
EXCERPT FOR ANGELS 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
In five more days, Martin found an entrance to his 

discovery.  The sphere seemed to be the energy source for 
a larger structure.  The sphere was attached at its base to 
six spider-like metal legs.  These legs in turn were fastened 
beneath the corners between all six sides of a hexagonal 
well.  The whole sphere was above the top of the well; the 
legs were below the corners of all the sides of the well. 

The sphere was approximately sixteen feet in diameter.  
The hexagonal well was nearly eight feet high and almost 
twenty feet across.  Martin had followed and unearthed each 
of the six legs until the slender things ended in a corner 
between each of the six sides of the well. 

As he continued to dig, he discovered that there was a 
pathway two feet wide all around the well and eight feet from 
the top of the well.  Then the floor of the well sloped down 
toward the center below the sphere.  Every leg came out of 
an opening below the pathway.  In addition, it seemed that 
each leg would disappear into that opening if the sphere 
ever descended into the well. 

 
 
He sighed, got out of the tub and dried off.  Then he 

dressed in jockey shorts and t-shirt.  He pulled on a flannel 
shirt, corduroy slacks and wore his belt.  He strung the 
scabbard for his hunting knife to the belt before buckling it 
around his waist.  He sat down and pulled on some heavy 
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cotton socks before stepping into his calf-length boots. 
He combed his hair.  He stuck the comb in his hip 

pocket with his Swiss army knife.  He slipped on the 
shoulder holster for his hunting pistol.  And then he wore his 
tan leather jacket over his gun.  He stuffed his jacket pockets 
with all the waterproof boxes of ammunition that he had in 
the house.  He felt that he was going hunting and he wanted 
to be prepared for anything.  

He went into the bathroom and looked at himself in the 
mirror one more time.  He nodded at himself and said aloud, 
“I’m ready.”  He took gloves, hat, dark goggles, and a 
backpack of food with him when he left the house.   

He always took this backpack when he went hunting.  It 
had outside pockets for some of the tools that he might need 
when camping out overnight.  He had his compass, the 
silencer for his hunting pistol, extra clothes and shoes in a 
waterproof package, some matches in a waterproof 
container, and more waterproof boxes of ammunition. 

 
 
When he caught his breath, he stood up and looked at 

the sphere.  He was blinded by the brilliance of the glowing 
white. 

He turned away and brought out his dark goggles.  With 
his eyes protected, Martin walked up the ramp formed by the 
transparent corridor.  The white enveloped him. 

Martin was nearing the top of the sphere.  His arms 
were stretched out and touching the sides of the corridor.  
Martin came to the point where the corridor ended. 

He was uneasy about stepping out of the corridor and 
onto the top of the sphere.  For a moment, he hesitated.  
Then he remembered the words of his coach when he was 
up against linebackers so much bigger than himself:  “He 
who hesitates is lost.”  He had to throw or run.  Hesitating 
could almost get you killed with all that meat out to get you. 
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On more than impulse, Martin stepped out of the 
corridor and onto the top of the sphere and he disappeared. 
 
 
 

As Martin drew near, he saw red-hair spilling out of the 
cowl.  Judging by the wrinkles on her face, he was walking 
toward a very old, tall, redheaded woman with a trim figure. 
Martin walked up to her and stood looking into her green 
eyes.  She was barefoot.  He had not noticed that until he 
was practically on top of her.  In his boots, Martin was still 
shorter than she was.  He guessed that she was nearly six 
feet tall. 
 
 

The woman entered the cottage and left the door open.  
Martin followed at the same pace that he had kept all this 
time. 

As he entered the cottage, the woman swung at his 
head with a meat cleaver.  Quicker than the eye, Martin 
ducked her swing and caught her arm about the wrist. 

Immediately he had her in a vise-like grip; and he kept 
up the pressure until she dropped the meat cleaver.  She 
was trying to reach for a knife that was on a sideboard, but 
Martin’s grip on her wrist did not permit her to move any 
closer to it.  After a while, she stopped struggling and stood 
still. 

Martin looked up into her green eyes.  Her face was 
stoic as she looked back at him without expression.  She 
seemed unmoved by her attempt to kill him.  Now she 
seemed to be waiting for him to do something. 

Martin reached around her and took the knife off of the 
sideboard and dropped it on the floor beside the meat 
cleaver. Then he let go of her wrist. 

