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"Kill!  Kill!  Kill!", She woke up screaming, alone within the dark walls of a padded room. Cold moonlight filtered in from a single window twenty feet up near the ceiling. She lay awake knowing the sun would bring the harsh light of another miserable day in Hell.

It was a mental hospital. New Camarillo State Hospital it was called. Nida just called it, "Hell."  Sometime after daybreak the demons would come with breakfast. Probably oatmeal, dry toast, and orange juice served in waxed cardboard containers with matching utensils.

It was her life. Three meals a day. Medical treatments. Psychological evaluations. Crazy neighbors. Padded rooms. Escape plans. She'd already tried twice. Hurt some people. Damaged some equipment. Injured herself. Got caught. Maximum security. Padded rooms. Three meals a day. Medical treatments. Psychological evaluations. Crazy neighbors. New doctor... Escape plans.

His name was Doctor Malens. Her regular doctor, Doctor Shell, was on sabbatical. Doctor Shell was a nice man. Humorous, happy, caring. She liked him. He seemed to like her too. She slashed him with a broken laboratory flask. He almost bled to death. She almost escaped. Doctor Malens was different. He was as unreadable as Goethe. He showed no emotion. He was grim and businesslike. A stone wall. Pure granite. Blank and gray. Slick as stone. Cold as ice. He spoke quietly, in a monotone. She obeyed, without emotion. Blank and unreadable. She took a deep breath as he slid a cold disk over her breast. She could never tell what he was thinking. She knew there must be a crack somewhere in the granite wall he presented - something she could slip a bolt into and climb up out of Hell.

She lay naked in his examination room. She was shackled to the examination table with wool-lined leather straps. She'd been through worse, she reminded herself. At least this guy used lubricant and didn't call her names. The men who raped her wanted to make her suffer. They wanted her to share their pain, their humiliation, their rage. She understood them as much as she hated them. She had become like them. Full of rage and vengeance and cruelty. Doctor Malens was like an embalmer. That she might be embarrassed by being shackled naked in front of him clearly didn't matter to him at all. She let the comparison float for a while. At least he wasn't trying to hurt her. At least... At least he treated her like a fucking lab specimen pinned to a block of fucking paraffin. At least... at fucking least... And he was ugly. And he smelled like Witch Hazel. And his hands were cold. Cold as ice. 

If she couldn't find a crack... she'd make one. She spat at him. A slimy glob oozed down the side of his face. No reaction. He pulled a sterile towelette from a dispenser on the wall and wiped away the spittle. She snarled and lunged at him against the straps. He didn't even flinch. He reached across the tiny room and picked up a vial and a hypodermic needle from a small table carefully arranged with bottles and implements.

"Shall I sedate you, Miss MacIlveny?", he droned. Nida slumped back onto the table. She stayed blank while Doctor Malens completed his examination.

She was back in her cell. She was restless and began pacing back and forth. She wished Malens had sedated her. The stillness, the quiet... No books to read, no televiewer, no paints, no paper, paste, or clay. No sports for a young gymnast who played tennis, basketball, and rugby - on the men's team. Between meals and the routine of doctors, she spent the bulk of her time staring at stark white walls. Some days she could catch a glimpse of cloud or bird, sun or moon. Some days were an endless torment of flashbacks that overcame her without warning or respite:


She was choking on it. He smelled like he hadn't bathed in a month. But the pain was at the other end. Someone had penetrated her already tortured pubes and sawed away frantically at her insides. Her anguished moans only added pleasure to the one who was hammering at her throat. How long had she been there?  Hours maybe. Was it the same day?  Many days?  Her legs hung limp - exhausted. Her hands were numb from strong hands holding her wrists. Her wrists were rubbed raw from futile struggle. She remembered meals, being hosed down periodically, the video she made for ransom. Many days, she decided.


How many men?  She forgot to count them. Some were standing around waiting for... seconds?  Thirds?  "Why don't they roll over and fall asleep like most other men I've been with?" she thought. 

And cruel laughter. And the voice from the shadows rising above the panting and the laughter, "We're doing to you what your father's been doing to us for years, bitch!"  His voice was young, almost soft, but edged with anger.

"No!  I don't deserve this!  I don't deserve this!", Nida shouted back in her mind. Then suddenly she was drowning. Drowning and gasping for breath, pinned down in agony and shame, coughing up thick, salty fluid; her throat sore; foul-smelling pubic hair like sandpaper against her nose - everlasting, world without end. 


At the depths of her misery, the man that toiled within her pubes wrenched himself free and slammed his full length into her smaller opening. A scream gurgled from her gasping mouth as the shock wave of pain tore through her. Between her thighs she felt the man jerk again and again. She could feel her bowls suddenly lubricated with his sticky warmth. She sobbed freely, her eyes burning with tears she couldn't wipe away. Above the coarse grunting rose the horrible, echoing laughter of perhaps a dozen men. 


