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Chapter 1

 


 


It wasn’t until after neutering Marcus, who
was the favorite employee of the bosses, that the king of their
medium made the effort speak to Aidan himself, still just a victim
of hazing, and Silvio’s second favorite employee.

“I loved Marcus, and he’s ruined,” Quade, a
fat and stubby middle aged man, with a prominent gunt speaks, “so
you get to work over Cassia, and then some other staff.”

Aidan’s stare was blank and his mind
offended, insult upon injury caused a welling up of emotions. He
responds with a short shaking of his head, a suggestion of no that
the boss fails to grasp.

“Even the ones that are mine,” he continues
in stern, emotionless tone, “all of them. I want them worked, by
you. Until they break.”

Another small nod, never breaking eye
contact, Aidan fears a moistened eye to be revealed, or it starts
again. Instead a short nod, solemn agreement written on his brow,
in his stomach a hatred brews in knots. The boss continues.

“Every person you prepare to be used, just
like I rewarded Marcus, you win a prize.” Now he smiles, a
sickening smirk of depravity glaring on Aidan, he knows what this
means.

“I thought it was against the rules to enjoy
women in our own staff?” Aidan is looking for a way out. In the
back of his mind suicide is an option.

“I’m changing the rules,” Quade chuckles
sickeningly, the chuckle that makes Aidan cringe inside, like that
of something worse than a wolf in sheep’s clothing, no Quade is
more like a hyena, the type to eat women and children alive. They
type who’d eat a baby in front of its mother and still criticize
its tenderness.

“We’re getting proactive now,” Quade’s words
break the pattern of his thoughts, a sickening new horror is being
taught, “after all, we spent years picking and choosing a nice,
well, stable”, he turns his head in a broad sweeping motion,
letting his demeanor emphasize the rows of cubicles that fill the
administrative department, drawing Aidan’s attention to follow
his.

“Sir,” Aidan speaks in subdued tone, cautious
that no emotion is displayed, “I thought the risks of enjoying our
own property made it unacceptable.” He has to be convincing in the
argument, he can’t let anything give away how he feels. “Its incest
remember?”

Quade laughs. Loud enough that the small
ocean of workers huddled over computers in their tiny little
cubicles take notice. Fifty busy heads glance up at the Aidan and
Quade, as though they were curious what was so amusing; most
however, know all too well what it means to make the boss laugh.
Aidan gulps a deep despair before he continues.

“Sir, if we break precedent now, it might get
back to the other elders”, his own effort at being stern has
Quade’s attention, but he can already tell his futile plead is
pointless.

“You let me worry about that Aidan.” His
voice is again its solemn nature, the chuckling replaced with the
original sternness. “Now get it fucking done.”

 


 


‘Every soul that you tread on, that I gave
you as a prize, just like I gave to Marcus.’ The email wasn’t
written to self-destruct, just that its recipients were trained to
it; destroy after reading well programmed into their minds. As he
reads it over, his stomach turns at how to make copies. Every email
is monitored by the IT department. Ever project sent to the printer
is logged. Key-loggers and screen shot programs monitor what’s done
on the internet. The office is pretty well monitored. But somehow,
there was a way to get a copy of this out of the office. The techie
nerds watching everything. He contemplates how to get any
correspondence out of this dystopian kingdom and amusing images
pass through his mind. A double staffed IT department pouring over
every word, every screenshot, every email. While the psychologist
counselor, a thousand miles lower than the worst of head shrinkers,
devises and advises psyche attacks against the staff.

‘There will not be any man able to stand
before you all the days of your life: as I was with Marcus, so I
will be with you: I will not fail you, nor forsake you.’ If he were
religious this might offend him; reading the bosses’ perversions of
the bible. More and more it seems like this were what really lurked
beneath those passages. Thousands of years of archaic mind fucking,
culminating in the position he’s in now. Months of studying the
good books might one day pay off. Firstly to understand what they
do, secondly some immunity to the poison could be hoped for. There
is one way to get copies of this out of the office, pictures. And
all the while suppressing an offense at the title of ‘the good
books’.

‘Be strong and of a good courage: for towards
this staff you will divide them for an inheritance their change,
which I swore towards their fathers to give them.’ An mp3 player,
or a cell phone, either or, the pictures might count. It’s a
question of not being seen. His cubicle rests amongst so many
others; everything he does is visible to everyone around him.
Except for at lunch, perhaps.

‘Only be strong and very courageous, that you
might obey and act according to all the rules, which Marcus my
employee taught you: turn not from it to the right hand or to the
left, that you might prosper wherever you go.’ It’s empty enough at
lunch time, the department thinning out except for the few
introverts who quickly find their brown bags from the refrigerator
and scurry back to their desks. Mostly the women in accounting and
finance. Most of them plain enough to just get broken and used to
gathering material. He wonders if those informed, who in a world
where physical beauty means everything, appreciate their homeliness
that at least they are used, and never worked.

‘This book of the rules will not leave your
mouth; but you will meditate obedience day and night, that you
might obey and do according to all that is written: then you will
be prosperous, and then you will have success.’ This will be
deleted by IT once their systems indicate it’s been read. It won’t
happen today, but maybe tomorrow, that an effort of taking photos
might work. Some kind of proof for the police, or whoever might
actually be in a position to make something happen. If any such
person even exists anymore. If it weren’t for the war, this might
never have happened. He clicks the close button. The little x at
the top of the screen, just a little click, and it’s like this
message never happened. The window closes. The techie minions make
it disappear.

 


 


“Didn’t he advise you?” Alfred Schmidt, a
tall and lanky monster, disguised as a counselor speaks his spiels.
“Be strong and brave. Don’t be afraid, don’t hesitate, and don’t
ever be sad. They’re just women. Objects. Property. Work them out,
share them out, whatever gets you ahead.”

He comes across like a teacher for
misogynists, some voice of wisdom, fifty letters behind his name
give him some reverence amongst the male staff. They all look up to
him even more than the bosses. His worldly demeanor meets his suit,
complimented by a nice square German head, beady eyes behind all
seeing glasses and a as of yet to start receding hairline for a man
in his early fifties. Pale skin and lanky arms, Aidan reflects on
how fitting his physical stature is for what he does in
employment.

“For making them servants, your livelihood is
ensured, wherever you go” directly to Aidan he speaks, eye contact
maintained while his hand gestures move broadly, emphasizing to the
others huddled into his office. He’s come to recognize how this
works; the speaker maintains eye contact with one person in
particular, while using physical gestures to motion a broad region.
To the perception of the listener it implies a scope beyond the
immediate environment, on a level only the trained eye notices.

He blurs out the next segments of the spiel,
too painful to his senses to have to acknowledge it any more than
already done so.

“Then Aidan teaches them how to behave”, his
eyes move from one listener to another, seeking each of their eyes
individually before settling back upon Aidan’s.

“And once they’ve been corrected”, a
sickening smirk takes its place upon his face, “we all take turns
enjoying them.”

 


 


‘Look over the staff, and order them, telling
them to prepare themselves for sacrifice.’ The wording is designed
to sicken the reader. Their methods are dark and disgusting, but
those brought in become immune.

