Samantha’s Cage

The First Day

For the hundredth time in the last hours, Samawthadered if she'd made a huge mistake. As
she stared through the thick bars of the cage inhndhe sat, the enormity of her choice was
dawning on her. Fifty days, that's what she'd sigmefor, but now that only a few hours had
passed, that time seemed like an eternity.

The cage itself was a cube, about three feet in dsmeension. Samantha was 5'3" so she could
not stand up, but could almost extend her legst Waa something anyway. Each bar of the
cage was an inch thick rectangular steel bar, anslian both horizontally and vertically,
creating a grid of four inch squares. The bottors keewise a grid of bars rather than a solid
floor, making it impossible for her to sit withatle steel corners jutting into whatever part of
her bore her weight. Currently, she was sittingstiegged with her ankles resting in a gap and
her butt cheeks resting on a bar. It was the nmmsfartable position she'd found. She
wondered how she was ever going to be able to.sleep

She had no idea how much time had passed sincentiniing when her confinement had
begun - it felt like many hours, but she had no teatell for sure. She surveyed her
surroundings, yet again, for what it was worth.'&ladready inspected the cage itself
thoroughly. The only non-uniform aspects were tinals1 foot hatch in the middle of one of
the sides and a water bottle affixed near the fdpeocage. The hatch was much too small to
act as an exit but, when open, could be used ®ipaomething larger than could be passed
through the bars. It was currently locked fromdliside and she couldn't see the locking
mechanism from inside the cage. The water bottkettva kind that she'd seen with pet cages,
the water container was attached upside down tiaa shat she could suck to get water. The
fact that she was being watered like a pet rabag another source of her looming doubt about
this entire venture.

The cage itself was elevated on legs about a fiboh® ground. On the ground beneath the cage
was a small drain pipe. The cage was sitting ircdrger of a small nondescript room. The
walls, floor, and ceiling were all bare concretbeiie was a single door on one wall acting as
the room's only entrance, although there was ndlgam the inside, and Sam had not yet
worked how it could be opened. There was also a faagcet near the base of one of the walls.
Even if she somehow escaped the cage she curcaailypied, she doubted that she would get
any further the larger room. The walls were unaddrand the room itself was dimly lighted by



fluorescent bulbs in the ceiling. Aside from heedtthing, it was completely silent. She closed
her eyes and tried to let her mind wander, butnags shot back to the burning question:
"What was she doing here?"

One day earlier, Samantha had driven to the pldmrevshe was now confined. She had driven
her car, following the directions she'd been gigene she got off the highway, navigating
increasingly remote country roads until she arrix&tien she arrived at the estate, she'd
stopped and rung at the gate barring the drivévdir Property” and "No Trespassing" signs
displayed prominently. Moments later, the gate epidior her and she drove a mile or so down
a long drive. It had been twilight as she pulle@ml almost dark when she arrived at the house.
House was too modest a word, she thought, a mansatlg. It reminded her of an old English
estate, like the one in Downton Abbey with enougdice for huge gatherings, guest wings, and
servants quarters, more than a place for a siregkop to live. As she exited the car rang the
bell at the front door she half expected a formellyd butler to show her in. Instead it was just
him, Mr. Woods, that greeted her warmly at the ddéfelcome, Samantha, please come in."

Mr. Woods had encouraged Samantha to arrive the before. He had plenty of room for her

to stay the night, he'd said, and they had totgetesl early in the morning. Their arrangement,
he reminded her, began at 6am sharp, and she wealttito be ready before then. She'd agreed,
and didn't regret it. He had a sumptuous dinngoarexl that they ate together in a small but
dining room. He disappeared into a kitchen someevteereturn with each course, a tuna tartare
as an appetizer, a delicious kale and walnut shkef, wellington as the entrée, followed by a
rich Creme Brulee. He paired a different wine vatith course, and she was full, and warm,
and drowsy by the end of it. They made small talirdy the meal. Neither she nor he brought
up the reason she was there.

It was already after 10 by the time they finishatray. After clearing the final dishes, he
returned to the dining room but didn't sit.

"Well," he said, "we do have an early morning torowr, so | should probably show you to
your bedroom."

"Yes, | suppose so," she replied. Just a hint ofmesness struck she thought of what would
come tomorrow.

The guest suite where she was spending the nightasawith the rest of the house, spectacular.
A soft king sized bed dominated the bedroom. Aachid bathroom was fully stocked with
expensive bath salts, lotions, shampoos and condits. There was a sitting room as well, with
a table and a sofa. It seemed excessive for tiv¢ thime she would actually be staying there.



"l suggest setting the alarm for 4:30," Mr. Woodggested. "That will give you about an hour
to get ready and have breakfast. I'll be by at 5t#rp." Samantha nodded. Despite her
nervousness, the bed was so comfortable and tlweodsl dinner had sated her so completely,
she slept soundly until the alarm sounded far totye

Groggily she rose, and realized she smelt coffeéhe sitting room of the suite was a decanter
of coffee and a cloche under which was a freshebgtbissant, a small fruit plate, and a glass
of orange juice.

Samantha prepared for the day as best she cowddo8k a long warm shower, making sure
she was freshly shaved - legs, armpits, and pelgion - since she knew that Mr. Woods would
be seeing her naked (that thought made her shitlebath excitement and trepidation). Then
she dressed in the clothes she'd packed in anigliebag, just jeans and sneakers, and a
comfortable tee-shirt with the logo of her alma enaHe had said to dress comfortably and
casually. She picked at the fruit and the croisgaough nerves left her with little appetite. She
could still back out, she told herself, that wad pathe arrangement too. But she didn't move.

At 5:30am, precisely, there was a knock on the d8be opened it for Mr. Woods. He too was
dressed in jeans, but wore a neatly pressed col&met and a sport coat. He was carrying a
gym bag with him.

"Time to go," he said chipperly. He smiled. "Unlegsu've decided against." She shook her
head no. "Good," he said, "then come with me."

She followed him through the mansion, which seemede and more labyrinthine as they
progressed. Finally, they proceeded down a hallappeared to be a dead end. They stopped
walking and almost immediately though, the wallya to be a hidden elevator door. They
continued into the elevator and started going down.

Some seconds later, they were on a lower floom loav, Samantha could only guess - and the
elevator door opened again to reveal another hglllMae ornate woodwork and plaster that
decorated the upstairs halls gave way to a bareretswalls and floor. The air was cool and
dank. "Go ahead," he said, "fourth door on the"|&he walked ahead of him. There were
doors on both sides of the hallway, about 20 fpattaThey were closed and she saw no
handles on any of them. The fourth doorway on éffteNas open, and as she turned to look in
the room, her heart jumped in her chest as, fofitsietime, she truly saw what was in store for
her. She almost turned away then to tell Mr. Wabds the deal was off. That she couldn't go
through with it. But the part of her that had sdrthis venture. The part of her that had always
fantasized about being a captive, about being chiged prisoner, overcame her fear. She
stood at the door staring at the small cage thatdvoe her home for the next fifty days.



"It's beautiful no?" He asked. Again, Samatha wasable to voice a response. She continued
staring.

