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This book is dedicated to my mother.

Despite the odds, she survived.

 


I love you, Mum.


Chapter 1

 


The righteous shall rejoice when he
sees the vengeance; he will bathe his feet in the blood of the
wicked.

~ Psalm 58:10

 


Wind is stronger. Trees bow to wind. The force cannot be
ignored. The tree although resistant, has no choice. If it does not
bow, it will break.

That's my choice. Will I bow? Or will I break?

 


It smells filthy. Fighting back a gag. Tears sting. My nose
burning from ragged breath. Can't scream with this plastic smelling
tape on my mouth. Can hardly breathe. All I see is light sneaking
in from under the locked door. Have to get a grip. Haven't had
water or contact for so long. I have no idea how to reckon days
here. Wherever here is. I have to save the body fluids or I'll
dehydrate.

Oh God …

Rocking myself, simply terrified.

Please help me. Someone hear my prayers.

Why me?

 



Chapter 2

 


Then beware and be afraid of the
sword of divine vengeance,

for wrathful are the punishments of that sword,

that you may know there is a judgement.

~ Job 19:29

 


No!

Shaking violently. Can't see. Pain. Oh Jesus! I hardly
recognise the screaming as coming from me. Feel the thud before
ears register. Like bone imploding against bone inside my head.
Crunching teeth. Burning mingled with immediate numb. The blood in
my mouth is all I taste – smell – swallow.

Shocked. Just – want – pain – to – stop. Throbbing pounding
through right cheek. A low moan escapes; broken agony.

"Crawl in the dirt. Dirty whore." His voice a loathing
sneer.

THUD.

Breathe. Forcing myself to slowly, carefully, keep breathing.
Nothing too deep. Deep causes severe pain. Tears sear like acid. Oh
god. Can't take the pain. Can't breathe. Excruciating pain in eye.
Dust breathing in. Tasting the foul floor I'm prone on. Tape
removed from mouth, sensitive lips exposed.

"P … p … please."

"You have dirty knees from crawling."

CRUNCH.

Shuddering … can't … please … oh fuck … why? The forceful impact an instant
cathartic explosion. Huddled over now, forehead on hard gritty
floor, spit. Cough. Burning bile infuses the blood.

"P … please."

Hollow laughter mocks me. "P … please." Footsteps crunch
behind me and he pauses, shivers skim my nape. "Did you say please
when you were fucking them in dark alleys saturated in
stench?"

Breath whispers down my nape, squeezing my eyes shut tightly
attempting to shut him and this fear out.

"Did your mommy teach you to say please so that vulnerable men
would think you're adorable? You abuse that word." Blasting breath
into my ear, his voice so even and calculated, "This is why I must
chastise you."

The crack is reinforced with agony in my temple. I'm unaware
that he finds watching my trickling purged blood,
meditational.

"Father, Jesus, please …"

"I will cut out your tongue if you continue to pray with an
insincere heart. You can't deceive God the way you deceive
loins."

The monotony of his voice would be soothing in a therapist's
office, but here, it solidifies my marrow with terror.

 



Chapter 3

 


Fear is a darkroom where negatives develop.

~Usman B. Asif

 


"What makes you poor, Shauna?"

"You know my name?"

STING.

Instantly quivers begin again. Please, no more pain. Squeezing eyes
behind the filthy rag that smells of grease, I'm frozen. Movement
means pain. The stinging doesn't abate. Hot wetness runs down skin
under my shirt. Clenching teeth. Ache. I ache everywhere.
Terrified, I stay still, petrified like ancient wood, frozen like a
bug captured in amber.

"Life is a series of choices. Do you like torture so much, you
provoke me?"

I don't dare reply.

"What makes you poor Shauna?"

Shaking my head. He makes me so terrified I can feel my womb
contracting. No matter what I say, it will be wrong. Just another
excuse to beat me until I succumb to darkness. Despite cracked lips
and dry mouth, hot tears begin saturating the cloth on my eyes.
Soaking it with desperation.

"Your choices. You think beauty gives you rite of passage.
Charm, a reason to take. Sex, a reason to lay waste, like a
vampire. Taking from the willing until they have nothing left to
give you. Then you move on."

CRACK!

"You are empty."

I am paused, waiting for the pain to subside before daring to
speak. My life suspended like a dragonfly hovering over water.
"Why? Do I know you? Did I hurt you?"

Grip covering my face, squeezing. Breath washing over me. "You
are poor because you are empty."

His breath mingled with hate is forceful as it rushes into my
nostrils. Detonating a fear grenade. Clothing rustles as he moves
slowly behind me. It's enough to start the tremors. When he moves
behind me; the pain is about to begin again. Punishment for
sinning. How can it be sinning if you're not a believer of a book
written over two thousand years ago? Every hair follicle on my
scalp prickles with the sound of scraping. The rattle reminiscent
of a metal chain. Tinkling, like many safety pins in an old metal
tin.

"Please. I'll repent – change – forgive me. Please …
please …" My hoarse voice
dissipates as my throat closes, half choking on mucous and tears.
Crawling, in restrained spurts, unable to stand, shimmying over
hard gritty surface, desperate to get space between me and the
whoosh flinging past my ear.

"No one can hear you scream. I am curing you with salt. It
burns. It purifies you of your filth. One day you will thank me for
this exorcism."

 


Quivering breath. Can't – too … too much – mommy – oh god …
The burning in my skin, like he sunk hooks into me and ripped them
out.

"No!"

Oh fuck. Wrenching me by hair, my face smashes down,
connecting with hard unyielding …

SCREEEEEAAAAAAAAAAAAAAM!

"Ought you not to know that the Lord,
the God of Israel, gave the kingship over Israel to David forever,
even to him and to his sons by a covenant of salt? 2 Chronicles
13:5; Even Mark insists in verse nine, 'For everyone shall be
salted with fire.' You ask why? Salt burns and it purifies. This is
your new covenant."

Can't. Burning. Uncontrollable shudders. Unbearable.
Burning. Flinching away
when he touches my face, unsettling when the gloved hand wipes
under the blindfold as if to wipe away my tears. I must know him.
He feels remorse, I'm almost sure of it.

"One day you will understand, you left me no
choice."

His tone borders on affectionate, the hand lingers too long on
my shoulder. Psychotic, schizophrenic, maniac. He's mad.

"Who are you?"

"Your angel. Vengeance."


Chapter 4

 


Character, like a photograph, develops in
darkness.

~Yousuf Karsh.

 


Day by day I wash her clean, returning purity to her. Purity
of thought, spirit, soul and body. I am a holistic healer. My art
is subtle. My craft honed. My methods questioned, but always with
result. Like cures like. A simple homeopathic principle.

When in the deepest throes of agony, all pretence is stripped,
and I finally see her soul through surprising blue eyes. A precious
sight to behold. It makes me unbearably hard when I stare at her
unmasked vulnerability. As crystal liquid moistens lashes, making
them darker, I get harder. Blind to me due to medication, I stare
deeply into eyes, watch her lips trembling. It makes her wild,
untamed. The way she must have been when young and
unstained.

I am retraining my angel, to stop falling; falling wantonly. I
shall show her a new way. She is nearly there now. Absently I hold
white lace to my nose, inhaling her core scent as I stare into her
eyes. Soon she will pass out. The body cannot maintain that level
of vigilance and fear. Coupled with the sedative, within sixty
seconds my little whoring angel will slumber sweetly.

I am forced to be her Nemesis, it's not a yoke to wear
frivolously. Unlike Sadie who had her painted fingernails pulled
out to show her the futility of vanity. How she screamed when I
shaved her locks of bleached hair off, adapted into braids to
restrain her. Her vanity became her prison and her pain.

Shauna has developed well under my tutelage. No longer kept in
filth, she reclines daintily on the bed in the cell. Finally my
angel is back in white silk, clinging to ethereal curves,
highlighting with each breath she inhales. This is a period of
Grace for her. She cannot be thankful yet, because she is blinded
by the darkness of her sin. I derive no pleasure from this. I am
using as little force as I dare, to force the evil out of her soul.
I hurt her as little as possible. I know how Father feels. It hurts
to punish the ones you love, but if they do not turn from sin, they
leave us no choice.

Returning my thoughts to focus on Shauna, capturing her
perfection with a whir of the Sony's shutter. She has been mine for
three months. I know her intimate cycle, I place her fragile body
in clean silk each day. After bathing her, I indulge in choices of
white lace to kiss her folds. White for my angel returned to
brilliance.

The white ribbon is soft and pliable, belying the strength of
the adorning restraints. Ribbon does not stretch, nor does it
chaff. It's gentle and impenetrable in its poetic captivation of
delicate wrists. Despite the dead women who precede this one, and
their tarnished opinions, I am not a monster. Shauna's skin is
alabaster in its purity, the only character on it are
constellations of freckles. I've relished them. Tracing them with
my tongue. Joining her dots during the tasting and savouring of
delicate nubile skin.

 


I pause, overwhelmed with a growing sensation of pride at my
accomplishment. She relies on me. She is mine. I will not share
her. She cannot know how we have bonded. Unlike her past, she
remains undefiled. Soon she will need me, rely on me – willingly,
feel safe with me and only me. The next time my angel bends her
knees, it will be to worship and adore, me. She doesn't know it,
but she will need me to protect her. Of her own volition, she will
come to me, and I shall watch over and protect her, at times, even
from herself. Possessively I hold her breath lifted breast. I love
that she responds to me. Eagerly her body hardens under the touch,
pressing with begging into my palm. Soon
my love. Soon. It's not easy for either of us.

Turning from her slumbering form, with those rosy pouting lips
partially parted, as if begging for a kiss from God's breath, I
kill the light. When she is awake and undrugged I am forced to wear
the night vision goggles. I keep my voice gravely and
unrecognisable. Ever since a child I've been gifted with the
ability to mimic famous voices and accents. She thinks I sound like
a five packs a day smoker.

Soon I shall give my angel her wings back, to see if she can
fly. She will never forget when she discovers the tattoo on her
lower back. Two little wings in the shape of my V, with "Dirty
Angel". All signs of the torture have been corrected. It took my
deepest surgeon's skills to reconstruct, but it was necessary. When
I release her, and she tells her loved ones of what she endured
during her cleansing, they will look for physical evidence, and
there is none. She will doubt eventually what she knows to be true.
The mind, such a delicate balance. So easy to confuse it, retrain
it. Oh yes, one day she will tell me her deepest secrets in
confidence, telling me about myself, and I will be the only one to
believe her. We will bond through empathy. She will rely on me for
validation, giving me trust.

Shaking my head, I feel annoyed with myself for craving the
future now. Now is all we have. Now, it is one step at a time. She
may well fall again. When she is half sedated she speaks openly
without recollection. Trusting eyes staring sightlessly into mine.
I have just one desire I wish to experience. But that takes
patience. I have to wait for the inevitable day that she clings to
me, seeking haven. Then I shall discover for myself what she looks
like blind. The shutter closes on the camera. She is still
developing in this dark. Soon her magnificence will be restored in
full colour.

In a moment of banished guard she told me, when I asked her
for a secret no one knows, her velvet voice whispered drunkenly, "I
go blind during orgasm."

A fallen angel who sees only the soul as spirits fuse, how
precious. This one is innocuous, headily addictive. She is the
perfect drug I have been seeking. My dirty little thing. I have
kissed every hair follicle, watching her pupils dilate.

I caught this one falling, before it was too late.


Chapter 5

 


She gives her hand and surrenders; her supports and
battlements fall, her walls are thrown down. For this is the
vengeance of the Lord: take vengeance on her; as she has done to
others, do to her.

~ Jeremiah 50:15

 


Whir. Shuffle. Clack. I can't move. Breath combs eyelashes. I
know you're here. Smell your sweat. Shiver. Inside, where I hide
from you; clammy finger pushing obsessively between afraid breasts.
Creak. Pine slats groan when you sit with me. How did you make me
still? Still like the photograph I know you just took. Hand tracing
hair off my spine. I am mine. Not yours. You stroke me like a
lover. Sound like you're breathing through a mask. Suffocating
inhalations. Raspy.

Touch, stroke, hand tighten, hurting. Rasp. Clack clunk. Clack
clunk. Clack clunk. Metal? Rasp. Cold. So cold. You stole reflexes.
Unable to muster a goose-bump to reveal my discomfort. THUMP.
Creak. Returning to slide over skin. Rasp. Heated weight on thigh.
Pushing on heart. Hot. Feels like leather. I cannot cry. Cannot
whimper. Still. Still under your command. Still here. Still afraid.
Still eternity. Still living corpse. Subzero still. Wet. Warm. It's
a mouth. I die a little more, still in silence, paralysed by you,
in fear, in pain.

 


Still veiled in post nightmare sheen I pad barefoot to the
kitchen. Another city, another country, another hovel. To be fair,
this one is rather nice. Since Mom and Dad took pity on my
delusional state of mind. I retrieve water, pour,
swallow.

I'm still uncomfortably cold.

I had therapy. It didn't help. Found in an alley wearing
nothing more than a white silk slip, my parents concluded I'd been
prostituting myself for drugs. A V tattoo of wings on my lower back
was proof that I'd joined a gang of women found drugged to their
eyeballs, eyes glazed in cold death. When I became hysterical, they
shut me up with tranquillisers and put me in a psychiatric ward for
observation. Me, do drugs? I thought they knew me. I'm simply
terrified of needles. Yet accumulated track marks between my toes,
proof. I confessed to torture, and was told it was a hallucination.
A common side effect. My body intact. Just track marks. One more
slut. One more good girl gone bad.

If it was all my imagination, why is he so real? Why does he
haunt my sleep? I can still smell him, feel him, hear his
gravelly voice
siphoning my soul out of me. I begged. I prayed. I pleaded. Why for
the love of rainbows would I ever take a drug that gave me that
kind of high? Cocaine, I've heard, feels like heaven. He called me
an angel. Dirty angel. Is that why I took the drugs? So I could fly
back again and again to hear my own screams? Taste my own
blood?

Free-falling tears rush to kiss skin. How could I hallucinate
that? Wet diamonds falling from your eyes
angel. The more you cry, the wealthier you become. Storing riches
in Heaven. Could I have imagined Vengeance?
An angel called Vengeance? I hate crying now. Wiping tears away.
Hiding them in shame. I can't keep on feeding him. I suppose it
does sound delusional saying an angel kidnapped me.

If he isn't real, explain the cards? I thought that by moving
to New York he'd never find me. Naively I believed that being
amongst many strangers, I could remain anonymous. It took him only
three weeks to find me. Flowers arrived. The card from Vengeance. I
moved to Alabama. Two weeks, a card and white roses. I went
farther, to Melbourne. Then Surrey. Every time he managed to find
me. Announcing it with roses and a card. Protecting you angel. Love. Vengeance. I didn't tell my therapist that. They'd simply accuse me of
sending them to myself. Feeding my paranoia. Am I mad? Do I? Do I
send myself cards and roses, and not remember? Am I really running
away from me? Am I really afraid of me?

 


But this time I think I've outsmarted him. I've found haven in
the cosmopolitan land of South Africa. Hidden high up in a block of
apartments in Rondebosch. I like it here. I hope he doesn't find me
again. Still so cold. Maybe have a hot bath? What time is it?
Three-twenty. Who cares. I can bath any time of day or night I
choose.

Strolling absently into the bathroom, I bend over the pink
tub. I never liked pink. But now it feels right. And I never
thought I'd ever purchase lavender bubble bath. But I use anything
I can now, to soothe frazzled nerves. I'm trying to heal, I really
am. One day I'll sleep through the night. One day I'll tell someone
about him, and for once I'll be believed. One day I'll be
free.

Sighing heavily, I swirl the water. It's soothing,
mesmerising. Water is so tranquil. Did he ever bath me? I can't
recall. It needs
more cold. Adjusting the taps I get the temperature right. What I
don't understand is why, now, I can only sleep in white. Am I
subconsciously afraid to wear another colour to bed? I'm not sure.
I do know I'm too afraid to go shopping much. I hate crowds. He
could be anyone, anywhere. He could be right behind me in a queue
and I wouldn't know it. I know it's unhealthy to keep my own
company constantly, but I'm afraid of the world now. I'm afraid of
everything beyond my front door. I still need to hide. Licking my
mental wounds. Stitching my frayed mind with solitude. I turn the
taps to silence. Placing my glass of water next to the bath,
lighting the pink candle.

Softly whispering through my home. It's apt that I'm a shadow
living in shadows. Putting Andrew Chester into my Mac and pressing
play. Float infuses the space with melancholic tones. Soothing, gentle,
tranquil. Closing my eyes for a moment. Twirl on the ball of my
foot. Toes pointing, arms swanning. Ballet never leaves you.
Instrumental music balms a raw heart. Maybe darkness is my friend.
Maybe it is kind. Sigh.

Killing lights as I walk back to the bathroom, I pause in
candle twilight. I wish I could have a lover again. Someone to hold
me at night. To love my pain away. Kiss my fears, catch my tears.
Closing my eyes, I pretend for a moment. Lifting my satin slip over
my head. Standing naked before a shadow. Wishing he'd materialise.
Hold me in warm arms.

Instead I step into the bath. Letting warm water be my
embrace. Lavender his cologne. Water the kisses and caresses. One
day …

***

I treasure these uninterrupted moments of privacy with her.
Our solitude is absolute. Like Father, I watch over her day and
night, enjoying my role as her guardian and reformative angel.
Through concealed digital eyes I survey her sleeping, cradled in my
presence, in slumber I witness her vulnerability and
trust.

She is transformed. She's become shy of strangers, unable to
meet anyone's gaze except her own in the bathroom mirror. She has
unexplained outbursts, when she huddles and cries. This must be
part of the cleansing, remorse and shame are good portents for our
future together.

Occasionally I catch true fear in her eyes, but take comfort
in knowing that I will be the one responsible for removing fear
from her vocabulary. The time for approach is near, when I become
more than a voyeuristic angel, and move into her tangible daily
life.

Studying her fluid grace as she moves to the tub, dipping her
hand into the foam, swirling it as if recalling the holy water, I
appreciate her female beauty. Subconsciously my waif knows that
she's tapped into the river of life and I cherish watching her
bathe in her daily ritual. Often scrubbing furiously as if trying
to scrub the sin from her body. Oft times she emerges from the
cleansing with skin almost ruddy from the scalding heat. I've
studied psychology and know this is a symptom she shares with rape
victims. Her soul understands that I am the catalyst that showed
her the sin of the flesh. And she punishes that flesh with
scrubbing, like the truly devout.

When she weeps and covers her face with the sponge, she does
not hear my reassurances that I will keep her safe from harm. She
doesn't hear me when I tell her how God sees only her beauty now,
trying to halt the trembling of her lower lip when she stares
straight into my eyes through the mirror.

The next time she whimpers my name in her sleep, I intend to
be there to wrap her up in my strength, the way she wraps the bath
towel around her body now, her skin flushed from her latest
cleansing. She moves like a dancer, like a sapling in the wind.
God's breath swirls around her and she reveals His subtlety in her
movements.

Free from the perfect darkness of captivity; subconsciously
speaking to me in her sleep; I crave the day she says my name in my
ear, "Vengeance."


Chapter 6

 


The virtue of the camera is not the
power it has to transform the photographer into an artist,
but the impulse it gives him to keep on
looking.

~Brooks Anderson

 


I always feel better after dress up. Starting with sexy
underwear. Rifling through a drawer I uncover sheer white lace.
Doing a reverse strip tease to the music still playing, watching
myself in the mirror. I stay in view of myself, posed on the pale
blue bed, combing out long hair. I miss admiration. Looks of
appreciation from strangers. Silent validation in a stolen glance.
I miss watching my hair stalk kisses across skin. What's the point
of having long luxurious hair with no one to touch it? Smell it.
Revel in it; catching it between fingers?

Annoyed. I move to the dressing table. Flicking open the
mother-of-pearl inlaid box from my grandmother. Selecting scarlet
lipstick, I uncap it, twisting it out. Phallically horny, the red
pillar glides over pouting lips. Blowing the girl in the mirror a
kiss, I twist it down. I stare at dark eyes, the pupils dilating
due to half light. I'm feeling nostalgic. I like it dim. Shadows
suit me. They soften the pain etched into my face and glaze the
haunting in my eyes. I almost like what I see. Selecting First, my
favourite perfume by Van Cleef and Arples, I spray liberally.
Closing lazy eyes to inhale my wrist in appreciation.

I need my red dress! It's so seductive. Off the shoulder with
a scalloped edge. Tight over plump breasts, snug to my waist.
Highlighting who I was. Showing off what men used to see. Excited
now, the shroud of depression lifting, I catch it off the hanger.
Slipping it on, it hugs me. Loves me. It just ignites sexy Shauna.
Where are my sinner's rubies? Hmmm. Sucking my finger thoughtfully,
I ponder where I put them when unpacking. Top bedside drawer, I
think. Flouncing around the bed I collapse onto it, feeling ready
for a lover. I sink momentarily into pillows, cradling my head as
if in a lover's crooked arm. Casting my memory back to damask
nights laced in spicy aftershave. My nose remembers every one of
them.

Snapping up, I rifle for the earrings. Seizing them, I slip
them in. Rushing back to the mirror, the sparkle of blood gems
flare my passion. My joie de vivre. Heels! Tall, sexy, elongating
heels. I prowl back to the closet. Choosing the wine red five inch
heels and slipping them on. Cat-walking back to the mirror. I could
never be a model. I'm too short at five foot two. But in here I can
be anyone. Right now I am Shauna, queen of the night. Miss sultry
delight. My neck looks naked. It needs a kiss. Tilting my head,
arching my neck, I wallow in kisses long gone. My teardrop necklace
will have to suffice tonight.

I return to the mirror, running languid hands down my sides.
Pretending for a moment that they belong to another. Someone who
can love me. Who doesn't think I'm crazy.

That thought pops my evanescent bubble of joy. The reawakening
forced back into the cocoon. Suddenly afraid, despising her, that
girl in the mirror; that girl got me hurt. I snatch out the
earrings, throwing them at the bed. Fevered, panicked, I unzip the
dress, standing on it as I take off the shoes. I rush to snatch a
tissue, wiping hard at my lips. Don't cry. Don't cry.

Shauna don't you cry for him.

***

Watching.

 


I'm comforted in this womb of darkness, the only light coming
from the squares revealing what my manmade eyes see inside her
home. The discomfort of the heat from the leather of Vengeance's
armour reminds me of the lesson of responsibility. It's often
uncomfortable to walk the path of the righteous, responsible for
turning the fallen. She has never witnessed me, thus she's never
seen me in God's regalia. Some have, those putrid sinners covered
in the stench of fear and sin. Dressed like this, I feel powerful.
This is who I am when I am the right hand of the Father, and those
who've seen me as such have spent their last breath staring into
the slits of the eyes, a vision of terror as I wield God's sword to
smite them from the Earth. Their last vision being the red horns on
the black head-mask, a visual reminder of the fallen.

It's merely a metaphorical representation of the task. My life
has been spent in this service to the Lord. I was chosen at birth
and Father blesses me with a heavy purse to purchase the very
latest in technology. Underneath the black leather covering my
skin, I wear the mark of the chosen. The omega stamp on my arm
bears testimony that I am the end. When He sends me to you, it's
often to remove you – permanently; forcing you to stop sinning and
preventing the damning of a once perfect soul.

Standing, I walk with her from screen to screen, always at her
side, dependable, a silent chaperone. What is this vanity? Why does
she tease me with the way she's dressing? Posing carefully before
the mirror, going so far as to taunt me by blowing a kiss at me
after smearing her lips with Lilith's stain? Misting perfume onto
her reborn skin, unsettled I stop to stare at the red sin of the
velvet dress that pushes swells up to tease weak men to touch
her.

What is she doing? Indecision swirls my senses. Is she going
out? How is this possible? I know everything. She has no visitors,
she does her shopping online and only the delivery men visit her
door across the hall. Even then she has the standard instruction
that they deposit it and leave. I've a tap on her phone, she's made
no plans. She's cautious now, and I'm so proud of her for keeping
herself chaste for me. She's had no phone calls, I have every
minute of her day digitally recorded.

Who are you dressing for, Shauna? How did you deceive me? Why?
Why after all we've been through could you betray me this
way?

She's heard me. I settle back down when she rips at the dress,
kicks off the shoes, wiping her mouth in distaste, baptising
herself again with tears.

"Don't cry. You cannot be that sinner any longer. I'm here.
Right here, with you."

 



Chapter 7

 


To manipulate an image is to control
a people.

~Carolyn Gerard

 


"Hello?"

The worry reflected on her face claws at me. Fighting my
reflex to touch her, I give her the false security of believing the
pathetic chain holding her door askance is keeping her safe. Her
blue eyes deepen to midnight, betraying terror.

Adopting my tranquil tone, I offer a half smile. I can be
exceptionally ingratiating and charming when the need arises. This
is the first contact; impressions are paramount. Turning so that I
appear to be indecisive, bordering on walking away, I inject warmth
into my tone, knowing my eyes appear gentle and
unthreatening.

"I apologise for the intrusion. I live across from you at
number 616, and I've noticed that you live alone and get everything
delivered. I'm on my way to the gym and plan on stopping at
Woolworths on my way home, and thought it was time I did the
neighbourly thing and offered to pick up anything you need while
I'm there."

I catch her staring at my arm, the strength in them I can't
hide, she's definitely afraid. Using reverse psychology, I attempt
my bashful awkward smile, adopting embarrassment, "Never mind.
Sorry to bother you." After two languid steps I hear the chain
slide off the door.

"Wait. I'm sorry, I just wasn't expecting anyone and you
startled me. I do need eggs."

 


Turning back, I maintain the distance as I face her. I can
smell her, her voice sifting unhindered through the air to me
coupled with the unsure smile she's offering, are pure
aphrodisiacs. I nod acknowledgement, as if unsure.

"Let me just get my purse …" her voice fades as she darts back
indoors, forcing me to follow her. She tests my faith relentlessly.
Bending over, presenting diminutive curves as she rifles through
her bag.

"Please, no money required. Consider it a gift from one
neighbour to another."

Thank God she stands erect again, pressing full lips together
in displeasure. I assure her,
"I'm very well paid, it's no sufferance. It's a
gift and my pleasure to be able to help a neighbour."

Wiping her palms down pink jeans, she offers a hand, stepping
closer, "I'm Shauna."

Her touch shocks my heart, staring down into gullible cobalt
eyes, I'm forced to swallow before responding, "Victor." Releasing
her hand after the briefest of contact, I turn and stride back out
of her home, pausing on the doormat, "I'll knock on your door in
about an hour. Nice to meet you, Shauna."

"Thank you."

She's followed me and is leaning with one hand on the door,
ready to close it again.

"Any time."

"Victor?"

Turning back from leaving, I face her again, noticing the
change in her demeanour, "Yes?"

"You keep strange hours. Do you work from home?"

"I'm a doctor. We do keep all hours depending on the needs of
our patients."

Her smile beams approval.

"See you later." She waves briefly before closing and locking
the door.

I wait for the scraping of the chain before indulging in a
smile, leaping down the stairs with euphoric bounce at our contact.
Our future has begun.

***

"Shauna, stop being so stubborn. He's perfectly nice, Sandra
has assured me that he's lonely just like you. What harm is there
in dinner? You have to get out. You're too young to lock yourself
up like an old spinster."

"Mother, I don't want to go on a blind date that Leanne has
set up. I like the way you trust her mother to manipulate my life
and gauge my taste. Her idea of nice, and mine, are two totally
different things."

A knock on the door interrupts my diatribe.

"Mum, just hang on a sec."

 


I rush, wanting to catch him, to say thank you. I baked
coconut biscuits and have some to give him in return, a gesture of
gratitude for random kindness.

"Victor wait!" Without thinking I fling the door open wide.
Sneaking a glance past him, briefly absorbing the sight of his home
beyond the open door at his back.

I don't know why but I'm suddenly self-conscious as he turns
brown eyes intently on me. "Sorry, I'm on the phone, please come in
for a moment. Let me just say goodbye to my Mum."

An assured smile communicates assent.

I rush back to the phone; I really need to get a cordless one.
"Mum, I have to go. My answer is no." …

"Will it get you to leave me alone if I go on this despicable
date?" … "Fine. I'll be there at eight. If he's one second late,
I'm leaving." …

"Love you too … Bye."

Last night's thoughts jump into my body when I turn to
acknowledge my neighbour again. His t-shirt is taut over biceps.
Must be nice being in good shape. Maybe I should join a gym. Frig,
I hope he's not allergic to coconut. I pick up the tin, presenting
it to him.

"I hope you eat coconut. It's a token of thanks."

 


He hands me the carton of eggs, exchanging it for the tin. I
stare spellbound for a second too long at his mouth. I really need
a good shag. There's no way I should be looking at this man like an
aperitif for a starving waif. His eyes register. I know he knows
what I was thinking. Feeling hotly uncomfortable, I'm regretting
inviting him in. This is awkward.

"Thanks. That's very thoughtful of you. Hot date
tonight?"

I roll my eyes, wishing for a moment of wearing heels. I'm
tiny next to him and am strangely intimidated. "I doubt it. But if
it gets Mum to leave me alone for another six months, I'll
go."

He nods, gesturing at the door. "I should leave. I have
negatives I have to process before noon."

"Negatives?"

"I work three mornings a week as a cosmetic surgeon. But it's
not my true passion. I'm phasing out the surgery and focusing on
photography. I supply several magazines and a few websites with
material. I have to get them developed to meet my
deadline."

"Oh wow. I also work from home. DTP. Similar passion I
suppose."

He gives me a knowing smile. A simple shared passion for
images well rendered, sparking chemistry. "You have perfect
symmetry. Maybe sometime you'll sit for me?"

I'm caught up, happy to be making a friend. I don't think,
"I'd like that."

He turns, "Thanks for this. I'll enjoy eating
them."

He tilts his head back, piercing eyes impaling mine, as if
reaching into my soul, stealing my breath, pausing my heartbeat, my
stomach tightens. "How did you know coconut is my
favourite?"

Twisting my hands nervously, I shrug, "I didn't. But it's my
favourite too."

His smile is delicious. It transforms his face completely.
"Nice meeting you neighbour."

I watch him walk away, pulling the door shut behind him, "You
too."

I feel weak as I pad to chain the door and bolt it. Wow. What
the hell was that?

***

*The Watcher Watches*

 


Who is this man? I've been watching Shauna for months. It's
almost as if he knows where the cameras are. All I see is the
profile. No! My clenched fist jars the flat screens as it impacts
the desk. She belongs to Vengeance. How dare you!

***

Victor closes the door, dropping the neighbour mask.
Suppressed rage bobs up faster than a bubble.

I need my leather mask. That will return my control. How do I
prevent her mother from doing this? If that bastard lays a finger
on my angel, vengeance shall be swiftly executed.

 



Chapter 8

 


Your nakedness shall be exposed, and your shame shall be
seen. I will take vengeance, and I will spare no man

~ Isaiah 47:3

 


Practised stealth has rewards. For someone who lives in
paranoia she's not an observant driver. I've maintained a decent
twenty meter gap of traffic between us as I follow in my azurite
black, two door M3; she hasn't noticed. The Waterfront is an easy
meeting place, and it's even easier for me to blend unnoticed into
the milling crowd. There's a bar
with a clear view of the restaurant she
enters. Opting for the bar, I choose a table in the corner with a
good view into the place opposite.

She's shown to a table where the predator waits. Absently I
order bitter lager, keeping an eye on proceedings as he pretends
courtesy and beats the waiter to pulling out her chair, using the
opportunity to run hands over her shoulders with displaced
familiarity.

Anger surges when after interminable observation, endlessly
witnessing his ocular penetration of her cleavage, he continues to
hold her hand, leaning in to speak to her, laughing, smiling,
hooking hair behind her ear for her. Touch
her one more time and I shall have to relieve you of those
offensive appendages.

Her time in captivity leaves me unsure. She's either allowing
this because she's lost the confidence to say no, or she's slipping
back into old habits. He's an inferior distraction. I resolve to
remove the distraction expeditiously. I can't afford to let her sin
again. He keeps ordering cocktails, and she keeps drinking them.
This is becoming predictable.

He has convinced her not to drive home, I assume, as she gets
into his Camry. I strongly desire to slice that smug smile out of
his face. Starting the engine, I endeavour to reach home to watch
her from the covert darkroom that sees everything she wishes to
hide.

 


He opens more wine while she places music into the disc drive
and presses play. His arm poised on the back of the couch so that
she's forced to be encircled when she sits beside him. My heartbeat
thumps out the faint music filtering in when she laughs at
something he intimately whispered into her ear, leaving a hand on
his thigh. I watch as he kisses her, hands roaming my territory.
Fools walk where angels fear to tread. I am God's witness. Standing
and reaching for the armour that announces me as God's warrior with
shaking agitation, when he encourages her onto the floor, eagerly
unbuckling the belt and then the button, leaning his head back in
counterfeit rapture as my angel sins incomprehensibly. Pretentious
impostor.

No! She kneels for me! You've ruined her!

Dirty knees on a resurrected Eve. The first sinner.

Vengeance will correct this deficiency. I leave the voyeur
darkroom, change swiftly into jeans and collect the instrument bag
on my way to the door. It's late, no one will see me if I take the
fire escape.

***

*Where is her interceding presence? How many men is he going
to allow to interfere? Why is he idle? How dare she feel safe
enough to challenge the wrath of this army? We've come too far.
Must I summon? Should I intervene? Shauna, you cannot pray at that
temple. He is not your maker, he is the taker."O come, let us worship and bow down,
let us kneel before the Lord our Maker, Psalm
95:6."*


Chapter 9

 


Vengeance is Mine, and recompense, in the time when their
foot shall slide; for the day of their disaster is at hand and
their doom comes speedily

~ Deuteronomy 32:35

 


I needed that. It was soul soothing being held. Vengeance is
the corrosive eating away inside me; a slow acting poison
insidiously infecting my thoughts and altering my ability to live
life again, morphing my DNA, mutating me.

John certainly isn't my first choice when it comes to suitors,
but he's gentle and funny, and gave me respite from the horror of
my life. Watching him walk back to his car from up on the balcony,
I feel separation anxiety, already aware of the gap of being alone,
pining for companionship even though my heartbeat is sluggish with
alcohol and pleasure indulgence.

A sliding door alerts me to company as Victor steps out next
door. Self-consciously I pull my robe tightly closed, securing the
bow. I'm caught as John looks up, giving me a brief wave before
seating himself into the vehicle. I wonder if Victor knows I'm
here? Can he see me behind the dividing screen?

"Nice evening to be outside," he mentions. He doesn't poke his
head around the screen, so I feel okay. Poor guy's just being
neighbourly.

"Yes it is."

 


Silently I observe John get into his vehicle. Raising a hand
in a brief wave goodbye, our eyes connecting in that secretive way
that lovers have. He looks away after switching the lights on. An
unearthly bang tears the serenity asunder, a roar and whoosh
followed by intense searing heat that I can feel even from this
distance. A chorus of alarms begin a discordant wail down the
street. I can't breathe. The disbelief is overwhelming. My date has
just been incinerated. The fire has flames hotter than Armageddon,
flames from him,
Vengeance in all his fury. Glass, projected high into the night by
the explosion fall with mocking melody onto surrounding cars.
Diabolic rain.

Instinct takes over, he's found me, I know this was him. Is he
hear now, watching me? Frantic I force my unsteady eyes to focus on
the dark shadows up and down the street.

"Good grief! I'll call the emergency service!"

I nod to Victor's intruding voice, I can't get my mind to
work. "Auuuuuh," is all I manage.

A head pops around the screen, "Shauna, are you all right? Are
you hurt?"

Dazed, I shake my head, unable to look away from John's
creaking, flaming car.

"I'll be right over. Don't move."

But I do. Fear has me tight around the throat. He's out there.
I know he is. I slam the door closed, lock it, and slam the
security gate closed in front of it. Hastily drawing curtains while
my skin crawls as if doused with frost. I'm caught in indecision.
Who do I call first? Mum? The medics? The police?

As I'm staring at my cell phone, the screen lights up and it
vibrates skittishly over the coffee table. Snatching it, wild shock
slicing through me like bolts of lightning, I read the
message.

"Poor choice. Choose again."

I drop it. My numb fingers gone limp with oxygen
deprivation.

Knocking. The door.

"Shauna? Shauna!"

I force my automaton self to move, unbolting and unchaining
the door. Victor steps in as I twist the handle.

"Shauna?"

 


My vision hazes with tears as I stare at this nice man.
Stay away from me or you'll end up dead like
John.

"You're in shock. I've called the police. Come."

An arm wraps comfort around my shoulders. I'm not reacting. My
voice, I try to speak but a hoarse hiss escapes instead of speech.
Dumbfounded I am led into his home. He leaves both our doors open,
and walks me to a mocha suede couch. My legs buckle.

"Poor baby, you're trembling. Remember I'm a surgeon, let me
give you something to calm you? Hmm?"

I nod in response. Do I tell him? Do I tell the police? Should
I stay silent? What will they do? Lock me up for being an accessory
to murder?

A glass, tablets. Swallow. Numb shock.

"Was he a friend?"

I shake my head.

"What must I tell the police?"

"His name is John. He was my blind date. He brought me home
because I was too tipsy to drive. My car! Oh God, how I'm going to
retrieve it?"

"I'll help. Lay back, get some rest. I'll fend off the
cops."

"Victor." Why am I whispering?

His face stoops next to mine. My head is spinning, I'm
fighting my eyelids.

"Yes?"

"Lock the door. I'm afraid."

"You are safe here."

A hand caresses hair away from my face. Lingering. This, my
last lucid moment.

***

Perfection. The plan is flawless and executed with brilliance.
She shall willingly come to me. And she has. Asleep in my lounge,
wearing another man's scent. I capture the moment of her
vulnerability. The first victory with my free angel.
Fly home baby. Fly back to me, where you are
cherished.

I step closer, clicking, my mechanical eye capturing her in
black and white. Lowering the camera I drop down next to her,
languidly tracing her face.

"My angel. Why did you fall again? No other understands. I'm
right here. I have everything you need. You eat from the wrong
tree."

Anger resurfaces, whipping her robe away to stare at
nakedness, her despicable wanton body. I fight myself back into
restraint. "I don't want to have to purify you again." I am forced
to remind her, "You may not enter into temptation; the spirit
indeed is willing, but the flesh is weak. Mark fourteen verse
thirty-eight. Pay attention angel."

Appreciation wells up and I trace her thigh with affectionate
fingers, "Don't make me do it, angel. Bow to no man. Kneel before
your maker. Only I can save you." Lifting her hand, I kiss it, "I
am your salvation. Embrace me."

My little homing pigeon. Returning to roost of her own
volition. Seeking the comfort and rest only I can provide. I am her
sabbath.

***

*I can't see her. Again that man interferes. His identity
preternaturally hidden from me. Keeping his back to the lens I peer
through for observation. I have but one eye in her home. The
lounge. Perhaps I require more.*

 



Chapter 10

 


A photograph is a secret about a secret.

The more it tells you the less you know.

~Diane Arbus

 


This is a process, and it requires patience. It must be done
without light, induced with chemicals. Wrought increments of change
so the shadow brings forth the light. Like a photo developing
Joseph's technicolour coat drawn from the aether, until she is
transformed, resplendent.

It is unfortunate for her to have so little insight into this
process of change. Angels don't just get wings. They earn them. She
was not in the dark long enough, this much is now obvious. In eager
anticipation I let her fly too soon. She was the x-ray I added
flesh to. Now her clean knees are dirty. Forcing me to reintroduce
dark elements so the pain can continue the
transformation.

Together we could be so mighty. Kneeling next to her I move
the satin white robe. Satin is unsuitable. This must be rectified.
Delicately I kiss a pink nipple. So soft. Oh Father how perfect you
made woman. Despite hardening years on the feet and attitude, the
mother's attributes that give and sustain life remain delicate.
Softer than a silk button. Closing my eyes I rest on her yielding
bosom. I never knew my own mother. When we
give life Shauna, I shall revel in your body.

Yes, moan for me. You recognise your maker. I shall sip from
your cup, you from mine. Forming a covenant of blood together. I
will teach you, my seductive disciple. Illuminate your ways, you
will worship with me, the Spirit will cover us, and you will be a
new Eve.

My moment is broken with time constraint. The cops have taken
fingerprints from her apartment, making notes that she went on a
date, he brought her home, she left her car there. I didn't give
details, I'll have to take her in tomorrow to fill in the blanks I
should not know. But as a witness myself, I can vouch that she is
innocent and was devastated. He must have an enemy who followed
him. All evidence, now blown to pieces. Thank you Father, my Alpha,
for giving me these skills to wield vengeance on the sinners. He
caused Shauna to fall. Vengeance was swift. His judgement will
come.



Walking quickly, I collect the new underwear which is
identical to hers; grab the flash drive and head over to her place.
My own set of keys as well as hers in my hand.

A vague nuance of him still lingers, mixing a faint cocktail
with the police presence here earlier. But the deeper in I walk,
the stronger her essence permeates pores, savagely teasing my
olfactory nerve. I have at least an hour to retrieve her latest
emails. Fiddling with the settings so that I don't need to get in
again to retrieve them.

What's this? A friend coming to stay for two nights next week?
Click. Sarah. Hello Sarah, where have you
been hiding? Scanning, oh really. She's here for a week,
will spend two days and one night with my angel, and wants to take
her out for cocktails in Camps Bay to meet her 'nice friend'
Mark. We'll see about that,
Sarah.

Snatching up her cell phone I delete my message from earlier.
I make a fast copy to the flash-drive of her iTunes. She must feel
comfortable. Playing her own music to her will seal the common
ground, making me more attractive.

Compatibility means so much to women. Orgasms, adoration and
the fact that they're the root for mankind's downfall isn't enough
for them. Oh no, you have to be trim, strong, witty, have clean
habits, own a reliable set of wheels, have a great job, and worship
their feet, with compatibility oozing out of every blood cell, to
bag a woman's interest.

In her bedroom, I pause, inhaling the scent of her from the
pillow where she sleeps, close to the window and farthest from the
door. Squeezing it, I place it back, perfectly. Unease skims my
spine. I can't shake the impression that I'm not alone in watching
Shauna. I pull the hoodie down further to obscure my features, I've
learnt to trust my instincts over the years. Moving to the bathroom
I check the laundry bin.

Underwear catches my attention like obscene images of slutty
temple girls. Swapping the copies in my pocket for her unclean and
used ones, I can't resist the temptation to indulge. Eve tempted
Adam. We've been falling for them ever since. Hardening tightly
inside my jeans at the provocative scent adhering to lace lingerie.
God I want her. Why does she keep postponing the inevitable with
these pointless distractions? Was the orgasm worth it? Why does she
crawl for men who didn't make her? Did she learn nothing from Sodom
and Gomorra?

 


*Get out! Cracking my knuckles with tension, my fist smashes
the screen. Destroying the LED image of the defiler as I watch him
snooping! Get out!*

 


Satisfied, I secure her home, switching off lights, comforting
dark. I stride back to number six-one-six. Bolting the door behind
me. Quickly retreating into the secured darkroom to hide my finds
and to install her music onto the hard-drive, accessed from panels
in various locations around my spacious apartment. The security on
this room is retina scan with hand print and digital code, with
lipo-battery back-up. My windows have been replaced with solar
panes. This is one room I will always have access and power
to.

I remove the hooded sweatshirt, smoothing my short brown hair
as I walk to stare down at the innocent expression of my slumbering
seraph. Check her pulse. Open an eye to examine her pupil. She's
still deeply sedated. Unzipping, I release my frustration from the
confines of Levi Straus. Wrapping her delicate warm hand with mine,
together we clasp. Become familiar with me
Shauna. Get used to my scent. When I mark you, it's for
life.


Chapter 11

 


The camera can photograph
thought.

~Dirk Bogarde

 


Blistering heat blasts my face. I feel suffocated by it as if
it sucked the air right out of my lungs.

Panic wakes me.

Sitting up, heaving for breath, I find myself covered with a
black blanket.

My drowsy gaze look around. First noticing flawless symmetry
in object placement. Black, taupe suede and earthy hues dominate
the space.

I find myself smiling as perusing eyes observe the black and
white photos lining the wall. Puppies are so cute. This speaks
volumes about Victor.

Despite his tough exterior, he's hiding a warm heart. Of
course he is. He basically rescued me from dying of shock last
night. My heartbeat slows to a semblance of normal, as realisation
dawns that I'm safe.

Poor John.

I feel so guilty.

Is it my fault? Am I next?

That's when my gaze finds him. Aw. He didn't leave me. Still
wearing black jeans and matching t-shirt, he's asleep on the chair
at a right angle to mine. Legs stretched out, strong neck arched in
relaxation with his head tilted back resting on the plump chair. I
study his face unobserved. His stubble is dark, matching brown
eyebrows. His nose has a kink in it as if it was once
broken.

Even asleep he seems assertive and confident.

My eyes travel down, enjoying a filled out male form in deep
relaxation. Veins protruding under forearm skin. Why are men's arms
so sexy? I love the hair on a man's arm. They always seem combed.
Lifting my own arm, I compare. You can hardly see mine at all.
They're so faint and insignificant.

How old is he? Does it really matter? I'm twenty-eight, so I
suppose it does. If he likes Rod Stewart I'll have to resign myself
to the awful fact that he's too old. Certain music I just can't
abide. Abba and Rod being two at the top of the no no list. But
then the plus side is he won't be insecure. He'll be confident and
self-assured. Knowing who he is. And an older man generally is
pretty smashing in bed. He doesn't seem married. No sign of a
female presence here. No ring. Nice watch. He dives too? I'm sure
that's a diver's watch.

The eyes snap open, instantly alert, catching my gaze.
Sheepishly I smile in guilty response. "Good morning."

He smiles lazily, "Is it? How are you feeling?"

"Fine."

"Shower here. You'll find a new toothbrush in the basin
cupboard. I'll make us breakfast."

"It's okay. I'll just pop home."

He gives me a hard stare. "Shauna, I don't mean to pry, but
you were frightened out of your mind last night. I'll stay with you
until you've been to give the police your statement, and picked up
your car. And I'll follow you back here. Here you're safe. Let me
help."

His sincerity and obvious concern smack me hard. My heart
feels like it's having a judo throw. Why is it a random stranger
wants to save and help me, but my own parents think I'm mad?
Overwhelmed, I nod. Where were you when
Vengeance had me?

He moves so fast. He doesn't do the slow wake up thing I do,
and every other person I know. He's awake and alert. Inside of a
minute he's next to me offering a t-shirt. White cotton.

"The bathroom's through there." He points.

Smothering the gush I feel coming on, I'm caught in his gaze
again. It's sticky, I'm captured. Those molasses eyes have me
mesmerised. A hand reaches out, giving my angular shoulder a
squeeze of reassurance.

"It's none of my business. But you look like you could use a
friend."

Damn it. Hot tears are prickling my eyes. "I can't explain it.
You feel so familiar." His smile could melt dry ice, and me with
it.

"Likewise. I feel as though I've known you for ages. This is
immediately comfortable."

"Good, so I'm not completely losing my mind then."

Concern etches into his face. I can literally see his mouth
and brows tighten as he drops next to me onto haunches, a hand
tensing on the armrest. I watch the muscles flexing briefly before
staring back into hypnotising eyes.

"Are you usually this hard on yourself?"

I shake my head, then nod, feeling confused. I can't trust him
with my history. If he knew, he'd just shut me out like everyone
else. I'm coveting this connection. It's normal. I haven't had
normal for months and months.

He smiles, patting my knee. "A hot shower will clear your
head. Scrambled eggs okay?"

Nodding, I want to object but don't. Instead choosing to
prolong this moment of safe haven.

"Aren't you afraid?" I ask.

"Of what?"

"Of whoever blew up John?"

"He made an enemy, that much is obvious. I have no reason to
fear."

He stands, offering me his hand. I take it, feeling natural
strength in it and the pull from his arm. He doesn't even have to
try to lift my weight. I could be a sigh, he makes me look that
light in his grasp. Standing, much closer, I can smell his fresh
cologne. There's a faint marjoram hint to it.

"And neither do you."

"Neither do I what?" I'm caught off guard. Why are you so intoxicating? Why do you seem like I know
you?

"You have no reason to fear John's enemies."

I nod, disengaging my hand from his. Taking the t-shirt, I
step in the direction he pointed. "I won't be long."

Victor inclines his head, watching me.

Pausing, I glance back into gentle puddles of silent strength,
"Thank you."

His answer is a wink. I watch him striding off into the open
plan kitchen. Filling the coffee percolator. Feeling awkward, I go
in search of his bathroom.

 


"May I?"

I stare at the camera aimed at me, feeling shy. But he's been
so kind, I just can't say no. I nod assent, instantly
self-conscious about my wet hair and pink cheeks. His t-shirt is so
large it's more than a mini dress on me.