‘Within three days you will break down
Cassia. And you will master her reins.’ It’s like reading some pimp
with a degree in literature. He hates every minute of it, every
word of it. He’s supposed to immune by now, hell, he should have
been immune a month ago. Any normal person would have been some
time ago. Yet here he sits, numb on the outside, while his insides
twist in anguish. Exactly what they want.

‘Which breaking them through her livelihood
gives you to control of. And the spectacles you make of her, and
the terrorizing, and the department of Alfred, will ensure she
breaks to your advantage.’ It stings deeply the more he thinks it.
She’s his initiation. If he passes, his career is secured. If he
fails, dropped to the bottom of a barrel of an endless parade of
fresh young suits, each eager to step on the last, pursuing some
dream of financial esteem. An esteem you’re taught is earned
through hard work. Or brilliance. An esteem none of them wants to
actually earn.

‘Remember the instructions that Marcus the
best of the instigators taught you. Instigation through her
livelihood, will give you a sense of calm.’

 


 


“Your wives, your children, your inferiors,
will stay in the dark unless you allow them any light.” Alfred
continues, his eyes fixed now on Ian Schoen, Aidan appreciates
sadly the change of focus.

“Until instigation breaks them down into
nothing, you don’t have any control of your own lives”. Schoen is
one of the youngest, only twenty five, and already with a wife and
a child. Alfred’s arms still broadly sweep the room that everyone
in the office might feel his words as indirectly towards them.

Aidan’s mind blocks out most of the words, he
drifts to some place inside him, where the world makes sense, where
people make sense.

“…knowledge given to you, and also have
control over the changes that breaking their spirits through their
livelihood causes.” His attention switches back to Aidan, checking
to see if the rising star is steeling his attention. Aidan drifts
on the ocean, his true love’s hand in his, a wicker raft and a
picnic basket each; they strive to tie a rope between them.

“…then you will guide them through their
change, which is under your control.”

She wears a pant suit, designer and stylish,
her face a blur from the suns’ glare reflecting off the oceans
waves. She herself is the serenity of its gently flowing waves.

“…and enjoy it. Like Marcus did. And like
Aidan will soon.” Alfred smiles, a wide sinister grin, ear to ear,
he stares into the eyes of the company’s newest protégée. Who
struggles with a linen cord, fearing nothing to tear his three
piece corduroy, second hand and on sale.

“Isn’t that right?” the counselors attention
is hardened now, his inclination to sternness when expecting
appropriate response. Aidan responds quickly, firmly,

“Does anyone not understand?” he speaks
plainly, matter of fact, a thousand miles from where his mind
sails.

The heads shake. Six young junior managers
all eager to advance, at any cost. He throws the cord to the woman
of his dreams.

“So everyone understands,” he thinks of a
joke to conceal his sickness, “the cost of success is your
soul!”

More chuckles. Seven selfish men and a
captive huddled into a counselor’s office. One married with slaves
for a family, another being trained to do the same with his, five
who care for nothing but themselves. Aidan dreams of someplace
better.

“Everything you tell us we’ll do”, Ian Schoen
answers for the group, he looks around after his words to the faces
of six other frauds, nodding silently in agreement, “and whoever
you send us to, we’ll go.”

A textbook answer, at least Quade’s version
of a textbook. Some perversion of religious doctrines, altered from
steering sinners away from sin, to instructing what could only be
evil.

Aidan’s no longer drifting on the ocean’s
serenity, now he’s Snow White, surrounded by seven frauds. His mind
initiates a comment his mouth can’t struggle to make. ‘So as long
as you’re agreed to be evil and phony around me,’ he pictures the
nods of approval, ‘I’ll just drink some poison and get some
rest’.

“Okay. Cassia is my little nerd to break. The
rest of you just work on the others who aren’t tamed,” is what
really comes out, “and I’ll assign shares of ownership based on who
succeeds with each little cow”. His voice is unemotional, he hopes
convincing.

Alfred nods. And the group answers Aidan with
body language rather than spoken word. He images seven frauds
together singing off key, in the language of Quade:

“Just as we’ve paid attention to Marcus in
all the things he taught us, we will also pay attention to
you.”

 


 


‘Anyone who rebels against your commands, and
does not pay attention to your orders in everything that you
command of her, you will make her break down emotionally. Be
strong, and have nerve, and use shock.’

 


 


She sits there every day. An adjacent cubicle
in the finance department. Her long black hair and glasses, always
matching the drab and plain outfits she wears. Never leaving that
seat from start to lunchtime. Scurrying off quickly to the
refrigerator to find her bagged at home lunch, and eat alone in
front of her computer. Except for those structured occasions, every
Tuesday and every Thursday, she hustles down the elevator, then
down an escalator, to the myriad walkways under the buildings.

He can picture her wandering almost aimlessly
through those hallways of edifice basements, sculpted into
subterranean shopping malls. Mile after mile of food courts,
clothing stores, coffee shops, even bars. Somewhere she finds a
meal fitting her mood, and hurries back to her desk. Eating in tiny
bites some calorie cautious meal, staring at some online
distraction that he can’t even see. Some part of her she would
never let him or anyone see.

And there she sits again, wasting away
another lunch hour, detached from the people around her. Detached
from him. Never allows her attention to sway from her duty. Never
allowing her attention to sway towards him.

While he stares at her most of the day. He
finds ways to look without her noticing, but she does. Wanting her
to see his attention, afraid to scare her off. He finds excuse
after excuse to look in her direction, reason after reason to talk
to her. She shyly answers in peeps.

It’s only four feet from his place to hers.
It might as well be an ocean between them. Her beauty penetrates
him throughout, and the bile of his stomach he represses when he
sees her. Reflections of a high school love he once held. He
remembers that teenage dream every day, all day; while he suffers
despair, from the one who wont’ let him in. The feelings are the
same, the situation so different. She was gorgeous, and miles out
of his league. They sat beside each other in class, copying off of
each others tests and assignments, flirting with eye contact and
friendliness. But he was just skater trash, she was divine.

He suffered that love then, pining for a girl
out of his league, standing no chance against the rich kids she
dated. He made do with the time he had with her in class, as
flirting friends, suffering his feelings for her.

And now so many years later, the same anguish
from the opposite of women. Today she is a wall flower, a nerdy
look, an accounting clerk. Shy and resolved. She just works all
day. He just tries to stomach his fate, finding excuses to stare at
her. Today he is miles out of her league, and she knows it. He is
beautiful and shiny. She is drab and plain. She settles for a
menial fate, he strives for greatness. He knows one day, she’ll
catch the rope. They can be together.

 


* * * * * * * *

 


There was a man in charge of accounts
receivable, his name is Aidan; and this man is honest and
dignified, he works hard, loves his work, and despises cruelty. But
Aidan for all of his kindly nature, doesn’t get to just work hard
and enjoy success. No, our world just doesn’t work that way. For
most of us livelihood might just be what we do, day in and day out,
rotting away in menial functions. Earning an income to obtain our
wants and our needs. But for some us, like Aidan, the workplace is
harsher in nature. Some of us don’t get to just to work and earn
money. No, for some of us, the workplace is a wilderness of its own
right. A place of cruelty, an environment that fosters vice and
betrayal. For some of us, like him, work quickly becomes a
nightmare.

