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He was dozing in his downstairs quarters in the early afternoon when he felt the familiar wetness at his netheregions and heard the electrics to the heavy door to his quarters hiss it open and the footsteps echo down the concrete stairs. 

His own release was growing cold next to is skin and it made no matter that it was not his fault he had placed it there.

What recourse had he been left?

With his hands locked into mittens and there being no escape from the contraption in which he had been forced, toilet options were necessarily reduced to one.

Do it in the way he was now intended to do it, or fight it and then do it in the way he was intended anyway.

He screwed his eyes shut and tried to ignore the mocking and chastising taunts aimed at his predicament as he heard the locks freeing the metal grille at the top of his hated sleeping arrangement released and felt his Rupert Bear blanket removed and slid away to leave him revealed in pyjamas with blue teddy-bears and the mortifying arrangement at his genitals.

As seemingly easy as if he were a feather being plucked from the floor by one of the great-apes, he felt himself lifted up and moved across to be placed on a table with rubber sheeting that felt cool to his bare and devoid of hair legs.

Resistance was no longer even a thought.

He felt the unpinning and the subsequent removal accompanied, as usual, in mocking and patronising words spoken in an unfamiliar tongue; though it was not difficult for him to divine their import, given how many times they had been aimed at him in English prior to this point.

Her insistence in speaking in a tongue he knew nothing of yet another way of making him feel as if he were a child in an incomprehensible adult environment.

She was, he told himself for the latest time as he stared at her massive, muscular, and extremely powerful legs through the bars of his cage in what must surely number in the six-figures, certifiably insane and should really be the one confined, not him.

This as she stared at him hungrily while sat reversed on a chair and at her ease, hands resting casually upon its back as she smiled at her captive.

Suddenly, as he knew they would be, his legs were lifted legs high over his and he felt the free air of his quarters beyond his confinement as the cage containing his chastised penis came clear while leaving the ring it had been secured to locked about his scrotum. 
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Warm water was sluiced over his behind and genitals before gloved hands work up a soapy lather that covers his whole groin area, rubbing everything thoroughly and methodically.

Though he hates the whole process, this is the time he hates the most.

The time when, and in spite of him, the unwanted feel of strange hands upon the cock that was no longer at his own disposal, provoke the inevitable erection.

An erection all the more devastating for him as knows that not only will it be right up there with the most powerful he has ever experienced but it will not be satisfied.

And not for a long time yet, he has been assured.

Soapy finger tips rub and roll his balls around in their full sac and keep his erection at maximum without having the least intention of gratifying its pent-up desires.

Finally, as he realises he is about to spurt his cream into the air above – with the unavoidable punitive punishment his knew disobedience would bring or not – the manipulating fingers cease and he feels himself being rubbed dry with a towel.

This is only slightly less titillating to his denied cock and balls and he remains in fear of an accident; despite being so desperate for release he feels the punishment might be worth it.

Until he remembers the last occasion his behaviour had invited such discipline.

It was only when he felt the application of the Vaseline designed to keep his skin from chafing in his confinement that he relaxed somewhat and the erection thrusting painfully against its cage began to subside..

As he was te-fastened into his diaper, he would, he knew, NEVER become used to being handled in such a way.

It was, as he knew everyone would agree if they were to know, a most humiliating treatment to be handed out to a handsome man of forty-five.

Even if life itself had been entirely more pleasing to him until...

THAT!...

Event...
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The email I composed to his daughters once he was secure in his new home, was, though not without as much feeling as a self-confessed sociopath such as myself can muster, was brutal in its intent.

And what was that intent and how did I come to have access to the laptop of a man who been lodging in my home for but a fortnight?

Be patient and read on.

All your questions will be answered.

Even if true identities will  not be revealed.

You are also asking yourself, no doubt, not only how I came to be in possession of his laptop but how, not being a computer wizard and only being functional in my use of them, how I came by the password to that laptop.

This I will answer now before getting to a fuller description of myself and my purpose in writing this later.

