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PROLOGUE 

Kalina was surprised she had managed to stay out of sight so long.  She was thirsty, and cheered 

herself with the thought that she might die of thirst.  She doubted the way out was that easy, though.  

She had seen one of the inmates try to starve herself.  They simply force-fed her until she gave up. 

Kalina shifted her weight slightly, hearing her chains rattle.  The rough gravel irritated her bare 

buttocks.  Her heart raced at the thought of being discovered, hiding in the shallow recess in the rough 

rock wall of the cavern.  She reminded herself again that discovery was not only inevitable, but 

welcome.  It would set the final events of her life in motion.  But for the moment, it felt nice to sit here, 

leaning back against the jagged rock, her knees drawn up, her hands in her lap, her eyes closed.  Her 

coming execution could wait a few minutes. 

The dismal sounds of laboring women continued on just out of her sight.  It was typical, Kalina 

thought, how the guards made it all so much harder, making the women work in the chains.  All of the 

prisoners were naked, and all were festooned with metal shackles and links identical to Kalina’s: each 

woman had thick steel wrist and ankle bands, metal collar, and a chain encircling her waist, all of these 

secured by padlocks; each woman’s ankle bands were connected by a thick thirty-centimeter-long 

hobble chain.  Attached to the midpoint of the hobble chain, another chain ran upwards, through a ring 

in the front of her waist chain, and the end of this chain was attached to her wrist bands, which were 

joined together by another padlock.  When a woman was standing upright, this last chain went taut and 

pulled her wrists snugly against her waist, leaving her unable to raise or lower her joined hands; when 

she bent her legs to squat, sit, or kneel, the chain slipped up through the ring in the waist chain, 

enabling her at least to pull her hands away from her waist, though they were still joined to each other.  

Most of the prisoners were kept restrained in this way twenty-four hours a day – though awkward, it 

gave the women just enough freedom of movement to perform their assigned manual labor tasks, but 

not enough to, say, attack a guard, if a woman were crazy enough, nor to have any hope of running 

away.  If there were anywhere to run to. 

The work detail was grim and exhausting, but a welcome break from the cramped cells, cages 

really, in which the women spent the rest of their time.  The cells, each about a meter square on the 

floor and just over a meter high, were where the women lived, one woman to each cell.  The floor and 

ceiling, and the left, right, and back walls of each cell were of rough concrete, while the front wall 

consisted of a door of vertical metal bars about ten centimeters apart, which swung open for entrance 

and exit.  There was a small gap between the barred door and the floor of the cell, just high enough to 

slide food bowls in and out.  Even in their cells, the women remained in chains.  It made as little sense as 

anything else here, thought Kalina.  Why chain us up when we can’t possibly get out of the cell anyway? 

she wondered.  She guessed that, as with so many things here, it was really for the purpose of making 

the prisoners’ lives that much more wretched.  And of course, sometimes it was worse.  For minor 

punishment, or for entertainment, or for losing a competition, the guards might rearrange a woman’s 

bondage – padlocking a woman’s wrist shackles behind her back to her waist chain, for example, and 

pulling her ankles as close to the waist chain as they could, securing them to the waist chain with 

another chain and lock, leaving her in her cell in that helpless chained hogtie position all night.  Perhaps 
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with a gag, perhaps a blindfold – whatever amused them.  And that was better than some of the other 

positions. 

The work in the cavern was also marginally better than the first work detail Kalina had been on, 

in the greenhouse where the fruits and vegetables were grown.  The commandant of the prison, in a 

speech he had made to Kalina and the others arrested with her on the day they had arrived here, took 

pride in the prison’s self-sufficiency; in a pinch, they could supply everything they needed to support the 

staff and the population of inmates.  No doubt, thought Kalina, they were even prepared to brew their 

own beer, for the guards, if they had to.  Kalina had to admit the prisoners were fed well, though not 

through any kindness.  The prisoners usually spent non-working time servicing the sexual needs of the 

staff, and the staff did not want wasted, skin-and-bones women doing the servicing.  

The greenhouse was located at the edge of the cavern, its curved ceiling and far wall made of 

glass in place of the original rock.  None of the inmates would give any thought to breaking through the 

glass wall to escape – there was no one out there to help them for many kilometers in any direction.  

Also, their chains would make it impossible to negotiate the surrounding mountainsides, and at this 

altitude it was freezing cold out there.  In the greenhouse, the heat was oppressive – together with the 

high humidity, it made every woman break into a heavy sweat as soon as she entered.  Kalina had spent 

several weeks spreading human excrement, collected from the prisoners’ cells by yet another work 

detail, through the long rows of soil trays in which the vegetables were growing. 

Kalina hoped she wouldn’t be shifted back to that job again.  In the cavern she was in now, the 

work was exhausting, but at least it was cooler. 

Kalina dragged her mind back to the present.  She could tell, from the pattering and swallowing 

sounds, that one of the women was taking a “water” break.  Kalina winced, conscious of the awful 

aftertaste in her own mouth, from her own most recent break, when she, like the girl now, had knelt in 

front of one of the guards, murmuring, “Please, Sir, may I have some water?”  Waiting, almost mad with 

thirst, as the guard unzipped his pants and brought out his quickly stiffening manhood, while she knelt, 

mouth open, staring into the guard’s eyes, until at last he mercifully peed into Kalina’s mouth, and she 

held her mouth open until he was done, swallowing his piss and feeling it dribble down her chin, 

afterwards bowing her head to the floor and saying, “Thank you, Sir.”  Kalina had then been allowed to 

rise and return to work, while the guard returned to his beer, which all the guards stood guzzling while 

brandishing their ever-present whips. 

Kalina was very used to the procedure.  It was one of many things that filled her with a constant 

sense of shame.  The permanent nudity was another.  Even the loss of her luxuriant dark, nearly black 

hair left her feeling less a woman, less human.  All of the women, like Kalina, had their hair trimmed 

regularly to the length of toothbrush bristles, barely enough to make hair color visible.  She felt like an 

animal, sheared like a sheep. 

She was just nineteen, and had only felt she was playing at the game of protesting against the 

government, with her friends, until that day the police had come.  That was, as near as Kalina could 

estimate, about a month ago.  Two of the women from her “committee,” as they called it, besides 

herself, were here, in this room, of the original group of about forty women arrested.  A larger number 
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of men had also been arrested, all taken to a different facility and now, Kalina suspected, all dead.  

Including her fiancé.  Kalina, like all of the others, had been sentenced to death, the sentence to be 

carried out “at the discretion of the prison authorities.”  Kalina had no idea when that would occur.  She 

had noticed, before long, that she and the few other women whom she knew remained alive from her 

committee were among the youngest of the females arrested with her, and, she supposed, the most 

attractive to men.  That, Kalina decided, must be the reason she, and the few others of her friends, were 

still alive, and what those men had been deciding, with scores marked on their clipboards, that first day.  

All of the rest of the women from Kalina’s committee had disappeared after that first day at the prison.  

At least Kalina had never seen them again.  She supposed that, for them, the death sentence had been 

carried out immediately. 

Kalina knew, now, that her own execution would be postponed indefinitely, because the prison 

staff enjoyed the use of the inmates too much to want to lose any prematurely – after working at hard 

labor all day, the guards abused them with sex and “games” at night.  Some of the women here, Kalina 

had learned in furtive conversations, had been here under the same death sentence for years – as far as 

they could tell, it was rare for any woman under thirty to be executed, once she had been chosen by the 

prison staff to remain alive.  Kalina knew escape was impossible, release was impossible, rescue was 

impossible, and that she was sure to spend at least ten years here before dying – unless she could force 

the issue sooner. 

And I will do that, Kalina told herself.  Today I refuse to work.  I will not work ever again, or 

submit to sex, or play the “games.”  Kalina had feared punishment, but now longed for death. 

If I just show them I’m not going to entertain them anymore, Kalina told herself, then they will 

give up and execute me.  The execution itself terrified her – she was sure it would be painful – but not as 

much as the thought of living on in this hell for ten years.  Five hundred weeks.  A hundred times longer 

than she had already been here… she shivered.  No more. 

She gasped in a quick breath as a guard suddenly came into view, his face a mask of 

astonishment.  “You!  What are you doing here?  Get back to work!”  He waved his whip threateningly.  

Ordinarily he would already have used it, but there was a second reason all the women were grateful for 

the guards’ beer: in addition to helping the guards make enough “water” to keep the women going 

through the long, exhausting workday, it also sometimes made them a little more mellow.  But she knew 

it wouldn’t be long before she felt the stinging lash.  Kalina had always been a tough girl, not much 

affected by physical pain, but that didn’t mean she welcomed it, and she was glad to be able to wait a 

little longer. 

She looked directly up at the guard and shook her head.  Proud of keeping the tremor out of her 

voice, she said loudly, “I’m not working anymore!” 

The guard glared at her, and now at last came the whip, slashing at her shins.  Sitting as she was, 

her knees drawn up, her most sensitive parts were protected, but she knew that wouldn’t be so for long. 

The burly guard took two long steps towards her and hauled her upright with a strong hand 

under her armpit, her chains rattling with the movement.  Kalina could now see the other women, most 

of them avoiding looking at her as they went on about their tasks.  Kalina was one of the two dozen 
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women working at enlarging the underground cavern by brute force.  Some women were swinging 

sledge hammers at the rock walls, gradually crumbling them – they had to do it kneeling to give their 

arms enough freedom to swing the hammer.  Some of the women with the hammers were up on 

scaffolding in front of the wall, to reach the higher parts.  Other women crawled on the floor, gathering 

loose rocks and taking them to waiting wheelbarrows, while others rolled the wheelbarrows out of the 

cavern to the designated dumping area – two women to each wheelbarrow, not just because of the 

weight but because the handles were too far apart for one woman’s joined hands to grasp. 

Kalina hardly heard the steady clinking of the women’s chains anymore.  She had lived with it 

constantly for a month. 

Many of the older women, older meaning late twenties, with muscles built up from years of 

heavy labor, looked as though they were made for this kind of work, while the younger ones mostly did 

not.  They all shared in common, though, slender bodies, usually with long, smooth legs, young pretty 

faces and large, proud breasts, looking more like university girls who would be looking forward to the 

next weekend’s party, instead of prison inmates – except for the occasional stripes of whip marks, some 

old and fading, some fresh. 

Several of the older women, longtime inmates judging from their muscles, were looking at 

Kalina now and giving her tiny shakes of their heads, obviously trying to discourage her from what she 

was doing.  They knew better than to try to talk now.  I know what I’m doing, Kalina thought to herself, 

and tried to convey this thought to the scared-looking women.  

Kalina gasped in pain as the guard suddenly slashed with his whip across her breasts.  “Get back 

to work!” 

She shook her head and dropped back down to sit against the wall, not so much to protect 

herself – she knew she couldn’t for long – but to emphasize her recalcitrance in a “What are you going 

to do about it?” manner.  The guard reached down for her once more, and suddenly stopped. 

Kalina looked up, puzzled and suddenly scared by the guard’s expression: a smile was slowly 

creeping across his face.  As she watched, he straightened up and backed away, and signaled to the 

other guards to join him some distance away for a conference. 

The rest of the inmates all continued going about their assigned tasks.  They didn’t need to be 

told that any slacking off would be punished in the usual way.  None of them saw the guards’ inattention 

as an opportunity for escape.  There was nowhere to escape to. 

The guards, each taking an occasional swig of beer, were holding an animated discussion 

punctuated with periodic bursts of laughter.  They looked as if they were discussing football scores, not 

planning the torture of a prisoner that was no doubt the actual subject. 

At last there seemed to be agreement.  One guard took off at a trot out of the cavern, as 

another shouted for all the women to stop and stand in place.  As they stood, the younger ones looking 

frightened, the older ones resigned, the remaining guards fanned out and began looking at the women’s 

collars. 
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Each collar had, on its side, a colored metal tag, with a number such as 326-07 stamped on it.  

The collar tags of Kalina and her friends, Kalina had noticed, had each been blue, but among the prison 

population as a whole the tags came in a variety of colors.  Kalina could see that the guards were looking 

closely at all of the blue ones.  Several women she didn’t know had blue tags, but the guards unerringly 

picked out, and pulled aside roughly, Kalina’s friends, the two here from her committee.  Kalina had 

never looked closely enough at other women’s numbers to pick up any pattern, but it now occurred to 

her that part of the code on each tag was a group number, by which the guards were now identifying 

the prisoners who had arrived here at the prison with Kalina.  The colors were no doubt simply for the 

purpose of saving the guards the trouble of looking at every single tag – since Kalina’s was blue, they 

had only to look at the blue ones. 

Moments later, Vasilia and Anya were standing in front of Kalina, both looking terrified, each 

held at her elbow by one of the guards.  Behind them, the other women were ordered back to work.  

The guard who had found Kalina in her hiding place, now standing beside her, turned to face her and 

said firmly, “Choose one!” 

She blinked at him in confusion.  “Ch-choose for what?  Wh-what’s going to happen?”  Kalina’s 

mind spun frantically, the courage that had inspired her defiance draining away by the second.  What 

were they going to do?  Would they beat the girl she chose instead of her?  Would they beat both her 

and the chosen girl?  Would they make them have sex with each other?  She remembered the guards 

laughing together a few minutes earlier.  That must be it, she thought: sex.  That or a fight.  The after-

hours games the guards devised for their own entertainment usually consisted of taking two of the 

women out of their cells and either having them perform degrading sex acts on each other, the guards 

cheering them on and shouting commands, or else having them do battle with each other, while the rest 

of the women watched in silence from their cells.  Kalina’s heart froze up every time the guards started 

pacing between the cells, deciding whom to choose for abuse tonight.  Kalina, in the month she had 

been here, had not yet been forced to have sex with another of the women.  She had been chosen to 

wrestle twice – so typical of males to love watching naked women wrestle – and had once had to fight 

another of the women, both of them using fists.  Luckily for Kalina, she had won each time.  It was no 

fun at all to lose. 

The guard’s eyes narrowed, and he repeated, “Choose one!  You’re deciding who gets punished 

for what you did.  Choose one and say, ‘Punish this one.’” 

The panic Kalina felt was echoed in the eyes of her two friends.  She shook her head, knowing 

she shouldn’t, but unable to stop the gesture of negation.  She refused to believe this could be 

happening.  Kalina was so ashamed of dragging Vasilia and Anya into this, and trembled at the images 

rushing through her mind of what would happen, just minutes from now, to someone she cared about.  

With her stomach tied in knots, Kalina wished fervently she could go back half an hour and undo what 

she had done. 

Her mind spun frantically.  The idea of choosing one of her friends to be hurt went against the 

core of her being.  She loved all of her friends dearly, and now had to point to one and say, in essence, I 

want you to suffer. 
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Kalina had often read about “a few seconds stretching out forever,” and wished that could 

happen, but somehow time seemed to move as fast as it always did, maybe even faster, and she knew 

the guards considered hesitation in following an order one of the worst of crimes. 

It came down to elimination, and Kalina had known from the first instant which girl she could 

not choose: Anya.  Kalina would do anything to avoid hurting Anya. 

***** 

Kalina had met the others in the committee after joining the movement, and had become close 

to Vasilia, but Anya Simonina had been Kalina’s friend all through school.  They had played together as 

children, shared secrets as adolescents, talked about their future and their dreams as the end of school 

came near.  The same age as Kalina, Anya looked years younger, almost like a child, a full head shorter 

than Kalina and probably a dozen kilos lighter – or would look that young if not for her full, firm breasts, 

surprising to see on a girl her size, a genetic inheritance along with her weak eyesight.  Her breasts and 

cute, pixieish face were probably the main reasons she had been kept alive.  Along with her small size, 

which somehow seemed to make her that much more fun to torment.  In a prison full of powerless 

women, Anya was the most powerless of them all. 

Anya’s parents had died when she was eight, and she’d been raised by an emotionally remote 

maiden aunt.  That, thought Kalina, was probably one reason Anya was so painfully shy.  Anya had taken 

a job in the local library after completing school.  She preferred to work in the receiving area, 

cataloguing new books and preparing them for shelving, rather than having to deal with people out in 

the public part of the library.  Kalina had coaxed and cajoled Anya into coming along to a committee 

meeting, just so Anya could make some new friends, just two weeks before they were all arrested.  

Kalina blamed herself for Anya being here in prison with her.  In Hell.  

In an instant of memory, as if she was drowning, Kalina’s mind went back to that awful day – 

one of an endless succession of nightmare days beginning with the police breaking into the meeting of 

the committee, just after Kalina and Anya had arrived.  Kalina and all of the others from the committee 

had found themselves in a courtroom within minutes after being taken out of the police vans.  The guilt 

of all of the members had been a foregone conclusion before the trial had even started, with the leaflets 

they had been going to distribute, tacking them up to streetlamp poles and leaving them under park 

benches, all displayed as evidence for the judge to examine.  Kalina, like the others, had sat stunned 

during the reading of the death sentences. 

Kalina barely remembered being transported, in a daze, by van and later, astonishingly, by 

helicopter, to this prison, a fortress built within a mountainside.  She and the other women who’d 

occupied cages in the van were led to a holding cell, where Kalina had been reunited with Anya, after 

having been separated during transport.  Anya had run to her, crying, throwing her arms around Kalina, 

and as the hours went by in the holding cell, Anya had fallen asleep with her head in Kalina’s lap.  Kalina 

had wanted so much, oh so much, to tell Anya how sorry she was to have so ruined her life, but her 

shame had choked her throat every time she tried. 
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It was while they were all in holding that the commandant had made that speech of… well, 

surely “welcome” was not the right word.  A speech of orientation to their surroundings, Kalina 

supposed. 

After that, one at a time, the women were taken out of the holding cell and led away.  When the 

man pointed at Anya, she clung to Kalina but was pulled away and taken from the cell, crying.  Kalina, 

when her own turn finally came, was taken to a small room and made to strip at gunpoint, throwing her 

clothes in one of several cardboard boxes and jewelry in another, wondering how the prison authorities 

would unscramble the clothes and rings and necklaces later.  Then she was led to another room, this 

one very large, where the women taken from holding before her were already standing, naked, 

quivering with fear, each with her wrists handcuffed behind one of the many poles that stood in rows 

throughout the room, each with her ankles strapped to the base of the pole.  Each pole had a number 

displayed in large numerals at its top.  Anya was there, looking terrified, her hair still in the cute pigtails 

tied with ribbons that were so incongruous now.  Kalina was positive Anya could never have voluntarily 

shown her bared breasts to anyone – she was self-conscious about them, and always dressed to hide 

their size.  And certainly she could never have imagined showing her dark triangle of pubic hair for all to 

see.  Perhaps not even to herself in a mirror.  Anya’s face was one concentrated blush.  Kalina had felt 

faint as she herself was secured to one of the vacant poles, but somehow remained standing. 

The rest of the women arrived one by one eventually, each secured in turn to one of the poles.  

A guard at the side of the room would shout “Stand up straight!” if any of the women tried to kneel, 

crouch, or even slouch, and “No talking!” at any hint of whispered conversation.  All of the women kept 

their heads down as they waited, not wanting to look the others in their nudity.  Once they were all 

there, uniformed men entered, individually or sometimes in pairs or small groups, perhaps three dozen 

men altogether over a span of a few hours.  Each man walked slowly around the room, looking closely at 

the bodies of every one of the women, while making notations on a clipboard, then left the room, and 

was replaced a few minutes later by the next man.  All of the men were silent except for giving frequent 

orders to the women to hold their heads up and stand up straighter.  Whenever one of them walked 

behind Kalina she could feel his eyes, as if they were fingers, on her backside.  Kalina stifled a shriek the 

first time one of the men reached out to feel her breast – not appearing to intend to cause pain, but as if 

simply trying to make sure it was real.  She could see the reason for the ankle straps: Kalina, not yet 

suicidal at the time, had not tried to kick the man, but directly in front of her, it appeared that Marta 

had wanted to, when it was her turn to be groped.  The straps made any such defense impossible. 

Just once Kalina stole a look at Anya, and saw her friend standing despite trembling knees, eyes 

shut tight, lips pressed together and quivering, face streaming with tears, afraid to make a sound.  Kalina 

saw Anya go suddenly rigid, with a squeak of fear, when one of the men did the breast test on her.  

Kalina couldn’t bear to look at Anya again after that. 

At last, after being left alone for another interminable wait, still handcuffed to the poles, all too 

frightened to speak now despite the absence of any guard, the women had been led away one at a time 

again.  Kalina, in her turn, had been taken to a small room where she was subjected to several 

indignities of body grooming, including trimming her hair to barely a centimeter in length, was fitted 

with the chains she now wore, and was led to a tiny cell in a cell block, the other cells filled by women 
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she had never met before, except for her friend Vasilia, in one of the cells across from her.  Kalina’s 

heart felt ripped to pieces to see that Anya wasn’t there. 

For three weeks she didn’t see Anya, and assumed Anya had been executed back then, on that 

first day. 

Kalina had found herself to be a member of an eight-woman team, teams being assigned work 

duties together in different parts of the prison.  But they had put three teams together here, to do the 

work of expanding the cavern – and Anya was on one of the other teams.  Kalina remembered how 

excited she had felt when she finally saw Anya, on the day Kalina’s work assignment was switched to the 

cavern.  Seeing that Anya wasn’t dead.  Stupid, thought Kalina.  Anya would be so much better off if they 

had killed her. 

***** 

The guard who had caught Kalina cleared his throat, forcing her mind once more back to the 

present.  “Do you want them both punished?” 

Tears flowing from her eyes, Kalina looked at Vasilia, who flinched and moaned.  Vasilia knew 

what was coming, even before Kalina, her voice shaking, touched Vasilia’s arm with her elbow and said, 

“P-punish this one.” 

The guard smiled, turned Vasilia by her shoulder and said gruffly, “Get back to work.”  When she 

stared at him uncomprehendingly, he raised his whip and repeated, “Get back to work!  Go!”  Relief 

flooding her face, she quickly shuffled back to the women gathering rocks, while several guards closed 

around Anya and pulled her away.  Anya and Kalina both shouted, “No, please!” 

I should have known I should have known I should have known, Kalina told herself, cursing her 

stupidity.  I told them what I wanted them to do.  As if they would actually do it. 

The guard stood again in front of Kalina, and she dropped her eyes, fearing to display insolence 

as much as she feared to see what they were doing to Anya, beyond him. 

Kalina flinched as the guard reached towards her and, to her astonishment, unlocked the 

padlocks that secured her wrist cuffs to the chain at her waist. 

She looked up at him at last, wide-eyed, knowing it must be a trick, as she cautiously swung her 

arms, testing her aching shoulder muscles.  She had not had full, unrestricted use of her hands and arms 

in at least a week, since her last wrestling match. 

The guard grinned and put his hand out to the side, where one of his colleagues, the one who 

had run out of the room and returned later with items needed for Kalina’s punishment, wordlessly 

placed one of those hated gags in it.  Knowing better than to protest, Kalina stood still and opened her 

mouth wide as the guard pushed the rubber phallus into her mouth and secured it with leather bands 

around her head.  It filled her mouth completely, going in almost, but not quite, far enough to engage 

her gag reflex.  Her teeth slipped into the groove at its base, making it impossible for her to push it out 

with her tongue even if it hadn’t been held in place by the leather straps. 
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Kalina knew she could untie the straps herself, her hands being free.  She wouldn’t dream of 

trying it, though. 

She got a second, even greater surprise when, his grin expanding, the guard handed her his 

whip. 

“Congratulations, bitch.  You’ve just got yourself promoted to guard.  Just to do one job, though, 

then it’s back to being an inmate.  Sound good to you?” 

Warily, knowing it was expected of her, Kalina nodded. 

By now the guard was clearly having a hard time holding back his laughter.  He moved to the 

side, swung his arm back to point to Anya, and said very quietly, “Your job is to whip that bitch over 

there.  One of her friends has been very bad.” 

Kalina felt the blood drain from her head, and nearly passed out.  Anya was about ten meters 

from her.  The guards had detached Anya’s wrist cuffs from her waist chain, still locked to each other, 

and tied a rope to them which they slung over one of the many hooks embedded in the low ceiling of 

the cavern, pulling her arms taut up over her head.  That alone left her with her feet just able to reach 

the floor of the cavern, but then they had unlocked her hobble chain and secured her ankles to the ends 

of a long spreader bar, leaving Anya barely able to get the tips of her toes on the floor, her legs spread 

wide.  Tears were streaming from her eyes, her lips pressed tightly together yet still quivering.  The men 

were standing around her, making lewd comments about her body and laughing. 

Kalina looked hopelessly at the guard, shaking her head frantically, trying to give him back the 

whip.  

He looked at her in good-natured surprise.  “What, you don’t want the job?  It’s such an easy 

task.”  He went on, again quietly, obviously so that Anya couldn’t hear, “All you have to do is whip her 

until she passes out from the pain.” 

Kalina gasped and shook her head even harder, her breath whistling in and out of her nose as if 

she had just run five kilometers.  She pushed the whip handle against the guard’s broad chest. 

The guard fixed his piercing eyes on her and held her gaze.  She found she couldn’t look away, as 

if her eyes themselves were in bondage. 

He continued in that same near-whisper, “Well, if you don’t want the job, then we’ll all do it.  I’ll 

whip her until she faints.  Then we’ll revive her, and another man will take his turn.  And the next, and 

the next.  If we can’t revive her, we’ll wait till the doctor says we can start up again.  We’ll keep going 

until every one of us has had a turn.  Want us to do that instead?  If you whip her, then we won’t.  She’ll 

only have to pass out from pain once, instead of over and over.” 

Kalina’s bladder let go, and her urine pattered to the ground between her feet.  She had to do 

this.  It was not only her fault Anya was here in the prison to begin with, it was also her more immediate 

fault Anya was in her present peril.  Kalina was sure every one of the guards, with their arm strength and 

experience, could do a more effective and painful job on Anya than Kalina could.  And there were nine of 

them here.  No doubt they would play with Anya, stretching out the torture interminably.  Kalina 
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couldn’t make Anya go through that.  Anya would get through the whipping much faster, with much less 

accumulated pain, if Kalina did it. 

Another thought also entered Kalina’s head.  Her plan today, for bringing about her own 

execution, had never had a chance of being successful.  Beyond the fact that, apparently, when your 

defiance went past a certain point the punishment was shifted to your friends, there was the guard’s 

reference to the doctor: Anya wouldn’t be allowed to die either.  This prison was, to the extent possible, 

a place of eternal punishment, even more like Hell than Kalina had realized.  No prisoner was allowed to 

escape, not even the ultimate escape of death.  Only the prison could choose the time of any inmate’s 

death.  Kalina would suffer exactly as long as they wanted her to.  Maybe that was what the older 

inmates had been trying to tell her.  They had probably seen this before. 

The sudden slap of a whip against her backside brought Kalina back to the here and now.  She 

saw, to her horror, that the guards were starting to assemble in a ragged circle around Anya, waiting for 

the show.  Kalina’s thoughts had been accompanied by such a vivid mental image of herself whipping 

Anya that she had started to imagine she had already done it in reality, that it was in the past, and she 

could start trying to put it behind her.  Instead, it loomed in front of her, awful, unavoidable.  Again she 

felt lightheaded, ready to faint.  She wanted to, but struggled against it, fearing the consequences. 

She forced herself to stumble towards Anya, still hobbled by the short chain between her 

ankles, studying the whip she held in her hands.  The handle was about fifteen centimeters long, thick 

enough to grip easily, with depressions for the fingers to help avoid slippage.  At the end of the handle, 

the whip itself consisted of several separate narrow strips of flat leather.  It would not usually cut the 

skin, she knew from painful experience, but would leave scrapes and bruises which would take their 

time in healing. 

Kalina could see Anya squinting at her.  It seemed to Kalina such an unnecessary cruelty, on top 

of the many abuses the poor girl had already suffered, that Anya couldn’t have her glasses.  Kalina 

wondered whether that had added to Anya’s troubles, that she was so near-sighted she often couldn’t 

see what the other women were doing.  Kalina herself had learned a lot from watching the ones who 

had been here longer. 

At this distance, Kalina wasn’t entirely sure Anya could see that Kalina was holding a whip.  The 

guards had not, of course, told Anya what was to come. 

Shuffling closer to Anya, Kalina looked into her friend’s eyes, seeing them widen. 

“K-Kalina, what are you doing?”  Now, thought Kalina, she can see the whip.  Anya was 

trembling, constantly shifting her feet, trying to find a way to make her tip-toed spread-legged stance 

more tolerable.  In spite of the month of constant nudity and sexual abuse, Anya’s face was bright red 

with embarrassment – her naked body had never yet been so clearly the center of all attention, from so 

many guards at once. 

Kalina shrugged helplessly, the gag filling her mouth so completely that she couldn’t form any 

remotely intelligible sound.  She longed to say how sorry she was, how powerless she was, how 

ashamed she was at what she was about to do.  And to tell Anya – how desperately Kalina wanted to tell 



14 
 

her! – to take just a few light blows and then pretend to faint, and it would all be over.  The guards, of 

course, had thought of everything, and the gag was for exactly this purpose: that Kalina could not tell 

Anya how to end this. 

Kalina looked up and down Anya’s small, slender frame, and again into Anya’s terrified eyes.  

Anya was shaking her head frantically, moaning, “No, no, no…”  Obviously she had guessed why Kalina 

was holding the whip in her sweaty, shaking hands.  Across the front of the thighs, Kalina thought.  That 

would probably hurt the least.  She looked at the guard who had caught her, who had instigated this 

performance, now standing behind Anya, and prayed with all her heart that it was all just a scary game 

and the guard would laugh, let Kalina go and release Anya from the chains.  Instead, he looked at his 

watch, and back at Kalina pointedly.  He had not suggested that there was a time limit for Kalina getting 

started, but the look told her there was. 

Breathing in great heaves, her own eyes looking as terrified as Anya’s, Kalina took the whip 

handle back and swung it forward, and the leather strap slapped against the front of Anya’s upper 

thighs.  Anya’s mouth flew open and she let out a shocked squeak, clearly not having believed Kalina 

would go through with it.  Anya tugged so hard with her upstretched arms that she lifted herself 

completely off the ground for a moment in her struggle to free herself.  Her voice shook so much it was 

hard to understand her.  “Kalina, stop, stop doing this…”  She gasped as Kalina swung the whip forward 

once more, catching her this time just above the knees. 

Tears streaming from her eyes, Kalina looked pleadingly at the guard.  He tightened his jaw and 

swung his arm in a hard whipping gesture. 

And I do have to do it harder, Kalina realized.  And in places where it will really hurt.  He told me 

I have to keep doing it until she faints.  That will never happen if I keep doing it so soft. 

Kalina closed her eyes, trying to detach herself from the situation, to remove all the 

personalities and make the problem more theoretical.  Anya needs to pass out from the pain.  How to 

make that happen?  Breasts, of course.  Her sex, definitely.  Underhand swing for that.  But later.  Wait 

until she’s already in a lot of pain.  Start on the front of her body, hit hard.  She hasn’t even screamed 

yet.  Make her scream, make her use up air.  And do it fast, over and over, don’t stop, don’t let her catch 

her breath. 

Anya gasped as Kalina opened her eyes, seeing something new in them.  A determined look, the 

emotion leached out of it.  Stifling her sobs, Anya desperately choked out, “Kalina, it’s me, it’s Anya, 

stop, stop, please stop…”  Her pleading ended with a piercing scream as the whip slapped directly across 

her breasts, seeming to set them on fire. 

That’s it, thought Kalina.  Like that, but harder.  And quickly, quickly. 

She drew her arm back and swung it forward, again and again, whipping her friend’s breasts, her 

stomach, her legs.  She went around behind Anya.  Anya didn’t try to look behind.  She was hardly aware 

of Kalina’s presence, or of anything else except the searing pain all over the front of her body. 

And now suddenly on her buttocks and back.  Anya was shrieking continuously now, not trying 

to form words. 
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Kalina came around in front again, not much more aware of her surroundings than Anya was.  

Breasts and sex now, she thought.  She ignored the strain and tiredness in her arm, and swung out 

again, harder than ever, catching Anya full on the breasts.  Anya’s eyes were squeezed tightly shut, her 

hands clenched in fists, but her scream had little wind behind it.  Good, though Kalina, she’s getting 

close. 

Kalina had never used a whip in her life, but she was getting the hang of putting it where she 

wanted it.  Now’s the time, she thought.  Twirling the handle and making an underhand swing, she 

managed a slap with the leather straps directly along the length of Anya’s sex lips. 

Anya’s entire body convulsed, the muscles standing out like a da Vinci drawing, her scream 

finding new life from the awful pain in such a sensitive place.  Kalina was not waiting to watch this; she 

was already swinging the whip across Anya’s breasts once more, following that with another slap across 

her sex.  She repeated it twice more, then stopped as she realized Anya’s scream had faded.  Anya’s 

face, red until now, was a pasty white color, and as Kalina watched, Anya’s eyes rolled up out of sight 

and she went limp, to hang by her arms, her head lolling back. 

The control Kalina had exercised over herself snapped, and threw the whip down and collapsed 

to her knees, her face buried in her hands on the ground, her body wracked with uncontrollable spasms 

of sobbing. 

She was dimly aware of movement around her, and looked up, hoping to see that the guards 

were releasing Anya at last.  Instead, she saw, in greater horror than ever, that they were lining up in 

front of the girl and behind her, the guards first in each line unzipping their pants.  No!!! Kalina grunted 

hopelessly against the gag.  You can’t do that to her!!  Not now!! 

Kalina quickly turned away from them on her knees and lifted her butt high in the air, grunting 

insistently and pointing to her sex.  Do me, not her!  Do me!!  Do me!! 

The guard who had caught her, her personal tormentor, laughed.  “I think the prisoner has 

learned her lesson.  But let’s make sure.”  He walked to Kalina and dropped to his knees behind her, 

pulling down his pants.  The rest of the guards lined up behind him, eagerly commenting and laughing. 

Anya shook herself awake at last, still hanging from her arms, every inch of her body throbbing 

with fire, especially her breasts and crotch.  As she cried weakly, she watched one guard after another 

avail himself of Kalina, some using her vagina, some her ass.  Around them, the rest of the women 

silently continued working. 
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CHAPTER 1 

“And we’re here why, again, exactly?”  Rachel looked at the grimy city scene around her, sighed, 

and wrinkled her nose at the smell.  Must be a paper mill somewhere nearby, she thought.  Behind 

Rachel and her friend Mandy, the taxi that had dropped them off groaned away into the light afternoon 

traffic, belching smoke. 

Mandy gave her tall, beautiful friend an exasperated smile.  “You were with me when I bought 

the tickets.  I told you I always wanted to see one of those ex-Soviet countries.  And the tickets were so 

cheap!” 

Rachel looked up and down the street dispiritedly.  So this was Irkhetnia.  A country Rachel 

could barely remember hearing of, and could never have placed on a map.  And this was Metrovia, the 

capital city, Irkhetnia’s largest, most modern city, no doubt.  None of the architecture looked as if it 

dated after 1900, with the exception of an area of forbidding-looking Soviet-style multistory apartment 

blocks visible about a half-mile distant.  “Ask yourself why it was so cheap.  How many visitors do you 

think they get here?  See any besides us?  Any tour busses of Americans in shorts and Hawaiian shirts 

with cameras strung around their necks?  We’re probably the first American tourists who’ve ever seen 

this city.” 

“Well, so they’ll be eager to be nice to us, right?  They can’t start to grow economically without 

some money from outside.  That’s why citizens from the EU and USA can come here without a visa.”  All 

they’d had to do was show their American passports at the Irkhetnian government ticket office at the 

Berlin airport, and again as they passed through the arrival gate after leaving the plane.  “And our 

money will go a long way.  I hear these countries go nuts over dollars.” 

“If they even know what a dollar is.  Good thing you had the address of the hotel written down 

for the cab driver.  In Cyrillic letters.  We haven’t met anybody since we got off the plane who speaks 

English!”  In Germany, especially in the cities, they had always been able to rely on someone around 

them knowing English.  Rachel had anticipated the same thing here. 

Mandy could tell her friend was getting more irritated by the minute.  “Rachel, let’s just go into 

the hotel and check in.  We’re both tired.  I didn’t realize the flight would be that long.” 

Rachel sighed again.  “Okay.  At least I guess we can’t get back to Berlin today.” 

“Uhh, no, that’s kind of out.  Look, could you just humor me?  Let’s stay a couple of days, and 

see what it’s like.  Then we’ll fly right back to Germany and go on with the rest of the trip.  We’ll hit all 

the Berlin night clubs when we get back.  Deal?”  She bit her lip, and raised her eyebrows, giving Rachel 

a please-just-do-it-for-me-this-one-time look. 

Rachel couldn’t help smiling at the lost-puppy face Mandy was showing.  “Okay.  We’ll check in, 

and look around town a little.  Couple of days.”  Rachel disliked missing out on even that much of their 

vacation in Germany.  They’d planned the trip for months.  There was no way to stretch the trip out any 

longer at the end – they were cutting it close to the start of fall semester classes at the university as it 

was.  They needed to get back to start their junior year. 
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Mandy grinned, moving for a moment as if she were going to hug Rachel before stopping 

herself.  She knew Rachel didn’t like that kind of thing. 

***** 

Rachel spun slowly, taking in all the dreary details of the room.  “Uhhh, there’s no bathroom.” 

Mandy bit her lip.  “There’s probably one down the hall.  Shall we go look…?” 

Rachel shook her head.  “Later.  Kind of a small bed.” 

Mandy looked at it with dismay.  She colored slightly at the idea of sharing it with Rachel.  Their 

hotel rooms in Germany had had separate beds.  “I could sleep on the floor.” 

Rachel shook her head.  “Don’t be silly.  I’ll do that.  You’re paying for all this.”  It would never 

occur to either of them to suggest sleeping in the same bed.  The embarrassment of sharing such a tiny, 

intimate bed with another woman would prevent them sleeping at all. 

Rachel sighed.  The hotel clerk had been their latest language barrier.  He seemed nice, and 

willing to help, but was at a loss to know how to respond to two young women chattering in an alien 

tongue.  He barely seemed to notice Mandy, his eyes glued in awe to Rachel’s face, when they weren’t 

wandering down to her cleavage.  After several minutes of confusion, Mandy had pointed to herself and 

said her name, slowly.  The clerk, on sudden inspiration, looked under a pile of papers and found some 

sort of memo that evidently related to their pre-arranged visit.  Mandy, remembering the advertised 

cost of the room, pulled two five dollar bills out of the wallet in her purse and held them uncertainly in 

front of the clerk.  The light in his eyes confirmed his eagerness for dollars.  He took the bills, handed 

them a key, and pointed to the stairs, smiling, giving Rachel one last, yearning look as the girls turned 

away.  Upstairs, they had found a room matching the number on the key. 

“I’m going to call my dad, let him know I’m in Irkhetnia,” rolling her eyes as she pronounced the 

name.  She pulled out her cell phone, but quickly discovered she couldn’t get a signal.  Damned cheap 

network, she thought.  It must not cover this part of the planet.  “Shit.  I don’t know why I didn’t think of 

this.  I should have called before we left Germany.”  Spotting an old-fashioned rotary phone on the 

bedside table, Rachel crossed to the bed and picked up the receiver.  The odd buzzing in the earpiece 

seemed likely to be the local equivalent of a dial tone.  She dialed the international code for the U.S., but 

there didn’t seem to be any appropriate response.  She depressed the switchhook and dialed 0.  She was 

encouraged by the clicking and the voice at the other end saying a brisk “Da?” until she recognized the 

voice to be the desk clerk’s.  Sighing, she tentatively said, “Phone America?” thinking he might 

understand her goal.  The long “Uhhhh…” at the other end told her otherwise.  She gritted her teeth and 

hung up. 

***** 

Dinner was obtained from a peddler with a pushcart, around the corner from the hotel: several 

pieces of fruit and two very fatty-looking sausages.  A bottle of wine from a hole-in-the-wall store 

completed the meal – it looked as though the establishment was there purely so workers could grab a 

bottle on the way from their dreary jobs to their dreary homes.  Rachel used her ability to charm 

merchants across the language barrier, a silent process involving spreading out bills, each party to the 
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transaction pointing at particular sets of bills to establish the price and the counteroffer.  Rachel 

managed to leave them with slight frowns and resigned gestures, spending about half the amount the 

merchants had originally wanted.  Female beauty is an international language. 

Rachel got to her feet as they finished eating.  “I’m going to go see if I can find that toilet.  

Coming?” 

Mandy shook her head and stretched out on the bed.  “Tell me where it is when you get back.” 

After about ten minutes, Rachel returned, with a grimace.  “It’s at the end of the hall.”  She 

waved vaguely.  “Last door on the left.  You squat and pee through a hole in the floor.”  She shook her 

head.  “Whole place reeks, of course.  I don’t know how people live like this.  I know, I know, two days.  

If I have to spend any longer, I swear I’ll freak.” 

Mandy looked pained.  “I know.  I’m sorry.  I just… couldn’t come here by myself.  You 

understand?  I’ll try to make it up to you, really.” 

Unexpectedly, Rachel smiled.  “Don’t fret.  I’m a big girl, I can handle it.  Anyway, I could have 

said no.  Say, let’s see if this town has any night life.  You game?” 

“What if some guy wants to… pick one of us up?” 

Rachel knew immediately which of the two of them Mandy was referring to.  Rachel always 

attracted male attention whether she wanted to or not.  Six feet tall barefoot, taller than most of the 

men seeking her notice, with striking features, long legs, flowing blonde hair and full breasts, Rachel was 

often assumed to be a model.  Mandy couldn’t be considered ugly, but with her much shorter stature, 

mousy brown hair, her nose just a little too long, her face just a little too wide, her mouth just a little too 

small with lips just a little too thin, her breasts a little too small, she was at a severe disadvantage when 

she was with Rachel. 

Rachel shook her head.  “Don’t worry.  I’ll head them off.  You don’t need to be trying to fend for 

yourself here while I go have fun.  Or… I’m sorry, I didn’t mean some guy wouldn’t want you.  You want a 

playmate tonight?”  She hoped Mandy could find someone nice.  Rachel didn’t think Mandy had ever 

had a boyfriend.  Or sex.  Mandy compounded her lack of sparkle by being shy. 

Mandy gaped at her.  “Go off with a guy and not know where I am or how to tell him No?  I 

don’t even know that word in this language.  No, just stay with me, okay?” 

Rachel picked up her purse.  “Okay, just a few drinks and listen to the music.  Wait till we get 

back to Germany for hanky-panky.”  She laughed and headed out the door, Mandy hurrying to follow. 

***** 

About two blocks from the hotel they heard strains of music coming from below street level.  

Following the sound down a set of steps, they came into an establishment with all the earmarks of a 

nightclub: tables surrounded by chairs, about half of them occupied, a bar along the side of the room, a 

small stage at the front where a bearded man was picking listlessly at a guitar, and, from about table 

level to ceiling, a continuous haze of cigarette smoke.  Rachel walked straight up to the bar, Mandy 

following in her wake.  Rachel turned to Mandy.  “What do you think, a little wine?” 
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“If we can get it, sure.” 

Rachel turned back to the bartender.  Her eyes locked with his to determine his reaction, she 

said experimentally, “Vino?”  She smiled at herself, wondering how likely it was that the man would 

speak, of all languages, Latin. 

Evidently that was close enough to the right word in his language.  He reached under the 

counter for a bottle while sweeping two glasses off a shelf behind him, all of this neatly done in one 

motion.  He poured for each of them, and said something that most likely was an announcement of the 

price.  Rachel, at twenty, would have been asked for some proof of age at any bar in the U.S.  Here, it 

didn’t seem to matter. 

Rachel pulled her wallet from her purse, and went through the haggling procedure again.  The 

sale completed, she raised her glass as if examining the underside of her drink for rat droppings.  The 

bartender glared at her and moved down the bar to serve another customer. 

They sipped their wine, Mandy making a face at its oily taste, but shrugging and deciding it 

wasn’t so bad she couldn’t finish it.  Rachel sat with her back to the bar, surveying the room, comparing 

the guitarist unfavorably with most of the amateurs who tried out their skills at off-campus clubs back 

home. 

Rachel could see the eyes of most of the men turning towards her.  Of course, most men’s gazes 

seemed instantly to fix at about breast level.  Rachel usually left enough buttons undone to show what 

was there. 

She looked to her left as a man approached.  About mid-thirties, wearing a wilted white shirt 

and stained tie, oily hair slicked back, a mustache and three-day beard growth.  He said something that 

Rachel found, of course, unintelligible in a literal sense, though the gist of it was clear, especially 

accompanied by the up-and-down drift of his eyes along her body.  Deciding immediately that, even if 

she hadn’t made that promise to Mandy, she wasn’t detecting the presence of a soul-mate, Rachel 

smiled benignly, raised her wine glass as if she were going to toast him with it, reached out with her 

other hand and dipped the end of his tie in the wine.  The man froze, his smile turning instantly to a 

scowl.  With clenched hands, he backed off and turned away, muttering something as unintelligible as 

his first suggestion, the meaning equally clear. 

“Rachel!  How can you just… do that?  You don’t know what he might have done to you.  Did you 

see his face after you did that?” 

Rachel grinned at her.  “You’ve just got to know guys in bars.  They know if they make a scene, 

everybody will know the girl snubbed him.  Better to slink away and hope nobody notices.” 

Mandy shook her head slowly.  “Well, if you say so.” 

Rachel looked down in her wineglass and wrinkled her nose.  “I guess I’m done with my wine, 

anyway.  Want another?” 

Mandy looked around the room, frowning.  “Weren’t there a lot more people than this when we 

came in?” 
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Rachel followed her friend’s gaze.  The place did seem to be emptying out.  She looked at her 

watch.  “I set my watch by what they said local time would be, before we left Berlin.  I’ve got 8:45.  Has 

my watch stopped?” 

Mandy confirmed the time.  “I checked about the time zone too.  I’m pretty sure that’s right.” 

Rachel shrugged.  “Maybe there’s some big soccer game.  Want to see if there’s more life 

somewhere else?” 

Mandy gestured nervously.  “We could just go back to the hotel.” 

“One more place, then we’ll go back.”  She shoved her glass away and headed for the door, 

Mandy again hurrying to keep up. 

Rachel took a few strides further down the street, and stopped so abruptly Mandy ran into her 

back.  “Wonder what’s up down there?” 

Towards the end of the block, an official-looking car had screeched around the corner and come 

to a stop adjacent to a group of four men, and several uniformed officers had jumped out.  It would 

have been impossible at this distance to overhear the conversation even if it had been in English, but 

there was a great deal of shouting from the uniformed men, and nervous gesturing and fumbling for 

papers in pockets by the pedestrians. 

Mandy seemed to shrink behind her taller friend, watching the commotion from around 

Rachel’s arm.  “R-Rachel, I don’t think we should be out here.  I think there might be some kind of 

curfew.” 

Rachel hesitated.  Her natural inclination was to get closer and find out more clearly what the 

situation was, but she couldn’t deny Mandy might be right.  “I don’t mind calling it a night.” 

***** 

Rachel groaned as she felt Mandy tapping her shoulder, from the bed above her.  Rachel had 

managed to fall asleep curled up on a Turkish rug on the floor, and her muscles felt cramped.  She didn’t 

relish going through the falling asleep process again and resented being dragged out of her sought-for 

slumber.  She growled irritably in response to Mandy’s whispered “Rachel, you awake?” 

“What is it?” 

“I can’t sleep.” 

“Guess that makes two of us now.”  Rachel immediately felt guilty.  Mandy was easily wounded, 

and Rachel liked her too well to want to hurt her.  She tried to make her voice more neutral.  “What’s 

up?” 

“I’m… scared.  I can’t go through with it.” 

Rachel finally sat up to look at her, in the periodic light from a blinking sign outside the window, 

her brows wrinkled in puzzlement.  “Can’t go through with what?” 

“With… what I came here for.” 
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Rachel wrapped her arms around her knees, and said slowly, “Are you telling me there was 

something more than just seeing sights?”  To her astonishment, she suddenly realized Mandy was 

crying. 

Between sniffles, Mandy choked out, “It just sounded so easy when Sergei asked me to do it…” 

Rachel blinked.  “Sergei?  That Russian grad student you act like you’ve got a crush on?” 

Mandy sighed.  “He’s not Russian.  He’s from Irkhetnia.  He’s here now, in Metrovia, for the 

summer – it’s where he grew up.  He… well, when I mentioned to some of the girls in the library I was 

thinking of going to Germany during the summer, he was sitting nearby, and it’s like he really noticed 

me for the first time.  He asked me out for coffee, and I was so excited.  We went out, and he asked all 

about the trip, and where I’d go and what I wanted to see, and how long I’d be in Germany, and… well, 

then he asked me if I’d be willing to take a little side trip.  To Irkhetnia.  I don’t think I’d even heard of it 

before that.  I thought he was Russian too. 

“Anyway, he got real serious, and he said I could do something really important for his country, 

and for mine too, for the U.S.” 

Rachel shook her head, her jaw hanging open.  “So what is it we’re here for?  Like a spy mission 

or something?” 

Mandy shook her head vehemently.  “Oh no, nothing like that.  At least, not really.  Tomorrow 

I’m supposed to wear my bright red blouse, and walk up the street towards the U.S. embassy.  A girl will 

recognize me by my blouse and she’ll slip something into my purse as I walk by, and then I’m supposed 

to go into the embassy and give it to a certain person there.  They’ll fly it out in a diplomatic pouch, you 

know, those can’t be searched, and it will be really valuable information about Irkhetnia for the U.S. 

government.  Something bad the government here does, that the U.S. should know about.  And that’s all 

I have to do.  Then we can leave and go back to Germany.  But…”  She shivered.  “I’ve been laying here 

awake thinking about it.  I can’t do it, I just can’t!” 

Rachel squeezed her eyes shut, trying to convince herself she was really hearing this.  “Didn’t 

you say Sergei is here?  Why isn’t he the one who’s meeting you?” 

“He thinks they might be watching him.  The girl I’m supposed to meet, well, walk past, he says 

they couldn’t possibly suspect her.  It’s totally safe, he promised!” 

“Tell me something.  Did you and he work out this whole plan before you asked me on the trip, 

or after?” 

Mandy bit her lip, not wanting to meet Rachel’s eyes.  “Umm… before.” 

“Is it… did you somehow want me here because of this?” 

Mandy nodded her head forlornly.  “I’m so sorry, Rachel.  I really do like being with you.  I could 

never have made myself go into those Berlin clubs without you there.  You just have this… well, you can 

do anything!  I thought I’d feel more confident if you were along.  I felt like I could do… this whole thing, 

if you were here.” 
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Rachel rubbed her eyes.  “This doesn’t make sense.  It sounds like Sergei must be in some sort of 

anti-government underground movement.  Why can’t these people do whatever it is themselves?  Pass 

along the information they have to the U.S. government.  Why do they need an American to come here 

and do it for them?” 

Mandy shook her head.  “They can’t get the information out themselves.  The government 

watches all the travelers so closely, they open the mail, they tap the phones.  I mean, if you thought 

they were thorough searching our stuff at the airport when we came in, wait till you see what they do 

when we leave!  And the police would never let an Irkhetnian citizen anywhere near the U.S. embassy 

without questioning him and searching him.”  She shrugged helplessly.  “This is the only thing Sergei 

could think of that would work.  Once I’d get within sight of the embassy, they wouldn’t search me if I 

showed my passport – it’d make some big diplomatic incident if they hassled an American citizen.  The 

government here has been trying to be so friendly to the U.S., you know, to get all that foreign aid and 

military help.” 

“So… you’re supposed to pass on some big secret, something Irkhetnia doesn’t want the U.S. to 

know?  What is it, do you know?” 

Mandy frowned.  “Sergei told me a little.  It’s something about drugs.  The U.S. government 

already suspects, or some people in it do, anyway, that a lot of the illegal drugs entering the U.S. come 

from here.  They don’t know that it’s run from the very top, though.  I mean, the president of the 

country is in charge of it!  I think I’m supposed to pass on some documents that prove that, and give a 

lot of the details of how it works, who’s involved, besides the president, where the money goes – that 

sort of thing.” 

Rachel couldn’t shake the feeling of unreality.  “If the U.S. found out… if they had proof… they’d 

blow the government here out of the water, I guess.  Like they did in Panama.  But…”  She shook her 

head hard, trying again to clear it.  “Mandy, what made you want to get mixed up in this?  I mean, this is 

really going to crazy lengths to impress a guy you barely know.” 

Mandy shook her head.  “It wasn’t that.  I mean, that’s not the main thing.  My brother…”  Her 

tears started seeping again.  “I never told you about this.  My older brother Bryan died of a drug 

overdose.  It… well, of course the drugs probably didn’t come from here, or I don’t know that they did, 

anyway.  But it doesn’t matter.  I HATE that there are people doing what this country is doing.  People 

like that killed Bryan!  I want to get them!!”  Her eyes blazed. 

Rachel blinked.  “Okay, okay.  Well, with that motivation, I guess you should be able to manage 

it.” 

Mandy started crying harder.  “I can’t!  I have to do it, I want to do it, but I can’t!  Every time I 

think about it, now that I’m here, now that it’s so close… I just get so shaky!  I know me, Rachel!  When 

that girl puts the stuff in my purse, I’ll just freak!  Or I’ll wait till I get right up to the embassy, and I’ll look 

so guilty the police will know something’s wrong.  Rachel, could…”  She moved her jaw as if to continue 

speaking, but no sound came out. 

Rachel looked straight into Mandy’s eyes.  “You want me to do it?” 
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Intense relief spread across Mandy’s features.  “Would you?  Please?  Please??” 

Rachel bit her lip, thinking.  “I guess the worst that could happen… look, is there anything in 

these documents that would give away Sergei’s identity?  Or the girl here?  Or anybody else you 

wouldn’t want to see in trouble?” 

Mandy shook her head uncertainly.  “I don’t think so… no, there shouldn’t be.  It’s not about 

that.” 

“Let’s see then – if I got caught… well, as an American citizen, the worst they’d do to me is 

deport me.  You too, of course.  It’d cut our Germany trip short.  You okay with that?” 

Mandy sighed deeply.  “Rachel, see, I knew you’d be calm about it!  I wish I could be like that.  

So will you do it?”  Her eyes pleaded with Rachel’s.  That lost puppy look again. 

Rachel smiled.  “If I can fit in that blouse.  It’s going to be tight on me, so I’ll get some attention.  

But what the hell, I’m used to that.” 

Mandy started crying again, with relief this time.  “Thank you so much!  SO much!!” 

Rachel lay back on the floor, feeling amused and a little excited.  This should be kind of fun.  

“See if you can get some sleep now.  Let me get some, anyway.” 

“Sure, Rachel.  Thanks again.”  Mandy lay back in the bed, with a very relieved smile. 

***** 

Rachel walked briskly down the street, in the direction of the U.S. embassy, which lay at the end 

of the street.  Her heart was pounding with excitement.  This is so cool, she thought, it’s like I’m in a 

movie, one of those spy thrillers. 

Of course, she thought, I’m attracting a little more notice than I should, if I were a spy.  Mandy’s 

bright red blouse hugged Rachel’s curves tightly, slightly flattening her breasts but making up for it by 

outlining the exact shape of her waist.  She had barely managed to get the thing buttoned, not even 

bothering with the top two buttons, so it showed more cleavage than it would have on a woman it was 

designed to fit.  Rachel ignored the male heads turning towards her as if drawn by some magnetic 

property of the blouse – yes, she thought, smiling, that must be it. 

She forced herself to keep looking straight ahead, though every muscle in her body wanted to 

turn to watch the retreating back of the woman she’d just bumped into.  Rachel hadn’t really noticed 

the woman as they had approached each other, except to dimly register a figure whose face was 

shadowed by a shawl.  The woman seemed to veer into her as Rachel had moved aside to pass her, the 

collision stopping the momentum of both of them.  Each had automatically reached out a hand to 

steady the other, muttering apologies in their respective languages, when Rachel felt a sudden tug at 

the purse on her arm, and realized the woman had slipped something into it.  She caught a momentary 

glimpse of the woman’s face, and saw in surprise it was not an old woman but a girl, looking younger 

than Rachel, probably seventeen or eighteen.  An instant later the girl was gone, walking on past Rachel, 

who shrugged and moved on, stifling a smile. 

***** 
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The man with binoculars nudged his partner.  “We’ve got contact, Alexei.” 

His partner, startled, put down his sandwich and picked up his mobile phone.  “Who?” 

The binocular man pointed.  “Woman in the shawl.  Bumped into our red babe.  I saw her put an 

envelope in the red babe’s purse.  A little amateurish.  And red babe’s not looking back.  Just pretending 

nothing happened.  That was the exchange.” 

Alexei spoke into his phone, giving a description of the shawled woman.  To the binocular man, 

he said, “Pick up the red lady now, Yevgeny?” 

