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Part One
 
Patient Thirty-four
Chapter One
Nameless
 
My feet are connected by a foot and a half long, stout leather thong. Fur-lined leather cuffs encircle my ankles while my arms cross over my stomach and wrap around my waist. Two thin straps press against the outer edges of my crotch, over the pink cotton panties that cover my pussy. My wet pussy. Livia complains about how often she has to change my underwear, sometimes two or three times a day. I suppose she could diaper me, but it gives her an excuse for her frequent visits. She knows I can’t help myself and she loves to see a constant reminder of that. 
The straitjacket allows some movement, perhaps a shifting of arms inside the canvas sleeves, but it’s only a tease of freedom, something that I haven’t known since arriving here. White gleaming walls, cold tiles, heavy locking doors, no hope of escape. No hope as I sometimes pace to and fro. No hope that if I did get out, maybe go running down some street or highway, the straitjacket would still surround me, an obvious sign to anyone on the outside that I don’t belong outside, with the green lawns and suburban people. Ah, yes, the straitjacket, what more potent symbol to tell others where you’ve come from, and where you should be returned? It was spotless white when Livia and two burly men locked it on me long ago, now stained with tasteless, shapeless food and my gagged drool. When I’m good and earn a reward the dark brown, leather muzzle that covers my lower face and the large plug in my mouth are removed and a Hannibal Lecter style mask takes its place. At that time I’m allowed to move my jaw a little, talk, exercise my vocal chords. Not that anyone listens.
I am twenty-four years old. My name is Bailey Gardner. That’s what I keep telling myself. Bailey. Bailey. No one but me says it. Not even Livia although she does address me by my room number. Food is spooned into my mouth and I swallow, but sometimes I spit it back just to stain that spotless white uniform, to get something out of her besides “Now, open up like a good, little crazy girl.”
I’m not crazy. I’m not! I try telling others that, but the gag stops me. I see faces at the square portal of the cell door; men, women, white collars which hint at white lab coats which in turn hint at them being doctors. I rush the portal, try to explain who I am, how I got here, but the gag stops all intelligible speech and makes me really sound like a crazy person, one who needs to stay in this padded cell forever. 
How long have I been here? That’s hard to say. In the beginning I tried to keep track of the days but soon lost count. The days, and nights, all seem to run together along with my jumbled, chaotic thoughts that beg someone, anyone, to just listen to my story. Then they’ll see that I don’t belong here. If only someone would listen!
And then, one day, someone other than Livia brought food. A woman, with an expressive, pretty face, maybe fifteen to twenty years older than me; her only dress was leather cuffs on her wrists and ankles, a leather collar around her throat, yet she moved with the grace of refinement. A pair of fully developed breasts with dark brown aureoles sat well above a thin, yet not fully wasp waist. Legs smooth, strong, while above them a triangular patch of pubic hair hinted at what lay beneath. Her black hair was done in a practical up do, but would hang down well past her shoulders if let loose. Single strands of grey stood out here and there, but instead of taking away from her just beginning to fade youth they only added to a nascent, attractive maturity. Slim fingers held the plastic bowl that contained my daily slop which she stirred with a wooden spoon.
“Well, aren’t you the little wild thing?” she said. Her voice had a slight drawl and was a pleasant contralto, any lower and it would sound wrong, but the timber was at just the right level to add to that maturity and, despite her nudity, an implicit authority. “You look ready to chew through anything to get out. Just like a captured animal.”
The woman smiled, shifted hands on the bowl and held up a small hand mirror that was hidden in the palm of her hand that originally held the bowl. “Captured animal” is putting it lightly. In the mirror is someone who vaguely resembles a person. Ginger hair, once in a well cut pixie style with bangs, is now a long, chaotic, tangled mess. A pair of light hazel eyes stare back above light freckles that run across my nose and the small portion of the top of my exposed cheeks. A wide, cracked, brown leather muzzle, dark with the natural oil from who knew how many hands and contoured to allow a little dip underneath my nose, covered my lower face. The gag, held securely in place outside, gave anchor inside to a wide leather plug. It not only stopped any coherent talk, but also even prevented my teeth from touching. My chin peeked out below from which dripped a constant, thin strand of drool. My bare legs, still covered in welts from Livia’s latest punishment, were crooked at the knees as I sat in my gathering pussy juices, the spreading stain on the cotton panties a betrayal of barely hidden, deeper needs.
“You don’t have to stay like this,” the collared woman said. “Things can get easier. But there is a price.”
Yeah, I thought so. What was it? A pussy lick? Or maybe a strap-on? Livia had done both to me, many times. Her tongue had snaked its way inside my cleft, lapping at my embarrassingly abundant juices, and I couldn’t help but respond, at last ending in a final shudder. The strap-on though, that was worse. More than once she reamed my elevated ass, demonstrating that not even that was off limits. And she had also brought in some men. Naked and wearing a hood, they weren’t restrained and they could see, each with an erect cock that always homed in on my pussy. Other times Livia replaced the plug muzzle I wore with a ringgag that kept my mouth open and directed the dicks there. She made sure I drank most of the cum, yet some did drip down my chin to also stain the straitjacket. Later, after the muzzle gag had been reinserted and I lay in the pitch dark, I still smelled the cum and longed for my own orgasm. At last I would drift off to sleep, to only dream of struggling in even more restrictive bindings, more mouth filling gags. Not even in my unconscious could I find escape. And now this new, strange woman held out a hand if not offering escape, then perhaps a less severe captivity.
She placed the bowl on the floor within my crooked legs, then reached behind my head and unbuckled the gag. Slowly she withdrew the plug but my mouth remained open, shocked that for once nothing filled it. The plug dripped in shiny saliva and with care she dabbed at my chin and the sides of my mouth, her fingers light and delicate. She wiped the messy substance off on the straitjacket, not in disgust, but for simple practicality. There was weren’t any tissues available and the straitjacket was the handiest thing.
She held up a full helping of the paste. “Do you want to eat?”
“Yes. Yes, please,” I whispered. I was hungry and those were the words that Livia had drilled into me at feeding time. Without my saying them I’d go without. I had refused to utter those cursed, magic words after landing in here, but eventually I cracked. Livia had probably thought she had broken my will, but several of my spits on her nurse’s uniform had taught her different. Since then she still fed me, but more often now wearing a latex apron while I endured a ringgag. She shoveled it all in, but sometimes she allowed me to eat without the ringgag, and sometimes I even didn’t spit on her. Thinking we were making “progress” Livia would try again and I complied docilely, but then I would just let loose right in the middle of a meal. Once I even got her in the face. After that little triumph she always wore a surgical mask and faceguard. And, as with Livia, I said to this new woman, like I had so many times before, “Please, may I eat?”
“Yes. Yes, of course.” She held the spoon up. This was different too. Livia really did shovel the food into my mouth, hardly waiting until I swallowed the previous portion. This woman held it beyond my lips. I stared at it, not sure of what to do.
“Well, go on,” she said. “Take it. It’s not going to jump into your mouth. Go on.”
Yes. Yes, that’s how you eat, I remembered. Lean forward a little, bottom lip on the underside of the spoon, top lip brushing over the gruel then press on both sides. Gently suck and pull back. Yes.
I smacked my lips, worked my tongue. Yes, like that. Just like that! I did it! 
“Good! Very good!” she said. “Now, let’s try again.”
Another spoonful. Once more lean in, press, suck.
“Wonderful! Oh, you really are doing well. Just a moment.” She put down the bowl and dashed out. She was gone longer than I expected and I wondered if I was supposed to lean down and eat the rest like a dog. Well, it wouldn’t be the first time. Livia would leave it there and I would face dive into the mush while my raised ass got beaten with a leather tawse. Livia was always precise on how long in between slaps, and made sure both my ass cheeks got the same amount. I got into the position, legs underneath me, ass up in the air, fully expecting this new woman to return with a tawse or a crop. My chin was less than an inch above the bowl when she did come back, but not with a whip.
She found me with my ass raised and a quick look of confusion clouded her face, but then disappeared. She held in her hand a cup and saucer. The attendant aroma made my mouth water. Coffee.
“Would you like some?” she said, squatting down and offering it with both hands. “Cream and sugar.”
I slowly pulled my head up, licked my lips. “Yes, please,” I said.
She held the cup in front of me. I leaned in, slurped at the full cup. She bent it forward, allowing even more of the precious liquid past my lips. I pulled back a little and she took that as a sign to draw back too.
I blinked. She had gone out of focus. Hot tears ran down my cheeks.
“It’s okay to cry,” she said. “I understand. Now, will you promise me something?”
“Yeeeessss...,” I said. Or did it come across as a whine? I’m not sure. All I knew was that this woman had shown me more attention, not to mention kindness, than all those other fuckers put together. Whatever she had asked, I would have said yes.
“Promise me two things. First, that you’ll be very, very good. Can you do that? Hmmm?”
I nodded. And nodded. Yes, I thought. Yes, I’ll be good! I’ll be the best!
“And that we’ll be friends.”
I stopped nodding at that. Because of my “friends” I had wound up here.
“Oh, come now,” she said. “Surely, you can do that? Being lonely is such hard work. Let’s be friends and ease each other’s burden. I’ll start. My name is Francesca.”
I blinked again. What was going on here? What did she want? Really want? I licked my suddenly dry lips. Was this a deal that I would later regret? But the straitjacket, the padded room...
“Alright,” I said.
“Alright what?” she said. There was no guile in her eyes.
“We’ll be friends.”
Francesca nodded and whispered, “And I’ll help you, when I can.”
I whispered back. “Thank you. Thank you, Mistress Francesca.”
Francesca smiled. “No, I’m not a mistress. I was, well, something like that once...” For a brief moment she turned introspective with a sad, faraway look. But then she brightened and smiled. “Your consent makes me happy. Oh, you have no idea.” She lifted the coffee again to my lips. “But maybe you will, one day.”
For the first time in what seemed like forever someone... Someone had treated me like a person. Tears again streamed down my cheeks. I couldn’t speak.
Francesca held up the spoon, overflowing with paste. Again, that voice, that authoritative, soothing sound issued forth, and I eagerly obeyed. “Now, open your mouth.” 
 
***
 
Who was Francesca? She stayed a little longer, but when I tried asking questions she simply put a single finger to her lips. When I finished eating Francesca rose without a sound, gathered up the bowl, cup and saucer, and retreated into the dark shadows beyond the door, which she left open. Also, I was still ungagged, but I knew I shouldn’t make a sound. Not if I had any hope of getting out of cell thirty-four.
I lurched to my feet, my legs still strong due to the miles and miles of circles I walked inside the eight by eight padded cell. A tentative step outside, barefoot on a cold floor. I recoiled at the chill, not used to such after so long on the soft, warm pads. I leaned forward, eyes darting left and right. I couldn’t see beyond a couple feet from the cell door, so I tried again; the floor was still cold, but I endured and slowly made my way forward, the light from the cell fading. There were other doors, other padded rooms like mine, on either side and across the wide hallway, all running off into darkness.
I froze. Several pairs of feet headed my way. Two sets with a heavy tread while the other had a light click click of high heels. My eyes strained into the dark. Then I heard a voice I had come to dread.
“The open door was a test. Your hesitation tells me that you knew it was wrong to go out, but also that your will to resist isn’t quite yet subdued. We still have some work to do.”
Two white uniformed, full face masked orderlies stepped into the light, followed by Livia. But while the orderlies were masked as always Livia didn’t wear her nurse’s uniform. Instead now she was conservatively well dressed; dark high heel shoes and hose, a long dark blue pleated skirt, long sleeve white ruffled shirt and black horn rim glasses.
“Time we came to an understanding,” she said. At her nod, the two orderlies took up position on either side of me. Strong hands on my still straitjacketed upper arms propelled me along after Livia who led the way. I was out! I free of that tiny, padded cell. Suck it, Livia. Whatever I had done, my constant flailing struggles, spitting my food, my continued resistance, I had won! I wanted to whoop for joy, but my cry of victory caught in my throat and came out more like a sob. My eyes watered and I had difficulty focusing. But if I gave any hint of straying, the orderlies made sure I stayed on the straight and narrow.
We wound up in a large, warmly decorated office. Framed photos of calm seas, puffy clouds and quiet serene tableaus hung on the walls. A soft reclining couch with pillows was pushed up against the wall on the left. Behind and to the right of a solid, wooden desk was a small armoire; inside hung Livia’s white nurse’s uniform and green scrubs. However, most telling was yet another crisp, new white lab coat. In fact, the whole office had a just moved in air, like Livia was just getting settled. On the almost bare desk was a framed photo of Livia in her old scrubs with another woman. They stood arm in arm, smiling. Did I know that woman? I squinted at the photo, recognition forming in my mind, but Livia turned the photo away. “It would be best you kept your attention on other things, Miss Bailey.”
She called me by name. Not thirty-four. What did that mean? 
“So, did you enjoy your time with Francesca? You were nowhere as mean with her as with me. Why is that?”
I think I gawked. Me? Mean? I’m the one who is in restraints, spoon fed like a child, made to endure a gag, padded cell and soiled panties. Me, mean? Why wouldn’t I spit on the person who kept me in restrained isolation? Why wouldn’t I act that way to virtually the only human contact I had had these past months, not counting the parade of anonymous cocks and strong arm muscles? And now this same twat seated primly behind a desk is making out like everything that happened is my fault? I said, “Isn’t it obvious? I hate you.”
Livia studied me, her look coldly clinical. “Well, it’s obvious to me that you don’t want to answer that question. Since you sidestepped that issue I won’t consider your response a lie, but it’s also not the truth, and if you want things any easier you better keep your word. Oh, yes, I know all about your promise to Francesca, Miss Bailey, and it doesn’t apply to just between you and her. So, when I ask you this next question, I expect only the truth.
“How serious were you and Edward?”
“Huh? Edward? What - “
“Don’t play stupid. What is your relationship?”
Edward? My frantic thoughts tried to get a handle on our time together. “We’re, ah, we studied together...sometimes.” I tried to act casual and shrugged as well as I could in the straitjacket.
“Were you dating?”
Already simmering just beneath the surface, my anger at the confusing, unjust treatment I had endured suddenly boiled over. “Fuck off. That’s none of your business, you bitch!”
Livia stared at me from across the desk. Behind those dark eyes I could practically hear her gears whirring. Then she said, “If Edward is just a friend, then you wouldn’t care who he dates?”
I tried to shrug again, but inside my head I yelled Hell yeah!
Livia just about saw right through me. “Ah, yet another question that you’re not ready to face?”
I attempted to circle back to the original topic and, if not outright lying, tried a half-truth. “Edward and I...we’re friends.”
“I’m sure you a part of you honestly thinks that, but perception is not always reality. Let’s try this another way. What is the last thing you remember before getting here?”
“The last thing...” I searched my memory. I had had a nice place to live, a decent roommate...
“Sheena,” I said. “Sheena and I... We... We were out jogging...”
Livia coldly smiled. “Sheena. Oh, tall, athletic Sheena. Would it surprise you that she is still here too? Well, maybe not so surprising. Would you like to see her? Maybe after a reunion you’ll be ready to answer those hard questions.”
Livia pressed a button on her desk and the two large orderlies, muscles bulging underneath their white uniforms, reentered the office through another door. “The Key Room,” Livia said. She rose from behind her desk and shrugged on her lab coat. “Gag her. She’s on a tight parole and we don’t want Miss Bailey tempted into committing any irreparable vocal acts.”
“No! NO!” I cried, but one of the men shoved a plug gag deep in my mouth and buckled it tightly off in back. Already I could feel the drool gather and drip down my exposed chin, once more to stain the straitjacket.
My feet pinwheeling in the air, the two gorillas lifted me up by the armpits and carried me back through the door from which they had entered. Unlike the wide hallway outside my padded cell, this one was narrow. A single door waited some distance away, the only noise my gagged cries while Livia strode ahead and opened the door. A faint light shone within. The gorillas set me down on thin carpet. Five windows at different angles from eight to four o’clock looked in on five rooms, empty except for the one at eight o’clock. There was Sheena.
Her beautifully toned, fit body hung stretched out, floor to ceiling, arms together tight overhead, legs the same way below. Her toes pointed at the floor while her long fingers above vainly sought to claw at the air. Her mouth was covered with a gag like mine. Dark skin glistened while her eyes had lost all trace of her usual ‘hood attitude. No, if anything those dark eyes were more than a little scared, maybe even...oh my god...petrified? Even though we had roomed together a short time I had never known this strong, assured woman of being scared of anything.
In front of Sheena a door opened and in stepped one of the two men who had carried me here. From one hand dangled a whip about four feet long. The other held a multi-bladed cat o’nine tails, its many leather straps long and heavy. He pinwheeled the cat by the wrist and tested its weight. Sheena’s white eyes stood out against her dark skin. There must have been a microphone in the room because from a speaker under the window I could hear the whish of the leather blades and Sheena’s gagged cries.
Livia stood next to me. “It took Miss Sheena some time before she would commit. Really commit. But she did and the proof is your being here. And when Sheena’s fully trained she’ll be a great asset.” Livia pressed a button next to the speaker. “You may begin. Third level whipping this time.”
Sheena’s gagged cries went up a notch and now her eyes really bugged out. She twisted this way and that, as if to avoid what was about to happen, but her frantic moves did nothing to halt the advance of the whips. Instead her panic only served to scatter her long, black hair partly across her face and down to just above her firm breasts.
The cat flung out, its blades smacking against Sheena’s skin. Her already marked skin. Behind the gag Sheena screamed, flung her head backwards as the cat thudded against her ass, then snapped forward as it slapped across the front of her tense thighs and then scored her breasts. As the fresh marks grew in number and became clear even on Sheena’s dark skin, her trembles increased. She was already subtly shaking before the whipping started, but now it seemed to build up more, like there was a tension that fought for release.
Livia pressed the button again. “Good. Now take out the gag. Go to level four.”
Casting aside the cat, the man quickly unbuckled the gag and threw it into a corner. Sheena’s lips quivered. “No... I’m...not ready yet. Please. Please. Not ready.”
“Yes, you are,” Livia snapped back into the mic. “Level four. Now!”
The man drew back the single tail whip and let loose with all his strength. The quick swish followed by the distinctive crack of leather on flesh issued from the speaker, quickly followed by Sheena’s full throated screams. Again and again, without any let up, the whip roughly caressed Sheena’s tender flesh and her screams were nothing less than an agonized aria. The whipping went on, each stroke harder, more savage than the last. Livia lowered the speaker’s volume and Sheena’s cries continued, now as an undercurrent.
“That is a brave woman. How about you, Miss Bailey? Are you courageous enough to admit some truths to yourself, or must we continue this little game of cat and mouse?”
Game? This was a fucking game?
“I could arrange some time for you with Miss Sheena if that would help.”
Sheena’s screams climbed to a higher plane. Her body, still taut in the tight, stretched out position, now shook uncontrollably. She screamed again and again as several waves of orgasm threatened to tear her apart. Slowly, they subsided, the glorious ecstasy giving way to profound exhaustion. Her head drooped forward, sweat filled hair hung lank about her face and shoulders; hardened nipples that stood out slowly retracted to the centers of light brown aureoles. Shuddering breaths gave way to contented sighs.
“Well, that didn’t take nearly as long as last time,” Livia said. “She’s further along than I thought.” Livia turned to me. “Speak to her. Afterwards we’ll talk again.”
 
***
 
They blindfolded me and it was obvious I wasn’t supposed to know the way in to these special rooms.
Not until just before they shoved me through the door was the blindfold removed. I stumbled into the light, now reduced to a gentle glow, perhaps to allow Sheena a rest after her violent relief. The straitjacket still hugged me while Sheena lay sprawled on the thin, rough carpet. Her legs were slightly bent, hands still tied and now rested on top of her undulating stomach. Her full lips were parted just a little, to give a hint of white teeth, while her eyelids were quivering slits. Even in the dim light I could still see the ravages of the whips, but even if I had been blindfolded, all I needed to do was pass my hand gently across her skin and feel the welts.
I couldn’t of course, as my upper body was still locked inside the straitjacket. So I leaned down, and my lips brushed over Sheena skin in a light graze. Sheena felt rough but also warm; the cracked skin, the blood near the surface. She stirred, eyes fluttered open.
“Oh, mistress. I love you...” Sheena focused, saw me and her expression got confused. It took her a moment, then she snapped to recognition. “Bailey?”
I pulled back, embarrassed at the physical closeness in which I had been caught. “Yes, Sheena, it’s me. I... I guess I’m...”
Sheena’s expression turned guilty. “Please, don’t be mad at me. Oh, god, I had to. They wouldn’t let me come back...”
“Come back? You’ve been here before?” I said.
Sheena closed her eyes, shook her head and turned away.
“It was them. Not me. Not me!” Sheena cried. “You remember, right? It was them!”
What exactly did I remember? Them? Who? My memory was hazy. But I remembered before, the last few days leading up to...what? What happened? “Sheena, I remember the jogging path. That day we went running together.”
Sheena stared upwards, as if trying to find the memory in some foggy dreamland. “Things...not happened as planned. Fuzzy. Can’t remember...the days...”
“Try,” I said. “I’ll help you.” I at least could recall the time before that fateful day. Maybe if I told her that would help Sheena remember. “I’ll start, then when I forget, you can help me.”
“Alright,” she breathed and closed her eyes, drifting off to sleep.
“No. No!” I said. “Sheena, wake up!” I pushed my head against her chin. “Sheena, listen. You’ve got to listen.”
Sheena opened her eyes. “Yes. Yes, Bailey. Listen. Can’t do anything else... I’ll listen.”
“Good,” I said. Sheena’s vague promise to stay awake wasn’t much, but I would still take it. “Listen. Are you listening, Sheena? I’ll tell you. That day you seemed on edge, more tense than usual but, well, it didn’t really start there, did it?”
Chapter Two
Form
 
Sheena and I met at a party through a pair of mutual friends, Edward and Ben. Edward had helped me during a bust up and together we had briefly shared a moment of truth. It had sparked an interest in both of us and, putting my old relationship with Kanen firmly in the past, we were kind of seeing each other. Right now, I hung in the kitchen while Sheena mixed a drink, talking back over her shoulder to Ben.
“It’s got everything I want,” Sheena said. “Near to work, an extra bedroom for guests, even space for an office. Only the rent is way too high. Like everything else these days.”
“Why not a roommate?” asked Ben as he searched for another beer in the fridge. “You could share expenses.”
Sheena shrugged. “I don’t know. I suppose I’d consider one, if it were a good match.”
“Where is this place?” I asked.
Sheena’s manner turned wary. “Uh, not far from here,” she said. “It’s in the Liberty District.”
“Liberty? Is light rail nearby?”
Sheena faced me full on; strangely she seemed eager to talk, in spite of her initial guardedness. “The train is just a couple of blocks away. There’s a small grocer around the corner. And there’s a nice, large park nearby.”
“A park?” I said. “That’s important?”
“I run,” Sheena said and shrugged, almost apologetically. “You might say it’s a habit I haven’t broken since high school. Not that you should, but after all the stress at work it helps clear my head and relax. I get out there and just go.”
Sheena’s legs reflected that. Tall, toned and fit, everything about her spoke of grace and athleticism. I was kind of surprised when she showed up alone to the party, but then maybe Sheena didn’t want a serious partner; a situation that I could easily understand with my own recent past.
“You know, this place you mentioned, it sounds like it’s near my college,” I said. “I’m doing graduate work for my degree in therapy.”
Sheena smiled and returned to mixing her drink. “Really, girl? You want to shrink people’s heads? That’s kind of cray.”
I laughed. “No, not that kind. Physical therapy. The kind that keeps people moving.”
“Oh?” Sheena paused and carefully put down the drink’s stirring stick. Later, when I thought about it that action and others of Sheena’s during our conversation seemed measured. Almost rehearsed. Yet she wanted to know more. “You ever do any running?”
“Not as often as I’d like. School, y’know. And the drive back to my place sometimes takes too long. By then I’m ready eat and then go couch potato.”
Sheena sipped her drink, eyes intent on me over the rim of the glass. “Not that I’m looking for a running partner, but - “
“Yeah, I know. A roommate would be nice. The right roommate.”
Ben wedged his way to the counter and grabbed a bottle opener for his selected long neck. “Looks like you both found the ‘perfect roommate’. So, when’s the wedding?”
We all laughed. The drinks made us all a little free and easy, maybe me a little bit more than the others. But before we could go on with the joke, setting fake wedding dates and deciding how many kids to have, Cathleen appeared next to Ben. Cathleen and I had known each other since freshman year but while I went on with my graduate studies Cathleen got a regular office job that she hated. Her shock of blonde hair, dark eyes and hour glass figure had attracted more than enough looks her way. All that attention had brought out a mercenary attitude in Cathleen, one of “What have you bought for me lately?” But at a beach party, the night of my break up with Kanen, I had come across her and Ben having sex. And sex of the dom sub variety. But Ben sure didn’t have money to just throw at her and, to all outward appearances, they didn’t act exclusive to each other. But after that night on the beach and during others like this one, Cathleen discreetly made sure Ben was never far from her personal bubble.
“Looks like you’re all have having a good time,” Cathleen said. “Listen, Ben, why don’t we leave these new lovers alone. Two’s company, you know.”
“Oh, three can be fun too,” Ben said. The booze had kind of loosened Ben’s tongue, but he submitted to Cathleen’s hand on his elbow and they moved out of the kitchen.
Sheena almost sniffed. “She sure keeps him on a tight leash.”
“Yeah, tight,” I said. “But she’s more apt to be at the end that’s clipped on a collar instead of holding it.” I grimaced and slapped a hand to my forehead. The drinks had gotten my tongue wagging. “Sorry. It’s the booze talking. Can we just forget I said that?” 
Sheena’s eyebrows raised a little. Yes, there were things I knew about Cathleen, just like there were things she knew about me. Over the years Cathleen and I had known each other some secrets had a way of slipping out. But while Cathleen confided in me, there were things about myself that nothing would pry loose. But of the ones I did reveal, I trusted Cathleen to keep them close, as she did with me of hers. And now I had just blabbed about one. I was such a jerk! “Really, can you forget what I just said?”
Sheena put on what only could be called a poker face. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. Last thing I heard was Cathleen thinking it’s a good idea for us to talk.”
Okay. Okay, so Sheena was cool. This apartment thing might just work out. Yet, as easily as Sheena kept my secret, I should have suspected she kept some of her own.
Sheena broke in on my train of thought. “So, are you really interested in the apartment?”
All worries about my indiscretion regarding Cathleen’s and Ben’s relationship fled my mind. Sheena and I talked some more and the next day we checked out the incredibly still available apartment. It was perfect and I couldn’t believe our luck. Too good to be true echoed in my mind but I ignored the warning. 
After that things happened in a blur. Even the signings. We finalized the lease at my then current, dingy apartment. Sheena had already signed her portion, and I scribbled my name on the tablet right below hers. There were other forms that also required my sig, much more than I thought were needed for a lease, but the apartment was so good that I sped through them. With lightning speed Sheena tapped the tablet, quickly emailed them all and let loose a long, heavy sigh. Looking back that was a clue that I missed, but at the time I put it down to relief that the apartment was now actually ours. We moved in on the first of next month.
Moving was a chore like it always is, but we got plenty of help from Ben and Edward. Not that I couldn’t do my fair share, but one box of Sheena’s was especially heavy. Making sure to lift with my legs I managed to elevate it from the sidewalk and kind of stagger upstairs. Plopping it down on the kitchen counter I saw through a crack in the folded cardboard flaps that it was full of books. Given the weight that figured. What I didn’t figure was that Sheena read for enjoyment. I pulled back the flaps a little and found skin on a couple of covers. Buff male skin and curved female skin. Romances? I glimpsed a title: “In Harness.”
“Oh, I was wondering where that was,” Sheena said. She scooped up the box like it didn’t weigh anything. Not in a “Give me that now” way, but definitely possessory. She disappeared into the chaos of her new bedroom.
On the book cover... Was that a leather collar on the woman’s throat?
 
***
 
So Sheena liked bondage. Big deal. I did too; my big secret that I never, ever confided to Cathleen. I had done it with a couple of guys and when I came, ohhh boy. Since those early encounters when sleep was elusive my hand would travel down to my crotch. I found myself thinking about a confident man. He stood over me, whip in hand, telling me to bend forward and raise my ass high, higher.
Sheena never mentioned the books, nor did I ask about them. We each had our own private rooms, and what went on in there remained private. Doing so helped establish the boundaries of our relationship. We saw each other, usually coming and going; Sheena with her job and I with my studies. Usually we met over breakfast, sometimes at dinner. There was even a show or two we liked to watch together, but that was pretty much it. But one night, as one show was ending, a commercial came on for another that promised a peek behind the everyday life of couples. One of the images showed what I could only call a power couple; a man and woman in business suits, not unlike the type that Sheena often wore to work. Then, in a flash, they were both dressed in leather, she a lot less than him. He stood behind her, while she knelt, hooded, with her wrists manacled together in front. Then it was gone.
“Wait, wait, go back,” I said.
Sheena had control of the remote. “What, for that commercial?” she asked.
“Oh, ah, no, no. I thought I saw a name I know on the show we just finished.”
Sheena ran the images back, put them on slow so that I could see all the names that had previously hurried past.
“No. No, I guess I was wrong,” I said. “Ok, go ahead.”
Sheena pressed normal speed and eventually the commercial ran again. The power couple in leather came and went. From the corner of my eye I could tell Sheena watched me closely. Did her eyes narrow? It was like she tried to take in every detail of my reaction to the too quick flash of leather. We watched another show after that, a comedy. Sheena was mostly quiet and so was I. I laughed once in a while but didn’t make any comment on the sit-com’s goings on. When that show finished Sheena announced she had an early morning and padded off to bed. I watched some news, but the image of the leather clad woman, and Sheena’s scrutiny of my reaction, weighed on my mind. Again, as I drifted off to sleep, there was a man, and this time his whip not only raised welts on my ass, but his cock took me from behind while he pulled at my hair and called me his bitch.
 