I simply walked into his bedroom when I had him secure downstairs – again, patience; you will hear more of this later – opened his laptop and went immediately to Outlook and the contacts to be found there. 

You see, for a man who had spent his working life in government and the Civil Service, and at a reasonably senior level I had learned, my lodger was cavalier when it came to password protection for his personal computers – though I am sure he was not so lax with those at his workplace containing more sensitive material.

I had no need to coerce a password from him at all!.

But now, before I get to the meat of my story, allow me to present the email I composed for his married daughters having read some his other correspondence with them that I might write in a manner as near to his own voice as possible.

Knowing, thank god, that the heavy accent to be heard in my correct English would not be discernible on the screen...

“My darling daughters,

This is the hardest letter I’ve ever had to write and it’s hard to know, given how devastated I feel, just when or if I’ll be writing again. 

I’ll keep this short as I really can’t bear to relive the events of two weeks ago and the only reason I’m doing so now is that you know my reasons for leaving in such a way and don’t feel too badly about the father who still loves you and always will.

Cutting to the chase, and with no idea of what excuse your mother has given for my absence, I console myself for burdening you with this sad knowledge through the knowledge that you are adults now and should be treated as such – even if it does mean having to hear things I’m sure will mortify you in the reading as they mortified and devastated me to see.

Your mother cheated on me.

And with my supposed best friend and the man you have always known as Uncle Bill.

There can be no mistake as I witnessed the two of them in our own bedroom after returning from the office early and watched the genitals of my best friend as they familiarised themselves with the mouth of the woman I had loved to exclusion to that point until the inevitable happened and he ejaculated into her mouth and, as his seed dribbled from her mouth and down onto her chin, she finally saw me standing in the bedroom door a witness to the death of our marriage.

Sorry to sound crude, but in my somewhat troubled mental condition right now I can think of no more sensitive and diplomatic way of describing the events of that hateful afternoon.

What this means, I am afraid, is that my whole married life apart from the joy of it having produced you, my two precious daughters, seems an almost complete sham.

It also means that I see no way of being able to face you both knowing that you know of my failure.

And as for your mother... Well, there is no way I ever wish to set eyes upon her again and I will not be returning to either my marriage, my work, or anything connected with my former life.

Again: sorry.

I’ll close now but please be assured of my love for you both and continue to make your lives the source of pride they have been to me until now.

I shall be cancelling my mobile-phone plan and this email account the moment I sign off here and only hope the years to come will bring me some closure on what has been the most painful experience of my life.

With all my love.

Your father xxxxxxxx
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Not so long ago I had been a different man.

But at least I had been a man still.

A happy man.

A married man.

A blissfully happy man with a loyal and still sexy wife of seventeen years I adored and two married daughters of twenty-two and twenty-three respectively I loved equally as much.

Now, however, and approaching the halfway mark of my forties, I’m not at all sure how I would describe my everyday existence.

Humiliating?

Yes.

Maddening?

Another tick.

Frightening?

Certainly!

What I was now had more in common with the absurd fantasies of certain men I had heard of and always found risible – even if my habitual refusal to descend to judgment; lest the fickle hand of fate deem me in need of a salutary lesson in humility and provide me with a setback likely to have tongues wagging and fingers pointing.

Decency that had not prevented that dread hand seeking me out anyway; even if my plight had yet to be witnessed by anyone other than the monstrous Japanese woman in whose cellar I had resided these past three years.

A small mercy.

To accompany my time with a woman barely out of her thirties and totally devoid of the sentiment.

Why else would she insist I reside in her cellar wearing the most ludicrous garb imaginable for a grown man – at least one with any self-respect – and furnishings guaranteed to compliment my attire.

The fact I am/was a fairly muscular man of just under six-feet had been and remains no defence before this oriental monster whose massive size and body strength put me in mind of some cartoons I had seen whilst surfing the net once by an erotic artist named “Namio”, if my memory serves me correctly.

And stumbled across them completely by accident, before you rush to your own judgment.

The dimensions and strength of these women as described by the drawings and the utterly perverted acts they were performing upon the men also depicted, not only left me unmoved – if you can describe being repelled yet fascinated as unmoved – but were, I had laughed to myself, purest puerile male fantasy.

