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In the En­chanted For­est


Milla, whose real name was Camille when she was still a maid at the court of Queen Marie-An­toinette, is now a ban­ished an­gel in the mag­i­cal for­est, the leg­endary for­est of Brocéliande. Saint Pe­ter had caught her in a mi­nor trans­gres­sion and con­demned her to a few hun­dred years of ex­ile in the en­chanted for­est near Douarnenez in Brit­tany; he could have clipped her wings or worse. But Saint Pe­ter had be­come very old and very wise; he knew that the lit­tle ban­ish­ment for this young an­gel was pun­ish­ment enough.


When she was still a new ar­rival in Heaven, De­part­ment XXXVX, she came to Ver­sailles fresh from the French royal court. She was one of the beau­ti­ful queen’s in­ti­mate ser­vants and if one of the queen’s ad­mir­ers wanted too ag­gres­sively to get into her un­der­wear, Camille would step in, that was her job. To­day she ac­tu­ally no longer knew what she was do­ing with each gen­tle­man; these mem­o­ries had been taken away from her at the gates of heaven. She en­tered the king­dom of heaven like an as­ton­ished child en­ter­ing the room where the Christ­mas tree was. She got real, beau­ti­ful floor-length wings, snow-white, with­out the slight­est flaw. The blem­ishes with which the wearer had stained her­self could be rec­og­nized by the white­ness of the wing. The first male an­gel she ever saw was named Robert. Robert Bruce. And she po­litely in­tro­duced her­self as Camille, Her Majesty’s lady-in-wait­ing.


Robert was very, very friendly. He said he was from Scot­land, he was some­one there. She curt­sied po­litely, but Robert, who was prob­a­bly 30 years older than she, just laughed. “On earth, in Scot­land, your court curtsy to the king would be ap­pro­pri­ate, Camille. But here I am an or­di­nary an­gel, no longer a king.” It was also he who taught her that here in heaven you only greeted and said good­bye with a kiss on the cheek. Milla had no mem­ory of kiss­ing him, but when his stub­ble tick­led her cheeks, she laughed. Get­ting kisses felt good.


Milla asked him why he al­ready had a few brown feath­ers on his wings. Robert looked puz­zled; that was com­mon knowl­edge. Nev­er­the­less, she con­tin­ued to look at him ques­tion­ingly. “I smug­gled a lit­tle of my sex­u­al­ity through the gates of heaven, Milla, and some­times this hap­pened, some­times that.” Milla said she didn’t know what sex­u­al­ity was. Robert scratched his head of hair. “Oh, girl, here there are al­most 6,000 fe­male an­gels for ev­ery male an­gel, I said al­most 6,000 fe­male an­gels for ev­ery one an­gel, you can’t help but slip oc­ca­sion­ally if you know what I mean.” Milla didn’t un­der­stand what he meant, but nod­ded po­litely. She was a good an­gel, Camille, who came from the Queen’s court and didn’t know what a man was, ex­cept that he some­times wanted to get into her un­der­wear, that had been her job, to stand in for the Queen. But she didn’t know that any­more ei­ther.


Robert, the Scot­tish an­gel with the brown spots on his wings, took her by the hand. He led them through the golden halls of heaven. The an­ge­lesses sat on banks of clouds and knit­ted or spun golden threads, but Robert drew them fur­ther, to a more re­mote part of the sky, where the clouds were thicker and there were fewer an­gels about. He sat down on a soft cloud and pulled Camille to him. “I have to show you, oth­er­wise you’ll never un­der­stand,” he said, his voice deep and rough. He placed his hand on her breast, over the snow-white robe. Camille winced, it was a feel­ing she didn’t know. Warmth spread from his hand, flood­ing her en­tire body. She felt her nip­ples harden, like lit­tle pins be­neath the sheer veil.


“See?” Robert whis­pered, his fin­gers find­ing the tips of her teats. He kneaded her gen­tly, but with a firm hand. Camille moaned softly. It was an in­ex­pli­ca­ble feel­ing, a mix­ture of shame and bud­ding lust. “This is just the be­gin­ning, Camille,” Robert said, his other hand go­ing un­der her robe. He found her belly but­ton, draw­ing cir­cles around it as his lips sought her neck. He kissed her, not like the cheek kiss­ing she knew, but with open lips, his tongue en­ter­ing her mouth, ex­plor­ing, danc­ing with her own. Camille was over­whelmed, her head was spin­ning, her heart was rac­ing.


His hand moved lower, be­tween her thighs. Camille was caught off guard when his fin­gers found the wet pussy lips. She screamed, but Robert held her tight. “It’s okay, my an­gel, it’s okay,” he whis­pered. His fin­gers found her clit, the lit­tle trea­sure that even she didn’t know about. He mas­saged her, rubbed her, and Camille felt a wave of plea­sure rush through her body. She was shak­ing, moan­ing, her breath com­ing in short gasps. “Yes, that’s good,” Robert said, his fin­gers go­ing deeper into her. He found her hy­men, the lit­tle mem­brane that made her an un­touched vir­gin. 


But the sky watch­ers had heard them. Saint Pe­ter him­self ap­peared, his face dark. “Robert Bruce, you tried again!” he thun­dered. “You tried to se­duce an in­no­cent an­ge­less!” Robert re­treated hastily, straight­en­ing his robe. “She wanted it, Saint Pe­ter, she asked for it!” he de­fended him­self. But Pe­ter was adamant. “You are a se­ducer, Robert, and you will be pun­ished. You will re­ceive an­other dark brown feather, you slave of your loins. And you, Camille, you will be ban­ished to the en­chanted for­est near Douarnenez in Brit­tany. There you will learn what it means to be a good lit­tle an­gel.”


Camille cried, but it was too late. Pe­ter grabbed her hand and pulled her with him. They flew through the gates of heaven, down to earth. The en­chanted for­est was dark, mys­te­ri­ous, full of moss and old trees. Pe­ter put her on the ground. “You will stay here un­til your pun­ish­ment is over,” he said and dis­ap­peared. Camille was alone, an an­gel in the for­est, ex­iled, with a pre­mo­ni­tion of lust in her heart and a long­ing for more.


The days in the en­chanted for­est were long and lonely. Camille wan­dered through the for­est, ate berries, drank from the streams. But she felt empty, with­out the touch of a man, with­out the ful­fill­ment she had sensed from Robert. She longed for him, for his touch, for his cock. One evening as she sat on the shore of a small lake, she heard a rustling in the bushes. A man stepped out, tall and slim, with dark hair and deep brown eyes. He was naked, his skin shin­ing in the moon­light. Camille froze, but the man smiled. “I am Di­anas­son,” he said, his voice like honey. “I am the lord of this for­est, I am the hunter in the en­chanted for­est.”


Camille stared at him, his body per­fect, ev­ery mus­cle de­fined, his cock semi-erect, hang­ing limply over his thigh. She felt her vagina be­com­ing moist and the de­sire build­ing up in­side her. “I’m Camille,” she said, her voice shak­ing. Di­anas­son stepped closer, his hands find­ing her body. He took off her robe, let­ting it fall to the floor. Her snow-white wings spread, shim­mer­ing in the moon­light. “An an­gel,” Di­anas­son whis­pered, his eyes shin­ing. “I haven’t had an an­gel here in a long time.”


The days in the en­chanted for­est were no longer lonely. Di­anas­son was of­ten with her, he showed her the se­crets of the for­est, the hid­den springs, the glow­ing mush­rooms and brought her an­i­mal meat and an­i­mal skins and furs, so that she would sleep softly upon them at night. He was a se­ri­ous, clever man and taught them to talk to the birds and the an­i­mals. He never touched her like Robert Bruce; a kiss on the cheek was ap­pro­pri­ate as a greet­ing and a farewell. Di­anas­son was also ban­ished here by the ma­gi­cian Mer­lin be­cause he had se­cretly mounted and mated the shy Queen Guinevère night af­ter night while she was dream­ing.