***
 
A gradual change came over Sheena. She still did her usual stuff; working, running, the occasional date. Yet from her came a growing frustration. Also, sometimes the next day she moved as if physically hurting or winced when she sat down. Over time Sheena more often stayed in her room. As for me, tests were coming up and most of my energy was spent studying, but often, when I went lights out, Sheena’s light was still on, bleeding from underneath her door. Sometimes I heard the tap tap tap of computer keys.
And then finals were over. I realized I had spent way too much time hunkered over a desk and or interning at the physical treatment clinic. I needed to get back outside. Exercise. Fresh air.
Even though Sheena had become withdrawn she kept up her running. In fact, almost obsessively so, like she was in some kind of training. So, when I came across her in her running outfit one Wednesday morning I figured this was the perfect opportunity.
“You running? Can I come with you?”
Sheena gave a start, threw me a quick glance, then looked away. “Well...I move pretty fast. I don’t think...”
“...that I can keep up? Oh, c’mon. You’re not going to pull that shit on me. Your legs may be longer, but that doesn’t mean they work faster. Or are you scared I’ll just flat outlast you?”
I meant it as a joke, only Sheena didn’t take it that way. Her eyes flashed. “Listen, stump, try to keep up ‘cause I’m not waiting on you.” She grabbed her phone, texted something quick while I changed and we were out the door.
We didn’t go to the neighborhood park. Instead, Sheena drove right on by and before I could say anything she said, “I’m going where I can really stretch things out. It’ll take a little longer to get there, but it’ll be worth it.”
A definite tension in the air, Sheena’s hands tightly gripped the wheel, her nails white in stark contrast to her smooth, dark skin. After what seemed a longer than promised drive we turned off into a regional park, the kind where acres of land were set aside not so much as a place where there were jungle gyms or swings for the kids, but more wild. Where one could wander for hours lost in the natural world. The parking lot was empty, probably because it was midweek, late morning, and everyone else was at work. Maybe that was why Sheena wanted to come here at this time, to avoid the weekend crowds and congested trails.
Sheena rolled into a spot near the start of the jogging trail, its soft, dirt path leading off on a slight upward incline between thick undergrowth. Engine off, Sheena sat back in her seat and stared at the path.
“What is it?” I said. “You worried about something that isn’t there?”
Sheena shook her head. “No. Nothing that I don’t expect.” Then with a jerk on the door handle and a more than needed hard push on the door she was out. But then, she did a strange thing. She got back in the car and pushed the driver’s seat all the way back. I mean, all the way, so that a big person wouldn’t have to adjust it.
It was turning out to be a warm day, so we lost our sweatpants and allowed the breeze to fan our legs. As we stretched out Sheena kept scanning the park’s distant, tall eucalyptus trees, as if trying to see behind the trunks and dense brush. A bird gave a sharp cry and Sheena just about jumped, but quickly hid it. A few more leg stretches, then tying off her hair in a pony-tail she half-muttered, “Alright, I’m ready.” Funny, it seemed like she wasn’t talking to me, or even herself, but someone else. Then she yelled out to the sky “You hear me? Ready!”
She turned to me. “Let’s go.”
“I was wondering what took you so long,” I said. Hey, if Sheena wanted to throw some shade so could I. “Let’s see if you really can keep up.”
Sheena pressed her lips together and headed for the jogger’s path. She got a bit of a lead but I soon caught up, matching her pace. But not for long. Sheena’s long legs ate up a lot more ground than mine, plus after a mile she picked up the pace and soon left me behind. Not too far, but enough for me to get the message. Well, if she really wanted to be alone... 
What was on her mind? Sheena had been up late nearly every night, her light still on, the soft tap of the computer keys filling the silence. I would see her in the morning and the rings under her eyes indicated that she had hardly got any sleep. And her anxiety had increased so that today she almost bit off my head. Running was supposed to help relieve tension and, given the fast pace she set today she was a full believer. The jogging trail curved, climbed to the left and within moments Sheena was gone from my sight.
I slowed down and stopped to catch my breath. Well, shit. I almost turned around and headed back to the car, but if I did it would only prove Sheena was right about my not being in her league. My stubborn streak roused I started up again, putting on a little burst of speed, then slowed back down as I ascended the trail’s curve.
The curve ended and a steep hill climbed up and up. No sign of Sheena. I plowed ahead and called out, “Sheena? Sheena where are you?”
The park was quiet and my shoes lightly scrunched on the path. I picked up the pace, trying to at least get Sheena back in sight. But the best laid plans and all that... I topped the hill.
No Sheena. The path zigzagged downward. Wait, what was that way down there? Some bushes off to the left of the trail waved as if from a stiff breeze. But there wasn’t any wind. If there were I would have felt it on the top of the hill, where there was less resistance to the air currents. But down there amongst the heavier growth didn’t make any sense.
Gathering my breath like I was about to take a deep dive I descended the narrow trail, the bushes and trees on either side got taller, the air close and warm. “Sheena?” I called. “Sheena, I’m sorry if I pissed you off...”
I rounded a bend, laying there about five feet in front of me was one of Sheena’s shoes. The dirt around it was all scuffed up, like several other feet had been there too.
I skidded to a stop. Slowly, I bent down, picked up the shoe. “Sheena?” I said and glanced around. The bushes here were especially tall and thick. “Sheena? Where are you?”
Nothing. Not even a bird called in reply. My voice fell flat in the dense undergrowth.
I stood there, helpless, with no clue as to what to do next. But then a rustle off to the right, as if some leaves and branches were kicked, caught my ear. I glanced sharply in the general direction but didn’t see anything. There was no way to tell if anyone was hiding even just mere feet away. But then the noise came again. Something was there, stirring around.
I pushed against a layer of thorny leaves on thin branches, their sharp edges scratching at my bare arms. Closing my eyes in protection and lowering my head, my blind steps half-skidded down a steep slope. Once past the thick brush I opened my eyes a slit, and then they burst wide.
Sheena!
She was tied up! Fucking tied up! Long legs roped together, white cords stood out against dark skin. More rope wrapped her waist and above and below her breasts, one of which spilled out from behind her tank top and sports bra. Her shorts were pulled down around her hips, but not all the way, probably due to her struggles while the ropes from the waist and chest melded her arms tight in back. A thick gag with tons of wadding stuffed her mouth.
“Sheena! Oh my god! Sheena, what the hell?! Who did this?”
I dove into untying the ropes. The ankles were nearest and that’s what I concentrated on. Fuck! Those knots were tight! As I struggled Sheena shook her head and ‘mmpph’ed behind the gag. She even pulled her legs back, nearly tearing out one of my fingernails. What the hell?
I tried to pull her back toward me, but even tied up Sheena’s strength was too much. We got into a crazy kind of tug of war, Sheena’s legs curling back while I worked the knot.
“Sheena, what the fuck? Hold still!” But then I was suddenly pushed forward and sprawled across Sheena’s stomach. A large hand clamped over my mouth and a thick arm wrapped around my waist and hoisted me up as both my hands clawed at the huge paw. Nothing I could do dislodged it as I squirmed in the tight embrace and my legs pumped in the air.
“Get a stick,” rumbled the bear that held me. “A good one.”
There was some rummaging around off to my left, then another huge shape stood in front of me. For a brief moment I was ungagged as the hand pulled away, but then a small, smooth tree branch, about half a foot long, maybe an inch thick, was forced past my teeth, deep across my mouth. I was quickly bent forward and a leather thong pressed against the back of my neck, then wrapped around either end of the wooden gag. Then, almost as fast, more leather thongs tied my wrists and ankles. I fell the rest of the short way to the ground, landing with an “oomph”, then my legs were bent in back and tied off to my wrists. Just like that I went from potential rescuer to actual captive.
Laying on my stomach, I could see Sheena. Her wide eyes flicked from me to the two giants that stood over us. I couldn’t see them, but I could hear them, loud and clear. And Sheena’s eyes only got wider and wider.
“Is this the one we came for?” said one. From the corner of my eye I saw a huge hand and finger pointing at Sheena.
“No. The other.” A woman? Where had she come from? And she seemed to be trying to disguise her voice, like she was talking past her hand over her mouth. “We got what we came for. As for this one,” a pointed boot gave Sheena a bit of a shove, “she was let loose as a test. Bait. She’s earned her reward.” 
Did I know that voice? 
“Reward? Yeah, sure.” The man chuckled.
“Oh, that’s fine,” rumbled the other man, the bear. “And what about their friends, family? What if they come looking for them? Especially this one?” His own blunt boot rocked me a little.
“That’ll be taken care of.”
“Huh? Just what d’ya mean...”
“I said, don’t worry, and don’t go thinking about things that you shouldn’t. We didn’t have much warning about this opportunity but things will work out. Just don’t let her see your faces.”
“No shit.”
A cloth was tied around my head and my sight plunged into darkness. Flipped over on my side two arms lifted me up, bent hogtied to the sky. They weren’t quite as strong as the bear’s, but strong enough. Eventually the blindfold slipped, just the barest amount, and slowly, so slowly, I turned to my head to see where we were going. 
There was Sheena, slung over the bear’s shoulder. As he lumbered along she “oomph”ed and squealed as her ride was not nearly as smooth as mine. Her hair, still tied off in a pony-tail, hung down well past the bear’s waist. But, what the hell? Why was a blindfold forced on me and not her? She lifted up her head and I caught a glimpse of her eyes that strangely were not filled with outright fear but a more subtle apprehension. She kind of struggled, flailing her tied legs and wriggling the upper torso, but it wasn’t a frantic move like a “Let me out go now!” kind of thing. And when the bear gave her a couple of firm slaps on her ass it was as if she expected (wanted?) that.
I slowly realized we were retracing our way along the jogging trail. Up the twisting path, then back down the straight, steep hill. If these two captors had any fear of anyone else coming along they didn’t show it. Then their shoes scraped over asphalt and we were back at the parking lot. From under the blindfold I spied Sheena’s car, and next to it was a blue pick-up truck with a low camper shell over the rear bed. Sheena was set down on her feet while the bear swung open the truck’s tailgate, then was scooped up and shoved inside, head first.
“Get in there,” said the bear. “Go on! Use those legs! Now slide over. Move!” A couple more slaps and an echoing squeal from Sheena completed her packing away. Then the bear backed up and stood aside.
“Alright, darling,” said my captor. “Don’t give us any trouble.”
Still hogtied I was pushed through the narrow opening. The blindfold was pulled up and away and I found Sheena was also now hogtied. Her eyes were closed and her face showed an almost serene quality. The bear’s hand reached in and slapped her ass. 
Outside the bear said, “You take care of the truck. I’ll follow in the car. The sooner we get there, the better.”
During the ride I worked at my knots, or tried to, but the leather was tight and unforgiving. In one quick turn I rolled over on my side and Sheena and I wound up staring at each other. I glanced down toward her crotch and found that her shorts were wet. And not from piss. Looking back at her bared breast the nipple stood straight out.
Sheena was turned on? But then I remembered that box of books, the cover of one with a leather collar and... and... slowly the warmth grew between my legs.
Oh my god! My own panties were wet too! And I could smell the odor! Sex. Just pure lubrication for a cock to be stuck inside me. My thoughts were flooded with an image of a man, pulling my hair, calling me his bitch...
And then the truck stopped. A final lurch, then two doors were opened and slammed, one on the truck, the other distant, both echoing like we had driven into an enclosed space. The camper shell door swung up and a dull light bled through.
A pair of hands reached in, grabbed Sheena by her tied legs and roughly pulled her out. Sheena squealed, perhaps tried a half-hearted squirm or two, but out she went. I didn’t see her again for...I don’t how long.
Before I was lifted out the hogtie was removed. My legs lowered and I breathed in relief, but the break was short lived because soon I was tottering on my bound feet. A bright light shone in my face, effectively blinding me again. I closed my eyes, but still saw red underneath my eyelids. And I heard just fine.
“What a lovely, pert young thing,” said a woman, confident, assured. Not the same one as at the park. “I had read the reports, even seen a couple of photos, but seeing her in the flesh is wonderful.”
“Standard intake?” said the bear.
“For the most part,” said the woman. “You have the forms?”
“Right here, Livia.”
I raised my head just the barest amount, at last I could see something. The woman named Livia bent forward slightly as her serious, yet striking face studied the cell phone. Her dark hair was done up in back and added an air of no nonsense. Loose scrubs did a lot to hide her figure but the breasts were definitely there.
Livia glanced up, our eyes met and I cringed fearing that she knew I could see her. But then she looked back down at the phone. A couple of finger swipes and she nodded.
“Alright, got it,” she said. “Strip and wash. She’s marked for room thirty-four. Maximum security.”
Chapter Three
Intake
 
I wasn’t taken directly to the room. No, they had to finish the “intake” process, which meant, well, one hell of a ride.
Two muscled men dressed in white with dark, full face covering masks, quickly came along, lifted me up and carried me under their arms through several corridors painted in white. As I stared at the floor scuff marks here and there told a story of other patient struggles; some who did not go quietly to whatever awaited them. I had to assume the scuff marks were from the orderlies’ dark shoes because, I soon learned, patients wore nothing but socks or form fitting, soft slippers. Yes, there were more than a few smudges on the tiled floor. I thought maybe they might have someone clean them off, and perhaps they eventually did, but it was also a subtle reminder that no matter how much you resisted, they would always win in the end. Wherever they wanted you to go, whatever they wanted you to do, you did it.
With Livia in the lead we wound through a series of hallways, turning this way and that until I had lost all sense of direction. But in each corridor there were doors on either side, with numbers just below a small square glass window in descending sequence, starting somewhere around 39, stopping at 14. After that they were replaced by solid doors with place names like “Laundry”, “Day Room” or “Garden”. One was labeled “Intake” and through that we entered a large, wall tiled room with several drain grates set in a concrete floor. The gorillas set me on my feet near the far wall and released the leather thongs from my wrists and ankles. One stepped out while the other took up position slightly behind and to the right of Livia.
The stick gag was still in my mouth. I scratched at the leather strap keeping it in place and at last got it loose enough to lift it over my head. I hurled it down on the floor. It skidded to a stop near Livia’s feet.
“That’s a good start,” she said, matter-of-factly. “Now, take off the rest.”
“Fuck you!” I said.
Livia didn’t bat an eye. “We can do this easy, or not.”
I gave her my best glare.
“You’ll take them off,” Livia said, now sounding slightly bored. She nodded to the orderly. From beside the door he unhitched a large water hose.
Finally I noticed that the floor was wet. So was the wall behind me as I slowly retreated and bumped up against it. “Oh, no. No... Noooooo!!!”
The water hit with full force. It knocked me down, my feet in the air. My arms splayed out, looking for something, anything to grab hold. My hands, my fingers, slid along the concrete, slick and cold. I tried to scream only to have the water choke me. I swallowed some, tried to regain my feet, but as I got halfway up the water cannoned into my chest and knocked me down again. Then, suddenly, it was shut off. In the dripping silence I retched some fluid onto the floor and managed to struggle up on my hands and knees.
“Take a look over there,” Livia said. She nodded to her left. Through the drips from my hair I saw a heap of clothes. All kinds. Jeans, formal dresses, shirts, fancy high heels, slippers, running shoes...
Running shoes?
I took a closer look. Near a single shoe, the other one which I had found on the running trail, was Sheena’s tank top, and possibly her sports bra. Buried underneath them, peeking out were her shorts.
“That’s right,” Livia said. “We get them all. They couldn’t wait to take them off. And so will you.”
In between heaves I managed to stagger to my feet. “You...You’ll have to do more than...”
The water hit me again and down I went. Screaming, soaked to the skin, I held my arms out, as if that simple, senseless act could stop the raging torrent.
“Aiiieee! Aiieee! Stop! Stoooppp!”
The water cut off.
Livia squatted down, closer to my level, but not any closer to me. “Well?”
I lowered my arms a little, just barely enough to see over them. “You think...You think you can just...”
A single upraised finger from Livia.
The flood returned.
I pushed out my arms again but the water still kept coming. Forced against the wall, I got my legs underneath me and, using the wall as a prop, even got back up, but it didn’t last. The flying river focused on my legs, my feet, and I slipped, this time sideways. The water doused me from head to foot and whatever shred of modesty my clothes offered disappeared.
“Alright! Alllriiiight! Stop! Just stoooppp!”
The water stream cut off.
“No bargains,” Livia said. “Take off the clothes. I won’t promise the water will stop, but you’ll learn that when you’re given an order, you obey.”
My arms trembling I forced my upper body off the slick floor, my legs still extended sideways. Then in a series of fast moves, I tore off my top, my bra, shorts, panties and shoes. I flung them all one at a time into the clothes pile. So there I was, naked, under a pair of assessing eyes.
“Nice,” Livia said. “We’re off to a good start.”
“I’ll give you nice, you fucking bi...”
The water slammed me again, then cut off. Started again. Cut off. In several separate bursts it numbed my skin, washed me so clean that not only dirt, but my whole former life was swept away, never to be seen again. At last as I lay there cold and shivering, a loud blow dryer heated away the beaded water and dried my tears. I was stood up. Up my legs and over my crotch and ass Livia snugly placed a pair of fresh, pink, cotton panties. Balancing on unsteady feet, the orderly held me in place while Livia slipped long, canvas sleeves over my arms and positioned a straitjacket across my shoulders. With familiar expertise she snugged me up, tight inside, my arms wrapped around in front, with a wide crotch strap in front between my legs, then up between my ass cheeks and buckled in back. She combed my hair, getting rid of the ratty tangles, then slipped a face mask over my nose and lower half. I could still talk, but didn’t. What good what it do?
Livia stood back and gave me the once over. “Good. Behave yourself and perhaps you won’t have to wear that mask all the time. You’ve only yourself to blame. If your attitude were different then maybe we wouldn’t have to worry about those teeth biting anything. As it stands right now, you’re lucky you can still use your legs.” From one of her pockets Livia produced a thin, leather collar. In a moment it wrapped my throat, and just as fast a leash was clipped to a ring in front. She said, “Follow me, thirty-four.”
We returned to the hallway with numbers on the cell doors. Passing by them again this time I saw faces in the small windows, some in a facemask like mine, all of them women. At last we arrived at my cell. Livia extracted a small, narrow key card from a pocket and shoved it in to a slot just above metal door handle. A small red light blinked out, replaced by a flicker of green. Livia swung the door outward and I got my first look in my now much reduced world. A padded cell.
Thirty-four.
 
***
 
It didn’t take long for me to lose my “privileges”.
After I got acquainted with cell thirty-four, (which didn’t take much time, four walls and a floor of padded repression, with a cage enmeshed, single light well out of reach some twelve feet above), Livia returned, tray in hand. She had changed from the scrubs into a traditional white nurse’s uniform, complete with hat. When was the last time anyone had seen a nurse dressed like that? Maybe at wild Halloween parties with the uniform too tight to make the breasts burst out and the length just enough to cover the crotch. But Livia’s was demure, the length came well past the knees and, while her breasts were more apparent than in the scrubs, the dress was buttoned to just below her neck. She even wore white hose and white shoes. The only thing that wasn’t white was a small design in green just above the left breast. It was a tree, a yew tree, with wide branches and a thick trunk.
She placed the tray on the floor, then went back outside and brought in a wooden chair which she carefully placed on the floor pads. She locked the door behind her. Keys dangled from her white belt and lightly jingled as she picked up the tray.
“Now I’ve brought you something,” Livia said. “I know we got off on the wrong foot, but let’s forget that and be friends. I’ve brought you some food. Real food, not the paste that new intakes usually get. Call it a peace offering. A fresh start for both of us. No doubt you’re probably thirsty and hungry, so let’s eat and we can get to know each other.”
It sure smelled good. There were steamed vegetables, some little morsels of seasoned, cubed chicken, a small bowl of chocolate pudding and even a papercup of creamed coffee emblazoned with the yew tree emblem. Unable to help myself my mouth watered and, while Livia steadied herself in the chair with the tray on her lap, some drool escaped from behind my mask. Too late I tried to suck back. Livia smiled at the long, wet string as it stretched and stained the front of the straitjacket.
“Now, c’mon over here,” she lightly said. “You know you want this. In fact, you need this. You must eat and some solid food would be nice.”
I could still talk under the mask; it wasn’t like I was outright gagged, but I wasn’t about to answer. I shuffled over and followed Livia’s finger pointing directions to sit on the padded floor. In a quick move the mask was lifted away.
“There,” Livia said. “Aren’t you just cute? With that pixie hair and freckles, I can just see you constantly on your knees with your mouth filled or bent forward with that wonderful ass in the air. And those breasts. Not too big for someone your size, but not too small either. In fact, they’re just right. Now open.”
Livia spooned fed me. I didn’t fight her, didn’t present any kind of resistance. She was right, I was hungry. The running that morning, plus the tension of the kidnapping and finally the hosing down had burned I don’t know how many calories and my stomach grumbled in need. But even though the chicken and vegetables were succulent, and the coffee warm, I kept eyeing that chocolate pudding.
Livia kept up an inane chatter of encouragement (“Oh, aren’t you just the sweetest? I knew you were a nice person.”) and artificial amazement (“My, for such a little thing, you sure do eat!”). She even tempted me with rewards. (“It’s such a nice day today. When the others are put back in their cells I’ll take you out to the garden, just the two of us. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”). I didn’t say anything, using the excuse of constantly chewing and swallowing to avoid talking.
“Now, how about a little desert?” Livia said. She spooned up some pudding and I sucked the utensil clean. The pudding was good. Too bad I wasn’t going to get much of it.
“Oh, you’re just wonderful! Who knows, maybe I can find a way to get you into the general population. Are you into suspension? If so, there are some girls that I think you’d get along with. Together you could all have some amazing adventures. Or maybe an auction? Yes, I can just see you on the block...”
Another spoonful, only I didn’t swallow.
A deep breath and the pudding sprayed outward. It dispersed quite nicely, thank you. Livia’s white uniform was now spotted brown across the breasts and even one or two drops landed on her chin. Witch!
Livia froze. The spoon, heaped with a generous portion of pudding, hung in midair, halfway to my mouth. Slowly, it retreated and, as it did so, Livia the Bitch returned. The smile faded and her expressive, beautiful face turned to hard, ugly stone. “So, that’s what you’re into? You want to be broken? Fine, you’ll get what you want. But listen, bitch, you’re not the first twat I’ve helped to bust. Some took a few weeks, others a few days, or even just a couple of hours. But with you I’m going to take my time. You’re my first solo and I’m going to enjoy every moment. You’re going to get the real deal, all the way from that high perch you’ve put yourself on, right down to the lowest level of a crawling slut. So get ready.”
In a flash the face mask was back in place, tighter than before, but I still wasn’t gagged. Livia calmly and methodically gathered up the tray and dragged out the chair while I yelled like some actually crazy person.
“You think you can get to me? Guess again, you shit! Whatever you do, whatever you try, I’ll just laugh. A straitjacket? A padded cell? What a pussy! You want to be friends? Don’t come in here thinking you’re going to get any kind of break in your miserable job. Bring it on!”
The door slammed in my face. Livia gave a look back through the square portal. I rushed the door and screamed at her, a wordless, incoherent cry. Then Livia swung a white, metal covering across the portal. For a brief moment, in the small window’s reflection, I did catch a glimpse of a crazy person; of a face half-covered in a form fitting mask, hair askew, eyes popping from their sockets.
Soon after that the light went out. Yet I knew the crazy person in the glass reflection was still there with me in the total dark.
 
***
 
Light. Instant day. On wobbly legs I struggled off the floor. Nothing else happened for some time after that. I paced the floor, slid down the padded walls to rest on my butt, only to push myself back up and resume the circular walk. The room was small, perhaps eight by eight feet, so rather than going in a straight line and turning sharply around like a pacing sentry, I just made lazy circles, getting acquainted with each and every square inch under my bare feet and up the surrounding walls. And then, as I worried as to when the light would again go dark, Livia returned.
“We usually have these connected to the cells,” Livia said. “They’re made part of the ceiling. Just pull down, attach it to your face, and get your slop pumped in straight from the kitchen. But we haven’t had a chance to connect this cell yet. So, we’ll just have to make do.”
It looked like an IV drip. At least that was the basic design with the thin, shiny metal pole and the other two arms that came out at right angles near the top. But instead of a small, clear bag hanging from it, this was a white, rubber one, with an accordion hose coming out of the bottom. At the end of the hose hung a gas mask attachment, the kind that hugged a patient’s face when they were put under for surgery.
“You’re hungry, aren’t you?” Livia said and I nodded yes. “Then get over here.”
I shuffled over, uncertain if this was some kind of trick, but when I got near enough Livia was all business. The face mask was lifted up and away then hitched to her belt. Inside the gas mask was a little tube, maybe a half inch in diameter and sticking forward about another couple of inches. Then it was past my lips and teeth while the hard rubber mask covered my mouth and nose. Cozy straps wrapped along my cheeks and upper head.
“Go on, suck on it like a tit,” Livia said. She twisted a knob in the center of the pole and raised the bag well over my head. “Gravity will play its part.”
What choice did I have? It was either swallow or choke.
Livia stood by, occasionally squeezing the bag, making sure every last dollop made its way down to my mouth, past my throat, and into my stomach. I sucked and gurgled and hoped that this food, if it could be called that, was nutritious. But it was absolutely bland, no taste at all, no way to tell if it was ground up chicken, cereal, carrots or even steak. At last the bag hung empty and I suckled out the last bits of the paste to Livia’s satisfaction until all she could hear was my hauling in lungfuls of air. Off came the gas mask, its outer edges speckled with paste here and there. I could only imagine that some of it stuck to my face in mimicry of a vague outline.
“Alright, that’s the first thing you’ve done right,” Livia said. She roughly wiped off my face, lowered the pole and turned to leave.
“Wait,” I said. “Wait. Could I... Can I have some water?” The paste may have filled my stomach, and it was wet after a fashion, but my mouth was quickly going dry.
Livia paused at the door. “How do you ask for it? Let’s hear you say so, the right way. Don’t look confused. You can figure it out.”
The right way? Yes, the right way. The way of a slave.
“Please, ma’am. Please, may I have some water? Please, ma’am.”
Livia stood still, as if considering what I said and how I said it was good enough. “Well, not the absolute proper way to beg, but it’ll do for a first time.”
She left with the equipment and returned a moment later, papercup in hand. With care she lifted it to my lips and I greedily drank it all.
“Ah, good,” Livia said. “Good. That’s two things you’ve done right. Dare I say you’re getting the hang of this.”
Livia turned her back on me. Maybe it was to show contempt that since I couldn’t do anything she had nothing fear. Or maybe it was a subtle show of trust, that since I had followed orders I had earned some kind of reward. Whatever it was, it was a stupid move. I timed everything just right. When Livia was in the doorway I raised a leg and let loose with a roundhouse kick. My foot landed square on her ass and Livia flew face forward to the floor outside. My follow through brought me to the edge of the pads. I stood framed in the door, triumphant.
“Now who’s looking up at who, bitch?”
Livia’s head swung back my way, eyes a glare. Slowly she regained her feet, straightened her nurse’s uniform and then deliberately, unemotionally, placed one hand on my chest and pushed me back into the cell. For me, looking back on this little rebellion, it would have been better if she had yelled, slapped my face or picked me up and tossed me to the padded floor. But no, she kept her cool, which was probably the worst sign of what was to follow. She said only one thing.
“It’s not ‘Who’s looking up at who?’ It’s ‘whom’.”
Huh? What? After I just sent her flying, that’s all she’s got? What the hell?
But then I was still straitjacketed. I was the one still in the cell. And Livia was still the one that controlled my actions. All of them. Even... Even right down to correcting my grammar. You want subtle, ah, shiiit.
Livia gave a little smile, full of outright sadism. The door whooshed shut.
I refused to give in to her little head games. I forced myself to feel smug while I resumed my little circle walks, but now with a bit of a spring in my step. Tell me what to do? Stick a face mask on me? Keep my arms bound up in this straitjacket of a crazy person? I’ll show them! Only, why didn’t I feel victorious? Dammit, it was that parting smile from Livia that said, “Wait for it.”
Yes, it was true that I had followed orders, mostly. And I was still snug within the straitjacket, no getting past that. But I didn’t wear any mask! I guess that little revolt, for all of Livia’s superiority, had rattled her enough to make her forget. Or maybe... Maybe she really was scared of getting too close so I could bite her! Yeah, she should be afraid! If her ass is sore now, just wait until I gouged some flesh right out of her cheek!
I never got the chance.
They were on me before the door even opened all the way. Two orderlies rushed me, pinned me down, then proceeded to strip off the straitjacket. I did try to bite and also brought my hands into play, but I couldn’t get any leverage for a good hit, and my tiny fists just bounced off their rippling arm muscles and hardened chests. My arms were forced inside a new straitjacket, this one much heavier, with a lot more extra options for restraint. Leather thongs passed through metal eyelets on my upper arms, keeping my limbs welded close to my ribcage. A wide leather strap cinched tight around the stomach while from two metal rings riveted on in front another pair of straps descended in a ‘V’ down past my pussy, then back up my ass crack. Two diagonal zippers in front pressed against my chest. They were tested to make sure that when pulled down my tits spilled out past the zipper’s teeth. The thin collar that Livia had placed around my neck was ripped away, replaced by a wide, dark brown one of thick leather with a large ring in front. Wide cuffs, also leather with large buckles, wrapped my ankles, then were connected by another leather strap, about a foot and half long.
I fought them every step of the way, but it was useless. By the time they were done I was huffing and puffing, like I had just run a long race, while they didn’t even seem to break a sweat. Set on my knees, one gripped the back of the straight jacket, his hand enmeshed in the various laces, while the other got a good hank of my hair, thus keeping my head upright. I faced the door and from the outside shadows Livia stepped into the room.
Her white uniform was gone, replaced by the utilitarian scrubs. From a belt dangled two things; a leather gag, bigger and thicker than any kind I had seen before, and a small, white egg shaped thing with a couple of wires that stuck out of one end.
“Alright, thirty-four,” Livia said. “Let’s break you in half.”
The gag was first. Fuck, it was a big thing. A leather plug invaded almost my entire mouth. I could bite down on it, and there was a little give, but it took a lot of pressure to do so, and my jaw soon strained. I let up and the strain eased, but the thing seemed to make itself at home, as if it were going stay there forever. On the outside the leather strap covered my lower face, all buckles and metal rivets to secure it tight. Not long after that the drool started, stringing down my chin onto the front of the straitjacket.
“Try spitting now,” Livia said, her taunt accompanied by a crooked smile. “I’ll bet that gag tastes just yummy.”
“Eeerrrmmmphh!” was all I could say.
Livia’s smile widened. “Oh, that’s not all.” She held up the little white egg. “Can you guess where this goes?”
Aw, crap. I sure could. “Eeiimpph! Errmmperrphh!”
Livia hooked a finger in my panties and pulled down. Now I understood the ‘V’ arrangement of the two leather straps. The old straitjacket had only one and, although it applied constant pressure on my pussy, at least it offered some protection from any invasion. This heavier straitjacket was designed to allow access, not only for my tits, but also down below.
Livia’s hand delved to my crotch. Her eyes widened in surprise.
“Why, you little slut! And I thought I needed to use jelly on you. My god!” She held up her hand in proof. Her fingers fairly dripped in my pussy juices. Under the gag my face warmed.
“You are a randy thing, aren’t you?” Livia said. She used my juices to lubricate the white egg. “This is going to go in so easy.” True enough, the egg slipped inside my pussy without any trouble. Livia pulled the panties back up, higher and tighter than before, to make sure that since I was so wet the egg wouldn’t pop out by accident.
My legs were folded upwards in back, pressed against my ass and tied off to the back of the straitjacket. Then, at a sign from her, the two men let go. I tottered for a moment on my knees, then fell face forward onto the padded floor. One of the men turned me onto my side so that I faced the door. They left and I was alone with Livia.
“See that little black thing up there?” Livia pointed to corner back above her shoulder. “That’s what we call our ‘crazy cam’. It’s got night vision, so even with the lights out we can still watch. And I will. I’ll watch you get turned on by that little vibe inside you, watch you get right to the edge and then...nothing. You want to be broken? Then let’s go.”
She held up a little remote control, hardly bigger than a flash drive. A button clicked and the egg vibrator hummed to life.
“Eeeiiirrr!”
“Ta ta.”
The overhead light stayed on for a while, two hours, three, I don’t know. All I did know was that I was in the hands of a sadist, and her only goal my complete and utter sexual ruin.
I shook my shoulders, tossed my head, rolled forward, then back, bounced on the pads, anything to get loose, but with the straitjacket, the ankle cuffs, my legs pulled up tight in back, nothing helped. And all the time, between my legs, nestled deep within my pussy, the vibrator hummed its little o-song. I couldn’t do anything to stop the tightening of muscles, the relentless build up; it was coming, and I... I... Ah, ahhhh...
And then nothing.
The vibrator had gone dead. I groaned through the gag, fought to control my breaths and succeeded, only to have the hum start again. Now it started at a lower speed, more of a tease, then slowly built up until I was...almost...there...
Still. Silent. Inert.
“Aaahhhhrrrgg!” I tossed the back of my head against the pads. Thrust my hips upwards, rolled to my left, then to my right, landing on my front, my breasts within the straitjacket pressing against the cushioned floor, the breast zippers’ cold teeth against my hot, erect nipples. I drew in several deep breaths, the cool air whistling through my nostrils, warm air expelled against the pads that circled back up through stray strands of hair. The light snapped out, and I thought it was quiet time, that I was expected to sleep. I did, but the vibrator awakened me throughout the artificial night, leading me to the very edge of ecstasy, then left me dangling over a cliff of frustration. I cried out from behind the gag, spilled hot tears down my cheeks. The pads beneath soaked them all up, not caring that I was brought to the edge, always right to the cusp, but no further. I cried myself to sleep, only to wake up with the invading vibrator humming inside my private of privates.
Stop! Please, stop!
And then it did. Breathing fast, almost hyperventilating, I expected my sweet torture to begin again any second, but nothing happened. I trembled within the straitjacket, wondering if I dared to relax. Maybe, maybe, finally, either it would leave me alone, or take me all the way and then I could sleep the sleep of orgasmic exhaustion. Well, it did leave me alone, but sleep didn’t come. At least, not right away.
The light blazed forth, and I turned my head away with my eyes squeezed shut. No rest. No rest at all.
Livia loosened the hogtie and set me up on my knees. She stepped out for a moment, then returned with another torture device.
First of all from the outside shadows the cock emerged, hard and ramrod straight. Then the rest followed; a naked man but hooded in leather. No hole for his mouth or even regular sized eyeholes, but on a closer look there were two pinholes so that he might see where he was going. His hands swung free at his sides. 
If the scene were different I would have appreciated his strong legs, flat stomach and wide chest. But I focused on that cock, and the balls that swung underneath.
“You ready to use that mouth, thirty-four?” Livia said. “Let’s see you take a bite out of this.” Her hand wrapped the cock and led it forward to just beyond my nose.
The gag came off and I dove onto that huge, wonderful dick; my mouth nothing more than an eager, wet hole, slurping like a starved, ravenous kitten. The shaft was hot, cum already dripped off the spermhole and fuck it was so hard! I gave him head like never before. Big, but not too big, long enough, but not to choke. And his balls were like a pair of large stones. I canted my head, slid my tongue along the shaft and took one of them in my mouth. Oh, it tasted so good. I could have sucked on it forever, but Livia pulled me away, whacked my cheek and dragged me back to reality. “Knock that off,” she said. “You know what to do. Do it.” 
So I did. Back at the cock, and this time it didn’t take long.
He shot into me, a hose that poured forth a never seeming to end bounty of hot jism that filled my mouth. I swallowed what I could but it also dripped down my chin, added to the growing stain on the front of the straitjacket, and even got onto the pads. At long last he trickled away to a dribble, and I pulled back, in relief that it was over, but also, strangely a little sad. A drip of cum dangled just below his spermhole and I greedily lapped that up as my lips smacked in pleasure.
He was done. But I wasn’t. I waited for the egg to come back to life. In fact, Livia held up the remote control, her thumb poised to descend. But then she gave a malicious smile and stuck it away in a pocket.
“No!” I shouted. “No! I was good! I followed orders, I did what you wanted. You can’t. You can’t!”
“You think following orders will get you something in return? I told you, thirty-four, we don’t bargain. You do what you’re told. Whatever you might get is a bonus. And today, you’re not getting one.”
“No! Turn it on. Turn it on, you fucking bitch! You fucking bitch!”
Livia led out the hooded stud. I struggled to my feet and rushed the door. Too late, the door slammed shut right in my face. My screams were more incoherent than before, my hair even more astray, and more tears ran down my cheeks, eventually to drip off and join the cum stain on the front of the straitjacket. I backed away from the door, unwilling to see in the glass what a blubbering mess I had become, but I knew; lips pulled back, a rictus grin of desperation below puffed out cheeks with red, swollen eyes above. I collapsed to the floor, sobbing, praying to whatever gods that the vibrator would come alive once more, deliver me to that blissful state of the little death, and allow an exhausted slumber. But my unanswered prayers remained so and, when the light went off again and darkness enveloped me, I cried myself to a fitful sleep. In my dreams of leather and inescapable restraint spoke a woman whose mature voice I was sure I knew.
Chapter Four
Process
 
