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Not so long ago it had been different for him.

Very different.

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 Jap 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...  
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One Sunday morning, a fortnight after her husband’s departure to Japan, Jane Gertin was interrupted by a ringing at the front door of her detached four-bedroom house in Royal Leamington Spa. Her mood was not at its best and hadn’t been for the past year now. The family doctor had told her it the early onset of the menopause, which, decidedly, had not helped. Moreover, the sex drive she had heard was supposed to decrease with the change – early or otherwise – had, instead, gone off the charts.

Of course, Paul, being the kind of man he was, had upped the amount of their weekly couplings and had also – another example going towards the kind of man he was; anal and a little overbearing, to go alongside the loyal and loving aspects of his nature – researched the condition thoroughly that he may be of more support to her.

His well-meaning attempts to provide her with support – especially as he was the one who had persuaded her that HRT was still too unknow a quantity for his wife to risk her health – had done little more than make her even more irritated with him than her condition made her with those others who were closest to her.

Including their daughters.

And now he was in Japan, thousands of miles across the globe from her and the girls, and yet she was still irritated with him.

The doorbell rang again and she cursed under her breath as she made to answer it, swearing that if it was a prophet of Jehovah he would be adding a few words to his vocabulary that would not meet with the approval of the likeminded headbangers and Refuseniks of medical and scientific progress.

“I’m coming!” she yelled as it rang again.  

She knew the twins were with her parents for the weekend and looked surprised and alarmed when she saw that there were two large men at the door, one of them a young, uniformed police officer who was standing off to the side. The second man was a bit older, dressed in a single-breasted suit and holding up his police identification. “I'm Detective Bell, and this is PC Unwin. We're with the Royal Stratford Constabulary.”

“Yes,” she responded, eyes flitting from one to the other somewhat fearfully, aware that the older and uniformed of the two seemed appreciative of her late-thirty-something curves. “What can I do for you both, officers?” 

“We're here about Mr Paul Gertin,” said the younger plain-clothes man.

Concern immediately creased the attractive wife’s face.

“Paul’s my husband... He’s in Japan on business... Everything’s alright, isn’t it?”

The two men exchanged a quick glance before the younger one said, “Perhaps we should come inside. It's a bit chilly out here.”

When they were settled in a tastefully and minimally furnished front-room, surprisingly absent of any sign of the objet d’art and bric-a-brac from which the owners made their living, Detective Bell set about one of the duties he hated most as a detective.

That of informing a mother, father, wife, husband, or anyone with loving feelings for another, that the object of their love had either passed away or, in this case, was missing presumed dead.

“But... I only spoke with him the night before last,” offered the instantly tearful and terrified wife upon hearing the news, as if it did not take more than a second or two for either accident or design, fate or fluke, to take a life or lives in a wholly different direction.

The detective gave her a sympathetic nod, having heard similar sentiments many times before in his eight years on the force.

“He was meant to call last night as well, but... Well, I just thought he’d forgotten. Paul can be forgetful that way. I was expecting a call from him tonight. He... He’s alright, isn’t he?”

Detective Bell took in a long breath and told it as it was:

“Your husband’s wallet was found in his jacket on a Tokyo ferry. But there was no sign of your husband and he did not leave the ferry at...”

He flipped open a notepad and refreshed his memory.

“...Port Kanaya on the Boso Peninsula in... Yes. The Chiba Prefecture. Apparently, he had booked his ticket in advance and departed from Port Kurihama on the Kanagawa peninsular.”

“Oh, my god!” gasped the distraught wife. “He had an appointment to meet a dealer in Japanese antiquities in Funabashi.”

“The Japanese authorities found as much in the diary they found in his jacket, Mrs Gertin,” Bell nodded. “But it seems he didn’t make his appointment. They also recovered his Passport from the Hotel safe at reception, where he had left it for safe-keeping. The Tokyo constabulary also has his laptop and are hopeful of breaking his password soon, so they can see if there’s anything on there that might explain his, hmmm, disappearance.”

He hesitated a second.

“I, hmm, don’t suppose you know his Password by any chance, do you? It would make their job a lot easier and quicker.

She shook her head, expression devastated.

“I’m sorry. I never needed it and never thought to ask him what it was,” she said apologetically, her courtesy under pressure winning sympathy – even more sympathy – from the two professionals.