Yevgeny shook his head.  “Not yet.  Wait till the shawl lady is out of sight.  We don’t want her to 

know the deal went bad.  Tell Squad Three: follow shawl lady, and she’ll lead us back to where she came 

from.  Oh – I want Squad Two to secure the hotel room.  Pick up the other girl there.”  He thought a 

moment more.  “And tell Three to see if we can get a photograph of the shawl lady’s face.  High 

resolution, if possible.  Do not stop her.  Tell them that twice.  If she slips away somehow, we can use 

face recognition on the computer, see if she’s already in the database of suspected underground 

members.” 

Alexei nodded, relayed the instructions into the phone, then sat back and relaxed.  “What was it 

you said put them onto this woman, the one in red?  Why’d they put a bug on her in the first place?” 

Yevgeny continued watching through the binoculars.  “I heard that a ticket clerk at the Berlin 

airport got suspicious when these two girls just walked up and bought round-trip tickets, for cash.  I 

don’t know, I guess the combination of American girls, in Berlin, traveling alone, no reservations, paying 

cash.  Like they’d just taken it into their heads that minute to fly to Irkhetnia.  College age, like most of 

the rebels.  Just all struck him a little odd – luckily for us.  Anyway, he alerted the Security Ministry, and 

local customs stuck transmitters in their bags when they entered.  Bug heard them talking about their 

plans in their hotel room last night.  I hope they give the ticket clerk a commendation.” 

The woman in the red blouse had continued on as the sidewalk crowds thinned out around her 

– as one drew closer to the USA embassy, fewer locals felt comfortable being there, police presence 

being heavier.  Yevgeny put his binoculars in his bag and stood, his knees cracking.  He signaled to two 

other men, and they joined him and Alexei, all of them piling into the police van. 

***** 

Marya had just stuffed the shawl into her dresser drawer when her mother looked in from the 

bedroom door, clearly irritated.  “Marya, where were you?  I looked everywhere for you.  You’re 

supposed to be getting ready to come with me to the luncheon.” 

The girl sighed.  “I was just out and about, Mom.” 

Yelena gritted her teeth.  “None of the staff knew where you were.  I’ve told you not to slip out 

without the bodyguards.” 

Marya retorted quickly, “You do!” 

Yelena glared at her.  “I can take care of myself.  You know I worry about you, out there by 

yourself.” 
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Marya rolled her eyes.  “Mom, I’m eighteen.  I can take care of myself too.” 

Yelena sighed.  “Yeah, right.  The age where you know everything there is to know.”  Her glare 

softened, and she looked straight in her daughter’s eyes.  “Marya, for me.  Just stop.  Whatever it is 

you’re doing out there, it’s got to be something your father wouldn’t like, or you wouldn’t be so 

secretive about it.” 

Marya’s eyes flashed.  “Well, we’ve all got our secrets.” 

Yelena’s face flushed, and she made a warding gesture with her hands.  She hated the way 

Marya had been pulling away from her in the last few months.  They’d always had a good 

mother/daughter relationship until recently.  She knew they were still close enough that Marya 

wouldn’t spill Yelena’s  secret, but a year ago Marya wouldn’t have thrown it in her face like that.  Marya 

had surely misinterpreted the nature of her mother’s connection with Colonel Blasinski, but Yelena still 

couldn’t afford for it to be out in the open.  

Yelena gave up.  “Anyway, we’re leaving for the luncheon in thirty minutes.” 

Marya gave her a sweet smile.  “I’ll be ready, Mummy.” 
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CHAPTER 2 

Rachel was startled when a van roared past her on the street and screeched to a stop at the 

curb, about thirty feet ahead of her.  She felt a blast of adrenaline surge through her body, and decided 

her best move was to keep walking as if nothing were happening.  She could carry this off if she avoided 

making any guilty moves. 

Her resolve held up until the men leaping out of the van headed straight for her, their eyes on 

her.  She held up her hands in front of her.  “Wait! It’s okay, I’m an American citizen.  I’m going to the 

embassy.  What papers do you need to see?”  She started to reach into her purse for her passport, but 

thought better of it. 

By this time the man in the lead was beside her, quickly clamping his hand around her upper 

arm, pulling her towards the van.  She told herself over and over, stay calm, they can’t hurt you, they 

won’t do anything.  She managed to keep herself breathing almost normally. 

That worked until the man holding her reached into his pocket and pulled out something that 

made a jingling sound.  To her horror, Rachel saw that he was holding handcuffs. 

She shook her head violently, her eyes wide.  “Hey, no, that’s not necessary, I won’t fight you.  

I’ll come along… hey, I need that!  My passport is in there!”  The last was in reference to her purse, 

which one of the men had jerked out of her hand.  By this time the man with the cuffs had taken hold of 

both her arms and wrenched them behind her back, quickly slapping the cuffs onto her wrists and 

securing them.  Her heart thundered in her chest.  She had laughed when a boyfriend had once 

suggested bondage games, while inwardly shuddering, wondering how any woman could get off on 

giving up her freedom of movement like that.  She loathed the whole idea. 

How could it have gone wrong?  Obviously the police knew what had happened, had been ready 

for it before it happened – how else could they reacted so quickly?  They must have been following the 

girl, the one who’d put whatever it was in her purse.  They’d known all about her, and waited to see who 

her accomplice was. 

One of the men opened the back of the van, and the man who had cuffed Rachel now pushed 

her towards the compartment the opened door revealed.  She tried to say calmly, “Okay, I’m going in, 

I’m going in.  Can I have my purse back, please?”  Without a word, from any of the men, the one holding 

her shoved her inside the van and slammed the door shut.  Checking quickly, she saw there was no 

handle on the inside.  A partition with metal bars separated the back compartment from the rest of the 

van.  Okay, fine, she thought with a sigh.  I guess civilized behavior isn’t the norm here in police/civilian 

relations.  As the men jumped back in the van and the engine roared to life, she sat on the floor of the 

compartment and wriggled back to lean against the side wall, drawing up her knees, twisting her hands 

behind her ineffectually against the cuffs.  

With nothing else to do, as the van pulled away from the curb, she examined her surroundings.  

The compartment had a bare metal floor, with patches of dirt encrusted at various points.  There was a 

smelly puddle that looked like vomit in one corner, and she moved away from it. 
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Rachel had made Mandy promise, this morning, that if Rachel didn’t come back by late 

afternoon, Mandy would pack up all their stuff ready to go, leave it in the room and walk straight to the 

embassy, with her passport.  There was no danger in that – Mandy wouldn’t be carrying anything 

incriminating.  She would tell the embassy officials that the Irkhetnian government might be holding an 

American citizen.  The embassy could smooth out the deportation proceedings, and call Rachel’s dad to 

let him know what had happened.  They’d even pick up their bags at the hotel.  Everything would be 

taken care of.  Rachel would meet up with Mandy at school, after her deportation.  She wondered how 

long that would take.  She knew some of these ex-Soviet republics had immobile bureaucracies more 

rigid than anything in the U.S.  Doubtless there would be court hearings and reams of paperwork.  She 

sighed.  She hoped she could be home in time for the start of classes, but didn’t feel sure. 

With time to sit and think, she felt a little calmer, in spite of the discomfort and indignity of the 

handcuffs.  This hasn’t been fun, she thought, but it’ll be over soon, and I’ll be home.  She smiled.  Here 

was an adventure she would relish telling all her friends about.  People would be amazed.  She might 

even make Mandy wish she’d done it herself. 

***** 

Sitting in the front seat beside the driver, Yevgeni felt Alexei poke his shoulder.  He turned and 

blinked at the sight of Alexei’s face gone pale.  Alexei handed Yevgeni the mobile phone.  “Ask him 

where the shawl lady went.” 

Yevgeni barked the question into the phone, listened a moment, then went pale himself.  He 

shouted, “She went where??  The private quarters?  Are you sure??”  He listened again, and closed his 

eyes, saying to no one in particular, “Oh, this isn’t good.”  Into the phone, he asked, “Did you get a 

picture of her?  A clear one that shows her face?  This is really important.”  After another pause to listen, 

he sighed.  “Okay.  Take that image to the computer guys.  You know who to tell them to compare it 

with.”  He shook his head again, and muttered a heartfelt “Shit” under his breath. 

He added it up in his head.  Walking around in disguise like that.  Being the only person who’d 

had any physical contact with the girl in the red blouse since Red had left her hotel.  And he’d seen the 

exchange, with his own eyes.  There wasn’t any room for doubt that the girl in the shawl had been the 

contact the red babe had intended to meet.  But if she was who she seemed to be… 

Oh, Lord, he thought. 

***** 

Rachel decided she very much preferred her earlier ride.  At least in the police van she’d had 

enough room to stretch out her legs. 

She was relieved the trial was over, assuming that’s what it had been.  There had at least been a 

dour man wearing a robe sitting behind an elevated table, who surely must have been a judge.  Rachel 

had tried to ask who would be representing her, and demanded to speak to someone from the embassy.  

She never found out whether anyone had even understood her, but she did learn she wasn’t supposed 

to be speaking: at a signal from the judge, a police officer had reached into his pocket and produced a 

huge rubber ball with leather cords attached.  Before Rachel understood what was happening, he had 
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shoved the ball into her mouth, still opened for shouted protests, so that it lodged behind her teeth, 

almost impossible to spit out even if the cords had not then been tied around her head to secure it.  

With her hands still cuffed behind her, she was unable to do anything about the gag.  She sat back, 

fuming, her heart pounding, listening to the judge’s conversation with the arresting officers in a 

language that sounded like Russian. 

Rachel couldn’t help squeaking with anger as the officer had dumped the contents of her purse 

onto a table, picking out from the odds and ends her passport, and an envelope Rachel hadn’t seen 

before – no doubt it was what the girl in the shawl had snuck into her purse. 

The judge, reading the documents that had been in the envelope, appeared to become angrier 

as he went on, peppering the police officers with questions.  Rachel hoped he was mad at them and not 

her.  At last he had made a short speech and banged on the gavel. 

Rachel was pulled up from her chair and pushed to a side door of the courtroom, and there 

handed over to a pair of men who, though uniformed, did not appear to be police – their uniforms were 

black rather than the police officers’ blue, and of an altogether different style.  Probably from a higher 

level of government, Rachel decided.  She was still gagged and handcuffed, and saw no point in fighting 

them as they led her out of the courtroom, each with a hand firmly grasping her upper arms on either 

side, and took her out to a vehicle parked behind the building. 

It was a van much larger than the one she’d been brought to the station in.  She waited patiently 

as one of the men opened the back door, and gasped when she saw the interior.  It consisted of two 

rows of cages on opposite sides of a narrow walkway, all of them empty at present.  Rachel started 

shaking her head in disbelief as the man pulled open the door of one of the cages and forced her to 

crouch with a strong hand on her back.  Still conscious of being in no position to fight, she scooted into 

the cramped cage, less than a yard wide in every dimension, and turned to face the front just as he 

slammed the door of the cage, which locked with a sharp click.  Without a word, he jumped down from 

the back of the van and closed the rear door with a slam.  Moments later, the engine started, and Rachel 

felt the van moving. 

That had been two hours ago – twisting her hands behind her, Rachel was able to get a look at 

her wristwatch.  She had long since given up trying to pull her wrists out of the cuffs or push the gag out 

of her mouth.  She had assumed, at first, they were driving her to the airport to put her on a plane, but 

she knew the airport wasn’t far enough away to justify a drive this long.  Must be driving me straight to 

the border, she decided, and tried to remember which countries might be on the border.  Lithuania, 

maybe?  She wished she remembered more about Eastern Europe.  Wherever it was, she hoped 

somebody there spoke English. 

She gave up trying to visualize the European map, and concentrated on mentally organizing the 

list of indignities they had put her through.  She swore to herself that no matter how long it took, no 

matter how many forms she had to fill out or how many government officials she had to talk to, she 

would make sure no American was treated this way here again. 

The road grew more bumpy.  Rachel could tell, after another hour, that the van was climbing 

steeply.  The interior of the van was obviously cooling more than the descending sun could account for, 
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the air growing more crisp.  Her ears popped.  She shivered, and wriggled as much as she could in the 

cage to keep her circulation going.  We’re up in the mountains somewhere, she told herself.  Maybe the 

border runs through the mountains – that’s often the case with landlocked countries.  Perhaps I’ll be 

across the border soon now.  Well, of course, first there would be paperwork to fill out.  They’d probably 

pull up to a border station for that. 

At last, to Rachel’s relief, the van stopped and its engine was turned off.  The silence, after hours 

of the sound of the grinding, laboring engine, gave her the uncomfortable feeling she had actually gone 

deaf, so she was relieved to hear the sound of the back door of the van open.  One of the black-

uniformed men opened her cage and jerked her out of it by her upper arm.  She sighed – being near a 

bordering country hadn’t improved their manners, but she felt cheered to think the unpleasantness was 

nearly over. 

Standing on stiff legs on the ground behind the van, stamping her feet as she shivered in the 

wind – though it was late summer, and still daylight, the temperature was too cool for Rachel’s light 

clothing, and she realized she must be even higher up in the mountains than she had imagined – Rachel 

had time for a quick look around before the man took her by the arm again and hustled her forward.  

Though she saw the expected mountains, she was by no means near their tops.  Immediately in front of 

Rachel, to her surprise, stood a helicopter, its blades just beginning to turn.  She couldn’t see any 

markings on it, so she couldn’t tell which country it was from – she was still suspecting Lithuania.  Going 

to fly me all the way to their capital, she guessed. 

Two men from the helicopter approached her, in uniforms identical to those of the men from 

the van.  Without a word they took her under the arms and began hustling her towards the chopper, its 

engines now in full roar.  Shit, she thought, these are Irkhetnian government police too.  I’m not at the 

border.  I guess the chopper will take me there.  She bent to avoid the whirling blades as the men threw 

her, not gently, in behind the front seats of the chopper and then piled in themselves.  Despite the 

rough treatment, she felt a little excited.  She’d never been in a helicopter before.  This, she told herself, 

should be fun. 

Her eyes grew wide with wonder as she watched the ground drop away and enjoyed the sights 

of the majestic mountains, the chopper rising quickly amid the grandeur.  She hoped she’d remember 

this sight forever. 

The flight was about twenty minutes, climbing to a still higher elevation, and Rachel felt 

disappointed as the trip ended with the chopper setting down in a small clearing on the side of a 

mountain.  As the men pulled Rachel out, she looked around trying to orient herself.  She shivered 

violently at a sudden gust of wind, wondering how high they were now.  She was surprised to see 

patches of snow on the ground – in late August!  The drop-off from here was not sheer, and there was a 

pretty pine forest in front of her, gradually descending in elevation as one went outward.  The trees 

were not dense, and through them Rachel could see, at some distance down the slope, what looked like 

a wall running along the side of the mountain.  That struck her as very odd.  Her eyes followed the wall 

and saw that it gradually bent towards the mountain at both ends, eventually vanishing from sight at 

either end.  She wondered whether it could possibly go all the way around the mountain.  In any case, 

she realized she was in an enclosure, though quite a large one.  The guards spun Rachel around, and she 
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now saw that there was a large archway in the steep mountain face that looked like the entrance to a 

cave.  Oh, she thought, that’ll be kind of neat, walking through a tunnel between one country and 

another. 

Each man grasping her by an arm on either side, they hurried her into the tunnel entrance.  The 

walls narrowed quickly, and she blinked at the sight of a large metal door that barred further progress.  

The man on her right lifted a phone receiver from its cradle by the door and spoke into it briefly.  The 

door opened after a clicking of locks from within, and the men hustled Rachel inside, into a small 

chamber.  After closing the first door, they opened another door opposite the first, and took her 

through. 

It was much warmer beyond the second door.  Rachel found, for the first time, that she was 

having a hard time accommodating her surroundings to the belief that she was in the middle of a 

deportation action.  She frowned with confusion.  Something was wrong.  

There were quite a lot of man-made structures in the tunnel.  In fact, she soon found herself 

walking through a hallway with straight walls and flat floor and ceilings, built here for no purpose she 

could fathom.  She was quickly getting breathless in the thin air, but the men pulling her along didn’t 

slow until they had taken her through an ordinary door into an office, with a desk behind which a 

uniformed man was sitting.  This man nodded to the men holding Rachel, rose and knocked at another 

door directly behind him.  A voice answered from within, and the men with Rachel took her through. 

Behind an impressive desk in the inner office, a large man with a heavily bemedalled uniform 

had been sitting.  The star on his uniform shoulder suggested to Rachel that he was a general, if military 

insigniae here were the same as in the U.S.  The man, the general, was now rising from his comfortable-

looking chair.  At a gesture from the general, the men who had brought Rachel here untied and removed 

her gag, unlocked her handcuffs, deposited a bag they had carried in with them on the general’s desk, 

saluted the general crisply and left. 

Rachel rubbed her chafed wrists and worked her jaw to loosen it.  She couldn’t understand this 

at all.  She took a deep breath and began speaking to the general.  “I demand to know what you’re going 

to do with me!” 

The general smiled and held up both hands in a calming gesture.  “There is no need for such a 

tone.  You are Miss Rachel Preston, are you not?” 

Rachel gasped, relief flooding her.  After all this time, finally someone in this country who spoke 

English!  “Why am I here?  When are you going to deport me?” 

The general raised an eyebrow.  “Deport you?  What gave you that idea?” 

Rachel felt a sudden chill in the pit of her stomach.  Something was very wrong. 

She tried to speak without her voice shaking.  “I am an American citizen.  You know you have no 

right to treat me like this.  I demand to talk to the American ambassador!”  She folded her arms across 

her chest, her best available way of looking obstinate. 
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The general smiled again and shook his head lightly.  He opened the bag the men had left 

behind on his desk, searched briefly and removed a small booklet, flipping it open.  Rachel gasped.  She 

could see her picture in it, and recognized it as her passport.  The general’s smile tightened, looking 

more threatening.  “Does this make you an American citizen?” 

She looked at him, not sure what to say.  “No, I… I mean yes!”  She felt she might be falling into 

a verbal trap of some sort. 

“I will take care of that, then.”  He picked up a cigarette lighter, and set fire to the passport. 

Rachel gaped in shock.  “You can’t do that!  It’s…”  She reached out for the passport, jerking her 

hand back from the heat of the flames. 

The general dropped the burning passport into a bowl, where it gradually turned to smoldering 

ashes.  “There.  You are no longer an American citizen.  You are simply a convicted spy.” 

Rachel opened her mouth, but found no words could come out.  She couldn’t breathe.  Her 

heart pounded wildly.  They weren’t going to deport her!  They would… what do you do with spies?  

Were they going to… oh God, would they execute her?? 

The thought at last came to Rachel, filling her with relief, that Mandy was still out there, perhaps 

still in the hotel room, perhaps on her way now to the embassy.  Mandy would tell them at the embassy, 

within hours, that Rachel was missing, possibly arrested.  Rachel would probably be here only a day at 

the most, until someone from the embassy came to claim her.  It seemed unlikely, as she began to calm 

and to work through the situation more rationally, that these people would execute her immediately.  If 

they wanted to do that, they had no reason to take her on such a long trip.  This was clearly a prison or 

fortress of some kind, where they intended to hold her for a time – and that would give the U.S. 

embassy time to work on freeing her.  Regardless of what Rachel’s sentence was, there was no way the 

local government would stand up against demands by the U.S. to release one of its citizens.  Rachel 

gritted her teeth in distaste, but told herself she could stand it for a day.  The shock at her treatment 

began to subside.  I’ll be out of here soon, she said to herself repeatedly, like a mantra.  I need to try to 

remember everything that happens to me so I can tell people at the U.S. State Department.  To do that I 

need to stay calm. 

The general reached down and pushed a button on his desk.  Seconds later a squad of three 

men entered the room, their eyes bright with excitement.  They quickly surrounded Rachel and pushed 

her back out into the outer office, and through another door at the side of the office. 

Rachel was terrified, and with horror she registered the contents of the room: little shelves 

holding what looked like steel cuffs, hooks on the wall from which chains hung, other gadgets whose 

purpose she couldn’t determine but which she feared on sight.  She began struggling now, not knowing 

where she could run to but knowing she had to get away.  She jerked one arm free momentarily but it 

was caught again, before she could scratch one of the men’s eyes out.  She screamed, “Let me go, get 

your hands off me – NO!!!”  This last exclamation came as the man behind her started tearing at her 

blouse, Mandy’s red blouse, ripping it away from Rachel in shreds within seconds.  Rachel took a deep 

breath and screamed at the top of her lungs.  One of the men said something to another, and the 
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second reached towards one of the shelves for something.  Rachel felt her head gripped tightly, and 

hands in front of her face pushed something into her mouth – she saw, to her disgust, that it looked like 

an erect rubber penis.  A second later it filled her mouth completely, leaving her incapable of making 

any sound other than a frantic “Mmmmg!  Mmmmg!”  She fought uselessly as the man behind her 

tightened the straps of the thing behind her head. 

Meanwhile her clothes were still being shredded.  Her shoes were torn away, and her skirt was 

ripped off.  She fought harder as her bra was yanked off, and at last her panties came away with a 

ripping sound.  Oh, God! she thought, now completely naked, still struggling with her attackers, I’m 

going to be raped! 

Her heart pounded and she felt faint, then nauseous.  One of the men opened another door to 

the room, opposite the one through which she had entered, while the other two took her by the upper 

arms and hustled her into the room revealed by the open door.  Rachel, as frightened as she was, 

blinked in surprise, having expected to see a bed for her rape – not a tiled floor and a shower.  While she 

was still trying to process her surroundings, one of the men reached onto a shelf and retrieved what 

looked to Rachel like an aerosol can.  While the other two men held her steady, as she instinctively 

continued struggling, the man began spraying her legs with the foam that emerged from the can.  He 

continued until he had covered her entire lower body, including her mound and crotch, while Rachel 

shook her head helplessly and made “Mmmmmg!!” noises. 

When the two men beside her held her arms outward so the man with the can could spray the 

foam into her armpits, Rachel realized at last what they were doing, at about the same time the foam 

covering her legs began stinging intensely.  Meanwhile the man replaced the can on its shelf and donned 

plastic gloves, which he used to spread the foam more evenly so that no patches of skin were missed. 

Rachel closed her eyes against tears as the stinging intensified.  She opened them again at the 

sound of running water – the man doing most of the work had turned on the shower and, seeing that he 

had Rachel’s attention, gestured for her to step under the stream of water. 

Rachel didn’t need a second invitation.  Obviously the men knew they didn’t need to use force 

for this part of the procedure – every girl they brought here was no doubt eager to jump into the shower 

at this point to wash the foam off.  As she did, in water cooler than she would have liked but welcome if 

it would stop the stinging, her insight was confirmed.  Her legs felt smoother than they should – she 

hadn’t shaved them since the hotel room in Berlin – and the strip of pubic hair she habitually left 

unshaved came away in clumps, leaving perfectly smooth skin behind.  The hair she usually didn’t bother 

with on the back side of her labia – all gone.  Rachel wondered if the effect would be permanent. 

Rachel looked for a towel, and saw none.  There was nothing she could do other than stand 

there shivering as her body began drying. 

One of the men said something and, unexpectedly, the other men gathered around, and an 

animated discussion began among them.  It was obvious to Rachel that she was the subject of it, but as 

the voices went on around her, for the moment she didn’t get any feeling of threat.  None of the men 

was angry, or even especially excited, and Rachel felt some relief at that – it seemed doubtful the 

expected rape was coming, at least not yet. 
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They did, though, seem to be discussing her body, with gestures at her breasts and legs 

accompanying the indecipherable flow of words, along with a nodding of heads.  While Rachel’s alarm 

decreased, her embarrassment at being completely exposed to their intense examination increased, 

along with puzzlement.  The talking seemed to go on forever – long enough that Rachel’s skin was 

mostly dry, and the shivering from cold had moderated into a trembling of uncertainty.  The stinging 

from the foam had subsided, though her legs were slightly red.  The discussion seemed to be less about 

her body now, but still about Rachel herself in some way. 

At last a consensus was reached, with all of the men nodding and making affirmative noises.  

The man who’d been doing all the work turned off the water, and gestured for Rachel to return to the 

outer room.  When she hesitated, the other two men grabbed her arms and pulled her back through the 

door. 

To the astonishment of the small rational part of her mind remaining, a fourth man in the room, 

who had stood patiently while she was stripped and depilated, now came towards her with, of all things, 

a tape measure.  Quickly and expertly, he wrapped it around her right wrist, then bent to measure her 

right ankle, and up to her waist, then her neck, then from the front of her waist to the floor, as she 

stood naked, trembling, staring at him, too stunned by all the unexpected turns in her treatment to 

resist for the moment.  The man turned away and went to the shelves along the wall, collecting several 

implements after examining the labels in front of them.  Sizes! she thought wildly.  He’s checking sizes! 

Returning to her, the man quickly slapped a wide, circular, hinged band of metal closed around 

her right wrist, securing it with a padlock.  He did the same with her left wrist, and bent to put similar 

bands on her ankles.  A chain just a foot long was locked to her ankle bands, connecting them.  Another 

chain circled her waist and was quickly locked in place.  She resumed fighting when he raised another 

band towards her head and began fitting it around her neck.  No! she thought, not that, not that!  I’m 

not an animal to be collared, I’m a human, don’t treat me this way!  The men held her firmly, and the 

collar was locked in place in seconds. 

More chains came next.  One long one was fed through a ring in front of her waist chain, and it 

slipped down through the ring not quite to the floor, the chain’s enlarged top end stopping it from 

passing through the ring.  The lower end of the chain was then padlocked to the middle link in the 

hobble chain running between her ankles.  A padlock connected her wrist bands together in front of her 

and both of them to the chain running up from her hobble chain, at the end that protruded above the 

ring in front of her waist chain.  At last, the locksmith, as Rachel thought of him, took a small colored 

metal tag from his pocket and, with pliers, secured it to the side of her collar.  Like a dogtag! Rachel 

moaned to herself. 

Rachel’s mind whirled in a jangle of confusion, unable to dwell on any horrifying mental image 

before another one crowded in – feeling her nakedness, seeing herself helpless in chains, seeing herself 

collared and tagged like an animal. 

One thought ran through her mind continuously, pushing out all other thoughts.  Are they going 

to rape me now?  She wasn’t concerned about the possibility of execution for the present.  They 

wouldn’t remove the hair from a prisoner’s legs just before killing her. 
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One of the men hooked a chain to the ring in front of Rachel’s collar, and used it to pull Rachel 

towards another door.  Oh God, no, she wailed to herself, now they’re going to lead me around by a 

leash!  She frantically shuffled her bare feet in tiny steps to keep from falling as he rushed her out into a 

hallway.  Two other men walked on either side of her. 

She suddenly remembered an image that had always made her shudder: she had seen accused 

criminals being escorted by police in very similar bondage – the hobble chain, waist chain with hands 

cuffed to it.  Those criminals, though, at least had the dignity of being clothed, in orange prison 

jumpsuits.  The image drove home to her, as nothing else so far had, that the government of a country 

considered her a dangerous criminal.  She had never been in trouble for anything in her life, never even 

required to visit the school principal for a stern lecture. 

Her hands joined at her waist writhed to free themselves, and she heard all of her chains clink as 

she did so.  She suddenly found her chest so tight she couldn’t breathe, and nearly fainted, as a full 

consciousness of just how vulnerable she was came crashing in on her – naked and completely 

defenseless in her metal bondage, still gagged, she felt a helplessness far beyond anything she had ever 

imagined. 

No, Rachel, a more calming voice said within her.  Not helpless.  You can’t help yourself, but 

there are people out there working for you.  They will get you out of this.  Just hold on.  She began 

breathing again. 

They came at last to a long corridor, about seven feet wide, with heavy doors at intervals on 

either side.  The men led Rachel down the corridor and stopped in front of the third door on the right, 

about six feet wide and perhaps eight in height, of heavy wooden planks reinforced with bands of steel 

across it, with a metal frame around its edges.  While one of the men released two bolts on either side, 

which had obviously held it closed, another manned a crank in the wall beside the door and began 

turning it. 

Unexpectedly to Rachel, the door began opening inward, not from its side, but from its top, 

pivoting on hinges at the bottom.  It occurred to Rachel at last that the door was a drawbridge, and once 

it was horizontal within the room behind it, it spanned a pit that ran from one side of the room to the 

other in front of the door, about eight feet across and around ten feet deep.  There was no water in the 

pit, but its floor consisted of jagged rocks that would probably seriously injure Rachel if she were to fall 

into the pit, and it would be impossible to climb out, probably even with her hands free, let alone 

shackled as she was. 

The room itself was about twelve feet wide, and Rachel saw, to her shock, that there were two 

rows of cages, lining the walls on either side, eight cages on each side, the rows facing each other with 

an aisle six feet wide between them.  The room was given a steady but dim illumination by light fixtures 

on the walls around the periphery.  There was no door in the room other than the drawbridge. 

This is where they’re going to keep me! the thought roared in her head.  For as long as I’m here 

I’m going to be kept in a tiny cage!  Riding in a cage in the van was one thing, a demeaning but effective 

way of transporting Rachel as a prisoner.  But prisoners obviously must live in these!  The cages were 

prison cells. 
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She was led across the drawbridge, down the aisle between the rows of cells, her chains clinking 

all the while, and the men stopped and conferred, evidently about which cell she was to go in.  Rachel 

wondered why it mattered, as all of the cells seemed to be empty.  At length one of the men, consulting 

a chart he had brought with him, unlocked the door of the fifth cell on the right, and Rachel, with a 

heavy sigh, squatted down to scuttle into it.  Any resistance, with Rachel so awkwardly chained and 

outnumbered by men, any one of whom could have handled her easily alone, was pointless. 

The man crouched down and unhooked the leash, then unfastened the straps holding Rachel’s 

gag.  As it slid out of her mouth, she said without much hope, “Please, American citizen, please tell my 

government, please contact my embassy,” though she doubted any of the men here spoke English.  She 

knew Mandy must by now be headed for the embassy, if not already there, but anything Rachel could 

do to speed up the process of her release seemed worth the effort.  Ignoring her, the man closed the 

door of her cell with a very secure-sounding click, and he and the two others who had accompanied him 

walked away, not looking back.  Moments later she heard the drawbridge being raised. 

Rachel wriggled into a sitting position.  She pounded her feet against the metal bars forming the 

front of the cage, with no effect.  Then she remembered the pit in front of the door to the room.  Even if 

she somehow managed to escape the cell, there was no way she could possibly reach the now-raised 

drawbridge, let alone open it. 

Sighing again, she quickly examined the cell.  Hardly three feet wide and deep, perhaps four feet 

from floor to ceiling.  She couldn’t stand upright in it, and she couldn’t stretch out to anywhere near full 

length.  There were no furnishings of any kind, nothing to lie on but the bare concrete floor.  The only 

features of the cell were two bowls, one of them with a little dried food crusted in it, and a cleaner one, 

probably for drinking water.  Towards the back of the cell there was a circular hole, about six inches 

across.  There was both a piney aroma and a toilet smell coming from the hole.  With disgust, Rachel 

realized what it was for. 

I’m in prison, she told herself.  I’m in prison.  Not a western prison.  A hellhole prison. 

I’ll be okay, she thought, I’ll be okay, I’ll be okay.  It’s just for a day.  Or two.  Two at the most.  

Mandy must already be there, at the embassy. 

How long will it take? she wondered.  She tried to visualize what was happening at this moment.  

Mandy would wait until late in the afternoon to leave the hotel.  She can’t wait too late, Rachel knew, or 

she’d run up against the curfew.  What if Mandy decided to play it safe to wait until morning?  No, 

Rachel decided, she’d be frantic with worry, she’d have to get out and do something. 

What time is it now?  Rachel tried to estimate the time of her detention in the city, her trial, the 

long trip to the prison.  Her best guess was that Mandy should be walking to the embassy now.  She’d 

get there, and probably have to go through a succession of officials before she found the right person to 

deal with the problem.  Then what?  Consultations with the State Department?  Discussions with the 

Irkhetnian government?  Paperwork?  Negotiations?  Would there be some sort of exchange required?  

No, Rachel thought, the U.S. would simply demand her release.  That wouldn’t work in every country, 

but as needy as Irkhetnia was for the goodwill of the U.S., it would work here. 
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At the end of her reflection, Rachel had confirmed to herself it would take two days, at a 

maximum.  Three, if Mandy waited until morning.  Rachel reluctantly decided to settle on three days, 

not wanting to be worried if it took longer than expected.  She sent her mind ahead in time, visualizing 

embassy officials, perhaps the ambassador himself, on the phone on her behalf.  I’m strong, she told 

herself.  I can stand it for three days.  I’m not the weak, spoiled American girl.  I can do it. 

***** 

Svetlana had learned the trick of falling asleep while pedaling. 

Or at least, of letting her mind fall into a dream state, which, while less restful than sleep, 

allowed her to be somewhere else.  Anywhere other than here. 

Her mind was in the here and now at present, recently jolted out of its reverie by a painful 

electrical shock inside her vagina.  She had allowed her rate of pedaling to fall below the threshold, 

leading to her punishment.  Gritting her teeth, she picked up the pace. 

Svetlana saw the irony in being shocked by the very electricity she herself was generating, she 

and the other three women sitting on the four stationary bicycles whose pedaling provided the power 

for the prison complex.  Though the irony didn’t make her smile.  She couldn’t remember the last time 

she’d had anything to smile about. 

She, like the other three women, was held in place, with straps securing her feet to the pedals, 

straps holding her hands to the handlebars, and more straps connected to the chain around her waist 

holding her in the seat – the hated seat with the metal knob that protruded up inside her, that delivered 

the shocks such as the one she had just suffered.  She hated being nude as well – with the sweat 

constantly streaming down her body, she wished she had some cloth around her to absorb it.  At least 

the water was replaced – a nipple at the end of a long tube coming down from the ceiling was secured in 

her mouth, and through it she could suck water as needed.  With her body’s need for water as constant 

as it was, the bright spot was that she didn’t need to get her liquids from the guards’ penises, as the 

women did elsewhere. 

Svetlana and the other girls were midway through their three hour shift of pedaling, the first of 

two today.  After their first shift, the other four women of her team would take over while Svetlana and 

her three partners rested three hours before doing another three-hour shift – the eight women on the 

team doing twelve hours of pedaling in all.  Then the entire team would take twelve hours off while the 

other team of eight women took their turns, completing the twenty-four hours, after which the cycle 

would start over.  And over and over, until Svetlana’s team, she hoped, was rotated to some other duty.  

The twelve hours during which the other team worked would not be free time, Svetlana knew.  

She and the other women of her team would curl up in their tiny cells, here in this same room, trying to 

sleep while the other team pedaled, their rest interrupted for participation in the disgusting sexual or 

fighting games the guards thought up.  That, she knew, would be the case no matter where they were 

assigned. 
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Perhaps, Svetlana thought, their next rotation could assign them to the greenhouse again, 

where they had worked before – miserably hot, sweaty work like this, but much less physically 

exhausting.  At least, she told herself, I have that to hope for. 
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CHAPTER 3 

Yelena looked into her daughter’s room, and threw her hands into the air, seeing the girl 

wearing the casual blouse and jeans of the sort her friends liked to wear.  Yelena, though Irkhetnian by 

birth, had been a popular young actress in France before her marriage to Dimitri at nineteen.  She saw 

the potential for a stellar career in modeling for her daughter – Marya had the same dark beauty and 

grace of carriage, looked very much like her mother, in fact – but Marya had never seemed interested in 

clothes or in modeling.  “Marya, get dressed!  We need to be ready to go in thirty minutes!” 

Marya groaned.  “Mom, I hate going to these things!  The luncheon was bad enough, and now 

suddenly there’s this dinner he never told us about at some ambassador’s country home.  There’ll be 

nothing to do but look at a bunch of tired old diplomats and army officers, and watch the way they look 

back at me.  I’m only there to look pretty.  And you are too.  You know that.” 

Yelena sighed.  “I know, but you still have to go.  You keep trying to tell me you’re grown up.  

Well, that means doing things you don’t want to do sometimes.  Your father needs us there.” 

“Needs us so he can make some important foreign old fart think Daddy might offer us as a gift, 

you mean.” 

Yelena gasped in shock.  “Marya!  Don’t be disgusting.  And get dressed now.”  She made a 

twirling, get-up-and-start-moving gesture with her hand.  “Being there is just a duty we have to perform.  

Never mind what dirty thoughts somebody might be thinking.” 

Marya reluctantly got up off the bed.  “Okay, okay.  Close the door.  At least I should get some 

privacy.” 

***** 

Marya shifted irritably in the cramped seat of the helicopter, trying to keep her gown from 

wrinkling.  She felt sure her father had picked it out.  What kind of father, she wondered, has his 

daughter show so much cleavage?  The extra-thin panties, required because the dress hugged her hips 

so tightly, also made her self-conscious – it was almost as though she wasn’t wearing any.  She disliked 

the high heels as well.  Supposedly men liked women in heels because of the way it shaped their legs, 

but in this gown nobody could see her legs.  She sighed.  But heels also made a woman’s ass look better, 

and that could be seen through the gown.  Personally, Marya didn’t think her legs or ass needed any 

help.  

Marya was accustomed to seeing her mother show off her best assets – and mother did look 

fantastic tonight, and at thirty-eight could probably pass for a woman ten years younger – but the 

obligation for Marya to look fantastic herself was relatively recent, and unwelcome.  Marya was proud 

of her body, but wanted to choose the audience to whom she would show it off.  And her choice 

certainly wouldn’t involve a bunch of horny old men she didn’t even know.  But she knew how angry her 

father would be if she didn’t smile and make a charming impression.  “Why do we have to go in the 

chopper?”  She had to shout over the roar of the engines. 

Her mother sighed.  “It’s much faster.  Would you rather this night go on longer?” 
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“At least in the limo I can watch TV.  Or listen to CDs.  I can’t even hear myself think in here.”  

She took her compact out of her purse and examined her face in the small mirror.  Though she didn’t 

care for dressing up to make an impression, her mother had taught her to take care of her make-up so 

long ago that it was automatic now. 

Yelena watched the mountain peaks passing below her.  “We should be close.  The 

ambassador’s chalet is in the mountains.” 

Marya opened the small refrigerator in front of them and pulled out a can of Coca Cola – she 

never got through a trip without a sugar fix, usually in soft drink form.  She made an irritated face when 

pulling the tab on the can failed to produce a hiss of escaping vapor.  “What’d they do, let it get stale?  

How long has this been in here?” 

Yelena sighed.  “I’m sure the dinner will make up for it.” 

Marya brightened for a moment.  “Can I have some wine with dinner?” 

Yelena’s lips tightened.  “You’re not old enough.” 

“I would be if we lived in France.” 

Yelena groaned inwardly.  Why does everything with a teenager have to be a battle?  “Okay, 

maybe one glass.” 

Marya grinned at her.  “Okay!”  She sipped from the can.  “Hmmm.  Not too bad.  Kind of extra 

sweet.  Doesn’t exactly taste like Coke, though.”  She licked her lips, deciding she liked the taste.  “Let’s 

let all our Coke go flat.”  She quickly drained the can. 

Yelena watched in silence for a few minutes as the snow-capped peaks passed below the 

helicopter.  Beside her, Marya yawned. 

A minute later Yelena felt a poke in her side.  She turned to see Marya’s eyes half-lidded.  Marya 

yawned again, and said, a little quietly so that it was hard to hear over the engine noise, “I think I must 

be getting airsick or something.  Can I take a nap on your shoulder?”  Before Yelena could reply, Marya 

unsnapped her shoulder harness and, rather than using her mother’s shoulder, leaned over sideways to 

rest her head on Yelena’s lap. 

Yelena smiled.  Dealing with her daughter seemed an endless tug-of-war, yet then there were 

moments like this, that reminded Yelena what a sweet child Marya had been.  She stroked Marya’s hair 

softly.  She wanted to see Marya smile back, but it appeared the girl was already asleep. 

About twenty minutes later, the engine sound suddenly dropped in pitch, and the chopper 

began settling in for a landing.  Yelena sighed.  She would have to wake up Marya soon, and this 

moment of closeness would be over. 

Five minutes later the chopper touched down on a barren shelf adjacent to a steep 

mountainside.  There was no chalet in sight. 

Yelena, still stroking Marya’s hair, tapped the pilot’s shoulder in front of her.  “Mikhail, this can’t 

be right.  Are you lost?” 
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Mikhail gulped, looking nervous, a shock to Yelena, who had never seen him that way.  “I’m 

sorry, Madame Gerova.  This is where I was told to bring you.” 

Yelena looked around again in amazement.  “It can’t be!  We’re in the middle of nowhere!” 

Her attention was caught by the sight of a man emerging from what appeared to be a cave.  He 

waved towards the chopper and signaled for Mikhail to open the door. 

The blades were slowing, but a gust of wind whipped into the compartment as the door opened.  

Yelena hunched with her arms across her chest against the cold.  She shook Marya’s shoulder.  “Wake 

up, darling.  We’re here.”  Marya didn’t stir. 

Yelena frowned, suddenly worried about Marya.  She waved her arm towards the approaching 

man, shouting despite the sudden quiet, “I think my daughter is sick.  Could you please get a doctor?” 

The man turned and signaled back towards the cave entrance.  Within seconds, two more men 

emerged, carrying a stretcher between them.  Yelena, her mind focused on her concern for Marya, 

didn’t stop to wonder how they had managed to respond to Marya’s need so quickly.  She wanted them 

to respond quickly. 

Minutes later, Yelena, hugging herself and trying to keep her teeth from chattering in the cold, 

followed the men with the stretcher into the cave. 

Inside, after passing through very solid-looking doors, Yelena blinked at the sight of an 

intersection of very ordinary-looking corridors.  She began following the men carrying Marya, but a 

uniformed man stopped her.  “Come this way, please, Madame Gerova.” 

Yelena shook her head briefly.  “I need to go with my daughter.” 

“She’ll be quite well taken care of.  It’s important that the general speak to you right away.” 

Yelena hesitated.  If there was a general in charge of this facility, he might be able to explain 

why Yelena and Marya were in a frozen mountain cave rather than the chalet Yelena had been 

expecting.  And it was evident that there was an adequate medical facility here.  They could do more for 

Marya than Yelena could, if indeed Marya was sick.  She took a deep breath, and decided to follow the 

man down the corridor that intersected the one down which Marya had been taken. 

The warmth inside the cave – or building, as she now saw that it was, constructed somehow 

inside the mountain – was a welcome sensation after the blustery freezing winds.  Yelena’s feet, though, 

were tiring a little in her high heels, from one of her favorite shops in Paris. 

After a few turns, the uniformed man ushered her through an office and into another behind it, 

where another man in military uniform rose from behind a desk to greet them.  Based on his insignia of 

rank, this must, indeed, be the general. 

Four enormously muscular uniformed officers stood along the side wall of the room, their arms 

folded across their chests.  If Yelena had not been able to see them breathing, she would almost have 

taken them for statues, both for their motionlessness and their blank stares. 
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The officer behind the desk said, “I am General Karozki, Madame Gerova.  I am pleased beyond 

words to have you here with us.  And your lovely daughter Marya as well.  I am quite sorry she has taken 

ill.”  He beamed at Yelena. 

Yelena took his hand uncertainly.  “I am glad to meet you as well, general.  But…”  She looked 

around the room.  “This isn’t at all what I was told to prepare for.  There was to be a diplomatic 

reception at a chalet.” 

“Ah.”  The general smiled.  “Perhaps the purpose of this meeting was not stated clearly.  I have 

something that will help resolve the confusion.  If you will allow me just a moment…” 

He turned to a television mounted on the wall behind him, and turned on the power.  As it 

warmed up, he inserted a video disk into the proper receptacle. 

Yelena looked back and forth between the general and the television in profound perplexity.  

Suddenly the picture on the screen began to clear.  The general said, “It should start in just a moment…  

Ah, here it is.” 

Yelena blinked in astonishment at the image on the screen, a familiar man seated at an ornate 

desk, looking somberly at the camera.  To her left, General Karozki snapped to attention, despite the 

fact that the man on the television screen could not, of course, see him.  It was simply a habit on seeing 

Yelena’s husband, Dimitri Alexandrovich Gerov, president of Irkhetnia. 

Yelena had never seen Dimitri looking quite so sad, but she was frightened badly by the current 

of anger she could see pulsing just below the surface sorrow.  “My dearest Yelena,” began the man on 

the screen, “I trust your trip to the mountains was pleasant and uneventful.  I am glad you have arrived 

safely.” 

Why, Yelena wondered, was he addressing only her?  She was sure he knew Marya would be 

with her. 

On the screen, Dimitri’s scowl deepened.  “I was hoping it would not come to this.  I have known 

a long time about your affair with Colonel Blasinski…” 

Yelena gasped, her hands flying to her mouth.  She felt faint. 

“…but I had hoped you would come to your senses, in time.  I have come to realize that my 

hopes were unrealistic.” 

Yelena’s stomach twisted in knots.  Unconsciously, barely audibly, she moaned. 

The voice from the screen went on, “Perhaps I always knew you were too headstrong, too 

independent, to give your love to just one man.  I understand you, but I cannot allow you to bring 

dishonor to my good family name, nor to make a mockery of the uprightness by which I have tried to 

lead my people.” 

More audibly, she groaned.  Is everything wrecked now? she wondered miserably. 
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The president went on, the sadness yet more pronounced, and the anger bubbling closer to the 

surface.  “But then to find out, from my Secret Police, that my own daughter, the fruit of my own loins, 

has been in league with the very demons who are out to destroy everything I have worked for…” 

Yelena’s jaw dropped.  What on Earth is he talking about now? 

Dimitri continued.  “You, Yelena, have betrayed me, which I can understand but not condone 

nor forgive.  But my precious daughter Marya…”  There were tears coming from his eyes now, and his 

hands were clenched in fists, “She has betrayed our country, our people.  She is actively participating in 

an organization that seeks my overthrow.  The proof is not disputable.”  He seemed to be grinding his 

teeth.  “It is not for me to forgive such an act.  Our people would speak as one and say such an act must 

be punished.” 

Yelena suddenly recalled Marya’s recent furtiveness, her unexplained absences.  Could it be 

true? 

Given how much Marya detested her father, never bothering to hide it in private conversation 

with her mother…  Oh, dear Lord.  Yelena thought.  It is true. 

She could hear the man on the screen sigh heavily.  “It is better if our people remain ignorant of 

both betrayals.  These are dangerous times, and it is not good for our nation’s leadership to appear 

weakened.  Tomorrow, it will be announced that the president’s beloved wife and daughter have been 

killed in an unfortunate helicopter crash.” 

Yelena choked and looked at the general, whose affable demeanor had dissolved into a grim 

look of steel.  Oh my God, thought Yelena, he’s going to kill us! 

Yelena continued watching the screen for some sign, any indication, that there might be mercy 

in the end.  Her hope faded.  Dimitri was now shaking with fury, speaking in a voice hoarse with 

emotion.  “I have asked General Karozki to deal with you appropriately, both you and… the girl.”  It was 

as though he was too angry even to say her name.  “I have given him orders that you are not to be 

killed…” Her hope returned briefly, “…but that instead both of you be treated as the worst of all 

criminals, without dignity or mercy.  And that both of you should feel the torment and pain that I am 

myself feeling right now!  Emotional pain.  Pain in your very souls!” 

Yelena closed her eyes.  All hope was gone. 

“Goodbye, my beloved wife.  I will not see you again, nor my daughter.”  The last word was spat 

from his mouth.  “I will remember you as the joyful presences in my life that you once were, rather than 

the hateful bitches you became.”  He signaled to the camera operator, and his image vanished from the 

screen. 

Yelena struggled to remain standing without fainting.  She turned slightly to look at General 

Karozki.  “Wh-what are you going to do with my daughter?  If you could…  Whatever you have planned, 

could you do it to me alone?  Please… PLEASE… spare my daughter.”  Perhaps the general was a father 

himself.  He must understand. 
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The general’s smile, originally friendly, was clearly evil now.  “Perhaps I should more fully 

introduce myself.  I am the commandant of Trevachevski Women’s Prison, in which you and your 

daughter now find yourselves.” 

Yelena cringed.  “I’ve… I’ve heard of that.  There are rumors…  That’s where…”  Her jaw dropped 

as horror washed over her.  “No!”  She swallowed convulsively.  “Y-you are going to treat us as… as 

political criminals?  P-put us with the… the…”  She gestured vaguely. 

The general, still smiling, shook his head briefly.  “With the rest of the prison population?  No, 

we have other plans.  The president would like us to treat you as the… unique prizes that you are.  

Following his wishes, my staff and I have been… the Americans have a nice word for it, ‘brainstorming’ – 

I believe that is it – to find special torments that go beyond mere physical pain and rape… though those 

will be included.”  

Yelena gasped, her whole body trembling.  Then she straightened, seeking for strength within 

herself.  Marya needs me to be strong, she told herself.  “Please… you can do that to me.  But not 

Marya.  I will… I take responsibility for myself, and for Marya.  I am at fault for the actions of both of us.” 

The general shook his head again.  “I have no intention, nor inclination, to disregard the 

president’s orders.  You and your daughter are my prisoners, and will be dealt with in exactly the way 

the president has required.” 

Yelena looked into his eyes, and saw no heart.  No feeling.  No hope. 

In sudden panic, she turned to run from the room.  To find Marya.  To get both of them away 

from here, somehow. 

The burly men waiting by the wall converged on her, two of them quickly taking hold of Yelena 

from either side, the other two taking a position in front of the door. 

Yelena screamed and tried to fight them, but each had her by the shoulder and arm in a vise-like 

grip.  For a moment she had an arm free, and struck one of the men on the side of the head before he 

regained control of her.  A small dribble of blood ran from his nose.  Good! Yelena thought.  First I have 

to get out of this room.  I can worry about where to go next after that. 

As if from miles away, the voice of the general broke through to her conscious mind.  “Madame, 

you must control yourself!  Your daughter’s fate depends on it!” 

Yelena stopped resisting, so unexpectedly to the men holding her that one of them nearly fell.  

Through gritted teeth, she hissed at the general, “What do you mean?  My husband told you you must 

not kill her.” 

The general nodded in agreement.  “And so we will not.  But you also heard him say that both of 

you must be made to suffer.  I’m sure that if in any way you could reduce your daughter’s torment, you 

would do what is required.” 

Yelena, completely still now, felt the men holding her release their grip, tentatively, and back 

away, remaining near enough to recover control of her if necessary.  Icily, she demanded, “And what is… 

required?” 
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“We will require your voluntary cooperation.” 

Yelena’s jaw dropped.  “Cooperation??  You must be mad!” 

The general shrugged.  “By some standards, you may be right.  But let me tell you some details.  

First…” 

As he described what would be required of Yelena, she began shaking her head, at first numbly, 

and gradually with increasing vehemence.  “This is sick, very sick.  You can’t imagine I would do that to 

my daughter.” 

“I don’t think you will choose the alternative.” 

Yelena, nauseated at what the general had just outlined, trembling with rage, said coldly.  “Tell 

me the alternative, then.” 

The general rose.  “Better than that, I will show you.” 

  



45 
 

CHAPTER 4 

Rachel worked to master her emotions.  She was badly frightened, but relieved to think her 

imprisonment would be relatively short.  There was a good chance that the U.S. embassy was working 

on her behalf at this very moment. 

Her heart pounded as it suddenly occurred to her how much depended on Mandy.  At present 

Rachel’s life was held up by that single thread.  Nobody else knew she was here.  Even the standard visa 

paperwork had not been required.  There would be no records to tell anyone in the U.S. of her visit here.  

Everyone she knew would think she was still traveling through Germany, and there was no evidence 

anywhere to contradict that.  Wait…  No.  Rachel sighed in exasperation.  No credit card charges for 

plane tickets: Mandy had paid cash.  Rachel had wondered a little about that, but now decided Mandy 

had probably been trying to avoid leaving records of her “spy mission.” 

Rachel wished she had tried harder to contact her father.  He could then at least have steered 

the investigation of her whereabouts into the right country, if only she had called him to let him know 

where she was.  The cell phone!  They could…  No.  She’d had it turned off for the plane flight, and after 

she’d arrived, the phone couldn’t find her network.  The phone’s last known location, like her own, was 

in Germany. 

Calm down, Rachel, she told herself.  Mandy will go to the embassy, and there is no reason for 

the police to stop her.  Mandy hasn’t broken any laws.  Even if they do stop her, she will show her 

passport to the police outside the embassy, and there will be no trouble.  She won’t be carrying 

anything incriminating.  The whole process of freeing me will just take time, but no more than the three 

days I already settled on. 

But I have to pretend I think I’m here for good, she pointed out to herself.  I can’t let them know 

I have a way to get out, that I have a friend on the outside.  They would pick her up, if I do.  They’d 

assume she and I were conspiring together.  The fact that they don’t know about her is what makes it all 

work. 

Aside from the food and drink dishes, the only other item within her cell was something whose 

purpose Rachel couldn’t make out.  It was a ring of metal, a little less than two inches across, from which 

leather straps hung on two of its sides.  The ring and its straps hung on a hook on the wall just next to 

the cell door.  Rachel shrugged and continued her inspection of her tiny living area, seeing nothing else 

of note but the bare walls. 

Her attention was attracted to sudden sounds outside her cell.  She recognized the creak of the 

drawbridge at the entrance.  It was followed by jingling sounds.  Other prisoners! Rachel thought.  They 

sound like me when I walk! 

A group of women came shuffling into Rachel’s view, in the aisle between the cells.  Completely 

naked, like Rachel, and wearing all of the same types of chains Rachel had, with one addition: The 

women walked in a line, and between any two consecutive women in the line, a chain about a yard long 

ran from the back of the metal collar of one woman to the front of the collar of the woman behind her.  

There were eight women in the line, connected in that way into a single unit. 



46 
 

The women looked exhausted and miserable.  As they came closer, Rachel’s stomach flip-

flopped.  Many had clearly been whipped at some point!  Rachel could clearly see the tiger-stripes of 

bruises on legs, shoulders, breasts, and particularly on buttocks, some of them new and sharply red, 

some old, with purple-yellow mottling.  Rachel wondered momentarily what these women had done to 

merit such harsh punishment.  Rachel bit her lip, breathing fast, her heart pounding.  Will they do that to 

me? she wondered.  If I’m only here a few days, can I get through them without being whipped?  How 

often do they do it?  And why?  Is there something I can do to avoid it? 

The hair on all of the women’s heads was… not quite shaved, but close to it, trimmed to hardly 

more than a half inch in length.  It seemed to Rachel so symbolic of being inmates in a prison.  Rachel bit 

her lip.  They haven’t had time to do that to me, she thought, but they probably will before I get out.  I’ll 

go home looking like a biker gang’s woman.  She shuddered. 

All of the women were young – it seemed to Rachel they were all in their twenties, two of them 

perhaps younger, and all of them looked very fit, some of them extremely so, with slim, curvy legs, taut 

stomachs, and firm breasts, mostly large.  Despite the ultra-short hair, all of the women looked very 

attractive, with the classic facial features of the beautiful woman.  Rachel blinked.  They couldn’t 

represent the average Irkhetnian woman.  There had to be some sort of selection process that decided 

which women would be here.  It was no surprise to Rachel to observe that all of them appeared to have 

been through the same grooming treatment Rachel had just been through – the skin of their legs was 

smooth and hairless, as were their mounds. 

Rachel shuddered again.  It seemed obvious that there was a heavy sexual element involved 

here – keeping only the young women with the best bodies, keeping them naked, depilating their legs.  

And it surely wasn’t just so the guards would have something pleasant to look at.  Rachel hadn’t been 

raped so far, though she already felt violated.  But she saw it was obvious there would be sexual 

mistreatment far worse than she had experienced to this point. 

Three days.  Three days.  I have to make it that far, she thought.  I don’t know what they’ll do to 

me in that amount of time.  But I’ll bet it won’t be pleasant. 

Most of the women had unusually pale skin, some more so than others.  Possibly, thought 

Rachel, those more pale had been here longer.  She bit her lip.  It would take years, she thought, for her 

own tan to fade to that extent.  Had these women been here that long?  Had they seen any sun at all, in 

all that time? 

Rachel made a sudden connection: with one exception, the palest of the women were also the 

ones with the most well-developed muscles.  The longer you stay here, Rachel told herself, the more 

buff you get.  Obviously all of these women worked hard. 

Two of the three guards accompanying the women unhooked the chains connecting woman to 

woman, after which the women were hustled into the row of cells opposite Rachel’s, one to each cell, 

and locked in.  They adopted various postures in the cells, some sitting, some lying down, curled up to fit 

the narrow confines of the floor.  All of them wore grim but resigned expressions. 
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As the women were settling themselves, another line of women entered the aisle between the 

cells, secured together in the same way.  Rachel counted seven this time.  I’m in one of the eight cells 

already, Rachel thought.  The guards who put me here knew there was a vacancy on this side. 

Examining the women, Rachel suddenly experienced a shock that surprised her all the more 

because she’d imagined she was beyond shock.  Among the women in the line, the one who had 

stopped just short of Rachel’s cell hardly looked older than fourteen.  It can’t be, Rachel moaned to 

herself, they can’t have kids in a place like this. 