The click and whirr runs. Can't breathe. The room is viewed
through warped refraction, out of focus, too close, blurring. My
pulse exaggerated and erratic. Pounding palpitations.

"Shauna? Honey, are you all right?"

Tightening, shortness of breath shuts down my lungs, his
voice, so faint. I try to answer, straining mentally against the
blank engulfing me.

 


Hmmm. Strong hands.

"Just breathe slowly."

My shoulders are lifted. He brings my knees up and rests my
head on them, rubbing my back.

"Do you faint often?"

I shake my head with my forehead still resting on my knees.
This man must think I'm seriously high maintenance. What the hell
is wrong with me?

He takes my pulse. Talk about capable. I could get used to
this.

"We'll give that food some time to get into your system. Are
you okay? I just want to get you some sugar water."

"I'm fine …" but as I lift my head to look at him, the room
recedes again.

A firm hand grasps my head, forcing it back to my knees, "Just
keep breathing."

As I listen to footsteps returning, it dawns on me that my
knees are up and I'm not wearing a shred of underwear. Oh God!
Where's a space wormhole when you need one?

"Shauna? You're getting really hot. Are you ill?"

The back of his hand rests on my cheek, then my forehead. I am
simply mortified and can't bare to lift my gaze to meet
his.

Mumbling, "I should go."

A cup is placed into my hand, he helps me hold it, forcing me
to drink.

"Talk to me. I'm not letting you go in this
condition."

Finally I brave a glance at him. His face is full of concern.
Maybe he hasn't noticed? Of course he's noticed, he's
male.

"I'm just embarrassed."

Comprehension shows in his countenance. "Shauna, in my
profession there is nothing I haven't witnessed. Please don't feel
uncomfortable."

Well he passed bedside manner with an A plus. He smiles,
wrapping an arm around me, giving me a squeeze. "Silly
girl."

So perfect men do exist. And I got lucky enough to move next
door to the only one still single on planet earth. Maybe he's
gay.

***

I make her wait for me while I shower. She can't get into the
darkroom. Everything else is a prop deliberately placed for her to
find. Scintillating water baptises me in my morning ritual, but for
the first time in years, I am afraid. If Father knows how I feel,
will he take her away?

 


Dread fills me. Father's wrath is obvious.

"Victor, go and open the well."

I don't want to. It's not her fault. I was curious. He scowls
at my hesitation.

"I won't tell you twice. Falling into sin the minute I give
you trust. I warned you about Lilith and Eve, but you don't
listen."

My sneaker squeaks on the tiles covering the barn floor which
is Father's laboratory and workshop. Briefly I offer Jez an
apologetic glance. Will he? Will he really? I'm praying that he's
only threatening me and I'll see her again tomorrow at bible
school. My hands are shaking, my erection dissipated, as I walk as
fast as I can without running, to open the well.

"Lilith–"

"My name is Jez, not Lilith."

"Wrong. Lilith or Eve, you're all sinners descended from the
same deceitful bloodline. Manipulating my son with your wiles. He
would never defy me, yet you coerced him, didn't you?"

"Fuck off."

"Yes, I see you are beyond redemption if this is how you speak
to the saviour of mankind."

"You're mad. I'm leaving."

"Yes, you are."

My heart is pumping so loud inside my chest from the run back,
I hardly hear their conversation. Petrified I watch Father march
her out, my vantage through a gap in the boards. Too afraid to
move, I watch him touch her where I wanted to. A hand tight in her
hair, she's flaying, kicking at him, screaming. Our location is so
remote, only I can hear her screams as Father pushes her to her
death. The underground river is high this time of year, she'll be
swept away quickly, forced to drown with no way out.

Making my trembling legs move, I run to get inside and to my
room before he sees me. Quickly kneeling at my bed, bowing my head,
swallowing tears.

 


Snapping out of my reverie I resolve to drive her to her car.
Follow her back. Make sure she's safe. Then order a silk gown for
her as synthetic satin is unnatural. I'll get it delivered. It's
time I checked the network.

How far away are we?

Can I have this one for myself?

She fell. He wouldn't approve. But she's mine damn it. This
one is mine.

Switching off the water, I step out of the shower. She is my
angel. She is recruited. I will not let her fall again. The Alpha,
my Father, must not hear of John. I am Vengeance. I do God's will.
Shauna can be forgiven. More pain has been visited to atone for her
transgression.

 


 



Chapter 12

 


A tear contains an ocean. A photographer is aware of the tiny
moments in a person's life that reveal greater truths.

~ Anonymous

 


Leaving me alone with the two Police Officers, Victor moves to
the kitchen to make coffee. One of them is a huge man that reminds
me of a rugby player. All shoulders and no neck, supporting a
square head. His shirt is too tight and I can see paper white skin
and unattractive hair straining at the buttons. Shit, my nerves are
shredded, I’m losing it completely.

His partner is an anorexic stick man, with a vile smattering
of limp hair under his nose, I'm guessing it's meant to be a
moustache, but it gives him the impression of an SS officer
sniffing for false evidence. I am in a long t-shirt and dressing
gown lent to me by Victor, and the SS man's eyes keep darting to my
legs. Creep.

"So tell me, Shona. Can you think of anybody who might have
cause to hurt either you or John; any enemies, jealous
ex-boyfriends or that kind of thing come to mind?" The rugby cop
does the speaking.

His pronunciation of my name just grates me.

"I barely knew him, we went on our first blind date last
evening. I’m sure you’re already familiar with my
history?"

"Re-cap for us if you don’t mind pleased."

Of course I mind you imbecilic moron, I was tortured for
months.

"I was kidnapped by an unknown man, there’s an ongoing
investigation into it, but nobody has been arrested or interviewed
yet."

"Is it? And why do you think somebody might do something like
that to you?"

"Because he likes my smile." My attempt at acerbic humour
flies straight over their heads. Both of them staring at me as
though they are trying to work out why Van Gogh cut off his ear.
I'm really missing the UK right now. Changing approach, "Isn’t that
your job to establish? Look, it’s obvious that the same man is
still stalking me, he’s a dangerous psychopath and he just killed
that man for going on a date with me for God’s sake!"

"It’s dangerous to jump to conclusions lady, could’ve been a
fault on the car or anything, we just don’t know yet." This
contribution from officer SS.

"A fault that blew him up? How unnaturally convenient." The
reply escapes before I can catch myself.

"Is you going to co-operate? We can always do this at the
station."

I stare at Jelly-belly, cringing at his pompous
glare.

"My mother arranged the date through a friend of hers. I
simply agreed to go. I met him at the Waterfront at exactly eight
o'clock, where we had dinner at approximately eight-forty-five. I
ordered butternut ravioli in a white wine garlic sauce, and he
ordered fillet steak with all the trimmings. We had a bottle of
wine, cocktails, and after dinner coffees. He was amusing and
interesting. I liked him enough to let him bring me home for more
wine and conversation. He told me he was thirty-four, never been
married, lived in Milnerton, and worked as a website designer from
home. Look I've already told you all of this. Maybe it would help
if you wrote it down?"

"Is you telling me how to do my job?"

"No, of course not."

For fuck's sake.

Officer SS twitches as he leans forward, "Which kant did you
park on?"

Stunned, I have no idea how to reply to this. In what country
is it okay to ask a traumatised victim where they parked their
cunt? Christ!

"I beg your pardon?"

SS looks to Rugby and asks, "Wat's die Engel se woord vir
kant?"

Rugby stares at me, "He meant which side of the Waterfront did
you park on? At the harbour side or the mall side?"

SS nods, "Ja, side. Soree."

All these people say yaah. It seems to be their word for
yes.

"The harbour side. Victor is taking me to collect my car
later."

"Was there anyone who you spoke to? Any altercations with
people?"

"No – none. We ate, we left."

SS stares at me intently, "And what did you do when you got
home?"

I fucked his brains out!

"Look, I'd feel more comfortable speaking to a female
police-woman about the details of my date."

They exchange knowing glances and the jelly belly has the gall
to look amused with a derisive smirk playing with his caveman
features.

"So." He makes this announcement as though he's discovered
something profound. "You came home and had sex with the
victim?"

"Yes."

"Is you in the habit of one night stands with first dates
whose you've never met before?"

"Listen, I don't like the implication …"

SS smiles, "We is establishing your pattern of behaviour. If
you is in this habit, us will have to take a list of names to see
hows many other of these men end up dead after one night with
you."

"None! He was my first date since being in your
country."

Jelly-belly smiles, "Can anyone confirm this?"

"No. Look, I'm new here. My friends are back home."

They exchange glowering satisfaction in their
glance.

"You is a loner with no alibi?"

"Why do I need an alibi? Listen here, my date blew up. I
watched it happen! Please do something because this isn't okay!
Shouldn't you be catching the man who did this instead of
interrogating me?"

"Lady, calm down."

"Back home they have psychological treatment for victims. Is
this normal here?"

"Are you usually in this bad temper?"

"No …"

Jelly-belly mentions, "This is a problem, Shona. You say you
don't want to speech to us because we're men. Your one date blows
up. Do you have childhood issues with mans?"

"If I did, I certainly wouldn't be dating them! I'd stick to
women."

SS fingers my passport, "Is this your identification
document?"

What does it look like?

"Yes."

"Shauna Roberts. You is twenty-eight. Why isn't you
married?"

"What's the hurry? This isn't the dark ages."

Tension grips me as I watch him copying down my passport
number and my home details here and abroad.

Jelly-belly says, "Do you and your father get on
well?"

Crap.

"No. We aren't close, if that's what you're
asking."

Enthralled, SS leans elbows onto his knees, staring blankly at
me, "And why not? Do you have some kind of history?"

"My folks split when I was young. I felt responsible for
it."

"What are their phone numbers?"

"There's just the one, they're together again."

"We'll have to phone them to get their comment on your
relationship," says Belly

"Why? What do my parents have to do with anything?"

"Lady, we need to just have a little chat with them. No need
to become alarmed," says Rugby-gut.

They'll tell you I'm delusional and attention seeking. They
hate me.

"We're not close, so don't expect them to say anything nice,
or even remotely fair."

SS makes notes, mumbling, "Interesant."

Even I know that sounded like interesting.

 


Victor returns, depositing coffee down for them.

SS looks him over, accessing him physically, "And you, Sir?
What is the nature of your relationship with Shona?"

He smiles, sitting down with self-assurance, "I'm her
neighbour. Just a concerned friend."

"Have you witnessed anything strange?"

"Strange? No, I can't say there's been anything
strange."

"So she's a quiet neighbour? Keeps to herself?"

"Yes, she's an exemplary neighbour, however you might like to
check apartment twenty-seven, they have raucous parties that often
keep me awake."

Jelly-belly speaks with his thick accent, "That's not ow-ar
dee-part-a-mint. You must make a formal complaint. But the rules is
no unreasonable noise after two o'clock. Anything before that, we
carn't do anything about."

SS asks Rugby-neck, "Those okes have had a warning before,
ne?"

Oaks? They give trees warnings? Is this for real? And what the
hell does neh mean?

Jelly-belly shrugs in response.

Victor nods politely, watching SS sip his coffee.

Jelly-belly stares at me again, "Shona, we've taken already
the fingerprints from your flat. If we think of anything else,
we'll pop by and have a word." He smirks again in his demeaning
way, "Traai to stay out ohf trubble."

SS pauses, licking his disgusting tongue over lip fluff,
"Before we leave, can you juss give us a description of this man
you say attacked you before?"

"I can't, he kept me blindfolded and in the dark."

"I sees."

Seas? And the way he said it. He sounds just like them. They
all think it's just too convenient and I made the whole thing
up.

They stand with some silent agreement, together. Shaking
Victor's hand, "Thank you Suhr for your
co-operrrr-ation."

He says 'sir" like slur. I want a bobby! The way they roll
their r's. They're hideous and horrible.

Turning to me, Beer-gut pats and squeezes my shoulder, "Don't
worry, if there's a threat, we'll take care ohf it."

And with that they see themselves out. Both seeming utterly
bemused, as if I've just provided them with their morning
entertainment. Sagging I look to Victor as
the door closes. Forcing the tears of frustration and fear back, as
we overhear their foreign conversation fade away.

"Mooi meisie." (Pretty girl)

"Mooi bene." (Pretty legs)

Arching an eyebrow at Victor I try my luck, "Any clue what
'moy may-see' means?"

"None at all."

***

I escort her across the hall to her home. Waiting for her to
dress. The phone rings.

"I'll get it!"

She runs into the monochrome lounge where I wait patiently on
a mottled slate couch.

"Hello?"

She really needs to wear dresses more often. A woman shouldn't
wear trousers. Even if everyone else wears jeans, the attire is
beneath her.

"What!"

Leaning forward I watch with feigned concern as her face turns
ashen. She doesn't realise she had a panic attack when I took her
photo. Her memory retains that association with me.

"Oh God, Dad! Is she okay?"

"Damn it! I wish I was closer now."

Tears of wealth flow. I love watching her cry.
The cleansing begins again. Cry Shauna. This is
the price you pay for disobedience.

"I love you too. Call me the minute there's improvement.
Thanks Dad."

I watch her hang up. Glistening blue eyes look into mine.
Arousal clutches me. I love the way her lips tremble when she's
distraught.

"My mother. She was in a car accident."

I take the opening. Standing, I walk across to the fractured
angel. Cradling her against my chest. Smoothing her hair. "I'm so
sorry."

"With a truck …"

She holds me, wrapping arms around my waist, pressing her soft
body tightly against mine. Mild tears become sobs. I try to
suppress the instant throbbing ache in my jeans. Rocking her gently
I mutter soothing words of comfort while her redolence infiltrates
my senses. I recall her screams, like angelic harmonies of erotic
ambrosia. Yes baby, pain is your friend.
We are building a kingdom not on Earth but in Heaven. You did this
to your mother. God's army is mighty. I can reach anyone, anywhere.
Fall again at your own peril. But fly back to me for
purging. Succumbing briefly, squeezing her
back, holding her tightly against me. You
are mine. He can't have you.




Chapter 13



For the LORD your God in your midst is a jealous God—lest
the

anger of the LORD your God be kindled against you,

and he destroy you from off the face of the earth.

~Deuteronomy 6:15

 


I am confused. After her statement, Shauna got her car and let
me follow her home. Cleaned up and went out again. I've tapped into
the GPS signal in her vehicle to follow her movement without
detection. She goes to Cape Town International Airport, then stops
on her way back at Cavendish Square. I did notice she likes to buy
organic and earth friendly products from The Wellness Centre. Then
she returns home, with another woman.

Turning the volume up on the speakers, I listen. This is
Sarah. It's enlightening listening. They've been best friends since
age eight. Sin after sin unfolds as I watch my angel become
intoxicated with Sarah and the copious liquor consumed. They
change, dressing up and dressing down the way Shauna did the other
day. I did not know women do this. For fun. What is the point
really? Sarah presents a housewarming gift, the deep kiss of
gratitude that follows is a catalyst. I change attire without
taking my eyes off them. Anger pumping through veins
uncomfortably.

***

Shauna and Sarah. I'd forgotten what a killer team we
made.

Half way through the song playing, wearing nothing more than
long hair, pink lace knickers and six inch heels with platforms, I
giggle at her. She's wearing those hideous stripper boots. We did
this as a fun act for a dare once, and we totally rocked the place.
Neither of us Catholic in any way, unless someone asks very nicely
for me to wear a very bad habit.

Flicking my hair, I bend as she slaps my tush playfully to the
music's beat. Crawling away, I roll back, sucking my finger, giving
her doe eyes. She struts over me, legs akimbo, perfect view up her
schoolgirl's skirt. The boob job looks amazing. She bends at the
waist, her hair creating a dancer's veil of intimacy around my
head, kissing me on the lips. Vanilla gloss. Sticky. Delicious. She
twirls and grabs the pole. Typical Sarah. My housewarming present
is a stripper's pole. She swings around it like an acrobatic
fairy.

Sitting up, I rethink this date with Mark. Deliberately
sashaying over to her, delicately holding one of her new improved
C's, I suck her bottom lip, cupping a pert bottom with my other
hand.

"Let's stay home."

"We could invite him here?"

"No." I'm pouting.

Slipping my long nails into her hair, I grab a handful,
tilting her neck back to trail my tongue over her perfume.
"I'm desperate for sex. My life's turned to
shit."

"What about the hottie across the hall?"

I kiss her deeply to shut her up. A gasp exhales into her
mouth as her hand deftly slips inside my underwear.

"It's okay babes. Agony aunt is here, to relieve every
agony."

I love being the sub. It works for me. Is that how I became a
victim?

Sliding back down together; hands, lips and breath combining
in a blur of tantalising sensations, my hair splays over the
pillows from the pillow fight. I get so horny when we play in
underwear. We've definitely had too many cherry body shots. I could
suck alcohol off her all night and not get bored. She has a goddess
touch. Smooth, soft, but firmly commanding. The subdued evaporates
as we sit up, moving hair away, staring soulfully into each other's
blue eyes. We could have been twins. Rubbing hands inside each
others underwear, legs around each other, nipples hard against each
other, we both smile, climaxing together where manicured fingers
penetrate.

She bites my neck hard, I pull her hair in response. She slaps
me. I laugh, picking up the pillow and threatening her with
it.

"I'll win shorty. I'll kick your arse with this here pillow.
I'll make you scream my name before I let you cum
again."

She gets up on knees, flicking straight hair back, "Make
me."

I thump her with an upper cut to the jaw, pillow style.
Pouncing back, ready, kicking my shoes off for
stability.

"I'll tie you down and tease you for hours. Then you'll be
really pleased to see Mark," she taunts before thumping me hard on
the top of my head. My eyes close automatically, slender arms wrap
around my waist as she plummets me to the floor in a Sarah
scrum.

I can't do this any more. I'm a little dizzy from the vodka
shots. I close my eyes as a hot tongue slides inside my mouth. Why
are her kisses so comforting?

A knock on the door. Shit!

Laying underneath her, watching her naughty grin morph
voluptuous lips into a shiny rendition of wicked. She calls out
sweetly, with two fingers clamping hard on my left nipple, "Who is
it?"

Crap, I bet the music's too loud.

"Shauna?"

She giggles at me, whispering in my ear, "Shauna it's Victor.
He wondered if he could be of any assistance tonight."

Breathless and dizzy I try to focus my thoughts,
"Yes!"

Nothing. Shit. I sit up, pausing for the room to stop
spinning.

"Go answer it. I want to see what he looks like."

I shake my head vehemently and mouth an emphatic,
no.

She nods, calling out, "One moment."

She grips my hair, whispering into the ear she's yanked to her
mouth, "I double dare you to answer the door like that."

"No!"

"Oh come on. It used to be so much fun when we'd open our dorm
door to the pizza guy like this."

Momentarily insane, this sounds like the best dare
ever.

I grip her arm, hauling her with me, arm in arm, breast next
to breast. I pull some hair forward for modesty and open the door,
giggling drunkenly, "Hi. Were we making too much noise?"

The expression on Victor's face is priceless.
Where's that camera now, hotshot?
His eyes scour Sarah before snatching my hand,
closing it around white material, and retreating back to his own
home without saying a word.

***

Harlot! Forcing me to interrupt. Or
do you not know that your body is a temple of the Holy Spirit
within you, whom you have from God? You
are not your own; 1 Corinthians
6:19. Unfiltered rage grips me. Testing my
self-discipline when I do not strike her down with Father's wrath.
Forcing myself to retreat back to the darkroom. I have never
desired someone's blood on my hands more than I crave hers on mine
now.

Sarah is early. How could I misread that email? And look at
her! She has defaced the temple with dyes and paints. An inflated
chest that mocks the Father. Made perfect! They were made perfect!
But vanity claims the body. Lust, greed, manipulation, for what? To
tempt. She's just like Vanessa.

 


A bar is the perfect den to scope for sinners, which is how
Vanessa crossed my path. Sitting quietly at the bar, I observe.
That's my role. When a twenty-something strolls past my view,
inflated breasts straining against the buttons on her midriff
baring silk waistcoat. The fake tan outlines hard abdominal
muscles.

As a man who maintains his own body with punishment, I
appreciate the amount of work she invests in the thighs and calves
of her legs exposed beneath an obscenely short skirt. Tottering on
wedge heels to the bar.

Swivelling, I watch her in the mirror behind the barman.
Bleached waist length hair, curled within a millimetre of its
existence, I'm surprised her hair hasn't fallen out. Fake nails run
through the locks, as she obviously pushes her cleavage at the
bartender, drawing his eyes down her petite frame, I watch as she
flexes her seduction.

Covertly I observe her for twenty minutes, before turning and
surveying the scenery in the cubicles. The place is seedy, dimly
lit, and I'm wondering what a sane woman would be doing in a place
like this, alone. She catches my eye, smiling demurely directly at
me. I meet her eyes with my own, before turning back to the barman
for a refill.

She edges closer and closer, until there are only three people
separating us. Testing her, I get the barman to refill her beverage
order along with mine. Without a message or acknowledgement of who
ordered it.

That's when she fell from grace, unsteadily sashaying to me,
radiating offensive perfume.

"Hello."

It's almost shy. Maybe I misread her. I nod, giving her the
cold shoulder, sipping my beer in obvious preference for solitude.
When she reaches her fingers out like tentacles, wrapping them
around the bulge of my bicep.

"Wow, do you work out?"

"Do you usually touch people without so much as an
introduction?"

Throwing her head back, she giggles, before retraining
calculating green eyes on me.

"You seem lonely. I bet I could cheer you up."

"How do you plan on doing that?"

Leaning in, pressing her breast into my arm, she stares
woefully up into my eyes, almost as if she's about to kiss me, "I'm
sure I can think of something."

Scanning the face presenting itself to me for approval, I
force down the distaste at the make-up coating her skin. "You'll
have to do better than that."

She pouts, leaning her elbows on the bar, keeping her side
pressed against mine. "Oh."

"You don't pick up hints well, do you? How about introducing
yourself?"

She smiles, bleached teeth stand stark against pink lipstick,
"I'm Vanessa. What's your name?"

"Victor."

She giggles repulsively, running a hand up my forearm this
time. "We're both V's. This must be destiny."

The signboard is there. This girl won't go home until someone
takes her home. Leering and pawing at absolute
strangers.

Leaning in, I whisper, "So how do you plan on cheering me up,
Vanessa?"

Her reply is hushed, "I can make you feel really good. If you
let me?"

"Are you suggesting I go home with you?"

She nods, nibbling a pearlescent lip.

Slipping off the stool, I offer her my arm, along with a
charming smile. Women fall for my smile consistently. "Take me
home."

Her smile could power a football stadium as she slips her hand
in the crook of my arm, leaning against me for support.

 


Retrieving the tools from the M3, I let her walk me to a small
house four roads away. It's modest, and I'm getting the impression
that I'm expected to pay for this cheer-me-up.

"Are you a hooker?"

"No. No, just looking for some company, that's
all."

She opens the door, letting me in, then pressing herself
against me, a wandering hand moves to rub against the zipper of my
jeans as she tries to kiss me.

Snatching her wrists together, I shove her back, pinning her
to the wall. "Do you enjoy using your fake body to titillate
men?"

Her eyes cloud with lusty anticipation, "Yes."

"It turns you on to tease?"

"Yes."

Unbuttoning the waistcoat I notice the flesh beneath doesn't
move without the restraint of the buttons.

"Why did you do this to your body? Do women really feel
empowered by desecrating their natural curves?"

"Honey, these boobs get me noticed. And if you're asking if I
like the attention, the answer is yes. They're better than
natural."

Choosing to play along, I pick her up, finding the bedroom
with ease.

"You want to play? Let's play."

She laughs in her immature gush, winding frail arms around my
neck.

Placing her on the marine scene duvet, I discourage touching.
Adopting my playful grin, "Now just wait. Let's have some
fun."

Turning to the bag, I unravel multiple ribbons, tying her to
the white tubing on her headboard.

"Ooh, you kinky bugger."

Leaving her shoes on, I use the straps to hook the ribbon
through, securing her feet to the base legs on the bed.

"That's better. Better than natural you say? So you scorn the
perfection you were born with? Have you no regard for how toxic
those implants can be?"

"They're perfectly safe. And you can stop talking about them
and touch them now."

"That's your bait?"

"What's your problem?"

Grabbing a handful I squeeze the sac inflated breast as hard
as I can, watching tears of pain form, "That's my
problem."

"Don't be so old fashioned. It's my body, I can do what I want
with it."

"That's what you tell yourselves. I'm here to remind you of
who really owns that body."

 


I made her watch me make the incision. I was kind enough to
numb the area first. Removing the sac, her screams were muffled
with the tape. Ripping the tape off, I cut the sac open, shoving it
into her mouth.

"If it's natural, ingest that and you won't choke or die. If
it's toxic, it will kill you. If you had to choose again. Would you
choose God?"

She nods, gagging on the sac, trying to cough. With my arms
folded, I watched over her as her eyes glaze over. The garish
make-up run from tears. How can they think this attractive? It
makes them hideous, like demonic gargoyles.

Untying her, I repack the tools, removing the acid from the
bag. Spraying it liberally on every part of her body that touched
mine, removing the trace evidence as her acrylic nails bubble off
the deformed nail-bed beneath.

 


Sarah is known to the Father; 'They
have eyes full of harlotry, insatiable for sin. They beguile and
bait and lure away unstable souls. Their hearts are trained in
lust, children of a curse exposed to cursing!'~ Peter 2:14. For her it's just a matter of time, and
timing.

Shauna, what have you done? But for
those who are self-seeking and do not obey the truth, but obey
unrighteousness, there will be wrath and fury; Romans 2:8.
Sarah has tempted her to sin, she reaps what she
sows.

***

Giggling as we close the door, I unfold the gown.

Mentioning guiltily, "I'd forgotten what life was like Sarah.
I really bloody missed fun and satisfaction."

"He's hot. Bit quiet though isn't he?"

Sagging down with the new gown barely concealing my exposed
body, "He's perfect. Just perfect."

"I don't think he likes me."

"He doesn't know you."

"Did you see the look he gave me?"

"I think he's a bit introverted. He's not gregarious and
flirtatious like you." I lean over, kissing the frown off her
forehead. "Thank you for reminding me of who I am, was …
"

She grips my hand, tugging, "Come, we have men to charm, and
I'm not missing this night out with Mark's friend Greg."

"Wait. I have to call Dad first and see how Mum's
doing."

 



Chapter 14

 


The triumphing of the wicked is
short,

and the joy of the godless and defiled is but for a
moment

~ Job 20:5

 


Two hundred and ten minutes later I have Mark's breath in my
ear offering my wasted logic an irresistible temptation.

"Let's ditch this place."

I nod, leaning heavily against him as we retrace footsteps to
the beach. The sun has long since gone down. Plied with at least
nine Sex on the Beach's, a Screaming Orgasm, Blow-Jobs and Slippery
Nipples, I'd say this guy has me completely inebriated on alcoholic
innuendo.

Leaning heavily against him, feeling uncontrollably giggly, we
meander down The Drive away from Dizzy's, back to Victoria Road.
Traipsing slowly down the beach to a black VW Polo. He kisses me as
he leans us both against the car, one hand absently unlocking the
door behind me. Teasing back, I slip my fingers into the waistband
of his baggy jeans, while the other plays with his long
ponytail.

I don't even recall getting home. Two words return chilling
clarity to my perception.

"Dirty angel."

Staring at the periwinkle of my duvet cover, I can't breathe.
I'm shocked, wanting him to stop, but he's caught up, oblivious to
my change. What am I doing?

"Mark, stop."

"Come on baby, I'm nearly there. You – filthy – dirty- angel."
Punctuating each word with forceful penetration.

I'm being strangled with the tightening of every blood vessel
in my body. I can't twist to stare at him, confront, or object. His
hands firmly holding my hips as skin slaps. Desperation shortens
breath.

"Stop it!"

The shuddering and groaning announces his pique. Scrambling to
get away the minute he releases me, I perch on pillows, my back
against the wall. Quivering terror seeps through my veins like
hell's filtration system.

"Why the fuck did you call me that?"

"It's kinky." He covers the distance, wrapping a strong hand
over both cheeks, puckering my lips and kissing me with smoker's
breath.

Shove.

"Fuck you!"

He flops down, chuckling breathlessly. "Hey man, jeez like,
you're the one with it tattooed on your back. I thought it sexy
while I'm screwing you, making you dirty, you on your knees,
staring down at those two words."

I feel stupid. I forgot it was there.

"You dirty, dirty, girl."

"I'm not."

"Oh, yes you are. Sarah's ruined your reputation
baby."

Swallowing the panic stuck in my throat, I watch hazel eyes
get so close to mine, I can't focus on them. I'm too wasted to
react with speed. Somehow Mark has my nylon hosiery wrapped around
my wrists.

"I heard you like to play games."

"I'm not in the mood."

A hot tongue traces down my neck, pausing as stubble scours my
breast. He's trying to turn me on again, but I'm gripped with the
fear of hearing him call me a dirty angel. Lazy laughter mocks me.
He's such a typical surfer dude, that his speed belies his
attitude. As my other stocking wraps over my eyes, I'm back in that
cell. The hot breath in my ear, the laughter, the teasing,
it's him.

"Mark, this isn't funny."

"It's fucking hilarious. So you like to object when getting
your kicks then?"

Pulse accelerating, can't breathe, going to hyperventilate.
Tears running into nylon. "Please …"

"Aw, please. Please." His gruff voice settles hotly into my
ear, "Beg baby. Plead."

Close to hysterical, I manage a quavered whimper. "Are … are
you Vengeance?"

"I like that. Vengeance. Suits me."

Laughter binds my panic securely in place.

"I'll make you pay for being such a dirty angel."

"Please … no …" My tears are hot, my sinuses clogging with
sobbing. "Not again. Please."

Light impales as nylon is pulled off my eyes. Squinting
against the glare, I stare at his scowling face.

"Jesus Shauna. What the fuck?" He looks disgusted. Like I'm a
freak.

He yanks my hands free, saying nothing as he gets off the bed,
stalking naked out of my bedroom. Pulling my knees up, I bury my
nose away between knees, gasping for air. Inhale. One, two, three,
four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten. Breathe out. Wiping my
eyes, I grab the gown, hiding a long metal nail file in the pocket.
Bravely, I force myself to find him.

He's splayed on a couch, smoking a joint. As he exhales, his
eyes screw up, observing me coldly. Why do surfers always have long
hair anyway?

"You are one fucked up chick."

He offers the spliff to me. I take it, inhaling the hot smoke,
wanting to choke. I'd do anything to numb this insatiable pain.
Handing it back, I go in search of the cherry vodka.

Before I manage to unearth clean shooter glasses, his chestnut
haired head pops around the door-frame, "See you around Dirty
Angel."

I hear my front door slam shut. I didn't get a chance to say
good-bye. Nothing. I'm officially a reject. 'One fucked up chick'.
Pouring myself a shot, I down it. Sliding slowly down the white
cupboard to perch on the cold tiles. Broken sobbing the only sound
left in my home.

 


"What the fuck did you say to him?"

Stirred out of hangover slumber, curled up on the couch, I sit
up to stare at an outraged Sarah. "What?"

"Shauna, he committed suicide last night!"

Now I'm fucking awake. "What?"

"We woke up this morning to find him with a plastic bag over
his head. He left a note, saying 'Forgive
me. I have sinned.' " She paces, agitated.
Mascara smudged across pale cheeks. Blue eyes wild, and
afraid.

"I … I … he just left. He said I was fucked up."

"So why the hell did he have a stone in his mouth? He tied
that plastic bag so tightly, and then tied his hands together with
a tie-strap." Tears make her cheeks shine like glitter. Walking up
to me she screams in my face, "What the
hell did you do!"

My rising temper numbs the shock. Righteously I shout back,
"Nothing! He scared me. I cried. He
left!"

"Did you fuck him?"

I nod guiltily.

"I can't stay here. You are Pandora. I didn't believe the
stories about how you've lost your mind. I can't stick around for
your shit, Shauna."

It hurts. It hurts so much to hear my best friend speak like
this to me. I want to beg and plead, but instead more tears blur
her. Wiping her out of my vision.

I'm trying to wrap my mind around this latest development.
Knowing the police will probably be here soon to question me.
Snapping out of deep thought when she spits out from the front
door, a pink case in her hand, "Stay the fuck away from me.
Everyone who loves you ends up hurt!"

"My mother is not my fault!"

"Oh yeah? Shauna, you're into some bad shit. And until you
sort your crap out, stay the fuck away from me!"

The slamming of the front door, announces the end of our
friendship with forceful finality.

Turning my head into the padding of the couch, seeking soft
comfort, I free the ache, the turmoil, the fear, with keening. My
misery is complete. And he's back. He has to be. So no hugs. No
kisses. No love. He drives away everyone who cares. Anyone who
dares. Mum, John, Sarah, Mark. I'd better stay away from Victor. Oh
God.

My phone skids across the table toward me. I stare at it as if
it's possessed. Terrified. Swallowing nervousness, I view the
message.

Poor Choice. Choose again.

***

Then you shall bring forth to your town's gates that man or
woman who has done that wicked thing and you shall stone that man
or woman to death. ~ Deuteronomy 17:5

 


I smile. He was stoned with marijuana and Alpha knows what
else. Now he is stoned to death. Choking on it.

 



Chapter 15

 


He believes that he will not return out of
darkness,

and because of his guilt he is waited for by the sword of
God's vengeance.

~ Job 15:22

 


I can't feel my legs. Trying to wiggle my toes, nothing.
Constricted so tightly they've gone numb.

"Confess your sins."

I'm in a black hole. I can see absolutely nothing. How can he
see?

"Shauna, you do not seem to understand how serious this
is. My father made your yoke heavy, but I
will add to it; my father chastised you with whips, but I will
chastise you with scorpions."

Saliva shrivels along with tears at the thought of
scorpions.

"That is 2 Chronicles 10:14."

Squeeaaaal. Whimper. Sting. Burning
in my nape. Quivery inhalation through clenched teeth.

"Can you see how kind and merciful I am? I chose a lighter
burden for you angel. I must deliver you. You shall whip him with the rod and deliver his life from
Sheol. Proverbs 23:14."

Gravelly voice too close. "I am merciful, despite this
cleansing. I must deliver you from Sheol. I must whip you with the
willow rod. I have no choice Shauna."

"I'm a sinner!" My hoarse voice cracks.

"Confess angel."

Rasp.

"I … I …"

Crack. Singeing explodes in welting
throbs over my exposed breasts. Clamp. Screeeeeaaaaaam. Can't. Fuck. Tied to
something so hard. Can't see. So afraid I think I may wet myself.
Am trying desperately to maintain a hold on my bladder. I don't
know what to confess to. How have I sinned? What must I
say?

"Jesus please forgive me."

Blunt pain explodes in my nose. Feeling instantly light-headed
as hot stickiness gushes over lips, down my chin.

"My father is God. Jesus is an abomination! We follow the old testament. You
pray to a God that doesn't exist. You insult the
Father."

A harsh slap connects wetly with my cheek.

"Prayer mocks us. Why pray to God when he's
right here? I smite
you!"

Prickles like knives in scalp, agony silently screaming
through flesh, insufferable wet tickles rivulet into my eyes, hot
dribbling over lips. Unable to move, bound in place with coils of
what I surmise is barbed wire. My throat is raw from the screaming,
I know it's what he wants to hear, but I can't stop
them.

I sense him when a gust of air rushes across my skin, somehow
accentuating the throbbing into torturous suffering. My thoughts
run amok. This nut-case thinks he's on a holy mission.

"You caused this flesh to suffer. What you do with the flesh
cheapens your soul. Flagellation and discipline is the only way
back."

The heat emanating off him causes the hairs on my legs and
arms to prickle. I spasm involuntarily, betraying terror. Warm
fingers grip mine, my fingernails feel raw from the reflex
scratching into something hard and unyielding. Flinching, I try to
curl them back into a fist.

"Open your fingers."

Resistance is futile, but I still try.

"Open your fingers."

His voice is so calm, as if he's offering me a cupcake full of
delightful sprinkles. Battling him silently, my jaw clenches, the
stress forcing more hot running from my brow into my eyes. My mouth
is caving, baring my teeth the gnashing hurts with effort. He
ungrips them, holding their shaking still by pushing hard on my
knuckles. The bang causes me to flinch at the same time as the fire
bursts through my hand, up my arm. Hunching forward, the contents
of my stomach threaten to suffocate me, gargling my howling. Alien
screaming rents the silence. No. Oh
fuck. The spikes on the chair press deeply
into my back when I recoil.

"Please! … Please!" Hack. The warmth of the cathartic purge oozes down my
body.

"I beg for forgiveness! Please! … I
repent!"

Unable to think coherently. Excruciating pain refusing to
subside. My voice beyond hysterical. I hear the words, not knowing
when I thought them or how I said them. I wish I was deaf. Unable
to bear the raw terror and pleading falling remotely from swollen,
broken lips.

Screeeaaaaaam. Hoarse gasping. Choke.
Shuddering convulsions. Hot, cold, ripples through my body. Numbing
my thoughts with consuming agony.

He repeats the feat with my other hand, slowly easing fingers
out of the tight fist I'm trying to make. Bang. Jolt. Trembling
violently, the burning is like acid. I cannot control the shakes.
Forcing myself to think, to beg, choking on my swallowed
scream.

Shocked inhalations. Sobbing. Blubbering, "I repent … r-pent. F-f-for-give … mm-me." Sagging brokenly, spikes pin in. "Mercy. P-lease …"

"Old testament punishment that befits the crime, Shauna.
Letting out evil."

 


Embalmed with unsurpassed agony. The violent slap jars me away
from the fog that caresses me with oblivion. My wail ricochets
mockingly off the walls. Blind, I feel everything amplified; seeing
nothing but lights exploding behind my retina.

Something pushes its way into my mouth, clamping the tip of my
tongue with an object, cold and rigid. His voice breaks my choked
inhalations. Insipid calm, laced with
disdain. "Your tongue devises
wickedness; it is like a sharp razor,
working deceitfully." Pausing he whispers
reverently, "Psalm 52:2."

The soul splintering pitch of my own scream separates me from
reality. I am agony. The fragile grasp on my humanity, utterly
obliterated.

 


… My eyes snap open, wild; tasting blood where I bit my
tongue.

Bondage. Duvet bondage. Hysterical, I wrangle, flail and fight
out against memories revisited, caught in the net of my bedding I
thrash to get free. I hate him. Hate
him! He ended every session with,
"I only do this because I love you. Because God
loves you. You are given another chance to be
righteous."

I can't find the lamp. It's unnaturally dark in here tonight.
Where the fuck is the lamp?

My reeling thoughts recall the explanation, as he sliced labia
before numbing me unconscious with an injection.
"You fucked your way to hell. Whore of
Heaven. Defacing the perfection you were meant to save for me. I am
chosen, yet you lay instead with satans walking in
bodies."

A numb seeping heat creeps down my thighs. My breath wrenched
out with the angry clenched fist inside me. "I am the right hand. I
will tear down the walls you've built. Resurface the unchaste
inside you. I will rip it out and give you a new body, dirty angel.
Your body has been the vessel for evil."

My senses yell at me. Snuffing the haunting dialogue. With
every instinct I own, I know there's an intruder here. Trying to
hush my pounding heart to hear, I lay perfectly still. What should
I do? If I scream, will Victor hear me? Breathing shallow, terror
grips me, a cold tear of sweat runs to my elbow; waiting, watching.
My heart batters like a moth against a singeing light bulb;
throbbing against my ribcage. He's here.
He's come. Oh God.

 



Chapter 16

 


Then take an awl and pierce his ear
through to the door, and he shall be your servant always. And also
to your bond-woman you shall do likewise.

~ Deuteronomy 15:17

 


Rasp.

Breath shivers in and out of my restricted lungs. Tensing so
much, a cramp claims the tendon in my neck.

Rasp.

Oh God. That was much closer. Terrified, my breath pauses so
long, it burns. Rigid, pressing myself deeply into the bed's
embrace. Forcing my eyelids closed tightly; this is a living
nightmare. Please, don't let this be real.

Rasp.

Shaking whimper mocks me with my own voice. Panicked eyes open
to comprehend he is over me. Staring hard into my face. Two eyes
wetly glisten inside a mask. The blood is thumping in my ears like
a war siren.

"Please …"

"For you are like tombs that have been whitewashed, which look
beautiful on the outside but inside are full of dead men's bones
and everything impure." Rasp. "Matthew 23:27."

"Vengeance, please …" My muscles have atrophied in his
presence. Strength and control deserting me. Trembling, I
anticipate punishment.

"Who gave you permission to remove the earrings?"

Rasp.

"N..no one." Even my voice has deserted me. Barely a
whisper.

Creaking leather announces the hand next to my head. A harsh
grip forces my head left with a wrench on my ear.
Something metal glistens in front of my eye.
Flinching, as a splinter prick prods under my lashes. I'm too
afraid to move. Almost faint. So tense.

"And thus you shall do to them to cleanse them: sprinkle the
water of purification upon them, and let them pass a razor over all
their flesh … Numbers 8:7."

"P-please …"

"Yes, you are right to beg. Now I must pass this razor over
you."

Rasp.

Dizziness spirals when the threat of cold steel runs over my
arm. Co-operate. You have to co-operate to stay alive. Tears rush
when the blade brushes over my cheek to my neck. Shuddering. Can't
swallow with the ache lodged in my throat. His grip in my hair so
tight, keeping me still. Twitching nervously when my drawers are
removed and the kiss of cold steel roams.

Rasp.

Desperate pleading when he turns me around, opening my body by
bending me over forcefully, running that god forsaken blade over
every fucking inch of me without concern for my modesty.
"Please …"

The threat of the blade slicing, forcing me to whimper, crawl,
bend, move, as his hands suggest with pressure. I'm almost relieved
he's using my hair to grip, I was afraid he'd shave everything.
Shaky inhalation.

Rasp.

He pushes something into the top of my ear. When I was found I
wore earrings at the top of both my ears. It burns
uncomfortably.

"Bring him to the door or door post and pierce his ear. Exodus
21:6."

Rasp.

"It burns, yes?"

"Yes …"

"You like to sin, don't you angel?"

"No …"

The prick back under my eye pushes, forcing a hot blood tear
to fall.

"And you lie, thinking I cannot see the sin surrounding
you."

"Forgiveness … I beg forgiveness."

"Hosea 7: It never enters their heads that I will remember all
this evil; but their sins surround them and I cannot avoid seeing
them."

His gloved hand grips mine. I recoil involuntarily as he
forces my hand to close over clammy, hot, erect, skin sheathed
muscle.

Rasp.

"I have seen you kiss the temple that doesn't belong to God,
Shauna. Now you are going to willingly sprinkle the water of
purification over yourself."

Fucked up freak.

He slides my hand with his imprisoning it in place.

“Purification by water or fire – your choice dirty
angel.”

Rasp.

Motivated, I work on his penis numbly. My ears burning.
Leather accosting my sense of smell. Overpowering all other
scents.

Rasp.

One hand yanks my head back. Pain shoots through the anchor
follicles of my long hair. His other shreds asunder the cotton
camisole with the blade. Spattering hot sticky wetness on my body.
Ill. I feel ill. Degraded. Dry heave. Sucking air in urgently,
inhaling to calm my reaction, forcing the horror down. Don't piss
him off. Shuddering repulsion wracks me.

Rasp.

The blade runs over my right eyebrow.

"Sinners have to shave their hair off, Shauna."

No! Not my hair! "Please
Vengeance, no!"

"But if it is disgraceful for a woman to have her head shorn
or shaven, let her cover her head. 1 Corinthians 11:6."

What's that smell?

Rasp.

Pushing my undies back at me. So dark I nearly missed
it.

"Cover yourself, whore."

Trembling fingers fumble, urgently complying.

Cold liquid runs over me. Overwhelmed with fear, I clutch at
his legs, begging, pleading for my life as petrol permeates,
stinging my eyes with fumes. "Please.
Please … Vengeance, please. No! I promise I'll be
good." Sobbing. "Please …"

He thrusts me away and I lose my balance. So pitch dark, I can
see nothing.

Rasp.

It burns. It hurts. Makes my eyes water where he cut
me.

"Shauna this is your last chance. Your hands were not bound or your feet put into fetters; as a
man falls before wicked men, so you fell. 2 Samuel
3:34."

Rasp.

My lips are trembling so much, terror constricting my throat,
I don't know if I can speak. Violent
tremors shudder through me. Quaking. The air in my lungs evaporate
in shock as the hollow metal lip of a lighter flicks back, breaking
the oppressive quiet around us. Whirr, whoosh. A lone flame hovers
between us. He's at a distance from me now. The flame, a silent
death threat.

"You used water. The purification. I did as you
ordered. Please … not fire."

Crumbling I collapse, faint with petrified terror. Knowing
already, I'm about to die. My hands are possessed, reaching for him
of their own volition. Crawling over wet bedding, saturated with
flammable fluid. Unaware that to him I look like an oiled concubine
crawling to her master. "I beg you. Please … please. Vengeance I'll
do anything."

"Cry your tears of wealth. Cry for me."

I'm beyond pride. That flame holds my life in peril.
"Vengeance forgive me … please!"

"Depart, from the tents of these wicked men, and touch nothing
of theirs, lest you be consumed in all their sins. Numbers
16:26."

Nodding. "I
promise." So husky and alien.

"Shauna?"

"Yes?"

“A woman must not put on men’s clothing. Anyone who does this is detestable in the sight of the Lord
your God. Deuteronomy 22 : 5."

"I'll change. I will do anything."

"Repent of your wickedness."

"Vengeance …"

The flame guts and he disappears. The instant complete dark
makes me blinded by him yet again. I rush after him, bumping my leg
against the sharp corner of the mirror, momentarily desperate.
Chasing after the man who stalks my life, his gruff voice the
abrasive that wears me away … what's the point? I'm just the mouse
in the trap. Try, you have to …

"Vengeance please don't hurt any more of my family or
friends."

He's silhouetted against the night in my sliding door to the
balcony.

"Honour the Lord that made you and the others will be
spared."

"Yes … yes, I will …"

"Remember that the Lord your God corrects and punishes you
just as a father disciplines his children. Deuteronomy
8:5."

Gulp.

He vanishes into the night.

With blind instinct I know he's gone next door to murder
Victor. Running for the door I fling it open. Rushing to his,
rapping loudly, urgent.

"Victor!"

 


*I lean back, satisfied. Finally Vengeance re-emerges to
remind her of God's law. A woman must know her place. They're all
sinners. Whores tempted by the snake. Eating forbidden fruit which
they then ruin righteous men with. I have allowed Vengeance the
benefit of the doubt. He believes he can turn a woman. But watching
this one, my opinion is strengthened. "Yet your desire and craving
will be for your husband, and he will rule over you." Genesis 3:16.
God hardwired all women to fall on their knees for physical
pleasure. They cannot help but submit to sins of the
flesh.*


Chapter 17

 


You don't take a photograph, you make it.

~Ansel Adams

 


Naked I run from the darkroom to grab my jeans. Ruffling the
bed, then my hair and eyes; rubbing them hard to make it seem like
they are sensitive.

Switching on the light next to the door so she can hear it, I
unlock and open it. My eyes sweep over her exposed body, glistening
wetly. Hair sodden. With so much petrol on her she'll never smell
it on me. "Shauna! Good God what happened to you?"

She thrusts past me staring around wildly. I button my jeans
as I watch the sexy bottom lip of my dirty angel tremor.

"Are you okay?" she blurts with obvious panic.

"You mean aside from having a hysterical neighbour running in
here at 3 a.m, drenched in … petrol?" Walking deliberately to her,
I cup her chin in a firm grasp, staring at her pupils. "What did
you take?"

Trembling fingers wrap tensely around my thick wrist. She's so
dainty.

"You are in danger." Her eyes flick nervously between the
doors.

"What happened to you?" I make a play of modesty by trying to
close her sliced camisole.

She points a shaking finger at the open front door. "Man in my
apartment … "

"Did he do this to you?"

She nods, terror dilating her pupils. The blood still pooling
slowly from the incision I made under her eye. Scarlet suits her.
This is my moment. Releasing her I stalk away barefoot. My movement
silent, deadly. Forcing the smile deep into my gut, scowling at her
as I stride back past from my bedroom, popping a round into the
chamber of the nine millimetre.

"Lock the door and only let me in." I keep walking, stealthily
crossing the passage and slipping into her home.

My eyes feel the smug smile my poker face hides as I walk to
shut the sliding door to her balcony. She has a security gate. It's
my lucky day that she left both open. Rifling through her underwear
drawer I select a sheer white g-string. Moving to the bathroom I
collect her robe and shampoo. I check each room, making sure my
fingerprints are left behind. Picking up her keys, I lock the door
behind me. Walking to my own, forcing a frown of concern, knocking
sharply.

"Shauna."

