
        
            
                
            
        

    Jen 1
By Blard Hans
“She’s so mean,” said the twenty something girl with long brown hair.
“What did she do this time?” asked the boy sitting next to her.  He was about the same age with short black hair, medium build and deep blue eyes.
“All she does is sit around and bark orders at everyone.  Today she made Tonya redo all of the filing for the Smith properties.  It took her all afternoon.  She even had to work through her lunch break.  Not so much as a ‘Thank you’ when she was done.”
“What are you talking about?  Carol always speaks highly of you,” Frank said.  Had Jen been looking directly at him, she might have noticed the mischievous look in his eyes.
Jen turned slowly towards Frank.  “I know you don’t like her either.  As a guy you get a pass anyway but she’s brutal on the women who work underneath her.”
“Why do you stay there?  I saw a help wanted sign at the diner...”
“Frank, sometimes I just don’t know what to say.  Like I’m really going to be able to get into politics if I work at the diner.”
“That’s what I mean.  You may not like working with Carol but the Local 213 is the closest thing you’re going to find if you want to go and work for the Paramountcy,” Frank said.
Jen paused.  “So you’re saying suck it up buttercup?”
“Your words not mine but if you want to make it out of this crappy town then it’s either that or volunteer your body for a period of service.”
“I know you want out of here just as badly as I do.  Why don’t you come to work at the Local.  At least then you’d have a shot at it.”
Frank looked down at the small town below them.  “And give up all of this?  You’ve got to be kidding.”
Jen slapped his shoulder.  “Don’t give me that.  You’d leave in a second if you could.”
“True but how is that going to happen?  I’m on track to become a management trustee in a few years.  It would be hard to give up that kind of power and money.”
Jen snorted.  “Yeah.  You could work your life away and end up with a dirty rental and a go nowhere job.”
“Well if you have a better idea just let me know.”
They sat quietly on the hillside for a long time.  Frank watched the emotions play out across Jen’s face but knew better than to ask her about it until she was ready.
“We’ve been friends since we were in kindergarten.  If I tell you about something, would you promise to keep it between us?”
“Did I tell anyone about the time you put the raccoon in Ms. Petree’s gym bag?”
A broad smile spread across Jen’s face.  “No...”
“Then spill it.  What are you planning?”
“Well...I was assigned to data entry and I um...came across something.”
“Do tell.”
“You know how they run elections every year for the Local’s representative to the Paramountcy?”
“Yep.  You have to be related to someone in power to win.”
“That’s not strictly true.  I mean they have elections...”
“What are you getting at?”
“I’m the one that enters the winner into the system.  I keep checking for some type of verification routine but it looks like once I enter the person’s name then it gets transmitted to the main office and they issue the travel permits.”
Frank pondered this for a minute.  “You’re thinking of putting your name in?  Won’t you get caught?”
“That’s what I’m talking about.  I think once the name is transmitted then there is nothing that anyone can do about it.”
“What about after the year is over?  Won’t you get transferred back here and won’t you get into trouble then?”
“I have been thinking about that.  Three of the last four representatives got to stay at the Paramountcy.  I think that once you’re there, you can apply for other jobs that keep you in Floritum.”
“Wow, living in the Capitol would sure beat the hell out of being here.”
“I know, right!”
“Can I come with you?” Frank asked.
Jen beamed at him.  “I was looking for a way to do that.  I think I found one but it would involve certain sacrifices on your part.”
“Putting up with you?”
“Ha ha.  No, I’m being serious.  You can’t run for anything on your own but if I was the winner, then I could bring one helper with me.”
“Wait.  Are you talking about a personal assistant?”
Jen lowered her head.  “It wouldn’t be like that.  Yes, you would be going as my slave but it wouldn’t be like that.  There is no requirement that you go through enslavement or that you can’t keep your will.  And...it would get you out of here.  The period of service is only a year, which would match my term in office anyway.”
“But what about the people that go through the enslavement.  They’re never the same again.  You know, that blank stare they have.  Tempting but no.”
“You know I wouldn’t let that happen to you.  If you were mine then I could make sure that no one touches you like that.”
“Jen wants a slave,” Frank said singing the word slave.
Jen hit his shoulder again.  “God, Frank.  Maybe I should let them enslave you.  It would be better for everyone.”
“Ha ha.”