I am not laughing now.

You see, and as she never tires of telling me, I am no longer a male now and, if you could see my current position and the clothes I wear you’d understand, go by a somewhat different description.

I am, as she tells me, her:

“Otoko no akachan”.

That is right.

She considers me her baby boy!

And she is training me to be an obedient teenager.

Prior to my re-emergence into the adulthood I had known before I met her.

An equally obedient adult, if she has her way.

To her!

When, that is, she decides I am tame enough and dependent enough to behave myself in a manner of her choosing.

As is my way when she is no longer present to occupy my thoughts – sometimes even when she is – my blood runs hot with anger as I think on the unimaginable ways in which my life has been degraded and changed.

For good, if my gargantuan, insane and demonic, sociopathic and pitiless, jailer is correct in her insistence.

But my anger is not directed at her alone.

No.

That honour goes to the woman I mentioned at the top of this chapter.

The woman I would have staked everything I owned or ever would own on loving me and being totally loyal.

As you read on, you’ll understand why I would never make much of a gambler...

––––––––
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...Clairvoyance is nonsense.

Of course it is, we all know that, aside from the seriously fey.

There is no individual past and no individual future, save for what we’ve made or are about to make.

So why, with that said, at exactly 2.15 after a late lunch, did I call out to my HEO that I was leaving for the day and race out of my office at the Department of the Environment near Westminster’s Smith Square.

It was because I knew, with unassailable clarity, that my closest friend was about to fuck my wife.

Despite nothing having been said or done to indicate there was any possibility it could happen.

Bill Westlake and I grew up together and schooled in a Surrey Comprehensive before attending Goldsmith College in South London, both of us graduating with good degrees in our different fields: Bill in Computer Tech and me in Town Planning; he moving into private practice while I took the government route. At the time of my suspicions we were still close and had kept in touch down the years, though he was a confirmed bachelor and lady’s man while I’d met and married the woman of my dreams a month after leaving college.

When Lucy and I married there was never a doubt Bill would be my best man, even though she had yet to meet him at that time.

Of course, he was taken with her.

She was gorgeous, after all.

And she said pretty much the same thing about him, even if she did assure me there was only one man on the planet for her. He told me I’d found the motherlode and told me to hang onto her for all I was worth.

I really didn’t need telling but had no way of knowing the fact I would lose her would be at the...

––––––––
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We spoke about him during our first honeymoon breakfast night in our Paris hotel room:

The honeymoon sex, for those of you who really need to have the bolts bolted and the screws screwed, was pretty fabulous and remained fabulous for the next twenty-four years and two daughters.

"What was your take on Bill?" I asked her.

Her response was instant:

“Oh my...” He’s absolutely dreamy,” she gushed before getting a worried look on her blushing cheeks.

I just laughed, confident in our feelings for each other – enough anyway to allow her to be honest.

“He's always had that effect on women. Never known him any different. In fact, I bet he’s getting to it with one he met at the reception right now... If he runs true to form, anyway.

And that was the start of our wonderful married life for the next twenty-four years; me with the Civil Service at the DOE and Lucy as an Estate Agent.

Until, that is, my sudden metamorphosis into Nostradamus and my dalliance with... intuition.

Much it would cost me!

Bill had come to London to work on a maintenance contract for some corporate behemoth that would, he said, pay mega-dollars and put his own company – and him – on the map. 

We said he could stay with us for a few days at our Beckenham house on the fringe of the golf-course and maybe even get a few rounds in. His company were paying expenses so he could have stayed in town at one of the swankier joints but I hadn’t seen him for a while and was looking forward to catching up with my friend the inveterate, love-them-and-leave-them singleton. My wife had leave owing her from work, so why not.

All good, right?

Wrong!

Whatever it was – and you can place money on the fact I’m no longer so dismissive of clairvoyance, intuition, hunch, or call it what you like – a part of me sensed something was happening and it just got worse until that fateful time after my late-lunch when I could stand it no longer.