“Don’ fret about it, Mrs Gertin,” Bell consoled her. “They’ll break it soon enough.”

“But...? But what could have happened to him, detective?” asked the increasingly distraught wife and mother, a typhoon of tears imminent. “Where could he be?”

“It... It’s too early to say, Mrs Gertin. There could be any number of explanations. But...”

Jane Gertin picked up on his growing discomfort.

“But?”

“I... I’m sorry, Mrs Gertin, but, at this time, the only explanation making any sense is that...”

“Yes?”

“Is that... Your husband somehow managed to fall overboard after taking off his jacket above deck. It... It was a particularly hot afternoon we are told and...”

“He fell overboard because he was hot?” Jane Gertin snapped, fetching a wince from the young detective; despite the fact he had been expecting an outburst of the kind; knowing as he did how often the messenger became the outlet for the sense of loss and helplessness experienced upon a relation or loved on being given such news.

“No, Mrs Gertin,” he said in his most consoling and soothing tones. “In fact, I wish I had a reason for you, but our Japanese colleagues say there were few people on that part of the deck at the time and there are no eyewitnesses.”

“But if he fell overboard, wouldn’t they have found his... his...?”

Unable to complete her train of thought Detective Bell came to her rescue:

“Not necessarily, Mrs Gertin,” he explained kindly, knowing there was no way he could he could make the words about to leave his lips any more... palatable. “Your husband’s jacket was found at the stern of the ferry, which means...”

He took a breath.

“Which means there is a likelihood that his body was sucked in by the propeller and...”

Jane Gertin let out a scream and ran for the kitchen.

Seconds later, the two men heard her retching into the sink.  
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All Paul Gertin could remember upon waking in his cage that first morning of his captivity, was that he had been in a coffee-shop with a prospective seller and...

A vague memory of feeling a little woozy and then following the woman out to her car was all that he had – though he recalled streets flashing by as she drove him to her home.

Of the home itself, he had no recall and could only assumed he had passed out sometime before arrival and he had somehow been manhandled into the house, undressed, and been brought down to what was obviously a windowless basement he guessed belonged to a home that had been built post Hiroshima and Nagasaki – explaining what looked more like a fallout shelter than a simple domestic cellar, lit dimly by two simple and without frills wall-lamps.

He knew instinctively that the prospective buyer he had arranged to meet – a ‘Ms Hashimoto’ – was connected with his current predicament. 

But why?

The space that surely must correlated to the square-footage of the building above it looked to have been transformed from a simple basement which in turn, he guessed, had once been a fallout shelter. There was a sink and shower in once corner but, other than a single high-backed chair with a stool set before it, the space was devoid of other furniture save for his cage.

Which did not mean it was empty.

As he began to collect his senses more fully upon that first morning and managed to think around the shock of waking in such a place, he took a longer, more thoughtful, look about the room.

What he saw was not encouraging.

His cage appeared to be in the centre of the room but, hanging upon the white painted plaster of the walls, almost covering them, in fact, were numerous whips, chains, hoods, gags and other instruments of a trade he was aware of but had never felt nor expressed the slightest interest in either viewing or experiencing.

Could it be that he had somehow gotten so drunk the night before that he had been tempted to pay to experience one of the dominatrixes for which Tokyo was so famous?

It seemed totally inexplicable to him given his somewhat vanilla tastes in the sexual department – even if it was a source of great pride to him that his Janey professed herself beyond pleased and satisfied with his performance in the marital bed.

The thought of his wife and the love of his wife hit him as if it were the water from an iceberg.

What would she think if...?

The thought was too painful for him to dwell upon it and he prayed, instead, that if this were the basement of a dominatrix he had not had sex with her. Loyalty and fidelity actually meant something to him and he and Jane had spent much time before committing to each other confessing their mutual hatred of such betrayal. Even now, all these years after their marriage, just the prospect of cheating on his wife, and the pain it would cause her if she found out, was enough to make his eyes moist.

Even if the hormone imbalance taking her through the change had ensured the past year in her company had been... fraught. 

In fact, the more he thought about it, the more he prayed his situation was all to do with an intake of alcohol he couldn’t, as yet, remember taking, and he was indeed in a ‘Professional’ lady’s dungeon.

At least this way – at least technically – he could pretend to himself that he hadn’t cheated.