Di­anas­son said, “You are a beau­ti­ful, un­touched an­gel, Camille. The last an­gel ban­ished here was named Lu­crezia Bor­gia — an old, with­ered crone. Her once-white wings were streaked with many brown and pitch-black feath­ers. Though she was ugly as night, she con­stantly wanted to be fucked, and she wrung me dry to the very last drop.” Milla, who did not yet know the word “fucked,” nod­ded ami­ably as if she un­der­stood. “Ah, so you had to lay with that Lu­crezia Bor­gia, is that it?” and he nod­ded very de­ject­edly. Milla mur­mured that it was ev­i­dently im­por­tant to mankind for men to lie down  to the girls. He nod­ded again; that’s how it is.  “Many years ago, I used to se­cretly lie with our Queen Guinevère ev­ery night; I would fuck her re­peat­edly and fill her deep with my seed while she lay in a pro­found slum­ber, dream­ing of cou­pling, mat­ing and fuck­ing. The wiz­ard Mer­lin grew fu­ri­ous at this and ban­ished me here, al­low­ing me to take only my youngest sis­ter along to be my wife. Mer­lin mar­ried me to my thir­teen-year-old sis­ter ac­cord­ing to an­cient cus­tom, and he smirked, for he had be­witched her so that an in­sa­tiable fire burned in her ass and an un­quench­able vol­cano seethed in her cunt.  He gave her to me as a part­ing gift — a horny lit­tle wife who would keep me on my toes, al­low­ing me to grad­u­ally for­get the beau­ti­ful Queen Guinevère. For that — hon­estly — I re­main grate­ful to him to this day.” He paused thought­fully.  “I see, Camilla; you are still un­touched and surely have no de­sire to fuck, do you?” Milla shook her head, un­der­stand­ing noth­ing. Di­anas­son re­garded her naked body with ap­proval af­ter re­mov­ing the veil Saint Pe­ter him­self had wrapped around her hips. The hunter was very taken with the an­gel; she was nearly two me­ters tall, with a flaw­less physique and skin of beau­ti­ful, un­blem­ished white­ness. She had lovely, full breasts, wom­anly rounded hips, and a fine, dark down above her cunt. He asked if she had ever lain with a man or an an­gel. She blushed.


“Yes, per­haps, Mas­ter Di­anas­son. Saint Pe­ter sent me here be­cause I had lain with my friend Sir Robert Bruce; like me, he is an an­gel, though an old one. Robert would have me lie down be­fore him and spread my legs; then he would stare at my cunt, rub him­self vig­or­ously, and let his juices rain down upon Scot­land like hail. That was some­thing Saint Pe­ter could not abide. That is why he merely ban­ished me here in­stead of hack­ing off my wings.” Di­anas­son nod­ded un­der­stand­ingly. “Don’t be afraid, Camille; I cer­tainly won’t fuck you — is that okay?” Milla nod­ded, even though she didn’t know ex­actly what fuck­ing was. He con­tin­ued, “I have plenty of women at home for fuck­ing. My wife and my seven daugh­ters — ex­cept for the youngest; she’s still too young to be fucked.” Milla was glad he had such a large fam­ily. He gave a rough laugh. “It’s a lot of work, though; it usu­ally takes all day to prop­erly fuck and im­preg­nate my wife and our six daugh­ters. Af­ter all, I’m the only man for miles around.”


He asked if she would lie there as a model while he re­lieved him­self. Milla nod­ded, a bit un­cer­tainly. “Like with Sir Robert?” Di­anas­son nod­ded. “Yes, lie down here on the soft moss and spread your legs; I want to de­light in the sight of your cunt and re­lieve my­self, but I cer­tainly won’t fuck you. I prom­ise.” Milla still didn’t know what the word “fuck­ing” meant, but she lay down in the moss and let him look at her cunt. He brushed the downy hair aside, and his fin­gers parted her labia. Milla’s heart was pound­ing in her throat; Robert did ex­actly the same thing. Di­anas­son stared at her ex­posed cunt and rubbed his cock. Just like Robert, he pulled his fore­skin all the way back un­til the lit­tle red tip emerged. Then he rubbed his cock for a good ten min­utes; the tip touched her labia and danced upon them. “It tick­les so nicely, Hunter Di­anas­son,” Milla whis­pered, her cheeks flushed pink. But when he came, he didn’t aim his cock at the clouds to make it rain in Scot­land; in­stead, his seed spurted over her labia and onto the moss. Milla found this game fas­ci­nat­ing and truly beau­ti­ful. From then on, when­ever he came by, they played this lovely game.


One day, she asked the hunter to ex­plain the mean­ing of the word “fuck­ing.” Her eyes went wide and round as he de­scribed it to her in de­tail. “And do peo­ple do it be­cause it’s fun, or be­cause they want to make ba­bies?” she asked. He nod­ded. “Both. It’s not just about the fun; that’s how Mother Na­ture en­sures we have ba­bies and don’t die out.” Now Milla un­der­stood it all. She whis­pered, ask­ing if he had ever fucked an­gels, too? He laughed and slapped his thighs. “Oh, Camille, of course I’ve fucked all the fallen an­gels — there must have been hun­dreds of them, some even over the course of many years. Ex­cept for the vir­gin an­gels; that was for­bid­den to me by the wicked Mer­lin. I never got to de­flower a sin­gle vir­gin with snow-white wings.” He added, “But only like can mate with like — dwarves with fe­male dwarves, hunters with hu­man girls and hu­man women, and fe­male an­gels with male an­gels. That way, there are no ugly hy­brids; ev­ery­one keeps to their own kind. That is the di­vine or­der.” At that mo­ment, Milla de­cided she ab­so­lutely had to mate with the next  male an­gel she met! Fuck­ing — oh, how won­der­ful it sounded now! The hunter mated with his wife, his sis­ter; not only did they have a tremen­dous amount of fun, but he also gave her ba­bies. He mated with his six daugh­ters; they all had a great time, and he gave them ba­bies too. Milla closed her eyes and pic­tured it all in her imag­i­na­tion. Oh, how won­der­ful it was!


One morn­ing, as Camille was wan­der­ing through the for­est col­lect­ing ed­i­ble mush­rooms and berries, she found some­thing. It was no an­i­mal, no wing­less hu­man like Di­anas­son. It was more like a bun­dle of rags, frozen rags. But it had a face and a big hooked nose and it was sleep­ing. Or was it dead? She lis­tened and heard the faint sound of the heart­beat. So it was still alive. She grabbed it and ran to her drift­wood hut. It was frozen, so she had to warm it up some­how. Be­hind their hut ran a stream fed by the vol­cano. At the very source the wa­ter was so hot that it burned your skin. If you walked just 100 me­ters it was still hot, but bear­ably hot. An­other 100 me­ters fur­ther it was nice and warm, this was also the part where she bathed ev­ery morn­ing. She put the bun­dle of rags in the wa­ter, half sub­merged it and took a few steps back; the lit­tle per­son in the bun­dle of rags was sup­posed to be thawed out. That was com­pletely log­i­cal. She prob­a­bly waded for an hour in knee-deep, hot wa­ter, just be­ing care­ful not to sub­merge her nose, as she didn’t want to drown. She looked around for help, but Di­anas­son was nowhere to be seen; he would have known what to do.


She no­ticed that the lit­tle per­son in the bun­dle of rags had opened his eyes, large, round, light blue eyes. She un­packed the whole face, it was ob­vi­ously a small child, but some­how old, very old. It had no hair on its head, a large hooked nose and smooth skin. She wet his trem­bling blue lips with warm wa­ter on her fin­gers, she smiled be­cause the lit­tle guy looked around, ori­ent­ing him­self.


“I’m Milla, ac­tu­ally Camille. I live here in the for­est. And who are you?” And lo and be­hold, the lips were no longer blue, but deep pink. “I’m Jack, Jack van der Meer, from Pin­gui­toles. “…. can I live on or am I al­ready dead?” Milla won­dered about this ques­tion. It was these ice-cold, frozen rags that made him freeze to death. “If I take the rags off of you, you’ll feel warm straight away, Jack from Pin­gui-Dingsda. Don’t be ashamed of your nu­dity. lit­tle man. I can also tie some rab­bit skins around you if you’re cold.” He nod­ded. “Please take away the rags, they carry a mag­i­cal curse. “Yeah, the rab­bit fur thing, that would be nice.”


Milla re­al­ized it was the rags that kept mak­ing him cold. “I’m go­ing to bathe you naked in the warm wa­ter for a while un­til you’re re­ally warmed up, Jack von Dingsda. Then we’ll go to my hut, well, to the shed I cob­bled to­gether out of drift­wood. There are plenty of hare skins and rab­bit skins there. The hunter Di­anas­son some­times brings them to me when he goes home from hunt­ing to his fam­ily.”


She peeled Jack out of the rags and threw them onto the bank, where they hissed into dust. The curse was lifted. She let lit­tle Jack float naked in the warm wa­ter for half an hour, she stroked the lit­tle naked boy with the big cock un­til he said he was warm now. They went to her hut and she picked out two rab­bit skins for him. He wrapped it around his shoul­ders and was soon very happy.


Camille placed some pieces of wood in the stone cir­cle, made the sign with her hand and the wood flamed up. So they sat com­fort­ably around the camp­fire and she ques­tioned him thor­oughly. They sat fac­ing each other, the crack­ling fire danc­ing be­tween them, cast­ing long shad­ows on the walls of the hut. Camille leaned for­ward, her face cu­ri­ous and open. “You have to tell me ev­ery­thing, Jack from Pin­gui­toles. Why did you end up here in the en­chanted for­est in rags that could freeze some­one? Did you es­cape? Were you cast out?” Her eyes stud­ied him, and there was not only cu­rios­ity in them, but also a spark of the old an­gelic lust she had learned in Di­anas­son. Jack was no god, no pow­er­ful for­est spirit, but he was a man. A small, strange man, but a man any­way. She could see his bare arms be­neath the furs, his skin was smooth, but there was a weari­ness in his eyes that seemed far be­yond his age.