She pries the door open, huge eyes wide with fear. Her smile
is unconvincing. Deliberately I snap the barrel on the nine-mil
next to her as I step back in. She flinches predictably.

"There's no one there now." Concerned glare, "Did you go to
bed leaving your sliding door open?"

She nods, her chin now shaking with distress.

Lacing my fingers through hers, I lead her to the bathroom.
Casually putting the gun down on the bookshelf on the way. "You
have to clean up." Watching her shame as I pry the wet lingerie off
her. Loving that she's trusting me so completely already. Gently I
hold her hands, sitting her down on the toilet seat lid, propping
myself on the edge of the tub to stare into her sparkly
eyes.

"Want to tell me what happened?"

"He, he …" She stops to breathe with exaggeration. "He
ejaculated on me."

I show no emotion, presenting myself as the logical, impartial
neighbour. "So that's why the petrol. It would have destroyed any
DNA evidence."

Frightened eyes stare into mine as her hands tighten around my
fingers.

"You are flammable. The skin is the largest organ and you
absorb a lot through it." Standing I switch the shower on and
adjust the temperature. "I brought you some underwear and your
robe. I'll find a t-shirt for you, I couldn't locate your pyjamas."
Turning to her with a supportive smile. My voice, forced
gentleness. "It's okay. You can stay here. A naked woman is just
that. A naked woman. I usually see them anaesthetised, but you have
no reason to fear." Plucking the camisole off the floor I hold out
my hand expectantly, waiting for her pink knickers.

Unable to look at me, she keeps her wet hair masking half her
face as she stares at the hand. Reluctantly removing her modesty
and handing it to me.

"You shower, I'm going to burn these."

She nods, keeping her eyes averted. Picking up the shampoo and
stepping into the shower I enjoy the view as she closes the frosted
door. Moving onto my own balcony, placing the evidence into the
kettle barbecue, I drop a lit match, finally indulging in a smile
of triumph.

 


I've made us both coffee and notice her silent arrival just as
I'm pouring Tia Maria into hers.

"You could use the alcohol." I hand the mug to her, watching
her sip. Taking a swallow of my own, appreciating her clean scent
and glowing skin. That robe suctions onto her body magnificently,
outlining femininity ready for service. She catches my stare.
Looking instantly chastised.

"Victor I'm so rude. I never thanked you!"

Relaxing with my hip against the kitchen island, I stare down
at her. I relish it when she's uncomfortable.

"And opening the door like that with Sarah. I didn't mean to
disrespect you. I'd had far too much alcohol and it seemed like a
really good idea at the time."

"You seem to lead a very interesting life, Shauna. And I
thought you were a hermit." Stepping in, I finger the lapel between
her breasts, "I saw this and thought of you. Thinking it would suit
you. It does."

Her shy smile widens.

"I don't deserve a neighbour, or friend, as wonderful as
you."

Finishing my coffee I stare pointedly at my watch. "Where do
you want to sleep tonight?" I hide a grin as she rushes the alcohol
into her system, diluted with coffee.

She's buying time. Anticipating her next move I rub my hand
between her shoulder blades, kneading the vertebrae that poke out
in vulnerability. "Are you okay? Need a hug?"

Nodding, she steps closer, wrapping slender arms around my
waist. Pressing a cheek into my torso just below my chest. So tiny
and delicate. And all mine soon. Holding her assertively, I wait
for her to break the contact.

Smiling as impartially as I can, I stare down at her when she
disengages her yielding body from mine. "Where do you want to
crash?"

She hesitates. Squirming visually. "May I sleep with
you?"

Arching my eyebrows I double check, "You sure?"

She nods, finally a genuine smile teasing sensual lips over
her teeth. "I'm scared to be alone."

Giving her a wink, I wrap an arm casually over her shoulders,
leading her into my bedroom. Leaving her standing alone at the base
of the bed, while I deliberately unearth a military vest from the
closet. I know it will be too big. If she's sleeping with me, I
want to feel her with me when she's deep in slumber.

I turn from her, giving her a modicum of privacy. Deliberately
pulling off my jeans and stepping into boxers as if we'd been
married for ten years with a level of intimacy and comfort we have
yet to achieve. Feeling the weight of her stare, I fold my jeans,
and climb into bed.

She waited to see which side I sleep on, before crawling under
the black cover to my right. I give her a cute smile. It isn't
difficult to inject affection into it. I switch off the lamp, which
switches off every light inside my home. Settling comfortably I
whisper, "Goodnight Shauna."

"Goodnight."

The Rohypnol in her coffee should take effect soon enough.
Rolling onto my back I wrap a lazy arm under my head. The dirty
angel finally recognises her saviour. My smile broadens, hidden by
night, as she slips her hand in mine. I give it a squeeze of
reassurance. The time has come to replace her contraception with
folic acid pills.

 



Chapter 18

 


And only the photographer himself knows the effect he wants.
He should know by instinct, grounded in experience, what
subjects

are enhanced by hard or soft,

light or dark treatment.

~Bill Brandt

 


Victor makes me feel like I'm doing something forbidden, my
heart's in my throat with anxiety severe enough to snatch my breath
erratically.

Yet I find him magnetically attractive, calming and
protective. His demeanour and manner are serene.

Nothing seems to alarm or phase him; a haven in this Hades
chaos. He just knows what to say and do. The reassuring hand
massaging my back. Not once did he look at me as though I'm
strange, with a cut under my eye and an eyebrow missing.

Both make me feel like a reject, which I defiantly wasn't
going to expose. The coffee did help, instantly relaxing my nerves.
That is, until he took his jeans off. I'd been staring at the
tattoo on the top muscle of his right arm. He's well defined in
that effortless masculine way.

If Vengeance hadn't reprimanded me, I would probably make a
move on him.

Lying here in the dark, feeling his strong warm fingers around
mine, infusing me with safety, I'm suppressing a belly laugh. How I
can laugh now is beyond me. But then I used to laugh when really
nervous as a teenager. Dialogue is running through my
head.

"Where do you want to sleep tonight?" Talk about a loaded
question.

That's like me asking him, "What do you like in a woman?"
Waaaaahahaha. The answer is usually, "My dick." Mirth rises and I pretend a cough to disguise it.
I mean come on, I was doused with petrol, and who
put out the fire? Metaphorically this guy is loaded. Total
gigglemania. I ran to him, and he's just so capable in every way.
No hesitation to protect me. I'd crawl over coals to have a man
like this. He has no fear.

 


"Do you usually laugh when you are trying to
sleep?"

"I think it's a delayed reaction. I'm feeling delirious.
Euphoric even."

"Shauna, when are you going to tell me what's really going
on?"

Anxiety squeezes my lungs. Dare I tell him?

I feel him move, his heat lining my arm, easy breath tickling
the hair off my face. Why is it so freaking dark tonight? It's like
being in a darkroom. Or the pitch still of a cinema before the
movie begins. "Do you ever wonder if you would do things that will
endanger you, if you think today is the day you'll die? Or do you
ever think, what the hell, I'm going to die, I may as well enjoy
the journey regardless?"

"Are you avoiding the question?"

I twist onto my side, sculpting the duvet away in curvaceous
elevation. He can't see me anyway. And this vest is too narrow at
the top. I feel a boob pop out in exposure, now I'm glad that it's
so dark. "No, it's just …"

"Shauna, I promise that whatever you tell me, I'll treat as
doctor-patient confidentiality."

The sincerity and gentle tone of his voice bring prickles of
moisture to my eyes. Suddenly serious, I take a deep breath. Face
your fears, right? "I'm crazy. I lost my mind. The last year of my
life is a torturous hallucination. Except now it's manifesting into
my reality, and everyone who knows me."

"You can't manifest a hallucination."

"Victor, I feel safe with you. But you aren't safe with me.
I'm putting your life in danger just by being here."

"How?"

"I'm not allowed to have love, or sex. If I do, something bad
happens to the person who loves me, or touches me. You saw John's
car explode. That's what I'm talking about."

"Shauna, you're not making a whole lot of sense. How about you
start at the beginning?"

In this moment of extreme vulnerability, I drop my guard.
Telling him almost everything. Omitting the earrings and tattoo. I
don't know why but I'm ashamed of them.

"I went out dancing at a club with three girlfriends. I went
looking behind the building for Natasha. Expecting to find her
scoring E. Instead someone grabbed me, pushing a needle into my
neck, pulling a bag over my head. The high heels and alcohol had me
off balance. And I was no match for a lucid, strong man." Relaying
my hell. Sobbing, tears, disbelief shrouds me when he snuggles me
right up against him, kissing my forehead systematically. Never
interrupting. Never disputing.

Shuddering with the last replay of tonight, he kisses me.
Shocking me silent. It isn't just any kiss either. It's not polite
or sympathetic. It's not about comfort. Instantly I'm aware of how
close we are. Skin pressing against skin. His curtains must be
rubber lined because no light penetrates in here from outside.
Reminding me momentarily of the cell. All of my senses sharpen with
proximity. Feeling the hairs on his legs caressing my skin. The
hand holding the base of my spine, keeping me pressed against
him.

Everything in me clenches with the penetration of his tongue
into my mouth. It's deeply arousing, causing heat to diffuse into
my cheeks while an aphrodisiac cocktail heats my knickers.
Definitely not gay then.
Attraction knocks loudly with that thought.

His mouth sucks out my lower lip, his nose touching mine,
breath fusing together erotically. I'm feeling vulnerable and
needy. Tempted to kiss him when he inhales to speak. I'd rather
have body language now, than placations. Entwining my leg between
his, I communicate willingness, silently. Content to stay here,
absorbing his strength. Encircled, I feel safe from Vengeance here.
I know Victor won't hurt me. He's different.

 


"You are so much stronger than you look."

I can feel his heart beating under my palm, steady and sure. A
finger depresses my bottom lip, tracing inside it suggestively. "We
can't. He'll kill you."

"I say we test this theory of yours."

"I don't know how, but he sees everything I do, just like an
omnipresent angel."

"He just hasn't approved of your choices. I'm not surprised.
Mark is it? He fucked you and left. He didn't even have the decency
to kiss you good-bye"

"I know, but I don't believe he committed suicide. I know
Vengeance got to him."

"You don't think that perhaps these are all perfectly
overlapping coincidences?"

"No. And I like you too much to have you die because of
me."

"I don't fear death. I want to test this. I'm scientific by
nature. If he's watching, I want to be your experiment."

I wish I could read his eyes. A part of me is desperate for
the validation. To celebrate the life so nearly ended when staring
at that lone flame tonight. I want to submerse myself in life
celebrating pleasure; hiding in his strong arms, relishing his
embrace. But then, I'll end up losing the only friend I
have.

A gentle hand traces my face before holding it. He kisses me
so deeply and passionately that my cage doors rip off with diabolic
fervour. Tentatively slinking my hands around his head, fingernails
in soft hair, urgently returning the passion that's annihilating my
reserve. He's warm, and comforting in his natural strength. His
build reassuring. There's something about him. I do believe he's
capable of anything. He would survive a nuclear explosion intact.
He just has that silent presence of power about him.

Ignoring fear, I wrap a leg over his hip. Pushing erogenous
zones together with hungry pressure. A thrill jolts through me when
his body hardens, pressing deliciously, arousing me. I know he can
feel it with that hand possessively holding my breast. Gasping
raggedly, I can't think when his tongue and stubble introduce
themselves to my neck. Pushing myself deeper into his hand, blindly
I seek his mouth. Pulling him so that I can wrap both of my legs
tightly around him. Needing this. Inhaling his fresh scent like a
hit from a hookah, getting just as dizzy. Finding subliminal refuge
in the masculinity that breathes into me, presses teasingly up into
me, with the hairs on his arms imprisoning mine, his weight
suggestive of solid strength; this is both comforting and turning
me inside out. I want him. Need him. "I want you …"

My body is lethargic; I'm unresponsive when he settles himself
on me. I can feel the pressure, but coherence is drifting away.
Slipping thoughts, can't think. Clutching on to random impressions.
Stubble, lips, tongue, neck … Hand, skin on skin. Lost clothes?
When … The last image, the sharp inhalation of breath when his warm
body slips inside mine. It's a shock. Closing my eyes with my
body's moist pulsating reaction to him.

***

Dominance is established inside the first thirty seconds of
meeting anyone. Subconsciously she submitted to me before she even
knew my name, standing outside her door. There are rules of
domination. Biblical rules no longer in the Bible. Adam divorced
Lilith because she would not submit to his sexual authority. She
would not lie under him. The woman is of lesser stature. She cannot
dominate the man. If she thinks she can, her thinking is deficient
and must be corrected. The first copulation engaged in must have
the male dominating her, for success.

I know Shauna won't remember any of this, but she is willing
to submit. Submit to my authority. Women have a discrepancy
hardwired into them. They lust. I will not allow this woman to be
on top until she has accepted her position in this relationship.
She will kneel for me. She will lay under me in my shadow. I will
cover her with my brilliance, overshadowing. Filling her with my
purity. Her earrings are back in. Her left ear wearing my father's
A, for Alpha. In her right ear she wears my symbol. The omega
[image: tmp_59475fdadae871455dec9b8e9749a8c5_SFM4rb_html_100efb3f.jpg]. My father gave me the mark. It is biblical to
wear the father's mark.

Marking her as our servant forever. She will find joy in this
servitude. Now I cover her. We follow the oldest ways. A woman is
not suitable for marriage until she has shown she is fertile. I
will give Alpha no reason to put this lamp out, or hide it under a
bushel. I will give her my mark under her skin. She shall willingly
wear the [image: tmp_59475fdadae871455dec9b8e9749a8c5_SFM4rb_html_100efb3f.jpg]. I have complete faith
that this is the one. The angel sacrificed for a new beginning.
Finally restoring the balance. Correcting the first sin. She has
not tempted me, I tempted her. She fell to my temptation and
finally trusts me.

I succumb to the temple open beneath me. Her youthful body
pliant and willing. Juicy heat kisses my rod of command with the
precision of the first copulation. I want her to hurt. To know this
isn't about her pleasure. It's about mine. She was created to serve
me. I want to tear her. So that for days she will remember who her
master is. I am. The Omega. Vengeance the maker and taker. I made
her. Now I take her. She must remember this bruising, the rupturing
of delicate skin to accommodate me. I want her walk to loudly
announce she' s owned. I'm claiming my lost property.

She feels so good. Petite and perfect. Her nubile body supple
from dancing. Forcing her legs wider, I take the satisfaction of
watching myself plunder hers.

Mine. You are mine. You will crawl for me.

 


I have two favourite cameras. One digital, the other Polaroid.
I prefer the Polaroid, I derive satisfaction in the process of
developing film. In the dark. With patience for the process it
takes to create the perfect image. Hanging the Sony around my neck,
my finger reflexively captures the victory union.

Rohypnol ensures the victim has no recollection of events. But
under the influence, they are easy to manipulate and are
responsive, depending on the dosage administered. I take her again.
Power surges through me, keeping me hard. Hardening again and
again. I know she's the one because each time I try to break her,
she's more eager. Willing. Opening her mouth, slipping her tongue
around and underneath me. I grab fistfuls of hair, and she doesn't
even whimper. Thrusting deep into her mouth, she simply closes her
eyes, holding lazily to my body. One hand strays between her legs.
I slap her cheek hard to get her to stop wanting her own pleasure.
Taking another photo. Up to the hilt, framed with pink lips, her
pixie nose inhaling me. Reluctantly I withdraw so she can
breathe.

"Worship me woman."

Her tongue snakes out, pushing into me as she sucks my head
back into her mouth. She was born to be a whore. Convulsing into
her mouth, I grip her head so she can't move.

"You are an evil whore. I must punish you."

Thrusting her off the male rod of command, my grip is cruel. I
feel it and am fighting myself. I don't want her to have bruises
that I'll have to explain. Forcing her head into the bed, turning
myself on as she chokes for air, I slam into her. Her knees give
and I'm forced to hold her hips to keep my erection inside
her.

"Discipline is what you need."

Plunging hard and fast, her breath is ragged, moaning emanates
from her.

"Shut – up – you – filthy – whore."

Damn it. She's so hot, all around me, warm honey entombing me.
I can smell her lust and hate her for ruining this. This is my
moment. How can her body be so compliant and perfect? How am I to
exact God's wrath on her when she's so eager to get a good
fucking?

Gripping her body I force her skin wider apart, watching
myself, taking random photos, the video cam is hidden and I can
watch this all play out frame for frame when she's gone home. I
need her to hurt. Let me hear you cry out you bitch in heat.
Finally the salve of her cry kisses me tenderly. I cum again,
needing to mark her. In every way that I can. I take her anally,
getting immense satisfaction from the cries that
elicits.

I wipe off with her hair before sitting on her. It's biblical
to be dried with a woman's hair. Rubbing the rod between her
breasts. Watching pink nipples react with hardening, using her
hands to tickle my sacs, pushing fingers into her mouth while
giving her creamy neck a pearl necklace. Feeling mildly exhausted I
lay down beside her, pleased with the marking of her.

Again I force her legs apart, pushing her knees up to expose
the softness I want to hurt for days after this. Unchallenged power
makes me hard; this domination is my reward for months of
painstaking patience. Using my hand to rape her this time, knowing
exactly which angles will inflict the most bruising from tedious
years in medical school, I take her again.

"Let me hear you Shauna. I can't hear you screaming
yet."

Using knuckles and brute strength, I fuck her. When her pitch
sounds right to me, whimpers because she's unable to scream, I
withdraw the hand with smug satisfaction. My bitch. My angel.
Mine.

So hard with longing and arousal that I slip inside her a last
time. Amazed that the suppleness of a body keeps it sucking moistly
around me regardless of what I do. Finally content that she has
been suitably disciplined using the only language she seems to
understand, I leave the room, taking both cameras.

After a shower I pick up my covert phone and text. "That is a
better choice."

I rearrange her in bed before lazing next to her. Tracing the
nearest nipple with sensitive fingers. Glee grips me when it
hardens pertly. Sucking it hard, my hand claims the other. Rolling
it, teasing it, pinching it. Deriving nurturing from her enticing
body, I wonder again what mother was like. Did she have huge
breasts bloated with milk? Or was she petite like the handful in my
embrace? Were hers pink like Shauna's? Or dark? Why did Father
reject her? How did she sin?

Awareness dawns on me with Shauna's pained moan. I withdraw
from biting the nipple. Licking it tenderly, to soothe it back in
apology, tracing the hairless body with the hand on her other
breast. Sliding between her legs, finding a reaction waiting for
me. I knew she secretly loved discipline. Pain teases her
erotically. She is the perfect angel for Vengeance.

Generosity overcomes me as I trace her folds, applying
pressure. Watching her lips moisten tentatively with a shy tongue.
Breath raising her chest closer to my face, shuddering gasps
emanating through parted lips. She responds to me. Both her lucid
and unaware moments with me betray her. She desires me.

"The whore likes this?"

In mindless slumber her legs move eagerly of their own accord.
I am her master and she responds to me beautifully. Leading the
orchestra of her desire, I manipulate the succus response under my
fingers. I can allow her some pleasure to hold onto. She took the
punishment well, I will gift her this. My smile betrays me when she
orgasms.

The smug joy quickly replaced with bitterness, "Don't you ever
let that bitch touch you again."

Rage moves me to chastise her once more, enjoying the bounce
of her chest with the force of my anger. Her flesh trembles before
me. Subconsciously she recognises her master. Deriving satisfaction
when I finally see a trickle of blood with my withdrawal from her
body; to coldly turn my back on her.

Changing my mind three minutes later, I roll to face her.
Turning her by the chin to face me with slumbered eyes, "Give me a
son and I will forgive you."


Chapter 19

 


A photograph is usually looked at – seldom looked
into.

~Ansel Adams

 


Eventually the tickle on my thigh rouses me to move. Moving
the duvet away to look at what is crawling there, the sight of
blood alarms me.

Shit. I can't be coming on now? Mentally checking my last
tablet, nope not for at least a week. Embarrassed I sit up to go to
the bathroom when I notice he's not here.

On cue he strolls in, pressing a button next to the light
switch to open the curtains, flooding me with unflattering
daylight, holding a black mug. Familiar music filters in. He even
likes the same kind of music!

"Good morning. Made you some coffee."

He puts it down on the beech table next to me before kissing
my forehead. "I'm going to shower. You're welcome to join
me."

I must be dead. Vengeance dropped that flame last night and
now I'm in heaven. Swallowing awkwardness, I can't help the magnetic trail of my
eyes down his body. I really need to get to a gym.

"I think you turned me into a virgin."

Oh I did. You just didn't know it. "Why do you say that?"

Sheepishly I smile, "Just, the symptoms are there."

Our blood covenant.

"You're a tight fit, princess. Enjoy that coffee."

His smile is so flattering with an expression that's smug and
charming. I watch him stroll out, naked. I wish I had that kind of
masculine confidence, without having the urge to suck my stomach in
and stop my ass from moving when I walk.

Lazing back I sip from the matt black mug. Everything is wood
and black in here. Even the closet doors are matt black. Clean
lines. Angular. No fuss. Not too dark either. The hues compliment
each other. He's a heck of a lot neater than me. Fingering the
duvet cover, I realise it's silk. Must be nice being a doctor and
having that kind of budget. The headboard is black suede. Moving, I
examine the print hanging over the bed of a black and white female
nude.

Well I fit right in. She could be me. I must be his type. Pity
the head's missing. She has long dark hair curling sensuously
around her breast. Sexy. One leg pulled up obscuring the leg behind
it as she reclines on her side. Curvaceous hip highlighting hollows
in shadow. I wonder if he took it? How could I ever have considered
him even remotely gay?

Feeling daring I put the mug down on the leather coaster. I'm
going to help that sexy boy shower.

"Hello minx. So I tempted you after all?"

"Minx?"

Stepping in with him, he commandeers my body under the water.
Moving my hair to rub gelled hands over my shoulders, kneading me
delectably.

Fuck me, I could get so used to a man like this.

"You're insatiable. I'm fit, but even I was beginning to feel
it after the tenth time."

I can't remember past the first time. "Really? Ten times?" I'm
trying hard to remember but his hands are manipulating the muscles
in my back with sedating precision.

"Put your hands against the wall so I can use some strength
here."

I brace myself as his soapy hands work froth up and down my
back in languid firm strokes. "Hmmm. You are a god."

"Don't you remember?"

"No, not really."

"It must be post traumatic stress. It's common to have memory
loss after a big scare."

He lathers my hair, fingers rubbing massaging circles into my
scalp. I could die happy right now. Hmmm, firm fingers relaxing my
neck. "You are turning me inside out."

Soapy hands knead my breasts, covering every inch of me. Shit
that burns. I haven't felt this since my first few times. He steals
my breath as he moves me back under the jet-stream to rinse off.
"How come you're single? I feel like I've stepped into an alternate
reality."

Stepping closer, he holds me against him; water running
between us, as if to separate, but instead it causes a suction of
skin on skin.

"How come you're single?" he challenges back.

"Meaning?" Staring up into treacle soft brown eyes, his smile
is so fucking cute. He oozes sex appeal without even trying. He's
perfect. Feeling oddly humbled I drop my eyes to stare at the
crevice running down the centre of his chest.

"Any woman who uses her mouth like that should belong to a
man. And he'd be stupid to let her go."

My cheeks heat up with embarrassment. "Was I naughty
then?"

"I wouldn't mind an encore."

Chuckling softly I step away from him, he relinquishes his
hold compliantly. Looking down I blurt,
"You are very intimidating to someone as little as me."

"Intimidating?"

Holding him in a hand, I slide my grasp sensuously, "Yes. You
are well built in every sense of the word. I wish I could remember
last night, because I'm feeling decidedly nervous now."

Tilting my chin up, his smile caresses my worries; soft lips
cover mine. My free arm snakes up to encourage his head to stay
with me. Firm hands hold my face as he walks me backward to the
tiles, flat against them, invading my mouth with unrestrained
fervour. My body reacts, chasing fear away.

I must have been bloody sensational last night. I'll do my
best, if it keeps him with me. As he breaks the connection, I plant
an exploratory kiss on the skin in front of me. Tracing my way down
his body with soft kisses and a curious tongue. He tastes soapy.
And I don't care. I'm alone, in a shower, with a god. Now let's see
how much I missed last night.

Between the caressing, sucking behind, around, on top, in,
out, and the tea-bagging, his explosion takes me quite by surprise.
Dancing in the shower, he tilts my head back, the water spray
cleanses again. More gel-soap, tender hands; I return the gesture,
unprepared for the ease with which he lifts me, pressing my
shoulders for sturdiness against the wall. Distracted from the
adoration of tensing arms and shoulders, I experience burning pain.
My body conflicted between signals of pleasure and pain pulses.
Wrapping my legs tightly around his hips, jolted, surrounded with
water, skin, the noises alone make me want to laugh. One arm
supports me as the other firmly holds the middle of my back.
Pulling us out of the shower, he lowers me onto the floor. Sopping
wet, water dripping off his nose into my eyes, I close them
reflexively.

The running water sounds like a hollow waterfall. Stubble
scrapes the skin on my neck. But my focus is completely
side-tracked by the overwhelming pleasure. Jesus this guy knows
what he's doing. Gripping his back, my body tenses. Gasping cry
emanates. Vision vanishes. Momentarily blind. Tingles in my toes.
Then the pain explodes. I feel like he's tearing me in half when
his body tenses inside mine, widening for his own climax. Jesus
fucking Christ.

I open my eyes to see him watching me intently.

"You okay?"

I should be more experienced than this. I feel like a newbie,
caught off guard. "Yes."

"You looked like you were in pain."

I hide behind a smile and lie, "It's my orgasm
face."

His eyes seem to be trying to read my mind with the sharp
intensity trained on mine. He grins before kissing and sucking my
left nipple. "You saucy girl. You're going to have to become a
regular around here."

For some reason even my nipple feels oversensitive. Rubbing my
palms under his chin, "Only if you shave."

His laugh is seductive and easy. Slipping out of me, he stares
unabashedly at my body, "You're like a fairy."

I smile, sitting up. If looks could fuck, I wouldn't be able
to walk for a week.

"I'm going back in that shower." A hand is offered as he
stands. Accepting the grasp, he hauls me up so fast I experience
vertigo. Supporting me, he walks me back into the shower, tenderly
soaping me up again.

"I'm feeling dizzy."

"You need food, baby."

 


I watch him rinse off and step out of the shower after
silencing the water. A towel wraps around me, embraced again, I
feel the affection. This guy is so tender and sweet. Bloody
thoughtful too. I thought men this fabulous were
extinct.

Sitting down on the toilet seat lid I watch him fill his palm
with shaving foam, in front of the mirror. He has an extractor fan
on that prevents the mirror from steaming up. Lethargically I dry
my hair, watching the way he strokes the razor over his face with
precision. Catching his reflected gaze, I see he's smiling at me.
"What?"

"I'm still alive. How many times have we done it? And he
hasn't popped me off the planet yet."

Frowning, I pause in mid hair squeeze, "Where's my
phone?"

"Your place."

Mesmerised I watch him rinse his face and come swaggering over
to me, a towel hugging his hips sexily. He runs his cheek down
mine. "Better?"

I nod, grinning back, until it becomes a wide
smile.

He laughs as he returns to the basins. Picking up the
toothbrush I used previously and throwing it to me.
"Catch."

He puts toothpaste on his electric toothbrush, then passes the
toothpaste to me. Happy to be thoroughly clean, I start brushing.
We could have been together for years, we're that
comfortable.

I know that mint causes tingles. After brushing our teeth I
pull him between my legs, me sitting on the lid again. I get a
thrill of pleasure staring up at him while I run tingles over the
sensitive erection that I just induced, with my tongue. He's
staring down with an enigmatic expression. It's hard not to smile
when his eyes close and his neck forces his Adam's apple into
highlight. He's gorgeous. He's comforting. And finally I get the
pleasure of hearing this hunk moan.

***

When she kneels before her maker I can barely contain myself.
With soft lips pressing eagerly against me, her willing tongue
leaves a trail of aching desire in its wake. I nearly come in her
face when she sucks my balls into her mouth, one by one. So hot,
wet, evil; evil woman. She worships properly. I cannot fault her
touch. I commanded, and she fell to her knees in adoration.
Mindless unquestioning worship surges me into an
impaler.

Restraint is harder when she's so compliant to please. Her
tongue is succulent velvet, stroking, pleasing, teasing. Fuck!
Pushing her back under the water. I'm not touching a face with my
fluids all over it.

Is it worship or is she just a slut? Is she worshipping or is
she simply a fallen angel beyond redemption?

She must hurt. Picking her up, I slide hard inside her. The
water should dilute lubrication, making her feel the pain of loving
me. The pain of her sins. The pain all woman deserve for Eve's
mistakes. Look at her, moaning and gasping. She's enjoying
this!

Shoving the door open I force her soft body onto the hard
floor. Nailing her with all the brutality I can muster so her bones
will ache because the floor is unforgiving. But she clings. Soft
lips tracing my shoulder.

My resolve softens with her neediness. So delicate and
fragile. Her diminutive frame so pleased to lay under mine. Willing
to submit in her weakness to my strength. She holds without ever
scratching. She doesn't object even though I know it hurts her.
She's taking her punishment with humility. Softly caressing my neck
while I make her whimper. Her submission overwhelms me. Unable to
continue the punishment because of the unbearable pleasure she
gives me on every level of my being. The cashmere heat of her
thighs, her gasps, taking the pain for my pleasure. I lose control,
filling her again, yet she is grateful. Her face holds rapturous
delight; unveiled adoration. Unlike the terrified eyes I've stared
into for months, she gazes at me with affection.

When she invites my body between hers, staring up at me with
gullible blue eyes lined with dark lashes, the sharp freshness of
her mouth wrapped around me, vengeance flees. She's so desperate
for my approval, assuming her rightful place, lowering before me,
seeking lasciviously to give me more pleasure without demanding any
for herself. I relinquish self control for the euphoria.
Surrendering my guard briefly, to indulge in sheer ecstasy. I have
achieved the impossible. She is completely mine. Relishing her
touch, the caresses, kisses; incredible sensations, my first groan
of pleasure surprises even me.

Father never allowed this. I never allowed it. The flesh is
weak. But now I realise it is not weak when it's so willing,
seeking to grant safe haven in ecstatic celebration of life. Her
expression reveals vulnerable adoration. She wants to do this. It's
a gift. She is giving back to me. Her gratitude undeniable. And I
need to see those eyes staring up at me in worship, feeling
strangely calm, experiencing a sharing instead of the marking as
the hot mouth accepts my return gift. Body to body.

Opening my eyes again as the towel wraps back around me and
she plants a gentle kiss in my navel, I have never experienced such
domination. Her desire to please me, she's the first angel to turn.
To give me surrender without my force. My dirty angel has finally
resurrected herself.

She is the one.

Needing to explore this strange exhilaration further, I pick
her up and walk to the sanctuary of the bedroom. Her warm breath
teases my neck as she sucks the skin gently. When she whispers
seductively in my ear, even my DNA reacts.

"Victor you are wonderful. Please let me keep you."

I'm going to work her with the intelligence of Omega. Knowing
biology the way I do, it should be easy to manipulate the X, Y and
G spots. I have to see her eyes when she goes blind.

 



Chapter 20

 


Photography has no rules. It is not a sport.

It is the result which counts, no matter how it is
achieved.

~Bill Brandt

 


I feel like giggling as Victor keeps a look-out for me while I
dash across between our doors wearing nothing more than knickers
and his humungous vest. But once inside, the enormity of last night
hits the joy right out of me. The smell of petrol is
overpowering.

He's wearing his dark glasses, a black cap, and his usual
black jeans and t-shirt as he joins me, staring into my bedroom.
The carnage and the despicable memories have me paralysed. Tears
streaming, trying to be brave I suppress a sob.

"Do you want to call the police?"

Shaking my head in response. "No. Two deaths and now this?
I'll be the main suspect."

Frantic, I push past him to get my phone off the coffee table.
Snatching it up, I collapse onto the floor next to the table,
cradling the phone. Laughing between tearful bursts.

"Shauna?"

Arms wrap around me and I bury my face into his neck,
indulging in safe strength. "He …" sob, "likes you."

"He?" … "Oh yes, Vengeance."

He pulls me up, turning my chin so that I face him. "Get
dressed. You can't sleep in that bed. We're tossing it."

I know it's logical but I'm on a tight budget.

"My treat. Okay?"

"Victor, no … I couldn't possibly …"

"Just bury your female pride this once?" His face gets closer
as delectable lips press against mine enthusiastically. "Let me
spoil you." Between kisses, and his seductive grin that curls the
corners of his mouth up, he tells me, "Besides – I – might – want –
to – sleep – over – and – it's – not- long enough – for – my –
height."

Wrapping my arms around his neck I let him pick me up, kissing
me, taking me back to my bedroom. He plants my feet back on the
ground at the closet. "Now get dressed while I open this place up
and get some air in here."

"And then?"

"And then we're going shopping for a new bed."

Incredulous, I watch him pull open the left blue and white
pinstripe curtain. How the heck did I just get so lucky? Even
Vengeance approves.

Facing my wardrobe I unearth a pink and white gingham peasant
blouse and plain pink matching skirt. If Vengeance is watching, I'm
not going to give him a reason to blow Victor up too. Opening my
underwear drawer I select pink underwear and pull Victor's vest
off. Hooking the bra, I look up to find him watching me. Instantly
self-conscious I ask, "What?"

His eyes amazingly seem to be a deeper shade of brown. They've
gone from warm brown to coffee liqueur. I can't read his
expression. He seems so poised with his shades perched on the peak
of his cap.

"You."

"What about me?" I continue getting dressed. Glancing at him
as I change underwear.

"Feminine and petite. Such a tiny waist."

My face heats up uncomfortably, "And now my cheeks are
coordinated." Eyeing him curiously I ask a burning question as I
finish dressing. "Victor, why do you live here?"

"You mean doing what I do, why do I choose to live a
superficially modest existence?"

He's sharper than a Katana sword. "Yes."

"I'm single. I don't like hired help and don't have the time
to clean a bigger place. It suits my needs."

Nodding thoughtfully I sit down at my dressing table, brushing
my hair out. "That makes sense. Men are always so
practical."

He picks up the duvet, "I'm putting this outside."

I watch him walk out of the bedroom in the mirror's
reflection. Smiling with secret pleasure I spritz perfume, grab
deodorant, pop my pill, and run pink lipstick over my lips.
Slipping flat, matching canvas shoes on; I grab my phone and purse,
putting them into my skirt pockets. With my own sunglasses in place
perched on my head, I go in search of him.

Noticing the open windows, the duvet outside and him leaning
next to the kitchen counter, I smile. For some reason a swarm of
locusts just took flight in my stomach. Devouring my joy like the
plague as his expression morphs from tranquil to displeasure. He
stands erect as I reach him and easily retrieves a serviette on the
other side of the counter, running it over my mouth.

"Why do women wear this shit?"

I'm stunned. Feeling reprimanded and insulted simultaneously.
"We like it."

"Do you ever taste it?"

"Obviously."

"Your lips are perfect without it."

"It gives us subconscious confidence."

His voice is dead serious as he challenges back. "No. It makes
you look cheaper than tinsel."

I'm still oddly in shock. I've never had a boyfriend dictate
to me, ever. Is he dictating to me?

"Shauna, you don't need artificial shit on your face to look
pretty. It tastes like burnt plastic and cheapens you. You're
better than that."

Is this a compliment? Then why do I feel like it's an insult
somehow? Something about this moment gives me emotional
conflict.

Sliding his sunglasses on, he links his fingers through mine,
tugging me out the door with him. After locking it he leans me
against it with his own body weight. Kissing me so deeply, I feel
it in my knees. Pulling away slightly he whispers, "That's why.
Those are my lips and I want to taste them. Often."

My lips? Holy shit! I think I just
became Doctor Victor's official girlfriend! Instantaneously I'm transported to walking on a carpet of
evanescent bubbles. I cannot recall the last time I felt this
buoyantly happy.

***

One of the key elements of luring her is to dangle bait in
front of her nose. Father's insights are as always invaluable to
me. She needs to feel rescued. With me, she must feel safe,
protected, and humbled.

It's a plain ugly fact that a young woman like Shauna, will
find a wealthy man attractive.

Phase two of her seduction is now in play. Spoiling her with
what is an essential item beyond her usual means. It was a logical
move, but one that has personal value to me. She fucked that
degenerate on that bed. I will be the only man in her bed from now
on. A virgin bed where I shall again reinforce the blood
covenant.

Simple biblical law. Resume marital
relations, lest Satan tempt you to sin through your lack of
restraint of sexual desire; 1 Corinthians 7:5. The moral being to keep her busy in bed so her eyes and body
do not stray. I intend to keep her exhausted and preoccupied with
me. My desires, my needs, my fulfilment. Whilst validating her ego,
complimenting her, and letting her think I do it all
for her. My approach is
to be perceived as altruistic.

I've discovered the truth that Alpha hid from me. The
forbidden fruit he kept from me. He gave me temple whores to
practice on as part of their punishment. But I never even knew
their names. I became disassociated mentally and emotionally to the
act. They knew they were going to die, and tried to give as much
pleasure as they could to stall the inevitable. Shauna is in no way
the first woman to get a rise out of me. But there is a significant
personal difference between her and them.

Shauna was chosen. Hand picked by me. Then purified
immaculately by me. My attention to detail went into this. The
relationship cast before she was aware that there was to
be a relationship.
Intention is the biblical measuring rod of the heart and soul. My
intention was for her to be my female companion. My Eve. When
Father created Eve, he said she was to be a helper. And Shauna is
already obediently helping as instructed. She hasn't questioned my
authority.

I selected her out of a handful of sinners. She met the
criteria on many levels. Any fallen angel worth my time to cleanse,
purify and sanctify, had to be at the age when they were beginning
to fear staying single and childless. Shauna's twenty-eight now.
She was twenty-seven when I found her. I watched her for four
months before taking her. She is the perfect age of vulnerability.
Ready to be plucked from the masses. Young enough to give birth to
a healthy child, but old enough to accept the pregnancy in case she
never gets the opportunity again. Open to a long term relationship
because of familial pressure and her own biological clock. And the
fallen had to be as pure as possible. A non-smoker, non-drug taker.
No dependencies of any kind that have a permanent effect on the
genetic DNA.

Her blood type had to be compatible with mine, and I had to
find one thing endearing and at least one thing physically
attractive. My personal trinity of traits. I find all of her
physically attractive, her husky voice especially; and I find that
trembling lip endearing. She has no idea how blessed she is to be
chosen out of a meagre five women. Five women. Shocking statistics
all things considered.

I sensed her reluctance this morning. Yet I manipulated her to
give me my desired
result. Father however, did not educate me to the secret. The
secret is that I enjoy it. It's unlike any task I've yet endured.
It isn't a sufferance. This is a task I undergo willingly now that
she submits. Her eyes watch me. I've caught her smiling to herself.
Her eyes sparkle with such intensity. I've known her for fourteen
months and have not witnessed that expression before.

That is the reflection of joy; of a woman dominated with love.
She cannot disguise it. She hasn't challenged me once. And for the
first time I'm faced with the duality of relations with a woman. I
have the urge to protect her with the shadow I cover her with. It's
the strangest sensation to crave her warmth. I haven't craved
anything in my entire life, other than to serve Father and achieve
his love.

I am unsure what grandfather did for a living. He was already
dead when I was born. Mother died when my younger brother Seth was
two, and I am exactly nine months older. But between them Father
has always had a mountain of wealth. When he set me my task, he
gave me a substantial sum, ensuring that I only ever need work to
maintain my cover and keep my skills honed.

Making this part of the Shauna plan simplistic to execute. I
can give her anything she desires. But I shall only give her what
she requires, for to desire is to lust. And she may only lust after
me.

Turning from the newly delivered bed, now cosseted in fresh
white silk, with an exceptionally large duvet to cover the extra
length king sized bed, I smile with satisfaction. The soiled bed
and linen I had them remove and take to the dump when they
delivered this one. A persuasive tip was placed in a palm to do my
bidding without argument.

On my way past the laundry basket I pause, open it, extract
the underwear she wore last night, inhale deeply. What a good girl
she has become. All she required was me. My instincts were
infallible as usual. Hurling them back into the basket, I slam the
lid down. I have a hunch which I cannot ignore any longer. Creeping
into her lounge I pick up the painting I bought for her this
morning. Swiftly I cover the camera that I know is there. Hanging
the picture deliberately to obscure the view from that
lens.

Another day I'll install a new feed to this room. I just can't
shake the feeling that someone has hacked this feed. Satisfied, I
turn from it to stare at last night's access point. She listened.
Perfect in a pink skirt. Easy access to what it covers, and
perfectly feminine. She's no longer fallen. She's an obedient angel
who listens to her maker without question. Feeling potent,
powerful, and strangely elevated, I go to check on my
woman.

 


*I am a watcher! That man is going to be disembowelled if I
ever locate him. How he knew I have no idea. But this black lens
surges rage through me. He has no idea who he's messing with. Death
will be a mercy when we're done with him.*

 



Chapter 21

 


Photography, alone of the arts, seems perfected to serve the
desire humans have for a moment – this very moment – to
stay.

~Sam Abell

 


He won't let me see it. He insists on making me wait while he
takes delivery of the new bed in my home. Instead I'm stuck in his,
listening to yet another of my favourite bands. It is pure
serendipity that our tastes are so similar, while putting me to
work chopping vegetables. He left precise instructions which I'm
following to the letter.

It slipped out during breakfast at a delightful café where we
stopped to brunch, that I make killer Kahlua coffees. He's given me
half an hour to have one ready and waiting for him after completing
my task. I mean, what are the odds that he likes Point of View?
Then it hits me. My knees go weak as I grab a stool and sit on it
heavily. It never occurred to me before that this song, Dirty
Angel, sings of an angel. The lyrics creep all over me,
'I sit in that room again for days, holding every
dream to death, wondering when it all could change, when would you
see! When you take me to the angel's mind, show me how I could be
fair, you know there's really nothing left to say, and that it's
all you get and all that you could need, yeah it's all you get when
love begins to breathe …'

I never saw him. And he kept telling me I was a fallen angel.
I even bet this is his favourite fucking song. Song and lyrics by
Point of View. I bet he just loves their point of view. I wonder if
he watched me today to make sure I wore a skirt. Where is he? How
the hell does he watch me? Is he even human?

"Holding every dream to death."

Yelping in fright, my instinct is to laugh when I realise it's
Victor whispering in my ear before nibbling my lobe. "You scared
the hell out of me."

Turning to face him, his smile is seductively mysterious.
"Then I should scare you more often. I'm not a fan of anyone
holding onto hell."

"Don't freak me out. I was just thinking about
Vengeance."

"And there I was deluding myself that you were thinking about
me."

I'm stuck between his arms and the black counter behind me.
Closing the distance he whispers deeply, "I think this is my
favourite song." A soft kiss touches my neck before he pulls away
and turns to the opposite counter top. "I only recently discovered
that band. Their lyrics are subliminally perfect."

"Vengeance must love this song. That's what I was thinking
about."

He pauses as he lifts the lid on the prepared vegetables, "Are
you saying I'm like Vengeance?"

Uncomfortable, I become aware that I probably just insulted
him. "No! God no! Sorry I didn't mean it like that. I'm a fan of
the song myself."

"It's okay. I don't mind sharing his taste in music and
women."

"Only you can get me to smile with a sentence including
him."

"So where's the coffee?"

Grinning I slip off the stool, put the microwave on high for
thirty seconds, and turn to him, appreciating long legs hooked at
the ankle in relaxed ease, "Coming right up."

"Oh I like it when you talk dirty to me."

I laugh again. Smiling broadly at the most yummilicious man
I've had near me for years. "I'll wear just an apron and say it
again if it'll keep you this charming."

The agility and speed that he moves at still surprises me. I'm
caught by his strength again as he directs my face to stare up into
his, like worshipping Sol. I wish I could read his eyes. They are
so enigmatic. He seems happy and congenial, but like quicksand I
feel stuck inside the vortex of his mahogany eyes.

"Take me to the angel's mind." He stares deeply into my eyes,
lips pursed slightly, highlighting the fullness of his bottom lip
and the shy dimple in his chin. "Shauna, this song is your song.
You hide it well, but you do have an angel's mind, holding all of
your dreams to death. They kept your spirit alive. You never saw
him. He kept you oblivious. And you endured the tragedy.
Shakespeare made his fortune and legacy on tragedies. I look into
your eyes and want to lose myself in them to excavate what they
hide."

Oddly anxious, I'm shaken. "Victor you are far too
perceptive."

"Coffee. Now. Or suffer my wrath."

He's teasing I know, it's almost like he's testing me with his
choice of words. Turning I open the door to the black microwave and
hand him a glass mug of frothy Kahlua coffee. He takes it, kissing
me again, before retreating back to the other counter, leaning
against it and sipping slowly. I wait with eager
anticipation.

"Okay. I'll keep you."

Quizzically I smile.

"Excellent coffee. Excellent ass. Excellent shape. Excellent
voice. And excellent lips. Definitely a keeper."

Relieved I take my own out of the microwave, walking over to
clink it against his softly, "Cheers."

"Cheers."

"Victor …"

"Yes?"

"Thank you."

"Hmmm?"

"For being there. You've been an unwavering haven in this
storm for me."

"Keep making me coffee and seducing me, and I'll say it's my
pleasure." The wink reveals the jest.

 


I observe as he makes dinner. Impressed with his ability in
every department of life. Men like this don't exist. I've had bad
luck for so long that I'm hesitant to take this at face value. He
must have a flaw. He must.

He made the perfect meal. Tender beef, slow roasted
vegetables, everything is luxurious and immaculate. The wine is
obviously expensive. I've read a lot about the Cape wine estates.
They hug Table Mountain on one side, and stretch all the way
throughout the region past Stellenbosch and deeper. The wines here
are renown. Yet I'm staring at the wine bottle, which is
surprisingly dust free, the cork was heavily stained, and see it's
ten years old.

He obviously masters everything he puts his mind to. Cuisine,
photography, his own body even. Bugger that, he mastered my body
too. Feeling lethargically warm with the wine and meal, it dawns on
me that I'm thoroughly smitten. I'm deeply attracted to him. His
melting chocolate eyes observe mine and I feel the temptation to be
intimate beckon.

A hand covers mine possessively. It reaches up and tucks my
long hair behind my ear. "If you turn that horseshoe earring of
yours upside down, you'll have an omega sign." He pushes up the
short sleeve on his t-shirt, revealing his tattoo, "And we'll
match."

I didn't tell him about the earrings. And I don't have the
heart to reveal the truth now. Choosing to smile instead. "Then
turn it so we can match."

It's mildly painful as he turns it around. Then a firm hand
pats my thigh under the table, "I cooked, you pack the
dishwasher."

At times I think he's OCD. His desire to be neat obviously
doesn't let him relax. I don't mind pulling my weight, and I
suppose it's better to get the dishes washing so that we can go and
test out my new bed, which I'm desperate to see.

Despite the commanding way he asked, I find myself smiling
affectionately at him as I stand. Leaning down to kiss him. "Thank
you for an amazing dinner."

Taking the dishes to the sink, I rinse them and place them on
the counter above the dishwasher. The shadow that falls over me
distracts my focus and I turn just in time for his hands to hold my
hips tightly against him. Looking up, he has a naughty half smile,
his eyes dark with secret intention. My pulse triples as he walks
me back until I'm flat against the granite tiles.

He leans a hand against the wall, while his hips imprison
mine. The other hand traces my face and settles on my neck. It's a
simple act of touch, yet it's deeply erotic. It is one move that
few men employ, and one which makes me randier than brandy. I can
feel every blood vessel rushing to respond. Aching to rub naked
nipples across his chest.

But with Victor, I get the distinct sense he's a little old
fashioned. He likes making the moves and leading. And so far I'm
blissfully delighted to let him lead, because it's been a delicious
ride. Experience does pay off. I've yet to find out how old he is,
and I know it wouldn't make any difference to how I view him. He
turns my entire body into a vibration of pleasure notes. Even his
deep baritone sings to my soul. Reading his expression I know he's
hiding a heat seeking missile, and I'm the target. As he dips his
head to taste my lips, I slip eager hands under his shirt to feel
the heat bathing his skin. Lordy he feels magnificent. When his
other hand covers my breast, I can literally feel the wine and his
intoxication drenching heat inside me to resonate longingly inside
lace.

***

In this stage I must still test the boundaries of her
commitment to my absolute authority. Walking her backward until her
she's hard up against the wall, I hold her against it with one hand
on her neck. She doesn't even lift a hand. She stays there, staring
up at me with lusty eyes. Trusting, seductive eyes. Keeping my hand
on the fragile neck, I kiss her, testing responsiveness with her
life obviously under my command. She is completely subservient,
slipping her hands under my shirt, fingertips tracing my stomach.
Whenever she passes a test, the dominance is like a hydraulic
infusion into my libido.

