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CHAPTER ONE

 


Angel

 


Angel was in a room and
she had her ‘cans’ on. There was the flicker of a giant LCD TV
screen. That TV pretty much took up the whole of one wall. “I’m
gonna kill all you mother fuckers. Trust me, this is mine, all
mine.” She was talking into a microphone that was attached via
small hinge to the headphone ‘cans’. She was online and she was
referring to the game she was playing on screen. She was talking to
the other gamers she was playing with. These gamers were her
friends and it could have been that she had never met them in the
flesh as it were. Maybe they had only ever ‘got together’ like
this, online. But whatever, she was talking like she knew them. She
was talking like they had something in common. She was talking like
they were a collective of similar minds.

On screen there was this
female leather clad urban warrior in the process of dispatching
various ‘foes’ in a variety of gory ways. That was Angel’s
character and she was controlling her via the console handset. Just
under the massive TV screen there was an internet broadband switch
with eight sockets. All sockets had equipment connected and all of
the lights on this switch were flickering and, or flashing which
told that data was being exchanged between the equipment and the
wider internet world. Whatever else was going on here - this was
one connected room. One had to assume that Angel was a geek of some
kind - a nerd even. But for some reason that wasn’t coming
across.

Angel was a girl who was
barely eighteen years old. She was an impossibly pretty girl,
although to some extent that prettiness was muted by the way she
was dressed and made up. Almost like a throwback to the Goth
movement, but one that had been brought up to date. Dark purple
lipstick and thick heavy eye makeup kind of supressed her natural
beauty. Although at the same time they emphasised it as well. She
had tight black leather leggings on, and a sheer, see through nylon
top that, despite the thin bra did nothing to hide the development
of impressive, full breasts.

Angel was ‘petite’ - she
was small and yet perfectly formed and it was as though the way she
chose to dress and makeup, was her way of compensating for her lack
of height, or ‘tallness’. She had high heeled boots that came to
just below her knees and that were as fitted tight to her legs as
the legging were. Those boots would have boosted her height and yet
not her petiteness. In all respects Angel was a girl would have not
yet burst out into womanhood. She was a girl who had all of that to
come. But as well, the vision of this girl, the image of her was
one that told that without a shadow of a doubt that she was
sexually aware. This was not a girl who was going through the
motions of wearing her mother’s high heels and her lipstick, for
the first time, as she might have been before puberty. This was a
girl who was aware - in fact she was more than aware. That was
obvious from the way she held herself. The way she was comfortable
with herself - confident with herself. There was nothing
self-conscious about her or the way she saw herself. It was like
she dressed and made up almost as an afterthought, as though it was
all natural to her. This was a girl who was not afraid of the big
bad world. A girl who was not worried about having her illusions
shattered. A girl maybe who had already had those illusions
shattered and now she had got over that and was out the other side.
Maybe Angel was the new nerd, the new geek. All lipstick and heels
and connected to the world wide web. Whatever else she was, she was
kick-ass.

The walls of this room
were all painted matt black. Even the net curtains were black which
made the light that tried to stream through the window seemed
diffused at best. But at the same time that diffused light, and the
shadow it created weird, almost scary. Angel lit a cigarette, she
dragged and she inhaled. She was a very young girl, but the way she
smoked it was as though she had been doing it for years. It was as
though she was a mature smoker. She held the smoke down in her
lungs as she set her on screen figure on a rampage of bloody
murder. Little men, the baddies being separated from their limbs
and in some cases their heads. Eyes gouged out, and tongue pulled
out, completely. Whatever this game was, it was graphic - it would
have been age limited. And one had to ask the question if this girl
Angel was old enough to play it? Probably, but only just. It didn’t
matter either way. The way she controlled this figure on screen,
what she got this bitch to do to other human beings, one wouldn’t
like to be the one who tried to confiscate the game she was
playing. Or one wouldn’t like to be the one who tried to reason
with her that games like this were really not a good
thing.

Angel took another drag
of the cigarette and she placed it in the ashtray without even
looking. It was obvious that she placed things exactly where she
needed them so that her concentration was not taken away from the
screen. If she lapsed concentration for just a second, or less than
a second, she would come to a horrible end on screen - and she
couldn’t have that. “I’ve gotta go out in a bit. You know, let the
world know I exist and I’m kicking ass. I’ve got urges coming back
and I need to gratify them. If I don’t, I don’t get to sleep. And
if I don’t sleep I get cranky.” Angel was talking into her mic.
Despite her obvious young age, she spoke well. She spoke with an
educated accent. One couldn’t be sure whether this made what she
was doing and what she was saying less, or more disturbing. It had
to be the latter. That she had to go out was not the issue, most
people had to go out, even if they didn’t want to. But the urges of
which she spoke laid a particularly darker layer to what was
happening here.

There was something about
the way she mentioned ‘urges’. There was something about the way
she said it and about the aftermath that was left when she had said
it. The person, or the people that she was talking to obviously
knew what Angel meant by ‘urges’. She hadn’t had to explain
herself. It was like she only had to mention urges and they would
know. They did know. But Angel was unconcerned - she was just very
blasé about it. It wasn’t something that she had to put too much
thought into and it wasn’t something that she needed to plan. She
had this urge, or these urges and she had to do something about it.
It was that simple really.

“Of course
I’ll be careful - that’s my middle name. But a girl gotta do what a
girl gotta do. I’m wanting something more though. Something more
than a one-off. I need to get my teeth into something like a longer
term ‘project’”. Angel’s educated accent had the habit of slipping
into ‘street’. That street lilt to her voice and her tone, added
something to what she was saying. It added something to what she
was saying and what she meant. But there was more than that - it
was almost like there was this ‘unspoken’ thing that she had to
deal with. That was already the case since she had mentioned urges.
But what could those urges be? Why did she have to be careful? It
would be easy for the mind to be taken in the wrong direction.
Looking like Angel looked, she would attract the attention of the
wrong sort of people. Looking like she looked and carrying herself
the way she did, it would be understandable if not right for a
certain kind of man to want to do things to her. To want to be
inside her. To be inside all of her. It was a fact that a sexually
aware young girl like her would be desirable - and it was a fact
that she had the look that told she was if not sexually active,
then sexually aware to the extreme. There would have been this
thing that her age wouldn’t come into it - such was her look and
manner. Was that why she was being told to be careful? It was
impossible to answer that question.

There was just something
about this girl that gave her more than an edge. What did she mean
by she needed to get her teeth into something like a longer term
project? She had emphasised the word project. Like she had
underlined it but not in an overt way. That emphasis was just
there. But the thing about this girl was that she was not fazed by
what she was saying or what she was intimating. There was the
overtone that she was talking some serious shit up, but that didn’t
come across in her tone of voice or her manner. Obviously she knew
what she was talking about. She knew exactly what she was talking
about but it didn’t phase her. It was just something that she had
to deal with. These ‘urges’ were something that she just had to
deal with. And she would. That was what her tone of voice and her
manner said.

She thumbed the wireless
console control and with a scream her onscreen character gouged the
eyes out of another victim. And when she did that, there was this
smile on her face. Almost a benevolent smile. But she was enjoying
herself because that smile was in her eyes as well. Just before the
message came up on screen “YOU WIN’ - Angel’s onscreen character
span around on one leg, she gave a hard roundhouse kick to another
leader clad vixen’s head, and it was clear that character was out
for the count before she slammed to the floor. But before she got
to the floor, Angel’s heroine had spun again and unleashed a full
force kick to the throat. That had meant that blood had catapulted
from the lipsticked mouth of this vixen. And then before she
eventually fell to the floor dead, just to make sure, Angel slit
her throat with an impossibly lethal looking jagged edged knife.
Again the message flashed up, “YOU WIN”.

“Like I said
I’ve gotta go out. Urges and all that.” And with that she took off
her cans and threw them to the crumpled up sofa thing she had been
sitting on - and she got to her feet. For the first time Angel
could be seen in all her glory, so to speak. That prettiness was
there, under all that makeup, but so to was this kick ass girl who
gave the impression that she didn’t give a flying fuck about
anything or anyone. Certainly the way she had just played that game
supported that impression. Her legs were long and shapely, and the
way she stood on those heels told that she had been wearing heels
for a long time. There was no awkwardness about the way she moved
on them. It was like she was born on them. It was like her
character in that game - she was all heels and lipstick as well,
and she was a natural on the heels. And here was Angel in the real
world - the living embodiment of that onscreen character. Now there
was one scary thought!

One had to ask - was
Angel even really her real name? One had to wonder what sort of
parent would call their little girl Angel? There would be the urge
to do that, but anyone sane wouldn’t give their child that to deal
with in their life. It was almost unthinkable. But then again,
probably it wasn’t her real name at all - maybe she had taken her
name from one of those god awful games she played. Maybe that was
just her onscreen persona - the real life version of it. But then,
that was another cause to be chilled to the bone - to think that
there was a real life version of what she had just been on screen.
And what she had done on screen. She checked herself in the floor
standing full length mirror. She turned one way and then the other,
like she was checking herself out. She liked what she saw. That was
easy to see from the wry smile on her face. She knew what she
looked like - and more to the point she knew what she looked like
to others and the fact that she liked that thought was reflected in
her facial expression.

Angel began scooping up
her thick, jet black hair. Just combing her fingers through it and
gathering it. She had thick, but dead straight hair, that with ease
reached the small of her back - and she was gathering it to form a
pony tail. One might have expected her to have formed this pony
tail more to the back of her head. But she didn’t do that. Instead
she gather her hair from the crown so that the pony tail was high
on her head. And as she banded it, one could see that it added to
her height - that, that pony tail added to her stature. It had to
be said that Angel was an impressive girl and despite her tender
years she was going to be an impressive woman one day. There was
this ‘strut’ like quality to the way this girl stood and moved on
her heels and she was coming together in this ‘look’ as she threw
on this short, fitted leather jacket. That jacket just made
tantalising glimpses of her breast bulges under the see through
nylon top she wore. The nylon was black and the bra was black. But
that bra by its very definition did nothing to conceal or support
her breasts. In fact it did more to draw attention to them than
conceal or cover them. One had the feeling that this particular bra
simply existed in order to stop Angel getting arrested for exposing
herself in a crude way.

She looked at herself in
the mirror and smiled again. Then she left the room, but she locked
the door behind her. That was her domain. It was her ‘space’. It
was her private space and the way she locked then double and triple
locked the door one had to get the message that anyone who
trespassed there would do so at their own risk. But then it also
gave the message that maybe this room was in a building that was
not in a very nice area of the city. That maybe it was situated in
the crime and drug infested inner city that the tourists didn’t
see, or didn’t get to go to. So it wasn’t a family home that Angel
apparently lived in. There was no sign of anyone else there. The
floor was a high floor because she had to get the elevator down. So
maybe it was some kind of apartment building. As Angel got out of
the elevator at ground level she slapped the hand of some pervert
away from her inner thighs. The creep had slid past Angel before
she had come out of the elevator car fully and as he had done that,
so his hand had slipped to her inner thigh and then up.

“Go fuck
yourself creep before I scratch your eyes out.” And she had stopped
to look at this man. It would have been easy to say that she had
just made the wrong move - that this guy, whoever he was could just
pull out a knife now and use it to threaten her - to bring her into
some alleyway and do despicable things to her - or worse. But no,
there was something in the way she had fended off this man and the
way that she had looked him right in the eye as she had warned him.
He wouldn’t want to fuck with her. That much was clear. He just
shrunk away muttering something indecipherable. So it WAS a less
than salubrious area of the city that she was in. Not quite lawless
streets but very nearly. And besides as Angel headed towards the
subway, she knew that a few stops on the train and she would be out
of badlands and into the favoured hunting grounds of the rich and
the famous.

Twenty minutes later
Angel was climbing up the stone steps and into bright, bright
sunlight of Sloane Square. She didn’t smile for any apparent reason
but she did smile brightly. She stepped out of the station and
looked around. Yes she loved this part of town. After standing
still for what seemed liked a few minutes she walked straight ahead
- to her right was the Sloane Square Hotel, and then there was
Sloane Street - one of the haunts of the super rich. Boutiques and
apparel shops that didn’t have the stuff in the widow displays
priced up. Word had it that if you have to ask the price you
couldn’t afford it.

But Angel bypassed Sloane
Street on the other side of the square and she headed for the Kings
Road - another street for those who liked shopping ‘till they
dropped. But the thing about the Kings Road was that it had coffee
shops. And if there was one thing that Angel liked, especially
after so many hours non-stop of online gaming, was good strong
coffee. And up and down this street there was an abundance of
choice. She didn’t have to choose one because she knew already
which coffee shop she would go to. A small, almost tiny one that
did the best straight black coffee she had ever tasted. She didn’t
know how they did it - she didn’t know the secret. She didn’t want
to know - if she knew the secret to this black coffee then it would
complicate her life. She smiled at that thought. All she knew was
that this little place with a few window seats looking out on the
street managed to do it day after day, week after week. There was
never a bad day in that coffee shop. Just good black coffee, and
for that she was grateful.

People traffic was
building, it was that time of day but Angel negotiated that and hit
the Kings Road. She needed to cross the street but if the lights
were right then she could just skip right on across. And she did
that. A hundred years or so and she would be there. She could see
it, and she could almost smell and taste that black coffee already.
She would spend half an hour in this little place and she would
formulate a plan in her mind. Then she would spend the rest of the
day working on these urges of hers. Whatever these urges were. As
she crossed the road her eyes were fixed on that coffee shop. She
was hoping there was going to be one of those little window seats
available. Yes, she could see there was. There was a woman sitting
in one of the three bar style stools but the other two were empty.
Angel possibly thought it was odd - this woman seemed to be looking
right at her as she crossed the road. The closer she got the more
sure she was that she was indeed looking at her.

 



CHAPTER TWO

 


Dee-Dee

 


She was sitting on a tall
wooden bar type stool in a window of the coffee shop. She always
sat in that seat. She always came to this place. It was where she
could watch the world go by. It was where she could think. That was
something that she had to do a lot of, thinking. Today she had been
on this bar stool looking out as the City passed by longer than
normal. Usually she would have her skinny latte or two - or
something stronger and then she would get on with her day. This
time it was slightly different.

Dee-Dee was in a
quandary. There was a break up she had to deal with and she didn’t
do breakups. She was a writer who did picture postcard romance and
so breakups, however they happened were not in her ‘happy ending’
orbit. She did almost sickeningly perfect love stories that she had
made a fortune out of. That was it, that was what she did - pure
undiluted romance. But she had always, always done happy endings.
She had never weaved a tale that left a reader disturbed or left
loose ends to make the reader think - or left one wondering if
there would be a ‘part two’. It was like she wrote about the
perfect world that she lived in, in her mind - that, and nothing
else.

Dee-Dee had always woven
minutely detailed tales of romance. Even her bedroom scenes had
this air of perfection about them. Not perfection in the sense of
the way they were written, but perfection in the sense that there
was nothing dirty about them - nothing graphic, and certainly
nothing pornographic. There was no graphic descriptions of
penetration and the mess that had to be cleaned up after it. There
was no seminal fluid, or ‘smell’ of sex, and there was no stained
bedclothes or anything that any character in her book would feel
the need to turn their noses up, snob style about. All there was,
was just intricately detailed scenes of ‘love making’, pure soft
focus love making, that Dee-Dee wrote. Perfect perfection! There
was nothing about the big bad world - it was just all about the
world through rose tinted glasses - yes, soft focus and dancing
highlights. Dee-Dee’s world.

Dee-Dee had been writing
short stories since she was a child. That was all that she did - it
was all she wanted to do - it was all she had ever wanted to do.
She had very few friends and like a lot of writers she had become a
little, or more than a little detached from the real world. It was
like she had become withdrawn into the little environments that she
created in her stories. Dee-Dee was a woman who had pretty much
ignored the real world that she actually lived in. But it was
deeper than that. There was this ‘image’ of Dee-Dee that was
projected from the stories that she wrote. One had the impression,
one couldn’t help but have this impression that she was this little
old lady who was in her mind reliving her sepia toned life through
her romantic notions and minutely woven stories in the world she
wrote about now. But that notion was as far from the truth as it
was possible to get. Indeed it was a complete falsehood.

Dee-Dee was a woman in
her mid-thirties - she was a breath-taking woman who was leggy,
tall and curvy, even if she did hide that a lot from the way she
dressed down as opposed to dress up. She was not the match for the
image that she would conjure up in most of her reader’s minds. The
reality was that she was like a Goddess, but she was one in
disguise. That was the thing - Dee-Dee had been anonymous as a
writer and as an author. That was one thing she had always wanted
and needed. She didn’t want to be ‘known’ or ‘recognised’. She
wanted to write these tales of romance that she seemed to be able
to pour out with very little effort, at will, but at the same time
she wanted to be able to walk down the street and be pretty much
ignored. She was certainly unlike other writers who took their
inspirations from observing the real world and what was going on
around them. Dee-Dee seemed to be flagrantly disinterested in the
real world. She had a world that she had created and that would do
for her. Fuck the real world was probably Dee-Dee’s take on the
world at large.

Dee-Dee didn’t want to be
spotted and then pointed out. She had told her publisher, “I don’t
want to do press. I don’t want to do book launches. I don’t want to
be the poster girl for my own books.” And she had been dead set on
that and she had not wanted to enter into even one protracted
conversation about it. Even when she had it pointed out to her that
she could make more money from being ‘visible’ she had knocked the
idea back - she hadn’t said anything, not verbally, she had just
‘looked’. And that look had said it all. She had even refused to
have one of her books turned into what would have been a lucrative
film because it would have meant she would need to come out into
the public eye. Nothing petrified her more than that - she would do
anything to avoid that. “I’d rather stick pins in my eyes”, she had
told her publisher. That had been as graphic as she ever got. She
had cringed when she had used that analogy but it had been a
fitting one. It reflected how strongly she felt about what she was
saying. She wasn’t about to give up her anonymity for anything - at
all - ever! The film didn’t get made as a result.

The thing about Dee-Dee
was that she didn’t come with any baggage. There were no dramas in
her life. She hadn’t had a traumatic upbringing, or nothing had
happened to her that would come back to haunt her in later life.
She wasn’t a survivor of any kind such as cancer or rape. She
hadn’t come through a massive tragedy that she had been plagued by
ever since. Indeed she had been brought up in the type of
sickeningly perfect situation that most of her stories were set in.
She had been an only child and she had a mum who stayed at home and
made the home - just like women did back in the day. And she had a
dad who kissed her on the forehead every day before he went out to
work and gave her a slightly distant hug when he came home
again.

Dee-Dee had been so
engrossed in her own world of these stories she wrote, that she
didn’t even know what her dad did as a job. As far as she was
concerned, he just went out to work every day - and that was it. He
had a briefcase, and he had spectacles - and for some bizarre
reason, later in life, when she got into her twenties, she had
assumed he was an accountant or something. In fact that suited her
‘idea’ of her father as her dad. He went out and did the books for
other people. She would lose count of the amount of ‘accountants’
that she had written about over the years. Maybe her perfect dad
and her perfect life had been the inspiration for at least some of
her own books.

Dee-Dee was single, she
had always been single. And she had always been withdrawn into this
little world of hers. Had she not begun writing so early in life
then there was the fact that she would probably have developed the
normal social skills that people did. There was the fact that she
would have developed normally in every respect. She would have
developed relationships and she would have maybe met men, and, or
women. She might not have developed this self-consciousness and
this lack of self-esteem that she was afflicted with. Certainly,
the way she lived her life, mostly cooped up in a study, writing,
was a pointer to someone who might develop if not severe, then mild
anxieties of the trials and tribulations of ‘normal’ life. And that
was it, it was like normal life, and the less than perfect world
that she lived in was something that was a bother to her. So the
longer that she could stay in that make believe world that her
stories took place in, the better. It even bothered her that she
had to interact with the so called real world at all. But she had
to do what she had to do and she accepted that she couldn’t escape
it, entirely.

All Dee-Dee had ever
wanted to do was write. From the time she could pick up a pen, all
she had wanted to do was write stories. She had this head full of
stories and once she had committed them to paper, and eventually to
her laptop hard drive, her head and her mind seemed to top itself
up with other stories and with other characters. That was what she
had was her mind full of ‘characters’. And she would always weave
her stories around these incredibly attractive and perfect
characters. When she could hear the kids playing outside in the
summer, she was in her bedroom with the curtains closed penning
stories. It was as though she had this take on the world outside
and that take was that it didn’t meet her high expectations.
Outside was certainly a world that didn’t match the worlds that she
had spinning round in her mind and that would end up on the printed
page. “Darling you should really get out you know. All this being
cooped up, all this time in your room it’s not healthy you
know?”

And that had been her
mother. But she had said it all with a smile. As though she was
relieved that her girl wasn’t out in the big wide world more. As
though that was something else that mother didn’t have to worry
about. Or that could go wrong. It was like Dee-Dee’s mother knew
about the big bad world, maybe that she knew about the things that
could happen out there and she was secretly grateful for the way
her one and only had turned out. It was like she recognised that
Dee-Dee should go out more, but also that she wouldn’t go
especially out of her way to get her one and only out more. And
besides, there was nothing wrong. Dee-Dee did well at school - she
excelled at English language and literature which was not a huge
surprise. It was as though she was destined from the time she
popped out of her mother’s womb, to be a writer. Her mother did
roll her eyes a little at the fact that all she seemed to write was
boy meets girl romance. But those rolls of the eyes became less,
the moment her little girl, who was not so much a little girl any
more, had her first title published at the age of fifteen. As far
as she was concerned her girl had done good.

Dee-Dee ordered another
latte - that would be the third she’d had. That was unheard of. She
never spent this much time in this coffee shop that would see her
sink three lattes. Two was her limit and that was on a slow day.
But she was pondering. She had a problem. She was having to think
of a way to have one of her central characters break up from a
real, real love affair. She had known that she would have to do it.
In all her other books she had avoided it. In all her other books
there had been nothing except those happy endings. She had gone out
of her way to have never to write about unhappy endings. But she
had listened to her publisher and her editor when they had
suggested, strongly at times, that her stories could be
unrealistic, boring even, and that she needed to bring in the less
than savoury aspects of life, like breaking up. It had taken her a
while but she had got there. She had taken it on board, but in her
own way. Her quandary was one of several strings. How could she
make boy and girl break up, but in a nice way? And then, how could
she weave the story so that it was a happy ending after all? She
was determined that it would be a happy ending after
all.

This was how seriously
Dee-Dee took her stories and the characters therein. This is what
she did - it was as though she lived each and every story she
wrote. It was like she avoided putting herself through any kind of
trauma. It was like she was living that perfect life, and that she
was living the story that she was writing. Maybe Dee-Dee was the
little girl who never grew up. Oh, she grew up and matured
physically and in some aspects emotionally as any other woman
would. But it was like she was still in that perfect world that all
little girls lived in. And it was like her writing was the way that
she dealt with that. It was the way that she could retain control
over the world. The way that she could dictate was happened and
what didn’t happen. And until now, break-ups, even soft ones, like
this one would have to be, didn’t happen. Breakups in Dee-Dee’s
world didn’t happen. That is, they didn’t happen until
now.

She broke off her
concentration for just a minute or so. She sipped the coffee and
she looked out onto the city street outside. If she had ever been
asked she would freely admit to hating the city and all it stood
for. She couldn’t ever imagine writing about it. Or setting one of
her stories there. That was the other thing - she had been a girl
who had been brought up in the city. She wasn’t from the country.
And yet none of her books took place in the city. It was all those
soft focus scenes of little cottages and white picket fences. Yappy
little dogs barking and jumping about as they chased bumble bees -
never catching them of course because then they would get stung in
the mouth and die a horrible death and Dee-Dee didn’t do horrible
deaths even if they were dogs.

She looked at a woman
coming down the pavement towards the coffee shop and she thought
this woman looked like she had the weight of the world on her
shoulders. In her mind that was what the city did to a person. This
woman, almost with dead eyes was the epitome of why she hated the
city. The woman was attractive and yet at the same time she was
haggard and drawn looking. That weight on her shoulders was
something that she carried around without even thinking about it.
That woman was someone who wouldn’t have a clue someone like
Dee-Dee was looking at her and thinking these things. She was in
her own little world just like she herself was in her own little
world. Dee-Dee preferred her own little world. That was a fact. She
liked her version of the perfect world. She didn’t want to, or
didn’t need to exist in this one any more than necessary. It was
why she existed the way she existed. It was why she had this
anonymity, it was why she liked her world much better. And she
couldn’t see anything changing any time soon.

That woman, the one with
the weight of the world on her shoulders passed by the very window
that Dee-Dee was sitting inside of. And there was this impasse,
like a split second when their eyes met. No-one would have put
money on their eyes meeting, but they did. And the woman outside
didn’t stop or do anything other than smile. And that smile had
knocked the socks off the haggard way she had looked before the
smile. It had been like the smile had wiped all of that weight and
all of that haggardness away from her and what was left was this
attractive woman. That had taken Dee-Dee back a bit. It had taken
her aback to the extent that she hadn’t smiled back. She hadn’t
returned the compliment of the smile. That bothered her a little
bit. But by the time she had realised all of this, it was too late
because the woman had walked right on past the coffee shop. But it
did leave her thinking. It left her thinking about this world that
she didn’t want to live in. It left her pondering that as much as
she was pondering the break up in her latest book. That woman, that
smile had got to her more than a little bit. She didn’t smile back
and that would never have happened in her perfect world, the one
that her stories all took place in. To ignore a smile from someone,
or to not have returned a smile, to blank someone would have been
unpleasant and Dee-Dee didn’t do unpleasant. She couldn’t do
unpleasant.

Dee-Dee had considered
going after the woman apologising to her for her apparent rudeness.
But she didn’t do that - she might have had something else not
caught her eye. There was someone, a girl crossing the road, again
coming towards the coffee shop. In effect this girl, or this woman
again was walking directly towards Dee-Dee. It was only as this
person got closer and closer that she realised this was a young
girl more than likely in her teens. It was funny, Dee-Dee would
think that this person had morphed into the young girl she was the
closer and closer she got. This girl was in skin tight leather
leggings and she was wearing tight high heeled boots that were
laced to her lower legs, beneath the knees. The heels forced a
strut that wouldn’t have existed in Dee-Dee’s world. In her world,
high heels existed but women and ladies floated on them
romantically. There was none of the slut-strut that this girl had.
Dee-Dee winced at the appearance of this girl. She was obviously a
pretty girl, but all of that makeup. And that huge, tall, high
tight pony tail made from her jet black hair. Between the ponytail
and the heels the girl looked tall. But she wasn’t tall, she was
petite - take the theatrics away and she would be fairly short.
Most definitely she would be shorter, much shorter than the Goddess
Dee-Dee herself. Yes she was small and petite but just perfectly
formed.

Dee-Dee would never be
able to explain why her eyes had been fixed on this girl. She would
reason that this petite girl on the heels and with the swinging
pony tail had captured her attention. But in the writer’s mind it
was for all the wrong reasons. This girl again petite and yet
perfectly formed. She wondered what her parents must have thought
of her daring to go out looking like that and walking the streets
the way those heels made her walk. She wondered if indeed she had
any parents. Maybe she didn’t. Maybe she was one of the city’s
thousands of homeless. But then she didn’t look homeless. She
didn’t look dirty or dishevelled. Her look was clean and it was
perfect. Dee-Dee watched the girl skip up onto the pavement outside
the coffee shop once she had crossed the road. And it had been then
that she saw the roll and ‘bounce’ of the girl’s breasts. That was
almost too much for her to bare. How could she be out like that?
Just a barely there see through sheer top in see through nylon.
There was a bra, but it did little to support or hide the fact that
this girl was developing well. But she was yet to blossom into
womanhood proper. Maybe, just maybe Dee-Dee visibly winced and it
was as she winced that their eyes met. This time she smiled. She
smiled before the girl smiled. Except the girl didn’t smile -
rather she smirked. And then she came into the coffee
shop.

 



CHAPTER THREE:

 


Dee-Dee and
Angel, the ‘chance encounter’ or not!

 


Angel nodded to the
counter girl - she wanted her usual straight black coffee. And she
looked at one of the empty stools. The girl nodded back, she would
take the coffee over to Angel when it was done. She took her jacket
off and hung it on the back of the bar type stool before she
slipped up onto it. The sound of leather on leather as she crossed
her legs seemed amplified in that small space. If this coffee shop
was anything at all, it was small.

Dee-Dee hadn’t been
expecting that. She had expected this girl to walk right on by and
now she felt a little bit weird that she had smiled at this oddly
dressed and made up girl through the window and now this very girl
was sitting on the stool next to hers. She didn’t quite know what
to do with herself now. She didn’t interact with anyone from the
normal world as a rule. For a start she wasn’t very good at it -
ignoring the dishevelled woman was proof of that. All she had
needed to do was smile back and she hadn’t. And now she had smiled
at this girl and she wondered if the expectation was there that she
would need to carry on this dreaded interaction. She hoped not. But
she needn’t have worried about that too much. It was Angel who
spoke,

“Never seen
you here before. I’m sure I would have remembered.” Angel spoke in
that pleasant, educated voice of hers. In many ways that voice
didn’t fit the image that she presented. Inside her mind Dee-Dee
was saying ‘shit, I could do without this today of all days’. But
of course she didn’t say that. “Likewise, I’m sure I would remember
you as well. I am a regular here you know.” And Dee-Dee had this
holier than thou tilt to her voice that wouldn’t have come across
as pleasant in any way shape or form. It would have sounded like
she was trying to brush this girl off. Angel just smiled to
herself. “People do say that once they meet me, they never forget.”
And what she said was simple. But it wasn’t that, it was the way
she said it. There was meaning behind the meaning of what she said.
“Well I can in all honesty say that I am never going to forget you.
Let’s just say you are striking, and leave it at that.” She might
not have meant it to sound ‘snobby’ but it did. Their eyes met for
a second - but it was a second that seemed longer. Dee-Dee wasn’t
exactly turning her nose up at this girl but such was her lack of
social and interaction skills in the real world, it would have come
across as that. Angel did nothing except smile.

“You’re
Dee-Dee Wilde aren’t you?” Now that was a surprise! No, correction,
it wasn’t a surprise at all it was a core level shock. How could
this weird girl with the purple lipstick possibly know who she was?
No-one knew who she was. That was what Dee-Dee was all about - her
privacy, her anonymity. Not even her most loyal readers and ‘fans’
knew who she was. “Who sorry? Who is this Dee-Dee Wilde? I don’t
know what, or who you are talking about.” And there was this like
hurt in her voice that this girl should even consider that ‘she’
was this woman. Dee was trying to deflect the question with
questions of her own. The thinking behind that would be that this
girl would think that she had the wrong woman after all and that
the conversation would move on. Or preferably that the conversation
would simply stop and they would sit in silence. Dee-Dee preferred
silence - it was what she existed in most of the time.

“Everyone
thinks you’re this reclusive old lady who writes these little love
stories. But I’ve always known differently you know. There’s
nothing ‘little old lady’ about you now is there, hmm?” And this
time there was this slightly mocking tone to Angel’s voice. But it
was just that, like a soft mocking. But whatever, it was irritating
the fuck out of Dee-Dee. She was trying to figure out how to get
the fuck out of this place. How to shake this girl off but she was
coming up blank. “Look I really don’t know what you’re talking
about. I really, really don’t.” And that was like a last ditch
attempt to shake Angel off. “Look, its ok, its ok your secret is
safe with me. You know I have read every single one of your books.
I love them. Love in the ideal world and all that.” And then
Dee-Dee was thinking that she wasn’t going to be able to keep
denying it. This girl obviously knew. She was a little encouraged
by the fact that Angel had said her secret was safe with her. But
how much could she trust her on that? And then she was a little
more encouraged by the fact that the girl obviously knew ‘somehow’
and that she had actually read all of her books. So that must mean
that she was a fan. And if she was a fan then there was nothing to
worry about. She reasoned with herself, that was how it worked
right?

There was this acceptance
by Dee-Dee that she wouldn’t just shake this girl off, just like
that. She had just got a fresh latte and the girl had just got her
fresh steaming black coffee, so for the next twenty minutes at
least, she was stuck with her. “Ok, ok, keep your voice down.
You’re got me - I am Dee-Dee Wilde but I really don’t want it to be
known, if you follow my meaning?” Dee-Dee had stood and shuffled
her stool closer to Angel. And Angel had been completely
non-plussed about all that. She didn’t even look at Dee-Dee as she
came in closer. She just sipped that hot coffee between her full,
purple lips and looked out onto the Kings Road. “Oh I know exactly
what you mean. If you were identified now it would change
everything. All of this little mystery you have built up over the
years. All of this little ‘privacy’ you’ve had going on. And to
think that could all come to an end would ruin everything. I’m sure
it would affect your stories. I mean, the way you live now, the way
you write - just the slightest change to your life and your
routine, and your privacy status, and it would reflect in your
stories. You might even find that you couldn’t write again,
ever.”

And Angel just let her
words hang there. She just let Dee-Dee think about what she had
just said. The writer herself simply had this feeling of impending
doom rush right through her as this young girl spelt out the
scenario. She couldn’t understand, she couldn’t ‘get’ how this girl
knew her and how she absolutely understood so much about her and
the way she lived and existed. It was scaring the shit out of her
and she wouldn’t mind admitting that. “I didn’t think of it like
that.” She was lying of course. She was thinking of all of the
negatives that could be involved with her identity getting out.
“But anyway, you look like you’ve got a whole lot of shit going on.
When you smiled at me through the window before I came in, I
thought, ‘now there’s a woman with a lot on her mind’. So what’s
up, tell me?” Angel was talking softly but she was being straight,
dead straight and there was this edge to her voice that was just
about there.”

There was something
unsettling in Dee-Dee’s mind, about this girl having this ‘thing’
on her. A lot of that would have been because she had never had to
face such a possibility before. She had been sure, oh so sure that
her anonymity was a sealed and secure deal. But then there was the
reality that this girl did have something on her even though there
was no sign, or no hint of any kind of blackmail, or coercion, at
the moment. And this was a chance for her to deflect again - the
chance for her to get off the subject of who she was and all that.
“If you’ve read all of my work as you say you have, you’ll know
I’ve never done a break up, or an unhappy ending. But now I do have
to do one, a break up that is, and its weighing a little heavy on
my mind, that’s all.” So far this girl had been a revelation after
revelation but she wasn’t sure that she would understand her
dilemma. Why would she?

“Mmmm well I
can see your problem and you know, I think I can help with that. In
fact, I am more than sure I can help with that.” And for the first
time Dee-Dee turned to face Angel. The young girl was smiling.
Maybe this wasn’t going to be such a bad thing after all. The girl
obviously, somehow, knew who she was, and she had obviously known
for some time. She hadn’t exposed her before now so why should she
do that now? It wouldn’t hurt her to humour this girl a bit. To be
nice to her and hope that she dissolves back into the city from
where had come, never to be seen again.