"Okay," he said, "We have 15 minutes, and it veilké some time to get ready. You'll need to
undress now." She complied, and he watched. Samardh thin with strawberry blond hair
that was long and straight running down her back. feice was lightly freckled.

She began with her sneakers and socks. Sittingeofidor and untying them one-by-one, and
rolling the socks together. She removed the tesékt, and then her bra, exposing her
breasts. Her breasts were not huge, but she wasrgy gjirl and they were ample for her waif
frame, and they rested perkily on her chest like lmvge oranges. Her shoulders and breasts
were also dotted with freckles. Finally, she pulliedvn her jeans, folding them neatly to set
next to her shoes and shirt while only in her gamtAnd finally, blushing intensely, she
removed the last of her clothing, set her panted to her bra, and stood completely naked in
front of the man who would be her captor.

"Good," he said approvingly. "Now, you know our egment, but I'll remind you of some of
the details as we're getting very close to therbiegg. You'll be in the cage for fifty days. Once
the cage is locked, it will not be unlocked for aagison before that time except for a grave
medical emergency." She nodded. "You will be mytiwapand will obey me throughout the
time. | have the option to make your time as plesaas unpleasant as | choose, correct?"
Again she silently agreed.

"Now, you're to be kept naked except for any atirey discretion, correct?" Yes. "l do have
something that I'll be having you wear. He readnénlthe gym bag and removed a roll of
medical tape, and two tan objects. "I have sommthless mittens for you, he explained.” Hold
out your right hand and touch your thumb to therpaf your hand. Confused, she complied.
He began to wrap the tape around her hand, wrappoognpletely from the wrist and around
her thumb and her four extended fingers. The wrappias tight but not so tight as to be
uncomfortable. He taped the ends of the wrappibdqggether. "Left hand," he said, and he
repeated the wrapping job.

She now had a good idea of what was happening asdsure that she did not like it. Her hands
were going to be restrained so she couldn't ddhamywith her thumbs. More like paws, she
thought. He picked up the first tan object, whidsvactually a bulky mitten, and began
working it over the secured right hand. Once it wasked on, he tightened a strap to secure it
firmly at the writs. He repeated with the left haBe&sides preventing her from doing anything
requiring manual dexterity, Samantha also sawttifebulkiness of the mittens would prevent
them from fitting through the four inch squareshe cage, effectively preventing her from



stretching her arms through the cage.

At that point, if she was less shocked, she prgbablld have called off the whole thing.
Instead, she felt herself being urged into the c@ygee she was fully inside, Mr. Woods had
removed a power tool from the gym bag and stantedimg the final panel of caging onto the
open side. The only way out, Samantha realized]dvawuolve removing those rivets. She
shuddered once more.

He looked at his watch and announced. "Perfechghit's 6am now. We have 50 days to
spend together this way. Personally, | think yaaklspectacular in there."

"Thank you," she said, not knowing how else to oesh She'd already realized that the lack of
solid floor was going to be a constant problemwaad shifting around from her knees to her
butt, learning that leaning against the sides wasky uncomfortable. Finally, he removed the
water dispenser from the gym bag and installeal drte side of the cage. "Whenever you want
a drink, just suck on the straw," he explained.tdige was still upbeat, and he continued to
smile. "l think now I'll give you a little bit ofitne to settle in. I'll be back later on for lunch."
And with that, he picked up her clothes and thrieant into the gym bag along with his tool
and the roll of tape, turned his back and walkebbthe room, the handle-less door shutting
quickly behind him.

"Wait!" Sam yelled, panicking a little bit. "Waidon't leave me like this!" But the door was
shut before her words were complete. And hoursgoh$3ne other thing she quickly learned
was that the mittens that now confined her handsah&ry rough sandpapery texture meaning
that if she touched herself too hard it scratchembmfortably. In particular, this meant that she
couldn't easily masturbate, which was one thing} #iafirst, she had assumed would be a good
way to pass the time. Instead she had nothing tautiavait for her captor to return, and hope
that he didn't have any more tricks up his sleeve.

When Mr. Woods returned, Samantha was still creggdd. She opened her eyes when she
heard the door open, and her nostrils flared angtimonmediately began to water when the
scent of delicious warm meat wafted in with him,

"Hello, Samantha," he said, "hope you've had tiongett comfortable, learn your way around
the place." He chuckled. He set down a folding rchad took a seat. In his left hand, he held a
plate with a hoagie in his left hand, which Samantlas eying greedily. She hadn't felt hungry
until he walked in but it had been hours since kiigest and now she was famished.

"l suppose so." She replied. "How long has it bdéahard to keep track of time."



"It's a bit past noon now, so about 6 hours," he. sa

"It felt like days. Maybe, would it be possibleliave some music, or a book or something? For
when you're gone? To help pass the time?" She Haougas a reasonable request.

"No, I'm afraid not." He said evenly.
"Why not?" she whined, "what about just for aditivhile?"

His tone got sterner. "If you're going to just wdigind ask me for things, I'm not going to even
talk to you. I'll just eat my sandwich and leave."

That put an end to it. Samantha was worried thdtgsed his sandwich and not referred to her
food. She was also hesitant to ask now, in casembiald cause him to get even angrier.

"I'm sorry," she said, "l won't ask anymore."

After that, his tone returned to normal. He stadiedtting with her, asking her about other
things in her life, what she planned to do afteirtdeal, about her family, her hobbies. She
asked him things as well, realizing that if the wensation ended she might be left alone again.
He ate the sandwich while she salivated, despgratgling that he had more food somewhere
for her.

After some time, he got up from the chair and wadl&eer to the hatch side of the cage. He
opened it. Samantha felt elated, he must be goipg$s her food. Instead, he said, "Well, I'm
going to have to get going soon, but I'd like yostick me off before | go. He unzipped his
pants and maneuvered his semi-erect penis intcatlpe.

Samantha was too startled, at first, to react. "\¥®ha

"Get on your hands and knees. Move your head ce. And suck my dick until | ejaculate in
your mouth. Understand?" He didn't raise his vaitesimply spoke each sentence as if he was
explaining something to an idiot. He continued. f@greement was that you would follow any
instruction | gave you in the cage. Now I'm instiug you to do this and | expect you to follow
my directions."

Her mind was racing, but she didn't really seeleamrative. For one thing, she had agreed. For
another, what would happen if she refused. Woulditighold her food in that case? Would he
make things even worse for her? On the other hdegpite the suddenness of the command,
going from a pleasant conversation to this withraasition, she found that she was aroused.



Maybe he would let her get off after she was done.

She maneuvered herself in the cage so that hentesmtbvel with his member and began her
job. She'd given blowjobs to boyfriends before, he had never given one while the man was
standing up, she on her hands and knees. Her vagimavet and aroused by the time he blew
his load in her mouth, and she swallowed it odtwiger as much as anything else, almost
savoring the salty and somewhat bitter bouquetothptors cum.

He zipped himself up and turned to go. "See youioner then," he said, and walked towards
the door, picking up the folding chair on the way.

"Mr. Woods?" Samantha asked, pleaded, "am | td(hae¢ anything to eat?"