The pain shrank her away from herself. The humiliation grated away the last fragments of humanity she had managed to cling to. She just wanted to die. Something inside her broke. She went limp. She fell into a brilliant white tunnel. Then something inside her broke free. For a brief moment she floated above the scene, watching from the ceiling. She watched the laughing faces and the sweaty men that jerked and grunted over her naked, lifeless body. She was at peace and without pain. She felt totally calm and clearheaded. She carefully remembered each of the fourteen faces and went back. For a time, Nida was a vast emptiness - an aching, lonely void. Gradually, her senses filled with the jeers, the smells, the prodding organs, the pain. And the pain became warmth. And the warmth became heat. And the heat became fire. She raised her head and looked into the eyes of the man who was spending himself into her most private of privates. He caught her gaze and froze... and backed away. All fear had left her. Nida no longer wanted to die. She wanted to kill... kill...



Finally, one day, a crack appeared. She was lying on the examination table. Dr. Malens was performing his daily routine - heart rate, breathing, blood pressure, reflexes - monitoring the effects of solitary confinement. Nida caught a flash of metal on his tie. She waited for a better look. It came when he bent over to look into her eyes with an orthoscope. It was a silver tie tack - two crossed tennis rackets. Tennis!  She forced her face to keep its blank expression. 

Weeks went by. Her psychiatrist noticed a slight change in her mood. She seemed more hopeful. Not quite cheerful, but something was different. Doctor Lane took careful notes but didn't mention to Nida that she noticed any change.

It was a Wednesday. An ordinary morning. Nida was back in Doctor Malens' examination room. The usual drill.

"I got your test results from your monthly physical. You're a little bit anemic. Are you eating?"

"I manage to force down the gray mush they serve for breakfast, the green glop they serve for lunch and the brown muck they serve for dinner. It all tastes the same. Have you tried it? Someone like you might like it."  Doctor Malens ignored her comment. Again, she tried to keep her composure, "What I need is some exercise. I've been cooped up in a padded room for - I don't know how long. Isn't there like, a law or something about keeping a prisoner confined without exercise?"

"You aren't in prison, Miss MacIlveny. This is a hospital. If you're concerned about your confinement, let me remind you that you've twice tried to escape. Your attempts resulted in injury to hospital personnel. We don't trust you to behave yourself."

Nida muttered, "If I wasn't here, I'd be training for the 'Americas'."  She waited for the inevitable response.

"You're seeded for the 'Americas Tennis Tournament'?  No one told me you were top seed at your college."  Doctor Malens looked at Nida as if he were addressing a movie star.

"I also played in college," he said, "I was never very good - lousy backhand, weak serve."  Nida smiled.

"Well, Doc, the secret to a strong serve is... well... fuck it - I'd have to show you and that's just not possible."

Dr. Malens treated Nida differently after that. He still had her strapped to the examination table, but he was almost apologetic about it. He spoke in softer tones and was gentler when he touched her. Nida didn't mention tennis again. She stayed cool and waited. She had found a crack and it was widening.

It didn't take long for the crack to become gulf. Nida was losing muscle mass. Doctor Malens had been watching this occur over the past months. But lately, the rate of muscle loss had become alarming. He consulted with Doctor Lane. 

"Frankly, Doctor Malens," she said, "she's very dangerous and cannot be trusted."  They were in Doctor Lane's office. It was small and cluttered. Her oak desk owned most of the space - and most of the desk was covered with papers and files. The rest was bookshelves, a large antique black leather chair, and a low couch covered with colorful throw pillows.

"She's been confined for almost six months. She's hasn't been outside in all that time. A daily stroll in the hall is just not enough exercise for this vibrant, young woman."  Doctor Malens ended his speech and sat back to hear Doctor Lane's reply. 

Doctor Lane leaned forward across her desk, "She should only go out under heavy guard. She shouldn't be allowed near anything she might use as a weapon - and I guarantee you that she'll try to use anything she can get her hands on as a weapon."

"You make her sound like a monster. Certainly, she's a disturbed girl, but she's really very likable"

Doctor Lane spoke calmly, trying not to overstress her point, "The last man who said that was nearly slashed to death. I'm telling you she is a monster. Don't turn your back on her or mistake her friendly manner for actual human feelings - she hasn't any. She'll kill you if she can."

"I... I find this very hard to believe... I mean... I know what happened to Doctor Shell - he must have done something..."  Doctor Lane leaned back in her chair, put her hands in her lap and took a deep breath. She felt sorry for Doctor Malens - he obviously cared very much for his young patient. "She'll kill you if she can," she said softly.


Gone

––––––––
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It started with Nida strapped to a wheelchair. She enjoyed the feel of sun and breeze against her face. She loved the sun, the sky, the gentle breeze as much as she hated being confined - as much as she hated those who confined her. The next week she was walking with Doctor Malens in the garden. They were accompanied by two large orderlies who stood on either side of her. Doctor Malens had a hard time talking with Nida because he was either walking behind her or walking backwards in front of her.