“Maybe you’ve
done breakups before hey? Maybe you know exactly how it goes down?”
And Dee-Dee was humouring Angel. “And you have the advantage on me
- you know my name but I don’t know yours?” And now Dee-Dee was
smiling. She was surprising herself at how sincere the smile was.
She considered that she could have got up and left this girl
sitting there - and that she would never have to see her again. But
there was something too simplistic about that solution and there
was something that left a little unsettled feeling in the back of
her mind. Something was telling her that she couldn’t do that. That
it wouldn’t happen the way she would hope or think that it would
happen. And that something was telling her that she had to play
this thing out. Whatever it was she had to go along with it - at
least she had to go along with it for now. It was a fact that
already this girl was inside her mind. She didn’t know it and she
wasn’t thinking of it like that, but already Dee-Dee was thinking
differently. More differently than she had ever thought before in
her life.

“My name is
Angel - pleased to meet you Dee-Dee Wilde.” And Angel had this huge
smile on her face now as with one hand she was offering a
handshake, but with her other hand she had touched this woman on
the knee. There was nothing overtly intimate about the way she
touched her - and yet at the same time there was. It was the first
time Dee-Dee had ever been ‘touched’ like that and for that reason
it was so noticeable. For that reason, at least in her mind, she
recoiled. Angel withdrew her hand but only slowly. She wasn’t
bothered about what she had just done. “Pleased to meet you as well
Angel. Is that your ‘real’ name, or are you incognito?” That was
Dee-Dee’s attempt at a little joke that she was sure would go over
the girl’s head. It was alright for her to sound educated, but she
was kind of sure the incognito thing would throw her. But she was
wrong. “My mum, god bless her soul, took one look at me,
immediately after I had been born and decided that I was an angel.
And that is what she called me. Nothing incognito about me I can
assure you. Unlike you, hey Dee-Dee Wilde?”

That was twice in just a
few minutes that this girl had got one over on her. She was two nil
up. Maybe she should give up this real world interaction thing. She
had always had a bad feeling about it and this little chance
encounter wasn’t proving it was any other way. Angel had hoped this
woman would come back with something but she didn’t so it was up to
her to keep the conversation flowing. “So, tell me about this break
up then? Is it her breaking up with him - him with her? What are
the reasons - what are the circumstances? Tell me, I can help you,
I know I can.” And Angel was smiling - if it hadn’t been for the
dark purple lipstick that smile could actually have been labelled
angelic. The lipstick though - it enhanced her full lipped mouth -
it kind of drew the attention to that. Dee-Dee seemed to look at
those lips for a long time before she was mindful enough to reply
to the girl. “It’s complicated. I’m not even sure that its one’s
fault over the other. They both love each other, deeply. But there
has been a ‘transgression’.” Dee-Dee’s face was dead straight. It
was as though she had sunk right back into the story and into that
world that she had created. “A transgression? You mean one cheated
on the other? A sordid affair, or a one night stand? There was
extra relationship sex going on, right? Something absolutely
filthy.”

Angel was demonstrating
that she knew how this worked. Inside Dee-Dee cringed. She hated
that term, a sordid affair. And she despised the thought that one
of her characters could betray the other. In her mind it had been
betrayal but she didn’t like to think of the sexual aspect and she
especially hated to think of anything ‘filthy’ going on. There was
always sex going on but she preferred to gloss over that. If only
everything in life was so simple. “You know, I don’t really feel
comfortable talking about this here. This is stuff that goes round
in my mead and that I don’t have to discuss with anyone. And I am
so scared that someone will hear us, and put one and one together
and then my identity will be out.” Angel smiled but Dee-Dee didn’t.
Angel smiled because already there was an ‘in’ for her and for some
reason now her ‘urges’ were coming to the fore again. “I hear that
Dee-Dee. Why don’t we go back to yours. Make a day of it. You don’t
do much else now do you. And from what I can make out, you won’t
have to be anywhere. It looks like ‘this’ is the only place you
come to.” Angel stopped talking and she sipped the black coffee.
She didn’t seem in a hurry. She didn’t seem desperate for the great
Dee-Dee Wilde to go along with what she was suggesting. It was like
she could take or leave it.

In Dee-Dee’s mind, it
could work - Angel hadn’t exactly proved to be unpleasant company
up to this point - there had been the shocks but once one looked
through them the girl was ‘ok’. If it got her and this girl, the
one who knew her secret, off the street - that could be safe. If
this girl already knew who she was, then she probably already knew
where she lived as well. She had to think like that. This was all
very unexpected for her. She had come out this day expecting it to
be like any other day and she had been faced with this ‘shock’. She
couldn’t think of it any other way. This wasn’t a scenario she had
ever even thought about in the least. She was simply into the
unknown with this and she wasn’t sure how it would pan
out.

For Angel, she was
casually watching Dee-Dee. She was looking to see how this woman
was reacting to what she was being faced with. There was concern
there, of course there was - she would recognise concern anywhere.
But she was also looking past the way Dee-Dee was dressed and made
up. Dressed down that was for sure. A heavy coat on, and a thick
scarf that concealed pretty much fully, something of a magnificent
body. Angel looked at Dee-Dee and she wanted the older woman to
know that she was looking at her - that she was checking her out.
That was like another shock to the system of the writer. “I don’t
think it would be appropriate for you to come back to mine, do you?
I mean what would people say? That this older woman was taking
advantage of this young girl or something? That wouldn’t be right -
I would never live it down. And then my identity would definitely
be out there.” And there was genuine concern written all over
Dee-Dee’s face. She was absolutely convinced that this little
interaction would be the end of the life she had lived up to this
point.

“I promise
you, you’re safe. No-one will know anything about you. And I’m just
a friend as far as anyone is concerned. It will be fine. By the
way, I love that mansion house apartment that you have. Very
fitting of the area - very fitting for a writer.” Angel knew by
this time, she knew from the tone and the slight fluctuation in
Dee-Dee’s voice that the older woman was bricking it. That she
truly did feel that it could all end for her on this day. That was
ok though - Angel didn’t mind her thinking like that. It would make
Dee-Dee more compliant in what happened from this point on. This
time Angel touched Dee-Dee’s knee again and she slid her hand a
little higher on the nylon sheathed thigh. “It’ll be ok, I promise
you it will be ok.” And Angel had leaned forward and let her hot
breath wash over Dee-Dee’s face. That was another shock to the core
of this woman’s system. This time the touch and the slide of the
fingers up was overtly sexual. And the thing was that Dee-Dee
didn’t know what to do about it. She had never had to deal with
something like this before. She had never had to deal with ANYTHING
like this before. She just nodded. Nodded that she agreed. That was
because her mind, her brain wasn’t letting her do anything else.
The girl knew more about her - she did know where she lived - even
to the point of knowing the style of apartment and the type of
building she was in.

Ok, ok, given the area,
Chelsea and Kensington - and given the fact that the various
estates that made up the borough were full of those red bricked
mansion blocks, it could have been a lucky guess on behalf of
Angel. But she doubted that. There was a tone to the way that this
girl spoke and that tone told of her confidence. It told that she
was not talking off the top of her head and that she knew - that
she knew probably more than she was letting on. If there had been
any time left that Dee-Dee could have got out of this thing with
this girl it was now.

The longer it went on now
the less chance that it would happen. And for sure once this girl
came back to her apartment with her it was game over as far as
getting rid of Angel was concerned. But Dee-Dee was out of her
depth. It was now that her inexperience in life, that her lack of
normal interaction skills and her inability to deal with day to day
and face to face situations was coming to the fore. This girl
seemed to have all the answers and so it was just easy, very easy
for her to go along with it. Just go along with it so she didn’t
have to think too much. She didn’t want to think too much because
she had that break up to think about and write. Maybe Angel WOULD
help her with that. Yes, maybe she would!

 



CHAPTER FOUR

 


“Overlooking
the Earl of Cadogan Gardens no less. I’m very impressed. So this is
how the other half live.” Angel seemed truly agasp at the massive,
sixth floor lateral apartment. And it was genuinely the whole of
the sixth floor of a red bricked mansion block that Dee-Dee owned.
These were listed buildings and so the outsides could not be
altered in any way - the estate and the local authority planning
department wouldn’t allow that. But inside most of these places had
been totally refurbished, stripped back to the shell and then
updated. Some had been completely and totally modernised
inside.

Other’s like Dee-Dee’s
had been stripped out but most if not all of the traditional
features had been retained and in some instances enhanced. There
were traditional features to the ceiling coving and the pillars,
intricate door frames and beams all retained in their original
condition. And then enhanced with traditional style to the way it
was furnished and carpeted. A lot of the buildings in this area had
been snapped up by middle eastern buyers and as a result had been
marbled to death. Dee-Dee hadn’t done that, she had always thought
the middle eastern owners lacked a certain class despite their
incredible wealth. Dee-Dee was English through and through and that
reflected in this amazing property.

Dee-Dee had purchased a
super long lease on the building and then she had gone about a
complete and total architect led refurbishment inside. Five ensuite
bedrooms, two huge, high ceilinged reception rooms with an arch
between the two making a massive single but underused entertaining
space. There was an impressive modern, open plan kitchen that was
totally viewable from the classy dining area. There was no doubt
about it. Dee-Dee had gone to town on the specification of this
apartment and all of it finished to the highest and most expensive
standard. She had spent millions but she had reasoned with herself
that what else would she spend her money on? Her mum and dad had
long since passed and she had no-one in her life. All she had was
her writing and that brought her in more money than she would ever
be able to spend. She already had left a provision in her will to
leave a substantial sum to a local dogs home - that was simply a
decision that she made because she didn’t have anything else or
anyone else to leave her fortune to. In a way it was sad, and yet
this was a woman who did live her life the way she wanted to live
it. And now, here was Angel. Even Dee-Dee would have to admit
sometimes that life was funny. It had a funny way of showing
itself.

“Yes I love
the view over the gardens. Do you know any time of the year, any of
the four seasons, if you didn’t know London, you could just guess
the season if you look out over the gardens. All you have to do is
look at the trees and the flowers - oh and the lighting - the
length of the shadows thrown by the sun. It’s amazing it truly is.
You’d get it straight away, promise you.” Dee-Dee was standing next
to Angel as they looked out of the massive windows that faced north
of the city. She had taken off her huge coat now and the scarf and
she was in a dress that pretty much showed off the magnificence of
her. She would never be able to say why, but she could feel Angel’s
eyes over her. She didn’t know why this all felt wrong to her, why
it all felt sexual. But there was something about it, that was
sexual. And yet, this girl, she hadn’t been overly or overtly
sexual. If anything she had been teasing. Maybe she had sensed this
woman’s complete inexperience in life and she was just playing on
that. Or of course that could have been part of the bigger picture.
The earlier aspects of the bigger picture playing out.

“Tell me why
DO you cover yourself up so much? I mean you look fabulous, and
that is to say the least. Why would you cover it all up? Of course
I understand you wanting privacy and anonymity - I get that. But
who would know who you are if you gave the world this amazing
vision. You are spectacular, you really are. Everyone thinks
Dee-Dee Wilde is a little old woman sitting behind a clanky old
typewriter - you are definitely not what they would expect. So why
cover up? That is what I don’t get about you?” Angel’s voice was
quiet. She was talking as though she had been collecting
information about this woman for some time and this was the one
thing she truly did not get. That in itself was something that
worried Dee-Dee. She was even beginning to wonder how this girl had
even begun to collect any information about her - there was nothing
out there - she had made sure there was nothing out there and yet,
all there were, were unanswered, or unfinished questions in her
mind. There was a definite unease settling into Dee-Dee’s
psyche.

And now this girl, this
very young girl, this very odd girl was asking personal questions -
almost deep questions and what worried Dee-Dee the most was not
that this girl was now in her home, but that she didn’t feel that
this girl was unpleasant in any way. Or that she didn’t feel in any
danger. If anything she was feeling that she could probably talk to
her, that she could probably open up to her. It would be the first
time she had opened up to anyone, ever and yet, this is what she
felt. That feeling, of being ‘ok’ in this girl’s company, despite
the circumstances was the worry in itself. And one would have to
think, or wonder what would Dee-Dee have thought if she knew a few
hours earlier this girl was despatching victims in an almost horror
story way, via the video games that she played online with
god-knows who. If anything - this encounter was showing that Angel
had various aspects and tangents to her personality and character.
And certainly ones that had yet to show themselves.

“I don’t
really know. I guess I’ve always been a bit self-conscious of how I
look.” Dee-Dee paused but Angel was straight in there, “You mean
it’s difficult looking spectacular, like you do? Aww poor you!” And
there was this teasing smile from Angel. That was it, she was
teasing the older woman. That had to be it, right? “No, no I didn’t
mean that. I just mean, oh I don’t know what I mean. I suppose I’ve
never been comfortable with the thought of flaunting what I’ve got.
There, that’s it. That has to be it.” And it was like Dee-Dee had
just got the weight of the world off her shoulders. Angel smiled
again but the smile faded. “I guess all the self-conscious issues,
all the lack of confidence comes from all the time you spend
isolated from the outside world. You know that happens to writers
all the time. You become what you write. And this will lead
naturally to a lack of self-esteem. It’s just a progression. I know
about things like this. I recognise it in you.”

Angel just spoke in a
matter of fact like way. She wasn’t sensationalising what she was
saying. She was just saying it as it was. And the thing was that
Dee-Dee knew what she was saying was right even though she blurted
out “I don’t have self-esteem issues. That is just ludicrous!” But
she didn’t convince Angel - she didn’t even convince herself.
“Look, its gone midday, why don’t we have a glass of wine before we
discuss the dreaded breakup?” That was Dee-Dee attempting to divert
the subject yet again. But she was right, it was gone midday and
she did usually have a glass of wine on the go by this time. It was
the only rule she had ever set herself. No alcohol before midday.
Not even a minute before. A minute after was fine but a minute
before was a no no! “Perfect idea Ms Wilde! But you do know that
you DO have self-esteem issues. But that’s ok - I don’t just do
breakups, I do self-esteem issues as well.” And Angel winked at
Dee-Dee. For some reason the writer liked this girl. She didn’t
know why - and she didn’t know why there seemed to be this edge to
this girl either. Maybe it was because of the circumstances in
which they met. Maybe the unexpectedness of it, and the shock of
her knowing who she was. Whatever - she liked her. She felt
comfortable with her and in her company. She even felt comfortable
with her in her home and she didn’t ever think she would feel that
about anyone - let alone feel comfortable with a young girl who
actually knew who she was, in her home.

What Dee-Dee couldn’t
know was that Angel actually was a fan of her work - she would tell
her at some point that she was her number one fan - and she would
mean it. She actually had read all of her stuff, several times. And
she actually had wondered about her - who this woman was who wrote
these stupidly perfect love stories in this perfectly stupid world.
She had never quite bought that Dee-Dee was this little old lady. A
recluse maybe, but not a little old lady. And then she had gone on
to find out what she needed, or craved to find out - it would be
another shock for Dee-Dee to know that it was surprisingly easy to
find out things about someone who didn’t want to be found out
about. If one was as connected to the web as Angel was - it was
easy. If a girl like Angel was as in the know as to what to look
for and where - it was shockingly easy to find out things. Dee-Dee
would also probably have something like heart failure if she had
known that this girl had made the trip to Chelsea regularly in the
hope of finding her - in the almost impossible hope of spotting
her. But it had worked out - in this stupidly perfect world that
Dee-Dee had created she would say that it had been fate.

For Angel it had to be a
chance meeting. It had to be like it was all an accident. Even if
it did happen that she would hit Dee-Dee with the knowledge out of
the blue it had to appear like it was an accidental meeting. A
chance one. She had to shock Dee-Dee to the core. The older woman
had to believe that it had been a pure and chance meeting between
herself and a geeky fan. That bit had worked. Angel was more than
aware that there were doubts in Dee-Dee’s mind. Of course there
were. But now that she had that ‘in’ she would be able to work on
those doubts. And now that the wine was about to start rolling,
Angel had a feeling that it would be easier than she had thought
first.

Dee-Dee jested, “You
wouldn’t want to be getting into my head young lady, you never know
what you’ll find.” And she winked at Angel. “You are old enough to
be drinking wine aren’t you?” And she winked again as though
letting Angel know that it didn’t matter, not really if she wasn’t
quite old enough and that a glass of wine never hurt anyone.
“Course I am! And oh yes, I do want to look in your head - I’m a
fan remember?” And it was her turn to wink at Dee-Dee. The writer
was getting more and more relaxed with this girl with each passing
second. Of course she was, that was because she was supposed to be.
It was all part of the plan.

One glass of wine had
morphed into two. “I think you should be ‘daring’ in your break up.
I don’t think any break up is ‘nice’ so why pretend it is. You can
get over the sadness of a break up in the writing, but the reason
for that break up will never usually be amicable. Can you see what
I mean?” And the thing was that Dee-Dee could see the point that
Angel was making. She had come across it so many times in her
stories - writing ‘around’ a situation just to avoid something
distasteful. It was like the act of sex, she would write around
that as well, rather than write about the nitty gritty of what sex
was all about. “I do, I do see what you mean. I’ve just avoided it
all. I haven’t wanted to include ‘reality’ in my stories and I
suppose I’m afraid that if I do that the spell will be broken.” And
Dee-Dee was speaking from the heart - she was meaning what she was
saying. “Ah you’re afraid the dollars will stop rolling in if you
go off piste hey?” Angel was teasing her again. And she was teasing
her because she was smiling and she was doing that little wink of
hers. “No, no. It's not the money. I could stop writing now and
never have to work again - if you know anything about me you will
know that. It's more about the legacy of my books I guess. I have
always written the perfect books and stayed away from the darkness.
It's a bit scary to start delving now I guess. I mean if it were to
change now, if even one book were to be off the centre, then it
could spell the end of me as a writer. I suppose that must be
it.”

Angel and Dee-Dee had
been sitting together on a deep sofa - they had been going over the
‘story so far’ on a laptop screen. Angel was getting an exclusive
preview of a future title. The story didn’t even have a title, such
was its bare bones existence this far. When Angel’s kiss to her
lips had come, to say that she hadn’t been expecting it would be
something of an understatement. She had been startled and then
deeply shocked. But she hadn’t stopped the girl’s kiss and that had
been a telling thing. She had been too shocked to do anything but
sit and absorb it. Angel didn’t eat into the mouth of this woman's
completely - she would save that pleasure for another time. But she
did kiss her with enough feeling to get it across. There was this
thing, this feeling that Angel knew that this pass, however small
at this woman would knock her off her axis enough for her to begin
the process of gaining control of her. She broke the kiss. “I think
now is the perfect time to start delving into the darkness, don’t
you ‘ Double D’?”

The eye contact had been
locked. And noticeable was the fact that Angel had shortened
Dee-Dee’s name to Double D. And as she had broken the kiss, she had
swept her hand, with matching purple nail polish across the
underside of one of DD’s breasts, through the dress. She was
drawing attention to the writer’s impressive breasts. It was clear
that DD had been knocked off centre by this approach by Angel. Her
tongue swiped across her lower lip as though she was tasting the
girl from it. “I suppose so. I suppose so yes.” Angel smiled and it
was when she smiled like this that she was happy and she was
satisfied with how things were going. For DD, she was in some kind
of numb shock. Her head was in a space that it had never been in
before. And more to the point, even though the kiss had been broken
there was the feeling of the weight or the pressure of Angel’s
hand, under one breast. “Dee-Dee by name and DD by nature hey? And
yes, you DO suppose so.” Angel was referring to the cup size of her
breasts - she got that and she got the shortening of her name as
well. There was still that little wink from Angel as well. That
kind of made it alright. Inside DD’s head she was spinning. She
hadn’t ever had a relationship with another woman let alone a girl
like this. She didn’t know what this kiss meant. She didn’t know
where this thing was going. They were there to talk about the break
up in the story but now this had thrown things into the
air.

“Double F
actually.” DD had found the come back from somewhere - even she
wouldn’t know where. And she had smiled but she had nodded as well.
She was agreeing with Angel and the girl smiled again. “Look, look,
you’re a beautiful girl, but you are a young girl, a very young
girl.” And DD left her words hanging unfinished in the air. “Yes I
am. I am a young girl with a mind of my own. I can do what I like,
and so can you, to a point. Just let yourself go. I’ll let you know
if you cross the line.” And weirdly Angel was letting DD know that
she was the one in control and that if there was a line to cross,
or if there was a line that had been crossed at any time, then she
would be the one to point it out. She was also letting DD know,
that it was fine for her to let go. That it was fine because she
said it was. DD’s mind was in the middle of such a rush that she
was desperate to change the subject again. Back to the
story.

“So what do
you suggest, for the break up then?” DD took another sip of wine
and she was grateful for the alcohol bite at the back of her
throat. It was like she could breathe a sigh of relief. For some
reason the girl had put her mind to rest. And for some reason she
felt even more at ease with her. “I think he should come home and
find her in bed with another woman.” Angel was quite stark and
straight faced in the way she said it. But she carried straight on,
“Even better, it should be something kinky, like really, really
kinky. Maybe she is with a young girl, a very young girl and the
shock because of that is palpable. Now that would spice up the
story. You’d get a whole legion of new fans.” Angel sipped her own
wine and all of the time she was watching DD as she spoke. “Ah
Angel we cannot do that, we just can’t. My publisher would have a
fit.” And DD was genuinely incredulous at the idea that this young
girl had come up with. But there was no accident in the parallels
of her being with a young girl right at this time. And there had
been no accident in the pass that Angel had made at her. It was all
being thrown into the mix inside DD’s head.

“There’s
other publishers DD. Think of it as career progression. Open your
mind a little bit will you?” Angel was smiling again, and just as
she stopped talking she moved in closer and kissed DD again. Right
on the lips. DD could have moved away, she could have avoided the
kiss. It wasn’t as though Angel hadn’t telegraphed it before she
moved in because she had. But the fact was that DD didn’t move away
or avoid the kiss. She quite liked the feel of this young girl’s
lips on hers. She quite like the feel of that purple lipstick
slipping over her own uncoloured lips. She quite liked the feeling
of this young girl in really close to her. For just a second she
closed her eyes as Angel kissed her. For just that split second she
was in another place. Even more of another place than she was in
when she wrote her stories. And just for a second, like a split
second she kissed Angel back. She actually applied pressure herself
and kissed back. And there was this shot of ‘thrill’ that passed
through her when she did that, but there was also this shot of
‘guilt’ for doing it. She was kissing, actually kissing a very
young girl - and she was excited because of that but she also felt
guilty for it. This time Angel’s smile was inside, and to
herself.

 



CHAPTER FIVE

 


“You enjoyed
that didn’t you DD? You enjoyed that kiss right?” It was a simple
question that Angel asked, but it was almost a tormenting one at
the same time. Like she wanted this older woman to admit, like a
confession that she had enjoyed the kiss. “I can’t deny it, I did?”
That was the sum total of DD’s response to the question. “And there
are indeed other publishers who would publish my ‘new’ style.”
Angel was pouring the wine as DD spoke. “That’s the spirit. All you
need to do is open your mind up a little bit. And you know there’s
more kisses where that came from.” She was looking at DD and giving
that little wink as she lay the early foundations of carrot and
stick training. And to emphasise that, when DD moved in for another
kiss, Angel pulled back from it. “Now, now DD, only good girls get
kisses.” And she was smiling again and she was winking again. It
was a good sign when Angel winked, it meant she was happy with the
way things were going. DD visibly sighed at the rejection - Angel
liked that as well. “Fair enough, I’ll be a good girl.” DD was kind
of joking, but not. Although she didn’t quite get it, not yet. She
would but not yet. “I’m just trying to envisage what ‘he’ comes
home to, that would be devastating enough to cause a break up that
cannot be healed?” And DD was genuinely at a loss as to how she
would begin this scene in her book.

Angel smiled wide now.
She was getting somewhere even though DD was completely in the dark
as to what was going on. Probably in her mind she was embarking on
one of those love stories that her stories told. She had never done
lesbian, but in her mind she was coming to terms with that. And
because of the way she had lived all these years she would have
been infused in all of these romantic notions. Boy meets girl. Girl
meets girl. Older woman meets much younger girl. It was a love
story that could happen. Angel reached forward and she slipped DD’s
hair behind one ear and then she stroked her face. “We can do it if
you like. We can recreate the exact scene here if you like - live
it for real just like you think you live your books for
real?”

Angel was asking DD to
come along for more of the ride. But she wasn’t really asking her -
she was telling her that, that would be what they would be doing,
right now. DD got another shot of ‘thrill’ ride through her. She
was excited. Sexually excited. She knew what sexual excitement was,
she was a grown woman. Granted, sexual encounters were thin on the
ground - non-existent actually - but DD had needs and she had
needed to pleasure herself from time to time. “You mean like
‘research’, is that what it is?” DD was having her own little bit
of fun with it but one had to ask if she was writing off what they
were about to do as ‘research’ because of that little pang of guilt
that was there - the young girl thing Whatever, Angel would have
recognised that and she would have been making mental notes. “Yes,
yes let’s call it that, research. But are you up for it?” Again
Angel was asking the question but she was also giving DD the answer
that she should give. In the event DD simply nodded, she was up for
it.

Angel and DD were in the
master bedroom now. It could have been one of those softly,
diffused lit scenes that DD specialised in. A romantic bedroom
scene with the birds singing outside, and the gentle rustle of
bedclothes as sweet tender love making was going on under them. But
it wasn’t like that. There was nothing softly lit or romantic about
it, at all. DD was stripped down to her pantyhose. Somewhere along
in the proceedings her panties had been removed from her and her
pantyhose had been put back on, so her sexuality was crushed up
against the inside of the pantyhose crotch. And that sexuality was
leaking its juices, soaking in to the sheer nylon. DD was sitting
on a hard-backed chair - the one she used to read via the window
light and overlooking the Earl Of Cadogan Gardens. Except now her
legs were spread wide open and more pairs of her own tights were
used to hold her knees wide open and her ankles to the base of the
front legs. Apart from her pantyhose she was wearing nothing. Now
the magnificence of her breasts was clear and unhindered to see.
One couldn’t imagine that this was a position that she would have
taken to with ease and one would be right of course. But Angel had
told her, “Think of it as suffering for your art DD. Your writing
is your art, and this is research - so you are suffering for your
art.”

Angel had spoken to her
as she had taken DD’s arms behind the high back of the chair and
secured her elbows and her wrists with more pantyhose. “You have to
imagine that this young girl that ‘she’ has met, quite by chance is
‘disturbed’. And that she is sexual but not in a normal way. You
have to imagine that this woman has issues of her own that see her
bend to the young girl’s will. And this young girl has encroached
on her life to such an extent that she is going to rip her and her
partner apart for good. Can you see where I am going with this
Double D?” One couldn’t know if any penny had dropped in DD’s mind,
or whether she had really immersed in this storyline that Angel was
describing. Only she would know that. Only she could know that. In
DD’s mind there was just the thrill and the excitement - there were
no alarm bells. There was not even the connection between the
scenario that Angel was describing and the one that she was
actually in herself. To her, she was just adapting this scene that
was being described and lived out to her own story line. It was all
blending together. It was all coming together as one. One had to
assume that if there was a grey line between the fantasy of her
story world and the real world, then she was right on that, or
right in that grey line right now.

DD was taking deep, deep
breaths. She needed to - her mind was in a place that it hadn’t
been before. And with those deep breaths her heavy, mature breasts
were lifting and dropping, lifting and dropping. Without any
contact at all her nipples had thickened and hardened - they had
become engorged and fully erect and it was the breasts and the
nipples that Angel focussed on. “You have to imagine that this
young girl has had a thing for your breasts. It was what attracted
her to you in the first place. Of course you wished very early on
that you could have shaken this girl off, but you couldn’t because
she excited you. She excited you so much that you had to keep
seeing her, knowing it would come to this day.” Angel was attaching
the narrative to real life. She was all but describing what was
happening in real life but DD was still in her story world. She was
envisioning it and she was excited by it. “But this girl thinks
your nipples are obscene. She thinks they are disgusting and that
they should be put away - kept away.”

Angel was talking as she
produced the roll of black rubber sticky tape. She didn’t X each
nipple with the tape straight away. Instead she stood back and
looked at DD on the chair. There was a certain something about
Angel that told that she was in her own little world as well now.
DD let out a huge, huge sigh, almost a grunt as this girl bit off
little lengths of the rubber tape to form an X over the tops of
each nipple. She had applied enough pressure with the tape and her
finger to compress the nipples some. But that compress not enough
to conceal the obscenity of the nipple erection. In fact those tape
Xs, although covering the nipples, were enhancing the erection at
the same time. Enhancing and drawing attention to them. “You look
like a slut who has been tamed by a young girl.”

Angel knew that right at
this time DD was in her own little world. That had been the plan
all the time. And the older woman was nodding. She was in the
scene. She was living it. She was where she needed her to be. She
applied the tape Xs to the thick engorged nipples of DD and then
she stood back again to take in the view of this older woman. She
was smiling again but this time the smile was different. There was
something about the smile that said something but one couldn’t know
what it meant, not really. There was the question as well, what did
Double D really think about the use of the slut word. And about
these little real world things creeping in to her perfect
world.

“And now you
have to imagine, you are here like this, and you hear the car in
the drive outside. It's a gravel drive so you hear the wheels of
the car turning and then coming to a stop. Your heart misses
several beats because you know its ‘him’. You thought he was away
on business but he’s back early. Maybe he didn’t even go. But
whatever it’s too late - his key is in the door and then your hear
him calling your name. But you can’t call back because your mouth
is filled with your own panties and those panties have been taped
in with the same tape as your nipples. And the young girl that you
have seduced, or the one that has seduced you, stands back and
smiles because she knows that this is game over. You hear him
coming up the stairs and then the door to the bedroom swinging
open. That’s the shock. You see the shock on his face and then the
hurt. And then him turning to leave. It's too much for him to take
in and absorb, and it's the last time you ever see him. A very
intense break up. The kind you’ve never done, but have
now.”

Angel was talking but she
was looking directly at DD. Their eye contact was not only
complete, it was intense. DD did have her own saturated panties in
her mouth, and they were sealed in with that same tape that had
been used to seal her nipples. And the thing was that she had lived
that scene. In her mind she had lived it, and in her body she had
lived it as well. It would be fair to say that her world had been
rocked. In a way, DD looked haunted as she sat secured obscenely to
that chair. Angel’s eyes ran over her, they were free to do that
and there was nothing that DD could do. All she could do was sit
there and ‘feel’ the girl’s eyes crawling over her at will. That
scene had been applied to her in such a way that she didn’t now
know what was real and what was the story. But that was how it was
supposed to be. That was all she could do, all she could feel now
was what this girl had done and was doing to her. And now Angel’s
stare, and her eye contact was more intense. She was almost another
girl there. It was almost as though this other person inside her
had come to the fore.

The ‘research’ was done
and dusted. Angel could untie DD and let her go from the chair. She
COULD have done that but she didn’t. She wanted the woman to come
down a little bit. She wanted her to come back into the real world.
It was important for Angel, to have DD back on solid ground rather
than floating round the fantasy worlds she created. DD couldn’t
look at the girl. Not with what had just happened. But Angel didn’t
mind that. She moved around in front of the tied older woman and
she went to a chest at the end of the huge bed. It was one of those
chests that was also a bench seat. The top of it padded and ideal
for sitting on. And she opened it. The thing was that as she opened
it, DD was watching and she had the look on her face that said she
didn’t want Angel to open the chest. That wouldn’t have escaped
Angel. And she knew why as well. She knew why DD wouldn’t want her
to open the chest. But she did it anyway.

She was tossing the sex
toys on the bed as she spoke. “You must think that a young girl
like me doesn’t understand that an older woman like you has ‘needs’
right? Of course I understand - I mean look at the mess between
your legs. I understand completely that you have needs that need to
be sated.” And once she had an array of vibrators, dildos and other
weird little stimulators displayed on the bed in front of this
woman she stood up and looked at her again. The thing was Angel was
smiling. DD was slightly relieved that this girl was smiling. Angel
moved to the seated woman and she began peeling off the tape that
was holding her panties in her mouth. DD had been through the
‘research’ tasting herself off the panties and that wouldn’t be a
taste that would fade any time soon. The tape distorted and tugged
her full lips, and then her mouth ejected the panties. It was
strange - in a way she wished that she still had that tape in place
and that her mouth was still covered. Because if that was the case
then she wouldn’t be able to do anything about her filled, taped
mouth. But now she had to do something with her mouth and her lips
with this girl watching. “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry you’ve seen this
- that you’ve seen me, like this.”

And Angel tossed her pony
tail back and she laughed softly. “Oh Double D, you don’t have to
be sorry about anything. You just need to let yourself go. You just
need to be yourself and let yourself go and these little hiccups in
your storylines will iron themselves out. But its ok isn’t it -
you’ve got me now to help you? You don’t have to worry about any of
that anymore.” She had asked the question but she had also given
the answer that she wanted DD to give. “Uh, yes, yes of course,
I’ve got you, yes.” DD was speaking, and where she had never been
filled with confidence or authority in what she did, now it seemed
like it was less again. There was relief there but there was also a
sense that she was being led. That she was being controlled to an
extent. “That’s right you do have me. This wasn’t a one off Double
D. I want us to get together again. I wanted us to enjoy more
‘research’. And I want you, when I leave today, to write this
little scenario into your story. The difference is that you will
submit it to me for approval - do you understand that
DD?”

DD was hearing the words,
she was hearing and absorbing every word that Angel was saying but
she was having trouble getting her head around them. DD had always,
but always done her own drafts, revised draft and then editing. She
had always done her own proof reading and then final edit before
submission. She had never employed an editor. One had to assume
that this was how her books turned out the way they did. One had to
assume that her style came through in that very micro and intricate
way. And now not only was she having to include graphic and very
kinky scenes into her story, and from what she could understand,
into her future stories, but she was going to need to get Angel’s
approval before hand. “Yes, yes I think I understand. But do you
think it will work like that?” DD was trying to make sense of it as
Angel was taking the Xs off her nipples. When the young girl did
peel that tape away there was this ‘gasp’ that came from between
the newly released lips of the older woman.

“Oh Double D,
I am sure that it will work. Trust me, us two working together will
be a blast. I do think that your publisher will want to drop you -
but that’s ok, I have contacts. I know people who specialise in the
pornography that you are going to produce for ‘me’. And there was
that smile again from Angel. It was the word pornography that cut
into DD’s psyche though. She had never written pornography - and
nothing like pornography could ever be applied to her material. But
she knew the girl was right. Once she had written and detailed that
scene that she had to put into this latest book, she knew full well
that there would be more than a pornographic air about it. “And
also Double D, edit your story, cut back on the word count with the
dross in it - by dross I mean all of that ‘love’ stuff. I’d like to
see your style applied to the pornographic element. Everyone knows
that its good for porno to have a story - but you need to get the
balance right, right?” Once again DD was hearing every single one
of the words and she was understanding them. She was just trying to
get her head around them and what they meant.