"No." He replied, "You get fed at dinner time. Y@uhot burning many calories in there
anyway." He turned again to go, but Samantha spghke, "Um, | really got hot there, um,
pleasuring you, but these gloves make it so | capdu know."

He cut her off. "Yes, you're not to come unlessdide it." He paused before continuing.
"You've made several requests today. | want yaedbze that you will get exactly what |
decide to give you, when | decide to give it to y8o | think you should stop wasting your
breath." Then he walked out of the room, the dbattgrg quietly behind him. Once again,
Samantha was alone.

She drank some water from the straw to clear tste @ cum from her mouth. She realized she
had to pee and, having no alternative, squattedeab@ap and pissed on the floor. The urine
pooled towards the drain below her, and she wakajl&ast that it was mostly getting
removed. She had nothing to wipe herself with, slmel supposed that there was nothing she
could do, so she resumed her cross-legged podeegiath the process of waiting. This time,
along with her breathing, her stomach was growdindibly to break the silence.

Hours passed. After her butt started to ache flobars relentless pressure, she had shifted
positions so that she was half lying on her lefesbut propping her torso up with her arms.
The door opened and Mr. Woods entered. He had agaiding chair, and was also carrying a
soup bowl and spoon, and a newspaper. She lookathim. By this time, she was desperate
for something to eat, and was afraid to think thatbowl wasn't for her. She also feared to ask
in case that made him decide otherwise. Insteadwsiited for him to act.

"Good evening, Samantha," he said pleasantly. jehmu're starting to get adjusted by now."
He sat, and unfurled his newspaper.



"I'm starving," she said. "But | suppose otherwiseokay. | never imagined that the time
would go so slowly. | think that's the biggest tbade."

"Yes," he chuckled. "l can only imagine. But | egp#hat you'll figure that out too. | know by
now that you're a smart girl. | figured that | acwuéad you some of this newspaper before
dinner since we chatted a lot already today."

"Okay," she said. She wanted to eat, but she didotv if he would read to her afterwards, and
any sort of mental stimulation sounded welcomdiatoint. He proceeded to read aloud some
of the articles, and she listened. At college sianh really followed politics much, and frankly
found it boring. But listening to stories about dalates in lowa now was a welcome diversion,
even though she didn't really know who most ofdardidates except for Hillary Clinton were.

After he'd finished reading he picked up the bomd apoon. "l suppose you've waited long
enough. I'll feed you now. Get your face over @ latch." She complied, not even shocked
that he was intending to feed her like an animidenathan let her feed herself. He sat by the
hatch, she opened her mouth, and he spooned iatbiteer mouth. She almost retched. The
substance that he'd fed her tasted absolutely stisgu It had a mushy texture and was so bitter
she could barely swallow it. "May as well get used," he said as she was grimacing visibly.

"What is it?" she asked, not sure if knowing wonrdke it easier or harder to choke down. She
knew that she needed to eat.

"Mostly kitchen scraps, blended together into amiuise replied, "carrot tops, potato peels,
stale bread. Some supplements to make sure thatttitionally balanced. It's actually very
healthful." She supposed that didn't sound too B&dr the initial bite it became easier to
swallow and he spooned the remainder of the bawlher waiting mouth. When the bowl was
emptied, she didn't feel at all full. She coulde’® how the small meal she'd be given was
sufficient to hold her over 'til breakfast, and svees sure that Mr. Woods wouldn't be
sympathetic if she said anything.

"Well," he said as he put down the food dish anddp. "Now I'd like you to turn around and
stick out your ass and pussy as much as possibleeady for a fuck before calling it a night."”
Samantha was immediately excited that she mighs@ee release. If he was actually going to
fuck her, maybe she'd get to cum. She turned ar@md] on her hands and knees with the
cage, pressed her backside up to the opening as fawould go.

"Ever been fucked in the ass before?" he askeayitlisno warning, one and the two fingers
were roughly inserted into her asshole?



She cried out from the initial shock, but was ablanswer. "No. Not until now, | suppose."
Her last boyfriend had asked for anal a numbemuéd, but it had always been a non-
negotiable no. She had no interest. Now there wasegotiation and she was whimpering
while Mr. Woods pumped rhythmically, having removesl fingers and inserted his throbbing
penis. She could tell he had used some sort of fabavhich she was grateful.

In hindsight, she supposed she could always haweled forward and moved her holes too far
in the cage for Mr. Woods to reach. At the momanugh, the only option she considered was
succumbing to his desire and hoping desperatetyftehe was pleasing enough he might give
some attention to her frustrated pussy, which algathbecome wet and engorged. Soon
enough, he withdrew from inside her and she fali¢ted deposited on her back.

"See you tomorrow," he said, and with that he picle the items he'd brought in and walked
out of the door which quietly closed behind him.

Tears had welled up in her eyes and she was smiyvaliittle bit. Her anus was throbbing and
painful, and her arousal had once again gone uligdlf She also had to shit. Without any other
options, she shit on the floor below her and tim i@dor filled her nostrils, causing her to gag.
She almost threw up the paltry amount of mushhhdtpassed as her dinner, but was able to
keep it down. Eventually, the odor diminished og got used to it. The hours continued to pass
and she reassumed her cross-legged pose. Shedrtbttdrer shins were slightly bruised from
being fed and fucked on her hands and knees.

Then, without any warning, the lights went out ahd was alone in the pitch black. That was
the final straw for the day. She began to sob uinobbably.

The Contract

Samantha tried to sleep. There wasn't enough rodim flat, but she could curl her legs to her
chest and use her arms to cushion her head tmggbdable enough. She couldn't sleep for too
long without waking up and having to readjust aelenting steel pressed cruelly into her
naked body. This was the longest that she'd bettrowmti clothes since she could remember,
perhaps ever, she thought as she struggled fielitles find a comfortable position.

She was lying as best she could after her restighs when, as suddenly as they had gone off,
the lights came on. She was relieved that at Eestould once again see her surroundings, as
unremarkable and unchanged as they were. She ,qaissed and shit on the floor, had some
water, and began to wait. Her stomach was grovdgen. She now had absolutely no idea of
what time it could be. She knew it was her secandid the cage, but whether it was 3am or



noon, she could not have said. Maybe Mr. Woods avtell her when he came. She realized
that seeing Mr. Woods was the only thing she hdddk forward to that would break the
monotony of her situation which had already becopwressive. She continued to wait.

Sometime later, the door slid open and he enté&ea&dave of excitement hit Samantha and she
smiled as he entered. "Good morning Mr. Woods."

"Morning Samantha," he said. "l trust you had @&mght." He was carrying a number of items
that he proceeded to set down and organize.

"Not really, to be honest," she replied. It's htrdleep in this thing. "And it when the lights
went out it was so incredibly dark, it was likergblind." She watched him as he set down a
neatly furled hose and began to attach it to thedtin the wall. He propped the large floor
squeegee in one corner of the room. He also set dgwastic bucket, but she couldn't see what
was inside it. She asked him what time it was dtite would tell her was that the lights were
programmed to go off at 10pm and on at 6am. Shaenbamday to tell exactly how many hours
had passed between 6am and now.