Besides that, though, why else would he be restrained in such a way?

Who else would attached a collar to his neck and metal bracelets to his wrists and ankles that chains may be attached to them in order to ensure he remained on all fours.

And, just as shockingly to a man as thrifty with money as himself; if he had somehow gone against all his instincts and paid for a professional dominatrix; how much had it cost him! 

That prospect alone, while not pleasing to him in the slightest, was at least a sight more acceptable than the more... carnal... alternative. 

A part of what made the relationship with his wife so successful, after all, was the trust both had in each other. 

How else could they spend the time away from each other necessary for their livelihood if that trust were somehow... soiled?

The prospect sent him into a fit of remorse that made him forget his situation for at least a while and sent his fledgling – and quite undeserved - feelings of guilt and remorse soaring.

Until, as people will in bad situations, he began to realise there was hope.

This... misadventure... after all, was one that need not abrogate that trust. 

And especially, his thoughts turning to marital deceit for the first time since their marriage, if she were never to find out about it.

His thoughts on the subject – if they were to prove correct – settled, he turned to the more prosaic study of surroundings; unaware his assessment of it being a “misadventure” – though it would prove to be all of that; if not of a kind his rather limited sexual imagination was capable of guessing at - was about to be delivered a cruel rebuttal.

The cage!

As he stared out from behind its bars helplessly, secured upon all-fours, he gauged it as being a square that was around four-feet in height, width, and length. 

As uncomfortable as he already was, it was not a leap of the imagination to work out just how... claustrophobic... its confines would prove for a stay that proved longer of duration.

The bars of the cage were about one-inch thick and spaced at a four-inch distance from each neighbour.

And they were – he had tried them – very secure.

A person put in it would stay in it.

At least until someone decided to let them out.

And he was in no position to be able to guess just how long that release might be in coming. 

Which was when, twisting around in his confinement to explore the cage door at his rear, that he saw it...

A large chrome bowl, it’s purpose obvious.

And, more importantly, alongside it:

A note!

Handwritten and opening with a deceptively formal and courteous:

“Dear Mr Girtin...” 
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As Paul Girtin had prepared to read the note she had left for him, this on that wonderful first morning when she had risen from a sleep that had been a long time coming – so excited had she been in regard of the live contents now occupying the cage in her basement she had assembled there for exactly that purpose - Katsumi Iwakura knew that there was no turning back.

In truth, the fleshy bordering on corpulent woman in her late-twenties had known this as a fact from the moment she had returned to the table outside where she had left him.

Placing the strong espresso before him to which she had added the Rohypnol, laced with a sedative she had purchased at great cost from an Internet contact she had made in Yokohama – travelling the 500km to purchase it there rather than run the risk of doing so closer to home, she had known the moment it entered his system with the coffee one of her last bridges would be burned.

And had been supremely untroubled by the prospect. 

That burning was no more than she had expected, after all. 

Why else would she have given her fictitious contact name to Girtin as “Hashimoto”? 

A surname in Japanese meaning, of course, “Bridge”.

Though the reasons her subconscious had made such a choice had not become apparent until...

Well, that moment, actually.

Now, in the harsh light of morning, the ashes from the very last of those bridges were still smouldering and she knew that from now on she could only see through what she had started.

That journey towards making the barely formed sexual fantasies of youth that had become something entirely more focused and irresistible as she had reached her twenties, a reality making all such fantasies a thing of the past.

For what use were fantasies when one could actually live them in the flesh?

“Bridges be damned,” she had thought to herself. She felt as alive as she had felt at any time in her twenty-nine years until now. So what if she could no longer travel certain routes again?

Had they been routes she found satisfying there would have been no requirement on her part to take the action she had now taken, would there?

Sitting alone in the home her parents had left to their dutiful only daughter upon their deaths in the Tsunami that had struck the island as they had been visiting friends who worked in the nearby nuclear-power-plant, she pronounced herself completely satisfied with what she had achieved so far. Thanks to the unwelcome passing of two parents she loved; parents, moreover, who wanted nothing more than her happiness, she was financially secure and not only owned her own home but had all of her parent’s investments and the substantial life-insurance that had come her way after the requisite waiting period. A career had never been high on her list and now there was certainly no financial need to bother.