No, wait, Rachel thought, obviously she’s not that young.  No adolescent has breasts that big, 

that full.  Considering how petite the girl was otherwise – looking at her standing near the other women, 

Rachel judged that she couldn’t even be five feet tall, probably several inches short of that, and couldn’t 

possibly weigh eighty pounds – her breasts seemed like they shouldn’t belong, yet somehow, in some 

unaccountable way, they did belong.  The girl’s face, very cute, also looked a bit more mature than her 

body suggested, but she still couldn’t be more than eighteen or nineteen.  The word “pixie” inevitably 

came into Rachel’s head: with her close-cropped hair and slightly pointed ears, the girl reminded Rachel 

of some legendary magical sprite.  

Rachel bit her lip hard.  The pixie girl had by far the greatest number of whip marks of any 

woman Rachel had seen so far, nearly all fresh, surely not more than a few days old, and they were 

especially concentrated in the areas of her breasts and… Rachel squeezed her eyes tightly shut, and 

shuddered once more.  Her crotch.  Her sex.  This girl had been whipped in her most sensitive place of 

all. 

No wonder she looked so hopeless. 

The pixie girl went into the cell immediately adjacent to Rachel’s, while the woman who’d been 

ahead of her entered the cell on the other side of Rachel.  The latter woman showed just an instant of 

surprise at seeing Rachel – perhaps not just at her being there, but also at her long, blonde hair.  

(Though it wasn’t always easy to judge with their hair as short as it was, the hair color of the women 

ranged mainly from brown to deep black.)  Then the surprise was gone, replaced with resignation and 

the same hopelessness Rachel had seen on the other faces. 

As soon as all of the women were secured in their cells, guards appeared at the end of the rows, 

pushing carts.  Rachel could smell food, and her stomach rumbled.  The door of each cell had a gap of a 

couple of inches at the bottom, enough to slide the food and drink bowls in and out, which the guards 

now began doing, slopping spoonfuls of some sort of meal into one bowl and pouring into the other 

what appeared, to Rachel’s surprise, to be milk rather than water. 

Rachel, starving, squirmed a bit to free her hands from her waist, as the chain leading from her 

wrist cuffs to her hobble chain slid jingling up through the ring in her waist chain.  She heard the same 

jingling sound from other cells.  Rachel picked up the bowl of liquid and tipped it into her mouth.  It was 

indeed some sort of milk, though she didn’t think it was from a cow.  Could it be from goats?  Mountain 

goats.  That made sense.  Certainly easier to keep them up here than a herd of dairy cows.  And the milk 

was pleasantly cool, if not quite cold.  Well, yeah, thought Rachel.  No problem keeping things cold in 

this environment.  She remembered the bitterly cold wind, the patches of snow on the ground. 
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She started to pick some of the food out of the other bowl with her fingers, but noticed the 

other women she could see were simply holding the bowls up to their mouths and licking the food 

directly out of them.  That was probably easier, she decided, and she hadn’t liked the feel of the food on 

her fingers. 

As she licked up the food and the first of it hit her stomach, her hunger seemed to burst into 

flames.  She ate desperately, gulping down several mouthfuls before wondering what it was she was 

eating.  It seemed to be a mix of finely-chopped vegetables, a little fruit, and chunks of a type of meat 

Rachel couldn’t identify.  Not beef… well, of course not, Rachel, she thought, or the drink would have 

been cows’ milk.  Venison, maybe?  That was probably available here.  Or the goats theoretically 

supplying the milk.  Rachel had no idea what goat tasted like.  

In any case, the food was good.  At least they seem to want to keep us all healthy, Rachel told 

herself.  Yes, she then reminded herself bitterly, they want us in good shape for sex. 

Her stomach filled, Rachel rolled back onto the floor of the cell, feeling better equipped to deal 

with the world.  Her spirits rose.  It’s just for a few days, and I’ll be getting reasonable food and liquids.  

And meanwhile Mandy is helping me get out. 

Rachel was awakened from a light snooze by a sudden stirring among the girls in the cells 

around her. 

One by one, all of the girls Rachel could see were scrambling up onto their knees, some looking 

frightened, some even whimpering, while others looked resigned.  Each girl, while Rachel looked on, 

appalled, walked forward on her knees to the front of her cell and pressed her arms, thighs and stomach 

against the bars, her breasts thrust out in adjacent spaces between the bars.  They remained like that, 

many of them trembling. 

Oh my God! thought Rachel.  I have to do that too!  These women are obviously afraid of what 

will happen if they don’t.  I can never act as if help might be on the way, she reminded herself.  And I’ll 

probably be whipped on the spot if I don’t do this!  Trembling herself, trying not to whimper with fear, 

her face flushing with embarrassment, she got up on her knees.  As tall as she was, she had to spread 

her thighs farther apart than any of the other women, and the top of her head still brushed the ceiling of 

her cell.  The metal bar running up between her breasts felt cold, until her body heat began warming it.  

What’s going to happen?? she asked herself over and over. 

Rachel could see the guards gathered together at the entrance to the aisle between the cells, 

and she bit her lip, almost pushing a tooth through it.  She could barely breathe, and the sound of her 

heart pounding filled her head. 

The men walked slowly, smiling, looking relaxed and excited.  The one farthest in front stopped 

in front of one of the cells, and Rachel could see the girl’s chin trembling, could see her efforts not to 

cringe.  The guard reached down with one hand and gave the girl’s right breast a squeeze.  Rachel 

herself squeaked at the same time the girl did.  Oh, no! Rachel thought.  No, no, no… 

The guard made a gesture, and the girl quickly ducked back into her cell, then returned to her 

original breasts-outthrust position, now holding in her mouth the straps of one of those little metal 
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rings, identical to the one Rachel had been puzzled by in her own cell.  The guard reached down and 

took it from the girl’s trembling lips, and Rachel, looking on, saw to her horror what the ring was for.  As 

Rachel watched, the girl remained on her spread knees submissively, her mouth open wide, while the 

guard put the ring into the girl’s mouth, upright behind her teeth, so that it held her mouth open in a 

wide O.  He buckled the straps of the thing behind her head, then stood and unzipped his pants. 

Rachel continued watch, wanting to turn away but afraid to leave her own position at the front 

of her cell.  She was barely aware of shaking her head in disbelief, more terrified than ever, watching the 

guard present his hugely erect penis to the girl and pushing it into her mouth.  Crouching slightly to get 

down to her level, he held her head against the bars and began thrusting in and out of her mouth, 

grunting with each thrust. 

Another guard had now come farther down the row, and stopped in front of another girl, and 

gave her breast a squeeze.  Obviously, thought Rachel, that was the signal to her that she had been 

“chosen.”  Rachel thought the same thing was about to happen, but this time the guard made a twirling 

gesture with his finger.  Immediately the girl turned around to face the back of her cage, leaned ahead 

with her elbows out in front and let them down to the floor to support her, then backed up the short 

distance to push her buttocks against the bars of the cell.  The guard, unzipped by now, knelt in front of 

her cage and pressed his erection into her vagina.  At least, Rachel hoped that was the hole he was 

using.  The grunts of the guard synchronized with the squeals of the girl as he pounded against her, deep 

inside her.  Meanwhile other guards were still walking down the row. 

Ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod, Rachel’s thoughts screamed, there are four other guards, all still 

thinking about which girls to rape!  Right here, right now!  They’ll see my long hair, they’ll know I’m new, 

they’ll want to try me out!  I’m going to be raped, I’m going to be raped… 

Rachel’s mind spun as frantic, nonsensical, almost delirious thoughts rushed through her head 

that she couldn’t remember later.  Please, sir, please don’t rape me, I’m not allowed, I have a note from 

my mother, I can’t participate in any strenuous physical activities…  She felt a deep buzzing in her head, 

saw a redness squeezing in from the edges of her field of vision, knew she was about to faint. 

She closed her eyes, took a slow breath, tried to blank her mind, calm her thundering heart.  You 

have to get through this, Rachel, she told herself over and over.  Get through it and go home.  You can 

survive being raped.  These women all look strong, they’re fed well.  No broken bones.  The guards keep 

them healthy so they can use them.  They’re just going to make me do something I’ve done on purpose 

myself when I like a man.  I’ll be okay.  I’ll be okay. 

Somehow, Rachel had no idea how, the guards all missed her.  There were sixteen women to 

choose from, and six guards.  Rachel knew the odds should be in her favor, except for her long hair 

making her stand out.  She wondered whether perhaps the guards couldn’t see her hair, with the top of 

her head pressed up against the ceiling of the cell – no, she decided, it can’t be that, they can’t miss it 

falling down in front of my shoulder like it is.  But for whatever reason, unless the guards had enough 

stamina for a second round, Rachel seemed, against all reason, to have made it through safely. 

One of the first guards to finish zipped up and began looking down the row of women again.  

Shit, thought Rachel, they are doing a second round.  But instead of the same type of rape, when the 
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guard stopped in front of one cage, the occupant of which cringed in fear, he unlocked the door of her 

cage and swung it open, ordering the woman out with a gesture.  She emerged and stood upright, 

shaking from head to toe, her chains clinking, tears streaming down her cheeks.  To Rachel’s surprise, 

the guard turned away, leaving the woman standing there, while a second guard started looking in other 

nearby cages.  At last, with a grin, this one opened another cage, ordering its occupant out. 

As Rachel watched, unable to formulate a theory for what was about to happen, the guard 

unlocked the second woman’s handcuffs from the chain at her waist and from each other, leaving her 

hands and arms free.  Then he turned back to the first girl and did the same. 

The guard spoke to the women, perhaps telling them what they had to do, while the rest of the 

guards approached and formed two groups on either side of the women, talking to each other 

animatedly and laughing.  In various groups the guards placed piles of money on tops of cages, and 

Rachel realized they were betting on… something.  

The two women now faced each other, looking resigned and terrified at once.  At a word from 

the guard who had released them, each nodded slightly and raised her hands, clenched into fists.  

Rachel’s jaw dropped as she suddenly understood what was about to happen. 

The girl to Rachel’s left, a pretty girl of about twenty with coal-black hair and dramatic, beautiful 

eyebrows, took the first swing, her fist aiming for the head of the other girl, brown-haired, very nice 

body, slightly older.  As the guards shouted encouragement to one or the other girl, the brown-haired 

girl ducked the punch and back-pedaled momentarily, in the quick, tiny steps the hobble-chains allowed, 

then quickly closed again and swung her arm up from below, catching the black-haired girl in the 

stomach.  She tried to follow with her other fist swinging towards the black-haired girl’s head, but the 

black-haired girl instinctively blocked the blow, then punched the brown-haired girl on her upper arm, 

spinning her to the side, and quickly swung with her other fist, connecting with the side of the girl’s 

head.  The brown-haired girl staggered, and began falling, her hobble chain interfering with her effort to 

keep her balance.  Desperately she reached down with her hand to keep from falling, and pushed 

herself back upright.  Rachel suspected that if either girl touched the floor with anything other than 

hands or feet, she would immediately be declared the loser. 

Neither girl, Rachel could easily tell, had any expertise at fighting of this kind, or of any kind.  On 

the other hand, they both seemed accustomed to pain.  There was very little of the sort of squealing 

Rachel would have expected in reaction to blows that came as hard as either girl could deliver them.  

There seemed only to be the terror of losing, or of the consequences of refusing to fight. 

With the guards shouting louder now, the brown-haired girl jumped away to a safer distance, 

then immediately closed again.  She ducked the next punch, then her own fist caught the black-haired 

girl for a second time in the stomach, and this time succeeded in following with a blow to the head.  The 

black-haired girl cried out as she felt herself falling, and landed heavily on her butt.  Immediately she 

gathered herself into a self-protective fetal position on the floor, shaking her head and crying out 

forlornly, “Nyet… nyet…”  Rachel recognized it as the Russian word for “no,” the only word in that 

language she knew.  She wondered whether that was the language everyone was speaking.  She had 

assumed they had their own language in Irkhetnia. 
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The brown-haired girl, covered with red marks that would soon be bruises, and bleeding from 

both a cut cheek and a split lip, breathed a heavy sigh of relief, bent over with her hands on her knees to 

catch her breath, then scuttled back to her cage, where the nearest guard locked her in – without 

securing her hands to her waist chain.  Evidently, thought Rachel, that’s her reward for winning: being 

able to spend the night, or at least part of it, with her hands free. 

The other girl, the black-haired one, responded to an order from the nearest guard by lying 

down on her back on the floor between the rows of cells, down near the end of the aisle.  Her hobble 

chain was unlocked, and several of the guards quickly secured her, by chains from her wrist and ankle 

cuffs to the bars of cells on either side, in a painfully stretched spread-eagle, her legs spread very wide.  

She was sobbing and sniffling steadily, but no longer bothering to protest verbally. 

Rachel felt sure the guards were going to rape the girl now – probably all of them, in succession, 

she thought.  She squeezed her eyes shut, not wanting to watch. 

When no sound of an assault ensued, Rachel opened her eyes again.  One guard to her left 

suddenly shouted something, and his idea was greeted with laughter and apparent agreement.  A guard 

near Rachel quickly moved to a cage in the row across from Rachel and unlocked it, while another guard 

moved to the cage immediately to Rachel’s left and did the same.  A desolate moan came from inside 

the latter. 

Moments later the women from the two cages stood facing each other, and Rachel gasped and 

shook her head as the women’s handcuffs were unlocked.  I shouldn’t be surprised, she told herself.  I’ve 

seen the guards raping inmates, I’ve seen them stage a fistfight between prisoners for their 

entertainment.  But now they were reaching a new level of cruelty. 

Rachel had forgotten that the cage next to hers housed that girl whose face and tiny size made 

Rachel think of a pixie.  She really was such a wisp of a girl – not underfed, or her breasts wouldn’t be 

that big, clearly just genetically small.  With her diminutive size and that adorable face, she would 

probably inspire any normal man to protect her.  The guards, Rachel already knew, were not normal 

men. 

The pixie girl had a more pronounced tan than most of the women Rachel had seen here – even 

in the dim light, Rachel could make out bathing suit tan-lines.  She couldn’t have been here long, at most 

a few weeks to a month or so.  The outline suggested a fairly modest one-piece suit, and Rachel 

wondered whether the girl had ever shown herself naked to anyone before being arrested and brought 

here.  The girl’s whole bearing suggested a shyness that made Rachel certain the answer was no. 

And there were, as Rachel had already observed, those whip marks.  Rachel, with a flash of 

anger, wondered whether the guards had singled her out for especially harsh treatment precisely 

because of her smallness, her shyness, and her limited ability to defend herself even in the best of 

circumstances.  The type of men Rachel was seeing here, she thought, were exactly the sort who would 

do that.  

The girl was squinting in the dim light, and Rachel suspected she might be very near-sighted. 
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Standing in front of the girl, her mouth quirked in a small smile as if she could already taste 

victory in the battle that was about to start, was a very strikingly athletic woman, whom Rachel had 

noticed when she’d arrived with that first group of eight – easily picked out as the tallest of the eight, 

probably only a few inches shorter than Rachel.  Even in a population of women whose muscles had 

been built up with hard work, this one stood out as remarkably well-developed, especially her legs, 

upper arms and shoulders.  It seemed likely that her muscle tone owed little to whatever work she’d 

been doing in the prison, presumably the same work as the others, and more to her previous life before 

arriving here.  The woman’s breasts were large – that, Rachel had noticed, was common to all of the 

women here – and her stomach taut, with well-defined abdominals.  She had a beautiful face – 

assuming she was, indeed, an athlete, Rachel thought the woman could probably make millions of 

dollars in the U.S. from television endorsements.  For a moment Rachel thought she might be a gymnast, 

but she seemed much too tall for that.  Possibly a soccer player, Rachel speculated, reminding herself 

they would call it football here.  Whatever she really was, she reminded Rachel of her mental image of 

an Amazon, the legendary female warriors of a past millennium.  

The Amazon was clearly older than the pixie girl, about twenty-four, Rachel guessed.  She very 

nearly had the greatest number of whip bruises marking her skin of any of sixteen women in the room, 

second only to the pixie girl standing in front of her.  That seemed to fit in well with what Rachel could 

see of the Amazon’s personality.  Her face expressed silent, barely-contained defiance of the guards, 

awaiting only an excuse to break out into the open.  No doubt it had several times in the past. 

That certainly couldn’t explain what had happened to the pixie girl, Rachel admitted.  She looked 

completely incapable, in both her size and her demeanor, of expressing defiance in any form. 

While the pixie girl’s brush-cut hair made her look still smaller, that same haircut on the larger 

woman seemed to make her look that much more menacingly athletic. 

Rachel wondered about the reason for the severe haircuts, given that, as Rachel had seen, the 

prisoners were sexual playtoys for the guards – as, Rachel thought with a gulp, she herself would be at 

some point unless she could be freed very quickly.  A full head of well-groomed hair is always attractive.  

If the women were going to be used for sex, why not keep that feature?  

It occurred to Rachel, then, that she wasn’t looking at it the way a man would, a sexually 

aggressive man with no inhibitions or moral scruples.  To the guards, the prisoners, with their pretty 

faces, firm breasts, and feminine curves, were clearly women, and all of them had available holes in the 

right places.  The men had no trouble thinking of the prisoners as women.  But the prisoners weren’t 

allowed to think of themselves as women, nor as anything other than objects the men could use for their 

pleasure and entertainment. 

How can I sit here calmly thinking about hairstyles, wondered Rachel, when I can see with 

certainty that I’m going to be raped and otherwise abused if I stay here much longer?  Surely by 

tomorrow, if not tonight?  But it was, she realized, one of her defense mechanisms: examining situations 

in detail when she was scared, trying to lose herself in the small brush strokes when the big picture was 

terrifying.  The alternative was hysteria, panic, breakdown.  She would hold it off as long as she could.  

Only a few days, she reminded herself.  I will be out of here soon. 
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Rachel reflected again on the heartbreaking unfairness of the fight she was about to witness.  

Undoubtedly the guards had picked out the strongest and the weakest of the prisoners exactly for the 

purpose of staging a complete mismatch for its entertainment value.  The Amazon must have 

outweighed the pixie girl by sixty pounds, and was a foot taller.  In the upcoming fight, the only question 

would be how long the smaller girl could last.  She couldn’t hope to outfight the Amazon, who looked 

ready to smash her like a bug.  The girl looked terrified, her lip trembling.  She was breathing hard 

already, making soft moaning sounds. 

The guard who seemed to have taken on the task of spokesman gave a much longer speech than 

he had to the previous pair.  Perhaps the rules would be more complex. 

The surrounding guards, after putting down their bets, shifted their positions now, forming two 

unbroken lines across the space between rows of cells, on either side of the women – coincidentally also 

on either side of Rachel’s cell, so that she was still able to see both of the women – making a boxing ring 

more formal than the one before.  Rachel wondered which of the guards could possibly be betting on 

the pixie girl. 

The lead guard shouted a single syllable, and the Amazon crouched, her arms upraised, and 

approached the pixie girl.  The big woman swung her balled fist at the smaller one suddenly, but the 

pixie girl managed to dance out of the way, backing as far as the circle of guards, who pushed her, 

stumbling, back into the fray.  Each girl still had the hobble chain to hamper her movements, but they 

both seemed accustomed to its presence, and used quicker rather than longer steps whenever speed 

was called for. 

Rachel could see the lead guard glancing at his watch.  He called out something, just a few 

syllables.  Evidently there was a time limit.  He had probably just stated the time remaining.  Perhaps the 

pixie girl just had to survive long enough. 

The Amazon waited as the pixie girl was pushed back towards her a second time, then clenched 

her right hand into a fist and swung again.  Her fist connected with the pixie girl’s cheek with the 

appalling sound of a sandbag dropped from the ceiling.  The pixie girl cried out and staggered back, her 

knees buckling, and desperately reached down with her hand as she was falling.  The larger woman 

swung again, missing as the girl’s head dropped below the punch.  The girl managed to catch her weight 

on her hand and somehow arrest her fall as she continued scrambling backwards.  As she backed into 

the circle of guards, the men didn’t think quickly enough to let her fall, and instead pushed her forward 

again as they had before.  She remained on her feet.  Rachel could see the girl’s cheek already 

darkening, with one line of blood in the middle of the bruise and a second cut on her lip.  She was crying 

now, and just managed to duck away from a second punch from the Amazon, who looked angry and 

frustrated. 

The guard called out the remaining time.  By now Rachel was sure that was what he was doing. 

The Amazon quickly took two steps forward and slammed her left fist into the pixie girl’s 

stomach.  As the latter doubled over in pain, the big woman swung with her right, but too quickly, only 

managing a glancing blow to the smaller girl’s head.  Still, the girl was staggered, and only barely 

managed to keep her footing as she backpedaled once more.  She had stopped crying shortly after the 
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stomach blow, and had a desperate, panicked look on her face, her mouth opened wide.  Rachel 

suspected that the girl’s diaphragm was temporarily paralyzed, that she couldn’t breathe, and that the 

Amazon had only to wait a few seconds for her opponent to faint. 

The Amazon must have decided she had no time to wait.  She made a quick lunge forward, her 

right hand clenched in a fist once more.  Before she could swing, the lead guard shouted once more, and 

the other guards began babbling excitedly.  The woman swung and connected with the pixie girl’s cheek 

for a second time, this time sending her sprawling backwards to the floor. 

The Amazon raised her arms into the air, then spun as the lead guard said something, and began 

arguing with him furiously.  Several other guards closed in on her, grabbing her arms, ignoring the pixie 

girl on the floor, who was crying again, doubled up in a fetal position.  Rachel realized that the lead 

guard’s announcement before the punch had been that time had expired, and the Amazon had lost by 

default. 

One of the guards said something to the crying girl on the floor at last – not especially friendly, 

but Rachel didn’t take it to sound threatening – and the girl scrambled back to her cell.  The guard 

locked her in.  As with the earlier winner, her hands were left free.  Rachel could hear her sobbing within 

her cell. 

Several other guards were still busy with the Amazon, who was struggling with them and 

shouting.  Despite her efforts, they managed to stretch her out on the floor, face down, atop the earlier 

loser, and soon they had her chained in place in an identical spread-eagle, her arms, widely-split legs, 

and stomach lying on those of the first woman. 

The lead guard gave some instructions to three of the others, who saluted and sprinted out of 

the cavern.  One of them returned almost immediately, holding a device whose purpose Rachel couldn’t 

guess at first sight.  She could see that it was a black cylinder, perhaps four inches long and an inch wide, 

with several straps attached at its middle.  Its ends were rounded, and Rachel, wrinkling her nose in 

distaste, thought both ends looked like… 

She gasped as she saw she had been right.  Both ends were molded in the shape of a penis, like 

the gag they had used to silence Rachel earlier.  As Rachel watched, it was put to that same use. 

As both women, one atop the other, resisted, each one’s head was held by a guard while one 

end of the double-ended dildo was forced into each one’s mouth.  The straps were then fastened, one 

pair encircling the head of the Amazon, the other pair doing the same for the other woman.  Rachel, 

based on her earlier experience, knew what it felt like to have her mouth completely filled with a 

rubbery gag.  But beyond that, the women’s faces were held together, their lips touching in an 

involuntary, unbreakable kiss as they helplessly shared the gag. 

The lead guard raised his whip, and Rachel clenched her teeth, knowing what she was about to 

see.  He swung his arm, bringing the whip down on the Amazon’s back.  The woman convulsed in pain 

and let out a shriek, muffled by the gag she shared with the other woman.  

Rachel’s whole body tensed in sympathy for what the Amazon must be feeling, her jaw dropping 

in disbelief that she could be seeing what she was seeing.  Whipping had always been an abstract 
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concept to Rachel before.  But the woman Rachel could see, not more than ten feet away, was a real 

person, a woman whose bondage and bare skin left her helpless and vulnerable.  The slapping sound of 

leather against flesh, and the Amazon’s reaction, made the sight so real that Rachel could feel the pain 

on her own back. 

The woman’s cry of pain was followed by a second slapping sound Rachel couldn’t identify at 

first.  She realized, then, that the pain from the whip had made the Amazon’s body spasm and bounce 

up off the other woman below her, so that afterward Rachel could hear the slap of two tummies coming 

back together – Rachel knew she was right when the woman underneath coughed, then gathered her 

breath back and wriggled violently as if trying hopelessly to get out from under.  The guard whipped the 

Amazon four more times – on the backs of her thighs, on her buttocks, her back again, and just below 

her shoulders – as both women, with gagged shouts, struggled to get free. 

Both women were suffering, but the Amazon obviously more, as all strokes of the whip were 

falling on her.  

Rachel, blinked, horrified, watching the face of the guard doing the whipping.  With a touching 

faith in humanity, Rachel somehow visualized the guard regarding the whipping as a distasteful but 

necessary part of his duties, but she could see that clearly wasn’t the case.  The guard was smiling, 

looking excited.  He enjoyed whipping the woman.  He loved it.  So happy to have an excuse.  Rachel saw 

him, in amazement, as a cruel, vicious animal, and wondered how any human could do what he was 

doing. 

It seemed obvious to Rachel that the Amazon had incurred the whipping because of her 

argument and struggle with the guards, in keeping with Rachel’s earlier speculation that that sort of 

thing was why the Amazon already had a lot of whip marks to begin with.  The woman underneath her 

was, so to speak, simply in the wrong place at the wrong time. 

The second guard sent away on an errand returned now, carrying a bucket that Rachel at first 

took to be, unaccountably, paint, but then she could smell it as it went by, and identified it as some sort 

of gravy.  Rachel blinked as she watched several guards use their hands to spread gravy in both women’s 

crotches, partway down their inner thighs, and on the sides of their squashed-together breasts. 

As Rachel was puzzling over this, she heard, to her horror, the barks of several large dogs. 

They were German shepherds, Rachel could see as they entered the aisle between cells and 

raced towards the two helplessly chained women.  The third guard trailed behind them, returning from 

retrieving them. 

The bound women, of course, heard the dogs coming long before they arrived, and began 

squirming desperately to try to free themselves, mmmmmming in fright against their shared gag. 

The first dog to arrive skidded to a stop between the women’s spread legs and began excitedly 

licking the gravy coating the crotches of both women.  Another stood with his front paws on the upper 

woman’ buttocks and licked from there.  The rest – there were six dogs altogether – eventually formed 

up in pairs on either side of the women, licking the sides of their breasts, forcing their long tongues deep 
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into the valley of compressed skin between the women, whimpering with happiness at the unexpected 

treat. 

The guards stood grinning with arms folded, making undoubtedly lewd comments to each other, 

as the women moaned and squirmed violently against each other.  Rachel was sure the guards found it 

incomparably erotic, watching the two women’s bodies rippling against each other, grunting with effort 

and sharing a long, enforced kiss, as if they were making passionate love to each other.  To Rachel there 

was nothing erotic about it.  It was simply horrifying. 

It’s a matter of just blind luck, she told herself, that they didn’t pick me out for that.  And they 

will, she realized in despair, they will do it to me, or something even worse, something more painful and 

perverted and disgusting.  And I can’t get away!  I can’t get out of this cell!  I can’t get away from them in 

these chains, I can’t stop them from doing to me anything that strikes them as amusing – and I can see 

what kind of thing amuses them!  There are no rules here, no limitations. 

Rachel heard, with her ears, and felt, with her entire body, the pounding of her heart against the 

bar of the cage through which her breasts were still thrust outward.  She felt, to her added horror, her 

bladder start to let go.  No, not here, not on the floor of my own cell where I can’t get away from it!  She 

wanted to back off and let it go in the toilet hole, but except for the two fight winners in their cells, and 

the two losers being forced into sex in full view of everyone, all of the rest of the girls Rachel could see 

were still up against the bars of their cells in the “present breasts” position, and Rachel had no doubt 

she’d be punished if she backed away. 

Luckily, she regained control in her crotch after a few small dribbles.  After about ten minutes, 

which had to seem more like hours, or days, to the two women on the floor, the dogs had apparently 

licked up as much gravy as they could find and began drifting away.  The guards, also, once the women’s 

struggles had subsided, began withdrawing, taking four of the six dogs with them, and a minute later 

Rachel heard the heavy drawbridge being closed.  The guards’ workday is over, Rachel realized, and 

they’ve left the task of guarding us to the two remaining dogs.  The two women remained bound in their 

joined spread-eagles, still kissing because there was no way to stop, limp with exhaustion, left to provide 

whatever comfort one could give the other by sharing her fate.  Rachel, horrified once again, realized 

they would apparently be left that way all night. 

Around Rachel, the prisoners withdrew into their cages, and Rachel knew it was safe to back 

away now.  With relief, Rachel backed towards the waste hole and let go what seemed to be an endless 

stream of pee. 

One of the dogs came sauntering down the aisle, looking idly at the girls in their cages.  On duty. 

Somehow, Rachel thought, the guards missed me, but before long they will definitely want to 

try me out.  She felt sure she couldn’t expect to get through even another day without being noticed. 

Ordinarily Rachel would have expected her breasts, which had definitely not been out of sight, 

to attract attention.  But here, they didn’t seem unusual.  Rachel had seen several girls in the opposing 

row of cells as well-endowed as herself.  Or nearly so. 
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But her hair, her hair.  It would give her away.  The guards would surely spot her tomorrow.  Do 

they have the fights every night? she wondered.  She shuddered.  That’s what they’ll make me do, she 

told herself.  I’ll have to hit a woman I don’t even know, I’ll have to try to hurt her, to swing my fist at 

her face and knock her down.  And I have to try to win.  I have to try as hard as I can.  If I lose… 

Another shudder passed through her, and seemed to keep shaking her.  She found she was 

crying.  I want to be home, I want to be home, I want…. 

I will be home, she told herself firmly.  I’m lucky, even if I don’t feel lucky.  I’ve got people 

working to get me out of here.  The embassy has to know I’m here by now.  That part, making her 

government aware of her captivity, that part must already be done. 

In the cell next to Rachel, the little pixie girl who’d “won” the second fight had stopped crying… 

no, Rachel could hear a soft hiccupping sound of stifled sobs.  Rachel’s heart went out to her.  So sweet, 

so delicate.  It has to be a mistake, her being here.  She has to have got caught up in something she 

didn’t understand.  Or she could even be a completely innocent bystander, mistaken for someone else, 

and now looking ahead to years of agony, to endless repeats of what she’d been through tonight. 

After I get free, Rachel told herself, I have to tell her story, hers and all of the other girls here.  

None of them deserve what is happening.  No human does.  Caught in a meat grinder, in a system gone 

mad. 

I do need to try to get some sleep, she advised herself.  Obviously all of the girls were preparing 

to settle in for the night – gratefully, no doubt.  It seemed that the lights would be left on.  At least the 

women in the cells were trying to sleep with them on.  Oh, of course, thought Rachel.  The dogs.  They 

have to be able to see what they’re guarding. 

Rachel sat on the floor of her cell, and with awkward movements curled up on the floor, having 

to curl into a still tighter ball than most of the other girls just to find room for herself in the tiny cell.  Her 

chains clinked, their restraint making it even harder to find some position that was remotely 

comfortable.  She focused her mind on the future, the excitement of being freed, the satisfaction of 

telling her story to shocked officials who would set the wheels in motion to free all of these other girls.  

With a vision of the president of Irkhetnia himself on trial for crimes against humanity, with herself as 

the triumphant key witness, Rachel drifted off to sleep. 
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CHAPTER 5 

Yelena rose to face General Karozki and said coldly, “I will not go anywhere with you unless you 

show me my daughter first.  I demand to know what you’ve done with her.” 

The general seemed about to dismiss her demand, then paused.  At length he nodded.  “Perhaps 

that would be best.  You will see that we have done nothing to her.  As yet.  What happens to her in the 

future is yours to decide.” 

“What happens…  You mean that nonsense you were just talking about?  I can assure you that 

will not happen.” 

The general shrugged.  “You may change your mind.  But I will take you now to visit your 

daughter.  If you will simply remove your clothes first.” 

Yelena’s jaw dropped.  She had to replay the echo of his words in her head several times to be 

sure she had actually heard them.  In a tight voice, she rasped, “You are crazy.  I will do no such thing.” 

General Karozki flashed the nasty smile again.  “Madame, this is a women’s prison.  There are no 

females here other than the inmates, of whom you are now one.  No inmate leaves these rooms dressed 

or unfettered.  If you imagine that I would make an exception for you as an official visitor, or in 

recognition of your status as First Lady, discard that notion now.  You are not a visitor, and you are no 

longer First Lady.  You are a prisoner and will be treated as such.” 

“I…  I…”  Yelena gulped.  She felt the full mass of the walls surrounding her, weighing her down, 

closing her in.  Her head echoed with the same four words heard internally by every woman who had 

stood in this room: This can’t be happening.  This can’t be happening.  Trying to summon a voice of 

authority to match the general’s, while stilling the tremors starting to shake her body, she said, “General 

Karozki, I insist that you call my husband.  Now, on the phone.  I will give you the number of his private 

chamber if you don’t have that.  I am sure you are exceeding your authority in your demands of me, and 

my husband will issue orders for more respectful treatment.”  Yelena knew how angry Dimitri was, but 

she felt sure he would cool off if he heard her voice.  She knew how to speak to him. 

The general’s voice grew more steely.  “Madame, remove your clothes now.  It is with respect 

towards a woman whom our president once loved that I give you the opportunity to disrobe yourself, 

rather than have it done forcibly for you.  It will be the last gesture of such respect that you will see.  I 

advise you to take advantage of it.” 

Without turning to look, Yelena could sense that the men behind her, like hammers on a pistol 

being cocked, were preparing to take action.  She said quickly, “Okay!  Okay.  But they must leave.”  She 

swept her arm to indicate the men. 

The general shook his head.  “You must understand that you may not give orders.  You have no 

standing to make them.  I have been patient with you, far beyond my accustomed habit.  But that 

patience is at an end.  Now.” 

Yelena was taking in air in rapid sips that seemed insufficient, but she felt powerless to breathe 

more deeply.  She stood staring at the general for what seemed an eternity.  She could see no bend in 
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him, no sympathy, no heart.  Her heart pounded.  I have to do this, she told herself.  It’s for Marya.  He 

will hurt Marya if I don’t. 

Her face on fire with a concentrated blush, Yelena reached behind her neck to unfasten the 

clasp at the top of her dress.  With shaking fingers, it took several attempts before she succeeded.  Her 

voice barely a whisper, she stammered, “The… zipper – only the zipper!”  The last words came out in a 

rush. 

The general nodded to one of the men, and Yelena felt fingers against the back of her neck, 

taking hold of the zipper, pulling it down to the small of her back.  She felt her blush deepening still 

more as the suddenly cooler air against her back told her how exposed she now was. 

She let the top of the dress drop down to reveal the half-cups of her bra, and worked the dress 

down past her hips, letting it fall to the floor.  She picked it up.  “Will you… put this somewhere safe?  

Please?” 

The general blinked and smiled.  “You will never need clothes again, but I suppose I can find a 

home for it somewhere.” 

Yelena made a growling sound in the back of her throat, and squeezed her eyes closed.  This is 

the only way I can see Marya, she reminded herself.  I have to make sure Marya is okay. 

She began to bend over to unfasten the straps on her high heels, but stopped the movement 

before it started, unwilling to give the men behind her that kind of view of her ass.  She crouched 

instead, keeping her back upright, and removed the shoes. 

Standing upright again, she squeezed her eyes shut again and made herself continue, rolling 

down her panty hose, crouching again as the roll reached her lower legs, and pulling it off. 

Standing barefoot now, in only a bra and panties in front of a roomful of unknown and menacing 

men, she completely froze now, unable to keep going. 

The general gestured towards her throat.  “I will take the pearls now.  And of course, the 

wedding ring, which is no longer yours to wear.” 

Her lower lip trembling, Yelena reached behind her neck to undo the clasp on the pearl 

necklace, handing it over to the general.  When she put her fingers over the ring, she began crying at 

last.  From nearly twenty years in the past, vivid memories sailed through her mind of a different time, a 

time when a teenaged Irkhetnian actress, already recognized and popular in western Europe, fell in love 

with a young and handsome Soviet colonel from her homeland whom she met in Paris, in that chaotic 

time when the Soviet Union was crumbling.  Within a year’s time the colonel, now general, was running 

Irkhetnia as a newly independent country, but he always made time for tenderness with his pregnant 

bride. 

I haven’t seen that man for years, Yelena thought.  The man who gave me this ring.  The man 

who gave me a daughter.  The Dimitri I once loved.  I don’t want to be married to the monster he 

became, and I don’t want memories of the man he once was.  They hurt too much. 
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Gritting her teeth, she wriggled the ring past her knuckle and off her finger, and handed it to 

Karozki.  She felt some power return within her.  There, she thought, I did something I wanted to do. 

Summoning up dignity somehow, she stood in front of the general in her underwear and said, 

“This outrage has gone far enough.  You have had your fun, and I demand that you take me to see my 

daughter.  NOW!”  The last word emerged like the crack of a whip. 

Sighing, the general gestured to the men behind Yelena.  She sensed them closing in. 

“No!”  Yelena’s trembling from anger transitioned directly to trembling from fear without a 

change in the sensation.  Quickly she reached behind her back to unfasten the clasp on her bra, and 

shrugged out of it, letting it drop to the floor.  At last, her breath catching, her teeth raking her lower lip, 

she slipped her fingers under the waistband of her panties and slid them down past her hips, letting 

them drop the rest of the way to the floor. 

The feeling of her hair brushing her bare back seemed to emphasize the fact that all of her skin 

was bare.  She felt the eyes swarming over her body like bees, male eyes surrounding her, staring at 

every square inch of her, her buttocks, her breasts and nipples, the soft folds of skin between her legs. 

The general gestured to one of the men, who went into an adjoining room and returned with a 

tape measure.  The general left the room. 

***** 

Yelena had resisted against the manacles being fastened around her wrists and ankles, but only 

briefly, stopped once more by the general, who had returned before they started with the manacles, 

asking whether she wanted to see her daughter. 

The general raised his hand to stop the men holding the chains.  “Not the standard 

arrangement, I think.  Something different, for the occasion.”  He shook his head at the thirty-

centimeter chain that one of the men, kneeling, had started connecting to her ankle manacles, saying, 

“No, the short one.” 

Yelena stood silently fuming as the men worked on the bizarre arrangement of chains under the 

general’s direction.  She glared fiercely at the general as he took one last look over the men’s 

handiwork.  She could not imagine any purpose served by binding her in this way.  What she did know 

was how exposed and vulnerable it made her feel. 

With her arms upraised, elbows highest and pointed toward the ceiling, her wrist manacles 

were padlocked, at the back of her neck, to the ends of a short chain wrapped around her neck, the 

ends of the chain passing through a ring before joining the manacles.  Yelena had learned quickly that 

she could not pull her hands away from the back of her neck, or lower her elbows, without choking 

herself. 

Another chain ran from the ends of the chain around her neck to a chain wound tightly around 

her waist, attaching to it in the small of her back, the connecting chain so taut that Yelena was forced to 

keep her back ramrod straight – bending forward even slightly would, again, cause her to choke. 
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Only one other chain was in use, the ten centimeter chain, in whose favor the thirty centimeter 

one had been rejected, connecting her ankle manacles.  She could walk, but only in the tiniest steps, 

each step not even half the length of her own foot. 

At last the men stepped back, and the general, rubbing his chin with his fingers thoughtfully, 

looked Yelena up and down.  She grew more furious by the second.  She was no street whore for him to 

examine as if deciding whether to engage her services! 

When he reached forward and cupped her left breast in his hand, she gasped in shock and took 

a quick step backward, forgetting the chain.  As her foot stopped short, she began to topple backwards, 

tried instinctively to free her hands to break her fall and felt the chain around her neck snap tight 

around it, cutting off her breath. 

The men behind her moved quickly to catch her and push her back upright.  Her heart pounding, 

she shouted furiously at the general, “Don’t touch me, you animal!” 

The general merely gave her a small smile, a mere twitch of his lips upward.  “I’m afraid that, in 

a very real sense, you are the animal here, Madame Gerova.  We own you, and can treat you as we like.  

I urge you always to keep that in mind.” 

Breathing hard through her nose, her lips compressed into a thin line, Yelena waited, glaring at 

the general. 

The general gestured briefly to the other men.  Yelena could see that the one man visible to her 

out of the corner of her eye saluted, and she presumed the others had as well.  She could hear them 

exiting the room, into the hallway through which she had come here, and hear their footsteps as they 

walked down the hall. 

Alone now with the general, Yelena felt sure she was about to be raped, though she would have 

expected the departing men to close the door behind them.  She set her jaw defiantly and met the 

general’s mild gaze. 

The general said quietly, with that small smile she had already grown to loathe, “And now, 

Madame, you may visit your daughter.  I will go on ahead and make sure everything is ready, pending 

your arrival.  You will see the way when you emerge from this room.  Please be assured that the men are 

under strict orders not to touch you or approach you, nor impede your progress in any way.” 

Yelena blinked.  “What men?” 

The general’s smile broadened.  “Why, all of them, of course.  The men in my command.  You 

must trust that they will follow my standing orders to the letter.”  The general felt quite confident of 

that.  No man in his command would dare disobey him, for fear of being transferred away from this 

most wonderful of all postings.  There were plenty of men ready and eager to take their places.  “They 

will keep their hands in their pockets, and I assure you that you are in absolutely no danger from them – 

unless, of course, you should fall at their feet, or touch one of them yourself.  They will regard that as an 

invitation, and all of the men – all of them – will use you in turn before you are allowed to proceed on 

your way.” 
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He gave her a slight nod.  “I shall see you at the infirmary, where we are caring for your 

daughter.”  Without another word, he walked past her, out the door and down the hallway. 

Yelena, stunned, took in a shaky, horrified breath.  She had thought she knew what was going to 

happen.  Perhaps, she told herself, I misunderstood. 

She turned, awkwardly, trying not to trip herself, and faced the open door.  Good thing, she 

thought, he left it open.  I can’t think how I could open it if he hadn’t. 

Taking that sign of unexpected thoughtfulness as encouragement, she crept, in tiny steps, to the 

door.  Pausing in the door frame, she looked to the left, the direction from which she had originally 

come. 

The breath ran out of her in a rush, with a tiny, helpless whimper.  Her bowels seemed to turn to 

water. 

Lining the walls on both sides of the two-meter-wide corridor, looking back at her with 

lecherous grins, stood perhaps twenty men, equally distributed on both sides.  They had obviously 

assembled there during her time in the general’s office, making absolutely no sound beyond the light 

footsteps that one would expect to hear outside the door of a commanding general’s office – Yelena had 

barely given the noises a thought.  They were indeed standing with their hands in their pockets, and 

Yelena understood that everything the general had just told her was true – both the reassurance and 

the threat. 

She was more self-conscious than ever before in her life, standing naked for all of them to see, 

her arms upraised, unable to hide her breasts, indeed forced to thrust them forward as if in invitation to 

look and to touch.  Unable to hide her most private place of all, which she had never imagined showing 

to any man unwillingly. 

Carefully, but as quickly as she could, she backed out of sight, and heard the first words any of 

the men spoke to her: “Oh, come on, baby.  Give us a better look than that!”  It was followed by a 

snicker, and several other voices, making equally crude comments. 

Thundering in her head, her inner voice said I can’t go out there!!  I can’t go out there!!  I’m safe 

in here!  They aren’t allowed to come in here! 

But if I don’t go out there, another voice reminded her, I can’t see Marya! 

She could not even beg the general, appealing to a sense of humanity she didn’t think he had 

anyway, to let her see Marya without passing through this gauntlet.  The general wasn’t here.  He was in 

the infirmary, and there was only one way Yelena could reach him. 

She stood, unable to make herself move, hearing the constant hubbub of voices outside the 

door, making crude jokes provoking laughter and calling for her.  One especially penetrating voice said, 

“Come on, Yelena, come out and play,” and the rude familiarity of calling her by her first name struck 

fear in her out of proportion to the trivial nature of the insolence. 

The clock on the desk told her twenty minutes had gone by while she had stood here frozen in 

place. 
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They aren’t attacking me, but they might be raping Marya right now!  There’s nothing to stop 

them! 

Despite knowing that she herself could do nothing to stop them either, nevertheless she 

couldn’t possibly desert Marya and leave her to these animals! 

Trembling, her stomach in knots, able to breathe only in little sips, she began making tiny steps 

towards the door again. 

A chorus of “All right!  She’s back!” greeted her at the door, and she walked out into the 

hallway.  It took at least a dozen slow, small steps just to reach the center of the hallway so she could 

start moving towards her goal. 

She recognized, about ten meters away, the intersection of corridors where her path and 

Marya’s had split.  The infirmary had to be that way, down the other corridor. 

Yelena had never imagined being so frightened.  She fully expected her pounding heart to break 

its way out of her chest and bounce on the floor in front of her.  Her trembling legs could barely support 

her.  She steeled herself not to fall, putting nearly all of her concentration into simply remaining upright, 

leaving only a small part of it with instructions to keep shuffling one foot ahead of the other.  Slowly, so 

slowly.  Arms upraised, breasts thrust out.  Everything visible to the hungry eyes on both sides of her. 

And all along, hearing the men discussing her as if she were nothing but walking meat. 

“See?  I told you she’d be totally shaved!  Smooth as a baby’s bottom.”  “Okay, you win, I’ll pay 

you later.”  “Look at those tits!  Isn’t she almost forty?  You’d think there’d be some sag.”  “Come on, 

she’s the president’s lady.  You know she’s had stuff done.”  “Plastic surgery?  No, there’s no sign of it.  

I’d show you where the scars would be, but I can’t point just now.  Later.”  “I don’t even care one way or 

another.  Just so I can rub my face against those tits.” 

The men were so close, enough to reach out and touch her from either side if they’d been 

allowed.  She tried, just once, to close her eyes so she couldn’t see the lascivious stares, but it made it 

that much harder to keep her balance, which her feet, held nearly together by the hobble chain, were 

useless to correct if she started to fall.  And she needed to see in order to keep moving in a straight line 

– if she strayed from it, she’d very quickly bump up against a man on one side or the other.  Either falling 

or touching would make her fair game for rape by every one of these men in succession.  She had no 

choice but to continue seeing the way they were looking at her – all of her. 

She couldn’t even use the full extent of the hobble chain: every time she stepped too far, the 

quick jerk of restraint from the chain snapping taut threatened to send her spilling forward to the floor.  

For safety, she pushed each foot about the length of her big toe ahead of the other, slowly, making sure 

she felt perfectly balanced. 

It took, in fact, several minutes before she had progressed far enough to leave the first men 

behind her – and now there were comments on her backside.  “That’s really a tight ass!  She must have 

her own gym at the People’s House.”  “Had, you mean.  She doesn’t live there anymore.”  Laughter.  

“Isn’t it weird thinking how even the wife of the president shoots brown out of her butt?  And there, 
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right there’s where it comes out!”  “I don’t care what comes out of there, but I know what I want to put 

in there.”  More laughter. 

From her right came a wonder-filled voice.  “I’ve got her picture in a French movie magazine 

from years ago.  I think she was maybe eighteen.  Man, I can’t tell you how many times I jerked off to 

that picture!”  Laughter.  “And just thinking that now I’ll get to do her for real… wow!” 

Yelena was breathing harder now, not from effort but from fear, anger, and embarrassment.  

Her face felt burning hot, and she knew how red it must be. 

A voice on her left said, “Think her daughter’s in shape like that?  I haven’t seen her yet.” 

“You’ve seen her picture, haven’t you?  You know she’s a hot little treat.”  “Picture, yeah, but not naked.  

Can’t wait to see.  And do a little exploring.  Think she’s got a virgin pussy?” 

Yelena, who had tried so hard to stare straight ahead and not give any of them the satisfaction 

of attention, spun her head to glare at the man making this comment about her daughter.  She opened 

her mouth, then closed it again.  I can’t fight with them, she told herself.  They’d be here forever, raping 

me, and Marya needs me right now.  I swear, she told herself, whatever it takes I will protect her from 

these monsters.  But I can’t do it here. 

The other corridor, after an endless time, came up on Yelena’s right, and as her tiny steps took 

her forward she began to be able to see down its length.  She saw that still more men were lining its 

walls, so this torment was not over yet. 

More of the corridor came into view.  Slowly, slowly.  And at last, Yelena saw that the double 

line of men continued for three times the distance she had already walked.  Including the men she had 

already passed, over a period she estimated at twenty minutes, she guessed there were about eighty 

men altogether.  With three quarters of them, and three-quarters of the distance from the general’s 

office to her daughter, still yet to be traveled.  An hour of the gauntlet still ahead of her, to a door she 

could now see, but that seemed impossibly far away. 

She nearly fainted, and felt her bladder, which she had worked so hard to control, letting go.  A 

stream of urine ran down both legs and dribbled to the floor.  She hoped they wouldn’t see… 

“Hey, look! She’s pissing!”  “No toilet here, sweetheart.  Want me to plug that hole up for you?”  

Laughter again. 

She began walking down the long corridor, in tiny, tiny steps. 

Forever, and forever, and forever.  Her face pulsing, on fire.  Seeing their eyes fixed on her, their 

excited grins mocking her terror.  Unable to lower her arms to hide any part of herself from men who 

would use her in every imaginable way, restrained only by their general’s command, and then only if she 

could navigate a long hallway without falling when it took every bit of her concentration to balance.  

Unable to stop arousing them still further.  Unable to help her daughter any other way than by walking 

on. 
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Almost halfway now…  “Look at those lips!  I can already imagine them slipping up and down my 

cock.”  “I’m looking forward to a mother-daughter combo.  Tongues on my shaft from both sides.  

Wouldn’t know which mouth I was going to squirt in.”  Laughter. 

Animals!  Even with their hands in their pockets, she could see them stroking themselves. 

I will not let them see me cry! she told herself.  Again and again.  Holding her jaw so firm her 

teeth were in agony. 

“I’ll bet her pussy is still tight.  All we know is the president used her once.  Maybe she’s almost-

a-virgin.”  “Bet the girl is tighter, though.”  “I’ll take that, if you’ll give me five to one.” 

Seeing the door just a few meters away now, wanting to sprint to it, forcing herself not to hurry.  

Hurry means disaster. 

After forever, and forever, and forever – or an hour, depending on one’s point of view – and an 

endless stream of descriptions of her breasts, her buttocks, her legs, and that private place between 

them, she arrived at a door marked, helpfully, “Infirmary.”  There were no more men in the hallway 

beyond it. 

It was closed. 

Carefully, she turned towards it and shuffled up to it until her big toes were touching it.  She 

rapped against it with her forehead. 

It opened inward suddenly, and, not ready for that, she began falling forward, squeaking with 

fear.  The general himself caught her.  “How good of you to join us at last, my dear.” 

Breathing hard, feeling overwhelming relief, Yelena simply leaned on the general for a moment, 

her hatred for him temporarily forgotten.  Behind her, she heard from the hallway the sounds of men 

departing for wherever it was they went when they weren’t harassing presidential wives.  Two of them 

entered the room through the door behind her, but when she quickly looked at them, she saw no 

menacing moves.  They simply waited by the door. 

Turning back to look over the general’s shoulder, Yelena saw more deeply into the room for the 

first time. 

She stiffened, and shrieked, “You said she was still alive!  You monsters!”  She could see Marya, 

stretched out naked on a slab, completely inert, her eyes closed. 

The general said quietly, “Calm down.  She is alive, and quite healthy.  We simply have her under 

anesthesia.  She will remain so until you help us decide her fate.” 

“Her fate…  Cover her up, you animals!  You have no right to see her that way!” 

Beside the slab, a gray-haired, bespectacled man in a lab coat, presumably the physician in 

charge of the infirmary, examined what seemed to be medical monitors assessing Marya’s condition.  He 

gave Yelena a remote, mild look and returned his attention to the screens.  Yelena couldn’t recall seeing 

him in the hallway, with or without the lab coat.  Somehow the sight of him calmed Yelena.  The man 
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must be a dedicated professional, unwilling to leave his patient even for the entertainment of hurling 

verbal gibes at the former First Lady as she shuffled past in her shame. 

The general responded, “I alone determine the rights of the inmates in this prison – in this case, 

the case of yourself and your daughter, I do so under the authority given me specifically by the 

president.” 

Yelena, breathing hard through her nose, tried once more to free her hands from the back of 

her neck.  Any amount of authority she could summon into her voice was wholly inadequate as long as 

she stood in front of the general seeming to offer her breasts to him.  Again she felt the momentary 

choking from the chain around her neck, and immediately desisted.  “Let me loose!  I’m not going to talk 

about Marya’s fate or anything else as long as you have me bound up in this ridiculous way.” 

The general simply smiled and stood waiting. 

Yelena gave up.  “All right!  What is her ‘fate,’ then?” 

“I already told you.” 

She glared at him.  “What you outlined to me in your office is not going to happen.  That is 

certain.” 

“I did tell you there was an alternative.  I can show you that now – no, it does not involve 

hurting your daughter, at this moment.  Any pain will come later.” 

Yelena stared at him a moment, then said, “All right.  Show me.” 

“Come this way, then.”  He led her, patiently waiting for her to follow in her snail’s-pace 

creeping, through a door at the rear of the infirmary. 
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CHAPTER 6 

Rachel awakened with a violent start from a dream of having dinner with her parents – both 

parents, including her late mother – with a feeling of alarm.  As the fog of sleep cleared, she slowly 

recalled her circumstances with dismay: that she was in a prison in a foreign country, charged with – or 

actually convicted of, she assumed, if that’s what had happened at her trial – espionage.  She swallowed 

convulsively as the word “espionage” rattled around in her head, with all its grave implications.  That 

she was confined to a tiny cell, in chains.  That she had been stripped of her clothes and all other 

possessions.  She began breathing harder as she remembered it all. 

She tried to stretch, and banged her head against the wall of the cell.  That must be what had 

awakened her, she decided.  She’d shifted in her sleep and hit her head. 

She spent several minutes squirming around, trying to find a position giving her head a little 

more protection, but the cell was simply too small for that. 

She sat upright, trying to stretch the tightness out of her back muscles.  She heard nothing from 

the next cell.  She supposed the little pixie girl had cried herself out and was asleep.  In the aisle, the two 

fight losers were still there, stretched out one atop the other, also seeming to be asleep.  Still kissing, 

unable to stop until released. 

A few cells down on her own side, Rachel heard a furtive whispered conversation.  Not in 

English, of course, and Rachel couldn’t have followed it even if she could hear it more clearly. 

Suddenly one of the dogs appeared, barking furiously at the cells from which the whispering had 

come, and was joined quickly by the other one.  Rachel could see girls awakening from the noise, lifting 

their heads to see where the commotion was coming from, then resuming their former positions, 

presumably used to this type of disturbance.  Clearly the dogs were trained to object to any 

conversations between the prisoners.  The girls themselves were safe inside their cells, of course.  But 

the conversation, not surprisingly, did not resume after the dogs quieted. 

Rachel saw that the bound-together girls had awakened, their muscles suddenly tense.  As they 

had no doubt feared, one of the dogs turned to them and began lapping industriously at their crotches 

for any residual taste of gravy that might remain.  The girls squealed and began helplessly humping each 

other again in their fruitless efforts to get away. 

Rachel reminded herself again never to lose a fight. 

In a few minutes the dogs, including the one licking the girls, returned to their position at the 

head of the aisle, lay on the floor with their heads on their paws and appeared to go to sleep.  Rachel 

supposed they were light sleepers.  The bound girls were left crying softly, gradually quieting. 

Rachel lay down once more, curling up on the other side from the one she’d been sleeping on 

before.  Just two more days, she told herself, at the most.  Help is coming. 

It took longer than before to fall asleep again. 

***** 
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Passing through the inner office, with its bookcases and cluttered desk, which she took to be the 

doctor’s personal office, Yelena was led through a door to the side.  She found herself in a room hardly 

bigger than a closet, furnished only with a single chair, shaped to fit approximately the contours of a 

seated person, upholstered in leather.  A headrest projected above the back of the chair, curved to fit 

the head. 

The room’s only other contents were two devices mounted on tripods, on either side of a huge 

video screen, perhaps two meters wide and more than a meter high, probably, she thought, for high 

definition display.  At present it was powered off.  The devices to the side of it looked like they might be 

cameras, but of a type Yelena had never seen. 

Yelena froze at the sight of the chair.  The resemblance to a dentist’s chair set off a chain of 

painful associations that led her to suspect she was in a torture chamber.  Her heart pounded.  

Whatever they intended to do to her, she was helpless to resist. 

The general seemed to read her mind.  “This room is for observation only.  You will watch 

closely, and will not be hurt.  There is simply something I wish you to see.” 

Yelena bit her lip.  As little as she believed the general, she reminded herself again that 

resistance was not possible.  To calm herself, she decided to take the general at his word, as other 

choices were absent. 

One of the men who had joined them in the infirmary now came forward and, to her tentative 

relief, unlocked her wrist manacles from the collar behind her neck.  He also removed the rest of her 

chains, leaving only the short one between her ankles.  At the general’s gesture, Yelena sat in the chair, 

swinging her arms briefly to relieve aches and then letting them settle on the armrests.  After her 

exertions and the tension of the last hour, it felt wonderful simply to rest, her nudity in view of only a 

minimal number of strangers rather than the entire prison staff. 

The general said conversationally, “The chair is designed so that you may sit comfortably in it 

without needing to move, particularly your head.”  The padded headrest did indeed cradle her head. 