They sat in silence for another few minutes.  Frank stared down at the town again.  Among the dirty buildings was the hardware store.  It looked as dark as his future if he were to stay here.  “If I were to say yes then when would this happen?”
“The election isn’t for another couple of weeks.  The tally is done almost immediately and the winner is sent to Floritum right after that.”
“After Dad died, there isn’t much for me here.  If you go then I wouldn’t have anyone to keep me here.  I’m in.”
Jen reached over and hugged him.  “I was afraid you’d say no.”
The next two weeks passed like all the weeks before.  There were a few posters around showing who was running and lots of claims about how they would make life easier for everyone.  Same BS as always.  The one poster Jen was allowed had been put up at the end of an alley by the undertaker’s office.  Had Jen not told him about it, Frank would never have even seen it.
The morning after the election, Jen came to Frank’s drab apartment.  “Coffee?” she said by way of greeting.
“Ok but we’ll have to make it quick.  I start my shift in a half hour.”
Jen took some instant coffee from Frank’s cupboard while Frank heated up some water.  They sat at the used card table that served as one of the four pieces of furniture in his small room.
“Did you get any more than two votes?” Frank asked.
Jen grinned.  “You mean yours and mine?”
Frank giggled.  “Yep.”
“No.”  She let the word hang in the air for a minute and drank her coffee.
“Well, it was a good pipe dream while it lasted.”  Frank tried to make his words sound kind.  “Abraham is Mayor Goldman’s nephew.  There wasn’t any real chance that he wouldn’t win.”
“He didn’t win,” Jen said.
Frank paused mid drink.  His coffee cup hung mid air as he stared at her.
“You’re looking at this year’s new Local Representative.”
“You’re shitting me...”
Jen’s face turned bright red and she was having a hard time setting her cup down.  She nodded enthusiastically.  “We leave tonight.”
“What, both of us?”
“You said you were in.”
“Yes but I didn’t think you would actually go through with it.”
A panicked look momentarily appeared on Jen’s face.  “You do want to go don’t you?”
Frank’s breathing was coming in heaves.  “Yes!”
“It’s all settled then.  Gather up whatever you want to bring and meet me at the train station.”
Frank started to stand up then stopped.  “Please don’t mess with me like this.  You know how much I want to leave this place.”
“I’m not kidding.  You and I are going to be on our way to the capitol by nightfall.”
Frank glanced around his apartment.  “It won’t take long to pack up.  What time do you want me to meet you there?”
“The train leaves at 6:00.  Meet me there right after work.”
“Wait.  Why do I have to go to work?  Aren’t we going to leave tonight?”
“Just in case anything goes wrong.  I don’t have to identify my helper until I board the train so if anything happens then I’ll take the wrap and you don’t have to be involved.”
“No.  I said I was in and that means sharing the risk too.”
Jen stared into his eyes for a long second then said, “Ok.  We’re in this together no matter what happens.”
They shook hands and Frank said, “Deal.”
Frank literally ran home after work.  His shift ended at 4:30 and he was standing at the train station by 5:00.  The small bag he carried was filled with his worldly possessions.
By 5:15, he was starting to get nervous.  Images of Jen being led away in handcuffs or getting flogged in the town square flooded his imagination.
Footsteps drew his attention.  Jen was wearing her usual brown pants and jacket.  She had a small bag hung over her shoulder.  When she saw him, she gave a small waive and headed to where he was standing.  “I was half afraid that you’d chicken out.”
“No way.  We’re in this together.”
Jen relaxed.  “I was afraid that I would chicken out too.”
“Too late now.”
The train arrive about ten minutes before six.  Both Jen and Frank were breathing harder than they would have liked but tried to pass it off as just being excited about being allowed to go to the Capitol.
“Ticket miss,” said the large man in the black uniform.  His name tag read, “Al.”
Jen handed forward some documents to Al.
“Congratulations Representative.  Is this all of your luggage?”
“Yes.  I’m traveling light.  This is my assistant, Frank.”
“Yes Ma’am.”  Al stamped Jen’s paperwork a few times then wrote in Frank’s name almost as an afterthought.  “Will you want separate accommodations?”
“No thank you.  Frank will be staying with me during the trip.”
“Yes Ma’am.”  Al looked Frank up and down.  “We may have some temporary equipment for him.  He doesn’t look like he’s ready to go.”