"Head to the hatch, please," he ordered. She cethpiot sure what he would do, but
desperately hoping it involved breakfast. Instedaen he walked around and unlocked the
small opening, she saw he had in his hand a bowbktér and a toothbrush. He dipped the
toothbrush in the water to wet the bristles, apjpieme paste, and told her to open up. He
proceeded to brush her teeth. The paste was alimsity soda formula and tasted awful. But
Sam was actually quite happy that he was taking afthis. The thought 50 days without a
tooth cleaning was one she was happy not to eimeHa instructed her to rinse and spit and
closed the hatch.

Next he removed a new full water bottle from thekmi and replaced the bottle installed on the
cage which by now was nearly empty. He then tuorethe water faucet and turned the hose
on Samantha. She shrieked as the cold water drémareand while she tried to curl up to
minimize the area that was getting soaked, thesereally no way for her to avoid the
drenching as he maneuvered the hose around thdaragéhorough soaking. He stopped the
flow of water and instructed her to stick her ggs$hivering she did as she was told, hoping
that by cooperating she would minimize whatever twasome. He paid close attention to her
asshole and pussy, knowing that she hadn't beert@hlipe herself.

While she sat there shivering, he attached sontetdrspenser attachment to the hose nozzle
and turned it on the soaking girl once again. Time a thick soapy foam came out of the hose
and coated Samantha. "We'll let that sit for a mewvutes, and then rinse you off," Mr. Woods
stated blithely. "Being locked in a tiny cage isexzuse for being filthy, right?"



Samantha nodded and shivered. "l suppose theréstiveater," she said, resigned to the
inevitable no that followed. He rinsed her off ahdn used the squeegee to push the water,
along with the turds that Samantha had shit out theslast two days into the drain pipe.
Samantha and the room that held her were now di¢aring no towel, Samantha continued to
sit wet and shivering.

As he squeegeed, he once again made small talSaitrantha, which actually helped her take
her mind off of her discomfort. She desperately t@drno ask him for food, but feared that her
asking would anger him.

"Head to the hatch," he commanded once again, cpmpleting the cleaning. "Now | get to
eat," thought Samantha, relieved, but she was plsaied once again. He opened the hatch,
unzipped his trousers, and presented her, onca,dgaimember to pleasure. Like yesterday, he
came in her mouth and she swallowed the depositefyit for anything in her belly, unhappy
that, once again, the climax was not mutual agemained frustrated.

He zipped up, locked the hatch, and began to redséis cleaning items, unhooking and
furling the hose. "Whelp," he said, "I've got aydsy today, so I'll be on my way. Don't go
anywhere. I'll be back later.”

Once again she was alone as the door slid shubddb She drank water to try to feel full, but
it gave her only momentary relief before her stomstarted begging again for real food - even
the unappetizing mush she'd been given last ngite.set in for a long wait, thinking back
about how she had ended up here.

It had all started at the beginning of the winmsster, Samantha's final semester before
graduating with a mechanical engineering degree.Hald a job offer for out of college that
didn't start until October, and she didn't yet knelat she was going to do for the summer. She
didn't want to go back to her parents and shetdidwe the money to travel around for the
summer, as many of her friends were planning to do.

One night, when having drinks with a few of hetfgends, they'd gotten tipsy - well, maybe
more than tipsy to be hones - and started talkmlaughing about sexual fetishes, S&M,
dominatrices, and so on. One of her friends, Mahdy, spontaneously logged onto a fetish
classified site with a made up account, and thatest looking at some of the ads that were
posted, masters looking for slaves or slaves fatens, invitations for very specific sorts of sex
games. The girls ogled the ads and giggled at thet outrageous ones. There was one ad in
particular though, that excited Samantha in a weyohd their general titillation. It was an ad
seeking an attractive young woman to spend an @&teperiod of time as a captive in a small



cage. The terms were negotiable, said the ad.

At the time, Samantha had said nothing and thetiraos browsing and gawking at a lifestyle
completely foreign. Later, however, the ad gnaweflaanantha. Although she had spoken of it
to nobody including her closest friends or any ef boyfriends, being trapped in a cage was a
fantasy of hers. A compelling fantasy that sheddrio whenever she was alone with her
vibrator. She had always assumed that it would stntasy. But what if, she thought.

Unable to free her mind of the nagging interes, gleated a new account on the site and
looked at the ad again. It was still posted. Arehthto her own surprise, she responded. She
asked for more details - where would they be, wiatld happen while she was a captive, and
how long was an "extended period?"

Less than a day later, she received a reply, stiggabat she meet with a man named Mr.
Woods to discuss further. Since she still had elassid had limited means, they agreed to meet
near her. The meeting was set for an upscale rasitisin Samantha's college town, one that she
had never been to as the price was prohibitive.

Their reservation, it turned out, was for a privatem attached to the main dining room,
normally used for business meetings. When the bestel her into the room, a handsome man,
perhaps in his early forties, rose to greet herwide slim with dark brown hair and grey eyes
that made his gaze seem very intense. He extensiéduhd. "Samantha," he said, "pleased to
meet you. | am Mr. Woods." He was wearing a pelfaailored suit making Sam, herself
wearing her favorite dress, feel underdressed.

It was there that they made their agreement. Splaieed that she had time to kill between
graduation and the start of her job, spoke awkwastiher fantasy of being a caged prisoner,
and said that she saw this as possibly an ansvietto Mr. Woods listed attentively and was
encouraging, somehow making her feel at ease adiwhlged her odd desire for the first time
to another person.

Samantha had first suggested a week as the ambtimieo but Mr. Woods had dismissed that
as too short. He'd suggested the entire perioddegt\graduation and her new job. Eventually
they'd compromised and arrived at 50 days. Theabshed that Samantha would be naked for
the duration, unless he provided any clothing. Téstpblished that Samantha, as a prisoner,
would obey Mr. Woods' commands during the timeafimprisonment. Mr. Woods, for his
part, would ensure that Samantha's basic needsmatreand that he would let her out in the
case of a medical emergency. At Mr. Woods' inst#tethey also agreed that at any time,
Samantha could request to have her time in the dagleled and that he would keep her for that
additional time. Samantha had chuckled at thatasnghe knew she'd not be asking for more



time. She'd wanted a week and already been negpbtigt to over seven. Finally, the decided
that either one of them could back out at any tupeintil the moment of the start, which was
set to June 1 at 6am.

A week later, a courier arrived with their agreetrfen Samantha to sign, which she did,
knowing that nothing was really binding until thement she went through with her crazy idea.

She'd gone through with it, and now she thoughtsha would either go crazy with boredom or
starve to death. He had agreed to meet her basitsnevhich included food. But, she supposed,
he hadn't agreed to give her much. She was cen@irme would cite that loophole if she
confronted him about it.

At one point, she began to feel certain that henei€oming back at all, and a small bout of
panic overcame her. It felt like she'd been alamefday or more now. But her brain told her
that it couldn't have been that long. She hadulttbgpee enough times for a full day to have
passed, she told herself. The minutes draggedstshehad no stimuli to overcome the
oppressive boredom that had crowded out her gnawinger and the physical discomfort of
the cage as her primary concern.