Jack sighed and pulled one of the furs closer around him­self. The warmth of the fire seemed to re­turn him bone by bone. “Pin­gui­toles… this is a vil­lage that you can’t find if you look for it. It’s a place for the… spe­cial peo­ple. For dwarfs, for witches, for those who don’t fit into the nor­mal world.” He laughed bit­terly. “A refuge that be­comes a prison. My mother… she is a hunter. But not for deer, no. She hunts men. Rich, pow­er­ful men. She se­duces them, takes their money, their power, their rep­u­ta­tion and leaves them as bro­ken husks. I was her tool, her lit­tle spy. With this nose,” he poked his hooked nose, “I could smell ev­ery lie, sniff out ev­ery se­cret. With my…” he hes­i­tated, “…with my spe­cial tal­ent I was able to get men to do ev­ery­thing my mother wanted.”


Camille nod­ded slowly. She didn’t un­der­stand the game of power and se­duc­tion from the hu­man world, but she knew the raw, an­i­mal at­trac­tion that one body could ex­ert on an­other. “And the rags?” she asked gen­tly, glanc­ing at the shore where only dust re­mained from the cursed rags.


“A part­ing gift from my mother,” Jack growled. “She be­trayed me. Her lat­est vic­tim was more pow­er­ful than she thought. He didn’t break her. So she sac­ri­ficed me. She wrapped me in these rags that carry a cold curse and left me in the for­est to freeze to death or be eaten by the wolves. A sac­ri­fice to save her own skin. ‘You’ve al­ways been just a tool, Jack,’ she said.” He looked into the fire, and the light blue eyes seemed to glow for a mo­ment. “But I’m not just a tool. And I won’t die. Let her be­lieve I’m dead. I’ll hunt on my own, on shy and chaste women and their lit­tle daugh­ters. They’ll all cry and scream un­der the force of my cock.” Milla looked at him with wide eyes, looked at his cock and, to be hon­est, didn’t un­der­stand a word.


Camille felt a wave of com­pas­sion, but also some­thing else. It was the ex­cite­ment of the new, the un­known. This small, frag­ile-look­ing man had a strength within him that fas­ci­nated her. She stood up and sat next to him, so close that their thighs touched. “You are not alone, Jack van der Meer. You are here. And here,” she stroked his cheek with a fin­ger, “there are no moth­ers who sac­ri­fice their chil­dren. Here there is only the for­est, the an­i­mals, the hunter Di­anas­son… and me.” She leaned in, her lips just a touch away from his. “And I, Jack, know how to drive away the cold. Not just with fire and furs.”


Now Jack told her his life story as they roasted the mush­rooms over the fire and ate them with berries. A de­li­cious meal, all in all. “My mom is my mom, I won’t say any­thing bad about her. She’s a ma­gi­cian, she be­witched men, made them taste her body and then took all their money and power, pock­et­ing it like a skilled thief. She trained me as a spy and I’ve been her lover since I was 12. I al­ways pre­tended to be 18 or 19, but I’m only a skinny 16. When mom was hav­ing fun with the men, I did the same with his poor wife or his daugh­ters, be­cause I liked it very much and they loved my cock. And now Mama got the wrong per­son. I warned her that the guy was a fake, but she ig­nored my warn­ing. He was the most pow­er­ful ma­gi­cian around and he gave her the choice: she or I had to put on the rags and freeze to death. That was his say­ing Heart­break­ing, but she wouldn’t trade her life for mine for any­thing in the world. So that ma­gi­cian left me in the for­est to freeze to death in the curse of the rags. And you saved me, Milla. I’ll thank you for that un­til the end of my life.


Camille stared at the naked gnome stand­ing so con­fi­dently in front of her. His words echoed in her head, a mix of raw, dirty truth and a strange, al­most ab­surd logic. “So your mom be­witches men and makes them do bad things to her body while she steals and robs it? And in the mean­time you’re hav­ing fun with their wives and daugh­ters and your hose?” Jack stared at her in dis­be­lief, yes for heaven’s sake, did she re­ally have no idea? “Yes, that’s ex­actly how it is, the wives and daugh­ters have a lot of fun with my hose, Milla!” Her gaze trav­eled from his hook-nosed face, to the strange hump on his shoul­der, down to the thing he called his ‘cock’. It dan­gled limply be­tween his thighs, a good-sized wrin­kled tube, noth­ing that she found par­tic­u­larly pow­er­ful or threat­en­ing. Male an­gels also had such tubes. And yet, his words had touched some­thing in­side her, a deep, for­got­ten switch.


“Fuck,” she re­peated the word qui­etly, as if tast­ing a strange, new mush­room. “So this is the most im­por­tant thing? This is what makes your hearts race more than life it­self?” She stood up, her snow-white wings spread­ing slightly as she leaned over the lit­tle gnome. Her fin­gers, del­i­cate as spring petals, brushed his shoul­der, glid­ing over the hump he so openly dis­played. “And this… cunt, as you call it… it’s just for a man to put his cock in? To make ba­bies? That’s all?” Her voice was a quiet whis­per, but her eyes told a dif­fer­ent story. They glowed with a new, hun­gry cu­rios­ity.


Jack nod­ded, a proud smile on his lips. “That’s the be­gin­ning and the end, Milla. Ev­ery­thing else is just talk. My mother’s power, the poor women’s tears, it was all about fuck­ing. About that one mo­ment when a man loses all his rea­son be­cause he only wants one thing: to fill her cunt with his seed.” He grabbed him­self, his lit­tle cock, and pulled at the skin. “See? He’s small, but he’s re­lent­less. He knows what he wants. And he wants you, Milla. He wants to drive into your an­gel cunt and fill it to the brim with his juice.”


Camille laughed, a deep, bell-like laugh that echoed through the for­est. “You’re a strange lit­tle man, Jack van der Meer. You talk about power and rea­son, but all I see is a lit­tle gnome play­ing with his own toys.” But as she laughed, she felt the tin­gling sen­sa­tion again. The mois­ture that pooled be­tween her thighs, a warm, en­tic­ing scent filled her nose. It was the smell of the earth af­ter the rain, the smell of Di­anas­son, but also some­thing new, some­thing… per­verse. She knelt in front of him, her face level with his big cock. “So if fuck­ing is so im­por­tant, then show me, lit­tle gnome. Show me how your cock has the power to break a queen. Show me how it steals a poor woman’s rea­son. Prove to me that your words are more than just the boast­ing of a lit­tle man with a big nose.”


Jack said his nose could smell if a woman was ready to con­ceive. He didn’t im­preg­nate a sin­gle poor woman, that would be a dis­grace for ev­ery mar­ried woman over 40. But he had al­ready im­preg­nated this one or that one of their lit­tle daugh­ters, at least those who ac­cepted it as a bless­ing from God. Camille pon­dered why it was a shame for one and a bless­ing for an­other.


Camille stared at his erect thing, which seemed some­how fright­en­ing up close. “No, Jack, I’m go­ing to say NO to fuck­ing, be­cause now I’m sure that’s what Saint Pe­ter meant. Please don’t think about fuck­ing me any­more. I’m an an­gel and I can send fire from my fin­gers to the wood to keep the camp­fire burn­ing mer­rily. But if I need to, I’ll set you on fire, Jack of Point-Things. I’d have to burn you if you tried to force me to fuck you.”


Jack nod­ded and pulled the rab­bit fur back around his waist. But his cock didn’t al­low it­self to be re­stricted, it burst out, it wanted to stick out its lit­tle head and look at the world cu­ri­ously with its one eye, yes, that’s what it was, his cock!


Jack grinned. “He won’t give in, I’m afraid.” Milla smiled at him. “Is there only fuck­ing in this world, Jack? You fucked your mom, you fucked the poor wives and daugh­ters while your mom hexed the fa­thers? And they in turn fucked your mom? All I hear is fuck­ing, fuck­ing and fuck­ing, Jack.”


Jack shook his head. “Of course not, there’s some­thing other than fuck­ing, there’s also jerk­ing off, you stupid!” Milla looked at him wide-eyed, “Jerk­ing off? What’s that sup­posed to mean?”


Jack couldn’t be­lieve it. A real an­gel with real wings, a girl maybe 25 to 30 years old, and doesn’t know any­thing? He called him­self to or­der, to pa­tience.