“I brought what I will need.  If you would be kind enough to show us where our room is.”
“Yes Ma’am.”  Al led them towards the back of the train.  Several rooms were located along the corridor.  They stopped in front of a door marked “VIP #1.”
“This one is yours Ma’am.  Someone will come by later and take your dinner order.”
Jen’s cheeks blushed.  “I didn’t bring any money.”
Al looked at her and the expression on his face was difficult to read.  Was it kindness?  “All of the services on this train are provided by your office.  Relax and enjoy the trip.  If you need anything, my name is Al.  Just ask for me and I’ll make sure you get what you need.”
“Thank you Al,” Jen said.
Al opened the door.  Jen’s eyes went wide as she surveyed the room.  Plush as not a term that gets much use in town but this room could not be described any other way.  Crystal glassware stood on a gold and steel glass table.  A large basket filled with exotic fruits occupied the center.  Ornate woodwork adorned most of the room with a large overstuffed couch along one wall.
“The bedroom and shower are through that door.  We usually start serving dinner about an hour after we get underway but I would be glad to bring you something if you’re hungry now.”
Jen took some time to compose herself.  “No.  We’ll be fine waiting for the regular dinner service.”
“Very well Ma’am.  The red cord here by the door is for you.  If you need anything just give a quick pull.  Someone will be by to service any need you may have.”  His eyes flicked towards Frank but he didn’t say anything else before he left.
Frank almost dove onto the couch.  “Dude, you have to try this thing out!  It’s amazing.”
Jen grabbed a yellow colored piece of fruit from the basket.  She bit into it and stopped.  “My God this tastes like candy!”  She picked up another one and tossed it to Frank as she joined him on the couch.
“I don’t care even if we do get caught.  The train ride itself will be worth it!” Frank said more as an excited whisper.
They each devoured three more of the yellow fruits.  The scenery outside their main window was disappearing into darkness.  They watched it pass in silence, each aware that this was the farthest either had ever traveled out of town.
“Any idea what Al was talking about when he said I didn’t look like I was ready to go?” Frank asked.
Jen pursed her lips.  “Um yes.  I have been doing a little research and there are some requirements as my assistant.”
“Oh, like a uniform?”
“Not exactly.”
Frank’s expression grew more concerned.  “What haven’t you told me?”
Jen’s cheeks suddenly gained more color.  “Well...as my assistant, you are expected to...wear a collar that designates you as mine.”  She almost said the last part too softly for Frank to hear.
“I what?”
Jen faced him and said, “The only way that I can have you come with me is if they believe you are my slave.  That means that when we are in public, you will need to wear a special collar that has my ID on it.”
Frank shook his head.  “Anything else you wanted to tell me?”
Jen half smiled at him.  “That’s it.”
Frank muttered to himself for a minute then said, “We’re in this together so ok.  Now, where am I supposed to find a collar?”
“I brought one for you.  It already has my ID tag on it.  Normally you get one once you’ve been through enslavement...”
“You said that I wouldn’t have to do that!”
Jen rested her hand on his.  “You don’t.  The collar is only for show.”
Frank’s shoulders relaxed when she said that.
“But only when we’re out in public right?”
Jen nodded.  “It won’t be that bad.”  She thought about it for a minute then added, “Everyone will assume that you’ve been through enslavement so we’ll want you to get used to wearing the collar before we leave the train.  If people see you acting uncomfortable, then they may question whether you need to go through training again.”
Frank nodded solemnly.  “I think you’re right.”
Jen exhaled forcefully.  “Ok.”  She retrieved her bag from the glass table and quickly rummaged through it.  A look of triumph appeared briefly on her face when she pulled out a shiny metal band.  It was delicate looking with the metal polished so much that it reflected part of her face.
She handed it to Frank who began to flip it around in his hands.  After he was done he said, “It’s lighter than I thought it would be.  Is this your ID?” he asked pointing to the small turquoise inlay.
Jen nodded as she took the collar from Frank.  She pointed at the inlay and said, “It has my ID code.  That way if anyone were to ask questions, it will show that you belong to me.”
“Great,” Frank said dejectedly.
“Knock it off.  I’m not comfortable with this either but it was the only way I could bring you with me.”
Frank nodded.  “What do we do?”
Jen face looked blank.  “I’m not sure.  I’ve never been through this either.”