Eventually, hours later, Mr. Woods returned with falding chair, newspaper, and bowl of
foul-tasting mush. Like the previous day, he readdome news articles, fed her what felt like
far too little, and finally fucked her asshole,@jting on her back. She was beginning to
resign herself to not being allowed to get off.

Once again, he collected his belongings and madiaéodoor. Right before he exited, he
stopped and turned. "l realize | made an erromagtt when | said that asking for things was
useless." Samantha perked up - perhaps he wastgogige her an opportunity for a perk after
all. "According to our agreement, you can alwaysras to double your time in the cage, and |
must oblige."

"I think I'll pass on that one," she replied saidalty. "Two days already feels like a year. |
think fifty will be more than enough."

"Well don't hesitate to change your mind. It wobtthg me great joy should you choose to
extend your stay with me." With that the door slidsed behind him, and Samantha was left to
walit for the hours to pass until the absolute deskrthat would enveloper her and the longer
hours of darkness before Mr. Woods' next visihia inorning.

She sighed. "Things could be worse," she told lifetkeugh at that moment she could not
really think of how.



Samantha's Decision

The next days proceeded as before and Samanttea $etd a dull routine. Mr. Woods cleaned
her each morning and left after receiving a blowf@be would then be alone for endless hours
with nothing but her wandering thoughts. In thereng, her captor would return and read her
the newspaper, feed her, and fuck her ass. Af@wvalays, she had grown accustomed to the
anal penetration and it no longer hurt as mucfiadh it had started to feel quite pleasant and
was one of the things that she looked forward treday.

Mr. Woods, her captor, was clearly interested rmtnting her as well. He had all of the
power, and she had none. One day, near the ehe @if$t week, he'd entered the room at
dinner time and begun the routine. He asked howsisedoing, gave her the news. Instead of
feeding her though, he immediately instructed bdutn and present her asshole, which he
fucked with his usual enthusiasm. After zippingflyshe told her that she wasn't getting fed.
That it was nothing she had done, but he simphfited not feeding her that day, but that she
would probably get some food tomorrow.

Samantha could do nothing but whimper, as oneefédiv pleasures of her day had been
denied and she now looked forward to a long niglkitfallowing day of severe hunger pangs.
She had just started getting used to her currenthweal a day schedule and had stopped feeling
starving until a few hours before she was usuaitly f

A day or two later, after brushing her teeth, hppeld her toenails as well. He then had her
extend her hands out of the hatch, handcuffed th@into the side of the cage and proceed to
remove her mittens, cut her fingernails and wasthhads, before carefully taping her thumb
back to a useless state and putting back on themsit

Some days after that, he arrived in the morningngled her water bottle and brushed her teeth
as normal. When she took a sip to rinse her mahih spit out the liquid immediately. It wasn't
water. "It's piss," explained Mr. Woods, calmly.diYll be drinking that from now on. Don't
worry, it's quite sanitary and hydrates as wellvater." Samantha begged him to reconsider,
but when the door slid shut behind him, the baiflpiss remained. When she was thirsty she
drank it, leaving her with an acrid aftertaste @ mouth, and a crushing sense of humiliation.
For some reason being forced to drink urine madddat more embarrassed, even, than she
had previously being fucked, cleaned, and treatext ror less like an animal by Mr. Woods.

At some point - she'd lost track of the exact nuntbelays - she woke up with menstrual
cramps. She hadn't thought about having her pdnaidshe now assumed that she'd just have to



bleed onto the floor. It had been several daysghad been drinking piss. Sure enough, when
Mr. Woods observed her menstrual blood on the flberdid not provide a tampon, and
continued on his routine of getting sucked off &ncking her ass without comment.

Several days later, as Mr. Woods arrived for Saha&simorning cleaning, he asked her if she
knew how many days had passed. She did not. "Tisd&ég beginning of your twentieth day,"
he said. "Not too bad, thirty to go." Samantha haped that more time had passed, but wasn't
too surprised given the way time passed slowly ré&s4ehe thing," he went on. "As | reminded
you earlier, you still have the option to extendiybme to 100 days. And | would be very
elated if you chose to do so, as | think that tlaige suits you very well."

"No thanks!" Samantha interjected. "You may likebitit I'll be glad to be free again. And not
forced to drink piss and be able to eat somethiagtastes good."

"Well, hear me out Samantha," he went on. "I celyaiespect your decision either way. But |
did want to let you know that if | only get you ffifty days, I'm going to make your last
twenty-five absolutely unbearable. Beyond anythjog've experienced. And I'm afraid that
that will make the time pass even more agonizisgwly than it already must be."

Samantha was very concerned. "What are you goidg to me then."

"If you'd like to find out Samantha, all you hawedo is wait five more days. But if you don't
want to find out, then | suggest requesting moreetil'm happy with either option, getting to
spend more time with you, or having fun making ¢isimeally unpleasant.

"But if you don't want to find out, then I'd suggasking for more time between now and then.
Food for thought, anyhow."

And with that, he was gone, leaving Samantha alonleink. What would she do? She had no
doubt that Mr. Woods was an accomplished sadistaulodd make 25 days seems like an
eternity in Hell. Things were bad enough for hetheey were.

He fed and fucked her that night and said nothirth@ morning's conversation. Nor did she.
Neither spoke of it the next morning or evening&it The morning after though, she'd made up
her mind. She would take the time. It would stilegher enough time to start her new job, she'd
realized, and, despite the occasional extra tornséetwas able to handle the routine that had
been established. "Wonderful," was Mr. Woods. "haary pleased." With that, instead of four
weeks to go, she had 11 more to endure.



More Time

A few days later, while clipper her finger and tags, Mr. Woods announced that it was time
for a haircut as well and bade Samantha positioméad near the hatch. To her shock and
dismay, rather than giving her a trim, he produae@lectric clippers and proceeded to shear
her hair, leaving her with a close cropped buzzldat beautiful reddish-blond locks piled on
the floor below her. Samantha had had long hdwras as she remembered, and the sudden
cutting was shocking and humiliating to her at grac®l as he finished, she couldn't control
herself and began to whimper quietly, and tearsbég trickle down her cheeks.

"It will be easier to keep it clean this way," hekined, "now that we've decided to extend
your stay."

Some days after that, after having fed her anddddler ass in what had become their routine,
he flatly told her that the amount of light time wid be reduced to twelve hours a day. From
now on, he explained, the lights would go out imiaealy after he left for the night and stay

out until he returned to tend her in the morningnSleaded for a reason, knowing that this she
couldn't sleep twelve hours a day and not knowmg Bhe'd cope with the increased sense of
isolation this would induce, but the only reasorghee her was that he wanted to and she had
no say in the matter.

In complete pitch blackness now, half of her ti®am's mornings began with her fixating on
the direction of the door, waiting for Mr. Woodsturn and with it the return of sight. Her days
were spent with the inevitable knowledge that adterief interaction with her captor, she
would again be returned to darkness.