What can I say of my life in cell thirty-four? I ate through the eventually installed, overhead feeding tube, my most basic needs were seen to and when the light went out I slept. Other anonymous hooded men and their cocks were brought in and I sucked them. Eventually I was allowed to kneel and place my head forward to the pads, my ass in the air. The crotchstraps were loosened and sometimes a cock speared me from behind. We bucked across the pads, most often my head winding up pressed against a wall as hot cum flooded my pussy. Sometimes, if I was lucky enough, and if the cock lasted long enough, I got to orgasm, but none of them brought me any real relief. 
Of course, that’s what Livia wanted. She wanted me to know that it was because of her that I was allowed to orgasm. And that she could take the privilege away at any time. Alright, message received. Yet, as my orgasms continued, so also once in a great while the straitjacket was removed. Under fully masked faces and sharp eyes I exercised, swinging my arms around and working out the stiffness from the arm muscles. The feeding tube was slowly replaced with Livia reclaiming the chore and not giving me real food. During one meal she hinted I might get a pussy to lick.
“Whose? Yours?” I sneered.
“You never know,” Livia reasonably replied. “Depending on how you do, you might find things a little easier.” She spooned another mouthful of paste past my lips.
I spit it all back at her. Oh, this one got her good! Not only did I soil that uniform and splotch her face, but some good chunks landed in her hair. Little clumps hung there, then dripped down to her shoulders.
“I’ll never lick your pussy, you cunt!”
Livia just sat there, immobile. A clump fell to just above her breasts. Another white uniform ruined.
“Alright,” she calmly said. “There’s progress, and then there isn’t.”
That was the end of the feeding session. From then on whenever Livia fed me she wore a black latex apron over her spotless nurse’s uniform and black, latex gloves that reached way up her arms. A surgical mask covered her nose and mouth while her eyes peered out from behind a clear, plastic wraparound shield. I spit at her a couple more times, but it didn’t faze her. She just carried blithely on with another spoon of food or allowing a sip of water through a straw. Her eyes narrowed in teasing humor. Do you best, they said. You can’t touch me.
She was right. I couldn’t. And then, for a while, no one virtually touched me either. 
The parade of cocks ended. At first I didn’t care as my angry rebellion not only endured, but reached new internal heat filled heights. All I wanted was to slap that bitch, shove the vibrator up her twat and take her to the edge. I wanted to dangle her from the ceiling in nothing but the straitjacket I wore, whip her ass raw and just let her hang there, never let her down no matter how much she begged, never allow her to cum. But all these thoughts of revenge ultimately reminded me of my own situation, of how since some time had passed, my pussy ached for cock.
My panties were always soaked in my juices along with the aroma of sex. It got so bad Livia or the orderlies had to swap them out numerous times a day. I was reduced to a quaking, crawling thing and started to lose control of even the simplest of functions. My lips trembled each time I sucked on a straw and water dribbled off my chin. The food paste more often fell from my mouth to stain the front of the straitjacket. And the stain grew; a reflection of my abundant pussy juices down below. At last, one time when Livia came, I scurried to her feet and placed my head on her white shoes. I whined behind the gag.
“What’s this?” Livia said. “A little something to say you’re sorry?”
I nodded and whined again.
“Alright, thirty-four. I suppose you have finally learned. Now, don’t think of this as a reward. After all, this is what you’re supposed to do anyway, but we’re going to try something a little different.”
Different? I backed away to the wall, instantly suspicious.
“Don’t be like that,” Livia said. “Whatever happens, I’m sure it’s nothing you haven’t thought of before.”
Huh? Just what the fuck was she getting at?
Cock in hand, Livia guided in a hooded man. As he stood still I angled my head so that she could remove the gag. In spite of the uncertainty already my mouth watered at the thought of that hard rod, but then Livia touched my chin with a single finger. My head tilted back and she smiled down on me. “No, no, thirty-four, turn around and present.”
What?
Even more suspicious now, I shuffled around on my knees, lowered my head and raised my ass in the air. I looked back, still not fully sure what Livia had in mind. But then she gripped the cock again and brought the man forward. He knelt down in back of me, his hands undoing the two crotchstraps. They fell between my legs, and then he slowly, gently pulled down my saturated panties. There was the sound of a small rip as he tore them apart to get them past my connected, bound feet, then he held them to my nose for a brief moment. My own scent made me gasp and, just for that brief moment, my mouth was open.
That’s when the other cock appeared.
Livia must have had this whole thing timed down to the second. I didn’t even hear the other man enter because just as I was about close my mouth another dick found its way past my lips. I squealed.
“Now, now,” Livia said, like a teacher encouraging a student. “This is something you need to learn.”
Learn? What other lessons were in store for me?
Leisurely, almost shyly, the cock behind me brushed my pussy hairs. Unlike the others before who just rammed me to the hilt right at the start, this one danced around, taking his time, savoring the moment before the plunge. The cockhead exuded heat. And then, with a little push, he was inside me.
How can I describe our joining? Absolutely impersonal for the most personal act of all. Yet, one thrust and then another and I responded as a woman. My internal heat soared, my pussy walls contracted, then expanded to accept this anonymous manhood. I moaned again, and now the other cock in my mouth began to plunge. I opened my mouth as wide as I could, tried to make room in my throat. Together they set the pace, and it was all I could do to keep up.
And away we went. In back and in front they took me together, two hard dicks that gave me no chance of escape, nor did I seek it. Deeper and deeper they plunged. My pussy hot and wet, my mouth frothing, pussy juices and drool dripping to the pads, I responded to their seemingly inexhaustible stamina. At some point the front zippers on the straitjacket opened and two hands, one from each, kneaded my breasts. In a separate rhythm they caressed my erect nipples, then, in each their own time gave a quick pinch. I squealed, then moaned again. Oh, oh, fuck.
My breath quickened. The one behind me increased his tempo, then the other as well. Each thrust faster than the last as they drove at me like a pair of wild animals. If not for the cock in my mouth, I could easily have been hopping across the room. The one in front brushed my hair back, probably so he could see my mouth around his cock better. When he did I caught a glimpse of Livia, standing inside the door, just to the left, with a satisfied smirk. 
No, the sight of her wasn’t going to ruin this for me. I closed my eyes, again mentally focused on the two bucks that drove me like a beast. One set of hips pounded away in back, while another set in front caused me to nearly choke. Hot shaft of a cock reaming my pussy, hot shaft in my mouth delving deep in to my throat. No, it wasn’t like I hadn’t thought of this before, played it in the theater of my mind before falling asleep at night, my hand swirling inside my pussy while in the safety of my bed. And now here it was, for real. I couldn’t help myself.
With each shove, either from in back or in front, my inner spring coiled, tightened almost to the breaking point. The tension built and built until I was ready to shatter, explode into a million pieces, never be whole again. Now...this moment...
My body froze, all my muscles were like rocks. I... I... Oh...MY...GAAWWWDDD!
I exploded like a virgin. My nerve endings lit up on fire and chilled like ice at the same time. Somehow, I was aware that the cocks also had reached the pinnacle as collectively their hot, hot jism flowed into me, a life giving elixir. Breaking off in front, as the cum spewed onto my face, I let loose with a high-pitched scream. But I was cut off as the cock in front found my mouth hole again and I received that hard spewing, hot and luscious bounty, taking as much as I could down my throat.
I groaned as from behind the cum not only filled but overflowed from my pussy, the hot fluid quickly cooling and turning sticky on the inside of my legs, staining the pads underneath. At last, he was spent, and fell back onto the pads. The one in front also emptied his last and crumbled.
I collapsed as well. Together we all lay there, in front a pair of arms around my canvas covered shoulders while behind my splayed legs lay across a wide chest. In both of them was a pounding pulse that eventually slowed down. As did mine. I floated.
And then, all too soon, Livia’s hands lifted me away. Not impatient and rough, but gentle and soft. She brushed my now long bangs back from my eyes and set me down on the floor. I still hated her, and we would still test each other, but right now she acted like a den mother taking care of her young.
Both men got up on wobbly legs. No words, just a last glance from both of them. One then looked at the other and nodded. Then they were gone.
Livia remained. A tension seemed to drain out of her. Like after a test and, now that it was over, what was done was done. Whatever happened next was out of her hands. For a moment I pitied her. Whatever this was I got the sense that Livia had been the one on the chopping block. And if those two cocks hadn’t been fully satisfied then perhaps things might have gone very different for her.
As she gazed at me I was hit by a flash of insight that I had gotten her back for all her shit. Within her was a sexual hunger, deeply hidden, for ropes, gags, whips. Not for using them on others, but of being used on her. Yet, unlike my just finished reality of a three way, this was something Livia experienced only in a dream, and would remain a fantasy because she was scared of her own submission, to allow someone to deliver her to the dizzying pinnacle of an orgasm that defined her as a woman. Judging by Livia’s face of hatred, she had realized just who was the stronger in our twisted relationship, and it wasn’t her.
And then Livia the Witch returned. I could tell that while I had been granted the gift of ecstasy, I would pay for it. Not now, but later. And ten times over.
I didn’t care. I just lay there as the door closed. For now, content.
 
***
 
I paid and paid and paid. The egg vibrator hummed its song of frustration, but Livia also added a butt plug from time to time. It didn’t vibrate like the egg, but it just didn’t just take up empty space either. On seeing the rubber rod in Livia’s hand my eyes bugged out. I shook my head No. Vigorously.
“Now don’t be like that,” she said, with a slight reproach. She squirted some gel from a tube onto the shaft. “This is all part of the process. You probably guessed this was going to happen. And if you didn’t, you should have. Besides, I think you should be thanking me. You’re getting the beginner’s thin model, even though we both know you’ve previously taken more.”
I scrambled back up against the far wall to keep my ass as far away from that thing as possible. With a sigh and little shake of her head, Livia just walked over, grabbed my hair and threw me down to the floor pads. Before I could react, Livia pulled down my panties in back, wrapped a strong arm just above the front of my hips, and hiked my ass up high. Within just mere moments the plug invaded my asshole. As the panties were pulled back up I was helpless to expel the stiff piece of blunted rubber.
“Good, that’ll do the job,” Livia said, pressing against the wide base. “About time you reached this part. Get used to that and then we’ll stick a nice dildo up your twat. So far you’ve had it easy. That’s going to change.”
Had it easy? Up until now this was all easy? What the hell was coming next?
I found out. Fast.
Livia paused at the door, pressed the remote and the egg vibrator hummed to life. I rolled over and sat up, my weight pressing the butt plug even further inside. I managed to slide back against the wall. Sitting there the vibrator did its job and took me beyond the confines of the straitjacket, gag, and the padded cell.
The vibrator cut off. Okay, we were back to that. Take me there, then leave me dangling. Fine. I knew how to handle that too, knew how to keep things on edge until it started up again. So I got my mental exercises ready to bridge the gap. I closed my eyes and...
They flew wide open again. I leapt into the air.
Fuck! What the hell! My ass!
Livia still stood by the door, glowing in satisfaction.
“Good. Good, that ass rod will keep you on your toes. It’s randomly programmed to alternate with the egg vibrator. Can’t have you getting complacent.”
Fucking twat!
I rushed her, but then the butt plug kicked in again and I fell forward, gyrating in response to the new placed vibration. The sensations from the plug weren’t so much different from the one in my pussy, but my ass was tender. Yes, I had taken a finger up there, even a short strap on, but not like this! I was still almost a virgin in that area, and a plug so far up my ass was relatively new. Add in the plug’s vibes and it made me react like I had just been given a real electrical charge. By the time it stopped and I recovered Livia was on the other side of the closed door with her usual parting smile.
Bitch! Bitch bitch bitch bitch biiiiitch!
The egg vibrator hummed. My legs turned to cooked spaghetti. I collapsed, unable to stop what was happening. I nearly made it to orgasm too, but then a vibe up the butt brought me crashing back to reality. And so it went. I couldn’t pace myself, couldn’t time the intervals between each because there just wasn’t any pattern. I think I was right in the middle of an orgasm at one point when the butt plug buzzed, and I pounded my feet on the pads in frustration. But eventually, things did start to ease. The alternating vibes still came, yet not as often as before. Strength returning to my legs I nervously paced to and fro, bumping in to the walls, or just falling down in a contortion of ecstasy or agony. Then, right in a mix of one of those “anti-climaxes”, I glanced up at the door.
There were people at the window.
I bounded up to my feet, jumped high several times to make sure that they could see me. Let me out! Let me out! I cried behind the gag. The door was so thick they didn’t hear me. And even if they could, all they would have heard was my usual muffled “mmmpph”s.
They took turns at the portal, a mix of men and women. I saw white collars over the tops of regular dresses or framing dark ties. Doctors! These were doctors. They could help me. They would know I wasn’t crazy. Just look at me. Just look!
Livia reappeared for a moment. “Come on, thirty-four. Show these buyers just what you’ve got.”
Buyers? Aren’t they doctors?
And then I got it. This wasn’t really an insane asylum.
And then the butt plug kicked in again. Down I went, rolling on the pads, fighting against the straitjacket, my legs kicking at the air.
It turned off and I suddenly lay quiet, like whatever mad fit that struck me had vanished. I tried to get up but the butt plug took me again. Dressed like doctors they pretended to come and see what a crazy woman looked like. Only they weren’t doctors. I was now just a piece of merchandise, a trained seal for their private amusement and, as I rolled on the floor, I gave it to them.
As I twisted and bounced with those eyes swapping out and hungrily staring down at me, wondering how I might dance under their whip in their own private dungeons, I knew I had lost. Livia was right. Whatever they wanted, you did it, everything from sucking cock to acting like a bugged eyed mental case. And you did so either with a gag so wide and a straitjacket so tight it taught you that this was now your natural existence, or with a numbered name that wiped out what little remained of your identity so that even if you kept repeating your previous name that too became alien.
But there was one thing, one tiny ray of hope to which I clutched. They had seen me. They knew I was here. For whatever reason, Livia hadn’t been able to keep me a dark secret. Others knew. And as I rolled on the floor with the egg vibrator humming away, or contorted when the butt plug took over, I held on to that tiny thought. Things weren’t going all Livia’s way. I would get out of here even if that meant I was sold to someone. Somehow I would find a way. Get out.
Somehow. 







Chapter Five
Swear
 
“And now I’m here, in the crazy place. I didn’t ask for any of this.”
Sheena had recovered somewhat, propped up against the wall while still bound, but her gaze was distant. I wondered if she had heard a word I had said, but then she drew a slightly deeper than normal breath and said, “You’re so full of shit.”
I think my mouth fell open. “What are you talking about?”
Her eyes flicked over to me. “Oh, c’mon, girl. I caught you looking at my books. And Cathleen told me about you. Your secret talks. Those dirty little web shows. She always knew you couldn’t help yourself if they had any leather or rope.”
I gasped. “Cathleen? Cath? What... What did she tell...”
Sheena eyes returned to the far horizon. “Everything. Every...thing...”
Shit. I thought I had been so careful, hiding this part of me. Yeah, Cathleen and I had more than one night of swapping secrets with an empty wine bottle between us. She told me of her secret submissive streak, how she fantasized about a strong man’s hand holding her down, the sting of a whip on her ass. I lapped up all the details but wasn’t about to come across in kind. Some people are open about their SM fantasies, but not me. At least, not yet. So instead I spoke of a lesbo affair I had undergone that she already knew about. Yeah, I get it, a gay affair? These days no big deal, but also not part of everyone’s luggage. Actually, ‘affair’ is too generous a word; more like a one night stand. It was after semester finals so I went out to blow off some steam. At first glance Kanen was like a little flower with eager, wide eyes. At least, that’s how she appeared. We met at a loud hot spot, people dancing to techno and hip hop. Looking back I realized her looks hid a predatory nature. When she wanted something she stalked it like a lion. That night I was her prey. We talked and danced. At closing time instead of my waiting for a private taxi Kanen offered a ride. Of course we wound up at her place and tumbled onto the bed. Hey, I knew what I was doing. I wasn’t drunk, more like fully alive and very turned on. Kanen asked me more than once if I was ready for this. I told her to shut up and covered her mouth with mine. At some point out came the handcuffs. I acted all semi-shocked but still willing to go along with it all, so Kanen took charge. We turned into a bit of an item in the following weeks, but I made sure no one else I knew saw me with Kanen. And we also couldn’t quite recapture that initial night of passion. At one point I sensed a growing dark mood about Kanen and things started to go negative. A little voice inside me warned that this whole thing was not turning out nice.
Things became strained to the breaking point between us. Kanen got a tweet about an old-fashioned sixties style beach party. As a last ditch effort we went for the sake our relationship and danced on the sand with a bunch of hipsters and millennials. Edward, Ben and Cathleen were there as well, and I guess my lesbian thing with Kanen was outed. As it turned out it didn’t matter because it sure didn’t take long for things to blow up for good between Kanen and myself. While I thought we were getting rid of some tension and maybe having a good time, Kanen acted otherwise. She couldn’t match my pace so I wound up dancing either alone or with a couple of guys, Edward being one of them. I guess, looking back, she would say I didn’t pay her enough attention and I would excuse my behavior with I didn’t like her emotional smothering. Who was right? Both. And neither. As Edward and I were getting our freak on Kanen yanked me away. I nearly fell to the sand but her strong grip prevented that.
“What the fuck are you doing?” she hissed.
I tore out of her grasp. “Dancing. That’s kind of what we came here for, right?”
“Not with that cock! Or any others! You belong to me.”
Oh? Now Kanen was trying to control who I was with? Fuck that. I said, “Back off, you controlling bitch. I want to dance. If I’m with a guy, then so what? If you’ve got a problem with that, then find yourself another pussy to lick.”
It was like I had stabbed Kanen with a knife. Her face turned red. Her mouth worked, but she had real physical difficulty trying to speak. At last all she could say was, “You cunt. You fucking cunt.”
She turned her back on me and walked off, fading away from the bonfire’s light. 
I tried to keep dancing, but my heart wasn’t in it. The upshot was me left alone, sitting on the beach, watching the waves crash ashore. After a while I faintly heard a pair of feet padding through the sand, and then a sigh as someone sat down.
“Are you alright?”
Edward. He had witnessed the ugliness between Kanen and myself.
“Fine,” I said, still staring out at the ocean.
A pause. Edward took a swig from a beer can.
“That was a pretty bad scene between the two of you.”
Now I sighed. Edward wasn’t going to leave me alone until he got something, so I threw him a bone. “Yeah. Bad enough.”
Edward nodded in understanding. “It’s hard finding someone. My extended family, my, uh, guardian... They want me to marry someone suitable.” He laughed and shook his head. “Suitable. For who? Them and their money? Or for me?” He shook his head.
“They all sound overbearing,” I said.
Edward chuckled. “Oh, that’s the Straun clan, alright. Think they can control everything, but wait ‘til I come clean with them...”
Edward trailed off. We sat in silence for a few moments, each wrestling with our own problems.
“Y’know,” Edward said, “I was kind of surprised when you... Well, I never thought you were...”
I scoffed and said, “Just an experiment gone bad.”
“Really? Is that what it was? From where I stood, it sure didn’t look like one to Kanen.”
A mirror of words had been thrown up in my face. Suddenly, I didn’t like my reflection.
“Look, don’t get me wrong,” Edward said. “I thought Kanen was the lucky one.”
I heard Edward, but didn’t hear; if you know what I mean. I was up on my feet. “Excuse me.”
Maybe Edward thought I was mad at him. Well, perhaps. What I was most concerned with though was finding Kanen. I circled the bonfire, passed several groups of people. No sign of her. I expanded the search, found outliers of couples who definitely wanted to be alone; among them Ben and Cathleen. I stepped back into the dark shadows of a tall rock.
Ben grabbed a handful of Cathleen’s hair and jerked her head backwards.
“You’ll do it,” he said. “We can’t allow any distractions. Just a few years. What’s that when later we’ll have the rest of our lives together? And the settlement will be huge.”
“Yes, sir,” Cathleen breathed.
Slowly Cathleen sank to her knees, Ben’s hand in her hair all the way. The unmistakable sound of a zipper, then Cathleen’s head pumping back of forth. Ben moaned.
I slowly backed away, my own heart pumping, my legs weak. “Yes, sir” was all she said. Sometimes, that was all I wanted to say.
The bonfire’s light beckoned, and I stumbled back to the world of smiles and happy chatter. I wound up standing next to Edward. I stared into the flames, somehow trying to process all that I had experienced. Kanen gone. Cathleen at last admitting her true nature. And me? I had been shown up as a sexual dilettante with Kanen and a voyeur with Ben and Cathleen. Two qualities that were not appealing.
“Can I take you home?” Edward said.
His beer was gone. Also missing was that superficial fraternity attitude, replaced now by a sober expression that spoke of concern for someone. “Kanen was my ride,” I said.
“I guess that’s a yes,” Edward said. “When?”
“Now,” I said. “Right now.”
On the way I hardly looked at Edward. We didn’t even speak until we got to my place. I started to get out but Edward stopped me with a firm, yet gentle grip on my arm.
“It’s okay to be angry, and sad,” Edward said. “This may not help now, but it’s a good thing this happened. Better you find out today what Kanen is really like, instead of later.”
I looked back at Edward. Really looked this time. Instead of the party dude frat boy, I found a serious, handsome young man. Those clear, blue eyes pierced right through my anger and embarrassment of the nasty scene with Kanen. Suddenly I felt all my secrets had been laid bare and within those eyes I not only found compassion, but a kindred spirit.
I chuckled. “Is this where you say you’ll call me next week to see how I’m doing, when really you want to ask me out?”
Edward could have taken it as a cynical brush off, but he saw through my game. “Yes, I will call to see how you are,” he said. “As for a date, maybe not so soon. First you have set things right with Kanen.”
He opened my door, like some old time gentleman, and even walked me to my apartment. No, we didn’t kiss or fall into each other’s arms, instead just saying good night to each other. As Edward walked away he seemed to stand taller than all the times I had seen him before, like a clear path had been laid out and he was ready follow it. He drove off in the night and I wiped away some tears. Tears I suddenly realized that Edward had seen.
A few days later when classes started I called Kanen to see if we could meet. Taking Edward’s advice I decided not to leave things the way they were after the beach party. Kanen didn’t say anything as I talked. When I finished there was a cold silence at the other end, then...
“If you wrong us, shall we not revenge?”
“What?” I said. What was that - Shakespeare? “Oh, Kanen, c’mon - “
Click. The phone went dead. I said to myself, “Fine”, shrugged and tried to forget about the whole sorry thing. Dramatics aside, I figured I would never hear from Kanen again.
Or had I?
One day, across the street at a sidewalk café, there was Kanen talking to Cathleen, of all people. By the time I got over there, what with all the traffic in between, Cathleen was alone. When I asked her who she had been talking to Cathleen looked puzzled at first, then said maybe I mistook the woman maitre’d for someone else. I almost said a maitre’d doesn’t just sit down and gab with a customer, but I let it go while Cathleen invited me to stay so we could catch up with each other. I didn’t know how to process Cathleen’s lying right to my face, so I made some lame excuse about having to be somewhere and got out of there. 
Cathleen? She knew about my hidden SM secret? Had Kanen told her? With a sinking feeling in my stomach I realized Kanen had probably spilled my secret right at that moment in the restaurant. And I had witnessed it.
A million questions shouted in my mind, with a few screaming louder than others. Why did Cathleen lie about her meeting with Kanen? And how did I slip up about my interest in SM?
As for the last question, that was easy enough to answer. The truth will come out. No matter how much I had tried to hide it, I did slip up; the TV commercial with Sheena, my oh so too surprised reaction when Kanen brought out the handcuffs, not to mention how many other little things I may have exposed over the years with Cathleen. Yeah, given enough time, people will have a good idea about your secrets, even if you won’t admit them to yourself. But that still didn’t explain how Cathleen and Kanen were involved in my confinement.
“Sheena, no more games,” I said. “What did Cathleen tell you? Did she mention anyone else? Did she speak of...of Kanen?”
Sheena’s eyes focused again in the far distance, as if trying to recall a hazy memory. “Kanen. No. Not Kanen. But Tara... I think her name...was Tara.”
Tara? Who the hell was Tara? I ran the name over in my head. Tara, Tara. Tara?
Oh my god! Thera!
 
***
 
If I could have been rocked back on my heels, I would have. But the straitjacket, the attached cuffs on my ankles prevented that. Instead I just sat back on my ass, my mouth open.
Sheena drifted away, this time for good, covered by welts and enveloped in afterglow. One of the gorillas eventually blindfolded me and dragged me out, my legs nothing more than shocked dead weight. A large part of my mind refused to accept what I had just heard, because the implications were that...that...I had been betrayed.
Next thing I knew I was back at Livia’s office. She leaned against the front of the desk while I sat on my haunches. “I knew there was more to you than you let on,” she said. “So you know Thera.”
I blinked, at last coming back to the present moment. “No. Not really.”
“Don’t give me that shit!” Livia said. “What are you? Some kind of spy to report back to Thera on how well we train slaves here?”
“What? No!”
“I want the truth.”
I didn’t answer, but I had met Thera through Edward. I had run into him on campus and he was with an older woman. Not old old, more like middle-age with dark, neck length hair. Well kept, attractive, but behind those eyes ran a machine that always calculated. Edward had introduced her as an old family friend. He was glad that we had run into each other because he wanted us to meet. So we all went to a local lunch spot and had an enjoyable, if shallow time, except for a brief moment. Edward had excused himself to take care of our bill, which left me alone with Thera.
“So, tell me, Bailey,” Thera said. Her voice held that east coast flavor. Upper crust. Cultured but snotty. “How did you attract Edward’s eye?”
“What?” The question caught me off guard. This was after my bust up with Kanen and his driving me home from the beach. We hadn’t really dated, at least not by ourselves. When we got together it was usually with a group of people, although with the most recent semester there were a couple of classes we shared and a few times we met for a study session. The nascent confidence I saw in him that night had grown. He was no one’s fool and a bit of a hunk. Who wouldn’t go for him? I knew that he liked me and... What could I say? We were definitely circling each other. In fact, now that I was fully over Kanen, I was thinking of asking him out. 
“Please, Bailey, let’s not kid ourselves,” Thera said. “I can tell by how Edward looks at you. He may not have said anything obvious, but you’re on his radar. So, what’s your plan?” She flashed a cold smile.
Suddenly I didn’t like this woman. She had assumed that I was some kind of predator. Alright, two can play at this game.
“My plan? Well, I’ll tell you. It was to accept him as himself. To lure him away from overbearing bitches that thought they knew better.”
Thera’s smile went absolutely sub-zero.
“Yeah, get ready for it,” I said. “He’s a young man that, no matter what happens between us, he’ll make his own decisions. Get on board or get out of the way.”
Nothing more was said until Edward returned. Thera was all bright lights and happy cheer that we had all gotten together and that we should do it again soon. And that was it.
Or so I thought.
Now I found out that Thera was involved in my being here?
Livia’s frown had turned to a scowl. “Tell me the truth!”
Careful. Walking a real fine line here. “I don’t know! I only met her once. We hardly spoke. That’s the truth, ma’am. The truth!”
Livia got right down to my level, her face only inches from mine. “Either you’re lying or this is the greatest stroke of luck. Well, I’m not taking any chances. I got this promotion because Thera liked my reports on you and she wants only me to take you down. You’re my ticket, girl. And I’m gonna ride you. Right to the top.”
Once again that little, sadistic smile crept out, and suddenly I realized that no matter how truthful I was, even if I told Livia all my darkest secrets, she would never be satisfied. She lived for bondage, harsh interrogations, the crack of a whip on tender flesh. And us getting in to a cat and mouse game, I being her latest piece of mouse slave ass, only added to her delight.
“I’ll spread the news about you,” Livia said, “and the investors will line up for their shot. And they’ll all have to go through me.” She leaned down and kissed me. Soft lips lingered and her breath mixed with mine. For a second I was free, enjoying a gentle moment that reminded me of other times where I allowed a partner to bind and use me, but always in a safe way. But as much as Livia’s tender kiss took me back there, when she withdrew I returned to the ruthless present. 
Tears spilled from my eyes. My lower lip trembled, but I forced myself to keep it together. Livia was a dead end. Oh, sure, she would bring me back here, and she would use me, not always cruelly, but I would always go back to cell thirty-four. Again and again and again. Until Livia tired or she just forgot about me whenever a new, bright and shiny slave was brought to her. I wouldn’t even be sold! No way would Livia allow that. And eventually I would be known only by a number. Thirty-four. That was my name now. And my home. Thirty-four.
No! I would get out. And when I did...Cathleen, Kanen, Thera. I would get them all. They wouldn’t see me coming, wouldn’t even know who I was until too late. They probably wouldn’t even remember me. But I would. I would remember. Everything. I swear.
Chapter Six
Contraband
 
They had to drag me back to cell thirty-four. Not because I was trying to make trouble, I was just simply still in shock after I realized what I was to Livia, a piece of flesh for her to devour. I hung limp between the orderlies, once more blindfolded as my legs and pink booty covered feet trailed behind like so much useless dead weight. Dropped on the pads, one of the orderlies removed the booties, blindfold and gag. Oh, yes, I had been gagged again. They couldn’t risk my shouting in protest, screaming bloody murder as I was escorted back to hell. The gag, that wonderfully awful, incredible love it and hate it gag, reminded me each time that not even my voice was my own. Only when Livia wanted to me scream and respond to questions was I allowed speech. And now it seemed even that had been taken away forever. Livia had gotten what she wanted, a seemingly compliant little pussy, and I was determined to play the part. Up to a point. But I had to be careful. If I tried to tempt the orderlies somehow into letting me go with the promise of a suck or fuck, I was sure Livia would find out. More ammunition for her in our little game.
The gag fell away. I didn’t move. Not even my mouth. It still remained open as I half-anticipated a new gag, fraught with its own luscious tortures, would make a cozy home in my mouth. But the orderly remained squatted in front of me, one hand closed in a fist. Suddenly, I realized the orderly was a woman. With gentle fingers she slowly moved my chin from side to side.
“What’re ya doing?” said the other orderly. He was a rough handed one and I had the bruises from before now to prove it. He stood at the door, arms crossed in impatience.
“Checking for damage,” came the reply. The mask she wore muffled her voice. “She’s worn that gag a lot. Have to make sure nothing is wrong.”
She brought up her other hand and, with her index finger extended, she placed it inside my mouth, as if she were inspecting my teeth. She took her time, making sure she went over each tooth, the gums, and my tongue.
“C’mon, c’mon,” said the rough orderly.
“Shut up. If you need to be somewhere, just go.”
He stayed for a moment, then shook his head and left. That left me alone with the woman whose hand still rested in my mouth.
“Now, listen,” she said. She extracted her finger and slightly loosened her fist. Nestled in her palm was a tiny key card. The kind I had seen used to open doors. I gasped but she quickly covered my mouth. “Remember where this is hidden,” she said, and slid the contraband in between a couple of floor pads. I did a quick survey. Three pads from the right hand wall, four from the door.
“When the time is right, use it,” she said. “Be careful. You won’t get a second chance.”
Who the fuck was this woman?
She gripped my face; her thumb and fingers squeezed my cheeks, pushed my lips together. Her action meant to convey threat to anyone who might be watching, but her voice was almost pleading. “Let them break you. It’s what you want. And it’s how you’re going to get what you really need.”
For good measure she shoved my head aside, and I nearly fell over. She stood and backed away, not breaking eye contact until she was beyond the door. She needn’t have worried about my outing her. No, my shock was enough to ensure my silence. First Sheena, then Cathleen, Kanen, and now this woman. Yet, her hand was the only one that offered any vague help. Why? What was I to her? 
Through the little square portal she gave me a last look. All I saw were those eyes of hers and, with a shock, I felt a kinship. Hard, unyielding, like all the others in this sadistic asylum, but with a difference. Those eyes had been as desperate as I was now. They knew what I now endured, and they were full of pity. She understood. And now my tears flowed again, in release of my helplessness, in gratitude that someone was out there who knew I wasn’t just another straitjacketed crazy woman in cell thirty-four. 
 
