Unlikely roommates

She looked like your average woman in the late twenties. She had blonde hair that reached down to her shoulders, a pink scarf around her pale neck and a gray cardigan over a rather dirty gray t-shirt which had been white sometime in the past. She also wore a pair of unnoticeable blue jeans, and some rather washed up pair of sneakers.
She had a tired look around her, one that one could easily see in her blue eyes. It was the kind of look one get if some bastard kept a ruckus through the night on purpose. 
As she walked down the street, she would occasionally stop up, take a break and lean against a nearby wall and punch her belly. This would seem like a very strange behavior for a woman who was pregnant in her late months.
Of course, if one looked really close, and not in the ogling way, but the kind of looking where one see past the lies and instead see the truth, one would see that everything was not what it looked like.

The woman was not in her twenties, but instead was rather much, much older. (She did however look quite young for someone in their thousands.) Her hair was not blonde, but instead a charcoal black, instead of blue eyes, she had ones that shined slightly yellow. Her skin was a dark red, a pair of small horns protruded from her head and a red tail popped out from beneath the cardigan sweater. Granted, she didn’t actually need the clothes, but she still liked to wear them.
And at last, her belly was not a pregnant one, but instead a rather large red protruding one that belonged to someone who could devour others whole. 


Sarah, or rather,  “Draoughundonkim”[footnoteRef:1] as she was called in certain places with a standard favoritism towards fire and brimstone had developed a liking towards mortals. By liking it is meant that she thought they were rather tasty, not to mention filling. Personally she liked to keep them around for a while, feeling their fears while they were squirming around in their own personal hellhole. She didn’t always get a soul out of it, but a night of sinful pleasure followed by gorging out was in her interest nevertheless and she had a feeling she was only making the world a slightly worse place from it. Just like the big boys down below wanted it.  [1:  She usually just used the former when introducing herself as the latter had a tendency to be hard to pronounce.] 

This night however she had managed to catch the big prize. An angel!
It had not been easy as the angel had proved herself to be a lot harder to convince than any mortals. It is rather hard to lure someone with no sexual drive towards her apartment, then again the angel had been surprisingly naïve towards dark back alleys and rather weak towards chloroform. 

She had not been walking around like an angel, but more like your average modest woman with a long skirt and buttoned up jacket. The illusion had been easy to see through by the demon and some hours later she had her prepped up on the kitchen table. 
Her clothes were taken off and put into a pile by the trash can, her brown hair was loose, her tanned skin lay bare and her white wings was tied together. The angel was also gagged for good measure. After all, she didn’t want any of that exorcism talk or calling for help.
 With a smile Sarah retrieved a bottle of seasoning from the fridge (it ran rather well despite it not being plugged in into an electrical socket) and poured the contents of the bottle on the wings. 
Sarah was under the impression that once you have an angel, you might as well eat the whole angel. Though the feathers and hair would feel very dry in her throat and thus she decided that it would be a lot better with something added to it.
She ran her finger along the bare back of the angel, having the moisture of the skin mix with the seasoning, whereas she licked her finger. Yep, the angel was ready for some good old fashioned devouring.

Though some demons preferred to eat their meals in a rather messy and bloody way (or with knife and fork, or the occasional spiderlike slurping of the intestines) Sarah preferred a more snakelike approach. Due to the nature of certain celestial and winged beings, it was probably best to devour the whole angel in one go. 

She positioned herself by the feet of the angel and unhinged her jaw with a loud pop and within moments she had begun pulling the feet of the angel into her mouth. Granted, the angel did taste quite delicious, though it felt like a small letdown after she had let herself have some rather unreasonable expectations.
Like a snake that moves its mouth over its victim, so did Sarah move her way over the angel: First the feet, then the calves and the buttocks. She could feel the pressure in her throat as she pressed her little morsel down and soon she could feel a considerable weight in her stomach. Her belly protruded outward and she could feel tears welling up in her eyes as the body of the angel produced quite the strain on the demons body. 