Running my left hand over the swell of her curvaceous breast,
the hard nipple sets my own pulse skipping. Perfect response.
Cutting her quivering breath short I instruct softly, "Shouldn't
you be packing the dishwasher?"

I almost laugh at her expression.

"Oh. Right. Yes."

I pat her pert bottom as she walks around me back to the
counter. She doesn't object. She simply bends her perfect body to
pack the dishwasher. Placing plates into it. Stealthily I approach.
Pushing one hand below her shoulder blades to keep her bent at a
right angle. She pauses, unresisting. Halting her task, I slide the
pink skirt up. This is why God commanded women wear skirts.
I own you. Deliberately I
cover her head with her own flowing skirt.

"Brace yourself."

Obediently she places both hands on the counter. This ability
to command gives me a head rush. In one swift movement I remove the
pink lace to expose her core, revealed in vulnerability to my
devouring eyes. This view is exquisite. Using my right foot I nudge
hers out of the pink restraint, widening my view with the
separation of her legs. Slowly I unzip, waiting for her to move, to
speak, to object. But like a good little angel she stays waiting
patiently for her maker to take her.

I know I should probably give her body a chance to recover,
but a part of me enjoys this. I take pleasure in this domination.
It's still a form of punishment even though it's simply a test. A
test she's passing. Submitting without resistance to my strength
and domination. I find it headily intoxicating staring down. My
thumbs framing the tattoo between her hips. My wings,
my V, my purified dirty angel. Craving my
camera to capture this moment. This angle. This view.

Teasing, I trace her entry with my own. Look at her, prostrate
before her lord. Utter trust. When once she feared me and tried to
flee, now she runs to me. Opens her body and lets me penetrate her
depths. I know this should include pleasure, but I'm feeling
selfish. Running over her entry again and again until she literally
leans back toward me, silent pleading, beckoning. Her face covered
by the skirt. Yes, hide your shame. You
should be ashamed. How eager you are for my body. Let the test
become your lesson in humility. The
malicious god hidden inside me stretches the wings wide with harsh
hands, entering fast.

The wince from her pin cushion lips caresses me harder. Almost
painfully rigid. My hands command. I own this body. I own this
soul. I own this life.

 



Chapter 22

 


A photographer must be prepared to catch and hold on to those
elements which give distinction to the subject or lend it
atmosphere.

~Bill Brandt

 


Finally alone in the darkroom, I watch as she slowly lowers
herself into bath water. The grimace of agony is an expression I
have sorely missed on that angelic face.

Such a good woman. She hides her pain from me. Letting me
engage in pleasure without complaint, yet here, alone, it's obvious
that despite my doubts, caused by her eagerness, I did in fact hurt
her. She's in pain, that much is clear. Her development from
negative to photo is pleasing. My angel puts a brave face on for
me. She gives, and pleasures, and teases, putting me first, before
herself.

The thought pumps energy into my rod. Liberation is what this
is. I have her trust, and it's a delicious secret to know she likes
pain. She likes it. Or she would have complained. She knows I'm the
one. She's doing anything she can to keep me.

Absently stroking the command in my hand, I watch the creases
furrow her brow. Secret knowledge circulating a scared dance
through my body. What a good girl. She's now shaving everywhere. My
order becomes her ritual. When she puts her hand between her legs,
closing her eyes, breathing as if trying to numb the pain with
pressure, my satisfaction becomes smug. I love that I had the
presence of mind to install audio feed too. Her gasping, the
wincing expletive, plaintive, precious …

Considering this information, I observe her bending, one leg
carefully balanced on the bath ledge. Her slick body prone to the
camera. Now the mere image creates a flood of memory. She's
entirely mine. Inside, outside, before and after. My rebellious
freedom tempts me, grunting aloud with the fluid that purges from
my body. Yes that's it. She's helping me purge my own past now.
Helping me ready myself for our future, together.

Pain … delicious, never ending pain. The darkroom of our
future is now possible. She is
a saucy minx. Hiding that pain. Ignorant of how
much I relish it. Closing my eyes, I relive the heat of her, the
sensation of tongue, breath, perfume, hair, lips; her perfect body
framed with my hands, guiding, taking, kissing the rod in slow
movements of her hips.

Tomorrow I will take her to the warehouse. The ruse is
self-defence. I will teach her to defend herself, against
Vengeance. But instead I can punch her, splitting those perfect
lips so that I can watch the pain on her face when I make her kneel
before me, stretching them wide when swollen, tender, bloody. I can
show her the full extent of my force, and she'll allow it, thinking
it an accident.

The thought of being able to hurt her, with her fully
conscious and aware of it, filters exhilaration and anticipation
through me. Lucid suffering, letting me take, making me hard,
conscious acceptance of my wrath.

Distracted I watch her climb naked between silk sheets. She
doesn't see it. White silk, she has yet to realise I am Vengeance.
Dangling obvious clues in front of her, all she sees is me.
Accepting everything, the bed, the gown, the silk, the dominance,
the hints at dinner about me sharing Vengeance's tastes, none of it
filters through to her conscious mind.

At least I know now that she has a dentist appointment this
week. Giving me the opportunity to replace her contraception, and
install a new lens feed into her lounge. I love how she's blinded
by her Nightingale syndrome. Victims often fall in love with their
rescuers. I used my knowledge of human psychology on her, and it
worked. All she has, to give me in return, is herself, and she's
making the most of that. Her responses to me are surprising. I
thought she'd not respond to my hand on her neck the way she did.
An eager victim. I did not anticipate that. She was so hard to
break in captivity. Staying mentally resilient much longer than I
predicted.

Tomorrow angel, you will suffer by my hand, and thank
me.

Stroking the screen as she turns sleepy happy eyes at the
camera to turn off the lamp.

"Goodnight angel. I love you. Tomorrow you will cry. I can't
wait to show you the depth of my compassion."

***

I'm conflicted. I'm partly excited and just as nervous at
going to Vic's gym with him. I want to get in shape and feel
encouraged that he wants to arm me with self-defence manoeuvres so
that I don't have to live in constant fear of Vengeance showing up
again. I'd love to be able to shove his own teeth down his throat
and give him a bloody mouth for a change.

Confounded I stare in disbelief at an old dingy warehouse in
the middle of nowhere. "Is this it?" There are no signs saying it's
a gym.

"Just wait until you see inside."

Anxiety sends tenterhooks into my stomach lining as I follow
behind him when he opens the creaking iron door. Yanking me by the
hand, he hoists me into the darkness, slamming the door with a
clang of finality, plunging us into absolute black. Claustrophobia
rises, my head's pounding, my mouth instantly dry while my stomach
heaves into my chest. I'm now petrified of the dark. Bad bad things
happen when I can't see.

"Victor!" The screeching pitch of my voice alarms
me.

His hand finds mine, squeezing, "I'm right here." A snap
starts a series of popping noises as bulbs flicker on in sturdy
aluminium brackets overhead. Forcing my heart to recede its frantic
thrashing, I hold tightly to him for support.

"You're pale."

Glancing up at him after surveying the huge space filled with
equipment, I realise my feet feel unsteady because we're standing
on sparring mats. "I just.."

"The dark?"

I affirm with a nod. Still holding his hand, vertigo grips me
as I fall backwards.

"Always be prepared for an attack. That was too easy,
Shauna."

"What did you do?"

"A simple foot-sweep, and you didn't even see it
coming."

Disgruntled, I allow him to haul me back to my feet, intense
distress forcing my body into quaking anxiety. I thought this was
going to be a gentle first lesson. Not having me being attacked by
him the minute we get in the door. My eyes
drink in the equipment, treadmills, cycling bikes, boxing torsos,
bags and balls, a ring, and multitudes of weight
machines.

"Take that skirt off. It's only going to hinder your
movement."

"Why?"

"You'll see."

Without realising my own gullibility, I slip the powder blue
skirt off. Standing with him, in my t-shirt and undies. He's so
agile, moving across from retrieving boxing gloves off a hook like
a panther walking nimbly over hunting terrain. He puts my hands
into the gloves, lacing them up before
putting padding on his own knuckles. His are easy to slip on and
off. I feel handcuffed wearing gloves. You can't grasp anything. At
least he can still use his hands.

"Look at my body, and think of me as a rapist. Hit me as if
your life depends on it. Think about aim, location, and speed. Try
and surprise me."

I feel stupid. Bouncing the way I've seen boxers on TV do it,
I think about the little I've learned from movies. I should go for
the head. Pretending I'm going to go for his ribs, I glance a lunge
up to his chin with the padded fist. Faster than I can register, he
deflects the fist, catches my wrist, twists my arm behind my back
and forcibly launches me into the mat, compressing the air out of
me. My solar plexus hurts. Fuck!

"Try that again. I'm going to rape you. How do you a stop a
man my size who wants to rape you? Mean it baby. Come at me with
everything you have, your life depends on it."

Grunting I sit up, glaring at him. Forcing my trembling arms
to push myself back up. "I thought you were going to teach
me?"

"I am."

The punch against my jaw catches me off guard, falling, I land
heavily, winding myself again. My teeth clacked hard, it was bloody
sore. This time he keeps a knee in my back, yanking down my
underwear. Then he withdraws, waiting for me to get up. I don't
want to, this isn't any fun at all.

"Be frantic. Do whatever you can to stop the next
attack."

You fucking asked for it, asshole! Awkwardly pulling my
underwear back up, I get onto my knees and carefully stand, keeping
my distance this time. He's too tall, his legs are too long, his
reach is too far, I don't stand a chance. He can clap his hands,
and he does, plunging us back into impenetrable ink
black.

"What the fuck are you doing?"

"He kept you in the dark, we fight in the dark. This will
sharpen your senses, I'm helping you."

"This isn't helping me!" Panic has me frozen. Too afraid to
move.

"What makes you his victim? How are you going to take back
your power, unless you face your fear?"

"This is scaring me."

"Shauna, when I develop film in the darkroom, what am I
doing?"

"Making pictures."

"No. I am coaxing out the character, the perfection of
creation. But it needs the dark to become art."

"I don't care. Stop it."

"Face your fear. The dark can't hurt you. It creates you. It
helps you to become brilliant, full of depth like an intricate
photograph."

"For you maybe. Victor please, it makes me feel
claustrophobic."

He punches my arm, rather hard.

"The greatest sensei's on the planet fight blindfolded. They
engage in combat using only their chi. Come on Shauna. Dig deep and
use that reservoir of strength inside you. Use the dark. Let it
become your friend. The martial arts prove that we can hone our
defences in complete dark."

"Ow. Fuck off."

He smacks me harder, stunning me slightly, my eyes water.
Staggering back I lose my balance again, feeling like a drunk
toddler in high heels.

"Fight me Shauna. I'm the only person here. What have you got
to fear? Fight me, defend yourself. Face your fear, or you'll get
hurt. Punch back."

"I don't want to!"

"So basically you're a coward. You like being a victim? You
would rather be at his mercy then?"

"No …"

"Yes! You know he loves the dark. Here I am helping you.
Protecting you. Empowering you. In his comfort zone. But you'd
rather sit there and feel sorry for yourself? Is that it? You are
choosing, yes choosing, to stay his victim."

I don't know why, but that really pisses me off. Standing back
up I take a lunging swing at him. My foot catches something and I
fall flat, knocking my breath out.

"Come on, Shauna. Show me how angry you are. Let it
out."

Regaining my breath I get up, so wild with anger, I just go
berserk, punching as hard as I can when I feel my glove connect. I
step in, pounding out my anger.

"Show me how you really feel. You can't hurt me. Come on. Show
me how resilient you are."

And with those words, something hard impacts my face, three
swift punches rain into me, sending me reeling back. Losing my
balance I fall onto my back. My face painfully hot. It reminds me
of being in the cell. My lip throbbing painfully, tasting blood on
the inside of my mouth where my own teeth cut the skin open, my eye
socket sending points of sharp pain into my eye, and my nose hot,
sore, like having a cold and a migraine at the same
time.

But instead of helping me up, his hands imprison my wrists. I
can feel his weight on me, roughly tugging away my underwear. "He
won't be gentle. What do you do angel? Screaming won't help you if
I'm not close. Defend yourself!"

I can't. I don't have the strength. I don't have the skill.
Ignorant of defence tactics, I'm prone. Feeling victimised, panic
starts to rise in me. His hand is at my crotch roughly parting my
legs where a knee establishes a stake, fingers groping at me.
Outraged, I flail in desperation. Writhing to get away. Blind
instinct takes over. Biting his arm when the hairs alert me to its
presence by tickling my nose.

"STOP IT!"

The lights come back on with the clap, he stands over me,
looking bemused. Wriggling frantically I get my underwear back up
with difficulty. Impeded without the use of my fingers.

His expression softens and he joins me on the mat, wrapping
comforting arms around me. Shaken,
confused, I let his embrace soothe my shuddering breath.

"You bloody scared me."

"It's called tough love, baby. You can do this." Pulling away
slightly, his expression is so tender. Kissing my nose he says, "I
won't let him near my woman. But I would feel better if you could
use that anger and unleash it on him to do some damage."

I get it. He's frustrated. He's angry too, now that he knows
the truth. He wishes he could be there to defend me. Instead of
fighting my shadows. Placing me back into shadow-land to relearn
reaction. Instead of reacting with fear, he wants me to react with
anger. He's so genius. And dammit, I really think I love
him.

He traces my lip, then looks at my cheek, "Oh baby. I'm sorry,
I think you're going to be swollen and bruised for a few
days."

"It's okay. I'm not keen on being in public anyway, missing an
eyebrow just makes me feel self-conscious."

His sensual smile caresses me, "You are very sexy when you're
angry. You've made me hard for you again."

Somehow this tickles my humour, and I start giggling. "Take
these gloves off and maybe …"

"The mats are comfy. But I rather like you wearing boxing
gloves."

Hooking the laces together, he holds my hands above my head
with one hand, pulling my underwear back down again with the other,
"You sexy girl."

I'm oddly apprehensive. "Why did you do that?"

"Do what?"

"Pull my underwear down and get all rough?"

"Improvising. That bastard wants you, and when he takes you,
it won't be gentle and loving. I need your mind to be prepared to
cope, no matter what he does to you. Even if it means that I'm the
one who has to put you through it first."

"How do you know this stuff? I'd be screwed without
you."

His handsome face gets closer to mine, his smile teasing one
out of me, "I'd like you to be screwed with me. Right now in
fact."

One last thing occurs to me despite the longing he's just
ignited. "You called me angel."

"Yes. You are. I feel like you're a divine
intervention."

"But you know he called me …"

"You have that tattoo. Dirty angel. It's so fucking sexy. You
are an angel, and you can be salaciously dirty. I love it when I'm
entering you and see those words staring up at me." He leans
closer, kissing me, pausing, "You have that tattoo for a reason. I
know tattoos are personal. But yours is super sexy
baby."

"Are you calling me a dirty angel?"

"No, I'm calling you an angel. There's a huge difference. But
I have a mud ring here somewhere if you want to get dirty." His
smile and tone indicate he's teasing.

I love him for reassuring me. I didn't tell him about the
tattoo. What was he supposed to think? He's still holding my wrists
above my head, so I grab his waist with my legs instead, pulling
him closer, "Okay."

"Okay?"

"I'll be your salacious angel."

His biting of my lip burglarises my breath. He does seem to
like playing rough. Maybe this is good therapy for me? I bite his
in return. A throaty laugh teases my hormones.

"Oh, you are delicious."

Choosing madness, I decide to trust him, "Let's do this in the
dark."

He's faster than an apparition. Releasing his hold, a sharp
clap resounds, the space becomes pitch dark again. Heat announces
his return, followed by weight.

"Face your fears, baby. I won't hurt you."

Realising he's without his own track pants now, I brace myself
for invasion. Strangely, hot tears escape when he covers my body
with his own.

"Shauna?"

I can't answer. I'm too choked up.

He pauses.

"I think you scared me."

Kisses cover my face, tracing it. "Is it the dark?"

"Maybe."

"Hold onto me. I'll help you heal."

Nodding even though he can't see me. He lets go of my wrists,
and awkwardly I wrap my arms around his neck, pulling closer, "I
wish you could always be with me. You're so capable, and strong,
and fearless."

"Shhhh …"

Holding tight, I take the comfort and solace his body offers
mine. Wishing we could just stay like this without me needing to
learn to defend myself.

"Shhhh …" This time, the kiss is gentle.

 



Chapter 23

 


It matters little how much equipment we use;

it matters much that we be masters of all we do
use.

~Sam Abell

 


I relish her reaction as I slam the door behind us, feeling
her flinch, listening to her breath coming in gasps of fright. I
want the freedom to punch her just once, so hard that it breaks
her.

A subliminal message that I am dominant, and she'd best
remember that. I'm not just a man, I am also Vengeance. I've
undergone SEAL training, done the extreme survival courses, and
spent every day since the age of five in the dojo. She'll never be
equipped to oust me, and this time I get to hurt her while watching
her staring straight into my eyes with utter trust.

God expects pain to be part of the lesson. Abraham was asked
to sacrifice his son! This is child's play. It's time for her to
walk the path of the righteous woman. No longer a sinner, she must
recall what it feels like to be humiliated. How many men did she
humiliate without flinching about her terse tone, or her derisive
insults? It takes courage to approach a woman, yet they throw that
courage right back and belittle the poor souls strewn in their
path. Today I'm repaying for every man she's ever rejected or
manipulated. Eve, so haughty and arrogant. It was arrogance that
defied her Maker's instructions to not eat from the tree. She did
it anyway. And every woman is just as arrogant and
conceited.

She thinks those big eyes will sway me. I fight back the laugh
when she falls, shock prevalent on her face after the foot-sweep.
She's predictable, making typical novice mistakes, leaving the
opening for me. Easy to disarm and force her face into the mat,
subjecting her to objectification. Women her age objectify men all
the time, sinners flaunting their sin and wares. Her face an
artist's perfection of confusion and hurt. Plunging her into
darkness, the thrill of the hunt surges power through me. Forced to
fight blindfolded for most of my life, I can see her clearly in the
faint light filtering through cracks between iron sheets that clad
the warehouse.

Her anger makes her easy prey, unleashing my power, I give her
the lesson she'll remember subconsciously for the rest of our life
together. Three full power punches, carefully placed so as not to
break bone or dislocate her jaw. Her fury dissipates as I sense her
struggle between tears and pity. This is the best foreplay I've
ever had the luxury of indulging in. I need to work this to my
advantage, she can't know how hurting her tweaks all the right
buttons in my body.

Sitting with her, I wrap her up and tell her the same mindless
drivel she's told countless victims before she met me. Placation's
and ego stroking, I touch her face, proud of the bruises springing
up to meet my gaze. I will mark you every way I can angel, with
these wings, you will fly to heaven with me.

 


I don't need to hide the response surging through me at the
trembling lower lip. It's too soon to break you again. Taking all
of my self-control not to rape you. It would be so easy. It would
shock you. You'd have no doubt about which of us is the dominant
one if I did. Oh how I wish I could smother that down turned mouth
with my hand while fucking you within an inch of your life. If you
dared to resist I'd take such pleasure in hurting you until you
cower before me.

I can't do any of the things I yearn to do, until you're
legally mine. Making running away insurmountable. I'll have you
tied up in legal intricacies for the rest of your life, meaning you
and my son can never leave. Ever. You wouldn't be able to eat if
you tried to get away. You'd be in the poor house until death, and
I'm counting on your nurturing instincts to keep you chained to my
will, for our son's sake. Those precious quivering lips will purge
my frustration every single day for the rest of your pathetic
life.

You are mine. Mine!

No one is ever going to leave me again, especially not you my
little bitch. Crying, shaking. Pathetic. All it took was a bit of
muscle and a lot of dark, and look at you, reduced to a snivelling
heap. Good for nothing more than fucking. Yes, that's right. While
I hold you, I want to shake you until your teeth rattle. Slap your
pretty face around and give you a reason to cry.

You want to cry? Feel this bitch.

Don't laugh at her wince. Oh yes, the rod of command can be
used to discipline too. I'll give you a hundred lame excuses about
needing you. Desiring you so much I can't control myself. And as
pathetic as you are, you'll believe it's love.

I do love you, just not the way you need me to. God created
women to serve. He made you diminutive for a reason. So that the
man can break you if you don't listen. Tame you, discipline and
command. And yes, he made you feel good to screw. He made you kind
on the eyes. You cannot compete with my muscle baby. I will hold
you down in this dark, see, there, isn't that better? Two wrists in
one hand. Who's your lord and master?

Don't wrap your spindly little legs around me. Slamming hard,
you release the leg hold. That's better. See how pathetic your
wrists are? You have no strength. None. Not even mental strength.
All you are worthy of, is discipline and whoring. It's okay angel,
I'll accept your body tightly on the rod, I'll let you have this
much of me. It's a divine gift I'm giving you. You should be
grateful. You should be begging me for more of my mercy.

How I've restrained myself from beating you. Reduced to tears
again, I'm tired of your weakness. Show me something I can respect.
Turning my laugh into a passable groan. You didn't realise I can
stay this hard for this long did you? You're hurting now. At least
the pain and bruising got you to stop your pathetic
weeping.

Tell her something. "Oh Shauna, oh baby … oh yes … I like that
…"

Pulling out, I grab her, turning her forcefully onto her
knees. Dark is my home, I can find anything in the dark, and
penetration is fun when all you can do is feel it.

"Vic … tor …"

Oh yes, it's hard, it's so hard as I pump her, she can't even
speak without breaking words up. I leave you breathless. You are in
awe of me. Don't speak, you're ruining it. Shoving that face down
into the mat, crushing those nicely bruised lips, I nail this piece
of ass. Yes, there we go … I'm purging you of your evil, delivering
you from yourself, feeble and worthless female. Develop your
potential in this dark. Worship me and praise my name, show me how
my wings serve you. Soar Shauna. Accept that you are nothing
without me. Depend on me and show me your gratitude. Show
me.

"You feel so good angel. Keep doing that, yes … oh baby …" I
struggle to keep laughter from my meaningless
utterances.

I watched you whore your way all over town, I'll treat you
like a whore because you like it. Sex, sex, sex, you admitted you
needed it to your whore friend Sarah. It's what you think gives you
power. The power is mine. All of it. You think this is what we
crave? You think this is what we want? Wrong angel. The power is
mine to give or take. I'm a forgiving angel. But Vengeance is my
nature. It's my calling. And I'll excavate the slut right out of
you.

That's it, grunt. Grunts of pain finally caress my soul. Good
girl. Good girl. I
slap her ass hard just to hear her cry out.

"Shauna, you turn me on when you play these games with
me."

Her reply is muffled. She would be broken to see my wide
smile, hooking her hips and yanking her back so that the connection
stings. When the lights come back on I want her creamy flesh to be
livid with vigour.

"Yes!"

Let her think this is your fantasy and she'll never object.
It's punishment. God's wrath visited on the dirty bitch. Jeremiah
two verse twenty-two, angel. I am doing God's duty here.
For though you wash yourself with lye and use
much soap, yet your iniquity and guilt are still upon you; you are
spotted, dirty, and stained before Me, says the Lord.
I'll fuck the horny out of you.

Leaning over her, I stroke her hair as the rod finally purges
inside her, speaking with my gentle tone. "Did you like that? Oh
angel, you are such a gift. You are beautiful and precious."
Well you should be, and you will be once you know
your place.

She doesn't say anything. Rolling away onto her back. Holding
her knees up to her chest. I lay down beside her, dropping soft
kisses on her forehead, wrapping an arm around her knees, helping
her hold them there. "Beautiful, sexy, woman."

"I think my body is still adapting to being sexually active
again."

"Oh honey, I'm sorry. Did I hurt you?"

"I'm just a little bruised."

And still you don't accuse me of being a violent prick. Maybe
there's hope for you? What is this? Every time you don't object, I
get this strange warmth. I hate this urge to be tender. Betraying
Vengeance I rub a soft touch over the exposed buttocks.

"Oh angel. I hurt you. You should have said
something."

Leaning in, I kiss her willing mouth. One hand holds my head
and she pulls herself in for comfort. Wrapping my arms around her I
pull her to lay on top of me. Gently stroking, soothing. Hugging my
soft angel, giving her reassurance and validation. Tugging the
gloves off her hands.

"Next time maybe you can be on top, hmmm?"

I feel her nod. Then faint kisses trace my neck.

"Shauna this is so difficult for me. I want you to be able to
fight and be brave. But you turn me inside out, I can't help myself
when I look at your sexy ass in those lace knickers." I catch
myself smiling when she laughs softly.

"Thank you for caring and loving me the way you do. I'll get
better. I just need more practice."

"Are you feeling a bit better about the dark now?"

"Kind of."

Touching her nose I suggest persistently, "Take control. Be on
top right now, we'll go at your pace, I'll follow your lead. This
is giving that wanker the middle finger. Finding pleasure in the
dark, when he gave you nothing but pain in it. We can do this. Let
me help you." Inserting encouragement into my tone I tell her,
"Take back your power baby. Own it. The dark can be your friend.
It's a place for lovers, and love. No more nightmares for you, just
pleasure in the dark."

"How …"

"You've slept at my place, twice. Trust me, you scream in your
sleep."

"Oh god! Oh Victor …" Her voice is quavery as she sits up on
me. "No wonder you're being so forceful. It's because of what you
know about my subconscious."

"You got me." A smirk widens my cheeks as one of her hands
wraps around the rod.

"You are absolutely right. Let's do this."

I even own you psychologically. You were born for me angel.
You took the punishment, and you thanked me. Now show me what you
can do when I give your rein some slack.

My voice sounds alien to me. My little angel is really good
with her equipment. "Shauna, you make me a
very happy man."

Nipples followed by breasts press against my chest as soft
lips flirt with mine. "I think I'm falling in love with
you."

Gripping her head I take her mouth as savagely as I wish I
could take her body. You aren't ever going
to leave me now.


Chapter 24

 


May the Lord repay the evildoer according to his
wickedness!

~2 Samuel 3:39

 


He's just so bloody sweet. My body is crying out for rest.
Even my thighs feel tender now. But he's determined to make it up
to me.

Now I'm feeling bad for ruining his passion session by
complaining. I am out of practice. It's not like me to bruise so
easily or feel sore so quickly. Yet it's obvious he's sexually
attracted to me.

God alone knows how long the poor guy's been single, he's
simply making up for lost time, with me. And I know most girls in
my position would be glad for his help. He's taking the time to
teach me self defence. He says we'll be doing it four times a
week.

His insight is pertinent. I hadn't thought of it, but he did.
If I can sharpen my senses in the dark, that means I really can
stand half a chance the next time Vengeance comes after me. I just
pray that Vengeance never finds out what Victor's doing.

In fact when I think about that, I feel like crying. I should
take everything I can from Victor while he's alive to teach me. I'm
alive. I'm having sex even though Vengeance would disapprove of how
much I'm getting. If he ever discovers this secret, Victor's as
good as dead. That's one good thing about the warehouse, it's so
isolated that I doubt Vengeance will ever find out about what we do
there. I'd rather Victor and myself sneak off to have sex and for
him to teach me, there. My home is a trap. I'm staying out of it
now as much as possible, and I don't care if I can't walk for the
next year, I feel safe at Victor's. He's given me so many reasons
to fight for my life and want to live. He's patient and so
understanding.

Looking across to him on the bench at St James beach, I feel
horrid that he needed to make it up to me. The bruises will heal.
My body will adjust to fervent sex. Lordy, look how sexy he is
licking that ice-cream cone. He didn't even break a sweat. He looks
like he's had a sedate morning. None of it shows on him, he's
pristine and composed. I feel like ragged Annie next to
him.

What's he staring at?

Following the direction of his head, as his eyes are hidden
behind those midnight dark sunglasses, I see the old church. Oh I
love old churches. That one is quaint and lovely. St John's with
its perfect light stone wall and the stone arch worshippers walk
through to enter the grounds. It's reminiscent of medieval
architecture. I just love the huge stained glass window.

I wonder if he's thinking about Vengeance again? It's bloody
contagious. I've infected him with my paranoia. I give his hand a
squeeze. This is so romantic, sitting in front of a scintillating
turquoise ocean on a sunny African afternoon. January is a lovely
month to be here. My life is becoming perfect. I have a hot man who
wants to protect me, sitting with me holding my hand, while we lick
cones he bought after the romantic stroll along the
beach.

Leaning my shoulder against his arm, I whisper after giving
his hand a kiss, "Thank you." My elated heart is trying to leap out
of my smile. I can't suppress how incredibly deeply happy I am right now, this
very minute.

He smiles at me before staring back at the church
introspectively. I should go in there and thank God for this
delicious man and my new beginning. He's given me the one thing I
didn't have. Hope.

***

That fucking church just makes me think of Faith. Another
stupid lying bitch. Do any women operate with sincerity? The garden
of Eden has made them all permanently evil, hasn't it? The only
place to find hypocrites, is in church. Father hates churches. They
blaspheme against him, turn the masses away from his love, turning
them to the fake son. What a lie. Just like the women who go to
church. Liars, the lot of them. Whores pretending to be pious while
worshipping false idols.

 


It's blasphemy that she's named Faith. Faith in what? In who?
I've followed and observed her for five months. I know her secrets.
Her family are Christian, and she is in the habit of joining them,
for appearance sake, every Sunday. Mindlessly repeating hymns,
nodding when everyone else nods, bowing her head went it's time to
pray. Yet within seconds her eyes flutter open and she examines the
other worshippers.

In Isaiah forty-three verse eighteen, it says, 'Do not cling
to events of the past or dwell on what happened long ago. Watch for
the new thing I am going to do.' That's my cue.

She thinks we are blind. On the chain hidden inside her
cleavage is a pentagram. Father warned her. She sits here week
after week in the middle pew, next to the royal blue stained glass
window, bathed in ethereal light, pretending she's never heard
Deuteronomy seven. 'Do not worships their gods, for that would be
fatal,' verse sixteen.

Father marked me, and it's my duty to carry out his promise.
She worships the moon, and it is fatal. Isaiah forty-four verse
five warns her about me. 'Each one will mark the name of the Lord
on his arm and call himself one of God's people.'

I've had this mark since my seventh day on Earth.

Her name should have been Asherah. It's my birthright to tear
down her altars and crumble them into chalk. She is a hypocrite.
Pretending piety, only to go to gatherings on the beach at full
moon and new moon. Greeting her friends with a Merry Meet. She
calls herself a Gardnerian. Following the teachings of a man who
believed in worshipping naked, inducing trances with endless stings
on a bent over pert bottom, as the way to worship the
divine.

I'll show her divine. I will reveal the fatality of
worshipping a false god. She's had ample time to repent, to change
her ways. I know her routine, leaving the suffocating atmosphere of
sinners coming to wipe the slate clean this Sunday, I walk away
from the multicoloured sinner stained in the light of the window
showing the dove baring the olive branch.

 


"I beg your pardon." I stammer after deliberately bumping into
her as she exits her magical store for dragon's blood and
herbs.

"No problem." She stoops to retrieve the bag, checking that no
bottles are broken.

Turning on the charm, I give her my bone melting smile,
holding her elbow as if trying to protect her from passers by,
"Please. I feel awful. You look like you could use a cup of coffee.
Care to join me?"

Wary grey eyes survey mine. "I really need to get
going."

"I'm Victor. Let me make it up to you."

She shakes the hand I offer, "Um, okay."

I return her unsure smile, walking companionably with her to
the Mugg & Bean. "I couldn't help but notice where you do your
shopping. Are you Wiccan?" I deliberately drop my eyes to stare at
the silver pentagram hanging from her neck. She fingers it
self-consciously.

"Yes, I am."

It's obvious she's expecting judgement. A guilty conscience is
hard to hide. Beating her at her own game, "What a coincidence. So
am I. I'm Gardnerian. You?"

Her footsteps falter as warmth floods her demeanour, "So am
I."

 


In an ironic twist, I have planned her death for 3:33 a.m. I
have wooed her with dinner, discussed the beauty of nature with
her, and listened to all the reasons why she worships the Earth's
cycles. She worships what God made, instead of God. Misguided, but
resolute and unwavering in her beliefs. I took her to the
warehouse, under the guise of it being out in nature, a place for
us to worship in nakedness without interference.

She greets me first, kissing the pentagram onto my skin. As
she kneels to kiss the rod, I knee her in the face. Blood begins
spouting from her nose. Her kind believe the magical number is
three, and do everything in threes. Glancing at my watch, I get to
work.

"It's time to die the way you worship. Isaiah forty-six, 'I am
the one who made the earth and created mankind to live there. By my
power I stretched out the heavens; I control the sun, the moon and
the stars.' "

Tying her hands behind her back, and then securing her feet to
the log, I retrieve my belt, thrashing her with the silver buckle.
Her pleas and cries fall on deaf ears. I do not care. Crucify those
that don't comply. Death in the same manner of the false god they
worship and bow down before.

When her flesh is livid and bleeding, I ask, "Is your trance
induced yet?"

"Please, don't do this."

"Cling to your faith, Faith. Let your false god deliver you.
If it cannot deliver, I am here to deliver you to the only one who
can forgive you your transgressions. Even Matthew warned you, I
have watched you in church Faith. I'm the witness to your crimes.
In Matthew six verse five he told you, 'When you pray, you must not
be like hypocrites, for they love to pray standing in the
synagogues, that they may be seen by people. Truly I tell you, they
have their reward in full already'. Isaiah warned you, 'These
people honour me with their lips, but their hearts hold off and are
far distant from me.' Did you think God's angels weren't watching
you?"

She mocks me when she states, "Forgive them father, for they
know not what they do."

Vengeance overwhelms me, and I punch her full in the face.
Feeling the bone dissolve under the force, I am grateful for the
leather glove that prevents my skin from breaking open. Unable to
stop, I repeat the process, grinding her altar to chalk,
pulverising the form she misuses which Alpha bestowed on
her.

Wiping the blood off the gloves, I remind her corpse, "Do not
worship their gods, for that would be fatal."

 


That was a long time ago. Before I became a homeopath. Father
was right though. The biggest sinners are hypocrites. I should have
destroyed her on the altar of the church she went to for appearance
sake. Or did she appease her conscience simply through attendance?
Fooling herself that God's eyes are blind?

Father is never blind.

Staring at Shauna, I pause. Maybe she is the one. She goes
blind during orgasm. Does this mean Father has already blinded her
when she sins? So that she may know only darkness?

My approach is wrong. She should be having orgasms, to keep
her in the dark. Smiling widely, I run my hand up her thigh,
wedging it between her legs. When we get home, it's time to try
something new.

 



Chapter 25

 


A day of vengeance, that He may avenge Himself on His
adversaries. And the sword shall devour, and it shall be satiated
and shall drink its fill of their blood.

~Jeremiah 46:10

 


She shunned me. Just when Father reveals his wondrous genius
to me, the stupid little bitch tells me she's tired. Choosing to go
home and sleep. To recover, she says.

I am her maker. I have given her intense attention to detail and my coveted
time, and the harlot brushes me off like a casual suitor too eager
for her pleasures. How delusional is that tiny mind of hers? Can
she not see who I am! Who the fuck does she think she is? I'll give
her a bloody good reason to come knocking on my door tonight. I
have my own keys and can open her sliding door and gate again, and
then I'll accuse her of forgetfulness.

Cheap whore! I take the time to purge her and she dares reject
me!

Watching as she sleeps, I dress. This time there will be no
mercy. Rage blinds me, the leather too hot, stifling. Vengeance is
mine. Let her feel my punishment. I can find her anywhere, and I'll
take her whenever I choose. I have the power of the Almighty. His
hand protects and guides me. I am invincible! Does she really think
she can escape me for one second?

Quietly I open the door to my balcony, checking to see if her
door is open. Pathetic. She left it open. Subconsciously she knows
I'm due to visit her and repay her selfishness with my
own.

I'm coming angel. Tonight our blood covenant will be
different. Tonight you are going to scream my name in
pain.

 


I keep my hand clamped on her throat as she wakes. Large eyes
stare up at me. No pity for you, my girl.

"If you so much as speak, I will end your life. Do you
understand me?"

She jolts her head with difficulty. I can smell the panic
rising off her in waves.

"If you scream for that man to come to your rescue, he'll die
too. You don't want that do you?"

She shakes her head.

"Why am I here? Do you know?"

Her head jerks the negative response.

"You think I can't see you. I can always see you. I'm going to
discipline you for defying me. You can never defend yourself
against God. I am Vengeance. His Vengeance. I am the sword sent out
to cut the wicked fruit from the tree of life." I give her neck a
squeeze of emphasis.

"You are wicked! I see you tempting and teasing him. Is he
your next victim? I'm watching him now too. He's not very pleased
with you. I'm not going to let you break another heart. This is a
lesson you will never forget. I didn't purify you, to watch you toy
with another man's mind. I purified you so you would cease those
evil ways."

I use my left hand to strike her as hard as I dare through the
face. Her wince is melodic and arousing.

"My last words to you were, Remember
that the Lord your God corrects and punishes you just as a father
disciplines his children. Deuteronomy 8:5.
Now I'm here to discipline you. Because you are a disobedient
child. I am your master, and you will not defy me
again."

She nods, her eyes wide, tears escaping and running over
cheeks. Pathetic. Why do I bother? My own lessons would have broken
this weakling. That's what she needs. A Father's touch will set her
straight.

Squealing accosts my hearing as I withdraw my hand, the tight
fist coiled by strength. Releasing it, I keep her held down by the
throat, releasing my knuckles into the weakness. Sitting on her,
holding her down, slapping her head left, right – left, with
clenched fists. I love leather, such a practical
material.

She cries out between sobs. "No … please …"

"We are past the begging stage. I have shown you enough mercy.
You take advantage of mercy."

Grabbing her hair I pull her off the bed, she crumples like a
rag doll, limbs awry, her face contorted, grunting, whining,
pleading. What is this? The little bitch is trying to scratch
me!

A swift kick to her knee releases her hold. Her pitch rising
to a scream. Grabbing her neck again I haul her up off the floor.
Dangling her feet in mid-air. I am this strong, bitch. I can hold
you up with one fucking hand. I could snap this neck with
consummate ease.

"I said no screaming." Nailing my point I smack her across her
bedroom with the force of one punch. Shaky whimpers emanate from
the lump. Deliberately I create metal noise, undoing my belt buckle
and pulling the strap out, winding the leather end around my hand
once.

Angry, you make me so goddamn angry. How dare you reject me!
I'll teach you the difference between master and
servant.

Despite curling herself into a foetal ball, the harsh slapping
of my rage using the improvised whip, hit the mark. Shins, thighs,
face, back, arms.

"You can't escape God, Shauna. Now look what you've done. You
force me to discipline you."

Slap, crack, slap. Low wailing moaning responds to the
belt.

"I'm sorry. I'm … sorry."

"It is God who executes vengeance for me and who brought down
and disciplined the peoples under me, 2 Samuel 22:48."

Wrenching her hair, hauling her up and thrusting her back on
the bed, I knee her abdomen before snapping her head back with my
fist on her chin. "And if in spite of all this you still will not
listen and be obedient to Me, then I will chastise and discipline
you seven times more for your sins. Leviticus 26 verse
18."

Endless moaning. Broken sobbing. For fuck's sake. You can be
grateful I'm your maker and not Father.

Forcing her chin so she stares up at me I slap her repeatedly
until her face is covered with hair matting blood.

"I purged you of all your evil. I took the time to save you
from damnation, exorcising you, and showing you the endless love
God has for you. Do you return that love? Is it possible for you to
end your selfish habits? You mock mankind with the way you love.
Did I teach you nothing?"

Gripping her slim neck I press harder, it's an illusion that
she's suffocating. Keeping her still with force, I use a blade from
the surgery to cut off her underwear. She squirms, shuddering as I
caress her skin with the blade.

"I'm taking you this time. Purging you myself, from the
inside."

Manoeuvring her around, I thrust her face into the bedding,
presenting her by shoving pillows underneath her hips, keeping a
firm hand on the back of her neck. "Can you see how forgiving God
is? I never stop coming back to help you, to give you another
chance at redemption. My love is endless."

Father told me of how it's a woman's way to struggle against
the teachings. Yet he could have had many wives, but he simply
chose one, and she fought him when it was time to conceive. He
covered her head to hide her shame. The veil she wore could not
hide her sin. They are born sinners, it's our duty to ensure they
don't die as sinners. He is with me always, giving me strength when
I feel weak. He gives me rage to give me the courage to overcome
the affection I feel for her. Disciplining her is necessary. She
rejected the son of God. She's lucky I'm allowing her to live! I'll
be as violent and brutal as the task requires. It's cleansing time.
She's contaminated with evil, and I have the power to place inside
her the antidote to that contamination.

Absently I press the hollow, preparing her for the gift of my
seed and purging. Planting a new seed inside her to expel the old.
Better than a mustard seed, this one will not fall on hard ground,
it will blossom, I'm sharing the grace with her. The high pitched
squeal dissipates into the duvet smothering her face when I'm
forced to press the bruises. Despite her feigned fear, her body is
ready, saturating the dark with musk. She cannot lie, she adores
the purging. Her body betrays her.

Forcing entrance, I delve to excavate the evil from her,
gripping the bruises, each time I do she tightens, making my task
that much more enjoyable. I live to obey Father and do his bidding,
and I'm beginning to see how service to him can be enjoyable even
if it's a sufferance. Allowing her a moment of air, I pull her head
away from the bedding with a malicious tug on the hair tight in my
grasp. After all, I work for a giving God. It's unfortunate that I
must beat her, connecting her back with buckle lashes as I purge
her with my own body. Pulling out I twist her over, slapping her
thrice with all the muscle effort I can muster, one hand on her
mouth stifling the howl as tears of baptism run free, glistening
her eyelashes with moisture.

Removing my full weight off her, she seems to float in and out
of consciousness. Closing my armour again, I bend over her,
twisting the earring in her ear so the pain brings her back to
awareness. Blank eyes stare at me, even in this light I can see
bruising adding to the others, now covering her wrists and neck. I
love her lips swollen like that.

Using my abrasive gruff voice, I whisper into the ear,
"Shauna, if you break his heart, I'll come back and break you so
that you never walk again."

Swiftly, collecting my belt, I disappear into the night
through her open balcony. Rushing back to the observation darkroom
to see how soon she'll come rushing to my door, begging me to help
her. She'll see how much she needs me. Only Victor is dependable.
Only Victor understands.

 



Chapter 26

 


My best work is often almost unconscious and
occurs

ahead of my ability to understand it.

~Sam Abell (Photographer)

 


Absently running surgical wipes over the leather, I wait for
her to move. To run to me. I can hear the muffled sobbing through
the speakers. Gold wire leading to Infinity speakers, crystal clear
clarity. Hopefully she's having some crystal clear clarity of her
own now.

Huddled tightly in a ball on her bed, I wait, losing my
patience with the endless sobbing. An hour and twenty-five minutes
of non stop shuddering breaths and plaintive weeping. Finally the
foetal form moves.

Inching slowly, ragged gasping punctuated with whimpers, I see
shaking fingers grip the bed tightly, her thin arms quivering with
effort as she pulls herself forward.

Just stand up. Stop being so bloody dramatic.

She slides onto the floor, a hand clenched tightly over her
stomach, as she begins to crawl with mind numbing slowness. It's
like watching a chameleon that can't decide if it wants to take two
steps back before taking one forwards. Literally she hovers between
movement, tears streaming, shining her face into pearlescent
beauty.

"See how wealthy I make you? Ungrateful woman."

Her voice and breathing are still mixed together, little
whimpers of broken breath, as if inhaling and movement are painful.
Why are women so despicably weak? Are they all this pathetic?
There's no one to see this, so why put on a show?

"God's wrath hurts doesn't it? He is a jealous and vengeful
God. Sometimes you just have to learn this the hard way,
angel."

I am still angry she pushed me to this. Thumping a bitter hand
on the desk I yell at her pitiful image, "Look what you made me do to you!"

She collapses, wrapping her face in her own fingers as a moan
of agony haunts my darkroom in chilling pain. Shivers run through
me, my interest captivated now. Leaning closer I inspect the
rendition on the LED screen before me.

Slowly the hands sag to flop loosely at her sides, and I see
her face. I'm shocked. Frozen in disbelief at the puffy, bloody and
rapidly bruising face of my angel.

Reaching out to touch it, my head shakes in denial,
"No."

 


She inches forward again, keening moans accusing me. Violent
trembling accompanies every move of limb. Getting onto her knees
and lifting her torso up with a grunt to reach the bathroom light
switch.

Changing screens I watch as she pulls her legs into the room.
Whimpering all the while. Jolting brokenly like a short circuiting
robot, crawling to the loo. She wretches into it. Coughing,
spluttering, a low howl swirls through the room again. Using it for
support she pushes and pulls herself off the floor before sagging
over the basin, running cold water. The water runs red. Scarlet
rivulets trace her arms like grotesque veins. Short screams
intersperse the rinsing of her mouth. Lifting her head to stare
into the mirror, straight at me, she rolls her bottom lip down with
fingers shaking so violently I can't focus on them. I stare at the
mess. The belt has cut her arms. Puce welts criss-cross over the
creamy skin.

Gently I stroke the face of my broken angel, "Shhhh. I'll make
it all better."

The mouth that was cutely curled up in the corners this
afternoon has turned. Her misery is touching. Leaning closer I
examine the dried cuts on her brow, right cheek, and lips. Her lips
are blue! Fuck me, this is worse than I've seen. Usually my victims
are dead. No bruising or bleeding to mock me with. Tears still flow
from her eyes, which are so swollen I'm surprised she can see out
of them. The left one is turning kohl black.

Sitting back, my stomach clenches in a sickening twist.
"Jesus."

Her lips quiver and I watch the grimace of agony as she pushes
herself up on the basin to stand erect. Each breath is exaggerated
with a faint squeal.

Stumbling into the shower, she fumbles with the taps. Soft
wailing flows into the room around me as water bites into cuts.
Slowly she slides down the tiles huddling into a ball, hugging her
knees, sobbing again. Unable to look away I stare at the pooling
water around her, running dark with blood. Rolling onto her back,
her neck arched, she lets out such a god-awful scream that I'm
tempted to cut the audio feed.

"Hush …" Trying to soothe her with a gentle caress, my
fingertips slide down the cold screen.

Deep moans saturated in anguish smother my calm.

"No baby. No …"

This hurts me. I love her. An uncomfortable ache grips me, and
the first tear I've allowed in over twenty-five years escapes my
control. "You made me do
it! You made me!"

I can't watch her. Unaware that it is loathing and
self-disgust gripping me, I leave the darkroom. Reminding myself,
"What are these wounds on your breast or between your hands? Then
he will answer, Those with which I was wounded when disciplined in
the house of my loving friends. Zechariah 13:6."

Striding purposefully to the fridge I pull out a beer,
twisting the cap off. Castle lager is something I'm still getting
used to, living here. There must be something decent to watch on
TV. Flopping down I switch it on, flipping through the many DSTV
channels. Nothing. It's all crap.

Actually, I wanted to research how they make ink from oak
galls. Slugging the beer, I open my MacBook Pro and enter my search
into Google. Propping my feet up, I relax back.

"Much better."

***

Oh God! My face! Jesus! I hurt everywhere. He wants to kill
me. I know he does. I wish he would. Then this pain and misery can
stop. I think I'm in shock. I can't stop shaking.

My eyes catch the ring of blue around my neck, in the mirror.
I have to wash this blood out of my hair. If I let it dry it will
just hurt so much more washing it tomorrow.

I hate you! I HATE YOU! I wish your fucking god would smite
you!

Sobbing wells up like an oil spill. My very soul hurts.
Spilling smothering black lifeless fluid out of the emptiness
inside me. My heart breaks at the sight of me. No one will love me
now. He's destroyed the only thing I had to attract
with.

Desperation oozes through me, breaking my will. Taking a deep
breath, forcing my legs to co-operate, I stagger into the shower.
Grasping the tap to turn it. Please! Oh come on. I'm so fucked.
Open damn it. With a mammoth effort punctuated with a grunt, I get
the slippery thing to move open. The effort makes my shaking so
severe. Shit. Maybe I've got brain damage. Is this a
seizure?

Fuck! Jesus fucking Christ. Searing agony slices into my skin
with the sluicing sprays. Trying to hush the automatic squeal of
pain. Turning the other tap open, my strength deserts me. Leaning
heavily against the tiles, my legs refuse to support me. Quivering
pathetically, my knees buckle and I slide down the cold tiles with
each centimetre a lifetime of hellish torture.

Despair lodges into my broken heart. Vengeance just stole the
happy bubble of hope I cherished. He says I have to never break
Victor's heart. But now I'm too broken. My tendons and muscles
scream at me with every inch of movement. I have nothing left to
offer. It's too early for common compatibility. All we had was
animal attraction.

