel” of the man’s inner thigh as he
stood next to her. He responded by casually allowing his left hand
to brush the exposed top of her breast as he moved back from the
table. The flirtatious gesture caused Angelina’s body to thrill
with excitement. He may be old enough to be her father, even older,
but all she cared about was the fact that even in such a
responsible position, this upper class male was willing to play
this game of seduction with her.

Introductions were made all around and drinks
were served, with Angelina, naturally, settling for a diet Coke.
Later she would utilize her special abilities in order to induce
one of the waiters to add some vodka to her drink, but not too
early on in the evening. She was at least willing to wait until the
dinner was nearly over. She knew too well how too much alcohol
caused her to become giddy and silly.

She needn’t have been concerned. The dinner,
although boring to her point of view and far too businesslike, was
interrupted halfway through by a loud voice that called out above
the soft strain of music that played constantly as background
atmosphere.

“Ladies and gentlemen. May I have your
attention, please!” The voice sounded all too much like that of a
ringmaster at a circus calling out that the elephants were about to
entering the ring. Everyone seated within the restaurant stopped
whatever they were doing and instantly obeyed, their attention now
rapt, all looking in the direction the voice had issued from.

“For your dining entertainment tonight my
associates and I are about to relieve all of you of your valuables.
Please feel free to render up all jewelry, watches, rings,
necklaces, earrings, as well as money clips and wallets. You may
retain your credit cards. We won’t be needing those. But please be
certain to turn over everything else of a valuable nature so we
won’t be forced to utilize more extreme methods of coercion.”

Angelina looked up as everyone else was doing
and noticed a small group of seven men, all dressed in suits that
were suitable for the establishment they were proceeding to rob.
She noticed that oddly enough, everyone about her at every table,
men and women alike, were casually removing the jewelry they wore
and emptying their pockets and purses, placing everything on the
table beside their plates without a single word of protest. It was
almost as though their minds were controlled, the way she was able
to do to others.

Angelina understood suddenly that such had to
be the case here and realized that if this was indeed so, she alone
wasn’t effected out of all the people present, but didn’t want to
be singled out in the crowd as different, so she removed her own
jewelry, which consisted of diamond earrings – her favorite that
her mother had given her on her sixteenth birthday, which was the
first time her mother had brought her to this restaurant, aptly
named Sixteen, as well as a matching necklace that she wore only on
special occasions, such as this was supposed to have been.

As the six men who were obviously the
henchmen to the leadership of the man who had made the
announcement, passed by each table, they swept the piles of loot
into opened satchels without bothering to look at any of it, moving
casually, though efficiently throughout the dining room until all
the tables had been cleared of their offerings.

Sitting back in her chair, Angelina marveled
over the fact that no one seemed to be grumbling or complaining
about being robbed in such a fine establishment as this. If it was
indeed due to abilities much like her own, then the man controlling
the situation, most likely the one who had made the announcement at
the beginning of the robbery, must have greater powers of control
than even she had.

Was that even possible? Could whatever had
caused her to have this ability inherent within her have caused a
similar process within that man as well? Was there a connection
between him and her? She was dying to know, but had no way of
finding out while the robbery was still in progress. She knew she’d
have to wait until later, after it was over and she had gone back
home, before she could return here and begin to learn the answers
to all the questions that rose up within her mind.

She craned her neck to look past the crowded
room and over at the leader. He was busy with his team, but soon
finished whatever was taking place between them and turned his
attention back to the seated patrons of the dining room.

“Ladies and gentlemen. Thank you for your
humble hospitality. You have all been the most gracious of hosts
tonight. However, so I don’t leave any of you feeling as though you
haven’t gotten your money’s worth out of the entertainment this
evening, I would like to perform a small routine I do so enjoy at
times like this when amongst such high class society.”

Without another word being spoken, a
beautiful woman seated halfway between Angelina and the leader of
the robbers stood to her feet. She was gorgeous in her satin
evening gown that had a plunging neckline, showing off the full
breasts that stood up perfectly on their own without the aid of a
bra or even cups within the gown itself. The back of the woman’s
dress plunged even further, allowing the barest hint of the crack
of her firmly rounded ass to show.

The woman walked up to the Leader, as
Angelina now thought of the man with a capital “L”. As she stood
before him, still without a single word being spoken, she dropped
her gown from her shoulders and the slinky garment fell
effortlessly to the floor, piling at her feet and displaying her
entirely nude body, with merely the briefest of panties that were
so thin as to be non-existent, covering her ass cheeks.

With the woman standing as silent as a statue
before him, the Leader removed his suit coat and handed it off to
one of his men, then unfastened his trousers and removed them as
well, revealing that he was not wearing underwear, obviously in
preparation for this particular event of the evening.

Divested of his garments, the Leader’s cock
quickly rose to the occasion, surprising Angelina by the length and
thickness of the organ. She had often wondered what it would be
like to have her vagina pierced by such an enormous cock as that,
but as of this moment she was still a virgin and knew she would
continue to be so, since an inner voice, something she often
thought of as “the goddess”, though she couldn’t say why, had
warned her never to give up her virginity, for in so doing she
would also lose her ability to control the minds of others as well
as the rest of her powers.

That caution didn’t at all mean she couldn’t
indulge in oral sex she had quickly learned, taking a male cock
into her mouth and sucking it until it creamed within her mouth,
nor did it prevent her from indulging in same-gender sex, which she
found long ago she thoroughly enjoyed, possibly even better than
sex with a male.

Watching the scene before her now, Angelina
was amazed at the complete control this man obviously had over such
a large group of people. She had never had this much control, not
over anyone, certainly not over so many in such a setting as this.
At this moment he had the chosen woman bent over in front of him,
her ass pushed up in the air so everyone had a great view of her
naked vagina as the Leader took hold of his victim’s hips and
centered himself, then pushed himself forcefully inside her. She
gasped from the sudden inthrust of his huge cock, but then the
woman settled in to enjoying the act as every thrust and throb of
the cock came harder and faster. Soon the Leader was thrusting at
an enormous pace that should have shoved his cock right through the
woman’s cunt and up into her throat. It was that forceful.

Within minutes, however, the Leader completed
his rape of the woman and he quickly withdrew his cock, ejaculating
his semen all over her bare back, rubbing his now slimy cock
between her ass cheeks, then pressing the tip of it against the
opening of her anus, as though in preparation of his ass-raping her
as well.

Could it be? Angelina’s mouth opened wide in
amazement as she watched the Leader continue on, his cock suddenly
elongating once more so he was ready to go a second time, without
even pausing more than a few seconds since the first climax.

The amazed teenager sat watching dumbfounded.
She didn’t think any man existed who could perform such a wondrous
miracle as coming a second time that rapidly.