Parking in the next road to ours, I let myself into our home through the garden – quietly – and made my way carefully and noiselessly through the empty downstairs to find them in our bedroom.

Naked.

And active.

Well, Lucy’s mouth was, anyway.

She was kneeling on the carpet in front of him, sucking his cock while he simply stood there and savoured it and my tortured thoughts screamed:

“Cunt!”

I was about 5-yards away and neither of them, being so preoccupied, had sensed me there.

Seeing the love of my life betraying me with the closest friend I’d ever had and would likely ever have, was without doubt the most excruciatingly painful experience of my life to that point – even if it was going to lead to others equally as painful in their own right.

Yet, for some reason I didn't rush in and take a table-lamp to his head the way I might have expected myself to react, given I had always had a bit of a temper.

I simply stood still and watched the murder of my marriage. 

She was sucking him lovingly – at least that’s how it seemed to me as she was clearly enjoying what she was doing. 

Her hands were on his thighs, and his treacherous hand pressed gently on the back of her head, encouraging her to give of her best. 

Finally, as I stood rooted, he grunted and thrust into her mouth a few times before spewing a river of cum into it which, to my pain and repugnance, she endeavoured to swallow.

Not entirely successfully.

Which was when, as she pulled her head away from his still pulsing cock, the bastard’s cum dribbling from her sensuous just fucked lips and down over her chin, her euphoric eyes caught sight of me in the doorway and she screamed.

Bill looked my way and his own blissful expression morphed into one I can only describe, in fairness, as being one of fear, sadness, and remorse.

As if any of them mattered!

“Howard!!” I heard her scream as she tried to wipe his cum from her chin with the back of a hand. “It’s not...”

It was not a sentence I was interested in hearing her finish and I knew for the physical well-being of everyone in the room that I needed to put distance between us.

As I virtually stumbled down the stairs of my happy home, her screams followed me...

“No, no, no, no, no!!!”

I was horrified and furious and only the fact I was in motion away from the motorway pile-up that was all that was left of my marriage prevented me from finding my sand-iron and returning to the bedroom to wreak havoc.

Instead, in what would lead ironically – fate is nothing if not humorous at our expense – to the predicament I face today, I made haste to my car and simply drove away.

And drove...

And drove...

And drove...

Which is how, some three days later - scruffy and unkempt and after informing my boss that I would be taking all of my leave for a family emergency and would be gone at least a month - that I ended up at the door of a large and secluded Cornish house on the coastline just outside the harbour at Porth Leven.

My presence there a response to an ad I had seen in a local newsagents, offering extended board and lodging for the right applicant.

It was the day I met the woman I found vaguely familiar named Keiko Watanabe.

And the day the life I felt had turned into crap decided that my shit would be better savoured and appreciated from the vantage point of hell...
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...The day I left him to spend his first night in the cellar of my Cornwall home that was to be his quarters for the foreseeable future required great patience from me not to keep checking on my new captive.

It would not do, I assured myself, to let the Englishman, the same man I intended to gratify my growingly unquenchable desire to experience personal control – and in a variety of ways, know just how important to me he was.

In fact, it had been an act of the greatest forbearance not to act upon my impulses until now after having him spend two weeks in my home unmolested that I might be sure HE was the one.

And he was all of that.

Perfect in all the ways I had imagined the man I intended to be my lifetime serf to be.

A mature and English adult.

Handsome.

Weak – though he yet to be made aware of it.

And, crucially, a man whose whereabouts were unknown to all at this point – including his wife, his daughters, parents and in-laws; not to mention friends, colleagues, and his superiors at the government ministry employing him.

His location, obviously, something I fully intended to remain a secret, though I fully intended to contact his daughters using his own email and – to all intents and purposes – his own words.

Howard Bryant was about to leave the world he knew behind and I had no intention of the authorities mounting some kind of missing persons investigation.