Yelena saw the man who had just unlocked her bonds flip a switch, and the video screen lighted, 

but only to show a large red X in its center. 

The general continued, “If you would, please look directly at the X on the screen in front of you.”  

He was back to being polite again.  I suppose, thought Yelena, as long as I do what he says, he will 

remain that way. 

The second man with the general began fiddling with the camera on one of the tripods.  He had 

the air of a competent technician.  When he looked up and frowned at Yelena and pointed towards the 

X, the general said, “Continue looking at the mark, please.” 

Yelena quickly tensed up again, and the general said, “I assure you, no harm will come to you in 

this room.” 

The chair itself was sufficiently relaxing, with nothing about it indicating the potential for use in 

torture, such as straps or electrodes, that Yelena again decided to trust the general, for the moment. 



69 
 

The technician moved to the other camera and made adjustments, and at last looked to the 

general and nodded. 

At a nod from the general, the first man pressed another switch.  The scene on the screen 

changed, and it looked as though Yelena was seeing into a room adjacent to this one.  Having no idea 

where it might actually be, Yelena decided to think of it that way. 

Within that room, a naked woman lay prostrate on the floor.  Her wrists were manacled to the 

ends of a metal bar, about a meter in length, and chains ran from the ends of the bar up to the room’s 

ceiling.  Her ankles were locked to the ends of a similar bar, wider than the first. 

The doctor, whom Yelena had seen earlier caring for Marya, was now in the room with the 

woman.  He knelt next to the woman and gave her an injection. 

Yelena had a moment of panic on seeing the doctor – his association with Marya made her 

suddenly think it was Marya herself on the floor.  But the woman’s hair was shorter, and of a lighter 

shade, than Marya’s, and her skin, with its unnatural pallor, looked nothing like Marya’s. 

The doctor stood and exited the room, leaving the woman alone. 

Minutes later, the woman began stirring, and moaning.  Obviously the doctor’s injection had 

awakened her.  The sound of her moan was emerging from speakers in the upper corners of Yelena’s 

room. 

The man seemingly in charge of the viewing screen now pushed another button.  Yelena could 

hear a clanking sound over the speakers.  In the other room, the chains connected to the bar holding the 

woman’s wrists began being reeled in towards the ceiling. 

The next sound from the speakers made Yelena’s hair seem to stand on end.  It was another 

moan from the woman, but one so desolate, so hopeless, that it pierced Yelena to her soul. 

In a shaky whisper, Yelena asked, “Wh-what are you going to do to her?  Please, please don’t 

hurt her!” 

The chains continued lifting the bar, and the woman, rising to her knees and then to a widely-

spread-legged standing position because she had no choice, her arms held high over her head, moaned 

again.  The mechanism raising the chains stopped at last, with the woman now held in a standing 

spread-eagle, on her toes, unable to put her heels on the floor. 

Though the woman was clearly awake, she still, surprisingly, had her eyes closed.  And 

something looked wrong about her mouth. 

Yelena jumped when the general addressed her.  “She cannot hear us, by the way.  I want you to 

keep your eyes on her face.” 

Yelena, horrified, stammered, “I - I c-can’t.” 

The general said sternly, “You must.  It is important.” 

It was a pretty face, one easy to look at under ordinary circumstances.  But not now. 



70 
 

Yelena whispered, “Are… are her lips…?” 

The general responded, “Yes, they are sewn closed.  Her upper and lower teeth, behind the 

sutures, are cemented together.” 

That accounted, in part, for the desperate sound of her moans.  She wanted so badly to protest, 

but could not open her lips or her jaw. 

“You can’t see the smaller stitches, but her eyes are sewn closed as well.” 

Yelena was breathing hard.  She wanted to tell the general he was a monster, that every man 

here was, but she had already done so, with no visible effect. 

The way the woman was moving her head, Yelena could tell she was trying to open her eyes.  

The movement had a resigned quality to it.  She had repeated the performance many times, Yelena 

believed, but could not stop trying. 

The man who had controlled the viewing screen had left Yelena’s room a few minutes earlier.  

He now appeared in the woman’s room.  He approached the woman, pushing towards her something 

like a sawhorse whose crosspiece was a cylindrical metal pipe.  He slid the sawhorse under the woman’s 

crotch, and turned a knob that adjusted the height of the crosspiece, raising it so that it pressed hard 

upward against her crotch, not quite lifting her off the floor.  Kneeling, he plugged an electrical cord 

from one of the legs of the sawhorse into an outlet in the floor. 

Yelena was shaking her head, unconsciously whispering, “Please, please, please…”  She had no 

trouble predicting what she was about to see.  Aloud, to the general, she asked, “Who is she?” 

“You don’t know her, then?  I suppose that is not a surprise.  Her face was kept out of the news 

media.  Do you remember the assassination attempt against your husband?” 

“Y-yes.” 

“This woman pulled the trigger.  As you know, it was quite a near thing.  She was caught, 

obviously, and the members of the revolutionary cell who had helped her prepare for the attempt were 

also arrested.  Your husband was quite clear about the nature of the punishment she was to receive.” 

“That was… a year ago.  She has been here since then?” 

“Yes.  Though she doesn’t remember all of the intervening days, so the time probably seems 

shorter to her.  On the other hand, in another sense, I’m sure it seems much, much longer.  Now, you 

must keep your eyes on her face.” 

Yelena shook her head, turning away.  “I can’t.” 

She looked back suddenly.  The woman had made the sound of a closed-jawed scream, and her 

whole body had convulsed. 

The general said, “Keep looking at her!  There are infrared light beams trained on your eyes.  

They will do you no damage, but they can sense the direction your eyes are looking.  If you look away 

from her, move your head, or close your eyes longer than a blink, she will experience a powerful 

electrical shock between her legs.” 
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Another man, a huge uniformed specimen Yelena had seen in the hallway, now entered the 

room with the woman, carrying what Yelena recognized as a whip.  Yelena gritted her teeth as the man 

swung his arm and landed the first lash on the woman’s hip.  The woman grunted in pain, her body 

jerking as she tried to get away.  Yelena, unthinking, closed her eyes, not wanting to watch.  Again she 

heard the sudden scream as the woman was shocked once more. 

The horror washing through Yelena left her without the power to breathe.  Not only was this 

woman being tortured, but Yelena herself was one of the torturers!  I have to keep looking at her, she 

said to herself, watching this poor woman’s agonized face, and I can’t do it!  I can’t watch!  And when I 

don’t look, she is then hurt much worse! 

Yelena shook her head, causing another scream. 

The general, as though describing his efforts at home gardening, said, “We always before have 

had a female member of this woman’s revolutionary cell perform the task you are doing right now.  

There are three of them here at the prison.  I’m sure they are grateful you have taken their place for a 

short time and they don’t need to watch their friend suffer.  Each session of punishment lasts at least 

twelve hours, usually fifteen.  She will become dehydrated, of course…”  Yelena could see, indeed, that a 

sheen of sweat already covered the woman’s body, appearing at the moment of the first shock, “…and 

her muscles will eventually begin to cramp.  Her leg muscles especially, and her shoulders of course.  She 

will nevertheless keep straining to try to raise herself free of the shocking bar in her crotch.  You’ll be 

able to tell when she does that, all of her leg muscles standing out and quivering, her arms muscles 

flexed trying to lift her weight.  She is less and less successful at that through the day, as her muscles 

grow weaker and more cramped, and the pain in her body grows greater by the minute.  Sometimes she 

faints.  We shock her awake.” 

Unbelievably, he chuckled.  “None of the women sitting where you are now has been able to go 

as long as twenty minutes at a time without losing concentration at some point, looking away, closing 

her eyes.  The assassin in front you is always shocked many times in each session.” 

Yelena groaned.  She really was torturing the poor woman, and she felt awash in guilt.  I have it 

in my power, she thought, to stop the shocks.  But I haven’t been able to do it.  When she screams in 

pain, it really is my fault. 

But the woman suffered beyond that.  “And… you whip her besides?” 

“Sometimes.  Sometimes we throw darts at her.  Or let stinging insects climb on her.  Or shower 

her with near-freezing water.”  Yelena shuddered, and the general went on, “We keep her unconscious 

– comatose, actually – for several days between sessions.  During that time, she is rehydrated and fed 

intravenously, and her aching muscles, cuts, and bruises are treated to the point of near recovery.  She 

actually feels physically undamaged at the start of each session.  But she knows what is about to 

happen.” 

Yes, Yelena thought.  She knows exactly.  She knows she faces a day of inescapable, building, 

unbearable agony.  She goes through it over and over, and has no memory of the times between.  
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“How… long… how long will you do this?  How many sessions, I mean.”  Yelena began shaking her head, 

and stopped herself too late.  The woman screamed and convulsed in pain from the shock once more. 

“She started out quite healthy, and the doctor is keeping her so.  He estimates we can do this for 

about ten years before her heart finally gives out.” 

Ten years!  She would have hundreds of sessions like this!  And would not remember anything 

else except this!  It was worse than any hell Yelena had ever imagined.  “And… my husband ordered you 

to do this?” 

“Basically.  He ordered us to come up with a plan that would amount to this.  He’s quite pleased 

with the result.” 

“Pleased…  He’s seen it?” 

“He watches regularly.  There are cameras recording every session, and the videos are fed to the 

presidential palace.  The president can see as much of each session as he wants.” 

Yelena closed her eyes – and opened them quickly following the resulting scream, focusing on 

the woman’s tormented face once more.  She had never known Dimitri, fully.  Never known him at all. 

The general said, “You haven’t asked why we are showing you this.  I’m a little surprised at 

that.” 

Yelena sighed.  “Okay.  Why?  To show what animals you are? I already knew.” 

“That, and to show you what will happen to your daughter if you choose not to follow the 

primary plan.” 

Yelena spun her head to look at the general, then jerked her gaze back to the woman after a 

particularly prolonged, closed-mouthed scream.  Meanwhile, the man inside the room had begun 

whipping the woman once more.  Yelena broke into a cold sweat.  “You… you would do this same thing 

to her?  To Marya?”  Her heart almost stopping, Yelena admitted to herself that of course they would do 

this to Marya. 

“Only if you refuse to perform in the way I outlined earlier.  If you do refuse that, then you 

would sit here, in this chair, once every… oh, four or five days, and assist us in torturing your daughter.  

In between, you would be kept with the general prison population as one of the inmates, working at 

hard labor.  We thought you should have a way to keep busy.”  He smiled as if he’d made a pleasant 

joke.  “I should tell you that we allow the guards to make use of the prisoners after their work day is 

done, in any way they choose.” 

Yelena didn’t have to ask whether he meant sexual use.  Her stomach felt so tight she felt sure 

she could never again use it for eating. 

“You must admit now that the primary plan would be much easier, both for yourself and your 

daughter.  You are an actress.  That was a large part of the inspiration behind the plan.” 

“I…  I can’t…  I haven’t acted in twenty years.” 
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She could hear the smile in the general’s voice.  “Your husband thinks otherwise.  You always 

played the devoted wife with him.” 

Yelena felt faint.  To do what the general wanted…  She couldn’t, she just couldn’t.  Yet she 

must.  Under no circumstances, thought Yelena, looking at the suffering woman, can I ever let this 

happen to Marya. 

“Give, give… give me a day.  One day.  To… get into character.  To get my head around the role.” 

“You may have it.  But no more than that.  We are eager to see.  And to show the president the 

result.” 

So Dimitri would be watching her and Marya as well, thought Yelena.  She was not at all 

surprised. 

***** 

Rachel’s entire body spasmed as a deafening blast from an airhorn ripped through the cell block. 

In near panic, she squirmed around to sit upright, and saw that most of the girls around her 

were doing the same. 

To her relief, she saw that the girls around her, though looking glum and resigned, were simply 

in a waiting mode.  There was no movement into the “present breasts” position of the previous night. 

One of the guards walked past Rachel and, at last, unchained the two women who had spent the 

night in such intimate physical contact.  Both women stood upright, rubbing their extremities, and their 

standard arrangements of chains were restored.  Looking exhausted and grim, both were allowed to 

return to their cells.  They avoided looking at each other. 

Another guard pushed a food cart, like the one last night, down the aisle between the cells.  

Breakfast, Rachel realized, an entire night having been completed in the prison.  One night down, just 

one more to go, she thought hopefully. 

The breakfast ration, accompanied again by a large bowl of milk, was, if anything, a little bigger 

than the dinner from the previous night.  Rachel frowned, wondering whether that meant there would 

be no lunch.  The food was of the same mix as dinner had been.  It was still fairly tasty and filling, though 

Rachel suspected she would get tired of it for every single meal if she had to stay here much longer. 

She was glad the meat wasn’t familiar.  She liked the taste, but once she was out of here, she 

didn’t want to run into anything that reminded her of this place. 

She followed the example of the other girls she could see and consumed her food quickly.  Not 

surprisingly, she saw that, as that haste implied, it was not long before the guards began at the far end 

of the row, letting the girls out of their cells.  They started forming two lines, one on Rachel’s side of the 

aisle, one from the other side. 

Rachel felt tense as her own cell door was unlocked.  She saw what the other girls were doing, 

and hoped that copying them was all she needed to do.  If she had to follow any spoken orders, she 

hoped at least one guard spoke English. 
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Able to stand, Rachel stretched out her leg and back muscles.  She hadn’t been able to 

straighten her legs out all night, and, despite the restraints of the chains, it was nice to feel that amount 

of freedom of movement. 

Rachel stood beside the pixie girl from the next cell, and for the first time could tell just how 

much shorter the girl was than herself.  The top of the girl’s head barely came up to Rachel’s breasts.  

The girl looked up at Rachel for a moment, but with such a vacant, hopeless look that Rachel wasn’t 

completely sure the girl was actually registering Rachel’s presence. 

As the women from Rachel’s side of the cell row formed their line, a man came across the 

drawbridge into the room.  One of the guards already in the room had started fastening the chains that 

would link the collar of each woman in line to the collar of the one behind her, but he paused as the 

newly-arrived man spoke to him.  The new man pointed directly at Rachel, and she tensed in sudden 

fear, her full stomach giving signs it might be about to eject her breakfast.  Now what? she wondered, 

starting to tremble. 

Her heart nearly stopped when the new man walked up to her.  She flinched when he reached 

into his pocket, and suppressed a moan when she saw him withdraw a coil of leather from the pocket.  

Is that a whip? she wondered.  That doesn’t make sense, she decided.  Some guy wouldn’t just walk into 

the room and decide to whip me. 

The man let the leather uncoil, and Rachel flinched again as he reached towards her collar.  She 

understood when he clipped one end of the leather device to her collar.  I see, thought Rachel, another 

leash, like yesterday.  He’s going to take me somewhere.  

She recalled, then, how her long hair would stand out among all these closely shorn women.  

Rachel tightened her jaw.  Are they going to give me that haircut now? 

The man began walking away, forcing Rachel, as before, to follow.  Rachel’s fear increased.  

Please, she thought, let this just be some standard procedural thing.  Like a haircut.  It wasn’t 

impossible, she realized, that she was in for a torture session, though she couldn’t imagine a reason.  I 

haven’t done anything! she shouted in her mind.  Please, just leave me here, let me do what the others 

are doing!  I’ll feel safer with the other girls.  I’ll do whatever they do, I promise! 

Following the guard across the drawbridge and into the corridor, again Rachel was conscious of 

walking the prisoner walk, of being hobbled by the chain connecting the manacles on her ankles, of her 

wrists being secured to her waist by more chains.  And of being naked, the very essence of vulnerability. 

Oddly, the sensation that impinged on her consciousness the most forcefully was that of being 

barefoot.  I’m bare all over, she reminded herself, but somehow it’s my feet that are telling me that.  My 

feet know this isn’t the sort of place I’d be walking around in without shoes. 

She held onto any thoughts that helped her stay calm, to slow down her galloping heart.  Just 

the haircut, she told herself, they’re taking me to get that done.  They don’t have any reason to hurt me, 

she said in her head.  I haven’t done anything that I haven’t seen the other girls doing. 

Oh!! she suddenly thought.  Maybe the call from the embassy came through, and they’re taking 

me to be released!  I might be going home now!  It’s over!  Her excitement built as she continued 
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walking.  She visualized meeting the U.S. ambassador.  Should she thank him first, or start in 

immediately with complaints about her treatment by the Irkhetnian authorities?  Thank him first, of 

course, Rachel.  My country is saving me! 

The guard leading her at last stopped in front of a door and opened it.  Behind it was a tiny 

room, a closet really, containing shelves on which clothing was stacked – to Rachel’s amazement, the 

clothing looked like men’s pajamas.  At the back of the closet there was another door.  The guard, after 

closing the first door, opened this one.  Rachel followed him through, and suddenly stopped, astonished, 

at the sight of the room’s furnishings.  She followed quickly as the leash tugged at her collar, still trying 

to make sense of what she was seeing. 

A large four-poster bed dominated the small room, its silky-looking red sheets turned back, large 

soft pillows next to the headboard.  There was a bedside table, supporting a red-shaded lamp that was 

giving the room a soft illumination.  On the other side of the bed there was a large, comfortable looking 

chair, upholstered in a plush fabric in, again, red.  The walls of the room were of a soft cream color, 

tinged slightly pinkish by all of the reds in the room. 

Rachel had continued expecting, from the moment they had ripped her clothes off the day 

before, that she would be raped.  The bed, as a bed, fit in with that idea, but the romantic atmosphere 

of the room did not. 

At the side of this room was yet another door, with a window in it covered by decorative 

wooden blinds – the blinds were on the outside of the room, oddly enough.  Rachel’s guard, having 

again closed the door through which they had entered, opened this third door. 

Rachel had thought she couldn’t be further surprised, but found out how wrong she could be. 

The room seemed to be the remainder of an apartment whose bedroom Rachel had just passed 

through.  There were two women within, both wearing sheer, silky robes that barely came below the 

hip, and apparently, nothing else.  One of them, a brown-haired woman with a beautiful face, large 

breasts partly hidden by the robe, and long, curvy legs, was sitting at a brightly-lit makeup table, its 

surface covered with neatly arranged cosmetics.  The other was sitting back in a soft reclining chair, and 

this woman, Rachel could say without fear of overstatement, looked sensational.  Rachel’s eyes widened 

as she took in the overall impression the woman in the chair made.  Rachel felt no physical attraction to 

women, but she was well aware of what worked and what didn’t.  This woman, from her cascade of 

deep black hair down to her delicate feet, had every part of a woman’s arsenal in the sex wars in perfect 

working order.  Her face was stunningly gorgeous – every feature perfect, from her slightly pointed chin, 

to her regally high cheekbones, to her dramatically arched eyebrows.  With one bare leg stretched out 

straight and the other with knee upraised, she was reading what looked to Rachel like a fashion 

magazine, judging from its covers.  Rachel stopped again, and was allowed to stand still this time as the 

guard spoke, gruffly, to the woman at the table. 

The brown-haired woman was instantly alarmed, her eyes widening in horror, her head shaking 

visibly.  She responded to the guard quickly and intensely, a torrent of words in which Rachel could 

make out “Nyet!” several times. 
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Whatever the guard said in response to her protests, it had the desired effect.  A threat, no 

doubt, of something even worse than whatever the woman was protesting.  She quieted immediately, 

looking terrified, still shaking her head as the guard turned to a nearby shelf and took down a set of 

manacles and chains that Rachel recognized as being identical to her own.  Pulling the robe away from 

the woman – though seeming to take care not to rip it – and tossing it aside, he quickly applied the 

restraints to the tearful woman, after first unlocking a heavy green ceramic bracelet, hinged into two 

semicircles, from her wrist. 

Almost as an afterthought, he reached up to pull on the woman’s hair, revealing it to be a wig, 

which he tossed aside casually.  Underneath, the woman’s hair was the same brown color as the wig, 

but much shorter.  Rachel guessed the woman must have been in the general prison population about a 

month ago.  Her hair was just that much longer than the normal prison cut Rachel had seen. 

All this time, the black-haired woman, the one on the recliner, barely reacted, showing no 

emotion, least of all surprise.  Rachel, understanding a small part of what was happening, was far from 

able to make sense of all of it. 

The reclining woman, her magazine now in her lap, was giving her full attention to Rachel, 

looking her over in much the same way the guards had the day before.  Rachel shifted her attention 

back to this woman. 

As perfect as the woman’s hair was, Rachel sensed that it was all her own, not a wig.  Her eyes 

were lovely and very penetrating, almost hypnotic. 

With the first woman secured, the guard, speaking to the seated woman, now began unlocking 

Rachel’s chains, as well as the manacles.  Rachel stood stunned, rubbing her wrists, now free to move in 

any way she wanted, as the guard set Rachel’s prison hardware on the same shelf on which the now-

fettered woman’s had sat.  She let him take her left wrist roughly to lock the green bracelet, which the 

now-chained woman had been wearing, around it. 

The guard spoke to the reclining woman once more.  Still looking at Rachel, she nodded in a 

satisfied way and said, “Da,” followed by a couple more sentences, one of them a question.  The guard 

answered, and at last led the now-sobbing first woman out by the leash he had earlier used for Rachel.  

Leading her into what Rachel thought of as the “red room,” he closed the door, leaving Rachel alone 

with the black-haired woman. 

Rachel, taking in more details of the room in which she was standing, saw that there were 

several standard bathroom fixtures in the room – in it, not in a separate room.  Beside a large bathtub 

with a shower head and opened curtain, there was a porcelain washbasin with a mirrored cabinet above 

it, and a standard flush toilet.  Beyond that there was a small, single-person bed, its sheets and blanket 

not nearly as expensive-looking as those in the “Red Room,” and a rack with several wigs similar to the 

one the departed woman had been wearing.  Scattered around the room were other varied types of 

furnishings. 

There was even a covered slab which Rachel recognized, with difficulty, as a tanning bed – the 

difficulty resulting from its utterly unexpected presence. 
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The woman spoke to Rachel.  Rachel, who at least feared speaking to the woman less than to 

the guards, sighed and said, “I don’t understand…” 

The woman’s jaw dropped, and she stared at Rachel for several seconds, before finally saying in 

an astonished voice, “You are English?” 

Rachel stared back in a stunned silence of her own, then finally stammered, “I…  Yes, I…  I mean 

no, I’m American.” 

The woman, again taken aback, finally managed to ask, “How do you get here??”  Her accent 

was strong, but she spoke carefully enough that Rachel could easily understand her. 

Rachel, crying in relief at having someone other than the terrifying commanding general to talk 

to, said, “It’s really a very long story.” 
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CHAPTER 7 

Sasha shuffled down the corridor, her mind mostly occupied with the effort to put one foot in 

front of the other – not far, of course, only the distance the hobble chain allowed.  All of her chains 

jingled with each step, a sound mockingly cheerful in this dreary hell. 

She was twenty-three years old.  She felt eighty.  She wished she was.  She wouldn’t have so 

much longer to live then. 

She’d been expecting another day of hard, oppressive work in the rock cavern, under the threat 

of whips, but an unfamiliar guard this morning had routed her out of her tiny cell even before breakfast 

had arrived, clipping a leash to her collar and leading her out of the cell block.  Sasha trembled as she 

walked, having no idea what was going to happen to her but having learned, in her two weeks in this 

place, never to expect anything good. 

Two weeks.  Four rapes… no, five, she corrected herself.  And her jaw was still tender, probably 

showing a bruise, from a fist to the face during a staged fight, from a sweet young girl who’d apologized 

to her all through the next day. 

Sasha’s mind now, as it had been through the entire two weeks, was occupied with worry about 

her sister, Tasha.  Sasha hated not knowing what had happened to her, if anything.  Her fervent hope 

was that Tasha had been able to explain her way out of trouble.  But Sasha had no way to know, one 

way or the other, whether that was the case. 

Sasha, as always, made the effort to dwell on happier times.  Tasha, the baby of the family, five 

years younger than Sasha, had always looked up to, almost worshiped, her older sister.  Sasha, for her 

part, had tried to make Tasha’s life a little more tolerable, reassuring Tasha when their parents 

screamed at her for her failings, real or imagined.  Sasha had made it a point, every year on Tasha’s 

birthday, to give Tasha a gift of one of her own possessions that meant something to her – a favorite 

doll, say, that she had seen Tasha admiring.  Sasha, in spite of herself as she shuffled down the prison 

corridor now, smiled as she remembered Tasha’s huge smiles and tight hugs whenever she opened one 

of Sasha’s gifts to her. 

Sasha had avoided saying anything to Tasha about her weight – certainly their parents harped 

on the subject enough, accomplishing nothing but to make Tasha feel unattractive and inadequate.  

Tasha was actually quite a pretty girl, and only a little pudgy.  Losing, say, about ten kilos, Sasha felt, 

would do wonders for her, but Sasha concentrated on making Tasha feel loved, just as she was.  Maybe 

now that Tasha was eighteen, Sasha reasoned, and hoping for more attention from boys, she would do 

something about it on her own.  Certainly Tasha’s still-growing breasts should help in the attention 

department, Sasha suspected. 

Sasha tried to keep her mind from going back to that night she’d been arrested at the meeting 

of her “club,” but it went to that memory in spite of her. 

At the meeting, Sasha had just volunteered to slip anti-government flyers under the doors in her 

apartment building.  As she thought about whether she should do it in the afternoons, when everyone 
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was at work, or late at night, when everyone was asleep, her sister Tasha had suddenly appeared in the 

doorway, her eyes sweeping across the room until she spotted Sasha. 

Sasha had gasped and hurried over to Tasha, intent on telling her to go home, that it wasn’t safe 

being here.  But Tasha, teary-eyed, had spoken first, explaining that their father had managed to extract 

the information on Sasha’s whereabouts from her, and had sent Tasha to beg Sasha to come home 

immediately.  Sasha hesitated, torn between her commitment to her cause and her friends, and her 

anxiety about Tasha being anywhere near the premises. 

The latter won out easily – she could sneak back out, she’d decided, once Tasha was safely 

home – and Sasha had just put her arm across Tasha’s shoulder and turned her towards the door, when 

the police burst in, shouting and waving guns. 

Sasha, terrified, had tried to keep hold on Tasha’s hand while they and Sasha’s dearest friends 

were rounded up and herded towards waiting vans.  Not enough vans, it turned out, and Sasha hadn’t 

been able to cling tightly enough as she was shoved into the last van and Tasha was held back with 

others to await a return of the vans after they’d taken Sasha wherever it was they were going. 

Sasha had been aware of being the subject of a trial, but could barely focus, her mind filled with 

a desperate need to know where Tasha was and what they were doing to her.  She’s not even a 

member! Sasha kept screaming inside her head – she’d tried to say so out loud to anyone who would 

listen, but that had only earned her a slap in the face and an order to be silent.  And then the trial was 

over, the men were separated from the women, and Sasha was herded with the women into another 

van.  She didn’t remember any of the trip to the prison at all. 

The fact Sasha never saw Tasha at the prison she took as a good sign.  Tasha had probably been 

able to explain what she had been doing at the meeting – the cops would have been able to verify her 

innocence with Papa – and she was home now, safe.  Sasha felt… well, ninety percent sure that Tasha 

was all right. 

Sasha’s mind was yanked back to the present as the guard stopped at a door, beside which a 

kindly looking bespectacled gray-haired man in a lab coat waited.  The old man smiled at Sasha, the first 

smile from anyone she had seen in her two weeks here.  “Ah, Miss Semyonskaya.  I’m glad you could 

come.” 

Sasha started to smile back, but her smile froze as she realized he was mocking her.  Of course I 

came, she thought.  What choice did I have?  Yet he seemed so sincere. 

The old man opened the door behind him, and with a courtly gesture signaled to Sasha to enter.  

She looked at the guard, who detached the leash from her collar, allowing her to move on her own.  

Again recognizing her lack of options, she followed the old man into the room, and stopped dead, 

stunned, a meter inside the room. 

The room was a little like Sasha’s cell block, with sixteen… stations, she supposed they might be 

called, eight along the wall on each side, with an aisle between them.  The stations weren’t cells, 

however.  They were stalls. 
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Each stall housed a female prisoner.  Sasha focused her attention on the woman nearest her on 

the right side.  The woman was facing out of the stall on her hands and knees, forced to stay that way, 

rather than lie down, by leather straps hanging from the ceiling: one strap under each armpit and one 

under her stomach at the waist.  Her standard wrist cuffs were locked to the floor in front of her, and 

her hands were completely encased in tape for some reason, to the point of making them useless. 

The woman had the biggest breasts Sasha had ever seen – until her eyes took in the next 

woman in line, whose breasts were equally huge.  All sixteen women in the stalls, in fact, were 

astonishingly endowed. 

And the significance of that was made clear by the activities of the four other women in the 

room, also prisoners.  Each of the four was kneeling in front of one of the stalls, squeezing the enormous 

breasts of the stall’s occupant – milking her, obviously, eliciting a steady stream of white liquid that 

cascaded down through a hole in the floor, evidently being collected down there underneath somehow. 

Sasha’s jaw dropped as she suddenly understood.  The milk she had been drinking with her food, 

twice daily, hadn’t been goat’s milk.  It was from humans.  These women were providing the liquid 

portion of every meal the prisoners ate.  Sasha herself had been drinking human breast milk. 

The light, sounds, and flickers of movement from each stall caught Sasha’s attention now.  She 

saw that the sides of each stall were occupied by high-definition television screens, each showing a line 

of dairy cows, seen from the side, many of them making lowing sounds, some of them being milked by 

dairy personnel.  From the point of view of any women in one of the stalls, it would look and sound as if 

she was part of the line of cows.  Adding to the impression was the hay lining the floor of each stall, 

consistent with the floors of the televised dairy stalls.  

Each woman in the stalls had her identifying tag, normally attached to a prisoner’s collar, 

hanging instead from a small ring piercing her ear, consistent with the tags on the ears of the cows in 

the television image.  Hanging from her collar, rather than the tag, each woman had a cowbell. 

A nasty psychological game was being played here: the environment in which the women in the 

stalls lived was obviously designed to immerse them in the atmosphere of a dairy barn, in an effort to 

make them feel they were no more than animals, living to provide milk and nothing more. 

Sasha realized that the dairy sounds she was hearing weren’t all coming from the television 

speakers.  Some of them were from the women themselves.  None of them could speak; each had a 

feeding nipple filling her mouth, held in place by a metal head harness, the nipple connected to a plastic 

tube that came down from the ceiling, meeting the constant demand for raw materials that the 

women’s bodies steadily turned into milk.  They could only make sounds which sounded surprisingly 

similar to the cow noises coming from the speakers. 

An insight struck Sasha: the women whose vocal sounds had the greatest resemblance to the 

lowing of cows were the ones with the palest skin.  They were the ones who had been here the longest.  

Gradually, over time, the psychological conditioning was working.  They really were starting to think of 

themselves as cows.  They might be questioning any memories they had of a human life before they had 

come here. 
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The sounds served a purpose: to tell the milkers that their breasts were full, that they needed 

the internal pressure relieved.  Sasha had never lactated, but she knew breasts full of milk can be 

painful, like a full bladder.  As Sasha watched, one of the milkers stopped milking one of the women and 

moved one stall farther down, to deal with the woman who had been lowing the most insistently.  Each 

milker, it seemed, was assigned to four of the “cows.”  Sasha wondered whether the milkers got any 

breaks, or whether they had to keep cycling back to the first “cow” as soon as they finished with the 

fourth. 

None of the women in the stalls was capable of milking herself.  That, Sasha realized, was what 

the hand wraps were for. 

The old man apparently saw the direction of Sasha’s gaze as she looked up at one of the feeding 

tubes.  “Their feed includes hormones specifically designed to gear their metabolisms towards milk 

production.  They produce far more milk than they could unassisted.” 

Sasha buried a groan.  In a sense, the women were even lower than animals.  Their bodies were 

machines, serving no other purpose than to manufacture milk. 

A surge of fear suddenly shot through Sasha.  She had been so shocked, during the attempt to 

process what she was seeing, that she had not until this moment stopped to wonder why she was being 

shown this room.  Was she to be one of the milkers or – her face broke into a sudden sweat – one of the 

cows? 

The old man started walking away, and beckoned to Sasha.  “Come, let me show you your new 

permanent assignment.”  He seemed now to be trying a hide a smile. 

Sasha couldn’t make herself move for a moment.  The guard, still beside her, stirred, and Sasha 

told herself she’d better move under her own power before she lost that right.  She followed the lab-

coated man to a door at the far end of the room. 

The room revealed on the other side of the door was surprisingly bright, despite dark curtains 

hung on the walls.  It struck Sasha as being like a photographic studio.  Puzzled, she advanced farther. 

She saw several cameras ringed around what appeared to be a large glass box, perhaps three 

meters long, one meter wide, a bit over a meter tall.  Inside the enclosure, a woman looked up at Sasha. 

Sasha didn’t look closely at the woman immediately, but then her hands flew to her mouth.  

Despite the head harness holding the feeding tube in the mouth, the short prison haircut, and the huge 

breasts, Sasha recognized her sister Tasha.  Tears began flowing from Sasha’s eyes. 

***** 

Rachel stared at the gorgeous woman, thinking she should know the identity of anyone so 

beautiful.  The woman said, “You tell me story later.”  Then, one eyebrow raised: “Dey already give you 

wig?” 

Rachel automatically reached up to her hair.  “Wig? No, this is really mine.”  She wondered why 

the woman would assume… Oh yes, she thought.  Except for me and her, all the other women here have 

had their hair cut off. 
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The woman blinked in surprise, then shrugged, as if understanding Rachel must be a new arrival.  

She continued staring at Rachel, looking her up and down.  “No need for tanning bed right now.  In few 

weeks, maybe.  You keep tan lines for now.  I t’ink dey will like dat.” 

A few weeks? thought Rachel.  Well, not my concern.  I won’t be here.  But who will care that I 

have tan lines? 

The woman gestured.  “Come closer.” 

Still mystified, Rachel stepped towards her.  She frowned when the woman stroked her thigh, 

upwards, with the tips of her fingers.  The only reason Rachel didn’t back away was that the woman was 

not giving off an air of erotic come-on.  Her attitude seemed very clinical.  

The woman nodded.  “Did not cut hair on head, but dey do legs already.  And pussy?” 

Rachel did at last flinch back when the woman reached out to stroke her mound.  “Hey!”  She 

was about to demand to know what was going on, as the woman nodded and went on, “Yes, dey did 

pussy.  But dey know dey want you for dis duty.  Dat is why dey did not cut hair.” 

Rachel’s query was stopped by a sudden insight flashing through her mind.  That long discussion 

the guards had yesterday!  Looking over her body, judging it.  Right after her depilation.  They had 

probably been going to cut her hair then, but had talked it over and decided to keep her blonde locks 

the way they were, for this “duty,” whatever it was.  And this morning, rather than join the other girls, 

Rachel’s assignment was… this. 

The woman sat back again.  “You take shower.  Shampoo hair.  Do makeup after.  Dere is blow 

dryer.”  She pointed to her right.  “Start now.  We must be ready in…” She looked at a clock on a small 

bedside table.  “Seventy minutes.” 

Her frustration boiling over, Rachel shouted, “Start what?  Ready for what?” 

The woman gaped.  “Dey did not tell you?” 

Rachel threw her hands in the air.  “None of them can talk to me!  They don’t speak any 

English!” 

The woman blinked.  “You do not speak Russian?”  Clearly the mystery as to how an American 

had turned up here was compounded by the fact of her not even speaking the language. 

“Russian?  Is that what they’re all speaking?” 

“Yes.  We speak Russian here.  Dere is Irkhet language, but only old people speak it.”  She spoke 

bitterly.  “Only Russian in schools.  De Russians try to change us, make us be like dem.  Is good dey are 

gone.  Now, hurry!”  She made a move-it-along gesture with her hand. 

“Please, just tell me what I’m doing here.” 

The woman sighed.  “We are everybody’s girlfriend.  De men, dey come, one at a time.  Dey take 

turns.  Every man, we make love wit’ him.” 

Rachel gasped in horror, taking a step back.  “No!!” 
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The woman looked impatient.  “You want to go out dere?”  She waved to indicate the lock-up 

from which Rachel had come.  “Is worse, much worse.  Did you see it?” 

“I – Yes.  I got here last night.” 

The woman nodded.  “Dey decided you for here.  You are very pretty, very nice body.  You are 

lucky dey do not put you on…”  She paused, as if mentally translating.  “…work team.” 

“Is that what the other girls are doing?” 

The woman nodded.  “You are very lucky dey pick you for dis, here.  Only very most beautiful 

girls for dis.” 

Rachel was accustomed to attracting notice for her looks, but was still taken aback that the 

guards had somehow regarded her as being in the same league as this woman.  Maybe being a foreigner 

adds just a little extra mystique, she decided.  And the blonde hair.  Not much of that around here.  The 

woman went on, “De girls out dere…” she waved outward again, “Dey work very hard.  Dey show me 

when I first get here.”  She suddenly shivered violently, then closed her eyes and took a deep breath.  “Is 

all very bad, all work teams.  And at night, after working…” 

It was Rachel’s turn to shiver.  Her memories of last night’s terror were very clear. 

The woman nodded.  “So you know about dat.  Much better in here.  Is not rape in here.  You 

are boss in bed here.  Just make men happy.  You decide how.”  She gave Rachel a stern look.  “Dat girl 

who was here, she did not make dem happy enough.  Now she wish she tried harder.”  The woman 

gestured towards the tub area again.  “You try hard too.  Now get ready.  Do what I said.” 

Rachel made a helpless soft whimpering sound.  The clock was ticking.  Unless she was released 

in the next seventy minutes, which seemed increasingly unlikely as the clock moved on, she would have 

to start working as a prison whore.  She couldn’t talk her way out of it, she couldn’t postpone it.  She 

would have to do it. 

If she refused, it was back to the tiny cell in the lock-up, where she couldn’t possibly escape 

notice as she had last night.  In fact, last night they had probably intentionally overlooked her, she 

realized.  They were saving her for this.  Almost certainly they had put Rachel in the cells for the night 

only so she could see what life was like there.  As a very unpleasant alternative to what she would be 

doing here. 

As such, her trip to the cells had served its purpose.  Rachel couldn’t bear the thought of what 

would happen to her, what would be done to her, what she would be made to do, if she was unable or 

unwilling to serve the guards’ sexual needs in this room.  She judged she had no way to count on being 

released before at least one more night had gone by.  A full night in the cells was an appalling prospect, 

almost certainly full of sexual abuse, humiliation and, at worst but very possible, torture.  If she failed 

here and was returned to the cells, the guards would have no reason to hold back tonight as they had 

last night. 
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Her bowels seemed to turn to water all at once.  She rushed over to the toilet, and dumped her 

load almost as soon as she sat.  She had never, within her memory, defecated in front of anyone, but 

she barely gave that a thought.  She was just grateful there was toilet paper. 

***** 

Yelena sat in the chair in front of the makeup table, pencil in hand, trying to think. 

The room was sparsely furnished.  There was a bed with only a mattress, nothing covering it, 

and no pillow.  Dimitri, she thought bitterly, wanted to watch her huddled in her naked misery.  

Bedsheets covering her would make it appear her life was normal. 

She had spotted the cameras in every corner of the room, and knew Dimitri would check his 

video feed occasionally to see how Yelena was doing.  He might be watching her now.  She believed he 

probably was.  She could feel those vicious animal eyes on her. 

There were other items in the room, giving her the feeling that the room might be here for the 

purpose of housing visiting VIPs.  Such as her husband.  No doubt it was more completely furnished in 

such cases. 

The table at which she sat offered a full array of cosmetic products, and she wondered how they 

had come up with a supply so quickly.  Surely those were not something kept in stock for Dimitri. 

There was a dresser with several drawers, mostly empty at present, the ones not empty 

containing a few odds and ends, primarily sex toys.  Nothing in the way of clothing.  Though all of her 

metalware had been removed, she had been given to understand she would remain completely nude at 

all times. 

Even the shower, in a smaller attached room off to the side, made that rule clear: though it 

contained standard amenities such as soap, shampoo, comb, and blowdryer, there were no towels.  In 

their place was a pile of small washcloths, which would be replaced daily.  After a shower she could dry 

herself with those, but they were completely useless as any form of clothing. 

The guard at her door had brought her a tray of food an hour ago.  A paper plate bearing a cut of 

some unidentified meat, a baked potato, still hot, a tomato, whole.  A paper cup held somewhat cool 

milk.  No utensils – as unlikely as it was that she would attack the huge, muscular guard no matter how 

she was armed, they obviously wanted her to have no weapons on any kind.  Even the tray, of pressed 

paper of the sort used for egg cartons, was useless for any hypothetical combat.  She had taken a few 

bites of each item and, not hungry at all, had not protested when the guard re-entered the cell to take it 

away. 

They can’t make me do this, she thought over and over.  They can’t make any mother do this. 

But her mind kept coming back to what would happen if she didn’t.  The alternative.  Marya 

suffering excruciating torture, day after day, unable to protest or plead with her teeth cemented 

together, her lips sewn shut.  Unable to open her eyes, the whip always striking her without warning.  

And Yelena forced to watch closely, to focus all her attention on Marya’s agony, because she would only 

add to the agony if she looked away. 
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And it was not a bluff.  She had seen them doing it to that other girl.  And all because the girl 

had tried to set her country free of the monster controlling it – the last scales of delusion concerning 

Dimitri’s character had fallen from Yelena’s eyes.  She knew him for what he was. 

Okay, Yelena thought, struggling to bring her attention to the situation back under control.  I 

have to do it.  I told them I needed a day to prepare.  To understand my role, to get into my character.  I 

need to start doing that now. 

At least she had been entrusted with a potentially deadly pencil. 

Yelena began writing notes to herself – her character’s background, motivations, bits of a script.  

She hadn’t done it for twenty years, but it came back to her easily.  She had won a lot of praise as an 

actress.  She would have to reach beyond herself now, bury herself within a character as never before.  

But it’s for Marya, she reminded herself.  I can do it for her. 

An odd idea suddenly came into her head: a possible overall background story to give to Marya 

in explanation of what she was going to be put through.  A premise from which the script would flow. 

Yelena considered her idea from many angles.  She hated it.  But then she hated the entire 

situation.  The idea at least had the advantage of portraying Yelena’s actions with Marya as a self-

consistent insanity. 

Yelena sighed and made some more notes. 
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CHAPTER 8 

There were three steps leading up to the floor of the room, and Sasha hurried up them as 

quickly as she could, taking care not to let her hobble chain trip her – she would fall directly on her face 

if she lost her footing, unable to bring her hands up to protect herself. 

Without a thought of the consequences, Sasha scrambled into the glass box, the near end of 

which had been left standing open.  Skirting a wide hole in the floor of the box just beyond the entrance, 

Sasha moved forward on hands and knees, her chains jingling loudly, and put her joined hands behind 

the wide-eyed Tasha’s head, elbowing aside the tube leading to the nipple that filled Tasha’s mouth.  

Sobbing now, she held Tasha’s head against her chest.  She moaned over and over, “I’m sorry, Tasha, I’m 

so sorry, I’m so sorry!” 

It was so unfair!  Tasha wasn’t guilty of anything!  She wasn’t part of any anti-government 

conspiracy.  She had only arrived at the meeting to plead with Sasha to come home. 

Sasha backed away, because Tasha seemed to be having trouble breathing.  Sasha saw that, as 

Tasha had started crying at the sight of Sasha, her nose had started running.  Tasha sniffled desperately 

and rubbed her face against her own shoulder to clear away the tears and snot, and gradually started 

breathing more evenly. 

Sasha spun her head at the sound of a click behind her.  The old man had closed the door 

forming the end of the box, trapping Sasha inside.  Without another word, the old man beamed at 

Sasha, turned, and left the room, closing the door of the room with a loud, final-sounding click. 

Sasha twisted around to sit on her butt, to kick at the door of the box.  The door, for some 

reason, had a hoop of metal, like a basketball rim but thicker, projecting from it at about a twenty 

centimeter height above the floor, with a bar attached to its front end, whose lower end, now that the 

door had been closed, rested on the floor, supporting the hoop to prevent its being bent downward.  

The hoop was centered above the hole in the floor of the box that Sasha had crawled past on entering 

the box.  Sasha frowned, trying to puzzle out its purpose. 

Suddenly she gasped.  She spun her head to regard one of the several cameras aimed at the 

transparent box, and at herself and Tasha inside it.  Sasha gritted her teeth, her breath hissing out 

through them, feeling her face flush, furious with the sick minds who had set this up. 

It might have taken her longer to catch on, she realized, except that, from the experience of the 

last two weeks, Sasha was very familiar with the concept of evacuating her wastes through a hole in the 

floor.  The whole arrangement looked like a very minimal version of a toilet, which was exactly what it 

was.  It wasn’t for Tasha, who couldn’t reach it, and who had a waste hole of her own below her crotch.  

This one was for Sasha.  She wouldn’t be able to sit directly on the hole, as she had in her cell, so that 

doing her business would at least be invisible.  The presence of the metal hoop prevented that, and she 

would have to sit on the hoop itself, serving as a toilet seat, with her piss and… other, dropping down 

into the hole below, in full view of the cameras and of whomever was watching the images broadcast by 

them. 
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Sasha squeezed her eyes shut and made a growling sound in the back of her throat. 

It occurred to her that the presence of a toilet indicated another thing as well: that they were 

planning to keep her here a long time.  The growl turned into a low moan. 

Desperately, she looked for indications that she would have to be let out soon.  She saw that the 

box had a series of small ventilation holes along the upper edge where its glass walls met.  She and 

Tasha would get as much air as they needed.  Tasha was, through the tube to her mouth, being fed as 

well.  The tube snaked down from the ceiling of the room, entering the box through one of the vent 

holes. 

What about my food, Sasha wondered.  There was no opening large enough to pass bowls in 

and out, a process to which Sasha had become accustomed in her cell.  They would clearly have to open 

the door of the box to get food to her.  I can fight with them then, she thought.  I’m not going to let 

them do this to me, to both of us, without a fight. 

That time will come, Sasha told herself.  For now I’d better see to Tasha. 

Sasha turned back around to examine the situation her sister was in.  Tasha was restrained in 

the same way the women, the “cows,” in the other room had been, kept on her hands and knees.  Her 

wrists, as with the other women, were in metal cuffs locked to the floor of the box, her ankles similarly 

cuffed immovably, apart, at either side of the back wall of the box.  Her hands were encased, as were 

the other women’s, in a big ball of tape.  There were, as with the other women, straps under her armpits 

and her waist, both ends of every strap attached to the ceiling of the box. 

Tasha was holding her elbows inward as far as she was able, probably, decided Sasha, in a 

fruitless attempt to hide her breasts.  Certainly the flush in her face and tiny shakes of her head told the 

story of how embarrassed she was to be seen like this.  Sasha hadn’t seen Tasha naked at any time since 

Tasha was a baby, and certainly not since her breasts had started to develop.  Sasha was sure, though, 

that when Tasha had come to this place, her breasts hadn’t been this big.  They weren’t yet as gigantic 

as those of the women in the other room, but Sasha felt no doubt they would get there eventually.  

Whatever they were feeding her, whatever hormone was doing this, was at work turning Tasha’s body 

into a milk producing machine just as the other women were. 

No doubt Tasha was lactating by now, expected to contribute her share to the milk supply.  One 

sign of that was that there was a third opening in the floor of the box, in addition to the waste holes for 

the two of them: a wide gap, from one side of the box to the other.  Far below there appeared to be a 

stainless steel trough, in which milk would no doubt flow out of the room to be collected somewhere. 

Tasha started crying again.  Sasha scooted forward and stroked Tasha’s stubbly head softly with 

her hand.  “It’s going to be okay, Sissy, it will,” she cooed in a near whisper.  “We’ll get out of here.  I’ll 

figure something out.”  Sasha moved in closer to rest the side of her head against Tasha’s, hearing her 

sister sigh, calming a little. 

Sasha backed away to look over Tasha’s head harness, holding the feeding nipple in place.  She 

explored the harness with her fingers, looking for any way to remove it.  There was none.  Sasha could 
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speak to Tasha as much as she wanted, but she wouldn’t be hearing any replies as long as Tasha wore 

the harness. 

Tasha began moaning in a way different from her crying earlier.  It was insistent, an attempt to 

get attention. 

Sasha looked her in the face, trying to read her expression.  “What is it, Sissy?” 

Tasha looked down at her breasts, and back up at Sasha, her face coloring again, more than 

before.  She made a high-pitched whining sound. 

Sasha’s hand flew to her mouth.  No, she thought.  Oh no.  Please, not me.  Let somebody else 

do it. 

Sasha remembered her earlier thought about the huge-breasted, lactating women in the other 

room: that the fuller their breasts became, the more they would ache. 

Tasha, now, was obviously in pain.  She needed relief.  And she couldn’t do it herself, with her 

hands bound up in tape. 

Sasha felt her own face burning with embarrassment.  I can’t do that! she insisted to herself.  I 

can’t! 

But I have to, she told herself.  Tasha will be in agony if I don’t. 

And this is what they want to see.  This is why these cameras are here.  To watch me milk my 

own sister. 

Sasha forced herself to speak.  She opened her right hand, and moved it slightly towards Tasha’s 

left breast.  “Sissy…”  She paused a long time, then pushed herself onward again.  “Do you… need me 

to…” 

Tasha’s tears started flowing again, her face reddening still further.  She nodded her head, over 

and over, emphatically. 

Sasha put out her hands and pulled them back, put them out, pulled them back.  Each time she 

managed to make herself get a little closer.  At last she wrapped her hands gently around Tasha’s left 

breast. 

It took her some time to take the next step: to start squeezing. 

For a time nothing came out.  Sasha sighed in frustration, not quite knowing just how to do it.  

She kept trying.  At last a small dribble of milk came out.  Gradually Sasha found the sequence of hand 

and finger movements, learning when to squeeze, when to pull. 

She never managed to forget the cameras were there.  Watching her fondling, pulling, squeezing 

her sister’s breast. 

After a time she switched to Tasha’s other breast. 

***** 
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Rachel forced herself to blank her mind as well as she could, and simply concentrate on the task 

at hand.  As she showered and shampooed, afterwards using the blow dryer and hairbrush, such 

familiar, ordinary activities enabled her briefly to get her mind off what was ahead.  At the woman’s 

direction, she brushed her teeth, with a toothbrush and toothpaste in a cabinet above the sink, and 

used a sweet-tasting mouthwash. 

It all came back to her as she finished drying her hair.  In part to distract herself, and in part to 

establish some sort of connection with a woman who, though evidently a prisoner like herself, was 

somehow entitled to give her incomprehensible orders, Rachel said, “My name is Rachel Preston.” 

The woman responded, “I am Alina Petrovna.”  She paused as though she expected the name to 

elicit some sort of recognition from Rachel, then gave a barely perceptible shrug.  “I was model.  You see 

me in magazines.  All of big ones in Europe.  Maybe not American ones.  Maybe you don’ know me.”  

She sighed bitterly.  “I was born in Irkhetnia – it was Soviet Union den – but I lived in Prague.  I went to 

Paris, to Berlin, to London, to do de model jobs.  I t’ought, I am famous, I can say anyt’ing I want.  I talk 

about Irkhet government, about president.  I tell people dere is no freedom here.”  She twisted her lips 

in a snarl.  “So now I am dead of drug overdose.  Dat is what dey tell people.  And dey put me here.”  She 

closed her eyes and shook her head, shaking away the memories.  

“How long have you been here?” 

Immediately, Alina responded, “Two years.  And two months.  I count days.”  She sighed. 

Rachel shuddered violently.  Alina had spent twenty-six months, nearly eight hundred days, in 

enforced prostitution.  Rachel was having a hard enough time with the idea of doing it for two days.  

“How much longer?  How long is your sentence?” 

Alina gasped, and gave Rachel a sharp look.  “Dey did not tell you?” 

Rachel blinked.  “I didn’t know you existed until I walked in here.  They never said anything 

about you.  I wouldn’t have understood them if they did.” 

Alina shook her head.  “I mean, dey did not tell you about you.  At trial?” 

Rachel began breathing faster.  “I didn’t understand anything at the trial either.  What do you 

know about me?” 

Alina gave her a pitying look.  She said softly, “Only what I know about all girls here.  Is same for 

all.  No girl come here except with deat’ sentence.  Dey will execute you here, but dey decide when.  Dey 

do it when dey are tired of using you.  When you are too old to excite dem.” 

Rachel felt the blood draining from her face, and reached out for the arm of the chair to keep 

from falling.  She sat quickly in the chair, holding her head in her hands, trying to summon strength to 

run to the sink if her stomach came any closer to throwing out its contents.  She could feel Alina’s hand 

resting on her shoulder, rubbing it. 

It’s okay, Rachel told herself, it doesn’t change anything.  In a way, it makes it better.  She had 

been aware of the possibility of a death sentence, though she had pushed the thought away for the 

most part.  She had been worried about the possibility of being executed as a spy immediately, before 
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her government had time to rescue her.  Now she knew she was safe from that.  Judging from the 

condition of several of the women she’d seen, their very pale skin and sharply-developed muscles from 

hard labor, it was clear they must have been here for years, under that same sentence of death-when-

we-feel-like-killing-you.  Rachel was in no immediate danger, and so her biggest worry was gone.  And in 

a couple of days she would be out of here. 

She looked up at Alina, took a deep breath, and gave Alina a small nod. 

Alina blinked, trying to hide her astonishment.  “You are okay?”  She clearly wondered if Rachel 

had quite understood her. 

Closing her eyes for a moment and taking another deep breath, Rachel stood up, trembling only 

a little.  “Yes.” 

Alina looked impressed.  She had obviously adjusted to her own circumstances, but had not 

expected Rachel to come to terms with her fate so quickly.  She turned and pulled out the chair in front 

of the mirror.  “Now do makeup.  Not like tramp, slut.  Do it elegant, like model or movie star.  You are 

model?” 

Rachel blinked.  “No.  I’m a college student.” 

Alina raised her eyebrows in surprise.  “You are very pretty.  I t’ought you might be model.  Can 

you do makeup like model?” 

“I… I’m not sure…”  Rachel had never heard any complaints about how she did her makeup, but 

she did mainly basic things her late mother had taught her. 

In the absence of another chair, except the heavy recliner that would be hard to move, Alina 

knelt on the floor next to Rachel and supervised the work of making Rachel glamorous, while giving 

Rachel a more clear idea of what lay ahead.  “We are fantasy girls.  De men, dey can stick it in any girl 

out dere when dey want, but is different here.  Dey don’ take us and use us.  Dey don’ hurt us.  When 

you are wit’ man, he will expect you to adore him.  You are important, famous woman, everybody all 

over world have fantasies about you, but – lucky him – you are his lover.  You tell him…”  She stopped 

suddenly, frowning.  “You speak no Russian words?  Not’ing?” 

Trying not to bite the lip where she had just applied gloss, Rachel shook her head.  “Nothing.”  

She looked at herself in the mirror.  Alina had directed her to use more mascara and eyeliner than she 

usually did, with a peach-colored eye shadow.  Her eyes looked bigger, more… glowing. 

Alina’s frown deepened.  After a moment, she said, “I will teach you, little bit.  A few phrases.  

For now, just say dis: ‘Ya tebya lyublyu.’  Dat is ‘I love you.’  Try it now.” 

“Ya tebya… lubb you.” 

Alina smiled briefly, seeming to bury a laugh.  “Lyublyu.  Ya tebya lyublyu.  Say it all now.” 

“Ya tebya lyublu.” 

Rachel repeated it five times, the last time, as ordered, in a husky, passionate voice.  She 

couldn’t quite get that last word just the way Alina was saying it, but Alina seemed to decide it was close 
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enough.  Rachel had been hearing a lot of Russian the last couple of days, and had noticed Russians 

seem to like sticking in a lot of “y” sounds all around.  She heard the “lyublyu,” but it was hard for her 

American mouth to squeeze that many twists and turns into two short syllables. 

Alina smiled.  “Dey will love American accent.  Very… what is word?  Exotic.  You are famous 

American actress.  Very nice fantasy.”  She looked at the clock, and grimaced.  “No time to get you more 

ready.  You and me, we take turns.  I will go first.  You watch t’rough blinds.”  She pointed.  “Each man 

get forty-five minutes.  Dere is warning sound, like ‘Toot’…” she imitated the electronic tone that would 

signal the impending end of the session, “…after forty minutes, so he know to get ready to go.  You 

make sure he come, before signal!  After come, cuddling.  Give little kisses, make happy sounds.  Until 

time to go.  Fix bed after, den come back in here.” 

Rachel felt her insides going soft again, and fought against the reaction.  I have to do this, she 

told herself.  I just have to.  I’ll pretend it’s different guys from school.  Somebody I want to be with.  A 

new worry struck her.  “What about… babies?” 

Alina shook her head.  “No babies.  All food we eat have… contra…”  She struggled with the 

word. 

“Contraceptives?”  Rachel felt a fresh category of rage building in her.  Not only were they 

forcing her to offer her body as if she were willing and eager, they were messing with her insides as well, 

taking yet another female right away from her.  Not, she reminded herself, that she would actually want 

a baby here.  But it was another case of them taking away something that belonged to her. 