She caught sight of her reflection in the kitchen window and took in the short tunic kimono she had tied at an hour-glass waist into nature, it had been observed at school and elsewhere, had offloaded a surfeit of sand it had no use for. 

A kimono that struggled valiantly to contain her x-size breasts and reached to the top of powerful and muscular thighs were, she knew, unlikely to prove themselves acceptable to the sexual tastes of her gaijin captive below. 

Not by any means, if what she knew of him proved reliable.

But then she consoled herself with an ironic smile, preferring his captivity in her hands to accompanied by physical distaste for her anyway – how much more humiliating for him that would be.

A man’s tastes, she smiled to herself, can always be... changed.

And especially when the chosen outlets for those wants and needs were absent and unlikely to ever be a factor in his life again.

Strolling to the window with her morning juice, she stared out of the window to take in the view over the bay, her beautifully maintained and, more importantly, enclosed and private garden below her. The Yakushi-Ike Park in Machida, one of the municipalities of Tokyo and the home to over four-hundred-thousand relatively affluent souls was spacious and the houses were at some distance. And, thanks to deliberately landscaped common areas, unseen by each other. 

All of which suited her purposes perfectly. 

As did the fact that this was not a particularly neighbourly neighbourhood – though even had it been that way, she, of course, was of an entirely different disposition and, like her parents before her, kept her own company and her own counsel.

A semi-reclusive, in fact.

A character trait completely in keeping with her obsessive-compulsive nature.

Her captive, of course, had no idea of this actual address at the time and would have been unable to find it again on his own if she were to release him back into the wild, so to speak.

Assuming she would ever tire of him enough to do so.

She realised her mood was utterly buoyant, and the days that had once stretched before her in a lifeless infinity were now filled with a promise of purpose and sexual satisfaction.

Albeit even she was rational enough to know that the satisfaction exciting her so much was of an undeniably... warped... variety. 

It seemed to her as if she were at the very start of a life that had been held in stasis.

But no longer.

As she took breakfast at her leisure above, a man – a European man; and, to make her excitement all the more vibrant, a European man who was English – was chained upon all-fours in a cage in her basement. 

Was that not a... delight?

A delight well worth the torching of a few bridges that had outlived any usefulness they might have had long ag and for she had no further use?

And a delight, if she had her way and maintained her focus, that would go on brightening her days and lighting her nights for many, many, years to come. 

Not for the first time since she had returned home with him sound asleep in the back of her Shogun – the sedative having kicked in before Rohypnol that would have made him more suggestive and ensuring she needed to assist him to her car when he professed to feel... strange – her fingers sought out the depilated pussy beneath her skirt that she had left uncovered for just such a purpose.

Just picturing his response as he came to his senses, his body in chains and surrounded by a unbreakable cage in a strange basement with its even stranger décor, required her fingers did not have to tax themselves too greatly to have her forgetting the breakfast she fully intended to deny her guest.

In fact, though it placed an almost unbearable strain upon her patience, she fully intended to leave him for a day.

Without food.

Without water.

Without human contact.

Alone in his cage, just him and the bowl she had placed there that he might have somewhere for his waste.

She smiled to herself evilly, saying aloud in her mother-tongue:

“And, perhaps, some liquid refreshment.”

She laughed:

“At least when he is desperate enough.

That and the note, written in his own tongue, she had left for him. 
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Having rolled onto his side to relieve knees aching from having been resting for too long upon the concrete floor into which his cage had anchor-bolted, Paul Gertin held the note between his chained hands and read it for the third time in almost as many minutes; still unable to believe this was truly happening to him and was not some sick practical joke.

But who would have played such a joke on him anyway? Apart from the contacts he had made on his buying trips he knew nobody. And the contacts he had made were people he socialised with.

The simple truth was that he was in a strange country, on the opposite side of the world to his own. Naked and shackled in a cage in somebody’s basement. With neither the freedom nor the means to inform anybody of his predicament.

And the note, written entirely in bullet-points, was seeming more and more ominous with each subsequent reading.

Utterly shocking must be taken as read.

Despite its impeccable English...

“Dear Mr Gertin,

	You are currently in the basement of my home in a district on the outskirts of Tokyo.