She had flinched when he reached for the knife, but 
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when he dropped it on the floor and let go of her wrist, she 
was stoic again. After a minute of looking into each other’s 
eyes, the woman turned away from him and stared out of the 
open window.  There were inside shutters, but they were not 
in use. 

Martin looked around.  The cottage was one-room with 
a fireplace, a table, two chairs, and the sideboard.  There 
was no bed, rug, or loft.  Martin looked at the straight back of 
the woman. 

She seemed to feel his eyes upon her and turned to 
face him.  They stared at one another for another minute or 
so.  Then she showed some pain in her face and began to 
rub her hurt wrist with her other hand. 

Martin said, “I am sorry.  I did do want to hurt you.  But I 
did not want you to kill me either.” 

She walked to the table and pulled out one of the two 
chairs.  She motioned for Martin to sit on the chair. 

Martin refused to move. 
She walked around the table and sat down in the other 

chair and gestured Martin to sit down in the first chair. 
Martin said, “You have been walking around the 

weapons on the floor.  But I still don’t trust you.” 
The woman spoke in a soft musical voice. The syllables 

were slurred, sounding rather Germanic or Danish. 
Whatever it was, he did not understand it. 

Martin said, “You are not speaking a language that I 
understand.” 
 
 

That morning, Martin understood her to say that she 
was hungry and she would feed them both.  She went 
outside and came back with a bowlful of greens and berries.  
She set them in the middle of the table. 

Then she opened the tie of her robe.  The robe was tied 
in front of her body like a wraparound dress. She was naked 
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underneath.   
Martin could see her breasts and her nipples and her 

red pubic hair.  This old lady had the body of a twenty-year 
old.  He got an immediate erection as he looked at her. 

She didn’t pay any attention to him.  She reached into a 
shoulder bag that hung under the robe against her naked 
body.  She pulled out a piece of something brown, closed 
the bag, closed the robe, and sat down at the table. 

She indicated that he sit down with her.  He sat down.  
She held whatever it was that she took out of the shoulder 
bag up in the air.  She said a few words.  Then she broke it 
into halves and handed him one-half. 

She took a bite of the brown thing and then ate greens 
and berries with her fingers. 

Martin took a bite out of the brown thing and found that 
it was jerky.  He was not sure what kind of meat.  Then he 
reached into the bowl and ate greens and berries with it. 

It was delicious eaten that way with the three flavors in 
his mouth at the same time.  He nodded his head and made 
satisfied mmm-good sounds. 
 
 

After they ate, Shorty told Bitina about his plans.  Would 
it work?  Would Bitina be able to take them into the City, 
showing them how to get there without being seen and then 
show them where to find the devils in their nest? 

Bitina wasn’t sure, but she would be willing to try.  They 
all crawled into the bedroom and Bitina fucked Shorty first.  
Then she moved over to where Dan lay with his head on the 
pillow.  She took his testicles and his penis into her hands.  
She blew on them.  When Dan’s erection was enormous, 
she slid it into her pussy. 

She whispered, “Dan, you need to look into my eyes 
and be very calm and still.  This is going to be very hard on 
you.  And this is going to be very hard on me.  We are going 
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to a place in my memory that is so hurtful, but I will try.  And 
Dan, you will see terrible things that you have never seen or 
heard of on your world.  So, please, be quiet, be calm, and 
be still.” 

Without taking her eyes away from Dan’s eyes, Bitina 
said, “Shorty, come closer.  I know you can go with me 
without touching me.  But tonight, I need you to put your left 
hand on the back of my neck.  And put your right hand on 
my shoulder.  And then don’t move.  Close your eyes and 
imagine you are looking into my eyes, just the way you have 
done it before.  But tonight I need to feel you touching me or 
I will not be able to do this.  I told you once what the devils 
did to me.  You will see them doing it to me again and 
maybe much more before we can learn what it is that you 
and Dan need to know.” 

Shorty moved over and lay on his side.  Bitina was 
straddling Dan in her usual position for the magic. 

Shorty’s stomach was against Bitina’s right knee; his 
erection was pressed against her right calf and her right 
thigh; his right knee was touching Bitina’s right foot; and his 
left leg was touching Dan’s left leg. 

Shorty put his left hand on the back of Bitina’s neck, 
gently without any pressure.  He put his right hand on her 
right shoulder without any pressure.  His hands were meant 
to be a comfort and nothing else. 