Alina nodded absently, and reached for one of the silky robes hanging from hooks, one similar to 

the one she herself was wearing.  “You wear dis when you go in, when your turn come.”  She stood by 

the door to the “bedroom,” her hand on the knob.  “Will not open until man come in.  You hear buzz.  

Oh!  Position.  You be on top, or else give blow job.  Dat is simplest.  You try more t’ings after few days, 

maybe, but dose are best to start wit’.  Stay remembering, you want him.  You are in love wit’ him, you 

want his body.  And you are boss of how you make love, like it is all your idea.  After he come, you 

cuddle until time is up.  Be fantasy lover, all de time.”  Alina frowned warningly.  “And do not t’ink to 

fight him, maybe escape.  Is no escape.  Is very, very bad for you if you try.”  She pointed to what Rachel 

suddenly recognized as a small camera, up in a corner of the ceiling.  “Dey watch us, only let us t’rough 

doors when it is time.  You saw tiny room outside dis one?”  Rachel nodded.  “Inside door is unlocked, 

but outside door, you can’t open it.  It have…”  She frowned.  “What is word, like telephone buttons…” 

Rachel thought.  “Keypad?” 

Alina nodded.  “Yes, it have dat.  You do not know numbers to push, so is locked for you.  And if 

some way you ever get out of dese rooms…”  She touched the pretty green bracelet on Rachel’s wrist, 

“…bracelet will make big noise, alarm, until dey find you.” 

Rachel continued looking at the camera.  In a tiny voice, she said, “They’re watching us now?” 

“Da.  Yes.  I don’ know if dey watch us when we are locked in.  But when we work, yes, dey 

watch.”  She tapped Rachel’s head with her finger, lightly.  “Don’ t’ink about dat.  Just be fantasy girl.  

Oh!!  Nearly forgot.”  She pointed to a cabinet over the sink.  “Is some baby oil in dere.  You should put 
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some inside you before you go in.”  She touched her own mound, to make it perfectly clear what she 

meant by “inside.”  “If you t’ink you will get wet for de man, den dere is no need for oil.  But…”  She gave 

Rachel a small smile.  “Dese men are not really your lovers, and I know it is hard.  Use oil so he can slide 

in very easy.  No need in asshole.  Dey will not use it.  Is not… romantic.” 

Rachel bit her lip, and nodded, grateful for the small favor of no anal sex.  I’m really going to 

have to do this, she thought, shaking.  I have to have sex with any man who comes in.  Whether I like 

him or not, whether he’s cute or ugly… 

Rachel was startled by a soft electronic note, followed by a click in the door.  Alina nodded to 

her.  “Okay, you watch now.”  Alina closed her eyes briefly, then opened them, a big smile on her face, 

as she pushed the door open. 

Rachel waited for the door to sigh closed – with a firm click at the end, the lock engaged again – 

then bent in front of the blind hiding the door’s window, parting the blinds just enough to see in, 

understanding now why the blinds were on this side of the door.  Alina had probably already trained one 

or more girls, including the one Rachel had seen taken away from here when she arrived, who watched 

Alina’s sessions and then tried to imitate her.  

Alina was already embracing the man who was her first “client” of the day, who was also 

dressed only in a robe.  Rachel hadn’t seen him before, but then she had seen very little of the prison so 

far.  Alina kissed him passionately.  She continued the kiss as her arms roamed up and down the man’s 

back.  She stopped and leaned back slightly, and Rachel could see Alina speaking to him softly, though 

no sounds came through the door.  Most likely she was saying something about how much she had 

missed him.  Her face had that sort of expression. 

Rachel continued watching as Alina coaxed the guard towards the bed, pushed his robe away 

from his shoulders and, with her lips parted and an I-want-you look on her face, dropped her own.  She 

pulled back the top sheet – the bed had no other covers – and, not quite aggressively but assertively, 

pushed him gently until he lay back on the bed.  She straddled him on her knees as he lay on his back, 

visibly murmuring soft Russian endearments, and began kissing his chest. 

Rachel forced herself to continue watching.  She had seen rapes, for the first time, last night, but 

this was an entirely different kind of thing.  She had never watched another couple having loving sex, 

other than in a movie, and Alina’s whole demeanor made the act appear so intimate that Rachel felt she 

was invading their privacy on a scale almost criminal, as if she should be arrested for voyeurism.  But I 

have to watch, she told herself repeatedly.  I have to know how to do this.  The next man who comes in 

is mine.  She gulped, her stomach twisting in knots. 

And I wish I did know some Russian, she thought.  Three little words aren’t going to get me very 

far.  The one word, “nyet,” that I knew before coming here, is surely the one word I’ll never be allowed 

to use. 

As Rachel continued watching, she saw that Alina, stretched out full length atop the guard, was 

kissing him while rubbing her mound slowly from side to side over his erection, which was pinned 
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against his stomach.  She moved forward slightly now and rubbed her breasts, in turn, across his lips, 

then backed away to resume kissing. 

In a few minutes Alina raised herself on her arms, lifted her crotch slightly, and rubbed her labia 

playfully across the head of the man’s cock.  Her mouth open, eyes closed, her expression suggesting an 

ecstatic pleasure in the touch of her “lover,” she reached down at last and guided him into her. 

The man’s expression made it clear how overwhelming it was that the woman of his dreams 

could want him so much, could give herself to him so completely. 

Alina, Rachel saw, was very, very good at this.  Rachel gulped again.  Are they going to expect 

me to be like her, she wondered, or will they understand I don’t have nearly that kind of experience? 

Slowly at first, Alina let herself rise and fall, her vaginal walls slipping up and down along the 

man’s shaft.  Faster now, with much more abandon, her back arched, her head thrown back. 

Rachel could tell easily when the man came, his arms suddenly rigid, his hips jerking so that 

Alina had to hold tight to avoid being thrown off. 

Slower, now, her face showing both exhaustion and completion, she let herself settle down onto 

him again, resuming kissing, and in a few minutes rolled to the side, her head beside his on the pillow, 

wrapping her arms and legs around him, snuggling against him, rubbing her cheek against his and 

occasionally giving him a light kiss. 

Rachel heard a muffled beep sound through the door, signaling five minutes remaining.  Alina 

and her “lover” both sat up, dangling their legs over the side of the bed, Alina still leaning against him, 

rubbing him with her arms.  At last, with one final kiss, the man rose to go, he and Alina both smiling, 

both saying something.  He was out the door as Alina gave him a finger wave. 

Suddenly more businesslike, Alina went to the huge wardrobe and opened the doors.  Within, it 

turned out to be stacked high with red bedsheets.  Alina, with a quick motion, removed the sheets from 

the bed and wadded them into a hamper along the side of the wardrobe’s interior, and took a new 

fitted sheet and top sheet from the pile.  She quickly remade the bed, and came to the door behind 

which Rachel was standing. 

Coming through the door, Alina looked at Rachel and rolled her eyes.  “Anot’er one finished.  

You see dat dey all try to be nice here.  Not mean, not demanding.  Is different world from…”  She 

gestured, presumably indicating the lockup. 

Rachel wanted to clarify an intuition she’d had while watching the pair.  “You don’t have… kind 

of a special thing with him?” 

“Him?”  She looked back towards the bedroom.  “Dat one?  He is not’ing.  He is like all.  You 

have to treat all de same.  If dey t’ink you give one of dem somet’ing you don’ give de rest, dey get mad.  

Dey want it from you.  Be same, wit’ all.”  She looked carefully at Rachel to make sure she understood, 

then down at her crotch.  “You remember baby oil?” 

“Oh!”  Knowing there wasn’t much time, Rachel dashed for the cabinet.  Pouring some oil onto 

her fingers, she carefully worked it into her vagina, trying to coat the walls evenly, unable to believe 
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what she was doing, nor what she was about to do.  She dried off her hands and returned to the door, 

her stomach churning. 

It stopped churning and did a complete flip when she heard the buzz of the door.  Shaking, she 

opened it and stepped through. 

A young man, looking nearly as nervous as Rachel felt, stepped through the door in pajamas – 

Rachel had already divined that the purpose of the closet-like outer room was to give the visiting guard 

a place to discard his uniform and dress in something more appropriate.  

The guard was, again, unfamiliar to Rachel.  She was sure there were quite a few more guards 

than she had seen to this point.  She knew that the corridor in which her lockup of the previous night 

was located held several more rooms of the same type – she’d seen the doors, identical to the one 

leading to her lockup – all of them presumably with their own complement of guards watching a room 

full of caged women.  Rachel wondered whether this guard was new, or relatively so.  Alina’s customer 

had seemed more confident and at ease.  And this one had prepared for the visit, it appeared.  His hair 

was more carefully combed than she had so far seen on any guard, and he looked as though he had just 

shaved. 

The knot in Rachel’s stomach began dissolving.  He’s just a man, she told herself, and not really 

much more than a boy.  I have what he wants.  I am what he wants. 

Rachel was accustomed to attention from men, and knew exactly what was on their mind when 

they looked at her.  It usually irritated her.  But she wasn’t above making use of it when she had to.  She 

had never intentionally led any man to anticipate sexual relations that would not be forthcoming – she 

wasn’t a tease – but if she needed a male librarian to help her find a book, she knew how much a smile, 

with her breasts thrust slightly forward, could accomplish. 

I just have to take the next step now, she thought.  And I won’t be teasing, because I’ll give him 

exactly what he is hoping for. 

She felt, for the first time since her arrest, under control of the situation. 

I’m his girlfriend, she reminded herself.  And madly in love with him. 

She put a wide grin on her face, held out her arms and ran the short distance towards him, 

throwing her arms around him and crushing him in a passionate embrace.  He had a fresh smell, as if 

he’d just showered with scented soap.  Really, Rachel thought, they’re almost making this too easy.  I’ll 

build up my confidence with this one.  The next one might be less presentable, but by then I’ll have 

experience. 

She rubbed the side of her head against his for a moment, then moved her head around for a 

first kiss – her mouth open against his, making a sigh of passion. 

The man was of average height, so Rachel was slightly taller than he was, and had to look down 

a little to kiss him.  But that was her usual experience.  She had no practice at being anyone other than 

herself. 
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Still holding him, she circled around him slowly and backed him towards the bed, reaching in 

front of him to unbutton the top of his pajamas and remove it.  She backed away, shrugged off the short 

robe and threw it into the corner of the room, as if she couldn’t wait to be naked with him, and resumed 

the embrace and the kiss. 

Once the back of his legs encountered the side of the bed, his knees buckled, and she followed 

him down to the surface and lay atop him, reaching down to pull off his pajama pants and then 

straddling him as she’d seen Alina doing.  As nearly as she could, in fact, she tried to do everything she’d 

seen Alina doing.  She avoided too much contact with his erection, knowing she shouldn’t let him reach 

a climax too early in the session.  But at last she reached down and guided him into her, the oil ensuring 

that he slid in easily.  In fact, she wasn’t sure she’d needed the oil.  Unexpectedly, she felt herself getting 

wet.  She rocked her hips back and forth, milking his erection. 

She sat more upright on him now.  He seemed fascinated with her breasts, reaching up to touch 

them – not squeezing them hard, but just feeling their shape.  Her nipples hardened from the attention, 

and he passed his fingers across them briefly, but went back to cupping the underside with his hands, 

lifting the breasts slightly, feeling their weight, his to hold for now. 

Rachel closed her eyes briefly, trying to imagine he was Greg, the boyfriend with whom she’d 

had the best sex, but it occurred to her the guard might be able to tell if she was pretending he was 

someone else.  So she opened her eyes and looked directly into his – his eyes wide with excitement and 

lust.  She rocked harder, grunting softly with effort. 

Within another minute he reached his climax, with a sharp cry and bucking of his hips, and his 

hands did squeeze her breasts briefly.  She let him empty himself and, as he gradually subsided, she let 

herself down onto his stomach and kissed him, moaning with ersatz happiness. 

She had actually felt her own excitement build, though she had a long way further to go.  But 

she understood she needed to break off her efforts at this point.  As sweet as the man – boy – seemed, 

she knew her own orgasm was not going to be one of his priorities. 

She didn’t expect the sudden flood of shame that washed over her now – her consciousness that 

she’d done something her personal standards reviled, having sex with a man she’d never met and knew 

nothing about – but she was able to remind herself that the prison authorities had forced her into this, 

and her mind covered the ground, once more, of what the alternative was.  The shame should be on the 

men who run the prison, she told herself forcefully, if they have any sense of shame at all.  And I’ll make 

them wish, soon, that they’d never done this to me. 

As she’d seen Alina do, Rachel rolled to the side and snuggled up against him, wrapping her 

arms tightly around him, pushing one of her legs through his.  She kissed him softly.  Now, she thought, 

is the perfect time to let it fly, the one verbal contribution she could make to the session.  She looked 

directly into his eyes again, gave him a slight smile, and in a soft, throaty voice into which she worked to 

pack all of the passion she could muster, she said, “Ya tebya lyublu.” 

The way his eyes lit up, she could tell her timing had been just right.  She knew she still wasn’t 

quite saying it correctly, but obviously he’d understood her. 
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It occurred to her that she could embellish the sentiment without worrying whether he 

understood her literally.  The tone of voice should be sufficient.  She murmured in English, “I love you, 

my pet, my dearest, my husky lover.  I would never want to be with anyone but you…”  She avoided the 

temptation to add playful irrelevancies, such as, “Always check the inflation of your tires.  Please return 

all library books when due.  Keep your eyes on your own test paper.”  It was always possible he might 

speak some English.  So she spent another few minutes whispering endearments to him, then subsided, 

with her head propped on his shoulder to keep her face slightly upward, smiling at him.  If she buried 

her face against him, he wouldn’t be able to see the dream girl who’d just given her body to him. 

When the tone sounded, she couldn’t think what was happening for a moment, but as he began 

stirring and sat up, she remembered the five-minute warning.  It’s over! she told herself.  I can’t believe 

it!  I was scared for nothing. 

Sitting upright, she hugged him again, and gave him another open-mouthed kiss.  At last he 

gathered up his pajamas, without putting them on, and opened the outer door.  He took one last look at 

her, and she smiled – her relief at getting through the session without mishap made the smile very real – 

and gave him the same sort of cute finger-wave she’d seen Alina use. 

As the door began closing behind him, Rachel fought down a sudden urge to catch the door, 

keep it open a crack, and peek through to see if she could watch him enter the keycode to the outer 

door.  No, they’re watching, she reminded herself.  And I’ve got this bracelet that would set off an alarm 

if I go past the outer door.  If I can figure out how to get the bracelet off… but where do I go then?  This 

prison is high up in the mountains, and if I can somehow find an outer door, I’d be out in the freezing 

cold with just this useless silk robe, miles from help through impossibly rugged country.  There’s also 

that wall farther down the slope, which might circle the entire prison. 

I just need to wait, she concluded.  My country will get me out. 

She almost returned to the inner room with Alina, before she remembered the bedsheets.  She 

opened the wardrobe, retrieved clean sheets and made the bed quickly. 

Leaving the bedroom at last, she grinned at Alina, who was on an exercise bicycle, working out 

to keep her muscles toned.  “I did it!” 

Alina gave her a smile and patted her shoulder.  “I watch you little while.  You do good.” 

Rachel saw the exercise area also had some free weights.  If I were staying indefinitely, she 

thought, I’d ask Alina about a good exercise program.  Instead, she decided to get the upcoming day a 

little more clear in her head.  “How many men today?” 

“We start at eight o’clock.  Go until ten o’clock.” 

Rachel raised her eyebrows.  “Isn’t it almost ten already?” 

Alina looked momentarily confused, then saw the mixup.  “Until ten o’clock at night.” 

Rachel gasped.  “Fourteen hours??” 

Alina shrugged, “Is only seven hours for bot’ of us.  I have seven men, you have seven.  When is 

my turn, you can eat, exercise.  Read magazine.  Is not bad.” 
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“EVERY day?  Do you get maybe Sunday off?”  Rachel unconsciously excluded herself from the 

question.  She was sure she wouldn’t finish the week here. 

Alina shook her head.  “Is no Sunday, is no day of week.  Every day is same.” 

Rachel was stunned.  She did expect she would likely be here until late tomorrow, perhaps 

through the end of the day.  In her entire life, she had had sex with exactly three different men – three 

boyfriends to whom she had been sufficiently drawn that she had felt open to sharing her body with 

them.  Well, four now, counting the unnamed prison guard just departed.  In the next two days, she 

realized with a shock, she would have sex with fourteen different men.  Fourteen complete strangers. 

Again, she reminded herself of the alternative. 

I will get through this, she told herself.  I just proved to myself I can do it.  Don’t think about the 

number.  Just take it one at a time. 

To get her mind off it, she left that subject and asked a question to satisfy her most idle 

curiosity.  “Where do all the sheets come from?” 

Alina had her hand on the doorknob, waiting for the signal for her second session of the day.  

“Dere is very sweet old man who come in at end of day.  He bring sheets, take dirty ones away.  He bring 

food, too, for cupboards and fridge.”  She indicated the small kitchen area Rachel had not yet explored.  

“One day every week, prisoner girl come in and clean up bat’, sink, toilet.  I t’ink she is part of team dat 

clean up in guards’ quarters.” 

“The old man… does he get a turn in bed?” 

Alina laughed.  “I ask him, once.  He say too old.  Dat part of body stopped working.” 

The door buzzed suddenly.  Nodding to Rachel, Alina entered the bedroom once more. 

Rachel considered whether to raid the fridge, or try some of the exercise equipment.  But she 

still had the recent breakfast in her stomach, and wouldn’t be here long enough to need to attend to her 

physical fitness.  She watched through the blinds again. 

Within the room, Alina went through some different moves this time.  As the guard sat on the 

bed, naked, Alina, her robe still on but open, showing her breasts and mound, knelt between his legs 

and kissed him on the lips, then slowly moved her kisses down his body. 

I should really watch this time, Rachel told herself.  I’ve never learned much about oral sex. 

She had tried it on two of her three boyfriends, swallowing with only one of them, Greg.  She 

disliked the taste of semen and hated the slimy feel in her mouth, but Greg obviously liked the 

sensation.  She’d only done it a few times, and never studied any techniques.  So she kept close watch 

on Alina. 

Alina, once she had reached the guard’s erection, kissed the shaft first, and lightly tongued the 

head, before finally taking the man’s erection deep into her mouth.  She used her right hand in a way 

that hadn’t occurred to Rachel, wrapping her fingers around the shaft below her mouth, giving the shaft 
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several up and down strokes between bobs of her head.  She was also using her tongue much more than 

Rachel had with Greg. 

Alina interrupted her attention to his manhood and kissed the man’s upper thighs and stomach, 

making a big circle around the cock.  The man sat, breathing hard, his mouth hanging open, a glazed look 

in his eyes.  Moments later Alina returned to his erection for another round.  This time it was more 

serious, her lips surrounding the shaft sliding up and down more quickly, her hand only used to hold the 

cock in place. 

As before, it was easy for Rachel to tell when the man came.  Following his tensing and the jerk 

of his hips, Alina continued sucking, and Rachel could tell by watching her throat that she was 

swallowing, avidly gulping it down. 

Alina let the slowly wilting shaft out of her mouth at last, and crawled up onto the bed, kissing 

the man’s stomach and chest.  Her kisses didn’t move quite as high as the lips, though she did kiss his 

chin.  

While Alina cuddled with the man, Rachel decided she should take another shower.  She 

avoided wetting her hair this time, but lathered the rest of her body with scented soap. 

I’ll ask her if she can teach me another Russian phrase to use on the next guy, Rachel thought.  

I’m sure he’d like that. 

Rachel brushed her teeth again, and used the mouthwash again.  And she replenished her inner 

supply of baby oil. 

***** 

After the man had left, and Alina had replaced the sheets, Rachel was waiting for her again.  Her 

first question was the foremost technical point on her mind.  “After oral sex, it looks like I shouldn’t kiss 

him on the mouth?” 

Alina blinked and smiled, as if surprised at having such an eager student.  “Every man different.  

Some want kiss on mout’, some not.  You got mout’ full of deir stuff.  Dey might not like taste.  Go up 

and look like you might kiss him, and see what he do.  If he open mout’ for kiss, den you do it.  If he back 

away a little, den you know don’ kiss.” 

Rachel was about to ask for another quick Russian lesson, but another thing she’d been 

wondering bobbed to the top of her mind.  “Where do I sleep tonight?  They won’t take me back to the 

cells, will they?” 

Alina shook her head.  “Now you are here.  You sleep wit’ me.” 

Rachel blinked, but decided Alina probably didn’t mean it in a sexual way.  She looked around.  

“Where?”  She didn’t see another bed.  There was the one she had just used in the other room, a big 

soft one, but she understood that room to be off limits for uses other than pleasuring the staff.  The 

door would be locked. 

Alina looked at her oddly.  “Where you t’ink?  Bed is dere.”  She pointed to the narrow one 

along the back wall. 
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Rachel tried to avoid looking horrified.  Alina could easily be insulted.  “Should… I sleep on the 

floor?”  She had spent two nights doing so, one here, one in the hotel.  She was almost getting used to 

it. 

Alina looked as though she was trying to determine what the problem was.  “Don’ be crazy.  Is 

bed for us bot’.  Of all prisoners, we are only ones wit’ bed.” 

The bed was significantly more narrow than the one Rachel had declined to share with Mandy 

two nights ago.  One side was against the wall, but whichever of them lay on that side would probably 

have to hold the other to keep her from falling out.  They would face each other and hold each other, or 

else snuggle like spoons.  And there was clearly nothing to wear here other than the flimsy robes that 

hardly felt like you were wearing anything.  And what if Alina is so sick of men, Rachel wondered, after 

thousands of sessions of sex-on-demand, that she needs something softer at night? 

Rachel felt her face reddening.  Still concerned with insulting Alina, who had been nothing but 

kind to her, she said quickly, “Oh, okay, fine.”  Maybe, she hoped, Alina would sense her discomfort with 

such intimate contact with a woman and would suggest on her own that Rachel could sleep on the floor 

if she wanted. 

The question about Russian phrases disappeared from her mind.  She waited with her hand on 

the doorknob for the buzz to enter. 
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CHAPTER 9 

Yelena sat glumly on the examining table in the infirmary, her legs dangling over the sides. 

She watched silently as the doctor removed a small assembly of leather straps from a drawer, 

and turned back to face her.  Cheerfully, he said, “Here it is.  Probably much simpler than you were 

imagining.” 

Yelena sighed as he began fitting it onto her left hand.  He slipped the two small loops of 

leather, at the end of the device, over the middle and ring fingers of her left hand as if they were rings – 

he was so ceremonious about it that Yelena nearly smiled at the thought that the doctor believed he 

was marrying her.  Two sets of straps hung down from either side of the loops, reconnecting at the sides 

of a watchband-like wrist strap.  He extended one of the sets of straps along the back of her hand, the 

other down the length of her palm, and wrapped the band to which the straps on both sides attached 

around her wrist, buckling it firmly in place. 

The straps along her palm met once, at the center of her palm, before attaching to the 

wristband farther down, and at this junction of the straps there was a coin-sized disk of metal, most of 

its face occupied by a red button.  Under the red button, the disk contained a tiny battery.  When the 

button was depressed, the disk put out a low-powered electrical signal. 

General Karozki, observing the procedure, commented, “There is no need to lock the device 

onto your hand.  You could remove it if you want, but I’m sure you won’t want to.  Doing so would 

jeopardize your ability to play out your role.” 

Yelena held up her hand and twisted it in various ways, finding that the device in no way 

interfered with her movements.  She sighed again, heavily, and spoke at last.  “General, I have quite a lot 

of money in Swiss accounts.  What amount would you be interested in?” 

The general gave her a you-should-be-ashamed smile.  “A bribe, Madame Gerova, at this late 

hour?  But you should know that I already have everything I could want, the foremost being the right to 

serve your husband, as he determines his needs and the needs of our country.  Please make no further 

attempts to alter or evade the course of the punishments both you and your daughter have earned.  

There are only a few hours remaining in the twenty-four you requested, and I would think you should be 

in character by this time.” 

Yelena smiled sourly.  “I would be, but we’re backstage now, so to say, aren’t we?  My character 

wouldn’t be having this conversation to begin with.” 

“Well, certainly not the most recent part of it.  I trust you will be ready when the time comes?” 

Yelena squeezed her eyes shut tight.  “Yes.  I will be ready.  My daughter needs me to be ready.”  

She could not clear her mind of the image of that other poor girl, the assassin, suffering agonies of 

torment beyond any the Devil himself could devise.  I will save Marya from that, Yelena told herself once 

more. 

The doctor broke in.  “You understand how the device works, from your reading?  It’s really 

quite simple.  Why don’t you try it now, just to make sure your fingers will reach.” 
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She looked at him sharply.  “It won’t do anything right now, will it?” 

He shook his head emphatically.  “Oh, no.  You need to be in the same room with the girl.” 

Yelena curled the fingers of her left hand inward.  The middle one depressed the red button on 

the disk in her palm. 

The doctor smiled.  “There, a perfect fit.  As you should know, the electrical signal you have just 

generated would, if your daughter were in proximity, have caused the collar around her neck to emit an 

electrical pulse that would shock her and temporarily paralyze her.  If she is standing when you use it, 

you should be prepared to catch her when she falls.” 

“Will it be… painful?” 

The doctor gave her an impatient look.  “Of course it is painful.  But the paralysis is also useful.  

In the event of any act of defiance, this will enable you to regain control of the situation.  And the pain 

will discourage future defiance.” 

Yelena squeezed her eyes closed, then opened them quickly.  That is, the character she was to 

play opened Yelena’s eyes.  Yelena knew, from the outline she had been given, that pain and fear were 

to be the primary motivating forces on Marya’s actions. 

The doctor went on, “Now, you will need to have that battery replaced every other day.  You 

understand how the collar is recharged?” 

She nodded, silently. 

The general broke in, “You do not give the appearance of being ready.  Will you be able to go 

ahead with this?” 

Her character spoke for her, in a strong voice with a touch of eagerness.  “Yes, I will.” 

The general nodded.  “That is fortunate, because we ended the injections keeping your daughter 

unconscious some time ago.  She should be waking up quite soon.  You may have the remaining time 

you requested, but…”  He stroked his chin.  “Doctor Tourachev, can we look in on the girl now?”  Seeing 

Yelena’s startled look, he explained to her, “On camera, I mean.  We have a monitor here, and I have 

one in my office.  You have one on the wall of your room as well, as you may have noticed.  We will turn 

that one on for you.  And the president may be watching now also.  If not, it is all being recorded for 

him.”  The general reached out to push a button on a flat screen on the wall.  In a moment, a high-

definition image appeared. 

Yelena gasped, her hand flying to her mouth.  Her character departed her for the moment.  She 

saw Marya through a mother’s loving eyes. 

On the screen, filling the lower half of it, was a four-poster bed, seen from above and to its left.  

Beyond the bed, against a far wall, a toilet, sink, and bathtub were visible.  Off the screen, Yelena knew 

there was a cabinet full of ropes, chains, and other items of restraint. 

On the bed, Marya lay, inert and unconscious, as she had been since falling asleep against 

Yelena in the helicopter, after consuming the drugged soft drink.  She was as naked as she had been 
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when Yelena had last seen her yesterday.  Yelena, as before, felt more infuriated at the state of Marya’s 

undress than her own.  I have to stop feeling that way, Yelena told herself.  My character doesn’t feel 

that anger.  Yelena worked to push the anger away, and to look at her daughter without the emotion. 

At present, bright silvery bands of metal circled Marya’s wrists and ankles.  Yelena knew that 

each band consisted of semicircles fitted together to form a whole, with nearly invisible breaks between 

the semicircles, one break hiding the hinges, the other the internal locking mechanism of prongs fitting 

into thin slots.  The bands seemed almost a fashion choice, like jewelry.  Each had a half-ring rising from 

its surface on one side, for attachments.  At the moment, each ring had a chain attached that ran to one 

of the bedposts, holding Marya in a taut spread-eagle on her back.  She was nearer the foot of the bed 

than the head, and her legs were spread apart nearly as wide as the bed itself.  

Marya’s entire head, down to her neck, was enclosed in a form-fitting black leather hood.  

Yelena had seen the hood before it was put to use.  It had a zipper down the back, and air holes below 

Marya’s nostrils.  It did not have any other openings.  Attached to the inside of the hood, Yelena knew, a 

large leather gag filled Marya’s mouth. 

Even stretched out on her back, Marya’s breasts were firm mounds rising from her chest.  She 

had inherited from Yelena there, along with many, even most, of her other features.  The screen’s 

definition was sufficient that Yelena could even make out the darkened stubble of Marya’s pubic hair, 

not recently shaved.  She probably was in the habit of shaving it before dates, thought Yelena grimly, in 

case the date led to sex.  Yelena had been unhappily sure that Marya had been sexually active.  Now, 

thought Yelena, I’d give anything to her if we could just get free of this place, even permission to sleep 

with as many boyfriends as she wants. 

On Marya’s neck, just below the fastening of the hood, was the collar whose properties the 

doctor had just been discussing.  A wide circlet of metal of just sufficient diameter to fit her neck, the 

collar had electrodes on its inner surface, surrounded by padding that kept the collar snug and the 

electrodes in contact with her skin.  At its side, the collar had an attachment for a chain that led to the 

wall at the head of the bed.  It was not an ordinary chain; running through the links were wires that ran 

from collar to wall and served as the system for keeping the storage batteries in the collar charged. 

As Yelena watched, Marya began stirring.  Her hooded head moved slightly, her right arm 

twitched.  The general said in a low voice, “Oh, we’re just in time!”  Marya flexed her left leg, as if trying 

to raise it, and encountered the resistance of the chains. 

This, Yelena thought to herself, is Marya’s very first hint that something is wrong.  She’s been 

asleep since the helicopter ride.  I’ve known where we are since that awful first interview with the 

general yesterday, since seeing Dimitri’s fury on the video.  But Marya knows nothing of that. 

Obviously confused, Marya swung her head from side to side, and jerked suddenly each of her 

limbs in turn, then all four together. 

In panic, Marya began writhing on the bed, her torso rolling back and forth to the small extent it 

could, pulling on every chain again and again.  The chains were sufficiently taut that she could barely 
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raise her knees or bend her elbows.  Her piercing cries of “Mmmmmmmgf!!!!  Mmmmmmmmmgf!!!!” 

tore at Yelena’s heart. 

Yelena knew what must be going through Marya’s mind, and with a mother’s empathy could 

experience Marya’s terror as her own.  At one moment bored and irritated, riding in a helicopter beside 

her mother.  In the next instant, without transition or explanation, finding herself on her back, stretched 

out in a taut X, naked, unable to move, unable to see, unable to ask what was happening, not knowing 

who was present watching her and what they would do to her. 

And almost certainly, her plaintive mmmmmm’s were attempts to call for her mother. 

Stop it, Yelena told herself again.  Once again she forced her natural emotions down, and 

worked to put the small, anticipatory smile of her character on her face. 

On the screen, Marya was jerking her hips repeatedly, pushing off with her buttocks to bounce 

her hips into the air, jerking hard against the chains at the height of each bounce.  Her body was 

glistening with sweat from both effort and fear. 

In a hoarse voice, Yelena said, “I will be in my room, general.”  She looked him in the eye.  “And I 

will be ready.” 

Shakily, she stood, and left the infirmary.  Two doors down was the room set aside for her own 

use. 

In the room, Yelena sat heavily in the chair in front of the desk.  She glanced briefly at her notes, 

then pushed them aside.  I shouldn’t need those now.  It should all be inside me. 

They had indeed turned on the monitor in Yelena’s room.  Yelena could avert her eyes from her 

daughter’s struggles, but couldn’t avoid hearing Marya’s panicked cries. 

Yelena sat with her elbows on the desk, her head in her hands.  She closed her eyes.  Working to 

summon the character she called Bad Mother.  I’m not Yelena anymore, she told herself.  Keep Yelena 

down in the cellar.  I am Bad Mother. 

She sat motionless, seeking within herself. 

***** 

At the buzz, Rachel opened the door, trying to fix in her mind the strategies she wanted to try 

for oral sex. 

And stopped dead, with a gasp. 

The man entering the room, in pajamas, with a smile of anticipation, was the guard who had 

whipped the Amazon last night, the woman who had been bound in place, helpless to defend herself, 

gagged and unable to beg for mercy or ask how she could earn it, with no clothing to cushion the sting 

of leather slapping against her skin. 

Fear shot through Rachel’s body.  She suddenly couldn’t breathe.  Couldn’t move. 
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She had seen the man as an animal.  A monster.  A sadist with no feelings, no concern for the 

pain of another human being.  Knowing only the joy of inflicting it.  And now Rachel was expected to 

offer herself to him, as if she were in love with him.  Taking joy in his company, in his body, sharing 

smiles and intimacies with him. 

She was surprised to find there were no actual audible sounds in the room.  The clamor in her 

head overwhelmed all, so that she felt sure it was spilling out of her and could be heard all through the 

building. 

One voice within her was screaming, Move!  Cover your hesitation!  Pretend it didn’t happen.  

Pretend that you accidentally tripped over your own feet.  Laugh.  Run to him, take his hand.  Another 

voice shouted that she was in the presence of the most dangerous man she had ever met.  Surely he had 

killed people without a thought.  Run away!  Don’t let him see you! 

The battle for her motor controls froze her in place.  Frantic signals for her feet to move went 

unanswered. 

The guard’s smile went away.  In its place, a frown.  His lips weren’t parted, but somehow it was 

a signal to Rachel equivalent to a wolf baring his teeth.  Still not breathing, she took a step back. 

His mouth a thin, compressed line now, he took a step towards her.  

The voice within trying to get Rachel back on track for giving sexual service lost the battle.  She 

turned and groped blindly for the doorknob, opened the door and shot through it.  It wasn’t locked from 

the inside. 

Above the roaring in her head, she barely heard Alina shouting, “What are you doing?  Go back!  

Take off robe and go to him!”  She pulled off Rachel’s robe herself, then reached for the door, just 

missing it as it sighed shut.  She twisted at the doorknob, and found that the lock had re-engaged. 

Rachel doubled over, her hands covering her ears.  “Stop, just stop!  Everything stop!” 

Alina lifted one of the slats of the blind and peered through.  She uttered a one-syllable Russian 

exclamation in a tone that made its meaning clear in any language.  “He is gone!  Out of room.  Rachel, I 

don’ know how you fix dis!” 

Still hunched over, Rachel moaned, “It’s… I saw him… whipping another girl.  He’s mean, he’s an 

animal…” 

Alina stood in front of Rachel, put her hands over Rachel’s covering her ears, and lifted Rachel’s 

head to look her in the eyes.  “Rachel, dey all use whip!  You saw him.  It could be anot’er.  Dey all do 

dat.  In here dey don’ have whip.  Dey are just men who want sex.” 

Rachel, tears streaming from her eyes, said, “I couldn’t, I just couldn’t.  I’m sorry, I’m so sorry…” 

“You got to tell him sorry.  I don’ know if dat is enough.” 

The door opened, and the guard entered, fully dressed in his uniform now. 

Alina spoke to him in rapid-fire Russian, gesturing at Rachel.  He snapped back at her, also 

pointing to Rachel. 
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Alina turned her head slightly in Rachel’s direction, her eyes flicking to Rachel and then back to 

the guard.  “I tell him dis all very new to you.  You want to learn, to do good job.  Is very hard, you don’ 

do dis before.  He say he take you back to cells now.” 

Rachel’s arms folded in against her body, her hands clenched.  It wouldn’t just be a repeat of last 

night’s horror.  This time, Rachel knew she would be a major player in the guards’ games – with one of 

them furious at her.  “No!!  Please, tell him I’m sorry!  I’ll do him right now!  I’ll give him the best sex 

ever!  Please, please, tell him I’ll do it!” 

Alina looked at her wide-eyed.  “Rachel, he is not in mood!” 

Last night Rachel hadn’t known how tall the man was.  She saw now that he stood more than 

half a head taller than Rachel, rare enough in itself, and with enough mass, all of it muscle, to make 

nearly two Rachels.  She was terrified of being alone with him. 

The guard had already turned to the shelf on which Rachel’s restraints sat.  Rachel shook her 

head violently.  “No!  Nyet!  Nyet!  Please!  Alina, what’s the word for ‘please’?” 

Alina took both Rachel’s hands in hers, then reached up with one to stroke Rachel’s hair.  “Shhh.  

You must calm down.  He will put cuffs on you now.  If you be very quiet, do not resist, maybe he get 

less mad.  You understand?” 

Her lip quivering, Rachel nodded at last.  She wanted so much to fight, to prevent the guard 

putting her back in that same bondage as before, but she had seen last night the result of any such 

resistance.  She imagined, once more, the pain of the whipping the Amazon had taken for trying to defy 

the guards, a whipping administered by this same man standing before her.  And it would be so stupid to 

incur that kind of punishment, when she knew they would be made to release her soon, perhaps not 

tonight, but certainly no later than tomorrow.  It made far more sense to submit now, and wait for the 

freedom she knew would come soon. 

She held up her hands in front of her, and stood with feigned patience as the guard first 

removed the green alarm bracelet, then put the heavy iron bands around her wrists and locked them in 

place.  Inside, she struggled to hold herself in position, wanting instead to turn and run to… nowhere.  

Anywhere safe, away from all of these monsters.  She couldn’t believe she was helping them take away 

her freedom of movement again.  But she lifted each foot in turn for him as he restored the ankle bands, 

working to calm herself with steady reminders that she should be out of here, safe and on the way 

home, by tomorrow.  But tonight…  She knew tonight would be a time she would want to forget.  But 

she knew she’d always remember.  She sighed heavily, seeking internal strength as the guard fastened 

her chains and locked them in place.  Last of all came the hated collar, and with it the feeling of being no 

longer human, merely a dog in a kennel. 

A single tear ran down her cheek as he clipped the leash to her collar, unlocked the door to the 

bedroom with a key from a ring full of them in his pocket, led her through the bedroom and into the 

closet-like outer room. 

Her mind dwelling on images of what tonight would be like, assuming she was not rescued by 

the diplomats she knew must be lighting up telephones on both sides of the world on her behalf, she 
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forgot until too late to watch as the guard punched in the keycode to open the outermost door into the 

hallway.  Well, it doesn’t matter, she thought.  I’m not going to be coming back here.  I won’t see Alina 

again… or any other friendly faces here.  The last realization brought another tear to her eye. 

The thought suddenly struck her that she could free Alina!  When Rachel got home, if she were 

to make public the information that Alina…  Rachel struggled to remember Alina’s last name.  It doesn’t 

matter, she told herself.  How many famous European models named Alina could there be who had 

“died of a drug overdose” two years ago?  People would know who Rachel meant, and that a woman 

they had thought dead was in prison for no valid reason.  Rachel could help get her out! 

As Rachel shuffled her bare feet, in the short steps the hobble chain allowed, along the corridor 

and turned into another behind the guard, her chains clinking, the guard half-turned his head and said, 

“You lucky girl, we pick you for dat.  Now you not lucky.” 

Rachel gasped.  “You speak English!” 

The guard smirked.  “Little bit.  I can say you bitch, in your words and in my words.” 

Rachel desperately tried to remember whether she had said anything to Alina in front of the 

guard that would make her situation still worse.  Playing the last few minutes back in her mind, she 

decided she had not.  She would have addressed the pleading she had done to Alina more directly to 

him if she’d known, but it didn’t really matter.  On the other hand, the question of whether he was still 

angry with her was clearly answered. 

The guard at last turned towards a double swinging door, closed at present, and pushed through 

the right-hand one.  The long, wide room behind the door was cool and humid.  Based on the wet, 

slightly scented soapy smell, Rachel decided it was a shower room.  Along one wall stood a set of short-

handled mops behind an equal number of buckets.  There was a line of what appeared to be shower 

heads hanging from a pipe that ran just below the ceiling, along the center of the room, above a shallow 

trough about a yard wide and a few inches deep, which ended in a drain at its far end. 

Just in front of the opposite wall, across from the one with the mops and buckets, there were 

several raised, flat-topped platforms, cubes of about eighteen inches in dimension, made of what 

appeared to be rough stone, all in a line and close together.  Rachel counted eight of them.  The guard 

led Rachel to the nearest of these, and said tersely, “Sit.”  Rachel quickly seated onto the uncomfortable 

platform. 

The guard knocked brusquely on a nearby door, waited impatiently, and knocked again.  At last 

the door was opened by an elderly, kind-looking man with a patient smile.  The guard spoke to him in 

Russian briefly, and the man nodded, disappeared momentarily, and reappeared to emerge from the 

room with a small device in his hand.  Rachel, suddenly breathing hard, wondered if it was some torture 

implement.  It was good that the man looked friendly.  Rachel wondered if it was the same man who 

took care of supplying Alina’s room. 

The guard said to Rachel, “You stay.  I come back,” and went out through the swinging doors. 

Rachel watched him leave in surprise, and wondered whether she could overpower the older 

man and get away.  Chained as she was, it seemed unlikely, but as old and small as he was, it didn’t 
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seem impossible.  But she had no idea how long the guard would be gone, and knew she would be in 

still more trouble if she resisted.  She decided to wait and see what was happening, and reserved the 

right to fight the old man off if he did anything painful. 

The old man, with a beatific smile, raised the device he was holding, and flipped a switch.  A 

loud buzzing ensued. 

Somehow, within the context of the row of rough seats lined up like those in a salon, together 

with knowing what sort of grooming the authorities here used on the girls, Rachel figured it out before 

he made a move towards her: he was holding a battery-operated hair trimmer. 

No, Rachel thought, oh no, please no.  She began breathing hard and shaking her head, her eyes 

pleading with the old man.  To Rachel it was not only an assault on her self-image as a woman; it would 

also signify her deeper descent into the world of the girls imprisoned here. 

The man spoke softly to her in Russian, in a slightly amused, grandfatherly voice, and cupped the 

top of her head gently with his hand.  It wasn’t a tight grip, but, together with Rachel’s current strategy 

of not fighting and getting herself in deeper trouble, it was enough to stop her. 

With her lip quivering and eyes streaming tears, Rachel sat still as the old man moved his hand 

down, scooped up and handful of hair on the right side of her head, and brought the trimmer up 

underneath it. 

As the trimmer began cutting away long handfuls of her hair, the old man continued speaking 

reassuringly, and without being able to understand him, it nevertheless calmed Rachel somewhat.  It 

wasn’t painful, aside from the trimmer grabbing at bits of her hair on frequent occasions.  Rachel winced 

and moaned as she began seeing more and more thick swatches of long blonde hair piling up in drifts on 

the floor around her.  My hair will grow back, she told herself, repeating it over and over.  And this will 

prove they mistreated me.  Admittedly it was a benign form of mistreatment as these things go, but 

Rachel retained dim hopes she could get through her prison experience without being raped or 

whipped, and this would serve as a painless replacement. 

As the old man worked, the big guard returned, holding something Rachel couldn’t make out 

through the veil of tears. 

After probably less than five minutes, the guard stepped back and switched off the trimmer.  In 

the silence afterward, Rachel could clearly hear a single drip of water from one of the shower heads, 

striking the puddle on the floor of the trough underneath with an almost musical tone.  The old man 

reached out and stroked Rachel’s head with an air of satisfaction.  It felt so, so strange to Rachel to feel 

his hand directly on her scalp.  She was sure she wasn’t bald – she hadn’t seen any women like that, and 

the trimmer didn’t look capable of such a close shave – but it felt as though she was.  Rachel was 

momentarily nauseated, and concentrated on holding onto the contents of her stomach. 

She looked up at the guard, and saw that what he was holding was something familiar and 

appalling to Rachel: that penis shaped gag of the sort she had worn for a time yesterday. 

She shook her head quickly.  “No, please!  I’ll be quiet.  You don’t need that.” 
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The guard smirked.  “Da, yes.  I know you be quiet.”  He held it in front of her and Rachel, still 

following Alina’s advice of non-resistance, opened wide to let him put it in. 

Rachel nearly choked, but gradually readapted to its presence again, without growing at all fond 

of the feeling.  She hated the gag, loathed it.  It held her tongue down, and her saliva flowed out around 

her lips and streamed down her chin.  The guard finished buckling it in place, then tugged on Rachel’s 

leash.  She rose, moaning very softly, and followed him out through the swinging doors. 

She felt a disorientation that she traced to the lack of the familiar feeling of her hair brushing 

the back of her neck.  She wore her hair up on occasion, but she had no sense now of the weight of it, or 

the tension of it pulling at the roots, that usually went with wearing it that way.  She could also feel a 

slight itching on her shoulders, from the short bits of cut hairs that had fallen there, and wished she 

could brush them off. 

After a few turns, they came into familiar territory.  Rachel had known they were headed back 

to the cells, but still her heart sank as she saw the doors, which she now knew to be drawbridges, lining 

the walls of the corridor on both sides. 

By Rachel’s count of the doors, the guard stopped in front of the same one as before, and she 

waited as the drawbridge lowered, then followed the guard across it, her spirits falling farther with 

every step. 

As yesterday, there seemed to be no other girls in any of the cages, or anywhere else in the 

room.  No dogs, no other guards.  Based on what Alina had told her, she understood that the girls must 

at present be participating with their “work teams,” at whatever hard labor they had been assigned.  At 

some point, like yesterday, their work day would be over, and they would all return to the cell block 

again. 

The guard stopped in front of the same cell, fifth on the right, that Rachel had occupied the 

night before.  She sighed miserably, and started to go down on her knees to wait for the guard to open 

the door, but stopped when the guard suddenly said, “Nyet… no!” 

To her surprise, the guard took out a key and opened the padlocks holding her wrist cuffs to the 

chain that connected them to her hobble chain, and said, “Put stomach on top of cell.” 

She spent just a moment puzzling out exactly what he was looking for her to do, and realized he 

wanted her to bend over and rest her upper body on the roof of the cell. 

She began trembling again, feeling sure he was going to rape her now.  But she knew fighting 

would be pointless and only make things worse. 

Her nausea returning, she did as commanded.  The guard, still holding the padlocks, now used 

them to secure the wrist cuffs on her outstretched arms, spread in a wide V, to iron rings at the back of 

the cell’s roof – actually above the cells on either side of Rachel’s, not her own.  She had no doubt the 

rings were there exactly for this purpose. 

She let out another in a seemingly endless string of moans when he bent down and unlocked 

her ankle cuffs from the hobble chain, then took her right ankle and pulled it as far to the right as it 
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would stretch, securing it to one of the bars in the door of the adjacent cell with the padlock that had 

held it to the hobble chain.  As Rachel expected, he took her left ankle and stretched it similarly far to 

the left, securing it to a bar in the door of the adjacent cell on that side.  Rachel could only just touch the 

floor with her toes, and couldn’t put any weight on her widely spread legs, resting all of it on her 

stomach.  She closed her eyes tight, knowing the rape must be coming now. 

Astonishingly, she heard the guard walk away, down the row between the cells.  She opened her 

eyes in time to see him walk across the drawbridge, reaching towards the wall just before exiting 

through the door.  The lights went out in the room, and Rachel realized he had flipped a light switch – 

she hadn’t known there was one, since the lights had been left burning all through last night.  As the 

drawbridge began its clinking ascent towards closure, Rachel mmmmm’d in desperation – her fear of 

rape was suddenly replaced with fear of being alone in the darkness, bound by her metal cuffs in such a 

painfully stretched position.  The guard ignored her, and as the drawbridge closed the light from the 

corridor became a thin glowing slit, before vanishing altogether.  Rachel was left in utter blackness. 

She struggled to try to get any one of her limbs free, finding immediately that it was hopeless.  

She knew she would have to wait here, blind, deaf to any sounds from the outside world, unable to beg 

for help or for mercy.  A feeling of isolation, of being totally alone in a hostile, threatening world, grew 

until it threatened to overwhelm her entire being, driving out all other perceptions. 

And she knew, now, that unless her rescue came very soon, she would be here to face the 

return of all of the guards who worked in this room, at the end of the workday, that she would be a 

major feature of the entertainment for them tonight. 

Please, she thought, please, please, hurry up with those international phone calls.  Get me out 

of here! 
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CHAPTER 10 

Yelena walked down the hallway towards Marya’s room.  Her heart was pounding, her stomach 

jumpy with impending nausea. 

This won’t take long, she reminded herself.  For me, it will help me solidify my character.  My 

first moments onstage, as it were. 

She was determined to make Yelena disappear altogether, if she could.  To let Bad Mother truly 

take over. 

She put the key in the doorknob, feeling a thrill of anticipation.  There, she thought, there’s Bad 

Mother. 

Yelena briefly peeked out from behind Bad Mother, but Bad Mother forced her back down.  

Yelena was willing to be forced down.  This, she reminded herself, yet again, is so that Marya won’t 

suffer the never-ending agony I saw that other woman going through.  The assassin.  Marya will have 

pain enough, but nothing like that.  She would thank me if she knew. 

Yelena opened the door, leaving the key in the knob. 

From the bed, she heard a shocked gasp, followed by almost impossibly rapid breaths, with a 

frightened whimper at every exhalation.  After several hours alone, Marya knew someone had entered 

the room. 

Marya jerked once at the chains, but subsided, knowing the futility of trying to get loose.  She 

tried to communicate in the only way she could, shaking her hooded head slowly back and forth. 

Seeing Marya actually in the flesh – and unwillingly showing so much of that flesh – rather than 

on a television screen, froze Yelena into immobility, as she automatically fought against Bad Mother for 

control.  But Yelena withdrew once more, telling herself once more, I have to do this, I have to.  For 

Marya. 

Yelena, through Bad Mother, made herself walk towards Marya, her feet falling softly, silently.  

She felt sure Marya didn’t know she was this close, as she reached out her hand.  Hesitating a moment 

while working to withdraw herself once more behind Bad Mother, Yelena at last let her fingertips stroke 

Marya’s upper thigh very softly. 

Marya exploded into activity, jerking harder than ever at the chains, every muscle in her body 

standing flexed, quivering with effort, her head shaking violently now, with those same shallow, very 

fast breaths, again accompanied by terrified whimpers. 

Yelena watched through Bad Mother’s eyes, feeling the excitement coursing through Bad 

Mother.  She withdrew her hand from Marya’s thigh and reached higher on Marya’s body, letting the 

backs of her fingers trail upward softly along Marya’s drawn-taut stomach. 

Turning her hand over, Yelena cupped Marya’s right breast, and let her index finger run softly 

back and forth across the nipple, feeling it harden.  Marya had stopped her futile struggling now, her 

whimpers turning into crying. 
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Yelena moved her hand once more, down Marya’s stomach, slowing as it crossed the girl’s 

mound, feeling the prickly stubble of shaved-but-not-recently pubic hair, and then across the labia, 

playing very lightly back and forth across the folds of skin as if they were guitar strings.  Marya tensed 

once more, not pulling at the chains but simply contracting every muscle, all of them, on her arms, her 

legs, her stomach, all standing taut as if illustrating an anatomy text, her breath now held, her whole 

body quivering.  When Yelena pushed one finger inside her daughter, Marya let out a scream such as 

Yelena wouldn’t have thought possible with the gag. 

Yelena, Bad Mother, raised her finger to her lips, sampling the slightly uriny taste, wrinkling her 

nose but licking her finger until the taste was gone. 

This can’t work, Yelena suddenly realized.  Something crucial is missing. 

Marya was still crying as Yelena returned to the door of the room, went through it and closed it 

behind her, locking it up again. 

***** 

How long? Rachel wondered.  How long until they come back and rape me? 

She willed the time to pass slowly, as if her mental efforts alone would help give the outside 

world more time to arrange her release.  They have to get me out of here, she said over and over to 

herself, before the work day is done. 

Rachel recalled that her session in bed with the big guard in Alina’s room had been intended to 

start at eleven o’clock.  It was hard to guess how much time it had taken for her trip back to this cell 

block, with a haircut along the way, and then for the guard to arrange her entrapment in this awful 

position.  Maybe forty minutes, she guessed.  When did the girls and the guards return from whatever 

they did during the day?  Eight o’clock?  That seemed a reasonable guess. 

Oh, Lord, she thought, moaning.  I don’t think even an hour has gone by yet.  So have I got seven 

more hours to go?  More than that? 

Her legs ached intensely already, though she wasn’t putting any weight on them.  Just from the 

tension of being stretched so wide.  Her arms were better designed to be held in such a wide V, but the 

rest of her upper body was in distress.  Her stomach was tired of resting on the rough surface, and her 

lower back ached from her bent-at-the-waist position.  Her breasts, squashed under her, were 

complaining, and she frequently had to work to lift her upper body off the surface, using her elbows 

pressed downward, to give her breasts some relief – and now her elbows, upper arms and shoulders 

were starting to ache from those efforts.  Her jaw hurt terribly from accommodating the gag, around 

which she drooled constantly. 

And she was, by her estimate, not even an eighth of the way through this torment. 

She lifted her head, as she did often, to turn it to rest on the other side.  Even that simple 

movement was starting to cause pain – her neck muscles were getting tired of lifting it by themselves.  

And it added to her misery in another way.  She hated the loss of her hair, and every time she moved 

her head around she was reminded of it.  There was no weight of hair resting on the back of her neck, 
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no hair shifting on her head, brushing her cheeks or nose when she moved.  When the back of her head 

brushed against her shoulders, she could feel the sharp, prickly stubble against her skin. 

She moaned again, miserably. 

In the utter darkness and silence, she felt completely and permanently abandoned, unable to 

believe there was a world outside the cell block, from which someone would come eventually to release 

her, and there was a growing fear inside her that she would be left here until she starved to death.  She 

tried to convince herself that the guards would return, even to hope they would come soon, even if their 

return was accompanied by the physical abuse she knew was coming.  Would rape really be worse than 

this? 

She pushed down with her elbows once more, her breasts feeling momentarily better, at the 

cost of her shoulders screaming at her to stop.  A wave of pain shot down her taut thigh muscles and her 

calves. 

And she suddenly realized her bladder was starting to feel full.  She could hold it for awhile, but 

absolutely not for seven hours. 

She began crying. 

***** 

Yelena burst through the door of the infirmary.  “Doctor Tourachev, it’s not working.  I can’t do 

it.” 

The doctor blinked at the sudden intrusion, then shrugged, as though a beautiful naked woman 

slamming into his office were a daily occurrence.  “Very well.  I will begin preparing your daughter for 

the other punishment.” 

Yelena frowned in puzzlement, not sure immediately what he meant, then gasped, almost 

panicked, when she understood his interpretation of her remarks.  She waved her arms in negation.  

“No, I didn’t mean that!  Of course I will do what I need to do.  But my body isn’t cooperating.” 

It was the doctor’s turn to be puzzled.  “How do you mean?” 

“I… I can act sexually aroused, but my body doesn’t understand the need.  It’s my own daughter!  

I can’t… physically react as if I were attracted to her!  Inside me, I mean.”  She gestured vaguely at her 

crotch.  “It’s not a faucet I can just decide to turn on at the tap.” 

“Ah!!”  The doctor caught her meaning at last.  “You’re not able to lubricate.” 

“Yes, you fool, what did you think I was talking about?  I can’t get wet for her!  And that will give 

it all away!  She’s a woman herself.  She would know the smell, the feeling of it on her skin.  And she’d 

know if it was missing.” 

The doctor replied gently, not taking offense, “I suspected that might be the case.  But I told you 

I have something for that.  Don’t you remember?” 

Yelena thought she now vaguely recalled a comment to that effect, though she’d been in a fog 

at the time.  “Some kind of pill, I think?” 
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The doctor nodded.  “It is closely related to male erectile aids.  It contains some of the same 

active ingredients, in fact.  But it is designed specifically for women.  Among other things, it will increase 

the flow of blood to the genital area.  As a type of conditioned response, it will actually make you feel 

arousal.  You will be, if you will excuse the crudeness, like a bitch in heat.” 

“Even… even for…”  She gestured in the direction of Marya’s room. 

The doctor nodded absently while checking among bottles in a cabinet behind him.  He said, 

almost to himself, “Even for a tree trunk, if it appeared in the right place at the right time.  Ah!”  He 

located the bottle he was looking for, and turned to present it to Yelena.  “Take just one, not more often 

than every six hours.” 

Yelena stopped herself from saying “Thank you” automatically.  The whole situation was one she 

would never feel thankful for.  It is only, she reminded herself, my love for Marya, my need as a mother 

to protect her from the worst these monsters can do, that makes it possible for me to do what I am 

about to do to her. 

As so often, since yesterday, Yelena froze up briefly, unable to force herself to take the next 

step.  But she remembered, as she always did, how much her daughter needed her to be strong.  How 

much Marya needed Yelena to force herself to do the unthinkable. 

Grimly she held out her hand.  “Water.” 

The doctor turned to the sink behind him and ran water into a paper cup.  As he handed it to 

Yelena, he said, “Wait about thirty minutes after you take the pill, before seeing your daughter.  I 

promise your body will be ready.” 

Yelena squeezed her eyes shut and took several deep breaths through her nose.  Then she 

opened the bottle, dropped a pill from it into her hand, slapped it into her mouth and drained the paper 

cup.  Inside, she burned with anger. 