Frank held out his hand and waited for Jen to hand the collar to him.  He flipped it around some more then pointed to a small crack in the metal.  “Looks like it’s designed to open here.”  He handed it back to her.
Jen placed her thumb on the turquoise rectangle and said, “I’m not sure how to open this either.”  The moment she said “open,” the collar sprung open.  “That was easy,” she said.
“Rather be lucky than good I suppose,” Frank said.
Jen gave him a look then said, “Well, let’s get this on you.  Kneel in front of me.”
“You’ve got to be kidding.”
“No.  People will expect you to do as I say.  We both need to be able to put on a good show.”
Frank considered her words then stood up, stepped in front of her and knelt between her legs.  As he looked up at her, he noticed for the first time the intricate markings around her light blue eyes.  There was the smallest of orange circles around her iris.
Jen pulled the collar open as far as it would go then gently pushed one side against Frank’s throat.  She held it in place while her other hand brought the free end around the back of his neck.  When the two half met, the collar snapped and sealed itself.
“How is that?” Jen asked.
Frank pulled on the collar a few times then said, “It’s a perfect fit.”
Jen looked relieved.  “Actually it looks kinda good on you.”
“Very funny.”
A knock on the door took their attention.  Frank stood up, uncomfortably aware of the metal around his neck and walked to the door.
An old woman stood there.  She had a leather bound menu in her hand and offered it to Frank.  “I’ll be back in a few minutes to take your order.”  Then she turned and left.
Frank closed the door and walked back to Jen.  She was watching him in a way that he hadn’t seen before.
“What?”
“Nothing,” Jen said. 
They sat together and looked through the menu.  Several of the items were unfamiliar so they decided on steak.
When the food was brought in, the smell almost made Frank drool.  “They don’t have anything like this at home,” he said almost to himself.
After finishing the steak, they dug into the hot fudge Sundays. 
“I’m so full I feel like I’m having a food baby,” Jen said.
“No regrets,” Frank said, patting his stomach.
The woman came to get the dishes after a while.  She loaded them onto her cart then asked Jen, “Do you want me to exercise him?”
Jen looked at her for a second then said, “No thank you.”
The old woman looked at her strangely then left.
“Do I look like I need to work out or something?” Frank asked.
Jen shook her head, “I don’t know what that was about either.”  She rummaged through her bag again and pulled out a pamphlet.  The title read, “My first slave.”
“What is that?”
“I picked it up from the library at the Local.  It’s a little old but I was hoping it would help us convince people that you’ve already been through enslavement.”
They sat together leafing through the pamphlet.  Among the giggles and silly comments, the two read about the required etiquette and keeping of a slave.
“You mean that I have to be chained to your bed at night?” Frank said.  Disbelief was evident in his voice.
“Apparently.”
“What if I need to go to the bathroom or something?”
Jen shook her head.  “Go ahead of time, I guess.”
They flipped through more pages then stopped on the section marked “Clothing.”
Frank grabbed the pamphlet from Jen and read the page.  “What?!?  I have to be naked?  I didn’t agree to that.”
“Me either,” Jen said.  Her eyes were wide.
Frank fumed for a few minutes but even he had to admit they were committed at this point.
Jen sat silently for a long time.  “I’m not excited about this either.  I think that if we’re going to pull this off then we’ll both have to make some sacrifices.”
“Yeah but I’m the one who has to be naked.”
Jen shook her head.  “It’s no picnic for me either.”
“I’m sorry,” Frank said.  “If it weren’t for you then I’d be stuck in that town for the rest of my life.  If stripping naked helps us make this work then I’ll deal with it.”
“Besides, is this really any different than when we used to go skinny dipping?” Jen asked.
“We were ten and I wasn’t wearing a collar.”
Jen giggled.  “I don’t know why you are complaining.  That collar looks very um...masculine on you.”
“Gee thanks,” Frank said.
“We’re going to be on board for the next three days so we should check out our room then the rest of the train.”
Frank nodded.  They got up and opened the door to the bedroom.  It was huge.  It had a connected bathroom with a clawfoot tub and shower.  “I’ve never seen anything like this,” Frank said.
“Me either.”  Jen flounced on the bed.  “Dude, you have to try this thing.  I think we could use it as a trampoline.”
Frank jumped onto the bed.  Jen bounced when he landed and almost fell off the side.