Sarah as lying in her bed and tapped her fingers on her protruding belly.  Sure, the taste of the angel still lingered in her mouth (she would have called it heavenly if that word had not been forbidden by her peers), but she had a feeling that something was not as it should be.
She had eaten the angel and it had been a delicious meal. The struggling and squirming afterwards was expected and had been mixed feeling of pain and pleasure (mostly pleasure). Yet, the angel had not digested even though Sarah had tried very hard at it. Even after a night most visitors of her belly would have given in, but the angel was still there and rather obnoxious about it too. 

Now, a slight explanation might be in order. Though angels and demons do not like each other, they have actually more things in common than they think. For instance their physical nature is rather changeable as they do not really belong to the world of humans. They do not have to breathe, nor eat, nor drink (though they enjoy eating out. Angels like fine restaurants whereas demons have a liking towards barbeque.). In addition they have a certain ability to negate some parts of reality and replace it with a version of their own (It can be compared to a chess game with the universe where you distract it by pointing at something in the distance, and switch some of the pieces. The more subtle one do it, the better as the universe has a tendency to pack quite the mean punch if it finds out).
This ability, or “magic” as some would call it, can be performed both consciously and subconsciously. By example of the latter, angels have a tendency to create good around them whereas demons have a certain habit of making harm wherever they go. 

These were some of the things Sarah were pondering when looking upon her protruding belly. 
“Why won’t you digest already?” She asked with a slight annoyance in her voice.
“I rather not actually” Was the muffled answer Sarah got from her belly.
“Well, I will digest you, even if it takes me the whole week.” Sarah said with a determined voice, laid back in her bed and turned on the TV.
 The TV was on for about 20 minutes or so before the channel began to show snow and the screen went black. Shortly after the light in the room went out as well, leaving Sarah and her big belly in darkness. She snapped her fingers in an attempt to fix it. It lit up for a moment, but went black again immediately. She said some words that were rather harsh whereas she heard a voice from her belly once more:
“Something the matter?” 
“None of your business.” Was the reply from Sarah whereas she rolled out of the bed with some effort and looked upon the electrical cables that went into the wall. She inserted the part, but nothing happened.
“This is your fault, isn’t it?” She said and poked her belly.
The inhabitant of said belly squirmed slightly, but replied innocently enough:
“What is?”
“My light went out. My TV is not working. That stuff.”
“I have no idea what you are talking about. I am just sitting here, minding my own business and trying not to digest.”

Then it dawned on Sarah. It had taken a little while, but she had finally realized it. Her power and the angels power was around the same magnitude and thus they cancelled each other out. Sarah hurried to her bathroom and looked in the mirror. She was still able to maintain an illusion, a blonde pale looking woman looking back at her from the mirror, but as far as digesting an angel goes, that was out of her league.

She had to sit down and think, stories about demons eating angels were rare, but they existed. A demon eating some smaller angels’ whole did occur, but it was even rarer. An angel being eaten by a demon of the same size and power; it was unheard of. Even further, an angel depowering a demon from within, now that was just plain ridiculous. Nevertheless, if anyone found out, she would be the laughing stock of Hell. 

“Hello?” The voice came from the belly once more, its inhabitant most likely curious after what appeared to be a longer period of silence from said belly’s owner. 
“I think I have a problem. Or rather, we have a problem.”
“Oh?” The voice from the belly sounded more amused than concerned.
“I can’t really use my powers with you in there.”
“You could just spit me out.”
“Or you could just digest.” Sarah replied with what she thought was a smart argument.
“Then it seems like we have a stand still.” 
“Yes.”




Being a demon without its powers turned out to be a rather annoying thing for Sarah. Mostly because that without her powers, there were no electricity in the apartment, no warm water in the shower and the food she had in her fridge now went past its expiration date. (Though demons are a hardy bunch, being in a cold apartment with no electricity, nor water, nor food tends to grind the most of them, especially if they have an obnoxious angel in their belly.)
The worst part was however that without her powers, her house had now appeared in the IRS list whereas tax-letters and bills appeared in her mail box. Bills that had to be paid for with money she did not have and actually never had the use for before.  
She held the letters in her hand and clenched them in an angry fist.
“I know what I must do…” She mumbled.
“Oh, what is that?” Replied the voice from her belly.
“I…must get a job.”
“Ooh, good luck with that.” The voice replied whereas Sarah punched her belly.
“Shut up you parasite.”