The woman being ass-fucked now grunted more
openly, proving she had never been fucked up the ass before this
and was having a difficult time with it, even with her mind being
under control. Angelina decided the woman would most likely be
screaming her lungs out, making her throat raw if her mind was
under her own control.

Still, this was a marvelous site to observe
as the Leader continued on even longer this time, the second time
always seeming to be the longer one for men, his huge and elongated
cock sliding in-and-out rapidly within the woman’s anus.

Finally, he thrust several times harder than
any other, and then relaxed, his abdomen pressed tightly up against
the woman’s ass-cheeks, proving that he had cum again and was
savoring the sensation of being inside of her while his cock
disgorged itself of the thick viscous fluid streaming out of it in
sudden, short bursts.

Withdrawing his spent and now flaccid member
from the woman’s ass, the Leader accepted a small towel from one of
his men and wiped himself clean. He then handed the towel over to
the woman to clean herself with, but turned away, ignoring her as
he dressed himself and prepared to leave.

Fully dressed now, he turned and surveyed his
“audience”, intoning cheerfully, “Thank you one and all for your
rapt attention for this evening’s impromptu performance. Perhaps
one of these days some of you will be so lucky as to catch another
of my performances. If you do, I hope you will take the time to say
hello and let me know how you enjoyed this evening.

“Until then,” he waved expansively above his
head, still ignoring the woman behind him, who was yet attempting
to clean all the sticky cum off her back, but finding the gooey
liquid too difficult for one woman herself to adequately wipe
off.

The Leader and his crew then turned away and
filed out of the restaurant, the elevator doors closing behind
them, cutting off all visual sight of them.

All about the dining room Angelina was yet
amazed that not one person had moved a single muscle, other than
the victim in front of them all who had been raped. She was still
calmly trying to clean herself.

Suddenly, all at once everyone in the room
seemed to come back under their own control. While the naked woman
in front of the noisy crowd began sobbing hysterically, falling on
her knees and wailing uncontrollably; others began shouting,
calling for the management, for the police, for others to pay
attention to them for some reason Angelina was unable to
fathom.

Nearly everyone was crying out or shouting in
some form or another and the bewildered teenager finally understood
– having had their minds so controlled so completely and now being
freed from the unnatural enslavement, the psyches of these people
was crying out to be heard, fearful that such enslavement might
occur yet again and rebelling against the very thought of such
unwanted action.

It was then that Angelina noticed her own
mother staring across the table at her, the only other calm and
relaxed person in the entire room. Sandra’s eyes held the attention
of her daughter, the electricity of the gaze piercing Angelina’s
soul, causing her to almost drift off to another realm of
consciousness.

Could it be her own mother had the same type
of ability she had?

Not completely, came the unbidden thought
that seemed to enter directly within Angelina’s mind.

I can read thoughts and send my own thoughts
into the mind of another, but I most certainly cannot do what I
suspect you can.

Angelina gasped audibly, though with the
tumult yet occurring all about her, no one but her mother
noticed.
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“Why didn’t you ever tell me you had these
abilities, Mom?”

Obviously Angelina Mason was having a
difficult time understanding her mother’s penchant for keeping
something as important as this a secret from her all these years.
Hadn’t they always shared everything? Hadn’t they always been more
like friends than simply mother and daughter? Why then would Sandra
Mason keep her daughter from knowing about the fact that she was
able to read the thoughts of other people and even send her own
thoughts into other people’s minds?

Mother and daughter had taken a taxi cab home
as soon as the police had finished interviewing everyone at the
notable restaurant Sixteen, where the crimes of robbery and rape
had been committed this night. At home now, they commenced their
discussion that had been building, seething inside of Angelina the
entire time since learning these facts about her own mother.

“It seems to me,” Sandra Mason pursed her
lips together in front before speaking, a sure indication to anyone
who knew her well that she felt what was being discussed was
something that worked both ways, that what her daughter was saying
applied to her equally as well, “that you have been keeping the
same type of secret from me as well, Angie. When were you going to
tell me that you had these same abilities, perhaps even stronger
ones than I have?”

Angelina’s face darkened as the blood flushed
her cheeks. She glanced down at the floor of the living room where
they were now standing, then back up at her mother, a shy,
embarrassed flush over her entire face.

“Sorry, Mom,” she nearly whispered her words.
“I haven’t had these abilities all that long,” which was an
outright lie. Angelina had begun developing her powers as a child,
but the best of them hadn’t appeared until she was twelve, at the
onset of puberty, slightly over six years ago, now that she was
eighteen.

“I thought of myself as a freak, something to
be stared at and didn’t want anyone knowing I could do the things I
found myself doing.” Another lie. Angelina felt exhilarated at
learning how much she could do, how well she could control not only
the minds of others, but use her powers to levitate herself up and
down, to even fly short distances, as long as she wasn’t too high
up. It almost seemed more like a hovering effect, since she could
only move along three feet above the ground or any other solid
surface. This meant she could effectively fly over the tops of
buildings as long as she remained no more than three feet above the
roofs, her levitation abilities hovering above the rooftops,
keeping her aloft as she moved along.

“Oh, honey,” Sandra moved forward, embraced
her teenage daughter in her loving arms, pulled her comfortingly to
her own bosom, the way she always had whenever she felt her
daughter was experiencing an emotional problem that only a mother
could understand.

“I’m sorry I never told you about my own
abilities. If I had, perhaps you wouldn’t have felt so alone and so
much like a – freak.” She hated even using this word. It made her
feel as though perhaps she were a freak as well, which she knew she
most certainly wasn’t. She was an upstanding member of Chicago
society, a leader in many areas of the city’s social life. How
could a person such as she be a freak?

“My abilities aren’t all that special,
really,” Sandra continued, caressing the back of her daughter’s
head, soothing her the way she had ever since Angelina was a little
girl. “I can’t do all that I now sense you can, which is so odd,
the fact that I can sense anything at all, I mean.”

From the odd expression on Angelina’s face,
Sandra explained herself.

“What I mean is that when you were very
little I could always sense how you were feeling, what your
emotions and moods were. I never actually read your thoughts, that
would be invasive and I would never do that to you, everyone is
entitled to her own private thoughts, after all.

“But when you were about eight or nine years
old, I found it harder and harder to read you, so-to-speak. It was
like something was blocking my own thoughts from experiencing what
you were going through.”

Angelina knew that her mother’s loss of
ability in reading her childlike moods was due to the fact that it
had been between the ages of eight and nine that Angelina had begun
developing strong enough to erect a psychic barrier, a shield that
prevented others from reading her thoughts, from entering her mind
at all.