Curling over, I hug my knees and cry. Grief envelops me. The
loss of hopes, dreams. Vengeance, I hate you. Demented fucking
bastard. If there is a God I hope you die tonight.

Rolling to bathe my face in the invigorating spray, I release
it. Screaming out my agony, my pain, my broken desperation. I can't
summon the strength to move.

 


I lay there long after the hot water runs out. Shaking
violently. This is the only thing reassuring me I'm alive. Turning
my head, I force an eye open, puffy eyelids press back. Blurry.
Everything's out of focus. My eye stops on the pink of my razor. I
stare at it, considering the options for a long time. But the eye
shuts, aching mercilessly. Even the water on my lips feels like I'm
smashing them into concrete.

I hate you. I hate you. Sob. I really wish you would die!

 



Chapter 27

 


To photograph truthfully and
effectively is to see beneath the surfaces and record the qualities of nature and humanity which live or are
latent in all things.

~ Ansel Adams

 


"SHAUNA!"

Roused, I listen. Loud vicious banging on my door. Slowly I
roll over onto my knees. My body feels seized up like rusty cogs.
Movement is an effort. Clenching my teeth I make myself crawl to
the towel rack. Feebly pulling the pink towel down to my level.
Sliding it under my palm, I push it with me to the door. Slowly
advancing to the noise.

"Yesh?"

"Shauna? Honey?"

"Mmm?"

My face is so tight with swelling, speaking makes my whole
face ache. I lean heavily against the door. Pulling my knees up as
I haul my body into a sitting position.

"Open the door."

"Na uh."

"Come on angel. I'm worried about you. Let me in.
Please?"

"Uh, don'ch whunt you ta shee me."

It sounds like he's crouching, as his voice seems to come from
my level now, with better clarity. "Shauna is everything all right?
You don't sound well."

The compassion in his tone breaks my heart wide open.
Suppressed emotion comes flooding out again, making my body shake
against the door, rattling it. Sobs force me to breathe. Too upset
to speak further. Shaky deep inhalations make my lungs hurt my
tender back more.

"Shauna if you don't open this door, I'm going to kick it
in."

My objection comes out as a wailing that sounds desperate even
to me. Forcing myself up to twist the handle and move the bolt.
Scrambling to move away when the door opens. I hide my face in the
towel, stifling sobs.

Such a warm hand touches my shoulder. "Shauna? Shauna, you're
scaring me. What happened?"

He tugs the towel, and I don't have the strength to hold it in
place. I raise my hand and hide behind a palm. "Don'ch
loohk."

A strong warm hand moves mine away. He sits next to me,
pulling me into his chest, wrapping softly embracing arms around
me, rocking me. "Jesus. What the hell happened? I'm here
now."

"Venchuhnce."

He cradles me, warming me, wrapping the towel around me.
"You're frozen. Your hair is like wet ice." He rubs a hand to warm
my back, eliciting a wince of pain. "Oh baby. I'm going to find
that prick and cut his heart out."

As if life isn't hard enough, my phone starts
ringing.

"Want me to get that?"

"Uh uh."

Pushing with more inner determination than I knew I own, I
crawl the five steps to answer it. "Hulluh?"

"Uhm 'kay."

"Denchist. Nohvacain."

"Shanks Duhd."

"Luhve you choo."

Dropping the phone back in the cradle, strong arms hoist me
into the air, hooked behind my shoulder blades and
knees.

"I don't give a shit about how stubborn you are. You're coming
home where I can take care of you."

I don't have the resources inside me to complain. Closing
swollen aching eyelids, letting my head rest heavily on his chest.
I only open them again when he lowers me onto his bed. He grabs the
camera off the night-stand and before I can object, snaps photos,
blinding me with the flash.

"Nuuuuuuh!"

"Shauna this is evidence. We have to."

Holding a hand up defensively, I manage to rock my head from
side to side, muffling out, "Uh uh."

He puts it down, to my relief. Leaving my vision briefly
before returning with one of his sweaters. Helping me put it on,
then gently laying me back down. Wrapping my hair in the
towel.

"Stay right there. For Christ's sake I'm a doctor. You should
have called me. I'm getting you pain killers and
anti-inflammatory's. Then you are going to rest, while I go lock up
your home."

"Uhkay."

It feels like two seconds when he pulls me up into a sitting
position again, "Drink." Tablets are placed into my mouth gently,
putting a straw in through my swollen lips, he orders,
"Drink."

Obediently I let him take care of me. He didn't run. He didn't
freak. So calm in a crisis. "Luhve you."

He kisses my forehead tenderly. Wrapping me up in his duvet.
"I love you too. Now rest baby. I'll be right back. And I'm locking
you in. You're safe now."

"'kay."

Closing my eyes, feeling warm, snug, safe, and cherished, the
happy glow wraps itself around my broken heart again. Almost
instantly, I'm asleep.

***

Fuck! Fuck! I
never bruised like that. She looks like she's been hit with a
Boeing. Stupid fucking fool! Now I have to wait to give her those
orgasms. Now I have to nurse her back to health. Her parents will
probably fly over from the UK and interfere. I'll put her mother
straight back in hospital if they try.

Rushing, I speed through her home. Slamming the door to the
balcony closed. Locking it. Choosing not to take her contraception.
She can wear my t-shirts. She'll be in bed for days. Now she won't
be going to the dentist. I can give her sleeping tablets, telling
her it's for the pain. She'll take them. Then at least I can get
back in here and put a new feed in. Wireless technology is such a
brilliant invention.

Trying hard to suppress the panic I felt when I woke this
morning and saw her still in the shower. I thought I'd killed her.
I can't lose her. She's my angel.

This is good. I can make this work. Now she can really feel
rescued. After all, I am a tender and loving angel too. I'll make
her fall so deeply in love with me. The relief in her eyes. Her
shame at being a victim. She's just the right mind to fall into the
trap. Her gratitude will enslave her. It's all downhill from here.
Yes, this is the best move I've made yet. Genius really. Father's
divine hand is in this plan. As subconscious as it was to my
logical mind, I see the genius of the plan. Now she can't run away.
Now she is all mine. And when I use my skills to correct the
scarring, she'll love me for saving her pretty face. She'll give me
anything I want.

And what I want Shauna, is my son.

 


I turn the shower water off. Almost slipping on an errant
puddle of blood. Automatically I flush the toilet. Picking up a
cloth and wiping the basin, then the floor. I catch my grim
expression in her mirror. Vengeance can be a real bastard. Frantic
I start cleaning the carnage. Locating the bleach next to the loo,
I swab every surface.

Moving to the bedroom, I stare at the dent in the bed. Blood
staining the white silk, looking black now that it's dried. Intense
remorse grips me. Caressing the cold place that she occupied in
anguished sobbing for over an hour. Rage grips me as I yank the
bedding off. Taking it with me.

Slamming and locking her front door, I return to mine. Closing
the door softly. I have her phone and keys. Supplies can be ordered
in as she needs them. I shove the bedding into the Speed Queen.
Pouring in Vanish and powder, switching it on. Stealthily I return
to the bedroom. Pausing I stare at her angelic, fragile body,
smothered in voluminous bedding. The black wrapped snugly around
her slumbering form. Harshly swollen lips parted so she can
breathe.

Laying down imperceptibly next to her, I examine her face. The
bruise on her right cheek is greenly yellow. The swelling of both
cheeks is as severe as anyone who's had wisdom teeth out. Her
precious nubile lips are cracked, crusted blood mars their
perfection. Leaning in I kiss her nose with butterfly lightness.
"I'm sorry baby."

I have this wrenching queasiness whenever I look at her. I
didn't mean to be so rough. I couldn't see how her body would react
to the punishment. Only Father can see the future. I'm a humble
servant of the Lord. Turning away, bitterness souring my mouth, I
leave to fetch the salve for the bruises. And all that swelling
after a night in cold water. I'd hate to see what she would have
looked like without the bracing compress of a shower long gone
cold.

Returning with the balm, I pull the duvet away, administering
to my precious angel. She's all mine now. I'll keep her safe. Once
I've traced every cut and bruise with the salve, I rewrap her, like
the precious gift she is, waiting to be unwrapped and
enjoyed.

Laying down beside her, I wrap her in my arms. Holding her,
keeping her warm. Letting my body help to heal hers by returning
thermal comfort. The stress of the late night, and chastising,
allows me sleep. I will never get tired of a willing angel in my
bed. Finding my own comfort in our bizarre dynamic, I slumber with
my seraph.


Chapter 28

 


In photography there are no shadows that cannot be
illuminated.

~August Sander

 


Whenever I wake he props me up, making me sip liquids and soup
through straws. Days run into each other. All I seem to recall is
him holding me in the bath, drying my hair, and putting me back to
bed with tablets. Lethargically I stretch, testing my body's
response. No pain. Sitting up, the room spins, forcing me to sag
weakly back against pillows. The curtains are only half open, but
something smells absolutely delicious, and I'm definitely
hungry.

He's got supernatural senses. I watch him walk into the room
slowly, leaning casually against the beech chest of drawers
opposite the bed. "Sleeping beauty finally wakes."

My smile is automatic, it registers only after I smile, that
my cheeks no longer hurt. "God sent you, didn't He?"

His smile is enchanting. He has perfect straight white teeth,
a strong chin, in a smoothly shaven face. His skin is still
youthful, with the only crinkles showing next to his eyes. Actually
they suit him. They make him more handsome. He unfolds strong, yet
not bulky arms, strolling toward me and sitting down next to me. I
could stay lost in his Java coffee eyes forever. A hand comes
toward me to smooth the hair off my face, and without intending to,
I flinch.

"Yes, He did."

He pauses, retracting his hand with a reproachful expression
in his eyes. I didn't mean to, it just
happened.

"How are you feeling, angel?"

"Dizzy, hungry, but otherwise fine."

He leans with one arm on the other side of my legs. Absently
rubbing a hand over my thigh. "You're looking much
better."

Running a palm up his arm, I stare deeply into his eyes.
"Thank you Victor. You've been like a guardian angel to
me."

His expression squeezes my heart with its silent rebuke. "You
don't know how many nights I've spent awake, wishing you'd slept
over that night instead of going home."

I can't face that hurt in his eyes, retreating from them I
stare instead at the way the blue t-shirt clings to his chest. "I
just couldn't … I needed some privacy … some space."

"But you left your sliding door open and the security gate
unlatched. You know he's out there. Don't you care what he does to
you?"

My disbelieving eyes jump back to stare bitterly into his, "Of
course I do."

"I'm going to be a demanding boyfriend, Shauna. It's time you
stayed here indefinitely. You can't go home alone until I know you
are completely, one hundred percent, recovered."

My heart just melts. I've never had anyone want to protect me
like this before. "You got it."

He smiles, leaning closer and delicately placing a kiss on the
tip of my nose. "I've run a bath for you. Maybe after your bath we
can eat together for a change?"

Nodding, I silently agree. Unexpectedly he throws back the
duvet, exposing my nudity, and possessively carries me to the
bathroom.

"I'm sure I could have managed."

"You just said you were dizzy. I'm not taking any
chances."

He lowers my legs into the white tub, waiting for me to regain
my balance before releasing me. The wall opposite the bath and
shower has a long mirror above the basins. So white in here it
almost hurts my sensitive eyes. Fascination grips me as I stare at
my body in unashamed curiosity. Turning this way, then that, I
inspect my back, my arms, my legs, using the mirror.

It's like he can see what I'm thinking. He picks up a smaller
mirror and hands it to me, before seating himself on the edge of
the tub, facing me. Feeling slightly self-conscious, I inspect the
inside of my thighs with the mirror. Shortness of breath causes my
heartbeat to palpitate, and I lower myself into the frothy bubbles.
Mild dread mingled with inquisitiveness grips me, leaning back I
hold up the mirror to inspect my face.

This isn't possible. I look no different to the day before
Vengeance beat his god into me. I'm flawless. Well except for some
bruising. But, I thought I was going to have marks for the rest of
my life to remind me of that fucker. Wherever I had cuts, now it's
as if they never happened.

Handing the mirror back, I notice the smug grin he's trying to
suppress. "You did this?"

He takes it from me and places it on the vanity with a
stretch. Dipping a hand into the bath, he extracts my foot, cupping
the heel in a hand while his other hand kneads the sole gently.
"I'm a cosmetic surgeon. There have to be some perks to dating
me."

I'm smiling so much it makes my cheeks ache. Wrenching my foot
away with a messy splash, I scoot across the tub to wrap my arms
around his waist. Squeezing him so tightly my arms shake. "Thank
you! Thank you!"

His laughter reverberates deeply off the walls into the hollow
space. A soul caressing sensation grips me when he hugs me
back.

 


The conversation I've studiously been evading is unavoidable
after dinner.

"Your Dad called. I told him I was your boyfriend and that you
had a bad case of the flu."

"Oh. What did he want? Did he say?"

"Your Mum's physio is going well. She'll be able to walk again
soon."

"Well, that's good news." I glance at him as I fiddle with my
fork. His masculine hand covers mine, forcing me to rest the fork
on my empty plate.

"Shauna …"

I hide my sigh and face his insistent countenance.
"Yes?"

"Why didn't you call your parents? Why don't you tell them
what's happened?"

Retracting my hand from his I fold my arms, considering how to
say this without sounding judgmental. Swallowing heavily against a
suddenly parched mouth, I finally look into his eyes. "They won't
believe me."

"But you have proof."

"It doesn't matter to them. I'm the rebel. The bad child. From
about the age of thirteen they washed their hands of me. It didn't
matter if I got bullied at school, or what happened to me, they
always said I was fabricating stories to get their
attention."

He leans back, a pensive expression marring his usual warmth.
"But, they're your parents."

"You say that like they owe me love and support. They don't
share that perspective."

"Why would they say that?"

"My folks went through a bad patch. My Dad left for a while. I
was always getting into trouble at school. And they were called in
together because of me. The school psychiatrist gave them the
professional opinion, that I act out to get attention, because I
don't feel validated at home. The cause was put down to their
separation. But it's a label that stuck."

"But they're together now?"

"Yes. Mum got pregnant with my sister. The golden child. And
they decided to give it another go."

"But people have died. You were kidnapped."

"They don't believe any of it. They think I was prostituting
myself for drugs and that's why I went missing. They think whatever
I tell them is deviant and prearranged. Usually so I can take off
with their cash for my secret life that doesn't exist."

He holds my hand, seeming so concerned. "How do you feel about
that?"

"They needed someone to blame for their issues. It landed up
being the one thing that forced them to get married too young. I am
the sole root of their problems."

"But, this is your opinion, right?"

"Yes. I don't know what to think. The cops treat me like I'm
hiding something, and my folks think I orchestrate everything to
get attention. I've stopped telling them anything other than what
they want to hear."

"That you're fine?"

"Yes."

"Oh baby …" He pulls me across to him, rubbing my arm and
kissing my forehead. Pulling away he examines my face, wearing his
tender smile, "You have me now. I believe you."

Tears well up. He touches my soul with his genuine love. I
place a soft palm against his cheek, closing my eyes to kiss him.
Burying the emotional rush.

"You have been so amazing. I'd be dead and broken without
you."

"How is your body feeling now?"

"I think I can safely say work will resume tomorrow. Or I'll
be back home to them, where I really don't want to ever go
again."

"Speaking of which …" He sits up straight, a smile playing his
lips again.

"I had a word with my editor. I thought you might be worried
about your income after so long out of commission, and she says
she'll give you some photos to rework for her." He smiles wide,
catching my nose in his fingers. "Maybe it can be a permanent
thing?"

My spine turns into a rubber band with his consideration. "I
don't get it. How can men like you exist? You are wonderful,
patient, tender, loving, and yet there are men like Vengeance
running around free, waiting to destroy what's beautiful in this
world."

"He didn't destroy us. Try not to think about him."

I nod. Just grateful for everything. Including my health and
being clean with clean teeth, all because of his amazing
charity.

"I got your bank account details from your Dad."

My heart sinks, feeling oddly short of breath.
"Why?"

"I want you to know I'm dead serious about you. I didn't want
you to have any reason to leave and have to move. So I deposited
money into your account to tide you over. You can always pay me
back. But I just wanted to make sure none of your debit orders
bounced."

"How long have I been out of it?"

"Three and a half weeks."

"My God!"

This winds me. Staring at the smudges of the black marble of
the dining table, I feel faint. Belatedly I stutter out, "Th..
thanks. Thank you … I … uh …"

He tilts my chin to stare into his eyes. "Just be there for me
when I need you one day."

I nod, a smile summoned out of me by his amazing approach. I
am so indebted, I can never repay him.

"And love me every now and then. I miss your body around
mine."

Wrapping my arms around his neck, I pull myself closer. I need
to face this. I need to do this. I need him to erase the last
memory for me, with one that's tender, loving and true.

Covering his lips with my own, I trace inside them with the
tip of my tongue. I'm lifted to sit in his lap, a hand straying
automatically to awaken my nipple. Conscious that I'm not wearing
any underwear, feeling apprehensive when he hardens under my thigh.
My breath is shaky. I'm terrified. He reads it as ardent fervour.
Lifting me bodily, kissing me all the way back to the obsidian
black of his bed.

 


*And I saw that it was good.

My son is a reason to be proud. I am unable to experience
pride. I created everything. It exists because I exist. As a child
he was petulant and rebellious. Quoting the words inspired by
myself to prophets and men long dead, I disciplined him until he
saw the light of my love. Illuminating his mind, I awoke his soul
to the joyful rapture of union with his Father. I am his Alpha, and
I created him to balance my endless creation. My son Omega. The
victor of mankind.

His worldly name became Victor. I tested his faith
relentlessly, taking away from him the things which he desired
which were impure and would not nurture a righteous
heart.

I am the watcher. I watch over my creations. It is right, it
was always so, it will always be so. I showed him how to gather an
army. But still I must watch him. Occasionally it occurs to me how
his logical reasoning would interfere with his soul's blossoming,
when a young child. It's my duty to ensure that the man he has
grown into does not adopt that same resistance.*


Chapter 29

 


It is part of the photographer's job to see more intensely
than most people do.

~Bill Brandt

 


Guessing the time she'd wake correctly, I stroll in after
watching her from the newly installed cameras. This way she can
never catch me off guard. I've enjoyed keeping her sedated, it
reminds me of when we first bonded during her captivity. There are
certain things she does, which remind me that she contains a
quality of innocence.

Like the first time she saw her bed and squealed, "It's
gigantimasaurus." She's unique, in a naive way. That's what drew me
to her. It's what made me want to save her.

Sitting down I examine her level of alertness. She seems fine.
Staring deeply into her eyes, making all the right noises, I reach
out to move hair off her rejuvenated face. Her reaction stalls my
heartbeat.

Shauna, I've never had a turned angel live with me. Don't be
permanently scarred. I've fixed the outside, but you are my Eve.
Don't flinch from me baby. I've had lots of time to reconsider my
approach. You are mine. You are right where I've desired you to be.
In my home, in my bed, sharing your life, thoughts and body with
me. I no longer need to discipline you. I will blind you often,
with pleasure.

 


Oddly, I feel elated when she hugs me. I knew she'd be
pleased. I've made her favourite meal for her waking up dinner,
butternut risotto.

Father believes a man must be skilled and rely on a woman for
nothing. There is nothing I cannot do. At some point I'll have to
put her skills to the test. Although her cooking skills don't
interest me.

What most women aren't aware of, is how what they eat can play
a large role in determining the sex of their children. Red meat is
reared with hormones to bulk up the animal faster, usually with
testosterone. And the more circulating testosterone in a woman's
body, the higher the chance of a male conception
becomes.

A largely vegetarian diet makes a woman's body too acidic. The
body itself acting as a spermicide. I've fed her nothing but meat
soups for almost a month. Priming her for tonight.

Perhaps we should move to a place with fewer neighbours in
close proximity?

Her father calls her every second day. She gives the
impression she loves them, and they her. He was seriously reserved
with me answering her phone every time he called. But it is time
they accept me as part of her life. She's never going to leave me,
it was time to cross the gap. I was persuasive, charming and
naturally concerned for her ill-health. Alpha was right about
parents too. They don't care if you murder prostitutes and sinners
in your spare time, just as long as you're educated and earn a good
wage.

Hell, I doubt if he really gave a damn. Isn't parental
motivation more the fact that they no longer have to be there for
their children? A serious man in her life who can provide for her,
means they can unburden themselves. She's become my problem, and he
warmed up quickly after the initial interrogation. More than happy
to give me her account details. I sensed his relief at not having
to be the one to bail her out. He made noises about the cost of
health care for Linda after the accident, and I 'seem like a good
chap'. Not to mention it helps my cause if she gets added pressure
from them to marry me. I don't take a condescending tone from
anyone, unless I get what I want out of the deal. And I've got it
all. Her body, her soul, her gratitude.

Before her reserve returns, while she's feeling indebted to
me, I must make my move. She hasn't been on contraception for
weeks. It's a small window of opportunity, but one I must take.
Father only gives me two years per project. The only way to protect
her is to make her legally mine. Or final judgement will be passed
on her, and I know from experience that hers will be the death
penalty. We're running out of time for her to become pregnant and
legally mine. Personally I feel an intense sense of
accomplishment.

Interrogating her at dinner, I learn what I could not know,
and had to know. I needed to know if they'd come looking for her.
Would they ever decide to visit and stay for a holiday? Now that I
know the truth, I know her parents won't be a problem. The insight
as to why she suffers a low self-esteem makes sense now too. It
makes her easy prey. This here is proof as she sits in my lap,
running that slutty tongue in my mouth.

The difference between then and now, is between a man and his
woman, it's not slutty. She must be like this with me. Willing,
compliant, and open to my advances. That is a wife's duty. She
conforms to my requirements perfectly. The thought of my son
growing inside her makes me instantly hard.

 


Picking her up, I walk with her to the bedroom, laying her
down, rapidly stripping off my attire. Covering her, supporting my
weight on my arms, I insert a knee between her thighs, easing legs
apart. Except the little vixen sinks hard fingers into my
shoulders, pulling herself away, snivelling. Good thing I kept her
nails so short. I was afraid this would happen.

"I can't."

Shaking her head at me, tears gush like a broken fire hydrant.
Her sensual mouth twisting unattractively as she points between her
breasts. "He broke me. In here."

Laying next to her, I pull her to me, smoothing her long hair
absently. "It's okay, baby."

Almost wailing, she sputters out, "He … he …"

"He raped you?"

Nodding her reply, she snuggles into me, absolutely wracking
with sobs.

I pull her on top of me, kissing her face as I lie relaxed,
waiting patiently for the turmoil to subside. Which thank God it
does after a few minutes. I'm still harder than petrified wood.
Choosing persistence, I caress her head and shoulders until she
sits up to kiss me. Kissing her back I gauge how far I can go with
this, by her response. Well she's not afraid to kiss me.

"Shauna, I'm not going to pretend. I want you." Pausing
dramatically, I let it sink in before offering solutions. "I'd like
to help you get over this pain, this hurdle. I don't want him to
lie in bed between us." Gently caressing her breast as I speak,
staring intently into her eyes. "I can take my time, helping you to
relax, turning your body back into a pleasure zone. I can go slow,
be gentle. I just want to love you." Masking my face with twisted
grief, "I've been so looking forward to your next
orgasm."

Her expression is caught in conflict. I can see she really is
reluctant, yet she's not rejecting this idea, yet.

"Or, you should be on top. That way, you can stop whenever you
want to. Be in control, go at your own pace. But let me feel you,
angel." I continue, giving her my pleading little boy pout. Tracing
her lips, "I won't ever force you. I love you."

Score! I can see it. The magic words of a decent guilt
trip.

Leaning over me her soft lips trace my jaw-line. She whispers
as a hand slips between us, encasing me, "I love you."

Closing my eyes to hide my victorious jubilation, I whisper
back as if my very soul is overcome with tenderness, "I love you
too."

***

My heart's just not in it. I feel obligated. Going through the
motions all I can think about is Vengeance. The grip on my
emotional flood is tenuous at best. Closing my eyes to hide the
bitter pain. This is empty, meaningless. It's a small price to pay
for security. It hurts. It burns. I hate it. Loathing all men right
at this moment. My body might be ready in his eyes, but mentally I
don't know if I'll ever be ready again. Emotionally I'm carnage,
needing to escape to cry. It's not him, it's me. As soon as
politely possible, I excuse myself to hide in the
bathroom.

***

This isn't going well at all. I wait for her to close the
bathroom door before picking up my iPhone. Using blue-tooth
wireless connections I access the feed from my computer. Staring at
her huddled in a ball on the floor of the bathroom, crying.
Again.

Walking to the kitchen, I extract a Brutal Fruit from the
fridge for her. Women love fruity alcoholic beverages, and these
ones are strong enough in flavour to lace the Rohypnol. Dissolving
it quickly into hers, I keep one eye trained on the screen of my
phone. I take a lager for myself which I have no intention of
drinking. Despite exchanging all of her contraception at home for
folic pills, I'm impatient. Mentally this is taking too long. I
don't have the luxury of time, or the patience to wait for her
emotions to subside and for her to willingly engage in this
relationship. I need her pregnant, and pregnant now.

Strolling back to the dimly lit boudoir, I relax back,
watching her sit up, wash her face, tilting her head back and
wiping under her eyes. She's desperately trying to hide it. Which
is a good thing. It means she's masquerading now as much as I am.
Putting me before herself, again. Good angel. She's come so far.
Switching my phone off as she opens the bathroom door, I relax
back, taking a sip of my drink, linking my ankles together in
feigned lethargic relaxation.

"Hey baby. There you are. Everything okay?"

"Fine."

She moves like a swan through water. I love watching her walk.
She crawls over to me from the bottom of the bed. God, what a
sight.

"I got you a drink, I figure it's a little celebration."
Kissing her temple, I keep her snugly pressed against my side with
a firm arm, "I'm so proud of you. I know that wasn't easy. You can
only reclaim your mental freedom one step at a time." Releasing her
slightly, I tilt her chin up so that I can stare into her empty
blue eyes, "I'm here for you."

Her lips tremor. She's so transparent. Pursing her mouth, the
faint dimple in her chin outlines as she harnesses her emotions.
Her eyes are too wide and bright. Poor acting, but she's
trying.

"You are so special, Vic. I … I …"

"Toast with me. We don't need to analyse this. Let's just
toast to a small victory. Us against him."

Old habits die hard. She leans away from me to grab her drink,
the shadows flirting with her body make me crave the camera. Makes
me crave her. She clinks the glass against mine, "To us," and
promptly consumes half of it. Which is more than
sufficient.

I'll give her twenty minutes of small talk and cuddles, before
spending the rest of my evening impregnating my Eve. Kissing her
ever so gently, I whisper proudly, "I love you, my brave
girl."

She smiles, her mouth set in determined rigidity. She's
reached some sort of inner decision, I can tell. "Victor, I want to
love you. But let me take baby steps."

"Okay."

Downing the rest of her Brutal Fruit, she sets the glass down
before crawling back to me over the expansive bed. Her eyes are
dark, long hair falling forward, veiling her. She traces a tongue
up my thigh, before glancing skittishly up at me, "This is a baby
step."

Smiling encouragement, "I like baby steps."

Her iron determination to please me, to thank me, is the most
potent aphrodisiac. Before she loses consciousness, I relish her
tongue, hands and hair, worshipping my temple. Moaning, I let her
gratitude slake my desire to own her.

It takes a while, but eventually she succumbs to the drug.
Padding her hips with pillows for maximum chance of conception, I
go as far as taking her body temperature. Perfect. Checking the
angle of her hips with two pillows underneath her for support, I go
to work.

This is God's work. And God made everything in this universe
intricate and complicated. Medical school and medical journals are
my saving grace. Despite being unconscious, I know that the body
can orgasm. It orgasms in sleep, hers will now. I'll make sure of
it. Knowledge is power. Orgasm increases the odds of
conception.

I'm tiring, and require stimulation. Tuning into the hard
drive using the monitor on the wall in the bedroom, I select the
footage of our times together. Flat-screen monitors serve as TV
screens and computer monitors these days. This seventy-two inch
Samsung LCD serves as both. She'll never know this though, as I
keep the panel to the computer well disguised and
hidden.

Watching her on the screen, I turn the sound up to hear her
moaning, her breathless inhalations during copulation. Good girl.
Almost unaware that she's unconscious beneath me, I let the fantasy
blend with the hot reality now encasing me.

 


 



Chapter 30

 


Photography, as a powerful medium of expression and
communications, offers an infinite variety of perception,
interpretation and execution.

~Ansel Adams

 


It's so odd, how just doing it once can make me feel so
tender. Victor really deserves more from me. I have to sort myself
out. But this empty ache, I can't shake it. It's the flesh eating
effect of a spider's poison.

Except Vengeance has a soul eating toxin that he infects into
his victims. How many of us are there? Is it just me?

Groaning I roll over when I hear my familiar ring-tone
emanating from beyond the bedroom door. So tempted to hide my head
underneath a pillow.

"Doug! How are you?"

Doug? He calls Dad by his first name? Eavesdropping intently, I creep toward the door.

"We are very well."

"Yes she's recovering splendidly. How's Linda?"

"Excellent news."

"She's still sleeping, we had a late night."

"I certainly will."

"Did you go to St Andrews to play?"

"Really? Yes, that bridge is magnificent."

He laughs.

"Golf is a gentleman's game, Doug. It always will be. And
their whisky is superb."

"I most definitely will take care of your baby girl. You just
look after Linda, I'll take care of Shauna."

"Give her our love … Yes, and Samantha too."

"Bye."

Fucker! Two faced arse! Dad fucking loves him.
'Give our love to Samantha.' Not in a million years.

I'm caught mid scowl by his silent entry.

"You're awake!"

Lordy, he's in a good mood. "Yes."

He leans over me, kissing me deeply, a happy smile charming
his delectable face. "Your mum and dad send their love."

"I heard."

He pats my leg excitedly. "Come on sleeping beauty, it's a
gorgeous day, and we're going on a picnic."

Scowling even more, I tell him grumpily, "I don't want to go
out looking like road kill."

His hand possessively holds my waist, his smile infectious.
"That's the beauty of it. Have you ever been to
Noordhoek?"

"What?"

"I know, these names are strange. It means North hook. It's a
long, wide, perfectly white beach on the other side of Chapman's
Peak. We can easily hide away and have a quiet little picnic,
without worrying about crowds. Although you might see a seal or
two."

Now I'm interested. "Really?"

"Yes, but hurry, or we'll miss that window of
opportunity."

Smiling despite myself, I get up and dig through the closet
for the skirts and blouses he's brought over. Choosing white to
appease Vengeance and his fucked up God, I yank them on while
Victor waxes lyrical at me.

"We'll take a meandering scenic drive. Stunning sea views
while we drive around the mountain on literally a manmade contour
road. The summer wind in our hair. You can wear your straw hat and
sunglasses, and no one will be any the wiser to what you've lived
through." He pauses as he opens the curtains by leaning on the
button, "Life is for celebrating, angel. He let you live. We're
ditching that prick, and we're going to make him see that he can't
get to you."

Actually, that's a good point. Although I am feeling resentful
that he has Dad's approval already. All chummy and puke-worthy.
Walking with him to the kitchen where he hands me my hat and
shades, picking up a basket, I probe, "You seem to like
Dad."

"I understand fathers. It's mothers I'll never
fathom."

Laughing forced cold mirth, "Just show her jewellery and
she'll adore you. She's as shallow as a baby paddling
pool."

He pauses with me outside the front door. Looking down at me
with an odd expression. "Are you okay?"

"Fine." Just fucking fabulous. Would
you like to fuck my sister too?

"I'll take your word for it."

I know he's being sarcastic, but ignore it as he laces fingers
through mine and walks with me down to his always immaculately
polished car. How does he do it all? He's like Superman.

***

It's early still. Early enough to drive past divers kitting up
on our meandering pickle over Chapman's Peak Drive. With the
mountain literally kissing the left side of the vehicle, and
endless ocean to the right. We're so high up, we're literally on a
cliff, boxed by ancient low stone walls which hide the sheer drop
on one side, and burnished yellow and brown rock running with
rivulets of water on the other. She's quiet, staring with a half
smile on her face at the view.

"Why didn't I know about this?"

"Because you only ever go out at night."

She turns her head sharply to glare at me, "How do you
know?"

"I'm your neighbour, Shauna. And let's face it, you aren't
exactly quiet when you've had a few drinks."

Blushing uncomfortably she stares back at the view. Catching
divers coming over the wall with huge shells in their hands which
they're hastily depositing into buckets behind their rusty
vehicle.

She stays introspective all the way to the parking area at
Noordhoek. She waits for me to extract the basket and lined
blanket, then I open her door for her. She seems sore. The way she
moves her legs is wooden. Disappointed, I close the door after her
exit, bleep the alarm, and encase her hand with mine. Wandering
down to the beach, I kick off my shoes, waiting for her to do the
same. Hooking them in my hand carrying the basket, I sneak an arm
around her waist, strolling romantically over powder soft sand
toward the old wreck. It's a stranded landmark here. Miles of a
walk along this endless stretch of blinding white sand. I know
we'll have plenty of privacy there. The air is briskly fresh,
salty, gulls swooping lazily toward the lush green mountain behind
us.

She laughs happily, pointing, "Look, horse riders!"

I pause with her as she watches three riders trot past. One
horse is beautifully dappled grey. A horse always reminds me of the
horsemen of the apocalypse. It gives me great comfort that a day
will come when the sinners are wiped off this planet permanently.
Finally she resumes walking.

 


Once we're comfortably spread out on the blanket, I rifle
through the basket, eager to see her reaction to the
contents.

Withdrawing a flask of Kahlua coffee and the can of cream I
tempt her with a question, "Thirsty?"

"Not really."

She's distracted with tying her hair up to prevent the wind
from blowing it across her face. Unfazed. I withdraw her other
favourite; spicy crumbed chicken wings. Wafting the bowl under her
nose. Glancing at me she offers a faint smile.

"Hmm, looks good."

"Honey, what's bothering you?" Her withdrawal is unsettling
me. "You can tell me anything, you know that, right?"

"Sorry Vic, I'm just processing."

I watch her flash me a better smile, but it's still
unconvincing. Just as I finally have her persuaded to eat
something, a couple stroll past us. The man is short and stocky,
his wife is just as portly.

Leaning in to tempt Shauna with another morsel of blue cheese
wrapped in a date and drizzled with balsamic vinegar, the bastard
stalks up to us.

"Lady, are you all right?"

"She's fine, thank you."

"Listen brue, I wasn't talking to you." Leaning in he's
obviously staring at the bruise exposed across the side of her
face. "Are you okay? Do you need help?"

Oh, fuck off. I eye his wife waiting
behind him, wringing her hands nervously, her eyes skittishly rake
over my obvious physique. "Leave them Stefan."

Finally Shauna speaks, "I'm fine …"

I get to my feet, asserting myself as I leer over the
despicable vermin, "She's not here to be harassed by the likes of
you. Back off."

He squares up, attempting a feeble stance of intimidation.
Peering past me he addresses Shauna, "Did he do this to
you?"

"Let him without sin cast the first stone," I warn the
inquisitive moron, stepping closer and blocking his access to
her.

"Lady …" he continues, stepping back but needing confirmation
from Shauna.

Gripping his arm, flexing the strength in the hand that uses
bricks for finger weights, I squeeze, twisting him and propelling
him into his wife. My innuendo of him being a sinner, and myself
without sin was a warning he's obviously too thick to understand.
"Get lost, before I make you leave."

His wife with the hideous clown-red hair dye snatches his
hand, tugging. "Leave them. Come."

I offer a snide grin as I watch them walk away staring at us
periodically. Turning back, I retrieve the dates, settling myself
with my angel again.

I can't read her eyes now that she's replaced her sunglasses.
Deciding to reassure her I tell her, "You don't have to explain
yourself to strangers. It's my role to protect you. This is hard
enough without you feeling scrutinised by complete strangers
too."

She takes her coffee and sips it, looking away, gazing at the
ocean. Surfers frolic in the waves farther down the beach, where it
becomes Long beach.

***

She's been alarmingly quiet all the way home. As I replace the
basket back in the cupboard she finally confronts me.

"Are you Christian?"

"No." I'm not. You have to believe in Christ to be considered
a Christian.

"Then why did you quote the bible at that man?"

Turning to face her, I give her my reassurance expression.
"Angel, it just popped into my head. I'm not going to censor my
thinking just because you had a bad experience with someone who
quotes scripture."

"Do you sanction quoting the bible as justification for
intimidation?"

"Honey, you're being unreasonable now."

"No, I'm not. You couldn't have behaved more like a bouncer
sent by God if you'd tried! He was a concerned citizen and I'm
fully capable of speaking for myself!"

"How would you react if some asshole suggested you beat little
children? That's what it amounts to. The difference in our stature
is that extreme. He implied I beat you." Stepping closer I try to
wrap her in my arms, but she squirms free, "You are my Eve. It was
abhorrent to me that he'd suggest such a thing."

She freezes, hoarsely challenging me, "What?"

"For fuck's sake, Shauna. Eve was the only woman on earth. She
was Adam's whole world, like you are now mine. Would you stop being
so bloody defensive." Changing my tone, I kiss her stilted neck,
"I'm on your side. I can't help that I have eyes for no other
women. Would you prefer it if I did? Don't you prefer knowing where
I am and who I'm with?" Pausing I drive my point home, "With
you."

Her frame shakes in my arms as she's reduced to
tears.

"I'm sorry. Victor, I've become so damn sensitive." Wrapping
arms with constricting tightness around my neck, she buries her
face away against me, "I hate him. He's messed me up."

 



Chapter 31

 


The beauty of women was the first
expression of my photography.

~Alberto Korda

 


Shit! Shit, shit, shit.
Triple shit!

What the hell is wrong with me? It was just once. I can't get
pregnant with odds like that, surely? At least now I have an
excuse. I have to take my pill for at least two weeks before it's
effective.

Hurling my pen across the lounge while Victor works quietly in
his darkroom, which is off limits to me apparently. Something about
chemicals. Whatever. I need to work. I need distraction. Picking up
my phone I dial him, waiting for him to answer his
mobile.

"Victor … Look I'm sorry to disturb you, but I really need to
distract myself from my thoughts. Can I work on your computer? Are
the photos in your email?"

"What?"

"No!"

"Now?"

Staring at my phone in disbelief at the disconnecting he just
initiated, I stomp angrily to wait outside the safe door which
guards the darkroom. It pushes open and he strolls out. He's so
tall I'll never get to see into that room. Why are artists always
so finicky about the space they create art in?

"Victor, I'm not ready!"

"You need a distraction, and you're angry. You're seething
with it. And you're taking it out on me. So let's kill two birds
with one punch."

"But last time … "

He stops walking and turns to face me square on. "Shauna I'll
stand still and let you work off your aggression. Maybe after you
hit me you'll stop blaming me for what some wanker in a mask did to
you."

"I don't blame you …"

"Yes you do. I have the weak link. I find you attractive. God
fucking help me for craving you, for loving you enough to miss
you."

He carries on stalking away, pulling off his t-shirt and
making me pause as I stare at his muscular back with it's perfect V
receding away from me. "The fact that I corrected the damage, fed
you, nursed you, isn't enough for you. I try and distract you with
getting out, always being considerate of your unusual needs, and
what do you do?" He swivels as he unbuttons the top button on his
jeans, fuck me he's so hot when he's
angry. "You persecute me! So let's work
this anger out of your system. Am I allowed to at least block if
I'm not allowed to hit back?"

It's worked. He's made me sound completely ludicrous and I
start laughing at him. His flashing chocolate eyes turn from hard
to melting swirling softness. His face smiles back at me as I
charge him, forcing him to catch me. Sucking hard on his lip before
raping his mouth.

"You need to get angry more often. You are so
sexy!"

Carrying me, kissing me, he stops and hurls me onto the bed,
I'm experiencing odd vertigo being flung so forcefully backward. He
flops over me as he growls teasingly, "What you need is a good
spanking."

Running my fingers over the toned lats of his back, I bite his
neck, still feeling frivolous. "I'm sorry. You're right. I'm
undeserving and completely hormonal."

"You make me crazy, woman."

The tone is serious, and I can feel the tension between us.
Forced to break it I tell him the bad news, "We can't have sex for
two weeks."

"Is that all?" he smirks as he rolls away from me and kicks
off his sneakers. Glancing back at me he queries, "Dare I ask
why?"

"I haven't been taking my contraception. It'll take two weeks
for it to be effective."

Smiling smugly at me he leans over and yanks open his bedside
drawer, throwing tins at me. "Reality check." He stands and strips
off his jeans, staring down at me with a decidedly naughty
expression, "Ever heard of condoms?"

I stick my tongue out at him, "Of course I have."
Jesus he has enough for an army doesn't he? Was
he hoping to get laid soon and often? Maybe he's a closet
slut.

"Good." He thrusts open a matt black closet door and extracts
navy blue track pants, yanking them on he arches a challenging
eyebrow at me, "Are you coming dressed like a princess?"

"Oh, I'm coming again too, am I?"

His smile makes my knees dissolve into mush, I'm feeling
suddenly too weak to move.

"Shauna, am I the first man to mention how confusing your
signals are?"

I feel ashamed. I do. I've treated him so poorly all things
considered. "Yes." I smile wickedly. "Now didn't you say I had full
permission to kick your ass?"

"You can try."

Pulling off my white off-the-shoulder summer blouse, I shove
him back onto the bed to get to my t-shirts. "Then I'd better wear
my Victor annihilation clothes." Catching him staring at me
enigmatically, I challenge as I pull a white t-shirt over my head,
"What?"

All of my t-shirts are tight. And he's staring straight at the
headlights. Those, stripping me and fucking me mentally eyes slide
up to connect with mine, "I missed your fire, angel."

Unzipping my skirt, I drop it as I grab lycra shorts, "Then
get ready to feel the full might of a woman with issues,
baby."

I'm caught by surprise as he lifts me up to sit over his legs
on the bed. Holding my chin he kisses me softly, staring so
tenderly into my eyes, "Please stay. I love this
Shauna."

I twist, breaking the moment by tickling under his arms, "Get
ready for an ass kicking, Superman."

***

I won't risk endangering any life growing in her. Leaving the
lights on this time, I hold paddles, deflecting her punches as she
batters out her aggression. She's so little it's comical. I could
easily show her how to disable a large man without requiring any
strength at all, but I won't. I don't ever intend for her to be in
a position to challenge me. I won't allow her the knowledge. It's
my role to protect, and conversely discipline, her. It's better
this way.

I offer a nod of encouragement as she punches with arms and
wrists out of alignment. She's hurting herself with the way she's
punching. It makes you easier to dominate
angel. And I do so enjoy dominating you.

 


I use the opportunity for a full workout. She's kept me so
vigilant that my own maintenance is slipping. Using the treadmill,
I start running. She sits and watches me from the mat where she's
stretching. I chose this one well. She is my angel; beautiful, divine,
heavenly to experience.

Sprinting, I push myself harder. The last mile must be flat
out. Feeling rejuvenated and now only mildly out of breath I switch
off the treadmill, searching the equipment for her.

"Victor, help!"

Stupid woman! Moving quickly between the circuit I reach her,
lifting the bar off her. "What are you doing? That's far too heavy
for you." Not to mention I won't let your
body stress and expel my embryo.

"I want to get strong. I want to be able to hurt him
back."

"Angel, baby steps. This is going to take months. You can't
just dive into the deep end. You can seriously hurt yourself,
permanently. You can break your back doing that."

Her chin quivers as she stares at my glistening torso, "I
don't have months."

"Bench press will only give you bigger boobs." I pause and
wiggle my eyebrows at her, "Which I can give you for free if it's
what you really want." But I'd rather see
them plump with milk.

The chin stops quivering as she smiles at me, tracing a
fingertip down my skin, "Only if you want them."

Stepping in close to her, I cup them both, "Don't change this.
I love you just as you are."

She stares up at me with trusting eyes, "You're very sexy when
you've been working out."

Arching a suggestive eyebrow I tease, "I have another muscle
that requires daily workouts. You can help with that, as you're so
keen on me hot and sweaty after a workout."

She tilts her head back, eyes closing, her pixie nose
embellished with the happy curve of pink lips underneath it, "I
thought we already worked that one."

Picking her up I hoist her over my shoulder, "Come here
wench."

She squeals as she hangs upside down, "Victor! Put me
down!"

I comply when we reach the sparring mats, ordering her, "Roll
over."

She eyes me suspiciously, "Why?"

"Would you learn to trust me? Please?"

She seems wary but rolls over. Resting on my heels over her, I
knead thumbs into her shoulders, "This is why, you suspicious
woman."

"Hmmmmm!"

Laughing, I work out the stress in her back, tracing her
fragile spine. Knowing where a well inserted blade would end life,
where a blade would permanently paralyse. Humans are so blindly
trusting. But she needs to stay happy. Her frame of mind affects
her body. That body is my incubator.

Leaning over I kiss the vertebrae which will end her life,
"Sexy girl."

"Fuck me, slowly."

Pausing, I can't believe I just heard right.
"Seriously?"

"It's an expression of complete incredulous enjoyment. Randy
man!"

Laughing, I tickle her, "You are my victim now sexy
wench."

Squealing happily, she squirms until she's facing me, holding
my wrists. I let her win, allowing her to think she's stronger than
she is. Perception, after all, is everything. I'll give her fake
confidence. Smiling more at my thoughts than at her, I hold her
down with my weight resting heavily on her, forcing ownership into
her mouth, using body language to communicate what I'd rather be
doing to her right now.

Her eyes close, she relaxes the struggle against my wrists,
kissing me back. Good girl.

 



Chapter 32

 


Great photography is about depth of feeling, not depth of
field.

~ Peter Adams

 


Sitting up, I switch on the bedside lamp. When does this
end?

She's thrashing, muffled screams punctuating night silence.
Intrigued I watch as her legs kick out, holding arms defensively
over her face. She's definitely struggling with something. It's
like watching a woman being attacked with a poltergeist. Her arms
are forced back as if she has no control over them.

Shaking her head, tears streaming through closed eyelids. Her
face is so pale, it's Renaissance in its perfection. Quickly I grab
my back-up Sony and capture it. Hiding it back in the drawer next
to the bed and locking it with the digital code.

"No … no … no …" whimpers through trembling lips.

This distress must end. Severe stress can cause
miscarriage. I won't let you murder my
son. Leaning over I shake her,
"Shauna."

***

With one hand gripped around my throat, throttling the air
out of me, I claw, gasping, choking. Hurled backward, the impact
winds me. My sight blurring, struggling to breathe when hands grip
mine, shoving them above my head as his aggression explodes into my
cheek.

"You want to meet the real me, little Shauna?"

His tone is derisive and mocking. So deep, guttural and
abrasive. Like a chain-saw severing my nerves. My soul is trying to
flee my body as he leans in and kisses me, smearing blood over my
mouth with his lips, "Hey angel? You want me. You love me. You fuck
me because you finally obey my commands."

Shaking my head, I deny his demented reality,
"No!"

"Yes baby. I am everything in this world that loves and
cherishes you. You are mine. All mine. How many times and ways must
I take you before you'll see me?"

"I'll find your kryptonite. If you're really an angel let me
see your face! You aren't God, I won't go blind. I dare you! I dare
you to show me who you are." Standing over
me, just like an avenging angel, I stare up at him, intimidated,
overshadowed, afraid. Part of me is gripped with such intense
anxiety I'm tempted to stop him. Pleading as I change my mind, "No
… no … no …"

But he's opening it up, I'm going to see him! … Someone calls
to me. He's fading. NO! I want to see your demonic face!

***

"Angel? Honey, wake up, you're having a nightmare."

Automatically I curl myself inside his arms, comforted by
listening to his steady heartbeat. I can't shake the impression
that I know Vengeance. I've probably looked straight into his eyes
and not known it. He must have stalked me to know so much about me,
which means at some point I must have met him. If only I hadn't
woken just at the point of revelation.

"How does he see us?"

"Who?"

"Vengeance." Looking up at a stubbly chin, again I'm feeling
better knowing Victor and his capable strength are here to protect
me.

"Binoculars probably."

"Maybe." Or maybe, he's like one of those crazy stalkers you
see on TV with cameras everywhere, even the shower. That's it! He's
put cameras and stuff in my home! Pushing myself away, I blurt this
conclusion, "He's bugged me. He has. He said he's watching you now
too, so he's probably got cameras here and in my place."

"Darling you're getting carried away. It was just a nightmare.
You need your rest."

"I know him. I know I do. He's probably even someone I
consider a friend. He's a coward for hiding his face."

I watch him leave the room, then return. He sits down, looking
stern.

***

My blood runs cold. Hatred grips me, tempted to clamp my hands
tight around her throat and shut her down. Shut her up. Immediately
forcing holes into her theory. I have to nip this in the bud, or
I'll be forced to end her.