“Girls jerk off their clits and boys jerk off their cocks. But it’s much nicer when you don’t do it your­self, but when a girl does it to a boy or when a boy jerks off or licks a girl.” Milla’s eyes widened. “Licks? Like to lick ici­cles to drink the wa­ter?”


Jack nod­ded. “Yes, ex­actly. Only an ici­cle is ice cold, but the clit  is hot, siz­zling hot like mush­rooms over a camp­fire.”


Milla looked down at him cu­ri­ously. “Are you say­ing that we an­gels have clit  too? I’ve never heard of it.”


Jack leaned for­ward, spread Milla’s thighs a lit­tle and pushed his small hand in­side, feel­ing her cunt. Milla’s clit was ex­actly where it was sup­posed to be. He tapped it. “That, dear Milla, that’s your clit . All right?” Milla looked at him with wide eyes. “That’s ex­actly where it burned and bub­bled when I was al­lowed to take Robert Bruce’s cock in my hand, when I was al­lowed to take the Di­anas­son’s cock in my hand, Jack.” She lis­tened to her­self, lis­tened to the voice of her clit, where Jack’s fin­ger was rest­ing. “And you lick it like an ici­cle?” she fi­nally asked.


Jack took his fin­ger away again. “Milla, I’m not kid­ding. If you like, I can mas­tur­bate your clit  very del­i­cately. I can then lick your clit  just as del­i­cately as an ici­cle, and you will be thrilled. All you have to do is say it, all you have to do is wish it, and I will do it. But force it? No, I won’t force you to do any­thing, I don’t want you to set me on fire like fire­wood. — Damn it! Mama wanted to let me freeze to death, you want mer­ci­fully set me on fire — yes, do you stupid women only have de­struc­tion and mur­der in your hearts, in your souls?”


Milla stared into the burned-out camp­fire. “Jack, it’s al­ready night. Come on, let’s go to sleep. I want to think about it. I want to think se­ri­ously about whether I should ask you. I’m ir­ri­tated, up­set and un­sure. Let’s go to sleep.”


She went into the hut and lay down on the bed made of an­i­mal furs that the hunter had given her. Jack lay down very close to her; he had to press his body against her so as not to fall down.


“Milla, do you mind if I do it my­self?” Milla was breath­ing very shal­lowly. “Okay, Jack, but please leave me out of it. What you do with your cock is your busi­ness and yours alone.”


Jack nod­ded, even though she couldn’t see it in the dark­ness of the cabin. A quiet “Thank you” es­caped his lips. He moved his hand un­der his rab­bit fur and found the hard, bulging shaft. He closed his eyes, think­ing not of his mother, not of the poor women, but of the snow-white wings that glowed in the dark­ness next to him, of the warm, soft skin of the an­gel who lay so close to him. His hand be­gan to work on him­self, slowly and rhyth­mi­cally, up and down. The sound was quiet, a wet, smack­ing sound in the still­ness of the night. It was the sound of his lone­li­ness, his greed.


Milla lay next to him, mo­tion­less. But she wasn’t sleep­ing. Her eyes were wide, star­ing at the drift­wood roof. The sound of Jack’s hand on his cock filled the small cabin, reach­ing her ears, her soul. It was the sound of sin, the sound of what Saint Pe­ter had for­bid­den. And yet… it awak­ened some­thing within her. The tin­gling be­tween her thighs re­turned, stronger than be­fore. She felt a heat com­ing from within that threat­ened to con­sume her. Her hand twitched, want­ing to sat­isfy her­self, want­ing to calm the pain that cu­rios­ity caused in her. But she held back. She was an an­gel. She had to stay pure.


Jack’s breath­ing be­came faster, a soft moan ac­com­pa­ny­ing the move­ments of his hand. He thought of Milla’s wet cunt, her in­no­cent look, the way she had tilted her head when he had men­tioned ‘lick­ing’. He imag­ined his tongue slid­ing over her hot clit, her scream­ing in plea­sure, her wings beat­ing in time with his thrusts. His hand moved faster, harder, un­til his body stiff­ened. A small cry es­caped his throat and he felt the hot juice shoot out of him, onto his rab­bit fur, onto his hand. He shiv­ered, a small, ex­hausted man in the dark.


Milla had heard ev­ery­thing. Ev­ery breath, ev­ery moan. She could feel the smell of his seed in the air, a salty, male scent that al­most drove her crazy. She rolled over onto her other side, fac­ing her back, and closed her eyes. She tried to think of her queen, of the court of Ver­sailles, of the safety of the clouds. But all her thoughts re­volved around the lit­tle gnome next to her, around his cock, around his prom­ise. About the word ‘lick­ing’. She knew she wouldn’t sleep. She knew she had to make a de­ci­sion. And she knew that this de­ci­sion would change her en­tire life.



Milla breathed into the dark­ness, “Jack, my clit is rag­ing, it’s bub­bling like a vol­cano. Can you do some­thing about it? Please?” Jack lay still ex­hausted from his out­pour­ing. “Milla, I can jerk your clit, it will ex­plode and then give you a rest, guar­an­teed.” Milla half turned to him. “Okay, Jack, make the jerk­ing off to stop it!” His hand felt its way for­ward over her butt cheek, slid into the fluffy down, parted Milla’s labia and hit her clit  pre­cisely. It was hot, rock hard and pro­truded like a small spur, a few mil­lime­ters long. His fin­ger be­gan the game, the game he had prac­ticed since his early youth. Milla sighed and her fin­gers clawed at the an­i­mal skins on which they lay. “Jack, what’s hap­pen­ing to me? I’m hot and cold at the same time, I want to jump out of my skin or pee all over your hand!”

 
 



Jack grinned with­out his fin­ger still­ing. “Milla, your heart, your soul is run­ning up a hill, and at the very top, your clit  will ex­plode and you will throw your­self down into the em­bers of the vol­cano, right here in my arms. You will twitch, you will shake like a leaf, but you are safe in my lit­tle arms, I will hold you tight, and you can let your soul fall with­out hes­i­ta­tion. It will fall softly, into a lake or a bed of moss, and your soul will find rest. Here, in my arms. Be­cause I’m your friend, maybe your only friend, with­out us hav­ing to mate like coots.”

 
 




And Milla ran up the hill, she didn’t have time to look around. She saw the river of lava, her clit ex­ploded and she let her­self fall. Yes, Jack was true to his word, he held her as she fell. She landed in a lake and a car­pet of moss. Was she twitch­ing and shak­ing? She couldn’t have said it, she just felt the lit­tle boy’s strong arms hug­ging her and hold­ing her tight. And so her soul fell into his arms, she fell straight into his arms. It quickly sub­sided, this strange rush. Deep peace spread in her heart, in her soul. “Jack, yes, you are my friend, my only friend!” she breathed, let­ting her tears of joy flow. Yes, that was him, her boyfriend.

 
 




Jack felt her tears on his skin — small, hot drops fall­ing onto his chest. He knew how he would bring it to a close. He stroked her clit again and again, mak­ing her leap from one wave of ec­stasy to the next. At first, she had been afraid: would he make her ex­plode over and over un­til her feath­ers turned com­pletely brown and black? But Pe­ter had no time for such triv­i­al­i­ties. Her wings re­mained snow-white, as she noted with as­ton­ish­ment. He held her close; his small body was a rock amidst the surg­ing tide of her emo­tions. He said noth­ing, sim­ply let­ting her weep, let­ting her re­lease all the con­fu­sion and pain that had built up in­side her over the cen­turies. He knew she wasn’t cry­ing be­cause of the plea­sure, but be­cause of the sud­den clar­ity — be­cause, for the first time in her long, in­fi­nite life, she had truly felt; not served, not obeyed, not loved out of duty, but sim­ply felt.

 
 


Af­ter a while, when her tears sub­sided, she pulled back a lit­tle from his em­brace. Her eyes were red and swollen in the dim light that fil­tered through the cracks in the hut. “I… I never knew such a thing ex­isted, Jack. I al­ways thought love was what you feel for the queen. A sa­cred, pure feel­ing. But this… this was dif­fer­ent. This was… wild. This was real.” She stroked his hump, a ges­ture that would have been un­think­able just a few hours ago.


Jack smiled softly. “That was just the be­gin­ning, Milla. Your clit was just giv­ing away a lit­tle se­cret. It was show­ing you that you were a woman. A woman with needs. With hunger. And I just helped you taste a lit­tle of it.” He took her hand, which was still shak­ing, and led it to his own. He placed her fin­gers on his al­ready hard­en­ing cock. “See? He’s hun­gry too. But he’s pa­tient. He waits un­til you’re ready to dis­cover the next se­cret.”


Milla’s fin­gers in­stinc­tively closed around his shaft. He was warm, alive, pul­sat­ing in her hand. She felt a new wave of heat ris­ing within her, but this time it wasn’t panic, but rather a grow­ing cu­rios­ity. “And…what se­cret is that, Jack?” she whis­pered, her eyes locked on his.