They bounced several more times on the bed and a brief pillow fight ensued.  After they were both tired, Frank said, “Wait.  There’s only one bed.”
Jen looked around and an uncomfortable look spread across her face.  “We’ll just have to make do.”
“I am getting tired.  I’ll go sleep on the couch.”
Jen paused then said, “We only have three days so we should begin getting used to you following the slave rules.”
Frank gulped.  “Um ok.  How are we going to chain me?  We don’t have any chain.”
Jen flipped through the pamphlet again then said, “I think we’re stuck.”  She looked around the room and found a length of chain in the nightstand.  “One problem solved.”
Frank saw an eye bolt sticking out from the wall near the head of the bed.  He hesitated then said, “I think it goes there.”
Jen looked over at it.  The nightstand also had two brass padlocks and a set of keys on a gold chain.  She was breathing hard and handed one of the locks to Frank.  “Would you attach the chain to the wall?”
Frank reluctantly padlocked one end of the chain to the bolt.  “At least it’s not a short chain.”  He drug his lower lip across his upper teeth and sat on the bed.
Jen strung the lock through the free end of the chain and began to raise her hand towards Frank’s collar when she stopped.  “If we attach the chain now, you won’t be able to get undressed.”
Frank looked at the chain and realized she was right.  He gritted himself then pulled his shirt over his head.  “Ready when you are,” he said bravely.
Jen’s hand shook slightly as she locked the chain to the front loop of Frank’s collar.
Frank pulled on the chain as soon as it was locked.  “Looks like I’m not going anywhere.”
“Let’s get this over with,” Jen said.
Frank stood up and turned away from Jen.  He undid his pants and let them fall to the floor.  He turned around and raised his arms like he was saying, “Ta da!”
“Underwear too,” Jen said.  She looked pale.
Frank hesitated for a few seconds as though deciding something.  In the end, he pushed his underwear down and stepped out of them.
Jen blushed and turned away.
“Come on.  Don’t make me feel bad.”
Jen turned her head.  Her eyes made a quick survey of his naked body then she said, “You have nothing to be embarrassed about.”
Frank smiled at her, thankful for the kind words.  He nodded to her.
“We should turn in.  I’m not sure what tomorrow will bring,” Jen said.
“What, you’re not going to get naked too?”
“Very funny.  I brought a nightgown.  Turn away while I change, ok?”
Frank obediently turned and faced the bathroom.  He could hear Jen pulling something out of her bag.  As he waited, he noticed the mirror in the bathroom.  By moving just a foot or so, he could see Jen as she changed.  Normally, he would have respected her privacy but standing there naked and chained to a wall, he figured turn about was fair play.
Jen slipped offer her pants and top.  Her smooth skin and muscular build was much different than when they were kids.  He made a mental note of how well she had filled out, especially across the chest.  He caught himself staring at her and suddenly felt like he was doing something dirty.  Before he could lower his gaze, he saw her looking at him.  Was she checking out his ass?  His heart froze as their eyes met in the reflected image on the mirror.  She smiled briefly and gave the barest of winks at him.
Frank relaxed.  It’s only natural he thought.  They had know each other forever but had never dated or anything.  Of course they would be curious about one another.
He heard her jump back on the bed and pull the covers over herself.  “Ok,” she said.
Neither one mentioned the mirror as Frank got into the bed next to her.  He slept on the top of the sheet and she slept underneath it.  Frank made a mental note of how comfortable the bed was before he drifted off to sleep.
The collar and chain woke him up several times.  The second time, he awoke to Jen spooning into him with her hand across his chest.  She felt warm and soft.  He tried to ignore the erection he was sporting and hoped she wouldn’t notice it.
Morning came and the light shown through the curtain in the small window above the tub.  Frank sat up, momentarily forgetting where he was.  He glanced over at Jen then down at his naked body.  The chain hit his back as he sat up and it all came back to him.
Jen started to stir.  She stretched out and watched him.  A smile spread across her sleepy face.  “I was afraid it was a dream,” she said.
Frank tugged on the chain and said, “Nope.  We’re really here.”
“Are you hungry?” Jen asked.
“Yes.  Do you think they serve breakfast on the train too?”
“No idea.  I think there is some fruit still.”