"That's preposterous. That doesn't explain how he found Mark.
Or how he knew that your parents wouldn't believe you? He knew your
parents wouldn't believe you, which is why he chose you. You're a
vulnerable target."

Sitting up she pushes against me, defiant anger igniting her
eyes to sapphire intensity, "You're not listening to me
…"

"I am listening. But your theory doesn't account for his angel
story. It doesn't account for why he needs to save you." Glaring at
her, I undermine her shaky self-confidence, "What are you hiding
from me Shauna? What does he know about you that I don't? Why does
he treat you with such sexual brutality? Who did you treat like
that?"

"Victor!"

Taunting her, I choose my words deliberately, "How much of
this is guilt? Guilt stalks people too, Shauna. Do you have things
hidden behind that sweet smile that you'd like to confess to me?
Hmm? Now, while I'm in a forgiving mood and willing to listen? Why
not enlighten me to who you really are when you're not being the
victim?"

Cold laughter bubbles over unexpectedly at her face turning
ashen, "Oh I can tell by your appalled expression I've hit the nail
on the head. So you used others which is why he's using you? And
now you have me, and you call him
a coward? Maybe he is a coward, but so are you –
aren't you? You run away from your problems. It's easier for you to
hide behind righteous anger, or to hide behind me. I even have to
be the intermediary between you and your parents."

Standing up as if disgusted by her, I drop acidly, "If there's
a coward in this equation, it's you. And what crap about bugging
us. How did he always know how to find you? Or your phone number?
Or where you lived to get his flowers delivered? Your fear is
clouding your own coherent thinking. I'm sick of this melodrama.
Just face that you had a bad dream, let me sedate you so at least
for once we can fucking sleep through an entire night!"

Her face morphs through expressions. Rage, shock, denial,
self-pity, back to anger. Fuck! Come on
Shauna, don't do this to me.

"Fine! Do you feel better now? Because I don't!" she yells at
me, grabbing a pillow and making as if to leave.

Grabbing her roughly I force her into my embrace, hugging her
tightly, making her listen. "Look, I'm sorry." Squeeze. "I'm tired
too. You're a nightmare to sleep with. It's like sleeping with a
tornado raging every night."

Satisfaction flows warmth through my limbs as she's reduced to
tears again.

"Baby, I'll take the couch. You know where I am if you need
me." Tilting her wet nose up I brush ineffectual lips over it. "And
I'll go to the Spy shop tomorrow and get one of those bug detection
devices and sweep our homes. Okay?"

She nods, shuddering silently, sucking large shaking breaths
into her mouth. That mouth, that fucking amazing mouth. I wish I
could just shove my dick in it and shut her up. Distract her with
me, the way it should be.

Chastising insidiously, "You need to leave him behind now,
Shauna. You are clinging as desperately to him as he is to you. How
can I compete?"

Her head moves unsteadily from side to side. Sheer misery
pulling her face into distortion, "I … I …" She takes a gulp of
air, staring up at me with red-rimmed eyes, "I hear you. I know
this is me. My subconscious is worse than he is. It confuses me. It
takes everything familiar and mixes it all up." Trembling in jerks,
she rests her forehead into my chest, "I love you. I hate him. How
dare he make you feel like he's competition to you."

"Shauna, he's not doing it. You are."

Horrified eyes meet mine, shining with sparkling beauty, "But
I love you. I'm sorry."

"If you tell yourself that often enough maybe you'll actually
believe it."

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"You fight with me every opportunity you get. I can't make
love to you, because of him. I can't sleep in the same bed with
you, because of him. I get into trouble for defending your honour,
because of him. I'm stuck between you and your parents, to the
point where you get sulky and bitchy with me, because of him. What
the fuck can I do
that won't get me into trouble? Forgive me Shauna, but I'm male. I
don't understand female logic on a good day, but you've taken
instability and moodiness to a whole new level. You've won the
female fuck-over-male-rationality-with-hormones, at Olympic
level."

She propels herself away by shoving against me, flouncing onto
the bed, turning her back to me.

"I do love you Shauna, but you make it hard. I feel like
you're persecuting me simply for being here and male. I don't know
how else I can prove to you that I care about you and I'm not here
to hurt you. But you bring your silent boyfriend between us
constantly. You get angry with me, when you're really angry with
him."

Silence. Moody, claustrophobic silence.

Moving around to her, I drop her mediation CD onto the bedside
table. Deliberately rubbing her detesting shoulder which jerks to
shake me off, I then kiss her forehead, "Try to relax. I'm leaving
your CD and the player in here with you. I'm giving you space to
sort yourself out. Goodnight my angel."

Hiding my grin I pull the bedroom door closed. I can sleep
anywhere, this is no hardship to me.

 


 



Chapter 33

 


There are always two people in every
picture: the photographer and the viewer.

~ Ansel Adams

 


If she accepted God, she would have peace. The fact that she
is in there listening behind a closed door to American Indian
chanting in order to relax and meditate, tells me she's still lost.
She should be in there praying. She must succumb to Father's power,
or she will continue to be problematic. That baby has to happen
soon. Her life depends on it.

Her reasoning mind is looking for answers. She hasn't let the
past go, and I can see only one way to get her to release it and
fully accept me. If Vengeance dies in front of her, this bullshit
will end. She needs to give herself to me fully, for Father to
accept her into the fold. Thomas, aptly named, has been a problem
himself for the past few months. It's time to put doubting Thomas
out of his misery, in service to Alpha, and the first born son;
me.

She needs to believe that I regret my tone last night, I must
pander to her whims during this delicate stage. I've made her
breakfast and run her bath. I'll feed her the lie that I'm going
out to the Spy Shop, and use it to employ Thomas for his final
mission. To wear the armour and appear before her. With me in bed
beside her, she'll never consider that I am Vengeance. I will use
the moment to demonstrate my power, murdering Thomas for
questioning Father, and at the same time, tying her through guilt
and gratitude to me, for eternity.

***

I hear him come into the bedroom as the watery light begins to
filter underneath the drapes. His footsteps are quiet but without
the hesitance that I remember occurring after a big argument in
previous relationships. How does he stay so
self-assured?

I listen to the dull thud, sneaking a peek through eyelashes
at the tray placed on the bedside table. He bends over me,
whispering lips over my brow before whispering in my ear, "I love
you angel. I'll do anything for you."

Damn he makes staying cross with him impossible. I open my
eyes to stare at his delicious lips. Withdrawing, his expression
immediately changes to pensive and worried when he sees I'm
awake.

"I made you some breakfast."

I can smell the coffee and my stomach is grumbling in response
to the stimulation. "Thank you."

Sitting down next to me, he rubs a hand over the nearest leg
hidden with the duvet, "You know I love you?"

"Yes."

He flashes a wry grin. "I've run a deep bath for you, with
your favourite Vanilla foam-bath, and a fresh towel is waiting
already heated. I have to pop out to get supplies from the Spy Shop
to check our homes. Will you be okay if I leave you alone for an
hour?"

Isn't he just Mr Perfect. I'm failing at suppressing my
smile.

***

Jolting awake, I am positive the noise I heard was the front
door closing. Keeping still, I strain my ears to listen. There!
Someone just bumped into something. Alarmed, I grip his forearm
with all the intensity of fear pumping through me, whispering
urgently, "Victor."

Shaking him harder, sinking my nails into the skin covering
his defined forearm, "Victor."

"Ow. What?" It's muffled and sleepy.

"He's here."

"Who?"

"Him!"

"What did you hear?" This time he sounds more
alert.

"The door, then a bump."

"It's probably just a neighbour. Go back to sleep."

A slow scrape filters into the impenetrable darkness of our
bedroom. "Did you hear
it?" I whisper fervently. I'm desperate he
believes me. My heart is thrashing so frantically with panic that
I'm short of breath.

He pushes a finger over my lips, "Shh." Sneaking the duvet
aside, he sits up, moving in silence around the bed to whisper into
my ear, pulling me out of bed to join him, "I can't get to the gun
without making a noise. Stay behind me. I don't want us separated.
I'm going to have to take him down with my bare hands, or he'll
hear me and I'll lose the element of surprise." With that he tugs
me, drawing me with him into the eerie gloom outside the bedroom.
The floor is sharply cold after the languid heat of the
bed.

Yanking the hand holding mine to get his attention, I wait
until I can feel his hot breath in my ear before feeling for his to
whisper into it, "Be careful."

"I will." His voice is so low I can barely hear it.

Yanking again, his breath re-enters my ear. "I love
you."

If Vengeance kills him, I don't think I can go on. I feel him
nod, planting a soft kiss onto my neck before chilling air moves
between us again, covertly revealing that he's moved. I can't see
where we are, or where we're going. Retracing the route, I think
he's brought us to the lounge. It circles round to the bathroom
passage which meanders on past the bedroom. I wish my teeth would
stop clattering.

His hand leaves mine. Paralysed with fear and indecision, I'm
not sure what to do.

THUMP.

Oh God. What was that?

Scuffling and grunting follows the thump, then an unholy
screech of sliding furniture shatters the claustrophobic silence.
CRACK. It's such a disturbing pop of a sound, jumping nervously,
I'm terrified to move. Afraid that I just heard Vengeance destroy
the only thing I love in this whole world.

And I'm next. A cold trickle runs from my nape down my spine,
the dark, the atmosphere of threat, it's so familiar. I can't. No.
Please no. Please don't break me again. I've suffered, please …
Sinking down to the floor, gripping my knees, I allow myself to
weep soundlessly while I wait for the punishment I know is
coming.

"Shauna, switch on the light."

A yelp escapes with the gratitude exploding through me. I'm
trembling so violently that my knees knock the floor when I move to
get up, the sound reminds me of someone banging to get out of their
coffin after being buried alive.

"V – Vic?"

"You're safe angel. I'm here. Please switch on the
light."

Scrambling for the wall, scuffing the paint with my shaking
fingers, I finally locate it and flip it on. Squinting against the
searing light, I stare at the leather clad form at Victor's feet.
The lounge chair has moved, the table knocked over, but my
tormentor lies still. Afraid, I stare at Victor's serious face. "Is
– is he?"

"Dead? Yes."

"How d-do you know?" I'm too afraid this is a ploy, and I'll
walk over there and he'll lunge up like a zombie to grab me with
his final breath.

"I had him by the neck. I didn't mean to, I was simply trying
to get him to pass out so that we could phone the police. If you
cut off the air supply in the neck, the person faints from lack of
oxygen." Looking away, ashamed, down at the lifeless body prone at
his feet, "I guess I was more tense than I realised. I couldn't
Shauna … I just couldn't let him hurt you again. I needed him to go
down. But …"

"What? Oh God. Victor what?"

"I felt it when I snapped his neck." Looking up at me, his
face pale, he looks haunted by what he's just done.

"It-t was self-defence. You had no choice."

Victor looks down, moving the body with his foot, "He's
unarmed Shauna. We just murdered a man in cold blood."

This acts as a catalyst for my trembling. I'm going to spend
my life in prison because of this maniac. Bursting into tears, I
know I'm becoming hysterical.

"We, we can keep it a secret. I can't lose you. They'll send
us to prison!" My last word exited my throat as a wail. Balling my
fist into my mouth, I fight myself, trying to keep it together. We
need to think!

"God Shauna." He sinks down, staring at the body with obvious
turmoil. Flicking his eyes back at me, "How are you coping? This is
your nightmare come to life." He moves rapidly through the lounge,
pulling me into his arms, soothing me with his strength. He murmurs
into my hair, "I'll fix it. You've lost enough. I'll find a way to
get rid of this. He's part of the past now. We can put it behind
us. I'll keep your secret with me to the grave."

Unable to be brave any longer, my uncontrollable sobbing
steals my breath.

"Let me give you a sedative. You're in shock."

I manage to shake my head. I have to face my fear. "Take the
mask off. I – I have to see if I know him."

He pulls away, his visage worried. "Honey, are you sure that's
a good idea?"

I answer with a firm nod while my stomach twists to the point
where I feel like I'm going to vomit. He wraps a warm hand into
mine, silently supportive as we advance together to Vengeance. I
wait for him to do it. I'm still too afraid to touch him. Victor
unzips the black hood with hideous red horns, pulling it up so I
can see the man who raped and beat me to the point where I wondered
if I was still sane. He's tall and the suit hides bulky arms.
Staring at them unadulterated rage grips me. He hit me with all of
that strength! I stare at the nose, the mouth, the perfect brows.
He'd blend in anywhere, in a congenial way. Sandy hair, his mouth
at a naturally happy angle despite death. He looks serene.
I still hate you! You gave me nightmares and hurt
me. I'll still have nightmares and you will have peace and
serenity! At least no one will bury you and honour your fucked up
despicable life!

"Do you know him?"

Shaking my head, the flood of emotions blur Victor. Crumbling,
I collapse next to my tormentor, ravaged with the flood of relief,
remorse and anger. Bitterly I pound my fist into his chest, "I hate
you!" Sniffing as I draw another huge breath, the tears drop onto
the buckle. Oh God. His buckle – it's an omega symbol. When he
raped me, that belt broke me so severely I thought I'd be scarred
for life.

"Disturbing coincidence isn't it?" I was so caught up that my
body jumps in reflex as Victor wraps his arm reassuringly around my
shoulders. He draws me up, turning me away with insistent hands,
"I'm afraid for you and I can't leave you alone in this state. I'm
giving you an injection which will make you sleep. You don't need
my guilt on your conscience too. If you don't come with me, then
you can't answer questions, even under a lie detector test, that
will incriminate you. Let me take care of this. But I need to know
you're okay and safe first."

It feels so wonderful with him taking control, always taking
care of me, protecting me, he never stops making sure I'm okay.
Twisting I wrap my arms around his waist, "I love you."

"I love you too." His squeeze is firm and adoring. I'm home;
I'm safe.

"I'm sorry."

"Shauna, never apologise for being my dainty angel. I'm here
to protect you. Always."

 



Chapter 34

 


Photographs that transcend but do not deny their literal
situation appeal to me.

~ Sam Abell

 


This is planned down to the very last detail. She succumbs to
unconsciousness almost immediately. Everyone in the building is
asleep. My timing is impeccable. The hours between three and four
in the morning are always the best hours to commit a crime without
witnesses.

I own a large canvas duffle bag which I can put him into, to
lug him out undetected. Swiftly dressing in black, I then cram my
convenient alibi into the bag. Zipping it up, I grunt with exertion
as I haul it onto my shoulder and drag it down the stairs. The
elevator has a camera, so that's out of the question.

The M3 is deliberately parked in a dark corner close to the
stairwell exit. Summoning my reserve strength I stroll out of the
door to the car, forcing the impression that I have laundry in the
bag, casually opening the boot and depositing the bag into it with
a heavy thump.

Pulling my sweater hood down further, I get into the car, only
switching on the fog lights as I slowly crawl out into the road.
Driving slowly and noiselessly until two roads away, where I
increase to the speed limit, determination casts my face into
concentration as I head for the warehouse.

 


Twenty minutes later I depress the remote button, driving with
the lights off on the M3, into the warehouse. Closing the
retracting door behind me before switching the lights on. Working
methodically, but with economical speed, I unzip my prey, remove
the clothing from his body, and return him to the bag. Heaving it
to the Land-rover where I hide it under a tarpaulin. Wrapping the
leather suit up, I hide it in the safe before undressing and
pulling on my wet-suit. Folding my clothes neatly, I put them in
the floor well on the passenger side before climbing in, checking
my watch. The tanks are ready and I have the stun stick and water
torch already packed and ready to go. I quickly pull the sweater
back on to hide the wet-suit from any observer I pass on the
road.

Killing the lights, I start the 4x4, easing out of the
building with all the lights off on both car and warehouse.
Engaging third gear, I make haste to Cape Point. It's the perfect
drop off zone. The waters out there are known worldwide for their
Great White activity. There are many alcoves containing tiny
beaches littering the tip of Africa, all of them are only
accessible on foot. Anyone on the land wouldn't even see down there
in the dark, the drop is that steep. It's also a nature reserve, so
there won't be any residents to witness this.

 


Quietly I direct the Landy off the tiny road, easing her
slowly to a lower ridge. Out of view of land level, I cut the
engine. Moving with calm haste, I haul the bag out of the back and
throw it straight off the edge with a mighty shove. I watch it
vaguely catch the slither of moonlight from the crescent moon,
thudding all the way down as it rebounds off rocks. Satisfied, I
pull the tanks on, strapping the torch and stun stick to my waist,
grabbing the flippers, I high-tail it down the rocky descent. All
those years of hiking and rock climbing coming in useful after
all.

Briefly I unzip the bag to stare at the greedy corpse of a man
who doubted the word of Alpha. He questioned authority. He was once
one of us, but insubordination is only permitted for so long before
you have to be removed permanently. Those on the inside know too
much and cannot be permitted escape. When he argued with me about
God's law and it being out of date for our age, undermining Father,
right then I knew we could do without him, and he would be a
willing participant. He thought he'd been forgiven when I told him
I required him to enter my home wearing the suit of God's army.
Staring into his immobile face, I pray, performing the last
sacrament for another lost soul.

Pulling on my flippers and then the goggles, I grab the handle
of the bag and calmly wade into the choppy sea. It's so dark down
here, I feel serene, peaceful. Slipping under, placing the
mouthpiece into my mouth and testing it, I swim out, only using the
torch when I am forced to. Checking my watch for depth after seven
minutes, I unzip the bag, leaving both the body and the bag behind
in this ocean graveyard. It's embryonic inside the ocean; calm and
reassuring. Unsheathing his body, I pull the chain out of the bag,
securing it around his waist so that he won't float to the surface.
The carrion eaters of the sea will take care of the evidence for
me, salt water will erase all DNA evidence. It's subliminally
perfect.

Hauling as many rocks as I can manage, I weigh down the chain.
Checking my watch again through the mirage of bubbles from my
exhalation, I've been gone for thirty-five minutes. I have to get
back or the neighbours may be awake for my return. No witnesses. Or
Alpha will cast me in here to join my latest victim of
convenience.

I secure the bag around ocean debris before swimming with the
grace of a stingray back to the alcove. Standing, I snatch off my
goggles and flippers. Hooking both to the belt, I use my brute
strength to literally pull myself up over the rocky incline, back
to the car.

Swiftly changing back into my clothes, I neatly pack the
diving gear away into the storage boxes in the back. Hopping in, I
force myself to meander the car casually out of the Cape Point
reserve, back onto the main road. Pressured to speed where I can, I
make it back to the warehouse in thirteen minutes. I haven't passed
a single car and am supremely confident I have no
witnesses.

Changing vehicles, I guide my metal steed home with
impatience. Quietly parking in my usual spot, and taking a pretend
tipsy walk back up to the sixth floor, silently unlocking the door
and flitting inside like just another shadow on a malevolent
night.

Pausing in the bedroom, I check on her. Fast asleep and
oblivious. "He's gone now angel. Now it's just you and
me."

Stooping, I kiss her warm brow briefly, before taking my
clothes off. I douse them with oil. Blood is a protein. DNA
contains protein. The best way to remove it during a wash is to
first dilute it with fat. Animal fat would have been better, but I
don't have time. Shoving them straight into the washer, preparing
it with the necessary detergents. It's vaguely beginning to lighten
with pre-dawn. Hurrying, I step into the shower. Washing first with
isopropyl alcohol, then scrubbing with salt. Appreciating the lazy
heat, I use the soap after the initial cleansing. Lathering up,
rejuvenating my body and mind.

Finishing – I shave, slap on Aramis, and dress again in casual
light blue Levi's and matching t-shirt. Leaving shoes off, I stroll
to the kitchen, switching on the machine to clean the clothes, my
only witness. My shoes will cling to evidence. Picking them up, I
place them into an incineration bag. Slipping loafers on, I leave
the building again. Leaving my angel of serenity to her dreams of
me.

Using her car this time, I slip in, starting it, and drive to
the surgery which is a mere three minutes away. It's 4:30 a.m.
Still early enough to go undetected. Using my remote I disable the
security. Instantly cutting camera footage into our offices.
Rifling the key out of my pocket, I unlock the surgery door,
flitting in and walking swiftly to the incinerator. It's always
kept on. This is a mainstay in our profession. You have to burn the
pieces of body removed for vanity by the paying bitches. Dropping
the bag with the shoes, and the leather suit he wore in another
incineration bag, into the furnace, I indulge in a fleeting smile.
Satisfied I've covered every angle, I escape back into the night,
re-locking and activating the premises, returning home. I note one
light on in the northern side of the building where we live in
Sandown Road. I park her car where I found it, loping quickly back
up the stairs and into apartment six-one-six.

Sitting down on the suede couch, I remotely open the curtains
and blinds as I remove my shoes. Appreciating Father's amazing
talent as a creator with each new day. Those who sleep late miss
the best part of creation, dawn.

Walking to the kitchen, I pour myself a celebratory whiskey.
Johnny Blue. I don't drink much, but like to have a selection of
fine whiskey. I can't say why, it's my one personal indulgence.
Downing it, I then place the glass into the dishwasher. Turning my
attention to making coffee. Post murder ardour grips me as I train
a lazy eye on the dripping coffee. It makes me crave sin after
taking life. She's warm and lethargic just three doors away from
me. I could go in and spill my pride into her.

My ego toys with me as I decide it will be far more rewarding
to see how she chooses to thank me for my sacrifice for her safety.
Taking fresh coffee into the darkroom, I sit down in front of the
screen, pressing play on our last session of lovemaking. Unzipping
the strain, I release my frustration mentally, as she closes her
eyes and opens her mouth. Praying to me on the screen.

***

Noise alerts me. Jerking upright in panicked reflex, it takes
a moment for last night to filter back, returning a semblance of
calm. Victor strolls in with a mug in each hand as coffee teases me
with its alluring aroma.

"Good morning my little angel." He looks tired and pale, but
his face is cherubic in its gentleness.

I return the affectionate smile, "Morning."

Placing the mugs down precariously close to the edge of the
beech table, he leans over after sitting next to me, giving me a
nubile soft kiss on the lips. "How are you feeling?"

"Guilty. Dirty." I do. I vaguely recall Vengeance coming to me
in my sleep, telling me it's not over. My soul feels sullied. We
murdered him. No one deserves murder. I can't stop my bottom lip
from shaking as tears well up again. "I'm so ashamed."

Pulling me into his chest, a hand rubs my back. "You had no
choice. If he'd had his way, last night would have ended very
differently."

I'm unable to prevent the endless tears, "I made you murder
him. It's all my fault."

"I took care of it. There's no evidence that anything untoward
happened here last night. Let's bury the past now. The most
important thing is that you're safe and you never have to live in
fear again." Soft kisses cover my face when he tilts my head,
attempting to love my anguish away.

Doesn't he feel any guilt? I am. It's weighing on me.
Why am I crying? Is it relief? We're probably
going to hell for this too. I'll never escape that bastard. Now
he's waiting for me in my afterlife.

He's patient. Letting me cry it all out until it subsides.
Then he companionably holds my hand when we drink our first cup of
morning coffee after the insane ordeal that's been my life for
nearly two years. After coffee, he climbs back into bed with me,
wrapping his body around mine, the safest harbour I've ever docked
in, falling asleep with a possessive hand between my thighs. I
didn't think it was possible, but I finally feel both loved, and
safe. Drifting back into mindless slumber, I experience a warm
peace, secure.


Chapter 35

 


But when we fall short and are judged by the Lord, we are
disciplined and chastened, so that we may not be condemned to
eternal punishment along with the world.

~1 Corinthians 11:32

 


Betrayal knocks the wind out of me. Fury floods my body,
annihilating the relaxed confidence I was so enjoying as I stare at
the bitch. The fallen angel resurrected before my very
eyes.

"What are you doing?" Anger slips into my tone with the livid
rage and adrenaline surging through me.

Spinning from the mirror with obvious surprise, wearing black
skin tight jeans, the harlot smiles happily at me, "Taking out
these fucking earrings."

My hand flashes out before I can stop it, gripping her
pathetic wrist in my hand, forcing her to stop, "Don't, I like
them."

Her wide blue eyes search mine, and it's taking every ounce of
self-control I own not to smack her into the mirror. Smashing that
pretty face into it, forcing it to crack, break, cutting open that
peachy skin.

"Oh … oh okay …" she's faltering.

I have to get a grip. Forcing a smile I pull her to me, making
an excuse, "Sorry angel, my nerves are shot too, from last night.
That earring matches my arm, leave it in for me,
please?"

She nods into my chest as I pull away, forcing her chin up,
shoving my tongue into her mouth, reminding her who she belongs
to.

"I can go home," she announces with such exuberance as soon as
the kiss ends.

She could have punched me in the nuts and it wouldn't have
hurt me, but this?

"You used me …"

Her face twists in horror, "No! God no!"

"Yes. You used me. Now your life can go back to the way it
was."

Shaking her head, eyes pleading, beginning to shimmer with
unshed tears, hoarse shock makes her voice waver, "Victor, never. I
just … I …"

"You just what? You just couldn't wait to run back home. You
don't care how I feel? You just announce it. I've been through hell
for you, and now you're casting me aside, now that I've served my
purpose."

She runs hands over my chest, staring up at me, disgrace all
over her. Look at her, wearing her slut, low-rise stretch jeans the
minute she thinks God isn't around with his avenging angels. I've
deluded myself, I thought she'd changed.

"Victor please …"

"Please what? I've done everything in my power to help you.
Everything."

"I know." It's barely a whisper. She runs her whoring hands
down my body, rubbing my groin as her whisper lies automatically,
"I love you. I didn't mean to hurt you. I thought you'd be
pleased?"

Halting her despicable acts of manipulation, I grab the wrist,
thrusting her hands off me, propelling her backward into the
vanity, "Just get out."

Tears start falling now, her lips move but nothing comes
out.

"I'm going out. Don't be here when I get back."

Backing away from her, forcing myself to hide my rage, my
shock at her betrayal, my horror, I snatch keys off the bookshelf
in the passage outside the bathroom. My phone and wallet are
already in my pockets. Striding to the front door, pulling my
sunglasses on, I stalk out, slamming it behind me.

Rushing down the stairs, I almost run to the M3. Getting in,
my hands shaking, my breath raggedly heaving my chest. I wanted to
kill her right then. I wanted to make her bleed, slowly, so that
death would be the last mercy Alpha would grant her. I've tried so
hard. She seemed so authentic and genuine.

Pulling my iPhone out of my pocket, I phone my first
disciple.

"Peter. It's Vengeance. I need you to visit Shauna for
me."

Starting the car, I reverse out of the parking bay
confidently, my calm returning as a new plan forms in my mind. "I'm
going to take her out …"

 


One thing she never counted on, was thirteen of us. Driving to
Seth, I recall how much power I command. Her life is in my hands. I
wield the power to turn her back. The hard way. I need to get more
fake contraception from Seth, whose speciality is pharmacology. He
has his own lab, and I need her body primed for pregnancy, I've
doused her food with folic acid, which is why I cook. It's not out
of love, it's so that I can make the most of her
biology.

Absently I share with Pete, "She wore jeans. She couldn't wait
to defy Father. God's law isn't open to selfish
interpretation."

Listening I nod, as I stop the car in my reserved bay at the
surgery, "When? Today. Definitely today."

The impostor had twelve disciples. The first are the same as
mine. Peter, and his brother Andrew; James, and his brother
John.

 


But it gets worse as Seth takes me into our soundproofed
lounge in the rear of the surgery. His expression is tense and
severe as he orders me, "Sit down."

I know better than to debate. He wouldn't be like this unless
it was serious. Sitting down on the black leather chair closest to
his, I arch my eyebrows, waiting.

"Alpha contacted me."

I nod, gesturing for him to continue.

"Before you had Shauna move in with you, she secretly had a
male visitor. A regular
male visitor."

"What!"

"The Watcher says that whoever he is, knew where the cameras
were placed."

"Who the fuck is he? I'll shred the skin off his body with a
toothpick!"

"We have no idea. At best Alpha has a grainy profile
silhouette of him. You have to find out who he is. We have to tie
up the loose ends. Alpha is enraged Victor. You've slipped on this
one. You've slipped badly."

The blood drains from my head, instantly light-headed as I
keep an iron grip on maintaining consciousness. Alpha and myself
have long gone past the point where he disciplines me. If I'm
lucky, he'll let me live.

"I'll take care of it."

Standing up, without a backward glance, I head back out to the
car, and Shauna. She is going to pay, and pay dearly.

***

Suddenly free. Free! He's gone and can't ever hurt me again.
Euphoria should be the name of a perfume, because it's how I feel
right now. As if I'm floating with sheer happiness. It's been
months, almost two years, since my nightmare began. And now,
finally, and it feels oddly strange, I'm a free agent. Free to do
as I please. Free to wear what I want, date whoever I want, I can
go out again without wondering where he is, if he's behind me,
watching me, stalking me.

I could leap over the mountain beyond the window with sheer
exuberance! Giddy with a smile I simply can't erase no matter how
hard I try, I pull my favourite jeans on. I love jeans. What
Vengeance and his fucking god don't understand, is that this place
is freaking windy. A skirt is hell on a good day, never mind a
windy normal day. That's why women used to wear sixty trillion
petticoats under their skirts in the good old days. They're
impractical. Second to that, is that they're cold to wear. They
offer no insulation from a cool breeze, even worse is the eyeball
freezing wind which blows through in the early morning. I hate
them. It's fine if you're going out, or it's a special occasion,
but for every day, jeans win hands down every time.

Skipping from the bedroom to the bathroom to brush my teeth,
my hair tied up so it doesn't get caught by the toothpaste, I start
brushing. Leaning in afterward to floss, I inspect my teeth, when
my eye catches the earring in my right ear.

A sense of malice mingled with satisfaction grips me as I lean
forward, carefully turning it to loosen it, watching what I'm doing
in the mirror. Unclipping the butterfly holding it in, I have my
eyes cringing shut with the discomfort of carefully extracting the
bugger, when Victor's voice breaks the silence with such vehemence
my heart nearly stops. Instant vertigo flirts darkness on the edge
of my vision as I whip around to face him, blurting out my
confession.

"Taking out these fucking earrings."

These fucking painful earrings that mark me as his special
victim. He's dead and I can do what I want!

He moves faster than my eyes can register, his hand gripping
my wrist so hard it hurts. Pins and needles flood my fingertips as
I watch with confusion.

His tone is an order. "Don't, I like them."

I've never heard him speak to me like this before. This is
serious. My happiness evaporates with the fear creeping up my spine
from my stomach. "Oh … oh okay …"

Shocked; coherent thought isn't working. I don't know what to
say or how to respond.

"Sorry angel, my nerves are shot too, from last night. That
earring matches my arm, leave it in for me, please?"

His hug is tight as I hear his explanation without it
registering. Everything feels delayed. It occurs to me that he's
overwrought with guilt, and I'm being frivolous. Cupping my chin,
he kisses me. There's no gentleness in it. It's as if he's stamping
his ownership on me.

In a way I'm really pleased I can move home today. He can have
his privacy back, and we can go back to normal dating. Secretly I'm
looking forward to being able to paint my toenails in private. I
can wax my legs and leave the conditioner in my hair. And he'll
never know. Yay! I don't even have to shave everywhere any longer.
I can go back to being me!

I tell him as he withdraws his head to stare deeply into my
eyes, "I can go home today."

I know he'll be just as thrilled at this return to normalcy.
Except … except … oh God, his face. It's frozen in shock. His
delicious face turning sickly pale as he gapes at me.
What?

"You used me …"

The accusation is saturated in disgust and scorn. I feel like
he just spat in my mouth. Is that what he thinks?
No! No – no –
no!

"No! God no!"

I'll never forget this as long as I live. I've hurt him. I can
see it. His eyes have glazed coldly, all emotion has left
them.

"Yes. You used me. Now your life can go back to the way it
was."

My entire uterus, womb, stomach, kidneys and liver are all
melting into a puddle. I feel like I just lost everything inside
me, as if it vanished into another dimension. Instantly empty and
feeling ill, my head is moving in denial, I have no control over
it. All I'm aware of is the pain burning into my chest as he blurs
in my vision. I'm watching him slip away right before my
eyes. I love you.

"Victor, never. I just … I …" My mouth seizes up with dryness.
I think I'm going to faint.

"You just what? You just couldn't wait to run back home. You
don't care how I feel? You just announce it. I've been through hell
for you, and now you're casting me aside, now that I've served my
purpose."

Every atom of my being wants to soothe. To stop this. I want
to kiss him better. Love him and erase this pain etched into his
face. To change the loathing in his tone, returning him to
my Victor. Stepping
closer, I run my hands over his chest, trying to communicate my
feelings through touch.

The pleading in my tone mocks me after his words, "Victor
please …"

He cuts me short, his eyes rebuke me silently. His reproach
evident in his tone and words, "Please what? I've done everything
in my power to help you, everything."

"I know."

I do know. Why is this happening? My world is dissolving when
we should be celebrating. I'm desperate to distract him. I need him
to know how much I love him. Caressing his body, I try again,
communicating how much I want him, need him, hoping to reawaken his
desire and halt this insanity.

"I love you. I didn't mean to hurt you. I thought you'd be
pleased?"

Staring into his eyes I'm willing him to hear me. I did think
he'd be pleased. Please Victor,
stop.

His reflexes are faster than a bullet. I didn't see his hands
move, but feel them so tight on my wrists, he could break them.
Does he even know how strong he is?

"Just get out." His words and body propel me away in his
disgust.

Please, no. Oh God. No, Victor, I need you. I fucking love
you. How did this happen? My shocked hurt annoys me because I try
to tell him, but nothing comes out of my mouth. My body and mind
paused in sobbing shock. My beautiful hero blurs in my vision. The
blob of his body moves as his angry words reject me. He's
misunderstood all of it.

"I'm going out. Don't be here when I get back."

My legs wobble, and I sit down heavily on the bathroom mat,
misery engulfing me completely as the front door slams. Curling
into a ball, bawling like a child after punishment, my head and
shoulders shaking, everything inside me quivering. The enormity of
my loss squeezes every last remnant of happiness from my
morning.

"… please Victor … come back."

 



Chapter 36

 


Every Scripture is God-breathed and profitable for
instruction, for reproof and conviction of sin, for correction of
error and discipline in obedience, for training in
righteousness

~2 Timothy 3:16

 


In numb disbelief I finally summon my bones to support me.
Shocked stupor fogs everything. Using instinct more than sight, I
extract my clothes from his closet. Picking up my keys and phone, I
trudge heavily toward my home. Leaving my spare keys inside his.
They're the keys to his home, his heart. He should have them
back.

Hopefully, I leave my own spare keys next to his, a silent
invitation if he changes his mind.

I don't care what else I've left behind. The walls are closing
in on me. Everything smells of him. His taste and lavish lifestyle
mock me. I feel orphaned, as if my parents just abandoned me again.
The sense of loss and grief so severe that my knees buckle two
steps inside my apartment. Clutching pink and white material, I
bury my face in my clothes. Wailing. He just tore my heart out, and
left me here to deal with the loss. How do men stay so
self-composed at the end of a relationship? How do they carry on
functioning?

What did I do? He's over reacting and won't even listen to me!
We've come so far, lived through so much together. He's my rock.
He's kept my sanity hidden inside his heart, keeping it safe.
Holding me together when I was falling apart. Scrunched up on the
floor, my body succumbs to shock. Shaking, my limbs and digits
become rigid in their quaking.

"Nooooo!"

 


I didn't hear my door open. I didn't hear footsteps. The grip
on my shoulder nearly makes me pee myself in fright, jerking away
in terror, twisting so fast that my neck seizes in burning
pain.

"Victor!"

Relief, and a lover's relief grip me. Petrified still – like a
fossil, I watch his eyes, his mouth, intently, as he speaks.
Hushing my pounding heartbeat.

"Shauna? What happened?"

Dropping the now wrinkled clothes I am still clutching, I lock
my arms around his neck, bursting into tears anew, "I love you. I
thought I'd lost you."

"Why are you on the floor like this?"

Shamed, I look away from his curious expression, focusing
instead on his throat, "It's called pain. Mental and emotional
anguish from losing the one thing worth living for. I fought back
so hard to regain my body after that last beating, because of you."
Pausing, wiping my eyes on the back of my hand, I harness the
courage to look back into his eyes, "I love you. I didn't mean to
hurt you. You misunderstood me."

Taking his free hand where he crouches next to me, my husky
voice pleads, "I love you. I
love you!
I need you more than air."

A smile is tugging his mouth. I can see it. Hope? Is that
hope?

"Go wash your face woman. We're taking the day off and
escaping our demons."

"We are?"

Finally he smiles, standing, pulling me up with him, "I'm not
going to say that your eagerness to get the hell away from me
didn't sting." He wrestles with his smile again, trying to look
stern, "I had this planned for us already. After last night I
thought the best thing we could do is just distract ourselves." He
gives my shoulder a gentle push, "Now go clean up. You've messed
today up enough already."

I feel indecisive. I just want to press myself along the
length of his body and reassure myself this is real.

His commanding strength makes the move for me, pulling me into
his body and wrapping tight arms around me, squeezing the breath
out of me, "Don't ever fuck with me like that again."

Nodding, too breathless with relief to speak, I
agree.

I do as told, washing my face in the kitchen and returning to
him. Sunglasses at the ready to hide my red eyes still stained with
grief. I rejoin my tall Tyr at the door, lifting his hand to my
mouth, kissing the palm tenderly, before slipping my hand into
his.

***

The day was planned, except now the dynamic has changed. She's such a good
actress. Once I thought I could see right through her, how very
wrong I was. She's playing me, and I'm ready to test her, to see
just how far she's willing to go in this charade of
hers.

I start our afternoon off in Simonstown. Walking with her past
the military dull grey ships, explaining warfare to her and the
sheer magnificence protecting these waters. She's quiet, nodding
and humouring me. Simply increasing my ire.

It's an easy walk into Kalk Bay down the main road. This neck
of the woods is littered with second hand and antique shops. This
seems to animate her more, as she rifles through dead people's old
photos, picking up their teacups, and inspecting old pocket
watches.

Spying an ancient looking broach of an angel, I purchase it
secretly while she flicks through hangers of vintage clothing.
Walking with her into the closest coffee shop, we sit down for a
quick brunch. I need a cup of coffee like a man needs a good woman
every once in a while. Does a good woman exist? Is it a myth like
the muse that inspires the artist whose soul is shades of ghostly
charcoal to draw forth his creativity

Sipping the hot brew, I watch my angel. Dirty filthy fallen
angel. Her photo came so close to being developed. Only pregnancy
will save her now. I refuse to stop her judgement. She honestly has
fucked with the wrong man.

I slide the broach over to her, smiling with all of the charm
I can muster. "I found something for you, angel."

She stares at it, her little hands pick it up and finger it,
worry creases her brow as she looks at me with fake hurt in her
eyes, "Thank you."

"Put it on."

I'm not in a debating or bartering mood. If she doesn't do as
I say, she'll be sorry. I'm not sucking up to her with support
today. Today she will do the sucking. All of it.

She examines my face with deeply blue eyes before pinning the
broach without a word to her t-shirt. I smile, lifting one of her
hands and brushing a kiss over a knuckle. Barely making contact. I
let my focus stare over her head. Watching milling pedestrians
wandering past the window.

"What would you like to eat?" I finally ask as she's being so
quiet.

"I'm not hungry."

"Sulking doesn't suit you."

"I'm not sulking."

Scouring her with disdainful eyes, I force a humourless smile,
"Is that so?"

She literally pouts, and stares away to examine the painting
on the wall opposite. Deciding to draw it out, I order their
largest English breakfast, eating leisurely, happy to simply watch
the idle traffic of people, completely ignoring her.

It must be at least thirty-five minutes later, as I sip my
third cup of coffee, when she finally whispers, "Victor, I really
am sorry."

"How sorry are you really?"

Her expression is pained, that cute mouth trembles slightly as
her hand reaches out to cover mine. Her voice cracks as she
whispers, "I'd do anything to prove it to you."

Arching a sardonic eyebrow, I challenge,
"Anything?"

She nods at me, biting her lip.

Smiling I stand, walking to pay, then walking out, leaving her
to walk quickly to catch up with my long legs. I walk straight into
a tattoo parlour I spotted earlier. Her huge frightened eyes watch
me furtively.

Walking straight to the lay-about moron behind the counter,
with more piercings than a voodoo doll, I order, pulling up my
shirtsleeve, "This tattoo, on her." I indicate Shauna with a nudge
of my eyebrow.

He looks at her, "You want this on your arm or
where?"

Stuttering in shock, shooting me reproachful glances, she
tells him, "Inside my wrist."

"Which arm?"

I answer for her, "Right."

He gives me a challenging frown but addresses Shauna, "You
sure?"

Without looking at me, her chin set with determination, she
nods, "Yes."

"Who's paying?"

Answering quickly, "I am."

He nods, showing Shauna to a seat and asking me once more to
see my tattoo. She closes her eyes, sitting rigid as a mussel
clinging to a rock, waiting as the buzzing begins. She doesn't
flinch, but I notice her leg jumping nervously.

Well I have to give her credit. She certainly knows how to put
on an act. She's willing to go as far as I say. Smiling, I walk out
of the shop while she's stuck in her place, taking out my phone to
give Pete my location and next move.

 


Her chin hasn't stopped quivering. I walk with her over to the
beach, sitting her down on a rock with me, wrapping a firm arm
around her shoulders, I finally face her.

"What's going on inside that pretty head of yours
angel?"

"Nothing."

"Do I look stupid to you?"

A tear escapes, rolling down her pale cheek as her eyes widen
fully to stare at my sunglasses.

"Why are you so angry with me?"

"Because you think I'm desperate enough for a fuck that I'll
let you play me."

"I don't think anything like that."

"Then why try and dump me the minute I save you from him? Why
rush back to your old life and lifestyle? Did you honestly think
that putting out is enough for me to want to keep you around after
such a betrayal?"

Now the precious swollen deep pink lips are trembling. Her
voice is so husky, I admit it does affect me physically.

"No." Staring away at the waves breaking below us, she asks
quietly, "Then why the tattoo?"

Smiling coldly at her, "You can take your 'fucking' earring
out now. You knew how I felt about it, but still you wanted to take
it out. Now you can match me every day, without me ever wondering
if it's a hardship for you to give so little back in this
relationship."

Slipping my sunglasses up, I glare hard at her, forcing
bitterness into my tone, "I asked you for nothing. Except that. You
knew I loved that your earring matched my arm. I gave you
everything I could. My surgeon's skill, my self-defence knowledge,
my patience, my time, financial security, I opened my home and
heart to you, and the minute you're free of your friend, you drop
me like a viper that bit you." Pausing, I challenge, "Did I deserve
that, Shauna? How do you justify that in your head?"

She shakes her head, staring down at her tightly clasped
hands. Tears drip off the quaking chin. "I love you. You just heard
me wrong. I wasn't rejecting you or dropping you."

"Have I ever told you how angelic you look in a dress? Why do
you insist on dressing like a boy with such a fabulous feminine
body? You have such grace, with your long hair framing you, but you
make it so ugly with slut pants."

Her eyes snap to mine, finally anger reveals itself to me.
"They are not slut pants!"

"Did your naked slut friend give them to you?"

"Who …?"

"Sarah! That's her name, the whore that got you drunk and got
you to open your door naked to me. I could have been anyone on the
other side of the door. And you wonder how you got into trouble?
How many men have you done that to? How can you wonder why someone
stalked you? Where is your logic?"

Her control slips, a sob breaks out. Hiding her face in her
hands, she sits stiffly beside me with her shoulders shaking.
Hiding my eyes back behind my shades, I watch the military
manoeuvres out at sea dispassionately.

After a long tense stretch of silence, her hand slips over my
knee, squeezing it, "You are right. I am ashamed. And I'm
sorry."

As I turn my attention back to her, she slips to her knees,
crawling between my legs and staring up at me, "Please forgive me.
Please."

 


She's on her knees, at the altar of her maker. What kind of
Avenging angel would I be if I denied her plea? The day's not over
yet, we still have a little surprise to keep her in check. Smiling
I cup her chin, leaning over her, staring into her enchanting blue
eyes, "You only get one chance to screw me over. I won't forgive
you again."

Then I kiss her, forcing my way into her willing mouth. Her
pixie nose is hot from crying. She winds fragile arms around my
neck, trailing kisses over my face and neck. Slipping back down she
rests her head on my thigh, caressing my hand as if it's her
salvation. Weak, pathetic, easily led astray and naturally fallen.
Born with the deformity in her soul.

The daylight is waning, taking my cue, I lead her with my arm
hooked in her waist. "Let's go to the Brass Bell for a
drink."

She nods, clinging to me like a child rescued from a bad
dream. Taking my time, I walk her into the subway under the
railroad tracks above us. It separates this pub and restaurant from
the road. The stench is almost overpowering as we walk into the dim
darkness. Her hold tightens, but she doesn't object.

 


Hours later, deliberately manipulated, we've 'made up'. Being
the romantic lover again, I plied her with alcohol. Enough to get
her tipsy. We're the last customers to leave, after having spent at
least five hours in both the dining room and then the
bar.

Languidly we stroll into the subway darkness. It's pitch dark,
the only sounds are the waves smashing relentlessly against rock
behind us. Halfway through the dark, a shadow removes itself from
the wall, blocking our path.

Shauna whimpers, clutching onto me as she recognises
Vengeance.

"Shauna, I have told you not to wear trousers. How dare you
defy me again?"

She shakes her head, huge eyes jerk to me before fixating on
Pete in full regalia in front of us. "I … I … you're
dead!"

Stepping closer to her, directly in front of me, he snatches
her hair, growling into her face, "What part of angel do you not
understand? You simply murdered the body I was inhabiting. You
cannot kill me. Shauna you murdered a man, may Father have mercy on
your soul, because I won't."

She squeals, turning to run, but I keep a firm grasp on her,
remaining silent.

"You've run out of mercy Dirty Angel." He glares at me, "Stay
out of this Victor, it's not your fight."

Gripping her face, he leans in, kissing her, biting her lip
until the blood flows down her chin, she's shaking so violently I'm
beginning to wonder if she's about to faint.

Licking the blood away as he releases her face, he growls,
"I'm coming for you."

She passes out, slumping in my arms. Hoisting her, I nod my
thanks to my loyal disciple, carrying my woman back to the
car.


Chapter 37

 


A good snapshot stops a moment from running away.

~Eudora Welty

 


She comes around three minutes away from home. The shocked
inhalation announces it.

"Angel? You okay?"

Nodding, she sits up from her slump. Fear has her immediately
as she grasps my leg, squeezing it, "Oh God Victor. What are we
going to do?"

"We're not
going to do anything. He told me to stay out of it, and after this
morning, I intend to. I've already got blood on my hands for you,
and you haven't even given me a cup of coffee or a shoulder
massage. Instead you chose to escape my home. I'm not interested
this time baby."

"Is that why you just stood there while he threatened
me?"

Ignoring her as I concentrate on parking, I kill the idle purr
of the engine by turning the key. Sedately unbuckling before
turning to face her in the ghostly light from the street
lamps.

"Shauna give me one good reason to be the rock through your
storms? You have to give me more than this."

Her petulant mouth twists unhappily, dropping her head so that
her hair falls forward, hiding her away from me in her own private
little cocoon.

I watch as her shoulders lift as she takes a deep breath,
lifting her head, connecting her eyes with mine. "If it takes me
all night, I'll prove to you I'm not lying. I do love you, I'm not
just saying it. I need you, I fucking adore you. Don't get involved
if you don't want to, but at least give me tonight."

Now we're talking.

Quashing the smile that almost slipped out, I nod
thoughtfully, "Okay. You have tonight. Convince me."

 


She's been holding out on me. Her willingness to be forgiven
has revealed just how selfish she's been. I've been a saint to her,
and only now, at the risk of losing me do I discover that she is
excessively skilled at giving a full body massage. Now this is a
skill I can use regularly. She replaced her hands with her tongue
after each of my muscles became manipulated into deep relaxation.
Reawakening my nervous system with amorous desire. It didn't matter
what I demanded, she complied. Giving me the proof I required that
she is completely dominated by me and will do as I say.

It is possible that she told me the truth?

Changing the subject while I sip the whisky she poured for me,
her long hair covering my hips where she reclines, trailing her
fingertips in carnal adoration, "I scanned both of our homes. We
aren't bugged. No cameras. Nothing."

"He's supernatural. I'll never escape him. Not even when I'm
dead."

Her eyes change hue, haunting sadness sucks the personality
and warmth from her face. Instantly the shell stands out in stark
contrast. What is personality? All animals have personality, and
animal, the word, comes from the Latin anima, which means spirit. Is it at
all possible that Alpha was wrong about them having no
spirit?

I have to stop questioning, or I'll have a worse punishment
than she's ever had at my hands. Father can never doubt my
allegiance.

"Shauna, who have you had visit you since living
here?"

"You, John, Sarah and Mark. That's it."