Because for some of us, Edwin Gagnon exists.
Some of us see him every day, some of us see him rarely. For some
he’s the spirit that infects the office, the warehouse, the
factory, the work site. For others he’s the demon unseen, and
unheard. Not so for Aidan Lucas. Not so for the love of his life.
Not so for everyone that someone like Edwin can get his hands on,
as it were.

No, Edwin is the hyena lurking amongst
people, the nature of a wolf far too benevolent than his own. His
substance is cruelty, his spirit indifference, he is the apathy of
our menial ways that comes to life, haunting our milieu, and
haunting our spirits. We see him come, we see him go. Few of us are
so unlucky, that we see him feed.

And that’s how it is to someone like Edwin,
the ruins of an honest woman or man, a feast like to a king. A
banquet of misery served through cruelty and indifference, the
substance of people like him. And like him, there are many. Suit
wearing monsters, farming their prey. Organized hyenas is how he
came to think of them. Not they typical type who stalk through the
wilderness, ambushing the weak and the weary in numbers.

No, these ones make environments, and turn it
into a wilderness. They assign a rank of where you fit on the food
chain of their corporate world. They either farm you, or they raise
you like cattle, fattened from attention, and kill you slowly. Like
hyenas, they cackle and jest with the ruins of every honest person
they feed upon. Letting their victims suffer the pleasures had at
their expenses.

And this is the world our Aidan was brought
into. Not by free will, nor for evil intent. But in hopes of
survival. He worked hard every day, watching painfully as one after
another everyone around him was preyed upon, smeared, defamed,
broken. Ruined to the very core of their beings. And allotted some
cruel fate worse than poverty. Some whored out for sex, some for
companionship. Some whored out just for the pleasure of the
powerful, at seeing good men break from the visible unfaithfulness
of the women they loved. Never knowing who, or why, or where. Just
the obvious knowing love betrays them, while they are helpless to
do anything about it.

And it was this way, when the ways of their
pleasures were carried on, that Aidan began to work for them. Every
day he woke up early in the morning, and exchanged pleasantries
with coworkers and employers, more often than not, with customers
also. Greeting according to the point of their relationship. The
mundanity of work function that all find in the course of life.
This Aidan did continually, and in good practice. Paying his dues
to rise to something from nothing. Like a million before him, and
even more after him, he made himself a model employee, eyes fixed
on a corporate ladder, pushing through the drudgery of work,
knowing the executive role would eventually be within his
grasp.

There came a day when the goals of livelihood
came into fruition, and Edwin was amongst them. An instigator to
say the least. With a certain sick love for Aidan. He watched our
little Aidan with attentive eyes. Waiting for the chance to play.
Which to someone like Edwin, is tantamount to prey.

 


* * * * * * * *

 


“So what have you been up to?” Quade sits in
his executive chair, his executive smile gleaming at his favorite.
“Recruiting? Or conditioning?”

“Coming and going, I suppose”, Edwin answers
his boss. “And a little of both I suppose”. His demeanor is typical
of his nature. Sly and crooked, a gracefully handsome sway in his
movement, he closes the door to Quade’s office behind him, and
hesitates sitting in a chair adjacent to his stubby short boss.

“So what’s the word then?” The great
instigator looks towards Edwin, gleefully observing a typical
nature of his finest young protégée, who poises himself in
nonchalant fashion, leaning upon the chair expectantly, before
swaying his way over to the ceiling height windows of the room.
“Have you considered my new boy Aidan?”

Edwin smiles coyly, moving his glance from
the window to meet Quade’s eyes. They exchange a menacing grin
between them, wide executive smiles, white executive teeth. Quade
doesn’t wait for an answer.

“I take that as a yes.”

“I contemplate everyone that steps off of the
elevators”, Edwin replies, “that is what you use me for, isn’t
it?”

“Our boy is a special case”, a little more
stern in his speech, he plays with a pen from his desk, tapping it
against an executive notepad.

“How so?” Edwin feigns a surprised
interest.

“He doesn’t seem to respond to anything.”

“I’ve noticed,” a sickening little chuckle
under his breath, “I’ve been working on him. So have some of my
girls.”

“And?” the boss leans back.

“And……..nothing. No responses to shocks. I
have the best looking women of my stable hitting on him.”

“And they’re all married”, Quade frowns with
his statement, eyes fixated on Edwin’s sway. He watches how Edwin
works a room, even with just the two of them in it. Edwin frowns
and looks down at his shoes, a tactic his boss is all too familiar
with. He smiles brightly as Edwin lets the pause continue. It’s a
nearly a full minute before he looks back up at his boss.

“One day I’ll rope you in sir”, he smiles now
meeting Quade’s glare eye to eye.

“That’s my boy. Always learning, always
practicing.” He shakes his head in approval. “Determined to work me
over still.”

Edwin laughs out loud, an evil and cruel
little snicker.

“I was trained by the best, sir”, never
failing to kiss the right ass at the right time, he casually
saunters over to the two chairs facing his boss, hesitates before
taking the one directly facing the older man.

“And you’ve trained twelve already”, the
older man licks his lips, “that I know of”.

“That you know of”, Edwin repeats the last
sentence.

“And every one of them rather delicious, I
must say so myself.”

“I trained them to display their anguish
emotionally sir. Just like you taught me”, the evil in his eyes is
more apparent.

Quade laughs at the thought of their tears
welling in their eyes as he mounts them from behind. Visions of
pulling the hair of married women, as they weep gently for the fate
allotted them.

“I’ve enjoyed every one of them.”

“But that’s not the point with Aidan is it
sir?”

“No, Edwin, no it isn’t”, he takes a deep
breath before continuing, the thoughts of gently weeping women
still warming his cold heart.

“No, our Aidan is quite fearless. And that is
the problem”. He looks to his protégée, a sternness of speech for
the seriousness of the topic.

“First I’ve ever seen sir.”

“Yes young Edwin, yes it is”, a deep breath
seems to emphasize his concern, “but what I want to know, is
why.”

“Why, sir?” Edwin plays ignorance rather
well; his own curiosity has been eating away at him for months.

“Yes Edwin. Why.” The boss turns his chair
looking out the window at an endless skyline of mismatched
buildings. “Why doesn’t the shock work? Why doesn’t he respond to
the women? Why does he call the city’s elite asking for unpaid
invoices without batting an eye?”

“I thought that was what made him an asset
sir?”

“And it is. But in thirty years, I’ve never
met a man without a fear of God.” He turns back from the window
looking at the younger man with a severity in his eyes. Edwin knows
the look all too well. A burden is about to be borne.

“Even with the balls to call the wealthiest
people in the country and demand money while he’s just a clerk.
Even with the nerve to shoot down gorgeous women when they ask him
out.” The stress is apparent in the older man’s face now. He leans
towards Edwin fists resting his stature upon the desk.

“If he has no fear of God, then we want him
on our side. Working with us.”

Edwin’s face bears a puzzled chagrin.

“Perhaps he just thinks his shit doesn’t
stink,” the evil is beginning to show again in hi face, “perhaps I
should just assure him it does.”

“Or perhaps, perhaps…”, Quade’s evil appears
to surpass even Edwin’s, “perhaps, Marcus might be of some use to
our young Aidan.”

Edwin stands up as if on cue, he knows where
this conversation is meant to end. He gracefully turns away from
the boss, a firm nod indicates he understands. Casually sauntering
towards the office door he offers a parting statement.

“I’m on it today, boss”.