There had to be a point
when the line had been crossed. There would have had to be a point
where DD would have sent this young girl packing in her own
imitable way. But it was like that line was way back in the
distance. Like way back over a road that had already been trod.
There didn’t seem to be any going back. There couldn’t be an
recrossing of that line. Besides, DD’s heart was racing - and her
nipples as they were bared again were throbbing. Truly throbbing.
She looked down herself and she was almost shocked at the rigidity
and the erection of her thick, thimble like nipples. And because of
those nipples she was embarrassed.

It was when the
insecurity and the lack of self-esteem was coming through again.
Instead of seeing herself as this sexual, desirable woman she was
seeing herself as less than salubrious, less than decent woman who
allowing her arousal to come through like this was anything but a
good thing. Angel smiled though as she was untying the wrists. And
as she smiled and untied the wrists she moved in for another kiss.
She kissed DD fully on the lips. And this kiss was hungrier and it
was a more explicit kiss than the first two had been. This time DD
could taste her properly. This time she kissed her back. This time
she responded to this young girl. It was as though the ability to
respond was a relief for her. She kissed back and as she did that
Angel brushed both nipples with the pads of her thumbs. And when
she did that DD sighed into this young girl’s mouth.

 



CHAPTER SIX

 


“What the
actual fuck just happened?” DD was alone but she asked herself the
question out loud in that incredulous way. She was pacing the
massive double lounge of the apartment because she was disturbed by
what had happened. She was disturbed by the chance meeting and the
subsequent time she had spent with Angel. “Did I just imagine what
happened or what?” Again she was talking out loud to herself. It
was because she’d had her mind suitably blown and that had never
happened before. DD had her impressive, almost Amazonian frame
wrapped in a silk house robe now. Her mind was racing. She was
trying to play and then replay what had happened in her mind. From
the coffee shop, to when they got back to the apartment and then to
what had subsequently happened. She was replaying it all but it
wasn’t in the right order and because of that there was this jumble
inside her mind that she couldn’t make sense of. And that was why
she couldn’t take a deep breath - that was why she couldn’t just
put a pause on it all and take a step back. All that she knew was
that things had changed. All she knew was that Angel had completely
changed things and that she was unsure whether she could keep
writing. What had happened with Angel changed everything. It
changed absolutely everything.

“I want you
to think about what’s happened here today Double D. Think about it
and accept change. Nothing stays the same, everything changes.”
That had been Angel more or less lecturing the older woman as she
untied the final bonds holding DD to the chair. DD had been so
‘humiliated’ by what had happened and yet at the same time she had
been so excited by it. She was ashamed of herself for feeling
excited by what had happened. She reasoned with herself that she
was sexually excited because what had happened was sexual. And she
further reasoned with herself that it was sexual because Angel had
made it so. It was like she was coming to the conclusion in her
mind that it was ok because Angel had led the way. It was ok
because this young girl had taken the lead and made it sexual. It
was like DD was trying to grasp on to anything that would make it
right in her mind. But that was just it - nothing was making it
right and yet at the same time everything was making it sexually
exciting. She wasn’t used to this. She wasn’t used to feeling like
this. She wasn’t used to having her head messed with. She had
enough issues without this girl coming along and mixing it all up.
But that was just it, Angel had come along and she had mixed it all
up. And this was the result.

“Nothing
stays the same.” It was all DD could say as Angel stood back and
looked at her partially slumped on the chair she had been tied to.
“That’s right Double D, nothing stays the same. Everything but
everything changes and I am going to help you with that.” This was
the thing about Angel, despite her age, such was her state of mind,
such was her ability that she could slip in the odd positive word
like ‘help’ and that would resonate with a woman like DD. A woman
with issues, social issues and psychological issues. In a lot of
ways, to DD, Angel was this sweet girl who was just a little odd.
In more than a few ways there was still this air of superiority
about DD. Now that she was on her own again, pacing the room,
asking herself these questions that she couldn’t really answer, it
was easy for her to sink back into her own little world again. And
when she was in that world, it was easy for her to be superior over
the likes of Angel. To reason with herself that she had probably
come from a broken home and that she had probably at some point
been used for sex way too early in her life. Even maybe that she
had been raped and abused and that was how and why she could come
into her life and do what she had done. But it was Angel’s words
that kept playing and replaying in her mind.

“I’m going to
leave you with your thoughts now Double D. You need to get yourself
in the right frame of mind to write your ‘new’ stories. The accent
is going to change from love to lust and from romantic to dirty and
insipid. These are the things I want you to rethink about. And
remember, if you’re a good girl, there will be pleasure for you.
There will be ‘me’ for you. And you KNOW that I can give you
pleasure.” Those words had stuck with DD as Angel had breezed out
with that lipstick smile of hers. She had almost run after her,
dragged her back and into the bed. And yet at the same time DD had
been ashamed at how much this very young girl had turned her on.
There had been no sex. There had been very little intimacy except
for that last kiss, and the nipple rub. But what there had been was
enough to awaken things inside of DD’s sexuality. She had just
watched Angel go and it was like she had been
dumbstruck.

She hadn’t even said
goodbye to the girl. And yet at the same time she had had the
feeling or was it the hope, that it was not the last time she would
hear from the girl or the last time she would see her. She had a
feeling - the first real feeling that she understood, that this
girl would be a huge part of her life from now on. Again though was
that ‘hope’ that she was feeling? But that thought excited her -
Angel excited her. There was almost this thing that she WANTED
Angel to be in her life. And there were the first signs of this
woman, this older woman being obsessed with this young girl. But
this was the way it was supposed to be. This was the way Angel
would have wanted it. This would have been the way she had planned
it. The way she would have seen it all unfold.

That excitement in itself
didn’t stop or even relieve the feelings of shame and humiliation -
or the self-esteem. If anything it highlighted all of the negatives
more. Highlighted them to excess. But there was one thing that DD
needed to get used to, because it was going to be a big part of her
life from now on, it was going to be part of the change that Angel
spoke about - and that was this feeling of anxiety that was running
down the core of her femininity. She would need to get used to
feeling anxious - and that anxiety would work hand in hand with her
excitement and her sexuality. DD paced the room again. She stopped
from time to time to look out over the gardens. For some reason
now, the gardens looked different. Everything looked different. She
could feel her heart rate coming back down and because it was doing
that, she could think more. Or she could think more logically. And
yet still, everything looked and felt different now.

She was becoming more
incredulous that this girl had been able to do what she did. That
she had been able to encroach on her life the way she had. And yet
she kind of didn’t mind that she had. Yes she wished that Angel was
older, but the excitement was driving her on the thought that this
girl was so young. And that was driving her feeling of shame. She
had to sort this out. She had to sort her head out. She needed to
sort her head out. But what she needed to do the most was pleasure
herself. She needed to orgasm. Angel had done things to her that
had blown her mind but she hadn’t given her an orgasm and that was
what she needed right at this time. She needed to cum and once she
had she could begin to think of a way out of this thing she found
herself in. If she was sure of anything it was that she needed to
be logical - and logically she needed to end this thing with Angel.
She just needed to do that - she had to!

Double D was playing the
‘wand’ over her breasts. She was doing it the way she always did
it. There was the purposeful ‘humming’ sound of the big bulbous
vibro head and she was playing it gently across the swell of her
tits. And as she was doing this she was making gentle ‘cooing’
sound with her mouth. Those sounds she was making were conveying
the pleasure she was getting from what she was doing to herself.
But she was alone - she was always alone. And there was something
in the cruelty involved of Angel leaving this woman alone the way
she had. Especially when this was Angel’s plan - especially when
this was the way it was supposed to be playing out. One had to
reason that she could have sated this woman before she left. She
could have given her an orgasm instead of just leaving her
dumbfounded with her own thoughts. At least if she had given DD an
orgasm, it would have been the complete picture. It would have been
closure on the happening that had occurred. But she hadn’t done
that and instead she had just lit the fuse. All Angel had to wait
for now was the fireworks. Her brand of very special
fireworks.

DD never touched the
nipples with that wand - at least she never usually did that. She
had perfected her technique - the technique of self-pleasuring
herself. And to do that she needed to play the vibro around the
main bulk of her breasts as she lay naked on the bed. Sometimes she
would do that for hours and hours. It was something she needed to
do. And this time she did it for even longer. The longer she did
it, the more she was able to cope, in her mind with what had
happened. The more normalised it became in her mind. She had a
feeling that it would be the only way she could deal with it, was
if it was ‘normalised’ in her mind. She played that wand over her
tits avoiding the nipples. She knew that if she so much as touched
a nipple, to any degree, then she would tip over into orgasm. And
she couldn’t do that. She had to play with herself, she had to
pleasure herself over a long period before she allowed herself an
orgasm because if she did it too soon, although she would orgasm
intensely, she would not be sated. And she couldn’t risk that. If
she ended one of these self-pleasuring sessions unstated, then it
threw her off for weeks, if not months. If she did not sate herself
correctly or properly then she would become orgasm obsessed and
sexually obscene for as long as it took. And to be thrown off track
by an early orgasm would do that to her. So she had to do it
properly. She had to do it the way she knew it had to be
done.

It was only a very slow
process, the opening of DD’s legs. The spreading of her long
shapely mature legs, and the slight rise of her knees. It happened
as though on auto, as she was playing that wand over her breast
flesh. And as she worked towards the aureole and the nipples very
very slowly. Overlapping her strokes, overlapping her little
movements with the wand and her making more of those noises -
little cooing sounds, wet cooing sounds that gave away her arousal.
There was something about the noises that DD made - they were like
sounds that gave away a deeper form of arousal. There was something
in the little husky, cigarette stained rasp in that cooing sound
that told that she was experiencing a higher and deeper form of
arousal than might be normal. It seemed that DD having sex with
herself was something that she gained more enjoyment out of than
had she been having sex with a partner. This was probably a sign of
how fucked up Double D was as a woman and as a human
being.

It was something that she
had practiced over years and years. Something that she had
perfected and now this other thing was feeding that. This other
thing, this Angel thing. And as she was swiping that wand over
herself, over her mature full breasts her mind, her head was full
of visions of Angel. Full of not only the kisses that they had
shared, but her own mind coming up with other images of this young
girl. Images in her mind that at some point in the future she would
not be able to forgive herself for. Images of this young girl that
she would be ashamed of herself for. But she couldn’t help it. DD
was an intelligent woman - she had an immaculate working brain. But
one had to wonder if she had worked out that Angel had got into her
head, and into her mind. Maybe Angel had done this under the radar.
Maybe she had got into this woman’s mind so under the radar that
she had no idea, no clue as to the extent of what was happening. No
idea really that the seeds of obsession had been planted. And that
those seeds could not be unplanted.

Between Double D’s legs
was a smooth, hairless swamp of sexual flesh. A swamp that was
producing its own fluids in bubbles. Hot fluids that were gently
erupting from the mature folds of vaginal flesh. And DD wasn’t
touching herself down there - she wasn’t helping the juices to
produce with her hands. Rather she was producing naturally. As she
played that wand over her breast mounds she was producing the
juices naturally. She was spreading her legs naturally and the
longer this play went on the wider she spread her legs. It was like
in her dirty mind she could not open her legs wide enough. She was
spreading them at the hips and she was raising her knees slightly.
In her mind she was exposing herself to Angel and that pleasure she
was getting from the wand across her breasts was amplified because
of the images and the visions she had in her mind about Angel. In
those images and visions she was between the young girl’s legs and
she was eating her out. She was doing things with her tongue to
this virgin girl’s slit. There was just a light down of hair there.
Just a very light fluffy down of hair and she was soaking that with
her tongue and with her lips. She was ‘tasting’ this girl and she
was slipping her tongue between the tight lips of Angel’s cunt and
getting right inside of her.

There were private
fantasies that DD could have with herself. In her mind she could go
anywhere. And in her mind was where she made up for the lack of
real life sex. But now the real life was closer because of Angel.
Angel was a real girl. A real person - she was the tangible
connection between her visions and fantasies. She was what was
making it real. She was why DD could go to that deeper place in her
mind. DD’s breathing was getting quicker and quicker and her eyes
were rolling. In her mind Angel was holding her head down there and
she was pulling her mouth to her cunt harder and harder. And still
in her mind she was slipping her tongue inside, all the way inside
and she was scooping the inner walls of Angel’s cunt and she was
tasting and consuming. And the reality was that now she was playing
that wand ever nearer to her nipples. Not quite there yet though.
DD was skilfully able to avoid touching her nipples and rather than
denying herself the orgasm she was building it and building it so
that it would be a more intense affair when it happened.

The noises were different
now as well. There were those little shallow, quick breaths that
were ‘wet’ as they slipped from between her swollen oral lips. Her
full lips were swollen because of her arousal. They were visibly
swollen and her eyes visibly rolled as she barely touched the wand
to the speckled area of each of her aureole. She just about made
contact but that was enough to send her into raptures. And her free
hand was plundering her sexuality. Plundering the swamp that was
her sexual flesh. She was slipping one then two then three of her
fingers inside herself and she wasn’t being as gentle as she was
with the wand. The wand had to be used, needed to be used sparingly
across the speckled aureole - but the fingers of her other hand
were rougher with her - they needed to be rougher with her because
now in her mind she was seeing Angel plundering her cunt with her
slender fingers with her nails the same purple colour as her lips.
And in her mind she knew that as Angel was doing this to her cunt
she would have been able to see the pink inner flesh of her
sexuality. And then in her mind as well as Angel using her fingers
like that, she would have been using her mouth. The same mouth that
she had used to kiss her mouth with. And now she would have been
using that mouth to taste her direct. And in her mind DD could feel
Angel’s mouth working with the pink inner flesh of her
cunt.

And that was the thing -
in her mind, in DD’s mind there was this thing happening. This
dirty thing happening with Angel. She was obsessed but she didn’t
know it yet. And because she was obsessed she had all of these
visions going round inside her mind. Dirty visions, dirty images
that were getting dirtier, and that were getting more and more
taboo. Always in these visions and fantasies that DD was having as
she pleasured herself, was the knowledge that this girl was so
young. And for some reason that was the one thing that was driving
the fantasies. That was the one thing that made the pleasure she
was giving herself more intense. It was like the thrill of the
unobtainable. That was it, maybe in her mind DD was free to have
these images and these visions and fantasies because they were not
only wrong but unattainable.

In her mind Angel was
sitting between her wide open legs and she was playing with DD’s
cunt. She was twirling her fingers around in the slippery wet, hot
swamp but at the same time she was bringing her dripping fingers up
to her mouth and she was letting DD see her - she was letting
Double D see her slip her fingers into her own mouth so that she
could taste her. And in her mind she was watching this girl consume
her off her fingers. In her mind this was the epitome of her
fantasies at this time. It was the peak. It was the one vision in
her mind that made her get closer to her nipple with the wand. But
this didn’t happen consciously rather it happened subconsciously.
It was something that was driven from the inside of her sexual
brain. Inside her physical sexuality.

And then there was that
‘touch’. Just the slightest touch on one nipple and then the other
with the tip of the wand, and there was that orgasm. That pure,
very pure and very sweet undiluted sexual pleasure. She had let it
build and build and build and now with the swipe of the wand she
was in orgasm. And as she orgasmed she tightened up, and arched her
neck back. Her eyes rolled as she rode the orgasm all the way
through to as close to the other side as she could. As she orgasmed
her free hand was plundering her sexuality. She was plundering her
sexuality deep. Or rather in her mind, Angel was plundering her
sexuality deep. And very soon the young girl would take her fingers
out of her and slip them into her mouth so that she could taste the
orgasmic juices in as fresh a state as they could be.

 



CHAPTER SEVEN

 


The come down from that
orgasm was as hard a come down as she had ever felt. The orgasm
itself had taken her to new heights of intensity. Double D would
never have remembered an orgasm so intense and brutal. She would
never have remembered or even thought that an orgasm could be so
blisteringly damaging to her central nervous system. And she would
never remember an orgasm before this one lasting so long or one
that she would have to bring an end to herself rather than ride out
to its natural conclusion. This was a multiple orgasm that seemed
to go on and on and on. That was because it did go on and on. It
was like a whole lot of intense mini orgasms all rolling in to one.
The first not finishing before the next one came rolling in. And
then the next and the next until she was breathless. And that was
the thing, she was breathless. She had needed to take the wand away
from her nipples and she had needed to slow down with her fingers
because she was becoming exhausted with it all. That wave after
wave and that wave of pure, pure pleasure after pure, pure pleasure
it was all too much for her - it was all too much for her head and
for her brain to contend with. She had needed to stop it, but at
the same time she didn’t want to stop it. There was a point in
time, right in there amongst all of those waves of pure pleasure
that she had needed to make a decision. Did she stop or did she
carry on?

In a way the decision was
made for her. She needed to stop. She needed to stop it herself and
she did but the come down from that multiple orgasm was then hard,
so hard. Whenever she had pleasured herself before she just rode
out the orgasm to its own natural conclusion - to its end. But this
time she had needed to stop it - she had needed to stop it because
she didn’t know where it was all going to go. She didn’t know how
it would end. She was already exhausted. She didn’t know how, or if
the body and the mind would have been able to withstand more and
more with no end in sight. And so she stopped it. But as the orgasm
melted away, DD cried. She cried as the come down set in. She cried
bitterly. What she had done, what she had done in her mind and what
she had done in those images and those fantasies with Angel she was
deeply ashamed.

This was the come down
from so much pleasure. This was the other side of it. This was what
she had to go through when she stopped that orgasm. That might have
persuaded her to delve right back in and get the orgasm back. Get
it back and just keep it there so she didn’t have to go through the
shame that she was feeling. But it wasn’t just shame that she was
feeling, it was also guilt. It was something that was flowing
through her in the place of the orgasm. The orgasm was gone and now
there was this shame and this guilt. And she had to deal with that.
The only way she could deal with it was to cry. And the thing was
that she was crying like a baby. For this time, she wasn’t this
mature woman at all. She was curled up on her own bed, in the
foetal position, and she was crying like a little girl. Or like a
little baby. Not crocodile tears, or the kind of tears that a woman
can turn on at will. Real crying - crying from somewhere like the
soul. Like a bitter crying from the soul as though she had just
been bereaved or something. Certainly as though there was something
deeply affecting her.

That was because there
was something deeply affecting her. She had always been a loner had
DD. She had never had anyone else to think about. All she needed to
do each and every day was sink into that little world that she had
created for her stories and write away to her hearts content. It
was something that to her was the ideal life. The perfect life. It
was something that she was content to live like and live through
for the rest of her life. Every so often she would pleasure
herself. But that had been different to this. That had been
different to what she had done in the time after Angel had left her
to it. What she had done in the aftermath of Angel had been wrong.
Those images and those fantasies in her mind had all been wrong and
now they were deeply affecting her. The shame, the guilt, the pure
horror of what she had allowed to happen. It was as though they
hadn’t been fantasy images at all, it had been like what she has
envisaged in her mind had actually happened between her and Angel.
It was like she had indulged in actual graphic obscene sexual
activities with this young girl. That was what it felt like - that
was what it felt like deep down inside.

And that was it as well -
the shame and the guilt and the horror of what she had allowed to
happen. She should have known better. She should have been the one
who had stopped Angel in her tracks before these seeds had been
planted. She was the older and wiser of them both - she should have
seen what was going on and stopped it. But she didn’t. She let the
girl kiss her three times. And she had let each of those kisses
escalate in pressure and intensity. And then there had been the rub
of Angel’s thumb across her nipple tip as she had kissed her that
third time. That had been directly sexual and it had been
deliberate.

She should have slapped
Angel’s hand away from her. She should have put a stop to it there
and then, but she didn’t. She didn’t because the seeds had already
been planted by then. If DD was thinking right as she wept on the
bed she would have known that even before that third kiss and
nipple swipe, the seeds had already been planted. It was already a
done deal. Now all she could do was cry in the hope that she would
feel a little bit better about things as time went on. Now all she
could was hope for a lot of things. And that was all not taking
into consideration the way she had been tied to the chair with her
own pantyhose so that the scene that she had to write into her
story could be acted out - so that she could ‘feel’ what she was
writing. The whole experience, all of it had added to this
intensity now. It had all morphed into one to bring her to this
point.

Double D as she had been
renamed by Angel would cry on that bed until there were no tears
left. She would cry herself dry. And then she would just lie there.
Her thoughts were running along the lines that she could never be
seen out in public again. That she would never be able to face the
real world again as long as she lived. That was a feeling, that was
a notion that would not leave her quickly. She would not simply
‘feel better’ about what had happened and what had happened in her
mind after the strange meeting with Angel. That was not something,
that was not a series of events that would leave DD. It was not
something that she would heal from. But the longer that time went
on, the further away that she got from that happening, from that
meeting, the more and more she was thinking about Angel. Not about
what had happened and what she had fantasized but about when she
would see her again. Or even IF she would see her again.

There was this part of
DD, this little part of her brain that was convinced that she would
never see the girl again. When she was here with her, in this
apartment she had seemed larger than life and had seemed that she
would be part of her life for the whole of the future. But now she
was gone and she had been gone for an increasingly longer time, and
with no word from the girl, she was beginning to wonder if she
would hear from her - or if she would see her ever again. Indeed
she was wondering if she had not imagined the whole thing. Or if
she hadn’t imagined it then, she was thinking the girl had set out
to do what she did with the full intention then of vanishing
without a trace. Her mind was just a cacophony of confusion and
anxiety.

DD would admit that
sometimes her own mind played tricks on her. She would be the first
to admit that. She put that down to her living like a double life -
her story life and her real life for what it was worth. Maybe she
had imagined all of it. She reasoned with herself that it seemed
like the girl was here with her - and that the strange occurrences
had happened. The meeting, the kisses, the talk and the ‘research’
about the story ‘breakup’. But now there was no sign of her. There
was nothing of Angel that existed now. It was like she had never
been here. She hadn’t left any sign of her. She hadn’t forgotten
her oversized cell phone, or her purple lipstick that she had
touched up from time to time when she was there. Or when it had
seemed like she was there. Maybe this was all just another weird
fucked up episode that DD was going through.

But did she imagine those
kisses and that nipple rub? Did she imagine this girl renaming her
Double D? Where would that even come from if it was not real? Where
did Angel even come from in DD’s mind, if she was not real? The
writer could not imagine that she was in a process that was playing
out. One that would have to play out and need to play out. If she
knew, maybe she would start running and never stop to look back.
Maybe! The obsession was there and it was real. It was not
something that could or would be reversed either. It was something
that was tangible and physical now. It was an obsession that was in
the form of anxiety. And that anxiety would simply grow and grow.
For now, Double D simple curled up on the bed and cried again. She
cried again for an unspecified period.

 


Some time
later

 


DD needed to go out, but
how could she? She had lost track of time. She had especially lost
track of time since Angel had gone. She didn’t know how long ago
that was. She had tried to work it out but failed. What she had
done was spend time on her laptop trying to write that scene into
the story. That scene that she had played out with Angel. Or the
scene she thought she had played out with the young girl. The
longer it went, the less convinced she was that it had happened at
all. But deep down, deep down she knew something wrong and illicit
had happened. Deep down she knew that it had all happened and that
her crystal clear recollections of what had happened were the
accurate reflections of what had taken place. She needed to pull
herself together now. She needed to accept it had all happened and
then she needed to get on with her life. Her life before Angel. But
then if that was the case why had she written that break up scene
into her story? Why had she done that if what had happened was a
one off that had no bearing on the rest of her life? This was
obsession taking hold again. This was obsession taking a real grip
of her and squeezing.

She had managed to pull
herself up off the bed that she had spent so much time weeping on.
And she needed to decide what she was going to wear because she
really did need to go out. She needed to brush all of this Angel
stuff off, dust herself down and start again. At least that was the
base thought. That was the fundamental thing that she needed to do.
But thinking it, and doing it were two different things. Already
she was thinking about what Angel had said to her about covering up
when she looked so good. Already she was discounting covering up.
Already she was thinking completely out of the box about how she
should look and dress in order to go out again. Already she was
thinking about using makeup of the kind and severity that she had
never before. It turned out, even in her despair that she agreed
with Angel and what she thought. She stopped to think, the first
time she had done that since she could remember, and she shook her
head. She was even bemused by her own thoughts.

This was a woman who was
intelligent as well as breathtakingly attractive and statuesque and
it had taken this young girl to change her mind. It had taken this
young girl, if she existed, to change the way she thought about
things - about the way she thought about herself. It took this
young girl to snap her out of something, a way of life, a reclusive
way of life that she had lived since her school days. And yet at
the same time it had taken this girl to make her behave in a way
that she never thought, not in her worse nightmare, she would
behave. It had taken Angel to slip her into behaving sexually with
her. It had taken this young girl to arouse and excite her in that
way and for that, it would probably be a constant and never ending
source of torment to DD.

She pulled out a storage
drawer from the huge wall to wall unit in her dressing room that
was adjacent to her bedroom. She pulled out a pair of unopened,
dark brown self-supporting stockings. She had done what women do -
she had bought things that she would never wear. She had purchased
things that had seemed a good idea the time but had then been
thrown into this storage never to be opened. And yet now she was
considering pulling the sheer, self-supporting stockings up her
expansive legs so that she could feel the pressure of the
elasticated top at her very upper thighs. Actually she wasn’t
considering it - she was ripping open the packaging and she was
holding the unwrapped sheer nylon top her face, and to her nose
taking in deep breaths of it. She did that with her pantyhose as
well. It was something that she had always done. She would never
know why she did it, she just did. But it felt different this time.
Because they were stockings she was holding to her face, because
they were self-supporting stockings that would leave the very tops
of her thighs bare, and her crotch undressed as it were, this was
different. It felt different but to her it felt exciting as
well.

Double D could feel her
wetness come back but that simply added to her anxiety. DD would
never remember suffering anxiety like she had felt after the Angel
‘incident’. If she had been honest with herself there was never
anything for her to feel anxious about. One had to assume that it
was the change in her - one had to assume that it was what she had
been through with Angel - or what Angel had put her through. The
guilt, the shame all adding up to this anxiety. And now her
‘excitement’ was back and she couldn’t shake off the feeling that
it was almost criminal in her mind that she was aroused like this.
And yet she wasn’t throwing those stockings back into that floating
drawer and slamming it shut. Rather she was un-peeling sheer nylon
from sheer nylon and she was feeding a foot into one stocking and
then pulling that stocking up over her long legs. And then the
other one. And as she did that she was checking herself out in the
mirror she was sitting in front of. Making sure those stockings
were all the way up her legs and so that the elasticated tops were
gripping, squeezing her very upper thighs. And then she arched her
feet into her highest heels. Those heels were something else that
she thought she ‘should’ have in her wardrobe even though she would
never wear them. That is, she would never wear them until this day.
The day that she had to go out - the day that she had to re-join
the world.

And Double D stayed like
that - naked except for self-supporting stockings and those high
heel court shoes - as she began the process of applying makeup.
There was no doubt about it - she had all of the stuff that she
needed to do herself up. And there was no doubt even from the base
DD, that she would scrub up well - very well indeed. In her mind,
Double D was wrong - that Angel thing had all been her fault and
now she deserved this. She deserved to be dressing like this and
making herself up like this. She was a woman who never used the
word slut or whore. But those words were flooding her mind as she
got ready to face the world again. Those words she was thinking
applied to her. It was what DD did, she took responsibility for her
actions. It was part of her weaknesses and her conditions that she
took the whole weight of the world on her shoulders and that was
what she was doing now.

By the time she was made
up and dressed for this day, she had totally transformed the way
she had looked for years and years. By the time she looked at
herself in a full length mirror for the last time before she went
out, she was seeing herself for what she felt she was. She was
hardly dressed for the ‘day’. She was dressed and made up as though
she was a lady of the night. And she was because she thought she
should. She was because she had convinced herself that it was the
right thing for her to do. And the thing was that she knew what she
looked like. She knew that she would attract stares and maybe
comments from men and even women. But in her mind she deserved what
she was looking like. A skirt too tight and too short, shapely legs
sheathed in sheer nylon, feet arched into very high spike heeled
shoes. A top that was almost, but not quite see-through and yet no
bra to support the mass and the weight of her breasts. Those
breasts free to roll and shift and move with her as she set about
her day. Her hair pulled back into a tail and her face and eyes
made-up to give over one impression, and that she was something
like sex on legs. And then a simply short leather jacket thrown
over her shoulders - no sign of the heavy coat and scarf that she
had worn since she could remember.

 



CHAPTER EIGHT

 


Double D stood in front
of that full length mirror for some time before she left the
apartment. She would never know how long it was she stood there.
She just stood looking at the woman she didn’t really know. She had
thought she knew herself better than anyone could know her. But
looking at herself like this it was clear that wasn’t the case. She
shifted her weight from one high heel to the other and as she did
that her breasts moved under the silk top she was wearing. And the
sensation of her bare nipples rubbing on the inside of the silk
blouse made her gasp and she could feel the swell of her thick nubs
straight away. She could feel something else as well.

She could feel the
wetness between her legs. And because she had opted not to wear
panties, of any kind, she was more than aware of that wetness
making its way to the bare tops of her thighs. And she was more
than aware that that wetness would eventual slither down and soak
into her stocking tops, and then there would be these stains to
remind her of how filthy she was. She had prepared herself panties
to pull on. But then she had asked herself if she deserved to wear
them. And the answer to that had been no - she didn’t deserve to
wear panties. That a woman like her didn’t deserve to wear panties,
because panties were for decent women and girls and she most
certainly was not one of those, due to what had happened with
Angel.

It was disturbing really,
that as DD got ready to face the world again, she was downgrading
herself on an increasing basis. She was downgrading herself in the
worst possible way. But then she had been ripe to do just that.
Because of how she had lived and how she had been so reclusive for
so long - the condition of her mind, the issues that she had
developed would have been magnified. And now these issues were
magnifying them even further. Angel was still working on this woman
even though she was nowhere to be seen. Double D felt ‘different’.
She didn’t feel herself and yet she did at the same time. She took
one final look at herself, just to remind herself, and then she
left.

The girl in that Kings
Road coffee shop did a double take. At first she wouldn’t have
recognised DD. This was a woman who came to this same coffee shop
and sat on the same window bar stool for years on end. She had been
the woman who had dressed down, who had dressed dowdy and liked it
that way. And yet now she was this vision of enhanced femininity.
The girl could be forgiven for doing a double take. Yes she could
be forgiven for the double take but one couldn’t be so sure about
the very slow eye crawl she did up and down the entire length of
DD. And there was a considerable ‘length’ to DD. She was tall and
she was curvy and she was leggy without the heels. With them she
was even more so. “I’ll have my usual.” It was all DD had said in
an attempt to break this girl out of her stare mode. But that
hadn’t worked straight away - it was like a delayed reaction. It
was a fact that the girl didn’t recognise DD at first. But then as
the enhanced version, Double D, had slipped her clutch bag to the
bar stool she always sat on, the girl would have been reminded. Her
mind would have clicked in, ‘that’s who this woman is, oh I get
it.’ “Of course, of course I’ll see to it straight away.” And there
was this awkwardness, or embarrassment about the girl and how she
had been snapped out of it. But then it was over.

And this was the little
bit of familiarity that DD could soak up. Her sitting in this
window looking out over the Kings Road in SW1. It was something she
had done several times a week, every week since she could remember.
It was here she could sink into that little world of hers
unhindered. She could do that yes but it wasn’t the same now. There
was the fact that she needed to cross those long long legs of hers
and that those legs and those heels would be very visible from the
street. There would be the time when DD would think she looked like
a hooker in a shop window in Amsterdam. That was a thought that
came to her more or less straight away. And then there was the
addition to that thought and that was that she deserved
it.

She deserved to look and
feel like this. She had acted inappropriately towards Angel and she
had to carry the can for that and this was that can being carried.
And there was something about that. It was like in her mind history
was being rewritten. It was like such was the effect of what had
happened on her mind that it was all being rewritten for her to
take not some of the burden but all of it. After all, how could
this young girl called Angel be responsible for what happened? How
could she carry any of the can at all? It had to be the older
woman’s fault. All of it had to be her fault. None of it could have
been anyone else’s fault but hers.

And it was therein that
lay Double D’s problem. She had been hooked by this girl, and she
had been reeled in by her. Or she was in the process of being
reeled in by the girl. The thing was that she didn’t know that. She
didn’t see it like that. That was because she wasn’t supposed to be
seeing it like that. What Angel had done had been in plain sight
but it had also been under the radar. She had infiltrated DD’s life
and she had then settled herself in. She had actually settled
herself into the older woman’s mind. She was there even though she
wasn’t there. And the thing was that DD wanted her to be there. She
wished she would hear from her again. A call, a letter, anything.
DD was still in this romantic world of hers. At the very least she
was being tugged between the two worlds - her own world and this
young girl’s world. And even though she knew that Angel’s world was
wrong, she had the feeling, she had the craving to be in that
world. She wanted to be in that world and she needed to be in it.
She wouldn’t need to want and crave for too much longer.

DD opened the chapter of
her story that needed to be ‘re-thought’ or ‘re-imagined’ on her
laptop as she sipped a latte. When she read it back to herself in
the cold light of day, she couldn’t believe that she had found the
words, but she had. That was the thing - she had found the words
and she had described that very scene that both her and Angel had
re-enacted as ‘research’, plus she had added more. There was this
tone to the section that was straight out of that experience that
DD had taken part in with Angel. There was the stark and the
dirtiness about it. The sleaziness of it - and yes, the pure
pornography of it. In the cold light of day she was wondering how
she could have found those words and that tone to the writing. But
the longer she sat reading and re-reading the section, the more
sense it made. The more she was agreeing with the notion that there
was no such thing as a good break up, or a happy ending. Nothing in
life was as perfect as she had written in the past. And besides, as
she sat reading this again and again, she could feel the wetness at
the tops of her legs, and she could feel the erection of her
nipples and that throb in the very base of the nipples that just
would not go away. That just would not go away and in fact created
this itch that could not be scratched under any
circumstances.

Angel’s vanishing, her
disappearance, her just not being there was not accidental. It was
something that was built into the girl’s plan. She would breeze
into Double D’s life - she would rock that life and then she would
leave her again. Leave her in the aftermath of what she had created
and what she had done. And she had done that very, very
effectively. In effect she had done what she did and then had sat
back and watched it all take effect. She had lit the blue touch
paper and waited for the fireworks. And now it was time for her to
come back again. Angel had watched Double D leave her apartment and
she had shadowed her to the Kings Road and then has watched her
from across the road as she settled into her usual seat. She had
even seen the little interaction of the girl in the coffee shop
recognising her. That had made her smile. But Angel knew - she knew
from how now DD was presenting herself that their little get
together had done the trick and had started off what would be a
chain reaction.