Jack leaned for­ward, his lips brush­ing her ear. “The se­cret to lick­ing, Milla. The se­cret to suck­ing an ici­cle hot­ter than any fire. The se­cret to melt­ing a cock with­out burn­ing it. But that… we’ll show each other to­mor­row. Tonight… tonight we’ll just sleep. As friends.” He pulled her close again, his arms wrapped around her, and for the first time since her ban­ish­ment, Milla no longer felt lonely. She felt safe.


Milla wrapped her white arms around his neck and kissed him right on his lips. “Jack, for a mo­ment I looked into my past. My queen had told the cav­a­lier to lie down in the dou­ble bed, she would come right away. The queen loos­ened the straps of my dress, it fell to the floor and I was stark naked. The queen kissed me on the lips and pushed me a lit­tle. “You know, Camille, now you are the queen who lies down with the Count and is at his will.” And I went in in the semi-dark­ness and made my­self the gen­tle­man I was at his will, and I think he even fucked me, again and again, un­til the first crow of the cock.” She kissed his pointed ears. “Could this be true, or is it just a fan­tasy?” Jack didn’t an­swer. He didn’t know it ei­ther. “Yes, maybe you let your­self be fucked in the ser­vice of your queen. She wanted you to let your­self be fucked and you obeyed, you were happy to of­fer your cunt, it was for the queen, not for money or pre­cious stones, you weren’t a whore in the strict sense.”


Milla cried for a long time, her arms around his neck, un­til they both fell asleep.


They slept al­most un­til noon. Milla stared at his morn­ing boner. Jack saw her look. “You’re wel­come to touch him, it’s def­i­nitely not a sin!” Milla’s hand came closer, her fin­gers fi­nally en­cir­cling his cock. He ex­plained to her that if you pulled back the fore­skin you would see the glans, the cen­tral part, the coun­ter­part to the clit . Milla nod­ded. “I re­mem­ber the ra­tio ac­cord­ing to Robert Bruce was 1 an­gel for ev­ery 6,000 an­ge­lesses. And I’ve seen it maybe half a dozen times where an an­gel would strad­dle the edge of a cloud, rub his cock wildly and let it rain down, maybe that was the hail on Earth.” Jack laughed. “How about we go down to the sandy beach by the ocean and you make it rain on my cock?” Milla laughed. “Ha-ha! We’re in the en­chanted for­est, not by the sea!” Jack looked at her. “But my big nose can smell the sea wa­ter, with­out a doubt.” Milla be­came un­cer­tain. “I’ve been here for a while, but I haven’t seen the sea. It’s true, the en­chanted for­est changes it’s shape ev­ery night, but it leaves my hut next to the vol­canic stream. Kindly.” Jack wrapped the rab­bit fur around his waist and stalked off. Milla fol­lowed him, float­ing over the for­est floor. And sure enough, Jack’s nose led them straight to the sandy beach. 




Milla was com­pletely moved; she had never seen the sea be­fore. Jack dropped his rab­bit fur and sat on Milla’s lap. “So, let it rain now, dear Milla. Do as you saw it back then, as the male an­gels did on the clouds. And let it splash on your breasts, that will make us both happy.”  She said that when Di­anas­son the hunter came pass­ing by, he would have her lie down in the soft moss and kneel be­tween her thighs. He said he needed to look at her while he did it. And then he would do it just like the male an­gels on the clouds: he would jerk off for a long time and let it spray into the moss — ev­ery time he jerked off — un­til he had done enough. And when he was fin­ished, he would kiss her very gen­tly on her lit­tle pee-hole, say thank you, and leave. Milla asked Jack if she could jerk him off just once or sev­eral times again and again like the hunter did, and he nod­ded. “As of­ten as you like, Milla — I can cum a lot of times!” And she did it sev­eral times, with grow­ing en­thu­si­asm.

 
 



		
It was the first time for Milla, he was very help­ful and ini­ti­ated her into the art of jerk­ing off. Jack leaned on her up­per arm and placed one hand on her full breast, his fin­gers twirling her teat very del­i­cately and grace­fully, so that the fire in her ab­domen came to a boil. Milla looked at the eye in his glans with a smile and let her hand dance from her wrist, just as he had said. 

 
 


		
And now the eye sprayed, she di­rected it to her breasts and let him spray long white stripes over them. Jack grunted con­tent­edly; Milla was do­ing a great job.  He told her and she beamed. “You were quite right, now I feel the fire burn­ing and bub­bling in my clit, it’s a strange, pleas­ant feel­ing.”

 
 


		
Milla jerked off his big cock at ev­ery op­por­tu­nity now, but she liked do­ing it down by the beach best of all. She got plenty of prac­tice and very soon re­ally mas­tered the art of get­ting him to cum all over her breasts. Jack’s balls were al­ways burst­ing full, and he would spray his thick, slimy load onto her breasts. She laughed and smiled proudly, for she loved jerk­ing him off. She said her pussy was seething and churn­ing like crazy! — Jack smiled. “Then I want to show you how I lick a clit; I’m pretty good at that art, and your soul will merge with the waves of the sea.” 


 
 




When Milla jerked Jack off amidst the dunes, she felt a truly smil­ing de­vo­tion in her soul.


 
 




When lit­tle Jack stood be­fore her and his come splat­tered onto her breasts time and again, she would ask wor­riedly at first if it wasn’t be­com­ing too much for him  —  af­ter all, he was al­ready cum­ming for the eighth time.


 
 




When she knelt be­fore him, she used both fists, for that al­lowed her to jerk him off re­ally firmly and vig­or­ously. It was ob­vi­ous that he was hav­ing a tremen­dous amount of fun.


 
 




Oh, Milla’s heart melted, for she was mak­ing Jack so happy with her skill­ful hand­i­work.


 And there was a bit of a stir­ring in her cli­toris, too.

 
 




Jack would grin from ear to ear as he stood be­fore Milla, who was kneel­ing and jerk­ing him off with a big smile.


 
 




Some­times, af­ter she had jerked him off to the point of cli­max, she would hold out her cupped hands, and he would aim his stream at her hands and breasts.


 
 




When Milla jerked his large cock with both fists, she of­ten thought of Robert Bruce up in the clouds. She un­der­stood now what Robert had ex­pected of her to do to him; yet back then, she had been such an in­no­cent soul that the thought would never even have crossed her mind.


 
 




Af­ter he had squirted, they ran hand in hand to the wa­ter and washed the se­men from her breasts and his cock. Then they walked back to her fa­vorite spot and she jerked him off again and again. They stopped pay­ing at­ten­tion to the dark clouds for a long time; the storm erupted over the sea and never over the beach.


 
 


Jack gen­tly pulled away from her lap, his small body sil­hou­et­ted against the in­fi­nite blue of the sky and sea. The salt air felt dif­fer­ent from the fra­grant for­est air, it was raw and wild, and Milla felt it tin­gle on her skin. “Clit lick­ing is more than just a ges­ture, Milla,” he said, his voice al­most washed away by the sound of the sea. “It’s a lan­guage. A lan­guage that says with­out words how much you de­sire a body, how much you honor it. Come lie down, right here in the warm sand.”


Milla obeyed, her heart pound­ing in her throat. She lay on her back, her snow-white wings spread out on the sand like a pre­cious car­pet. The sun kissed her skin and she felt naked and vul­ner­a­ble, but at the same time lib­er­ated. Jack knelt be­tween her thighs, his gaze se­ri­ous and al­most rev­er­ent. “Close your eyes, Milla. And just feel. Feel the wind on your skin, the warmth of the sand and then… my tongue.”


He leaned down and Milla held her breath. When his lips touched her pussy lips, she jumped. It was a gen­tle, wet touch that sent a wave of heat through her body. Then she felt his tongue, a warm, sup­ple mus­cle, slowly nuz­zling her pussy lips. He ex­plored ev­ery fold, ev­ery curve, and Milla moaned softly. It was a feel­ing so in­tense that it al­most over­whelmed her. He found her open­ing, pen­e­trat­ing a lit­tle with his tongue, a sign of what was to come. But then he pulled away and Milla sighed in dis­ap­point­ment.




“Pa­tience, my lit­tle an­gel,” he whis­pered. “The best is yet to come.” His tongue now found her clit, the small, hard but­ton that was al­ready de­mand­ing his touch. He started lick­ing it, slowly at first, then faster, with more pres­sure. He drew cir­cles on him, drew fig­ure eights, and Milla’s body spi­raled out of con­trol. Her hands gripped the sand, her hips lifted to take his tongue deeper. “Yes, Jack, yes!” she screamed, her voice rough with de­sire. She felt the plea­sure ris­ing within her as she climbed to the top of the vol­cano he had promised her. And then she ex­ploded. A loud scream ripped from her throat, her body con­vulsed un­con­trol­lably, and a wave of ec­stasy flooded through her. It was more in­tense than any­thing she had ever felt, a pure, unadul­ter­ated rush.