 


 


And as the boss says, so young Edwin does. A
partnership of the heartless fostered through paychecks and
pleasures. The younger man feeds on the older man’s knowledge, the
older man feeds on the toys the younger man creates. One hurtful
torment after another. A cabal of monsters feeding upon anguish.
Delighting in the hurt and the heartbreak. Every tear of the used a
delight to their darkened souls.

The women are for pleasure, the men for
become soldiers in an army of exploiters and manipulators. A
timeless tradition of the wretchedness of man, perpetuated through
a spirit as old as organization. Policies and practices designed
for the powerful to stay powerful, those who obey and suffer,
allowed to in turn gain power through the suffering the inflict
upon others.

Here a cabal of five brothers, fattened with
wealth, and power over the staffs, more cruel by the day, the week,
month and each year. Creating slaves and soldiers in an endless
pursuit of nothing more than pleasures at the expenses of innocent,
and the tempted to adultery.

It would be a religious pursuit, if they
believed in anything beyond their own perceived right to exploit
and to abuse. In a house built on slaves, only the weak survive.
And here enters Marcus, the great tempter of betrayals and
indiscretions, never met in purpose, only in correspondence.

 


 


‘Pay attention to me men; and obey what I
teach you. Don’t ignore the instructions that I give you. Don’t
explore some path to success that doesn’t include our methods.
Listen and obey. Two simple instructions and every pleasure you’ve
dreamed of will be yours.’ So convincing when ingested every day.
Three times a day. A prescribed prescription to success. With
hardly a cost.

‘Follow all of the rules. Don’t ever break
them. Break a rule, and be broken. Break a rule breaker, and be
rewarded. Pleasures of the flesh are the first rewards for breaking
the rule breaker. Advancement is the reward for training new Beths’
There is no concept of good or evil in this place. Just do. Exactly
what you’re told. Just believe. Exactly what they mail you. Every
day three little pills. Emailed reminders of what you really are.
What this place really is.

‘Atonement is good when inflicted on those
who do not obey. The right to give attrition exists for kings of
our fraternity. It is a right to those disciplined. Pass the tests,
obey the rules, and be a judge to yourselves and to others.’ A
fucking antichrist spiel if ever there was one. And somehow is just
going to get worse.

‘Imagine the esteem, of being a king. A king
in modern times.’ There it is of course, the appeal to the
adventurous side of us. What man could resist this? There’s a Tom
Sawyer or Huck Finn in the heart of every man, after all. His
cynicism grows with every passage of the email. He can’t stomach
reading the whole thing. He skims this paragraph and that, knowing
their words lose power when taken in by broken segments. Just skim
for what matters he tells himself.

‘Women, are but animals. Creatures.
Uncivilized and unfaithful until we tame them appropriately.’ This
is disgusting, and he knows exactly where it goes. He’s watched the
self proclaimed “kings” do it already. At least half a dozen in the
office he’s watched in the last three months. Temporary staff, easy
to tame, easy to trade. A false promise into a trap, into a
degradation beyond measure, into a trade. And into a cycle of
anguish with almost no escape. And what escape there is, is hardly
green grass and sunshine.

‘Find your strength, and overcome weakness.
When you feel the reviling within yourself, it’s the first step to
the enlightenment that follows.’ His stomach clenches and he
reviles within just at the thought of it. And even worse when he
considers, at some point during the day, he’ll have to look a Beth
in the eye. Reflecting on having enjoyed her. Knowing for all the
bullshit they’ve put in his head, it was surely against her free
will.

‘Awaken them from their sleep. Show them your
strength. Wash them of their faults. And own their souls forever.’
It still awakes him to want to puke. Every word he reads. Every
word he’s obeyed. Every woman he’s seen broken an tamed. Every man
broken and recruited. And endless cycle of suffering of anguish.
Like an army of cannibals put on the Earth to perpetuate every
human grief and anguish amongst and upon each other. All in the
name of obedience.

‘The redeemed through washing of their faults
will love and appreciate you for your work with them. They will
serve and pleasure you for you efforts with them, and will obey you
in all of your commands.’ He looks up above his cubicle, searching
to the finance section. Somehow, there is another who might be
particularly useful in putting an end to all of this. Three months
of shock, all day, every day, and he isn’t broken. And he hasn’t
quit. No, Aidan Lucas might somehow be the one strong enough to put
an end to all of this.

‘The captives, once tamed can never be loosed
from their collars. Domesticated from being little more than
literate animals, adulterous creatures without loyalty, without
hope. Cleansed into women worthy of success through the paying of
fares.’ Marcus’ words are just as sickening now as the first time
he read them. And still their weight manages to rattle around in
his mind. Awake, awake. A motto he himself plans to put into
effect. But this time, there will be a special awakening. Mister
impervious jut might somehow live up to some Star Wars
phenomenon.

‘So stand up to the fears of what you deem
right and wrong. Overcome the lies of the society that raised you.
Stand up and be kings.’ Yes, now it was time for Connor himself to
stand up. Not in the courageous nature of the past ages of chivalry
and heroic plight. No, not as some hero fit and determined to save
the damsels in distress. His hands were dirty. Stained with the
blood of anguish and despair. Hating every minute of it is
insufficient. As sure as he believes in a God, a Heaven, and even a
Hell, he partook of the temptation. He’s tasted the flesh of
unwilling women. He’s passed the initiations.

‘Every time you condition a disorder, you
tame a beast. Every time you break a woman, you gain a servant for
life. Keep her. Share her. Trade her. As you will. For every one
you tame, you are that much more of a king.’ It’s the slight murmur
of chuckles throughout the office that infect him the most. Like an
emotional cancer that enflames with the laugher and mockery. Yes,
Connor, you know what this is. the other kings of the office,
laughing and mocking at the thought of trained anguish and
suffering. And he’s had enough. Its time to awaken young Aidan.

 


 



Chapter 2

 


 


“You’re not the monster you think you are”,
Aidan’s voice is forced to firmity, “you’re not really one of
them.”

Connor says nothing; his face is calm and
emotionless. A look he’s mastered in his two years working for the
Furan particularly well. A look that has become his signature
amongst the female staff. The silence frustrates Aidan.

“Look.” He’s pleading with a certain anxiety
very subtly beneath his tone, “You woke me up to it. You woke up
two of the Beths.”

“And what does that mean?” Connor’s reply is
void.

“What does that mean?” He repeats the
question, his anxiety slowly becoming more apparent, “it means
you’re not really one of them.”

“Not really one of them”. Connor’s look is
visible frustration. He lifts his cup of coffee to his mouth. Its a
quarter ways full, he drinks the rest before crushing the cup, and
tosses it aggressively into the blue dumpster they hide behind. He
reaches into the lapel of his sports coat, removing a package of
cigarettes. His look is fixed to that of a frustrated anguish, as
he removes one and offers it to Aidan, who accepts. He continues
speaking.

“Listen Aidan. I’ve slept with some of them.
I’ve enjoyed them. I’ve enjoyed women against their free will.”

“Its not rape”, Aidan is desperate in his
plea. He knows it’s only a matter of time before he himself will
bear the guilt of his friend.