The personal particulars I had drawn from him were won grudgingly after he had answered my ad for board and lodging on a temporary basis. The same ad I had placed many months before with the sole intention of vetting likely prospects to be the captive of my schoolgirl dreams back in Sapporo. Dreams that became even more pronounced and special to me when my parents relocated to England that my father might take up the position of CEO for the large and growing Electronics company intent on gaining a foothold in the European market, my parents taking me with them despite the fact I was in my mid-twenties at the time. Knowing how much I loved the prospect of England – if not the reason why – and that, being a somewhat reclusive girl, I did not have anything in the way of friends or relationships to leave behind. 

My mother and father, you see, doted on their little girl despite her huge size and Japanese terms and the social reticence I knew many of their friends back in our homeland found... strange.

Anyhow, they had both taken to England, and Cornwall in particular, and had bought the beautiful house in which I currently live and made of it a warm and tasteful family home.

At least until their unfortunate deaths in a car accident two years before had left me alone for the first time in my life.

Though I enjoy my solitude and the isolation of my coastal home, I still miss them terribly and revere their memory.

Everyone needs someone in their life, no matter how reclusive and self-sufficient they consider themselves to be, would you not agree?

And now, finally, I am no longer alone.

In fact, I am about as happy as it is possible for one socially challenged functional sociopath to be.

Which, of course, being the self-confessed pervert to go with those deficiencies that I am, has not prevented me from using their bequest to me to explore that desire which has been both the constant itch of my life to now and a source of the most wondrous fantasies.

Explaining my first tentative steps towards realising my life’s desire.

That “temporary basis” regarding the man of my choice and the length of his stay with me I mentioned above, fully intended to be anything but; once, that is, I had assured myself HE was the one.

This after many months vetting and rejecting one possible lodger after another as none of them even came close to matching what I desired.

This time, however, after I had discovered exactly why he was seeking lodgings with me for a few weeks was entirely different. And the information he provided regarding why he had left his home was a lullaby to my ears. Especially when he told me he had been in such haste he had no belongings and would need to go into town to buy spare clothes and toiletries with some of the cash he had taken from his bank before leaving London.

The only items he had with him, aside from his wallet and the somewhat dog-eared clothes he wore, were the Audi parked on my drive in which he had arrived, his iPhone and his laptop.

And, to my knowledge, none of the three had been used since he had arrived. 

His explanation of his current predicament, in regard of the wife he had caught with his friend’s cock in her mouth, won from him after he offered to pay in cash. His reason, he told me when pressed, being that he did not wish to pay by card as it might give a clue to his whereabouts and he needed time uninterrupted to think about his options going ahead.

He was obviously deeply sad and cut up and I realised that his going off the map was intended to cause his wife the maximum anguish.

Assuming she felt any at all for her betrayal of him.

And, truthfully, could I really care!

All I knew was that my fantasies personified had turned up on my doorstep in the handsome form of Howard Bryant.

If anything, I should have been grateful for the slut tendencies that had lost her such a husband.

Her loss my gain, as they say in my home-town.

And I was utterly determined they this gift from above would never leave,

After pretending to be sympathetic but dubious about allowing him into my beautiful home, I then also allowed myself to be persuaded and accepted his deposit; before, two weeks later, and a day before he intended to return to London, I initiated the physical confrontation that would begin his downfall and instil in him the fact I was his physical master and intended to be his mental superior also.

But back to that fateful moment.

Shortly after he had returned from his walk...

...The look upon his face as he returned from his daily his late-afternoon a walk along the rugged coastline, to find me in waiting for him in the hallway with a determined look upon my fleshy but kittenish features, was priceless.

“What is it, Keiko?” he had asked, looking puzzled as I stood – all six-feet and two-hundred pounds of me – staring down at him with hands on hips, my excitement at the knowledge I was about to take the first steps that would bind this handsome Englishman to me at fever-pitch.

A binding I intended would be for the rest of his life.

“I have decided that you will not be leaving,” I told him in my excellent English from which I could not rid the accents of my homeland and, truthfully, was not too troubled by, stepping by him to lock the front door behind him and pocket the key before turning to face him.

At first, he thought he had misheard and it was necessary for me to repeat myself.

It was no clearer to him on a second hearing.