 
 




Jack licked her, time and again. She melted be­neath his tongue and floated in sheer bliss.


 
 




Jack didn’t let up. He con­tin­ued lick­ing her, drink­ing her juices as they shot out of her, not let­ting her fall un­til her cries turned into quiet moans and her body re­laxed. He kissed her thighs, her stom­ach, her breasts be­fore he was above her again, his face glis­ten­ing with her juices. “See?” he said, his voice hoarse with ex­cite­ment. “Your soul has merged with the waves of the sea.” 

 
 


“And now… — now I want to fuck into your fuck­hole. I want to fuck you, Milla. Not out of greed, not out of power, but be­cause we’re both burn­ing for it.” Jack laid her gen­tly in the sand dunes. “Milla, now you will ex­pe­ri­ence the high­est of all bliss, fuck­ing. I will pen­e­trate your vir­gin cunt with my cock, your hy­men will be pain­less tear with a ‘pop!’, and then I will fuck you deep into the night. If you’re smart, you place a fin­ger at the ready, on your clit, and when you get to the top of the hill, trig­ger your or­gasm, it’s easy. The or­gasm will make you reel and twitch, but you will feel safe in my arms, my arms and my cock will hold you se­curely so that you can con­fi­dently fall into the ec­stasy, I am your friend and I will hold you tight, you will not fall off the edge of the earth.” Milla’s eyes widened. “Jack, you’re my friend and I trust you with my body, I’m re­ally look­ing for­ward to fuck­ing.”




Jack spread her pussy lips with his fin­gers and slowly pen­e­trated. Her hy­men was like a thin sheet of cel­lo­phane, it stretched and then it tore with a ‘pop!’ and Jack in­serted his cock all the way to the end of her fuck hole. Milla beamed. “Jack, your cock fills me up in­side like it be­longs there,” she breathed. Now the lit­tle gnome fucked her for much longer than half an hour. Milla fol­lowed his in­struc­tions and used her fin­ger to trig­ger her clit  when­ever she reached the peak. And yes, with a scream of joy, she threw her­self down into the lava flow and fell into Jack’s short but strong arms. 

 
 




Jack rose up; this way, he could fuck her much bet­ter. Af­ter a quar­ter of an hour of vig­or­ous pump­ing, his gen­tle hip move­ments grew faster and more ur­gent. “Camille, I need to fin­ish,” the lit­tle man panted. “I have to shoot my slime  into your cunt, let my seed rain in­side— it is a sign of the deep con­nec­tion be­tween our souls.” Milla, highly aroused and hun­gry for more, breathed, “Yes, Jack, let it rain in­side; bless me with your pre­cious flu­ids!”

 
 




Milla’s eyes flew wide open as Jack’s cock shot its warm se­men deep into her fuck-hole, spurt af­ter spurt. She cried out, over­come by the in­ten­sity of her or­gasm! Tears of joy in her eyes, she clung to him, tak­ing his spurt­ing cock deep in­side her. They held each other for min­utes, fused in the height of sex­ual bliss.

 
 


Jack’s words still hung in the salt air as he leaned over her. The dunes were her world, a soft, warm nest that em­braced her. His small body was an un­ex­pected source of strength, his arms, al­though short, were like steel bands hold­ing them up. “I’m your friend,” he’d said, and in that mo­ment she be­lieved it with ev­ery fiber of her be­ing. She lay back, her heart a wild drum­beat against her ribs, and spread her thighs, not out of obe­di­ence as she had done for the queen, but out of a deep, in­ner de­sire. She wanted this. She wanted him.




A deep sigh es­caped her as he was fully in­side her, buried to the hilt. “Jack, your cock fills me com­pletely — like it be­longs there,” she breathed, and it wasn’t a com­pli­ment; it was the pure, sim­ple truth. It felt… right. It felt like a key in a lock.

 
 




Then he started mov­ing. Each thrust was a ques­tion, an an­swer, a rhythm that min­gled with the sound of the waves and the pound­ing of her blood. It wasn’t a wild, greedy fuck­ing like in her dreams. It was slower, deeper, more sen­sual. He was a small gnome, but his cock was a pow­er­ful tool of plea­sure that took her to places she never knew ex­isted. She re­mem­bered his words and placed a fin­ger on her clit, which was al­ready hard again and throb­bing with de­sire. Each time the wave of plea­sure reached its peak, she squeezed it gen­tly and a small ex­plo­sion ripped through her body. It was like she was set­ting off fire­works that glowed in­side her.

 
 



Time lost its mean­ing. It could have been an hour, it could have been three. She didn’t know. All she knew was that she was float­ing in a sea of sen­sa­tions, that she was cling­ing to Jack like a life­line, and that she had never felt so alive in her life. Her body slid in the sand, her thighs closed around his waist, pulling him deeper into her, never want­ing to let him go again.




Then his rhythm changed. He be­came faster, harder, his breaths com­ing in ragged gasps. “Milla, I have to cum. I’m go­ing to let it rain in­side you, it will seal the union of our bod­ies and the fu­sion of our souls,” he groaned, and his words were the last thing she needed to fall over the edge. Her eyes opened wide as she felt his cock stretch­ing in­side her, how it twitched. And then he spurted, a warm, steady stream flow­ing deep into her, shot af­ter shot. It wasn’t rain, it was a flood, fill­ing her from within, mark­ing her with his essence.

 
 




A scream of joy es­caped her throat, a scream that was picked up by the seag­ulls in the sky and car­ried across the sea. She clutched him through tears of joy, tak­ing his spurt­ing cock deep in­side her, while her own body con­vulsed un­con­trol­lably with bliss. They held each other for min­utes, melt­ing to­gether in the high­est sex­ual bliss, their bod­ies mixed with sand and salt wa­ter, their souls mixed in the ec­stasy of the first, won­der­ful fuck­ing. It was more than just an act. It was a covenant. A bond be­tween an an­gel and a gnome, sealed in the sands of the en­chanted for­est.

 
 




Milla lay down in the lit­tle warm stream flow­ing from the vol­cano. Fuck­ing in the warm wa­ter gave her a spe­cial thrill. Jack smiled know­ingly, mounted her, and made love to her ten­derly. Milla looked up at the sky in grat­i­tude and smiled. “Thank you, dear Lord, for be­stow­ing such hap­pi­ness upon me!” she prayed with a smile.

 
 




Some­times Jack fucked her from the side, his cock like a long hose in­side her pussy. Milla smiled bliss­fully, for there wasn’t a sin­gle po­si­tion in which Jack couldn’t fuck her to or­gasm.

 
 




Milla also loved it when Jack strad­dled her thigh and fucked her that way. The added stim­u­la­tion against her thigh made her smile and then scream even louder as she reached or­gasm.

 
 




Milla felt al­most ma­ter­nal emo­tions when lit­tle Jack fucked her from the front. She fan­ta­sized about what it would be like if her own son were to fuck her —  in a sin­ful act of in­cest?

 
 




Di­anas­son, the hunter, hap­pened upon the seashore, sat down on the crest of a dune, and watched the two of them fuck­ing. When they had fin­ished, Milla propped her­self up on her el­bows. Di­anas­son said, “I see Jack taught you how to fuck, sweet an­gel-child.” Milla looked at him with misty eyes. “Di­anas­son, you were the first and only one to come to me in this en­chanted for­est — to come back again and again. Would it be a gift to you if I let you fuck me?” Di­anas­son nod­ded and stripped off all his clothes. “I may have a wife and chil­dren at home, but I wouldn’t miss this for the world — ab­so­lutely not!” He knelt be­side Milla, and she lay across his thigh. Her smil­ing face beamed as Di­anas­son pressed his long cock gen­tly and lightly into her fuck-hole. Un­like Jack, he fucked her from be­low while in this kneel­ing po­si­tion. Milla was sur­prised to find that his cock didn’t fill her quite the way Jack’s did. Still, it was a lovely, long fuck. She nod­ded when Di­anas­son whis­pered that he was about to cum. She smiled in sheer bliss as his se­men splashed in spurts into her fuck-hole. They re­mained in this in­ti­mate po­si­tion for a few min­utes un­til his cock grad­u­ally went limp and then com­pletely soft. Di­anas­son pulled it out with his hand and, stroking him­self, ejac­u­lated the rest into the sand. He gave Milla a peck on the cheek and nod­ded to Jack, then went on his way.