Double D didn’t even see
Angel come in to the coffee shop because she was so engrossed in
reading and re-reading what she had written. She had been so busy
in her mind looking for grammatical errors, and wondering if there
were any of the passages that could be improved on. When she was in
this mode she was not really with the real world. She was in that
little world of hers and she was in a certain mode. Time didn’t
mean anything and certainly what was going on around her didn’t
mean anything either. And for that reason she had no idea that
Angel was behind her, reading her laptop screen - reading the same
as she was reading. “Mmmmmm Double D, I have to say, I like it.”
And that was the sentence said over her shoulder that brought DD
right back into the real world. That voice, that tone all
interacting with the state of her mind. Anything else wouldn’t have
had the same effect. But Angel talking, more or less whispering
into her ear - now that had the effect and more. She span around on
her stool and their faces almost touched. Angel was smiling - this
time it was a sweet smile. This time her age was more the focus
because she was in some kind of uniform - at least that was what it
looked like.

Maybe it was a uniform
that would not be acceptable in a real school. It was more like a
fetish enhanced uniform. The skirt too tight, the shirt almost see
through, and ripped fishnet nylon. And then the hair, that gorgeous
thick hair not in a single pony tail any more but rather twin tails
that seemed to sprout from the side of her head Suicide Squad
style. And gone was the Goth style makeup. Now a makeup that could
have been the fetish version of cute. Heavy makeup yes, but with
deep red lips and enhanced eye makeup. And then little freckles
that had been added with other makeup, across the bridge of her
nose. And a beauty spot, also added just under one corner of her
mouth. She looked younger and yet she looked sexual as well. And
this was the vision that presented itself to DD as she turned on
that stool. All she had been through, the state of her mind, the
guilt the shame, and now here she was again large as life. And it
seemed that all the reasons for her DD’s shame and guilt were there
still only this time enhanced. Angel’s tone of dress this time
brought it all home and that was reflected in DD’s facial
expression. She was mortified in an excited way, and that had to be
wrong right?

“You look
like you’ve seen a ghost. I told you we would be seeing each other
again, and here I am. Like what you see? Just say yes Miss Angel.”
And Angel had that huge smile on her face again. Like she was
joking. But that she was not joking at the same time. The young
girl didn’t give her the chance to respond. She didn’t need a
response. She just needed DD’s full focus and attention - and this
she had. “I love what you have written. I actually LOVE it.” And
there was that smile again. In DD’s mind the girl must have been
there for ages - just reading at the same time as she was. “I love
that you added nipple clips when ‘she’ was tied to the chair gagged
with her own panties, and the stocking pulled over your head and
face. We didn’t do that in your apartment, but you must have been
really in the zone to include it. And the slaps to her face, I love
it Double D. You see what you can do when you put your mind to it?
You see what I meant when I told you, you have to let it all out.
You have to let it all go? I’m very pleased with you Double D. I
can’t tell you.”

And there was this girl
again, this time her beauty more apparent than it had been with the
goth makeup and dress that she wore the first time round. This time
there was the obvious prettiness, and her perfect frame, uniformed.
DD saw it - she saw all of that. But the problem was that she had
been through this guilt and this shame thing as well and this was
all fresh and insipid in her mind. And now here was this girl again
all sweet. Even if she was an enhanced sweet, she was sweet and her
age was underlined. DD leaned towards Angel. She wanted to say
something but she didn’t want to be overheard. “Can’ we get out of
here? Can’t we go back to the apartment or something?” And there
was this genuine look of pseudo distress on DD’s face. Angel
smiled. “Not so fast mamma.” And she nodded to the girl serving the
coffees. They wouldn’t be moving from there just yet and this just
added a thread of distress to Double D.

It felt as though she had
been through the ringer. There had been the encounter in the first
place, and then the time they had spent at her apartment, and then
all the guilt and the shame, and self-pleasuring. And now, here
this girl was again. It felt to DD as though she was being spun
around and not allowed to stop. “I told you Double D, you need to
let yourself go. Forget these people and the normal world. They
don’t matter anymore. And by the way you do look fabulous. Much
more fitting that when you were covering yourself up. Now you look
like you have a reason to be here, a reason to live. How do YOU
feel looking like that, hmmm? Come on Double D, talk to me?” The
coffee shop girl slid a steaming black coffee in front of Angel.
Angel didn’t even turn to thank her, or nod to her, nothing. Her
focus was already on DD. “I don’t know how I feel if I’m honest.
Meeting you the other day just made my head spin. And now this just
feels appropriate. It just feels this is how I should look.” DD
spoke in a tone as though she was heading to some kind of
apocalypse or something and this didn’t go over Angel’s head.
Nothing went over her head.

“Mmmm,
interesting. We should talk more about that later. But you’re
right, it is appropriate.” And Angel let her words hang. She didn’t
say why it was appropriate. DD had her reasons but she would have
loved this girl to expand, but she didn’t and that kind of didn’t
settle on her mind well at all. She knew how she felt and she knew
how she had been affected over the days since their first meeting,
but now she could have really done with Angel revealing more about
what was going on here. And more to the point what was going on in
her mind. But that was all part of the game. That was all part of
what DD was being taken through by this girl. All of that was
something that DD couldn’t possibly have known. There would only be
little bits revealed to DD at a time. It would only be very
eventually that she would get the whole picture and when she did
get it, it would be too late for her to do anything about it. It
was already too late, she just didn’t realise it. Angel slipped up
onto the stool next to DD and she crossed her legs. And as she did
that, her shoe, a heeled shoe with ankle straps to enhance the
uniform effect more, rubbed the nylon sheathed calf of DD’s crossed
over leg and that sent a slither of further excitement up to DD’s
crotch area.

“I know what
you are thinking you know Double D. And you should be ashamed of
thinking those things about an innocent young girl like me.” Angel
was playing games. But the way she was playing these games was
disturbing to say the least. It was like she knew all of the
commotion that was going on in DD’s mind. The guilt, the shame, the
distress, and the anxiety, and then on a casual basis, on an
extremely casual basis she was playing with DD. She was furthering
the commotion in the older woman’s mind. Angel was talking and she
wasn’t talking particularly quietly. It was like she didn’t give
flying fuck who heard her and what she was saying. And it was like
she knew that was what DD would be thinking and what she would be
increasingly worried about. It was like Angel was taking DD’s
anxiety and her guilt and her shame, all of the things that she had
helped install into this woman’s mind, and now she was playing with
those emotions and those sensations in DD’s mind. It was like the
hook was in and now she was giving it a little twist before she
tugged a little bit more.

“When we go
back to the apartment, I will let you know a little bit more about
now, and about the future. You need to understand Double D that I
am your number one fan and as such, you have certain
responsibilities towards me. That’s all I will say for now. But you
just think on.” And again Angel let the words hang - as though
there was something else that she should have said at the same time
but didn’t. And for just a little while this older woman and this
young girl sat in this coffee shop, the same one as where they met
in the first place, and no more was said for quite some
time.

DD’s mind was a mush
again. She had thought she would be getting on with her life from
this day. She had thought that what had happened with Angel,
whatever it was that had happened was in the past now and now she
could just dust herself down and get on with life. She had thought
she would get over this in her own way - that she WOULD get over it
in her own way. But now here was Angel again and Double D was being
thrown into a whole lot more confusion and anxiety. They sat in
silence, but Angel was watching DD. She was watching her very
carefully. She was watching for signs but it wasn’t really clear
what signs she was looking for. She knew though - Angel
knew.

 



CHAPTER NINE

 


“You see
Double D, I have weaknesses as well you know? I’m not just your
number one fan, you excite me. And because you excite me you have
to bare that burden.” Angel was in deep thought mode. They were
back at DD’s apartment now. DD was back on that chair - she was
naked and she secured to the chair. This time though it was a
series of handcuffs around her ankles, and her knees, and her
elbows and wrists. And this time her knees were higher and her
knees were spread wider. What Angel was doing was throwing the
guilt trip right back on the older woman. She had tapped into her
guilt and her shame and now she was working it. She was making DD
feel like she owed her. But more than that she was making her feel
that it was her fault that she excited this young girl. “I mean you
DO understand me don’t you Double D?” And Angel had tilted her head
slightly one way giving her something of an abstract view of this
tethered woman. DD simply nodded. She couldn’t respond verbally
because once again her mouth was filled with her own saturated
panties, and over her head, one of her stockings had been pulled -
all the way down over her head and face distorting her features.
Angel had then knotted the stockings at a point around DD’s neck
and throat. That knot expertly, sinisterly placed right on the
windpipe and that knot executed and designed to excerpt pressure, a
constant pressure on the older woman’s throat as the woman herself
simply looked out from her fine mesh filter, bank robber style.
That knot was like a reminder of how this young girl now held this
woman’s life in her hands. DD wouldn’t have got that yet. She would
get it, eventually, very soon actually - just not yet. For now she
could just feel that pressure on her neck and throat.

But then Angel changed
the subject again. She did that. She had this way of sending
conversations and speeches off into different directions and on
different tangents. When she did that, it kept DD on her toes. It
kept her mind working, it kept her head turning things round and
round. It made her not aware of where the next thing was coming
from, or what that other thing would be. It was a skilful thing
that Angel did and yet at the same time it was something that she
was able to do naturally. That is she had a natural ability to
cause havoc in the mind of the woman who she purported to be the
number one fan of. “I just had to recreate the actual scene you
wrote in your book. I’m very impressed you know. You took my idea
and then you ‘enhanced’ it. I like that. It shows what your mind is
REALLY capable of.” And Angel was standing back and she was taking
in the sight of this woman disabled and spread in front of her. And
then she changed the subject right back again. “I have this
weakness Double D, I feel the need to ‘taste’ older women. You know
what I mean, I mean REALLY taste them.” And as she was talking she
was looking right at DD’s exposed and spread vagina. She wasn’t
making any secret of what she was talking about. “I know I
shouldn’t to it. And I know you shouldn’t let me do it, but I am
your number one fan, and I need this Double D. I ‘need’
it.”

Angel sounded quite mad
but she was working DD’s mind in such a way that she was blaming
the older woman for those ‘needs’ that she had. At the very least
she was ensuring that DD would feel responsible, that she would
feel that it was all her fault that this girl felt like this about
her. It was all done in a conversational like manner. It was all
done casually and yet the effects were ‘stunning’ inside DD’s mind.
She was now seeing, in her mind, this girl between her spread, held
open legs and she could almost ‘feel’ her eating her out. Eating
out her sexuality. But at the same time she was seeing that it was
wrong. That nothing like that should happen here. And that it would
be all her fault if it did. And yet her own needs were coming into
play as well. Her own sexual needs and the needs that this young
girl had installed in her. Everything was coming into play and
everything was being mushed in her mind. Mushed in the most obscene
way. In a way Angel was having her cake and eating it in what she
was achieving. And DD was having her cake taken off her at the same
time as the guilt was being layered onto her psyche.

Double D whimpered and
wept through her nylon distorted features as Angel swiped her
fleshy wet tongue up the length of her leaking, slippery sex slit.
It was like she had been injected with a truth serum and a
hallucinogenic at the same time. Her worse fears coming true as
this girl assaulted her with her tongue and the truth of it, or a
version of the truth was that it was all her fault. It was her
fault that Angel was doing this to her. It was her fault that this
young girl with the red lips and enhanced schoolgirl uniform was
tasting her sexuality like this. When all Angel had actually done
was say a few things. All she had done was say a few things
casually - or make it seem like she had simply said a few things
casually and DD’s mind had done the rest.

But then Angel hadn’t
just casually said something. She had chosen her words and her tone
carefully and precisely. And then she had inflicted the words on
DD. She had inflicted her with them and then she had stood back and
watched as they had taken effect. And by the time she had got down
to her hands and knees and crawled up to DD, and slipped her tongue
up the length of that wet slit for the first time the damage had
already been done to this woman. And as that tongue had contacted
with DD’s sex flesh for the first time, there had been the first
whimper. That first whimper because of an older woman being licked
so graphically by a very young girl. It was all her fault. It was
all DD’s fault. DD was old enough to know better and she should not
have let this happen but she did and now it was all her
fault.

Every so often Angel
stopped licking and she peered up from between DD’s spread open
legs and she let the older woman see her tasting and licking her
lips, taking all of that vaginal juice in. It was important in the
process to make sure that DD actually saw what the girl was doing
and not just feel it. She had to see and she had to feel this girl
doing this very intimate and this very sexual thing to her. It had
to be that she got the full and unedited effect so that the guilt
and the shame was full force when it eventually hit. And that was
it, when it eventually hit. It wouldn’t hit yet because the spectre
of DD’s own sexuality would be taking the hit right now. It would
be taking the reality and the guilt away from her and replacing it
with her own lust and her own desire. Angel slipped her tongue
right inside DD and she twirled it in there. She scooped those
inner juices and she played with the delicate pink inner folds of
DD’s vagina. She was pleasuring her. Angel was pleasuring this
older woman and at the same time she was ensuring that when she
came down from the orgasm that she was going to give her at last,
the guilt and the shame and the sense that she was indebted to her
would be magnified several fold. Even though she didn’t know it,
Double D was looking down the rabbit hole right now.

But Angel wouldn’t give
DD an orgasm straight away. Her work wasn’t done yet. She clipped
her nipples - those big old nipples - those thick engorged nipples,
with clips that she had in her own bag. Pinching the teeth open and
then releasing slowly so that the pressure was all round the base
of each nipple. In fact that pressure right where the throbs were
in the nipples. And then Angel standing back looking at the woman -
taking the sight of her in fully. This was a scenario that ok, she
had planted - at least she had planted the idea of it. But it was
one that Double D herself had taken further. It had been this final
version of that written scene that DD had come up with herself. And
that was something that thrilled Angel. It made her ask herself the
question of how deep could this woman go. Or how deep was she able
to take her. That was something, they were questions that she
intended to answer. Angel was a girl who was determined to at least
look for the bottom of the rabbit hole. And she was single minded
in that she would be taking DD along for the ride.

The young fetish
schoolgirl with the red lipstick recreated the ‘slaps’ to DD’s
nylon encased face to perfection between eating her out and then
giving her an orgasm. She had read and re-read the scene so many
times so that she had the picture in her mind the way it was
supposed to be. And then she had recreated it. And the thing was
that DD knew that was what she was doing. And in that knowledge was
the realisation of what she had created for herself. It was another
area of responsibility that she has to bare. It was something else
for an already overloaded mind to deal with. One had to wonder if
there was a breaking point. One had to wonder if there was a
breaking point, at which point did DD break? That was all part of
the journey down the rabbit hole for DD and for her number one fan.
But for now there was this recreation of that break up scene in her
latest book. Except that it wasn’t a break up scene really was it.
It was simply a scene of extended kink and pornography. It was a
scene that was detached from the story that DD had written. It was
a scene that would see her dropped from the publisher that she had
been with since the beginning and a scene that would see her be
taken on by others, in more sense than one.

The first slap had rocked
DD’s head. She had been shocked by the force of it, the ferocity of
it. Angel was this perfectly formed but petite girl, but the way
she had slapped DD, the way she had backhanded her across her nylon
sheathed face would tell anyone who might see such a thing that she
had done something like that before. That wasn’t the first time
that she has slapped someone. There was too much accuracy and too
much force applied to it for it to be the first time that she had
done it. She had administered the slap and then she had stood back
with one hand on a hip. She knew that it would take a few seconds
for the shock to settle in to DD and for the effects of the slap to
clear from her head. “You should be ashamed of yourself. A woman
your age being obsessed with a young girl like me. You are a
disgusting excuse for a human being, and now you are getting what
you deserve.

Angel was using more or
less word for word what DD had written in her story. In a way it
showed the state of her mind - that is the state of DD’s mind was
committed to the page and Angel was using it to bring the woman
further ‘down’. It had to be a downward direction that she was
travelling in. It couldn’t be any other direction. It was like
Angel had slipped the knife into DD on the first meeting and now
she had arrived back and was just twisting that knife a little bit.
She was letting DD know that she ‘got it’. That she got what she
was writing and how she was feeling. And at the same time she was
letting her know that it was the right way to go. That the way she
was travelling was the right way. “You agree with me, don’t you?”
It wasn’t a question that she asked. It wasn’t an opportunity being
given to DD to state her case and give over her defence. She was
being told that she agreed with Angel. Just like the character in
the story she was writing. That character had been in love with
this man and now she was obsessed with this sadistic young girl who
had somehow come into her life. And this was that scene from that
story, word for word. Action for action. More or less.

Angel slapped DD again
across her defenceless face. This time she did it from the other
side. This time she used the same hand but the palm and she slapped
her hard again. The contact noise was different, but the slap was
still hard and it still rocked DD’s head. This time there was a
little whimper from behind the fine nylon mesh of the stocking that
covered DD’s face. There was that little shocked, disturbing
whimper but there were also the bulging eyes. Those eyes of the
older woman bulging so much that the balls must have been very
nearly touching the nylon mesh they were behind. DD nodded
frantically that she agreed with Angel. She couldn’t say anything
because her mouth was full of her panties that had been shoved wet
crotch first in, deep. And she was sucking on those panties as she
dealt with the shock she was being inflicted with. She was under
the mistaken impression that she was being slapped a second time
because she hadn’t yet agreed with the woman. That wasn’t the case
at all. She was being slapped just because Angel could slap her.
She could do anything she wanted with her. And she was slapping her
because DD had written it so well in the story - so well that it
had to be included in this little recreation of that
scene.

Double D tried to think.
She tried to think what kind of psyche the woman in her book had
been given by her. What was she thinking as she was slapped. She
couldn’t think and that was the problem. She had worked out that
Angel was playing out the scene as written. But she couldn’t have
got that the girl would be doing it her way. She couldn’t work out
that it would be pointless for her to remember at this point what
she had written and felt word for word in that story because this
girl was just taking that storyline and she was twisting it to her
own devices. And the thing was that DD was aroused. She was highly
aroused. She had been highly aroused as she wrote that passage and
she was highly aroused now in that chair for real. But the two
arousals were different. They were like a different place and
different time. This was another example of how Angel was fucking
with this woman’s head. It was another example of how she could
fuck with DD’s head. And how she could do it at will and with
little effort. It was odd, DD lived the stories she wrote and now
she was living this scene that she had written. But the two types
of living it, were very different in there and now she was living
‘reality’. In her books and stories she was living pure fantasy.
The perfect love stories. They weren’t real all. THIS was
real!

Angel changed. After
those first two slaps she had changed. She had shown that she was
capable of violence towards another female - indeed that she was
capable of violence against an older woman. But there was something
different about her now. There was this look in her eye and this
expression on her face. All that was missing was the flickering of
the massive LCD TV screen as she played those ultra-violent games
online. It was like the action of slapping DD the way she had had
set off some sort of trigger in her. Like a deeper thing. Like a
deeper need for that violence. Except this wasn’t her controlling a
character on the TV screen. This was her in real life and with a
real life person in front of her. She stood back because she had to
stand back. She needed to take a second. It was like she knew what
had happened inside her mind when she had slapped DD. For just a
split second it was like that had scared the hell out of her
because she knew what she was capable of in real life. She knew
that once that trigger was pulled inside her mind, it couldn’t be
un-pulled.

“You can hear
the car in the drive outside can’t you? And now you think that he
is going to come in and at least you won’t be hit any more, right?
At least that is how you wrote it. But this is real life Double D.
This is as real as it gets.” And Angel’s tone was different. There
was this sinister quality to it. Just like the voices that boomed
from the surround speakers as she played those games. If DD was in
a world of her own then so was Angel. “No happy ending here Double
D.” And there was this split second as she pulled the handgun from
her bag and held it up for DD to see. One could not imagine what
must have been going though DD’s head. She would have had this
nylon filtered view of this fetish schoolgirl, the one who had just
been licking her sexuality and slapping her face, pulling what
looked like a real gun out of her bag. The older woman must’ve
thought that this was it - that this was the end for her. That
after all she had achieved in her life, the plaudits and the
recognition for her books, this is how it ended. With her cuffed to
a chair in the most obscene way, shot in the head, dead.

Except nothing was ever
as it appeared to be. And it was odd, even as DD was thinking that
this was the end, there were still the throbs in her clamped
nipples and in her clitoris - there was still that desire, that
sexual desire there. They say near death experiences have that
sexual effect sometimes, and considering the circumstances. Angel
held the gun to her head. She came up to her and she held that gun
to her head and as she did that DD closed her eyes. She was just
waiting for the bang and then it would be lights out time. But the
bang didn’t come and lights out didn’t come. Just Angel’s voice. “I
want you to believe you deserve to die because if you believe that,
then everything else I have planned for you will simply be you
‘living’. Everything else I have planned for you will seem like a
breeze if you believe you deserve to die. And I want you to believe
it because of your sexual arousal for me. Because of your desire
for me. I want this to be upper most in your mind, just like all of
the rest of the guilt and the shame that has gone before
it.”

Again there was that
voice - that strange tone of voice from Angel. Almost like someone
else was talking through her lipsticked mouth. The thing was that
DD was understanding - she was getting it. She actually did believe
she deserved to die because of all this. She actually did believe
it. And she was actually grateful to this girl that she wasn’t
pulling the trigger. At least she wasn’t pulling the trigger right
now.

 



CHAPTER TEN

 


It would be difficult to
say how Double D felt after her brush with death. There was the
realisation that she COULD have died. And more to that was the fact
that Angel could have pulled that trigger if she had wanted to
regardless of what she felt about it. That brush with death was a
game changer. It had all been fucked up before this - this just put
the icing on the cake. DD hadn’t got used to the idea that she had
been outed by this girl as it was. She hadn’t got used to the idea
that she was obsessed by this girl and that she could be so
affected by her. But that was the thing - she was still aware of
everything. She was still aware of the things that she shouldn’t
be, and that was a further downer for her. And now she had seen
another side of Angel and that had scared the fuck out of her, she
wouldn’t mind admitting. And now ‘this’.

It seemed like an age
before anything was said. DD would be able to feel as well as hear
her heartbeat in her chest. She was still on the chair, cuffed and
immobilised. With what she had been through she wished she wasn’t,
but she was. How did she know that this girl wasn’t going to flip
her decision not to shoot her? How did she know that in the blink
of an eye it could all be over after all? And yet despite these
questions that were playing and replaying in her mind, she still
had the throbs in her nipples and in her clitoris. She still had
that desire. That must have meant that she was as fucked up as
Angel had made out that she was. That must have meant like Angel
said, that she deserved to die. This very young girl had excited
and sexually aroused her, and because of that she deserved to die.
It was shocking, and disturbing to think how much a mind fuck
actually did fuck up a woman. DD was falling into line even though
she didn’t really know it. She was being coerced and she was being
manipulated into a way of thinking and into a way of being and she
didn’t even know it. As far as she was concerned it was because
what Angel said was right. She deserved it all - the shame, the
guilt. And she deserved to die.

“I’m going to
eat you out until you orgasm all over my face and into my mouth
Double D. I can’t help it, and it’s your fault.” The words had
dripped almost croakily from Angel’s red lips. DD just let out a
gasp. One couldn’t be sure if it was shock, or if it was relief.
Shock at the sexual language and the prospect of having this girl
between her legs for real, or relief that she wouldn’t be shot to
death after all, at least not yet. She made a sound - the only
sound she could really through the wetness of the panties in her
mouth, a sound that more or less told Angel that she understood.
But now there was this realisation there. There was this
realisation there that she wanted and needed to orgasm all over
this very young girl’s face - that, that was what she wanted to do
the most, orgasm, and under these circumstances. But she was also
realising how wrong it was and how much more this proved Angel and
what she said about what she deserved was right. And then she
grunted wetly behind those panties and behind that nylon stocking
filter as Angel got to her hands and knees again and slowly crawled
almost feline like between her cuffed open legs. And there was that
anticipation of the first touch of the tongue to her most intimate,
sexual flesh.

Yes, there was the
holding her breath and then the slow release of that breath as
Angel used the whole of the flat of her tongue and swiped it slowly
up the groove of DD’s hairless smooth sex slit. But Angel didn’t
touch the clitoris. Not yet! Instead she swirled her tongue around
it. She avoided the bundle of eight thousand nerve endings that
made up the clitoris. She simply swirled her tongue around and
avoided those wide open receptors. She teased the clitoris hood and
she ‘promised’ with her licks that there was a great deal of
pleasure to come but she didn’t touch it, not yet. Instead she
brought a hand into play and she used her fingers. She used her
fingers to slip through the leaking juices that were oozing from
DD’s slit, and she used that lubrication to slip the fingers down
the valley of the ass cheek. And then she located DD’s ass hole.
Every so often Angel peered up. She wanted to see how she was
affecting this woman. She wanted to see that this woman was in the
place that she wanted her to be in.

And that was the thing -
DD was in that place. It was like all of ‘down there’ was one big
live erogenous zone. It wouldn’t have mattered how Angel had
touched her or was licking her, she would have been being pleasured
by it. Her eyes were rolling in their sockets and yet at the same
time she would have been knowing, or there would have been
something in the back of her fucked up mind that was telling her
that now this young girl had her fingers down and around her
asshole. And that it was something else that she should be ashamed
and guilty of. It was something that she should have stopped in
reality, but she didn’t, she couldn’t. It was like that awareness
had been planted in there and despite the pleasure she was
receiving, she was aware of how she should feel about that. She was
aware that she should be ashamed and she should feel guilty and
that, yes, she deserved to die because of this. She was on a path
of self-loathing because she was supposed to be.

But for now the sexual
pleasure was at the forefront. That was what she needed. She would
deal with the rest of it afterwards. She would deal with the come
down when she had no choice but to do that. “You’re a dirty mamma
Double D. A dirty disgusting mamma.” Angel’s voice was husky - it
was still that other person speaking between her deep red lips, it
couldn’t be Angel, it just couldn’t be. But it was. And there was
something extra obscene about the way she addressed DD now.
Referring to the older woman as mamma, bringing in some kind of
pseudo-incestuous feel to it - this was unsettling DD on a
sub-level. And Angel herself in this fetish school uniform between
those mature, shapely spread legs, licking and sucking at the swell
of DD’s labia - at the same time as rimming her asshole with her
finger nail. Just prodding the raised hole of the ass threatening
to slip in but not doing that, not quite. Just teasing - just
threatening. DD made noises behind her stocking filter mask, and
behind her own saturated panties in her mouth. She was agreeing
with Angel, she was a dirty, dirty mamma. She couldn’t have put it
better herself. She was a dirty mamma and so she just should kick
back and enjoy what this girl was doing to her. She couldn’t do
anything about it so why bother about it. Just enjoy it, right? She
would have the fall out to deal with just like she did the first
time, but she would deal with that. For now, she could just enjoy,
she could just immerse. And she was determined to do that because
right at this point it seemed like the best and ONLY
option.

When DD did orgasm she
thought she would explode. Nothing else mattered but that orgasm.
Angel had two of her fingers up to the third knuckles in her ass
and she was spreading them inside her. She was scissoring the
fingers and in doing so she was working the ass. And with her mouth
and was sucking on the bundle of nerves that made up the clitoris.
She was sucking and she was pulling with her mouth. She was using
the fullness of her red lips and she was sealing the clitoris and
then she was sucking it out. She was stretching it - like she was
pulling it out on an elasticated chord. And then when she had it
pulled out to the point of pulling it off, or so it seemed, she was
using her tongue in her mouth and she was teasing the clitoris. She
was flicking it with her tongue. She was swirling and flicking it
and she was building an orgasm inside of DD. That was what she was
doing, she was building an orgasm. She had been building it a
little bit at a time. But she wasn’t letting DD cum. Not yet she
wasn’t letting her cum.

But then eventually there
was that explosion. The initial explosion of juices across Angel’s
face and into her mouth. There came that time when Angel couldn’t
hold back DD any longer and when DD couldn’t help but spill into
orgasm. And that orgasm was set to rock her world more. That orgasm
was set to bring her deeper and deeper into Angel’s world. There
was the peak of the orgasm which seemed to emanate inside her
clitoral nerves but then washed out to take in the whole of her
femininity. And that orgasm tightened her up - it made her rigid,
and there was that moment when nothing else mattered - where there
was literally nothing else that mattered. All that counted was that
orgasm - all that mattered was reaching the peak and getting
immersed in that peak. It was something she needed. Something that
she needed badly. Like a hit of sexual crack cocaine.

And Angel worked her ass
with her fingers, and she worked her cunt with her mouth and her
tongue. And the thing was that she worked DD relentlessly for the
duration of the orgasm build up and then the peak, and then the
come down the other side. And that was the thing - Angel kept on
doing what she was doing as DD came down the other side of that
mega orgasm. This young girl had consumed the juices and then she
had consumed the deeper orgasmic juices as DD squirted over her
face and into her mouth. She had eaten her and she had consumed
her. And she was still working as DD came down the other
side.

And it was that
relentless work that Angel put in, and was putting in as DD came
down the other side, that reminded DD of who she was and what she
was. She was reminded of the guilt and the shame. And she was
reminded of the price, psychologically that she would have to pay.
It was the come down. It was the aftermath of the most intense
orgasm that she had ever experienced. And as Angel stroked her face
she spoke gently into the older woman’s ear. “You see, there was no
car in the drive. There was no man to save you. There was no happy
ending. There is just MY ending. I am going to leave you to wallow
in your guilt and shame. I am going to leave you to think and
ponder Double D, mamma. Wonder and ponder about what you have done
and what you deserve in life from this point on.” And there was
this sweet, sweet smile from Angel as she left DD on that chair,
un-cuffed now, unmasked, just slumped in her despair.

Already the guilt and the
shame was eating into her. It would do that from now on - it would
do that all the time from now on. There was a ‘click’ as Angel
closed the front door to the apartment and left. Then there was
just this silence left. Silence except for DD’s heartbeat. Silence
except for her weeping. And when she started to weep she could not
stop. Just like before only more. She tried to take deep breaths
but they ended up being shallow and short. Why did Angel have to
leave her like this? Why couldn’t she stay and talk this through?
If they could do that then DD was sure she could work through it.
But that was just it - she wasn’t supposed to work through it. She
wasn’t supposed to get through it. What was happening to her was
supposed to be happening and she just didn’t get that
yet.

 


Two hours
later

 


The black net curtains
heavily diffused the light coming in. And at the same time they
enhanced the flickering from the huge TV screen. Angel was playing
games. The black walls added to that diffusion and to that overall
sense of impending doom. Angel was playing games again. She did
that a lot. On screen her character, that same character was
dressed in some kind of fetish rubber outfit and she was applying a
deep red lipstick to herself. The amount of realism and detail some
of these games went to these days was astonishing. The amount of
trouble the developers went to in order to make the worlds they
created realistic and believable. For sure Angel believed in this
deep gaming world. She made her character sexy, and curvy and leggy
- some might think that she might have made this character like
herself, only more so. For sure there were unmistakable
similarities there. The makeup, the lipstick, the codes of dress
that Angel chose to dress this character in. All of this resembled
her. All of this would tell anyone who took a closer look that
Angel made this character her, and that she gave her what she
couldn’t give herself. Or what she couldn’t be herself.

Angel was a small petite
and young girl but her onscreen character was older, bigger
physically, more mature. And of course she was more violent, and
more destructive and frightening than Angel could ever be in real
life - wasn’t she? But there was this feeling, this notion that
when Angel sat in front of this massive TV screen and took out that
character to play, that she was seeing herself in that role. And
that she had taken this CGI representation of herself, the closest
to her ideal as she could. That in itself was the worst possible
thought. It would make one wonder what the future held for Angel -
but more, what it held for Double D. DD was a woman who was
embroiled in this young girl. She was in it up to her neck and she
didn’t even know it. She had been taken on a ride she didn’t even
known she had been taken on. One had to wonder if this woman’s
internal alarm bells would ring if she could see Angel now. If she
could see her in this black room in front of this huge TV screen
preparing her alter-ego onscreen for more carnage - death and
destruction?

“Oh you know,
my ‘project’ is coming on nicely. I have the perfect ‘mature one’.
She thinks I am her number one fan because I’ve told her that I am.
She writes sickly love stories that couldn’t possibly be true and
so I am showing her an alternative version.” Angel had her cans on
again and she was in conversation with one or more people in her
network online. There was a pause as whoever was talking to her
said something and then Angel spoke again. “Oh, she’s easily led
you know. She’s spent years being isolated and locked away writing
her love story rubbish, so it was easy to get into her mind. It was
easy to get an ‘in’. An now I am there.” There was another pause.
There was this chilling quality to the way Angel was speaking and
what she was saying. There was more than this pre-meditation about
what she was doing with DD. Certainly what she was saying more than
hinted that the future for Double D was not good. But more than
that, there was the way that she spoke that was positively ‘evil’.
It would make anyone question if DD was ultimately safe with this
girl. What she hinted at was DD being taken to some place that she
might not be able to return from. And when all of it was put
together, when this whole picture of Angel was zoomed out to full
view, there was this ‘dread’ there and this worry that she could in
fact be more destructive, more controlling and ultimately more
dangerous and evil than the character she had modelled on that TV
screen.

“Now I am
there, right in her head I am going to play with her.” Another
pause. “I don’t know what the end result is going to be - I don’t
know what I will do with her in the end. Maybe there is no end.
Maybe I will just take her out of circulation. Vanish her, so that
I can continue with the urges that I get. They get stronger you
know, my urges? I thought once I had this woman where I wanted her
that they would fade back a bit, but they don’t. They get stronger
and stronger. And I see this woman, this mature one being taken
deeper, and deeper.” Angel was confirming the worries that anyone
would have about her the more she was saying. Although her voice
had that cute huskiness about it, that it even had that cute
innocent naivety about it, it also had this ‘evil’ in it. It was
because of the casualness of the way she spoke about DD and what
she had and what she was going to do with her. It was difficult to
believe that this was a young, a very young girl speaking these
words. It was only the voice and the tone of voice that would
remind anyone that Angel was what and who she was.

“All my bases
are covered don’t you worry. And besides I’ve always got you guys
to fall back on for back up. Listen up you guys, y’all know that I
am good at what I do. Y’all know that there is no-one out there who
is better than me at this stuff. I spent months tracking this
‘bitchling’ down and I don’t intend to drop the ball now.” The more
she was saying the more there was this thing about her that told of
a way of working, an established way of working and of doing what
she did. There was reason for the chill that already existed to be
extended and thickened out a bit. Always there was this difficulty
in believing that this was a girl so young. The kind of things she
was saying and relaying to these other people, were mature, and
well thought out. They told of this girl being good at the type of
things and the type of behaviour that she shouldn’t have been good
at - not at her age.