“I’m not with you.”

I took a small step towards him and saw for the first time some small alarm in his reaction. I am an imposing woman, after all, though I had kept just how imposing from him until then.

[image: ]“It is simple Howard,” I told him, intending my stare to show him the inflexibility of his putative new owner’s will. “I have decided that you will be happier here with me rather than returning to the old life that has given you so much heartache.”

I did not add that I intended his new existence with me to transcend his recent setbacks.

And not in a way likely to improve his outlook on life.

He was looking at me now as if I had lost my mind but, in that peculiarly polite English way I found so attractive and quasi submissive, even if that was not the intent, attempted to be civil and diplomatic.

And, in the process, almost completely misreading my intentions for him.

“Er, Keiko, flattered as I am that you could have such feelings for me, I really need to get back to my life.”

I edged a little closer and I saw his discomfort at my proximity increase.

“I really do not think you have the slightest idea of the feelings I have for you, watashi no chīsana eigo no dorei”

I had just addressed him as ‘my little English slave’ for the first time and it felt... wonderful and... right!

Even if he had no idea what my Japanese meant.

“L-Look,” he stammered, another indication of how ill-at-ease he was. “As I say, Keiko,” he lied, “I’m really flattered and, under different circumstances, would be happy to stay, but...”

“You ARE staying and that is my final word,” I interrupted him, placing my face close to his.”

“Very well,” he began, face red with embarrassment at this unforeseen development as he took a step back from me. “I’ve tried to be polite but I can see I need to be firmer. I’m up-to-date with my rent, so I’m going upstairs to collect my few belongings and then I’ll be leav...”

It was not delivered with anything approaching my full power, but the backhanded slap that rocked his handsome head to one side immediately scrambled his senses and sent him to the floor insensible before the short trip to his new quarters.

That had been in the early evening and it was now after midnight, I had administered a sedative I had been prescribed for my, so-called, insomnia to enable me to complete the tasks I had set myself without interruption and he would not be waking for some hours.

And, when he did....   

Just thinking of what would be going through his head in my secure and windowless cellar when his eyes opened, his head cleared, and he finally became aware  of his surroundings– the same cellar I had prepared as his home before I even knew of his existence – had made me wetter than I could ever recall. Several times I had tested the batteries of my mid-sized white dildo – I may be extraordinarily large for a woman of my race but my vagina was not – yet still found myself wanting more. Explaining why, rather than make an appearance my in the cellar prematurely, I decided to peruse one of the most thumbed books in library of female-led fiction written in the Japanese tongue.

The book I chose had been translated from the English and was titled: “Gaijin Slave” from a writer calling himself Jason Sexton.

Without being an exact replica of my fantasy scenario made real, it was extremely close...  

––––––––
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...Huddled upon a cold concrete floor, Paul Gertin marvelled again at his situation. Saliva dribbled from the corner of his mouth and his muscles were cramped and angry. A single and naked light bulb hung from the ceiling of his current living-quarters below ground and the surroundings it brought into stark relief only served to keep his sense of wonderment and righteous indignation first and foremost in his mind.

He was still disoriented from the pain that seemed to inhabit every crevice of his body as he gazed upon the windowless cellar holding him. 

Pain that screamed from every bone, muscle, and sinew in his body, complaining at the confinement by which it was so prohibited.  

And, yet, it was the reminder of his empty stomach and the parched mouth that was the result of having taken in no liquids for so long – a thirst that had resulted in his resorting to the indignity of having to drink his own urine from the bowl inside his cage in order to gain some small and revolting relief from his need - that introduced him from the escape of his daydreams to the living world once again. 

Biting his lip that he might not call out for nourishment and invite more pain, Paul gave out a pitiful groan as the full import of his situation thundered home to him yet again.

The Japanese bitch was destroying him!

Already, after so relatively short a space of time, she had him afraid to so much as speak without her permission; lest she deny him sustenance for longer.

Punishment and denial accompanied by not a single word from his tormentor with what was a very definite agenda in his regard.

But why him?