“Then later,” Sandra continued speaking, “I
found it absolutely impossible to ferret out the tiniest bit of
information even from your moods. It was so frustrating. At first I
thought I had lost my abilities altogether, but then I learned it
was only where it concerned you that I had no power to read or
assess your moods or thoughts. I could still read everyone else’s
minds perfectly fine.”

“I sort of built up a mental shield around my
thoughts,” Angelina shrugged her shoulders as she confessed to
this. What harm could it do to admit that to her mother? It didn’t
reveal anything else about her abilities, or the late-night
adventures she had taken to so much more recently, adventures that
her mother would never consider to be within the realm of
legalities. The older woman would in fact be horrified to learn her
teenage daughter was accustomed to seeking out those of gang
affiliation, overcoming them with her mind or sometimes even her
physical prowess, since she had taken so many in-depth athletic
classes since she was five; acrobatics, gymnastics, dance, weight
training and aerobics, then later various forms of martial arts,
explaining to her mother that these were simply a more advanced
variety of the other physical lessons she had been taking for so
long. Anything that would enhance her physical attributes so she
could beat the shit out of any hood that got in her way.

“Well, that’s a good thing, I’m sure,” Sandra
tussled her daughter’s hair with her left hand, messing up the
teenager’s “do” and making the girl pull back from her mother.

“Mom. Don’t do that.” She giggled, letting
her mother know she wasn’t all that serious about not having her
hair tussled. It was a form of affection between the two of them
and Angelina knew it was intended as such.

“If you hadn’t had that ability, just as I
have,” Sandra continued their talk, “Who knows what could’ve
happened to you tonight. It was our shared ability to not be
mentally controlled that kept us from experiencing the horrors that
everyone else did after that – thug – raped everyone’s minds the
way he did.”

The use of the word “rape” caused Angelina to
think back to the way the Leader had forced himself upon that
woman. The memory made the teenager feel flushed once more, only
this time it was a feeling that began deep within her, in her
vagina. She almost groaned from the sensation, but caught herself
in time so her mother wouldn’t know how turned on she was getting
from the mere thought of being raped by that “thug”.

“I’d hate to think of my baby being molested
in any way by someone like that man tonight,” Sandra pulled her
daughter to her and kissed the top of her head, then released her,
sensing that Angelina no longer wanted to be held. Something had
changed suddenly. Perhaps the thought of what had taken place
tonight?

Mistakenly, Sandra Mason assumed the memory
of the raping of that unwilling woman had frightened Angelina. She
smiled her “mother still loves you” smile and allowed Angelina to
head up to her bedroom.

“Night, honey, see you in the morning,”
Sandra called out to her daughter’s retreating back.

“Night, Mom,” Angelina called back, blowing
her mother a kiss to show her everything was all right between
them.

Safely inside her room, Angelina quickly
peeled off the clothes she had been wearing all evening, enjoying
the nudity she viewed as she crossed in front of her full-length
mirror. She paused momentarily to enjoy the sight, and then found
her fingers exploring the lips of her vulva.

“Oooooo,” she moaned aloud, her eyelids
fluttering closed as her fingers continued manipulating the tiny
mound of flesh that was so highly erotic within her body. Just how
sensitive could a clitoris be, anyway? She had always wondered if
other girls her age felt as strongly about masturbating as she did?
Angelina had broached the topic several times with different
girlfriends at school, but had found the other girls reticent about
discussing such a “private” sexual act.

She decided it was normal for a girl her age
to pleasure herself this way, but forced herself to stop. She had
other far more important things to take care of tonight.

Like tracking down The Leader, as she now
thought of the robber/rapist she had seen tonight at dinner. He was
strikingly handsome – for an older man. She couldn’t keep herself
from thinking how exciting it would be to be fucked by someone like
him. Someone who possibly had even stronger powers than she
did.

“Put those thoughts out of your mind, Gina,”
she chastised herself, using the private nickname she used for
speaking to herself. No one else in the whole world called her
“Gina”, not her mother, her friends, teachers, nobody at all. It
was her private name for herself and she wasn’t about to tell
anyone else about it. She thought of it as her secret identity.
Even as she thought of herself in her action outfit, which she got
into now, barely concealing her vivacious nudity, as “Il Diavolo”,
which was Italian for “The Devil”. She had learned a bit of Italian
from a friend of hers whose mother was full-blooded Italian and had
moved to America as an adult right after marrying her friend’s
father, an American-Italian himself.

That was how she thought of herself – The
Devil, Il Diavolo. It fit her perfectly, since she could control
the minds of others and took such pleasure in seeing harm being
done to them. They were only thugs, hoods, criminals, after all.
They all deserved anything and everything that she did to them,
which was nothing, compared to what they did to other people,
innocent people, even to each other, like those hoods last night
whom she’d taken the drugs and money from. They hadn’t deserved
even to live, but she’d left them for the police to take care of
while she made off with their valuables. What would they do with
all that drug money and the drugs themselves in prison, which is
where she had learned earlier today the captured felons were now
heading?

Il Diavolo stood in front of her mirror once
more, examining herself all over. She ran her hands down her front,
stopping just long enough to caress her tight, pert, protruding
nipples beneath the skin-tight strip of cloth that served as her
outfit.

Oh, this was what her powers were all about.
Being able to flaunt her sexuality in front of those she controlled
and fought against. Parading herself like this, all-but naked, in
front of those men she held enthralled with her mind, while inside
their own brains each and every one of them wanted to beat the shit
out of her and fuck her so hard she would bleed to death.

She knew that was what they thought. She had
read it in enough of the minds of those she held captive while she
plundered their illegal goods, again, like those thugs last night.
They had seethed violently when they realized it was a mere girl
who was dominating them, taking their drugs and cash and leaving
them to take the rap for the two dead men in that alley.

Angelina laughed out loud as the memory
washed over her mind.

“Angie?” her mother called out on the other
side of her door. She must be heading to bed herself and heard
Angie’s laughter. “Everything all right?”

“Everything’s perfect, Mom. Just thinking of
a joke someone told me at school today. Wanted something funny to
be the last thing I thought of before falling asleep.”

The lies came so easily anymore. She had lied
to everyone she knew for so long, especially her mother, that she
wasn’t sure she could ever not lie when confronted with something
she didn’t want to talk about.

“All right dear,” Sandra called out, her
voice getting fainter, a sure indication she was walking beyond her
own bedroom door. “See you tomorrow.”

“Love you, Mom.” Angelina called out
sweetly.

“Love you too, sweetie,” was the last she
heard as her mother’s door clicked shut.

Not wasting another second, Angelina, nay, Il
Diavolo now, tied her brunette hair up on top of her head and
placed a nylon skull cap over it to keep it down flat. She then
fastened her blonde wig to her head, ensuring that it wouldn’t come
loose even under the most strenuous of circumstances. She opened
her bedroom window and stepped through to the slanted rooftop that
would allow her to levitate down to the ground on the side of their
house. Good thing they lived where they did. If anyone ever saw her
exiting her bedroom there would be a lot of questions to answer
to.