And not for the first
time there was that hint that she was not talking to just one
person. That she was talking in fact to more than one, a group, a
movement even. And that knowledge simply brought up more and more
questions. Who was she involved with and how many were there? And
‘what’ was she involved with? Indeed was she the leader in what she
was involved with, it certainly felt like, sounded like she was
some kind of leader? Or at the very least that she was one of the
leaders, a protagonist maybe. Someone driving the ideals of a
bigger movement, a bigger picture. And then of course there were
the ‘urges’ of which she spoke. There was more expansion needed
there before that chill, and that fear of this girl died back a
bit.

 



CHAPTER ELEVEN

 


It was dark outside now
and the only light that those black curtains and walls diffused was
the street lighting. That strange orange glow did the things with
the available light that daylight just couldn’t do and yet the
flickering of the TV screen was still there.

Angel was fully and
immaculately made up - she looked like a lady of the night except
with age restriction issues. And yet her onscreen character looked
like a fully-fledged hooker who was on a mission. She was attired
in tight rubber, extreme heels and corsetry, she was dressed and
made up to kill, literally. Angel was similarly attired - a latex
rubber catsuit that hugged her petite still developing curves like
a second skin an over corset and tight fitted knee length boots
with extreme heels. Her makeup was immaculate and it seemed
expertly applied. Was it right that a girl this age could make
herself look like this? She was borderline legal and yet despite
the grown up dress mode and makeup she looked younger. There was
like this inbuilt ‘fuckup’ that was there. Like a contradiction
that couldn’t be described, or one that couldn’t be put right. She
looked young but older at the same time.

There was this obsession
she seemed to have with this character she had created onscreen.
There was like this hint that this screen woman had been in her
life for some time. Maybe a character she had been building up and
modelling for years - ever since she had picked up a console
controller. Maybe this character had taken the place of her mother
she didn’t have or something. Like she was modelling the character
to be her mother - and that her ‘mother’ was her role model and now
she was following in the footsteps of her role model. If one were
to look more closely at this girl, there was more going on that
couldn’t be seen. There was enough to be seen to know that there
was something very disturbed about her. But that would just make
one wonder about what couldn’t be seen. That would make someone
want to look inside her head, but not at the same time. One would
have to be afraid to look inside that mind. For some reason there
was a fear of what a look into the head of Angel would
reveal.

But this was Angel. This
was the rubber clad girl who should have been forging a career in
something fabulous rather than existing in this ‘world’ that she
existed in. One had to wonder where she had come from and who she
was? One had to wonder if she had family that knew where she was
and what she did with her time and her life. There had to be
someone who knew her? Or someone who had lost her and was looking
for her? There had to be some record of her somewhere and that
because of that a red flag would appear next to her name that would
start a ball rolling of reeling her back in. Now there was a
thought, a red flag next to the name of Angel! No-one could make
this up. One had the feeling that there should be a red flag
against Angel’s name for all sorts of reasons.

She directed her onscreen
self to light a cigarette and once again the depth of detail in
this ‘game’ was astonishing and more than quite disturbing. The
placing of the cigarette between full, glossed lips was both
accurate and distortion free. Angel had ‘designed’ this woman on
screen from the ground up. She hadn’t done it overnight and the
level of detail and the level of adult knowledge that she had put
into it was breath-taking. She had coded this woman - coded her to
be a sexualised killer. Where would a girl of Angel’s age get that
sort of knowledge? Not just to code such a character but the level
of details that was included? She could pick up the violence in a
game with ease just by playing common titles - but that wasn’t
this. This was a girl who had had a vision of what she wanted this
killer to look like and then she had set about coding her from the
ground up. Her height, her vital statistic and then the way she
moved.

And that was where the
dismay comes in. How she could include the little nuances of what
made a woman sexy - of what made her ‘sexual’. Of what made her
desirable. Little ways of moving that rolled her impressive
breasts. And little ways of crossing her legs, or of standing.
Angel had coded in a little ‘wink’ that this CG woman had. And the
way she held her cigarette - the way she dragged on that cigarette
without distorting perfect full lips. The amount of ‘work’ that
this girl had put into this woman was astonishing to say the
least.

There were the movements,
the sexualised movements and the facial expressions. A girl of
Angel’s real time age should not have been able to know this stuff.
And yet she did. What was more disturbing though was the fact that
she was ‘comfortable’ with this onscreen woman that she was
controlling. She was at ease with her. It was like at long last she
had this character ‘finished’. That she had her complete. That she
was what she had been working towards all the time. Now all the
tweaks and the fine tuning was done and dusted. Angel smiled as she
toyed with the console controller. The only thing that was a little
dumbfounding was the fact that she hadn’t named this character. She
hadn’t given her a name or an identity. Would there be any cause
for real concern if she had decided to call this woman ‘Angel’? It
was an almost expected thing. Indeed it just begged the question,
why hadn’t she named this character after herself? It made sense
that she do that, but she hadn’t.

There was this ‘smile’ on
Angel’s face as she controlled the CG woman. There was this thing
that told that this onscreen person was computer generated, but the
realism, and the clarity was quite shocking to behold. The skin
tones, the features, the movement was pretty seamless and realistic
and it would be easy to forget that this was a computer generation.
It would be easier to slip into the thought that this was a film
that one was watching on the screen. Of course, Angel had coded the
woman herself, she hadn’t designed the game and she hadn’t had
anything to do with the game as such. And yet that game, the
‘world’ it existed in was equally impressive. It was equally
realistic and astonishing to look at, and immerse in. It really was
the complete picture that was being projected from that huge
screen.

Angel tilted her head as
she watched this ‘woman’ smoking onscreen. She was controlling that
- and there would be this feeling that she was getting this
‘enjoyment’ or more, out of the controlling of this woman. Maybe
this was the key. Maybe this was Angel’s thing. The controlling.
She had created this woman onscreen. She had built her from the
ground up and she was controlling her. She wasn’t just controlling
the movements, and the bad habits such as smoking, she was
controlling every single aspect of this woman that she had created.
And there seemed to be that joy there. There seemed to be a pure
joy that came through Angel’s huge eyes. The joy of having this
level of control of what seemed to be a human being. She was
controlling absolutely everything she did. The way she looked,
moved, winked and applied her lipstick. Angel controlled it all.
She controlled absolutely everything about this woman and because
she did that, she had this ‘glow’ about her.

Maybe this was it. Maybe
this was the Double D thing. She had found this woman that she
could control. She had found this woman, this writer, a real woman
and she was in the process of exercising control over her. She had
already got a way into her head. She had already made herself
known. And she had already affected this woman to the degree that
no normal person would want to do. Not even an out and out evil
person would want to do what Angel was doing to DD. And yet - the
longer one thought about it, the longer one tried to work through
the intricacies of this young girl, the more it seemed that she was
a girl on a mission. That she had this thing for control and now
she had found a real life woman, not a computer generated one, who
she could infiltrate and then break down. One that she could
exercise some control over in the first place. And she had done
this. She had gained a level of control over DD. That is she was in
this woman’s mind and she was making this woman behave in a way she
wanted her to behave. The example of that was the re-writing of the
latest story, and then the way she had made DD show herself off
more, dress up more. It was like a case of Angel just testing her,
just seeing how far she could go.

And now that DD’s
obsession with her was clear, it was like Angel was being green
flagged to go further and further. If anyone had this kind of
access to Angel, if anyone knew this much about her, they would be
able to see what she was doing. Or what she was preparing to do.
They would be able to see that she was in the process of stripping
this woman down. She was in the process of peeling back the layers
of her that made her up. She was breaking her down to almost
nothing. Not quite ‘nothing’ but almost. She wouldn’t want
‘nothing’ there when she began the process of rebuilding, or
‘recoding’ Double D. There was something in Angel’s makeup that
would tell anyone that she had this thing, this desire, to see
people suffer. And she liked to know that it was her that was
causing this. So there would be no total stripping back to nothing.
There would be that spark of DD left when she eventually began the
rebuilding process.

If anyone had this kind
of access to Angel of course they would be able to see this in her.
They would be able to see the direction that she was going in. But
that was it - Angel was like this double persona. She was like this
split personality. She was this young girl to DD who she had an
obsession over and who she now carried the guilt for. And Angel was
also this gamer, this coder, who carried this violent streak in
her. Who spent the midnight hours and beyond controlling a
character that she had created, and making her carry out almost
unbelievable levels of violence and death. One had to ask what
Double D would think, how she would process it in her mind if she
could see past her own obsession and desire for this girl and to
what she was really like?

There was another
question as well, if she did know, if she did snap out of it at
this time, would she be able to reverse it, or was it too late for
that? There was no answer to that - we won’t ever know. And there
was another question - Angel had created and was controlling this
woman onscreen, this CG character - she had ‘trained’ her to kill
and to torture with impunity in the most graphic of ways. So what
did that mean for Double D? What actual intentions for DD did Angel
have? What was she stripping her back for? What was she going to
rebuild her, or recode her for? What was the end result? Questions
and more questions that would raise concern for DD. Was she going
to end up this ultra-feminine ‘killer’? Could that level of control
and violence be applied to a real life situation?

These question would
worry anyone. And that would be good for someone to worry about
where this was all going. But that was just it - there was no-one
show that concern, there was no-one to raise these questions, and
there was no-one to raise the alarm. It seemed that the only people
who knew Angel, and who shared knowledge of her ‘urges’ were the
ones she spoke to online within this game that she played. And it
seemed that they were with her - they were behind her and
supporting her. To an extent they were driving her. She was out to
impress them, that could be heard from the way she spoke to them
almost in a boastful way. It was like she was hankering to be a
leader of these people of this movement. And for them, they would
be interested, more than interested to see how much of the gaming
world this young girl called Angel could bring into the real
world.

Angel was focused on the
screen. She was using the controller without even looking at it.
She could do that - she had been using these controllers for years.
She did it by feel and by familiarity and she did it because she
was an expert at it. The world her character was in was almost
dystopian. It was like it was in the future, and yet there was
something ‘now’ about it as well. The ‘Woman’ had slipped in
through a side door of some kind of massive warehouse. The sun was
low in the sky and the shadows were long and atmospheric. It wasn’t
clear if the sun was rising or setting. It didn’t matter. Vents
high up the dead straight tall building sides sent out gushes of
stream, or smoke into an already damaged atmosphere with sounds of
hisses. And yet this woman moved silently on spiked heels. The
level of detail came through in the way that she moved on those
heels. The way she shifted her weight from one of the spiked heels
to the other.

Everything about the way
this woman onscreen moved was sexual. Or had sexual connotations
attached and Angel had coded her like that - she had done that. She
slipped into the warehouse place silently, but there was a slight
creak of her rubber catsuit as she moved - another micro attention
to detail that Angel had cracked. She slipped inside but then she
paused, her head tilted as though she was trying to listen for
something. There were voices, distant voices in that building and
the distance of those voices gave away the scale of the building
itself - it was massive. The woman moved forward. But now she was
doing so slowly, very slowly and cautiously. Despite this caution
she was still confident in what she was doing. There was nothing
scared about her - from the way she carried herself through to the
way she moved, and her facial expressions she was confident. And
there was this smile on her face. Angel had been careful to give
her what she knew as her ‘special smile’. That was the one that she
did when she was about to kill again.

There were no numbers on
screen - no score, or no game advancement information. Angel wasn’t
interested in all that - she had switched all of that off in the
options. What she was interested in was completing the mission as
quickly and as efficiently as possible. Actually with this
character it wasn’t how quickly the mission was completed at all.
It was indeed how efficient the despatch was - that and the level
and duration of torture that was applied. There was something wrong
and yet something sexy about a leggy, busty, rubber clad woman in
kill mode. And if there wasn’t any such thing before then Angel had
invented the sexy female assassin. Breasts moving under tight
rubber, sexy steps in ultra-heels and then a slight, highly glossed
lipstick grin as she approached a man from behind, one of many men
guarding the other people deep in this warehouse, unheard and
almost invisible.

The quickest way would
have been to slit his throat - that would have damaged the voice
box so he couldn’t have called out. But she didn’t do that. She
tapped him on the shoulder when she was right behind him. He didn’t
have the slightest idea that she was there. A single spike was
pushed through one eye, and left there grotesquely - there would
have been too much shock for him to call out - he would have been
struck dumb but he would have still been on his feet, just. One
wouldn’t be sure if the pain signal had even got to his brain. And
then in a quick, smooth movement she had got another spike from
what was in effect her utility belt, or corset and had stabbed it
into the side of this man’s neck immediately puncturing a vital
artery. She didn’t stab and remove, she stabbed and then pushed the
spike all the way in, then twisted. What was obvious was the force
and the violence she used. She licked the back of her hand as the
man stumbled back. And what was obvious was this man wouldn’t die
straight away. It would be a bleed out. And the longer he bled
before vital signs were extinguished the more points Angel would
get.

She moved onto the next
guard. She despatched him from behind. There was no tap on the
shoulder this time - just a silent move up behind him and then a
spike driven into the back of his neck and out of his throat the
other side and she added a ‘twist’ it was extra points for added
sadism. Once again, shock would have silenced him. Shock and the
knowledge that he was about to die. She would have to move quickly
now. It wouldn’t be long before they knew that she was there -
those other people, the ones she had come to get. She had to get
through the guards before she could get to her. Yes get to ‘her’.
The person she had come to get in this place was a woman. The
leader of a massive international drugs cartel. Angel’s Woman
didn’t want to take over - she just wanted to wipe out the bad
guys. That was the whole point of the ‘game’ - taking out the bad
guys. The bad guys taken out by a bad bitch. The perfect premise
for a game.

By the time this rubber
clad, high heeled woman got to the woman she needed to get to,
there were bodies strewn all over the warehouse that had been
murdered in a variety of increasingly gory ways. All of those
methods gaining maximum scores that would flash up at the end of
this level of the game. “Ha ha, we meet at last. You’re gonna be
sorry you came here tonight bitch.” And that gangsta woman was
facing Angel’s Woman. The voice was familiar and the lip synch was
perfect. It was the voice of a well-known actress from the world
stage. And for the first time, Angel’s woman spoke. “Let me tell
you, you piece of drug pushing shit, I am going to enjoy this. I am
going to enjoy every single second of your demise.” Angel smiled.
She smiled wide. There was not a well-known actress voice for her
woman.

There was this core level
shock applied in the fact that Angel’s woman was furnished with
Angel’s perfectly sampled voice. It was unexpected and it was
chilling to know that this voluptuous rubber clad woman onscreen
had this young girl’s voice. There was that huskiness to it, and
there was maturity to that voice that didn’t match the actual age
and yet that maturity of voice was in the real life Angel and so
this other conflict, this other contradiction was created and
enhanced. Angel used a series of presses and swipes to the control
pad and her onscreen woman went about the horrific despatch of the
drug queen. But this time there was more than a little fight
back.

 



CHAPTER TWELVE

 


“You’ve
missed me haven’t you? Tell me you’ve missed me Double D?” Angel’s
voice was almost hypnotic in its throatiness. She had just kissed
DD wetly and dirtily on arrival at the writer’s west London
apartment. And that was it, it had been a deep, deep kiss that had
been applied to DD on the doorstep of the apartment. There had been
no words exchanged - no greeting. Angel hadn’t given this woman a
chance to say anything. She had simply stretched herself up on the
high heels she was on, to match DD’s height, and she had kissed
her, full on. DD had been shocked but she had been excited as
well.

All Angel had said when
she buzzed the apartment from pavement level was “Its me Double D”
and that had been it. Even then DD hadn’t said anything she had
just buzzed her in - and as she did her facial expressions had
changed, like a shadow had come across her face or something. And
then that kiss at the front door. It would have rocked, literally
rocked DD to the core. Correction, it DID rock her to the core.
She’d had another time of it since the last coming together of the
two. She had that coming down from that mega orgasm to deal with.
The high of it, the high of ejaculating her sexual produce into
Angel’s mouth. The absolute undiluted pleasure of that. And the
thought of it. And then the come down from it. The realisation of
what she had done. And that fact this young girl was called ‘Angel’
made it somehow worse. That this young girl was Angel, ‘an Angel’.
It was the worst kind of trick that her mind was playing on her.
One had to wonder if she knew that her mind was playing tricks on
her - or did she just think, ‘this is the way it is’. That latter
was more than likely true.

She should have been
working it out - she should have been seeing it for what it was -
this young girl, this twisted young girl coming into her life and
playing nasty games with her. She should have seen that but she
didn’t. And then she had that come down to deal with. She had
needed to get through that the first time so she should have known
what she had to go through. That first time had been bad enough she
had seriously thought she would never be able to face the world
again after ‘what she had done’. She had managed to pull herself
together but at what expense to her mind. There had to have been
damage that had been done. There had to be damage that would remain
with her from that first time. And then there was this time - Angel
eating her out, and her expelling her juices of orgasm into this
girl’s mouth. The absolute pleasure of that - the kind of pleasure
that made anything else not important.

But then the almost
paralysing despairing come down from that. The realisation of what
she had done and the knowledge that what she had done could not be
undone. Her questioning herself and berating herself for not taking
control of the situation, not taking control of the girl. Her
almost kicking herself because once again she had let things get
out of hand. The guilt, the shame that absolute despair washing
over her in destructive waves. And that was the thing, destructive
waves of despair that didn’t have any consideration for what they
were doing to the mind of this woman.

And she had suffered over
the days. The effects of this girl, of Angel, eating into her. Her
obsession growing and growing - not just growing but becoming part
of her psyche if that was even possible. The lack of sleep, the
constant never ending glass of wine on the go - that was helping
numb the edges, but it also made realisation come back in short
sharp damaging bursts - and it was those short sharp bursts that
seemed, that felt, like they were doing the most damage. And then
there were the tricks her mind was playing on her. Not tricks that
were played occasionally, but ones that were a constant. There was
always something going on in her mind - mostly always something
going on which pointed to her being at fault. For it all being her
fault. That was the games that her mind was playing with
her.

And once again, the no
communication with Angel. It was like the first time, she had left
and then nothing. Nothing for days and days. Angel just leaving
Double D to wallow in her own guilt and shame. That was what DD did
- she simply wallowed and floated in this guilt and shame, and she
wallowed. She was convinced that this time she would not be able to
go out - that she would never go out again as long as she lived.
She would live from her apartment. She would be a recluse - she
would find that easy because she had always been kind of reclusive
anyway - but she would extend that. She would do her business
online and she would, order food in online. She would pay her bills
online. She would deal with her publisher online. She would thank
the lord for the internet.

And this was how she was
thinking - this was how she was formulating her future in her mind
when Angel came back. She had decided that she would live like this
and there was nothing or no-one to stop her. She was a loner as it
was - she didn’t have family or friends who would come looking for
her and so she could live any way she chose to live. Slowly Angel
would fade from her mind, and slowly she would come back together
in her mind again - she thought! It was all so straight forward -
even in all her despair and anxiety she thought, or she tried to
logicalize that it would be easy for her not to have to go out
again, ever. That she could just stay out of sight. It was what she
deserved after all - a life in a kind of exile because of what she
had done. What she had allowed to happen and what she had done
nothing about.

But then the buzzer, and
it was Angel. She had buzzed her in on auto. She should have sent
her away - refused her entry but she hadn’t. She hadn’t put up any
kind of fight at all. She had simply buzzed her in straight away -
after all she had thought she would do and how she would live her
life. She had just buzzed the girl in as she had felt her heartbeat
rise and that wave of excitement wash over her. And then that kiss
at the front door. She should have pushed the girl away, told her
no, and that this had to stop. She knew what she SHOULD have done.
But she hadn’t done that. Instead she had stood for the kiss. She
had even pressed into it and offered her mouth in a kind of
submission to Angel’s mouth. And she had kissed back as Angel had
slipped her eager young tongue into her mouth. And now she was
right back to square one. Now she was in that mode of desire again.
Her nipples thickening and elongating almost grotesquely. And that
moistness coming between her legs again. She couldn’t help herself.
She should have pulled herself together but at the same time she
couldn’t. Even when Angel pulled away from the kiss, DD’s face
followed her’s and tried to reconnect. It had been then that Angel
had spoken. It had been then she had asked that question that DD
then answered.

“Yes, yes I
have missed you, yes I have.” And Angel’s eyes were piercing those
of DD. She was looking for signs. She was looking for ‘the’ signs
and she was spotting those signs in DD. The signs of neediness and
of desire. “Of course you have. Do you know why that is Double D?
Do you know what you have missed me, hmmm?” Angel’s tone was
teasing - playful even, even if there was a message in literally
everything she said or asked. “I don’t know. I just don’t know.” It
was like the clock and the date had been turned back and she was
back in that helpless mode that she found herself in whenever Angel
was around. Just when she had worked out how she was going to live
her life from now on, here she was again. “It’s because you are a
slut Double D. I excite you because you are the type of woman who
gets excited by young girls - fresh young girls like me. And you
have missed me because I turn you on. I have to add, it’s not MY
fault I turn you on, it’s just how your mind works. It’s just the
way that the minds of women like you work. Oh yes you are not the
only one - there are others like you - mature sluts who crave the
attentions of young fresh meat like me. You’d do anything for it. I
know you would. But its ok - its good because I am here again
now.”

And there was this
seriousness to Angel’s tone now. It was as though she didn’t let an
opportunity go by where she wouldn’t pour guilt into Double D. It
was as though this was what she had to do. She had to top up the
guilt and the shame. That guilt and that shame, and that obscene
lust and desire that DD had for this young girl were the tools that
Angel used to control her. Although, it wasn’t just about the
control, it was about the peeling back the layers. It was about
stripping this woman back to the bare bones so that she could
re-wire her. So that she could re-code her. Angel was pleased with
herself. She could see that her words hurt DD. She could see the
bemusement in the older woman’s eyes and it had been that, that she
had looked for. That bemusement.

The gaps in her visit
were not accidental, or a sign of sloppiness or a demonstration of
a couldn’t care less attitude. Rather, these gaps and the way the
Angel worked were the sign that she was applying herself. That she
was applying her skillset microscopically. As though she knew how
much to turn each metaphorical thumbscrew with each and every
meeting and between meeting gap. It was chilling really - this
girl, this very young girl being able to do this. One had to wonder
at what point in her life did the light come on in her mind and
what point did she discover that she could do this thing with older
women? How did she know that she had these skills? And why didn’t
the knowledge of these skills not scare her half to death? Why
didn’t she seek to get help - or realise even that she needed
help?

“I think
‘slut’ is a bit harsh, if I may say so.” One could be forgiven for
thinking that DD was snapping out of it a little bit. That at last
there was this resistance to this young girl. That maybe Angel had
stepped over the line of acceptance and she had gone too far and
now she was about to lose the woman. But this wasn’t it at all. The
slut word had genuinely cut into her. It was a word that wasn’t
usually in her world. Or not in the world she used to be in. She
was aware of the word, but there would have been no way that the
word could have been applied to her, ever - except now it had been,
and that response had simple poured from her mouth. Angel had
smiled - she had smile wide as she brushed past DD and into the
apartment. “Oh, well, no Double D, slut is not harsh. I use that as
a pet-like term. You don’t know anything about harsh, yet.” And she
had tuned to face DD, and there was something in her eyes that said
she was not just speaking brashly, or off the top of her head. It
was the same whenever anyone used the ‘yet’ word. It was like a
threat but was often not really a threat. But in this case, it
wasn’t so much a threat as an announcement that indeed, DD would be
encountering ‘harsh’ at some time or other. That had made DD tilt
her head, as though she hadn’t thought about that before. As though
she hadn’t really thought about the word harsh and how it could
apply to her.

“Now, why
don’t you, go get out of those clothes and just pull on a pair of
self-supporting stockings, and heels. Nothing else. Oh yes and
makeup. I want to see slut-like, whore-like makeup. Your
interpretation thereof. You know the look I’d like to see - I’m
pretty sure you know from the first time round but this time you’ve
got time to put more effort into it. Impress me Double D, it’s your
big chance.” And now there was no smile from Angel. It was a
straight look, almost a deadpan look directly into DD’s eyes. She
wasn’t ‘asking’ DD to do what she had said, she was telling her. At
some point in the future more direct ‘instructions’ would be given
that DD would have to obey. This was the early stages of that level
being worked towards. “Yes, yes of course.” And DD could hear the
words coming out of her mouth, as though someone else was speaking
for her, but at the same time knowing it was her. It was at this
point really that things changed. This was the point at which Angel
really did begin to control this woman - this writer of perfect
love stories in perfect settings.

But, DD wouldn’t have
known this - or she wouldn’t have realised it she wouldn’t have got
it, not yet. From the first time she had laid eyes on Angel in that
coffee shop, through all that’d happened and to this day she
wouldn’t have thought about her own decline. She wouldn’t have
thought about anything of worth. Except that she was falling for
this girl. Except the fact that she couldn’t get Angel out of her
mind. She would understand that. That wouldn’t set off alarm bells
in her mind. She understood obsession and love and how people fell
for each other. She wrote about it every day of her life since she
could remember. So she understood it and she had gone along with
it. She had gone along with it despite the shame and the guilt and
the self-loathing and disgust in herself. What she wouldn’t have
noticed, not really, was this girl taking over. What DD wouldn’t
have ‘clicked’ was this girl taking control of her.

Deep down in her mind she
would have had this gratitude, these thanks even that this girl
would have anything to do with her at all. That was what it was,
gratitude that this girl didn’t just out her as some kind of
twisted pervert. And she could have done that and so there was
gratitude in this magnificent older woman. And she would have been
holding on to that. A kind of relief that this girl had come back.
When she was with her, it was better, it was easier for her to
cope. And she would cope even if it meant her going to dark places.
And that was the thing, she didn’t know it yet but she would be
taken to dark places by this girl.

This was how Angel
worked. It was how she could work. And she could make it all look
so effortless and easy. DD’s heart was racing as she pulled on a
fresh pair of self-supporting stockings - dark brown ones that
suited her skin colouring and more than suited her long long legs.
What she did recognise, what she did know was that when this girl
was in close proximity to her she was excited. But she was also
helpless as well. Her mind wouldn’t work properly - sometimes it
wouldn’t work at all. Sometimes her mind simply worked in little
spits and spurts - as though it was struggling. And that would be
true to say - just functioning around this young girl was a
challenge for DD. All that she could clearly think about was what
Angel had told her to do, and what she wanted to see. It was like
everything else had been blocked out because the most important
thing was to do what this girl had ‘suggested’. Except she hadn’t
suggested at all - she had instructed her. In reality it was the
desperation for Angel to remain in her life that made DD able to do
what the young girl wanted.

And then the high heels -
shiny black court shoes with narrow, spiked heels that would be a
challenge to wear on a long term basis. Ones that a woman might put
into her bag to change into, and out of her trainers once she got
to work. They were the kind of shoes that women of ill-repute wore
as far as DD was concerned. She had glossed over woman like that in
her stories. She had simply alluded to women who wore shoes like
this to boost their height and to boost the effects of their
femininity. She had never gone into detail. Women like ‘that’ had
no real place in her world or in her stories. Sometimes admitting
that they existed was enough to set her into palpitations. But she
recognised at least the acknowledgement of women like this was
needed.

But now as she arched her
stockinged feet one at a time, into those shoes she was feeling
that she was one of those women now. She was exactly what she had
despised in life. She was one of them. As she got to her full
height and looked in the full length mirror she was fully knowing
that she was one of these precise women that she glossed over. She
tried to work out how she felt about that but she couldn’t. Her
mind wouldn’t work properly at all. Angel was waiting for her, and
although the girl had given her as much time as she needed to
achieve the look she thought that Angel wanted to see, she didn’t
want to keep her waiting for too long. She didn’t want to give
Angel the excuse or the reason to have a go at her. It was a fact
that DD wanted and needed to impress and please this girl. There
was just that core feeling through the middle of her psyche that
she needed to please Angel. Not so much that she had to, but that
she wanted to. She was falling in line and she didn’t even know it.
She just had her hair and makeup to do.

Angel stood in the huge
sash window that overlooked The Earl Of Cadogan Gardens. It was a
sunny warm day - summer had hit the capital. There was this
vacantness about Angel’s made up face. It was like she was deep in
thought. It was like she was taking stock of what she had achieved
so far. Or she could have been thinking about the future. She would
have certainly been congratulating herself that she had come this
far with this woman. There might have even been a little. Bit of
sadness in there somewhere. Sadness that this woman who she had
been a fan of since she started reading, was now being taken on a
path that she wouldn’t return from. One had to wonder, was there
sadness in Angel because of this? Was she even capable of sadness?
Maybe she was a victim as well. DD was a victim and she didn’t even
know it, yet. One had to wonder if Angel somewhere along the line
was also, or had also been a victim and this was why her life was
own this bizarre chilling path.

 



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

 


“Now that
Double D is ‘perfect’. When I think of an older ‘slut’ I think of
you. And when I think of how an older slut should look, I see what
you have created here.” Angel was letting her eyes crawl up and
down the entire length of DD. This young girl spoke in a confident
way, and in a manner that was more advanced than her years to say
the least.

To say that DD was an
impressive woman would be an understatement. It would be an
understatement of drastic proportions. DD would be probably the
type of woman that pre-pubescent boys fantasied about - maybe their
headmistress, or their maths teacher slotted into this vision and
now they spent their ‘free time’ busily flipping their cocks not
knowing why they were doing it or what was at the end of that
pleasure they felt as their minds filled with images of this
impressive woman in obscene poses and acts.

Double D was that woman -
she was that headmistress and that teacher - except she had been
elevated. She had spent many years ‘under cover’ and now she wasn’t
under cover any more. Now she was ‘out’. There was something that
was over-erotic about the fact that she had been in a way ‘forced’
to display herself like this. And that was the thing now, she was
displaying herself. She was enhanced and she was accentuated and
there was a focus on her as a sexual being, and a sexual person,
rather than this hidden delight that she had been for so
long.

If DD was asked how she
felt as she stood all but naked in just stockings and heels, as
this young girl looked her over, she wouldn’t be able to find the
words. She wouldn’t be able to find the expressions or the words
that would tell accurately how she felt. That was because there
were no words. It was like she could ‘feel’ those eyes. In her mind
now she was more accepting of the slut word. She didn’t think she
would ever be able to accept that word in her life applied to her.
But in her mind she was applying logic along with her guilt and her
shame. This was what she was - this is what she is. She should have
stopped this thing with Angel and she hadn’t. In her mind she had
let it all happen and so, this had to mean that she was a slut.
There had to be something wrong with her - for her to let this
‘thing’ go on. There had to be something wrong in her mind for her
to let ‘this’ go on. She had to be a slut and there was nothing
that would change that. She was deep into self-loathing now, and
that would only increase the further on this journey she was
taken.

She could feel herself
shifting her weight from one stiletto heel to the other. There was
nothing she could do about how those heels made her stand and how
they made her feel. She felt accentuated and enhanced - that was
because she was enhanced and accentuated. And she stood in a way
that reflected that. Her long shapely legs splayed and straight.
And her shoulders back so that her breasts thrust out - those
nipples once again thick and elongated due to that inbuilt throb
that she could feel on a permanent basis. Angel had recognised her
as one of these mature sluts and so she had to present that image
for the girl. It was right that she did that. The thing was that
she didn’t have to think too hard. It was like she knew what Angel
wanted to see and although she hadn’t consciously created herself
as a ’slut’ before, there was this image, this vision that simply
flooded her mind and stayed there as she began the process of
making herself up for Angel.

“I don’t know
how I managed to do it. I’ve never made myself look like this
before.” DD was genuinely bemused with what she had done to herself
- it had all been on like some sort of auto pilot and yet when she
stood looking at the finished product her breath was almost taken
away. The look, the makeup - how she felt - in DD’s mind she really
was like another woman, or another person. “Oh that’s nonsense
Double D. You know EXACTLY how you managed to do it. You are simply
being yourself, don’t be so naive. You look like a slut because you
are one. But the secret is don’t think of being a slut as a bad
thing. Or something you should be ashamed of. There will be lots,
and lots of things that you will feel guilty of, and be ashamed of,
trust me. But being a slut is not one of them. You should be
‘proud’ to be a slut. My slut.”

Angel talked
matter-of-factly. In a way, because she talked like that, it made
it more chilling. It made it more disturbing. She was furthering
the conversation again. Explaining how she wanted DD to feel and
think. And then casually dropping in that the older woman was ‘her
slut’. It would have been something that would have gone almost
unnoticed by DD. But not entirely unnoticed. She would have heard
the words and she would have processed them. And then there, along
with all her guilt and shame and knowledge of what she actually was
because that was what Angel had said she was, was this feel-good
factor that she belonged to this girl, that she was ‘her’ slut.
That should have been an insidious thing, a nasty thing, and one
that was toxic. And it was - except not in DD’s new world it
wasn’t. It was something for her to hold onto and something for her
to embrace. In a way it made her feel good. If she had ever been
asked to explain how it felt, once again she would not have the
words to do that. It would have been something that just went
through her, that flowed through her. In a way she was grateful
that Angel knew what she was and that she was prepared to have
anything to do with her. She didn’t have to. Angel could have
dumped her. But this was part of the process that Angel was taking
her through. She was making this woman de-value herself and yet at
the same time she was making her feel wanted by her. DD wouldn’t be
thinking of it like that but that was the way it was.

“It’s weird,
I want to be what you want me to be. I don’t know why, I just do.
It’s like I ‘want’ to please you and impress you and I don’t know
why on that either.” DD was standing for Angel to pour her eyes
over at will. It was something that should have made her feel
uncomfortable. A young girl standing looking at an older woman in
this state of dress and makeup. It had ‘disturbing’ written all
over it, and yet it wasn’t. “Now that is exactly how I want you to
feel. And certainly you should always strive to please me, and
impress me. Anything less is not acceptable Double D. That is
something you should never forget - not pleasing me, not impressing
me is not acceptable. You’re MY slut and so not only should you
feel grateful but you should ALWAYS please me and impress me.”
Angel was furthering the conversation. She was furthering the
description of DD’s future and she was doing it now more out in the
open. She was openly saying it as it was having already slipped it
in under the radar. Doing it the way she did it, she was letting DD
know that she understood. She was mentioning aspects that DD was
feeling, and she couldn’t do that unless she understood and this
would have been making DD feel better about it inside. It was as
though it was alright for DD to be like this because this young
girl knew and understood. It was like she could be this slut
because she belonged to this girl. The situation was bizarre,
erotically bizarre and yet, it was chilling and beyond disturbing
at the same time.