Their eyes are not meeting, purposely
avoiding looking at each other’s eyes, scanning their surroundings
for some object of focus rather than each other. Its quarter to
nine in the morning on a somber November day. Autumn is in its
later stretch, the signs of a coming wintry season are more
evident. Only another week or two until the winter coats come out,
in their environment little more than longer sports coats.
Executive trench coats to fit in with executive style, offering
nothing of warmth or protection from the cold. Such a fitting
analogy to their shared situation; no matter what time of year, you
suffer the anguish without protection. After all, it’s supposed to
make them stronger and better men.

Taking a deep sigh Connor looks up at the
autumn sky, cold and solemn, and soon unforgiving winter, like the
God he expects to one day face. He takes a cigarette from his pack
and places it dangling in the corner of his mouth. With polite
demeanor he offers Aidan a light first, who leaning forwards takes
a deep pull letting it light, before lighting his own. He’s
struggling over the right words, fearing his golden boy could still
be lost.

“Think of it as rape,” Connor is stern now,
staring Aidan deeply in they eyes. He repeats himself.

Aidan looks away. He doesn’t like looking at
his friend in that light. As if he were little more than a rapist
for what he’s been dragged into. And another appreciation for what
Connor is determined to keep him from.

“Think of it as rape,” Connor repeats
himself, “They aren’t really willing to it. They’ve been tormented
and terrorized, broken down into spectacles. And most of them
blackmailed or extorted into sex.”

And Aidan is biting his tongue, looking down
at his shoes in visible discomfort, looking for any object of focus
rather than having to look Connor in the eyes.

“Is that what you want me to think of you
as,” Aidan’s disgust is implacable, uncertain if directed at Connor
or their situation, “As some kind of selfish rapist?”

“It’s what you need to think of me as,”
Connor has struggled to perceive himself in this way.

“Look Aidan. If you can handle looking at me
that way, like some piece of shit sex offender…”, the sentence
fades from his lips, he takes a deep pull from his cigarette, “you
might that much more not give in to them.”

 


 


‘This message is personal instruction. Be
sure to delete this message immediately after reading.’ At his desk
he stares at the computer screen, an Inspector Gadget theme song in
the back of his mind. “This message will self destruct”. He amuses
at childhood recollection of the cartoons he loved as a boy, even
still.

‘In the event you do not delete this message
after reading it, your monitor will do so within ten minutes of its
being read’. A dystopian cartoon after all. He wonder at who
specifically his monitor is, something Connor can’t even tell
him.

‘Today’s instruction is a personal objective.
A co-worker has broken a rule.’ A knot forms in his stomach. It’s
bad enough when you know everyone in the office is reading the same
message you are, and the sickness of it being taken in by everyone.
But there is a certain disdainful misery that sets in, when you
know your personal message is likely identical to the personal
message of a dozen other male coworkers.

‘Ian Belcher, on two occasions, yesterday and
one week ago’, he guesses at the violation of the rules. The men
are so well brainwashed by the time they’re labeled an Ian, the
women even more so by the time they’ve labeled a Beth. Maybe he
blabbered something he’s not supposed to. Likely to another Ian,
maybe a Beth.

‘It’s not important that you know which rules
he has broken.’ Of course not. Aidan’s cynical mind frame while
reading his daily instructions, like a poisoned gruel for the
conscience, causes a surmising hardly worth the effort.

‘It’s only important that you follow the
rules in punishing him.’ Great, just great. If there was one thing
he loved or loathed, he wasn’t sure which anymore, his misery at
his situation overwhelming more often than not and his anguish at
the company he was forced to keep at the office, it was some
sickening role in perpetuating some suffering. Especially on
someone who’s violation was likely to be wearing the wrong colored
blazer or tie on a Tuesday.

‘How you do so, is up to you personally.
However, your methods will be monitored. Points will be allotted
and affect your standings.’ The rankings were something he wondered
over. While his mind wanders through old cartoon episodes, he
wonders if he was Brain, or Gadget, or somehow even Penny. Set
forth on some mission to aid and abet the diabolical antagonist,
rather than defeat him. Somewhere points were being allotted based
on which characters cause more harm, than they ever caused
good.

‘And you will be rewarded of course.’ He
knows this, he knows how it works. Hoping his suggestions some
months ago, might save him from falling into the same trap Connor,
and everyone else has succumbed to.

‘Your reward for punishing Ian Belcher, will
be….’ and here it comes. The source of his disgust, the hook in
some song championing the joy of evil. He snaps out of his
daydreaming mind state, from the communal sickness of dissonance,
to the imagined desires of the pleasures of the flesh.

‘Three occasions of enjoying his Beth.’ And
there it is. The hook on the end of the line. The woman the bait.
Now he looks up over his cubicle, to take in the beauty of the
woman to be his prize. She is sexy and beautiful. Tall, long legs,
long black hair. Deep dark eyes, large and firm breasts. Easily one
of the hottest in the office. He stares at the back of her head
from the other side of the office, and deletes the message while
barely taking his eyes off of her. He wonders just how many men
have enjoyed her in the past and how many more in the future.

 


 


“I haven’t told Connor yet.” His voice is
emotional, he’s suppressing another breakdown.

“Does it hurt still?” Her concern is real,
nothing faked in her voice.

“It always hurts.” His response is pure
anguish. “The idea hurts. The thought hurts.”

“That’s a good thing baby,” her voice from
seriousness to empathy, “it shows you’re still human.”

“Leah….” his desperation is somewhat
apparent.

“You don’t have to say it baby.” She placates
him. “You just have to get through it.”

“What am I supposed to do?” He pleads for an
answer he knows she does not have.

“Kill him.” She is matter of fact, despite
her placating tone. “He’s one of them.”

His desperation is overwhelming. She is there
for him, strong, a survivor. He wonders how Connor manages his
knowledge.

“The instructions were to punish him,” he is
a little more resolved now; the thought of ruining an enemy brings
some relief to the anguish of the issue. “If I kill him, I might be
the topic of someone else’s instructions.”

“You already are Aidan.” She is stern now;
“you know that.”

He swallows deeply, lifting a half burned
cigarette to his lips. He lurks behind the gigantic dumpster in the
alleyway behind the office building. A spot of seclusion he and
Connor have commandeered. Shelter from the winds without camera’s
coverage, somewhere the two can discuss their situations, under the
disguise of assuming some place where bitter autumn winds can’t
reach them.

“You haven’t slept with even one of the women
yet.”

“I can’t.” He closes his eyes smoking now,
the idea hurts him.

“You know you can.” Her seriousness is
commanding the conversations now. “Nobody will think less of you
for it.”

“I will. Your brother will.”

“But I won’t.”

He can’t argue the comfort of her approval an
acceptance, itself a drug that somehow soothes the pain.

“Who would you rather approve of you?” she
switches to her playful feminine demeanor, it works every time.
“Me? Or him?”

He doesn’t answer the questions. He avoids
them, staring down the empty alleyway, scanning carefully its
length adjacent to the loading docks of the building, careful to
make sure nobody can hear him.

“Listen baby,” she uses her feminine soothing
to advantage, “come and see me tonight.”

His anxiety lowers itself at the thought of
her. Short blonde hair, button nose, non prescription glasses and
the way she dresses. So plain and unassuming, tiny breasts
accentuated through thin unassuming t-shirts, nipples presenting
themselves without restriction of a bra.

“I’ll take the pain away.” She means it in
the sweetest of ways.