It took a short bit of “hovering” for Il
Diavolo to find her way back to the Trump Hotel. Once there she
scaled the wall on the side facing Lake Michigan, the side where
their table had been located inside the restaurant. It was easy
scaling the wall this way, since all she had to do was utilize her
hovering ability to float up alongside the wall of the building.
Levitating didn’t work for her when she tried lifting this high up
in the air. But hovering along the wall, using the solid surface of
the exterior as a surface to repel her force against, allowed her
body to float easily and effortlessly upwards until she reached the
window that peered within the restaurant.

She pressed her gloved hands against the pane
of glass, careful not to exude too much pressure. She had done that
once before and found herself falling inward, shattered glass
spilling all about her. It had taken every ounce of her psychic
power to erect a barrier that prevented the shards of glass from
piercing her flesh and ripping her to shreds. Wouldn’t that have
been a wonderful way for her mother to learn of her only daughter’s
wild and exotic night-life?

Using just enough force to keep herself
against the flat surface of the window at such a high altitude, Il
Diavolo peered within the large and now empty room with her psychic
senses on full. She scanned the room until she located the “vibes”
The Leader had emitted from his own powers.

“Yes!” she almost shouted out loud, catching
herself and making her exultant cry of less volume. Even out here
this high up there might be someone who would overhear her cry and
look out or up and see her on this window pane.

Now she “solidified” the energy vibes The
Leader emitted, finding them leading into the elevator and down to
the bottom floor of the building. She followed the energy signature
downward, watching the whole time to ensure no one came along and
noticed her scaling the wall like a large tan-and-red insect. The
image caused her to laugh once more. How absurd to be thought of as
an insect. What super-powered being in their right mind would want
to be known that way?

On the sidewalk now, Il Diavolo followed the
trail of emissions to a nearby parking garage. She paused and
concentrated with all her mental prowess and forced a shimmering
image of a vehicle to appear. She stood and concentrated on the
image, “seeing” the type of car The Leader had driven away in.

This whole process wasn't easy. Forcing so
much concentration out of her abilities always caused her to get a
serious migraine the next day. But that would be in the morning;
tonight she busied herself in locating the man she so erogenously
sought, regardless of tomorrow's consequences.

What she “saw” when she focused her psychic
power in order to envision the car the Leader had driven away in
was that of a brand new Mercedes-Benz SLR McLaren.

“Ooo, nice,” she nodded her approval. “Ok,
Mr. Leader,” Il Diavolo intoned softly to herself. “Since you took
off in a sports car built for only two people, I assume the rest of
your crew used a different car. I can’t see you as someone who
would allow any of those thugs inside your McLaren.”

It was fine with her that The Leader had
driven off separately from his crew. She didn’t want any of them.
She only wanted him.

“Let’s see where you go now, hmm?”

Effortlessly Il Diavolo followed the
shimmering image of the SLR out of the parking garage and out onto
the street. Hovering at three feet above the pavement that
comprised the road she followed directly behind the image as it
sped down the street, keeping at the speed limit posted at least
until getting far enough away from the scene of the crime so he
wouldn’t be connected to it.

Less than a mile from the parking garage Il
Diavolo almost got side-swiped by a speeding car that appeared from
a side street at an intersection. Of course the other car had been
moving along with the green light. It was the floating teenager who
had crossed against the green, following her ghostly prey.

The driver of the car, seeing that he had
almost collided with a practically naked and voluptuous girl, had
swerved off to the side, barely missing a collision with a lamp
post on the sidewalk. He craned his neck to look back at the girl,
wanting to assure himself he actually had seen what he’d thought he
had, but she was already far down the road and out of sight.

Once more the teenager laughed out loud, this
time not the least bit concerned over being heard, since she was
moving now at a rate of speed far faster than most cars on this
road traveled.

The SLR pulled into the parking garage
beneath a large apartment building. Il Diavolo paused just outside
the building. She could see on one side of the entryway a guard
shack where a solitary security guard was sitting inside. He
appeared to be looking at something in his hands, not out at the
street or the lane in front of him. Most likely looking at a porno
mag, she thought to herself and smiled.

Knowing the guard was too preoccupied to
notice her, especially since her movement didn’t constitute making
any sound the way a car would entering the garage, Il Diavolo sped
quickly past the guard shack, staying below the level of the window
that looked out at the entrance, and followed the image of the SLR,
noting that it parked within an assigned parking space.

The image merged with the physical body of
the actual sports car she had been looking for. She released the
image and it faded from view so she could walk about and inspect
the actual McLaren that sat in front of her. It was painted black
and silver. All of it shimmered sexually, even in the dim lighting
in the garage.

“Nice,” she whispered with a smile on her
lips. “I like this man even more now. Anyone with the taste to have
a ride like this deserves my respect and my body.”

Il Diavolo looked up and noticed the parking
space was listed as belonging to the Penthouse Suite. Her eyes grew
large as she realized The Leader had no inhibitions about flaunting
his ill-gained wealth.

“You are one hell of a bad boy, aren’t you?”
she asked rhetorically.

Crossing over to the elevator Il Diavolo
pressed the button marked PH but found the elevator unresponsive.
It was then she noticed that in order to access the penthouse a
person had to insert a key and turn it before pressing the
button.

“Cute. Makes perfect sense to me. If you are
robbing and raping innocent victims you certainly don’t want people
dropping in on you at home, do you?”

Pressing the button for the top floor just
beneath the penthouse, she smiled to find the elevator car moving
upward. Hopefully no one else would enter the car this late at
night, but if anyone did, she could easily and quickly cloud that
person’s mind so she wasn’t even seen in this car.

Halfway up to her destination the elevator
did indeed stop. She backed into a corner and watched as the doors
opened and a man and woman stepped in, both looked to be in their
early to mid forties. She smiled at the thought of what they would
think upon seeing someone dressed as provocatively as she was and
allowed them to see her in her entirety. Both the man and the
woman’s eyes grew big as they focused on the all-but-naked girl
before them.

Hesitantly the man fumbled for the button for
the floor they wanted, his fingers reacting spasmodically, as
though he was experiencing a seizure. A perfectly natural reaction,
since his eyes never left the sight of the voluptuous flesh before
him.

“Oh, for god’s sake, Charles,” the woman
snapped, her own hand snaking out and quickly pressing the button
for the floor two down from her own destination. “Grow up!” The
woman glanced toward the girl in the elevator, her eyes burning
holes through the scantily-clad girl she knew must be a whore
someone in the building had called to have visit him for elicit
sex.

Imagine such a thing happening in this
building!