But it was a clever thing
that Angel did. She was making Double D feel better about it, but
at the same time she was maintaining the guilt and the shame
element. It would be something that was always there. It would
always be there and something that would always bite into the
psyche of this older woman. It was Angel’s version of the ying and
the yang. It was her version of putting DD in a position that she
couldn’t win from. It was her way of getting more and more into
this woman’s head. It was her way of taking a fuller and more toxic
control of this woman. What Angel was doing was creating a hell on
earth for DD. The older woman wouldn’t know it. She wouldn’t even
feel something odd in that way about it. She would be holding on to
the good feeling - the feel good factor. She was a woman who had
been outed by this girl and yet the girl had claimed her as her
slut. She was a woman battling with the shame and the guilt and yet
at the same time she was pleasing and impressing Angel. It was the
perfect mind fuck. It was the perfect tool like mind fuck! It was a
mind fuck from which there would be no return. It was a mind fuck
that would see DD slip down into the rabbit hole. Except it wasn’t
a rabbit hole, it was Angel’s hole.

“I want that
- I want to please you so much, in every way. But I’m afraid as
well. I’m afraid that one day you won’t be here anymore. Afraid
that you’ll be gone and I don’t know if I could cope with that. I
don’t know what I’d do.” And there was this genuine, almost solemn
tone to DD as she spoke - there was this very real fear of which
she spoke and that came through in her voice. Seeing her speak
those words, dressed, or undressed the way she was, was simply
bizarre and it was erotic in ways that maybe it shouldn’t have
been. Angel smiled - they were the words she wanted to hear. The
words that told her that this woman was approaching the state of
mind that she needed her to be in. They were words that simply
entrapped the older woman to her more. Words that sealed her fate
more.

“That won’t
happen Double D, unless you fail. If you fail, then I will be gone.
And your fate then…..” She let her words tail off, like she didn’t
want to finish them. Like she didn’t want to spell out what would
happen if DD failed because it would be too bad, it would be too
much for the vulnerable older woman to contemplate. Angel didn’t
smile any more. She pierced DD with her eyes and then she
approached her and kissed her. She kissed her on the lips whilst
standing on her tippy toes. It was the only way this petite, and
yet powerful girl could reach DD’s lips with hers. And as she
kissed the woman softly she trailed a finger down between DD’s
stockinged thighs and she pulled that finger between the woman’s
sex lips.

Double D was saturated,
and slippery. Angel broke the kiss, and she whispered to DD as she
ran that finger up and down between the chubby sex lips. “I have
urges Double D. You need to learn about my urges and you need to
learn to gratify my urges. You will have to gratify my urges
always, and there are none of my urges that you will not gratify
because you are my toy Double D. My slut toy.” And there was this
smile, this time it was that genuine smile that she had on her
face. A lipstick smile. Angel was a little slut herself - but that
was ok because she was the one in control. She was the one who
possessed, who ‘owned’ a pet slut. One who had taken possession of
an older woman who couldn’t help herself. That was what elevated
Angel to something way beyond ‘slut’.

 


A little time
later

 


Urges. Angel spoke of
urges in a way that told that she was aware of this thing, or this
condition that she had been afflicted with. She spoke of ‘urges’ as
though they were a bad thing, as though they were bad yes but as
though she had learned to live with them. As though these urges
were simply a part of her that she had to deal with. That she was
used to it now - she had learned to live with these urges because
there was no way of eradicating them. There was no way of getting
rid of them. That was because there was no way of getting rid of
them. At one time, a few hours gaming would have subdued the urges.
A few hours in front of that massive screen would have alleviated
the urges - pushed them to the back of her mind a little bit. A few
hours despatching victims of her onscreen persona would have been
enough for her. But that wasn’t the case anymore.

That hadn’t been the case
for some time and she had known that she would have to look for
other ways of subduing the urges and of forcing them to the back of
her mind for a while. That had been when she had known that she
would have to look for a real live person to work on. And that had
been when she had known that it would have to be an older woman
that she would have to find. But not just any older woman. It would
have to be an older woman who was vulnerable. One like this writer
she had followed and who had written all these works of pure
undiluted perfect love stories. From the first time she had read
the very first DD Wilde novelette she had known that this woman was
vulnerable and that she probably saw the world through heavily rose
tinted glasses. And she knew that this woman had to be more or less
a recluse and that she would be ‘ideal’ fodder for her and her
urges.

She had known that she
had to track this woman down and find out for herself if she was
this woman she thought she was. Angel had been more than aware of
the general consensus that DD Wilde was this little old woman who
wrote these stories that had like a sepia tint of time attached to
them. But she also knew that this probably wasn’t the case. That it
probably wasn’t the case at all. She didn’t know why she felt like
that, she just did. It was like a feeling that she had and she
wouldn’t be able to simply shake that feeling off - it was just
something that she had to go with. And she had been right. She had
been right about DD. In fact she had been more than
right.

Double D was on the chair
again. That chair! And once again she was secured so that she was
exposed in the most obscene way. Her legs spread and then lifted
behind her on the chair and her ankles supported by her own arms
that had also been brought behind her. That had been like a
self-tightening bondage that had been applied. A bondage that was
easily applied and yet one that had pressure on an increasing basis
applied. The chair was simply something that she was balanced on.
It was something that provided support and yet something that
ensured that she needed to maintain herself. She had to make a
concerted effort not to topple off that chair and a concerted
effort to lessen the pressure on her arms and legs by ‘lifting’ her
legs and keeping them lifted behind her. She had to put the effort
in - and she had to put that effort in regardless of what else she
was going through. And that was the thing - WHATEVER else she was
going through.

The difference this time
was that she was struggling to breath. Correction she couldn’t
breathe. She couldn’t breathe because her head and face had been
wrapped tightly with an industrial form of cling film. The most
bizarre and disturbing thing about this was that Angel had been so
efficient with that roll of cling film. She had used it like a Jedi
using a light sabre. She had approached DD from behind and then she
had swung this long roll of cling film, back and forth and it was
almost surreal that in those actions she was wrapping this woman’s
head in this thin film of transparent plastic. It was even more
disturbing that she could do this with relative ease and expertise.
What was frightening as opposed to disturbing was that she knew
that in doing what she was doing she was cutting off DD’s ability
to breathe. And that was more and more apparent through the plastic
as DD’s eyes bulged.

But it hadn’t started out
that way. The breath play - it hadn’t begun like that. Oh, DD had
been put on the chair right at the start and Angel had told her,
“People take being able to breath for granted. And so they should.
That is most people can take it for granted because its life after
all. But sluts like you should never take ANYTHING for granted
Double D. Do you understand that?” DD didn’t understand it - she
didn’t understand anything these days but she nodded anyway. It
kind of made sense that people took breathing for granted. She
‘kind of’ understood that ‘she’ shouldn’t take anything for granted
because of what she was and because of who she was. But she didn’t
understand where this was all going. She didn’t understand why she
was on this chair like this in this ever worsening bondage, with
Angel there preparing a series of different sized transparent thin
plastic bags. It was like this period before realisation came
along. It was like the period of calm before the storm
ensued.

Double D had watched
Angel working as though she was doing something that she did every
day. She was even aware of her taking up the biggest plastic bag
and the vanishing behind her. And then the shock, the pure shock of
having that plastic bag snapped over her head and face in one
movement as the tightening cord or string pulled tight around her
neck. And then Angel moving back to take a look at what she had
just done. And the thing was that DD could see - she had a plastic
bag filter applied to her face and her eyes but she could see Angel
through that. There was the immediate fogging of the plastic and
then the slow realisation that what little air in that bag that she
had was being used up with every breath that she was taking. And
there would have been this realisation that the available air was
being used up more quickly because of that fact that she was in
this ever increasing pressure bondage. Her arms and wrists being
pulled down by the weight of her own legs and feet.

Maybe she was going to
die after all? Maybe everything had been working to this point in
time and now she was going to die. Now this girl, this Angel was
going to finish her off. She’d had her fun with her and now she was
going to simply finish her off? That was something that had gone
through her mind as that plastic fogged from the inside and as the
air got less and less. And the thing about it, her end of life
feeling was enhanced in that she could see that Angel wasn’t coming
towards her with any intentions of ripping off the plastic bag from
her head and face. Instead she was simply watching as DD used up
all of the available air and as the plastic was sucked in closer
and closer to her mouth, face and nose. And that was the thing -
Angel was watching her slowly die. That was the feeling - that was
the notion that ran through DD’s mind. That ran through her head as
she became dizzy and as she began to black out. And yet, just
before Angel did casually move in and remove the bag, there was a
point that DD squeezed the muscles of her thighs. The point where
she had every little breath to play with, or use in order to
continue living, there was this little burst of extreme pleasure
that seemed to exist inside that bundle of nerves that made up her
clitoris. She gasped and she grunted as that pleasure raced through
her.

 



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

 


As Angel watched and
enjoyed Double D struggling to breathe with non-existent air inside
that plastic bag, her thoughts were taken back to the game. The
game she played when she was alone and when she could immerse in
her own world. That warehouse place - the guards that she had
despatched with gory aplomb. And finally to the drug queen. Finally
what she was doing to her and how she had done it. How she had
enjoyed directing her onscreen self in doing what she had done.
That had been something that had made Angel squeeze her own thighs.
That had been something that had given her pleasure. And that was
the thing. There were things that gave Angel pleasure - sexual
pleasure that is. There were things that flicked her switches even
though she was barely old enough to have those switches flicked. It
became a turn on and more disturbing that this girl was turned on
by the violence that she inflicted in her games. Not just the
violence but the extended violence. The way she made it stretch
out. The way she made her despatches and her demises last longer
than they needed to last. The way she made them last so that she
could get her pleasure from them. The way she made her murders more
tortuous than simple deaths. The way she made it more than just
about the final score on the screen.

“Let me tell
you, you piece of drug pushing shit, I am going to enjoy this. I am
going to enjoy every single second of your demise.” They were the
words she had used as she had gone about her business. And as she
had gone about her business on screen, so the real Angel would
squeeze and re-squeeze her thighs as she did what she did. There
had been that point, that precise point when the two faced each
other. In fairness the drug queen looked like she could kick ass
herself. At least that was the impression she gave as she faced off
with Angel’s woman. And there was this few moments when nothing was
said - there was not a word said between the two. If anything both
might have thought that they were just about to meet their maker.
One had to remember this was a video game, it wasn’t real life. But
then it was attached to real life. It was attached to what Angel
was doing and although Angel seemed like she had come from this
dystopian world, she in fact was from the real world. And for that
reason what was happening on screen was more lifelike than what any
normal video game would suggest. The two worlds were connected by
fact, to the real world - the normal world, without either being
normal.

By the time that Angel’s
woman had kicked both of the drug queens knee caps, breaking them,
maybe both of them had blinked. Or maybe not. But the lightning
fast actions of the rubber clad assassin had resulted in this drug
queen bitch writhing on the floor in pain. She wasn’t dead yet. She
would be dead but just not yet. This woman, Angel’s woman wanted to
have fun with her first. Correction, Angel wanted to bump her score
up, and give herself some pleasure by making this woman’s death a
longer and more drawn out affair. And such had been the coding of
this assassin, such had been the level of detail that Angel had
coded in, the detail of her demise could be intricate and
microscopic.

And it had been as this
drug queen had been writhing on the floor in agony that Angel’s
woman had produced the roll of industrial cling film. A big fat
roll that she handled like some kind of sword or weapon. As this
woman on the ground lay writhing and screaming in agony, Angel’s
woman shut her up - she did that by quickly see sawing this roll of
cling film and wrapping it around her head and her face. The action
of this woman was startlingly fast. Very quick and very precise.
And the look of horror on the drug queen’s face as she realised the
method of her demise. What little air had been trapped in those
layers of plastic quickly sucked out by the woman herself as she
began the process, the slow process of dying. There was something
about the way that this assassin could work - there was something
about the way she did what she did. Those moves had to be
programmed in somehow and it had to be Angel who did that. And it
had to be her that programmed such sexuality into the
moves.

And there was something
particularly sick, and deranged about the way that Angel’s woman
cradled the drug queen’s head in her lap as she killed her. Once
she had applied layer upon layer of cling film to her head and face
- once she had made her look like some kind of bizarre piece of
meat that had been packaged and ready for market she was the close
up version of this woman dying - and to do that she cradled her
head in her rubber thighs. She watched the life begin to ebb from
this woman before she cut a little hole at the mouth, so that she
could breathe again. Just a little hole so that she could suck in
air desperately. But that was all she could do. The drug queen’s
face and her eyes were filtered by that plastic wrapped around her
head and face. And because it was filtered there was this deathly
like apparition looking out. The eyes had already begun to die -
until she had that hole to suck breathe through. And she couldn’t
move because her legs were in agony and she had no ability to
defend herself any more. She had to concentrate on sucking in
breaths through that little tiny hole that Angel’s woman had cut.
And she had to be careful not to shift the hole by fighting. She
had to be grateful for those little breaths she was able to take
and she had to be so careful not to move the hole so that she
couldn’t breathe again.

But in this position the
assassin was able to ‘play’ with her. She could cradle her head and
she could let her know that this little bit of breathing that she
was allowed was just temporary - that it was simply her playing
with her. It was like this CGI woman wanted the drug queen to know
that she was playing with her because she could. And it was like
she was revelling in the fact that she couldn’t do anything about
it. She was already in agony and the shortage of breath had
weakened her to the point that she couldn’t fight and so the
assassin could make her death very slow and very precise. In effect
Angel’s woman could choose the point of death. She could choose the
precise time that this ‘piece of shit’ was to exit this world. Yes,
this was a CGI scene from a CGI game - and yet because of Angel’s
connection, because she was the architect of it, it was real. It
had reality, and truth written all over it. It was scarily
connected to the real physical world, and to Angel.

Angel’s woman played with
the drug queen for some time before she died. Sadistically blocking
that little hole and then unblocking it with her fingers. And then
when her fun had lasted into something that resembled boredom, when
that woman stopped what little fight she had left and just lay in
her lap all limp, and almost lifeless, the assassin wrapped the
final layers of cling film around her face. And it was then that
the true last gasps would come. It was then the life was truly
ebbing out of her. And it was then that the assassin reached
between the drug queen’s legs and began stroking at her sex. The
text came up on screen as though it was being typed on - ‘the last
thing this woman experienced on this earth was an orgasm’ - and
Angel smiled as she inflicted that orgasm on the drug queen via her
onscreen self. And the thing was that it was her onscreen self. And
her onscreen self reflected her real life self.

 


And Angel’s methods of
breath play had been brought into the real world, and had been
enhanced for the real world. Enhanced for her.

Double D gasped for air
as that first bag was removed from her head and face. Angel was not
in the least bit phased by what she had just done or what she was
doing with this older woman. DD gasped for the air that the girl
had allowed her. And it would have been about this time that
something else would have been happening inside DD’s mind. She
would have been realising and accepting that her life was in the
hands of this girl. And where she should have been scared because
of that - where she should have been appalled because of that,
instead she was ‘grateful’ for it. Instead she was grateful to this
girl for allowing her to live.

This wouldn’t have been
something that Angel was doing by accident. She would have known
what she was doing. She would have known what she was doing from
day one. But she would have known on a micro level how this little
bit of breath play would have affected this woman. After everything
she had put her through and then to this point, she would have
known that the breath play would be a pivotal moment in time. She
would have known what this woman was feeling and she would have
known that she was taking her in deeper to her world. She would
have just known to a microbe level what this woman was feeling and
more to the point what was going through her mind.

Yes what was going
through her mind. “Thank you, thank you.” It was all DD could say
as she had gasped for air and Angel smiled. It wasn’t her normal
pretty smile. That normal pretty smile was in there but there was
something else as well. One could only assume that what that
something else was, was driven by the urges of which she referred
to. The urges that she could not get away from. The urges really
that dictated Angel’s life - dictated what her life was, and how
she lived it. “Thanking me is good Double D. Thanking me for
letting you live is a good, good thing.” And Angel was furthering
her mind fuck of this woman. She was taking it further. She was
confirming what she knew must have been going through DD’s mind and
she was taking her further. “You have to know that because of who
you are and what you are, that the privilege of life can be taken
away from you at any time. It can be simply be taken away with a
click of my fingers, if ‘I’ choose.”

Angel had almost taken on
a new persona. She was certainly closer to that screen character of
hers than she was to the real girl she was. And she was building
this belief in DD that, really she could simply end the older
woman’s life with a click of her fingers. As though to underline
what she was saying she had actually clicked her fingers close to
DD’s face. She would have been convincing Double D that was she was
saying was for real. That this wasn’t game. That this ‘breath play’
was not play time at all. It was doubtful that DD had ever heard of
the term breath play. That wouldn’t have been something that
existed in her world - not until now. But she wouldn’t have been
thinking this was breath ‘play’. She would have been taking in and
registering every word that Angel spoke and she would have been
believing what she was saying to be the truth. In short she would
have been living and existing in this world now where her life
could be taken away from her at any time. And that, that was the
case simply because she deserved that - she deserved to live at the
mercy of Angel.

And yet despite this, she
was docile as Angel slipped the next, smaller bag over her head and
tied off the chord around her neck. She was more aware of the
smaller size of the bag and of the lesser amount of air that she
would have before it ran out. Inside her mind she worked out that
if she remained as still as she could possibly remain that would
give her a little more time. And if she didn’t take such huge gulps
of air then it would last even longer. But still there was that
knowledge that with every move she made, with every breath no
matter how small, the air was being used up.

And yet there was
something else as well. She was more than aware of the
auto-squeezing of her thighs. For some reason when there breathing
was restricted like this, there was this auto thing happening where
she was squeezing her thighs and giving herself this pulse of
pleasure. That was fucked up - even in her own mind as it was now,
it was fucked up. That bag being sucked into her face more and
more. The end of life situation approaching quicker than before.
And yet that pleasure as well. The wetness between her legs, and
for some reason, even though she couldn’t see clearly through the
fog on the inside of that bag, there was this knowledge that Angel
was looking at her sexuality. That she was focussed on her
sexuality.

“I know
Double D - I can see your sex. How wet it is, how soaking it is and
slippery. I know how you are sexually excited by this and what is
happening to you.” And in a way Angel was taunting DD. She was
taking the focus for the time being away from the possibility that
DD could die at a point now that was very close, and she was
instead bringing her attention to her own sexuality. It wasn’t as
though DD hadn’t thought about it. She was getting the pulses of
pleasure after all. And the way that Angel was speaking, the way
she was using and administering her own words, she was furthering
the guilt and furthering the agreement in DD that she was actually
being treated the way she deserved to be treated - and that she
should be grateful that the girl was having anything to do with
her, let alone allowing her to live.

Of course Angel knew the
effects of her words and what she was saying, and the tone with
which she was administering those words. This time Angel left it
longer into the end-of-life period before she stepped in and
removed the bag from DD’s head and face. This time she left it
until black out was inevitable and with death being the next step.
This time she was pulled back, just about from the brink of that
black out and by this time her head and face were covered in a film
of sweat. But this time also her clitoris and her nipples were
throbbing - throbbing in a way that might have suggested they were
just about to explode. Angel removed the bag but at the same time
she stroked both of DD’s breasts. “There there, you’re back with me
now.”

And for some reason that
stroke of her breasts was more amplified. It was as though somehow
her breasts had been made hyper sensitive to everything around them
and everything that touched them. It was almost like and electric
shock to the breasts but one of ‘pleasure’ and not pain. And for
that reason DD could be seen to thrust her breasts forward and out
towards the attentions of Angel, as much as her bondage would allow
that is. And Angel smiled. She smiled in that other self mode of
hers. Her assassin would like this reaction in DD. She would think
it erotic that this woman had just almost died and now what she was
craving, seconds later was more touches, more strokes to her
breasts. Like it was something that she needed, something that
would help her along a little bit. Something that she was selfish
for and Angel smiled again.

“You think I
am doing this to pleasure YOU? Is that what you think Double D?”
There was this spitefulness in Angel’s voice but there was more
than that. There was this tone that would tell anyone that right at
this precise time that DD’s pleasuring by being stroked like some
pet, was just a side-line to what Angel was doing. It was simply a
way for her to have this woman’s receptors on full attention for
her, on full alert. It amused her that DD was being pleasured like
this, and it confirmed that kind of power and control she had over
her. But there was more to it than this. There was more to it that
DD could work out, or would be able to work out if she was able.
For now, she was simply grateful to Angel for being allowed to
live. And that was it - there was so much gratitude. “Yes, yes of
course, yes of course.”

Her tone was submissive,
docile almost. It wasn’t the voice of a grown mature woman. It was
as though she’d had that maturity taken off her. It was as though
she had been reigned in - as though she had been allowed to
maintain her physical maturity but as though she had been cut down
to size psychologically - and now there was this little voice. Like
the voice of a woman who knew that she could be played with and
tormented. And as though she knew what, if not exactly, then more
or less what her life would consist of from this point on. And
above all she was grateful to be allowed to live like
this.

The third bag applied to
her head and her face was the tightest and allowed the littlest of
air to reside there until it was sucked out by DD as she tried to
breath. But that immediate lack of breath made her clitoris throb
and it made the juices ooze from her. That was worse because that
shot of pleasure as her thighs squeezed made her use was little air
she had straight away. And the visible sucking in of the plastic
bag to her facial features added a level of disturbance to the
scene that hadn’t been there before. What was more disturbing was
the fact that where before there might have been a panic there, her
staring starkly through the layers of plastic as her life began to
ebb away - there was none of that now. Yes there were the wide eyes
and there was the staring but it was almost a serene staring. And
this was something that Angel was making mental notes on. She did
that - she made mental notes on everything that was of interest to
her. It was like she was seeing this acceptance in DD now even in
the face of possible death. And Angel knew that DD had got it, that
she had got the fact that she ‘could’ have her life ended at any
time. So every one of these little sessions of near death, could be
the last. Every single one of them could see her slip into the
relief of death. Angel liked that. She liked it that DD was shaping
up - that she was shaping up nicely.

Angel tilted her head and
watched the puff of DD’s plastic cheeks. It was like she wanted to
see her from abstract angles. And she wanted to see her from all
angles. She wanted to see as well, how close to death she could
take DD before she ripped the bag away. That was the final plastic
bag but Angel had something else to play with as well. She had a
roll of industrial cling film that she had learned to use like a
weapon. Just like her character in that video game. That would be
next - but for now she just wanted to see the early stages of the
onset of death before she took the plastic bag off DD’s head and
face.

 



 CHAPTER FIFTEEN

 


When Angel had produced
that fat roll of industrial cling film in front of DD, there had
been a look on DD’s face that hadn’t been there before. There was
no reason for her to be especially frightened - no more that is
than she had been since she had crossed paths with Angel. She
didn’t know Angel the gamer. She didn’t know about Angel’s onscreen
character that went about her business with a sadistic sexuality
that just wasn’t right. DD didn’t know anything about any of that
and yet there was this slither of fear that went through her whole
self as that roll of cling film came out. It was as though the
plastic bags had just been the warm up - like the starter and now -
and now here was the main course. There was just something that
said ‘main course’ about this whole thing and that was being
reflected in DD’s look. That look on her face. And she would have
been wishing that she wasn’t wet and throbbing between the
legs.

She would have been
wishing that, if this was the end for her, then she would have been
wishing that her nipples were not throbbing the way they were all
the time. Maybe she was just imagining that - maybe her nipples and
her clitoris were not throbbing at all. But then if that throbbing
was all a figment of her imagination, the wetness would not have
been. The throbbing was a sensation she would be pretty much sure
existed. She could be wrong but she wouldn’t think so. The wetness
though could not be denied. That couldn’t be denied in any way
shape or form. That was there, that wetness was leaking from her
and it was saturating her thighs. And it had been more so since she
had been struggling to breath. That would be just one big fuck up,
to get any form of sexual gratification from being denied breath.
And yet she couldn’t deny that either.

DD was under incredible
strain from the self-tightening, the self-regulating bondage. The
longer she was in it, the harder it was to hold her feet up behind
her on that chair to relieve the weight and the pressure that was
being applied. That would have been hard enough without the plastic
bags and the fear of her immediate future. That would have been
hard enough without the worry of how much longer she would have
been allowed to breath - or even the worry of how long she would be
allowed to ‘live’. And the way that Angel had wrapped her head like
that - the speed and the immediate tightness, the immediate shrink
wrapping of her face and her head her breathing had already been
cut off.

From this point it was
just a case of how long she could hold her breath - that would
dictate how long she might be allowed to live for. Or how long it
was before her natural life was extinguished. There was ‘something’
in the back of her mind that told her that Angel wouldn’t let her
die in the here and now. For some reason there was this knowledge
that this wouldn’t be the time that she would be allowed to die.
She had the feeling that this girl had only just started to have
fun with her. It would be quite ill-timed, quite premature for her
to be made to slip into death right now. But at the same time there
was the uncertainty - there was the not knowing if this could be
the end or not.

As her eyesight phased
out a bit with the amount of layers of cling film, she was aware of
Angel standing back watching her. And then she was aware of her
coming towards her. For some reason she could sense her breath
washing over her and then of the touch of her finger tips between
her legs - and the instant pleasure that produced. And then the
voice of this young girl. “You like that don’t you, slut? You like
being pleasured like this? You like the fear of death and the lack
of breath. It excites you and makes you want to cum. That’s because
you’re a slut. That’s because you’re MY slut. And for that reason,
because you are MY slut, its ok for you to be excited like this.”
And what Angel was doing was making DD aware of how fucked up the
older woman was because she was being excited, sexually, in this
way. The fact was that DD wasn’t fucked up, the sexual excitement
by being breathless was a natural occurrence in people. It was
nature taking its course. But that was not how it was being sold to
DD in this state. This was just another thing that was being piled
on top of her. It was just another thing that she was being made to
feel guilty about.

DD was probably shocked
at how long she could hold her breath. Maybe she was not holding it
as long as she thought she was. There were these little
‘hiccupping’ sounds coming from inside the plastic headwear that
had been wrapped tightly around her head and face. That was her
dealing with the breathlessness but dealing with the pulses of
pleasure that Angel was giving her as well. That was her in two
minds of what to prioritise. The breathing or trying to regulate
what she could in terms of holding her breath and just letting
herself go with regard to the intense cum inducing pleasure that
she was feeling through her sexuality. It would have been
disturbing her, if she could think logically, that she was focusing
on the pleasure. That was because the pleasure was intense. More
intense than she would have felt before under any circumstances.
The fact was though that her ability to think straight, or with any
logic would have been as denied to her as the ability to breathe
freely.

Angel was stroking the
saturated swamp of DD’s exposed sex lips. She was stroking her, but
she was ploughing the folds of flesh as well. Just ploughing them
enough to expose the pink inner folds of flesh. And from between
those pink inner folds of flesh the slippery oily fluids were
bubbling and slowly erupting. DD’s breathing had become slow and
laboured. At least the movements or the attempts for her to breathe
were becoming laboured. There were those little hiccupping sounds
and they were disturbing. One could easily think that this young
girl could get the timing wrong - that she could leave DD without
breath for just a little bit too long. And with that lack of
breathing there would be a lack of oxygen to the brain - that in
turn could cause damage, or death. One had to remember that this
was a young girl, a very young girl who could easily get it all
wrong. But that was just it - she was a very young girl yes, but
she was a skilled, a frighteningly skilled young girl who knew, who
just ‘knew’ how far she could take it. This wasn’t a skill that
could be taught, or learned - it was just something, a skill that
she had. It was just like a skill that she was born with. It was
something that set Angel apart from other girls like her - or other
girls her age. It was like she was a breed apart. Yes that was it,
Angel was a breed apart.

And when she ran her wet
saturated fingers over DD’s wrapped face she did it almost with
‘love’. She did it tenderly and with love. It was something that
was almost unthinkable that she could have the mature Amazonian
woman at her mercy and close to death and yet at the same time be
so tender and loving with her. That would have been causing DD all
sorts of turmoil in her mind. That would have been twisting what
was left of her mind up and tying it in knots. And when Angel
finally cut the hole, just around the nostrils of DD, so that she
could hungrily suck in breathing through her nose she would have
also got the aroma, the scent of herself from Angel’s fingers. And
that in turn would have fed the desire in her - fed the need, the
sexual need in her. And it was then that Angel stroked the
clitoris.

She had denied her breath
to the point of orgasm and she now was letting the older woman
breathe again. She was allowing the drowning woman to suck in
breath. She was allowing her to live. Unlike Angel’s onscreen
character and the demise of the drug queen, she was allowing DD to
live. She stroked her cunt and she stroked her clitoris and then
she let her cum. Just at the point of orgasm though, she pinched
the nostrils of DD between her thumb and forefinger, cutting off
her breathing again. And then she stroked her to the ultimate
orgasm. DD spasmed in that chair. Her bondage was as tight as it
could be, and yet she spasmed as she peaked through her orgasm, and
as she orgasmed she squirted. High pressurised jets of her own cum
juices flying through the air, and splashing down. Angel smiled. Oh
how she was pleased that she had got this feeling about this writer
correct and how she had decided to track her down and bring her
into her world. Oh yes, Angel was one happy bunny. Now she could
really let her urges out - like letting the cat out of the
bag.

 


“What do you
say Double D? What do you say now that I have let you breathe
again?” Angel was talking casually in that slight husky voice of
hers. She was asking a simple question and yet it was what the
question meant, what was the meaning behind it that was more
significant. “Thank you - thank you so much for letting me breath,
Miss.” And there it was - the previously missing ‘Miss’. Angel
smiled - she liked it. DD had been taken deeper and she liked now
that this older woman was showing her due respect. And yet there
was something even more disturbing about the fact that things had
taken this route - or had taken this slant. There was something
very disturbing about the fact that this young girl had this hold
over this mature woman - something wrong about it and yet at the
same time something sexy about it.

Ever since that orgasm,
on that chair with her breathing prevented, it was like a little
more of DD’s mind had been taken from her. There was just something
about that, that didn’t feel right - that didn’t feel good. There
would have been times when she would have had moments of clarity
and when she would have been trying to work out what the hell was
going on. There would have been times in that when she would have
remembered, when she would have brief flashbacks to how simple her
life was - and maybe even a brief craving for that simple life to
be back again. But then such craving and such flashbacks were gone
to be left by the reality of her situation now. She would have
wanted to hold on to those flashbacks and those memories and those
cravings - but she wouldn’t be able to. That was as denied to her
as her breathing had been.

They were there and then
gone. It was like she was only getting them, or having them as
another source of torture. Just something else to torment her with.
Angel smiled - and she smiled because she knew what this woman was
going through. And she also knew what she would be going through in
the future. “That’s right slut, thank you Miss. Very good, I’m very
impressed you know? But I know you can do better. And so I want to
revisit your story. I want to discuss with you where it goes from
here. That older lady, you, and that younger girl in the story, me,
the one that, well you know…. I mean it cannot simply end there now
can it? There has to be more - there just has to be. So we need to
discuss that - we need to take it further.” And Angel was smiling
again. “Yes Miss, yes I think there must be more, there just has to
be more. It couldn’t just end like that - in the bedroom. I mean
there must be something beyond that Miss?” And this was DD looking
to Angel for guidance. There would have never been a time when this
woman would have needed guidance from anyone, let alone a strange
fetishly enhanced girl that was young enough to be her daughter.
And yet now - it was very much like DD was a lost soul and she was
looking for direction. That was it - a lost soul looking for
direction.

Angel had diced with two
kinds of death methods for DD. The gun - she almost hadn’t or
wouldn’t have needed to use that because it had nearly frightened
DD half to death as it was. And then the breath control - that
taking this older woman to the point of death and taking her to
orgasm as well. Playing with sensations that shouldn’t have been
played with. Toying with nature to the point of death and then
taking Double D back into the land of the living. One had to try to
think, or imagine what this did to DD on top of everything else.
One had to try to wonder and delve into the mind of this woman to
see what scarring or what damage was there, and would be there for
the foreseeable future. One had to wonder really how this woman, a
woman who had written countless novelettes about the perfect world
of love, would be able to function again. How she would be able to
write about that stuff again now that she had been through what she
had been through. How she would even be able to revisit those
ideals settings that she created in her books?

The answer to those
questions was that she wouldn’t be able to function like that
again. She would never be able to write like that again. Back in
the day she would have been of that mind - she would have been
living her perfect life in which her perfect world would have been
created - but now this wasn’t ‘back in the day’. This was in the
now and things had changed. She had changed. Correction, she had
been changed and there was no going back from that. She wouldn’t be
able to just forget Angel. Angel was in it for the long run - she
wouldn’t let this woman forget her. She was in her mind and in DD’s
life now and she would be all the way into the future. DD wouldn’t
be able to forget the intense orgasms, and the being petrified. And
she wouldn’t be able to simply wash away the filth that she had
visited with this young girl. And most of all she wouldn’t be able
to get rid of the shame and the guilt that she felt. She wouldn’t
be able to get out of her mind how what had happened, all that had
happened was her fault and that she had to bare the blame for it.
That she deserved what was happening to her and that it had been
her fault what had happened up to now. She wouldn’t know either
that all of that guilt and shame would grow and grow until she
became little more than a puppet for Angel. And that would be
something else that she would have to get used to in her
mind.

“That’s
right, slut - there must be something else beyond that last scene.
The story, it started as a love story, a pathetic love story in the
pathetic world that you created and then it progressed. It
progressed to what it became and how it ended in that bedroom. And
what we have to do now is decide what next. What next for this
woman? And we have to remember, and we have to take into
consideration that what we decide, what YOU write, because you WILL
write the end of this story, is that it will have a knock on effect
on you. What happens in the story will have that knock on effect to
you. And it will affect you, well, for always.” And Angel left her
words hang there.

She had the habit of
doing that with important and vital passages of words. Instead of
finishing those words, she let them hang. What she was doing was
forcing DD to fill in the blanks. She was forcing her to think
about it, forcing her to think in a certain way. Double D would
have known how she began to change that story, how she had
introduced the kink, and then how that scene had played out. And
now she knew how that had affected her after, and how she had lived
it out in the bedroom with Angel. And now it was like Angel was
tormenting her, taunting her into detailing another scene that she
would have to endure in the near future. This would be playing on
DD’s mind and it would have been welcoming her more and more into
this young girl’s world. The obsession was growing and it was
festering.

“But what you
really need - what you REALLY need is some time to think. Some time
to reflect on things. You need an extended time alone with your
thoughts so that you can come up with something that will be
breath-taking. How does that sound DD - a little time on your own?
And at the end of it, I come back and we see what you have come up
with?” Angel was smiling sweetly again - she did that, and for some
reason that made her appear, made her sound and look more ‘evil’ if
that was even possible. “I think, I think that sounds fabulous
Miss. Some time alone to reflect and thing how this story should
end. That would be so good Miss, yes.” And now, bizarrely, DD was
smiling as well and she was smiling widely, sincerely. One had to
wonder what she had to smile about. Her world, as she knew it, had
been ripped apart. It had been decimated from the core and now she
was taking this direction, and these suggestions from this young
girl who had infested her life and her world and she was seemingly
happy to be taking this direction from her.