“I don’t like the idea of using you.”

“Using me?” It’s an empowerment thing with
her, “baby, you’re the best fuck buddy I’ve ever had.”

He smiles at the thought of her. Her looks,
her attitude, the way she talks to him.

“What time?”

“Dinner.”, she is matter of fact again, a
knack of hers once sex is the topic, quick to take command, “we’ll
order delivery, we’ll fuck. And we’ll talk.”

“See you then.”

He hangs up, stuffing his phone into his
pocket. He takes another long and deep pull from his cigarette,
carefully perusing the alleyway. A quick escape for an intermitted
smoke break, somehow gives him the ability to suppress the
emotions. Leah doesn’t hurt either. He wonders if their
relationship is something created by the two of them, or if its
something Connor’s set up to cling to his fantasy of salvation.

The alleyway stinks. Garbage and urine.
Whether from homeless visitors overnight, or pedestrians who can’t
find a washroom, it hardly matters. The combination of the aroma of
stale urine and trash fits his perception of his daytime home.

 


 


‘You have three days to punish Ian Belcher.’
Hooray for short time spans. He wonders how he should do it. It has
to be clever, and it has to be diabolical. What he did to Marcus
must be repeated. Without it being apparent it was deliberate.

‘He must be punished in two ways.’ At least
the instructions of two means of punishment give him double the
ways of screwing it up on purpose. If he’s learned one thing, his
bosses thrive on the suffering of others. Killing a man
accidentally and making it look like a punishment gone wrong has
worked once before. It just might work again.

‘Remember, you need to score points as high
as possible. Your rankings will determine the success of your
livelihood.’ He looks up over the cubicle wall again, staring at
the back of her head. Her beauty is beyond simple attraction. She
is sexy by definition. The stories exchanged in washroom banter,
those of bragging users and junior corporate yes men make her even
more desirable. “Best lips in the office”, followed by the standard
exchange of laughing in machismo. Men at their best, he reflects.
Every stereotype of what makes us no better than pigs and like dogs
seems to come to life there. The one room of the office where
cameras aren’t installed. Women in their washroom aren’t so lucky
as to have privacy in their business.

‘Killing Ian Belcher will grant you bonus
points. But only if his reaction to punishment justifies it.’
There’s some relief. He can focus now on achieving that, and
needing only to make it look like either an accident, or make the
first punishment lead to another violation of the rules. Three days
to kill Cassia, to make her his Beth, and the same three days to
punish an Ian. A tall order for someone else, someone on their
own.

‘Remember you have three days counting today
to break your first woman.’ The reminder in writing stings deeply
for the subject at hand. He looks over towards her. She wears her
typical unassuming clothing. The same tiny breast that drive him
wild. Its being a shy that draws his interest. Reflections of high
school adventures in popping cherries; it’s the shy ones who are
the wildest in bed. Years of repressed sexuality, just waiting for
the right guy to press those buttons in just the right way.
Bringing the wall flower to life in bursts of sexual adventures. He
puts his daydreams reflections to the side once again.

‘Be cautious as always and remember;
obedience is livelihood. Livelihood is obedience.’ End of message,
but a problem maintains itself first and foremost within his mind.
Having to break Cassia and punish an Ian within the same time
frame, makes killing him for good a difficulty. A strain on his
time. He knows how to do both, but it’s the doing of both at once
that makes a slight problem. He has Leah to help him tonight. A
release of sexual tension inside of her will do him a world of
good. Between her and Connor, there is some hope of finding a way
to get this accomplished. Requests are rarely granted, but in this
case he has some chance.

He clicks the reply button, and chooses his
words just right.

“Requesting to tame the female after
successful punishment of the Ian. Her uses are beneficial beyond
pleasure. I hope to enjoy the process and condition the results
perfectly, that she be an asset of pleasure with skills at
farming.” Its worth a chance. Whether its approved or not is
anyone’s guess. He doesn’t even know who his handler is now that
Marcus is dead.

 


 


Edwin sits opposite the two other men at a
four seated table in the corner of one of dozens of food courts.
Cautiously chosen several blocks away from that beneath their own
offices, the trio chose a table secluded in a corner.

“Its good to get out of our turf now and
then,” Quade’s double chin ripples with I words, “is it not
brother?”

His gaze turns from the quiet and smooth
Edwin, tediously plucking away at his lunch with a fork, to his
older brother.

“Whatever.” Silvio Furan, taller than his
brother and slighter in stature responds without emotion. His
standard motif. “I have questions I want answered. I’m not here for
idle chit chat.”

Quade smiles deeply, more of an extrovert
that his older brother, their positions within the company suit
their difference in demeanor.

“I’ve got a plan.” Edwin answers the unasked
question, pausing from his meal to utter the words. “I think it’s a
good one.”

“Well spit it out then,” Silvio’s impatience
is legendary; “you drag me down to some fucking peasants’
cafeteria. We could have met together in a boardroom or an
office.”

Edwin smiles at the comments. He has both of
his bosses right where he wants them. Right where their youngest
brother wants them, on edge, anxious, and somewhere out of
place.

“I know my brothers. Drag them somewhere
lower class and wait for their offense to be spoken”, Edwin
reflects upon Quentin’s advice that morning. “The both of them
can’t stand anyone who earns less than six digits of income. It
will throw off their patience, and deliver the plan. At least, the
part of the plan we’re allowing them to know about.”

So here the three sit now. Quade the chief
executive officer, Silvio the chief financial officer, huddled in
some lower class near blue collar section of a food court. Neither
willing to condescend to eat from what they perceive as the poor
mans’ food. No, they both will humor the meeting arrangement, and
return to their offices for some catered supplies in regal custom.
Looking at their finest young protégée, the Edwin Gagnon. He’s
earned the definite article before his name, a legend in only three
years of his activities. Climbing the corporate ladder in every
sleazy way imaginable. He’s like the son they only hope to raise. A
project of training and conditioning into a perfection of modern
day aristocracy, both eagerly awaiting training their own sons into
flesh and blood Edwin’s.

Edwin finishes a mouthful, a Greek salad. He
chews on a piece of feta while he prepares his bosses for
suggesting his plan. Cautiously wiping the corners of his mouth
with a napkin, he begins his pitch. Well rehearsed between he and
their youngest brother the evening and morning before.

 


 


‘Let despair and the shadow of doom stain it;
let a cloud dwell on it; let the blackness of the day terrify it.
As for that night, let despair prey on it; let it not be joined
towards the days of the year, let it not come into the number of
the months.’

‘Your request has been granted.’

 


 


This works out at least, an extension to
break own Cassia, after working on Belcher. Now he just needs a
plan. The end of the day brings little relief of the position he’s
in. The comfort of being in Leah’s arms is something to look
forward to. A dosage of warmth and a woman’s love, an evening of
passion and compassion to calm the despair.

But that will be short lived. Leah will take
him immediately, sucking all of his despair and anguish inside of
her, along with his substance. A love built on appreciation and
design, platonically sexual. She is the light in his life right
now. Not the light he desires, not his beautiful wall flowered
princess. Not the object of his bosses animosity, and the target of
his destined cruelties. She is an outlet for what throbs him all
day.