 
 


Milla sat up and rested her chin on her knees. “It’s such a shame, Jack. For hun­dreds of years, Di­anas­son was the only hu­man here in the en­chanted for­est, and I al­ways loved ly­ing down in front of him when­ever he wanted to look at my pussy while he jerked off. It was so sim­ple, and it was fine for both of us. Then I asked him to fuck me, and now I re­gret it a lit­tle. I thought ev­ery man fucked as won­der­fully as you do, Jack. But Di­anas­son couldn’t do it, and that makes me a bit sad. Of course, he’ll al­ways be al­lowed to fuck me if he wants to. But I won’t ask him to again. It wasn’t a good idea; it broke some­thing that used to be so sim­ple and beau­ti­ful.” Jack sat down be­side her and placed a com­fort­ing hand on her shoul­der. “Camille, don’t think in such sad terms. I don’t know Di­anas­son, but he seems like an hon­est, straight­for­ward guy. He fucked you the same way he fucks his wife and his daugh­ters — once they’re old enough. You’ll get used to it; I’m sure his wife and daugh­ters re­ally en­joy his style. You’ll see that prac­ti­cally ev­ery man has his own way of fuck­ing, and you’ll de­velop your own style, too. Claro?” Milla nod­ded; that was a wise point. “Yes, Jack, you are very wise.”




One sunny day, a pil­grim came by — a Black man car­ry­ing a long pil­grim’s staff. He sat down in the dunes and watched the pair fuck­ing, filled with melan­choly. He had slain three of his wife’s lovers and was now on a pil­grim­age of penance. Jack had a vi­sion; he saw his wife’s trans­gres­sion and the mur­ders. He made an invit­ing ges­ture with his hand. “Come here, friend Idris, and fuck my Milla. This will ab­solve you of one of your sins — trust me!” And so it came to pass that Idris lay down with Milla and fucked her. Milla, mind­ful of Jack’s wise words, took a good look at the Black man’s long cock be­fore smil­ing and let­ting him fuck her. The fuck­ing did her a world of good, even though Idris wept. A shud­der ran through him; one of his sins had been washed away.

 
 




The next day, Idris re­turned; he asked very po­litely, and Milla once again let him fuck her beau­ti­fully. Idris was ac­tu­ally a very good fucker, but his sad eyes were full of tears even while fuck­ing.

 
 




Milla low­ered her­self onto Idris’s body, and he fucked her from be­low. He was hit­ting her G-spot ev­ery time now, and she laughed and smiled be­cause the Black man was such an in­cred­i­ble skilled fucker. Idris wept and smiled at the same time, for he felt his sec­ond sin be­ing lifted from his soul.

 
 




Idris, the Black man with the im­pres­sive cock, came on the third day as well. He waited pa­tiently un­til Jack and Milla had fin­ished fuck­ing and had bathed in the sea. Milla lay on her back, and Idris fucked her with love in his soul. He had no more rea­son to cry; his third sin, too, had been lifted from his soul. He smiled; now he could re­turn home. He swore to him­self that he would fuck his wife thor­oughly ev­ery sin­gle day, right in the mid­dle of the vil­lage square for all to see, so that she would have no more rea­son to cheat on him.

 
 


Milla sat in the sand with her knees drawn up, watch­ing the Black man as he made his way slowly along the beach to­ward home. “You were ab­so­lutely right, Jack. Idris fucked me three times — won­der­fully — and each time it was a dif­fer­ent man; he had a dif­fer­ent way of fuck­ing each time. It felt as if they were the three men he had killed. Now their souls can find peace, too.” Jack em­braced her and smiled. “Milla, you’re a good girl. You lifted the bur­den of guilt from Idris, and he’ll look back on that fondly for the rest of his life. His pil­grim­age has come to a good end.”




Milla was filled with pride and con­tent­ment at hav­ing been able to help the pil­grim Idris. Over­come by emo­tion, she grabbed Jack’s cock, and to­gether they jerked him off. For Milla, this was al­ways some­thing spe­cial; they rarely jerked him off both at the same time. But she also wanted him to feel that to­day was a spe­cial day — the day Idris’s debt was set­tled. Milla asked if Idris re­ally in­tended to fuck his wife in the vil­lage square, right in front of ev­ery­one? Jack shook his head. “I don’t know any­thing about Black peo­ple or Africa in gen­eral. But Idris seemed to mean it lit­er­ally, so I think he’ll go through with it, re­ally.”

 
 


* * * * *



It was some­thing truly spe­cial when elves from the en­chanted for­est ap­peared. Jack was see­ing them for the first time, though Milla had seen them of­ten be­fore. They spoke a chirp­ing lan­guage, like birds, so she could never com­mu­ni­cate with them. Once, an elf boy stuck his cock into an elf girl’s cunt, and an­other pointed at it and looked at Milla in­quir­ingly. Milla didn’t know much about fuck­ing back then, so she shook her head, and the elves lost in­ter­est in her. Jack laughed out loud, “Oh, what a pe­cu­liar lit­tle folk! For the first time, they see a real an­gel with huge wings, and the first thing that comes to their mind is — fuck­ing!” Milla knew that elf boys and girls mas­tur­bated — each on their own — but would never do it for one an­other. Strictly speak­ing, the only sex­ual act they knew was fuck­ing. Jack, on the other hand, be­lieved their physique was sim­i­lar to ours — per­haps they were just a bit smaller. He stood 1.30 me­ters tall, while the elves were, on av­er­age, five or ten cen­time­ters taller. But they pos­sessed some­thing hu­mans must have lost mil­lions of years ago: telepa­thy.




An elf woman ven­tured closer and mar­veled at Milla giv­ing him a hand­job. She was jerk­ing a man off! Milla had dis­cov­ered some­thing new: she let Jack cum on her lips, and the fluid then dripped down over her breasts. The elf woman was com­pletely sur­prised. Yet she took Jack’s hand and chirped some­thing af­fec­tion­ate. She lay back in the sand and en­er­get­i­cally pulled Jack be­tween her thighs. Nat­u­rally, Jack wanted to fuck her. But it was very dif­fi­cult to wedge his long, thick cock into the elf woman’s tiny lit­tle fuck-hole. They both re­ally ex­erted them­selves un­til the deed was done. The elf woman laughed aloud when Jack’s cock filled her com­pletely. The ac­tual fuck­ing, how­ever, was just a mat­ter of rou­tine for both of them. Jack was aware that this was pri­mar­ily a trust-build­ing ges­ture on the elf woman’s part. She had to be ei­ther an im­por­tant fig­ure or some­one with great in­flu­ence over her com­rades.

 
 




Now that they had an au­di­ence, Milla jerked his cock with great en­thu­si­asm — for it al­lowed her to amaze the elves, and that felt pretty good. Two elf girls watched the stroking ap­pre­hen­sively, chirp­ing softly and ges­tur­ing. Jack made an invit­ing mo­tion; they ap­proached timidly, and he laid them down in the sand. Then he fucked them both, and af­ter just two min­utes, the girl was cry­ing out in ec­stasy. It was a brief, in­tense fuck, fol­low­ing the ar­du­ous task of stuff­ing his cock into those tiny, tight pussy-holes with the girl’s help. The girls ran off, chirp­ing and laugh­ing. He said to Milla, “They all seem to have such tight pussy-holes — it’s in­cred­i­ble! And the speed at which they reached or­gasm and fin­ished fuck­ing — barely three min­utes — it’s fas­ci­nat­ing.” Milla nod­ded, for her pussy-hole was by no means that tight, and she rarely fucked Jack for less than fif­teen min­utes; she needed time to reach or­gasm.

 
 




The older elf women kept a safe dis­tance but watched with great cu­rios­ity none­the­less. When Jack in­vited the pair of them, some­times only one would come closer. It made no dif­fer­ence to him; he fucked them with great feel­ing re­gard­less. The older women’s fuck-holes weren’t as tight, so he could ram his thick bat­ter­ing ram in­side all on his own. 

 
 




There seemed to be quite a few twins among the elves. A very pretty pair of these twin girls kept com­ing around, but they would al­ways run off be­fore Jack could in­vite them to fuck. Then again, per­haps they were sim­ply too young to be fucked. It was very dif­fi­cult to gauge the elves’ ages; they could have been four­teen or just as eas­ily forty-four.

 
 




Two elf cou­ples ap­peared, nat­u­rally to wit­ness the spec­ta­cle of Milla mas­tur­bat­ing with their own eyes. But then, the two male elves pro­ceeded to fuck first one fe­male elf and then the other. They seemed to be a well-co­or­di­nated team; Jack watched as one man fucked her pussy while the other came in her mouth. They even swapped po­si­tions when they switched part­ners. Jack re­frained from fuck­ing these women as well. 