“Of course,
you need to focus Double D. You don’t need to be distracted. You
don’t need to be able to move round this big old apartment. You
just need a space, a small space to exist in for, let’s say, three
days. Three whole days.” And now Angel was letting more out. Now
she was letting how it would be unfold a little bit at a time. Her
words were getting through to DD, that could be seen from the way
her eyes were fixed on Angel. It was like she was hanging on to her
every word. Like she had to hang onto her every word because it was
the most vital thing that she could do - that she had to do. “Yes,
yes of course I need to focus. Focus in a small space.” And there
was that smile from Angel again. She liked the way she was getting
through to this woman. She liked the way she was able to get
through to her like this - that she seemed to be able to understand
without real understanding. Because if there was one thing for
sure, that was that Double D had no idea what focussing in a small
place meant. Or what it entailed. “That’s right Double D, you need
to focus in a small space.”

 



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

 


Focus in a small space.
That seemed to be simple to understand. It might have been a little
harder to achieve, but it surely was doable. And yet, nothing was
as simple as it first seemed. Nothing was as straightforward as it
might have been - not in Angel’s world. She had commandeered one of
DD’s closets. A smaller closet - ok, one of DD’s smaller closets
might have been a huge one for someone less advantaged. But it was
a small and confined space. It was dark, and it was confined. And
it was in this closet that Double D had to exist for three whole
days. Or for as long as Angel decided was enough. Of course there
could be no cheat involved. There could be no way that DD could
simply come out of the closet any time she wanted to, or when she
thought that Angel wouldn’t know anything about it. Because it was
pretty much a fact that Angel would not be there for the three
days. She would set off the time, she would prepare Double D and
then she would leave. She was a young person after all - she had
places to be and people to see. And she had victims to despatch
with her onscreen self in the most heinous of ways. Oh no, Angel
wouldn’t be in DD’s apartment for that whole time. And yet she
would know exactly, and precisely what was happening to this woman
at any given time such was her micro knowledge and control over
this situation and now this woman.

Maybe a modified lock on
the door of the closet would be enough to keep DD in, like the
closet had been turned into a prison cell or something? That would
keep her in and focussed, surely? Yes it would in a normal world.
In that normal world locking a mature woman in a closet for three
days for her to focus might be construed as barbaric. Of course it
could. But, and again, of course, it wouldn’t be enough for Angel -
there had to be other means of obtaining, or helping DD to focus.
And for this DD would be standing. She would be standing for the
whole time. But she wouldn’t ‘just’ be standing. She would be
standing on the very tips of her toes, helped by fitted ballet
style boots that deformed the feet, and forced all of that pressure
through the tips of this woman’s toes, and through her spine. Those
boots would be fitted over the top of a tight fitting, skin like
latex cat suit that fitted from the neck down. At the collar it was
stiffened latex to keep the neck long, and the head proud. Shrink
wrapping DD in this way would aid the focus and it would help the
writer to remember who she was and what she was. And this was all
something that she would have to get used to.

And to the collar was
fitted a hood. A double skinned hood that contained an amount of
inflation. The inflation between the skins. This obviously created
another level of isolation and of pressure to the facial flesh. And
DD’s sense of hearing taken away from her by two small inflated
bulbs inside her ears. And also in this hood, just two tiny nostril
holes that allowed her to breath. But it did that in a special way.
It allowed regulated breathing. It allowed her to take in enough
breath - but if she tried to take in too much, then it would cut
off the breathing altogether. So once DD had been fitted with this
hood that isolated her, she had to get the hang of breathing to the
correct degree. She could not take any more than she was permitted
to take or the source of breath would be taken away. She had to get
used to that at the same time as being on her tippy toes. And she
had to get used to it the same time as being isolated in this hood.
Because there were pressure pads into her eyes which effectively
shut her eyes off, and blinded her. And as the hood had been
inflated with a ‘hissing’ sound, those little buds had gone into
her ears, and they had inflated as well, cutting off her hearing
completely. She would periodically hear little crackling sounds in
one ear. But the reason for that crackling sound would become
evident in due course.

So there was DD blind and
deaf and on her tippy toes and isolated in an inflated rubber hood
that took away all of her senses. That seemed hard - that was
because it was hard. But was it enough to make her focus, and focus
completely and utterly? Maybe it would but it would surely be much
much harder than it would be if she was just in this little closet
under normal circumstances? Of course it would. But would this be
enough for Angel? One had to think that this was this girl going
all out to fuck this woman up and why would she stop at this? The
answer to that of course is that she wouldn’t stop. She was on what
she might consider a home run now. This could have been what Angel
was considering a grand finale. Or the end game for Double D. And
nothing but ‘total’ and ‘complete’ in every way would do for
that.

It was doubtful that DD
would be able to stand on those boots, on her tippy toes for an
extended period without assistance. And so where the hood was
attached to the collar, there were little eyelets that allowed
small gage chains to be attached, and then attached to the sides of
the closet. This allowed a certain amount of assistance in her
standing. Of course it was in DD’s best interest to remain standing
because if she went down, if her latex sheathed knees gave way then
she would strangle herself via her collar. That wouldn’t be a good
way to go - in isolation like that, no sight, no sound, on her
tippy toes, her knees giving away and her neck maybe breaking with
her fall. No that wouldn’t be a good way to go at all. And DD would
have been getting all of that. The thing was that she didn’t have
to have Angel spelling it all out to her. As she was immobilised
and set up in that closet in that apartment overlooking the Earl Of
Cadogan Gardens, it would have been coming to her. It would have
been as though loud and clear in her mind what the penalties of
failing would be. What the penalties of failing in any way would
be. And how it was going to be.

Of course, she was on
tippy toes but as long as she could shift her feet enough to spread
the weight between her legs and feet, the pressure on her spine
would be less. Yes that was right - the pressure on her spine would
be less, IF she could shift her feet. But Angel had thought of that
as well, she thought of everything did Angel. A very short hobble
chain had been fitted between the booted ankles and this severely
impeded and prevented DD from gaining any sort of relief, no matter
how momentary, in this way. Similarly a waist chain had been
attached to a wide and tight fitting leather belt that DD had been
fitted with and this chain then secured to the sides of the closet
- sort of a double insurance that she would ‘stand’ and not go
down.

The agonies would have
been instant from the time the bondage was complete. And surely all
of this would have been enough to make focussing a next to
impossible task? And the answer to that would have been yes, of
course. But would it be enough for Angel? Would this suffering be
enough for Angel? Would this barbaric and surreal bondage for three
whole days be enough for this young girl who had no right to know
about how to do this stuff? The answer to that would have been no,
of course. The problem with that was that Angel DID know. She knew
much more than she was entitled to know at her age.

The inflatable gag, cock
shaped of course had been slipped into DD’s mouth and partly down
her throat before being inflated. When it had been inflated it
filled her mouth to the point of almost dislocating her jaws. And
there was some cleverness attached to the way that this gag worked.
It meant that DD couldn’t breathe through her mouth obviously, but
it did mean as well that as long as she stuck to her quota of air,
through her nose she could still breath. Apparently, this
contraption, this gag, this hood all worked in conjunction in a
complex way to keep DD alive - as long as she played ball. In
effect a self-sufficient life support system. One had to give it to
Angel, she did think of everything. But at her age she shouldn’t
have been thinking about this shit. And because she was, it made
the whole thing, it made her, more chilling. And so DD’s sight
taken away, her hearing, and her ability to communicate taken away
via the gag, the being sealed in latex and being on tippy toes
unable to relieve the way she had to stand - surely that was all
enough for Angel? It didn’t matter what was enough for DD - for
her, being locked in that closet for three days was alone enough.
But now it didn’t matter what was enough for her. But the answer to
the question was of course no. No, none of this was enough for
Angel.

Angel had to take DD’s
sexuality into consideration. She had to take the older woman’s
heightened sexuality into consideration. The least she could do for
this woman was upset and disturb her train of thought and focus by
a constant method of stimulation to her sexuality. DD would have
got that quite early as well. The appendages, lubricated and
slipped up into her most private holes before being inflated. Those
appendages filling her to the maximum. Stretching her and pressing
against her cervix and her colon. And the vaginal appendage, right
at the end of the inflation process, just budding, just sprouting a
little bud or bulb that nestled against the clitoris, and stayed
there as varying levels of buzz and vibration were applied.
Likewise, little pads, like electrical pads stuck over the tips of
her latex enshrouded nipples - they would buzz and vibrate as well.
For three days they would buzz and vibrate together with the
appendages up inside her and the little bud next to her
clitoris.

Maybe even this wasn’t
enough for Angel. What was for sure was that Angel was an evolving
character. Just like the character she created and coded on screen
was evolving all the time, she herself was evolving. She would know
that this complete and utter isolation and decimation of DD was not
enough, she wouldn’t quite know what the next step was, not just
yet. She would know there was something - she would know that there
was ‘something’ more she could do to make this woman’s existence
more miserable and tortuous and more beautiful at the same time.
But she wasn’t there yet - she wasn’t there just yet. For now this
would have to do. That little thing in DD’s ear cackled to life and
there was Angel’s voice, “Now slut, three days of focus. Intense
focus, complete focus. You need to think about how your story will
conclude and you need to be thinking about the next story. You need
to be thinking about all of your stories from now on.” Angel was
speaking as she was adding the final finishing touch. Taking each
of DD’s wrists and just clipping them, just cuffing them to the
wide leather belt that she had been fitted with. Her wrists cuffed
to little eyelets at the hips. “There, all done.”

And there was a little
click as that ear speaker was turned off and then there was this
sense that DD was all alone. That was because she was all alone.
That final touch was like an ‘underline’ to DD’s situation and to
her predicament. That taking away that little bit of ability to
balance with her arms had been taken away now. It kind of
underlined the mess she was in. It kind of made that focal area so
much smaller. DD wasn’t rigidly bondaged - she was standing free,
kind of. But with everything else taken into consideration she
might has well have been buried up to her neck in quick setting
concrete. In fact she would be grateful for that with the passing
of time.

And this was the thing
now - that time - all that time alone - all that time in that
bondage - all that time to focus, and think. All that time that she
wouldn’t be able to let her mind wander off into nothingness no
matter how much she wanted and needed to do that. It wasn’t as
though this three day torture would take a day or so to build up to
extreme. Extreme was where it started. Extreme was where it began.
The pressure to her spine - the effort, the constant effort that
she had to put into standing the way she was standing on her tippy
toes. The constant way she need to put her all into her long strong
legs not giving way under her. It all started at extreme and then
just got worse. Three days was a long time - but three days under
these circumstances was almost unthinkable. The stretching of her
neck via the collar and the constant need for her to try to adjust
her mouth around the gag that was filling her mouth and part of her
throat. That constant need would mean that she was sucking the
cock. She would have recognised the shape of the gag - the cock
shape of it and so her mind would have started to play tricks on
her.

But of course her mind
had help in playing those tricks because there were the little pads
to her nipples and the little bulb nesting on her clitoris. Now
there was a whole new level of help to her mind in playing those
tricks. DD wouldn’t have chosen to be having her sexuality
stimulated on such a huge level whilst she was having to focus on
simply standing the way she had to stand. But of course she
wouldn’t have a say in that. This was a ‘package’ that she was
enduring. A package that had been designed and implemented by
Angel. And yes those vibrations to her most sensitive and private
body parts would have been helping that focus in her mind to take
different directions. It would have been helping her mind to concur
up all sorts of images as she was stimulated and
aroused.

But that was the thing,
it wasn’t just DD being stimulated and aroused. She was being taken
casually out of her own mind. She was being helped into a state of
abandon by those vibrations to her nipples and her clitoris. The
physical result of those little ministrations were that her nipples
swelled grotesquely inside the latex. The pressed out from the
latex and looked like they might explode from inside that skin
tight rubber. But that throb that had been there before was
intensified as well. Because all of her other senses had been taken
away, this sexual arousal was amplified and accentuated and it was
that amplification that she could feel. And it was that
amplification that made her mouth produce more drool which her
throat could be seen to constantly swallow. And because she was
swallowing like that she had this vision in her mind that the
‘cock’ that was in her mouth was a big black cock. In her mind, in
this poor woman’s mind this inflated rubber cock that she had in
her mouth was a real cock. A big black cock - and she was sucking
that black cock. She was sucking it for all it was worth. It was
what she needed to do. Those little vibrations to her nipples and
her clitoris were slowly sending her mad. And they were certainly
sending her delirious.

This all had an effect on
how she could stand, even, how she could exist in that closet for
all this time. She would have been squeezing herself around the
appendages inside her as well. It would have been like nature again
taking its course for her to squeeze around those inflatable dildos
inside her ass and cunt. And her train of thought would have been,
if she was sucking a big black cock in her mouth, then those things
up inside her must have been real big black cocks as well. It was
the first trick, or the first set of tricks that her mind had
played on her during this time. It had been an early on-set trick
of the mind. She had never been a woman who had hankered or craved
ANY cock. But this is what this young girl Angel had done to her.
She had taken her down new paths - darker paths. And in this
position, this early in the process she was a white bitch, a white
slut at the mercy of black cock. It was her mind and her sexuality
co-conspiring against her and all of these visions were flooding
her mind. She would have wished she wasn’t having these visions and
fucked up thoughts, but she was. She was being flooded by
them.

In a way the tricks of
the mind had to be good, right? They could help her through this.
They could take her mind off the physical need to do what she had
to do in that closet? It could be easier for her if she was being
sent little pulses of pleasure to her clitoris and her nipples. And
it would be good for her to squeeze herself around those appendages
that were deep inside both off her most private holes. That had to
be it right? It had to be right, and good that she was taking her
mind off it all by these visions that she was having as well right?
Black cock, beautiful black cock pummelling her three available
holes. But no - no it wasn’t good, in the ‘good’ sense of the word.
What was happening was that her mind was being melted. And it would
be melted continuously and constantly over the period of three
days. In effect her mind would be taken off her - or it would be
hijacked. It would be hijacked so that she could be taken down one
of those darker paths. So that she could be taken to a darker place
altogether.

And those little tiny
vibrations to her clitoris. They were driving her mad. It was like
an itch that needed to be scratched but she couldn’t scratch that
itch not even through the micro thin latex rubber because her
wrists were cuffed to her belt. And so that itch was just there
constantly except it wasn’t just an itch. It was an itch that had a
‘throb’ through the centre of it. So it wasn’t an itch that was
content to simply exist, it had to be an itch that was agitated. An
agitated itch that with ease at least showed DD the edge of
madness. But it was an itch that did something else as well. It was
an itch that helped her mind play even more tricks on her. It was
an itch that helped her mind delve into the darkness just that
little bit more. The thought of black cocks would have shocked DD
and disgusted her in equal measure as she had previously been. She
was always a woman who had preferred other women but more than that
she was a woman who kept herself very much to herself. She had
always thought she was a girl’s girl if you like. But this nipple
work, and this clitoris itch that was occurring in that closet was
taking her mind in so many fucked up directions that she didn’t
stand a chance. Not really. She made a noise but that noise wasn’t
really describable.

 



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

 


And that was it. Double D
didn’t stand a chance. This woman, this wholly innocent, vulnerable
writer of perfect love stories hadn’t stood a chance from the first
day she met Angel. Although she would never have known it, she
hadn’t stood a chance since before she met Angel. This young girl,
this gamer assassin who was disturbed to say the least was on to DD
long before they actually met. She had done her research and she
had tracked her down and then she had started the real work of
taking the woman to pieces.

Then she had installed
the guilt and the shame. That had been the first thing she needed
to do. She needed a hold over the woman and so she had needed to
install that hold. A simple blackmail wouldn’t have done it. A
simple blackmail would have been a short sharp shock but it
wouldn’t have been long term. It wouldn’t have provided the hold
she needed to have over DD over a long period. That was what Angel
had needed was a long term and permanent hold over her. A hold that
wasn’t a static hold, but one that could be built on. One that
could be built on over time. She needed a hold that DD was aware of
as she then worked on her sexuality and her mind.

The chilling thing was
how easily Angel had got what she wanted and what she needed. And
now DD was in this closet doing a three day sentence - because it
was a sentence that she had to do. One might be forgiven for
thinking that the physical aspect of doing what she had to do for
three days would be the hardest thing that she would have to do.
That if she cracked that then, she had cracked the whole thing.
That physical standing on her tippy toes was no mean feat in
itself. If it had just been that there would have been a degree of
irreversible damage done to her mind but she would have got through
it. But it wasn’t just that. It was the sexual stimulation. Not
just a period of sexual stimulation but stimulation on a constant
and on a varying basis. It was an incessant attack on her sexuality
that would see Double D be reduced more. It would see things done
to her mind that could not be undone.

For instance, she would
not be able to ‘undo’ those images that had filled her mind of the
black cock she was sucking - and the big black cock she was
squeezing her cunt and ass around as those sexual throbs were sent
through her central nervous system. She wouldn’t be able to ‘unsee’
the images and the fantasies that she had indulged in where those
black cocks were injecting their seed deep into her femininity,
impregnating her because she was a white slut who was black owned.
And because she had been swallowing her own drool constantly, she
would not be able to deny that she was feeling that this drool was
in fact black seed, black semen being shot deep down into her
throat. This was all stuff that she would remember in due course.
That she would remember clearly and with intense clarity. All of
this was not something that she would be able to block out and
forget about. It was something that would stay with her, along with
the other fantasies and images that her mind was conjuring up as
her sexually was attacked and stimulated relentlessly.

About a day into the
three days the trembling of DD would have set in properly. There
would have been periods of trembling before that, but at about that
day in, the trembling would have become a feature - a solid feature
of DD’s existence. It would have been a combination of the physical
aspect of the torture that she was being inflicted with, and of the
sexual torture. One might have trouble thinking of sexual
stimulation as torture. But if it was a stimulation enforced, or
one that was constant and relentless, then it was torture through
and through. The combination of the two then were powerful, like
drugs to her mind.

One had the impression
that Angel would have wanted to see this break down of the woman
she had tracked down, entrapped and then begun this process on -
but she didn’t. Angel needed to see results. She needed the effect
of shutting and locking that closet and then going back three days
later to see the results of her labours. She was funny like that
was Angel. She got her pleasure from the knowledge that there was
this woman, this writer of pathetic love stories, in isolation with
only her thoughts and her images and her fantasies as company.
Angel liked that thought. And she would like it when she opened
that door and when she saw what three days like this had done to
DD. That was Angel’s thing - the revelation, the reveal. There
might have been a time, or be a time when she would have wanted to
see the whole process, to drink the whole process in. Now she just
wanted the reveal. It was almost like she wanted to see the before
and after picture. That she would remember the sight and the sounds
of DD as she bondaged her and then as she locked her away in that
closet - and then the after picture when she went back and opened
up that closet. It would be then that she would see the results of
what she had done to this older woman. The woman she was the number
one fan of.

And so DD was trembling.
Physically she was exhausted and the inside of the latex cat was
coated in sweat. She would have been aware of that. She would have
been aware of losing fluid because she would have been aware of not
taking in any fluid. It wasn’t by accident or a mistake that DD
would not take in fluids for three days - it was deliberate so that
the effects on her mind would be greater and further reaching. And
she wouldn’t be able to feel her feet even though she was standing
on her tippy toes. She certainly wouldn’t be able to feel the tips
of her toes even though she was standing right on them. Her spine
and her neck would be in a constant form of acute pain. It wouldn’t
have been a pain that ebbed and flowed. It would have been there
from the start and it would have just got worse. There would have
been no let up from it. There would have been no time when she
could have breathed a sigh of relief. She wouldn’t have been able
to do that anyway because that would have meant that she would take
in more air than she was entitled to - and then she would have to
exist for an unspecified period without breathing. That had
happened a few times to her. In reality there would have been no
way that she could avoid that happening. It was like something that
was so difficult to maintain, something so impossible for her to
do, to maintain a steady and slow breathing pattern, that
inevitably she would fail and have to take the hit. That hit, a
period of breathing privilege taken away from her. It had been
simply something else she had to deal with. Something else that she
had to endure.

And then there would have
been the convulsions of her sexuality and her ass around the
appendages inside her. Constant convulsions as she tried to absorb
as much of that pleasure that was being forced on her as she could.
It made her greedy, it made her selfish. And it made her grunt
behind that cock shaped gag that she had in her mouth and down her
throat. Who knows what fantasies and images were in her mind as she
got to this stage? Maybe the big black cocks had already been
superseded by something else. There would have been the fact that
as her mind was eaten away at with her dealing with this incessant
torture, her mind had turned to other things - darker things.
Darker images and murkier fantasies.

Time had ceased to mean
anything to DD. Somewhere in the back of her mind she had this
thing about ‘three days’. But she couldn’t remember what that was.
Did it mean that she would be released after three days? Or did it
mean that would be when Angel would come back and something else
would happen? It was a sign that Double D’s mind was being ravaged
by what was happening to her. It was a sign that she wasn’t coping
well with what was happening to her. It was actually a sign that
she was at the end of her tether. Maybe even it was a sign that she
was on the verge of breaking physically and mentally. She was
dealing with that pain in her legs and spine, she was dealing with
the numbness in her toes and feet, and yet in the back of her mind
always was the need to please Angel. It was odd that it was the
need to please this girl that was foremost in her mind. Or maybe it
wasn’t so odd.

Despite all of that pain
and physical difficulty that she was dealing with, DD was also
dealing with her sexuality. There would have been a time that she
would have wished that her sexuality would be left alone to rest,
so that she could get through the rest of this that she had to go
through. But that wasn’t the way it was ever going to be. She had
needed to get used to it all - as a package. She had needed to get
her head round all of it. Or she had needed to get what was left of
her head around it. There was the isolation, that absolute silent
‘numbness’ that her head seemed to exist in. She wished she could
hear, and see. She wished she wasn’t sucking on this black cock the
way she was and in her mind it was still a big black sock she had
stuck in her mouth and that she was being forced to suck. She
wished these things weren’t going through her mind - the desires,
these cravings.

And that was the thing,
the cravings and the filth going through her mind were getting
worse and worse. It was getting deeper and deeper. She somehow knew
that this wasn’t her thinking these things and yet at the same time
she knew it was. She had the physical aspects of what she was going
through to deal with, she had the sexual aspects to go through and
then she had the psychological aspects to go through. And the
problem was that she couldn’t choose to take baby steps. She
couldn’t choose any steps at all. She had to take it all at the
same time. She had to take all of the conflict that was happening
and she had to cope with it all en-mass.

And that was what was
wrecking Double D - it was the onslaught that she was having to
deal with all at once and all of the time. It was that onslaught
that started the moment that closet was closed and locked. It
started the moment she was isolated in that hood, in that bondage,
and with those sexual invasions. It was all of it, all at once.
What was happening in that closet in that apartment overlooking the
Earl Of Cadogan Gardens, was the decimation of a woman by a much
younger girl. What was happening was the taking apart of this woman
- the destruction of this woman. And it was a fact that it was the
most cruel destruction that could be applied. The type of
destruction that had been set in motion and then applied was the
cruellest of all. It was often said that there was no cruelty to
match that applied to a female, by another female. It was just that
this was worse somehow because Angel was so young and DD was so
much older and so much more wholly innocent than one could
imagine.

 


After three
days

 


Angel was in that same
coffee shop but she was alone. Three days ago she had secured a
helpless Double D into her own closet and now she was back to see
the results. Or should that have been that she was back to reap the
rewards of what she had done. The chilling thing was that there was
no concern, or no consternation as to what she might find. What it
came down to was that she had left this woman to simply exist in a
horror and a torture that she had created. What she had done was
simply left this woman to deal with it. There didn’t seem to be the
question in her mind ‘what if?’ Such as what if DD couldn’t cope
with it? What if she lost so much fluids that she became
dehydrated? What if she had a heart attack and died? There didn’t
seem to be any of the questions that might be asked by a logical
sensible well rounded individual. There was just ‘nothing’ in
Angel. She did what she did and the thing was that she had so much
confidence in what she did, so much skill, and so much faith in
what she did that anything going wrong, or the possibility of
anything going wrong just did not exist. Angel lived the way she
lived because that was the way it was. If she opened that door and
there was a dead Double D she would quietly close the door, and she
would silently slip out of that apartment after pulling her hoodie
over her head to obscure her identity, and then out of that
building and she wouldn’t be seen again. It was the way she rolled.
It was the how she lived her life.

But in that coffee shop
she didn’t have a care in the world. She sat on the same stood that
DD always sat on. It was like she had taken over that in the same
way that she had taken over DD the person, and DD’s life. It was
like she had taken possession of it. She idly looked at cheap wrist
watch she was wearing. It was time for her to go. She would finish
her flat white and she would take the short walk into the maze of
mansion blocks built from red brick. She would use the key she had
taken from DD’s bag as she had left the apartment three days ago.
And she would slip in unseen, unnoticed. No-one around this part of
town noticed anything. Barely anyone knew their neighbours and most
of the properties had been bought up by overseas buyers and then
left empty. All bar three of the luxury apartments in DD’s building
were empty and DD was the only owner who was in permanent
residence, the other two properties were occupied maybe a few weeks
of any given year. Often a year went by and no-one came. No notice
would be taken of a young girl entering or leaving with a key. She
could be a daughter, a niece, a cleaner, a maid. Or just someone
coming to check on an empty property for the owner. She could have
been anyone. And because there was no sign of suspicion surrounding
this confident girl, she could come and go as she
pleased.

Angel pressed her ear to
the outside of the closet door. There was a noise in there. DD was
alive and well. At least she was alive. The noises that she was
making would have been a culmination of things that had happened to
her over the three days and were happening to her at this very
moment. The writer wouldn’t be aware of Angel being back yet. That
hood sealed the deal in isolation in that the isolation was
complete. It was a done deal. All DD would have been aware of was
her own misery. Her own accentuated and amplified misery that is.
Angel ran her deep red nails down the door as she kept her ear
pressed to it. She was listening. She was really listening, really
trying to make out what she was hearing. She wasn’t in a hurry to
open the door. She went back to the huge window overlooking the
gardens. And she just stood there. She liked this place. It was
serene, and it was calm. It was exactly the opposite to the kind of
life she lived and was used to. Her life was a chaos of alternative
life. And of murder and mayhem in video games. Her existence was
dystopian in comparison to this apartment in this part of the
city.

She flared her nostrils
and took in a deep breath - that was something that DD couldn’t do,
but she could. She loved this place. It was at this point that she
realised that she really loved it. Loved coming here and loved the
views. In that closet, the little ear piece in one of DD’s ears
cracked to life as it did that DD held her breath. Angel was back!
She was going to be released, she thought. It was all going to be
ok now because Angel was back! This was the delusion that had set
in. It was a delusion that was as built and amplified as the sexual
pleasure that really should not have existed in that closet, in
that woman. “I’m back Double D. I do hope you have been thinking
about what I told you to be thinking about.” And Angel would have
known that DD’s ability to ‘think’ would have been severely limited
if not impossible, so she was smiling as she spoke into her little
wired microphone clipped to her top. She pressed her ear to the
door again and there was silence. That was the silence that her
voice in that ear piece had induced. That was DD holding her
breath. She better not let it all out at once or her breathing
would be cut. But by this time she would have learnt that. She
would have been on a three day binge of learning. DD would have had
to learn fast. She would have needed to learn quickly and not make
the same mistakes too many times or her health and sanity would
surely have suffered. She let out her breath very slowly and she
whimpered.

“I do hope
you’re been a good girl Double D. I like good girls. And I want us
to talk about what you’ve been thinking about. And about what you
are going to do for me. And about how you can be useful to me.
About how you can alter your stories to benefit ME.” Angel could
have opened the closet and released at least a little bit, of DD,
but she didn’t. This way she was sure that she was getting DD’s
full attention. That she was getting her full focus. That she was
getting what was left of DD’s mind. If Angel was sure of anything
she was sure that DD would not be the same woman she had met in the
coffee shop that day, or even the same woman she had left in that
closet three days ago. If she was pretty sure of anything it was
that DD was fucked. But she liked that. She liked the thought that
this magnificent woman was ‘fucked’. It was just something, like a
notion that made her smile and one that turned her on. There was
something inside Angel, something sadistic in her that liked this
aspect of what she did. She liked the planning and she liked the
execution but most of all she liked the end results. And now she
was at this point it was time for the reveal.

 



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

 


The click in the lock
sounded louder and more acute than it actually was. Oddly,
disturbingly even, Angel seemed to get an amount of ‘joy’, if that
was the right word, out of turning that key in the lock to the
closet door. Maybe it was that she had the power. It was the power
trip again. All she had to do was turn the key, either way, and
that immediate isolation for DD would be taken away, or reinstated.
And that was the thing. That was what she could feel as she turned
the key in that lock - power. And then she opened the door very
quietly. DD’s hearing was nil, but Angel didn’t want to give her
sense that she was not still alone. It was like she had created
this habitat for this woman, and now she wanted to see her
undisturbed in that habitat. It was the sign that Angel was as
fucked up, albeit in a different way, as she had made
DD.

She swung open the door
and still she didn’t make a sound. She just looked in at DD. The
older woman was totally unaware of Angel’s immediate presence. She
knew she was there, somewhere but not that she was so close, or
that she was actually looking at her. Angel stood back - it was
what she did - she simply stood back and looked in the closet. And
what she could see was a severely debilitated woman. A statuesque
woman yes, and yet one that had been reduced somehow. There was
this ‘cowering’ quality to Double D that didn’t make sense given
the type of bondage and seclusion that she was in. It was like she
had become a woman who had become afraid or weary of her own
presence, of her own self. Over the time she had learned to shift
that weight of her’s from one of those impossible tortuous high
heels to the other. And she had learned to do that in a short,
narrow way. She had learned to exist within the confines of what
she could physically do, or not do, as the case may be.

And now Angel was
watching her. She didn’t want her to know she was right there yet.
It would have been something else for DD to know that Angel was in
close proximity because of the little voice in her ear. But right
at this point she wouldn’t know she was being looked at, not yet.
Angel was just taking in the sight. She was watching the little
ways that DD moved as she ‘gripped’ those appendages inside her.
And she would have been listening for the little hisses of breaths
and she was working her breathing and her ability to take a long
suck on that black cock dildo in her mouth. Of course because of
her sexuality and the way it had been worked and manipulated over
the three days, that black cock dildo was a real cock in her mouth.
To DD she would have been able to feel the texture and taste the
taste of real cock. There would have been nothing rubber about it.
There would have nothing unreal about it at all.

Likewise, the inflatable
dildos up inside her would have been real big black cocks as well.
She would have been feeling how she deserved to be impaled like
this, three ways on these three black cocks. She would have been
feeling that she more than deserved it. But it was ok, it was at a
time like this that she would have been grateful for her isolation.
That she would have been grateful that it was only her in this
place at this time. And she would have been grateful that no-one
else could see her like this. She would never survive it if someone
saw her like this. But she was mixed up. That fantasy world that
she had been forced into by that constant sexual stimulation would
have been blended in with the reality of being in that closet in
that bondage and in that torture. And because she had spent so much
time on her own, so much time in that isolation she would have been
all mixed up inside.

“I can see
you, you know?” There had been that little cackle and then Angel’s
voice. And then the realisation by DD that she could be seen after
all. That Angel was seeing her like this. And this was another
shock, like a severe shock to her system and she seemed to cower
more. She seemed to cower in her latex bondage more, and yet that
cowering did not include her feeding off what she was imagining
were real black cock inside her. It was the perfect hallucination
that she was being inflicted with. It was the perfect head fuck
being made even more perfect. “This is what you are Double D. You
are a sexual object who exists for the pleasure of others.” And
Angel was smiling. She was smiling because she knew the kind of
things, sexual things that would have been going through DD’s mind.
She knew what three days of constant incessant and cruel sexual
stimulation would have done to this woman and the kind of things
that were going through her mind. And she was playing on them. She
was feeding on them.

If DD had been able to
talk, if she had been able to hiss, or to whisper something it
would have gone along the lines of, ‘Mmmmm yes, yes Miss a sexual
object Miss, for others Miss’. There was plenty of time for lines
like that to come out of DD’s mouth. But for now Angel was soaking
up the thoughts that she knew this woman was having. With every one
of DD’s movements, no matter how slight there was the creak, the
ever so slight ‘creak’ of rubber. And as Angel had opened that
closet there had been the waft of rubber latex aroma that had hit
her in the face. Angel had always loved rubber. She had always had
this thing for rubber but she had never known where that love for
latex and rubber had come from. She had never known where it had
come from and yet she had embraced it at the same time. And now
there was her charge, there was DD in all her ‘dis-glory’. And it
had to be dis-glory because DD had been taken beyond her own
magnificence and into this other place. There were the creaks of
the latex and this vision of this woman in this state of mind that
could not be described or put into words.

There was a ’squelching’
noise as well. That squelching noise came every time she moved. And
Angel smiled at that - she smiled because she knew where that noise
came from. It was the fluids that had leaked from DD’s sexuality.
The fluids that had squeezed out and slipped out at the same time
as the appendage up inside her sexuality had shifted. That had been
DD producing her juices and feeding her desire. That constant
movement, however small on those huge high heels that she had been
fitted with, and the constant working of her muscles, squeezing and
trying to get more and more out of it all. And there had been the
noises as well, from inside the inflated hood. They were muffled
noises but they were there none the less. They were like a muffled
whimpering - sometimes the noises of this whimpering was louder -
still muffled, just a louder form of muffled noise. And Angel knew
that this would be happening because DD was giving herself orgasms.
She was giving herself orgasm after orgasm. Angel smiled again
because she knew that the three days of isolation was not the time
to deny this older woman orgasm. She knew that DD should be allowed
to orgasm as much and as often as she could because she knew that
under the circumstances those orgasms would be like crack cocaine
to the older woman. She knew that three days of this would have
lent another level of head fuck to this woman.

But there would have been
the pain as well. There would have been no way that DD would have
been able to avoid the pain from the way she had been bondaged and
the way she had been forced to exist for the three days. It was
what it was. And yet Angel knew that the sexual desire would have
risen above the debilitating pain. She knew that she had sewn
enough seeds to see to it that DD would want to get hit after hit
of that sexual crack cocaine. And that was what she did. She had
sewn those seeds and now those seeds were flowering. And now Angel
was watching the end results of what she had done to this woman.
She was simply watching. And she had this relaxed completely
natural smile on her face. There was no concern there. Just like
there had been no concern when she had been sitting in the coffee
shop for what she might find when she went back to the apartment.
There was no concern there then and there was none there
now.