***
 
Livia. Now nothing but Livia.
After my office visit things changed a bit. Oh, it sure wasn’t all sweetness and flowers, but I wore the straitjacket now mainly during meal times, and I was given a little, metal pot for bathroom urges. A subtle sign that if I played along, things might get better. All I had to do was knuckle under even more.
So I became the most compliant, the most slavish piece of ass that ever existed. Livia exulted in her most prized possession. Eventually she showed me off a few times to the pretend doctors in the white lab coats and the language Livia used was definitely not psychiatric, or even medical. Livia plainly told them that I was her slave, and some of the methods used to keep me in line.
“What about suspension?” said one, a man. “That always works for me.”
“A tat, or even a brand on that ass would look just right,” said a woman. “Something to remind her that she’s owned.”
“I’m thinking about it,” Livia responded. “But I still like her unmarred. Pristine.”
“How long before you allow her in the day room? She would look good in a cage,” said another man.
Livia laughed. “Oh, I’m still very much enjoying her.” Livia stroked my head. “We still have more than a few things to do just between us.”
“Word has gotten around about her. She would make a fine addition to the public stock.”
“I’ll consider it.”
“You’ve done a great job with her,” said another woman. “And she’s still got a wonderful freshness.”
Livia preened at all the compliments. Yeah, her worth rose with every visit. 
Yet, the idea of my being taken out and showed off also weighed on Livia’s vanity. What better way to demonstrate to others her dominant skills than to have a one time difficult pussy strutted around like a submissive piece of ass? I could only guess that I certainly looked the part as I knelt on the pads, my legs spread, head down. Soon the straitjacket would come off in preparation for the whip. Fire would rain down, my skin aflame in Livia’s cold passion. Later, with the straitjacket back on, I would turn even more slavish. I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t! Oh, the pain would fade and turn into a soft, warm glow. I would revel in it and turn my most slavish, even crawling to Livia and kissing her feet. Later, alone in the dark, curled up in a corner, I would hide the tears that coursed down my cheeks, tears of secret pleasure.
Yet each time we were together Livia only grew more frustrated. She suspected I held something back, simply because after my previous unyielding resistance being suddenly transformed into compliant submission was just too good to be true. As promised, she took me down alright. I submitted, but there was always that promise to myself, and the hidden pass key nestled between the floorpads, that kept alive a vague hope of getting out. To me it was a life line and I clung to it in desperation. And Livia knew there was something deep inside of me that she could never touch, no matter how low she made me crawl. No matter how long I was alone.
Yes, through it all, I was lonely. I longed for another’s voice, another hand on my skin until I grew so anxious that whenever Livia returned, no matter what she did I gave thanks for even her human contact. Yet, as I grew more obedient, Livia’s frustration only grew.
“I don’t like what you’re doing, you little slut,” she hissed one time after a long, and especially arduous session. I lay prone on the floor, licking Livia’s boots, my back and ass marked up, a pussyplug and buttplug locked inside me. I glanced up, giving her my best docile expression.
“That’s right,” Livia said, pulling away from my grasp. “And don’t give me those wide, innocent eyes. You think you can just push an internal button and suddenly you’re topping from below? Think again!” Livia yanked down both zippers on the front of the straitjacket and my breasts fell out between the metal teeth. She pinched hard on each erect nipple, her grip like a vise. I cried out, but didn’t pull away. To do so would only confirm to Livia that I wasn’t what I pretended to be. 
Livia broke off and pushed me against a wall. I rebounded to land on my side and gazed up at her through my now grown out, wild hair. Livia’s deep breaths indicated that I was getting to her. But she was cunning, trying different tactics to confuse me, trip me up into giving away more secrets. Looking back I must have grown arrogant in that I always caught on to her latest game and reveled in her irritation. I had her. But then I blew it. The next day she rooted out my hidden weakness, and all over an almost throw away statement.
Livia said, “You have a visitor.”
She said it so casually as she stirred my daily paste. I could have been fed through the feeding tube, but sometimes Livia preferred to shovel the food in herself, another chance to widen the cracks in my mental façade and dig ever deeper into my hidden recesses. I don’t know if it was planned on her part, just a simple phrase - “You have a visitor” - that wedged right past all my barriers. I thought that no one cared that I had disappeared off the face of the earth, but apparently that wasn’t true. I must have given Livia some kind of reaction, a blink of the eyes, a half raise of my head, I don’t know! But in that moment she knew. She knew that I cared that someone from outside still remembered me. That I hadn’t been forgotten. She knew. Goddammit.
Livia taunted me by not giving any details. Not right away. She would come across, but in her own good time. So I sat at her feet, swallowed a couple more spoonfuls of paste, and tried not to indicate again if I cared.
“Yes, that’s right,” Livia said. The spoon entered my mouth and slightly clattered over my lower teeth, but not because Livia’s aim was off. Even though I had transformed the rest of my body into a statue my jaw still trembled.
The smile grew only wider.
I could do only one thing to throw her off her little taunting game.
I spit the food on her. Something I hadn’t done in a long time.
A gob of paste landed right on the face guard’s clear plastic barrier. Livia made no move to wipe it away. Instead, she just let it hang there, like a badge of honor. And that smile, that damned smile said, “Gotcha!”
Livia slowly stood. The bowl still contained paste, but we both knew I wasn’t getting anymore. 
 
***
 
Not long after that two masked orderlies barged through the door. I hadn’t seen the woman orderly since that day she left me the contraband. She guarded the door while the other, stolidly built one that had manhandled me many times before, forcefully tore away the straitjacket. Before he could replace my bonds the woman said, “Just got a text. Sheena’s acting up in the day room.” They shut the door and left. For a while I was left totally free. Feeling like a forgotten patient in a doctor’s office, I sat on the floor pads, my legs crooked just at the right angle where lay the key card. I placed my hands inside the crook of my legs and my fingers dived down between the pads, clutched at the plastic, then enclosed it in my palm. I didn’t want to just draw it out; the camera above and behind me was a sleepless, unblinking eye. So I casually allowed my hands to lay in the crook of my legs, my back to the camera, acting just like a slave waiting for her next orders. 
Only, maybe this time I would call the decisive shot. They were taking me out of this cell, and if there was any chance of escape this just might be it. My palm turned sweaty and I prayed that when they returned, they wouldn’t notice my constantly clenched fists.
At last they came for me. They came with ropes, wadding, and thin cloths.
I would have just held still while the ropes wound about my body, meek and cooperative, but the rough, masked man orderly led the way. I didn’t like him, so I put up a bit of a fight as he tied my legs and ankles. For good measure he added a crotchrope, all nice and tight. The woman got in on the action too, tying my arms and wrists, then anchoring it all in back to the waist portion of the crotchrope. Yet, her actions weren’t nearly as rough. In fact, they were almost sympathetic. When she tied my wrists she took care not to cut off my circulation. She checked the bindings, and surreptitiously ran her hands over my fists and coaxed open my fingers. For a brief moment they interlocked and she squeezed in a reassuring gesture. The kindest act I had experienced ever since, well, I don’t know when. She wanted to do the same with my other hand, but I fought her on that, clenching my fist even tighter. But she forced it open, and felt what I hid. Even though she had given me the card would she now take it back? It wouldn’t be the first time someone had faked a friendship leading ultimately to betrayal. Then I would be left in here forever, Livia the only person I would know as she took me down, down, into a dark, delicious submission that eventually I wouldn’t want to end.
Then, just as fast, like someone who had opened a box and discovered something best left ignored, she closed my hand, my fingers once more in a fist, holding on to my sin of hope. The male orderly hadn’t seen anything.
They flipped me over on my back. My arms, legs, whole body now tied. I couldn’t move. At least the straitjacket allowed some kind of motion; I could stand and walk after a fashion, but now I was nothing more than a helpless bundle.
“Get her mouth open,” said the man. He threw the thin, stretchy cloth over his shoulder, then proceeded to compress white wadding into a tight, little ball.
“I told you we should have brought a spider gag,” she said.
“Well, we didn’t! Just pry that jaw open.”
She bent down and spread apart my pressed lips. I clenched my jaw shut, teeth against each other. I needed to; if I had shown any sign of cooperation in gratitude for her allowing me to keep the hidden item the man orderly might have guessed that something was wrong. If I let up now, things might go south.
She struggled with my mouth and, at last fed up with my slow cooperation, squeezed shut my nostrils. I tore my head away, getting a quick breath of air, but then she came around and pressed her legs gently against either side of my head like a vise. Again, she pinched the nostrils shut, and from then on it was only a matter of time.
Oh, sure I could breathe a little between my clenched teeth, but it wasn’t enough. Soon enough my mouth opened, just that barest amount, and a hard plastic rod was shoved between my teeth, then slightly twisted, forcing my mouth open even further.
The man descended like a raptor on prey. My mouth was stuffed to overflowing, then the thin cloth was wrapped around my head several times, very tight. As they both stood up I oommpphed and grred, but that was all. They towered over me.
“What about a blindfold?” the woman said.
“Don’t need one,” came the reply. He reached down, grabbed the ropes across my front and hoisted me like a bag of feathers. I flopped over his wide shoulder. “She can look around all she wants. Won’t do her no good. The only way she gets outta here is tied up in a windowless van.”
Chapter Seven
Visitation
 
I wasn’t carried all the way. Yes, I hung over the orderly’s shoulder, but after a short walk I was none too gently deposited in a wheelchair. A couple of leather straps criss-crossed my chest in an X while two more across the tops of my thighs and down at my ankles prevented my legs from kicking outwards. Yeah, strapped in tight.
Wheeled down a long hallway, but instead of going to Livia’s office we turned toward numbered doors that I hadn’t seen before. These actually had large windows, so it was easy to see inside, and each window was filled with a bound woman. They all watched as I approached and probably long after I had gone by, their eyes laser locked, never once looking away. And they weren’t all young things either. A good portion were milfs with a couple of still robust older gray hairs thrown in here and there. But they were all bound in some way, a few under heavy restraint like a straitjacket similar to mine, or a leather armbinder welding their separate arms into one useless limb in back. Most of them were gagged. For those that weren’t their mouths were partially opened, as if in surprise they had discovered a new slave in their midst. Was this going to be a new resident in their ward? And what might that mean for them? Perhaps here was a new pussy to play with under the watchful eyes of Livia? Or maybe a new challenger for top bitch in their little slave hierarchy? But if I played it right, they wouldn’t have to worry about me, ‘cause I wouldn’t be back.
And so far, so good. The key card was still in my closed fist. But the question still begged: Why did I receive it? Unless this whole thing was a set up?!
The wheelchair came to an abrupt stop before a metal door as did all my hopes. Shit. It would be just like Livia to run a game like that. Alright then, I’ll fucking show her.
The door swung open and bright sunlight assaulted my eyes.
Instead of squinting against the glare I forced my eyes to remain open, way open, at last seeing things for how they are. But also I needed to remember all my time outside because I didn’t know if I ever would see daylight again.
Rumbling across the door’s threshold we entered a garden, full of bright flowers, trimmed bushes and perfectly mowed green, green grass. We wove along a scrunchy path and I strove to take in the different scents. For so long leather and canvas infused my existence and now I was immersed in glorious springtime. And flitting about from flower to flower were bees!
Beyond the garden the lawn continued, and about fifty yards distant, in the middle of it all, stood a massive yew tree, perhaps the very one that the institute’s logo was based upon. Underneath, on a wooden bench, sat Livia, legs crossed under a cream colored pleated skirt, a white long sleeved blouse with one arm slung along the top of the bench. As we approached she frowned, like she was seeing something that she didn’t like.
“How do you expect her to talk with that gag in her mouth?” she said, annoyed.
“Standard procedure, ma’am,” said the male orderly. “Can’t have her screaming her head off.”
“Remove it. If she wants to scream it’s not like anyone will hear, or if they do they’ll care. And as for the ropes, you can remove those too.”
“You said yourself that she is still a risky - “
“Yes, yes. I get it. Alright then, there’s a straitjacket in my office. Brand new, in fact. Fetch it on the double. And also find some panties, I don’t want her ruining the crotch strap.”
“Ma’am,” the female orderly said. She glanced down at me and our eyes briefly met, then she took off on a run.
The male orderly slowly removed the gag, his fingers deftly withdrawing the now soaked wadding from my mouth. Carefully he stood me up and proceeded to untie the ropes, starting with the ankles, then legs and arms. He left the wrists tied and placed a strong hand on my upper arm to prevent any dangerous movement.
Livia folded her arms and said, “Normally any visitation is done under strict protocols. Not this time. This is special. But the more I think about it, the more I think you should be more restrained in some way. We’ve had some...shall we say excited reactions from our inmates when they are confronted with someone from outside, often times the very people who have made arrangements to place them here.”
“Is that who’s my visitor?” I said. “I can’t wait to thank him.”
Livia nodded. “Yes, I suppose you do. Ah, here we are. A new, bright and shiny straitjacket.”
The straitjacket was indeed brand new. Immaculately white, it still had that slightly stiff quality about it. Very quickly the male orderly loosed my wrists then he slipped the straitjacket’s sleeves over my arms. I didn’t resist. What was the point? If I did they would just get more orderlies to hold me still, and I still would wind up encased in the straitjacket. And the key card would be found, and I wasn’t quite ready for that. So I lifted my feet without being ordered and white cotton panties were drawn up to cover my pussy and ass. The crotchstrap fit snug between my ass cheeks and pressed in front. Already I could sense my juices start to flow.
“Oh, so you’re going to stain it anyway,” Livia said and sighed. “Ah, well.”
“I placed a feminine pad in the panties,” the woman orderly said. Did she have a bit of a drawl? Francesca!
Livia’s smile matched the bright day. “Did you now? Gold star for you, Francesca. Now, if you’ll both leave us alone for a moment.”
Francesca and the man withdrew back to the garden and disappeared amongst the flowers.
“Just one thing before I go,” Livia said. “You still don’t know anything more about Thera?”
Anger flashed inside of me and burst forth. “I already answered that. When are you going to get that in your empty head, you fucking bitch!”
Livia was up in a second. Her hand met my cheek and I nearly toppled to the ground. As it was I kept my balance and through the ringing in my ears caught every word that Livia said.
“You need to get past the fact that you’re here and here you will stay. As I predicted, you’ve become our star attraction. People come here to see you, then get hot enough to pick out a little, obedient slave to take home with them. Some of the offers I’ve gotten for you, well, they’re amazing, but you’ve got a permanent ‘Not for Sale’ sign in your file. And that’s because of who arranged to bring you here.”
I worked my jaw. As the pain receded I shouted, “Who? I mean it. Who’s the bastard behind all this? Alright, so I’m a fucking slave, but you at least owe me that.”
Livia tapped a finger on her chin. “You’re right. And your question will be answered, only not by me, thirty-four.”
I clenched at the name Livia used for me, a subtle reminder that that’s all I was to her; a number, a thing that she would eventually discard in spite of her calling me their most popular attraction. And when my “star” faded I would be just a forgotten number.
“Very well then,” Livia said. “Enjoy your time in the sun. And your visit.” She patted me on the cheek, like an owner to a pet. With a swish of her pleated skirt she was gone.
What now? Once more I was alone, only now there weren’t any cameras trained on me. Funny, I had to go outside for total privacy. Just the opposite of what you usually did. But then, ever since my first day here everything had been turned upside down. Everything that had been familiar had been taken away. My studies, my friends, my...
No, not everything. I spotted her at a distance; beige pants, a light blue silk shirt. Her medium length hair trailed in a light breeze. She seemed preoccupied with her cell phone, but then glanced up and gave a slight, friendly wave, like an old friend who sees another far away. There was even a tiny smile at the corners of her mouth as she approached. 
I just glared at her. Thera.
“Well, you don’t look too much the worse for wear,” Thera said. “But then, you haven’t been here that long.”
I didn’t say anything.
“I’ll talk with Livia. Maybe put you in the padded room with a skylight. Give the other visitors a chance to really watch you.”
“You are so kind,” I said.
Thera gave a tight smile. “Sarcasm? So soon?”
“Oh, that?” I said. “That’s nothing. Talk to Livia. She’ll give you an earful of the fucking earfuls I used to give her. Maybe I ought to start it all up again. You’ve probably got a report on all I’ve said.”
“Oh, I have. You’ve got quite the tongue, young lady. And if you don’t clean it up, at least for our little meeting here, I’ll leave orders that your foul mouth is filled all the time, one way or the other.”
Alright. So now I knew who was really in charge. Not Livia, but the calm, composed powerful woman who stood before me. She could have anything done to me; order to keep my legs always spread for whoever to stick their cock in between, my mouth kept constantly open and filled with cum, or maybe even my butt up in the air for incessant ass reamings. And those were just the obvious things. I was sure Thera could think up others but ultimately it was all up to me because of how I acted in this moment.
“Yes, ma’am,” I said. “This slave begs forgiveness.”
Thera placed her hands on her hips. Her eyes zeroed in on mine, as if to determine my sudden humility was genuine. More things of what she might do flashed through my mind, each one darker than the one before.
“Hmm,” she said. “You might have learned submission, but your transitions are too quick. It smacks of a false attitude. Maybe Livia was right. But I’ll give you another chance. What else can you do to prove that your slavishness is real? Show me a true submission and instead of the skylight room I might just put you up for auction.”
Now my mind kicked into overdrive. Frantically I tried to think of something to show I was indeed a genuine, humble slave. I could kneel, I could beg some more. I could even try to cry, but I got the feeling that Thera expected all those things. And while they might be enough for others, perhaps even fool Livia for a time, Thera would be on to me in a flash. So what, what could I do? And then I suddenly knew.
“Untie me,” I said. “Take off the straitjacket.”
Those eyes narrowed even further, an indication that Thera hadn’t expected that and was trying to figure out this new angle.
“How can I trust you not to do something I’ll regret?” she said.
“Trust goes both way, ma’am. It’s obvious you are my mistress. Not Livia. You. I trust you.”
We stood that way for a long moment. Things could have gone either way. At last Thera said, “Turn around. Hold still.”
I did. Soon the buckles in back were loosened, my arms fell to my sides and the straitjacket fell to my feet in a clump.
Thera came around and stood in front of me. “Alright,” she said. “Prove yourself.”
I didn’t fall down to my knees, didn’t grovel at her feet. Instead I held up my closed fist and slowly unopened it to reveal the key card.
“If you think I’m your worst problem, then think again,” I said. “This was smuggled to me. I’m not sure as to why. As for whom you’ll have to find out yourself.”
Thera stood stock still, her breathing stopped, if only for a few moments. She slowly withdrew the plastic card from my palm. I had nailed it. This was the last thing that Thera had probably thought would happen. But then she smiled, and suddenly her surprise didn’t seem so much that I had these things, but that I turned them over.
A pit opened in my stomach. Suddenly I realized I wasn’t nearly as smart as I thought I was.
“This was a test?” I almost shouted. “You had this planted on me?”
“Wouldn’t it just fuck your mind to find out that I did?” and she laughed.
I stood there, speechless.
Thera threw the card aside, as if it was useless. I didn’t move, still in shock. “Oh, now, it’s not so bad.” She drew the straitjacket back up, started fastening it back around my body. “I expected fire and anger, and I got them. But you’ve also proven that trust does go both ways. I trust you. I trust you to keep on hissing and spitting and try every chance to escape, Bailey.” Thera rebuckled the last strap in place. Everything was snug, including the crotchstrap jammed up against the panties.
“You... You said my name.” My lower lip trembled. I never thought I would hear it again. 
“Yes, of course,” Thera said. She smiled without warmth, like a shark that was just about to put the bite on its latest prey. She ran her fingers through my hair. “Bailey Gardner. Dear, dear Bailey. You deserve to hear your name as a reward. It may be the last time in a long time. And that’s not all you deserve; perhaps a little explanation? I would tell you to sit down, but after what I’m going to say, you’ll be hopping mad.”
The pit in my stomach widened into a dark crater. Thera led me back to the bench. She sat while I stood on uncertain legs, the trembling now spread throughout my whole body. I had thought I had this whole little scene in hand. I would reveal the smuggled key card, earn Thera’s gratitude and I would get out of here. But no. My time at the Yew Institute was anything but finished.
“You needed to disappear to make a clear path,” Thera said. “You’re in my way.”
“What?” I said. “How? I don’t...” Then it hit me. “Edward?”
She gave a derisive sniff. “Oh, drop the false innocence.”
Thera’s words stung. She made me feel that it was my fault that I had wound up here. But I still needed information, so I got a tight grip on my fear, brought the trembling down a notch or two even if it still wouldn’t completely go away. I needed to draw her out, give me more than what she had intended. But fear got the better of me, for just a moment, and it was enough to show Thera that I really was fucking scared. 
Thera nodded. She realized just how petrified I was, and now she went for the kill. “Let’s just say if you spend a certain amount of time here, you will be handsomely compensated.”
Huh? Compensated? What the fuck? But never mind that! “Time, you said?” my voice rising. The blocks on the terror I held at bay were cracking fast. “How much time? How much? Weeks? Months? Years?”
Thera remained stone faced before my now fully let loose panic attack. And it didn’t end any time soon. Mixed in with the panic was a red hot anger.
“Who the fuck are you?” I yelled. “You can’t just rip people away from their lives! You motherfucking, goddam bitch of a cunt! Just because you claim I’m a problem for you? Fucking whore! Who the fuck are you?”
“I am your mistress,” Thera said. “I am your mistress ever since you signed this.” She held up the cell phone and enlarged a document titled something about “Psychiatric Advance Directive”. “I’ve got your signature on a mental health power of attorney.”
“What?! I never signed anything - “
“The signature I’ve got is so good you might as well have signed it.”
Thera expanded the document further and showed me my signa... Shit. It sure looked like my mine.
“I never signed that!”
Thera nodded and smiled. “I know. Remember all those docs you signed for that apartment? I set that whole thing up with Sheena as the judas goat to lure you. And when you have enough money, and I do, it isn’t hard to do that, and also get someone to work up a credible new signature on a form you never actually signed. Close enough to the other sigs yet not an identical copy. Enough to convince a handwriting expert that it is original. One of my responsibilities in this document is crisis intervention with broad powers. And with Livia’s reports I’ve got more than enough proof to make decisions on your behalf.”
“You bitch. Just because we don’t like each other?”
“You’re right. I don’t like you. But it’s not because of that, dear Bailey. It’s Edward. He’s smitten with you, and I can’t have that. You see, he lives in another world, not one of work-a-day drudges like you. And until he turns thirty I hold in trust his proxy vote on the board of directors. His vote, with mine, gives me controlling interest. And I’m not going to have him marry some little snatch that starts giving him ideas. I’ve already got the pussy picked out for him, and it’s not you.”
“Doesn’t Edward have a say in that?”
Thera laughed and shook her head. “Oh, naïve girl! He’s had his eye on you for quite a while even before you broke up with Kanen. And when that happened and Edward started to make his move I had you checked out - resourceful, strong-willed, with definite opinions on right and wrong. All good qualities, but not someone for Edward. I need him marrying a bitch I can control, to whisper to him in bed at night what I need him to do. And after our lunch that day I knew that person certainly wasn’t you. I’m not going to have some pussy ruin my long made plans.”
“You’re fucking crazy!” 
Thera got quiet. She stared at me with malice filled eyes. Yes, I was in her way. Her path to power was my path to oblivion. She couldn’t kill me, but she could make me disappear, and would do so easily without a second thought. But I still had one last chance. Although the Yew Institute was a fake hospital it still had to exist in the real world. “Even patients in an insane asylum have records, come up for review...”
Thera smiled again. With cold care she caressed my cheek. “With everything you’ve seen and heard since getting here, do you really think anyone cares? All this is window dressing. Why do you think the buyer’s wear doctor’s coats? It’s all just to keep up appearances. And since I could have your signature forged, do you really think any bureaucrat will bother with you? As long as reports are filed, even under assumed names, or just a plain number, like thirty-four, you’re here to stay. Enjoy the sun while you can.”
Thera signaled behind me. I spun around and here came the orderlies. Panic rose in me. 
“No!” I screamed. “No, please don’t send me back! I still have things to tell you! Francesca here, she brought me the key card!”
“Yes,” Thera said. “I know. We’ll take good care of Francesca. For her we’ve got a special master. One that she knows well.”
Francesca paused a little in her movements, but whatever surprise or fear that she gave off I ignored. My problems were all that mattered.
“Please, please!” I sank to my knees. “I’ll be your slave. There’s nothing I won’t do for you! Please, Thera. Don’t do this! Take me with you. Anything you want. Anything!”
Thera actually seemed to consider. “No. No, I don’t think so. And now that I think about it, not even the skylight room for you either.”
“No! No!” I started to hitch and blubber.
“Don’t you understand?” Thera said. “I’m really doing you a favor.”
“Favor? Favor?! What do you know what I want? Huh? What do you fucking know?” I bent all the way forward, my brow to ground, crying into the fresh, green grass. 
Thera leaned down. Her hands held my trembling face. All over my body shook as her lips met mine, soft and full of vile kindness. She softly said, “From everything I’ve heard from Livia you need to be broken. You want to be broken. That’s who you are. That’s what will happen. My gift to you.”
Thera backed up. Her hands lingered on my cheeks, a finger brushed across my quivering, wet lips in a final farewell.
“Give this one her heart’s desire. Put her in a deep, dark hole.”
I leaned forward again over my knees. Dizzy. Ready to vomit. Oh, my god. OH MY GOD! 
My most secret of secrets revealed. Dark fantasies that I could never admit to myself, and Thera put truth to them so simply, so matter of fact. My anger and desperation disappeared, replaced by numbing shock. Deep down that was what I wanted, but to hear it spoken aloud by another, in the bright light of day? I couldn’t move, couldn’t speak. Vaguely I was aware of being hauled backwards, away from Thera who stood calmly under the yew tree, receding to a small, distant point. One reality of bright, carefree, yet bland days faded into another of dark, yet rapturous distress. And my shock transformed into action. Very loud action.
“You motherfuckers! Let me go! No! Nooooooo! You can’t do this! Goddammit, let me go! I don’t want to go back! No, please! I can’t! I won’t! Let me go! Let me go! Aaaaaiiiiihhhh!”
I thrashed in the straitjacket’s tight embrace. My legs kicked at the air. The grip on my arms tightened even more. My shouts reverberated off the walls. Every door window of the cells was filled with the other “patients” in this crazy asylum, their eyes fixed on me as we passed.
“What’re y’looking at?” I shouted. “Never see a crazy woman before? I’m not! I’m nooooot! You are! You all are! That’s right, that’s right! Get a good look! Yeah, get a good look bitches! You want a piece of this? Ha ha ha ha! No way! No fucking way! I’m going to the hole, bitches! The fucking hole! That’s where I’m going! That’s where we’re all going! Ha ha! Ha ha ha ha!”
Even after we left the watchful eyes of the imprisoned ladies behind I still screeched and madly laughed at the top of my lungs. They dragged me through an unmarked door and, probably because the walls now were so close and my screams were ear piercing, they paused just long enough to stuff my mouth full of wadding and hold it all in with a tightly wrapped, thin cloth. The excess wadding jutted out beyond my upper and lower lips, no doubt a perfect complement to my wild hair and eyes.
They carried me down, down, I don’t know how many flights of stairs. A dark hallway, messy with broken gurneys shoved up against the walls here and there, cables dangling through holes in the false ceiling, and flickering fluorescents overhead that barely lit the way. Another left turn, about another fifty feet down a dim corridor and we were there. It seemed useless to struggle anymore so I hung like a limp dick and whined in my throat as they dragged me face forward to a new padded cell. This one had no number. Even thirty-four had been taken from me. Thrown inside I landed on stained pads surrounded by dirty, padded walls. I lay absolutely still, utterly defeated, as the door slammed shut and the lights cut out. In the dark, left with nothing but my chaotic thoughts, my whimpers and my bondage.
Chapter Eight
Plan
 
I was alone for a long, long time.
There wasn’t any camera to watch over me. When the lights came back on I hurriedly looked around. The camera in cell thirty-four was high up in a corner where I couldn’t possibly reach, even if I had been untied. There wasn’t one in this unnumbered cell at all. Funny, I had resented the camera’s intrusion on my privacy, what little I might have been allowed. Its presence meant that someone had always been watching me, making sure that I not only didn’t do anything wrong, but also that nothing wrong happened to me. Now the absence of a camera meant that no one cared what happened, one way or the other. Just like Thera had said, a deep dark hole. 
People still came to me, but when they did I was always in a personal darkness; blindfolded with a leather hood or a more sedate cloth across the eyes. I was fed, watered, allowed the basic functions, my bindings were changed and I was allowed to do some basic exercises but no one, and I mean no one, spoke a word. 
It got to the point that even though, as with Livia, I loathed their touch I also came to crave it. A person isn’t meant to be kept in total isolation, yet I endured. As time went on, I eventually got to tell the difference between each of my providers. The male orderly was easy. His touch was always rough; pulling, grabbing, barely waiting until I finished my mouthful of paste before shoving another spoonful past my lips. He always brought the leather hood and a dental gag, cranking it out wide against my upper and lower teeth. As I swallowed without closing my mouth a lot of the food wound up staining my old straitjacket, swapped backed in for Livia’s pristine, white one. I wished they had forgotten to do that so Livia could be angry at having her new, immaculate toy soiled. But the old one now fit me like a second skin. Oh, sure, I was also placed in a leather armbinder, sported an occasional intricate rope tie, and once again felt the ungiving tightness of leather thongs, but it always came back to the straitjacket, and the hands in the dark.
Livia’s were the next I managed to recognize. If I moved too slow after one of her silent commands a quirt flew out and scored my breasts. Oh, yes, she always pulled down the zippers on the front of the straitjacket and made sure my tits were available. I whined once when the zippers came down, not ready for this brand of punishment. Before I even finished with my noise her bare hand slapped both of them. I never whined to her again.
The third one took me longest to figure out. The touch was cautious, almost shy. I had no idea who it was. But the fingers were thin, delicate. A woman’s. If not Livia, then who? Francesca???
How? But more important: Why? I had outed her to Thera about her giving me the pass key. But then she had been part of my set up. So, what was with the tentative touches? Unless... Unless she was sorry for the part she had played.
And Francesca didn’t act like a demon bitch. It was she who gradually allowed the return of my eyesight after what seemed so, so long. She had the lights remain low for some of her visits, so that my eyes wouldn’t get hurt in any sudden harsh glare, eventually returning the light back to normal levels. When she fed me I was forced to eat with a ringgag, but soon Francesca became the only person who fed me and she allowed my mouth to be free for the meals. She no longer wore an orderly uniform and mask, but she also wasn’t naked like when she first came to me so long ago. Francesca’s clothing left very little to the imagination; a black garment that draped from the back of her neck to cover her decent sized breasts and then plunged to the crotch above her firm legs. It came up in back between her ass cheeks and tied off like a belt around her still thin waist. Eventually Francesca became my only caregiver. She may have been dressed like a slave, but there was no doubt who was in charge. Over time her touch became surer, her commands strong, and I obeyed. More than once I raised my ass into the air to submissively accept the dildo from her strap on. Other times I opened my mouth to taste the flowing juices of her vagina. 
Yet Francesca seemed preoccupied. At times she stared off into space as I patiently waited for my next command or spoonful of paste. Worse than that, when there came a loud noise from outside the cell, she dropped the spoon and the bowl shook in her hand.
Shocked at this never before loss of composure, I noticed her lips were pressed tight, the jaw clenched. And her breathing, while certainly not panicked, also wasn’t what you would call relaxed.
Nominally, I was the submissive prisoner in the cell, Francesca the dominant captor, but I did discover a few things about her. Although she wore the collar she didn’t consider herself a captive. Even after the incident with the contraband and she had been busted back to the role of what I could only call slave-dom, she found a freedom in her submission from stress, from the daily grind of responsibility. Still a cloud hung over her. Sometimes Francesca hinted at what brought her here, and it wasn’t any bound up ride in the back of a truck.
I bided my time. Hey, that’s what I had plenty of, right? Then, during one feeding time, her eyes got that thousand yard stare. I efficiently cleaned off the spoon, a little discipline which helped enforce the bigger ones, but this time the spoon wasn’t even half full. Yes, something definitely was different.
Okay, here goes.
“Ma’am, how long... If I have permission to ask... How long have you been here?”
Francesca stirred the pasty contents of the bowl and her eyes... Her eyes remained submissively downcast.
“Not long enough, or perhaps too long,” she said. “I wanted to disappear, and I did for a while. But now...”
Another spoonful past my lips. I hurried to swallow it down. What was going on here? Francesca seemed frightened, but also excited in a weird, couldn’t help herself kind of way.
My curiosity demanded to know, so I forgot about subtlety and tried a direct approach. “Ma’am, what are... I mean, who are you hiding from?”
Again Francesca stared off at a point far beyond the confines of the cell. “Have you ever wondered what it would be like to have a master slave relationship? I mean, a real one? Or as close as anyone can get to in this day and age? That is what I had. And then... Well, I’ll spare you the details, but I ended it. I ran and have been running ever since. I went places, did things...” She trailed off.
“Ma’am...” I softly said. “What? What did you do?”
“Oh, nothing dramatic, it wasn’t like I took to a life of crime, even though I was on the run like a criminal.” She gave a sardonic chuckle. “But I found some people who did help me. I fell in with a wealthy couple who organized charity auctions of willing pussies. Then I got involved with a group on the east coast who had constructed a little SM society, very high class and very sadistic. It was my job to keep the other little submissive sluts in line. Made some money off that. In fact, it was a lot of money. So much that I would never have to work again. Threw it all in a Blackdollar crypto account and its value skyrocketed. But when I heard the sound of approaching footsteps I took off. And I kept looking over my shoulder, wondering when I would need to disappear again before he...” Francesca blanched, her voice catching. 
“Who?” I said. “Who is he? Your master?”
Francesca nodded. She seemed to gather her courage, as if what she was about to say needed to be dragged out and confronted.
“I had heard whispers about this place,” she said. “How the staff were sworn to secrecy. It wasn’t easy finding the Yew Institute. A lot of false leads. And always, always, I could feel him behind me, knowing that if he ever caught up I couldn’t help but submit to that gently powerful man. His strong hands, commanding voice and that wonderful cock always turned me into a crawling slut. Our souls had become entwined and I was frightened, frightened that everything that was me would vanish at my master’s beck and call. So I ran.
“Then one day an anonymous email showed up with vague directions. It wasn’t easy but I found this place. It was dark. Driving rain had soaked my clothes while the lightning and thunder threatened to do even worse. I pounded on the gate, demanded entrance. They let me in. They had to. No slave here knows exactly where they are, but I do. So to protect their secret they had to throw me in a cell. I showed them that I knew how to handle slaves, so Livia eventually made me an orderly. But my heart wasn’t really in it. So, don’t think my current status is your fault. I could have taken that key card from you. I hoped that if I became just another collared slave here I could hide in the anonymity. For a while it worked. I was safe. But not anymore.”
“He’s found you?”
Francesca held still. “I love him. I hate him. I need him. I want him to... No, no I won’t tell you that! I just had to put some space between us. Just for a time while I thought. But the time lengthened and I turned coward. I had no idea what to say to him, how to explain what I did, destroyed what we had. But now time has run out. And not just because of what Thera said. I can tell because of the way people look at me, the whispers in the hall. Mistress Livia has even said that I’m to be transferred to an actual furnished room so that I can become more accustomed to the outside world. Why would she suddenly do that? He’s found me. I know it.”
“But, isn’t that what you want?” I asked. “You said you loved him, needed him.”
“Yes, yes. But not yet! Just a little bit longer. Just a little more.”
Suddenly she seemed so small. I couldn’t help but feel sorry for her. But also, way back in my mind, a plan formed. It would be desperate, with so many chances to go horribly wrong, but perhaps a way out for both of us. After all this time, a little ray of hope shone that I might get out of my anonymous, dark cell. A chance that I would seize.
Francesca picked up the bowl again, spooned up some more paste, now with a full heaping serving. A simple move, but in the listlessness of her action, the dark, distant gloom on her face, it was move that told of defeat. No matter what Francesca did, she couldn’t outrun her past. She couldn’t escape from her own inner cell.
“Ma’am... Francesca... You’re right, you need more time. You need to disappear. And the best way is right under their very noses.”
And she did. But not before Francesca took me with her fist many more times. I yielded to all her touches. And to one other.
 