Sitting up she wraps her arms around her knees, resting her
chin on a knee, "How sad is that? Oh, and the police
obviously."

I have to double check all of the footage I've gathered. Alpha
says there's another male in her life. If there is, I'll castrate
him and choke him with it.

"You're not hiding a brother or another lover are
you?"

"No. I will not lie to you. I'll never do anything to lose you
again. That's a promise."

"You cannot change human nature, Shauna. You can't make a
promise like that."

She pauses, lifting my foot, kneading it before tracing her
tongue over a toe, "Vic, how old are you?"

"Forty-two."

Her eyes widen and she returns my foot to rest on the sheet,
"You don't look it … or act it."

"It's late, angel. You should sleep."

She nods obediently, "Do you want anything before
bed?"

I'm surprisingly satiated. "Just a kiss. A real
one."

She worms her way up my body to deliver it. Her wrist catches
my eye with the bandage on it to keep the tattoo moist to prevent
scabbing. I smile despite myself.

 


I give her half an hour to fall into a deep REM sleep, then I
get up and hide in the darkroom. I have to go through the footage
to find this elusive male. The cameras have been there since her
second day here. If he's been, and she's lied, I'll find
it.

 


*Seth is a good son. Named after the
angel who Adam was fashioned after. Adam paid homage to this fact
by naming one of his sons Seth. My angel Seth has finally opened a
window of vision into Victor's Darkroom for me.

Victor seems worried. His calm has deserted him. He
struggles, it's obvious to me. Pouring through images in fast
forward, he pauses the footage every so often to affectionately
stroke her face, running a fingertip over her mouth. His expression
changes, it softens. She's infiltrated my warrior. He's been
tempted by Eve and does not recognise how close he is to expulsion
from heaven.

My first was expelled. He loved me unconditionally, but he
challenged my authority. Why must history repeat itself? This is a
cycle we must break or we'll repeat it for eternity.

This son deviates. After a lifetime devoted to me, he's
allowed this one to live longer than he should. But he has marked
her, which means she is chosen. Our code of conduct prevents me
from interfering at this junction. He has four months left. If she
can produce twins, like the truly biblically chosen, I will spare
her. Then divine law will save her.

Victor you have transgressed my son. You languish in the
forbidden far more than is necessary. Turn now, instil my command
in both your lives, or you will leave me no choice. I disciplined
you and armed you. How many must I watch betray me? I'm watching
you. The Grigori are never far away. You were chosen my
son.*


Chapter 38

 


Creativity is allowing yourself to make mistakes.

Art is knowing which ones to keep.

~Scott Adams (Photographer)

 


There's only one issue gnawing at me now. The darkroom. I've
kept no secrets from him. I've laid my life bare for him to
scrutinise, risking rejection but ultimately choosing to trust him.
Is he hiding something in there? He's never invited me in to share
that sanctuary with him. I understand the concept of needing
personal space, but I'm both curious and concerned that he's not
once shown me the room where he creates his art. Is it that he
doesn't trust me? But we've lived through so much together, I've
shown him my unwavering allegiance every way I know how, and I know
he loves me, but I just need to appease myself that there isn't
something horrific in that room. It's the final barrier standing
between me and my future.

I feel so guilty when he leaves to get milk and bread. He said
he's in the mood for French toast. Waiting patiently at the window
until I'm sure he's gone, I rush with a palpitating heartbeat back
to my home across the way. Rifling through the kitchen drawer until
i locate the Philips screwdriver. Locking the door behind me I dash
back, heading straight to the security panel mounted on the wall
next to the safe door of the darkroom.

I've covertly managed to memorise the security code he enters,
but I'm hoping I can undo the wires to the eye scan thingy.
Punching in the numbers, I then fiddle with the screws, carefully
extracting the until from the wall to stare at the wires in utter
bafflement. I haven't a clue what I'm doing, and my hands jittering
nervously isn't helping. Slowly, I unscrew the yellow wire, pulling
it out.

Jesus! Dropping it in horror, my entire body jerks with
jolting fear when the siren begins wailing. An alarm! Oh fuck. He's
installed an alarm. Shit! How do I make it stop? My hands are
shaking so much, and I can barely think inside this howling wail, I
desperately replace the wire and screw it in, pushing it back into
the socket and securing it into the wall. The stupid screwdriver
keeps popping out because I'm trembling so much. Shit! Alarm please
stop. Please!

Leaping, twisting when a hand grips me, I face him. Horrified
at being caught red handed, I am so ashamed and know my guilt is
painted all over me like the garish make-up on a drag
queen.

"I'm sorry."

 


My voice is drowned out by the relentless yelling of the
alarm. He turns to the panel and puts in a code. The contrasting
silence is so absolute, I feel deaf.

"I'm sorry."

I know trust is fragile. I bloody know it. And it's hitting me
that I've just annihilated the fragile reconciliation we had
between us. I'm unable to stare into his mesmerising eyes a second
longer. I'm lost for words.

"I'm sorry," he says.

Is he mocking me? Daring to look up, his expression confounds
me.

"I'm sorry I didn't open that door for you to avoid a day like
today from happening."

What is he saying? He steps closer to me, embracing me and
kissing the top of my head. "Shauna, this is all my fault. I have a
surprise in there for you, it's not yet complete." He pulls away to
catch my gaze, his eyes warm and seductive, "Give me one more day
and I'll show you that room. Okay?"

I’m desperate to ingratiate, to begin earning his trust again.
"Victor, I am so ashamed. I should have asked you. I messed up
again."

"You're human, Shauna. You simply keep reminding me you are.
But I'm both compassionate and forgiving." Kissing me insistently,
he adds as he draws apart from my mouth, "I hope you'll remember
that. We can discuss anything. My heart is open and waiting for you
to walk into it completely. If this is the reason why you are
hesitant, then let's remove that reason."

Shame envelops me completely. Hiding my flaming face in his
chest my voice cracks, "I don't deserve you."

A thumb wipes my tears away delicately, then he kisses me
again.

***

Well look at this. Good thing I have the cameras. My angel has
reached the snooping stage. Predictable human behaviour. I tell her
to stay out of one place, which is why doubt surrounds me in her
mind. It's time I took this hurdle with her. I'll give her those
photos of her asleep, in black and white, they are understatedly
erotic, she'll feel flattered. It will be my cover. My excuse to
pack everything away before showing her that I'm not hiding
anything.

All things considered she has been well behaved. Meek. I like
her meek, it is good in the eyes of our Father. I am almost
positive that she's pregnant. I've watched her carefully, and know
when she's due for her cycle. Although I do know that stress can
upset a cycle, this is why I will give her no reason to fear or
stress. This time is crucial.

Moving quickly I panther silently inside, catching her red
handed. The shame, oh it's beautiful. Mentally she is afraid of
losing me now. Each and every reaction of mine has been calculated
and controlled. All of her actions have an obvious consequence. Her
mouth gives her emotions away. Cadaver pale, nervous eyes meet
mine. One more reason to have you make it up to me, baby. Keep this
up and we'll live happily ever after.

***

I feel so much worse that he isn't angry. I wish I could
escape, but he doesn't want me going home. He's made it perfectly
clear that we're a team now. And team players stick together. Firm
hands hold me. Somehow he manages to reveal a staining of
disapproval through his touch. I am almost queasy with
self-loathing. He trusted me and I betrayed that trust. Now he'll
never feel confident leaving me alone again. He'll always wonder
what I'm secretly doing.

"I'm sorry Victor. It's the only time I've ever tried to pry.
You keep your thoughts and your life so close to your chest, I am
ashamed for doubting, for needing to pry."

He sits down with me, holding my hand, his eyes are so dark
they're almost roasted coffee in hue. "Angel, perhaps I should
share more with you? I'm just accustomed to living a solitary
existence. I forget that women need answers and explanations for
everything. Even my silence and privacy."

"When's your birthday?"

"Why?"

He doesn't seem to want to answer that question at all. "This
just reminds me of someone I know. Someone I trusted who after
years of being really good friends, I discovered they were simply
humouring me. Putting on a front. I never understood it. Why
pretend to be a friend when you'd rather not associate with
someone?"

"And you think I'm like this person?"

"No … well … silence, secrets, certain expressions and giving
away only so many details, now it makes me doubt what is
real."

"I'm real. I just don't require retelling anyone my thoughts
or my routine or plans. The world will know what I want them to
know in my own time."

"But I share everything with you. And it makes me feel
rejected on a subconscious level. As if you don't trust me with the
details of you," pointing into his chest, "Deep down inside
you."

"Words are meaningless Shauna. They are simple vibrations
pounding on the tympanic membrane. I like to show you what you mean
to me. That is my method of communication."

Taking his lead, I lift his hand and kiss it, "I'm
sorry."

"So am I. I'm sorry that it came to this. If I'd known it
meant so much to you, I would have let you in." Lifting my chin to
look into my eyes, trying to read them, he says, "If you have
questions, ask me. Snooping only makes me feel
defensive."

"I am ashamed and deeply apologetic. I am."

"I see this. So let's put it behind us now, shall
we?"

"Victor, something inside me broke with the hardships I've
endured. I find it so hard to completely trust now. Thank you for
being so patient with me. I'm emotionally fragile … I'll try to be
better, I promise."

He smiles, dropping a brief kiss on my head, "Enough of this.
You're turning me into a girlfriend. It'll ruin my
image."

Finally smiling, I let him convince me to go shopping with
him. How can I blame him for
that?

 


 



Chapter 39

 


If it makes you laugh,

if it makes you cry,

if it rips out your heart,

that's a good picture.

~ Eddie Adams

 


A fortnight later I enter my apartment. My home is immaculate.
How – when, did he do this all? Feeling coveted, treasured and so
precious, I sit down heavily in front of my computer. Quickly
switching it on to accomplish what I came to do.

Staring around in awe at how pristine the place is. He's kept
it like a museum. The museum of my pain. Clean, immaculate, and
saturated in my invisible tears. Memories attack me. Catching my
breath, racing my heart, vividly recalling that guttural rasp. Is
he here now? He could be, and I wouldn't know it.

Shutting out that thought, like a child hiding with her teddy
under the covers, I click on the online shopping option. Choosing a
few female items to mask my true intention. Searching frantically
through the menu, I find it. Clicking on the home pregnancy kit, I
place my order. My fingers shaking nervously as I type in my credit
card details.

Please God, don't let me be pregnant. Please!

Delivery is within an hour. Switching it off, I decide to
carry it over to his place. I have to get working. I need the
money. I need to pay him back. The guilt is constantly with me. The
guilt of owing him so much, yet resenting him for being so capable.
He's perfect. Dad raves about him.

I know he's a good, kind and loving man, but I'm not ready for
marriage. Dad's pretty much twisting the screws on me keeping
Victor. I can see how Dad thinks Vic is the perfect man. He is.
That's what bothers me. I'm terrified that too late I'll discover
he's got an evil twin. Or that his mother hates me. He never talks
about himself. He knows everything about me. Everything that there
is to know. But whenever I pry, he manages to deflect the
conversation to something else. And I fall for it every
time.

Checking my watch, I decide to carry my computer over and
leave it on the dining room table. He can tell me where I can work
when he gets back, and where is convenient for him. Leaving both
our doors open I carry the flat screen monitor across first.
Quickly returning, picking up my hard drive and taking it with all
the cables dangling out, over. Leaving it in a mess, I close the
door in a hurry, locking it, rushing back into my place and closing
and locking the door.

Maybe I should do the laundry while I wait?

Meandering through to the bathroom, my feet refuse to enter.
It's so clean, it smells suffocatingly sterile. Shuffling slowly I
force myself into the bedroom doorway to look at the bed. Panic has
me gripped so tightly I feel like the executioner has chopped off
my head and the rest of my body still has to realise I'm dead. I
feel, strange. Terrified but angry. It's an odd cocktail which is
completely annihilating normal heartbeats and breathing.

Shuddering I grab the door handle to support me. It's.. it's
clean? Virginal white. All evidence erased. Anger rises as I stalk
to the bed, snatching up the pillow that I nearly suffocated in,
lifting it to my nose, inhaling softener. Spring Dew by Sunlight, I
do believe. Dropping it back, I stare at my room, my
cage.

Why did I expect to find it just the way it was? I know how
Victor is about everything being immaculate at all times. He's
neat, his environment is always pristine. He often says,
cleanliness is close to
godliness. He's a perfectionist. Why is he
even attracted to me? What do we really have in common? He spends
days distracting me.

We've done the wine route, been up to Signal Hill to see the
old canons and to stare out over Cape Town with it's endless frame
of alluring ocean. He's taken me to Rhodes Memorial where we even
had dinner. That was exquisite. The view from up there at night is
enchanting, and the restaurant nestled amongst pine trees, it was
just perfect.

He's taken me hiking behind Kirstenbosch, and even took me to
Silver Mines where there are loads of 'silver trees". He called
them leucadendrons. I've never seen such incredible trees in my
life. He told me they are a member of the protea family. The leaves
literally reflect sunlight as silver, but each one is covered with
a soft downy white fluff.

We spent a weekend driving up the West coast, all the way to
the tiny fishing village of Paternoster. It's apparently a rare
place as a certain species of turtle only use that cove to nest and
breed. Laying their eggs. But because of the new development, the
lights which would normally have taken them back to the ocean are
confused with artificial night-lights, taking them instead to their
deaths on the roads.

What am I complaining about? He's a saint. The man is a saint.
He soothes me after nightmares. He's got me fitter, stronger and
more capable of defending myself. He's given me financial security
while I get back on my feet. He even believes me.

Maybe Dad's right. Maybe I should marry him? But will he ever
ask? He might have a lot to offer, but what have I got to offer
him? Turning I examine myself in the mirror. My critical eyes stare
at a woman who's going to be thirty in two years. And nothing to
show for it.

"He even cooks, you ungrateful bitch," I tell the girl in the
mirror.

The knocking at the door rouses me from my reverie. Sneaking
quietly up to the front door, I pause. Self-consciously, I ask
through the door, "Can I help you?"

"Delivery."

"Just leave it on the mat please."

"Okay lady," replies back.

Checking my wristwatch again I wait five minutes before
opening the door a crack, with the chain on. Listening intently for
breathing or movement. Satisfied that I'm alone I close the door,
unlatch the chain and snatch the bag off my coir mat. Closing it
again quickly and locking it.

Adrenalin pumps fervour into my trembling hands as I take out
the kit. Opening it on my way to the bathroom. I force myself to
walk into the room and to the loo. Carefully I go through the
motions. I should have had my monthly embarrassment three weeks
ago. Wrapping it up in toilet paper, I walk to the basin after
flushing, washing my hands and drying them on the fluffy pink
towel. Is that new?

Anxiously I pick up the stick, walking back to the lounge,
placing it window up onto the coffee table. My leg jumps nervously
when I sit down. Queasiness grips me as I watch and wait. Checking
my watch. Then staring back at it, willing time to hurry up. He'll
be back soon. It hits me, the stripper's pole is gone.

***

Her purchase gave my phone an alert. I have remote viewing
privileges from my iPhone into both our homes. The best part of
South Africa is how paranoid the general public are about
break-ins. You can set up cameras which give you a live feed to
your phone, so that you can dine out with peace of mind.

I changed the settings on her computer so that the firewall is
no longer there to block hacking. I can access hers from my
computer, which I can access from my phone. Checking her purchases,
my heart pauses so long I forget to breathe. I have prepared for
this moment. I have a baguette solitaire diamond ring to present to
her, pre-empting her announcement. I have to get home before she
gets the result. Striding to my car, I get in and take the shortest
route home. Yes! My baby is in her! I know
it!

 


Taking the stairs up to the sixth floor, two at a time, I
quietly enter into my home. Striding to the darkroom and slipping
inside. Locking it behind me, I check the screens. She's sitting
waiting, staring at the pregnancy stick lying on the table in front
of her. She's in her place still, very brave of her.

I open the metal drawer next to my knee and extract the
jewellers box covered in black velvet. Watching her, my heart still
misbehaving, my stomach so tight that I have an odd urge to fuck
her.

She picks it up, shaking her head. "No! Shit!"

That means yes! Jubilant I jump out of my chair, quickly
escaping the dark comfort of my shrine to her. Shoving the box into
my pocket, I secure the door behind me, and walk to the kitchen.
Taking out two Waterford flutes and unearthing the bottle I've
reserved for this occasion. Shit, she can't have alcohol. Well let
me pretend I don't know. It's the show that counts.

Strolling to examine her computer, I pause to initiate music
on the wall panel. I can't resist temptation as I select The
Police, choosing to play, Every Breath you Take.

Oh yes Shauna, every breath, I'll be watching you.

The door opens, and I watch my angel enter wearing a salacious
body-hugging sun-dress. I give her a smile, choosing to ignore the
large afraid eyes watching me with hooded guardedness.

"Shauna! Where've you been?" I walk over, stooping to place a
warm kiss on her pouting lips.

"I went to get my computer and just check on
things."

Wrapping an arm around her waist I guide her to the suede
couch, "Honey, have a seat."

She's wringing her hands nervously as she sits down, staring
at me with fear in her eyes. "You're home early."

"Yes, I have a surprise for you."

She forces a tight smile as I sit down next to her and run my
hand up her naked thigh. I love the way skirts ride up when women
sit down.

"Shauna," I pause and stare seriously into her eyes. "I've
been contemplating something for a while."

She swallows nervously. Her blue eyes are glued to mine
intently.

"Honey …" I slip off the couch and pull the box out of my
pocket, opening it up. Her face registers shock, recognition, and
denial. "Will you marry me?"

Laughing in an almost hysterical way, she reaches out and rubs
my arm, ruffling the hairs before sliding back down to rest over my
watch, "I … yes. Of course … I'd love to."

Gleefully I extract the ring, taking her hand and slipping it
snugly over her finger. She extends her hand and examines it
appreciatively. Pulling her off the couch, I lift her, kissing her
possessively, "Shauna, you've made me so happy. I have champagne, I
was hoping you'd say yes."

She pulls back, stiffening in my grip, "Victor, we need to
talk."

Arching my eyebrows, I let her stand, towering over her,
deliberately giving her the feeling of silent intimidation, "That
sounds serious."

She nods, sitting down again and clutching her knees with both
hands, "It is."

I sit with her, caressing her leg again in a show of support,
"Yes, my wife-to-be?"

She smiles before getting that worried expression again. I
keep my smile trained on her like a sniper's rifle.

Blurting, she announces huskily, "I'm pregnant."

Smiling wider, I twist her to face me, by her shoulders, "But
darling, that's wonderful news."

"It is?"

Kissing her again, I hug her to me, "Well it's a bit early,
but we're both not getting any younger. This is
perfect."

She pulls away, incredulity pausing her relief, "You're okay
with this?"

"Well I guess the champagne's off limits now, but yes, I'm
thrilled."

She smiles with genuine warmth this time.

"Shauna, I love you, that's not going to change. I'd love to
have children," leaning in, I touch her nose, "With you. This is
possibly the best day of my life."

She giggles with obvious relief. "Thank God."

Yes, thank you Father!

"When did you find out?"

"Five minutes ago."

Standing, I flip open my phone, "Well let's make it official.
I'll make an appointment for you with Seth, the surgery's resident
doctor."

She stands, pressing herself against me as she entwines
slender arms around my neck, "Oh Victor, I love you."

Holding her against me, my arousal is obvious as I press it
into her abdomen, "Look what you did. A ring and a baby, I'm hot
for you."

She slides down me gracefully, unzipping me as Seth answers
his phone. She takes me into her mouth as I tell my brother, "I
need to book an ultrasound scan with you."

Closing my eyes against her holding her ring above my penis, I
suppress a moan as my brother asks surreptitiously, "Is she
pregnant?"

Breathlessly I confirm, "Yes." Disconnecting the call, I drop
the phone on the chair behind her, entwining my fingers into her
hair.

 



Chapter 40

 


You become the person you photograph.

You love that person as you love yourself.

~ Anonymous

 


With huge trepidation and curiosity, I walk into the modern
glass building in Main Road with Victor. Staring at the large
lettering behind the reception desk which reads Ward & Ward.
I've recently discovered that the slope of mountain above
Rondebosch, is called Devil's Peak. It's also the home of the
University of Cape Town. No wonder Vengeance found me living here.
And how lucky am I that Victor lives and works here. It's
destiny.

Holding my hand he leads me through the reception to doors,
which say 'Personnel Only'. "Morning Debbie."

A severe looking woman nods at him from behind the long desk
hiding her. Her platinum blond hair coiled into a tight bun. "Good
morning Doctor Ward."

Lordy, now it feels so official. I
give her a half smile as she examines me with narrowed grey
eyes.

He takes me down a long white passage, sterile in polished
white tiles. His footsteps are silent, whereas mine click noisily.
He opens another door, where an examination table waits, with a
bunch of machinery. The window is letting in bright mid-morning
sunshine through vertical white blinds.

A man walks in, smiling in a friendly manner, with a
stethoscope hooked around his neck. He's wearing a lab coat and a
light blue shirt. He smiles directly at me as he extends a hand,
"Good morning Shauna. I'm Doctor Ward junior."

Victor's laugh is easy as he slaps the man on the shoulder,
"Seth, meet Shauna. Shauna, this is my younger brother
Seth."

Oh god! He's seriously not going to let his bloody brother
give me a gynaecological examination, is he?

"Hi." I shake his hand with my innards trying to strangle the
dignity out of me.

Officially he leads me to the gurney type bed. "Just have a
lie down here and lift your shirt up above your
stomach."

I stare at Victor helplessly as he steps closer, nodding,
helping me and then holding my hand, observing Seth with a stern
expression. Seth picks up a microphone-looking gadget and a
tube. Oh Jesus have mercy. If he sticks
that thing in me I'm going to scream blue murder.

"This is going to be cold," he warns me.

I just can't handle this. Squeezing my eyes tightly shut, his
warm hands pull my elasticised skirt down further. My eyes pop open
and plead silently at Victor to save
me! My lungs contract in shock as cold gel
is splodged out in a goopy heap on my abdomen. Oh thank God! He's using the
microphone looking thing to spread it around while staring intently
at the screen hidden from my view.

Victor releases my hand to stand behind his brother, both of
them staring intently at the box in front of them. They both look
at me in unison and smile. Seth stands up, placing the gadget in a
holder, and wiping paper towel over me to clean off the cold gel.
He stands over me with his stethoscope, and tells me, "Just breath
in, deeply and slowly."

The ice cold metal is placed in random order on my skin.
Unclipping it from his ears he smiles at me. Pulling my skirt up
and my shirt down, he nods at Victor.

Victor informs me, "Seth isn't going to examine you
internally, but it's official angel. We're pregnant." His smile
could power an island.

I smile, sort of pleased. I'm still wrapping my head around
this life changing development. I know he's far more excited about
it than I am.

Seth gives my shoulder a squeeze, "We've all heard so much
about you. And I believe you're going to be marrying this
degenerate?" He shoots a grin at Victor.

"Yes." I smile awkwardly. I mean come on, until ten minutes
ago I didn't even know Victor had family living in South Africa.
Why haven't I ever met 'the family'.

Much to my horror, Seth leans over and plants a kiss on my
mouth, "Welcome to the family."

I stare at him, frozen. Taking in his hazel brown eyes,
lighter brown hair, but now that I'm looking, same height and
similar build. Yes, I can see they're brothers. "Thanks." I can
still smell his aftershave. It's fabulous!

My head spins as he unwraps a clean needle and syringe, "We're
taking some blood to tell you how many weeks along you are. We'll
have the results in about three hours."

I nod, looking away as the blood drains from my brain into my
knees. Victor appears in my vision blocking my view of the window,
kissing my forehead, "Shauna, I love you."

Feeling shaky, I whisper, "I know."

"There you go. All done. That wasn't so bad, was
it?"

Smiling bravely at Seth I manage a nod, "Not at all, it ranks
right up there with bungee jumping."

Deep male baritones fill the suddenly claustrophobic room with
laughter.

"I see why you like her." He pats my hand, "Aside from the
obviously good gene pool."

My smile is still frozen as I return Seth's smile, as he keeps
speaking to me, "You're lovely to look at, Shauna. I'm glad my
brother was forced to finally introduce us. I think I understand
now why he wanted to make sure it was official. I've stolen a few
of his catches in the past."

They share a brotherly laugh. The warmth feels natural. They
have a special bond. Is that why I have
never heard of you? Is Victor secretly afraid you'll charm me away
from him?

Seth hooks my hair behind my ear with creepy familiarity,
"Nice earrings."

The only earrings I have in, come from Vengeance. After the
confrontation, I've been too insecure to remove them. Forcing a
polite smile, "Thanks."

 


Seriously feeling anxious, I look nervously at Victor as he
drives straight past Mariner's Wharf into industrial scariness.
There's nothing here. We're staring at the disgusting backs of
factories and their spill of clutter. Metal and tall diamond mesh
fences.

"Where are we going?"

"Trust me. It's the best secret."

Hysteria churns me, I'm trying to remain calm but I can hear
the raised octave of my voice, "There's nothing here."

He glances at me, one hand casually on the wheel, driving with
two fingers; a teasing smile lifts the corners of his mouth. It's
odd how he can scare me and thrill me in the same moment. There's
no denying that I'm dangerously attracted to him. It's the kind of
attraction that sees me leaving my dignity and morals at the door.
He's been so supportive, so happy, more relaxed than ever. Rubbing
a hand over my thigh, he squeezes it slightly while my focus
watches his sensual lower lip move, suggestively framed with a
centimetre of stubble. That stubble does very bad things to
me.

"Relax angel, it's not a surprise if I tell you."

I can't shake the fear. I have no reason to fear him. Is it
because he murdered for me? Swallowing the dry lump in my mouth,
the reality finally hits me. Victor murdered for me. I turned a
respectable doctor into a killer. I've fucked up his life with the
Shauna curse. He must seriously, deeply love me, because he's
proposed, is ecstatic I'm carrying his child, and murdered my demon
with his bare hands to protect me.

Hot prickles sting my eyes as I watch him. The realisation
steals my breath, my entire body stalls as if imploding silently.
Stuck in a vacuum of sheer emotion. No longer watching where we're
going, even though I hear gravel under the tyres. We slow and stop,
he's staring at me with worry. I love his wrinkles. They make him
suave and somehow sophisticated. Yet they make his face seem gentle
too. He could easily be like those vain men that have work done,
especially as he's in that profession, instead he's authentic. He's
the most genuine and precious thing to ever happen to
me.

"Shauna, baby?" Releasing his seat-belt, he turns to me,
cupping my face, but I can't quell the tears. Hotly they roll,
blurring him briefly. "Look, it's nothing sinister. We're
here."

Shaking my head I don't look, staring in broken devotion at my
future husband. "I love you." It comes out hardly more than a
whisper.

"I know angel. I know. Shhh, come here." He releases my
seat-belt, pulling me into his chest, kissing my eyes closed. "It's
all been too much for you, hasn't it? And now you have erratic
hormones playing an opera with your body."

Nodding, I bury my face into his stubbly neck. I love the
abrasive loving sandpaper of him against my cheek. He smells good
too. Relishing the haven he's become.

"I didn't mean to scare you, honey."

Pulling back, I stare into his eyes. They're like smoky oak
matured liqueur. The light from outside illuminates them just
enough to show the chestnut highlights next to his pupils. These
are the eyes that gaze on me with unconditional love. I've pulled
him into my hell, he did not flinch, he did not run. He stood firm,
enabling me, empowering me, loving me. Saving me.

Softly I hold his face in my hands, licking the tears off my
lips before pressing them gently against his. Some people have hard
lips, that don't yield when you kiss them. Ours seem to melt
together, warm, soft, fusing together in affection.

I can feel him smiling. When I break the contact to stare into
his soul again, he asks, "What is it?"

"You've done so much for me. I don't deserve you. You've been
my super-hero, my rock, and somehow, despite everything, you've
managed to love me."

"From the darkness into the light. You're my angel, you
deserve all of it baby."

Shaking my head I reject his perspective, "I'm not an angel,
but you've treated me like one."

He smiles, kissing me as if it's a punctuation, "Come, let's
get lunch and go and sit on the rocks."

Shaking my head I ask nervously as I stare out of the
windscreen at a tiny shack of a place. This place is so dodgy it's
enough to make me paranoid for my safety, "You go. I'll wait
here."

He nods, pausing to kiss me with undeniable passion, before
stepping out of the car and walking into the shack.

Appreciating the view of him, I watch him walk away. He has a
silent resilience hidden by self-assured confidence. I can't
believe how I've argued with him. I've fought with him over
Vengeance. Over my memories. When all he did was try to help, to be
there for me. How did I get this fortunate? I'm so afraid, living
in fear for so long, a part of me still fears this will all end. If
my parents couldn't love me, how can he? I was born into hell, and
I've simply descended through the many levels of it with age.
Maturity simply brings new lows, new pain, different degrees and
shades of silent anguish. Sometimes the pain of being alone,
rejected, struggling, it's been agony. My life has been endless
agony. Vengeance was the manifestation into the physical of what I
experienced silently inside myself.

Victor comes striding up to the car, opening my door and
offering me his hand, "Come."

I won't ruin this for him. He wants to show me something.
Plastering a smile on my face, I catch the tears before they fall.
I feel humbled. That's what it is – he humbles me.

Carefully we pick our way over huge light grey boulders that
line the shore behind the shack. Sitting with me close beside him,
he hands me a wrapped, blistering hot package. "Eat."

I unwrap batter-covered, deep fried hake with good old
fashioned chips. This reminds me so much of home, it gives me a new
level of ache in my chest.

"Despite the shoddy appearance, that shack makes the best fish
in Cape Town."

My eyes are veiled now by sunglasses, so instead I squeeze his
hand, kidnapping it and kissing his palm, "Your love humbles
me."

His smile dissolves as he stares at me from behind his own
sunglasses, his face seems so serious. Suddenly gripping my hair
and yanking my head urgently to his face. Off balance I grip his
knees for support as his now gruff voice speaks intimately into my
ear, "You have no idea how those words turn me inside out for
you."

A quivering ripples up my spine. His tone, it's so much like
Vengeance. I know it's just emotion but for a split second, I was
back in the blindfold. Tears burst out in fright.

He laughs, smiling at me, holding my head now by pressing the
same fingers into my scalp, his mouth smothers mine, his kiss is
brutally invasive. My logic shoves back at me as it dawns that his
attraction to me is this deep, it's this basic. We connect on a
primal level, I can feel it in his kiss. I can sense the unspoken
desire to throw our lunch up into the air to the waiting gulls
hovering a mere meter away from us, gliding on the warm breeze,
making a ruckus, he'd throw it away and screw my brains into the
boulder I'm sitting on. He would, if society allowed it. It shakes
my core, strength deserts me as his hot breath somehow sucks the
air out of me.

I must be hormonal. I'm over-feeling everything. The kiss
ends, a perfunctory gentle peck is planted on my throbbing lips as
he releases my head, smiling delectably. He has natural charisma
and charm. He could have anyone, but he chose me.

"Now eat. Fish helps the baby develop cerebrally."

Laughing I sit properly, the sun baptising me with a warm glow
of happiness. The ice-age in my heart has ended. I finally trust
him. I know he loves me. Now I know, I really, deeply, love
him.

First I nibble it. Then the morsel informs my brain that he's
certainly not a liar. It's absolutely yummilicious! He glances at
me with a light-hearted smile which causes my heart to ache again
with ecstatic joy. He throws a chip into the air and three gulls
aim for it. One of them catches it, happily flying away. A laugh
bubbles up, as I try, thrilled with wonder as mine too is rescued
mid-air. I have never been this happy, ever. Hout Bay is a
beautiful location where the crème de la crème live. The last thing
you'd expect to find here is a shack, ugly buildings, huge
boulders, all keeping such a delicious secret. I feel like I've
become a member of the Illuminati. Finally I have access to the
secrets.

A reassuring hand caresses between my shoulders as he smiles,
watching me throw more than half my lunch into the air, where it
never hits the ground.

Turning to him after lunch, I give him the greasiest kiss I've
ever had the luck to plant on his sexy lips, "Thank
you."

Arms wrap around me, lifting me to his level. I feel like one
of those sickly sweet commercials for Viagra. Or incontinence
tablets. I'm blinded with pure romance, for the first time in my
life. Perfection has a name, Victor.

 



Chapter 41

 


The camera can be the most deadly weapon since the assassin's
bullet.

Or it can be the lotion of the heart.

~Norman Parkinson

 


Last night was fabulous, so the way Victor is briskly moving
about worries me. Propping myself up on an elbow, I watch him
taking clothes out of the closet and putting them into
bags.

"What's going on?" I ask sleepily.

"We're getting away for a few weeks."

"Why?"

Stopping, he walks over to me, sitting down and putting an arm
either side of my hips, leaning in and kissing me slowly. Sucking
my lip delectably. "Angel, I love you. I want this baby to get the
best start in life. You need time to sort your feelings and your
head out, so we're taking a mini vacation."

His thoughtfulness steals my lethargy. Instantly excited, I
squirm to sit up. "We are? Where?"

"It's a surprise."

Shooting me a wink, he grins cutely as if he's hiding a huge
secret, "Get dressed, brush your teeth, we're running away from
Vengeance and responsibility."

Scooting out of bed, I have that five year old Christmas
morning feeling. Giggling with excitement, I dash to do his
bidding.

 


Driving us out to Hout Bay, my heart is singing celestial
harmonies. I'm in love with a man who can do anything, whenever he
wants to. Half excited and mostly flattered, again I'm reminded of
how much my life is about to change. Glancing at the ring on my
finger, a thrill skims through my nervous system. My life just got
better. I've just become the luckiest girl on the
planet.

The hand squeezing my leg draws my attention to him, suave and
gorgeous in black, his heart-throb features partially hidden behind
dark sunglasses. "Are you happy angel?"

Nodding enthusiastically, my heart pumps out an award winning
smile, "Yes. Very."

He parks the car on the edge of the bay, confusing me. Getting
out of the car, he unpacks the bags, and walks to the rocks,
calling to someone. A gruff, mean looking man appears out of
nowhere, taking the car key from Victor, nodding as he gets
instructions.

Concerned I get out of the car, fear crawling my nape like a
tarantula looking for an entry point to poison me. Victor smiles,
waving me over as the bulky man starts taking our bags, throwing
them out of my line of sight. Skirting the other man, I rush down
to Victor, where I spy a speed boat waiting for us.

"Isn't she beautiful? That my angel, is a XSMG XSR48." Holding
my hand he steps off the rock onto it, helping me jump, then he
leads me down into the interior with a warm firm hand supporting
me. It's like being inside a space ship. It's absolutely fabulous.
He waves off the other man, while a new man packs the bags away.
Victor's solid strength presses against my back, lining my spine
with silent support, holding me against him before seating me in a
lavish angular-lined seat. It's like a futuristic hotel in
here.

"Shauna this is Pete. Pete, my fiancee Shauna."

Pete is the same height and build as Victor, except he has
light grey eyes and short sandy blond hair, worn ruffled in the
'just-out-of-bed' look. He seems nice enough as he flashes a
perfect smile at me, holding out a hand, "Nice to finally meet the
girl that got the guy."

He makes it sound like I seduced Victor, knowing he was this
loaded. I couldn't premeditate anything if I tried. An
uncomfortable heat smothers my cheeks as I shake his large hand in
return. His hands are rougher than Victor's. Trying not to be
obvious I drop my gaze, noting manicured and clean fingernails.
"Nice to meet you Pete."

He shoots a wry grin at Victor, giving me a chance to examine
his face. He looks almost like a surfer, he has that relaxed air
about him. His face holds dimples in each cheek, and is smoothly
shaven. He looks so out of place in this refined super deluxe boat
and I've just noticed he has a hole in his light blue jeans in the
left knee. I'm instantly embarrassed as he catches my eye, smiling
widely, noting my surveillance. He turns around, revealing perfect
gashes in the back of each thigh, "They're designed to look like
this," he teases me before heading away to the controls.

Victor flops down next to me, planting a kiss in my neck, "Get
comfortable baby, we're off to the boat."

"The boat?"

Commanding my chin, his sunglasses propped on his head, he
leans in to suck the breath out of me before murmuring, "A cruise.
He'll never find us out there."

 


Pete cuts the engine and I finally stop staring out of the
window at the endless sea all around us, as far as the eye can see.
It's such a perfect day, hot and sunny; a gentle breeze kissed my
hair on the shore earlier. My stomach is a knot of anxiety as I let
Victor lead me behind him, holding my hand, guiding me onto the
deck of the yacht. Immediately his deep baritone begins explaining
what I'm looking at, "This is a sixty meter Orcageno, with enough
room for a crew of fourteen, and twelve guests."

Leading me up steps he continues, "Open air lounge, sun deck,
Jacuzzi, and spa. It was designed by the Egyptian studio Pharos
Marine."

I'm not used to this. I still think of him as my neighbour who
lives in a small apartment next door to mine. I have to ask, "Is it
yours?"

The smile he gives me is smug as he nods in a dismissive way.
Forcing me to trail him as he strolls to the bar, pouring himself a
whiskey, then pouring me lemonade with a twist of lime and ice.
"Pete's our captain. So we can just sit back and relax. It's just
the three of us for the next six weeks."

"Six weeks?"

Vertigo snaps my confidence, making me sit down heavily on a
stool in front of his bar, "Holy crap."

Coming to stand behind me, he folds his hands over my abdomen
possessively, "You needed to get away and relax. This is for you
angel."

We're in the middle of nowhere on an azure ocean. We start
moving, and I watch as we slip serenely through choppy water,
surrounded with nothing more than a salty aroma, the only witness I
have is the sun which is becoming really hot. Taking a sip of my
lemonade, I replace the glass on the bar. Leaning my head against
him, closing my eyes. I'm overwhelmed. He's a whirlwind. Baby
steps, I needed to be introduced to all of this with baby-steps.
All the fighting and now this? How am I suppose to cope?

The world spirals dizzily when he picks me up, a roguish smile
on his face, carrying me below deck to the cabins.

***

She's asleep, finally I get a chance to be alone with
Pete.

"So what are we using? Diesel or liquid hydrogen?"

"Hydrogen for now," Pete responds lazily. Wearing nothing more
than his baggies, feet propped up on the chair opposite his.
Arching a serious eyebrow, he keeps his voice low, "So what's the
plan V?"

"She can't run away now. It's time to reintroduce her to the
cell. I'm going to spin her a story of it being therapy. Which
isn't exactly a lie. Cognitive behavioural therapy works exactly
like this. Forcing the patient to face their fear, by being put
into the same situation, with someone they trust. Facing their fear
to overcome their phobia and deep seated psychological
paranoia."

He nods, smiling coldly. "And if it doesn't work?"

"It will work. I checked with Seth though, we can administer
Flunetrazepam in the first trimester. Although it's a last
resort."

"Flunetrazepam?"

"Roofies, Rohypnol, whatever you want to call it."

"Okay," he nods, taking a sip of his lager.

So proud I've thought of this, I share with my most trusted
ally, "And, we're going to try hypnosis."

He starts laughing at me, smiling widely.

"You brought your armour?" I check.

"Yep. And yours."

"Good."

"What about emergencies?"

"You have everything you need Doc. One cabin has been
converted into your very own mini hospital. And we have James on
standby with the chopper if we need to evacuate."

That eases my mind. He can fly that Apache in any weather. The
manoeuvres that helicopter can do will get us out of any situation,
with fire power as back up if we require it. The plan is perfect.
Holding out my glass of Macallan 1926 whisky, he tips his bottle
against it. A silent toast to the final phase of inducting Shauna
into the brotherhood.

***

Days follow days, follow weeks. I've lost complete track of
time. I have a deep bronze tan which a tanning salon would go
bankrupt for, and am finally comfortable walking around in just my
bikini.

Pete feels like the furniture now. He has a calm demeanour and
a way of blending. Often I think I'm alone, out on the deck sun
tanning, listening to my iPod and enjoying the perks of being
Victor's pregnant babe. Yet out of a shadow, he'll suddenly
materialise. At first it startled the breath out of me. Now I think
he's sort of Victor's bodyguard, placed to make sure I'm okay while
Victor does … whatever the hell it is that Victor does. The two of
them do all the cooking, and I'm supposed to stay relaxed and
happy.

We haven't argued, we haven't had a single altercation.
There's a games-room where we play cards, I always lose. I win at
Scrabble though. And there are all of the digital comforts.
Apparently this boat has solar and wind power generators too. And
after endless nagging, they finally told me we're anchored
somewhere between Durban and Mauritius.

The shadow of Pete lurks about ten meters away from me, and I
am pretending I haven't seen him, when Victor comes and sits next
to me. Politely I take out my earphones, shading my eyes to smile
at Mr I-love-screwing-you-on-a-boat.

"How are you feeling, angel?"

"Good, happy …"

"Shauna, we need to talk about a new therapy that might help
you."

Sitting up, I pull my hat on, giving him my full attention,
"Why do I need therapy?"

Leaning forward, propping his elbows on his knees, wearing
nothing more than black board-shorts, he speaks intimately, "Honey,
you still have the nightmares and I'm beginning to fear for the
safety of junior with this level of subconscious stress you're
carrying."

Although I'm comfortable with Pete, he's easy going and
congenial, and has a calm way that diffuses tension, I am horrified
that Victor is having this discussion out here where it could be
overheard.

"I've told Pete. I trust him, and he had to be prepared for
your midnight screaming in your sleep." He rubs my leg absently,
"He's the only man on this planet I trust with my life, which is
why he's the only other person here."

Why hasn't he mentioned this before? It would have relaxed me
to know that. "What are you suggesting exactly?"

"Exposure Therapy. It's a section of Cognitive Behaviour
Therapy."

"What's that?"

"That is me, putting you back into a similar situation that
Vengeance did, except this time, instead of torturing you, we make
it pleasurable. What this does is retrain your mind to stop having
negative associations with – for example, white ribbon, and sex.
And leather. I haven't worn my leather jacket once, because I'm
aware of how the smell alone will trigger your adrenal glands and
stress your body and your mind." He leans closer, our lips almost
touching, his breath infusing with mine, "Babes, I want us to face
your internal demons. Let me help you."

"I … hell Vic … I'm not sure if I'm strong enough."

"Don't you love me?"

"Yes, but …"

"Do you love our baby?"

"Yes …"

"He is stressed along with you. You are damaging him in your
sleep. Please angel, let me help you."

Jesus, when he puts it like that … Swallowing heavily, feeling
ill, I nod. "But Vic, please, be patient, be gentle with
me."

He prevents further discussion by inspecting my tonsils with
his tongue.

***

She looks terrified sitting with her knees up on the bed.
Still wearing her white bikini, I can't help smiling at her. My
angel must always wear white.

Slowly, deliberately, I wrap the white ribbon around her
wrists. Just her wrists. Moving away from the bed, I pick up the
camera, watching her shudder, instantly pale, as I click. She can
be so determined when she puts her mind to something. Walking
toward her, I lower the lens, dropping down to stare up at her, to
see the terror in her eyes. She blinks, her grip is
tenuous.

Slowly I rub her thigh, trailing my hand down her leg,
caressing, leaning in I kiss the inside of her knee, "I love you
Shauna."

Nodding woodenly, she inhales deeply.

"This is how it works. This is us now baby. He's not here. I'm not
going to hurt you."

She tilts her head back, breathing in deeply and slowly. "Just
kiss me. Hold me. This terrifies the crap out of me."

Moving next to her, I wrap my arms around her, cradling her
head to my chest, "Shhh. It's just us."

I give her a few minutes of calm before holding her hair.
Wrapping the long brown tresses tightly around my fist, I tug on it
without release, forcing, silently. Tilting her head back, exposing
her neck.

"Vic … I …"

"Shhh," I kiss her deeply until she starts to respond. Lifting
her hands neatly bound together by their wrists, I suck two of her
fingers into my mouth, staring into her glistening eyes, widely
afraid, watching me. "See? We will turn your fear into love. Let's
undo what he did, and make it ours."

She nods, a tear falls. Slowly I unwrap the ribbon, wrapping
it instead around her eyes.

"Inhale. Breathe deeply. Engage all of your senses. Run your
hands over me, breathe in my scent. Replace the image that haunts
you subconsciously, with me."

Nodding, her mouth twisting dramatically, she leans into my
neck, resting her head on my shoulder, shaking with silent
crying.

"I can't … no more … not tonight … please …"

"One more photo. Just one? I'm here angel, I'm here to hold
you and protect you. You know it's me, you know I won't hurt
you."

A pitiful sniff responds to my suggestion, her husky voice
finally speaks to me, "Okay. Just one."

Smiling, I step away from her, snapping the shutter, capturing
her first step, back into captivity. It's called capturing for a
reason. I love photography.


Chapter 42

 


For God did not give us a spirit of timidity, but of
power

~2 Timothy 1:7

 


I have fantasised for so many years of becoming a father. A
father and his son share a unique bond. I won't know if it's
my son she's
carrying until we're halfway through the pregnancy. Only then will
it show up on ultrasound. But this step of her preparation is
absolutely necessary.

Alpha taught me everything I'll ever need to know about
conditioning and breaking a mind. It starts in the womb. If you
want your son to bow to your authority without question, that
dominance must be established before he is born. The time has come
too, to break Shauna. There is only one man I trust, or would
allow, to assist me in this task. He's watching me carefully, fully
prepped.

 


Father's own words filter through my mind. Fondly I recall
being chained over the log outside in the snow. We began each day
this way.

"He Who disciplines and instructs the nations, shall He not
punish; Psalm 94:10." Being only three
years old, I worshipped him.

"I love you son. Do not think I am doing this to persecute
you. I must discipline you. It is the law. It is our way. There is
only one way into heaven, and it's not easy. It means to bear this
pain with bravery, because it prepares you for heaven. It will take
you up those steps to the kingdom. The kingdom is ours Victor.
Yours and mine."

Tears of joy bathed my face as I cried out with rapturous joy,
"Thank you Father."

"Blessed is the man whom You discipline and instruct, and
teach out of Your law; Psalm 94:12"

The rod was so thin, it would cut straight through my skin.
The pain would begin to numb all sensation, until I could hear just
the contact.

"This is harder for me to do, than it is for you to receive
it. Victor, I the Father, the Alpha, love you. It is because I love
you that I take your salvation seriously. I'm lifting you up.
Praise my name."

"Praise you father. My Alpha. Thank you for making me, for
making me the Omega. I love you Father. Thank you for disciplining
me."

 


I would lay there for another hour, before I could summon the
strength to move. He made me a man. A man of God. I shed blood,
that was my right as the first born son of God. I used to stare at
the red staining the snow with morbid fascination. It's a sight
that is primal for me. Blood spilled is still my greatest turn on.
I developed an appetite for it, especially when it stopped being
mine, and became someone else whose soul required intervention.
That's what we do. Once saved, it is our duty to save others. The
devil has always been resistant. The bodies he inhabits struggle
against the changes, but we'll never stop. Alpha's nemesis will be
exorcised from those we can save, or have the potential to be
saved.

"He will die for lack of discipline and instruction, and in
the greatness of his folly he will go astray and be lost; Proverbs
5:23"

"For the commandment is a lamp, and the whole teaching is
light, and reproofs of discipline are the way of life; Proverbs
6:23"

Oh how I've longed to share those words with my own son. I've
lived for the day a fallen angel turns from sin, into our arms,
resurrected. The negative developed fully, so that the positive
result of a beautifully rendered photo shares my life, shares her
body, turning to her natural state of lust for only what is good,
as God created her. Her duty to surrender her body to me. Owning
her mind and body completely so that Our will is done. She's
finally here. My child is growing inside her, owning her from the
inside, and we take every measure to ensure development will be
perfect. The food we give her is heavily dosed with the nutrients
to build my warrior inside her. Now together we own her, from the
inside and the outside. She is mine, all mine.

"Foolishness is bound up in the heart of a child, but the rod
of discipline will drive it far from him; Proverbs
22:15"

"Discipline your son while there is hope; Proverbs
19:18"

Father made me Vengeance. He chose my path and gave me the
power. I recall every beating. Covered in welts so severe I could
not wear clothing for weeks. My tears are weak in the eyes of the
Father. But tears of joy, yes, they are God's gift to the weak. It
makes them strong.

If only I could explain this to Shauna. She's worn sinner's
shoes for too long. Her feet are covered in Satan's blisters. She
cannot understand, which is why I am forced to resort to this. So
excited. The thrill of what we are about to do gives me a giddy
surge of potency. Father instructed me, he said,
"He who spares his rod of discipline hates his
son, but he who loves him disciplines
diligently and punishes him early; Proverbs
13:24."

"I won't let you down Father. This is our cross to bear. I
love my son, and her body is simply in the way. She stands between
our will and my son."

Yes, the discipline starts early. It is in the bible, which is
Father's law, which mankind has chosen to ignore. The peril of
their eternal souls matters not. They see only what this world has
to offer in their short-sighted greed. But look at all that I own
and know that we are blessed, richly rewarded in Heaven and on
earth for our loyalty and faith.