***** 

Rachel squealed in pain, squeezing her eyes shut, though she couldn’t see anything with them 

open.  She clenched her buttocks tightly.  It was hard holding her bladder with her legs spread so wide. 

How much longer? her mind asked repeatedly, desperately.  Can I hold it until… 

She groaned as a sudden thought struck her.  These men are such animals.  They may get off on 

seeing me forced to pee right in front of them.  If I don’t do it now, I’ll probably have to do it with them 

watching.  And laughing. 

Even so, the idea of simply peeing on the floor where she stood was completely beyond her 

imagination.  Animals do that, she thought.  And not even all of them.  Cats seek out an appropriate 

place.  They don’t do it just anywhere.  Dogs can easily be trained to do it where they should. 

A sudden wave of intense pain gripped her crotch.  She continued trying to hold it back, but a 

dribble of urine made a trail down the inside of her left thigh.  She tried to clamp down, but she could 

feel the muscles quivering, losing the battle to hold it in. 
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With a moan of despair, she let go.  Relief surged through her body, if not her mind, and she 

could hear the splattering on the floor between her legs, loud in the otherwise total silence. 

It seemed to run out of her forever.  As the pressure slowly vanished, she felt a physical well-

being that almost made her forget the other pains elsewhere in her body.  Until the ache in her thigh 

muscles reminded her. 

When the flow finally stopped, she lay inert, feeling fully both the relief and the shame.  Seconds 

later, the pungent smell of urine attacked her nose. 

She felt a coolness under the toes of her left foot, on the floor.  When she wriggled her toes, she 

could hear a soft, wet sound.  Her foot was far from the spot where the urine had landed, but the 

extensive puddle had reached to that distance.  She was standing in her own piss. 

She let out yet another groan.  With effort, she pulled her left foot up.  She had to split her legs 

even a little more, pushing her left thigh outward so the padlock holding her left ankle in place could 

slide a small distance up the cage bar.  In less than a minute every muscle in her left leg was screaming 

at her to stop.  She had to put her foot back down and stand again in the puddle of her own urine. 

She began crying again. 

***** 

Yelena finished applying her makeup, and gave her throat a light spray of perfume.  She pressed 

her lips together to smooth out the lip gloss, and examined her eye shadow.  She nodded.  She hadn’t 

made the effort to look this stunning in a long while. 

To Yelena’s left, the television monitor on the wall showed Marya on her bed.  Marya had 

calmed down, inevitably – there was no give in the chains, nothing she could do to get free of them, and 

she lay still.  It was impossible to tell whether she was asleep. 

Yelena sighed, closed her eyes, and made herself stand up.  It has to be done.  I determine when 

the curtain goes up, but I can’t wait forever.  I can’t delay this any longer.  They’ll only give me so long. 

Besides, the pill was definitely working.  The tingling between Yelena’s legs made her want to 

move.  To touch something, or someone, to rub against that something or someone.  Not that she put it 

to herself in those words.  She was barely conscious of the need.  But it was urgent. 

After the short walk down the hallway, Yelena paused at the door of Marya’s room, taking a 

slow breath, summoning Bad Mother.  This is it, she thought, with butterflies in her stomach.  She felt as 

she had, long ago, on the opening night of stage plays.  Much more nerve-wracking than for her movies, 

where they could simply reshoot a botched scene.  This is more important than any of those, Yelena 

thought.  I have to get it right. 

Just let the performance get started.  I’m always okay then, she reminded herself.  Lost in my 

character. 

She unlocked the door and opened it. 
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Again, Marya reacted in instant terror, her body spasming in instinctive escape reflex, hopelessly 

frustrated by the chains, her breath running in and out almost faster than the air could move. 

Yelena closed the door softly, and ran to the bed.  She stroked the hood covering Marya’s head, 

firmly enough for the girl to feel it, and crooned, “There, it’s okay, it’s okay!  Darling, it’s me!  It’s me!” 

Marya stopped moving suddenly, though her breath couldn’t settle down immediately.  As she 

began to catch her breath, she said against the gag, “Mmmm?  Mmmm?” 

Yelena sat on the bed and moved both hands under Marya’s head to lift it gently off the bed.  

The bed, like Yelena’s, had no sheets, only the canvas surface of the mattress.  The surface anywhere 

near Marya was soaked with her sweat.  “Hold still, darling.  Let me get this off you.”  Yelena unfastened 

the buckle of the hood around Marya’s neck, and pulled the zipper upward behind her.  With the back of 

the hood open, she peeled the front of it away from Marya’s face, carefully working the gag out of the 

girl’s mouth.  Marya’s hair was plastered to her head, soaked in sweat.  Yelena smoothed it, again 

stroking her daughter’s head. 

Marya slowly closed the O of her mouth, winced and said “Ow!”, and blew out past her lips, as if 

they were numb.  She worked her jaw briefly, then stared up at Yelena.  “Mom!  Get me out of this!”  

She shook her arms, jingling the chains.  “Do you have a key?  I think…”  Her eyes widened, looking her 

mother up and down.  “Mom!  Where are your clothes??  Did they do this to you too?  How did you get 

away?  Never mind, never mind.  Tell me later.  Just get me out of this!”  She shook her legs along with 

her arms this time, as though Yelena couldn’t see the chains holding her. 

Yelena smiled – Bad Mother smiled – and said softly, “Hush, honey.  Everything is going to be 

fine.  Calm down.  It’s all okay.”  She leaned down and kissed Marya on the lips.  Gently holding the sides 

of Marya’s head with both hands, she moved her lips against Marya’s, her mouth opening wider. 

Marya calmed briefly at the start of the kiss, accepting the sign of affection as natural under the 

circumstances.  In a short time she tensed up again, seeming at that point to realize that the kiss had 

gone far beyond the purely maternal.  She closed her lips tightly and jerked her head to the side, 

Yelena’s soft grip not strong enough to stop her movement.  “Mom!  I’m glad to see you too, but just get 

me free.  Please?” 

Yelena breathed slightly faster.  The kiss had felt so good.  The tingling between her legs was 

almost a buzzing now, accompanied by the promised flow of sexual fluids making the walls of her vagina 

slide frictionlessly as she moved.  Within herself, Yelena knew it was the pill doing its job.  But Bad 

Mother didn’t think about it.  She only felt. 

Yelena gripped the top of Marya’s head firmly with one hand, and leaned down to kiss her 

again, while her other hand cupped Marya’s breast, fingers squeezing very gently. 

Marya shook herself free again, and said, her voice now shaking.  “Mom!  What are you…”  She 

gasped suddenly, and continued in a stunned voice, “Was that you, before?  Did you come in here 

awhile ago?”  She stared at Yelena, wondering if it was really possible that the petrifying sexual assault 

she’d experienced had been done by her own mother. 
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Yelena/Bad Mother smiled again.  “Yes, that was me, dear.  I was just playing a little game with 

you.” 

Marya’s mouth dropped wide open.  “Mom!  It’s not funny!  What’s wrong with you?” 

Yelena laughed.  “Nothing’s wrong, darling.  In fact, everything’s right, finally.  I’m doing what 

I’ve always wanted to do.  This is what you were born for.” 

Marya stared in silence for a moment, then gave up trying to process that comment.  She 

repeated, “This isn’t funny.  Get… me… LOOSE!”  She jerked hard at all of the chains holding her. 

Yelena turned on the bed, swinging her leg over and straddling Marya, her knees on either side 

of Marya’s hips.  Out of the corner of her eye, she saw one of the cameras, its silent, immobile eye 

watching.  That is, she saw the place where she knew the camera to be.  Marya would almost certainly 

not notice it, nor the other two in the room.  The one on the wall to Yelena’s left was behind the glass 

covering of a metal-framed modern art painting, consisting of circles of various sizes and colors, one of 

the circles being the camera lens.  It was impossible detect its presence without knowing it was there.  

Another camera directly behind Yelena, and a third one in the ceiling above the bed, were equally 

cleverly camouflaged. 

Though Yelena was conscious of the perverted, hateful monster receiving the cameras’ images, 

still somehow their presence helped steady her.  They reminded her that it was all an act, a 

performance.  And she held desperately to the lie she had concocted for herself – that Marya was 

performing too.  Deep within, at the center of herself where her connection to the real world lived, 

Yelena knew how horrified Marya was.  She knew Marya had no idea what was happening.  But within 

the character of Bad Mother, there was a lie Yelena had created that was needed to make her 

performance possible: that Marya was playing a character as well, that she was merely performing, 

acting out lines written for her as part of her role as Victimized Daughter.  Marya, so Yelena’s fabrication 

went, had inherited the instincts of an actress from her mother.  And she could be trusted to maintain 

her character, with no breaks.  No matter how much Marya protested, no matter what Yelena did to 

her, Yelena could, as part of her own character, believe that Marya’s behavior was all part of the show. 

The knowledge that Marya’s world was coming undone, that she was being betrayed and 

attacked by the one person she trusted more than anyone in her life… 

Yelena would thrust that knowledge under the surface, to be acknowledged only when she was 

alone. 

Yelena, on her hands and knees above her daughter, looked down into Marya’s eyes.  “I can’t let 

you go yet, dear.  I knew this would be confusing to you.  I knew you’d resist, at first.  I know you as well 

as any mother can know her child.  So I had to make sure you wouldn’t run away.”  She lowered her 

voice to a throaty whisper.  “I had to make sure you’d stay with me long enough so you can see how 

good we can be together.” 

She cradled Marya’s head in her hands again, and bent down to kiss her. 

As before, Marya clamped her lips tightly shut, and violently swung her head from side to side.  

“Mom, STOP it!” 
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Yelena raised herself to arms’ length above Marya again.  She gave her daughter an indulgent 

smile.  In the same tone of voice she had long ago used to coax smiles from Marya when she was crying, 

she said, “I want a real kiss, darling.  The kind we were always meant to have.”  Her voice became more 

husky suddenly, as if full of physical need.  “The kind I’ve waited so many years for.” 

Marya was still shaking her head.  “Mom, stop it!  This is…” She suddenly stopped herself.  

Whatever word she had been about to use – crazy, sick, disgusting – Marya seemed suddenly conscious 

of how helpless she was to defend herself if she made her mother angry.  This suddenly unknown 

woman, whom Marya had thought she had known all her life, could hurt Marya very badly if her 

unexplained insanity turned violent, and there would be nothing Marya could do about it. 

In a shaky, tentative voice, Marya said, “Mom, I think you need to… talk to somebody.  

Somebody who can… help you see what you’re doing.  This isn’t right.  Somewhere inside, you know 

that, don’t you?”  Her eyes pleaded with Yelena. 

Oh, my darling, Yelena thought, if you only know what was going on inside me. 

To Marya’s obvious relief, Yelena lifted her right leg and swung away from her, to the side of the 

bed, and stood up beside the bed.  Marya held Yelena’s eyes and gave her an encouraging nod, clearly 

thinking Yelena was taking her advice. 

Behind the footboard of the bed, coming across from the bedposts, the chains holding Marya’s 

ankles circled a reel with a hand crank.  The doctor had explained the crank’s function to Yelena. 

Yelena used the crank now.  As she turned it by hand, more of each chain wound around the 

reel.  Marya’s feet were pulled farther down the bed, nearer the bedposts, her legs pulled apart even 

wider.  As on a medieval rack, Marya’s body was stretched painfully. 

Marya screamed, knowing her arms would be pulled out of her shoulder sockets if her mother 

kept turning the crank.  “Okay!!  Okay!!  You can kiss me.  Kissing is nice…  Stop, please stop!!!” 

Yelena smiled and returned the crank to its original position, locking it in place.  “I knew you’d 

understand.  Touching and making love is so much better than hurting.” 

Marya’s eyes went instantly wide at the suggestion, not quite brought into the open before, that 

her mother wanted much more than just a kiss.  Then her expression suddenly changed, in a very subtle 

way.  Perhaps only Yelena knew Marya well enough to catch the look and know it for what it was: 

Marya’s I-want-something-you-might-not-want-to-give-me face, a wide-eyed, innocent, adorable 

expression that was never easy to resist.  Yelena had failed often in the past to resist it, even after 

vowing to do so.  “Mom,” Marya began quietly, “If you’ll let me go, so I can use my arms and legs, use 

my hands, use…” she dropped her voice into a still softer, conspiratorial tone, “…my fingers, then we can 

really make love.  That’s what you want, isn’t it?  Just let me go, and then tell me how you like to be 

touched.”  Marya’s voice was a near whisper now.  “I’ll make you forget any men you’ve ever had…”  

She paused barely perceptibly, apparently just now realizing that the circumstances were suggesting 

that her mother had, perhaps, always been at least as interested in women as in men, “…or any woman.  

I’ll make you go places you’ve never been before.  I’ll give you everything you want.”  She modified her 
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expression gradually, from the standard please-Mom face to a sexually provocative one, her eyelids half-

lowered, her lips parted, tongue gently licking the lower one lightly. 

Yelena did feel herself weakening.  Marya couldn’t really escape, after all.  She didn’t realize 

how completely trapped she was, that eyes besides Yelena’s were watching her at this moment, and 

that in any case the properties of the collar Marya was wearing would prevent her from getting away 

even if there were no other obstacles to her freedom. 

But Marya had no clue about the forces at work determining her mother’s behavior, and how 

crucial it was to Yelena that she fight off any type of weakness, for Marya’s sake.  Yelena had one goal 

above all: to keep Marya out of that agonizing hell into which she would plunge if Yelena failed in her 

performance here.  And in any case, Yelena was required to stay in control at all times.  She might have 

considered letting Marya free of the chains at this point, and Marya would find out about the collar as 

soon as she started trying to escape the room.  But now that Marya had asked for freedom, it was 

impossible to give it to her.  Yelena was prohibited from yielding an ounce of control to Marya. 

Yelena pushed away the moment of weakness.  She met Marya’s smile with one of her own.  “I 

have everything I want already, darling.”  She reached down and touched the crank. 

Marya’s eyes shot open wide, remembering vividly the pain of the rack.  “Okay!!  Okay!  I’m 

okay like this.  We can make love this way.  I never tried… with…”  She shook her arms, rattling the 

chains.  “I mean, it’s kinky, right?  But it could be fun like this.”  Her eyes begged Yelena not to hurt her 

again. 

Yelena grinned.  “I’m so glad you think that.  I knew you would.”  She came around to the side of 

the bed and crawled back over Marya again, this time letting herself down onto Marya’s body, stomach 

to stomach, breasts to breasts, mound to mound.  She took Marya’s head in her hands again, and 

pressed her lips against Marya’s. 

Though the drug-induced tingling in Yelena’s crotch had been present throughout, Yelena had 

been conscious of it only as a tool, making use of it as an actress, as her motivation to press Marya for a 

sexual response to her overtures.  Yelena had been relying on it to help her look (and feel, and smell) 

the part of a woman with a need for sexual gratification. 

But suddenly, with her mound in contact with another warm, soft, moving body, the arousal 

crossed a threshold and took control of Yelena in a way she had not thought possible.  The awareness 

that the body beneath her was Marya’s receded.  She felt only the need overwhelming her. 

The need was followed by a wave of shame that almost destroyed the cooperation between 

Yelena and her character, “Bad Mother.”  Oh my God, wailed Yelena within herself, I know it’s the drug, 

but even so I still never thought I could want my own daughter sexually.  But I do want her, I want her, I 

want her so much!  

The tingling between Yelena’s legs was increasing in pitch, leaving her not far from uncontrolled 

rape. 
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But I have to trust Bad Mother, Yelena told herself.  She won’t want to damage a… sex partner.  

She might hurt Marya.  But the physical hurt will be temporary.  The hurt to Marya’s soul…  Yelena 

wasn’t sure that would heal.  But I have to do it, she told herself.  I have to.  For her. 

She let Bad Mother take over once more. 

Breathless, Yelena gasped out, “Open your mouth, darling.  A kiss, a real kiss.”  

With a brief whimper and an even briefer nod, Marya opened her mouth in a wide O, and 

Yelena covered it with her own mouth.  As their lips moved together, Yelena used her tongue to rub 

Marya’s, sighing with excitement over which her control was lost. 

She spread her legs apart, as widely as Marya’s, wider.  Resting her thighs across Marya’s, 

Yelena bent her knees so that the soles of her feet could stroke Marya’s shins, slowly up and down.  She 

let go of Marya’s head with her hands, and stretched out her arms along Marya’s, taking Marya’s hands 

in her own, interlacing her fingers with Marya’s.  More than in any previous sexual encounter in her life, 

Yelena’s consciousness was concentrated, all of it, on the body of her partner, the feel of her own skin 

rubbing the skin of her partner everywhere it possibly could, of her mouth locked with her partner’s, 

pushing her tongue deeply into her partner’s mouth, licking the backs of her partner’s teeth with it.  And 

between Yelena’s legs… 

Yelena had rarely needed to put her fingers inside herself while masturbating, and had certainly 

never required a phallus inside her, real or plastic.  She usually only had to rub herself hard from 

outside.  When she was aroused enough, simply flicking her fingers back and forth across her labia was 

enough. 

Twisting her hips forward, Yelena found that she could bring her labia around to rub Marya’s 

mound directly.  She could feel the sexual juices almost gushing out of her.  She had never felt so 

aroused.  She gripped Marya’s hands more tightly, pushed her tongue still deeper into Marya’s mouth.  

Marya was making small whimpers of protest, but was apparently afraid of resisting any more. 

Yelena rubbed the front of her crotch hard against Marya, faster, still faster.  She felt the 

burning of Marya’s stubbly pubes scratching against her own smoother skin, and it excited her still 

more. 

She had absolutely no conscious memory, for now, that she had been coerced by forces outside 

herself into this sexual violation of her daughter.  Her own body, and the drug coursing through her 

veins, were completely in charge now. 

The explosion that shook her body was beyond any she had ever felt before, waves of heat and 

cold shooting outward from her crotch to all parts of her body.  She threw her head back and cried out, 

again and again every time she exhaled, her fingers clenching against Marya’s in a death grip.  Marya’s 

cries were of pain. 

Slowly, on their own, Yelena’s cries softened, became only gasps, and at last simply hard 

breaths.  The heat remained, and Yelena felt her sweat mixing with Marya’s to make their stomachs 

stick together.  Farther down, near their crotches, Yelena’s own juices made their skins nearly 

frictionless together. 
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Her body returning to her conscious control, Yelena hurriedly reminded herself that she must 

maintain her character.  The shame and disgust at what she had just done billowed suddenly within her, 

almost overwhelming her, but she knew couldn’t show any hint of it on her face.  She pushed Bad 

Mother forward once more and hid behind her. 

Smiling down at her daughter, Yelena saw that Marya’s eyes were staring up at her, a look of 

pure disbelief and shock on her face.  Yelena made herself giggle, and leaned down to take Marya’s left 

breast in her mouth and suck on it briefly.  Marya flinched away slightly, but then lay still, well aware by 

now of the pointlessness of struggling. 

Yelena sat up and sighed.  “Your skin tastes so nice.  Just the way I always imagined it.”  She 

leaned over again for another long kiss on Marya’s lips, more tender than passionate this time, and 

stood.  “I’m going to go make some arrangements.  I’ll be back soon, darling.”  As if unable to stop 

herself, Yelena bent to kiss Marya one last time, pushing her tongue between Marya’s half-heartedly 

clenched teeth, then turned and walked to the door. 

Marya gasped and jerked at the chains.  In a wavery voice, she pleaded, “Mom, let me go.  

Please!” 

Without looking back, Yelena went out through the door, closed it, and locked it behind her.  

And froze, in the empty corridor. 

She swam up out of her character.  Back to Yelena.  A mother who loved her daughter dearly. 

Suddenly her mind went back to her own teenaged years.  Remembering the huge battles with 

her own mother.  Remembering how she had become allergic to physical affection from her mother, 

had pushed her mother away when her mother tried to hug her, those same gentle hugs mother had 

been bestowing on Yelena all her life. 

And Yelena, inhabiting her younger self as she stood in the hallway outside Marya’s room, could 

sense within herself exactly how she would have felt if her own mother had tried to seduce her, had 

presented herself naked to Yelena and declared her sexual need for her. 

Not yet having taken a step away from the door, Yelena bent double at the waist, her hands 

over her eyes, and took several gasping breaths, with her mouth wide open so the gasping couldn’t be 

heard, in case any sounds should carry through the door to Marya.  Her legs went weak, and she nearly 

fell. 

Knowing she couldn’t hold herself in check much longer, she straightened up, her eyes 

streaming tears, and walked slowly down the hall, concentrating on standing, walking, and nothing else. 

When she opened the door to her own room, she thought for a moment someone was in it, but 

realized quickly it was only the sound coming from the monitor.  Yelena didn’t want to look, but her eyes 

were drawn to it anyway.  She saw Marya, stretched out by the chains, her whole body quaking, and the 

sound Yelena had been hearing from the speakers was Marya crying, in a way Yelena hadn’t heard since 

Marya was five or six. 
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Yelena threw herself on her own bed, buried her face in her arms, and let go the emotions she’d 

been holding in.  Crying in the same way Marya was. 

General Karozki watched the two women on a split-screen monitor in his own office.  He rarely 

smiled while alone, as his smiles were usually purely for show and effect, but he did so now.  He 

muttered to himself, “I’m sure the president will be pleased.” 
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CHAPTER 11 

Rachel sucked in her breath, her heart suddenly pounding, as she heard a noise from the 

direction of the drawbridge.  Seconds later, a rectangle of light outlined the bridge, widening as the 

bridge began its creaking descent. 

Oh shit oh shit oh shit! ran like a chant through Rachel’s mind.  She began whimpering 

helplessly.  She felt sure she was about to be raped, and there was nothing she could do to stop it. 

She squeezed her eyes tightly shut against a sudden blinding light, as the room’s lights were 

turned on after hours of darkness.  She tried to keep them closed, steeling herself against pain soon to 

come, but an opposing impulse won out, a need to see and judge what was happening and what was 

about to. 

Opening her eyes, gradually wider as they became accustomed to the lighting, she saw a guard 

walking across the bridge, the image turned sideways with her head down on the roof of her cell.  The 

guard was followed, unexpectedly, by two women, naked, chained, and shackled as were all of the 

prisoners Rachel had seen other than Alina, each pushing what looked like an upright oil drum on 

wheels. 

The guard stopped momentarily, his eyes widening in surprise when he saw Rachel, and then he 

chuckled, his mouth turning up into a smile.  It wasn’t the kind of smile that suggested to Rachel that she 

herself was going to find anything amusing. 

The guard muttered to himself in a language Rachel now knew to be Russian, then turned and 

said something to the unsmiling women, gesturing them forward into the room.  They came, pulling the 

oil drums with them. 

While one of the girls walked past Rachel with her drum, to the wall at the end of the aisle 

between the rows of cells, the other busied herself uncoiling what looked to Rachel like a garden hose, 

which had hung from a hook on the rim of her drum.  All of the work either girl was doing was made 

awkward by the cuffs and chains, which Rachel decided must restrain the prisoners at almost all times – 

she had thought the women would at least be freed for work, but she saw that was not the case.  

Nothing these women were doing required separating their hands or lifting them above their waist.  

Rachel supposed their restraints might be eased when it became really necessary.  Or, as Rachel had 

seen last night, when it was part of a “game.” 

The first of the women shuffled behind Rachel, her chains clinking, and Rachel’s self-

consciousness and embarrassment shot off the scale, as she helplessly displayed herself, bent over and 

showing the most private of all her parts to the eyes of a woman she had never met.  The woman 

showed little interest in the view.  The guard, however, standing at the entrance to the aisle, seemed 

very interested indeed.  His initial surprise seemed to have spent itself, and Rachel supposed that the 

guard understood that Rachel had been left here for the entertainment of anyone who happened by.  

His arms folded across his chest, he looked Rachel up and down, nodding slightly, the smile never 

leaving his face. 
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Rachel had to lift her head to turn away from his gaze, and now saw that the woman who had 

walked behind her was kneeling in front of one of the cells at the end.  Each cell’s floor was about three 

inches higher than the floor of the aisle, and Rachel now saw that there was something like a drawer 

underneath each cell – the woman had just pulled one of them out, and did the same at the adjacent 

cell. 

Each drawer contained – of course, thought Rachel, I should have realized – a wide, shallow 

bowl, lined with pine straw, accounting for the aroma Rachel had detected the night before from the 

“toilet hole” in her cell.  One by one, the woman began emptying the contents of each bowl into her oil 

drum: by the smells drifting towards Rachel, the straw was soaked in urine and, in some cases, feces. 

The guard suddenly said something sharply, and Rachel, her heart pounding, turned her head to 

look back at him.  She saw that he was pointing towards the floor behind Rachel.  Oh, no, thought 

Rachel, my urine puddle.  She tried to shrink into herself.  Is he going to punish me for that? she asked 

herself plaintively. 

As the guard finished speaking, both women, to Rachel’s astonishment, knelt on the floor 

behind Rachel.  Rachel lost sight of them, but heard slurping sounds. 

Oh my God! thought Rachel.  He’s making them suck up the puddle of piss like human vacuum 

cleaners! 

I have to remember all this, she told herself, every event, every little detail.  Not like I’d forget 

seeing prisoners ordered to drink urine from the floor, but I have to remember to tell all these things.  

There are so many violations of basic human rights here.  I have to tell every one of them to the State 

Department, to make them see how urgent the problem is.  They just can’t take a not-our-business 

attitude.  They have to be so appalled that they can’t help but act.  They have to free all of these women 

from this nightmare! 

Both women now returned to what they had been doing.  Rachel could see, to her left, the one 

who had been emptying the toilet bowls underneath the cells, kneeling once more to pull out another 

drawer, as she half-consciously rubbed her lips against her shoulder, in alternation with licking them, 

obviously to try to eliminate the taste rather than to prolong it.  The woman arrived at the cell next to 

Rachel’s, and she stopped and looked at the guard: Rachel’s foot was in the way of the drawer.  Irritably, 

the guard said something and gestured to her.  The woman, biting her lip, looked Rachel in the eye with 

an apologetic expression, knelt down and took hold of Rachel’s ankle, lifting it upward, the padlock 

holding it sliding upward along the cell bar, so she could slide the drawer out underneath it.  Rachel, as 

appalled as she was that this unknown woman was not only seeing her naked but now touching her, 

also had a strong sense of being an object, a mere piece of furniture in the room to be moved around at 

will. 

The woman had no trouble sliding out the drawer under Rachel’s own cell – her feet weren’t 

blocking that one – then repeated the process of lifting up Rachel’s foot, the other one, for the next cell. 

The second woman went to the far wall to attach the hose to a faucet projecting out of the wall, 

then started collecting the trays and brought them, one by one, to the head of the aisle between cells.  
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She returned to the faucet and turned the water on, taking the hose and directing the stream at the 

floor between cells, the spaces under the cells, and within the cells themselves. 

Rachel felt a few droplets before the stream reached her, and flinched, at first taking them to be 

hot, before she realized the stinging was from cold instead.  The source for the water was almost surely 

snowmelt which, though it probably had warmed a little in a holding tank before use, felt freezing to 

Rachel.  Rachel screamed when the woman, after looking questioningly at the guard and hearing his 

verbal reply, directed the stream straight at Rachel. 

Rachel squealed and tried desperately to get away, despite having spent fruitless hours trying to 

free herself.  She couldn’t breathe, it was so cold, so cold!  The woman sprayed her legs, her buttocks, 

her back, her head, moving the stream several times up and down Rachel’s body – unnecessarily, 

obviously at the command of the guard, since she hadn’t been spraying the roofs of any of the other 

cells.  Finally, to Rachel’s intense relief, the woman moved along and finished cleaning the remaining 

cells, leaving Rachel to shiver violently, gradually getting her breath back.  Her teeth chattering, Rachel 

flexed all her muscles over and over, not to escape now, but simply to generate some body heat. 

As the woman went back to the faucet to turn off the water, disconnect the hose and start 

recoiling it, Rachel felt a glimmer of hope that the guard and girls, nearly finished, would leave soon.  

The woman replaced the hose on the hook on the drum.  The water, Rachel saw, was gradually flowing 

towards a drain in the floor underneath the faucet. 

The guard spoke again, startling Rachel – she would have thought the women knew what they 

were supposed to be doing.  One woman was in Rachel’s field of vision at that moment, and gave the 

guard a pained look and a miniscule, probably unconscious shake of her head.  Rachel heard the other 

squeak in surprise, perhaps protest. 

But they both knew better than to defy the guard.  Rachel groaned as both women knelt behind 

her, knowing she wasn’t going to like what was coming. 

Rachel jerked as each put a hand on her thigh first, an instant before she felt their tongues, each 

tentative at first, then, with resignation, more fully in contact, on her buttocks, each woman taking one 

of them.  Rachel could tell it was their tongues, by the cool feeling each left trailing behind as they 

licked. 

To Rachel, the sensation was of a series of electrical shocks that went on and on, shooting 

outward from the soft, wet touches, the shocks going down her legs and up her back.  The sensations 

made her legs weak, and set her in motion again in renewed attempts to get away.  She could feel her 

face reddening – two women, women!, licking her in such an intimate way.  She realized she was about 

to pee again, and it was almost beyond her power to stop it, but she fought for control, not wanting the 

women forced to lick it up from the floor again. 

She felt suddenly sure that, if she remained a prisoner here long enough, at some point she 

would be on the giving end of such treatment, not just the receiving end.  She remembered those two 

women from the night before.  Rachel would find herself forced to kiss another woman, or even…  She 

groaned, pushing the disgusting image out of her mind. 
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The guard spoke again, sharply but with a laugh in his voice, and the women, to Rachel’s relief, 

backed away.  The relief turned instantly to terror when the guard himself came to stand behind her, 

and Rachel heard the clear sound of a zipper being pulled down. 

No!  No!  Rachel, unintelligibly against the gag and in the wrong language anyway, pleaded with 

him to go away, to leave her alone, please don’t, please don’t! 

She stiffened when something wider than a finger probed between her buttocks.  She tried 

desperately to clench them together, but could feel his hands easily separate them, and felt the 

something-wider-than-a-finger explore more deeply in the valley between.  No! she screamed, not 

there, not there! 

With a sharp thrust, he was in, and Rachel felt a pain in a place she’d never imagined being 

touched by another person.  He backed away and thrust again, and established a rhythm of pushing in 

and pulling out, the muscles of her rectum trying hard to expel him but not able to. 

It was all so foreign to how Rachel had thought the world worked.  She thought of herself as a 

person of power, a competent woman who could find her way through the complexity of the twenty-

first century world and establish her own place in it.  No part of that conception of herself visualized a 

man using her rectum for his own physical pleasure, with Rachel absolutely unable to do anything about 

it. 

After an interval of forever or about one minute – Rachel perceived it both ways – the guard 

grunted and gave one last hard push, his hips pressed tight against her buttocks, then with a sigh, 

withdrew at last.  Rachel felt her anus, perversely, trying to hold him, not letting go, until he finally came 

out with an audible pop, leaving a slimy feeling behind, the slime leaking slowly out of her. 

Rachel, crying, barely noticed the women finishing the task they had come for, one of them 

replacing the pine straw in the bowls with a fresh supply from the second of the two oil drums, the 

other putting them back in the drawers and closing the drawers up, again lifting Rachel’s feet, one after 

the other, for the cells on either side.  The women, and the guard, walked away at last.  Rachel, through 

her tears, took a last look at the guard’s face.  I have to remember later, she told herself.  I have to tell 

people.  He has to pay.  Maybe I’ll be released tonight, before anyone else rapes me.  Maybe he’ll be the 

only one.  But I have to make him, at least, pay for what he did to me. 

A minute later, after the guard pulled down the light switch, the drawbridge was raised and 

closed, plunging Rachel once more into total darkness, alone.  She wished she could somehow push 

what had just happened out of her mind, but her butt still burned and ached.  In a sense, the violation 

was still happening.  She didn’t feel cold anymore.  But she continued shivering. 

***** 

Yelena paused with her hand on the doorknob, taking a deep breath.  She felt sick to her 

stomach, knowing she was going to have to sink deeper into the pit during this session.  She’d put it off 

as long as she could, but General Karozki had spoken over the intercom to her room, insisting that she 

continue with the operation. 
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She’d spent twenty minutes staring at Marya on the monitor in her room.  Marya was struggling 

fitfully, occasionally, and lying motionless for long stretches in between, sniffling and frequently bursting 

into tears.  Yelena’s heart broke with each sob from her daughter. 

Now, at the door to Marya’s room, Yelena summoned Bad Mother once more.  She felt a slight 

tingling beginning, from her latest pill.  It had only been four hours since her first one, and she 

remembered the doctor telling her to wait for six.  But she didn’t know how long this session would last, 

and she didn’t want to run out of artificial sexual energy in the middle of it. 

Squeezing her eyes shut one more time, to build up her determination to continue, Yelena 

opened the door.  

Entering, she saw Marya convulse, not expecting her, fearing her return.  My daughter is 

terrified of me, she thought, her spirits hitting bottom.  Well, that’s what they want, isn’t it? 

Marya strained against the restraints still holding her in a taut X.  Her voice shaking, she said, 

“Mom, let me go.  Please?  You know this isn’t right.  You’re…”  She paused, obviously considering how 

to talk to her mother without dangerously offending her.  “Mom, I won’t tell anybody.  I know you’ll do 

the right thing.  You need help.  You know that, don’t you?” 

Yelena withdrew under Bad Mother again.  Bad Mother smiled for her.  “This is the right thing.  

The only right thing.  You’ll see that, dear.  Actually, I did come to let you go, but only if you promise to 

stay and listen.  When you hear what I made you for, you’ll understand.” 

Marya’s face brightened, hearing only one thing in what her mother had said.  “You’ll let me 

go?” 

Yelena smiled again.  “Of course, dear.  I don’t want you like this.  I only held you here so you’d 

wait and listen to me.  You won’t run away now, will you?” 

Marya shook her head vehemently.  “I won’t run.” 

Yelena walked over to the bed and patted Marya’s leg.  “I knew you’d understand.”  With the 

key she was holding, she reached down to unlock the padlock securing Marya’s right foot to the chain, 

then the left. 

Marya drew her legs together, and tried to look as encouraging as she could.  “You won’t be 

sorry, Mom.  I promise.” 

Yelena released Marya’s right wrist, and then her left.  Last of all, the lock securing the chain to 

her metal collar.  The collar, as well as the handcuffs and ankle shackles, remained, but no longer 

attached to anything. 

Watching Yelena carefully, Marya sat up, rubbed her wrists on either side of the cuffs, and drew 

her legs towards her, stretching in various directions to relieve the kinks in her muscles.  Without any 

visible warning, she suddenly sprang from the bed and bolted for the door, as Yelena had been sure she 

would. 
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Yelena stood, not hurriedly, and curled the fingers of her left hand inward.  When Marya 

stopped at the door, frantically grasping the knob, Yelena used her middle finger to press the red button 

in the middle of her palm. 

Marya stiffened instantly, emitting a squeal, then began falling.  Yelena had made sure she was 

close enough to catch Marya before her head hit the floor.  Yelena eased her daughter to the floor, 

laying her gently on her back.  Then she went to the bureau at the side of the room, pulling out two 

padlocks. 

As Marya lay with her eyes staring at her mother, her mouth twitching as if she wanted to speak 

but couldn’t, Yelena pulled Marya’s hands behind her back and locked her wristcuffs together, then did 

the same with the cuffs at her ankles.  She put her arms under Marya’s armpits and pulled her, Marya’s 

feet dragging along the floor, to the couch at far end of the room, grunting with the effort of lifting 

Marya up onto the cushion into a sitting position. 

Yelena had been assured she had about two minutes, but a little sooner than that, Marya began 

twitching, her muscles starting to work again.  I’ll have to remember that, thought Yelena.  In the future, 

if I have to paralyze Marya again, I’ll need to work quickly.  Or be ready to shock her again.  The collar 

should be good for four more jolts before needing recharging.  That shouldn’t be a problem, Yelena told 

herself. 

Yelena sat on the couch to Marya’s right, turned towards her.  She slid her left leg in behind 

Marya’s back against the couch’s back cushion, behind Marya’s joined hands, and put her right leg in 

front of Marya’s stomach.  She crossed her ankles next to Marya’s hip, completing the leg lock.  

Wrapping her left arm around Marya’s neck, her elbow resting on Marya’s far shoulder, Yelena put her 

forearm across Marya’s chest above her breasts, and cupped her left hand over Marya’s right breast – 

gently, so Marya’s nipple wouldn’t depress the button activating the collar accidentally.  With her right 

hand, she reached underneath her own thigh and let her palm rest on Marya’s mound.  She kissed 

Marya’s right shoulder and neck softly, making soft aroused noises at the back of her throat. 

Marya worked her jaw and slowly recovered control of the muscles of her mouth.  “M-Mom?  

Stop.  Please.  I don’t want this.  This isn’t… I’m your daughter!  This isn’t right.” 

Yelena licked and kissed the skin where Marya’s shoulder and neck met.  “It feels so right.  I’ve 

waited so long.  You don’t know how right this is.” 

“Mom, please!”  Marya squirmed and wriggled, trying to get away, but with her hands trapped 

behind her and with Yelena’s arms and legs wrapped so firmly around her, she had no leverage.  “You 

know…” 

Yelena shook her head, her lips brushing Marya’s shoulder.  “Don’t ask me to let you go again.  

You’re here now.  I made you for this.” 

Marya twisted her upper body suddenly, and Yelena tightened her armhold across Marya’s 

chest.  Marya straightened abruptly at the waist, using all her strength to try to throw her mother off 

her, but Yelena only tightened her legs around Marya’s waist.  Yelena opened her mouth wider, making 

small circles at the base of Marya’s neck with her tongue. 
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Yelena felt a sudden intense need in her crotch.  The drug, she sighed inwardly, the damned 

drug.  I know I have to have it.  I know it’s helping me do what I have to do for Marya.  But it’s making 

me need release so badly! 

Tightening her legs further, she started grinding her mound against Marya’s hip, bouncing it 

against the point of Marya’s hip rhythmically, a low, continuous moan starting in her throat.  She pushed 

her chest hard against Marya’s arm, letting Marya’s shoulder sink into the valley between her breasts, 

while burrowing her right hand further into Marya’s crotch.  She squeezed Marya’s breast with the 

fingers of her left hand.  I hate them, Yelena thought, I hate them, I hate them making me do this, I hate 

their drug making me want this.  But it feels so good, so good, so good… 

At least the damned pills work, she thought.  Yelena was practically squirting between her legs, 

leaving a slick wet trail on Marya’s hip.  She was sure Marya could feel it.  I wish, Yelena thought, the 

drug could somehow make me only seem sexually aroused without actually being aroused by my own 

daughter. 

Yelena knew she had taken too much of the drug too soon, but she was afraid of the 

consequences of not having enough.  She was becoming consumed with the desire to feel every inch of 

Marya’s soft skin, feel Marya’s lips against her own.  Feel Marya’s tongue inside her, licking that place 

between her legs where Yelena’s whole consciousness seemed centered now, to somehow feel all of 

Marya inside her. 

This isn’t the time for this! she shouted at herself.  I have talking I have to do now, explaining, 

telling Marya what I expect her to do.  But it felt too good to stop.  Yelena moaned helplessly, grinding 

harder against Marya’s hip, wanting more of Marya, all of her, wanting the wonderful feeling to last 

forever… 

Marya startled Yelena with a piercing scream, followed by shouts of “Help!!  Help me!!”  Yelena 

was able to grasp and hold a temporary control over herself.  Breathing hard herself, Yelena waited until 

Marya paused for breath, then said softly, “There is nobody outside who doesn’t work for me, dear.  

They know better than to interrupt us.”  Between her legs the tingling still built in intensity, begging for 

the release of orgasm, but she knew talking right now was more important than satisfaction.  She forced 

herself to wait. 

Shakily, Marya said, “Work for Daddy, you mean?  They’ll tell him about this.” 

Yelena smiled and shook her head.  “No, they work for me.  I’ve planned this for a really long 

time.  Since before you were born.  It’s what I made you for.” 

“Mom – You keep saying that.  About how you ‘made me for this.’  What does that mean?” 

“Darling…” Yelena paused, as if deciding what she wanted to say, though she’d been ready for 

Marya’s question.  “Would you like to hear a story?  About me?” 

Marya squirmed again, looked at the door for help to arrive, and seemed to realize escape or 

rescue were both hopeless.  “If I listen, will you let me go?” 
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“My sweet, if you do listen, really listen, I think you’ll understand.  You’ll know why you’re here.  

You’ll know the meaning of your life.  Everybody wishes they could know what their life means.  In a few 

minutes you will.  You won’t want to leave.” 

Marya’s looked wide-eyed at her mother, as if wondering how much more crazy she could get.  

She seemed to resign herself to listening.  There was nothing else she could do.  “Go ahead.” 

Yelena was silent for a time, as if putting her thoughts in order.  Just as Marya was about to 

prompt her, she began speaking.  “When I was your age, I was working in Paris.  Some work on the 

stage, a few movies…” 

Relieved, Yelena found that launching into the script for her character had a calming effect on 

her.  The intense physical need was, for the moment, pushed to the background.  

“Mom, I know all that.” 

Yelena made a quiet “Shhhh” sound.  Marya opened her mouth, closed it again, and finally said, 

“Mom, I won’t talk, I’ll just listen, if you’ll take your hand out from between my legs.  Please?” 

Yelena smiled.  “I’m just keeping that part of you warm for my mouth later.”  Yelena could not 

let Marya bargain with her, or in any way let Marya feel she had any control over the situation.  As 

Marya gasped and rolled her eyes, Yelena leaned forward and let her tongue, once again, make soft 

circles at the base of Marya’s neck, then looked up and spoke again. 

“Anyway, I had a lot of men.  You probably didn’t know that part.”  Yelena frowned thoughtfully.  

“That’s probably not the right way to say it.  It makes it sound like it was all my idea.  But it was really 

just part of the job.  Getting jobs, getting little items in gossip columns so everybody knew who you 

were.  My agent told me I needed to do that.  Oh, I slept with him too.”  Yelena sighed. 

Actually Yelena had not been nearly as sexually active, nor experienced, as she was making it 

sound.  It was just all part of the script she had worked out.  She went on, “Something so, so big was 

missing.  I don’t mean love.  But…  I saw that the men were never really seeing me.  I was just… holes, 

that they could put their thing in.  I was something that felt good to them.  There was nothing, nothing 

at all, that connected me with them.  And I got so I hated it, hated doing it, but I had to.  My agent said 

so, anyway, and I believed him. 

“Then one day, I had this… idea.  It was just a thought that came into my head, that the best sex, 

the best feeling you could ever have, was if you could somehow make love with yourself.”  Yelena 

chuckled as she saw the “come on, everybody does that” expression on Marya’s face.  “No, I don’t mean 

masturbation.”  Yelena laughed again as Marya’s expression returned to disgust, that she could be 

hearing such talk from her mother.  “That’s not it at all.  I mean really be with yourself, like being with 

another person.  Feeling a whole separate body from your own, but it’s you.  It’s a second you, a part of 

you.  As if the image you see in a mirror could come out of the mirror and you could touch it, hold it, 

make love with it.”  

This was the idea that had come to Yelena yesterday, when she had begun making notes, 

planning how to accomplish the seduction of her unwilling daughter.  It was designed to suggest that 

there was method in Yelena’s madness, and it would give Marya a role she could play within that 
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madness so that Marya would know exactly what Yelena expected of her.  “That was what I was missing.  

I didn’t want to give my body to someone I couldn’t relate to.  I wanted a connection.  And who could I 

possibly be more connected with than myself?  I’m sorry, I’ve never had to try to put it into words 

before.  The words really aren’t quite getting to the real idea I have inside of me, of what I want.  But…”  

Yelena smiled again.  “I don’t really need the words, with you.  You know what I mean.  You are me.  I 

knew, back then, that I had a ‘me’ I could love inside me.  All I had to do was make a baby, and the baby 

would grow up to be me.” 

Marya’s eyes flew open wide.  Yelena could see Marya suddenly understood exactly the nature 

of Yelena’s delusion.  “Mom, no!  I am not you.  I’m not the mirror you, I’m not part of you.  I’m a 

separate person!  I’m your daughter.  You… you put me into this fantasy of yours, you think I’m part of 

it, but I’m not!” 

Yelena laughed, shaking her head.  “Oh, Hélène, my darling…”  She heard Marya’s gasp.  Marya 

knew that Yelena had used the name Hélène professionally in France, the name “Hélène” being the 

French version of her given name.  Calling Marya by that name signaled to Marya that her mother had 

rejected the protest she’d just made, and was indeed imagining Marya as herself.  Yelena decided it was 

time to jump ahead to what she had intended as a later part of the script.  “You are Hélène, and I’m 

going to call you that.  And I am Hélène.  I want to hear you call me that.” 

Marya shook her head violently.  “Mom, I’m Marya!  I’m your daughter.  I… am… not… you!”  

She looked furious, frustrated.  She squirmed once again, struggling to free herself from her mother’s 

grasp, but Yelena tightened her arms and legs around her again. 

Yelena sighed.  “I thought this might happen.  You’ve been outside my body too long.  You’ve 

started imagining you’re really Marya.  Darling, we just called you that.  I had to keep any hint of all this 

from your father.  Your true identity wasn’t for anyone to know but me.  But you’ve always been Hélène.  

And I’ve always been Hélène.” 

Yelena, with her fingers still between Marya’s legs, lifted her thumb and used it to stroke the 

prickly stubble of Marya’s pubic hair.  As if the thought had suddenly occurred to her, Yelena said, “I 

want you to let your bush grow out, untrimmed.  I used to have it that way when I was your age, so 

you’ll be just like I was.  Of course, you can still shave your legs.  I’ll do that for you!  I’d love doing that.  

But you’ve got to have a bush, like I did.  And I’ll let mine grow out again so we match.”  There, thought 

Yelena, at least I’ve accomplished that much.  Yelena was aware that men these days had a preference 

for shaved women.  Anything Yelena could do to make the men here just a little less ardent for both 

herself and for Marya, to make their erections just a little smaller, would be a tiny victory.  And it fit in so 

well with the cover story Yelena was spinning for Marya, that they wouldn’t be able to find a way to 

make Yelena change her mind without ruining the story. 

Marya groaned, and made another desperate attempt to get loose.  When she gave up once 

more, she said, “Well, Daddy is going to flip out when I tell him what you’re doing.  You can’t think you 

can just keep doing this.” 

“Your father thinks we’re dead.  We won’t be going back, or seeing him again.  We live here 

now.” 
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Marya stared at her mother for at least thirty seconds, and finally said in a tiny voice, “What?” 

Yelena nodded.  “I told you I planned this a long time.  I have men loyal to me here, and they will 

keep us safe and protected.  In the rest of the world, everyone thinks we died in a helicopter crash.”  She 

beamed at Marya.  “Hélène, we’re going to spend the rest of our lives here.” 

Marya grunted and jerked, trying more strenuously than on any previous attempt to get away 

from her mother.  Yelena held on, saying, “Shhh.  Shhh.  Hélène, dear, remember what happened when 

you tried to leave before?” 

Marya’s efforts subsided, and she blinked.  “Was that… something you did?  HOW??  It was so 

confusing.  It was like everything exploded, and it hurt so bad, and I was on the floor.  I thought the door 

was electrified or something.” 

Not wanting to release any of her grips to use her hand, Yelena leaned in and kissed the metal 

collar.  “It’s this collar you’re wearing.  That’s where the electricity is coming from.”  She briefly held up 

the palm of her left hand just long enough to show Marya the button.  “I just press this.” 

Marya goggled at her, and said, “I don’t believe you.”  She tried to wriggle free yet again. 

Yelena held on, and squeezed her eyes shut.  I wish I didn’t have to do this, she told herself.  

Letting go of Marya’s breast, she curled her middle finger inward and pressed the button. 

Marya convulsed, made the same squeal as before, and sank motionless back into the cushion.  

Her face happened to be turned towards Yelena, her eyes wide, her jaw slack. 

Yelena counted, and when she got to a hundred ten Marya began stirring weakly, coughing.  She 

shook her head to clear it, and winced.  After drawing a couple of deep breaths, she focused on her 

mother, and whispered, “Mom, please don’t do that again.  That really hurt!” 

Yelena rubbed her head against Marya’s shoulder.  “I won’t have to, if you sit still and listen.  

And I want you to start calling me Hélène.  That’s our name.” 

Marya looked as if she were going to protest again, but finally said softly, “Okay… Hélène.” 

Yelena gave Marya’s shoulder a soft, quick kiss, and picked up the script where she had left it.  

“Anyway, I did make you, Hélène.  I made you to be me.  You came out of me so tiny, and I knew you 

would start as a baby, but I knew all I had to do was wait, and you’d be fully me after you grew up.”  

Yelena frowned.  “I was a little afraid of what would happen in all the years of calling you Marya, 

pretending you weren’t me, and I see I was right.  You did get some ideas about having a separate life to 

live.  But that’s all over now, Hélène!”  She gave Marya her most glowing smile. 

“M-mom… I mean Hélène… please…”  Marya winced, as if expecting a punishment from the 

collar for addressing Yelena as “Mom.”  “Don’t get mad at this, it’s just a fact.  I’m not gay.  I don’t feel 

anything for women, any attraction.  For me it has to be a man…”  She stopped abruptly as Yelena 

laughed unexpectedly. 

“Oh, Hélène, no.”  Yelena shook her head.  “This isn’t about wanting a man, or a woman.  I don’t 

want any other person but me!”  She shook her head again, sighing this time.  “You have so much you 

have to unlearn.  You really don’t understand yet, that you are me, and I am you.  Over the years you got 
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all those silly ideas about being Marya in your head.  It’s my fault.  I treated you as if you were your own 

person.  But…  Well, I had to.  I know your father would never have understood.  I did think, when you 

were born, I should take you to a special place and raise you, so I could tell you all about who you are.  

But I knew your father would never let me.  And I couldn’t leave him.  I needed him.  His connections.” 

Marya’s face was a study in concentration, a desperate need to understand, so that she could 

find the flaw in the world her mother had constructed and blow it apart.  “Connections.  You mean…  

Well, what do you mean?” 

“Well, remember I told you, we’re surrounded here by men who work for me.  I knew I would 

need such men, to arrange for this hideaway, to arrange for protecting us in it, to arrange for the story 

of the helicopter crash… all that kind of thing.  That’s why I needed your father in the first place.  Well, 

not him specifically.  A high-ranking military man.  A man surrounded by people who understood the 

value and rewards of loyalty – of being loyal.  People of competence and intelligence.”  She laughed.  “I 

didn’t even know how highly ranked your father would become.  Though I did see something about him.  

I had a feeling about him, that way.”  Yelena smiled at her own foresight.  “Anyway, I worked out ways 

to inspire that kind of loyalty.  Loyalty to me.  But I needed all the right kind of men to choose from.  

That’s where your father came in.  He has so many of the right kind of men around him.”  She sighed 

again.  “And so I couldn’t leave him.  And he knew you existed, of course, so I couldn’t hide you from 

him, before everything was ready.”  

She pressed her chest against Marya’s shoulder and tightened her legs around her, in a full-body 

hug.  “And now everything is in place!  We can be together always!” 

The briefly renewed pressure of Yelena’s crotch against Marya’s hip reawakened the drug-

induced need in Yelena.  She had had it under control, with all her concentration needed to make sure 

she didn’t wreck the script with a blown line, but now it seemed to explode within her.  She began 

rocking her hips, rubbing her sex against Marya’s hip.  She lifted her right hand, as Marya had long ago 

requested, away from Marya’s crotch, and used it gently under Marya’s chin to turn her face towards 

Yelena’s.  Yelena opened her mouth and covered Marya’s lips with her own, pushing her tongue in deep 

into Marya’s mouth, using the crook of her left arm against the back of Marya’s head to force it harder 

against her own.  She eased the pressure quickly and withdrew her tongue, suspecting the girl might be 

in the mood to bite, if she had enough time, and Yelena started using her tongue instead to kiss and lick 

the side of Marya’s face.  All the while moaning with need, as her hips continued rocking on their own – 

she couldn’t have stopped them if she’d wanted to. 

Marya started to protest, but stopped herself before speaking a word, no doubt concerned 

about the collar. 

Yelena suddenly withdrew her legs from around Marya’s waist and pushed her over, onto her 

back on the sofa cushion, following her downward to lay atop her, both arms around Marya, finding she 

could surround Marya more completely now than when the girl had been chained spread-eagle on the 

bed.  Yelena tightened her arms, flattening her breasts against Marya’s, and forced her right leg in 

between Marya’s thighs, bringing her own thigh up against Marya’s crotch.  Moaning steadily louder, 

faster, more breathily.  She started moving her hand towards her own crotch, to stroke herself to bring 
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herself closer to orgasm, but a feeling of not wanting the excitement to end, of wanting to rub against 

Marya and feel the electricity coursing between her own legs and all through her body forever, stopped 

her from trying to end it.  She chanced another deep, open-mouthed kiss, panting now, chanting, 

“Hélène!  Hélène!  I want to make love to you!  I never want to stop.  Say it back to me!  Call me Hélène!  

Say it!” 

Her breath coming in bursts timed with the thrusting of Yelena’s thigh in her crotch and Yelena’s 

body undulating atop her own, Marya said, “Hélène…  Make love…” 

“Tell me not to stop!” 

“Don’t… stop… Hélène… Make love…” Marya started crying suddenly.  “Mom, stop, please 

stop…” 

The dam holding back the flood of orgasm crumbled at last, and Yelena cried out, her entire 

body pulsating, her arms tightening around Marya so that it seemed plain the girl couldn’t breathe.  The 

flood, the flood, the flow….  the trickle. 

Yelena seemed to float back to Earth like a feather – and then crash. 

It took all the training of her acting profession to keep her face neutral while the horror washed 

through her. 

I’ve just sexually assaulted my daughter, Yelena thought.  Again.  With her begging me not to.  

The second time in what will be a long series. 

And I’m not at the goal I’ve been ordered to reach, Yelena told herself – the point at which 

Marya’s resistance, her will, collapses completely, and she collaborates with me in an intense sexual 

relationship.  I don’t even know how to reach the goal.  I only know I have to try.  I will keep trying.  

Anything to avoid that other fate for her.  The endless pain and torture. 

And she can never know what I’m saving her from. 

Yelena rolled to the side, off her daughter and onto the cushion, pinning her still-bound 

daughter in the corner of the cushion and the back of the couch.  Marya was crying softly, with little 

sound, just a periodic shoulder twitch with sniffling.  Yelena pressed against her, her arms holding Marya 

firmly but gently, her thigh still against Marya’s crotch.  She rested her cheek on Marya’s.  “Shhhh.  It’s 

okay, Hélène.  You can unlearn being Marya.  We’ll be fine.”  Gradually Marya’s breathing evened out, 

slowing apparently in sleep.  Yelena breathed a sigh of relief, but remained alert. 

She cursed the drug again, necessary though it was.  She saw how devious it was.  Yelena could 

accept the idea that there were people more powerful than herself.  It was simply the way the world 

was.  She had been caught in a trap beyond her ability to escape, a trap that forced her to rape her own 

daughter, that being by far the lesser of two horrors.  But the drug made her want to do it.  During the 

abuse of her daughter she had been elevated to a level of excitement she had never known.  Humping 

Marya had been, while she was doing it, a thing she wanted more than anything in the world, and she 

had wished never to stop.  It destroyed her excuse that “they are forcing me to do this.”  She wanted, 
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needed to do it.  And they had not forced Yelena to take the drug.  She had asked for the help in 

“seeming” aroused.  She had asked to want to rape Marya. 

Tears streamed from Yelena’s eyes.  She felt unforgivably soiled, evil.  

She wiped the tears away and sought out Bad Mother.  Bad Mother could take over.  And take 

the blame. 
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CHAPTER 12 

Sasha tried to think of anything other than how thirsty she was, but she couldn’t project her 

thoughts beyond the small chamber in which she and her sister were imprisoned. 

The humiliation and anger of being forced to relieve her overfull bladder into the hole behind 

her, able only to reach the hole by sitting on the metal ring above it and releasing her stream in full view 

of the cameras focused on her, still surged through her.  If there had been only one camera, she might 

have seated herself in such a way as to hide this private bodily function from it, but she couldn’t hide 

from all of them.  She’d wondered how many men were watching when she did it.  She was glad she 

didn’t know. 

But more painful still had been watching Tasha’s shame at being forced to pee like an animal, 

into the hole below her crotch.  It almost surprised Sasha that Tasha could have any wastes, with so 

much of the food she was constantly sucking in going straight to her breasts. 

Sasha hid a sigh as Tasha began whining once more, her signal that her breasts needed 

emptying.  Sasha had already milked her sister three times, but Tasha’s metabolism, skewed by 

whatever drugs or hormones she was ingesting steadily through the nipple in her mouth, created far 

more milk than any normal lactating mother. 

Sasha wondered, for the hundredth time, how long it would be before the men in charge tired 

of this disgusting game and let the two of them go.  Sasha had been brought here without breakfast, and 

she had an intense headache from hunger as well as being parched. 