***
 
I wasn’t just about to waltz out of there. No, that took some time and planning on both our parts and things got even stranger between Francesca and myself. She turned out to be the brawn and I became the brain. Francesca would funnel information my way about the set up in the institute; where things were, who did what and when. I soaked it all up, kind of analyzed everything, then suggested to Francesca to find out more about certain things to help firm up our plan. It all entailed a lot of risk for Francesca, but as time passed I could see the tension build in her. She was in her new “cell”, even allowed to eat food with a fork and knife, but the strain of her impending “release” showed in her face. Whoever this guy was sure put the fear of god in her, but not a fear out of something horrible that would happen. It was more Francesca was afraid of going back to a situation that she dreaded, yet also desired. Like she said, she was afraid of descending into a state of submission that was equal parts heaven and hell. And it slowly drove her crazy.
And I also knew that if I wasn’t crazy before I got thrown in this place, then I would be soon enough. Time was also running out on my sanity. Hey, being kept in solitary, straitjacketed and gagged would be more than enough to have anyone start making friends with the monsters in your head. And when the monsters are your only friends, then you are nuts, only you’re too bat shit crazy to know it. I wasn’t quite there yet, thanks to this plan that slowly formed between Francesca and myself, and to an unseen visitor in the dark.
No, he was real! Not some fantasy in my head. I wasn’t crazy! Not yet. And whoever this person was helped me hang on to my sanity, even if that wasn’t the intent.
I called him Hands, Mouth, Cock and Balls, because that’s all I knew of him. He came to me only once, but that was all I needed to keep myself sane. Afterwards, I would think of the short time we had together, relive it in minute detail, and hang onto the memory.
It was after Francesca had fed me my daily paste and I was in my usual state of restraint. He showed up maybe an hour later, or it could have been six. I don’t know. The muzzle gag and straitjacket fell away, but I still couldn’t see him. The lights were out as always. Twice, from the dim glow that bled through the cell door’s obs panel, I caught a faint outline of a shoulder and perhaps one side of his head. But it was the hands through which I really knew him. I would like to say they were gentle, and they were, but they also were impatient. He frantically loosened the straps on the muzzle, then hurriedly pulled it away. The straitjacket was the same; determined movements but not so much to cause any extra physical distress. I screamed and backed into a corner, curled up in the dark, not knowing if I had now really lost my mind. But the hands found me, softly stroked my legs, arms and face. Through their touch he drew me out, brought me to a place in the cell where there were no walls, no up or down. Just us. Carefully, almost shyly, he placed my head in the space of his neck and shoulder. I heard his heartbeat, steady, strong. My hand reached up, found a clean shaven chin, a pair of lips that I drew down to mine. Turning me more toward him his hands roamed over my breasts, lingered for a moment on my now hardened nipples. He lay me down and his cock found a home in my pussy. Together in the dark, just the two of us, we brought each other to a summit of bliss. My hips ground against his, my legs wrapped around his back while my nails dug deep into his flesh. His hand found my hair, got a good grip, and wrenched my head back so that I gasped then sighed at his silent command that I give everything up to him. And so I did. I clutched him tight to my body, sweat slicked, exhausted yet needing more and more of what he gave, and I was the vessel into which he emptied, hot and full of bounty. And then I rocked in his strong arms, not caring about anything other than I was with him, we were together, and we were meant to be that way.
Afterwards we lay in the dark, our gasps and pants eventually subsiding to little more than whispers, but neither of us spoke. I drew a breath to do so, but he must have sensed that and quickly placed a single finger across my lips. I nodded in acceptance of his command and we kept to the code of strict silence. He left and I was alone once more, gagged with the penis muzzle, bound in the straitjacket, alone in a dark cell, yet my mind was full of him.
 
***
 
For my next meal I was a robot; I sat up, followed Francesca’s orders, chewed, swallowed, but nothing brought me back to the here and now. Not until Francesca’s hand issued a ringing slap across my cheek did I become aware beyond myself.
“Listen!” she hissed. “This isn’t going to work unless we’re both fully committed.”
Yes. Yes, she was right. Focus. I needed to pay attention. The times that Francesca could impart needed information had lessened because the rough male orderly and Livia started coming back around with suspicious looks. Did they know about my silent visitor? It was a strange standoff; if they came right out and interrogated me it would tip their hand, yet if they didn’t I wasn’t about to volunteer anything. But I did get something from them.
One time after checking in on me Livia said to the male orderly, “Watch her and keep that gravy train rolling. We’re counting on you...”
And then, just as the door shut, Livia said, “Be...”
Not “be” as in “to be”. More like “Beh...” like... A name? A name! I sounded it out in my head. Beehhh... Behhhnn. Ben? Ben!
After that I made sure Francesca and I were even more careful.
We organically developed a subtle language. Although he didn’t enter the cell, Ben kept us under a sharp eye, watching from the closed door’s obs panel. Occasionally he would disappear from the small square and I would give Francesca a subtle sign that she could talk, perhaps a quick lick of my lips or a couple of fast eyeblinks. Francesca depended on me because her back was always towards the door, just like when she first came to me. It had to be that way because any change in routine might arouse suspicion. Francesca said there had been a staff shake up, which I secretly guessed could very well have been due to my secret, unknown visitor. I hadn’t breathed a word about him to her because the tension in Francesca was palpable, probably because she sensed her time was running out.
“Are you ready? Can you do this?” she hissed again. “Because if you can’t - “
“I’m ready, bitch,” I said. Hey, my patience was also frayed. “Just fucking say when.”
Francesca gripped my hair, pulled me close. Her actions indicated dominance, but her voice spoke of conspiracy. “You’ll know.”
 
***
 
The first break we got came when the outside world intruded.
“Three new orderlies are starting next week,” Francesca quietly said. I had finished my meal so now the straitjacket was put back in place. She pulled the crotch straps tight, buckled the armsleeves secure in back, then billowed out a leather hood she had brought, taking extra long about it too. “They won’t be getting any real orientation.”
“Why not?” I whispered back.
“Not enough time,” Francesca replied. “About a month ago shit went down on the night shift. Somebody covered for an orderly who was away from his normal post. You wouldn’t know anything about that?” The way Francesca said it meant she was putting on a show for Ben, just in case he was within earshot beyond the door, so that he could report my bullshit answer back to Livia. 
I said, “Oh, sure, like I really know what goes on around here.”
Francesca lowered her voice to a whisper. “You know. More than you let on.”
A look passed between us, one of shared secrets that were never spoken of; she knew I had had a visitor and, with a start, I realized Francesca could very well have had a hand in arranging it.
My mouth fell open. I guess I was about to speak when Francesca placed a finger across my lips, much like my visitor had done. She said, “Next time I’ll have a new shadow.”
This was it.
“You know what to do?”
I said, “Yes.”
Francesca nodded once, then drew the hood over my head. I could still see a little, a pair of pinprick holes allowed some sight, but the leather plug gag was absolutely mouth filling. I struggled to accept it while Francesca tugged the laces tight in back. She leaned forward, next to my head, as if to check everything one last time and whispered, “Don’t fuck up.” 
 
***
 
I sure didn’t want anything to go wrong. If I thought my solitary time in cell thirty-four was a test, then I definitely didn’t want to make it worse than what I now endured. Francesca had previously hinted that there were other ways I might be punished; things like my legs spread wide open in a wing where the male and female orderlies, along with the slaves, might use me whenever it struck their fancy. Or my ass and pussy crammed with either leather plugs or copper rods to stimulate or punish depending on their mood. Another was my mouth kept open by a ringgag so that my tongue could lick a pussy or just receive whatever cum dump that shot my way. And those were the possibilities that Francesca had seen employed. She was sure there were more, judging by the combination of moaning and screaming she had heard from behind closed doors. Alone in my cell, wrapped in the hood, my mind raced with other punishment ideas, and my pussy warmed. I couldn’t help myself. Come hither, come hither. Go away, go away.
Next time Francesca arrived with the food she wore blue scrubs, a surgical mask and a red head scarf. The orderly behind her was new. Tall and thin while his mask barely covered his face and the end of a lantern jaw poked out from below. He started to follow Francesca into the cell, but she turned and placed a hand on his chest.
“I got this,” she said. “I’ll call when we’re done.”
“Fine,” he said in a raspy voice. “I’ll grab a smoke. You’re lucky you’re getting this last visit before they move you.”
“Yeah, lucky,” Francesca said. “Now, get lost.”
“Sure thing, darling,” he said. “Just don’t tire her out too much for anyone else.” He shut the door and, after a quick look through the obs panel, disappeared.
Francesca set the tray on the floor pads and quickly removed my hood. “We don’t have much time,” she said. “But you still better eat something. Who knows when you’ll get a chance again?” She spooned up the mush and I struggled to take it in, barely swallowing before Francesca shoveled another heaping helping into my mouth. In between mouthfuls she worked on loosening my straitjacket. We didn’t finish all the paste, there were still a couple of spoonfuls in the bowl, but at last the straitjacket fell away and for the first time in months I was totally unrestrained. 
“Are the cameras taken care of?” I asked. A sudden fear of someone watching and blowing our plan sent a chill down my spine. “If they see us - “
“I took care of it,” Francesca said. “Money talks.”
Money. That’s what this was all about in the end. I had been thrown in here because someone had thought I was a threat to their fortune. And now it was money that was partially helping my attempted escape. “Where did you get the cash?” I asked.
“None needed,” Francesca replied. “Just a little wire transfer from one account to another courtesy of a cell phone. Don’t worry, what I had to pay didn’t even scratch the surface of what’s left. There’s more than enough leftover for you to get far enough away. I also got a message to some friends of mine. One goes by the name Thrasher. Big biker stud. They’ll keep an eye out for you. But if things get hairy give them some money too. Don’t forget the account number and password.”
“Oh, I won’t.”
Francesca slipped out of the scrubs and her bra. She retained her underwear, a near match for mine. The bra was another story. Francesca was bigger than me with breasts to match but she had brought tissue paper so we stuffed that in the cups. Soon the surgical mask covered my face and the red scarf tied off above hid my hair. Francesca was also taller than me but there was nothing that could be done about that. I set to work on the straitjacket with Francesca’s verbal help. She had placed one on so many others, and had done so often on me, that she could have done it with her eyes closed. My hands shook as I ran the straps through the buckles.
“Hurry, he’ll be back!” Francesca said.
“But won’t the orderly get suspicious if I, I mean, you, leave too soon?” I said.
“Give me some food. No more than that, a lot more.”
I scooped a large portion, bigger than what Francesca had previously given me, and shoved it into her mouth. Francesca chewed a few times, and then spit it all out. It landed across my tits, a huge gob of a mess.
“Alright, good,” Francesca said. “You even got a couple of lumps on the mask. There’s your excuse for leaving early. Nothing you haven’t done to Livia before, right? Now, hurry up with that hood.”
I brought the hood down on her, then tightened up the laces in back. Francesca grunted and shook her head at how tight it wrapped her.
“Hey, nothing you haven’t done to me before, right?” I said back at her. She snorted which, when you wear a tight leather hood and your mouth is full, passes for laughter. I leaned in to her, lifted up the plastic face shield, pulled down the surgical mask and kissed her on the outside leather where her mouth would be. “Thank you,” I whispered.
I pulled the mask back up, gathered up the tray and pounded on the door. The orderly arrived quick enough.
“That was fast,” he said, then saw the food stains on the scrubs. “Whoa. What happened here?” His eyes flicked to Francesca. “Bitch.”
“Yeah, bitch,” I said, trying to imitate Francesca’s pitch and timber. I think I did alright because the orderly slammed the door shut and took the lead without any suspicious glance. For a moment I remained at the door, then stood on tiptoes to peek through the obs panel. Francesca sat on the pads, wrapped in the straitjacket, her legs crooked in front. Her shoulders shook and I could tell she was crying. Then the cell’s light went out and she existed now in nothing but a black void. The orderly called for me to hurry up. I turned away.
Chapter Nine
Cargo
 
My hands gripped the tray and I prayed that the tall orderly who led the way up the stairs didn’t turn around and notice their slight tremble. It took all of my willpower to prevent them from outright shaking, dropping the tray and giving him any excuse to direct his attention to me more than absolutely necessary. Climbing the seemingly endless flights of stairs took forever. I had been way, way down where no sunlight had ever shone, far apart from anyone else. Then, at last, a metal door creaked open. The orderly waited for me and I strode out, following Francesca’s directions on which way to go; left, back to the commissary to return the food tray, then straight to Francesca’s room slash cell.
“Hey,” the orderly called. “What’re you doing?”
Not part of the plan. Not part of the plan.
I stopped and slowly turned. “Huh?” I said, once more trying to match Francesca’s voice and say as little as possible.
“Don’t you want to change? Get out of those soiled things?” He motioned to the scrubs.
I glanced down. Shit. Trying to give a reason for why the eating session was cut short only gave another reason for everyone else to pay extra attention to me. I shrugged as casually as possible. “Change later,” I said and turned away, acting as if that took care of the matter.
“Aw, you’re all crazy,” the orderly said. “No wonder things around here are so fucked.” I kept walking and breathed a huge sigh of relief as the tall orderly’s footsteps echoed going away from me.
Dropping off the tray was easy enough, just plop it on a conveyor belt in the commissary that took it back into the kitchen. A few other women in scrubs with leather collars around their necks sat at table across the room. One of them saw the mess on the front of my uniform.
“Hey, Francesca,” one called out. “That little pussy giving you trouble?”
I silently gestured to the mess on my breasts and just threw my hands in the air. The women laughed. The one who spoke before waved me over and dipped a napkin in a glass of water. “Better not let Livia catch you like that,” she said.
I ignored her and scurried out of the commissary. No way could I carry off the charade with those people. But I caught a frown from the woman with the napkin, like what I had done was not normal.
No time to worry about that now. I had to get to Francesca’s room. I found it quick enough, around the corner from the commissary, three doors down on the right, just a solid green door numbered G-4 at eye level yet also with an obs panel. So, no real privacy for Francesca either. Inside I stripped out of the soiled scrubs, all the while thinking about my next move. This was where things in the plan got even more risky. Francesca had mentioned that an online auction had just completed a few days ago and a new shipment was being readied. I had to go with them. Yet, getting included in the shipment, that was still kind of hazy. But then opportunity presented itself.
I heard Sheena yelling at the top of her voice in the hallway. I cracked the door open just the barest amount and found several orderlies, male and female, grabbing ahold of a naked Sheena’s thrashing arms and legs.
“No! NOOOOO!” she yelled. “You promised I could stay here! You promised!”
Sheena’s strength was really showing off now. She got an arm loose, then also her legs slipped free. It took a lot of effort to get her back under control, and even then she nearly got loose again. Someone dashed by my door. Livia! She wore her white lab coat, but instead of a stethoscope a whip draped around the back of her neck.
“Sheena! Sheena, honey! Stop. Now, stop!”
Sheena’s struggles abated, but the strain in her muscles was still obvious.
“Sheena, what is this?” Livia said. “I ordered you to bring in a new pussy. And you did so well with Bailey. You’ve got a real talent - “
“No!” Sheena yelled. “Not anymore! Get the new one yourself! You promised I could stay here! I want to stay - “
Livia’s whip cracked like a gunshot.
“Put her down. Put her down!” Livia didn’t shout but her voice was like ice. Sheena slid to the floor on hands and knees. Her eyes looked up at Livia but there was no defiance there; instead they held fear and her lips quivered.
“Nothing was promised to you,” Livia hissed. “Don’t you dare presume that you can bargain with me!” The whip lashed out, scored a hit across Sheena’s back, then again on her ass.
Sheena fell forward, arms splayed out in front. “Mistress, mistress,” she wailed. “I’m sorry!”
“Damn right, you’re sorry,” Livia said. “We’ve got you set up in a new apartment in Europe. Arrangements have been made, the new pussy identified and primed. And you’ll have a mistress there too, so it’s not like you’ll have to live like a nun when you were with Bailey. Now, this assignment might take just a week, a month, or maybe even a year, but you will follow my orders. If you don’t do this, then you are no slave of mine. That is my promise.”
Sheena broke down and cried, tears forming a puddle on the floor. “Mistress, mistress,” she blubbered. “Forgive me. Please, forgive me.”
Livia squatted down, whip still in one hand, but the other was gentle as she stroked Sheena’s hair. “Of course I forgive you,” Livia said. “I love you, my slave Sheena. Do this and when you return I do promise you an extra special reward.”
“Oh, mistress. Mistress!” Sheena slid over and kissed the tips of Livia’s high heels. “I love you! I love you!”
“Alright, then, good.” Livia straightened. With efficiency Sheena was covered in a straitjacket and, just for good measure a sightless hood. There was a mouthhole, and her wet tongue peeked out from it. Livia leaned in, rubbed her own tongue against Sheena’s, then gripped Sheena’s head in long embrace while planting her mouth on Sheena’s wet lips. Not until the last strap was in place did Livia break away, but her hand found Sheena’s crotch and two fingers shoved up inside the pussy. Sheena squealed inside the hood, rising up on her tiptoes until Livia exited her snatch. “I await your triumphant return,” Livia said. She nodded at the orderlies. “Alright, take her to the holding area with the others. She’ll be fine.”
Livia turned and headed back my way. I jetted back inside, ready for the next impromptu, really risky, part of the plan, but stopped. Something lay on the table, gleaming cold in the light. 
A boxcutter.
Tiny, not even longer than my smallest finger, it was a metal sheath and when you pushed at one end a razorblade popped out at the other. It was perfect. I could hide it in my closed fist without risk of getting cut. But what was it doing here? Francesca and I had talked about her leaving something for me to help cut some ropes, but Livia didn’t trust her with any sharp objects. What’s more, Francesca had said that Ben swept the room every day to make sure she didn’t have anything she shouldn’t have. So, what the hell? Maybe Francesca somehow scored this little beauty but couldn’t tell me because there wasn’t enough time. Or maybe she was just too nervous and forgot. Whatever. Just take it and be grateful girl.
I padded out the door. Where Livia turned right I turned left and caught a glimpse of Sheena and the orderlies as they turned left at the far end of the hallway. I dashed after them and stopped at the hallway intersection. I just barely peeked around the corner.
A door at the end, about fifteen feet away, stood open. Through it I could see several women, all hooded and knelt on the floor. Unlike Sheena none of them wore straitjackets, but they sported leather collars. A couple of orderlies, one whom I recognized as the tall one with the lantern jaw, wrapped a collar around Sheena’s neck.
“Alright, that’ll take care of her,” he said. “Let’s check on the van.”
They moved out of sight. I slid up to the open door. There were about a dozen women in all, legs folded underneath them, their hands behind their backs, unrestrained, heads bowed. I could easily have slipped among them, except for one thing. I didn’t have a hood or collar.
Ah, change that. There was a pile of both, just inside the door to my right. Figures, the way they throw things in piles around here.
I grabbed one of each, first the collar, then the hood. Thankfully the collars were simple, just one buckle in the back with a d-ring in front. The hoods too, just an army green canvas sack with a throat drawstring for quick darkness. My hands found the wall behind me and I slid down to my knees, thankful that the correct position was hands behind the back, not the usual palms up on the thighs. No way could I have then hidden the boxcutter.
I was the last one in line and waited while each woman before me got led away somewhere in the cavernous holding area. Yeah, it was the same place from where I first entered the Yew Institute. Apparently it was the only way out too, and tied up each time.
“Alright, c’mon Janice,” one of the orderlies said. It sounded like Ben. There was what seemed like a quick movement of Janice standing up followed by her canvas hood roughly pulled off her head.
“Where... Where are you sending me?” Her voice was tremulous, but instead of sounding scared it held more an undertone of excitement. “I was told - “
“You’ll find out soon enough,” Ben said.
“But... But...” Janice said.
“Aw, shit, I’m not gonna deal with this,” Ben said. Soon the distinctive, throaty sound of a mouth getting stuffed filtered through the holding area. Then tape torn from a roll as it wrapped around a head finished whatever chance Janice had for questions, although her throated moaning didn’t stop.
“You get the legs,” Ben ordered to someone else. “One, two, three, lift.”
Janice squealed as I assumed she was picked up and carried away.
“Where are those new guys we just hired?” said who I assumed was Ben’s partner for the moment. “We can’t do all this on our own.”
“They’re coming,” Ben said.
I sure as hell hoped so. If Ben or even the tall orderly with the lantern jaw wound up taking the hood off my head and seeing me, then I was sure I would never get out of here.
One by one the others were taken away, some quiet, others with a squeal or two. Sheena was a quiet one. I knew because Ben said something about Sheena’s hood being extra restrictive and harder to remove. Also, the straitjacket signaled her out as a slave to keep an extra eye on to prevent any trouble. When they removed it they said they were ordered to use a lot of extra rope on her. I think with the others they tied just the wrists and ankles, but not with Sheena. Like I said, they weren’t taking any chances with her.
Then it was my turn.
Wrists and ankles for me too, thank goodness. I didn’t get the full treatment like Sheena, but I kept both hands locked into tight fists with the boxcutter enclosed in one of them. As luck would have it, two of the new orderlies wound up working on me. When the hood was pulled away I spied Sheena as she was lifted up and slid along a side bench in a windowless van. I breathed a sigh of relief as Ben and the lantern jawed orderly all saw to the task of tying Sheena in place. A short rope was wrapped several times around her neck to make a collar, then tied off through slatted wood planks in back. More rope looped around in back the ones already hugging her body, keeping her tight against the seat. None of the other women in the van were tied so elaborately; aside from the rope collars and the rope on their wrists and ankles all of which were connected to the wooden slats in back, that was all. They were all gagged to varying degrees; some with a ballgag, others with a cleave cloth holding in a lot of stuffing or tape wrapped. On the other hand a full on muzzle headharness enveloped Sheena’s head, the huge plug in her mouth almost distending her jaw. Her eyes flicked around to the other women, the thoughts behind them easy to read; why was she singled out for such severe treatment? I knew the answer even if Sheena didn’t; because you acted like a spoiled bitch. And I kept thinking that because I didn’t want anyone to get a hint of what I held in my hand. So my eyes never left Sheena as they finished tying off my ropes. They stayed on her while my mouth was stuffed full with wadding and a red cloth cleave gag stretched across the front forcing the wadding even deeper in my mouth. I focused on her as they lifted me sideways, carried like a stiff board to the van, then waited as they forced some of the girls further back so that I could rest on a tiny piece of bench at the end. I held still, Sheena directly opposite me, as my rope collar was wrapped into place, then tugged off tight at the base of my neck. And then Sheena swung her attention on me.
Her eyes bugged out, the whites standing out against her dark chocolate skin. Sheena cried out behind her gag, but all that escaped were incoherent screams. Sheena knew! She somehow knew that I wasn’t meant to be here and was trying to blow my chance at escape. Why? What did she care about... Then I had it. If she could expose my bid to get away, then she would be back in Livia’s good graces. Maybe even not have to go back out there, into the chaotic world of non-submission, but instead remain at Livia’s feet, cuffed and collared.
But the orderlies didn’t care. As Sheena strained against the ropes, her screams behind the muzzle gag reaching a fever pitch, all they thought was that they had on their hands a rebellious slave who had promised to be good but now had changed her mind.
“You fucking knock it off!” a male orderly said. He leaned in, facing Sheena, his back to me. “No more shit out of you!” He squeezed Sheena’s face in a huge hand to make his point. Cowed, Sheena barely nodded. Satisfied, the orderly climbed out and slammed the van doors shut.
The van accelerated quickly, made a couple of turns followed by a slow down, then picked up a steady speed. I was out, but still not free.
I waited. I needed to. I had to get far, far away so if my switch with Francesca was discovered too soon then the search teams near the institute would turn up nothing. So wait.
Sheena stared straight at me the entire time. She still pulled against the ropes, like a dog wanting desperately to take a bite out of a cat sitting on top of a fence but couldn’t because its leash was too short. So, like a cat, I waited. Then I opened my fist, carefully worried the boxcutter between thumb and forefinger and, with a trembling hand, started cutting the ropes.
On the outside I forced myself to remain calm. The last thing I wanted was to attract any attention from the other women. Although they were all gagged they could still make noise like Sheena and, if enough of them did, then whoever was driving might just decide they needed to take a look at what was upsetting the cargo. So I worked slowly but inside my guts churned, my heart raced. What if I took too long? If we got to wherever we were going then for sure someone would discover the partially cut rope...
I was free. My wrists came apart even if the rope was still tied to them. And there was a lot of it, more than I had thought. This became obvious as my hands flew up behind my neck and the boxcutter sawed through the portion of the rope collar that kept me tied to the van’s wall. Next were the ankles. Just by looking at the knot I could see it was too complicated to just untie. So I cut that too which was a good thing. If I managed to get out of the van, there wouldn’t be any limp ropes left behind wrapped around the wooden slats and perhaps no one would think they were missing a slave. 
By this time Sheena was back to her gagged screams, now directed toward the driver’s cab. A couple of the other girls swung their heads her way and one even shrugged, yet they stayed quiet at first. But when I bent forward over the ankle rope, they also started to make noises. Great, just what I didn’t need.
I found the inside latch of the van’s back door and pushed it open, tossing out the boxcutter. Nighttime. A line of straight asphalt stretched out behind the van’s red taillights. A gust of wind, cool but not cold, blew through my hair and over my naked body. I guessed the van was doing at least sixty. If I jumped now it might be the last thing I ever did.
But did I say I didn’t want the other women to make noise? The van began to slow, precisely because whoever was up there heard the gagged women and thought something was wrong. So, again, I waited. Not so long this time as the speed decreased and the van started to pull over to the side of the road. I looked for soft place to land. Yes, good...good...ready...go!
I leapt and landed in coarse sand. The wind knocked out of me, scratched and bruised, I crawled off behind a thick, prickly bush. About fifty yards down the road the van stopped and two figures got out from the cab. They walked back on either side, flashlights swinging back and forth.
“What the hell?” said one voice, a man’s. Dammit! It was Ben. He held the flashlight up to the open back door. “They can tie up women, but it’s too complicated to shut a door right?”
“Anyone missing?” said another voice, a woman’s. Wait, that voice was familiar. I knew that person, but who...
They swung their beams around. Ben said, “I’ll get the manifest.”
He jogged back to the front of the van. The woman turned her light to the surrounding landscape. A breeze picked up and the cool gust of wind that I had felt just before my leap of faith now turned cold, almost bitter. I shivered but held still as the beam swept overhead. It lingered on a swaying bush a few yards behind me and I held my breath, forcing myself not to bolt. Then the light swung past me and the woman’s profile was outlined against the van’s interior light. Ben returned with a tablet. His fingers pecked at the small device.
“Well?” said the woman.
Dammit, I knew that voice!
“We’re not missing anyone. They’re all here,” he said. “The count and photos match.”
“Are you sure?
“Wanna check it out yerself?”
The woman grabbed the tablet. Went through the same ritual. “Yeah, yeah, okay.” Her head swung over to Sheena. “So, how’re ya doing, bitch?”
Oh my god. Kanen?
“Not so fuckin’ snooty now, are ya?” Kanen said. “And don’t think that you’ll be on your own again. Not this time.” Kanen made a motion with her middle and index finger from her eyes toward Sheena. “Oh, yeah, watching. I’m gonna be your mistress in Europe, Sheena baby. We’ll be seeing a lot of each other.”
“You can’t wait to get her at the end your leash, huh?” Ben said.
“Oh, yeah. I’ve been wanting this slut for a long time.”
What the hell was going on here? Kanen and Ben were involved with all this? Of course, why not? Kanen had been at the restaurant with Cathleen, probably planning this whole thing about me. And now Ben’s involvement became clear. Cathleen apparently was his slave, but how did she connect in all this?
Wait. Aw, fuck! She was the one that Thera wanted to marry Edward!
Of course. Now it made sense. Cathleen would do Thera’s bidding, go through a charade (for her) of a wedding, get Edward to vote the way Thera wanted, perhaps even have him permanently assign his shares to Thera. Later after a few years she would divorce Edward and take her “huge settlement” as Ben had said that night on the beach and go off with him. Nice hustle.
Only I had gotten “in the way”. I had gotten in everyone’s way.
Well, fuck them!
The van door slammed shut again, but now I was on the other side. Soon the vehicle pulled away. Not until the red taillights completely disappeared did I stand and shuffle to the center of the road.
I just stood there, like a naked babe reborn into the world. Then, as if on their own, my feet moved, one foot in front of the other.
 
***
 
...headlights on a desert highway topped a rise in the far distance beneath a slow dawn.
The cool asphalt under my bare feet threatened to turn blistering hot. The awakened sun mounted the desert rim and transformed the distant horizon to a wet mirage. Soon the heat would sear my naked skin, force me off the road to seek non-existent shade, yet my instincts screamed such a goal wasn’t necessary. The false promise of freedom prevented any effort that ultimately proved futile.
A sign of that futility dragged behind me; lax tendrils of all my ropes hung from my wrists and ankles and neck. Limp and useless they remained connected to me, much like any body part, even if when employed they robbed me of movement. But, even though they had rendered my hands and feet obsolete in their tight hug, the ropes always carried the real promise to enwrap me again in obscene safety. Like a slip of memory they trailed behind me. Their light slither along the road whispered of cinches and knots, of strained positions that could only be maintained with their restrictive assistance. And tactile recollections also resurfaced; my mouth stuffed until soft wadding overflowed past my lips, kept in place by a knotted cotton gag. A glaring light above shining down until I almost raved in genuine madness and then blessed darkness taking me as a hood rendered me blind.
I rubbed my face. Already my brow beaded in sweat and my long, light red hair started to clump and mat together. But as I half ambled, half limped along such was expected. A naked, distressed damsel on a deserted highway was just another part I was destined to play; no more mad dashes of hiding behind sand dunes or scrub. Not even a thought of deviating from this somehow assigned path entered my mind. Just a few months ago, if not years because I really didn’t know how long I was at the institute, this whole situation was unthinkable. But that was a different life.
Who am I now? My old life is gone, but a decision lay before me, one that would take me down a road from which there was no return. And that was the reason why the ropes were slack and my eyes were unbound to see and my mouth free to speak. Yet naked. A reminder of how you come naked into the world and naked you will return – if that was my final wish. So I strode to meet an unknown, inescapable approaching destiny.
The engines’ thunder and the glow of harsh, bright headlights grew until I was bathed in cold radiance to rival the rising heat of the sun. If Francesca had gotten word out...
They surrounded me on chrome and steel. All the engines roared, like a pack of marauders discovering prey in anticipation of a feast. The darkly bearded man on the motorcycle in front of me held up a hand and one by one the engines cut out, but not their rapine appetites.
“Oh, shit, would you look at that!”
“I’ll take a bite.”
“Whoohoo! I want me a piece of that ass.”
The dark bearded man dismounted his hog. Bare armed, tats ran up and down those well defined guns. Unlike the others no beer belly. He was tall, broad shouldered, imposing, as he needed to be if he was to lead this gang of outlaws. I had never seen him before, but instantly knew him; Francesca’s description was perfect.
I said, “Thrasher.”
He nodded. “So, you’re the one. How is she?”
“Confused. Scared. Tough.”
Another nod. “Yeah. She saved all our asses from jail. A fuckin’ rabbit, that one, or a lion. It depends. And what about you? How do you swing?”
At Thrasher’s question any thought to divert myself from this path vanished.
“Let’s get those bitches.”
Part Two
 


The Mistress of Free Haven 







Chapter Ten
Inferno
 
“Mistress of Souls? How fucking pretentious is that?”
The music played at its usual, overloud level. Bodies gyrated on the crowded dance floor. I sat back in the private booth, downing my third or fourth singapore sling. No way was I gonna let Donnie just throw out that title in our little clutch and not laugh at its absurdity.
“So, what does she do?” I said. “Promise you an experience to sell your soul?”
A few others laughed, those that were close enough to hear over the music. Donnie heard too but he didn’t laugh, at least not like the others. His was a lot shorter and more grim.
“I’d expect something like that from you,” he said. “Y’know, Taylor, you’re so jaded I really wonder if there’s anything you believe in.”
I don’t know, but Donnie’s comeback kind of stung. If Amy or Lauren would have said it I would have come right back at them with some kind of witty insult. But Donnie was quiet. He thought about shit. And when he said something there was an undercurrent, the kind you may not pick up on right away, but would hit you later.
I drained the last of my drink and did my best to act like what he said didn’t matter. “Who cares?” I said. “Let’s shut up and dance.”
I grabbed Donnie by the arm and dragged him onto the floor. Sure, Donnie was my dance partner for the moment, but for all the attention I gave him, I could have been out there alone.
The club was a SM disco, Noveau Justine. Yeah, I know, partner’s getting “whipped” on the dance floor, tied up people suspended overhead. Only the whips didn’t really hit anyone and the ones suspended were tied up only after a fashion as their free hands gripped overhead steel bars. All very safe and poseur like. But there were other places, other clubs, where one could go, get the real deal. We dared each other constantly about going to one, then laughed it off, knowing we never would. But this time Donnie wouldn’t let it go.
“You’re just a fucking tease,” he shouted.
I spun back over to him. “What?”
“You heard me,” he said. “You’ve been dragging us here for months. Put up or shut up.”
Again that sting. Donnie was implying I was all talk and no action. Sure, it had been my idea to try Noveau Justine, and I had suggested going back more than once, but so had Amy and Lauren. Once we got here though something seemed to take us over, and we all went at it like the most ardent play actors. But Donnie...he seemed to go at it most of all. And tonight there was something different about him.
“So, where does this Mistress of Souls hang out?” I said.
Donnie’s reply was swift and sure. “Inferno.”
I almost stopped dancing. Inferno was definitely a place where posers or voyeurs weren’t allowed. People there went at it. Hard.
“What?” Donnie said. “Too scary?”
Now I had stopped dancing. I didn’t answer.
“Thought so,” Donnie said, his contempt obvious. “Fine. Lauren or Amy might - “
“Oh, no, you don’t!” I grabbed Donnie by the arm again, only now it was to stop him in his tracks as he started back to the other girls in the private booth. Amy and Lauren’s heads swiveled around, their attention fixed on us. They couldn’t hear what Donnie and I said but their expressions told me that they knew it was serious.
“What?” Donnie said, peeling my claw of a hand off his arm. “Jealous? Afraid that Amy or Lauren might have what you don’t?”
I grabbed Donnie again, this time by the front of his shirt. “No one calls me out like that and gets away with it. Just lead the way.”
 