He closed his eyes and imagined having his cock inside 
Bitina’s pussy and that he was looking into her eyes for the 
magic.  And suddenly all three of them were standing in the 
market square in a walled city. 

They were not apart as the last time.  Dan was facing 
Bitina and his erection was inside her body.  Shorty was 
standing behind Bitina and holding her gently with his left 
hand on the back of her neck and his right hand on her 
shoulder. 

There were people in the square selling fruits and 
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vegetables.  There were people selling meat.  There were 
people selling woven baskets and wooden spears.  There 
were people selling children who were naked and standing in 
a large cage: male and female in the same cage. 

And in the stocks by the side of the road was a woman 
with her head and hands in the stocks.  She was naked.  
She had long red hair that hung down over her shoulders 
and below the stocks. 

Several devils in their uniforms and body armor were 
standing around.  They were watching one of their numbers 
who had taken off all of his body armor.  He was perched on 
the back of this naked woman.  His long and thick erection 
was channeling in and out this woman’s vagina.  She was 
panting as the erection slid in and out of her body. 

And just as suddenly, they were no longer in the market 
square but had moved through the streets and across a 
moat and into a castle.  They went past the guards who were 
devils in uniform.  They went into a large room and there 
was a blonde woman hanging from the ceiling.  Her ankles 
were in irons and fastened wide apart to the floor.  Her wrists 
were in irons and her arms were pulled high and wide, so 
she was spread out, and hanging in mid air.  And there was 
an iron collar around her neck attached to a chain 
suspended from the ceiling.  That was to keep her head from 
moving from side to side. 

There were a dozen naked devils in this room.  At a 
“caw”, three of them jumped on her body and began to fuck 
her in her anus, her vagina, and down her throat.  When they 
had ejaculated into her, they climbed down and three more 
took their place.  They took turns until all twelve had fucked 
her at least once.  And then after another “caw”, the dozen 
devils rushed at her and began to eat her alive.  

She was screaming as they ate her.  She was all bones 
except for her head, neck, lungs and heart by the time the 
leader opened her ribcage and ate her heart. 
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And suddenly Bitina, Shorty and Dan were back in the 
cave bedroom.  Dan was screaming.  He had lost his 
erection and his focus. 

Shorty wrapped his arms around both Bitina and Dan 
and held them close.  Bitina was caressing Dan’s face and 
trying to sooth him and calm him. 

After a time, Dan stopped screaming and crying.  Dan 
whispered, “I am sorry.  I couldn’t stand it any more.” 

Bitina said, “We have been forced to watch them eat us 
like that for ten thousand years.” 

Shorty asked, “Bitina, was that you in the market 
square?” 

Bitina answered, “Yes, we went into my past.  That is 
what got us to the city, my memory.  And then from there, I 
could take you into the castle to all the places I had been.  
And you could see everything I have seen with my own 
eyes.” 

Dan said, “My God!  They are devils.”  He paused.  
Then he asked, “Do you think you could get an erection out 
of me again?  Let’s go back there and see how we can get 
there in secret.  Ten thousand years is too long to put up 
with those devils.  Maybe that is why Shorty came here.  
Maybe that is why I came here.  Maybe it is God’s will and it 
is time to put a stop to that.” 

Bitina said, “Dan, close your eyes and imagine that I am 
Myra Mae.  That’s better.  Let me get your erection inside 
me again.  Now, look into my eyes.  Do not move.  Focus.  
Concentrate.” 

In a moment, all three of them were back in the castle 
dining room.  The skeleton of the blonde woman was taken 
down by two devils and chopped into pieces on a butcher-
block in one corner of the dining room.  They left all of her 
pieces in a pile on the butcher-block and on floor. 

A naked man was then brought into the dining room 
and fastened to the floor by his ankles.  His wrists and neck 

 8



 9

were fastened to chains and he was raised up off of the floor 
to hang in midair. 

As the devils did this, several naked pre-teen girls came 
into the dining room through a side door.  They were pushing 
a cart. They were kitchen servants for the devils.  

They collected the chopped up pieces of the dead 
woman’s skeleton from the floor and the butcher-block; they 
put them into the cart; and they took them to the kitchen.  
They made soup out of her bones and the bones of every 
suppertime meal. 

The soup would be fed to the devils for breakfast, to all 
the prisoners in the dungeon, and to all of the men, women, 
and children in the breeding enclosures.  Everyone knew 
where the soup came from but it was eat it or starve. 
 