Given his surroundings and how well they fitted him – especially the custom-made cage currently holding him - it was almost as if she’d had some prior knowledge of his existence before he had arrived in Tokyo.

And that was simply impossible!

Unthinkable, in fact, given the ramifications if it were true.

But reasons were not his main concern at this point.  

He needed water and food.

Badly.

But especially water.

His own urine was scarcely a substitute.

Even if its repugnant re-insertion into his system at least gave a temporary respite from his dehydration and kept his mouth moist.

His thoughts, not for the first time, cursed the bitch with a venom his fear prevented him from venting when in her actual and unspeaking presence. 

Which was when he heard the click of the bitch’s heels upon the concrete steps outside his...

How could he best describe it?

Cell?

Prison?

Dungeon?

Certainly, not the “new home” his demented female captor had insisted it was in the note written in impeccable English she had left for him to read in his cage. This as she left him unattended for the whole day to dwell on the bullet-pointed contents of that note.

And now she was coming to visit him in his cage after what seemed like a week on his own – a week that was, in reality, less than the sum of two days. 

Too weak to lift his head to greet her properly; so physically, mentally, and emotionally drained did she have him, he waited in suffering silence, praying she was fetching either water, food, or both, to finally alleviate his torments.

At least a little.

As he watched her approach the cage she had allocated him – a cage high enough that he might rise to all-fours but not so high he could stand - it occurred to him through his mental and physical agonies, and for the first time, that he might never be the same man again even if he did get to leave his “cell” at some point. 

So cramped were his muscles and joints. 

It also occurred to him that there were some men who actually paid to be treated in such an emasculating fashion. 

Men who even prayed for the advent into their lives of a gross and totally sadistic bitch such as the one opening the door to the cellar and pecking her way across to him on the heels that were de rigeur for her and gave stature to the short and oversized body above it that conjured up certain images for him whose provenance he could not quite place.

Images he knew he had viewed not so long ago but remained stubbornly resistant to his attempts to recall when and where.

Giving up the attempt at recall, he contented himself with feeling nothing but contempt for such pitiful examples of his own gender who took satisfaction from being treated as if they were the human equivalent of dog-shit.

And especially by a race of women whose culture he was happy to study and make a good living from but for whom he had always felt some small contempt.

Arrogance, and a false sense of superiority when it came to his race – subliminal or otherwise; and especially for of the bitch intent on destroying him - that was fast becoming... 

Despair.

Was it only a month ago, that he had flown into Tokyo on a buying expedition as a free and independent Englishman? Searching for the Japanese ephemera, prints and cultural artefacts, that sold so well in the “Emporium of Exotica” he owned with his wife of sixteen years in the centre of Stratford-Upon-Avon. A month that he had intended to be two weeks away from their home in Royal Leamington Spa and now could be as long as...

Well, for as long as the bitch now towering above him could keep him.

And she had already told him via her note that he would either remain with her, trained and utterly obedient, or he would leave with a heart that no longer beat and a pulse that no longer pulsed.

A promise, looking upon the maniacal intensity in her eyes as she made her way to his cage, Paul Gertin had no problem in believing sincere 

Such were his thoughts as the memory of his beautiful wife, Jane, and his anguish for the fear and anxiety she must be experiencing at his absence, jabbed at him once again. Adding yet another layer of psychological torture to the growingly unbearable physical aspects of an incarceration that had yet to reach two days but seemed so much longer.

He wondered how she had explained his absence to their twin seven-year-olds, Josie and Hayley – his wife had wanted to name them Naomi and Hitomi, after the passion she had for the country – or at least its artefacts – that gave them such a good living. 

Not naming them for the country of his captor seemed almost like a small triumph for him.

There were no words from his captor as she came to a halt by his cage as he waited inside upon all-fours but he certainly recalled her as the prospective seller he had met at a coffee-house before...

Before waking in her basement!

He recalled sipping at his espresso and sharing some polite conversation with her, and then...

Nothing!