 


Sipping more of my forty-six year old Glen Garioch whisky,
appreciating the delectable peat and woody flavours, I swirl it
absently around my mouth before swallowing.

A bundle of nerves collect at the bottom of the spinal column.
They are a direct connection to the brain, the mind. To break
Shauna we have to fuck her like we mean it, causing stimulation to
explode where the nerves converge together. We have to shatter her
mind and the compartments that keep it whole. I have to drug her
for this, although we'll try the hypnosis first. Most minds are
more susceptible to hypnosis when exhausted. We've used the classic
sleep deprivation employed by the military to break down her
resistant will. We've deliberately kept odd hours, giving her only
three hours rest at a time. Four hours is a sleep cycle, the body
quickly becomes weak and easy to break when it doesn't receive a
full sleep cycle. She will be treated like the soulless animal she
is. On her knees, for the rest of the time we are here. She will
not remember, but the nerves will do the work for us. We must slam
hard, causing pain to ripple up those nerves, triggering shock in
her brain, fragmenting the barriers of resistance.

That crap you see in movies with whores writhing and moaning
while getting nailed from behind, that's utter shit. A woman being
ridden properly cannot speak. The nerve endings steal her breath in
pulsating shock with every thrust. I've already tried it on Shauna.
The best part is how willing she is to get on her knees for me. She
tells me it's a hot and cold sensation that runs the whole length
of her body, causing her hair follicles to become rigid, her
nipples harden, and she commented once that it's almost
meditative.

How ignorance is bliss. She has no idea how many nerve endings
I'm playing with when I do that. Or that it flows directly to her
brain. That it is an ancient brainwashing technique. Oh yes, I
think we're going to enjoy breaking the mother, more than taming
the son.

 


We've given her thirty minutes of therapy each night. She's
getting accustomed to it now. Surrendering herself to being tied up
while I slowly watch her eyes glaze in sexual euphoria. I work hard
to keep her blind, while retraining her mind to accept bondage. As
my swan glides toward me in another white bikini, I smile at her. A
shooting star blazes briefly beyond her in the dark of the
night.

Peter sits companionably in the chair adjacent to mine. I've
watched his anticipation grow. I have to train him, he has allowed
me to help in the punishment of his catches, now I have to let him
attempt the final hurdle.

"Angel, come and kiss me." Dutifully she sashays to me,
sitting soft thighs on my legs as she tucks hair behind her ear to
kiss me. Gently holding my face and staring into my eyes with
adoration. Yes, she has come so far. Smirking, I trace a finger
between her legs. Watching her squirm as she presses herself
tightly into my body to hide it from Pete. "I want you to lie down
and trust me," I whisper into her delicate ear.

"Why?" she whispers back intimately. Wrapping arms around my
neck to keep the conversation private.

I continue the caressing, knowing what it does to her, "Trust
me baby."

She sighs, pulling back to pout. Little girl tactics don't
work on me. I don't fuck little girls. Standing she takes a step
over to the recliner, laying down obediently on the white padding.
I move to sit next to her, removing the torch from my
pocket.

"I want you to try and resist my words. Okay?" She nods,
watching me with masked eyes. She's getting good at hiding her
feelings and thoughts when I push her out of her comfort zones.
Switching the pinpoint of light on, I shine it into her eyes from a
foot above her. Swirling it in mesmerising circles, "Follow the
light. Keep your eyes trained on it."

Her blue eyes swivel as she watches the circling light. I
continue doing it until I see her eyes battling to
focus.

"Keep looking at the light."

Struggling, she tries to follow it. I feel smug pride as her
eyelids get heavy. The test of hypnosis, is to see if the victim is
willing to do something they would not normally do. If they comply,
they are already under the power of hypnosis, in which case you can
drop the pretence and get on with business.

"Shall we cut your hair?"

"Okay."

Laughing, I smile at Pete. She's way under without even
knowing it. She would never cut her hair. "Rub your nipples and
lick your lips." Frowning, she obeys. "Now I want you to close your
eyes. You will not remember anything that happens from now on. You
will only open your eyes and wake up when I say the word,
leaf."

She says nothing, she simply closes her eyes.

Grinning, I turn to my accomplice, "No medication needed.
We're good to go."

 


Something in the way Pete's expression changes, gives me a
small lurch of discomfort in my gut. Lifting her, I carry her back
inside, to the room we've prepared for her. She is totally
unconscious. It's going to take two of us just to keep her steady
during the fragmenting of her mind. Dropping her ungracefully on
the white covers, I untie the bows that give her minimal
modesty.

"Hold her," I order as I drop my shorts. Pete keeps her on her
knees, forcing her eyes open so that he can watch the reaction of
the pain to her brain.

The gasp of shock that breaks our vigil gives me unparalleled
pleasure. He nods, "Pupil's contracted perfectly."

Closing my eyes, I nail my cross. Eventually fatigue catches
me and I require a rest. Holding her shoulders, her cheeks flushed
pink, hair in disarray, gasping brokenly with sightless eyes, I
observe my partner take my place. Whispering the new commands into
her ear as she jolts predictably, I give her new suggestions. The
power of suggestion is so underestimated. Place a person under your
command, and simply reconfigure their mind. It is that easy. It's
subliminal programming.

God gave me the power, and I sure as hell am not going to let
a woman challenge the power that is mine. Eve is but a shadow of
Adam. It was Adam that God breathed his Spirit into, not Eve. When
he made Eve, she was simply the flesh from his body. She has no
Spirit. She's not like God or Adam. She will never be equal. How
deranged is our world to give the companion a vote. Income, money,
power? Look what it's done to this world. Fornication is easy
because the sluts have tablets to escape their God given
responsibility. Now we have to con them into doing what God created
them to do, give us sons. They had only one order from the Father,
"Go forth and multiply," and the sinners they are defy the very
first command.

All they're good for is fucking. They are living incubators
for God's command, to multiply. Yet we have to literally bribe them
to get them to give us what they should be begging us to do to
them. They aren't grateful, and they should be. They should be
grateful that we're willing to spill our seed inside them, to make
them good in the eyes of Father. Giving them the chance to fulfil
the destiny they were created for.

She tells me she loves me. But she cannot possibly know what
love is. She is not made in God's image. She's a weak counterfeit
of the male. I have resurrected her with my son growing inside her.
Now she finally has a spirit inside her.

Eventually I look up at Pete and wave him off, "That's enough
for tonight."

Lifting her, snatching up her discarded bikini, I carry her
through to our room. Carefully I hold her, sliding myself inside
her, then laying back with her reclining on top of me, her legs
akimbo. She's not stupid, Satan at least has smarts. She'll know
she's had sex.

Whispering softly into her ear, "Leaf."


Chapter 43

 


Photographers prefer disfigurement to adornment.

It is now chic to do your worst to people.

~ Margaret Caroline Anderson

 


Maybe it's because of the changes my body's going through that
I'm so tired? Last night was just weird. I fell asleep apparently,
then woke up. I have blank spaces. Victor did that torch thing to
me to help me relax. And that sure worked well. I became alert on
top of him. I have no awareness before then.

Smiling, I think back to his words as I finished what I
apparently started, without any recollection of taking physical
advantage of my sexy man. He'd said, "I like my woman to be like my
cars. Fast and sexy. Shauna, you are both, you're
perfect."

He loves me. I adore him. Turning onto my side I eye my
companions lazily. They're playing a game of poker, they're even
betting peppermints, which makes me want to laugh.

"How did you two meet?"

Peter flashes his model's smile at me, "In the dojo." Smiling
widely at Victor, the dimples creating deep craters inside each
cheek, he says, "This guy is a master. He's taught me everything I
know."

"You thought you were such a hotshot. That day was a lesson in
humility for you."

"And now look at us."

Victor throws his head back, laughing indulgently. Throwing
down his cards he continues, "Shouldn't lunch be ready by
now?"

Peter stands, taking his cue to go to the kitchen.

"I'm going to put music on," I tell my hunk as I slip
lethargically onto my feet. Strolling after Peter
inside.

 


Rifling through the CD's, I choose something I know we'll all
like because I've heard them both select it previously. It's
Surrounded By Idiots, who I'd never heard of, but quite like them
now that I've listened to their album.. 'Violently Opposed' filters
into the harmonious space and I meander to the kitchen to see if he
needs help carrying stuff back out.

"Need any help?"

"Sure, can you get the foil out of that drawer down
there."

Pointing to the set of drawers closest to me I check, "This
one?"

He nods, walking quickly past me to the oven. Bending, I rifle
through the drawer, claiming the foil. He bumps my head into the
counter top as hands grip my hips and he squeezes past me,
lingering a second too long as he pushes his groin hard into me as
if … as if..

Feeling instantly faint and angry, I stand, jerking away as he
keeps moving, "Tighter than a condom that was."

"What?" glaring at him now, ready to whack him with the
cardboard tube in my hand.

"The space to move through with both of us in here. Sorry
about that." He has the oven mitts now, and carries on as if
nothing untoward just happened. Taking the dishes out of the oven,
he smiles at me, shooting me a wink, saying in perfect timing with
this fucking song, "It looks so good, but is so bad … "

I'm feeling weak. Is he coming on to me?

He writhes past me again, rubbing himself into me as he moves
to where he left the trays. Pausing, looking down at me, "So
where'd you get that tattoo from? Is it your mantra?"

"It's an unwanted present."

"From a lover?" he asks casually as he moves on to the
trays.

"Something like that."

"You must be a very dirty angel for him to put that on you
permanently."

"No comment."

Coming back past me, he halts, staring down at me as he leans
against the counter behind him, lifting my wrist, "And this? From
Victor?"

I nod, feeling a hot rush of prickles in my eyes as I recall
the day I got it. That day I came so close to losing
him.

He stoops to look into my face, "Hey. Everything
okay?"

I nod again, retracting my wrist from his hand. You're way too
close cowboy.

"Is something going on with you two?"

Rubbing my hands over my stomach I remind him, "A baby. Just a
baby."

He keeps moving to return the mitts, "Hormones messing with
you?"

"I guess so."

He sings as he walks back past me, "The outside smells so sweet, well it swept me off my feet,
but now that whole truth has been exposed-" Picking up the tray,
his focus returns to me, "- strongly in favour is now violently
opposed."

Turning I walk away from his obvious innuendo, pausing to look
back at him with a different lyric from the song as it comes up, "-
Clearly, blind faith has cost me dearly."

"Heavy on my conscience, how my actions helped to stop us," he
retorts, using the lyrics.

Before going outside where Victor is waiting, I turn and
confront him, "What the hell is going on?"

"What are you talking about?"

His expression is convincingly confused.

"Nothing." I turn and walk quickly back to Victor. I'm losing
it. Missing recollection, misreading Victor's best friend. The last
thing I need is to accuse him of something he's not guilty of.
Sighing heavily I flop down back on my recliner next to
Victor.

"What's the matter angel?"

Shaking my head, I pull my sunglasses back on,
"Hormones."

He laughs. Whispering in my ear to the same song, " –
Something in the clouds that will only serve to hold us down, and
finally we turned around." He leans in and places comforting kisses
in my neck.

Wrapping my arms around his strong neck, I take comfort in
him. Pulling away slightly, I search his eyes as I whisper while
Pete puts dishes down in front of us, "I trust you with my heart
and soul."

His smile fades as he stares at me with intense seriousness.
Pulling my head tightly to his mouth, he kisses me in a strange
way. Hard to define except to say, passionate, tender, possessive,
manly. What a lame way to think of a kiss, but it's
manly.

 


An hour later, just as I tilt my head back and close my eyes
where I'm sitting in the Jacuzzi, Victor's hand rests on my
shoulder.

"I'm going for a shower. I've told Pete to stay with
you."

Sighing inwardly at this prospect I nod, opening my eyes to
look at him as he plants an affectionate kiss on my mouth. I watch
him walk away into the shadows of inside the cabin as Peter slips
into the water opposite me. Closing my eyes, I ignore him. Which
lasts all of two minutes. His long legs stretch out, brushing
against mine as he gets comfortable.

"Are you aware that your white bikini becomes transparent in
water?"

My eyelids virtually rip themselves off with alarm as I
connect with his smoky stare. Shit-head. Lazing with his arms
stretched out on either side of him on the wood decking, biceps
bulging, with a very self-satisfied smirk on his face.

"Listen Peter, did I do something last night that might have
given you the wrong impression or something?"

"Define wrong impression."

"Did I come onto you?"

"Do you think you would do that? Do you secretly doubt your
love and devotion for my best friend?"

"Are you evading answering my question?"

"Do you always answer a question with a question?"

Sitting up, then remembering what he just said, I sink below
the water level for modesty, "Just don't get too friendly. I adore
Victor."

He lowers his eyelids, staring at me through slits, "How do
you think he's going to feel when I tell him you told me not to be
friendly?"

"Stop it! You're fucking with me."

He laughs, it's deep and indulgent, "Oh Shauna. Is that your
fantasy?"

I can feel my cheeks getting blistering hot. "No dickhead.
Stop twisting my words around."

He shrugs nonchalantly, "Hey, you brought it up. I'm just here
because you're Victor's precious cargo. He wants to make sure you
have someone around in case you slip and hurt his clone inside
you."

I look away insistently, staring out at the sun dancing with
afternoon flirtation on waves.

"So how did you hook the world's most eligible bachelor? What
do you bring to the table?"

Staring back, anxiety twisting my insides, "World's most
eligible bachelor? Would you fuck off."

"Okay, mild exaggeration, but come on … how did you do it
Dirty Angel?"

"I didn't do anything. And don't call me that."

"Did you deliberately get pregnant?"

Leaning forward I can't keep the venom from my tone, "Are you
accusing me or simply insinuating? No I didn't. Ask him. He knows I
use contraception. Interrogate your best friend!"

***

What am I doing? She's my angel, my resurrected angel. She's
all mine. Without the brainwashing or fragmenting, she trusts me.
Leaning my arms heavily against the tiles above the taps, three jet
sprays needling my back, the shock of anguish wells up like an
alien life form after incubation. I'm infested with
emotion.

I don't know what happened with mom, but this is the first
time in my life where a woman has touched me out of love. My first
experience with trust. She's giving it to me like a child. She's a
shadow, or she was. I should be protecting her like the child that
she is. Her and my son. It's my duty to her now, to keep both of
them safe.

Was Alpha wrong?

Live joyfully with the wife whom you love all the days of your
vain life which He has given you under the sun--all the days of
futility. For that is your portion in this life and in your work at
which you toil under the sun. – Ecclesiastes 9:9

But then Alpha would say; A gracious
and good woman wins honour for her husband, and violent men win
riches but a woman who hates righteousness is a throne of dishonour
for him. Proverbs 11:16

But Titus two verse five says; To be
self-controlled, chaste, homemakers, good-natured (kindhearted),
adapting and subordinating themselves to their husbands, that the
word of God may not be exposed to reproach. She has been this good. I cannot fault her. I
cannot.

I am in conflict. Titling my head up into the spray I try to
wash this weakness away. But Father's teachings do not leave me.
Like a ghost haunting my soul, I hear the words I have not lived
by. Your wife shall be like a fruitful
vine in the innermost parts of your house; your children shall be
like olive plants round about your table. (Psalm 128:3) ~ Let your
fountain of human life be blessed with the rewards of fidelity, and
rejoice in the wife of your youth. (Proverbs 5:18) ~ between you
and the wife of your youth, against whom you have dealt
treacherously and to whom you were faithless. Yet she is your
companion and the wife of your covenant; (Malachi 2:14)

I have sinned. I have fallen. I have dealt treacherously with
the flesh of her. She is my wife in body, in the eyes of God, we
are one. She wears my ring, we have an oath already. She showed she
is fertile and has not been unfaithful to me. The covenant is set,
Alpha cannot disapprove now. I am the Lord of my house and we've
met all of his conditions.

"What have I done?" Fuck!
I let my disciple violate my wife.
You stand upon your sword; you commit
abominations and each of you defiles your neighbour's wife ~
Ezekiel 33:26

So it was foretold by the prophet. Father already knows I
would fall. This flood of emotion is relentless. Shaking with shame
in the mists of spraying water, I hide my face in horror. We
achieved all we set out to achieve. She is no longer the sinner. I
am.

And did not God make you and your wife one flesh? Did not One
make you and preserve your spirit alive? And why did God make you
two one? Because He sought a godly
offspring from your union. Therefore take
heed to yourselves, and let no one deal
treacherously and be faithless to the wife of his
youth. Malachi 2:15.

We have become one flesh. Our child is us as one
flesh.

Bitterly angry I hit the wall. Harder, faster, forcing the
pain to get this torrent of shameful tears to abate.

"Victor?"

Gasping with shock, whipping round so fast I almost slip, she
stands in transparent beauty before me. Snatching her wrist I pull
her to me, into the warmth of the shower, rocking her, smothering
her sad face with kisses.

"I love you Shauna. We've become one."

Oh God. It's true. This? This is what love feels
like?


Chapter 44

 


A true photograph need not be explained, nor can it be
contained in words.

~ Ansel Adams

 


He's different. He hides his emotions so well that finding him
crying in the shower, hitting the wall with dull thuds, caught me
completely by surprise.

I wanted to speak to him privately about something that's been
plaguing me. I'm tired of the Peter shadow. Our life has nothing to
do with him, and there's something about him which unsettles me
now. He basically accused me of being a cheap harlot after Victor
for his lifestyle, when I knew nothing about any of it until just
recently. Vic proposed before I told him I was pregnant, and
Peter's assumptions irk me. And what's with his veiled flirtation?
Fucking creep.

I don't know what happened. He's not telling me. Instead he's
being typically male and making it physical. I'm not sure how to
react, because I fell in love with him for his commandeering
control. He knows how to play my body, there's no denying that.
I've always preferred rough sex to the sickening gentleness that
most women seem to pine for. I love it when he bites me, twisting
my body into different positions with his forceful hands. That's a
quality which captures me to him like a fly in sticky honey. The
way he holds my neck when he kisses me; how he can walk into a
room, lifting me up and abducting me without so much as a
hello.

I'm not 'typical". That night in his home when he kept me bent
over the dishwasher, it's moments like that which sealed my
attraction to him. The way he silently announces his desire by
pressing himself against me, and I still get a thrill when I watch
the way he reacts when I go down on him. This is why we work. We've
never needed words. Words most of the time are used for
manipulation. They become meaningless when you hear them too often.
But a spontaneous kiss in my neck, makes me weak and needy. The way
he sneaks naughty moments, the way he did when I sat in his lap
with Peter right next to him, it turns me on to the point where
it's all I can think about.

And I have no idea who this Victor is who's smothering me in
tender kisses. Tracing every pore with his hands and tongue. He's
never been this gentle, it's alien. God, I hope he's not dying or
something.

He watches me intently as he brings me back to the brink of
mental clarity, staring deeply back into his eyes, they change so
completely as he climaxes again, the surgeon's precision that he
applies to everything makes me shudder with pleasure
simultaneously.

Catching my breath, I trace his lips with my fingertip, "Is
everything all right? Should I be worried?"

He has both hands gripping my head, his forearms leaning
heavily on my hair, pinning me in place like a bug on a board. His
expression is intent, serious, as if he's willing me to understand.
Leaning in he places his forehead on mine, it's slick with
heat.

With our noses touching he whispers, "There are many layers to
relationships. I don't show you what you mean to me often
enough."

"Yes you do," I whisper back.

He rolls, pulling me to lie on top of him. Sitting up I stare
down at this changed man I know as Victor. "Whatever it is, please
trust me enough to tell me."

Hands cover my breasts, his eyes staring at my abdomen, "What
does it feel like?"

"You inside me?"

"My baby inside you."

"It doesn't feel like anything yet." I am so tempted to say
'our' baby, but I know what he means. He's sending off waves of
vulnerability right now and I don't want to shake his fragile
emotions.

"Victor, I'm sorry."

His dark brown eyes snap from my body to my eyes, "What
for?"

"This entrapment. I didn't fall pregnant deliberately, I
promise."

His charming face morphs into a scowl, "Do you think that's
what I think?"

"Peter hinted at it. I promise you it was an accident of
nature."

"It wasn't a fucking accident. It was destiny."

Apprehension claims my lungs in constriction, worried I've
upset him, I caress his chest. "I love you. Honestly I mean it. I
really do. I fell in love with you not because of this secret
lavish lifestyle you have. I fell for you, not the stuff you have
access to."

"Shauna, what the hell?"

"You were angry in that shower. And I know it's my
fault."

He sits up so fast, twisting me under him as he holds my chest
down with an insistent hand, "Whatever he said to you, ignore it.
It doesn't come from me." His face wrestles with so many emotions
that I'm concerned he's having a breakdown. Maybe it's cabin fever
from being on a boat so long? "Listen angel, I'm not accustomed to
caring about anyone the way I care about you. It's hard for me to
express." He pauses, and I can feel the hand on me trembling, "I
proposed because I'm going to make you legally mine. You're a part
of me now." His voice drops so deeply that his words are barely
audible, "I love you."

The way he said it, the ginormous amount of emotion drenching
those three words, it cuts right into me. My own emotions surge,
tears spill as I grab his head, kissing him feverishly. I get it
now. He's as emotional about what we're living through as I am, but
he feels like a man can't show his emotions. I am so grateful for
this moment of vulnerability between us.

"I love you. I love you with everything I am," I whisper
intimately back. I pause, unsure of how to broach the subject on my
mind.

"What? Tell me."

"How do you know me so well?" I smile back at his amazing
intuition.

"You get a pensive expression when you're working up the nerve
to tell me something."

He leans back, propping himself against the velvet headboard.
He must like black a lot, because so far everything he owns is
monochrome and black. Black and one other colour.

Resting my chin on his hip, I trace the hairs to his navel
absently with a finger. "I don't want a big wedding." There, I said
it.

"And this made you nervous, why?"

Lifting my eyes, gnawing my lip, I'm afraid of how this is
going to sound now that he's made me aware of his wealth. "I don't
want my parents to know I am pregnant before marriage. I'd rather
we got married quickly and quietly, and then just spring all the
news on them at once. Hiding the pregnancy from them as long as
possible."

His eyes darken as he stares at me enigmatically without
saying a word.

"Victor, I don't care about your money. I'll sign a pre-nup. I
don't want your family at my throat. Just make sure you set aside
provisions 'in case' for our children. I'm not saying this because
I want to land you quickly before you change your mind. I just …
"

"When? Are you saying you'll just pop into the magistrate's
office with me, sign the papers, and that's our
wedding?"

God he makes me sound so cold and calculating. "Something like
that, yes." Closing my eyes, unable to stand the tension of his
judgement, I wait for his reply.

"Your wish is my command. We'll do it as soon as we
land."

Snapping my eyes open, I can't believe it!
"Really?"

His smile tells me it's okay. "I hate crowds, this works for
both of us."

Sliding my hand, I hold what's right next to my chin, feeling
lasciviously naughty, running my tongue up him slowly, keeping my
eyes on his.

"Promise you'll be this good to me for the rest of your life
and I'll make you my wife before this time next week."

"I promise."

His smile is boyishly wicked, his eyes still containing many
layers of expression, none of which I recognise in him, but he
closes them as his hands move into my hair. Closing my own eyes, I
relish the feel of his smoothness against my tongue.

 



Chapter 45

 


Spiritually driven work constitutes the core

of a photographer's contribution to culture.

~ William Albert Allard

 


It's perfect. This way her parents won't interfere. She's so
trusting that she'll sign whatever I put in front of her. Again I
receive confirmation that God's hand is on our union. He delivered
to me the one obstacle still in my path. I needed to convince her
to marry me quickly, and now I look like the loving hero for
agreeing to her terms, instead of casting suspicion on myself being
the one having to do the convincing. It's utterly flawless in
perfection.

Marriage is the last step to keeping her alive. It's the last
condition for Alpha to withdraw the final judgement on her.
Covertly while she sleeps, connecting via satellite, I phone Seth
to organise the papers. I want them ready to sign the minute our
feet hit dry land. I've already ordered Peter to return us to port,
which he says will take four days. He didn't seem very happy with
the news. I know he feels territorial about me. She's seen as
competition, which she can never be. The bond of Vengeance and his
first disciple cannot be undone. Not by anyone. It's times like
this that I'm pleased we each have a field of speciality. Matt
isn't just a lawyer, he's also legally qualified to marry us. And
all it takes is the five minutes to scribble signatures and dates
down.

Standing in the doorway, I watch her seraphic face in deep
relaxation as she sleeps. I have told her I love her so many times.
I meant those words as an angel to the fallen. I love her enough as
God's right hand, to try and save her from her sins. I love her as
an angel loves those he's set to protect. For the first time she's
allowed me to feel what a man feels. I know I'm in a human body
which bleeds.

But this human body has never experienced what she has given
me. She gives willingly with devotion. She kneels at the altar and
prays. She drinks from the fountain of my body, and in my
generosity, I allowed it, it sustains her. I knew the only way to
keep her from sinning was to appeal to her lascivious nature. I see
the smile reaching her eyes when I grab her ankles and hold them
next to her head. Sex is her definition of love. I've been forced
to communicate with her, at her own level of
understanding.

But now, I feel inside me, the emotions of a man that she has
managed to awaken. It's foreign and uncomfortable. I cannot let
Alpha know she's made me human. He will surely smite her then for
interfering. She's made me fall in more ways than one. Except
everything happens just as God planned it. There are no accidents.
Those who are meant to be saved, are. Those who are meant to fall,
do. This is an experience I'm not going to question. I'm going to
trust it because I know it comes from Him.

Now when I tell her I love her, it's Victor the man, Vengeance
the man, who says it. It's both of us who feel it. I cannot bear
the feeling. It's like an acid which burns deep inside, causing
one's insides to bubble and boil, desperate to spill out, but they
can't. The skin contains this feeling and the only way to exorcise
it is by connecting with her physically. She has managed something
miraculous, which again is proof, she is my angel. She is my companion. This choice was not
coincidence, it was preordained.

And I'm feeling it again. It's burning a hole right through my
core. Akin to electric shock therapy, it comes without warning,
jarring me, making me tremble. Slipping in behind her, pulling her
against my body, she mumbles as she turns, nestling her hips
against mine unconsciously. Unable to deny myself, I nudge her
right knee up with my own, returning to what now I can call home.
Home is comforting, welcoming, where you belong, where you are
loved.

She wakes, twisting her head slightly to look over her
shoulder at me, "You are worse than me."

"Shhh, just feel."

Her head tilts back, hair falling against my shoulder as she
moves with me, giving little gasps which instead of repulsing me,
now give me a sense of satisfaction. Unable to contain this welling
inside myself, I tense with release, as she stops breathing,
frozen, reaching back and gripping my hand so tightly; her nails
cutting into my wrist.

"He's here."

Her voice sounds strangled. Her eyes are staring up and I
follow her line of sight. I'd forgotten about that mirror. Fucking
bastard. Peter stands at the end of the passage between the cabins,
dressed as me.

Choosing to ignore it, I tell her, "He can't be
here."

"He is." It's
panicked and insistent. Barely audible, her entire body is tense,
it's strangling the part of me inside her.

"Relax angel, I'll go and look."

Forcing her body off my own, I turn to get out of bed when she
clings to my neck, whispering, "He's an angel. He can reach me
anywhere."

"Not on my fucking boat he can't."

Slipping my board shorts on silently, holding to the shadows
like a stealth cloak, I allow fermenting anger to surge power back
into my lethargic limbs. Pausing, keeping my breathing shallow and
silent, I watch the shadows intently. He's gone. What the fuck is
he playing at?

I should have closed the cabin door. Hunting the shadows with
every instinct I own, I follow my hunches at every junction.
Leading me to the deck, where I find him nursing a beer, sprawled
lazily in the Jacuzzi. Slipping behind him, I catch his throat with
two fingers, pressing deeply on either side as I whisper into his
ear with the anger I'm trying to control. "What the fuck do you
think you're doing?" Keeping my voice low so that she cannot
overhear. Keeping my knuckle pressed into the vertebrae of his
neck, he has two choices, risk paralysis and try to throw me, or to
sit quietly and explain himself.

"Who is weak, and I do not feel his weakness? Who is made to
stumble and fall and have his faith hurt? 2 Corinthians
11:29."

How dare he judge me and quote Father's words to me. "I have
not fallen short one bit or proved myself at all inferior to those
superlative apostles. 2 Corinthians 12:11."

"Exercise foresight and be on the watch to look after one
another, to see that no one falls back from and fails to secure
God's grace. Hebrews 12:15" Turning to me unafraid he hisses
softly, "The mouth of a loose woman is a deep pit. Proverbs
22:14."

Insane rage pumps through me as I squeeze the life out of him.
Watching his face change from calm to purple. Struggling I thrust
him away, releasing his throat. "Peter, you are the rock. You are
stable. I appreciate your concern, but do not make the mistake of
judging me."

Wheezing, coughing quietly, he slides back to the side of the
Jacuzzi where I crouch. "You've lost it V. She's changed you,
instead of you changing her. Like many men who fell before you, you
cannot see how insidious her poison is. She's cunning like the
snake. She's greedy, like the snake. It's my duty to protect you,
or give you over to God for punishment and correction."

"You are wrong. Everything is in place now, and I won't let
you fuck it up when I'm this close."

"You can fool yourself but you can't fool God. He wants to see
you."

"I'll see him when we get back."

"Yes you will, whether you want to or not. It's been
set."

"How long have you known about this?"

"Long enough. You forget how Father sees everything. You can't
hide V. You can't hide your weakness."

Growling into his ear as I grip his impudent throat again in
rage, "A flame of sword was set in the Garden of Eden. I am that
sword. Cross me again and I shall cut out the rotten fruit from the
tree."

"God would strike you down first. You have fallen from
grace."

His words hit home. How can Father know what I feel already?
I've only just experienced it myself. "Don't let Vengeance appear
on this trip again. We have the hypnosis and behavioural therapy in
place now. Don't fuck up weeks of hard work because your fragile
ego has the desire to usurp me."

He smiles, lifting his beer and drinking, ignoring my threat
to his life with fingers on pressure points.

 



Chapter 46

 


Living photography is positive in its approach,

it sings a song of life – not death.

~Berenice Abbott

 


*I have not seen Victor in over ten years. His lack of
commitment to finding the impostor in Shauna's apartment has
brought me to this point. I've tracked the man, and have ordered
his termination. Peter has volunteered, still desperate to prove
himself.

Together we walk to where she sits huddled with him.
Two-timing little slut. I will speak only once. Once I have spoken,
the order will be absolute. The voice is the power to create and
destroy.*

***

I can't believe it takes ten minutes to get married. All you
need is a lawyer and your passport or I.D. Giggling I turn to him,
disbelief still circling in confusion through the maze of my
emotions, "I'm your wife."

Wrapping an arm around my shoulder, he snuggles me back
against his side where we sit drinking sparkling grape juice
instead of champagne, junior Victor's choice; staring out at the
amazing view from Signal Hill. It's a perfect day. My life has come
full circle, from utter hell, to oblivious perfection. Life just
does not get any better than this.

"Mrs Victor Ward. Until death do us part."

Leaning in, I inhale his uniquely clean scent that still
reminds me of marjoram. "I love you. I'm going to treasure you
until I'm old and cranky," I whisper, watching his lips
smile.

He has such a beautiful smile. Time has flown, he should open
a theme park, because he's every trip rolled into one and I think
I'm still trying to catch my breath.

A deep voice speaks from behind us. "Step away from
her."

Twisting I stare at a tall heavy-set gentleman, dressed
impeccably, with snow white thick straight hair. Very Clark Gable.
My eyes narrow suspiciously as I notice who's with him. Peter the
prick.

Shocking me, Victor unwinds his arm from around me, stands and
steps around the bench to the man, turning and dropping to one
knee, taking the man's hand and kissing it. "Father."

The whole time Peter was so close, it was like they were a gay
couple. Oh God, they can't be! Can they?

***

I would recognise that voice anywhere. It's as deeply
ingrained into me as my veins are that pump my blood. It's been ten
long years since I last saw Him. I feel the barrel pressing into my
back and don't want to alarm Shauna or the baby.

Stepping, holding my hands where they can see them without
being obvious, I walk around the bench, falling to my knees, bowing
my head and respectfully kissing the right hand of Alpha, my
father.

"It's you!" he says in shock.

Looking up into his almost black eyes, I smile, "Yes Father,
it is I."

"I thought you were an impostor."

"No Father."

He smiles, nodding, and Peter hides his gun back into his
waistband. Traitor.

"Father," I announce as I stand again, "This is Shauna, my
angel. My wife … My pregnant wife."

She smiles nervously, it's still radiant. Her pale skin shows
off the fresh blush from the breeze on her cheeks. Her lips are
deeply damask rose. They are the same shade of her most intimate
kiss. She's beautiful when she doesn't wear make-up, which she
hasn't since being chastised. Blue eyes sparkling happily, framed
with such dark brown eyelashes, startled she looks at me for her
lead. Father will approve of her instinctive deference to
me.

Motioning for her to join me, she stands, one hand
subconsciously holding her belly which is just beginning to swell.
I can see it, because I know how hollow her stomach was before I
placed my Spirit inside her. The sun highlights her white skirt,
silhouetting her legs for all of us on the other side of
her.

"Very nice," Father mentions to me quietly.

As she joins my side, I instruct supportively, "We always kiss
Father's right hand in greeting. He is the patriarch and deserves
respect by all of his family."

He looks down his perfectly straight nose at her, "And you my
dear, are family."

She's still eager to please me, and drops down gracefully, her
spine dancer erect, her head tilted as if someone is about to
capture her in the stillness of a photo. She pauses, pressing her
nubile warm lips to Father's dry skin. I watch him squeeze her hand
as his other hand covers her head, as if blessing her.
Instinctively I scan the perimeter, smiling when I see James at a
distance, capturing it all on camera anyway.

He pulls her up, placing a hand on my son inside her, "A
grandson I hope?"

She laughs huskily, it's definitely skittish, "We'll have to
see what God gives us."

His smile is more of a grimace, his tone stern, "God gives you
a son."

She shoots her eyes to me, I reassure her with a wink, holding
my hand out to her to extract her from Father's domineering grasp.
She takes it, stepping away from him. "It's lovely to meet
you."

"It's only right. You have come home."

She laughs again, this time it's light-hearted, "That is such
a lovely way to put it."

Her visage is beyond beautiful in this instant. The Spirit I
placed in her has animated her body so much, making me proud.
Making me feel protective and possessive.

 


Peter steps forward from father's blind-side "You've been
looking for a home, is that correct?"

Shauna slips her arm tightly around my waist, clutching to me,
revealing her insecurity around Peter. "Yes."

Father changes his tone, understanding at which level we're
still at in this relationship. He should know I have not hidden
anything from him. My eyes are his eyes.

"We have one ready for you on the property." Looking to me his
eyes convey that argument will not be indulged in, "It is time for
this family to be reunited in the same place."

Despite the warning, I hold her tightly against me, ready to
do whatever it takes. "Thank you Father for your generosity, but we
like it here. We'd like the baby to be born here. Maybe after then,
we can reconsider?"

His eyes sharpen, flicking to Shauna, "What do you think my
child?"

"I do whatever Victor thinks is best."

His smile is genuine, "You have lovely earrings Shauna. Is
that an A in your left ear?"

"Yes it is."

"That's my initial. Do you always do what Victor
suggests?"

Looking up at me, beaming, her voice floats in euphoria, "I
trust him. He's always right anyway."

Father's eyes are intense, seeing straight through me, "Victor
it has been too long. An old man gets lonely when his son is gone
from his Heaven. Stay as long as Seth requires you, then be kind,
and bring my grandson home?"

Inclining my head, I lower my eyes in servitude, "Of course
Father."

He holds a hand out to Shauna again, "Kiss me good-bye, my new
daughter."

I can sense her reluctance, her hand hesitates before
releasing me. She moves and stands on tiptoes, kissing his cheek.
Holding my breath I pray he won't shoot her in the head. Or kick my
child out of her body. I am so tense, I feel like a crossbow ready
to fire.

Somehow she knows, and she slips down and kisses his hand
again, before standing, giving his hand a squeeze, "I am so blessed
to be with your son. And I'm so happy I've met you."

I watch as he twists her hand to stare at the inside of her
wrist. I know him intimately. I know every nuance he owns that
suggests what he thinks and feels. The way his shoulders move just
a centimetre down in relaxation, shows me I have done well. He's
letting me have the benefit of the doubt this time. Trusting me
enough to become the head of my home, without his
presence.

He inclines his head at Shauna as he orders me, "Victor, walk
with me."

I shoot Peter the look of death warning. If he does anything
while my back is turned, I'll kill him. He set this up, I know he
did. He knew Father didn't recognise me from the footage, and he
tried to have me murdered today. I'm just lucky I'm as sharp as I
am. He smiles at me, deliberately taking a step toward Shauna. Why
is James here? I didn't ask him to be here. Is this my day to die?
Casually I scan in surveillance beyond the trees that line the
parking lot. My disciples are all present.

"Yes Father?" I finally ask as he strolls toward his black
vehicle. How does he manage to fly that thing around the world?
It's completely indestructible.

"What are you planning?"

"Father I recall with great fondness my lessons in the snow. I
will do what is right and good in Your eyes. I will not fail you.
She's still in therapy. I'm still retraining her. I don't want any
distractions more than necessary."

"I see."

I look into his eyes after an excruciating silence.

"You know the penalty. I'm watching you."

"We have succeeded Alpha. She is the one who turned. My Spirit
lives in her now."

"And when her body predictably rejects it into this world?
What will save her then?"

"My second son."

"And which one will you sacrifice?"

I can't answer that. I'm already attached to my flesh inside
her.

"If I see you hesitate again, you'll both die."

"Yes Father."

"You have three years to return. I will give you no more than
that."

Nodding, I keep my eyes on his feet.

Leaning in he growls into my ear, "And the next time I have to
find out the truth from your high priest, I'll cut out your eyes
with your own sword."

***

I'm relieved when he returns to sit with me and they all seem
to vanish as suddenly as they appeared. He hugs me so tightly,
worried eyes glisten as he stares into mine.

"You and your father don't get on well do you?"

"I am his son. I must be true and loyal to him. I am his first
born. With that comes a lot of responsibility."

I suppose it would considering how loaded they are
financially. I guess he had to come and check out the gold-digger
himself. Peter probably told him I got deliberately pregnant. Oh I
loathe that man. Staring out from our high vantage point over the
fairest Cape. Sitting so close to the tip of Africa, the wind gusts
the hair off my face.

The wind!

I did not bow. I did not break. I became the wind. I am
soaring free, risen above where life hurts me. Nothing can catch
the wind. Nothing can hold it, hurt it, break it.

Wind is so powerful, but it is elusive. Closing my eyes, I
relish it. This is my spirit now. This is my mantra. Vengeance may
have tattooed me with wings. And now I've learned to
fly.

 


A lady and her son walk past us and I call out spontaneously,
"Excuse me!"

She turns to me and I give her my happy smile. I feel like a
new star has just been born inside me. I cannot describe how light
and bright I feel.

"Would you mind taking our photograph?"

She smiles, "With pleasure."

I hold out my phone to her. Showing her where to click.
Leaning in, our arms about each other, we are captured together for
the first time.

 


THE END

 


Alternate Ending Follows …


Chapter 47

Alternate Ending

 


There is severe discipline for him
who forsakes God's way;

and he who hates reproof will die

~Proverbs 15:10

 


*I have not seen Victor in over ten years. His lack of
commitment to finding the impostor in Shauna's apartment has
brought me to this point. I've tracked the man, and have ordered
his termination. Peter has volunteered, still desperate to prove
himself.

Together we walk to where she sits huddled with him.
Two-timing little slut. I will speak only once. Once I have spoken,
the order will be absolute. The voice is the power to create and
destroy.*

 


I can't believe it takes ten minutes to get married. All you
need is a lawyer and your passport or I.D. Giggling I turn to him,
disbelief still circling in confusion through the maze of my
emotions, "I'm your wife."

Wrapping an arm around my shoulder, he snuggles me back
against his side where we sit drinking sparkling grape juice
instead of champagne, junior Victor's choice; staring out at the
amazing view from Signal Hill. It's a perfect day. My life has come
full circle, from utter hell, to oblivious perfection. Life just
does not get any better than this.

Time has flown, he should open a theme park, because he's
every trip rolled into one and I think I'm still trying to catch my
breath.

A deep voice speaks from behind us. "Step away from
her."

Twisting I stare at a tall heavy-set gentleman, dressed
impeccably, with snow white thick straight hair. Very Clark Gable.
My eyes narrow suspiciously as I notice who's with him. Peter the
prick.

Shocking me, Victor stands up, turning and dropping to one
knee, taking the man's hand and kissing it. "Father."

I can see it happening, but my voice is delayed. I can't
scream fast enough as Peter pulls out a gun and shoots Victor three
times in the chest. He slumps back, blood flying out, my scream
sounds so far away. Even the old man looks horrified.

Peter looks straight at me and smiles maliciously. I start to
run toward my darling, when the expression on Peter's face stalls
me, understanding what's going on, I turn, and run, straight down
the steepest hill I've ever been on. Tumbling, falling, hard things
jar into my bony body as I fall crushingly onto the road below.
Horns blare, tyres screech, voices yell out in frantic panic.
Feeling broken, I beg the man standing over me, "Police!
Please!"

The pain in my abdomen is excruciating. Gasping through aching
teeth, "My husband was just murdered."

 


Bleeping, endless bleeping. Dark blur comes into
focus.

"Don't be alarmed, you're in hospital."

Focusing on the woman in dark blue next to me, she smiles
gently. "Is it possible for you to tell us what
happened?"

"My husband …"

A man's voice interjects, "Sorry, but could we have your full
name please and your residential address."

She says, "You're fine. We're here to escort you
home."

"The baby?"

He smiles at me from behind a disgusting bushy moustache, "You
are both fine."

"My name is Shauna Ward. I was Roberts, but I got married this
morning. Victor and myself went up to Signal Hill where we were
drinking to our future, when an old man appeared with Victor's
friend Peter. Victor called him Father. Then Peter shot him. And I
ran."

"Peter shot who?"

"Victor."

"And who is Victor?"

"Victor Ward is my husband. Is he all right? Can I see
him?"

They exchange glances before the female tells me, "There is no
body to recover. There was blood on the ground at the scene in
question, but at this time we have to assume he's
alive."

"And you are?"

"Officer Nancy Sullivan and this is Detective Pierre
Johnson."

At least I got English speaking cops this time.

"What is Peter's surname?" he asks.

"I have no idea, I only recently met him. Seth might know.
He's Victor's brother. They work together at Ward & Ward in
Rondebosch."

"Who work together?"

"Seth and Victor."

"So Seth Ward is your brother-in-law?"

"Yes."

 


Two hours later I wish they'd leave me alone. I'm a mess, I'm
worried out of my mind and they don't seem to care. They've
inspected the surgery and every inch of Victor's apartment and car,
and mine.

"Mrs Ward please let us into this room."

"I can't. I don't have the key or the codes. It's retina scan,
fingerprint and digital code and key to get in there."

"What are you hiding in here?"

"Nothing! It's Victor's darkroom."

"Darkroom?"

"Yes, he does photography."

"What is in there?"

"Boxes, pegs, photographs and chemicals." That's all I saw in
there when he showed it to me.

"Ma'am this is possibly a homicide. You are the only witness.
Your co-operation is the only thing that casts doubt away from you.
Did you have a motive to kill your husband?"

"No! I love him! I saw who did it! I'm pregnant with his baby!
Why the hell would I kill him?"

"We understand you have a psychiatric record of mental
delusions."

"I promise you we're married. I'm not making this
up."

"Do we have your permission to gain forceful entry into this
room?"

"Yes."

They're desecrating what we hold precious. Like vultures
they're picking him apart in his absence, invading his privacy
without conscience. He loves me, I am his wife, and even I do not
go in there.

 


I've taken tablets because I can't handle this. I'm feeling
hysterical. I need him. I need him to feel safe. I can't do this on
my own. Rubbing my abdomen I try and soothe myself and junior. I
can't stop crying. I've answered all of their questions. Dad had to
confirm that I've been dating Victor for months. He was so angry to
hear I'd married him and not told them. Which makes me look even
more guilty. Why is this happening to me? Why?

"Mrs Ward?"

"Yes?" I stare at Nancy, willing her to disappear.

"Please come with me." Oh God that sounds serious.

Forcing my weak legs to hold me, I let her lead me into
Victor's darkroom where five other men cram at the door.

She holds me by the wrist as if I'm suddenly going to try and
run away. I'm confused. There are TV screens everywhere. Five of
them show images from my apartment. It still has three months left
on the lease, so we just left it. We were going to go house
hunting. Adjusting to the dark, my eyes examine five more screens
of this apartment. Turning, a sharp pain shoots through my gut. The
wall is covered in photographs of me. Tied up, all of the tortures
I endured, right there in full colour. Even when Vengeance poured
petrol on me, when he raped and beat me, it's all here.

"Oh God." The room spirals, the pain, oh Jesus!

 


I become alert with a siren wailing my ears into
pain.

"It's not him!"

Sitting up, they shove me back down.

"Please Madam stay calm. You are haemorrhaging severely. We're
almost there."

I can't stop the tears. The baby! No! Not the baby too! They
inject something into the clear tube. The sight of the needle
strips the last of my strength.

 


Beep. Beep. Beep …

"She's coming around."

"Mrs Ward?"

"Shauna can you hear me?"

"Uhm … " Blearily I force my eyes to focus. It's her
again.

"Shauna?"

"The baby?"

She looks away, probably at the moustache man. Her expression
answers my question. She blurs again as grief grips my heart, my
throat, my hope, and twists the light out of my soul with an
executioner's malice. Tissues are forced into my hand as someone
rubs my shoulder, "We're very sorry for your loss."

"Fuck you! Just fuck off."

A male baritone interjects, "Mrs Ward … Shauna, we'd love to
leave you alone with your grief, but we have an ongoing murder
investigation into the disappearance of your husband. You have
motive to kill him."

Forcing down the lump in my throat as I wipe my nose, "Why
would I ever kill him? He was my angel!" My voice cracks. A glass
of water gets presented to my hand and I take it.

"Your husband is the man you told the police and your
psychiatrist, was Vengeance."

"Never. He could never be Vengeance!"

Nancy interjects again, "Shauna, we have video footage that we
found in your husband's darkroom. He is the man who beat
you."

Detective Moustache holds up the leather outfit that Vengeance
wears, "We found this in his storeroom too."

"Liar! Peter framed him! It's Peter! Vengeance came to me
three times when I was with Victor. If it's anyone it's Peter. I
was alone on a boat for weeks with just Pete and Vic. And Vic was
in bed with me when I saw Vengeance in the middle of the night.
It's NOT VICTOR!" My voice rises to a hysterical screech. I know
I'm getting hysterical. They don't believe me! I can see that they
don't believe me.

"Where is he? WHERE IS HE! He's bleeding and hurt! DO
SOMETHING!"

"Mrs Ward please calm down … ."

"NO! HOW DARE YOU! YOU'VE MURDERED MY
BABY AND NOW YOU'RE CALLING MY HUSBAND A
MURDERER!"

"Nurse! Nurse assistance please!"

I'm wailing. I can hardly breathe. I'm breathing in and my
body is getting no air. So hot, I can feel the pressure gathering
in my head like it wants to explode like a pressure cooker; like an
egg in the microwave.

"Shauna, I'm so sorry for your loss. But your husband is a
wanted man. He has broken many laws. If we find him, he will be
arrested." She sounds really sweet and concerned.

His voice says, "Your brother-in-law has confirmed that you
were married and that you signed a pre-nup."

"Seth? Is he here?"

"He is your doctor is that correct?"

"Y … yes."

"We've given him clearance to see you."

"Please … " I take her hand and squeeze it as the nurse
injects more shit into my body, "Find Victor. I love him. Please …
"

She nods and her partner leads her out of the door where I
hear him say, "Well that's a classic case of Stockholm
syndrome."

I'm so angry, but I can't focus as the sedative takes control
of my body.

I thought about that tree, and the wind. I did not bow and I
did not break. I became the wind. I was soaring free. I was strong,
and happy, and free. Nothing can catch the wind. Nothing can hold
it, hurt it, break it. I was the wind. But the wind doesn't blow
any more. The world that I lived in has dissolved like tears left
in the sun. Evaporated to nothing.

"Oh Victor …" I miss …
you.

 


I do not hear when the door opens again. I do not hear the
entry of a new man into my life. I do not hear his words as Seth
holds my hand, "His wife shall not be married outside the family to
a stranger. Her husband's brother shall go in to her and take her
as his wife and perform the duty of a husband's brother to her.
Deuteronomy 25:5."

 


THE END
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