A desire growing in lustful crime. His day
has been broken by intermittent glares, prolonged into intensely
intimate glares at the Beth that’ his prize. Her beauty is by far
intoxicating. And the knowledge of her submissiveness to the men
she’s been awarded, only furthers that lust. Hard to overcome.
She’ll be a pleasure every moment he’s inside her. Every inch of
him within her, every second he dominates her, every command she
obeys; woman designed for the pleasures of men.

The last beast of God’s creation, woman made
in his image. He sees too clearly the purposes of his oppressors.
His captors and creators, sculpting him as a king, unto woman the
beast. A creature made for possession, a creature made for
pleasure, for control.

He wonders in his daily dissonance, if he has
the stomach to enjoy her. And hates himself for the thoughts of
attaining it. Perhaps he could enjoy without sex. Maybe just her
mouth would surely please him as a man, and not infect him with
anguish at becoming one of those he admonishes.

But only inwardly, and only verbally in the
presence of those on his side. At least those he thinks are on his
side. The fear of Connor or Leah, or both, being involved in some
deliberate mind fuck he fails to grasp. The nature of this world
after all; those who destroy come not like enemies, but like flies
as friends. Quotes from movies are anti-venom to him. Lines from
mafia movies give him some reminders through the plot that bears
their substance, of what the ocean of corporate policies he drowns
within daily, might truly have to offer its members.

 


* * * * * * * *

 


There is a difference between men like Aidan
and men like Edwin. The former loves God and loathes religion. The
latter loves religion and loathes God. They don’t always know what
it is they think, or what it is they feel through spiritual
objection. No, most humans know nothing of where their allegiance
truly lies.

For allegiance to God, most surely lies. In
puns and double-talk, the bane of Faustus comes often to life.
Edwin sees the God of most men, as the good within them. Something
for him to prey upon, that he might gain advantage from it.

Our Aidan sees the good in men, and in women,
the innocent of children, as the substance of the God he was never
raised to acknowledge, nor worship, nor love. Religion the cancer
that dilutes, and deludes, what it means to have faith and be of
good character.

Our Edwin preys on that nature. Those who
fear breaking rules of Bible, Torah’s and Qu’Ran’s. They are like
cattle and sheep, livestock to tame, to control, to devour. He
finds the horse he desires to mount, and breaks her spirit, taming
her to subservience, living in literal manifestation a passage
here, a passage there, whatever his teachers obscured to their
purpose.

To Aidan that goodness that makes men be men,
and women be women, and children be innocent, is a fuel designed
for personal use. Not to be shared, nor trodden, nor squandered.
Something to be preserved, to carry as sustenance and nourishment
through decency and kind acts.

One taught religion, only to alter its rules
to his own gain, the other taught love and hope independent of
doctrines. One fits this design of corporate overlords so
perfectly, the other a rebel against their perversions of God.

And this is a nature of humanity, most don’t
even know. How many sit in cubicle seats aligned in rows and
segmented by purpose, oblivious to what it is to be good, or be
cruel. How many fill the pews of biblical observance, oblivious to
what it is they obtain through devotion.

And how many can see the relationship between
all things. The concepts of orbit throughout all aspects of
existence. A household serves its ruler, as a congregation its
preacher, a temple its rabbi, as a corporation its president, a
wolf pack its alpha, a hive its queen, a solar system its sun, an
atom its nucleus, a classroom its teacher. An endless cycle of
relativity beyond consistent definition. A reality of nature of all
things and all beings, intangible to any, yet present to all. If we
considered nature deeply enough, unbiased, untamed, we might peruse
that every event that might ever occur throughout the existence of
all things, were defined in the tiniest particle of light.

And in the natural world, are those negatives
and positives. Those things that contradict one another, in essence
and in spirit. As do our protagonist and our antagonist, in a story
worth writing if your stomach is strong. Worth reading if your
resolve is stronger. The things in this world that counter each
other in stories of God’s and Devil’s, in lessons of fire and
water; our hero and his nemesis meet in a myriad of conflict. One
might survive another, but only at the cost of his soul.

 


* * * * * * * *

 


Connor the destitute answered Edwin’s
question, half enthused, and half amused.

“Sure, I’ll take him on.”

Edwin smiles his coy, sneaky little smirk.
His lips stretched to the right of mouth, Connor hates this look on
his coworkers face. He looks down at his shoes, and up towards the
left of the room his raises his gaze, then to the right in a slow
sweeping motion; he follows his training perfectly.

Connor observes a smirk of his own as he
watches the monsters movement of eyes. A trick he too knows all too
well, but perhaps better than even Edwin, that he notices it in
others.

“Is there a deadline?” Connor keeps his gaze
to Edwin’s eyes, never following their movement, a form of subtle
hypnosis he knows better than to succumb to.

“Would you prefer one?” Edwin brings his gaze
to meet the other’s eyes. Never swaying from direct eye contact,
Edwin knows doesn’t negate his technique, amused that Connor thinks
it does.

Connor considers his response; he wants to do
this perfectly careful. Aidan is his hope, and if his personal
assignment, converting him for the cause of rebellion will be
easier than he hoped. But it has to be done just perfect, he
considers his answer cautiously.

“I hate a boy scout.”

“That doesn’t answer my question.” Edwin
looks at him, the smirk leveling out on his lips, the response
puzzles him in his methods. Connor is good with gestures and
demeanor. Edwin is better. Connor’s smile reveals an intention he
can’t quite make out.

“It tells you I look forward to it.” A smug
factual statement. “It tells you that I’ll get it done.
Happily.”

Edwin smiles wide.

“A man after my own heart.” He chuckles ahead
of time; he plays against the evident homophobia.

Connor swallows his pride, he needs an
unemotional response, Edwin’s mockery of his personal views is
directly aimed. Remembering swiftly what he’s up against, he needs
to work his own magic perfectly.

“Nice to see you measure me so well”, his
face is a grimace, he regrets letting his enemy in.

“It’s what we do after all,” his arrogant
vanity gets the better of him often enough, he smiles in content
victory, measures his responses well. A soldier of words of
gestures, the best in his office, maybe the city, he continues his
stance; welcoming responses while creating an environment of subtle
hostility. An edge over the rival combatant in head games.

“How much leeway do I have,” Connor continues
the conversation, suppressing his urge to counter the insult with
weaponry.

“Is there a deadline? He’s a tough cookie.
Shock isn’t working.”

“No. No it hasn’t”, Edwin pauses at the
thought, his own vanity dismissed by the thought of the target’s
resilience.

“It always does.” Connor smiles, hoping his
delight at the thought of someone impervious is disguised as
pleasure at the thought of the hunt.

“Not in this one.” Edwin continues, the penis
measuring contest is a tie, insulting Connor’s personal views
haven’t given him much of an advantage.

“Instructions? Parameters?” Connor’s reply is
an emotionless tone.

“They’ll be in the mail.”

 


 


Straight from the desk of Edwin, of Marcus,
towards Connor, the parameters of the instructions are defined. His
arrogance gets the best of him. The new boy is strong inside,
breaking him down will be that much sweeter. And Connor makes the
perfect vehicle. His own training will reflect in this one. A mind
fuck, within a mind fuck, within a mind fuck.

But the details must be perfect. The
instructions he relays have to be flawless, for the newest little
fly to be caught in his web. The usefulness of the new boy could be
immeasurable. Impervious to shock, Edwin imagines all of the
delicious little food stuffs he could make through Aidan. His
effect on the women around him, none of them suspect him of being a
predator. Not like Edwin, too well known, and some time ago. They
look at the ground reflecting in their personal shame whenever he
is around.