Il Diavolo shimmied her flesh provocatively,
her hands ran down her front, pausing over her nipples, which she
pinched between the thumb and forefinger of each hand, pulling
outward so that the two-inch strip of cloth pulled away from her
flesh, revealing more of her breasts than was normally
available.

Once more the woman accompanying the man
exclaimed her indignation. The man alongside her shivered, his body
obviously responding favorably to what he was seeing. As the
elevator doors opened once more, the woman virtually pushed her
husband out through the opening to the hallway beyond. Her voice
could be heard loudly berating her husband as the elevator doors
closed, leaving the lone occupant to chuckle openly to herself as
she continued upward.

At her destination floor, Il Diavolo exited,
then moved quickly to the end of the hallway where a window was set
within the wall there. She walked up to the window, but discovered
it didn’t allow for being opened.

“Damn it!” she exclaimed in slight anger.

Her expression altered quickly, however, as
she concentrated upon the small glass pane. Her mental abilities
went to work and within seconds a slight scratching sound could be
heard as a line formed along the edge of the glass where the
wallboard covered the pane. Il Diavolo followed along the edge of
the pane until all four sides had been etched. She then exerted
enough force to pull the pane inward, grabbing hold of it with her
hands and setting the perfect rectangle of glass down against the
wall on the floor beneath the now open hole where a window was
supposed to be.

“Perfectly executed,” she smiled to herself,
stepping up onto the ledge before the opening. She crouched low
enough to fit through the opening, then used her power to scale the
wall the one floor up that was necessary for reaching the terrace
slightly off to the left above her head.

Il Diavolo set herself down upon the floor of
the terrace, and then used her mind to peer within the penthouse on
the other side of the arcadia doors.

Ah. There he was. She recognized The Leader’s
psychic signature even out here. And he was alone, which was
another plus for tonight. But now that she was this close to her
quarry, she found herself wondering exactly what was she hoping to
get out of this meeting with someone who was at least as powerful
as she herself? Did she really want to make his acquaintance? What
if he was as ruthless with her as he had been with the girl he
raped earlier? Would the thoughts she’d always had about her
abilities and the loss of her virginity come true? Would she lose
her powers if she allowed this man to penetrate her vagina with his
cock?

As she stood thinking in the darkness that
shielded her from the view of the man she had spent so much time
and energy searching for, a shadow suddenly loomed over her as the
light from within the penthouse was cut off. Panic set in as Il
Diavolo, feeling very much like the teenage high school girl she
was, looked up to see The Leader standing directly in front of her
on the other side of the glass doors.

Suddenly, her mind was seized by a force
outside of her own will. She found her body moving forward on its
own, her feet standing perfectly still.

The sliding door of glass moved open and she
felt her body flung within the brightly lit room even as the strong
hands of The Leader grabbed hold of her arms and pinned them to her
sides.

“So, you came her hoping to be fucked by me,
did you?” The voice of The Leader came evenly, smoothly to her ears
even as his hands reached forward and grabbed hold of the two-inch
strip of cloth that crisscrossed about her nakedness. He yanked
only once, but hard enough to pull the long strip of cloth away
from and off her flesh. He then seized each of her gloves one at a
time and pulled them freely from her arms. He nodded toward her but
once and the mesmerized teenager herself yanked her boots similarly
free.

Angelina Mason gasped in terror as she stood
completely naked before this man who she now knew without any doubt
was far more powerful psychically than she ever hoped to be.

“If being raped by me is what you hoped for,
darling,” his lips curled up in a sneer that caused his face to be
far more menacing than anything she had seen of him previously.
“Then being raped by me is exactly what you can expect.”

Suddenly the clothes he was wearing vanished
from his body, leaving The Leader as naked as she was, his hard and
erect cock already engorged with the blood necessary for
penetrating the vagina it hovered not three inches away from.
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As Angelina Mason stood immobile in the
living room of the penthouse suite belonging to the man she knew
only within her own mind as “The Leader”, her flesh quivered with
the contradicting emotions of fear and desire.

Fear, because she was still a virgin as far
as vaginal penetration was concerned, though she had often indulged
in oral sex and hand manipulation of cocks and vaginas with boys
and girls alike. And the thought yet niggled at her brain that if
she ever conceded to having vaginal sex, allowing a male to
actually penetrate her pussy, let a male penis pierce her flesh so
that she accepted his semen and sperm within her body, she would
completely and irrevocably lose the psychic powers that she enjoyed
so very much and which had allowed her to access this man’s
penthouse in the first place.

Desire, because at this very moment, with his
naked body standing fully before her, the firm, hard muscles of his
physique standing out for her to ogle and enjoy and lust after, the
rock hard muscle of his penis especially throbbing away as blood
pulsed within it, gorging it over and over again in preparation of
piercing her vagina, thrusting itself between her thighs and past
the lips of her vulva, sliding deep, so very deep, considering how
extremely long this cock was, the full thickness of his manhood
welling up within her, filling her body in a manner no other male
ever had or ever would again, considering that this one time and
this one time alone would be the one that would steal away her
virginity forever, she found herself quivering, both in body and
mind, excited over the impending loss of her virginity.

Should she be so excited? What if her fears
actually came true? What if she were to lose her powers at the loss
of her virginity? What then? How would she cope with her life if
all she had left was the normal existence any other eighteen
year-old girl of her era experienced? How could she possibly
continue on without the carnal excitement such abilities induced
within her each and every time she used them?

Looking into the stern and unyielding eyes of
the man before her, Angelina made a decision. Exerting as much of
her own willpower as his mind-control would allow, she found
herself finally able to bend her knees and lower her body slowly so
that her face eventually found itself on the same level as The
Leader’s throbbing cock. Without wasting another moment, Angelina
Mason, the mask of Il Diavolo yet in place upon her face as the
only remaining piece of her costume, though it was of no
consequence, since this man had no idea who she was in her normal
teenage identity, parted the full, thick lips surrounding her mouth
and pushed her head forward quickly. His quivering rod of flesh
vanished from sight until her lips closed about the base of his
shaft as far back as she was able. Only about two-and-a-half to
three inches remained, proving how long his cock truly was, since
the head of it was tickling her tonsils at the back of her
throat.

Angelina began licking his shaft, tasting the
saltiness of this organ’s flesh, lubricating it so that she was
better able to slide her lips back-and-forth, first slowly, very
slowly, almost agonizingly so, her tongue continuing to lick, her
lips pressing tight so her mouth was able to slurp back the saliva
produced by her oral actions.

Angelina found herself better able to move
her arms and hands now, as though she was being granted permission
to do whatever was necessary in order to pleasure this man whose
rock hard shaft was so fully filling her mouth at this moment. She
reached forward and took hold of his firm ass-cheeks, pulling his
body toward her as her head bobbed back-and-forth, her mouth yet
consuming his steely-rod over and over, producing a growing passion
inside of Angelina that caused her to feel virtually feverish, as
though she was about to burst into flames from such an outrageously
high fever.