As she knelt once again in front of Tasha and reached for her left breast, Sasha again forced 

down the thought that had slowly built over the hours: how inviting Tasha’s milk looked, and how easy it 

would be to quench her raging thirst.  But as powerless as she was, she could at least spare her sister 

that embarrassment. 

Suddenly Sasha gasped and sat back on her heels.  No! 

As soon as the thought formed fully in her mind, she knew it was inescapably true. 

No one would be coming to feed her.  There was no need.  She had what she needed to survive, 

right in front of her.  And Sasha knew, from her two weeks of experience, that this was the way of this 

place.  That they loved finding ways to put pressure on the inmates to do things they could never have 

imagined doing. 

I don’t have to, Sasha told herself.  I have a choice.  If I can summon the willpower, I could let 

myself die of thirst and starvation.  But… 

That would leave Tasha alone.  Alone for treatment that Sasha knew, from experience, could 

easily be much worse than Tasha was suffering at present. 

Sasha had already blushed enough in the past hours.  She’d thought she was done with that.  

But now her face suddenly burned hotter than ever before.  Her ears, her forehead, her cheeks felt on 

fire. 
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She looked at Tasha, who was watching her with a puzzled expression. 

Not sure how to start, Sasha gestured vaguely at nothing.  At last she said, “Tasha, I…  They’re…  

I haven’t eaten since last night.  And I…  I’m pretty sure they’re not going to feed me in here.  Because… 

because…” 

She looked away from her sister, and whispered hoarsely, “If I could…  It’s the only…”  She 

gestured helplessly at Tasha’s breasts. 

She forced herself to look back at her sister.  Tasha’s face was now as bright red as Sasha 

imagined her own must be.  As inarticulate as Sasha had been, Tasha had obviously understood her. 

Tasha blinked slowly, and then nodded. 

Sasha reached out and stroked the side of Tasha’s head, then leaned in to kiss her cheek.  More 

choked than ever, she said, “I’m so sorry, so sorry I got you into this.” 

She lay on the floor in front of Tasha and turned onto her back.  Scooting in underneath Tasha, 

she felt the nipple of one enormous breast, Tasha’s left, brush her lips. 

She sucked for a time, but couldn’t seem to get the milk to flow by suction alone.  It must be 

possible, she thought.  Babies can do it. 

She raised her legs, drawing her knees back, bringing her feet towards her to make enough slack 

in the chain so she could bring her hands up to Tasha’s breast.  She groaned at yet another humiliating 

realization: now the cameras had a perfect view of her sex. 

Sasha’s thirst beat aside all such concerns. 

Squeezing with her hands, Sasha managed to start the flow of milk.  Desperately, she sucked 

and swallowed. 

***** 

Rachel twisted her hips quickly as another muscle cramp hit her, in her lower back this time.  

Gradually she found a way to stretch the stricken muscle and felt its tightness ease over the span of 

about a minute.  As the pain dissipated, she was left trying to catch her breath. 

She was sure she had been alone in the dark for hours now, since the clean-up girls with their 

guard had left.  But the belief was growing in her that it had actually been days, and that she had been 

left here to die of thirst and starvation.  The thirst would get her first.  Already she could think of little 

else than a long, cool drink from a glass. 

Her heart began thundering suddenly.  Could they execute her this way?  Simply leaving her 

alone to starve? 

Don’t panic, Rachel.  You know they’ll come back.  Fifteen other girls live in this room.  They’re 

just working through the day, but they’ll be back at night. 

Rachel jerked against the chains once more, as the thought of the prisoners reminded her that 

the guards would return as well.  She moaned at the thought of what the guards would do to her. 
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She addressed a desperate brain-wave message to her government:  Get me out of here!  

You’ve had plenty of time!  If there are negotiations, hurry them up! 

She squeaked as a cramp hit her right calf muscle.  She pushed down hard on her toes, bending 

her ankle, stretching out the leg muscle.  Slowly, the pain eased. 

***** 

As Marya began stirring, Yelena tightened her arms around her and kissed her.  Marya 

sputtered, turning her head away. 

Marya said in a forlorn voice, “Mom, you have to stop this.  You’re… not really seeing things 

right.  You made up some stuff in your head.”  She bit her lip, obviously fearing the shock. 

Yelena sighed and smiled, “Hélène, darling, we talked about this.  You must know, inside, that 

it’s you that got some wrong ideas.  And that’s my fault.  But you know I made you, and now you know 

why.  It’s just going to take some time to chase all those thoughts of Marya away.” 

Marya opened her mouth, and then closed it again.  She clearly saw no point in beating the 

same unconscious horse.  Maybe the horse will wake up later, she told herself, and I can try again. 

Yelena sighed again.  “Hélène, if you can just accept who you are, we can be so good together!  

When you do, when you know you’re Hélène, you’ll be as much in love with me as I am with you!  When 

I have to leave the room to see to something, you can run to me when I come back and kiss me, and say 

how much you missed being in my arms.  When we fall asleep together, like we just did, if you’re the 

one who wakes up first you can kiss me awake, and start the lovemaking.  Sometimes you’ll take the 

lead and be on top, and sometimes I will.”  Yelena closed her eyes and smiled, as if visualizing the 

mutual love, the mutual need for each other’s body. 

Behind Marya’s back, Yelena made a hand signal that she knew the cameras would pick up.  It 

should take them just a few minutes, she thought.  To Marya, she said, “Kiss me, Hélène.  Just a soft kiss, 

no tongue.  You can see how good it feels.” 

“Mom… I told you, women don’t… do anything for me.  I’m sorry.  And you’re my mother!”  

Tears appeared at the corners of her eyes.  “I do love you.  But I just…  It isn’t…  It doesn’t…”  She 

struggled to find a way to resist Yelena without incurring punishment. 

Yelena shook her head and smiled.  “Hélène, Hélène…  You’ve played with yourself, haven’t 

you?  You do it because you get pleasure out of it.  And everyone does that.  It’s not about being gay.” 

Marya’s face, inevitably, went deep red at hearing her own masturbation discussed by her 

mother.  “But that isn’t the same.  Really, it’s not.” 

Yelena said gently, patiently, “But it is the same.  It is for us.  I’m you.  Playing with me is playing 

with yourself.  Kiss me, Hélène dear.  You’ll see how good it feels.”  She waited, her face close to her 

daughter’s. 

Marya bit her lip, and leaned forward just enough to touch her lips against Yelena’s.  Yelena put 

her hands on the side of Marya’s head, very gently, not pulling, and moved her lips just slightly, rubbing 

them against Marya’s.  She sighed audibly. 
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It is lucky, thought Yelena, the drug is starting to wear off.  And that I had an orgasm earlier.  

Yelena had decided to try being less aggressive, to pull Marya, very gradually and gently, towards a 

sexual relationship.  It made Yelena herself feel just a little better about what she was doing.  Though 

she knew if it didn’t work, she would have to go back to attacking.  One way or another, there needed to 

be plenty of sex on camera. 

Marya jumped and gasped at the sound of the knock on the door.  Yelena, expecting it, did not.  

She called out loudly, “Come in!” 

The door opened, and a captain – all officers Yelena saw when she was with Marya would wear 

insigniae of rank, with which Yelena was very familiar, and a name tag, so that Yelena could address 

them in a way that made it appear to Marya that Yelena knew them, in keeping with her cover story – 

pushed a cart laden with covered serving dishes, plates, utensils, carafes, and glasses into the room. 

Yelena sat up, letting go of Marya, and smiled.  She was about to speak when she felt Marya 

stirring behind her, with a gasp.  Marya had sat up quickly, awkwardly due to her restraints, and pulled 

her legs up tight against her, her bare breasts hidden behind her knees, her exposed lower private parts 

behind her ankles.  Her face was as red as a beet.  

As the captain pushed the cart in front of the couch at Yelena’s direction and stood back, against 

the wall, taking a relaxed stance with his hands clasped behind his back, Marya whispered tightly, 

“Mom, make him go away!” 

Yelena rolled her eyes.  “Hélène, stop that!  You should be proud of your body!  Come,” she 

gestured with her hand, “Stand up.  I want you to show yourself to Captain Vitalski.” 

Marya, looking terrified, shook her head in tiny back and forth movements. 

Yelena spoke more sharply.  “Hélène!  You’re being rude to the captain.  Stand up now.”  She 

held up her left hand, palm outward.  Marya could see the button Yelena pushed to activate Marya’s 

collar. 

Marya’s eyes went wide, understanding the threat.  With a soft whimper, she slowly put her legs 

down, as if carefully bending rusty hinges, and, as Yelena made a get-up gesture with her hand, she 

slowly stood, facing the captain, her eyes closed tight. 

“Open your eyes, Hélène dear.  And stand up straighter.” 

Making the whimpering sound again, Marya complied.  With her hands trapped behind her, 

there was no question of trying to hide anything. 

“Put your shoulders back, honey.  I want him to see how wonderful your breasts are.  I’m proud 

of your breasts.  You should be too.  Aren’t they fine, Captain?” 

Marya, taking shallow breaths quickly in and out, with a stunned look on her still-redder face, 

made a tiny squeaking noise as Captain Vitalski replied, “Just perfect, Ma’am.” 

Yelena smiled.  “I think so too.  Come sit by me, Hélène dear, and eat.  You must be starving.” 
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Marya sat quickly, and looked at the tray in front of her.  “Mo… Hélène, could you undo my 

hands so I can eat?  Please?” 

Yelena uncovered one of the serving plates, and closed her eyes as she inhaled the aroma.  

“Nonsense, darling.  Let me feed you, just like I used to.” 

“Mom, that was when I was…”  She stopped in mid-protest.  “Yes, Hélène.  Thank you.” 

Marya sat, staring straight ahead with a hopeless expression as Yelena held forkfuls and 

spoonfuls of the various lunch offerings and held drink up to her lips.  In between, Yelena consumed her 

own lunch as well.  At last she patted Marya’s lips with a napkin and sat back when Captain Vitalski 

pulled the cart out of the way. 

Yelena nodded at the captain, then fought down her inner self, fending off the attempt to take 

over from Bad Mother.  Bad Mother had to remain in charge here, but it was hard, so hard.  Bad Mother 

continued the necessary dialogue.  “Oh, just a minute, Captain.  Why don’t you unbutton your pants?  

Hélène dear, kneel down in front of him and show him how you thank him for the meal.” 

Marya’s mouth flew open, and the squeak of shock she emitted was almost beyond the range of 

human hearing.  She sat frozen as the captain brought an already-hard-and-growing erection out of his 

pants and stood, waiting. 

Marya closed her mouth suddenly, still breathing rapidly but through her nose this time.  With a 

note in her voice Yelena hadn’t expected, after her recent submissiveness, Marya said, “Mom, what are 

you doing?” 

Hesitating for a moment, Yelena started, “Hélène…” 

Marya snapped at her, “Don’t!  Don’t call me that!  Is this… Is this how you got the ‘loyalty’ of all 

these men helping you?  By pimping out your own daughter to them?” 

Yelena blinked.  She had thought such a discussion might arise at some point, though she hadn’t 

been prepared for it right this minute, with Marya having seemed so cowed up to now.  She reminded 

herself, no denial, no denial.  “One of the ways, yes.  It’s for us, Hélène.  So we can be together…” 

“Oh, you’re doing it for me, are you?  When did I get any say in this?” 

I can stay in control, Yelena told herself.  She’s forgetting, I’ll remind her.  She held up the palm 

of her left hand, showing the button once more. 

Marya shouted, “Do it!  I don’t care!  It can’t hurt me any worse than knowing you think I’m your 

whore!” 

Yelena went numb with terror.  She had worked so hard, violating every standard of decency to 

try to save Marya from a much, much worse fate.  She felt sure Marya was ruining it all now in an 

unanticipated outbreak of stubbornness.  Yelena had such a vivid memory of that other woman, the 

assassin – not even a successful assassin, a failed one, to her misfortune – suffering day after day of 

unspeakable agony, never to end in the remaining years of her life…  Is that going to happen to Marya 

now?  Have I failed her? 
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We have to take a time out here, Yelena decided.  This can’t go on, it will only get worse, and I 

have no clue what to do.  I need some advice. 

She clenched her fist, pressing the button, and heard the now-familiar squeal from Marya.  As 

Marya sank back against the cushions, Yelena said, “Captain, will you be a dear and help me get her to 

the bed?” 

***** 

Rachel’s whole body spasmed as the drawbridge was suddenly outlined in light again.  She knew 

what was about to happen to her would be much worse than before, and there was the added horror 

that she knew what was coming.  At least, she told herself, they didn’t leave me here to die.  Though I 

might end up wishing they had. 

The thought that the opening of the door signaled rescue was far from her mind.  Her optimism 

about the U.S. government intervening and taking her away from all this had waned after the assault on 

her earlier. 

She squeezed her eyes closed, as before, when the lights came on.  Able to squint through them 

a minute later, she saw something she’d seen from a different vantage last night: a line of women, their 

collars connected by chains, shuffling into the room.  Eight of them, flanked by three guards.  As they 

had last night, they marched into the aisle between cells, with the difference that Rachel was getting far 

more attention than last night.  The women regarded her emotionlessly, but the guards were grinning at 

each other and exchanging comments interspersed with laughs.  Rachel started whimpering again. 

An analytic part of her mind wondered why she was bothering to make the sounds she was.  Did 

she really imagine the guards would feel sorry for her, as if she were a sad lost puppy?  She knew better.  

Regardless, she was unable to stop. 

The women were released from the chains connecting their collars, though of course not from 

their individual sets of restraints, and one by one ducked down into their cells, in the row across from 

Rachel. 

Before the last of them had been locked into her cell, the second group of eight women, with 

their three guards, crossed the bridge and entered the room.  Rachel recognized the woman she had 

replaced in Alina’s room, directly in front of the little pixie girl she remembered from last night. 

Rachel also saw, among the three guards entering now with the eight women, the one who had 

brought her here from Alina’s room.  The one she’d seen whipping the girl last night.  He had not given 

Rachel his name.  She assigned him the name Boris, the first Russian name she could think of. 

With a full complement of sixteen women in the room, Rachel wondered where she herself was 

going to stay.  She wondered, with mounting horror, whether she’d have to stay chained up as she was 

all through the night, and then be left alone again in the dark all the next day.  And every day.  

Conveniently posed for guards to make use of, over and over. 

As the guards unlocked the women, Boris spoke to the one from Alina’s room.  Her face 

suddenly brightened, and Rachel saw something she thought must be very rare here: tears of joy from 



141 
 

the girl.  With a shaky grin on her face, she was nodding her head almost violently to whatever Boris was 

telling her.  She spoke briefly, repeating the words “da” and something that sounded like “spasiba” 

several times.  Rachel knew “da” meant yes; considering the situation, and the earnest emotional weight 

behind the word, Rachel decided “spasiba” must mean “thank you,” or something equivalent.  Boris 

spoke to one of the other guards, who nodded and led the woman out of the room. 

Obviously, Rachel told herself, she’s getting a second chance at working in Alina’s room.  I wish, 

wish, wish, wish I could get that. 

Boris looked at Rachel with a menacing grin, and said, “Now you take her place here.” 

Rachel had already figured that out. 

Along the row of cells, the barred doors were being opened, and the women were distributing 

themselves into them.  Opening the door immediately to Rachel’s left carried Rachel’s ankle, its cuff 

locked to one of the bars, outward with it, and Rachel felt the ache of muscles suddenly moving in a 

direction they hadn’t been allowed to go for hours – but only for a few seconds, as the occupant of the 

cell crawled into it.  The door was then swung closed and locked, and Rachel’s leg was swung back to 

where it had been. 

The door on the other side couldn’t be opened at all without releasing Rachel: the latch was 

directly in front of her knee.  The pixie girl stood uncertainly, nodding blankly when a guard said 

something to her, probably something like “Just stand there for now.”  The girl stood submissively, her 

cuffed hands folded in front of her.  It looked to Rachel as though some of the whip marks on the girl’s 

skin had faded a bit.  She still had far more fresh ones than any other girl.  Rachel hoped, for the girl’s 

sake, that the fading of the bruises meant she had got through today okay, and that her whipping was 

just a one-time thing. 

The food cart was brought down the aisle, and bowls of the meat-vegetable mix and of milk 

were slid into each cell. 

The guard in charge of the cart looked uncertainly into the two unoccupied cells, and nodded 

when Boris spoke to him.  He put two bowls of food, and two of milk, on the roof of the pixie girl’s cell 

and pushed the cart out of the room. 

When Boris reached behind Rachel’s head to unbuckle the straps holding Rachel’s gag, she 

sighed in relief.  At least, she observed, they’re going to feed me.  She worked her jaw side to side, up 

and down, and blew out past her lips, trying to work out the aches. 

Boris spoke to the pixie girl, who blinked in surprise and nodded.  She then surprised Rachel by 

climbing onto the roof of the cell.  It was very awkward for her, bound as she was, and required several 

attempts before finally, while gripping the front edge of the roof with her joined hands, she was able to 

boost her legs up and over the edge.  She then wriggled, with difficulty, into a position more or less in 

front of Rachel.  Drawing her legs in to free up the chain that had held her hands at her waist, she 

reached for one of the food bowls and scooped some of the mix into her hand. 
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Rachel found it hard to know where to look.  The girl’s exposed sex was right in front of her 

eyes.  She had to remind herself that the girl had probably lost any sense that any part of her body was 

private anymore.  

In any case, Rachel couldn’t look at the dry food being offered to her until her thirst was taken 

care of.  She pointed her chin towards the milk bowl and said, “Could I have some of that first?” 

The girl shot a look of pure astonishment at Boris, her jaw dropping, no doubt in reaction to 

Rachel’s English.  Boris laughed, said something to the girl, then said to Rachel, “I say her you are not 

from here.” 

He had, it appeared, perhaps also told her Rachel wanted the milk, or perhaps the girl had 

figured it out.  The girl lifted the nearer milk bowl and carefully tilted it in front of Rachel’s mouth, saying 

something softly in Russian in a sweet voice, the first words Rachel had heard her speak. 

As the girl tipped the contents of the bowl into Rachel’s mouth, Rachel swallowed convulsively, 

feeling passionately relieved.  After a few swallows, the girl backed the bowl away and reached for the 

food mix again.  Rachel looked up at her and, putting all her heart into it, said “Thank you,” and, after a 

moment’s thought to recall the word, said “Spasiba.” 

The girl’s sudden grin was an instant burst of sunshine, and Rachel felt lucky to have ever seen 

that face so happy.  It probably, Rachel though, hasn’t looked that way in all the time she’s been here.  

The girl now directed some rapid-fire Russian at Rachel, who could only look at her blankly until Boris 

said something, and the girl’s grin vanished and she nodded.  Rachel hoped Boris had said nothing more 

threatening than “Just shut up and feed her.” 

The girl’s reaction to her thanks, Rachel thought, made perfect sense, and was a painful 

commentary on the emptiness of life for prisoners in this place.  There were, Rachel thought, just so few 

opportunities for one woman to help another here, or to hear any expression of gratitude. 

Rachel completed her meal, alternately eating directly from the girl’s hand and getting drinks 

from the bowl.  It felt truly strange to lick another woman’s palm for food, but Rachel had been hungry 

enough that she didn’t care.  When all the food and milk was gone, Rachel looked at the girl and said 

“Spasiba” again.  The girl gave her another sweet smile and just nodded this time. 

The girl, awkwardly again, maneuvered herself off the cell roof, took the remaining food and 

drink bowls and retreated behind Rachel, sitting on the floor in front of the other row of cells to take her 

own meal.  A discussion started among the guards, including the sixth who had returned from taking the 

other woman to Alina’s room.  The discussion was punctuated by laughs, and by gestures and looks 

directed at Rachel, and she began shivering.  This is it, she thought, this is definitely it. 

***** 

Yelena, the doctor, and General Karozki sat in the chairs in the doctor’s cluttered office.  All very 

civilized, Yelena thought bitterly, except for one thing.  “Couldn’t I at least wear clothes when it’s just 

us?  When Marya, and the rest of your staff, can’t see me?” 

The general said briefly, “No.”  He didn’t seem to feel any elaboration was required. 
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Yelena looked glumly at the monitor.  On the screen, Marya’s nude body was stretched in its 

original spread-eagle position on the bed, complete with the blinding hood and its gag.  Though Marya 

must know she couldn’t free herself, she was astonishingly persistent, yanking at the chains holding her 

arms and legs, with gagged grunts of both effort and anger, turning her head from side to side as if 

struggling to see.  “Could you… put her to sleep?  An anesthetic?  I know you do that with that other 

woman.  In between her sessions.” 

The doctor started to speak, but the general interrupted him.  “Not for the time being.  I want 

her to be conscious of the straits she is in.  A few more hours, perhaps.  We’ll have to feed her and 

evacuate her wastes eventually.  We can put her to sleep for that.” 

Yelena’s lip curled.  She could see the spreading yellowish stain around Marya’s crotch.  She’s 

already, thought Yelena, getting rid of some of those wastes as we speak. 

Yelena worked to clear the anger from her mind.  It won’t help here, she told herself.  Neither 

will begging.  I need to be in my best analytical frame of mind to save Marya.  “I’m not giving up.  You 

shouldn’t want to either.  I know my husband.  He would be much happier with the original plan.” 

The general nodded.  “I’m sure he would.  And we’re still here talking, aren’t we?” 

Yelena sighed in some relief.  That, at least, was a point in Marya’s favor.  “Okay, look.  I can still 

keep… treating Marya the way I have been.  Couldn’t it just be enough for her to suffer the sexual 

assaults?  From me, from your men?”  The men, to this point, had not had their chance at Marya yet.  

But they would. 

Yelena’s heart sank as the general immediately shook his head.  “That is the status at present, 

but the president will not accept that as a final mode of operation.  It is just a transitional stage.  

Eventually she must offer herself, as if willingly, even eagerly.”  He looked to the ceiling for a way to 

state the case.  “For a person – a woman – to suffer repeated sexual violation, is obviously a trauma to 

the emotions, threatening permanent damage to emotional stability.  But while being a helpless victim 

is indeed a heavy punishment in an emotional sense, it is almost the opposite in a moral sense.  To be a 

victim establishes one on the moral high ground.  The one victimized thinks of her tormentors, ‘I am a 

better person than they are.  I would not do this to someone.  I am the good person here, they are the 

evil ones.’ 

“If, on the other hand, the victim is forced to collaborate in her own humiliation, that is quite a 

different thing.  One feels… soiled.  It is devastating in every sense, not only emotional.”  He looked 

down from the ceiling and directly at Yelena.  “I’m sure you understand what I’m saying.” 

Yelena sucked in a quick breath.  Yes, she thought.  To collaborate in my own humiliation.  To be 

forced to choose actions that all the civilized world labels as sick, twisted, evil.  I was trapped into 

making a choice, but still, it was my choice.  I decided.  I chose to rape my own daughter, to violate all 

trust she ever had in me, and Marya can never, ever know why I did.  She can never understand. 

And as a result, I feel as if I am swimming in my own shit.  I did this. 

She said, shakily, “And so it is essential that Marya should choose…”  She couldn’t make herself 

complete the thought. 
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She looked at her daughter on the television screen again.  “And if she doesn’t…  No, never 

mind.  I know what happens if she doesn’t.  But not yet!  There’s no reason to give up yet.” 

She thought of her own experience.  “You found the… key, for my own decision.  You found the 

buttons to push.  You knew I would make the choice I’ve made, and you knew how to make that 

happen.  You haven’t found… we haven’t found the key to Marya yet.  But that doesn’t mean it doesn’t 

exist!  It only means we haven’t found it.” 

The doctor smiled, and spoke at last.  “That’s rather a scientist’s point of view.  I agree with you.  

That the key has not been found doesn’t mean it can’t be.  Though I’m sure we will not be allowed to 

look for it forever.”  He looked at the general, who shook his head. 

The doctor looked back at Yelena.  “For the time being, I see no reason to discontinue our 

efforts.  Let me do some thinking.  We might meet again…”  He looked at his watch.  “After dinner?” 

The general nodded and stood. 

Back in her room minutes later, Yelena watched Marya on her own monitor for several minutes.  

It wasn’t quite like the time before.  Only rarely, this time, did Marya subside in her struggles.  She 

resumed after a short break each time.  Her bare skin glistened, soaked in sweat, but she didn’t seem to 

get tired.  Only more angry. 

Yelena collapsed on the bed, sobbing. 
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CHAPTER 13 

Rachel groaned as the guards lined up behind her.  To welcome, in their own way, the new girl. 

She choked down a scream, gritting her teeth, when the first guard entered her – her vagina, at 

least, not her rectum, but in the absence of lubrication, it hurt equally badly.  Nothing, it seemed, 

remained of the baby oil with which she had coated her vaginal walls half a day earlier.  Luckily, the 

slimy semen he left behind did reduce the friction for those taking their turns after. 

Surprising her, the third guard, rather than taking her immediately, reached under her into her 

cell and brought forth that metal ring, of the type she had seen used last night.  After securing it behind 

her teeth to hold her mouth open, he’d climbed up onto the roof of the cell, spread out his already-

pantsless legs in front of her, used his hands on either side of her head to direct it and pulled her open 

mouth down on his hardening erection.  While he lifted her head up and down, the next guard took his 

place behind her, slamming her hips against the edge of the cell roof while her head continued to be 

forcibly bobbed up and down.  She almost gagged each time the penis in her mouth made its deepest 

penetration.  Shortly after the guard behind her finished with a triumphant grunt, she felt the hot, sticky 

ejaculate of the one in front splash onto the roof of her mouth.  As he disengaged, the fifth guard was 

already taking his position behind her – and penetrating her anus, the only one of the six to use that 

already-sore opening. 

Boris went last – vagina – and after he finished, he patted her butt and laughed.  “You like dis 

room now better dan one wit’ Alina?” 

Rachel was almost numb, just vaguely aware of her surroundings as Boris opened the padlocks 

holding her outstretched arms at last, and the ones at her ankles, unbuckled and removed the ring gag, 

and re-established the normal configuration of her chains.  Rachel hadn’t been able to swallow while 

gagged, and did so now in disgust, afraid spitting the ejaculate out would anger the guard who had used 

her mouth. 

Boris shooed Rachel into her cell and locked it, afterwards letting the pixie girl, waiting patiently 

all this time, into her own. 

Lying alone in the safety, such as it was, of her cell, at last the feelings of helplessness and 

violation crashed like waves against Rachel’s mind, and she sobbed, her shoulders heaving, her head 

pounding. 

The guards, satisfied with the evening’s entertainment, departed in camaraderie and laughter, 

leaving the dogs behind as they had the night before. 

Rachel continued crying as the dogs made a quick preliminary scan of the cells before 

withdrawing to the head of the aisle to do whatever it was they did with their time – probably mostly 

nap. 

Rachel, over the sound of her own crying, heard a very quiet nearby jingling.  She choked back 

the sobs to hear better. 
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She saw, in the bottom left corner of the barred door of her cell, eight fingers curling around the 

wall her cell shared with the pixie girl’s. 

Sniffling to clear her nose, Rachel worked to sit upright, though it hurt all across her bottom, and 

wriggled her buttocks closer to the front of the cell.  Drawing her ankles up tight against her butt to 

create sufficient slack in the chain holding her handcuffs, she reached forward to take the offered 

hands.  She curled her fingers through the girl’s, leaned against the side wall, tears still streaming from 

her eyes.  She didn’t think she needed to say Thank You again.  She was sure the girl could feel, in the 

tight grip of Rachel’s hands on hers, how much such a gesture of friendship meant to her. 

***** 

As Yelena took her seat again opposite the general and the doctor, the latter said without 

preliminaries, “I have some ideas.” 

Yelena looked at him with sudden hope.  “Tell me, please.” 

The doctor nodded.  “As you said earlier, we found the ‘button to push,’ as you put it, for 

yourself.  You were presented with a choice between alternatives: the one that we preferred that you 

choose, and an alternative you saw as worse.  In your case, the ‘button’ was your horror at your 

daughter’s fate if you chose the worse alternative.” 

Yelena sighed.  “Of course.  I understand all that.  Probably better than you can possibly 

imagine.” 

The doctor nodded again.  “Just so.  Well, we can’t use the same motivation in your daughter’s 

case.  Far from being concerned about anything that might happen to you, I don’t think she even likes 

you, right at the moment.” 

Yelena gritted her teeth, and under her breath muttered, “Tell me about it.” 

The doctor went on, “We had thought the pain of the electrical jolts from the collar would be 

sufficient incentive.  It appeared to be, at the beginning, but in the end it was not.” 

Yelena sighed again.  “Yes, that’s exactly the problem.  I didn’t expect that.  Marya has gone 

through her life without much pain, and when it does come she reacts very vividly to it.  She hates it.  

Well, of course, few people like it, but when she went past the point of caring about it, I just couldn’t 

believe it.” 

“Yes.  Now, it’s always possible to threaten still greater pain, but in some sense I’m worried that 

Marya has been inoculated against it now.  She knows she stood up to you and defied the pain.  That 

makes her more likely to go to even greater such lengths in the future.” 

Even now, thought Yelena.  All that jerking against the chains she’s been doing for hours has to 

hurt.  But she’s ignoring it.  Yelena’s shoulders slumped.  “You said you had ideas.  All you’re telling me is 

what won’t work.” 

“Well, there is a principle that George Orwell makes use of, in his book ‘Nineteen Eighty-Four.’  

Any person may indeed steel himself, or herself, to stand against pain.  But in many cases, there is one 

thing they cannot bear thinking about, something they could never stand in defiance of, under any 
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circumstances.  A fear that surpasses all other fears.  It’s a different thing for each person.  What is 

Marya most afraid of?” 

Yelena wrinkled her brow.  “I’m not sure exactly what you mean.  Everybody is afraid of various 

things.” 

“Yes, but there’s often one truly paramount fear.  It could be fire.  Or drowning.  Being buried 

alive.  In the case of the book, it was rats.  It might…” 

Yelena jumped slightly, and blurted out, “Snakes.” 

“Excuse me?” 

Yelena leaned forward.  “Marya goes nuts at the possibility there might be snakes around.  

When she was little, she saw a snake in one of the gardens, and ran inside screaming.  We couldn’t get 

her out of her room for the rest of the day.  It’s not something she’s grown out of, I think.  Just a couple 

of years ago, I guess she was sixteen, one of the cooks mentioned chasing a snake out of the kitchen.  

Marya ran to her room, wedged a towel under the door so nothing could get in, and stayed there long 

after the cook told her that the snake was gone.  And she didn’t go near the kitchen for a month, I think.  

Stopped making midnight snacks for herself.” 

The doctor, his eyes alight, sat back and folded his arms.  “There.  We could do something with 

that.” 

Yelena bit her lip and squeezed her eyes shut tight.  I’m sorry, Marya, I’m so sorry, so sorry.  But 

I’m still protecting you.  You will never know that, but I am. 

She looked into the doctor’s eyes, and said slowly and emphatically, “Non-poisonous.” 

“Of course.”  The doctor stood.  “General, we probably should put the girl under sedation now.  

This won’t be something we can do on the spur of the moment.  It will take at least a few days to set 

up.”  The general nodded and made a “go ahead” gesture. 

***** 

Stupid, stupid, stupid, thought Natalya.  Incredibly stupid. 

At least now I know never to attack a guard again.  My poor stupid brain at least learned that 

much. 

The violent twitches of her hips, stomach, and chest muscles had subsided, and that was good.  

Natalya tried to relax, praying the twitches wouldn’t come back.  And that nobody would touch her 

anytime soon. 

She had thought nothing mattered anymore.  That she could handle whatever punishment they 

threw at her.  The whippings always hurt, of course, but one gets over the pain.  In a way, she even 

welcomed the pain, as a sign that she had enough spirit remaining in her soul that she could still muster 

some defiance.  It told her they had not conquered her yet. 

Well, she thought, now they have, I’m pretty sure.  I will never, ever put myself through this 

again. 
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How much time remains?  How many days?  It was impossible for her to keep track of time, 

even during those intervals when her physical need calmed to the point she could think about time 

again.  Or anything else. 

She remembered the day it had happened.  The guard had carelessly stood too close to her 

while whipping one of the other girls.  Natalya had thrown an elbow at his gut, an easy target, and she 

had the thrill of seeing him rocked back on his heels, seeing the look of astonishment on his face, and 

the pain in his eyes.  What can they do to me? she’d thought.  Whip me some more?  Hang me up by my 

wrists?  The pain goes away eventually. 

They had dragged her sullenly in front of the commandant, that General What’s-His-Name, and 

described her crime to him.  Only briefly glancing up, then back to the papers he was signing, he’d said, 

“One month, in The Farm.” 

The farm? she’d wondered, as they dragged her back out.  They’re just going to have me work in 

that greenhouse?  I’ve been there before.  I didn’t like the heat, but I can handle it. 

That was not what The Farm was. 

Natalya had accompanied the guards through several corridors and around turns, until arriving 

at a door that looked like any other door.  The room inside was smaller than she’d expected, and 

certainly wasn’t any kind of greenhouse.  She’d blinked when she saw what was inside. 

It looked more like an art museum.  The first thing she saw seemed to be a partial sculpture of a 

female nude, in flesh tones, torso only: from just above the breasts down to the upper thighs.  No arms, 

no legs, no head.  Natalya could not imagine why they had brought her here.  Do they want me to model 

for them or something?  Are they going to create a sculpture of me?  How bizarre. 

The torso was in a recess in the paneled wall, a bit like a built-in bookcase, serving to display it 

as an artwork.  Farther into the room there were two other torsos just like it, not identical to the first, in 

their own display cases.  Obviously different girls had been models for the three pieces of art.  For some 

reason, each sculpture had two plastic-looking tubes coming out of its crotch, running down between its 

spread partial thighs, disappearing into the base of the display case.  Natalya couldn’t make any sense of 

that.  

There were also empty display cases, five of them.  Altogether eight display cases, four on each 

side of the room. 

Natalya had gasped then, her hand flying to her mouth, and looked more closely at the first 

torso.  It was breathing. 

So, she saw with mounting horror, were the other two. 

These aren’t sculptures, her inner voice had screamed, they are real, living girls! 

Laughing at her reaction, one of the guards reached out and softly stroked the stomach of the 

nearest girl. 
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Natalya saw the stomach expand instantly, the girl taking a sudden sharp breath, as if 

desperately trying to reach out for the touch.  The guard stroked the girl’s breasts then, and finally drew 

his finger slowly along her labia, from back to front, then lightly brushed across them from side to side. 

The activity this produced in the girl was stunning to watch.  Her taut stomach wriggled in waves 

that looked like a sail in a strong gusty wind.  Her nipples came erect as Natalya watched.  The breasts 

suddenly flushed, and bobbed up and down from the muscle contractions above and below them.  And 

the girl’s hips went wild, the buttocks tensing and contracting, throwing the hips forward again and 

again.  There was no sound at all from the girl.  Only the wild, frantically erotic motion, which held 

Natalya’s eyes with hypnotic fascination. 

Natalya felt the blood suddenly drain from her face.  She was about to faint.  This is The Farm!  

These girls are… planted, here!  And they’re about to do this to me! 

Instead of fainting, she screamed, turned and tried to run, to escape back out the door of the 

room, to get away from this horrible place.  The guards closed on her and held her tight.  Struggling with 

them, Natalya felt the sharp prick of a hypodermic syringe in her buttock.  She fought with the 

approaching cottony vagueness as well as the guards, for a minute more.  Then everything went away. 

When Natalya awoke, she was here.  She knew she was in one of those display cases. 

She still had arms, as far as she knew.  The left and right walls of the display case reached up 

into her armpits, and her arms hung down outside the walls, hidden behind the wood panels of the 

room.  They seemed to be encased in some sort of stiff foam, as best she had been able to judge.  The 

foam hugged her arms and hands tightly.  She couldn’t even wiggle a finger.  Her legs, down below the 

bottom of the case, were trapped in foam as well.  They, and her feet and her toes, were completely 

immobilized. 

For a time, she had felt the foam, and sensed its resistance to her movements.  But the 

sensation was too constant, too unvarying, for her senses to bother noticing now.  She no longer felt her 

arms or legs.  It wasn’t like numbness.  It was non-existence.  Only by remembering them having been 

there, when she’d first been planted, did she convince herself they must still be there. 

And her head was encased in the same foam, down past her neck to her shoulders.  Natalya had 

decided there must be some cloth patches taped over her eyes, to protect them when the foam had 

been applied.  In any case, she couldn’t open them.  Or didn’t think she could, anyway.  All around her 

head she had felt the foam holding it frozen in place.  At first.  Again, it was too constant, and her senses 

had stopped noting it. 

They had inserted breathing and feeding tubes down her throat before sealing her in the foam.  

Natalya was never aware of eating, but she never felt hungry or thirsty.  

If she decided she wanted to die, there was absolutely no way to bring it about.  It is impossible 

to stop breathing indefinitely, and she had no way to stop eating either. 

She couldn’t produce a sound – the tubes passed through her vocal cords and wouldn’t allow 

them to function.  Nor could she hear any sound either.  Her ears, like her eyes, were covered, in the 

case of her ears with thick padded muffs that surrounded the ears and rested flush against her head.  
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The muffs were actually headphones, broadcasting a white noise hiss that covered any sounds that 

might make their way through the muffs and the foam surrounding them, a hiss that was, in turn, too 

steady and unvarying for her to perceive anymore. 

Natalya understood what those tubes had been, emerging from the girls’ crotches.  A catheter 

carried her liquid wastes away through one of them.  The other was for solid wastes – not so solid, it 

seemed, and she suspected there must be a laxative in her food.  She had been aware, at first, of 

dribbling into both tubes constantly.  As with all other sensations, her awareness of it had faded. 

Nothing to see, nothing to hear, taste, or smell.  Her entire world of sensory awareness was 

limited to the nerve endings on the skin of her torso. 

Natalya bitterly remembered her belief that she could handle pain, because it went away.  Well, 

she observed, the tingles and twitches in this place go away too, after awhile, but they stay with your 

mind like a heavy glue. 

Every so often – Natalya had no idea how often, and could never predict it – someone touched 

her skin.  Then she would feel an instant avalanche of sensual need.  The craving in her brain for 

something to feed her senses exploded, and her body tried frantically to reach out for the source of the 

sensation, seeking more! more! of the touch.  They always touched the parts of her that awakened 

sexual desire – her breasts, or those points between her sex and hips on either side, or on her sex lips 

themselves – and the sensation had a sexual intensity to it, but it was more, much more than that.  It 

was like a tiny breadcrumb to a starving woman.  It was like a single sip of water to one dying of thirst.  It 

was beyond all those things, a need for something she had taken for granted all her life.  All set off by a 

touch. 

It was the exact opposite of pain.  The body perceives pain as something to be avoided.  But 

anytime fingers brushed her skin at any point, especially on those points of sexual arousal, those brief, 

soft touches… suddenly the wanting would explode within her, a desperate, all-consuming need to have 

the touches continue.  The muscles in her stomach, her hips, around her breasts, felt as though they 

were jumping out of her skin, reaching out for the touch, demanding it, begging for it, offering to die for 

the touch if it would just come back, please, please, please!  The craving swamped all other thoughts, 

made consideration of anything other than the need impossible.  It gradually subsided, but slowly, so, so 

slowly.  She guessed it might be hours, but she really had no idea. 

And the need, the want, the craving, often suddenly came back even without any obvious 

stimulus.  It might, she suspected, be a tiny insect landing on her skin.  It might even be a random nerve 

ending firing for no reason, as they sometimes do, that set the avalanche off.  She’d had a lot of time to 

think about it, during the breaks between attacks of need, the only times she could think at all. 

It surprised Natalya a little that they never stuck pins in her, or burned her with cigarettes.  But 

no, she thought, that is not the purpose here.  The goal of this place was to show that there are things 

far worse than pain.  Yearning and need for sensual, sexual stimulation can be far more agonizing. 

How long? she wondered again.  She had been sentenced to The Farm for a month.  With her 

ability to think clearly so broken up by interruptions of her body going crazy, she had no way of reliably 
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measuring the passage of time.  She couldn’t even count seconds or heartbeats.  She couldn’t perform 

any rational process during the attacks of wanting.  She was not completely sure as much as a single day 

had gone by yet.  And she was doubtful it could have been as much as a week. 

She felt a sudden twitch that instantly spread through her entire body.  No!!  It’s starting again 

oh God oh God!!… 

She would have moaned if she could.  She would have screamed if she could.  But she took it in 

absolute silence. 
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CHAPTER 14 

The blast from the airhorn caused Rachel to spasm herself awake, her heart pounding in panic. 

Oh, yes, she remembered.  That’s just how they wake the girls in the morning here. 

Sometime during the night she had curled up on the floor of the cell.  She didn’t remember 

releasing her new friend’s hands, or lying down, but her exhaustion had knocked her out for the entire 

night, it seemed. 

Both holes in her bottom burned and ached, but she thought she might be through the worst of 

it.  It seemed doubtful that all of the guards would want to rape her again tonight.  That had just been 

their way of welcoming her to the cell block.  They might not even bother with her at all tonight, 

perhaps.  They had fifteen other girls to choose from. 

Rachel’s fingertips brushed unintentionally against her mound, and she focused her attention 

there.  Rubbing her fingers lightly across it, she found it was still perfectly smooth, with not a hint of the 

stubble of pubic hair that should be there, nearly two full days since she’d been depilated.  My guess 

was right, she told herself.  I’ll never have hair on my legs again.  She gritted her teeth as she bemoaned 

something they had taken away from her forever.  Not that she loved the chore of shaving her legs or 

bush, but if she’d wanted to do something about it she preferred it to have been her decision, not 

something forced on her without her permission. 

The words “two days” stuck in her mind.  Oh! she thought, that’s right!  It’s the third day!  That 

had been Rachel’s reasoned-out deadline for her country to rescue her from this place: Mandy had 

surely alerted the embassy two days ago, and after all the discussions, all the phone calls and e-mails 

halfway around the world, all the negotiations, all the paperwork, surely today had to be the time 

everything would happen at last.  She should be out of here tonight!  Soon she would be on a flight 

home, to resume her life, perhaps as a semi-celebrity. 

She reached up, with her chains clinking, to scratch an itch in her scalp.  She sucked in a quick 

breath when she touched her hair, or what was left of it.  She hadn’t really had a chance to do that 

before – certainly not while she’d been bent over the roof of her cell, all day yesterday.  Brushing her 

palm across the top of her head, it felt like the stiff bristles of a toothbrush.  It was so strange.  She 

almost felt nauseated.  She took a deep breath to steady herself, and sighed it out.  I might be facing 

cameras tonight, she told herself, and this will look pretty weird.  But it does support the idea I’ve been 

abused.  Wait till I tell them about the gang rape, she thought. 

Minutes later the food cart came down the aisle, and Rachel eagerly took the opportunity of the 

first chance she’d had to feed herself in twenty-four hours.  Though that had been kind of nice last night, 

she remembered.  Eating from the pixie girl’s hand, and the girl smiling at her, was the one and only 

memory from last night she wanted to hang onto. 

Shortly after Rachel finished eating, the guards came down the aisle, unlocking cell doors.  She 

tried to calm down her breathing.  They’re just going to take me to work somewhere, she told herself.  

I’m just going to my job, like any responsible adult. 
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It was easy to know what to do: she just did exactly what she saw the women around her do, 

which was to form lines in front of the cells.  Rachel stood in the line of women on her side of the cell 

block, facing the front of the room.  The pixie girl stood immediately in front of her.  Rachel ground her 

teeth together angrily at the rear view of all of the girl’s whip marks, and also the dark bruise on her face 

from the fight she had “won” against the Amazon, the night before last.  Rachel waited, trying to be 

patient and calm as a guard attached chains to her collar in front and back, connecting her with the 

woman behind her and the pixie girl in front of her. 

A minute later Rachel’s line was marched across the drawbridge, her first time out of the room 

in nearly a full day, and into the corridor outside, led by Boris and two other guards.  It seemed odd to 

Rachel that all three of the guards were wearing warm-looking coats – the other team’s three guards 

were not, and the cell block and the corridor outside it were well heated. 

Rachel, despite having no idea where she and the others were being taken, felt relieved to be 

away from the scene of her rape.  And maybe, she thought excitedly, I’ll never be back!  She held tightly 

to the thought that she might well be released before the workday was over. 

Taking a quick look behind her, Rachel saw the other team of eight girls turn the other direction 

after crossing the drawbridge.  Working somewhere else, it seemed. 

Boris took the lead, ahead of the line, with another of the guards walking beside the line, 

immediately to Rachel’s left.  This one had seemed to Rachel a little slow-witted, and he walked with a 

slight hunch.  Rachel decided to assign him the name Igor, which seemed to fit him very well.  Trailing 

behind the women, the third guard somehow reminded Rachel strongly of a boy named Matt she’d 

known in high school, and she started thinking of him that way.  Obviously there was no chance that was 

actually the guard’s name, but, especially since Matt had been something of an asshole, Rachel could 

think of the guard no other way, and didn’t want to assign him a name with any nicer connotations – 

“Matt,” of course, as had the other five guards in the room, had raped her last night. 

The pixie girl was so small that the chain connecting Rachel’s collar to hers slanted down 

steeply.  If the woman in front of the girl, and Rachel behind her, were to pull away from her at the 

same time, they could lift the girl into the air between them and hang her.  Rachel made sure to stay 

close, her thighs not very far behind the girl’s butt. 

Eventually the group arrived at a wide metal door, which Boris opened, afterward gesturing the 

women inside. 

Even before entering, Rachel could see that the room was brightly lit.  Once she was all the way 

in, she could see why.  One entire wall of the room was glass, and the light was sunlight reflecting off the 

snow on the ground outside.  The area immediately beyond the window was heavily-treed and level.  

Beyond that, the snow-covered ground sloped downward and was lost to view. 

Rachel had not forgotten she was up in the mountains – it was part of the consciousness she 

had of being very remote from the civilized world and far from any help.  But as unpleasant as her stay 

in the prison had been, she thought this view of the land surrounding the facility was beautiful. 
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At almost the very instant the line of women saw the window, they issued a collective gasp.  

Rachel instantly went on guard.  She didn’t know what she had missed. 

Because of the snow, the room was considerably brighter than even a place with a glass wall 

would normally be.  When Rachel had first been escorted from the helicopter that brought her here, 

there had been a few isolated patches of white on the ground, but clearly there had been new snowfall 

since then: there was about an inch of powder covering most of the ground.  It was interrupted by 

scrubby bushes, and the ground directly under the trees was mostly clear.  The trees were pines, and a 

heavy clutter of pine straw was visible below them. 

At the left end of the glass wall was something resembling a transparent phone booth.  It was 

about that size, at any rate, and had a door in front, with a rubber seal around its edges.  Looking 

through it, Rachel saw that there was another door to the outside on the booth’s far side.  She could see 

the knob for it. 

Rachel suddenly put it together, and her gasp echoed those of the women several seconds 

earlier.  Oh my God, no! she thought.  There was nothing in the room for Rachel and the others to do!  

The room was completely empty, aside from a cooler along the farther wall that was packed with ice 

and what appeared to be bottled drinks.  The door was for the women to go outside to perform some 

task.  In the freezing cold.  Naked. 

The rest of the women couldn’t have all figured that out that much faster than I did, Rachel told 

herself.  They must have all been here before.  What they’re reacting to is the snow.  It’s new snowfall.  

It must have come down last night, and they hadn’t expected to see it.  No wonder they were all 

shocked.  They have, Rachel realized, been working here in a little warmer weather, but it looks like 

summer is officially over.  We’re in a northern latitude, at a high altitude.  It’s late August… or wait, early 

September now.  

And it’s obviously freezing out there. 

All of the women were looking through the window with pained expressions.  They directed 

pleading looks to whichever guard was closest. 

The guards took off their coats and hung them on hooks on the wall above the cooler – at least 

it was comfortably warm inside the room.  Matt then addressed the team briefly, as if in a familiar ritual, 

pointing at each girl in turn, including Rachel, saying a single word each time he pointed.  He was 

counting off the women in the line, Rachel realized.  His voice sounded nothing like the Matt that Rachel 

had known, even aside from the fact he was speaking Russian, but Rachel still held onto her name for 

him. 

Rachel still didn’t know just what it was she was supposed to do out there, in the snow.  She had 

never been so desperate to speak Russian.  She pictured herself wandering around outside, freezing her 

butt, not knowing what she was supposed to be looking for.  She’d forgotten Boris spoke English. 

Once Matt had finished assigning numbers to the women, if that was what he had done, Boris 

looked at Rachel.  “Work here is pick up…”  He hesitated, and drew a tiny book out of his pocket.  

Flipping through the pages quickly, he at last finished, “pine straw.”  Obviously he’d hunted down a 
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small Russian/English dictionary.  He continued, “One girl go out, she come back, den next go out and 

come back, den next.”  Okay, thought Rachel, that was the purpose of the count-off.  “You pick up pine 

straw, and put in box, dere.”  He pointed outside, and Rachel could see, where he was pointing, an 

empty metal bin that was just left of the phone booth door, against the wall of solid rock just past where 

the window-with-door ended.  “You put in pine straw until you hear bell,” apparently a signal that the 

bin was sufficiently full, “And den you push red button.”  She saw the button, on the side of the bin.  

“Den you come back in.” 

Rachel moaned.  Did that mean she was not allowed back in until the bin was full?  She felt sure 

that must be the case. 

But if one girl filled the bin, then what did the others do?  It occurred to Rachel that pushing the 

button probably caused the bin to empty into some storeroom below.  She’d seen something similar for 

trash in an airport once. 

Boris continued sternly, “If you not come in, if we come get you, you get bad whip after.” 

But, Rachel thought, puzzled, why would any of us stay out there?  It’s not like there’s anyplace 

to escape to.  Staying out too long would just be suicide. 

Maybe, Rachel thought grimly, that’s exactly the idea.  She was surrounded by women who gave 

off an air of intense hopelessness.  It seemed entirely possible at least one of them had given thought to 

that kind of “escape.” 

Igor began disconnecting the chains joining the girls’ collars.  Giving them no time to mill 

around, Boris pointed to the woman who had been in the front of the line, and gave her a brief order in 

Russian. 

The woman pleaded silently with him once more, hesitating, obviously hating being first and 

wishing to be anywhere but here.  Finally, at another word from Boris, she opened the inner door of the 

“phone booth.” 

Once inside, she pulled the door closed, and it sealed tight with a whisper of glass sliding across 

rubber.  She looked helplessly at him one more time, and when he glowered menacingly and moved his 

hand towards his whip, she whimpered, and opened the outer door. 

Taking a step outside, she immediately drew her elbows tight against her sides, and hunched 

her shoulders.  The sun was shining, but Rachel had no doubt now that the temperature out there was 

below freezing. 

The outer door swung closed behind her on its own. 

The woman moved with a hopping shuffle through the snow, trying to keep her feet out of the 

snow as much as possible with each step, and headed for the nearest tree, about thirty feet away. 

It seemed to Rachel so typical of the cruelty of this place, that the prisoners’ chains would not 

be removed even for this.  Obviously the women would all be able to move much faster without the 

hobble chains.  And as the woman outside reached the area under the tree and dropped to her knees, to 
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create some slack in the chain that had held her hands tight against her waist, so she could reach out 

and scoop up some straw, of course that all would have been so much easier without the chains as well. 

Rachel heard a hissing sound of a familiar sort.  She saw that Igor had taken a bottle from the 

cooler and popped it open.  Rachel could smell it now: beer.  Igor passed the bottle to Matt and reached 

down for another. 

Outside, the woman, with a supply of straw clutched against her stomach, stood and shuffled to 

the bin, dumping in the straw.  Rachel could see goose bumps on the woman’s skin from where she was 

standing.  The woman turned away immediately, presumably knowing her first armload was not 

sufficient.  But before returning to the tree, in a burst of intense wishful thinking, she tried the door.  

Locked. 

She shuffled quickly back to the tree, and scooped up another batch of straw, carrying it back to 

the bin.  Still not enough.  On her third trip, at last the bell rang.  Almost crying in relief, the woman 

pushed the button, and the straw sank out of sight.  Rachel had been correct in guessing what the 

button did.  Afterward, the woman was able to open the door, which clearly had some sort of interlock 

with the bin: pushing the button unlocked the door as well as disposing of the straw.  But not, 

apparently, until after the bell rang. 

The woman reentered the room, shivering violently.  Several women immediately converged on 

her, pressing their bodies against her, surrounding the freezing woman with body heat.  They rubbed up 

and down against her, making an erotic tableau that Rachel was sure the guards enjoyed, but she was 

also sure the woman getting the attention had no thoughts in terms of sex. 

Rachel found the press of bodies very moving, feeling a tear at the corner of her eye.  The 

guards are cruel, but we women all look out for each other. 

Igor barked an order, and the woman who had been second in line moaned miserably and 

opened the inner door. 

***** 

The pixie girl went fourth, and when she returned Rachel, who had joined in with the body-

warming the last two times, tried to return the favor of last night to a small extent.  But as she 

approached the pixie girl, who had already nearly disappeared within the bodies surrounding her, all 

leaning in to cover her skin from knees to shoulders, Rachel felt a slap on her shoulder, and heard Boris’s 

angry voice say, “You!  Go!” 

Rachel looked outside and winced.  She’d been working at mentally preparing herself for the 

miserable work outside, but now that the time was upon her, she couldn’t make herself move. 

She sucked in a panicked breath as a line of searing pain flashed across her back, from just 

behind her left breast to her right hip.  She doubled over, not knowing what was wrong. 

Her instincts took over, her brain telling her muscles that if she went to the door, she would 

escape further pain.  She almost tripped over her hobble chain trying to get there, and conscious 

thought returned, but only to tell her, I’ve been whipped, I’ve been whipped!  I must have a bright red 
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line across my back now.  There, Mister State Department official, is that enough to tell you I’ve been 

physically abused? 

Rachel had new appreciation for the pain the pixie girl must have been through.  This pain was 

all just from one hit, she reminded herself.  Look at all those marks on the pixie. 

Rachel threw open the inner door and entered the booth.  It was much cooler than the room, 

though not uncomfortably so.  That didn’t help at all with the pain across her back, though.  Then, her 

heart pounding, she opened the outer door and stepped outside. 

For just an instant she thought, this isn’t too bad, I was worried for nothing.  And then the full 

perception of the cold hit her.  It took her breath away.  The soles of her feet burned, standing in the 

snow, compacted by now by previous footsteps, and she started shivering instantly.  The crisp air 

seemed to burn her lungs.  And the burning sensation from the whip still ached across her back.  So 

much fire, she marveled, in such a cold place! 

And Rachel gritted her teeth as a further cruelty made itself apparent: her head was freezing.  

Until yesterday it would have been protected and warmed by her hair.  But that was gone. 

Automatically, without thinking of how she was imitating the previous women, Rachel took off 

in that same hopping shuffle she had seen.  Dropping down under the nearest tree, she saw that most of 

the straw was gone, over a wider area than the four previous women could have covered.  So they 

definitely didn’t just start doing this today, Rachel told herself.  She managed to get a reasonable 

armload scooped up, and shuffled as quickly as she could to the bin.  Knowing, by having watched the 

others, that it wasn’t enough, she turned without waiting to hear a bell and shuffled back to the trees, 

stopping under the adjacent tree this time.  This time somehow the thump of landing on her knees 

dislodged some of the snow from the branches overhead and it fell directly on her back.  She screamed 

before realizing what had happened, and shook herself violently to get rid of as much of it as she could.  

What remained reawakened the pain from the whip, which had just started to fade.  Gradually the snow 

slid off her when she stood again with another armload of straw.  She rushed back to the bin, groaning 

when the bin again received the load in silence.  On her third trip, she shouted with joy when she heard 

the bell, reached for the door and couldn’t open it, almost panicked before she remembered to press 

the button, and finally was able to enter the room.  She shivered, her teeth chattering, as the nearest 

women surrounded her, making a cocoon of soft, warm flesh around her.  

They withdrew, after a few minutes, as she got her shivering under control, and she could only 

think, it’s over!  I did it and I survived it! 

Rachel helped again with warming the last three women, and breathed a sigh of relief at the 

entire task being done. 

And then Matt pointed at the first woman who had gone.  Oh shit oh shit oh shit! thought 

Rachel.  We have to keep doing it! 

Rachel was surprised to see, this second time through, one of the women take time to drop to 

the ground in the snow, before reaching the tree, and appear to eat at least two mouthfuls of snow, 

literally freezing cold though it was.  Rachel groaned internally.  The guards must not let us have any 
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water here! she decided.  They’ve got their beer, but we’re not getting anything to drink from them!  

We have to get it where we can. 

Rachel, on her own second outing, blinked at seeing another girl, inevitably naked and chained, 

about a hundred yards away along the narrow plateau that skirted the mountain.  There is another room 

over there like this one, another window room, she realized, and another team doing this same job.  It 

wasn’t that surprising.  They did use a lot of pine straw here.  And there was a limit to how much of it 

they could get from under one set of trees.  There might even be other such rooms elsewhere on the 

periphery. 

On her third trip out, Rachel’s own thirst was raging sufficiently that she dropped to the ground 

and ate and swallowed several mouthfuls of snow.  It hurt her mouth and made the shivering even 

worse, but she just had to have it, and by now it was obvious it was the only way she could get a drink. 