Every woman in the office he’s enjoyed, and
degraded. The delight at forcing a woman to wallow in the shame of
her indiscretions. A pleasure beyond measure when he scolds their
minds, like the insolent little cattle, the sheep, the tender
little toys they are. Livestock, tamed and raised, for the feeding
of the strong. He imagines the harder ones, those off limits to
him; prime beef separated from the herd for his bosses. The bosses
he plans to defeat and replace. Soon enough.

He studies everyone, just like they taught
him to. Even them. Their own pride will one day be their own ruins.
How the thought of a poor man enjoying their cattle enrages them
almost as much as it disgusts them. How they hate even the idea of
their property’s own husbands making love to them. Deciding when
and how the women they own, are allowed to pleasure their own
husbands and spouses.

The thought of it excites him. And Aidan and
Connor will be little pawns in his game. The day will come, when he
works the property of his bosses out, to every low level worker
they employee. And while they squirm and shatter in their disgust
at poor men enjoying what belongs to them, Edwin will be
prepared.

Relishing in the thought of his schemes, he
sets to the instructions his homophobic little pawn must
follow.

 


 


‘Your instructions are simple.’ So the letter
starts. Connor doubts anything is simple in this world. Every twist
of reality is usually buried in yet another twist of reality. Every
head game, just part of a bigger head game. These overly elaborate
plots that thicken with each little assignment. He wonders all too
often if this is just the fate of those involved in sales, or if
every male worker in every department gets recruited into this
game.

‘The bean counter is to be brought in.’ It
starts simple enough. Little Aidan will be the first of the finance
staff that he knows of to be brought in. And he can’t tell if its
because of his skills at his job, which apparently are the best
their department has ever seen, or if its his odd imperviousness to
shock treatments. Either way, Connor lucks out by the order of
their hiring. He just happens to be at the level he’s at, when the
new guy gets labeled a problem case. Usually it only takes fifteen
days to kill someone on the inside, nobody makes it past thirty
one.

‘He is to be broken down.’ Typical
instructions so far, aside from the target. He only questions how
he can do it, without converting him to one of the others. The
vampire effect sets in usually right away. The pain of being abused
and exploited, is usually only assuaged with the satisfaction of
abusing or exploiting another. That’s how it was with him, that’s
how it was with his sister. He hasn’t been able to discuss the
details of the process or the effects with anyone but Leah in
clarity. Everyone else adheres to the secrecy.

‘And once he is broken down, you are to build
him up in appreciation of his breaking down.’ The fraternal
bullshit is what it is. Bullshit. No different in function here
than it was in school. He’s lucky to have had some preparation for
this crap. He reflects back on experiences of college hazing, and
only now appreciates any of it. Just as college prepared him for a
career, the crap his frat brother put him through by some stroke of
a sadly realistic fate had prepared him for the hazing this
corporation has put him through.

‘Everyone appreciates the break down, for it
allows him to become a better man.’ Where has heard that bullshit
spiel before? Oh yeah, college. The same crap he heard when he was
a pledge then, is the same crap he suffered here, the same crap
he’s about to put Aidan through. He wonders momentarily if Aidan
was in a fraternity in college. The thought gets dismissed rather
quickly; if he had, he’d have shown some signs of the shock setting
in, or at least noticing it.

‘He will thank you once he is a better man.
And all the days of his life he will look to you as his master.’
The use of religious tones serves to prey upon superstition.
Anything that looks or sounds like the Bible has its effect on the
beholder. Modern day magic, perpetuated for illusion sake; always
with a purpose. He tries to remember which biblical book that
reminds him of, some subconscious trigger of thought must get
pulled by it. Maybe if he can stomach his lot in life long enough,
he might get taught at the level of Edwin, maybe even one day
Marcus.

‘And as he progresses in his career towards
the success that only obedience can bring, he will respect and
honor you all of his days.’ More bullshit. Nobody appreciates being
hazed. It gets faked though. Once you’ve gone through it, you
appreciate the benefits obtained and attained by passing the
initiation. Nobody appreciates the hazing. Only what you get from
having suffered it. And then the vampire effect sets in deeply. The
misery and anguish caused by suffering hazing, plagues you like a
sickness until the combination of benefits from passing the tests
and the sick pleasure of forcing misery on another manages to help
you overcome it.

‘You are to focus only on this task from this
day forward. Until success is achieved.’ That helps. At least he
has a blank slate on time frames. Hopefully he can find some way of
breaking Aidan down and not suffering the effect. Or better yet,
not break him down and make it look like he has. He considers his
situation, deleting the message. How does one break a man without
breaking him? And his thoughts travel to Leah.

 


 



Chapter 3

 


 


Connor stands in Edwin’s office. Smaller than
the higher executive’s lairs, but Edwin’s pretentious nature makes
itself apparent by the décor. Upscale paintings from this boutique
or that, price tags in the thousands still placed on the frames. He
can guess a combination of reason for that. For one thing Edwin
likes to create the impression that he’s new there, as if a few
years with the company hadn’t allowed him the time to remove them.
While at the same time, letting his guests know he’s miles above
them in income. Cautious not to take a seat, he maintains a certain
air of defiance whenever in this little room.

“His assignment has been changed.” Edwin sits
at his desk, empty but for a small framed picture of himself,
topless of course, some vacation to the Caribbean. “He’s on
punishment detail for the time being.”

“And the girl?” Connor fakes an interest in
the information he already knows.

“He asked for an extension.” Edwin delivers
the news while rummaging across his empty desk.

“Interesting,” Connor responds plainly,
slowly pulling a high backed cushioned chair away from the desk. He
seats himself in an air of genuine interest, in the knowledge he is
already well aware of. This little meeting gives quite the
opportunity to measure what Edwin knows. And what he’s willing to
give away.

“Yes. Apparently your little pet wants to
make sure he gives Belcher his full attention.”

He nods an acknowledgement silently. Leah has
filled him in on everything of her little soiree the night before.
Aidan’s assignments are well know by him before others have the
chance to advise him.

“Does he have a timeline? Parameters?” Connor
continues his faked ignorance.

“Yes.” Edwin lies through his teeth.

“How long does he have?” His interest now
genuine, the chance to watch Edwin lie through his teeth is common,
but knowledge of the reality while observing it is quite the
opportunity.

“He’s been given three days to punish
Belcher.” Edwin speaks matter of fact, his teeth exposed in grin at
the mention of punishment.

Connor’s thoughts reflect back to his
conversation with Leah, a relay of her more intimate time with
Aidan the night before. The two of them have quite the plan for
Belcher worked out ahead of time. He reflects on his sister’s
malevolence at times, the hell she’s so willing to put a man
through. He wonders if Aidan will ever incur her wrath.

“He has leeway on how he does it.” Edwin’s
curiosity is obvious. An emotion he can’t suppress, his delight of
curiosity in how another victim might suffer gets the best of him,
and he reveals himself.

“I’m actually pretty excited about the
situation.”

“You would be,” Connor responds instantly. He
wants to gain as much from this conversation as possible. Anything
about how Edwin thinks is useful observation.

“We are who we are, aren
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