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A Couple Of Scenes

LOOKING around the room, Shania is
pleased. It has that Bright Room look, bare and slightly dingy,
which suits her own look, the full The Lady PVC gear, complete with
a gun in a thigh holster. She glances at the clock in the wall --
10:58. Showtime, she thinks, reaching for the hard evil The Lady
role she came up with for this scene.

Mark is,
as usual, neither early nor late. He arrives at the room at
precisely 11:00, and raps lightly on the door. Motivations are in
place; he knows his reason for being here is to get out of the
Bright Room. It’s only a matter of making contact with The Lady and
finding out what it takes to get to the real world.

Keeping
her hand on the holstered gun, Shania answers the door. “You are
Mark?” she asks, using the hard voice she used while dealing with
the Krannigan.

“Yes,” Mark says, taking in her outfit -- Jesus fuck, that
looks good on her -- the position of her hand and the likelihood
that she’ll bring her gun out, the slight glimpse of the dim room
behind her. There’s a slight jog of nervousness in his throat,
putting all the pieces of the scene together, but it’s a good one.
It fits the scene, and it gets him ready for what’s coming. “I’m
Mark... are you The Lady?” He sounds quiet, hesitant, almost as if
he’s ready to bolt. He’d like to trust her, but so far he doesn’t
know if it’s a good idea. He’s worried it might not be.

“Yes, come in.” She backs away from the door, revealing what
looks like a shabby studio apartment, complete with a seriously
impressive computer set up. “Who gave you my name?”

“A friend of mine named Pattrick,” Mark murmurs, simply because
it’s the first thing he can think of. Oh, God, I hope she doesn’t
lose it. He steps inside and keeps looking around while he talks.
“He sent your name before disappearing off the face of the Earth.
Or the... whatever this is.”

Damn
you, Mark, Shania thinks, only barely holding on to her stern
expression. Having The Lady’s sunglasses on helps, but still she’s
biting the inside of her cheek as she nods.

“So,” she says aloud, “you’ve had that feeling? That there’s
more to the world around you? That there’s something just out of
sight?”

“Ever since I can remember,” Mark says quietly. “There’s an
answer out there somewhere. I’m not certain whether I’m looking for
the answer or the question...” He wishes he could see her eyes, but
then if he could see her eyes, it might be harder to hold on to
character. “Can you help me?” he asks.

“The sad thing is that you came here thinking I could,” Shania
replies, her inflection changing just a little. It’s subtle, but
there’s a trace of Bare Agent Code in her voice. “You, however, can
help me.” With that, she smiles tightly and draws the
gun.

“I don’t understand,” Mark stammers. He backs up a step, both
hands going to the door, searching for the handle. “Pattrick said I
could trust you...”

“If you take another step toward that door,” Shania warns,
shifting her aim so that the gun is pointing at Mark’s kneecap, “I
will hurt you but leave you alive.” She pauses and then smiles
again. “For now at least.”

Mark
freezes in place. “What do you want from me?” he
whispers.

“Everything, eventually,” Shania replies, gesturing a little
with the gun. “For now? You need to be afraid of me. You need to
learn that resisting me is useless.” Whoops! Almost said
futile.

“All right,” Mark breathes, and yes, he’s got that sensation of
fear sliding up his back, making Mark-in-role wonder just what he’s
gotten into and Mark-under-the-role think Oh, Christ, this is going
to be good. “I’ll do whatever it takes. Please -- calm down.” Which
almost doesn’t make sense, because she’s not not calm. If anything,
she’s too calm.

“I’m perfectly calm,” Shania replies. “Take your clothes off,”
she says coolly.

“My...” Mark blinks hard several times, as if he can’t quite
believe what he’s hearing. “No,” he whispers.

“Take them off,” she repeats. “You won’t like it if I have to
do it for you.”

No, he
won’t, and that gets him moving. He shrugs out of his jacket, and
doesn’t waste time folding things up neatly -- just strips out of
shirt, shoes and socks, pants, the mint green bikini briefs that
Craig likes so much... Safeword, he reminds himself. Remember you
can stop this if it goes too far.

And then
he’s bare, and the room feels cold. He’s hard, of course, and
telling himself it’s mainly because of fear and nervousness. It’s
not because he’s completely at Shania’s mercy and she’s holding a
gun on him.

You
bastard, Shania thinks, once more grateful for her sunglasses. You
wore that pair of underwear just to make me laugh.

“Well well,” she says aloud. “This is interesting.” She steps
forward, sliding the gun lightly along his erection. “You’re going
to be a very interesting subject.”

Mark
flinches, but he doesn’t step away from the gun. The cold steel
feels rigid and dangerous against his skin, and he lets out a soft
breath. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he whispers.
“Subject for what?”

Giving
another tight smile, Shania steps back. “In fear.” She gestures to
the bed with the gun. “Over there.”