A few days following the reduction of her light, pave her a new ultimatum. "In 10 days, we'll
be at your new halfway point," he said. "You cak tesdouble again, to 200 days, or spend
your last 50 significantly less pleasant circumeéan’

She was shocked. "But you said if | doubled to 108he objected. "l said that | would make
things unbearable for you if you didn't ask for méme. | made no such commitment not to do
any particular thing if you did. Now I'm making teame offer for doubling again. But it's
totally up to you."

After leaving, Samantha decided that she had jost&adfast this time, and accept whatever he
had cooked up. She had to leave here in time tblstanew job. With more time in darkness,
she already felt as if she was starting to losektod time and her sense of life outside the cage,
and she feared that adding another 100 days, mat¢hree months, could start to make it
difficult for her to get back to her regular liféhe was already starting to worry that she would



have trouble walking once out, as it had alreadynbm/er a month since she last stood upright.

The next ten days passed uneventfully, following Woods' routine. As of the fiftieth day,
neither of them had acknowledge Mr. Woods' warniigen he entered the room that
morning, he proceeded as he normally did eachhdzsing her down, replacing her drinking
bottle with one refilled with urine. He then clipgeer toenails and unwrapped her hands to clip
her fingernails as he also did periodically. Afteapplying her bulky mittens however, he
produced a pair of wrist irons and told her to plaer hands behind her back so that he could
attach them.

Was this his new torment for the rest of her tirgle@ wondered. Knowing there was no sense
in trying to resist, she allowed him to fasten tinetal D-shaped cuffs around her wrists. They
were fastened together with a very short lengtthain, no more than a couple of inches,
ensuring that her hands were now secured behindherrealized that this would make
sleeping especially significantly more difficult sise would no longer be able to rest her head
on her arms and would have only the thick barfiefdage as a pillow.

He left her without an explanation and she speadifly accustoming herself to her new bonds.
Overall, she decided, she would be able to copeigih the additional loss in mobility was
certainly going to increase her discomfort.

When Mr. Woods returned in the evening, he browgtht him, in addition to the usual bowl of
gruel that he fed her, a gym bag. It stayed orilttze, unopened as he fed her the unappetizing
meal that she'd grown used to. She began to po$igoasshole to the hatch to be fucked as
normal. It was more difficult with her hands behimel as she now had to support her full
weight on her shins and knees instead of beingtabiest on all fours while being fucked.
Instead of taking her as normal though, Mr. Woodsead towards the bag and unzipped it.

"Ah Samantha," he began, "since it appears yowambeto extend your visit, so | will now
make good on my promise to you."

Startled, Samantha exclaimed, "I thought the haffglgvere..." He cut her off. "Goodness no,
Samantha. The cuffs were going to go on no mattetvNow | will show you what I've got
cooked up." He produced from the gym bag a largelbleather item. "This is a training
mask," he explained. "I normally use it when I'nredking in a new slave. I've been lead to
believe that an extended time in it is quite thdeal" Samantha realized that it did look like a
full head-covering mask with a thick buckle to &stt around the neck. There were no eye or
earholes, she noticed. "It is designed for totatjlterm sensory deprivation. It covers the eyes,
and then I'll be applying an additional light-blawdg blindfold" - he reached into the bag and
pulled out padded blindfold that could be attactwethe mask with additional buckles. "The
mask itself has padding over the ears to blocksmuyd, and I'll be inserting additional ear



plugs to ensure that you are completely deafened."

Samantha was beginning to panic. This is not wheltlsexpected. To be completely blind and
deaf? For seven weeks? Her heart was poundingeaandihd was racing.

Mr. Woods continued, as he produced a large bglifigan the bag. The gag was not wholly
solid, but was actually bisected by a hollow tutb@r the entire time you'll also have this pretty
girl in your mouth, to prevent any talking. The émou see here is a feeding tube that we'll be
using from now on to feed and water you. Finally pnoduced from the bag another plastic
tube. This is a breathing tube that I'll instalMaedl to make sure you don't suffocate should
your nose get plugged up.

Samantha was pleading "No, please, no. | cari. can't... please don't." Mr. Woods was
implacable. "Once the mask is fully installed, bd tightening out the binding on your arms and
securing your legs in place so that you'll havey atight mobility. That will make it easier for
me to feed you when | come by and reduce the chaingaur accidentally hurting yourself or
bumping out the tubes." From his pocket he prodicptll bottle and removed two tablets.
"This is a mild sedative," he said. "I'll have ytailte it while I'm getting you ready. It will make
things easier. You will take it," he said, "one waythe other, and | will have you secured
before | leave today."

Samantha was now desperate and panic had ovetiakeompletely. "Please, she said. I'll do
anything you want except that. I'll ask for moradj just please don't do this to me," she
begged. "Sorry, Samantha," he replied, "you had ghance. You can, of course, ask for more
time, but now that's going to me more time in thesky not more time out of it."

"Please no," she was weeping openly now, "I'llfasiquadruple time, I'll do anything." Mr.
Woods paused. "Quadruple time, would be, at thistpd00 days, he said. That would be over
a year. Are you sure?"

"Yes, yes, anything, 400 days," Samantha rambgstsisg faint hope. "Okay," he agreed. Ask
to stay here for 400 days and we can avert thuatson."

"Yes, please keep me here for 400 days," said ShaaVery well," Mr. Woods replied
evenly, "it's a deal."

He left, and Samantha, immediately plunged inti&ukess, sobbed, unbelieving that she had
just signed away more than a year of her life todoafinement, yet relieved that she had
avoided the terrifying alternative. As she begaaoaion, another terrifying thought rose to her
consciousness. What will prevent him from threatgrier with the mask again when her time



neared? In her panic, she hadn't made him agiteatand she realized that now she had
merely postponed her horrific fate.

A New Bargain

Time passed with agonizing slowness. The disconafadthumiliation associated with her
current situation were mere nuisances comparedthatihorturously slow passage of time.
Samantha used her occasional grooming and persoagekers, estimating that he cut her nails
every week or so, and re-shaved her head eveny thiriour weeks, along with her period once
a month. At one point, she estimated that she'd MeeWoods' captive for four months, but
she had no way to verify that and Mr. Woods dentuwben she tried to confirm. Mr. Woods
told her that since her stay had extended so lemgyould not be able to spend as much time
with her each day. He continued to read to her seweaings, but others, rather than spending
much time with her in the evenings, he would sinfplsd and fuck her, and leave without
making conversation or answering any questionsrspgat ask.

"Merry Christmas, Samantha," he greeted her onaimgrShe was taken aback. Was it really
Christmas? That meant she'd been locked in hespage for over six months. It also meant
that she was less than halfway through her ordeal.

"It's really Christmas," she asked.

"Yes, he confirmed. | hope you got me something fiibe added mockingly. "Sorry, you didn't
make my Christmas list," she answered. He laughdtht's too bad," he said evenly. | got you
something. He produced from the inside pocket fport coat a pair of leg irons. "l think
you'll look very attractive with these on," he poomced. In her position, she knew that she
could hardly prevent him from shackling her legmfmned, and her hands already restrained
behind her back. She could already imaging thotlghtadditional discomfort of losing yet
more mobility. She backed into a corner and stredygéeakly while he worked through the bars
to attach the chains. "Please don't," she whineowing that it would have no effect. When he
was done, her ankles were chained together wittajglort length between them, about two
inches or so. It was going to make it yet moredclitt for her to stay comfortable, she could
tell, though she supposed she'd get used to iagishe'd adapted to her hands being locked
behind her.