 
 




Some­times an elf girl would ap­proach, ac­com­pa­nied by three elf lads — feel­ing less afraid thanks to their su­pe­rior num­bers — to watch Milla’s spec­ta­cle from up close. Mean­while, the three lads took turns fuck­ing the girl, one af­ter an­other, lit­er­ally at two-minute in­ter­vals. It was im­pos­si­ble to fig­ure out how pair­ing worked among the elves; ap­par­ently, both polyg­yny and polyandry were the norm. A girl who had been fucked in ro­ta­tion by three suit­ors — not ex­actly to Jack’s taste.

 
 




And while Milla of­fered up her artis­tic trib­ute, “triplets” — an elf woman with two lovers (or hus­bands?) — would some­times show up. Be­fore long, the men would get hard; one would fuck their shared wife’s pussy — and the sec­ond would fuck the first in the ass­hole! Well, why not? Jack let his cock lead the way with them; if it wanted to, he’d in­vite the woman to fuck while the men fucked each other in the ass­hole. Jack, not a fan of men fuck­ing men, sim­ply looked away, whereas Milla’s eyes would go wide and round. It gave them some­thing to talk about around the evening bon­fire as they roasted mush­rooms on sticks over the flames and ate berries. Some­times they also roasted a skinned rab­bit that the hunter had left in their hut.

 
 




Some­times a taller elf man would stand next to Jack and boldly mo­tion to Milla to jerk him off, which of course Milla did. But this elf in­sisted on cum­ming into Milla’s open mouth, which she didn’t like very much. The man left with his chest puff­ing out with pride, he had done some­thing un­seemly! 

 
 




There was also a very in­ter­est­ing quin­tet among the elves. Two women and three men — noth­ing un­usual there, at first glance. But there were four cocks for one cunt! For the first time, Jack and Milla saw an elf woman with both breasts and a cock! That was some­thing spe­cial. The three men took turns fuck­ing the woman in an or­derly fash­ion. And fi­nally, the woman with the cock fucked the other woman just like a man. Jack and Milla paused, struck by how truly un­usual yet highly erotic it was to watch the two women fuck­ing. To the elves, how­ever, it was ob­vi­ously noth­ing out of the or­di­nary. She has a cock like us men — so what? 

 
 




And then there was the elf-girl, who wanted so badly to fuck Jack. Jack stood on Milla’s thighs, and she du­ti­fully jerked him off. The girl looked over his shoul­der — no, she would never jerk him off the way Milla did. But once he had come and Milla ran down to the wa­ter to wash up, the girl would grab Jack’s wrist and pull him into the sand with sweet, chirp­ing sounds. Jack smiled; as al­ways, they would strug­gle to­gether to get his cock into her tiny tight pussy, and then the happy fuck­ing would be­gin. Of course, he re­al­ized the girl was in love, but he re­mained calm and com­posed. The girl was in love with his cock — per­haps in love with the way he fucked — but she knew noth­ing, ab­so­lutely noth­ing, about him, and there­fore could not love him. He was fully aware of that.

 
 




An­other cou­ple came of­ten, too — he with the oblig­a­tory shaved head, she with long blonde hair. They would wait pa­tiently un­til Milla had fin­ished rins­ing him off; then she would lie on her back in the sand and let him give her a good fuck­ing. Jack would have bet that the two of them were brother and sis­ter. Jack walked quickly over to them and fucked the girl too, for she was a mag­nif­i­cent fuck.

 
 




Oh, it was al­ways con­fus­ing when an elf girl showed up with two male elves of dif­fer­ent ages. Were they brother and fa­ther? Or was it just her lover and an older man who had sought and found some com­pany? It was never clear; both of them fucked the girl af­ter Milla’s per­for­mance — first the young man, then the old gen­tle­man.

 
 




And of­ten, two men and a woman would ar­rive sep­a­rately. They clearly didn’t be­long to­gether. Once Jack had ejac­u­lated, the men would re­treat into the dunes and fuck each other in the ass, one af­ter the other. Jack, how­ever, would beckon the lone el­ven woman over and have a lovely, sat­is­fy­ing fuck with her. But such gay male cou­ples were rather rare. 

 
 


* * * * *





But then the elves stayed away again for a long time. Jack mum­bled that he wanted to keep fuck­ing her, again and again. She nod­ded in agree­ment, her breath­ing shal­low with ex­cite­ment. He fucked her face-to-face and from be­hind too, they fucked in the jun­gle hut and then again on the sandy beach, chang­ing at ev­ery round. His hands gripped her hips tightly, fin­gers press­ing into her soft flesh as he con­tin­ued his rhyth­mic, deep thrusts. His small body was a mar­vel of strength, each thrust a pre­cise, hard ham­mer blow that shook her to her core. His cock, a taut, pul­sat­ing pis­ton, rammed into her wet, hun­gry cunt as if he wanted to take her in, to own her to the hilt. Each thrust dripped with plea­sure, her own juices mix­ing with his and run­ning down her in­ner thighs, a hot, sticky trail of their shared greed.

 
 



She re­mained in the pose, her up­per body bent for­ward, her snow-white wings spread, al­most touch­ing the ground. Her hands leaned on sandy rocks, her fin­gers claw­ing at the moss. She was his toy, his tool, his holy place of sin. Ev­ery thrust was a ques­tion that her body an­swered with a re­sound­ing yes. “Yes, Jack!” she screamed, her voice rough with de­sire. “Fuck me! Fuck me un­til I break!” Her words were like a lash that made him even wilder. Some­times it was his fin­ger, some­times hers, which trig­gered her or­gasms. She was a strong young girl, but at night she was limp and ex­hausted from those dozens of or­gasms.


His thighs slapped against her bot­tom with each thrust, a loud, dirty sound that echoed on the quiet beach. He bent down, his hooked nose brush­ing against the base of her wing, his breath hot and hoarse in her ear. “You want it, you sweet lit­tle cunt?” he grunted. “You want me to flood you with my seed? Make you the slut of the en­chanted for­est?” His words were dirty, but they were like nec­tar to her soul, be­cause it came di­rectly and lov­ingly from Jack’s soul. She nod­ded in agree­ment, her mind was empty, all that mat­tered was fuck­ing, the an­i­mal­is­tic, prim­i­tive ac­tiv­ity that con­sumed them both.


His one hand left her hip and moved for­ward, find­ing her full, perky breasts. He kneaded them, pulling on the nip­ples, which were al­ready hard as small peb­bles. A scream ripped from her throat, a mix of pain and plea­sure. He pulled her up by her hair, her back arched, her wings flexed. He was deep in­side her, his cock throb­bing — an an­i­mal scream­ing for re­lease. “Now, Milla, now!” he groaned. And then he ex­ploded. A hot stream, a flood of life and lust, shot deep into her, fill­ing her thrust for thrust, mark­ing her as an ex­pe­ri­enced an­gel. Her own body con­vulsed, a fi­nal, vi­o­lent spasm that brought her down to her knees. They were ex­hausted, ex­hausted, ful­filled, one. Her body trem­bled for a long time as he gen­tly with­drew from her, a last drop of his se­men glis­ten­ing on her pussy lip.


* * * * *



Milla’s eyes widened, and she pulled away from Jack’s em­brace.“There’s some­one com­ing along the beach, right to­wards us.” Jack now also saw the man with the large trav­el­ing staff head­ing to­ward them. “It’s Saint Pe­ter,” Milla breathed. Pe­ter, an old man, prob­a­bly three me­ters high, whose floor-length wings shone like pure sil­ver. Pe­ter looked mildly at the naked cou­ple from above. “Camille, I ban­ished you here be­cause your be­hav­ior, that of Robert Bruce and your­self, was in dan­ger of be­com­ing un­seemly. But I learned that you saved the life of a child, a gnome, this one. Then I can lift the ban­ish­ment, you have done a good deed and proven your­self wor­thy of heaven.” Jack wanted to say some­thing, but he couldn’t make a sound.  “I know what you want to say, young man. I see that deep in your heart you have a good and hon­est soul, one day I will greet you at the gates of heaven and re­mem­ber you. Your soul has re­mained pure, even though you have a pretty dirty busi­ness deal with your mom. The soul weighs more. And yes, I saw your thought. I will now take Camille back to Robert Bruce, he has been pray­ing day and night for her re­lease. Yes, I will give them a spe­cial per­mit, they may unite and mate as they please. And I will not add a brown feather to their wings, a brown feather of mis­step. They will re­ceive a golden feather; this bears wit­ness to the good­will of Saint Pe­ter.” He put his arm around Milla’s shoul­ders and they started walk­ing along the sandy beach un­til, af­ter a quar­ter of an hour, they were no longer vis­i­ble.


Min­utes later, Jack stood up, wrap­ping the rab­bit fur around his loins. He would also walk along the sandy beach, ei­ther to Heaven’s Gate or, more likely, to a fish­ing vil­lage.


He just never wanted to go back to the En­chanted For­est.
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