“I don’t understand,” Mark whispers, but he’s already going,
wincing a bit at the cold floor under his feet. He stops at the bed
and looks over his shoulder at her. “If you wanted me afraid --
you’ve got me there. Put the gun down and talk to me.
Please.”

“Talk, talk, talk,” Shania says, sneering. “You people seem to
think that will solve everything.” She comes up close, plants a
hand on his chest and pushes hard. “On your back.”

She’s
close enough now. Mark lunges for her wrist with both hands, hoping
he can knock the gun away from her -- or at least push her
off-balance enough to send her tumbling to the floor.

Mark’s
fast, but he telegraphs his movements and Shania steps nimbly out
of the way of his rush, grabbing one of his wrists and twisting his
arm up behind him hard. “That was a foolish thing to
do.”

Mark
grunts harshly and tries to twist away from her; all it does is
wrench his elbow harder and tell him he’s not going anywhere.
“You’re right, you’re right -- stop -- fuck -- please,” Mark grits
out between his teeth.

Shania
loosens up her grip without letting go and turns Mark so he’s
facing the bed. “On your back,” she repeats calmly, trying to hide
the little shiver of arousal at hearing him say please. She nudges
him in the back a little with the gun as she lets go of his wrist.
“Next time you try anything, I’ll shoot you in the
calf.”

She
certainly sounds convincing, Mark has to give her that. He nods and
goes to the bed, stretching out flat on his back. He’s still hard,
and there’s nothing he can do to hide it. He blushes, a hint of red
creeping up his chest. Fear, arousal, embarrassment at the
combination. God, this is good.

Moving
with The Lady’s cat-like grace, Shania steps up to the head of the
bed and, keeping her gun trained on Mark all the while, quickly
locks his wrists into the cuffs that are chained to the bed. “That
should keep you from making anymore futile attempts.”

Mark’s
eyes close, and he tugs hard against the cuffs, one long movement
that gets his arms tense from wrists to shoulders rather than a
quick jerk. “Fuck,” he breathes. He looks back up at her, trying to
make sure his breathing doesn’t come too fast. “What are you going
to do to me?”

“You answered that question yourself.” Now that he’s secured,
Shania slides the gun back into her thigh holster and takes up a
pair of thigh to ankle cuffs off the table near the bed. She
quickly fastens them, first to his thighs and then, efficiently
bending his knees, to each ankle. She then clips a chain attached
to the bed to each cuff, pulling his legs open enough so that he’ll
feel the strain.

It would
be entirely pointless to struggle against the chains on his legs,
and Mark already knows the ones on his arms aren’t going to give.
“Fuck,” he breathes, and then he can’t help struggling a bit
anyway, despite the uselessness of it. “Fuck.” The chains rattle
under him, and he bites down on his lower lip to keep from cursing
again.

Jesus he
looks so fucking good. Why didn’t I ever put him in bondage like
this before?

Shania
casually strips off the long patent leather coat, revealing The
Lady’s latex sleeveless shirt and the opera length black latex
gloves Mark gave her back in May. She grabs a small tub of Elbow
Grease before settling on the bed between Mark’s legs.

“Yes,” she says. “You’re repetitive, but you do have it
right.”

Christ,
the gloves. Mark’s eyes widen, and his breath catches in his chest.
“If the point of this experiment is to inspire fear, you’ve got me
there. You can stop.”

“If I stop, you’d be left with a sense of escape,” she replies.
“The idea that you were able to talk your way out.” She plunges her
hand into the tub of lube. “And that won’t do.”

“No,” Mark protests, “I’ll understand you’re stopping because
you want to. If you stop, it’s because you have me where you want
me to go--” Mark stops speaking abruptly. Every word is accurate,
and the problem is that she doesn’t have him where she wants him
yet. And he doesn’t know where he’ll be by the end of
this.

“You don’t know where I want you to go.” Almost casually,
Shania shoves two fingers into him hard. “But you will.”

Mark
clenches his teeth -- relax, fucking relax, get open -- and pants
out several harsh breaths. The gloves. The rough, forceful
movements. He can guess where this is going, and it’s been a long
time. He gets his eyes open and fixes them on the ceiling; he’s
making a quick trip into headspace, and doesn’t know whether to
fight it or let it happen.

 

Oh yeah
... oh fuck yeah. Shania pumps her fingers roughly a few times
before withdrawing for more lube. When she goes back, it’s with
three fingers. Glad these gloves are as tight as they are; makes it
easier to gauge how relaxed he is.

He wants
it, wants to give her this part of him -- and he wants to struggle,
wants to give her the rape scene they were both after in the
beginning. It’s a struggle between giving in and admitting to what
he wants, and staying far enough out of headspace to keep himself
angry and scared and violent.

Don’t
tense. Just don’t go tense. Mark takes another deep breath and
forces his body to relax. The clench of his teeth is gone, and he
uncurls his fists, going loose against the cuffs.

“Disgusting the way you humans are so easily aroused.” There’s
a lot more Agent Smith in
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