Nida seemed almost happy now that she was allowed to spend time outside. Doctor Lane noted the change in her mood, but recommended tight security whenever Nida was outside of her cell.

Doctor Malens enjoyed his walks with Nida. He found that she could converse on almost any subject. She spoke fluent Spanish, French and her native English. They were discussing Nietzsche.

"I think Nietzsche was a nut. Even his contemporaries thought he was loony."

"But Nida, Nietzsche had some very profound insights into human thought and society. His ideas have had a lasting impact on Western Philosophy."  

"Well, I think a philosophy based on a meaningless universe is a pretty meaningless philosophy."

"I think Nietzsche meant that we humans give meaning to the universe by our beliefs."

"Doctor Malens, you sound just like Quinn!"

"Well, he has his points, but I don't trust the whole guru thing. It's creepy."  He shuddered his shoulders.

"Well, Doc, I guess we should be getting back. It's almost time for the noon slop."

"Nida, the food here really isn't that bad. You exaggerate."

"I told you you'd like it. It's as bland and lifeless as you are!"  They both laughed all the way back to the front door of the hospital. Once there, they stifled their laughter and put on their serious, doctor/patient faces.

It took another month before Nida and Doctor Malens got to the tennis courts. The two beefy orderlies were both security and ball boys.

"The secret to a good serve is the toss." Nida lofted the ball up and swept the racquet forward and down with a strong, swift stroke. The ball slammed into the net. 

"I guess I'm a little out of practice."  She pulled another ball out of a pocket of her tennis shorts. "You want to toss the ball straight up in front of you like... this!"  When she brought the racket down, the ball shot across the net in a green day glow blur. Doctor Malens stood ready to return the shot and swung just after the ball whipped past him.

"Wow... nice serve..." he said, awestruck. He tried a few serves, but he couldn't seem to hit the ball at the right part of the toss. Soon, it was time to head back.

They were walking back to the maximum-security wing of the hospital. It was a bright afternoon with a stark blue sky and many singing birds playing in the fluffy green trees.

"Well Doc, you did OK today. You need more practice though."  Doctor Malens couldn't see Nida who was walking just ahead of the two large orderlies.

Doctor Malens didn't mention to Doctor Lane that he and Nida were playing tennis. He was sure she would disapprove - possibly even file a report to the hospital board to prevent it. He supposed he was taking a risk, but he also felt he knew Nida and didn't feel that he was in any danger. As it turned out, other patients reported his tennis outings with Nida to their own doctors and the news was passed upwards.

One morning, he received a call from the hospital's director.

"Doctor Malens, I understand you have our young Miss MacIlveny out playing tennis."

"Yes, sir. She's been losing muscle mass quite rapidly these last weeks and I felt it important that she get some real exercise."

"I understand your concern, Doctor, but this girl is one of our most dangerous patients. For the safety of our staff and the public you must not allow her on the grounds unrestrained."

"But, Doctor Tanner, she's a vibrant, active young woman. Keeping her confined is killing her."

"Better her than us, Doctor Malens. ...Better her than us... Keep her restrained or work elsewhere!  Have I made myself clear?"

"Yes, Doctor Tanner... I quite understand..."

"For your sake, Doctor Malens - I hope you do."  Doctor Malens heard the click as Doctor Tanner hung up the phone. He thought for a few minutes about what Doctor Tanner had said. 

"But I'm a doctor", Malens thought to himself, "and my first duty is to my patients."

The next day, Doctor Malens took Nida out, but he kept her restrained in the wheelchair. He explained to her what the Director had told him. 

Then he whispered, "I'll come for you around one o'clock in the morning. Everyone will be asleep except for the floor nurse. I'll make some excuse to get us past her. OK?"  Nida nodded.

Nida woke with a light tapping on her cell door. Doctor Malens opened the door and sat her down in the wheelchair. He fastened the straps around her chest, arms and ankles and wheeled her down the hallway. The floor nurse sat at the desk reading a novel. She looked up.

"Have her back here in one hour, or I'll have to report you, do you understand?"

"One hour."  Doctor Malens replied. Once they were outside, Nida asked, "What did you tell her?  Why is she letting us out of the building?"

"I told her you were ill and needed more fresh air. I promised that I'd keep you confined to the wheelchair and that I'd have you back in one hour."

"So, you lied?"

"I lied. I have our tennis stuff in the far court. I bribed the janitor to turn the lights on for us. We don't have a lot of time, but we won't be discovered."

"It'll be great to be out without 'The Twins' following us everywhere", Nida said cheerfully.

He wheeled Nida to the tennis courts. They were dark except for the one that was farthest from the hospital complex. Once they got to the lighted court, Doctor Malens pulled a large gym bag from under
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Weapons and Tactics
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Something Like Normal
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The Hearings
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A Body to Fit the Brain
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Mercs in the Lab
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As Fate Would Have It
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