"You may not appreciate your present,” he saidt Ylou do look very lovely in it." Samantha
was not grateful for the compliment and said nahifter giving her gift, he proceeded as



normal, washing her and receiving his daily orabguring from Samantha. She had to struggle
more than normal to move in the cage and positerhbad appropriately, but she complied
with his demand for his blowjob as normal, desp#e newest discomfort. She didn't see what
choice she had in any case.

As she suspected, he never removed the ankle chains

Their routine continued until two months later,dae her a "Valentine's Day" present, which
was cutting her light from twelve hours a day teeniGoing forward she was now spending
more than half of her day in complete darkness.|&mmed that time passed most quickly
when she focused on nothing, so she spent hernrieneditative state, letting her mind free
from the cage that encased her body.

Shortly after Valentine's day, Mr. Woods announgade her the news she expected yet feared
most. That she had to decide soon whether to asknfextension or face the final stretch of her
time in the isolation mask that he had threaterezdnlith before. This time, though, she had
decided to offer an alternative, as desperateraglt be.

"Spare me from the mask and let me out of the cagd] will be a slave for you. You said
before that you have other slave girls. | couldhze for you as well."

"It's an interesting offer," he conceded. "I'll sater it."

That evening, after finishing his daily routinefeéding and sodomizing her, he told her that he
had considered her offer but could not acceptit dBirst off," he said, "I couldn't consider
letting you out early. | plan to stick to my endtbé agreement, and as it stands now, your last
day in this room is July 5 and not a day earliecdhd, | don't really need an extra slave girl
right now, as I've just recently brought in a nave @and am occupied with training her and will
be for the next several months."

Samantha's heart sank. She had expected that hé acmept her offer and had no plan B. Mr.
Woods continued. "However, | could probably take po in a year or so, so if you ask to
double once more, up to 800 days, | can agred thidtnot force you into the mask during that
time and will take you on as my slave upon comefeti

"Another year and a half!" was all Samantha cohlidk of, but at the moment. "What about
less time than another 400 days?" Samantha askken'you could have me as a slave
sooner."

"No," said Mr. Woods calmly, "my offer is final arydu have 30 seconds to accept it. | don't



really need you as my slave, you see, so you'igabbang from a weak position." Then he
started counting down. "Thirty... Twenty-nine..."

"Yes, fine, | agree," sighed Samantha, realizirag fine'd gotten the best agreement she could.
She also realized that she was now committed togheith Mr. Woods indefinitely. But at
least she'd found a way out of the cage and sphesirror of the awful mask.

Changes

Shortly after they had struck their newest bargéin\WWoods arrived as usual for his morning
visit, but this time he was not alone. Followinghhinto the room was a woman, who, by all
appearances, was his slave. Her blonde hair waetua just a quarter inch. She was naked
except for thick gold-colored metal collar arourea heck, and her wrists were each connected
to a ring at the front of the collar by about aatfof gold chain, restricting the mobility of her
hands and arms. Her gaze was lowered, focusinigeoground in front of her rather than
looking straight ahead.

"Good morning Samantha,"” I'd like you to meet mavsl "Since you're going to be here for
much longer than expected, it's not really pratfmame to continue visiting you every day.
This slave will be taking over for me for the puspe of your morning cleaning and evening
feeding. She's not permitted to speak, so theogf®mt in trying to chat her up, but please try
not to be too difficult for her."

"So, I'm not going to see you anymore?" Samantkedasven though he was the source of her
discomfort, his visits were the only distractioarfr the monotony. If his slave was not going to
even talk, then Samantha expected things to get meee tedious.

"I might drop by occasionally, if | feel like a fucbut your asshole's gotten a bit stretched out
anyhow at this point. Couple of other things - ligats will be out from now on, except when
the slave is tending to you. And also, we're realyigiour meal size slightly. You probably
won't even notice the difference, but | thought'gdike to know."

Samantha didn't even protest. She knew it woulfliess, so she simply tried to choke back
the tears that were welling up despite her besttstf

"I'll leave it to you two then," and with that MWoods excited. The silent slave girl attached
the hose and sprayed down Samantha as normal ghavoend awkwardly with her arms
chained as they were. Squeegeeing the floor wealg@s awkward as the slave girl was
restrained from making long pulls on the squeeggmish the water to the drainpipe.



As the slave worked, Samantha observed her moselgldn addition to her collar and wrist
chains, her ankles were chained together with eémguge for the slave to take short steps, but
certainly not enough to run or walk quickly. Herdyovas completely hairless except for the
closely buzzed head hair and eyelashes. She hgadriamnd breasts that jiggled slightly as she
went about her duties. Her entire body was crisssad with marks some faint and some fresh,
that looked to have come from a whip or a cane.g®dima wondered if this is what she'd
become once she became another of Mr. Woods' gidse

Once the slave was done her work, she turned tdabewithout so much as looking Samantha
in the eye, and as she exited, the door slid sidjtas promised, the lights were extinguished,
leaving Samantha in pitch blackness.

Time continued to move agonizingly slowly. Everydastead of Mr. Woods, the slave girl
performed her duties, leaving Samantha the reteofime to wither in pitch black isolation.
Sometimes she tried to converse with the slavegtoras she screamed at the slave at the top
of her lungs to say something to her, but the stexeer once acknowledged Samantha's
attempts.

The New Slave

Samantha believed that she was having her 25tbgsimce being Mr. Woods' prisoner. And
by her calculations, that meant that her time weging the end. She had had plenty of time to
mentally check and re-check her arithmetic. AltHosge did not know the exact number of
days, she was certain that she couldn't have marea month left before her new life as Mr.
Woods slave girl would begin.

That same day, when the lights came on and theajmared, it wasn't the silent blonde slave
that had been tending her for the last year or nimreinstead Mr. Woods himself entered the
room.

"Mr. Woods!" Exclaimed Samantha. Perhaps she'datuatated and today was the day.

"Samantha," Mr. Woods replied, "you're looking pdlet otherwise still a joy as ever to
behold."

"Is today the day?" She asked hopefully.

Mr. Woods chuckled, "not quite yet, but | appreeitite eagerness. No, I've dropped by to
introduce you to my newest slave, who I've beenitrg for quite some time. Now that she's



fully trained, I've sold that old one to a harenenidstly, was starting to show her age. My new
slave will be tending you from now on."

He turned back towards the door, and clapped mddawice. Into the room shuffled a girl,
eyes downcast, who was groomed and chained irathe s/ay as the previous slave.
Completely nude except for her collar and wrist Eggirons, and totally hairless save for
closely buzzed head hair. This girl's hair was igttlonde, almost the same color as
Samantha's.

When Samantha saw her she literally gasped andimed "Laura?" The slave girl did not
respond, but Samantha knew that it was her yousigtar.