“I’ll get some for us.”  Frank started to head to the other room but stopped as the chain started to pull tight.  “This will take some getting used to.”
Jen giggled.  “Let me unlock you.”  She found the key on the nightstand and scooted over to his side of the bed.
Frank walked the few steps back to her then stopped when he saw her face.  She was looking down at his crotch in an unflattering way.
“What?”  Frank looked down then turned bright red.  “Sorry about that.  Morning wood.”
Color spread across Jen’s cheeks but she didn’t look away.  “Um...I just haven’t ever seen you like that.”
“Stop, you’re making feel embarrassed.”
“I just hadn’t realized that it would be so...big.  Does it hurt?”
Frank glanced down at himself.  “No.  Mornings are often like this.”  He paused for a moment then chuckled and said, “Although I won’t be able to use the bathroom until it uh settles down.”
Jen tried to suppress the grin on her face but failed.  “Well, come here and I’ll unlock you.”
Frank bent over the side of the bed and let Jen unlock the chain.  “I’ll get us some fruit.”
The two ate in relative silence.  “Do you want to shower first?” Jen asked.
“Ok.”  After the shower, Frank toweled off.  The fluffy towel was the softest he had ever used.  Even the shampoo was finer than anything he had ever seen.  The sounds of voices came in from the other room.  Thinking that Jen may have found a news station, he headed out to the other room.  He stopped mid stride as he saw Jen talking to the old woman from the night before.
“That’s better,” said the old woman when she saw him.
“Frank, won’t you come in here.  Agnis is here to take our breakfast order and I wasn’t sure what you wanted.”
Frank walked over to Jen as though he was afraid that he would slip off a tightrope.  Jen was holding a menu and pointing to some of the dishes.  “I’m going to have waffles.  What would you like?”
“That sounds good to me too,” he said uncomfortably aware of his nudity.
“Very well, Ma’am.  After breakfast, the Rec Center will be available if you need to leave him for a while,” said Agnis.
Jen seemed to think about this then said, “We would like to see what amenities the train has.  Are there any areas we are not allowed to go?”
“No Ma’am.  Although if you want to see the crew cab then we will need to make arrangements first.”
“After breakfast then,” Jen said.
Agnis wrote down their order then left.  After she was gone, Frank said, “What is her deal about making me work out?”
Jen shook her head.  “She does seem to be taking a more than passing interest in you.”
Frank shrugged his shoulders.  “Face it, I’m a hot property.”  Even Frank couldn’t keep a straight face as he said it.
Jen’s eyes rolled up towards the ceiling then she said, “I might let her take you to the center.  It would serve you right.”
“Ha ha.”
Jen smiled at him then said, “I’m off to the shower.  Let me know when breakfast gets here.”
While he waited, Frank stood by the main window.  The scenery was changing from the high alpine he was used to and more lowland lakes began to appear.  From the position of the sun, he could tell they were still heading south east.
A knock on the door signaled Agnis’ return.  Frank walked over to the door and opened it.  Al stood in front of a dining cart.  The wonderful smell of food greeted him.  He stepped out of the way and allowed Al to come in.
Al looked around then asked, “How long since your last dose?”  He seemed utterly uninterested in the fact that Frank stood naked in front of him.
Thoughts flew threw Frank’s head.  In a moment of insight he said, “Jen takes care of that.”
Frank seemed satisfied with the answer.  “After you two get done with breakfast, please report to the Rec Center.  I’ll tell the staff that you’ll be coming.  I spoke with Agnis and we’re going to bring a few things for your Mistress to wear.”
“Alright.”
Al turned and left.
Frank was still mulling over Al’s sudden shift in attitude.  The nice man he remembered from the night before was now acting like Frank had done something wrong.
Jen walked into the main room.  She had changed into the brown pants and plain shirt she was wearing yesterday.  “I hope they have washing facilities here.  Otherwise, I might be pretty ripe by the time we reach the Capitol.”
Frank explained what Al said as they sat eating breakfast.
“I don’t know either,” Jen said.  She seemed excited about Al bringing her things to wear though.
After they were done eating, Jen pulled out the pamphlet and began reading it some more.  Frank sat next to her as they opened the chapter on ‘Care and Maintenance of your Slave.” 
“Oh,” said Jen gravely.  “It says here that slaves are happiest when they are routinely worked out and keep to a strict schedule for mood enhancing medications.”