	I have used the card-key extracted from your wallet to visit the room you have been using at the Cerulean Tower to leave a certain... short... message there. As I already have possession of your wallet and the credit-cards you had upon you, it was all that I required and the rest of your belongings were left just as I found them. To those who will certainly be inquiring into your disappearance, it will seem as if you simply left behind that which you no longer require.

	Later today I will be making a ferry trip. In my possession, will be your jacket, your wallet, and your passport. This, if all goes to plan, should be found at the stern of the boat shortly after docking and my hope is that, when you do not turn up to claim it and your hotel room is found empty, you will eventually be pronounced missing overboard and, after a suitable amount of time has passed, pronounced dead. It is a ferry many Europeans visiting Tokyo use and when our methodical Police, as they are sure to do, circulate your picture to travellers using the ferry regularly, and to the newspapers and other media, it is highly unlikely anyone will recall you from either our most short-lived coffee outside the always busy Café de l’Ambre, or of the kindly young Japanese woman who helped him to his car when he became sick. After all, and with no intention of being racist or offensive, you gaijins do look the same as one another. As of you reading this note, you are missing and it is my intention that you remain that way. Full-stop.

	It will take some time, I realise, before you can come to terms with this new reality I have inflicted upon your life. But, and you may accept my advice or not but the end result will be the same I assure you, the life you have known to this point no longer exists. Whether you accept it right now or not, the truth is that I have stripped you of everything that once made you proud to be a man and taken from you your wife, your children, your home and, yes, even your country. Of course, I realise it will take some time and much strict handling of you before you accept you are now what I wish you to be and nothing more. But time is a commodity of which I have plentiful amounts and you will not find me lacking when it comes to schooling you in your new realities. One of the first things I shall set about is the removal of that offensive body-hair which seems to proliferate upon men of your age and race once they enter their forties. I will not have my Gaijin Slave present himself to me in such a fashion. Once you have overcome your understandable desire to find a way from your predicament – this will happen the moment you realise how hopeless things are for you – you will then begin to wish to make me proud of you. And the way to achieve this is perfect obedience to my will – even if that obedience causes you physical and emotional pain. But this is for later and there is much to be done before I consider you... broken... in such a way.

	We now come to exactly how I intend to break you to my will. You are, after all, a man some twelve years my senior and I no more than a girl in comparison. Well believe me, Mr Gertin, you will find me to be like no girl you have ever met, and the moment I acquaint you with some of the lovely implements of persuasion hanging upon the walls beyond your cage will be the moment your spirit begins its journey to it inevitable destination. That is right, Mr Gertin. You read my words correctly. This young Japanese woman intends to punish you until your mind breaks and you own yourself her possession. No begging will prevent this from happening and, if the points regarding your future behaviour I make later in this note are transgressed, will only make the suffering you must endure all the more severe.

	I have no wish to hear a word pass your lips until a response from you is required by your owner. Me. We will come to matters of slave etiquette later in my training of you but, for now, do bear this one rule in mind. Break it and I will neither scold you or even speak to you – for until you are trained you are not worthy of such attention from me. But I will ensure that the suffering you are going to endure anyway will be multiplied many times over. 

	You will receive neither words, food nor water from me until – and this applies from the moment you read these bullet-points – you show me the proper respect when I enter your quarters and approach your cage. For now, it being at the very beginning of your training, you will show this respect in the following way: when I approach your cage, you will be kneeling upon all fours with head lowered submissively. When I have placed a foot between the bars I fully expect to see you lower your lips to my toes – be they bare or placed in footwear – and count to five seconds before removing them. The procedure will then be repeated with my other foot and then, and only then, will I decide whether your behaviour has been respectful enough to deserve a reward of sustenance of some kind.

	I will leave you alone to consider all the above in the hope you decide not to try me on any of the behaviour I insist upon. Should you decide to do this I will have no qualms in making the beginning of your new life with me a living hell beyond that purgatory you must endure before I consider you... trained.







Your Owner.

It read no better the third time than it had the first and, suddenly, all thoughts of practical jokes and mistaken identity had gone out of the window for Paul Gertin.

What he was experiencing was real.

He had fallen into the clutches of some insane female sadist and no amount of “impeccable English” on her part altered the fact. But, at this point, he was more worried about the anguish his wife and their children would experience if this Japanese headbanger followed through on her intent. Being something of a scholar when it came to Japanese culture, he had always been aware of a certain... savagery... on the part of its women. A savagery unconstrained by the more honour-based violence of their male counterparts. But it was a savagery he assumed was buried deep beneath centuries of progress and emancipation, just as the barbarity of other countries had given way to rules and laws of civilised behaviour that made such behaviour less... tempting.