Her sucking pace picked up, her head bobbed
faster and faster, her hands pulled his lower body toward her even
as her face moved of its own volition into the pulsing and
throbbing manhood.

For long minutes that continued on for a
seeming eternity Angelina sucked and bobbed along the entire length
of this cock until the man she devoured arched his back away from
her, a certain indication he was growing closer to climaxing. His
hands grabbed hold of her hair and dug in tightly, causing the
teenager’s thoughts only briefly to wonder if he might yet pull so
hard that the blonde wig she wore over her deep brunette hair might
come lose in his hands. The thought almost caused her to laugh, but
the passion and desire that yet welled up within her, enflaming her
lust to both please this man and herself by virtue of fulfilling
his carnal needs, turned aside the humor.

Ultimately she was startled as his pelvis,
which had been thrusting harder and harder for some minutes as he
was nearing his climax, thrust so ferociously into her that he
slammed his curly short-hair along with the hard, muscular pelvic
region behind it against her nose, causing only a slight bit of
pain that was overridden by the fact that hot, sticky, salty semen
even now burst forth to strike the back of her throat.

She began gulping and swallowing as fast as
she could, unsure if her oral actions would be able to adequately
consume as much as she felt being produced by this man’s testicles
as the semen kept coming, kept shooting against her tonsils,
splattering within her mouth so that she feared she might gag, but
still Angelina continued swallowing as quickly and as greedily as
she was able until finally she found no more sex-juice was being
produced and her mouth was clearing somewhat of the fullness she
had previously experienced.

The Leader slowly moved his hips
back-and-forth, as though he were about to start all over again,
but stopped after only a few minor thrusts. His hands gripped the
sides of her face and pulled upward, raising Angelina higher until
she was able to look more easily into his face, though with her
current height he yet towered over her by a good seven inches at
least.

“That was exquisite,” The Leader spoke
softly, almost caringly to her, then started to move his face
closer toward hers as though he was offering the chance to join
their lips together.

Oh goddess, Angelina’s thoughts became
frantic within her mind. He’s going to kiss me and my mouth is all
full of semen.

Suddenly his face averted and turned aside,
his body following suit as with his left hand The Leader reached
toward a nearby table and poured from a bottle of single malt
Scotch. The amber liquid half-filled a short, thick tumbler that
was completely round, unlike the usual flat-bottomed tumblers
Angelina was used to seeing, both in her own home and those of her
mother's friends, which he then lifted and handed over to
Angelina.

“Drink this and clear your mouth,” he spoke
calmly, his eyes sparkling with as much desire yet within him as
she had felt within herself while sucking his cock.

She accepted the Scotch and tipped the glass
to her lips, squinting her eyes involuntarily at the sharp bite of
the alcohol she had never tried before. This was nothing like the
fruity “frou-frou” drinks she had tried at several parties thrown
by classmates while their parents were out of town. This was an
adult drink and it actually burned as it slid down her throat.

Angelina pulled the tumbler from her lips and
gasped audibly, her eyes tearing up and turning slightly red from
the intensity of the alcohol.

“A little strong for you?” he laughed in such
a merry fashion she actually believed he must care for her. This
wasn’t anything at all like what had happened at the restaurant
earlier tonight. He wasn’t treating her the way he had that other
woman.

Suddenly he grabbed the drink from her hand
and almost tossed it onto the table where the bottle stood, but his
own psychic power caused the round tumbler to float safely down to
rest atop the table. His hands grabbed hold of her flesh, his
fingers digging so deeply she thought certainly he would draw blood
from the pressure.

Before she could speak her concerns, he spun
her body about so she faced away from him, then one hand pushed
against her head so that she bent over, her head the furthest away
from him of any part of her body while her shapely rounded ass was
pushed almost in his face. Only it wasn’t his face that came into
contact with her ass.

His hands took hold of her well-rounded
ass-cheeks and gripped even tighter than before, spreading the
cheeks so her vagina was perfectly framed for him to see. He then
thrust his pelvis forward and with one sudden motion jabbed the tip
of his once more elongated and throbbing muscle past the lips of
her vulva, not stopping there, however, but slamming fully through
so that the entirety of his cock pierced her flesh as though he had
stabbed her body with a sharp and long knife or a short sword.

Angelina gasped, and then cried aloud in pain
as he pierced her so ruthlessly that his pubic hair slammed up
against her anus. Inside of her body she could feel the hymen burst
from the initial thrust, the one and only thrust that now stole
away her virginity for all time. Blood ran out of her, though it
had a difficult time seeping past the huge cock that filled her
oh-so-tight vaginal opening, this being the first time anything
other than a short, slender tampon had been inside that portion of
her body. The blood continued, however, oozing around his cock and
dripping down her ass and down her legs in steady rivulets.

He then began pumping his pelvis, thrusting
back-and-forth even as he had earlier when he had been inside of
her mouth, only this time the enormity of his manhood was sliding
rapidly within her vagina, pressing tightly against the walls of
flesh that had never had anything filling its opening so
completely.

Only momentarily did Angelina cry out and
whimper. The sensation of pain passed as quickly as it had come and
she soon found herself enjoying the roughness of his actions inside
her vagina as much as she had when he had been in her mouth.

She began moving her own body along with his
thrusting so that their bodies meshed together in unison as the
fierce pumping continued and grew ever more fierce. Soon the duo
locked in sexual combat found themselves slowly advancing along the
carpet as his pounding loins pushed her forward again and
again.

At one point he leaned over and grabbed hold
of her firmly rounded breasts, gripping each one tightly within his
large hands, squeezing and releasing so that she felt almost as
though he were attempting to milk her mammaries. Fortunately for
her there was no milk within her mammary glands, since she had
never given birth. She couldn’t conceive of the thought of having
milk oozing out from her at this moment. All she wanted right now
was to bring him to his ultimate climax even as she had already
experienced several orgasms since he had entered her body. Only
just as earlier when he had penetrated that woman at the restaurant
twice and the second time had lasted much longer before he had
ejaculated his semen inside of her, so also she knew he would last
much longer this time before he was able to cum his second time,
this time within her vagina, not her throat.

Although she well knew that such an act as
his ejaculating inside of her could certainly cause her to become
pregnant, somehow the thought didn’t bother her at all. If
anything, it served to heighten her sense of eroticism, making her
more excited so she began enjoying this fuck session so much more
than she ever thought she might.