"Yes, this slave used to be known as Laura," saidwbods, "but she doesn't respond to that
name anymore. It seems as if the girls in your faimve a similar submissive streak. The
second she turned 18, after you were already livirtgis room, she was already searching for a
stern master to train with. And | was lucky enotuglfind her and take her in."

As with the old one, this slave isn't permittedpeak, even to her sister. She'll be carrying on
the routine, just as the old one.

For the first time since her entire ordeal begam&ntha was not able to contain herself. "You
bastard!" She yelled, "what have you done to miesid his wasn't part of our deal." And the to
Laura, "Laura, it's me Samantha, talk to me. Yonitdwmave to be here with this monster."”

But neither master nor slave seemed moved by Saadargutburst, and Mr. Woods, simply
walked out of the room without commenting or loakimack. The girl formerly known as
Laura, as best she could in her chains, sprayea ti@wwailing sister, cleaned the mess
beneath her on the floor, and left her once agathé darkness.

Each day, when the new slave came to tend to ShmaBamantha tried to reach out to her,
begging her, screaming, joking, cajoling, anythimget her sister to speak to her or to at least
acknowledge their sisterly bond with a shred ofiegness. But it was for naught.

Last Day
"Well, Samantha,"” Mr. Woods said, "l thought it i@uaever come, but today is the day.

You've been in the cage for 800 days as per oweagent. And at this point, also as agreed,
you now belong to me as my slave..



The months of near complete isolation had left Sdah&s mind bleary, and she struggled
momentarily to even comprehend what he was sagigit. "You mean, | get to come out?"
she asked, suddenly realizing that she could ldagdiee.

Thoughts of walking on grass and soaking up suntigbssed her mind, thoughts of seeing
another person besides her captor and his silensegmingly mindless slave girls, of eating
something other than the putrid gruel she'd beeridethe last two years.

"Oh no," Mr. Woods replied, "that's not the casalatmy slave. As my slave, you do anything
| want you to do. And | intend to keep you heretfa rest of your life."

"What? Wait! no! You can't," she cried franticaltilrashing at the bars and running into

"Quiet slave," Mr. Woods said sharply. Samanthaatadly stopped thrashing, though tears
continued to stream down her cheeks.

"Here, take this," he handed her a pill. “It wi#lp you calm down.” She swallowed the pill,
wondering absently what it was that her new masaergiven her, but too distraught to ask.

"Good," Mr. Woods said. "Once the sedative stardkikg in, | will in fact be opening the cage
one last time. It will help me get you properlyirai."

"What?" she asked, confused.

Without comment he left the room, but returned ghaevith a cart, containing contents that
Samantha could not quite make out.

First, from the cart, he produced an enormousdaall the one he had shown her when she had
first seen the awful mask. Samantha could not in&fiting in into her mouth. "You'll be
wearing this from now on, since I'm about sick eating you whine and complain about

things. As | described before, you'll have a fegdube and breathing tube so we don't have to
bother removing it at any point."

Next he produced a thick black collar with a metad on the front. "Every good slave needs a
collar.”

Samantha's fear was tempered by an almost overpmagnowsiness brought on by the pill
she'd been made to take, and she displayed almastntion.

"Once the tubes are inserted and the gag is irpldde adding some bonds to your arms so



their restrained elbow to elbow and wrist to whiehind your back." He held up two pairs of
metal cuffs that he intended to use. "I'll alsadaucing the give on your leg irons so that your
feet are cuffed together completely. We don't want moving much in order to make sure the
feeding and breathing tubes stay in place.

I'll also be inserting a catheter and an anal tolm®ollect your waste, and once everything is
inserted for you to breath, eat, and excretehé'lattaching solid metal walling to the outside of
this cage, enclosing it completely from the outside

I'll be assigning one of my slaves to take overryaeaning and feeding, pouring food and
water down your feeding tube and emptying out ymss and shit bags. You won't even be able
to see each other once the box is sealed off. flyetlming you have to do is live.”

Samantha's mind was screaming, but her body wadihgd by the drug. She could listen to
her fate being described to her and literally coxdtdeven attempt to resist. She lay limp in the
cage as her new cruel master unriveted a sideeafabe that had confined her for the last two
years, and would for the rest of her life. Her braiged her body to struggle, to put up a fight,
as he began to ease the fearsome mask over heHeadorld went dark as the mask's thick
pads covered her eyes. She felt the thick collén@mask clasped shut around her neck.

She couldn't resist as a tube was carefully easet tier esophagus and another down her
trachea. Her mouth was forced open wider thandteheer been before as her new permanent
gag was eased in forcing her jaws wide open, agl skrapped tightly behind her head.

Next her hands were un-cuffed and her mittens reahathose bonds replaced tighter and
unyielding new metal bonds. She experienced a stgppain in her upper arms and shoulders
as they were pulled together by the tight bondserithan they could comfortably go.

She was set on her knees and, as promised, hesamé&te cuffed together so that it was almost
impossible for her to move into a comfortable positHer head was pushed down and the
collar was strapped to the bottom of the cage witlvo foot strap so that she could not raise
her head higher than that.

It felt like burning as a catheter tube was ingkmdo her urethra to collect her urine going
forward and another tube was roughly inserted i@ioass. Both tubes were secured in place.

And finally, as the sedative was beginning to wefgrshe heard clanking of metal and power
tools running as solid metal 3x3 walls were attadimethe outside of the cage in which she'd
already lived for over two years. The front andkoaalls had two holes each through which
the tubes were threaded through.



Once five of the walls were attached and only thatfremained, Mr. Woods lowered himself
so that he was face to face with his newest sld@me more thing. Of course, you could try to
spend all your time trying to force out your feeglinbe in order to kill yourself. Or you could
try banging your head against the steel and daitigat way. But just wanted to let you know
that as soon as you're dead, your dear sisteb&ilaking your place in here, so for her sake, |
wish you a long and fruitful life."

She could not answer. Her jaws felt like they wandire from being stretch so cruelly by gag,
and her arms were aching acutely already. She el@sregy uncontrollably at the point that her
world went completely black as the final wall oétbage was attached.

Time passed. Occasionally, she felt her esophagels sncomfortably as some sort of liquid,
water or food was administered to her feeding tiibe. rest of the time was a sea of
nothingness as she lay trapped, knowing that thetbimg she could accomplish for the rest of
her life was to live and do absolutely nothing else

Epilog

Later that same day, Mr. Woods led Samantha's sestes study and ordered her to kneel.
Another man was already waiting in the room whezy tbntered.

"Slave," said Mr. Woods, "I've sold you. This isugymew master, and you are to obey him now.
| have a new girl myself waiting in the basemeregin training, and | have no more use for
you." He attached a lead to her collar and pagdedhe other man, an older portly man, with a
shaved head and a short black goatee. The sld\seayies had started to tear up, and she was
trying not to cry. "She's all yours, it's been egsiure doing business as always."

"Likewise, Mr. Woods," replied the gentleman. Therhe slave, "Come on, cunt, let's go." She
rose, sniffling, and he led her out of the offigetbe leash.

Mr. Woods then proceeded to the basement wherkealmarl, newly committed as a slave lay

shivering on the concrete floor of the cold dark where she had been kept for the last 36
hours. Time to start training.

The End