***
 
Inferno was in the part of town that contained business parks and warehouses. We all went. No way Amy and Lauren were going to get left behind. Amy was tiny with short, dark blonde hair and wide, innocent eyes. Lauren was almost as tall as Donnie with silken dark tresses, long legs and full lips. She and I had made out once, but nothing serious. More like we were both drunk and there just wasn’t any cock around. Amy was strictly hetero. I think she and Donnie had hooked up once or twice as fuck buddies, yet one day I caught some bruises on Amy’s arms, about where a tight rope might have found a temporary home. I had asked her about it but Amy just shrugged and muttered “Donnie needs more practice.” So, maybe there was some dom sub action going on there. If so it had whetted Donnie’s sexual appetite for more. But as we crawled out of my Lexus Amy’s eyes were alight. The Inferno’s red neon sign blinked on and off and Amy’s gaze was intense. Suddenly, I thought coming here wasn’t solely Donnie’s idea.
“You alright?” I said to Amy.
“Oh, yeah,” she said, never taking her eyes off the club. “Let’s go.”
She led the way across the parking lot, Lauren right behind her. Donnie and I hung behind.
“Well?” he said.
“Well what?”
Donnie shook his head. “Thought so. Big mouth.” He followed after the others.
“Hey!” I yelled and ran after him. “Don’t you ever do that again.”
“Then stop acting - “
“Just fucking try to keep up!”
I blew past him, then Amy and Lauren. I threw down a hundred for all our cover charges, but the big mass of male muscle at the door wouldn’t let us in.
“Money’s no good here,” he said. “That’s right, no money. And no ho deals with any play partner for payment later. If you do, then the cops will be the least of your worries. What we want are ID’s.”
Everyone flashed their driver’s license. He took the longest with mine, probably because I had changed a bit since the photo was taken. I had ditched the eyeglasses for contacts and had given up with the latest washed out gray look. My hair had returned to its natural dark auburn color.
“Show me your sig,” he said.
I couldn’t believe it. “What? Oh, c’mon.”
“No sig, no deal. Write your name or you and your pansy ass friends can get your rocks off somewhere else.”
What? He was putting this all on me?
“I mean it,” he said. “Sign.”
“Oh, alright!” I said and scribbled my name. “Happy?”
He compared the signatures, then tore up the piece of paper and handed back my license. “I’ll be happy when I see you suspended and screaming your lungs out,” he rumbled. “That’s what you came here for, right? Or so I’ve been told.” He looked at me, then at Donnie.
Did this guy know Donnie? Was Donnie’s challenge to me and our visit here somehow planned? A little baited trap? 
While this all ran through my head the big, bearded dude gazed down at me and with a sweep of his arm said, “Welcome to Inferno. Bitch.”
“Bastard,” I said right back at him. The others froze. For a moment I thought that I had screwed things up and we weren’t getting inside. Then a white smile flashed out from his dark beard. “Well, okay. Maybe daddy’s little rich girl is for real.”
Amy, Lauren and Donnie sidled past me while I remained rooted to the spot. He called me “Daddy’s rich girl?” How the hell did he know? But then I got distracted by that smile. Shit, was this guy actually handsome? Had he only smiled because although I had insulted him right back he had expected and welcomed it? That he had seen my worst bitch come out and maybe thought I was his type? Was this some sort of test? I shook my head to clear my thoughts, get my eyes away from that wonderful beard. Unraveling the layers was too much right now, and the others were probably asking each other where I was, so I slid past him and blew through a hanging, thin black sheet. 
Inside everything was quiet.
Unlike the other club there wasn’t any loud, driving music. No people shouting to be heard. There were low sounds, but they came from a shadowed hallway that led off the main floor; sharp commands, slaps, the unmistakable sound of leather or perhaps a wooden paddle on flesh. Gagged cries and once in a while a terror filled scream, yet not ear piercing. It was like they were behind thick walls and only the worst sounds could make their way out.
We all pressed together, as if there was safety in crowded numbers, but soon Amy and Lauren drifted away. They wandered around, their heads constantly on a swivel. A couple of people glanced their way, then returned to whatever they were doing; drinking, tying knots on others or in deep conversation while seated in curved booths lined against the walls. Underneath one table crouched a woman. While the others were dressed in varying levels of fetish attire, the woman wore a black, spaghetti strap dress, her dark hair in an elegant updo, hands tied in back. At the jerk of a leash attached to a leather neck collar she went from one person to another, man or woman, and her head dove onto their crotch. A nearly fully masked woman seated at the table who had not taken part in the kneeling woman’s attentions held her tumbler glass up in greeting to us, then graciously gestured around the room.
The floor was bare, but things hung overhead, like steel bars hung by sturdy chains, a small cage where a person inside had to double up, and another cage, thin and straight to force the occupant to stand at attention. Both were filled with women now; the small cage was about seven feet off the floor and long, blonde hair spilled outside. A man dressed in light brown leather pants and vest absently stroked the hair while he spoke to another woman, she in a skin tight, black leotard, and knee high stiletto boots. Around her thin waist hung a belt decorated with steel handcuffs, a muzzle gag, thin crop and a dildo harness. She seemed to be in deep conversation with the man who eventually nodded, pressed a button on a remote he held, brought the cage down, and extracted the blonde. Her eyes darted from him to the woman and she cringed. The man grabbed her by the hair, leaned down and hissed something at her. The booted woman took control, locked a collar around the blonde’s neck, gripped tight on the long, golden hair and led her down the shadowed hallway. I think she said something to the blonde about one day getting her out to a place called Free Haven.
Once they were gone I stepped onto the main floor, kind of wandering around. Donnie came up beside me.
“That’s her,” he said. “The woman in the mask.”
I kind of “humph”ed. “Why the mask? She afraid someone might blackmail her?”
“I’ve been told she’s disfigured. Some kind of accident.”
Donnie strode over to the booth, like he was somehow compelled. With a strange familiarity he directed most of his speech to the masked woman. Her eyes flicked to me a few times. Distinctly uncomfortable, I forced my attention somewhere else. Where did someone get a drink around here?
“Ya thirsty?”
I jumped. Behind me stood the Beard and Smile.
“Wha- What?” I said.
“C’mon,” he said, and smiled again. “I can tell you need something.”
“Whiskey straight would be good.”
The smile vanished. “No alcohol here. And no drugs. But we’ve got soft drinks and water. And even a killer glass of milk.”
I blinked. What kind of place was this? No booze?
I looked back at the booth where Donnie stood. “What is she drinking?” I said, and pointed at the masked woman and her dark drink.
He shrugged. “Rum and cola, but she’s the owner.”
Well, crap. I needed something to steady my nerves. I had expected the usual pounding music, naked people having kinky sex on the floor, flowing drinks. Instead what I got was a darkly stated, somber home of leather people.
“Tell you what,” the big man said. “If you go over there, and ask real nice, maybe she’ll give you a sip.”
“I don’t need a drink that bad.”
“Good. I’d hate to think that I’m getting involved with an alcoholic. ‘Work is the curse of the drinking classes.’ “ He moved off towards the table.
My mouth fell open. Several things ran through my mind at once.
He had quoted Oscar Wilde?
I was not an alcho...
Get involved with me? The arrogant...
“Bastard!” I called after him.
“Bitch,” he called right back.
Well, shit. Now what do I do? Amy and Lauren were engaged with the guy who had given over the caged blonde to the dominatrix. They were all smiling and softly laughing. Donnie was still at the masked woman’s booth, but now the bearded bastard was over there and had the group’s interest. No one was paying attention to me, and I didn’t like it. Usually all I had to do was pull out daddy’s credit card, start buying drinks and everyone would come a runnin’, but that ploy had been taken away from me. Even paying for the cover charges! All the things I did to be the center of attention. I should be the center - 
“Don’t do it.”
Who said that?
She. The masked woman.
I stood just a few feet away from her table, having gotten closer than I thought. Everyone else had moved off, casually wandering down the hallway. Donnie was with them, and he held the leash for the black dressed lady! They disappeared into the shadows which left me in the unwavering blue-eyed gaze of the masked woman.
“Don’t,” she said again.
“What’re you talking about?” I said.
“You were about to stamp your foot. Most unbecoming.”
“And just how did you know what I - “
“Oh, it’s obvious. You crave attention. Your little group revolves around you. Or so you think.”
“You act like you know everything,” I said and crossed the last small distance to her.
“Not everything, but enough.”
The booth was slightly elevated so even though she sat, she was still a little taller than me. Her hair was dark. I mean real dark. Dyed? And her skin was pale with light freckles that peeked out from behind cat like eyeholes and below the bottom edge of the mask. Strangely, she wore a thin slave collar. And her voice was deeper than what you would expect.
“I’ve been told about you,” I said. “The Mistress of Souls.”
She smiled. “That’s what some people say. But you can just call me Mistress.”
“Now hang on...”
“Don’t start, Taylor. Yes, I know a few things about you. Taylor Abbott. Daddy’s little rich girl from back east. Uses his charge card like a birthright. College graduate in English literature and unemployed. You’re twenty-five with a slight build, latent lesbian tendencies but definitely likes cock. Expects people to do for her but can be nice if there’s something she wants. And I know what you want. You want to show Donnie that you’re not just a do nothing braggart. Or so I’ve been told, but not by Donnie.”
What the fuck? Who told... What said... I mean, what the fuck!
Easy. Slow down. Okay, she didn’t hear anything from Donnie. At least that’s what she said, even if I found it hard to believe. But who else then? Not Amy or Lauren, they hadn’t heard what we said on the dance floor back at the other club. But then, suddenly I knew. 
“Is that what your doorman of a bastard told you?”
Her eyes turned flinty. “Don’t you talk that way about my friend. Apologize.”
Shocked, I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.
“Do it, or I’ll have you thrown out on your ass.”
I glanced around. Amy and Lauren were looking right at me. Donnie had reappeared at the end of the hallway, a small, coiled whip in hand. Suddenly, my face got very warm.
“Taylor...” Mistress growled.
“Yes, yes, I’m sorry. Okay?” My hands kind of fluttered around my cheeks, trying to hide the sudden redness.
Her face turned softer, almost forgiving. “Well, not the best, but it’s a start. Now, since your voice training still needs work why don’t you demonstrate how sorry you are another way. See the whip Donnie is holding? Please, bring it to me. You can prove you’re not all talk. Go on.”
I turned and started toward Donnie.
“In your mouth, Taylor,” she called after me. “On your hands and knees.”
If things were quiet before, now they were absolutely silent. The muffled screams had ceased and the only thing I heard was the roaring in my ears, the only thing I felt the dryness in my mouth.
I took another step toward Donnie.
“Hands and knees, Taylor. Don’t make me say it again.”
I tried to swallow. Couldn’t. One knee bent, then the other. My hands met the floor. Like a baby I crawled towards Donnie’s feet.
It took so long to get there. I kept my head lowered, hoping my hair would hide my on-going flush of embarrassment. When I did arrive another pair of feet waited. Motorcycle boots, and they belonged to guess who?
He now held the whip. With methodical click-thumps, he came around and stood next to my ass. The whip sang and the blades scorched my backside five times. My thin pants and thong offered little protection as my butt cheeks now warmed to match my face. And that wasn’t all that was warm. Already I could feel my pussy start to run, soaking my clothes.
“Thrasher,” Mistress called out. “That’s enough.”
The boots returned. I could just barely see their squared tips through a red haze. “That’s how you do it, boy,” he said to Donnie, but not in a demeaning way. “Now, offer her the whip.”
I sensed an exchange of the horrendous piece of leather, then Donnie held it just above my head, the ends dangling down. I opened my mouth, took it gently between my teeth.
“That’s the way, girl,” Thrasher said. “Good.”
I turned around, my head still down. The way back on the unyielding concrete felt even longer, but she wasn’t there.
I glanced around. Way off to the other side of the large room, on a dais about three feet high was a throne, wood carved, upholstered in black leather. She waited there, regal, imperious. Her expression matched the hardness of the floor. She gently waved me over.
I crawled and after what was a humiliating eternity arrived at her booted feet. Everyone else had kind of spread around her, like a queen and her court. Her hand slowly lowered and I gently lay the whip in her upturned palm.
She shook out the whip, and the leather blades traced down my spine, over my ass, then back up and through my hair. She took my chin in her hand, gently pushed me back until I sat on folded up legs.
“How real are you?” she said. “Are you a slave, or just a poser?”
My mouth fell open, yet I couldn’t speak. Our eyes locked. Her gaze, her intensity was off the charts! This woman was dangerous! She wasn’t just asking how serious I was about SM, but whether I was already “owned” by someone else? And she asked me so casually, like it was an everyday thing. Right then I should have gotten up and run like hell. No, no, I’m not anyone’s pet. But the way she looked at me, so forceful, coupled with the off-hand way she spoke, left me spellbound. I was attracted to danger, partly the reason I went to the SM disco clubs. But not the “real” ones, like Inferno. I wanted to keep the danger at arm’s length. But that safe distance had now disappeared. And in the end it was my decision to come here. And here I would be burned. But I couldn’t help myself. Like a moth to a flame. I wanted... Wanted...
“I...” my voice rasped. “I... I’m whatever you...” I couldn’t finish. No! I couldn’t make that kind of commitment. Not yet. Maybe not ever.
For the first time sympathy shone in those eyes. She knew; she understood the struggle that gripped my soul. If that was her special talent then her title was richly deserved. And just in that brief moment we made a connection, one that I clung to through all the torments and harsh orders and punishments I endlessly received even when it seemed she had forgotten.
“You belong to me now,” she said and leaned forward. Her hands gently clasped my shoulders and I was shocked to find they trembled. She had seemed so calm and collected. Was it all a front? Her lips lightly kissed my cheek and the small portion of her exposed cheek touched mine. “I have sought you for so long,” she whispered. “I’ve a task for you, one that I’ve been planning for years, and you are my instrument.” 
I said, “Yes, Mistress.” 
Chapter Eleven
Skylight
 
Slowly I roused. Darkness was all and I caught a strong odor of dirty canvas. Wrapped across in front my restrained arms shifted, but not much. My bare legs were free, but I was as weak as a kitten. Rolling onto a shoulder I got one leg underneath, then another. The floor was soft, padded. Through my nose I drew several deep breaths. I couldn’t use my mouth. Something blocked that passageway.
Above a soft motor whirred, followed by a click. I looked up and caught just the trace of a person’s shadow as it withdrew from a skylight high overhead. Cool air that I breathed soon turned warm as the skylight afforded a glimpse of patchy clouds and beyond them tiny stars. Strange. I had never been in a padded cell before, but I was sure they weren’t billed as a room with a view. Was this a voyeur kind of thing? Eventually, the moon creeped overhead, its pale rays providing enough light to define the room I occupied.
Padded alright. And not very big at that. Maybe eight by eight. At the far end was a door with no handle to open it. A small, square peephole in the door about eye height and six inches wide was the only other distinction. And that was it. My world.
I drew my legs up, shifted around inside the straitjacket. As I sat on my ass I eventually realized that it wasn’t naked, nor was my pussy exposed. I opened my legs and found my crotch covered in thick padding. What the hell? I struggled upwards, twisted this way and that in the moonlight to get a better look at my pussy and butt. An adult diaper. Fuck, how humiliating! Like I couldn’t control my own bladder! The only time that had happened was as I lay stretched out on the rack. God, I thought then that Mistress was going to rip my arms and legs off! So, yeah, I had pissed in fear. Who wouldn’t? Of course, Mistress was displeased at that. Yet, not so much that I had urinated but that several wooden planks on the rack needed replacing. Thrasher had cleaned up the best he could. But that smile of hers, which I so rarely enjoyed, was enough as Mistress bent down, telling me how pleased she was at my endurance. She also told me that soon all my training would be put to the test, that she would task me with an important mission. She was spare on the details. I was to pass along crucial information to a person who would then pass the same along to another. Yet things were still in motion and she couldn’t tell me exactly whom to tell, but that I should follow my instincts. She trusted me. And I trusted her. Mistress. Oh, Mistress. What have you done to me? That I would so willingly become your slave, your tool. Then her hand passed over my eyes and next thing I knew I was here, in the padded cell luxury suite. Wearing an adult diaper. Yeah, luxury.
Some would be impatient at wanting the next thing to happen, wanting to carry out whatever plan. My father would shake his head and say I needed to slow down. I would try, but our family was kind of well to do and either through my personal wiles or just using daddy’s credit card, I gave the term “instant gratification” a new meaning. Yeah, a fucking east coast princess that always got her way.
But that used to be me. No longer. Gone was the “Gimme gimme gimme I want it now” trait. Under her loving and stern hand Mistress taught me the value of patience, of laying in wait until the right time -
Something rustled.
I jumped back against the wall. What the fuck? What was that?
A dark lump rested on the floor in the corner opposite. A slight moan. A long, bare leg shifted out from the dark shadow into the moonlight. Even though things were hard to see in the gloom I was pretty sure the skin on the leg was dark. Then the rest of the lump moved, wobbled up onto two knees, kind of crawled away from the wall and stopped in the moonlight. A pair of eyes stared out, the surrounding whites like two wide saucers. What I assumed what was long, black hair fell in mussed up lengths pass a pair of wide shoulders. I squinted and slowly moved forward. Yes, a woman, and even in the dark I could tell she was beautiful.
Her straitjacket was different than mine. It was black and pair of zippers on the front were open. Her ample breasts spilled out, the nipples engorged. A headharness with wide, thick straps held a leather panel in place over her mouth. Like me she probably now underwent a reorientation of where she was; how did she get here? I crept closer to her, leaned in to get a better look at this wonderful -
From the peephole stabbed a block shaped shaft of light. We both started, I jumping and turning a little toward the harsh ray, she falling backwards then scurrying and bumping against the wall, half of her still in the bright beam. The light cut out, and once more total darkness reigned until my eyes adjusted. Beyond the door, just on the other side, came the slow groan of little used hinges. Light spilled around a tall, dark figure, definitely male. The shape looked familiar to me if not his clothes. They were white, like a hospital orderly, and he wore a tight fitting mask that contoured to his face. In his hand was a bucket, the contents of which he stirred with a spoon.
“Rise and shine, ladies,” he said. “Time for your morning meal.”
Thrasher. I knew that voice anywhere. Part of me was pissed off, what the fuck was he doing? Feeding me? He needed to get me out of here! I didn’t belong in a looney bin! But another part knew this was all part of Mistress’s plan, and I took comfort in his presence. I knew that Mistress and Thrasher were counting on me. I wasn’t about to let them down.
Thrasher removed my gag, the large plug that filled my mouth glistened in saliva, dripping down in an imitation of cum. The other woman quivered in fear as Thrasher drew me out from the corner.
“Ya hungry?” Thrasher said, and stirred the pot again. An aroma of pungent seasoning made my mouth water more. “I’m not surprised. Neither of you have eaten for a while.” He held up a spoon filled with...hell I don’t know what. All I knew was that it smelled good, and was warm. I opened my mouth, willing and eager.
Scrambled eggs. Mixed with sausage. The seasoning gave it a little bit more flavor and I gulped down a mouthful, then several more after that. 
“There ya go, Taylor,” Thrasher said. “Now, take something to wash it down.” From his belt he held up a squirt bottle, and a thin, accurate stream of creamed coffee hit my mouth right on target. Ah, yes. When was the last time I had tasted coffee? Maybe just the morning before I fell into Mistress’s orbit at Inferno. What seemed like weeks, or even months had passed while Mistress tested my limits, pushed me beyond what was comfortable until I got used to the new normal, then pushed beyond that. I learned discipline, taken corrective punishments, done things that if I had ever thought about before would make me shudder. And now it was part of my daily routine. I wondered about the girl in the cell with me, if she had undergone a similar training. Given how she still cowered in fright I doubt it. Or maybe I was ungenerous. I was scared when I awakened, but Thrasher’s familiar presence had help ground me. From what little I could tell so far, Thrasher was an unknown quantity to her, and would remain that way. So, yeah, she was so scared right now she was probably pissing her diaper.
Thrasher shoveled up several more mouthfuls and squirted more coffee, then he turned his attention to the other girl.
“C’mon, you want some?” He coaxed. “You won’t get another chance for the rest of the day. C’mon, Sheena.”
At her name the girl’s eyes widened even further. They stayed that way as Thrasher removed her head harness. She worked her jaw soundlessly, like she was trying to form words but the action was strange to her. At last, she spoke.
“Who...are you? Where am I? Where’s Mistress Kanen?”
“None of those are the answers I’m looking for,” Thrasher reasonably said. “I’ll ask one more time. Do you want food?”
Sheena’s eyes sparked. So, there was some life in her. “I fucking want my mistress!”
Thrasher threw the remaining food in her face.
“Your mistress is not Kanen, whoever the hell she is,” he snapped. “And don’t you ever get snotty again. You’ve been bought and paid for. Instead of acting like a spoiled twat like this Kanen has done to you, you better start being a slave.”
If Sheena’s eyes were wide before, they were absolutely bug-shit crazy now. Half her face was covered in food that slowly dripped onto her upper chest and encased arms. Her breaths were quick. Shock.
“There, enjoy your breakfast,” Thrasher said. “And here’s something to wash it down.” He squirted the coffee right on her face and it marked her like dark cum. Sheena gasped, closed her eyes and turned her head in a reflex move, but it only served to mess her up even more. Some globs of eggs hung in her hair and got only worse once the coffee matted the dark strands. Sheena’s lips quivered and a single sob escaped her mouth.
“Oh, go ahead and cry,” Thrasher said. “I don’t care. You’re both pulling the cart today and it doesn’t matter to me if your tears turn the dry ground to mud.”
Thrasher turned and slammed the door behind him. Sheena’s sobs continued as she pathetically tried to dab up some of the egg and sausage clumps from her arms and chest.
I squatted down next to her. There was a nice clump on the top of her thigh that she strained for but couldn’t reach. I bent down and gummed it, using my tongue to lightly press against the back of the food to prevent my accidentally swallowing it. I held my head up, leaned toward Sheena. She drew back, unsure what I meant, but I managed to communicate without moving my lips.
“ ‘ere. ‘ere! ‘ake i’ “, I said, which, as everyone knows in slave talk, means “Here. Here! Take it.”
Sheena didn’t move to accept my help, but didn’t retreat any farther. I gently deposited the food just inside her lower lip, then hunted around for another clump. I found a good piece of egg covered sausage and passed that along, then a few more gobs here and there. Sheena chewed and swallowed them all in silence, never once taking her eyes off me. Maybe she thought I was only pretending to be nice. Well, I don’t know. Maybe. But I just couldn’t sit by while she tried to lap up the mess around her. And waking up here was more than enough of a surprise. One moment she’s probably in her own little world of submission, all curled up next to her Mistress Kanen then waking up in a padded cell with food thrown in her face. Yeah, that would be enough to rattle anyone’s chain.
I did what I could for Sheena’s hair, but it was just too much of a mess. Sheena just sat and let me try to do my thing, but it was hopeless. More often than not I got a mouthful of hair, but I also got a whiff of her natural scent. Oh my god. Talk about an aphrodisiac. Sheena was like a perfume factory of sex. After a while I stopped trying to get the food out and just breathed deep of Sheena’s bouquet. Wow. Oh, wow.
I leaned back. Sheena’s head was slightly turned away and, in the quickly fading moonlight I could see the coffee stains on her cheek, head and chin. I shifted around, slid a leg over to straddle both of hers.
“Now hold still,” I said. “I’m just going to clean you up.”
Sheena gave an absent-minded nod.
My tongue crept out, the tip grazed a cheek, then more boldly ran down and along the ridge of the cheekbone. Skin smooth as velvet. Like a mother cat I roamed across the cheek, down to the chin, then up the other. She tasted of coffee and sweat and her short breaths enveloped my face. I basked in her warmth as I lapped all the way up to the other ear. Sheena tilted back her head, provided clear access to her neck and I obliged. There wasn’t much coffee here, but I cleaned her anyway. Slow, easy, making sure I got every square inch. My tongue dwelt in the hollow of her collar bones, sopped up whatever I might find there, and lingered, reluctant to break contact with this woman who so beguiled my senses. At last I lifted away, but slowly, and our mouths grazed each other’s. I licked my lips.
“Who are you?” she breathed.
“A friend,” I said.
I leaned forward and, this time, Sheena didn’t pull away.
I tasted of her, caressed her with my legs, nestled my head against that neck, breathed deep of her essence. She managed to roll her arms a little and I suckled on both her nipples, now fully engorged. I nibbled and Sheena gasped. Her mouth open I shot up to her lips, gave the lower one a little bite, then wove my tongue around hers, slow and unhurried. I drank her all up, and she responded in kind. Together we explored each other as much as possible, and I would have dove between her legs if it weren’t for those goddam diapers!
As it was, I started tearing at them with my teeth. No urine odor so maybe Sheena was tougher than I thought. We nearly had them off when Thrasher suddenly wrenched open the door.
“All this get up and go!” he said. “Eager to get started, huh? Alright, let’s do it.”
Thrasher was more than big and strong enough to handle us both. He finished tearing away Sheena’s diaper, and for good measure mine as well. Grabbing some straps on the back of our straitjackets he directed us out the door, then down a long, wide hallway. It looked like we were in some kind of medical institution, but there wasn’t anyone else around. In fact, it appeared like it hadn’t been used in a long time. Paint peeled from the walls, and the floor was littered with trash. The smell of disuse was everywhere. Sheena froze when our bare feet slapped on the concrete floor. Thrasher wrenched her along, but Sheena shook like she had seen a ghost.
“Where... Where are we?” she asked.
I wasn’t sure but soon after my formal submission, I realized that Mistress was very, very rich. I don’t know how she got her money, but I did hear her talk to Thrasher about Blackdollar bitcoins. A very small amount of her overall wealth had gone into buying Free Haven, an old disused mental hospital that she began to renovate. It seemed that was where we were now. 
We turned a corner where a faded outline of a meticulously drawn yew tree graced a wall. Sheena shrieked and fell to her knees.
“Shit. Alright,” Thrasher said. “If this is what it takes.” Thrasher shoved me forward. “Keep moving, bitch.”
“Bastard!” I said right back. But I stayed and witnessed Thrasher throw a limp Sheena over his shoulder. He snapped his fingers and pointed down the hallway. I turned in a huff and showed him my bare ass. We approached a set of open double doors. Sounds came from beyond them. Echoing noises like shouts, cracking of whips, squeals, and running feet.
Ponygirls! Everywhere! Some pranced about, already in harness with plumes and wide rubber bits. Others still underwent their transformation, a single arm zipped almost to the shoulders. Boots fitted. A few women were bent forward, asses spread as butt plugs of various sizes were slowly pushed inwards then strapped in tight. Some stood still with legs spread to take one in the pussy in addition to a butt plug. A couple almost jumped when their grooms flicked a switch on a remote. If it was the buttplug giving a shock or the one in the pussy vibing away I couldn’t tell. The outward effect was the same.
Now it was my turn to freeze. I had heard of things like this, but...
“What are you doing?” Thrasher said. “I didn’t tell you to stop.” He shoved me from behind.
“Hey!” I yelled. “Knock it the fuck off!”
“And I sure don’t like your attitude,” Thrasher coolly replied. “Get over there.” He shoved me again in the direction of a large stall. Several leather devices hung from the surrounding wooden boards while below a pair of sturdy work boots stood empty.
Oh no! I wasn’t just anybody’s bitch of a ponygirl!
I spun on Thrasher. “What!” I said. “You’ve got to be kidding! Mistress said I belonged to her - “
“And she can do what she wants with her property, which means sticking a bit between your teeth.”
“I...am...Mistress’s...slave!” I said slowly, so that Thrasher would know just who he was fucking with. I thought of the times that Mistress put others through their paces, the methods she employed to turn them into crying, sniveling babies. I had worried she would do the same to me, that she considered me as one of them. I had even confessed my fear to her one night in bed, just the two of us. From behind the mask she always wore Mistress had given me a kiss full of passion, held me tight and said no, that I was her personal property and that such treatment was not for me. I slept soundly that night, and pride grew in me that I was her favorite, that I was special. Whenever someone proposed a temporary swap of slaves I took comfort in the fact that Mistress never considered allowing someone else to dominate me. Other slaves she had were shared of course, but I was hers alone.
Only now something had changed.
“What... What did I do?” I said, on the edge of tears. “What have I done?”
“Not my problem, bitch,” Thrasher said. “Now move your ass.” Another solid push on the shoulder and I stumbled into the stall. Thrasher set Sheena down on wobbly legs. He set to work immediately, changing her into a beast of burden. Once completed he turned his attentions back my way. 
Anger rose in me, subsumed my entire being. How could Mistress? How??? She had said... She had promised... My vision turned blurry. “Bastard!” I yelled at Thrasher. He really wasn’t the one I blamed, but he was the one present. “Fucking bastard!” I started to hitch, my shoulders shaking as tears streaked my face. I backed up deeper in to the stall. Thrasher drew down his pants zipper.
“Turn around,” he said. “Bend over.”
I was nothing more than putty. Tears running down my face I did exactly as he commanded.
The heat from his ramrod cock met the same from my wet pussy lips.
“I know you are hurting,” he gently said. “Use the anger, then release it and be at peace.”
I hadn’t expected such words from Thrasher. Sometimes I thought he was more taken with his motorcycle than any pussy that was shoved at him, and he sure had plenty of those. And he could get just as rough as the other fuckers with whom he rode. But whenever he did pay attention to a pair of spread legs I most often heard later from the slave that he didn’t take them like an animal. Yet, when it came to me, it seemed all that supposed gentleness went out the window. We had never had sex before, but whenever he tied me at Mistress’s orders and followed through on her directions for punishment, he never held back. I was sure he hated me. So when he spoke just now, the softness of his words, I was confused.
Thrasher started slow, a tentative, almost shy touch from the cockhead. His fire mixed with mine, and I drew him in, wet and eager. Then, a sure, quick thrust, and he owned me, slave that I am. Hands grabbed my upper arms, strong fingers curled around the folds of my elbows and gripped tight for the long, loud ride that was to follow.
And it was. His presence pounded at my ass cheeks, drove deep, deep inside, and I howled like a wounded animal. I cursed, screamed and called him every motherfucking name I could think of, and still he came on, unrelenting, full of wanton desire and passion. I cried like a baby, water dripping from my eyes, mucus from my nose and still he drove against my hips. I told him to fuck me, goddammit fuck me! That dick, that ramrod cock tore me down, brought me to the edge of ecstasy and despair, and I dangled out in space, no safety net below.
“Oh, you bitch!” I screamed as visions of Mistress, cruel and laughing, filled my head. “You fuuuuckiiiiing bitch! You promised! You promised!”
I screamed again. A shriek from my core, building up who knew how long, tightened into a white hot ball ready to explode. As I burst into a million pieces of rapture I let loose, screamed as if in the throes of death itself. Thrasher’s hot cum filled me and gave me life so that I might return to the world of despair and joy.
He allowed me to slide to the ground and I lay there, spent, the anger gone, replaced with an exhausted serenity that I had never felt. Through my blurred, sideways vision on the floor everyone else had stopped. They stared at me, even Sheena, in utter astonishment. A huge internal effort and I rose to my knees. With Thrasher’s help I stood. Without conflict, with no struggle, I followed his orders. I accepted the bit, held my arms still for the armbinder, took on the plain work boots and highstepped my way out into the bright sunshine.
Chapter Twelve
Quotation
 