Oh goddess, she threw her head back as far as
she could and found herself feeling every thrust, every movement of
his body inside of hers and the reactions she felt within her to
his thrusting, all of it intensifying her excitement, her enjoyment
of this moment. The lips of her vulva tightened almost of their own
accord and she heard his gasp as her flesh clenched around his
bulging, throbbing cock that was gorged with so much blood at this
moment that her tightening action was actually painful to him.

He shifted his hands from her breasts to her
hair once more and pulled back on her head, as though pulling on
the reigns attached to a horse’s bridle. Her back arched much
further back, though she only tightened her vagina even more,
making him gasp louder this time than the last.

He removed one hand from her hair and swung
it downward, connecting it with her right ass-cheek with a
resounding “smack” that stung her flesh. Her eyes flew open wide
from the sharp slap and the pain that accompanied it. Then he did
it again, much harder, and she cried out from the pain, though
realized even as she cried that her body was enjoying this painful
experience.

Her ass wiggled and pressed harder into his
pelvis as he continued pumping his cock within her. He slapped her
ass again, then again, and yet again, until her cheek was flaming
red and burning from the action of his hand contacting her flesh so
sharply. And the stinging sensation was arousing her desire for him
all the more. Without meaning to, she found she was slamming her
ass harder and harder against him even as he himself increased his
own momentum so that both bodies were moving against one another as
hard and as fast as was physically possible, perhaps more so, since
each of them had abilities far beyond those of the average person
engaged in sexual intercourse.

Soon she felt his body stiffen, as it had
earlier when she had sucked him off. This time he pulled back so
hard on her hair with both hands as he stiffened that she felt as
though she might break in two at the waist. Yet her body bent into
the pressure exerted even as his loins pressed so deeply within her
that she felt for certain his entire body would be sucked up inside
of her vagina.

Finally he relaxed his grip on her head even
as his pelvis relaxed and slowly pulled back from her ass. He
slumped to the floor even as she collapsed to her knees, then sat
back upon her feet, finally falling over to one side so that she
sat on the plush carpet the same as he was.

They looked at one another hard, each other’s
eyes penetrating the other as though searching for something that
lay buried deeply with the other’s psyche.

Finally, he broke the silence that hung
between them.

“Are you sure you’re only eighteen and up
until I fucked you were still a virgin?” The laughter in his eyes
now proved he couldn’t believe what he had said was the truth, so
she nodded and confirmed it herself.

“Yup, I’m only eighteen, all right. Just had
my birthday a few months back. I graduate high school this
year.

"And this,” she waved a hand weakly between
them, indicating the long-lasting action they had just been engaged
in, “was the first time any man has ever penetrated me, other than
my mouth, that is.”

“I can’t believe that,” he groaned. “You
showed experience in fucking I would think only came from years of
fucking lots of men really hard and well.”

“It’s most likely because of my ability to
sense the thoughts and emotions of others,” she shrugged
nonchalantly. “Without even meaning to I pick up on what others
want, what they really yearn for, especially when fucking, so my
body just naturally does what the other person feels would be best
to make the interaction better.”

“Well, it sure worked for me tonight,” he
laughed, shaking his head and grinning. “Somehow, though I usually
only care about getting myself off, I found my own mind picking up
on what it seemed would work better with making you orgasm harder
and more often.”

“Is that why you started squeezing my breast,
then later began slapping my ass?”

“Yeah. I think it was. I mean, I do those
things anyway at times, but tonight, it just seemed like that was
what was needed at the moment, and it worked.”

“Boy, I’ll say.” Angelina got up on her knees
and crawled over to him, sitting between his outstretched legs and
leaning her body against his. She lifted her face to his and their
mouths pressed tightly against each other. For long minutes they
held in that position, each of them reaching out and wrapping their
arms about the other, pulling themselves closer for a tight
embrace.

Then he dropped backward and pulled her on
top of him. She spread her legs as they changed position so that
her cleft spread open in order to accept his
enlarged-for-the-third-time cock once more inside of her. His hands
held her firmly, though not too tightly, by her hips even as she
leaned forward and began to gently thrust her hips. She rocked
gently, then more rapidly, each rocking movement alternately
lifting her up from his cock then lowering her back down again,
forming an easy sliding motion that intensified as she tightened
her vaginal walls once more, encasing his throbbing cock as though
in concrete.

He gasped, as he had earlier when she’d done
this maneuver, then began thrusting his hips upward as much as was
possible in this position. Soon the lusty duo was fiercely rocking
and thrusting as his spear of flesh impaled her over and over and
over again.

Suddenly, the door to the penthouse burst
open, causing both of them to look in that direction even as a lone
figure pushed past the doorjamb to stand within the room.

“Stop! You can’t be doing that,” the
unexpected intruder shouted loudly, though the words sounded more
pleading than commanding.

“Mom?” Angelina recognized the distraught
appearing woman who stood not twelve feet away from her as her body
continued to thrust forward onto this long, hard shaft that pulsed
so hotly within her. “What the hell are you doing here, Mom?”
Angelina sounded more angry than surprised this time, her emotion
changing just that fast over being intruded upon by her own
mother.

Only briefly did Sandra Mason look at her
daughter, who she knew for a certainty was no longer a virgin, her
eyes fixing more fervently on the man lying beneath her
barely-of-age daughter.

“Andrew, you can’t do this to her. She’s your
daughter.”

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


IL DIAVOLO

 



PART FIVE

 


 


The words struck within the mind of the man
who had once been Andrew Mason, striking him as though he’d just
been hit by a demolition crane moving at full speed toward a brick
wall it was intent upon breaking through.

“What?” he nearly leaped upward, his actions
unsettling the teenager who seemed intent upon continuing their
intercourse, despite the fact that her own mother stood right in
front of her, seeing her not only completely naked, but in the very
act of fucking a grown man – a man who also, if Sandra’s words were
to be believed, was the father of this gorgeously shaped dynamo of
sexuality he’d fucked three times so far.

Oh my god, he groaned within himself. “What
have I done?” he spoke aloud, looking down at the girl who might
well be his daughter as he stood now above where she sat so
nonchalantly on the floor of his apartment.

“You didn’t know, Andrew, you couldn’t
possibly know,” Sandra Mason moved up closer to him, wanting to
take hold of this man she’d thought dead all these years, nearly
eighteen years since she’d seen him last.

“My name’s not Andrew any longer,” he spoke
more evenly, as though the shock of what he’d discovered only
moments ago was wearing off, leaving him now who he’d been these
past two decades. “After the fire at the museum I changed my
identity, became someone completely different.”

“What?” Sandra was astounded by the
admission. “Why, Andrew..?” she caught herself, wondered
momentarily what she should call him if he was no longer the same
man she had married so long ago.

“Alan,” he said matter-of-factly. “My name’s
Alan Michaels now.”