That meeting in the coffee-shop, being the seventh such meeting on a list of possible suppliers of Japanese artefacts, of either antiquarian or exotic interest, and the only one he would be making to a private collector; this after having readied and researched the list back home with the help of his Japanese speaking wife, Jane.

Relief flowed through him that he had been the one who agreed to travel to Japan for the actual buying of the artefacts; he being far more knowledgeable when it came to purchasing; despite his unfamiliarity with the language.

And besides, the twins were far better served by having their mother at home to take care of them.

His ruminations were interrupted suddenly by the appearance of foot, high-arched in the heels with pointed toes she had chosen for their first meeting in her home, as it was thrust beneath the bars.

Still unable to bring himself to believe what she had made of his reality; he could do no more than stare at it; as if his eyes somehow possessed the power to make what they saw vanish.

And what they saw was a short and muscular leg rising above the foot awaiting his attention.

A short and muscular leg that was almost caricatured in shape, leading him to believe he had seen it, or something like it, only recently, waited as he stared down upon it, the pointed toe of its shoe tapping upon the concrete, almost imperceptibly but undeniably impatient.

He knew what she wanted and was now, given his condition, resigned to giving it to her.

Anger flared throughout the length of his tormented body and, for a few moments, he toyed with the prospect of sinking his teeth into the bare yellow flesh of the ankle she had placed between the bars of his cage to plant its spike-heeled shoe next to his head so imperiously. Impossibly slender ankles for such a short and fleshy woman morphing into those aforementioned and almost caricatured calf muscles, so rounded and muscular were they, before her shapely but oversized legs ended in thighs that would not have shamed a Sumo. Once again, his mind searched for the origins of their familiarity for him.

Which was when he looked up to see that she was holding a bottle of ice chilled water in one hand, and a bowl of food in the other.

“It is your choice,” her slitted dark eyes seemed to tell him, devoid of pity and regarding him as if he were no more than a piece of human real estate she could use as she saw fit.

Though he was worldly wise enough to know that the gleam in her eyes signified she considered him a piece of her estate that was very special to her. 

He knew from her note that if he did not give her what she wanted now she would simply walk away and take both the water and the food with her.

His stomach groaned in protest and a throat that had known only the liquid refreshment of his own urine since he had been placed in the cage made a more strangled and guttural protest.

He eyed the bitch’s ankle and the high instep in a heel of vivid pink that was far too feminine for such a monster. Still tempted to sink his teeth into the skin below those caricatured calf-muscles. Telling himself it would be worth the punishment he would receive simply to hear her howl with the same kind of pain she had inflicted upon him so often during his unwilling stay.

Knowing though, even as he bared his lips and considered it, that he would not be going through with his intent.

He was in a cage on all-fours, chains connected to a collar at his neck and then to bracelets about his wrists and ankles ensuring he remained that way.

An unmissable target for the rage she would vent on him if he were to give way to his desire to cause her what would only be in the end some small pain.

But it was the parched throat and hollow stomach; even more than the pain and discomfort she had inflicted upon his body; that robbed him of the strength to undergo more torment simply to provide the bitch with a temporary measure of her own agony.

Better, he told himself as the toe of her shoe continued to tap out an impatient rhythm upon the concrete, that he go along with her and provide the subservience she was seeking.

At least until the madwoman was confident enough of him to make a mistake.

Then, he thought, shuffling the few inches to her waiting and still tapping shoe to place his lips upon it, the disgusting Japanese bitch would pay.

Big time.

With a sense of revulsion that must surely have made him throw up – had his stomach anything to evict, that is – he lowered his head and placed dry and cracked lips upon the toe of her shoe.

Just as her note to him had insisted.

In his head, he counted to five...  

––––––––
[image: ]


...As I made entry back into earth’s orbit after the latest explosion triggered by the presence of my very own man in the cellar and my own fingers, I realised that as powerful as that passage from the book had been there had been certain dissimilarities with man in the narrative and the one lying in a crib downstairs.

For one, the fact that he was not pining for a faithful and loving wife back home and, unlike his fictional doppelganger who had no idea of his wife’s part in his fate, knew exactly what a faithless bitch she been...
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