The bright sun warmed my bare skin, sweat ran down my brow and my legs pumped.
Thrasher wasn’t kidding when he said we would pull a cart. It was big and had benches running along either side for people to ride. But we weren’t just some shallow attraction, we actually had a purpose. Apparently there were some VIP’s around and it was our job to bring them here and there to show off the place.
As disheveled as the inside was, outdoors was another story. The grounds were extensive and perfect. Large manicured lawns, flower beds in full bloom, all complimented by ponygirls posing everywhere, prancing about or leaping through steeple chase courses designed for the human body. In the distance was a large circular track. Several ponygirls pulled carts with a single driver and seemed to be undergoing some kind of qualifying heats. They all sported bright plumes on top of their headharnesses, little bells that jingled, and shiny boots that reached up to their knees.
Not Sheena. Not me. Compared to them we were the plain janes, just the basic bodyharness and short, brown work boots. We did have armbinders to weld our limbs together, and a thick rubber bit that distorted our mouths, but nothing flashy. While the others preened, we grunted and worked up a sweat, pulling the heavy cart here and there, resting on our knees when we could, standing at attention whenever Thrasher pulled back on our reins. He was an expert with those things, knowing just how much pull on either side of our mouths to get us to turn, when to let up and exhort us to go faster, and then gently pull back in a silent order to slow down and stop. Another masked man rode shotgun, taking lessons from Thrasher in ponygirl dressage. Eventually Thrasher gave him the reins.
“Easy, easy there,” Thrasher said. “Now, let the reins out just a little, not all at once. You don’t want the ponies to bolt. And believe me, these two will run any chance they get.”
It didn’t take long for the new set of hands on the reins to find his rhythm. In fact, he seemed to have some experience and soon Thrasher held off on any more instruction. So Sheena and I pranced, walked and ran when we received our orders through the reins. If not for my sudden wrench away from Mistress, I felt exhilarated, like I had done this for a long time. Yes, I had received pony training, but also other kinds as well; suspension, both upright and inverted, sensory deprivation starting with a simple cloth across the eyes and progressing all the way to a tight leather hood where I was made deaf and blind. And not only mouth training for a penis or vagina, but I could also clench a buttplug for as long as Mistress commanded. During my training they got steadily larger. But I loved being Mistress’s, and just Mistress’s, ponygirl. Only she had ever held my reins until now. So, when I had been thrown in to a general pool with others, it had been a shock. But I had gotten over that. I realized this is what Mistress wanted, and so I submitted. After all, I loved strutting in public, showing off for my Mistress. I did so now.
The grounds were extensive. I guessed maybe fifty acres, but it was hard to tell as we wove around the various activities. We dropped off people in front of old style wooden pillories, all filled with bent forward women, their hands and heads locked inside, bare asses thrust out in back for either corporal punishment or sex. More than a few of the restrained women experienced both as men (and women with a strap-on) had at them, then laid into them with a swish of a crop or crack of a whip. As the people we hauled around jumped off, others piled on, and we were off to the next event, women slaves suspended upside-down from a stout yew tree, bouncing and writhing under the lash. Beyond that were several makeshift crosses, set low to the ground, forcing the tied slaves to kneel. Each one sported a ringgag and they all dripped cum down their chins. And so it went, like a carnival atmosphere, until we wound up back where we started with the other ponygirls. Awards were being handed out and it seemed each ponygirl got a blue ribbon for one thing or another.
And then there she was! Mistress! Always in her mask but I would recognize that dark hair anywhere. She was in what I guessed was the canopy covered VIP section. After the last blue ribbons were awarded she stood. Her deep voice carried across the grounds.
“My, my, what a beautiful and fun day it has been! I want to thank you for coming out and showing off all your wonderful slaves. As you can see, we’ve worked hard to restore the grounds and in time the buildings will also be refurbished. It is my sincere hope to create a haven here where everyone is welcome. A safe zone, for that is what its name implies. Free Haven. A place where you can live out your fantasies in safety and without judgment. Wander about, imagine the possibilities of not only what can happen outside, but inside as well; the hidden daydreams that you can bring to life!”
Enthusiastic applause followed as Mistress descended from the stands. Oh, she was beautiful in a sweeping light blue dress that modestly covered her from neck to toe. She clutched a coiled whip, one that her firm hand had used on me many times. I tried to call to her through my bit as she strode by, but her head was turned away, talking to a pair of women. One wore horned rimmed glasses and had long hair like a wave of soft obsidian. The other was older and her hair was also dark but much shorter. She possessed a stiff bearing of superiority, like she looked down her nose at everything. Yet, there was also a tension in her, evident in the line of her pressed mouth. And Mistress’s attention was all on her. No, over here, Mistress. Me. Me! Over here!
And I wasn’t the only one acting up; Sheena’s eyes were on the woman with the glasses. And if Sheena was confused and scared before, she was now absolutely quaking.
“What’s wrong with you two?” Thrasher said. “Give me those reins!” and our heads jerked back. Thrasher yelled, “Hey, bitch! Stop that! Stop!”
The commotion caught Mistress’s attention. Leaving her guests she strode over and gazed at us. “Oh, what a pair of beauties. Especially this one.” She caressed a quivering Sheena’s cheek. “Tall. Good, firm legs.”
“Her name is Sheena.”
“Really? Somehow it perfectly fits her.” Mistress gave a squeeze of Sheena’s left tit and spoke to the other women. “I always try to get to know my stock. She’s a recent acquisition. Her last mistress got tired of her.”
“Really?” said the woman with the glasses. “Is she available?”
Sheena’s knees practically knocked.
Mistress said to Thrasher, “How well does she obey?”
“We’ve had issues.”
“Hmm,” Mistress considered, then spoke to the woman in glasses. “Maybe not quite yet, Livia. I can’t allow an undertrained slave ruin my reputation.” Mistress then said to Thrasher, “Put her in the stocks. A few cocks up her ass will set her right.”
In a sudden move Mistress slapped Sheena, and not just any half pat on the cheek. Full on with all her strength. Sheena staggered and would have fallen had she not been so firmly secured in the traces and breeching. Mistress’s face had transformed, the small part that one could normally see, was now contorted into a rictus of hate, then just as quickly, covered up again. For a brief moment our eyes met and I almost staggered myself, the emotional heat that seared from them was so strong. 
Mistress turned away. The other older, snotty woman, also caught a glimpse of Mistress’s ire and her own mouth set in a grim line, as if she also were on thin ice. But Mistress’s voice was light. “Now, what were we talking about, Thera? Ah, yes, something about needing an investor...”
Wait! Where was she going? Mistress! Come back! I jumped up and down a little in my own traces and harness, trying to call out around the bitgag.
“Knock it off, Taylor,” Thrasher said, “or I’ll stick you in a stock right next to Sheena.”
Her back to me, the older woman intensely speaking to her, Mistress and her two guests were swallowed up by the milling crowd. She ignored me. It was like I wasn’t even here! There had to be a reason she acted like this. Had to. But right now all I felt was the hurt of rejection.
“All right,” Thrasher said, shaking the reins. “You both know where we’re going next. Hey-up!”
 
***
 
Shit. Guess who also wound up in the stocks?
Bent forward at the waist I strained against the stout wood, futilely trying to pull my head back through a hole that I definitely knew was too small to allow that. My fingers clawed at the air. On the other side my spread legs fought the metal bar that split them wide, offering up my ass and pussy for whatever dick or dildo that happened by.
“You’ve only got yourself to blame. You gave us nothing but trouble on the way over here,” Thrasher said. “See how much you like that.”
I grit my teeth around the bitgag and gave him a “grrr!”
Thrasher stroked his beard. “Humph. You’ve already been fucked. What is it with you?”
What is it? What is it? You fucking dumbshit! I woke up in a padded cell! No idea how I got there, and then I’m made to haul a huge wooden cart around while others get to prance, preen and generally enjoy as many cocks as they can wrap their pussies around. What the fuck do you think it is?
Translated: “Grrrr! Urrrgg! AAAARRGGGG!”
“Yeah, that’s what I thought,” Thrasher said. “You sure are horny today.”
“GRRRRR!” Oh really?
Thrasher shrugged. “Fine.”
He took up residence behind me. His pants unzipped and soon the heat from his cock tip brushed across my wet pussy lips. Aw, fucking Thrasher. Whatever you do, don’t tease!
“How’s that other one,” Thrasher said. I guessed he was talking to the masked man.
“She’s wet,” came the muffled reply.
“Well, don’t just stare at it.”
“She’s not why I’m here.”
Thrasher’s cock pulled away. “Don’t get impatient, Bellars. Just chill, dude. Right now the pussy you want is getting her mind fucked. ‘It is a dangerous thing to reform anyone’.”
Oh, fuck. He’s quoting Wilde. If I weren’t already in the stock with my pussy out, I would have dropped in front of Thrasher with my legs spread.
A short silence, then Thrasher’s cock returned. It hovered for just a second then slid it in so easily, ah, so hot...and hard...
Oh, nooooo! Was I already cumming!
“Take it easy, bitch!” Thrasher said. “We’re only just getting started.”
Ohhhhh mmmyyyy GAAAAWWWWWD!
My body shook all over, violent waves of ecstasy threatened to tear me apart. I was acting like a fucking boy virgin the first time he had ever seen a pussy, much less like a woman who already has had her own share of pussy and cocks. Oh, noooooo! Not like this! My ears roared, full of my internal explosions that broke down all resistance and scattered whatever was left in a wide field of numbing exhaustion. Amidst the noise, the chaos, Thrasher’s cock drove deeper and deeper into me to gather my shattered pieces back together so that they could be again thrown even further afield. Somehow, through the turmoil I hung on as each slow thrust rebuilt me, molded me into a delicate piece of porcelain, and then...
“Owwww! Aaaahhhrrgg! Wrasshhhheerrrrrr!”
Thrasher was cumming inside me, full on jism of manhood filling me with his seed, taking me to a place I had never experienced with any other man or woman. Not even... Not even Mistress.
There’s nothing else like hot cock, bondage, and quotes from Oscar Wilde.
If it was possible I sagged in the stock, all my muscles limp, my brain mush. Roaring in my ears. Whimpers in my throat.
Thrasher leaned forward over the wooden crossbar and across my back and neck. Heavy breaths flowed around the back of my head and little tendrils of my hair brushed across my cheeks like light kisses of savage tenderness.
“You’re so beautiful...” Thrasher breathed. “You’re so beautiful...”
He grabbed my hair and lifted my head, but gently. 
“Oh, baby, you caught me that first night at Inferno.”
Thrasher let go of my head, withdrew his spent cock and slowly zipped it back up while he came around to stand before me. Then his hand cupped my chin and a large palm covered a cheek. He squatted down and once more that smile shone out from his beard.
“I love ya, bitch.”
He kissed the tip of my nose, then my top lip still separated from the lower by the bitgag. I stared at him, his rugged yet handsome face, the beard, the eyes... And in them was Thrasher laid bare. The wild boy of the biker gang, but also a quiet man who quoted Oscar Wilde and gave me orgasms like no other and laughter and...
And suddenly I couldn’t see him anymore, not clearly. His face swam in a sea of my tears. My nose ran as everything, the pent up rage and fear and frustration let loose in a purge no less cathartic than the heights to which Thrasher had taken us both. He kissed me again which only made me cry more, then stood up, said something to the other man who had also delivered Sheena to her own ecstatic pinnacle, and disappeared. Sheena stared across at me, wonder in her face as my purge continued on and on as I internally cursed the stock I was bound to, the gag in my mouth. Especially the gag. It kept me from what I wanted...no, needed...to do. I could have tried to speak, but Thrasher wouldn’t have understood.
I love you too, bastard.
 
***
 
What? You’ve never fallen in love with someone after they fucked your brains out? Fuck you.
It was like suddenly everything became clear. Whenever Mistress had sent for me, it was Thrasher who took me to her. And Thrasher was the one who picked me up in my ruin after Mistress had been sated, who carried me in strong, yet tender arms back to my room. His were the hands that wiped my tears while I recovered and suffered her absence. And at last it was him who bared his soul, naked as no one else had ever done for me. Mistress never had.
Finally, I realized that while I was her slave, her toy, that’s all I was. And like someone who takes care of her things, maybe even has a special affection for them, once she was finished with me that was it, to be put back into the toybox until next time. At last I understood exactly what Mistress first said to me that night I met her at Inferno; an instrument for a task. In some people, knowing that they were being used instead of loved was enough to incur sudden, deep hatred. But Mistress had never said anything different. In fact, it was because of her that I had at last confronted my secret need for submission. She had seen so deeply into me, had taught me so much about myself that, even now knowing that I had been molded to perform some deed for her, any red hatred inside me now transcended to a peace that I was now ready to fulfill my mission, even if I still wasn’t sure of the ultimate goal. But, back in the pads, once more straitjacketed up with Sheena as a roomie, I knew she was the one to whom Mistress needed me to manipulate into passing along some information. How did I know? Mistress had given Sheena a vicious slap, more so than she had ever given me. But while my corrections were to make me a better slave, Mistress’s action seemed... Well, almost a payback of sorts. Just before the slap, the part of her face that wasn’t hidden by the mask, twisted in sudden animosity. Mistress quickly covered it up, but I had seen it, and I thanked whatever god in heaven that I was never treated like that. Her eyes had quickly flicked to mine, a telling glance and I knew. I just knew. Trust my instincts, Mistress had said, and I would.
“Sheena? Sheena, you seem to know about this place. Where are we?”
Sheena shook her head, closed her eyes tight.
“Oh, no you don’t!” I said, and shuffled over to her. We were back in our padded room. I straddled her legs and our strait-jacketed arms pressed tight against each other. I got right in her face. “When you saw that drawing of a tree on the wall you lost it. What does it mean? It’s just a tree.”
“No. No, it’s not...just a tree. It means we’re at...” Sheena shuddered.
“Where?” I demanded. “Sheena, where are we?”
“It’s the old Yew Institute! It... It means we’re... No, no, I can’t be her slave again! Not Livia!”
Sheena started to sob again. Dammit! I wished my arms were free so I could slap some sense into this silly girl! Forced to wait until she calmed down a little, the impatience that Mistress had nearly driven out of me started to make a small comeback and a threatening tone crept into my voice.
“Sheena. Sheena, stop it! Stupid bitch! Knock it off. What’s the Yew Institute? Who’s Livia?”
“Th-Th-Th-The Institute. It’s...you never want to be here...Never...Bu-Bu-Bu...But if you are...you never want to leave. Livia...Oh, god, Livia...” Sheena closed her eyes and shuddered. “Kanen. Kanen!”
“Sheena, Sheena, listen. We’ll be alright.”
Sheena crouched against the padded wall. Those eyes, they...well, they were scared. Through my straitjacket I felt her body tremble, like someone full of dread but also excited at a long missed dark pleasure.
“Since you’ve been here before, that obviously means that whoever sent you had a reason, right? Was it this Kanen?” 
“My mistress,” Sheena said in a small voice. “She knows how Livia can get to me. Oh, god! Kanen, what did I do?”
“Look, my own mistress doesn’t tell me everything either. We’ll get through this. Next time they come for us, just tell them ‘If you wrong us, shall we not revenge?’ They’ll laugh, but it also might make them think twice.”
There, I had done it. Mistress had ordered me to mention that to another slave. And from the look Mistress had given me, I was certain it was Sheena.
That seemed to calm Sheena. The shakes eventually faded, even if her muscles remained tense. I kissed her, my lips lingering on her own, then kissed her again. Sheena didn’t respond, but didn’t draw away either. Slowly, I slipped my tongue inside her mouth. At last, she gave me back a little, tentative swirl of her own and just like that we were at it, hot and heavy. Sheena slid down to the floor and I followed, landing on top. Thrasher hadn’t diapered us and my right leg slipped in between hers, my thigh rubbing up against her wet pussy. Sheena’s lips broke away and kissed my neck in hurried tiny smacks. Oh, Sheena girl, do it. Be my little bitch.
I don’t know who made the first move for the sixty-nine, maybe we did together. One moment we were kissing, long and deep, then both our mouths found pussy and started lapping up each other’s juices in a mutual muff dive. Sheena, do you have any idea how wonderful you taste? Give it to me. Give it toooo meeee...
I came first. Yes, I had tasted pussy before - Mistress had taught me a lot about that - but Sheena was an expert. No wonder her doms were women. No way was this talent going to be wasted on a man’s dick.
The shakes hit me like a runaway train and I screamed at the bliss that Sheena delivered. Afterwards, my head lay between her legs and I gasped for air while she lay below me, patient. With a supreme effort my tongue once more licked at that wonderful, wet snatch as I returned the favor. Sheena’s powerful legs tensed and squeezed either side of my head, her inner spring coiling, as if to not let me go, not until I finished. Silly, silly, girl. Like I would leave her hanging with a pussy that tasted like hers? Oh, give me more. And then, when Sheena at last reached her pinnacle, she didn’t scream. Instead her whole body let loose like a high strung piano wire that was at last slowly unwound. Her orgasm went on and on. I don’t know how she did it, but the proof was in her slick legs, a face contorted in ecstasy and dark, matted hair drenched in sweat. This was a woman! And afterwards, although we couldn’t wrap our arms around each other, our legs intertwined, black and white, while we leaned up against the wall behind us, she nestling into my neck, me breathing in Sheena’s powerful scent from her matted hair. From above came a sound and I gazed towards the skylight. It was still daytime but the light was fading. This time though, a definite person shape was in the skylight. The shape somehow reminded me of my father, removed and distant, yet available by his credit card so that I could party, party, party with the best of them. Then another shape appeared beside the first who leaned in slightly toward the other. I got the definite sense that Sheena and I were being discussed, that it was only a matter of time before one of us got dragged out of the padded cell for whatever delicious, vile torture was next.
Sheena was first.
It wasn’t Thrasher who took her, but the woman with horned rimmed glasses. Sheena screamed like a nightmare had come to life.
“Hello, Sheena,” said Livia. “It’s been a long time.”
Sheena scrambled up against the wall. She breathed, “Oh, my god.”
“We’ve got questions,” Livia said.
“I don’t know anything,” Sheena said. “I swear I don’t.”
“Really? Like how we all received invitations for this place? You know why we had to close it. And now, suddenly, along comes this mysterious woman to repurpose it, all very above board. And who is also buying in to Thera’s corporation. I smell shit. And so does Thera. But you know who was always good at bringing us new potential slaves and finding out dirty secrets? You. Always so ready as long as you got what you wanted. So we got with Kanen and made you our mole again, giving you to this so called Mistress of Souls. Only you weren’t supposed to know because the best spy is one who doesn’t know that they are. So what did the bitch offer you? What was the sell out price?”
“Livia, please... I don’t know any - “
“Yes, you do. And we’re going to find out.”
I shrank into a corner while Livia grabbed Sheena by the hair and dragged her out on her ass. Sheena screamed, her legs kicking, but she was helpless to stop anything. The door closed with a soft whoosh.
Just like that I was alone. The silence was broken only by my somewhat quick breaths, the rustle of my straitjacket. With a start I discovered that other places, other rooms, all had some kind of background noise, even something as little as an old style ticking clock, air conditioning that flowed through an overhead grill, even distant voices or traffic. None of that could be heard in this cocoon of enforced calm, and I thought that here, left alone with fear-ridden thoughts, that if you weren’t already crazy it was only a matter of time.
But I wasn’t alone. Above one of the watching shapes was gone, but the other that remained leaned forward, as if to study me close like a bug under a microscope. I tried to ignore it. I struggled up and paced, my feet sinking into the spongy pads, yet I couldn’t help myself but look up to find the shape was still there, perhaps leaning even more downwards, to soak up every little detail of my imprisonment. I couldn’t tell you how long things were like that, and I began to wonder if the shape above wasn’t some kind of fake thing, maybe a cardboard cutout just to make me think that someone was always watching over me. A small, secret part of me that I barely admitted to myself hoped it was Thrasher. But then, when I glanced up for the umpteenth time, it was gone. And then the door whooshed open again. A short woman stood there, butch cut blonde hair, a somewhat pretty, falsely innocent face tight with obvious strain, and a clinging leather jumpsuit zipped open to just below pert breasts. She said, “We’ve been watching you from above and got a lot of questions for you, bitch.”
She didn’t drag me out, but got behind and gave a good shove. I stumbled onto the cold, concrete floor. She herded me way past the other padded rooms, some occupied, to a dark, dead end hallway. I didn’t know what was unique about this bare, bland space, but then a door opened on the left, hidden so well that you never would have suspected it was there. A dim light bled out. A hard shove and I fell inside to my knees.
Pulling me up by a buckled strap in back, butch-blonde half-dragged me to the room’s center. Off to the right, wires trailing down, was a shock box. Yet the most striking feature was a one way mirror set in the back wall. I wondered that if Sheena was the warm up, was I the main event? On of either side of a suspension bar hanging down near the one way mirror were two women: Livia, now dressed in a white lab coat, while the other was the woman Mistress had been talking to earlier; Thera the mature ice-queen. As I knelt before them they spoke of the room we were in and how the “key rooms” were always their best kept secret. Not even the current staff of Free Haven knew of their existence. But, like the small butch girl they were both tense, lips pressed together in a tight line of worry. Yet, Thera still possessed an air of authority, that whatever was going to happen next, she was the one who would call the shots.
The butch-blonde wrenched my head around to face her. “Alright, you fucking pussy,” she said. “Here’s your one chance. Who is your master or mistress? Who told you to quote that line from Shakespeare?”
“What?” I said, acting the innocent ingénue, but also trying not to oversell it. “What line - “
I couldn’t even finish. Another strong hand grabbed my hair and this time I faced Thera. Her other hand soon met my face and the hard slap toppled me to the floor. I lay there, stunned, and remembered why I had switched majors in college to English Lit from Drama. I couldn’t act my way out of a paper bag. But now I needed to because I got the definite sense that this wasn’t any casual play with polite safewords. These people meant business. Just like Mistress.
“Alright, Livia,” Thera said. “We’ll have to do it your way again. You got the new shock pads?”
“Set up and ready to go,” Livia said. “Sheena just about burned out my last set.”
“Stand ready. Kanen, start taking her down. We need answers, but don’t turn her to mush like with Sheena. Back off from time to time so that she can recover and feel each little prick and lash. Terrify her, but keep her coherent.”
“Sure thing, Thera. How about dangling her over the edge? A little orgasm denial?”
“Whatever. Just get some answers.”
Through a haze of internal fog I looked up at the three women. They towered above, each with a cruel smile. Shit. What had I gotten myself into?
Livia said, “It’ll be like old times.”
Chapter Thirteen
Interview
 
“You gonna tell us now?”
I hung from the suspension bar on a pair of chains. My arms were spread out in a taut “V” shape. Feet pointed at the floor, legs limp and my head drooped forward. Watery vision cast everything in a blur as Kanen’s demands reverberated in my ears.
“Taylor? Taylor! Wake up!”
Kanen slapped my tits.
“Aaahhh! Aaeeehhh!”
“Well, she’s still with us,” Livia said.
“But for how long?” Thera. She hadn’t laid a hand on me, yet stood back in the shadows. A little flick of her hand here, a nod of her head there directed Kanen and Livia in their interrogation. For Kanen, it was the whip; blades of leather whistling through the air to score my outside skin. Livia delved further. With precise care she applied small, electric pads which stuck to my legs, arms, breasts and ribs. At her command enervating electric torment issued from the control panel and delivered a deeper, yet more delicious pain to my inner core. And always the questions.
How did you get here?
Who brought you?
Why did you quote Shakespeare? 
Who is your Mistress?
Who is your Mistress?!
I remained silent. At first. Shaking my head, gritting my teeth, I made them work for it. Not even after the several jolts delivered from Livia, nor Kanen switching out from a cat o’ nine tails to a wicked single tail that just about flayed my skin did I give them anything more than a howl or a whimper. I could have told them they were going at all this backwards, but they must have known that already and didn’t care. They wanted to see me suffer because, well...because they are who they are. Through my nearly ecstatic pain I caught glimpses of Kanen’s and Livia’s hands quickly shooting to their crotches for a quick fingering through their clothes. Thera didn’t imitate them but her bearing became ever more stiff and formal as the pressure built inside her as well. If it weren’t for her dark pants, I was sure I would have seen a pussy stain.
But my own pussy betrayed me.
Thera raised a hand, a silent order for Kanen and Livia to stop. Slowly, as if she trod on broken glass, Thera approached. Her pinched expression proved that I was right about her inner tension. But Thera still kept control. Those sinister eyes weren’t so much full of malice as longing. In them was a deep desire to experience what I was feeling right now, the near rapture of a dark, yet liberating, bliss that she had never truly felt.
Her hand shot down to my pussy. Two fingers speared me. I threw my head back and gasped.
Thera brought my head back forward. She smiled. “Oh, this one’s ready. Good. Get that cock in here.”
“I can do it with my fist,” Kanen said, almost petulant.
“And I can do it with a strap on!” Thera shot back. “But it’s not the same thing. Get Ben. Time he started earning his keep.”
“They’re supposed to be keeping watch, making sure no one else discovers the center key room,” Livia said. “And Cathleen won’t like it.”
“The hell with that little pussy!” Thera shouted. “She can watch and find out how a real slave is broken.” Thera turned back to me, stroked my cheek and purred, “Isn’t that right, honey? You’re just your mistress’s slave.”
For the first time I gave them an answer. “Yes,” I half-whined, referring to Mistress, although Thera took my answer a different way.
Thera’s smile widened. “Yes, you are. I’m your mistress now. You’re just her little eyes and ears, but now you work for me. And if you ever want to feel again what you’re feeling now and hit that special high that only a cock can give you, you’re going to tell me everything. See, I can be merciful. If I wasn’t I’d throw you in a hole so deep and dark you’d never see the light of day again.”
I struggled to speak. “You...You can make someone just...disappear...”
“Oh, but I can. And I have. But right now I want to see you cum, hear you howl. And if it’s the last time you ever do, then know it was because I allowed it.”
Thera stood back and nodded at Kanen. The little dyke stalked off through the door and soon returned with a man and woman. I assumed they were married, or at least together, the way she clung to him.
The man undressed, leaving his expensive suit in a pile on the floor. The woman reached out to stop him but he angrily shook her off.
“Cathleen!” Thera said. “Back off, you needy bitch.”
“Is that all you have to say to me?” Cathleen said. “I marry Edward and get him to proxy his votes to you all these years so you can control the board of directors. That’s all I get?”
“You’ve got plenty, not just his money but all the other money you’ve both embezzled. I haven’t said anything about it, just so long as your pussy satisfied Edward. Now I need Ben’s cock, and he had better goddam deliver.”
Ben came forward. His cock grew with each step, blue veins crisscrossing the shaft, purple head swelling. He stood in front of me, arms crossed. “So is this the little snatch that’s got you all worked up? Just because she’s quoted some line from a stupid play?”
“It’s not just any line, you moron,” Kanen said. “I said that to someone years ago,” Kanen threw Thera an accusatory look, then slapped my ass. “And now this little thing said it to my slave.”
“Oh, shit. Are you talking about who I think you’re talking about?”
My three interrogators looked one to the other, hesitant to answer.
“We’re not sure,” Kanen said at last.
“One day she was in her cell, way down deep, far away from everyone else, then we found Francesca there instead,” Livia said.
“Francesca?” Ben said. “But she was supposed to go with that Texas guy.”
“Exactly,” said a grim Thera. 
Apparently this was enough for Ben. In a pair of strong arms he lifted and spread my legs. My wet pussy slid on his hot shaft like nothing. I gasped at his manhood.
“Talk, bitch!” Ben said.
“Uhhhhh...” was all I could manage. I think my eyes rolled back in my head.
“Don’t lose her!” Kanen said. “We’ve got to know.”
Ben’s cock slowly thrust. Back and forth I rocked. Thera stood behind me, her arms a cradle from which my ass swung. Her head leaned in next to mine. “This is only the beginning,” she whispered. “Tell us what we want to know, and I’ll keep you for myself, use you all the time. Take you to the moon...”
Oh, god. I can’t tell you, I tried to say. I can’t. Oh, Mistress, Mistress... Why have you done this to me? Mistress... But behind my closed eyes it wasn’t her masked face I saw. Instead it was one with a beard and a smile that shone like the sun.
So what is it, bitch? You just gonna get all pussy on me and roll over on them? You gonna hope that when they’re done I’m gonna take you up in my arms and carry you away like so many times before? Forget it. You’re on your own now. You’re my bitch, and I love you, but this ain’t no fairy-tale. Your mistress needs you to hold out. Don’t give them shit.
I began to cry. Not so much at what they had done to me, the physical pain, the relentlessly beautiful agony and interrogation. No, my tears were because I knew I had been abandoned, that this could likely be the last time I would have a cock inside me. Yeah, you’d think I would be more upset about other things, but I liked fucking, I wanted a cock inside me, that tool of manhood that would deliver me to the depths of despair and the heights of ecstasy. If I now belonged to Thera, and if she kept me by her side like a prized toy, I knew she would take me there too, only it wouldn’t be the same. A gentle fist inside would send me soaring, as Mistress had done so many times, but it wasn’t like having a hard, hot cock take you there. And Ben’s penis wasn’t Thrasher’s, but Thrasher was there, in my mind, behind my closed eyes as I swung back and forth.
“Tell us,” Thera whispered, like a tempting devil on my shoulder. “It’ll be alright. Just tell us who sent you here. C’mon, little slave, just let it all go. Tell me. You don’t owe them anything.”
Owe? Who was I in debt to for teaching me about myself? Who did I owe for the patience to endure my inevitable rebellions and still allowed me to wear her collar? But also, who did I owe when I was thrown aside, like an object that no longer served a purpose? Mistress. She had ignored me! Acted like she didn’t know who I was! Oh, sure, she gave me a brief look at the ponycart, but it was like an impersonal command - “Do my bidding, slave.” But later it was Thrasher... Oh, Thrasher...
The cock inside me grew, its’ heat almost, almost as high as Thrasher’s. Oh, yes, let me have it. Pound my pussy you fucker!
“You like cock?” Thera said. “Tell us, slave. Just tell us, and you’ll get a fresh cock every night. Sure you will.”
Liar. Fucking liar. You were going to throw me in a deep, dark hole...
“Oh, Mistress... Why? Why did you...”
“I’m right here, slave,” Mistress/Thera said. “Just speak my name. You know it.”
Yes. Yes, I did. It slipped out once. Thrasher said it after one of my especially tough sessions with Mistress. I was on the edge of consciousness, still coming down from the latest series of orgasms Mistress had granted me. Four times in a row as I hung suspended, much like now, she made me scream in pleasure, and then cut the ropes to send me crashing to the floor, spent and withered. She knelt beside me and I cried in her arms. When Thrasher once more came to collect me they had argued. I remembered him saying something about she drove me too hard and her reply of she wasn’t being hard enough. Silence followed. Thrasher lifted me up and started to carry me out, back to my recovery room. He stopped at the door and turned back to Mistress.
“Don’t forget how I found you,” he said, “that night on the road.”
Through my slitted eyes I saw Mistress much like in a slave position herself, hands on the floor, legs crooked out at her side. From what little there was of Mistress’s exposed face I could see desperation but also a slow burning anger and determination that, no matter what, she would have her retribution for a deep wrong. Yet, in her hands, hands that clawed at the floor, resided a conflict of the dark and the light, and how far was too far to achieve her personal justice.
That mask hid a lot, but not everything.
Mistress said, “I’ve never forgotten, Thrasher. How could I?”
“See that you never do, Bailey.”
Prosaic and yet profound. To me she was Mistress, the mysterious, beautiful woman who held my leash. But now, with Ben’s cock delving deeper and deeper, harder, faster, hotter, my mental walls, the protective barriers I had built to keep the fantasy alive, all came crashing down. In their place a stark reality rose up and dragged me into a harsh light of truth. Mistress... I mean... No, no! Mistress. I know her as Mistress. Always Mistress. 
Ben/Thrasher’s cock finally let loose. I threw my head back, his jism hot and bountiful, each spew just as powerful as the one before. Oh, Thrasher...
My back arched, all my muscles tightened. I exploded into blissful chaos, the shudders violent, breaking down the last of my resistance, the last of my weakening resolve. I hung there in space, neither spirit nor physical being, but still aware of where I was, what they wanted... 
“Tell us, Taylor,” Thera/Mistress wooed me. “Say my name.”
I didn’t. Instead I gave them another. One I had heard yesterday in connection to a man who wanted one particular woman. I gave it my best shot in the dark.
“Bellars.”
And I hit the bullseye.
Thera’s face turned to stone. It was plain she hadn’t expected to hear that name come up with Free Haven.
“Bellars?” Thera said with a note of fear. “Bellars! That bastard, I should have known. He’s been trying to take over the board, throw me out - “
“Bellars is behind all this?” Livia said. “Bellars? That stodgy - “
And then I said THE name.
Silence. Absolute silence. All their faces turned ashen.
Slowly, I returned to the world of the mundane and, just as slowly, I was lowered to the floor. I lay there, the last of the shudders running off, replaced by a full on crying jag. I had done Mistress’s bidding, but I had also succumbed to anger, to the temptation of revenge by speaking her name. I didn’t deserve to wear her collar. Anyone’s collar.
Blindly I tore at my neck, seeking to throw aside her mark of ownership. A thing of pride that told everyone I was worthy, now a symbol of failure and punishment, a permanent reminder of weakness.
Ben, Kanen and Livia got hold my hands. It took all three of them to tie them in back, then also my thrashing legs. I screamed, cursed, threatened their very lives. At last they filled my mouth with wadding and tied a thin, leather belt around my head to hold it all in. A final, short rope connecting my wrists and ankles put me in a stringent hogtie on my side. Through watery eyes I gazed up at the grim giants.
“Bailey?” Cathleen said, panicked. “That woman in the mask? But how? She doesn’t look like Bailey, doesn’t even sound like her. Oh my god. We’ve got to get out of here! She knows us, all of us!” 
“Shut up!” Ben said, anger mounting. “Thera, you told us there was no way she could ever - “
“Well, she did! Francesca had something to do with it, I’m sure. And Livia, goddam you! You should have known! This whole place was your baby.”
“I couldn’t see over every detail,” Livia said, desperate to make any kind of excuse. “When we found Francesca in Bailey’s cell an orderly told me a mix up happened. As far as we could tell Bailey was shipped out with a group of others in Francesca’s place.”
Thera shouted, “Where did they go?!”
Livia looked at Kanen. Kanen gulped and said, “Different clients. Anywhere from Asia to South America. Once they got packed up and sent off we didn’t track them anymore.”
“Well, guess what?” Thera said. “The one who should never have become just a number on a list became just that. We’ve been lured back here, all of us. And now things are shit! Fuck this. I’m heading to a country with no extradition treaty. The rest of you are on your own.” 
The room’s door snicked open. Everyone spun around. There was Mistress, and also Thrasher leading on a leash a crawling, wobbly Sheena. Two more men followed them, one about mid-thirties who threw a nasty look at Cathleen and Ben. The other was older. Grey hair at his temples made him distinguished. When he spoke I instantly recognized his voice as the other man who yesterday held the reins on the ponycart. The one Thrasher had called Bellars.
“Did you really think this room was so ‘secret’ that we didn’t know about it?” he said. “Oh, by the way, everything you’ve said has been recorded.”
Shock and silence. 
“Hello, Thera,” Bellars said pleasantly. “So, planning a trip? From now on, wherever you go, you’ll wear my collar.”
Thera stepped back, her face white.
“By the way,” Bellars went on, his smile widening, “Edward has transferred his proxy votes to me. The board has deposed you. You still have your shares, of course, but with Edward’s shares and another’s also kicked in,” he glanced quickly at Mistress, “I now control more than enough to become the new chairman.”
“What the hell just happened?” Livia said in a rising voice.
“I’ll tell you what happened,” said the other younger man. “You’re all fucked. Especially you two.” He pointed at Ben and Cathleen. “You who were my best friend, and you, my wife. Get the hell out of the country and like Thera said, someplace where you can’t be extradited. Because if you stay here, I’ll make it my personal mission neither one of you will get a day’s peace.”
“You can’t do that!” Cathleen nearly shrieked. “We’re married.”
Ben swung on her, “Goddamit, Cathleen, will you shut up!” Cathleen stepped back and Ben turned back to the other man. “Listen, Edward, think this through. You really want details of your personal life,” he gestured at the dungeon equipment, “coming out in divorce court?”
Ben sounded smug, like he had come up with an angle that Edward had overlooked, but Edward had one that no one usually considered.
“Oh, I plan on taking it to court. But not for divorce. Annulment. That’s right, no divorce settlement. It’ll legally be as if the wedding never happened. I was lied to from the very first day of this marriage and even before that. And you two will sign off on it unless you’re ready for a long prison stretch for fraud. You better have saved some of your dirty money because you, my dear wife Cathleen, are cut off. The locks have been changed on all our houses and your stuff is right now just sitting on the streets. Better hurry. Who knows how long those fancy jewels of yours are going to just lay around waiting for your greedy, grubby paws.”
Cathleen bolted. Ben stared at Edward, then shifted to pick up his suit.
“Oh, no,” Edward said. “Those are my clothes, bought with my money.”
“I can’t go outside naked.”
“Not my problem. Beg a towel from someone. Might as well start now. You’ll be begging for the rest of your life.”
Now it was Ben’s turn to flush. He walked out, fists clenched at his sides, impotent.
Edward turned to Kanen. “I like Shakespeare. Try this one on for size: ‘How many fond fools serve mad jealousy?’ “
Kanen’s eyes widened. “It was you?”
Edward shook his head. “Maybe. Maybe not. But there’s more than one person in this room who was force fed a quote from The Bard.”
Kanen blanched. She gazed at Mistress, as if to see beneath the mask. “Bailey? Is it really you?”
Mistress stood before her, imperious, with a voice from god to match. “Bailey is gone.”
Kanen grimaced. She tried to swallow but couldn’t, probably because her mouth had gone dry. Slowly she backed away from Mistress and step by step, keeping everyone in sight probably to make sure no one was going to tie her up, slid past the door. Her running booted feet echoed back from the hall.
Bellars snapped his fingers at Sheena, then pointed after Kanen. “She’s yours.”
“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir,” Sheena said. Even after the ordeal she had gone through, Sheena was quickly recovering her strength. She licked her lips and impatiently waited as Thrasher unclipped her leash. Once free Sheena leapt up and bolted after Kanen. It wouldn’t be long with those long, athletic legs before she caught up to the little dyke. Sheena and I may have had a little make out session, but I realized now that when I kissed her Sheena imagined I was her lover mistress. But now things were different and there was no doubt Sheena was going to be on top in that relationship.
As for Livia and Thera...
Edward approached Livia, eyeing her from head to toe. “So you’re the old Dr. Strangelove that ran this place, huh?”
Livia said nothing. She backed up against the wall.
“How do you feel about being one of the inmates?”
Livia gasped.
“No, Edward,” Mistress said. “She’s mine.”
Edward drew up, surprised. “You want to throw her in a cell yourself?”
Mistress shook her head. “No. She had a major hand in what went on here, but Livia’s specialty is she provides a service. Most of the time quite well.”
Livia stood tight against the wall, like a cornered animal, yet now sensing a slim chance to make a figurative break for freedom.
“Yes,” she said. “It was just a service.”
“Even with Sheena?” Mistress said. “What will you tell her when she returns with Kanen collared and on a leash?”
“I... I... Sheena was...different... I had to send her away, had too... She was getting too close... I was scared...”
“Yes,” Mistress said. “I get it. When someone wants you so bad, that can be frightening.” Mistress looked back out the door. Who was she referring to? Oh, my god! Kanen?! Just for a brief moment Kanen had let down her guard regarding...Bailey? An old lover come back? Mistress and Kanen?! And did Mistress harbor some guilt over how they ended? Shit, you almost needed a three dimensional graph to understand all the relationships here.
“You’re going to stay here, do what you do best,” Mistress said to Livia. “Give people their fantasies. And to make sure that’s all you do, I’ll find someone to watch you.”
Livia seemed to relax. A ray of daylight glimmered with a chance of escape. “I’ll do my best.”
Mistress became stern. “Oh, you’ll do more than that. If I get a report that even hints you’re running any shit like before you’ll be wearing a straitjacket of your own.”
“Yes, ma’am,” said a meek Livia.
“Find Sheena and Kanen. Get to work.”
Livia got.
One by one most of them had disappeared. Like layers of built up scars being peeled away. But there were still a few left.
Bellars snapped his fingers at Thera.
“On your knees, slave,” he said. 
“You can’t be serious!” Thera exclaimed.
“Oh, I am. Don’t be so surprised. Even though we’re mortal corporate enemies, we’ve shared a bed many times. Often I’ve wondered how you would look wearing my collar. You can put it on yourself or take the chance that since your control of the board was based on fraud it will all come out at their next meeting.”
“This is blackmail!”
“Oh, I wouldn’t go quite that far. You have my word as a honorable gentleman that all records of your orders regarding the disappearance of a certain person, the conspiracy you created, and all your dubious financial transactions associated with it, will never see the light of day whether you don my collar or not. And you can still stay on the board, but without any kind of power. In that I will insist on your attending every meeting just so you can watch as decisions are made that you have no way of stopping. In essence, you will witness your empire being dismantled. Or you can spare yourself all that agony if you willingly submit. 
“Now, don’t make me repeat an order.”
Bellars snapped his fingers again and pointed at the floor.
Thera flushed nearly scarlet. “Yes, sir,” she quietly said. One leg at a time, she dropped to her knees, head bowed.
Bellars drew out a thin, jewel encrusted leather collar from his back pocket. The way the jewels shone left no doubt they were the real thing. He handed it to Thera. “Here. See how this fits.”
Thera gasped at all the bright reflections. She held it in both hands, a precious thing.
“I suppose you can always hock it, if you’re ever short of cash,” Bellars said.
“Never,” Thera replied. “It’s stunning.”
“A little something to show just how much I prize you, my slave.”
Without another word Thera placed it around her neck. The diamonds shone, but Thera’s look of wonder combined with sudden adoration, that Bellars desired her so much, gave off a romantic air that was almost palpable. Unbidden, Thera leaned forward and kissed Bellars shoes on the tips.
“A slave’s highest praise,” Mistress said.
“Take off your clothes,” Bellars said to Thera.
Quickly Thera complied. Her body was in good shape. Legs that were still shapely, decently thin waist, and breasts without any sag. Bellars affixed a leash to the collar’s small, front ring. No doubt made from sterling silver.
“I’ve always loved you,” he said.
Thera gasped again at Bellars’s sudden confession and she wrung her hands. “I... I had no idea.”
“Obey me.”
“Yes, master.”
With that they left, Bellars in the lead, Thera a customary two steps behind.
Only four remained. At a signal from Mistress Thrasher ungagged and untied me. But I didn’t jump up and shout anything like “I’m free!” I lay on my back, arms and legs unbound, but all I wanted to do was crawl away in shame. I hadn’t held out. I had allowed them to break me and because of that, I had given them Mistress’s most closely guarded secret.
Mistress stood overhead in my field of vision and I averted my eyes. I couldn’t look at her. She knelt and cradled my head in her arms.
Her physical touch broke down the last of my resistance. I couldn’t hold back any longer. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” I wailed. I turned my head into her stomach area and soaked her dress. “I’m sorry!”
Mistress slowly turned my head back to gaze up at her. “Sorry?” Mistress said. “Sorry for what?”
“I... I told them... your name,” I managed in between my blubbers.
Mistress was silent. She continued to hold me and brush away my tears. At last, when my crying jag subsided she said, “Are sure that quote from Shakespeare was all you were meant to say?”
What? She had played me? Or was she just saying that to ease my pain? Either way, I had been thrown a life line. Oh, Mistress, you are merciful.
Her smile was gentle and sad.
She said, “What does my slave wish?”
No, shit, what did I want? Now that I had been laid bare what did I desire? This woman who had molded me to her own desires, her own needs, now what were mine? After being broken, how to begin the process of being put back together?
Maybe to start, how about a simple thing.
I said, “I would see you.”
Her eyes misted, yet her deep voice was steady. “As you command.”
She didn’t move as I at last regained my strength enough to reach up, lightly gripped the bottom of her mask and lifted it away.
I held the mask and found that her dark, jet black hair was wrought to it, all in one piece. I caught my breath, fearing that Mistress’s disfigurement extended well beyond the mask. But her sad smile wasn’t limited to just one side of her face, nor was her skin mottled. Her pale, lightly freckled skin shone forth like a vivid lamp, and her hair, her real hair, was short and colored ginger. Her smile grew, yet still covered a hidden grief.
I said, “You’re beautiful.”
“Yes, she is,” Edward said. “There’s the woman who caught my eye.”
Now tears tracked down Mistress’s cheeks. Perhaps the type that had been long repressed, waiting for the right time to flow.
I touched her choker that had always been on her neck, felt a little module under the front ring. Was this some kind of voice modulator? With a jerk I tore it away and the ends dangled in my fist. Mistress didn’t cry out from any pain. In fact, she held absolutely still like, well, like a good slave. At last I heard her true voice.
“You have done me a great service. What would you have of me?”
A question to which I had no answer.
Chapter Fourteen
Trustee
 