He had assumed wrong.

As he tried to visualise the young woman of the night before, the familiarity she had inspired in him suddenly made itself known.

And it had been a friend – his closest friend of long-standing, Dennis – who had brought her artistic doppelgangers to his attention. 

Yes! 

That was who she had reminded him of!

It had been one those outrageous caricatures of womanhood his friend Dennis had surprisingly told him he found arousing – seeming surprised when he, the aficionado of all culture Japanese, expressed distaste at such abominations. 

He recalled the cartoons Dennis had flashed up onto his computer console and relived the revulsion and surprise he felt that such an obviously gifted artist could pollute his talent with images of the kind.

That his friend, Dennis the womaniser, could find such... filth... arousing was not such a surprise.

The artist, who went by the name of, if he remembered correctly, “Namio”, appeared fixated with everything he himself found perverse and distasteful when it came to male female relations, and he had told Dennis as much without hiding either his contempt or his disappointment a friend of his could find such things... titillating. 

It seemed every vice was there in these ably devised cartoons.

Gargantuan Japanese ladies, sitting in either bar, office or front-room, a naked and puny looking male restrained in some way below them with their mouths and noses embedded in an impossibly huge arse; providing the womanhood’s of these monstrous animations pleasure with servile tongue’s as they knelt before them, the object of their devotions either taking tea, smoking, or applying make-up to a face entirely indifferent to the humiliation of the creatures below them. Some of these pitiful male animations even serving as toilet receptacles for their monstrous masters.

And now, if the note was all it pertained to be – and he had absolutely no reason to believe it wasn’t – he, Paul Gertin, had fallen, chained and caged into a real flesh and blood version of the animator’s warped fantasies.  

Worse, he realised had had not eaten since the night before and she had insisted in one of her “bullet-points” that she would be leaving him alone for some time yet.

Worse than that was the thirst that was developing with each minute that passed.

A thirst and a growingly dry and uncomfortable mouth that had found him looking more than once at the urine he had already evacuated into the chrome bowl and on whose behalf he was beginning to think the unthinkable.

Not for the first time since he had woken that morning, Paul Gertin had tested the integrity of both his chains and bars of his cage that blocked his freedom.

And once again grew dispirited after only a few seconds of trying.

With nothing left for him to do – unless he wished to read his insane captor’s note and terrify himself afresh all over again – Gertin squirmed into a foetal position and lay his cheek upon the hard-concrete floor; grateful, at least, that she had provided the basement with some form of heating that he didn’t succumb to hypothermia.

But then, it was hardly surprising she would be so... considerate... of his well-being.

For, if her note was to be believed, she fully expected years of service and satisfaction from him in the future.

As he tried to drift off to sleep that his mind might find some escape from the simply unbelievable nightmare it had become, his thoughts had latched onto his lovely Jane and their equally beautiful children and tried to pretend he was actually with them and that this... nightmare... he was being forced to endure was the actual dream. 

An escape that was not to endure for very long...
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“I’ve missed that,” he said, kissing her a few more times. “You are just SO gorgeous!”

For Jane Gertin, the hellish existence in a faraway land to which she... they... had consigned her husband – away from his friends and loved ones with only the company of a sadistic and controlling Japanese woman in his life – occupied no part of her thoughts as she began to tease her lover.

“I'll bet you say that to all the wives you take from their husbands,” she told him in a sultry voice.”

“I might have at one time,” he agreed. “But there’s only one wife – one woman – who interests me now.”

“More big talk. How about backing what you say up?”

Her smile was teasing:

“Or are you all talk and no action?” 

She laughed aloud before he took her into his commanding arms and mashed his lips onto hers, driving the breath from her and reducing her senses to mush in a way the husband and father of her children now languishing in Japan could never do.

“God, Dennis! I'm so hot for it. I know it’s only been a month and we had to wait until the fuss died down but...”

She groaned as his lips nuzzled her neck.

“Just get my clothes off and put that monster inside me!” 

Her husband’s former best friend and his wife’s lover these past four months was only too happy to oblige; like her, totally untroubled by the treachery
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