“At least you kept the same initials,” Sandra
now sounded almost accusing. She crossed her arms tightly about her
body, as though the room had just turned as cold as the dead of
winter, though in truth the temperature was quite warm within this
penthouse suite, made even warmer by the ferocious sexuality that
until recently had caused the temperature to increase
dramatically.

“Why did you change your name – Alan? Why
didn’t you let me know you were still alive? What happened that
day? Where did you…?”

“Stop, Sandra,” he held up a hand, palm out
and forward, ceasing the endless barrage of questions that assailed
him. “This isn’t the time or place for answering those questions.
Maybe later we can talk about what happened. Right now…” Alan
Michaels glanced over at the still naked girl who had moved over to
sit upon his satin-covered love seat, her legs crossed demurely, as
though she were among friends, perhaps at a small cocktail party.
Her hands were clasped in her lap, her legs crossed at the knees,
though she made no overt attempt to conceal her nakedness, even
with her mother standing nearby and the fact that her own
father…

Alan groaned and slumped backwards, allowing
himself to fall into the chair behind him. His long penis, which
hung flaccid now, though yet was longer than what most men had
hanging between their legs, was exposed for both of the females in
the room to stare at. And they did, both of them, though for very
different reasons.

Sandra found herself wishing he would cover
himself so they could talk like civilized people, the way they used
to.

Angelina yet burned within with the desire to
impale herself upon his throbbing cock once more, bringing it alive
while it pummeled her until he climaxed inside of her yet again,
regardless of who he was or might be.

Somehow Sandra picked up on her wanton
daughter’s disgusting desires and glanced about the room. Locating
a dark blue satin robe lying across a chair on the other side of
the room, she walked briskly over to it and snatched it up, then
walked as briskly over to Andrew, no, Alan, and tossed it at him
with a burning anger that was growing.

“Here. Put this on, will you? Maybe covering
yourself will help our daughter to stop lusting after you like a
sex-starved nymphomaniac.”

She glanced at Angelina, who only looked away
as though what Sandra had said made no difference to her at all.
What was wrong with her? What had happened to her daughter? Where
was the sweet, innocent, loving girl she had given birth to and
raised all these years? Could having sex with this man, regardless
of whom he was, have altered something within her brain chemistry?
Was there something about his physiology that could possibly subtly
alter her own physiology so that she was no longer the same sweet
girl who just this morning had been so loving and kind to her
mother?

As though she had mentally heard what her
mother had thought, Angelina turned away from Sandra, her eyes
flashing hatred, her tongue clicking against the inside of her
mouth in a “tsk” that signified annoyance. For once Sandra broke
her own self-imposed rules and utilized her psychic abilities in
order to enter in and read her daughter’s mind.

Her eyes narrowed as she concentrated more
intensely than she’d ever had to with anyone else since this power
had first come over her – right after the fire in the museum that
she mistakenly thought had killed her husband. What was it about
that day? Was there something that had occurred that was out of the
ordinary? Something that…

“Of course,” Sandra whispered, forgetting all
about reading her daughter’s mind for the moment.

“Of course what?” Alan asked, curious about
his former wife’s query.

“I’ve never thought about what caused the
fire at the museum. I never wanted to think about that day, since
it had destroyed my life by taking away my husband…so I thought.”
Her eyes flashed angrily for a brief moment before returning to the
despair that had previously been there.

“The statues,” Sandra barely breathed the
words from between her lips, so astounded was she over never having
considered the answer before now.

“Are you telling me you really never thought
about that until now?” Alan seemed almost condescending as he shook
his head briefly, staring at his former wife. “Of course it was the
statues. What else could have caused such a fire as that? There
wasn’t any other source of heat present at that moment. Did you
think the flames and the resulting explosion came out of
nowhere?

“Those two statues were opposite sides of the
same power. They were diametrically opposed to one another and when
we brought them together they reacted by going to war with one
another. That’s what caused the fire and the explosion,
Sandra.”

“Stop treating me like a child!” Sandra
glared with intense hatred now at the man seated before her. “It
was something I never wanted to think about. Something I blocked
from my memory until now. Until this very moment all I wanted from
that day was to have my life back, exactly as it had been before
the fire came along and consumed everything that was important to
me.”

"Meaning me,” Alan spoke casually now,
without animosity or derision.

“Yes, meaning you, Andrew.” She spoke his old
name with disgust, knowing now that she had mourned over him
needlessly, lamenting that horrible day and wishing she could do it
over again so that perhaps it would turn out differently.

But if it was the fault of those two
statues…

“Give it a rest, Mom,” Angelina stood to her
feet and strode toward Sandra, mindless still of the fact that she
was not only naked, but that traces of blood as well as semen had
dried upon the length of her legs and were plainly visible for all
to see.

“No one else cares about that day. No one
here gives a flying fuck one way or the other that you thought
‘daddy dearest’ was dead, when he had only skipped out on you.

“Oh goddess, I can’t believe he actually
stayed with you as long as he did.”

The sound of Sandra’s hand as it slapped
Angelina’s cheek was so loud it might have woken the neighbors, had
there been any other people living on this floor of the
building.

Angelina held her head off to the side for a
long moment, her mouth open, her eyebrows knitted together in fury
over having been so struck.

Sandra’s face changed rapidly from anger to
horror as she realized how she had just struck her daughter, her
only child, the daughter she loved and cherished more than anything
or anyone else in this whole wretched world.

“Oh my god, Angie,” Sandra stepped forward
and held out her hands, wanting so very much to wrap her arms about
her daughter and pull her close, hug her tightly, lovingly, the way
both of them had all their lives when hurt or in pain.

Instead, Angelina turned her face toward her
mother, the expression upon her features one of intense loathing
such as no daughter should ever have for her mother.

In the blink of an eye Sandra Mason froze in
place, her entire body stiffening as though she was nothing more
than a department store mannequin. Her eyes went blank as though
life no longer lived behind them. Her lungs ceased breathing. Her
eyelids no longer fluttered or blinked. Everything about her cried
out that Sandra Mason was no longer among the living.

“My god, what did you do to her?” Alan
Michaels leaped to his feet and stood before the statue that was at
one time long ago his wife, the mother of this girl who supposedly
was his daughter as well as hers.

“Chill the fuck out,” Angelina sounded every
bit like the teenager she actually was, her voice exhibiting the
annoyance so many teens have toward the parents they feel don’t
understand them and want only to deprive them of ever having
fun.

“She’s still alive. All I did was suspend her
body functions, like putting her in suspended animation?” Her
attitude sounded as though she were saying, “Duh.”

Alan stared at the girl before him. Who was
this girl? Why was she acting this way? What had happened to the
truly youthful teenager who had ventured here looking for him with
the nervous anticipation of possibly losing her virginity to an
older man?
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