After the unmasking I didn’t see much of Mistress. She and Edward spent a lot of time together. They hadn’t ever been given a real chance and Edward was determined to correct course. Of course, that was all easier said than done. A lot of water had passed under that bridge. They weren’t the same people before all this happened and the Mistress I knew was driven, not allowing anything to get in the way of what was then to me her mysterious goal. But having attained it, she didn’t just go back to the innocent ingénue I now assumed she had been before this had all started. And Edward had been betrayed by not only by his wife, but his best friend too. Wounds like that don’t heal overnight.
Yet they tried. More than once I saw them at a distance about the grounds, walking or sitting on a bench, as Thrasher put me through my pony paces. They seemed to be trying to reach across the gulf of years but the physical distance they maintained between themselves indicated that it wasn’t working. One day I caught Mistress walking away from Edward with a seeming final gesture of her arm slashing out, palm down. I was no expert on body language, but that signaled the end of the conversation, for good. But then I had this habit of creating fantasies in my head that were nothing like reality. I had hoped they really were indeed making up for lost time, but later I discovered that was far from the truth.
 
***
 
In harness, ready to do my ponygirl duty on the transport cart, a new pony was hooked up next to me. Thera. She was as nervous as a cat, head on a swivel, eyes wide, wide open. Her hair was tightly tied off at the base of her neck in a little bun and a red, flowing plume sprung from atop the headharness that captured her face. Arms encased behind her in a leather sleeve and a horsetail that swished across her ass cheeks made Thera one beautiful, mature ponygirl. No wonder Bellars carried a torch for her. I’ll bet the last thing Thera expected was to strut naked tied up in leather under the warm sun. But then, who did?
The bulge in Bellars pants was obvious as he completed hooking Thera up to the cart. Thrasher was already on the seat, reins in hand. “You and your pony ready for your first lesson?” he said.
“Just about,” Bellars replied. He tugged at Thera’s crotchstrap, making sure it was tight, but not overly so. She squealed and her heels lifted up from her plain, ankle high flat brown boots, a match for my own. Bellars lifted higher and Thera rose about another inch, but this time she shuddered a little; not from an orgasm, I’m sure, but more like the strap biting between her pussy her lips and the new, erotic sensations it produced. Bellars let her down and if she weren’t so steadfastly hooked onto the cart, she would have fallen to her knees. It had happened to me the first time Thrasher hooked me up. But that was long ago and a single ponygirl cart and the one we were attached to now was a double. So as Thera wanted to crumble to the ground I maintained my stance and forced her to keep her feet.
“That’s it, Taylor,” Thrasher said. “Show her just what it means to be a good ponygirl.”
I blew my lips from around my bit and snorted. My foot pawed at the ground.
“Now, Thera,” Thrasher said. “Pay attention to Taylor. Follow her lead.”
Bellars climbed on to the cart’s other side, Thrasher flicked the reins, and we were away. Roughly at first. Thera didn’t know anything about a working ponygirl’s stride.
“Match Taylor’s pace, Thera!” Bellars called. “Don’t make me tell Thrasher to stop this cart.”
Thera quickly got it together. Soon we were in lock step, the pace smooth. Thrasher’s commands to me through the reins directed us to the perimeter wall of Free Haven. A dirt track went all the way around the grounds and we soon built up a sweat. On the track, going the other way, was another set of ponygirls, Sheena and Kanen. Edward held the whip and he drove them hard. The whip cracked.
“Yah, yah!” he called. “Move your asses! Yah!”
They sped past us in a cloud of dust.
Bellars lightly coughed. “That boy needs to relax.” 
“What he needs is a mentor,” Thrasher said.
Silence behind Thera and myself. In my mind was an image of Bellars looking at Thrasher and wondering just how a biker dude came to know the word “mentor”, much less use it in a sentence.
“Has he told her yet?” Thrasher said.
“Yes,” Bellars said. “But the years have been long and she is confused. She has trouble accepting the fact he bribed his way into her dark cell for a brief liason. Or that he assisted in her means of escape. But he won’t pressure her. He is honorable.”
“As is she,” Thrasher replied. “It would be sad if they both don’t realize that rain does not fall on one roof alone.”
I kind of gave a start. Was that a quote? If so, it wasn’t Wilde.
“African philosophy from a biker?” Bellars said. “What’s next? An insight to human nature?”
“Not me,” Thrasher said with a short laugh. “ ‘Only the shallow know themselves’.”
I missed a step. Aw, shit! Now that’s Wilde. He knows what that does to me!
“Whoa! Whoa!” Thrasher pulled back on the reins. We stopped and I felt him get off the cart. His boots scrunched on the track.
“What is it, Taylor?” he said. His bear paw of a hand grabbed a cheek strap on my headharness. “Those two other ponies shake you up? Do I have to put blinders on you?”
Blinders!? I don’t need no fucking blinders!
I pulled my head away, snorted at Thrasher.
“Oh, yes,” Thrasher said. He knew that I knew exactly what he was doing and smiled. “There’s the girl I met at Inferno. ‘Those whom the gods love grow young’.”
Fuck, he did it again! Oh, Thrasher, you wonderful asshole.
Thrasher’s smile grew. He knew that even though my getting bound up made my knees weak, it was his hidden intellect that pushed me over the edge. Beauty and brains. A girl didn’t stand a chance!
Thrasher pinched a nipple, then a finger worried itself past my crotchstrap and diddled my pussy. He leaned in and whispered. “I love you, bitch.”
Bastard. You arrogant fucking bastard.
“Is everything alright?” Bellars called.
“Oh, sure,” Thrasher replied. I’m just gonna change the reins. Let’s make Thera lead pony for a while and you can practice your technique on her.”
We started up again and Bellars grip was sure. For a new ponygirl like Thera a firm hand was needed, and Bellars had no problem keeping her in check. We completed a circuit and passed Sheena and Kanen again going the other way. Edward had let up on his demands and the two ponygirls had hit a decent stride. But Edward still didn’t look happy.
We ran some more. Then Thrasher called out, “Their futures are in your hands.”
“Mine?” Bellars said, surprised.
Was Thrasher talking to me? I tried turning my head around but he cracked a whip just above me.
“Eyes front, bitch!”
We kept on going, legs pumping, my head full of uncertainty. Was Thrasher trying to tell me something? 
He called out once more, “ ‘Always forgive your enemies; nothing annoys them so much’.”
Dammit! He quoted Wilde again. Through a sheer act of will I forced myself to keep moving. All I wanted to do was just lie down and spread my legs for that man. Beauty. Brains.
Thera’s head jerked back.
“Not so hard,” Thrasher said.
Bellars turned us around. Another crack of the whip overhead and we were off, hot in pursuit of Edward and his team. Soon enough, going at a full run, we caught up to them. They were walking, Sheena’s and Kanen’s tongue just about hanging out from under their bits. Edward pulled up and we angled in front of them.
“We need to talk,” Bellars said.
Thrasher took charge of both set of reins, slowly walking all four of us ponygirls back to the stables. Once there he watered us down, locking us in so that we wouldn’t stray. “You all need more exercise, so we’ll be going back out later,” Thrasher said. “This place needs strong and in shape ponygirls.”
Someone blew between their lips, maybe Thera. Sheena gave a whinny in anticipation. For myself, I kept deliberately butting up against Thrasher.
“What is it with..?” Thrasher said, annoyed. “Oh, ho! That little run not only made you sweat, it got all your juices flowing.”
I pawed at the ground.
In a blink Thrasher had me down on the hay. He stripped, then quickly removed the bitgag and headharness. With my legs in the air his hard dick drove into my hot pussy. Ah, the scent of fresh hay, his smile shining out from within that handsome, trimmed beard. We rutted like a stallion and mare.
His mouth covered mine and my eager tongue danced with his. Breaking off I panted with each thrust of his rod, my breaths a counterpoint to his deep grunts. Oh, Thrasher. So many times after a hard session with Mistress he saw to my frantic needs. Her hands were the ones who sent me soaring while his were the ones who gently brought me back. And now, together once more, I knew where my future lay. But Mistress... Oh, Mistress...
He filled me with his powerful seed. I cried out at his passion unleashed, wrapped my legs around his hips, his bare, sweaty back. My back arched as I flew to the heights of violent bliss, danced in ecstatic pleasure, then slowly descended back into his strong arms. Afterwards we lay side by side. I still in my leather restraints, now soaked in my own sweat, the scent of our fervor wafting through the stable. My mind, now emptied of all noisome thoughts, was struck by a sudden clarity. As Thrasher continued to recover I got up and gave him a light kick in the shins.
“Y’know, if you wanted to tell me something, you can just come right out and say it.”
He just looked up at me, put his hands behind his head and smiled. “Where’s the fun in that?”
In spite of my anger I couldn’t help but shake my head and smile. “You bastard.”
“You bitch,” he said right back. 
“I need to see Mistress.”
 
***
 
I didn’t get to see her right away. Mistress got my message though, Thrasher saw to that. Since the last time I saw her at a distance, when she made that gesture of finality and walked away from Edward, only select people had access. Thrasher, for one. Also Bellars, but that was it. So I waited. Hey, that’s what a slave does a lot of, isn’t it? Like Shakespeare wrote, “What should I do but tend upon the hours and times of your desire?” But there even comes a time when a slave has the right to demand. When the third day rolled around and I still got nothing but Mistress’s cold shoulder, I decided I had had enough.
I told Thrasher, “Tell that bitch she better talk to me or I walk.”
Thrasher blinked. “Huh? What?”
“Just do it!”
“Alright, alright!”
Things happened fast after that. A short time later a bodyharness bit tight into my skin, an armbinder welded my arms together in back and a hood that not only clung to my head like a second skin, but ear plugs as well deafened all sound. Thrasher hustled me to Mistress’s inner sanctum. As he guided me this way and that I lost all sense of direction. We never went outside which made me realize Free Haven’s massive interior size. When we stopped on a thin carpet and Thrasher removed the hood and took out the earplugs, I had no idea where I was.
I stood in an oddly shaped, dimly lit, small white room. Five darkened windows, from waist height to almost the ceiling, nearly surrounded me from my eight to four o’clock. On my six was a solid door that I assumed Thrasher had exited. And it was quiet.
What the hell is this, girl? I thought to myself. Just what the fuck has your little game of bluff gotten you into now?
Slowly lights in each of the rooms illuminated different scenes; in four of them a woman was restrained, each in various ways. Kanen, suspended well off the floor, head limp, bright whipmarks all across her skin. A masked woman dom lubed a dildo for insertion. Sheena, her athletic body stretched tight on a rack. A man dressed in white and a mask and dark gloves turned a windlass near her head. Livia, strapped to a solid, wooden chair, with small electric pads attached to both nipples and another wire running into her pussy. A wide strap anchored to the chair’s high back ran across her forehead to prevent it from moving. Her eyes fixated on a nearby table where rested a black box with many knobs. No one else was in there but it seemed to be only a matter of time. And Thera. She was free to roam around the room, but was hooded and in a straitjacket that exposed her breasts. Legs shaking she turned this way and that, unsure of just where she was. Her bare pussy fairly dripped. Behind her a door opened and in stepped Bellars. In short order he got Thera on her knees, bent her forward, then unzipped his pants. From a speaker below the window Thera’s gasps and mewls from beneath the hood provided a soundtrack to her ravishment.
“I like listening to them submit. Especially her.”
I spun around. Mistress stood in the doorway. Her mask had returned, as did the throat choker. Her voice was low and ominous.
Suddenly, I felt very much out of my depth. What was I going to do? What would I say? I wasn’t any therapist or psycho-babble head shrinker. All I had was blunt honesty.
“You like it?” Mistress said, gesturing at the bound women beyond the glass. “It’s my little menagerie. They all chose to stay here; I didn’t force any of them into a decision. And they can all walk out any time they want. Just like you.”
“What happens if they do?” I said.
“Nothing. But unlike you they’ll take their guilt with them. And they’ll be looking over their shoulders for the rest of their lives. Waiting.”
“Waiting for what?”
Mistress shrugged. “Like I said. Nothing. But they’ll never know that. And I so much like seeing them like this. Their bondage and their screams.”
“Is that what you liked most about me too?” I said. “You liked hearing me scream?”
Mistress ran her hand through my hair. “What I love about you is your trust. You gave me everything. Your body, your mind, your heart.”
A man entered Livia’s room. He was masked and dressed in white like the ones with Kanen and Sheena. He switched on the black box and it started to hum. Livia’s eyes widened and her breaths accelerated. Sweat beaded on her forehead.
Mistress wrapped an arm around my shoulders. “You seem most interested in Livia’s plight. Would you like to take her place? Is that what you want?”
What did I want? I wanted Mistress to not be such a bitch! But she wanted revenge, that when you are wronged honor demands...
Honor. Bellars had mentioned that. I rolled the idea around in my head. No matter what, I had always known Mistress as a woman of honor. When I at last saw her face what did she say? What would you have of me? I knew exactly.
“I want your honor.”
Mistress’s arm fell away. Slowly I turned from Livia’s terror to witness Mistress’s mental struggle. She knew what I implied, but I couldn’t just leave it at that. Something like this needed to be spelled out.
“You say you won’t do anything to them if they leave,” I said. “Then swear to me. Tell me they really are free to go, either at the end of a leash or not. You who have endured so much, gone to such lengths, time to bring an end to your suffering. Yours...and his.”
Mistress didn’t say anything. She looked through the windows at each of the tableaus, and in her thousand yard stare I found the old determination that she would have her revenge. No matter the obstacles they had been overcome. But there was one final obstacle which she hadn’t approached. She had to admit, to know that through the efforts of others - of one in particular - that she had come to this day. But she was scared. Scared that someone who had carried a torch for her all these years, perhaps not knowing it himself, had already taken those first few steps on that same path of vengeance that she had trod and at the end, had been found wanting. Suddenly, I feared that Mistress was still too caught up in the dark, destructive desires. But then her expression softened and there was a sliver of a chance that she might be steered on a new course.
“Mistress,” I said. “You owe me. You owe him. You know of whom I speak. He helped you, at great risk. The least you can do is give him a chance.”
From the speakers Thera’s hooded moans grew louder as Bellars plunged her depths. Next door Kanen seemed to rouse a little. The dominatrix with her had attached her ankles to a spreader bar and, butt plug in hand, approached Kanen’s ass. A little at a time it disappeared. The further it entered her Kanen’s cries became more incoherent. With Sheena the windlass clicked and her body, already tight, stretched just that much more. Her moans rose in pitch, not quite screams, but close. Livia, her eyes just about buggy, could do nothing as the knobs on the box were turned. Her fingers clawed at the air. She screamed and now each woman sang their part in a torturous cantata. 
“Leave it to a slave to speak the bald truth,” Mistress quietly said. The tormented music slowly reached for the heights. Their cries weren’t overly loud because the speakers were set low, as if they were a dissonant background harmony. “Yes, I owe you, and another,” Mistress said. “But there is still one last thing I would ask of you.”
She placed her arm around me again and together we gazed in to the empty room. The room where I had been interrogated.
“Scream for me one last time.”
 
***
 
Thrasher threw me into a spacious office not far from the Key Room, stripped me of all restraints and left, locking the door after him. As I waited I wondered if this was Livia’s old seat of power. Had Mistress been dragged here, interviewed by Livia, then thrown aside, never to be heard from again? They had wanted to make her vanish and, from my own short time here in a padded cell, this was certainly the place to do it. I didn’t want to sit down on the furniture, I was naked after all, so I wandered, opened the desk. Found an old set of nipple clamps, a small butt plug and an inoperable egg shaped vibrator. If indeed this was Livia’s stuff left here from a sudden exit long ago it looked like her getting strapped to that chair wasn’t the first time she had experienced submission.
The door flew open and two men in white wearing masks, perhaps the same two I had seen with Sheena and Livia, grabbed my arms and hauled me backwards through a twisting maze of corridors. Of course, we wound up in the empty fifth room, where they just tossed me to the floor.
Okay, now what? No equipment. Not even any rope. What did Mistress have in mind?
The door flew open and I found out.
It was just her; still hidden behind her mask and dark hair, with the choker on her throat. She clutched a whip.
Oh, it was a nasty fucker, about four feet long that split into two ends of multi-bladed tassels. Without any warning she lit into me, striking any and all portions of my bare skin, marking me as her slave. I retreated but Mistress followed me about the room. I tried to hold up my hands in defense but she leaned in, slapped them away, then for good measure slapped me across the face. She had never done that before and I reeled, shocked.
The whip flew again and all I knew was leather. Crying out at each savage stroke I scurried about the room, but Mistress was always right behind, finding new spots that the whip hadn’t yet touched. At one point, on my hands and knees as I struggled to distance myself, my pussy got exposed and Mistress made sure my lips felt its savage kiss. Oh, I screamed then. Loud, high and long.
“Oh, Mistress! Mistreeeessss! Stop! Please stop!”
The whip kept on, slash after slash it whistled. Now I didn’t so much scream because of physical hurt, but in terror. I crouched against the wall, next to the door, opposite the one way mirror. Desperately holding up my hands I squeezed my eyes shut, averted my head. My scored palms protected my face. Mistress didn’t slap them away again but now went after my breasts. Half-curled up I begged her to stop. But then a backhand from Mistress found one of my nipples and I screamed again. Then the whip found the other one and I blurted out a phrase I had never used before with Mistress.
“Oscar Wilde! Oscar Wilde!”
Instantly the whipping stopped. Through my spread fingers I found Mistress standing over me, breathing hard. She spun around and flung the whip at the one way mirror. I don’t how it happened - perhaps the heavy turkshead on the whip’s handle struck just right - but the glass shattered to reveal a flinching Sheena, Kanen, Livia and Thera. As they recovered Mistress brought me to my feet with gentle care. I shivered in her cool arms, my own naked skin on fire. We faced the four women, their faces ashen.
“You see, you fuckers!” Mistress hissed at them. “That’s the difference between me and the difference between you.”
I didn’t remember much after that. I do know that Mistress guided me out of the room and Thrasher carried me the rest of the way to a soft bed, like he had done so many times before. And I drifted through numerous dark, romantic dreams of submission.
 
***
 
I mended from my final time with Mistress. The whip marks were superficial and in due course faded, but the outright fear of her fury unleashed remained. Thrasher kept a close eye on me, tending to my recovery. As I lay in bed, alone with my thoughts, I discovered that although I loved Mistress, it wasn’t the same as being in love. She had shown me that I had the strength to willingly give up control, to trust, and that quality I would always hold close to my heart, but not within. That part was claimed by someone else.
“How ya doin’, bitch?”
“Better, you bastard. Look, I’ve been kind of out of it the last couple of days. Where’s Mistress?”
Thrasher sat down on the edge of my bed. “She’s gone. Left this for you.” He held up a manila envelope and set it on the nightstand. “She took off with Edward. Turns out he owns a private island. I knew he was rich, but not that rich.”
Edward. Rich. Hold on, I remembered my dad saying that although we were well off, it was nothing compared to a certain family who had a somewhat headstrong son. He was going to live his life the way he wanted, find someone he could fall in love with and not have to marry someone else because that’s what the family wanted. 
“Wait a minute. What’s Edward’s last name?”
Thrasher thought for a moment. “Vanstraw? I think.”
“Van der Straun. My god, Van der Straun. Edward Van der Straun!”
Thrasher blinked. “You know them?”
“Who doesn’t? The Van der Strauns! They own I don’t know how many factories and just about half the state of Connecticut! No wonder Thera wanted Mistress out of the way. She wanted him to marry someone she could control, like Cathleen, and so control him.”
“Yeah, that really worked out.”
“But it did! In the end anyway. If that didn’t happen, then all this,” I gave a general wave to encompass Free Haven, “all of us, would never have happened.” I gazed at Thrasher. “We wouldn’t have happened.”
Thrasher let out a breath. “That’s a little too deep for me.”
“Says the man who quotes Oscar Wilde. You got one for me now?”
That smile shone through the beard. “‘If you are not too long, I will wait here for you all my life’.”
“You get me so horny you bastard.”
“Move over, bitch.”
 
***
 
A couple of weeks later Thrasher was making some adjustments to his hog. Oh, it was so kickass! Chopped out old style in chrome, steel and leather. He had also gotten a new seat, one that would hold a passenger behind him snug and comfortable. A gift from Bellars! More than once I heard him and Thrasher loudly laughing along with slurred, drunken speech. Biker Dude and The Corporate Man. Well, there have been stranger friendships. Right now, Thrasher was inspecting the bike, making sure it was all in perfect working order.
Bellars came around briefly, Thera at the end of his leash. He said if Thrasher and I needed any help with anything, no matter where I was, just shoot him a text. I understood why he was now so concerned about my welfare, when before I was just another collared submissive. I suddenly thought he may have been a little jealous of me. Still, he had a huge corporation to run, while I just had...
Free Haven.
Yeah, that’s right.
Y’see, the thing is Mistress made me Trustee of the place. I didn’t own it, but I might as well have. The manila envelope contained my copies of the trust papers and I was the final word on how things were run. Of course, I needed an administrator, so I went ahead and appointed Bellars. Hey, that huge corporation didn’t need him there every day, right? Besides, if he ever needed to take a meeting with someone here, or even with me wherever I was, that’s what the internet is for. He would watch over the day to day details of running the place and I would watch him, just to make sure no one ran a little game like Thera and Livia had done. Like some old dude once said, “Trust, but verify.” 
And there was one other thing in the envelope. Old fashioned, out of date, whatever you want to call it. Instead of sending a text Mistress left me an actual handwritten letter. I read over it once more.
 
My dear, dear, Taylor,
Please allow me to call you my friend although I don’t think we’ll ever see each other again. That is not a sad thing, but a necessary thing.
To you who have spoken nothing but truth, and rekindled honor in myself, I owe a great debt. Yet, if we were to ever reunite, I would be reminded of the darkness that, if not for you, I would still stumble around in, and how it would eventually devour me. Some brave people can face themselves in a mirror over things like that, and I hope to one day, but not yet. There is still much that I must do before I can reconcile that part of me.
I am taking time with Edward and together we will discover if our collective futures will be one of us together. Yes, I owe him so much, which you forced me to confront, but a lot of time has passed between us. We definitely aren’t the same people as before, but at our core is the spark of those young, vital people. Will those two find common ground? It is the great unknown. Yet, there are no guarantees for any of us.
One thing I can guarantee is your own financial freedom. You are my heir and I leave Free Haven to you. It is time to break away from your father’s financial assistance and become the strong, independent person that I know you can be. I see you at your own large desk with people attendant upon your orders, or collared and at the end of a leash, or perhaps both. The decision is yours.
I will always love you. And know that always I will be
Your Mistress,
Bailey
 
I tucked the letter away in a travel bag slung over my shoulder, a beat up thing that Thrasher had given me. “Well, if you’re gonna ride, you need to carry your own shit,” he said. His look of surprise was precious when I threw my arms around his neck.
The bike growled to life. Thrasher revved the engine. “Get on!”
I just about flew to my seat behind him. My boots, ripped jeans and tank top spelled out to everyone that I was his woman and ready for the open road. Oh, and one other thing. A thin slave collar graced my neck.
The bike roared.
“Love ya, bitch!”
“Love you, bastard!”
We peeled out heading east to personally drop off a credit card. Wait ‘til daddy saw us!
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