“I have to be drugged?” Frank said in a panic.
Jen slowly lifted her eyes to meet his.  “I had no idea.”
They sat quietly for a long time.  Jen finally broke the silence, “We know from how Agnis and Al reacted to you that the part about you being kept naked was correct.  So I have to assume that the other part is correct too.”
Frank began to shake his head.  “I’m not going to end up like one of those brain dead slaves.”
“Of course not.”  Jen read further and said, “It says here that couples will often make the administration of medications a part of their morning ritual.”
“So?”
“What if we tell them than I am the only one who can administer the drugs?  That way it will look like we’re complying but we can just throw the stuff away.”
Frank calmed down.  “That could work.”
Jen nodded eagerly.  “See, nothing to worry about.”
There was a knock on the door about an hour after they finished.  Agnis came in holding two packages.  One was a small brown paper sack with twine holding it closed the other was a large ornate bag with a wonderfully colored nature scene with a dragon on it.  She carefully set them on the couch before removing the dishes.  “The Rec Center has an opening at 11:00.  That will give you some time to explore the train before your appointment.”  She left without saying anything else.
Jen dumped the contents of the package out on the couch.  There were two silk dresses and some under things.  “This is the most beautiful dress I have ever seen,” Jen said as she held up the bright blue one.  “Oh my god, you need to feel this.”  She held out the dress for Frank.
“Wow,” Frank said as he ran his fingers along the fabric.  “I’ve never felt anything so soft.”
Excitement was etched in Jen’s face as she raced off to the bedroom.  She reemerged a few minutes later wearing her new outfit.
Frank had to do a double take when he saw her.  The way the dress clung to her curves was breathtaking.  Even the glimpse of her nearly naked body the night before had not prepared him for what he saw: a beautiful young woman with curves in all the right places.  The plunging neckline showed off her surprising amount of cleavage.
“What?  Does it reveal too much?” Jen asked.
“No, not at all.  I just...I just haven’t ever seen you like that before.  It looks amazing on you.”
Jen smiled broadly at him.  “Put your tongue back in your mouth and let’s go see what this train is like.”
“What’s in the other package?” Frank asked.
Jen glanced over at it then raced over and began to remove the twine.  She turned it over and let the contents pour out on the couch.  Metal clanked as four metal cuffs hit the cushions.  A small apron looking piece of clothing landed gently on top of them.  Frank could just see a thick string attached to the apron.
“I think these are for you,” Jen said tentatively.
Frank walked over and picked up the apron.  It was about three feet around but only a foot tall.  “What am I supposed to do with that?  Dishes?”
“I think you’re supposed to wear this when we are out in public.”
Frank wrapped the cloth around his waist and tied the string.  “Doesn’t leave much to the imagination, does it?”
“At least it covers the important bits,” Jen offered.
Frank picked up one of the metal cuffs.  “Looks like these come in two sizes.”
Jen picked up another one and began to inspect it.  “It has an ID tag like the collar does,” she said.  She pressed on the turquoise inlay and said, “Open.”  The metal cuff popped open.  “I think one set is for your wrists and one for your ankles.”
Frank nodded.  He pressed the inlay on the cuff he was holding and said, “Open.”  Nothing happened.  He shrugged and handed it back to Jen.
She sat on the couch and spread her legs as much as the dress would allow.  “Kneel,” she said.
Frank grumbled but knelt in between her legs.
“I kind of like you like that,” Jen teased.
“Let’s get this over with.”
“We might as well have fun with the situation,” she said.
Frank let a small smile creep onto his face then said, “Fine.”
“Arm please,” Jen said.  She held out her own hand and took his when he offered it to her.  She wrapped the metal bracelet around his wrist.  It snapped closed as soon as the two ends met.  She attached the remaining cuffs then stood up.  “Let’s go.”
Frank played with the cuffs for a minute then decided that he was stuck with them until Jen let him out, which he hoped wouldn’t be too long.
They made their way outside then paused as neither one knew which way to go.  The mystery was solved a few minutes later when they found a map mounted to the wall.  It showed the Rec Center along with two movie theaters, eight dinning areas and a spa.
“Ooo, we should try the spa,” Jen said.
“I think we’re supposed to stop at the Rec Center first.  It’s almost 11:00 now.”
Jen nodded and the two headed off to find the Rec Center.
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