There was no surprise
either. There was no shock or surprise at what she had found. The
fact that when she opened the closet, she did so to a cowering
diminished and pretty much destroyed woman didn’t phase her. It
didn’t make her do a double take. If anything there was this smile
and this little nod of her pretty head, like confirming what she
knew she would find before she opened that door. Like another box
had been ticked for her and now it was time to move it on a notch.
Angel was so into this that she could stand and watch DD like this
for a long time, and she did. She liked the upping of the anti now
that the older woman knew that she was there and that she could see
her. She liked it that it was apparent that the guilt and the shame
of what DD was going through was going through in what little
demeanour she was allowed. “You are a bad mamma, you know that
don’t you Double D? A bad bad mamma! And because of that, you KNOW
that you can’t be free to live like you used to right? You KNOW
that you now have to do life MY way right? Like, it’s my way or no
way, right?”

It wasn’t like DD could
answer her. She was gagged with black cock - at least that was what
it felt like to her. She was gagged by real black cock that was
pumping down her throat and almost dislocating her jaws. But she
would have agreed with Angel. She DID agree with her. She nodded
her latex shrouded head and Angel smiled. It was only a sort of
nodding. It was only a semi nod because any logical or sensible
movements had been taken off her by the three day process she had
been through. And that nodding was almost lost in the other
movements that DD was embroiled in on a constant basis. As far as
Angel was concerned she was simply planting more seeds. She was
simply letting a little more of the cat out of the bag all the
time. She was just spelling it out a little at time to DD. How it
was going to be, what life was going to be like for the older woman
from now on. And letting her know that she would never be the same
again. That she would never live the way she had lived before. Just
letting it be known ever so little at a time that DD was fucked.
And Angel liked that thought, that DD was ‘fucked’.

Angel took a step into
the closet so that she was next to the older woman. And she pressed
into her. And there was that sound of DD holding her breath. Now
she knew that Angel was very close to her. And now she would be
feeling that sexual desire in her rise yet another notch. Oh yes
the three days had melted her and turned her into something, or
someone else, but now that Angel was back and close to her, there
was an increase in that sexual need. An increase in that sexual
desire. And Angel recognised that, but this time there was no
smile. There was like this benevolence there. There was like this
‘grin’ because she had got her own way. That things had gone her
way. It was like a sadistic grin. Even as she played one fingertip
across the tip of a thick, latex encased nipple she was grinning.
And that stroke of the nipple, just the slightest of strokes had
tipped DD into another orgasm.

But there was something
different about this orgasm. That could be told from the different
noises that came from behind the two layers of rubber that made up
the hood. They were more desperate noises. And from the different
movements she made as that orgasm was ripping through her. Knees
bending, heels scraping. The long ,muffled grunt as her mind melted
more. “My slut Double D. MY slut.” Those words as she stroked the
other thick engorged, throbbing nipple. And yet more intensified
movements and noises from DD. And this time there was a muffled
weeping as well as that orgasm surpassed others before it. And as a
new level of realisation dawned on this woman.

 


It was only when Angel
removed the hood that the extent of the ‘damage’ done to DD was
revealed. She had deflated the hood with that ‘hissing’ sound and
then she had slipped out the drool infested gag before removing the
hood. There was something about DD then - there was something that
would tell anyone who saw her at this precise point that she wished
that the hood could be kept on. And that she didn’t want to be
seen. She didn’t want to be seen at any cost. She didn’t want to be
seen what she had been turned into - or how she was now. That she
would have rather be kept in that hood so that she didn’t have to
look anyone in the face. She was a wreck - but she was a fucked up
wreck. The physical exhaustion was obvious. But so to was the
degradation. The degradation was more apparent that the exhaustion.
Seeing Double D without the hood, the body language, that cowering
almost backward body language made sense. DD didn’t want to be
looking at Angel. She kept her eyes to the floor. She didn’t want
to look at Angel because she was ashamed. She was ashamed of the
things that had gone through her mind when she had been locked up
and isolated. And she was deeply ashamed and guilty in general.
Such was that guilt and shame that it affected how she looked. It
affected her facial expressions and it affected her demeanour and
body language.

It was like the come down
after the orgasms she had been given before - only worse. Anyone
might be forgiven for thinking that once she was out of that
bondage, once she was out of that hood and out of that closet,
those thoughts and those desires and cravings that she had had
would simply fade to black and she would never see those images and
visions in her mind again. But that wasn’t how this worked. Instead
there was this crystal clear recollection of what she had seen and
what she had thought about and what she had craved during that time
in isolation. She could remember it as though it was real life. And
Angel had known what DD was going through. “You can still see those
things can’t you slut? You can still see what you were desiring
when you were locked up and all alone and now, now you’re back
again, here with me, it’s all too much for you isn’t it? You see
Double D, I know all about women like you. I know what you think
about and what you desire. I know ALL about it.”

And Angel was using her
voice much like a weapon on DD. And with that weapon she was
accusing DD. She was using that accusatory tone. She was simply
letting this mature woman know that she should indeed be feeling
ashamed and guilty because of the type of things that had been
going through her mind during her time in isolation. She was kind
of ‘blaming’ DD for those things that she was thinking and craving.
She was not giving this woman credit for being under duress or for
having her sexuality so stimulated for so long and on a constant
basis that nature had taken over. She wasn’t giving this woman
credit for succumbing to delusions when she was in that hood. She
wasn’t giving her credit for using her own sexuality to get her
through the ordeal that she was being put through. Indeed in doing
what she was doing Angel was laying the whole of the blame at DD’s
ballet heeled feet. It was ALL DD’s fault - all of it. This was
like Angel finishing off the process and finishing off DD at the
same time. There was nothing ‘nasty’ about the way that Angel was
talking or being with Double D. She was being calm and cool and she
was using her voice like that weapon in the most understated way.
But the effects of her doing what she was doing were not
understated.

“You know
Double D, you are very lucky that I found you. You are very lucky
that I have decided to take you on. You are very lucky that you are
my slut, or who knows what would happen to you. What do you say to
me Double D - what have you got to say to me?” it was like a
relentless thing that Angel did, and that she did with ease. It was
chilling the way she could simply pile this stuff on to DD with
effortless ease. It would be chilling that she could do it anyway -
but the way she did it, as though she was adhering to a formula,
and that she was doing it with so much ease was beyond chilling.
“Thank you Miss, thank you for taking me on. I don’t deserve it
Miss, I just don’t deserve it.” And it was like DD was getting it.
She was getting her situation - she was getting her place in the
food chain and she hadn’t even had to have it spelt out to her. She
was simply getting it.

The simplest and the most
calm words delivered to her and her damaged mind was filling in the
gaps. Angel liked that and she smiled. She smiled wide and
sincerely this time. “That’s right Double D, you don’t deserve it,
but I am being kind to you. And all you have to do in return is be
a good girl. All you have to do is live like I want you to live.
All you have to do is ‘nothing’ except what I want you to do. If
you please me, our arrangement will survive. If you displease me,
it won’t.” And there was Angel letting more slip. She was letting
just enough slip to give DD the ‘fears’. The fear of losing her.
The fear of having to go through life, after what she had been
through with Angel, all on her own. The fear of how she would not
be able to cope with that. This was a mind fuck of epic proportions
being expertly and precisely inflicted on a mature woman by a very
young girl.

And that was the thing -
Double D was getting it. She was getting exactly what she was
supposed to be getting and maybe even Angel couldn’t have predicted
that this woman would succumb so easily and so readily. Maybe, just
maybe Angel didn’t really know how good she was at what she did.
Maybe she didn’t fully appreciate her own power. Or maybe she
did.

 



CHAPTER NINETEEN

 


Angel was sitting on DD’s
stylish toilet and her panties were stretched between her ankles,
her knees were together and for the first time she looked as young
as she was - in a way she looked vulnerable - but that was another
part of this mind fuck up. She was smoking a cigarette and bluish
smoke was pouring from between her deep red lips. Double D was on
the bathroom floor, at her feet and she was kissing Angel’s feet.
In fact she was pouring kisses on her feet. She had followed Angel
into the toilet and she had kissed each and every spot on the floor
that the girl’s feet had landed. She was in effect kissing the
ground this girl walked on - like a form of worship.

Angel had told DD, “You
have to be grateful to me every day of your life from now on and
kissing the ground I walk on, is the least you can do to show that
gratitude.” And Angel hadn’t batted an eyelid as she had spoken
like that. To her this was just a normal conversation she was
having with a woman she now controlled, completely. She was
speaking like she believed her own words. It was like to her there
was nothing wrong with what she was saying or what she was doing.
She was simply saying it as it was. And for DD, what this girl was
saying was completely right. Even she could see nothing wrong with
it. The only thing that had been wrong was how she had behaved with
this girl early on. And the things that had gone through her mind
when she was in the closet. To her this was what had been wrong.
She had been in the wrong - she was the one to blame and she had to
pay the price. And the price, or part of the price she would pay
would be to live like this with this girl. Kissing this girl’s
feet, and kissing where she had walked felt like a treat for her.
It felt like an honour rather than anything like a
punishment.

For DD the guilt and the
shame trip had worked. It was all on her - all of it. And kissing
the floor where this girl’s feet had been quite easy to justify in
her mind. Just like kissing her feet as this young girl relieved
herself into the toilet bowl. “I think it’s quite acceptable to
think that you should clean me, after I have been to the toilet,
don’t you Double D. I mean a woman like you, with what you’ve done
and with the things that have gone through your mind - this should
be nothing to you?” And the thing was that the suggestion didn’t
even shock Double D. What were those things that had gone through
her mind, besides the black cock things that is? Angel hadn’t been
asking a question - it was simply her putting more guilt onto the
writer. It was simply her piling on more grief for this woman to
deal with. And of course to this woman, what the girl was saying
made sense. After all, if it wasn’t for Angel, where would she be
what would she do? “Yes Miss, yes Miss.” And that had been all she
had said in response. It was all she could say.

There was no let-up in
DD’s sexual desire as she had been taken out of that closet. She
hadn’t been burnt out when she had been in there. The sexual need
and greed in her had just had time to settle in - it had just had
time to establish itself. When she came out it was still there. But
it was still there ‘more’. It was like it had doubled, or trebled
itself when she was in that isolation. With all that guilt and that
shame there was also this emphasised and an accentuated sexual need
in her. In her isolation she had flashes of something, flashes of
thoughts of being this young girl’s toilet. Flashes of pure filth
that she would never reveal, or hope that she would never have to
reveal.

And now here she was
licking the length of Angel’s slit - her young slit. Now here she
was cleaning her after that very flash of filth here she was
cleaning the girl after she had evacuated her bladder into the
toilet bowl. And that was feeding her desire as well. It was
feeding her filthy sexual desires. Licking this girl’s hairless
smooth slit. And Angel was smiling - she was smiling in that
sadistic way that she smiled. “That’s a good girl Double D. A good
girl. You know what you are and who you are don’t you?” again it
wasn’t Angel asking this woman a question - rather it was her
thinking out loud. She was stroking DD on the head as she felt that
mature slippery tongue plough between her labial lips. And she
knew, Angel knew that DD would be getting a sexual kick from it.
That she would be feeding that need in her. It was dressed up as
her cleaning Angel after she had relieved herself but the girl
knew, she could feel from the depth and the intensity of the
licking that there was more than just cleaning duties going on
here. And she smiled to herself inside because of that. “That’s
right, you do a good thorough job of cleaning me because this is
your role from now on. It’s your role to clean me like it will be
your role to be my toilet.”

And even in that simple
statement Angel knew what she was doing. She could tell from the
way that DD licked her and cleaned her that the toilet thing had
been something that had gone through her mind as she had been
locked away in isolation in that closet. She knew in fact that this
woman would have gone through the whole gamut of sexual deviances
because that was what happened to a woman who was treated the way
Angel had treated DD. That was what happened to the mind and to the
sexuality of a woman under siege the way that DD was under siege.
“And you can clean the toilet bowl as well, you can lick it clean
because I know you want to do that for me. And I do want you to do
things for me Double D. I want you to do lots of things for me and
you will.” Angel had stood up, her bare sexuality inches from DD’s
face and she had pulled up her panties covering herself. DD had
been licking her lips. She wanted to eat the girl out more. She
wanted to taste more of her, but now she had to lick the toilet
bowl clean.

She had to taste Angel’s
urine from the toilet bowl and that thought excited her sexuality.
Everything that Angel suggested, everything she said, and did
excited DD. But it was clear that this woman was not the same woman
who had met this girl, her number one fan, ‘by chance’ in that
coffee shop on the Kings Road. It was clear that DD had been
changed - that she was a changed woman. She had let this girl come
into her life and she had gone with the flow as Angel had changed
her. And the thing was that she had the guilt installed into her
and she had gone with that as well. Her lifestyle, the way she had
lived had been her downfall. There was no-one to save her. No-one
from stopping her from falling deeper and deeper. Besides, it was
too late for that now.

 


Angel didn’t say anything
for a long time. She wanted to soak the sight of DD up. She liked
the ‘before’ and the ‘after’ picture of this woman that she had in
her mind. Ok, DD was an odd woman, almost a recluse - but in that
she had been a normal recluse. She had gone about life in her way
and she had done that for years. And now after a few weeks in her
life Angel had decimated that life. She had decimated the woman
herself and this was very obvious, very apparent in the way this
woman was now. There might have been a chance early in the process
when Double D could have got it back - when she could have snapped
out of it. But she hadn’t been able to do that and now she was
paying the price. And it was an odd price that she had to
pay.

DD was a woman who didn’t
want to be suffering this guilt and shame the way she was - but at
the same time she was bathing in it and it was like she didn’t want
to be anywhere else. There was something fucked up about her now
submissive demeanour. Like she knew that this girl held this thing
over her, this power. As though she owed Angel everything she had
left in her. It was written all over DD. The facial expressions,
those expressions that relayed the guilt and the shame. The body
language that told that she had just at last discovered her
magnificent beauty and statuesque self and yet at the same time she
had had that taken off her. It would be true to say that Double D
was a contradiction of herself in every way shape and form. A
complete fuck up even.

“I’ve been
called in for a meeting with the publisher Miss. They read my
latest revised draft and they have called this meeting as a matter
of urgency.” Double D spoke as she focussed her eyes on the feet
she had reined kisses on. It had been a new feature of DD’s that
she couldn’t look this girl in the eye. That she couldn’t raise her
eyes to look this girl in the face at all. That didn’t go over
Angel’s head and it would be something that she would deal with in
due course. It would be something she would deal with in her own
way. Angel was an expert at using a woman’s weaknesses and her
insecurities against her and that would be what she would do with
DD. She would use all of it against her and she would deal with the
issue of the older woman not raising her eyes, of avoiding the eye
contact. And knowing Angel she would make that spectacular and more
damaging for DD.

“That’s fine
Double D. We will go to the meeting together. You and I. And we
will make the move before they do. We will announce that you are
leaving them after all these years before they do it to you. It’s
about being one step ahead Double D. Your time with that publisher
has finished now and this is ‘good’ for your future with me. And
your future working for me. This is good all around. The publisher
could have been a sticking point, but now they are not. They think
they are calling in to break ties with you because of your far more
entertaining take on your love stories. But instead we are going in
to fire their asses. I will put you with a publisher of the best
kink pornography in the world and you will be on a whole new
stage.” And once again there was that natural, almost graceful way
that Angel spoke. For someone so young and for someone who should
have been so naive she was neither of these things. She was
knowledgeable and she was advanced. That was it, she was
‘advanced’. She knew things she had no right to know at her age and
she had this way about her that was beyond her years. And now she
was taking in Double D - and she was taking her along for the ride
with her.

“Yes Miss,
thank you Miss.” And still DD looked down. In her mind DD was
‘pleased’ if that is the right word, that she wouldn’t have to face
the publisher on her own. She wouldn’t have been confident that she
could pull it off. She had always hated those little get togethers
with the publishers, and that was when it was all going well. She
had always felt they went out of the way to kiss her ass and that
had always made her feel uncomfortable. And she knew that was
because she was making them a lot of money with her love story
novelettes. At least now this was coming to an end and Angel would
be with her. That felt good inside, but it also filled her with
consternation at the same time. This was her treading on new ground
again. This was her in unfamiliar territory. She had kind of got
used to dealing with the publishers over the years. And they had
kind of got used to dealing with her. It was like an uneasy
relationship that worked. But this was a whole new ball game and DD
could feel that. It was a feeling that went through the core of
her. What would these people think of her now that she had gone to
the dark side, so to speak? How would she be able to speak? How
would she be able to look them in the eye knowing what she had
submitted as a rewrite of the story that was due for imminent
release?

“So Double D
- we will deal with the publishers as and when. But for now we have
to think of an ending to the story. At least we should be thinking
if there should be an ending, or could it be a series? I mean that
dark twist, that young girl, and the older woman. There was that
happening. That kink, that YOU wrote and what we acted out, and all
that followed and now we have to tie up the loose ends. It cannot
just end like that. There has to be an insinuation that there is
life for this woman and this young girl after. It cannot be that
something like that could happen and then the story end there,
right there. So you need to be thinking about this ending now
Double D. I think probably you already have been thinking about it
haven’t you? I have a feeling that, that mind of yours has been
working overtime in coming up with what happens next. And what
happens in the future.”

And there it was again,
the sign that this girl was way more advanced than she should have
been. “You’re right Miss. I have been thinking. I haven’t stopped
thinking. I haven’t been able to stop thinking.” And in that were
the signs that DD was under duress. The signs that this young girl
put her under duress. That it was down too Angel that DD’s mind was
in a constant state of working. A constant state of working
overtime. “Tell me Double D - tell me?” and it was easy for Angel
to keep it going. She just had to use a few words to encourage this
woman to keep going. She just had to use simple instructions to
keep this woman on edge and to keep her mind working. “The older
woman is the young girl’s ‘slave’. It didn’t start out like that.
But that young girl came into the woman’s life with something in
mind. With an end result in mind. The woman wouldn’t have an idea,
not even in the slightest what that end result was. But ever so
slowly she was getting it and ever so slowly she becomes this young
girl’s owned slave.”

Angel smiled and it was
her sincere pretty smile. DD was describing exactly her own
situation except she didn’t know it, or didn’t realise it. She was
describing almost to the letter what Angel was doing and what she
was submitting to. “Slave, and owned slave - now they are
interesting words and descriptions Double D. You think you will be
able to do such a scenario justice when you don’t know what being
an owned slave is all about?” Angel was playing with her. She knew
that DD’s mind was in such a state of fuck up that she didn’t know
what was real, and what her story and what was the future any more.
And DD tilted her head to one side. She was thinking how right
Angel was. How right this young girl was again. “Yes that’s a good
question Miss. I don’t really know. But I have to do the story
justice, I have to make it like its real life. That’s a worry Miss
- a worry that I don’t do it justice.” And Angel was smiling
again.

“Well, I can
help with that can’t I Double D? We can act out what you write, or
your ideas and that way you can at least get some idea of what it
feels like to be an owned slave before you do the final edit. How
does that sound, hmm?” Angel was planting more seeds. She was good
at that was Angel - planting seeds and then watching them flower.
Or, planting seeds and watching them fester. And there was
recognition in DD’s eyes. A recognition of what Angel had said
about her knowing what it felt like to be an owned slave. It was
something, a notion that was out of place in the twenty first
century and yet it ‘excited’ DD. It excited her mind but it excited
sexuality as well. And rather than be told what the future held for
‘her’ she was already busy in the mind with becoming an owned
slave. Angel like this way of breaking this woman down. She liked
to be leading her in a certain direction and then letting DD come
up with it all herself. She like planting those seeds and letting
DD come up with her future even if she didn’t know it.

“That’s a
strange thought, a strange feeling Miss. To be an ‘owned slave’. It
just makes me feel strange.” And DD was genuinely bemused by the
feelings and the emotions that she had as she was thinking of that
concept - being an owned slave. “Oh, really Double D? You don’t
think you would make a good ‘owned slave’ then?” Angel asked the
question casually. She was just feeding what was already in DD’s
mind but she had knocked DD for six in asking that question. “I
think I’d like to be YOUR owned slave Miss.” And she stopped, as
though she had said the unthinkable. As though she had said
something that was a game changer. Nothing else was said for a long
time. Angel simply allowed DD to wallow in those thoughts. As far
as this young girl was concerned, DD thinking about being an owned
slave and how she would do the story justice was a good thing, it
was perfect in fact. DD was thinking the way she needed to be
thinking.

“You know
Double D, I would only own the BEST slave. Do you think you can be
the best slave you can be?” It was another lead on. It was Angel
giving DD something to hold on to and at the same time knowing that
she already owned this woman. That she already owned this ‘slave’.
She was letting DD know that there was a possibility that she might
not be good enough to be owned by Angel and so that would be
something that she had to work at. She was putting a little bit of
doubt in the woman’s mind and in doing that she was ramping it all
up again. She was planting seeds that would flower later. Seeds
that would see this woman be taken deeper and deeper. Already DD
was thinking that she needed to try harder, that she needed to be
better so that at least this girl would consider owning her real
time. She didn’t have a clue that she was already owned real
time.

 



CHAPTER TWENTY

 


“My client is
pleased that you have called this meeting. She has decided that she
no longer wants to employ your services. She has decided that
because of the different direction that she is taking her work in,
that your publishing company is not suitable any longer. In short
that you cannot make the cut. Even shorter still, your asses are
fired.” Angel hadn’t given the two women any chance to say what
they had planned to say and it was clear to see that they were
taken aback. They would have been shocked at being fired, first
thing. And yet there would have been this bemusement as well at
this extraordinarily young girl, in a fitted business suit, nylon
and heels, did all the talking and that DD didn’t say
anything.

DD was in a suit as well
- a suit that showed off her figure, her height and the length of
her legs. The difference was that her suit was more like a uniform.
There was more of her nylon sheathed legs on view than might be
considered appropriate for the time of the day. And there was a
thin black tie almost regimentally done up tight around her collar.
That tie was a stark contrast to the crisp white blouse the she
wore under a fitted jacket. And the enormous mounds of her breasts
threatened to pop buttons from this shirt and there was more than a
hint of dark, thick nipples through that blouse - a sign that she
was not wearing a bra. Maybe a sign that she had been denied
permission to wear a bra. A sign maybe of what she was becoming
slowly but surely.

DD’s makeup was ‘more’
also that might have been considered for the time of the day. The
emphasis was on her lips and her eyes. Indeed DD was a
transformation to what these people wold have been used to seeing
during their twice or thrice a year meetings. And her demeanour was
totally unlike the old DD. It threw these people off. It threw them
off their stride. In fact they hadn’t got into a stride. The four
of them had barely sat down when Angel had jump started the
proceedings. And she had done it like she was a natural. She had
done it like she had done something similar before. She did it like
she was an old hand at it - whatever ‘it’ was.

“Well, well,
we were going to suggest a parting of the ways. We couldn’t be
linked to this, to this ‘material’.” The one woman, a stuffy woman
in her fifties had tried to regain some ground but she had been cut
down immediately. “Regardless of what you were going to suggest,
there will be no new contract. And further to that, as DD’s new
publisher and advisor, I am taking all of her previous titles out
of your hands. Obviously as a writer, DD has always retained the
copyright. You will NOT be handling any more marketing and you will
have nothing to do with DD Wilde as of now.” And Angel simply
stopped talking so that she could flick her eyes between the two
women sitting opposite. It would be fair to say that neither woman
knew what to say. That the cat had got their respective tongues
would be an understatement. Angel didn’t smile - she didn’t even
blink. Her pretty young face was simply straight and her stare was
piercing. There was no doubt that this girl unsettled these two
older women. From their demeanour it was clear that Angel unsettled
them and that they wished that they were anywhere else except there
right now.

For DD, she was excited.
She shouldn’t have been excited but she was. She crossed and
uncrossed her long legs and in the silence that followed the brief,
sharp words there was the sound of nylon rasping nylon time after
time. DD wasn’t used to any form of confrontation. And these
meetings she usually had two or three times a year bored her to
tears. Truth be known she never wanted to attend them, but had to.
The publishers had dictated that. And now here she was sitting in
utter silence at Angel, this young, exciting, sexy girl taking
these two women, experienced women to pieces with as little effort
as she handled DD herself. DD could feel the wetness between her
thighs. It was the appearance of the wetness that signalled the
throbs to the bases of her nipples and her clitoris. Her switches
were being flicked again.

“So, was
there anything else, Ladies?” Angel spoke again and this time she
emphasised the ‘ladies’. And once again these two women, one middle
aged, the other younger, her PA didn’t quite know what to say. “I’m
assuming you have lawyers who will formally end this relationship
and the business side of things? I’m assuming that you will pay
what you owe my client and that you will desist immediately from
marketing her current and previous titles? Is there anything else
to discuss? Have I missed something?” Angel was pretty hard faced
in how she spoke. Still her age and the way she was able to
communicate would send shivers down the spine of anyone who might
have seen or heard this exchange.

“I would just
like to say that we think you are making a big mistake DD. I don’t
know what’s going on here, but you are not being advised correctly
or rightly. This little girl here, is obviously from a broken home,
and she is obviously a little bit mixed up in the head to be having
anything to do with that latest material you have written. Its
obscene and its disgusting. But it’s not too late for you to pull
out of this decision that appears to have been made for you.” That
was the younger of the woman who spoke. And as she was speaking DD
was having a slither of excitement that was also fear flowing
through her. It wasn’t fear for herself but she did feel that this
woman was making a terrible mistake talking to Angel the way she
was talking. It was her attempt at talking Angel down and there was
just this ‘feeling’ that she was making a terrible
mistake.

Angel didn’t speak
straight away. She didn’t attempt to stop the woman in her tracks,
or she didn’t attempt to interrupt was she was saying. In short she
let her have her say. It was like she wanted her to have her say.
And there was this look that came down across Angel’s face, like a
shadow and that gave more cause for concern. DD wouldn’t have seen
this look before. She would have seen a great many of Angels facial
expressions, and of her ever changing moods. But she wouldn’t have
seen this one. This was a look that crossed Angel’s face when she
was in kill mode on her video games. It was the look that was
reserved for when she was in character. A look that if one was
honest, didn’t bode well for any form of feel good factor kicking
in soon. Even when Angel moved back her chair and stood up it
didn’t look like she was about to do anything. If anything, it
looked like this woman had hit a nerve - that she had hit something
on the head, like a nail. There was almost this haunted look to
Angel’s face and that had a strange effect on DD. That had the
effect of sending excitement but also that undiluted fear racing
through her.

That was justified. By
the time Angel had twisted the woman’s red hair around her fist and
slammed her face to the table top, DD was flowing freely from
between the legs. “Listen to me you uppity cunt. The only mistake
that’s been made here is you talking to my client like that and
talking about me as though I’m not here. Now I am going to be
really kind to you and give you a chance to shut the fuck up. One
more word out of you, and you will be finished in more ways than
one. And make you no mistake that I know what I am talking about. I
know EXACTLY what I could do with you, and believe me, you don’t
want to experience what is going through my mind right now.” Angel
slammed the shocked woman’s face into the table again and then she
yanked her head up. The worrying thing was that she was not angry.
Angel was not spitting through gritted teeth in anger that this
woman had dared to talk about her the way she had. She was calm.
The level of violence she hinted at was high and yet she was calm.
There was no doubt in DD’s mind that Angel was capable of what she
was saying. There was no doubt that she was capable probably, of a
lot more than she was suggesting and DD knew this. But it was just
that she knew it, it excited her as well. It excited her a lot and
she could feel that from the slipperiness of her upper thighs. The
bare flesh above her stocking tops was saturated with her own
produce.

“I trust I am
making myself clear?” Angel kept the woman’s hair twisted around
her fist and she screwed it tighter as though underlining what she
had just asked. The woman, petrified by this point simply nodded
with her eyes. Angel had been holding her head solid rock like by
her hair so that was all she could do was nod with her eyes. Then
Angel let her go and there was this sigh of relief from both the
women. Angel turned on her prettiest, most sincere smile, “I
believe we are done here. Please do ensure that this arrangements
comes to an end neatly and tidily because I don’t want to have to
come back here for another discussion - am I making myself clear?”
Angel wasn’t talking to either woman in particular. She was
flicking her eyes between the two. Either one of them could have
replied. Both of them just nodded and it was the older one who
spoke. “Everything will be taken care of, I promise.” And for there
first time there was this sincerity in this woman’s voice. What she
actually wanted was DD and this maniac girl out of this room and
out of the building. She wanted them both out of her life right at
this point and there was nothing she wouldn’t agree to in order to
make that happen.

 


“So your
‘heroine’ has become an ‘owned slave’. She has had her life invaded
by this young girl and this girl has slowly eroded her freedom. She
has slowly eroded her normal life. The concept of becoming an owned
slave was introduced to her very very slowly over time. It was
introduced under the radar in such a way that it became acceptable
and it became the normal. She became an owned slave to this young
girl because it seemed like it was the right thing for her to do.”
It was almost as though Angel was lecturing DD. It was almost like
she was in a lesson with her and the roles had been reversed. DD
would have made the perfect school ma’am but not here. Angel was
discussing the ending of the current story with the writer. And as
she was talking she was holding a huge headed wand vibrator against
the clitoris of the older woman.

DD was in the chair, in
the window overlooking The Earl Of Cadogan Gardens but she was not
tied, she was not cuffed. Instead she was sitting in just her
stockings and heels and she had her hands under her knees and she
was holding her feet up off the floor. And she was holding her legs
wide. She was exposed for Angel - and she had been like that for
some time. Angel was stimulating her because there was an objective
that she was working to. Yes she was talking about the ending of
the story that DD Wilde had pretty much needed to re-write
completely. But she was also talking about the rest of DD’s life
and her future.

Yes, Angel was cleverly
talking about the story but she was talking about DD’s future as
well. And she was stimulating her, she was turning the older woman
on to the notion of ‘owned slavery’ because that was where she was
heading with her. “Mmmm yes Miss, she’s an owned slave.” DD was
trying to keep her tone business like but she was dealing with the
stimulation from the vibe head that Angel was playing up and down
her slit, and then round and round her clitoris. She was then
pressing the vibe to the clit and holding it there. “And how do you
feel about that Double D? How do you feel about this woman becoming
owned by this young girl? Indeed how do you feel about the concept
of being an owned slave altogether?” The head of the vibrator was
throwing off little droplets of sex juice and DD was letting out
sharp sighs, and little moans. “I think it a good ending for her
Miss. I think she should feel very lucky that this young girl wants
to own her. I think Miss I feel a little jealous of her if I’m
honest.”

DD was aroused and that
was obvious. Her tone had altered from as business like as she
could manage through to breathy and hissy. Angel was turning her on
to the concept of slave ownership, and to being owned. She smiled
when DD said that she was jealous - she liked that. “Aww Double D,
you’re jealous? So you want to be an owned slave? You want to have
your freedom taken off you, your life taken from you, your wealth
controlled not by you, but by a nubile young girl, like me for
instance? How sweet is that?” Angel made like she was mocking DD’s
jealousy but she was playing on it. She was using it like another
of her tools. And all the time she was playing the bulb of the vibe
head over the sexual flesh of the woman. She was talking and she
was planting more seeds in DD’s head. DD’s stimulation had reached
levels now where she could not really have a properly conducted a
conversation. She could speak in single words, or a few words at a
time. But her focus had been directed by Angel now to the sexual
pleasure than she was giving her. And yet those thoughts, what she
was talking about, slave ownership, her thoughts on that and what
it would be like were growing and growing. They were becoming like
not thoughts at all but desires that she had for
herself.

“I think that
would be amazing Miss - to be an owned slave. To be YOUR owned
slave.” And that was what the concept had grown into in her mind -
like a desire, a sexual desire but also a state of being. To be the
owned slave of Angel would be like a filthy sexual dream come true.
And now the ending of the story that she was writing was becoming
more and more clear. Like she knew how it should end. And mixed in
there was the knowledge of the path ahead for her. And that was it.
The two were becoming intertwined. They were becoming as one. The
two paths were blending into one. What was odd though, what was
beyond odd was that this girl, this young girl Angel could have
‘taken’ what she wanted. She could have taken what she was with
ease and yet she was playing this game with DD. It was like she was
getting this woman to map out her own future. It was like she was
getting her ‘consent’ to be what she wanted her to be. It was like
that was a kink all of its own. Angel’s kink was the purest and
most insipid form of domination that one woman could apply to
another, that she was controlling it and that she was taking it all
from DD, but she was doing it with her consent. It was like the
kinkiness or the nastiness was double or treble because this young
girl was cajoling and manipulating the situation but at the same
time she was getting this woman’s consent to do just
that.

There was no doubt that
Angel was a disturbed girl. There was no doubt either that she was
taking DD down. But she was doing it her way. She was doing it her
own unique way. “It would be delicious wouldn’t it Double D? To be
‘owned’ by me? Not to have to make any decisions again. To have
everything decided for you. Not to have to worry about normal
everyday things. To only concentrate on pleasing me - in every way.
For me to control your money, and your wealth. For me to control
every single aspect of your life. For me to control your life -
full stop. Imagine that Double D - you an ‘owned slave’? Not just
my slut but my owned slave?” And still Angel was working that
vibrator but now she was concentrating her efforts on the clitoris.
She was concentrating on building an orgasm. And in doing that she
was building the desire in DD of what she was describing. She was
making what she was describing sexual. And making the concept of it
sexual. She was making the thought of slave ownership a sexual
thing for DD. She was planting those seeds and she was feeding
those seeds with the vibrator that she was using.

The very vision of DD on
this chair, holding her long stockinged legs up and wide, looking
at the vacant, sex drenched expression on her face, and the
deadness of her eyes, and a certain amount of lolling of her
tongue, and the drooling. There had to be some satisfaction in
Angel that the woman was where she needed her to be now. “Ohhh yes
Miss, yes Miss, that would be so fabulous. So right.” Her voice
almost hypnotised. And Angel didn’t say anything straight away she
simply played that vibrator and she built up the orgasm. She built
it up and she played it. She didn’t let this woman cum yet, she
simply built it and built it using that vibrator. “You know, if I
take ownership of you - I take everything. You will give up
everything just to be this ‘sexual being’ this ‘owned slave’ owned
by ME right? There will be no going back - once I start the
process, once I set wheels in motion, they cannot be put into
reverse. You know all of this right? But to give it all up like
that is something that excites you - it excites your mind and it
excites you sexually. It is what you want right?”

Angel was explaining it
and she was describing it as it was going to be. She was covering
the pitfalls and the negatives but she was dressing them up to be
sexually enticing for DD. And DD Wilde was falling for it. She was
buying into it. She was buying into it because she had been
manipulated into buying into it. Right at this time she needed to
cum. She needed to orgasm but she needed to be owned as well. That
was it. She needed to be owned. She knew how the story was going to
end for the heroine in her latest book and she knew how the story
was going to end for her. And as Angel allowed this woman to spill
into orgasm, DD screeched her consent, “Yesssss Miss, own me please
Miss. Own all of me, always and forever. Yes Miss yes I want it
Miss yes Miss.” Angel smiled as another of her numerous kinks was
sated. Today was the first day of the rest of her life, and
DD’s.
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