Occasionally, Igor, Matt, or Boris individually left the room for a time and returned.  All that 

beer, Rachel thought bitterly. 

By the start of her fourth trip, the sun had vanished behind the mountains towering above.  

Rachel dearly wished for it back; she wasn’t sure whether the temperature had actually changed, but it 

felt much colder without the direct sunlight. 

Rachel drank again on her fifth trip.  By now all of the girls had to go further for straw, though 

not much – there were trees everywhere.  But it was so frustrating to have each trip take still more time 

as the day wore on. 

As the women worked through their sixth cycle, disaster hit. 

The pixie girl, obviously exhausted, probably even more so than the other women, stumbled to 

the side partway back from the trees and tripped over a bush, her armload of straw flying out to fall on 

the ground in front of her.  Rachel bit her lip, feeling so sorry to see that the girl was going to have to 

make an extra trip. 

Then she saw that the pixie couldn’t get up.  It didn’t look as if she was injured.  But the bush 

had poked its way up between her legs as she fell over it, and that chain that ran from her hobble chain 

up to the ring in her waist chain, and slipped through the ring to give her hands some freedom when it 

had enough slack – her slipchain, as Rachel had started calling it – was tangled up within the bush.  Lying 

on her stomach, with her hands pinned underneath her, the girl was unable to pull them away from her 

waist, and there was nothing the girl could use to push herself up. 

Rachel watched in horror as the girl thrashed around in panic, at first trying to raise her lower 

legs enough to clear the bush, the hobble chain holding her down each time, then twisting to try to roll 

to the side, and finally just random wild movements accomplishing nothing. 

One of the women near the door made a move towards the door, but stopped and listened as 

Matt made an announcement.  Rachel blinked as the woman hesitated, and the other women, who had 

also started moving, stopped. 

Rachel turned to Boris.  “Let me go get her!” 
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Boris shrugged.  “You get two times straw, one for you, one for her.” 

Rachel saw the logic.  Trips outside were for the purpose of gathering the straw.  Two girls out 

meant two loads of straw. 

So that was what Matt had told the others.  Rachel understood their hesitation – a little bit.  

Each trip outside took them to the very limits of their ability to handle the job in the freezing cold.  They 

couldn’t imagine doubling the work. 

But a friend was in serious trouble.  Not only had the girl already been out longer than Rachel 

thought she herself would be able to tolerate, but she was also going to be whipped after one of the 

guards went to retrieve her. 

That poor girl has been whipped enough already, thought Rachel.  She has more marks than any 

other woman I’ve seen here.  And it’s so unfair!  She didn’t do anything wrong!  She’s not trying to kill 

herself!  She just fell and got trapped. 

Rachel turned to Boris again, the words spilling out of her.  “You won’t whip her?  If I get her?”  

She saw his uncertain look, and realized she’d been speaking too fast for him.  She knew she had to 

make it a little simpler.  “No whip?  I go, no whip her?” 

Boris nodded.  “You go, no whip.”  Clearly the guards, all of whom no doubt looked forward to a 

good whipping, were nevertheless willing to make a deal if it meant they didn’t have to go outside 

themselves. 

Rachel almost tripped again over her hobble chain as she bolted for the door, but recovered her 

balance without falling. 

Outside, she paused as little as possible as the cold slammed into her again, taking her breath 

away as always, then ran straight for the pixie. 

The girl was crying uncontrollably, and so disoriented she tried to squirm away when Rachel 

started to lift her.  Rachel, in her own chains, couldn’t separate her hands to get them around the girl’s 

waist, so she went to pick up the girl’s feet, lifting them as high as she could manage and pulling to the 

side.  She managed to get the girl’s legs clear of the bush, but the slipchain was still tangled, so she had 

to bend at the stomach to pin the girl’s legs against her, to keep them from falling back, and reached 

down, her fingertips barely able to reach the girl’s chain.  Finally she worked it loose of the bush, and the 

girl fell onto her side, free. 

Rachel helped her to her feet, and got her stumbling towards the door.  As soon as Rachel 

stopped by the door and let go to reach for the knob, the girl sank onto her knees in a fetal position, 

shivering, her eyes squeezed shut. 

Rachel suddenly realized she couldn’t get the girl inside without first gathering the girl’s portion 

of pine straw.  Without it, she couldn’t open the door.  She tried the knob anyway.  Locked. 

And I’d been hoping maybe she could help me gather the stuff, thought Rachel, but that’s not 

going to happen.  She’s almost unconscious.  Rachel rushed out to the trees as quickly as the hobble 

chain would let her. 
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Three trips later, the bin full, Rachel pushed the button that made the bin swallow the straw – 

and allowed the door to open.  Keeping it open with her butt, Rachel managed to get the girl to her feet 

and into the booth, then ran back to the trees without watching to see what happened next. 

Rachel sank to her knees in exhaustion several times on her last trip – her sixth since emerging – 

to the bin, but desperately held onto her load of straw without dropping it.  She almost couldn’t 

remember what the bell signified when it rang, and she barely remembered to push the red button.  Her 

brain seemed to be filling with clouds as she stumbled to the door and pulled it open, and sank down to 

her knees once more inside the booth. 

She felt several girls drag her back into the room, and pile on top of her once she was stretched 

out on the floor.  They rubbed energetically along her body, horizontally, surely even more exciting to 

the guards.  With her head turned to the side, Rachel saw, through half-lidded eyes, a similar pile of 

moving girlflesh on top of the pixie girl. 

By the time the next woman in line was returning, Rachel sat up, still shivering slightly but 

feeling as if she might survive.  She nodded at the women who had piled onto her, said “Spasiba,” 

patted the nearest one on the knee, and stood up. 

A few feet away, the pixie girl, looking haggard but almost recovered, was working her way to a 

standing position as well. 

The girl came towards Rachel, squinting uncertainly – yes, thought Rachel, she really was 

nearsighted – and stopped when she had got close enough to be sure it was Rachel.  She seemed almost 

hypnotized with awe, looking up into Rachel’s eyes, and said very softly, slowly, and with as much 

emotion as it was possible to muster, “Spasiba.” 

Such a useful word. 

Rachel smiled at her. 

Suddenly the girl started speaking to her again, in quiet, rapid-fire Russian.  The guards didn’t 

seem to object, but of course, that would not have been Rachel’s biggest problem.  Though she had 

spoken to the girl in English last night, apparently that one single Russian word Rachel had said to her 

then had convinced the girl Rachel could understand her.  Rachel shook her head and sighed.  “I’m really 

sorry.  I gave you almost the only Russian word I know last night.  Do you speak any English at all?” 

The girl looked at her blankly.  Then she smiled again, and looked at Rachel shyly.  Twisting one 

hand in her cuffs so she could point a finger at her stomach, the girl said, “Anya.” 

I don’t think she’s giving me the word for tummy, thought Rachel.  That has to be her name.  

Rachel smiled again, and twisted her own hand around to point to herself.  “Rachel.” 

Anya nodded, and her smile spread into that sunburst grin from last night.  “Pryvet, Retchell.” 

Rachel had to struggle to keep from laughing, not wanting to seem to be laughing at Anya.  That 

name really does fit me, she thought.  I feel like retching.  Or completely wretched.  Either one works.  

That first word, “pryvet” – Rachel had no way to know its meaning for sure, except that “Thank you” had 
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already put in an appearance, so it was probably just a generic greeting.  Rachel turned her laugh into a 

wider smile.  “Pryvet, Anya.” 

With the handcuffs and chains, hugging wasn’t possible, and the girl just took a step closer and 

rested her head briefly against Rachel’s upper arm – as high up Rachel’s body as she could manage to 

get. 

Rachel suddenly had a feeling of extreme self-consciousness wash through her.  It felt as though 

she suddenly realized she was naked, as if in one of those dreams where you are walking down the 

street and it occurs to you that you forgot to dress.  Since she had been nude in front of everybody for 

two days now, she wondered why she was suddenly so uncomfortable. 

Ah, she thought, I know what it is.  It was all so completely impersonal until this minute.  Rachel 

had not known anyone here, nor even been able to speak the same language.  The seven other women 

here in the room, all naked themselves, had all been strangers… but Rachel and the pixie girl – Anya – 

had shared an intense experience now.  More than one, actually, starting last night, but this last one had 

obliterated any separation between them.  And now Rachel was standing with a female friend, both of 

them naked, and it felt strange to Rachel in a way it hadn’t before. 

Get over it, Rachel, she told herself.  You’ll be gone from here soon.  Any friends made here are 

not permanent.  Though I hope I can do something to get these women out of here.  In particular, to get 

Anya out of here. 

Anya looked up and smiled at Rachel one more time, then turned to watch the progress of the 

latest woman taking a turn outside. 

***** 

After nine trips outside, Rachel felt so glad it was over.  She walked in line with the others, 

ahead of Anya this time – they’d been lined up in reverse order from this morning – their collars all 

connected by a series of chains again. 

Rachel actually had a feeling of accomplishment.  They really did use the pine straw here, she 

reminded herself, as part of the system of sanitation, such as it was.  And it wasn’t going to gather itself 

– though Rachel, if asked earlier, would have guessed the prison bought it inexpensively from a forest 

supplier.  Rachel had made a contribution to the system of these women’s lives. 

She suspected her team would all have the same assignment tomorrow, and it might be harder.  

They had recovered a lot of the nearest straw, and would have to go a little farther out tomorrow.  

Rachel held onto her hope, which still seemed reasonable, that she would be released before then.  She 

was disappointed it hadn’t happened before she’d finished a whole day freezing her butt off, and fretted 

that the evening rapes were getting closer.  But she felt optimistic.  After all she’d been through, she had 

to have some luck now.  Maybe she’d be released just as she was finishing dinner.  A meal would be very 

welcome. 

Rachel was surprised when they passed by the corridor she recognized as the one where her cell 

block was located, and kept going.  She hoped there wasn’t some other job they had to do now. 
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She started recognizing the area… oh, of course, she thought.  That place where they had cut 

her hair.  The place which had also contained showers.  She sighed.  A shower would be very nice, but 

Rachel was sure the reason for it was that the guards wanted clean girls to play with. 

They did, indeed.  After passing through the swinging double doors into the shower room, the 

woman leading the line, obviously familiar with the ritual, led the line straight to the shallow trough, just 

as the water started pouring from the overhead faucets.  Beside the trough, four women stood with 

mops, their handles just a foot or so long, next to buckets of soapy water. 

As Rachel should have expected, in this place where dehumanization of the inmates was the 

rule, the entire procedure was very much like a car wash.  The line of women, Rachel included, went 

straight down the trough, under the series of shower heads spewing water, while the women on duty 

ran the mops up and down the showerees’ bodies – stomachs, backs, breasts, heads, arms, legs, the 

insides of the legs up to the crotch.  When Rachel herself reached the water, she cringed – it was cold, 

more damn cold, just like the water sprayed on her yesterday from the hose by the cleaning girls, 

though actually not quite as cold as that had been, and certainly not freezing.  Rachel knew exactly what 

freezing felt like now.  The shower water was no doubt snowmelt, like the water from the hose 

yesterday, but Rachel suspected that the water took longer to reach this room, or perhaps had stayed in 

a holding tank longer.  For whatever reason, it was more tolerable than the water yesterday.  Or maybe 

Rachel only thought that, in comparison with what she’d been through today.  Rachel realized she could 

tolerate it, though she couldn’t breathe until she was halfway through it, and was shivering, but not as 

bad as she had earlier.  You can, she guessed, get used to almost anything.  It was very strange having 

the girls along the sides mop her all over, including between her buttocks, but she was glad there was 

some sort of attention to hygiene. 

At the side of the room, another team of women was on the benches there, getting their hair 

trimmed.  Rachel supposed that there was a regular rotation for teams to be trimmed.  Based on the 

women she had seen, Rachel thought it seemed unlikely that any of the inmates went more than a week 

between haircuts. 

There were no towels, hot air dryers, or any other method for drying the women after the 

shower.  They simply marched out of the room, still shivering and gradually drying as they went. 

Of course, thought Rachel bitterly, it’s not like I need a hair dryer. 
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CHAPTER 15 

“I thought that would wait until Marya and I could work together.” 

The general shook his head.  “I had intended for that to be the case.  But your daughter will be 

unconscious for at least the next three days while we prepare the…”  He scratched his head.  “What did 

the good doctor call it?  Oh, yes, ‘fright treatment.’  My men have waited long enough.” 

Yelena sat with her arms folded over her breasts.  She was tired of showing them to everyone 

who came within sight.  She sighed heavily.  “So what am I to do?  Act as if I were each man’s lover?” 

The general gave her a small smile.  “No, we have no need of another woman to play that role.  

We already have Alina Petrovna for that.” 

Yelena gaped at him.  “Petrovna is here??  I thought she was dead!” 

The general smiled again.  “In the same sense that you are dead.” 

Yelena winced.  Yes, she thought, the whole outside world, except for Dimitri, thinks Marya and 

I both died in a crash.  Just like I thought Petrovna had died of an overdose.  It’s a world full of dangers, 

she thought, curling her lip.  “I suppose you do want me to play some role, though.” 

The general shrugged.  “If you want to look at it that way, you and your daughter are to be 

cheap whores.  You will each simply allow each man to use your bodies in any way he wishes.” 

She gritted her teeth.  “Dimitri’s idea?” 

“I thought that went without saying.  In any case, the men know they are each permitted to 

have you once a month.  And Marya once a month also, as soon as she is ready.  Of course in her case, 

she is to understand her duties in terms of your cover story.” 

Yelena stifled a moan.  “That she’s servicing them as their reward for their service to me.  Yes.  

How many men was it that we’re talking about again?” 

“You will service two or three each day.  They have already signed up for a regular monthly 

rotation.  Marya’s service is obviously delayed, but as I said, yours will start today.  The men are 

understandably impatient.” 

Yelena did moan aloud at last as a memory she had pushed away came back.  The men… these 

would all be the same men who had taunted her in the hallway on that interminable trip from the 

general’s office to the infirmary.  Those men.  She would have to give them what they had all said they 

wanted. 

The general looked at his watch.  “You should go back to your room to get ready.  The first of the 

men will be there to see you in about an hour.” 

***** 

Rachel blinked in surprise as her team arrived back in the cell block.  In the row of cells across 

from Rachel’s, there was a woman Rachel hadn’t seen before in one of them, all of the others being 

empty.  Rachel couldn’t recall any being left behind this morning. 
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The new woman sat hunched miserably within her cell, and raised her hand up to brush across 

her bristly hair as Rachel watched.  The gesture seemed familiar… 

Oh, of course, thought Rachel.  I did that, this morning, feeling the unfamiliar brush-cut, trying 

to get used to it as a symbol of being a prisoner, along with the chains.  

The girl looked so lost, so terrified. 

The women of Rachel’s team were released from the chains connecting their collars, and 

shuffled into their cells.  Rachel sat on the hard floor of her cell and continued looking at the new girl. 

Rachel couldn’t imagine anything she could say to the girl, if she spoke any Russian.  Don’t 

worry, it’ll all be okay?  It won’t be okay.  It will be hell.  Rachel’s heart went out to the girl.  She resolved 

again to make freeing all of the women here her highest priority, after she was released. 

Minutes later the other team came in.  Rachel wondered for a moment what they would do with 

the extra woman, and then saw there were only seven in the chain line.  She was positive there had 

been eight this morning. 

So that’s what happens, Rachel thought gloomily.  A new prisoner arrives, she’s pretty, she has a 

nice body, the guards want to keep her… and some other woman is taken away to make a space for her.  

Rachel suddenly had a memory of what the woman in that cell had looked like.  Rachel remembered 

thinking she seemed a little older than most of the others.  Rachel didn’t see her among the returning 

women. 

Rachel sighed.  Taken out for her execution, Rachel supposed.  She might already be dead.  They 

probably don’t waste much time once they decide to do it. 

At least I’ll be out of here soon, thought Rachel.  I’m so sorry that it’s too late to help that 

woman who isn’t here anymore. 

For her own part, Rachel felt almost human, for the moment.  She was warm; she had 

showered; dinner was arriving on the food cart.  Though she still felt constantly conscious of being a 

naked prisoner in a tiny cage, it was much better than where she had been at the start of last night. 

Her mood was mainly a product of tonight being the night she felt confident of being released.  

She should be out of the country within hours.  She wondered if she would see Mandy before then, or if 

her friend was already back in the U.S. 

Shortly after Rachel finished eating, there was a sudden stirring within the cells, and Rachel saw 

the routine she remembered from the first night, which had not been necessary last night, with Rachel 

having taken the focus away from all the other women: the women were all getting up into that 

“present breasts” position, and Rachel hurried to push herself up and walk forward on her knees up to 

the bars, flattening the front of her upper body against the bars with her breasts projecting out beyond.  

As before, it was probably least comfortable for Rachel, of all the women, as she had to spread her 

knees farther apart than the rest to keep her head from banging against the ceiling of the cell. 
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Rachel saw the new girl looking across at the women of Rachel’s team, and then suddenly 

realizing this must be something she was required to do as well.  The girl scrambled up to her knees, and 

pushed up against the bars like the others, biting her lip, her face reddening. 

Five guards ambled slowly down the aisle.  Rachel, her heart pounding, knew they were each 

deciding which girl to rape.  She tried to think which guard wasn’t there, and realized it was Matt.  She 

wondered why he was missing this. 

Rachel saw the first two guards stop in front of cells on her own side – the ones directly across 

from the new girl.  Showing her what was required, Rachel realized.  Learn by watching.  Rachel couldn’t 

see what they were doing from inside her own cell, but from the sounds, one was doing a girl from 

behind, the other getting oral sex. 

Igor now stopped in front of Rachel, reached down and gave her left breast a sharp squeeze, 

grinning. 

Shit, damn it, damn it, shit, Rachel thought.  He decided on me tonight. 

Igor pointed to the ring gag. 

Burying a moan, Rachel retrieved the gag in her mouth, and let Igor take it from her, opening 

her mouth wide for him to secure it behind her teeth. 

As Igor was thrusting his manhood in and out of her mouth, nearly choking her each time, 

Rachel was able to see the new girl’s cage each time he withdrew – his hip blocked the view each time 

he thrust forward.  She caught sight of Boris giving the new girl’s breast a squeeze, making the girl 

squeak in alarm.  Rachel could hear the squeak followed by a moan when Boris gestured for her to turn 

around. 

Igor finally came, squirting nasty gunk into Rachel’s mouth.  She couldn’t swallow well with the 

gag in place, so she waited for him to remove it, consciously keeping herself from making a face at him 

when she did swallow afterward.  No sense inviting trouble. 

By this time Boris was finishing with the new girl – vagina, it appeared, though Rachel knew 

either way it was painful.  Over the thumping sounds Boris was making, Rachel could hear the girl crying. 

The last of the guards had chosen a woman at the start of the opposite row.  He was now 

finishing – anal, it seemed – and the rapes were over for the night. 

Rachel had hoped that meant she could go to sleep, but now it was Play Time. 

Two of the guards – Igor and one of the other team’s guards – sauntered slowly down the aisle, 

looking into the cages on either side.  Rachel kept her eyes looking directly forward, mentally trying to 

broadcast “don’t pick me, don’t pick me” brainwaves. 

The guard to whom Rachel had not yet assigned a name stopped in front of a cell on the side 

opposite Rachel’s, not the new girl’s, while Igor continued down to the end and stopped at the last cell 

on Rachel’s side.  Rachel heard both girls whimper as their cells were unlocked.  They emerged to stand 

at attention, looking scared. 
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After a moment of discussion between the two guards, and apparent agreement, Igor unlocked 

the handcuffs of the girl from that last cage.  Rachel recognized her, of course, having spent the day 

working with her: tall, though not like Rachel, dark haired as they all were, very pretty, slender, with 

muscular legs, taut stomach and, of course, large breasts.  The woman from across from Rachel was a 

little shorter, but of a similar body type.  She stood with her lip quivering, wincing preemptively as if she 

already knew what was about to happen, as indeed she likely did.  Her guard made no move to unlock 

her cuffs. 

The guard directed her to stand in the middle of the aisle, facing the other woman, who was 

brought to stand in front of her.  He spoke to both women, with a nasty grin.  Rachel suspected he was 

telling them the rules.  While the first girl looked scared, the other, the one whose hands had been 

freed, was more in the direction of being pained, almost sick.  She bit her lip and gave the first woman, 

the one still in full restraints, a look that appeared to Rachel to be apologetic. 

To Rachel’s astonishment, followed instantly by horror, at a word from Igor the woman with her 

hands free curled her right hand into a fist and struck the other in the face with it.  The latter cried out, 

took a quick staggering step back and, when her retreating foot was stopped by the hobble chain, lost 

her balance and fell over backward, landing heavily on her butt and then her shoulder. 

Rachel gritted her teeth, her breath coming forcefully out of her nose.  The woman had no way 

to defend herself!  She couldn’t lift her hands up from her waist!  She knew the punch was coming, and 

could only stand there and take it. 

Now the guard unlocked the fallen girl’s hands – and then relocked them behind her.  From his 

pocket he took one of those penis-shaped gags which Rachel knew and loathed, put it in her mouth and 

buckled it, and made her lie down in her own cell.  Unlocking her hobble chain, the guard locked her 

ankle cuffs directly to each other, then pulled her ankles towards her wrists, wrapped the hobble chain 

around her wrists and locked both ends to her ankle cuffs.  It was… Rachel tried to remember the word 

for it.  A hogtie, that was it.  What a perfect name for something so demeaning.  The guard closed her 

cell door, as the hogtied, gagged woman lay there crying.  Rachel strongly suspected she’d have to stay 

that way all night. 

Igor allowed the other girl, the “winner,” back into her cell with her hands still free, as her 

reward. 

Two more of the guards, the remaining two guards of the other team, now strolled between the 

cells, and picked two more women for the second round of the “fights.”  Of course, one of them chose 

the new girl.  

She stood, crying, as the guards unlocked her opponent’s handcuffs.  She had seen enough to 

know what would happen next.  

This time, to Rachel’s surprise, she saw that it was possible for the girl being struck to win, which 

apparently required only that she stay upright after being hit.  The new girl, after being struck on the 

cheek by the other’s fist, took a quick hop back with both feet, obviously a move planned ahead of time, 

using up enough of her momentum that she managed to keep her balance – barely – with another small 
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step back.  Her balance was very precarious, and she had to bend double, her head almost to the floor, 

to keep it, but she straightened up then with a shaky, relieved smile, tears still streaming down her face.  

Rachel had the rules completely worked out now. 

She was very impressed with what the new girl had done.  The girl was almost, but not quite, 

scared out of her wits, but enough wits remained for her to do the best she could with an impossible 

situation. 

Maybe, thought Rachel grimly, the difference is that she hasn’t had time yet to give up hope.  

Most of the women, Rachel thought, probably wouldn’t have had the emotional energy to consider a 

self-defense strategy. 

The new girl’s hands were released now, and she crawled back into her cell and lay on the floor, 

crying, while the other woman was put in her cell in a hogtie.  With the penis gag. 

Boris now came down the aisle.  Matt, it seemed, was still absent. 

Boris stopped in front of Rachel’s cell, and his eyes darted back and forth between Rachel and 

Anya.  A small smile crept onto his lips. 

Oh no, thought Rachel, no, no, no, please don’t do this!  She started to shake her head, giving 

Boris a pleading look, but stopped and sighed, knowing there was nothing she could do about it.  Boris is 

thinking about what happened today, she told herself.  And I think he must want me to know that no 

good deed ever goes unpunished. 

A minute later Rachel was standing outside her cell, having her cuffs unlocked, while Anya, 

already looking miserable and defeated, stood by. 

Boris looked at Rachel.  “You see?  You know what you do?” 

“Yesss,” Rachel responded through gritted teeth.  She knew indeed.  

Boris anticipated her, just as Rachel was resolving what to do.  “You don’ hit hard, you hit 

again.” 

Shit, thought Rachel, shit, shit, shit.  Rachel wouldn’t be allowed to just tap Anya in a token way.  

Rachel, all six feet of her, was going to have to hit tiny, defenseless Anya in the face hard enough to 

knock her down.  Rachel couldn’t stop looking at the bruise on Anya’s cheek from the fight two nights 

ago.  Rachel had seen Anya unexpectedly win that match, staged in a slightly different format from this 

one – one that was a little more fair in its rules, though no more fair in the sense of pitting Anya against 

a big woman she couldn’t possibly fight – but Rachel knew Anya couldn’t win this one. 

Rachel looked at Anya, who already had her eyes closed tight.  Come on, Anya, she thought, you 

have to at least see it coming! 

Before Rachel could talk herself out of it, not looking forward to a high-stress night in a hogtie 

but absolutely refusing to consider hitting Anya, Rachel dropped her hands to her sides and said, “No.” 

Boris blinked.  “No?” 



168 
 

Rachel turned to face him.  “I’m not doing it.  I,” she pointed to herself, “no hit her,” pointing to 

Anya.  Then she pointed to the hogtied girl in the cell nearby.  “Just go ahead and do me like her.  Do 

that to me.”  She turned and put her hands behind her back, wrists together. 

Looking back to watch Boris, Rachel could see Anya out of the corner of her eyes.  Anya had 

gone suddenly pale, her eyes wide, and she shook her head insistently.  It’s okay, Anya, thought Rachel, 

I’m doing this for you.  Quit worrying.  I’ve seen what they do to the losers.  I won’t like it, but I’ll be all 

right. 

Boris slowly crossed his arms.  He spoke to the other guards, standing at the head of the aisle, 

who gave him astonished looks.  Rachel still didn’t see Matt. 

There was Matt now, suddenly appearing, crossing the drawbridge.  Rachel had the impression 

his face was sporting an “I just got laid” expression.  She supposed that would explain why he’d missed 

Play Time.  Matt called out breezily to the rest of the guards.  Just by his demeanor, Rachel made the 

guess it was “What’s up?” or something similar. 

Boris, his voice animated, responded, with the other guards chiming in occasionally.  Boris 

pointed several times at Rachel.  Rachel couldn’t account for the degree of interest in what had just 

happened.  She just wished they would quickly gag her and put her in the chain hogtie, and her night 

would be over. 

Suddenly Matt’s eyes lit up, and he pointed at Rachel as well.  Rachel was electrified when his 

first sentence contained a word that sounded like “amyerikanski.”  It sounded so close to “American” 

that Rachel was sure her nationality was the subject of discussion, and that didn’t seem at all relevant to 

what Boris had been telling Matt about.  Matt also pointed back in the direction he had come, and 

Rachel heard that word “amyerikanski” again. 

Rachel’s heart leapt.  Are there Americans out there now?  Is that what he means? she asked 

herself.  This is it!  This is it! 

She almost threw her arms in the air, ironically almost the first time she would have been able 

to do that in the last three days, but held back.  I don’t know for sure, she told herself.  I decided right at 

the start I had to keep to myself the possibility of being released.  I can’t blow it now, if this turns out to 

be something else. 

Rachel looked back at Anya.  The girl seemed as puzzled by the discussion as Rachel, though 

presumably for a different reason, as she could at least understand the conversation.  They probably 

hadn’t said anything as clear as “She’s being released.”  Just that there were Americans waiting out 

there for some reason.  Rachel wasn’t completely sure Anya had known Rachel was an American.  She 

might just now be finding out. 

Boris, his face unreadable, walked back towards Rachel.  “Dey talk about you out dere,” he said, 

jerking his thumb back over his shoulder to indicate the wider world of the prison outside the cell block.  

“De general talk about you.” 

Rachel’s spirits rose still higher.  Yes, this did involve the top level of prison administration.  

Keeping a poker face, she nodded. 
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Boris said brusquely, “Put hands in front.”  Rachel blinked, but did as she was told.  She didn’t 

understand why they would be restoring her restraints, though maybe there was simply a strict rule 

about moving prisoners through the halls which he couldn’t take it upon himself to violate.  Like the way 

hospitals insist on pushing you around in wheelchairs, she thought. 

With Rachel’s handcuffs locked to the slipchain once more, Boris gestured at Anya in an absent 

way to get back in her cell.  Rachel thought about reminding him to free Anya’s hands, since technically 

she had won the fight by forfeit, but decided not to stir anything up. 

One of the guards trotted out of the room. 

With Anya locked away safely, Boris attached a leash to Rachel’s collar and led her up the aisle.  

Damn! she thought.  Even now they have to treat me like an animal! 

The absent guard returned with two dogs.  Our night watchmen, Rachel thought. 

Rachel looked back at Anya, back in her cell. Anya was up on her knees against the bars, 

watching.  Rachel wished she could say goodbye to the sweet girl she probably would never see again, 

but she had neither the freedom to wave nor the words to speak.  And maybe, she thought, I’ll see her 

on the outside, after I get her released.  That would be really nice, she told herself.  I’d love to see what 

kind of life she makes for herself after she’s free. 

As Boris led Rachel across the drawbridge, Rachel was surprised to see the other guards fall in 

behind Boris, following.  So that is why they needed the dogs now, thought Rachel.  They’re all coming 

along. 

Rachel heaved a huge sigh as she reached the end of the drawbridge and followed Boris into the 

corridor outside.  I’ll never be stuck in that little cage again, she thought. 

The guards all seemed to be in high spirits.  They’ve probably never seen a big meeting with 

foreign dignitaries, Rachel thought.  They don’t want to miss it. 

They passed closed doors identical to the one she had spent most of the last three days behind, 

behind each of which there were presumably another sixteen forlorn, hopeless, naked women in cages.  

Rachel’s heart went out to them.  I’ll work on getting all of you out, she promised them in her thoughts. 

After several turns, she was in a corridor she remembered as holding the general’s office.  Her 

lip curled.  All the men here were monsters, but the general was the monster-in-chief.  She remembered 

well that meeting in his office a few days ago, when he’d burned her passport, and had his men strip her 

and put her in chains.  She’d be thrilled to see the man bowing down to a foreign ambassador.  Or 

whoever was representing the ambassador. 

Rachel blinked as they walked right past the general’s office.  Okay, she thought, maybe they’re 

in a conference room. 

She gasped as she saw a woman coming the other direction, towards them.  The woman was 

completely naked, without even the metal restraints Rachel had thought all the women had to wear.  At 

first sight of her Rachel’s heart had leapt, thinking just for an instant it was Alina, but it was a different 

woman.  Rachel watched the approaching woman with increasing awe.  Despite her nudity, the woman 
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somehow had presence and elegance, and a bearing that suggested she was accustomed to respect.  

She was also gorgeous, with delicate features, expensively styled hair, and subtle makeup that brought 

out her best features without seeming to be there.  Rachel guessed she might be about thirty. 

The woman was stone-faced, obviously unhappy about something, and seemed at first to ignore 

the parade surrounding Rachel, but her eyes widened and she greeted one of the guards – Rachel 

realized in a moment it was Matt.  The woman spoke to Matt briefly, and her smile seemed momentarily 

forced until she perfected it.  Rachel had a sense… yes, she felt sure.  She’d speculated earlier that Matt 

had been returning from some satisfying sexual encounter.  Given that perception as a starting point, it 

seemed obvious this was the woman he’d been with.  

And indeed, she looked well worth missing Play Time for. 

So they have another woman like Alina, Rachel thought.  Rachel didn’t think Alina even knew 

about her.  And this one, Rachel observed, had a lot more freedom of movement than Alina, who 

couldn’t leave that suite of rooms in which Rachel had met her. 

The woman moved on and stopped at the general’s door, speaking with the man guarding it, 

who gave the door behind him a backhanded knock.  She entered after a response from inside. 

Boris continued on, leading Rachel by her leash behind him, the others still bringing up the rear. 

Boris stopped in front of a door and spoke a question to the other guards.  Getting a consensus 

of assent, Boris opened the door to a room that was small and, oddly, full of doors – that is, the three 

walls other than the front each had four doors, all standing open to reveal tiny closets, each hardly 

twenty inches in width and depth.  One of the doors, on the left wall, was closed, the others standing 

wide open.  The closets, all with stone walls, were entirely empty. 

Rachel shook her head slightly, unable to make a guess as to the function of the room.  She’d 

been expecting a room with several people sitting in chairs around a table.  But there were no people, 

no chairs, no table. 

Boris led her to one of the doors along the back wall, and stopped.  Rachel could see that the 

door frame was surrounded by a rubbery strip that would ensure that the door, when closed, made an 

airtight seal with the frame. 

Boris unclipped Rachel’s leash, and then gestured into the closet.  “Go in.” 

Rachel’s jaw dropped.  “What?” 

Apparently not in the mood to ask again, Boris gave her a sharp shove, making her stumble into 

the tiny closet, banging her shoulder against the back wall, then he closed the door, as Rachel shouted 

“No, wait!” and tried to throw herself back against the door as it finished closing with a loud clack of the 

latch, all light completely vanishing.  Rachel’s ears popped as the pressure rose with the closing of the 

airtight door.  Too late, she banged against the metal surface.  It seemed as utterly immovable as the 

rock of the other three walls. 

She turned away and kicked the door at its base as hard as she could with her heel, and was 

rewarded only with a shooting pain in her leg.  She braced her feet against the base of the back wall and 
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leaned her back against the door.  She shouted “Hey!” as loud as she could, and sensed somehow in the 

quality of the sound that all of it stayed in the closet with her, none of it penetrating outside. 

She stood still, dumbfounded.  This didn’t fit any theory she’d had of what was going to happen 

to her. 

She felt all around the floor with her feet, and pushed the front of her body against all of the 

walls, cycling quickly around the entire closet without finding openings of any kind. 

They couldn’t intend to keep her here for any length of time.  There was no waste hole – nor any 

airholes either.  There was no movement of air that she could sense.  If I stay in here, she thought, for 

more than… well, I don’t know how long, but surely the time limit is less than a day, I’d suffocate. 

She stood for a time, not having any idea what to do. 

Okay, she thought, it’s got to be a holding cell.  They’re going to keep me here for awhile.  I may 

as well wait, because there’s absolutely nothing else I can do. 

She tried to sit, but the closet proved less wide than the length of her thighs: with her knees 

pressed hard against one wall, her butt scraped to a stop against the wall opposite, and she couldn’t 

slide it down any farther.  She couldn’t do anything but stand.  

Sighing, Rachel leaned her back against the wall to wait. 

***** 

Yelena kept her face impassive as she returned to her room from the general’s office, waiting 

until her door closed to slam both her fists against the wall. 

The general had refused her request for more of the aphrodisiac tablets.  They are unnecessary, 

he claimed, as long as Marya is still unconscious.  They were only needed to convince Marya of Yelena’s 

ardor for her.  I can’t have sex with all these men with a dry pussy, she had countered.  You have baby 

oil, he pointed out.  That should be sufficient. 

It’s not a matter of lubrication, she wanted to scream at him.  It’s a matter of having the ability 

to get some satisfaction from sexual intercourse versus feeling nothing more than that she was being 

forced to cooperate in her own rape.  But she knew the general already understood that.  He wanted it 

that way – or more accurately, Dimitri wanted it that way.  

Yelena sighed.  At least the practice in using the oil would help her show Marya how to use it.  

Marya would surely need it for her own duties with the men.  And when Marya had sex with Yelena, 

Yelena would pretend not to notice Marya wasn’t getting wet on her own. 

The general had also refused Yelena’s request to be allowed to see Marya this afternoon.  When 

your duties are done for the day, he’d said, then you may see your daughter.  She won’t notice you’re 

there, he’d pointed out, but I suppose this is something mothers do. 

At least he had seen her point about pubic hair.  Women didn’t shave it a generation ago, she’d 

said.  And Marya knew that.  Untrimmed pubic hair was necessary to the illusion that Yelena was trying 
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to recreate the image of her younger self in Marya.  Yes, said the general with a sigh, I will inform the 

men that they are not to request that you or Marya should be shaved. 

In her room, Yelena quickly poured baby oil onto her fingers and pushed them up inside her. 

She jumped slightly at the knock on the door.  At her invitation, the door opened, and a man 

looked in. 

She forced a smile, and said, “Hello, Mr. Grigorov.”  The man wasn’t an officer, and she had only 

his nameplate to go by. 

The man grinned and said, “Number five.” 

Maintaining the smile, Yelena dropped down to her hands and knees on the floor – not the bed.  

That was number five.  Number one was oral sex, number two was vaginal sex on her back, and so on.  

She was working on memorizing the list, hoping to have it firmly in mind by the time Marya started 

working.  She wasn’t sure how experienced Marya was with any of the positions.  Yelena would probably 

need to teach some of them to Marya.  Using a strap-on penis. 

She heard trousers unzipping, and within a minute the man’s hips were slapping against her 

buttocks, his erection buried deep inside her, both of then grunting at each impact. 

She remembered this man so distinctly from her nude parade through the gauntlet of taunting 

men when she had first arrived.  She remembered her fury at his disgusting assurance that he would 

have Yelena’s daughter, have her body to use as he wanted.  She remembered thinking she would do 

everything in her power to ensure he could not have what he wanted. 

My power failed, she thought, moaning miserably inside herself.  He’s going to have her.  He’s 

going to use her for his own pleasure.  And I will be there, and only be able to watch – and act as if I’m 

happy to offer my daughter to him. 

Yelena’s character, the one she had worked so hard to inhabit, the character of Bad Mother, 

who had created a daughter to be her lover, almost disintegrated at that moment.  She nearly whipped 

around to tear the manhood out of this man’s body.  She clung desperately to Bad Mother, forced 

herself back down into the character.  I must do this, she told herself more forcefully than ever, I cannot 

fail in this.  I’m doing it for Marya.  For Marya.  For Marya… 
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CHAPTER 16 

Rachel wondered how long it had been.  The air was getting stuffy.  Her legs were getting achy 

from standing with no place to go.  She assured herself that they wouldn’t leave her to die.  She knew 

she was under a death sentence, but this would be a ludicrously peaceful form of execution.  They could 

do it in so many more imaginative ways. 

For what seemed the hundredth time, she stood upright and bounced slightly on her feet to 

maintain feeling in her legs, then leaned once more back against the wall. 

And in any case, they couldn’t kill her; they were about to let her go!  Perhaps, she decided, 

Matt hadn’t meant the representatives of the U.S. government were already here on-site.  He had 

probably heard news that they were on their way, to claim the American girl.  They put me here to wait 

for that.  They don’t have any “nice” places to hold inmates around here.  This is what they have. 

Rachel disliked the absolute blackness, reminding her of her day spent in pitch dark yesterday 

waiting to be raped.  But this was different.  She was waiting her for her release!  Nothing could blacken 

her mood, not even blackness itself. 

She wondered about that other door.  The rest of the closet doors were open, probably to keep 

the air as fresh as possible before the closet was used again, but one door was closed.  Probably another 

girl was being held there in this same cramped condition Rachel was enduring.  Rachel couldn’t begin to 

speculate what the girl might have done.  She hoped the girl would be okay. 

Just as Rachel finished standing upright one more time, she gasped at the sudden sound of the 

latch being opened.  A crack of light appeared at the edge of the door, and it opened.  She was glad she 

hadn’t been leaning against it.  They would have laughed as she fell into the room. 

She found herself facing the general himself. 

He gave her that benign, phony smile.  “Come with me, Miss Preston.  There is someone here to 

meet you.” 

She tried to hold it back, but her smile broke loose and spread over her face.  “Yes, sir.”  She 

hadn’t meant to sound so respectful, but she felt too good to insult anyone. 

She noticed that closet door that had been closed earlier was now standing open.  Good, she 

thought, they let the other girl go already.  Rachel followed the general out of the closet room, into the 

corridor.  She was glad of the absence of a leash.  

He couldn’t, she now realized, be taking her directly to see the American representatives.  

Somehow it had slipped her mind for awhile that she was naked, but now she was sure she couldn’t be 

brought before her countrymen in that condition.  Obviously they would first remove the chains, in a 

place where she could wash up, comb her hair… she almost laughed.  Somehow “comb her hair” had 

come into her mind as an automatic part of getting presentable.  Comb what hair, Rachel?  She recalled 

that her original clothes had been shredded, but surely they could easily find something she could wear.  

She hadn’t realized how much she would miss wearing a bra.  She knew now how useful it was to have a 

little help carrying her breasts around for an extended period.  Anya, with those big breasts on that tiny 



174 
 

body, probably found it even harder.  Rachel wondered idly if it was hard for Anya to find bras in her 

size, with sufficiently big cups for such a small girl. 

The general stopped in front of a door and pulled it open.  He gestured Rachel inside.  Rachel 

took two steps into the room and stopped. 

The room, about twenty feet square with a fifteen foot ceiling, was nearly featureless.  There 

were a few odds and ends around the periphery, but the room was dominated by a curtain in the 

middle, arranged circularly to hide something within. 

Rachel turned to gape at the general, who smiled.  “There is exactly one way for you to get out 

of this room.  It is up to you to find it.”  With that, he swung the door closed.  It closed with a sound of 

finality, and the clack of a solid latch being engaged. 

One way out, thought Rachel.  What the hell does that mean?  She tried the doorknob, and 

couldn’t sense any movement at all, not even the usual slight looseness of a locked knob.  She pounded 

on the door. 

She sighed and shrugged.  You could never open doors around here when they didn’t want you 

to, she told herself. 

They’ve given me some sort of riddle, a stupid puzzle, she thought.  It doesn’t amuse me, but it 

must be amusing them. 

She spun around, as something in the room had made a noise.  She saw that the circular curtain 

was being raised by some sort of pulley system that operated through the ceiling. 

She gawked at the sight that was revealed.  It was a naked girl, her backside visible from where 

Rachel was standing.  Her legs were spread wide, their muscles taut and quivering, and there were 

familiar metal bands locked around her ankles.  The bands were secured to metal rings bolted to the 

floor – unusually well secured, in that for each ankle, two short chains, one on each side of the ankle 

band, connected a ring in the ankle band to one of the floor rings on either side of the foot, with no 

slack.  The girl couldn’t move either foot in any direction, nor lift her heels from the floor. 

Her arms were stretched straight upward, her metal wrist bands attached to each other and to a 

chain that hung down from the ceiling.  There was no slack in the chain.  The girl’s back muscles looked 

taut with tension. 

The girl had a full head of hair, brown, though unlike Alina’s and the mystery woman’s, it wasn’t 

well cared for, but unkempt and tangled. 

Rachel was appalled to see that there was a metal rod, about an inch thick and circular in cross 

section, running from the floor straight up to the girl’s crotch.  Rachel suspected it might go higher than 

that, directly up into her.  Rachel winced at the violation this girl might be experiencing. 

The girl suddenly stiffened and made a brief scream that had to indicate pain. 

She must have heard Rachel come in.  She was trying to turn her head, but it was difficult with 

her arms in the way.  She let her head drop back behind her arms, but at that angle she couldn’t turn her 

head far enough. 
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The girl’s desperate need overcame the inertia of Rachel’s shock.  Rachel moved quickly 

forward, saying, “I’ll try to get you out of that.  I’m not going to hurt you.  I want to help you.”  She made 

her voice friendly and sympathetic, so the sentiment would come through if the girl spoke no English. 

The girl gasped audibly at the sound of Rachel’s voice.  That’s odd, thought Rachel, I was positive 

she knew I was here. 

Rachel shuffled forward as quickly as her chains allowed, and came around to the front of the 

girl, to get a better idea of the extent of her bondage and how she might be helped.  It wasn’t for the 

purpose of seeing the girl’s face, but it was there to be seen. 

Rachel froze. 

Her brain worked in a fitful, sputtering way.  It was a little reminiscent of an experience she had 

once had while learning to drive a car.  On a two-lane highway, she had seen, some distance ahead, an 

oncoming car trying to pass another.  For that purpose, the car was in the lane Rachel was driving in, 

coming straight at her.  As Rachel recalled it later, her first thought was not “There is a car in my lane 

coming at me.”  It was instead, for the first couple of seconds, a much more vague sense that 

“something is wrong with this picture.” 

When the mind is presented with things that don’t fit with its view of how the world should be, 

it is unable to make them fit, at first. 

That is how Rachel felt right now.  Something isn’t right.  Something doesn’t fit. 

It wasn’t until the girl’s shocked whisper, “Rachel!”, that Rachel finally could process what she 

was seeing.  Rachel, with her mouth wide open, sank to her knees.  Shaking her head, she mouthed the 

name, with no voice behind it: “Mandy!” 

One of Mandy’s eyes was swollen partly shut.  On the other side of her face, there was a cut on 

her cheek surrounded by a partly faded bruise.  Her nipples, and the skin immediately around them, had 

a red, chafed look. 

Mandy screamed again, as briefly as the previous time.  Whatever the pain was, it had probably 

started just recently.  Mandy was only just now starting to break out in a sweat. 

The scream brought Rachel out of her funk.  She rushed forward.  “Mandy, what is it?  What 

hurts?” 

Mandy moaned, and said in a weepy voice, “Everything hurts.  My legs are aching.  I’ve been 

standing like this, I don’t know, half an hour.  My face hurts.  They hit me, in the other place, before I 

came here.  My butt hurts.  My… nipples hurt.  They put little clips there and gave me shocks…”  She was 

crying now.  She stiffened again, and made the brief scream again. 

“Okay, but I mean, what really hurts?  Why do you keep screaming like that?” 

“It’s… up inside me.  The shocks, inside.” 

Rachel went down to her knees again.  Oh my God, my God, she thought.  That thing isn’t just 

penetrating her.  It’s electrified.  Inside her.  Oh God. 
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Rachel bent down to look at the base of the metal rod.  The base was flat, like a plate, about six 

inches across.  Kneeling, Rachel was able to pull her hands away from her waist, the slipchain clinking, 

and rub her fingers against the bolts holding the base secure.  She couldn’t sense any give in them, or 

any way her fingers alone, without tools, could work them loose. 

Mandy screamed again, then begged, “Rachel, get me out of this!” 

Rachel said, trying to sound calming, “I’m working on it, honey.”  She had never before 

addressed Mandy with any form of endearment.  It wasn’t something she really did with anyone, not 

even much with her boyfriends.  But Rachel knew that, aside from being freed from the torture as soon 

possible, what Mandy needed more than anything was hearing the voice of someone who cared. 

Behind Mandy, the electrical cord powering the rod came down from the ceiling.  Rachel 

thought about simply ripping the cord, but that strategy had been anticipated.  The cord was woven 

through the links of a thick metal chain, and the chain itself embedded in a sleeve of see-through plastic 

that disappeared into the base of the rod at the floor, leaving no gap through which Rachel might tease 

out the cord.  Rachel tried yanking at it as hard as she could, but it became clear that breaking the whole 

assembly was beyond her strength. 

Mandy screamed again. 

It’s like it’s on a timer, thought Rachel.  There must be… 

Rachel looked around, and found the answer on the wall.  She had understood the answer might 

not be in the room, but there it was. 

Rachel stood and walked over to the clock – a very old-fashioned analog clock, with a second 

hand creeping around the face, as well as minute and hour hands.  It was on the wall just above Rachel’s 

eye level. 

Just as the second hand reached the top of the clock, Mandy screamed again. 

Looking more closely, Rachel saw, against the white background of the clock face, a narrow 

copper-colored pie-slice, occupying the space between the very top of the face and one second past.  

The second hand ended with a short metal prong turned inward towards the face.  Rachel watched the 

second hand go around.  When it reached the top once more, the metal prong scraped over the copper 

strip, for one second. 

And Mandy screamed again. 

Okay, Rachel told herself, biting her lip, frantic for something to do, that’s how the circuit is 

completed and Mandy gets shocked.  She’s going to keep getting a shock every minute when the second 

hand goes across that strip. 

The obvious solution was to tear the clock out of the wall.  The face of the clock was protected 

by a cover consisting of metal bars, bowed outward around the clock and meeting at a circular base 

surrounding the clock, bolted to the wall.  Rachel supposed the cover might be removed, and the clock 

underneath then wrecked, but her hands couldn’t reach that high.  She clamped her teeth around one 

of the protective bars, but it was clearly stronger than her teeth. 
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The clock’s electrical power, and its connection to the shocking rod, were in two cords that ran 

directly upward from the top of the clock.  They weren’t protected, but they were up well beyond the 

reach of Rachel’s mouth. 

Mandy screamed again. 

Rachel gasped when she looked more closely at the clock’s minute hand.  It also ended in a 

prong.  When it reached the top of the hour, fifteen minutes from now, Mandy would suffer a vaginal 

shock continuously for a full minute as the prong slowly passed across the copper strip. 

Rachel moaned as she saw the hour hand had a prong as well.  In a little over three hours, 

Mandy would be shocked… well, not for a full hour.  The wedge wasn’t that wide.  A fifth of an hour.  

Twelve minutes. 

I’m not telling Mandy, she thought.  Not yet.  If we get much closer to the time, I’ll have to tell 

her before so she can brace herself.  Maybe I can get her loose before then. 

Rachel went back to Mandy, and knelt down in front of her crotch. 

This is SO weird, thought Rachel.  They had both been so shy about showing each other their 

bodies.  All through Germany they had each gone into the bathrooms of their hotel rooms to undress 

and change into pajamas.  Now, thought Rachel, I’m sitting here looking at Mandy’s labia, and this metal 

rod stuck up into her vagina. 

Rachel noted, as just a passing observation, that along with no haircut, they hadn’t given Mandy 

the lower-body hair treatment either.  Mandy had a full, untrimmed bush.  Another thing I never 

imagined looking at, she thought. 

Mandy screamed again.  Shit, thought Rachel.  What is that, then, fourteen minutes left? 

She stood.  “Sweetie, I need to see if I can get you off this thing.” 

Mandy, tears mingling with the sweat running down her face, nodded.  “Please hurry.” 

In frustration, Rachel realized she couldn’t get her hands apart to put her arms around Mandy’s 

waist to lift her.  Maybe her thigh, she thought.  Rachel, her wrists together, spread her hands apart as 

far as she could.  She put them flat against Mandy’s left thigh, her right index finger anchored against 

the bottom of Mandy’s buttock.  With a grunt, she tried lifting.  Her fingers instantly slipped upward on 

Mandy’s sweat-slick skin. 

Rachel shook her head.  “Sorry, I’m doing this wrong.”  She dropped down to the floor and lay 

on her back, looking up at Mandy’s crotch from below.  She raised her legs and carefully put the front 

part of her feet at the top of Mandy’s thigh on either side of the rod.  She waited for Mandy to scream 

again, then gritted her teeth and pushed upward. 

She had leverage, and Rachel thought it would have worked if Mandy’s feet hadn’t been so 

firmly anchored to the floor.  After a few seconds Mandy gasped and said, “Wait, wait, my legs don’t 

stretch like that.” 
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That was the biggest problem.  Mandy’s legs were as straight as they would get, and her feet 

couldn’t be lifted any distance off the floor.  There was no way of raising her crotch any higher than it 

was. 

Mandy screamed again.  Breathing hard, she said, “Rachel, I heard that man say there was a way 

you could get us out of here.” 

“Oh!  Right!”  In the stress of dealing with Mandy’s torture, Rachel had forgotten all about that.  

She sat up.  In times when she was desperate to think, Rachel sometimes put the heels of her palms 

against her temples to somehow tease the thoughts out of them.  She couldn’t manage that now, so she 

brought her legs up and pressed her knees against the side of her head instead. 

She looked up suddenly.  “A key!  He had to mean there’s a key here somewhere.” 

“A key?  To what?” 

“I don’t know.  The door, my own locks.  Your locks.  Whatever.  It has to help somehow.”  

Rachel focused her eyes on the floor.  No, too simple, she thought, but she had to check.  She widened 

her visual search, outward towards the walls. 

Mandy screamed again. 

Every scream tears at my heart, Rachel thought.  Somehow it’s my job to get her out of this.  My 

responsibility.  That’s what the general was telling me. 

Rachel looked at the clock.  Eleven minutes left until the big one. 

“Rachel, why are you in those chains anyway?  And what happened to your hair?” 

Rachel swept her eyes over the walls, walking closer to the one to the left.  Absently, trying to 

concentrate, she said, “They do that to the prisoners here.  You know we’re in a prison, right?” 

“I don’t know what I know, Rachel.  I don’t know anything.  They brought me here today.  I don’t 

know what for.  The people who flew me here, in a helicopter, they didn’t speak any English.  I never 

know what’s going on.  Except when they ask me questions.  And then hurt me.” 

In a far corner of the room there was a water trough, surprisingly nearly full.  Rachel looked 

carefully through the surface of the water.  No key in sight. 

Mandy screamed again. 

She screamed several more times as Rachel, increasingly desperate, made a slow circuit of the 

room.  She wanted so much to hurry, but didn’t want to miss anything.  She looked all around the clock 

carefully.  It was too flush with the wall to be a hiding place for keys. 

It has to be around her somewhere, Rachel decided.  There’s so little stuff in here, it should stick 

out like a sore thumb. 

Mandy screamed once more.  Rachel looked at the clock.  Oh jeez, oh jeez.  Four minutes left.  

She rushed over to Mandy.  “Mandy, listen to me.” 

Biting her lip, Mandy nodded. 
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Rachel took a deep breath.  “The clock… I don’t know if you figured out, it gives you the shock 

every time the second hand starts a new minute.” 

Mandy whimpered.  “If you know that, can’t you stop it?” 

“I tried, Mandy, I really tried.  I’m just…”  She jingled her chains.  “I can’t reach what I need to 

reach.  But it’s…”  She took a deep breath.  “When it starts a new hour, it’s going to shock you for a 

whole minute straight.” 

Mandy’s jaw dropped as the breath rushed out of her.  “Rachel, please, please, don’t let it do 

that!”  She suddenly screamed again. 

“I can’t stop it, Mandy!  I don’t know where the key is.  I don’t think I can find it in the next…”  

She looked at the clock again.  “Three minutes.  Mandy, I’ll be right here.  I’ll get you out.  But you need 

to get through this.” 

Mandy started crying.  “Rachel, it hurts!” 

“I know, I know.”  She came up to Mandy and rubbed her cheek against her friend’s.  “I’m so 

sorry.  I…”  She paused as Mandy screamed again. 

Rachel suddenly felt positive the key was under one of Mandy’s feet.  Why else would they hold 

them so tightly against the floor?  

Rachel dropped to the floor in front of Mandy, sitting back on her heels to give the slipchain as 

much slack as she could.  She slid her fingers under Mandy’s right foot, forcing them under as far as they 

would go.  The front of her foot was not really held down.  It was the back part that was the problem. 

Rachel forced her fingers as near Mandy’s heel as they could easily get, then pushed harder.  

They were under the heel now.  Nothing there. 

Mandy screamed again. 

Last minute.  Rachel stood quickly, and leaned against Mandy.  “Mandy, when it starts, take real 

shallow little breaths, in and out, really fast.  Blow them out of your mouth.  Like this…”  She 

demonstrated. 

“Rachel, I’m scared, I’m scared…” 

“I know, honey.  You’ll get through this.” 

“I don’t want…”  She suddenly screamed, her whole body convulsing, and kept screaming. 

Rachel pressed up against her.  “Mandy, it’s going to be over soon, you’ll get through it, you’ll be 

okay.  Breathe, breathe, like I said.”  Mandy started sucking in and expelling breaths as fast as she could, 

her body quivering in pain. 

“Rachel, make it stop, make it stop!”  She sobbed helplessly. 

Rachel cried with her.  “You’ll be okay, you’ll be okay!”  She looked at the clock.  Fifteen seconds 

left.  “Mandy, we’ll go straight home, we don’t need to go to the night clubs, we can just get on a plane 
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and head back to school, don’t you want to start reading books and taking tests again…”  She smiled 

shakily as Mandy gave a quick choking laugh. 

Suddenly Mandy was taking in deep breaths, her body relaxing.  Rachel saw the second hand of 

the clock had completed the minute.  Rachel rubbed her head against Mandy’s shoulder.  “You did it, 

sweetie, you’re through it!” 

Mandy looked as if she’d just played five hours of basketball in a hot, sticky gym.  Her body 

glowed with sweat as if it had an internal light.  It ran in streams down her sides and legs and dripped 

onto the floor.  She gradually got her panting under control.  “So no more of that for an hour, right?”  

Suddenly she screamed again.  Another minute had passed. 

Rachel rubbed her head on Mandy’s shoulder again.  “Just those little one-minute pricks.  

They’re nothing, right?” 

Mandy actually giggled, then moaned.  “See if you can find the key.  Please?” 

Rachel went back down to the floor to search under Mandy’s left foot.  One scream later, she’d 

concluded there was nothing there. 

Somewhere on her body, though, thought Rachel.  It has to be. 

Her hair, thought Rachel.  They hadn’t cut it.  Plenty of room to hide it there.  “Mandy, do you 

feel anything in your hair?  I mean, like a key?” 

Mandy shook her head hard, not for negation but to determine whether there was anything 

there that didn’t belong.  “I don’t think so.” 

“Tip your head back, hon.”  Rachel couldn’t reach that high with her hands, so she used her 

cheek to scrape all around Mandy’s head.  She couldn’t feel anything. 

Maybe that doesn’t make sense, she thought.  If I felt a key in there, I’d probably need my 

fingers to pull it out from the tangles.  I can’t do that, and they know that.  The key has to be somewhere 

I can reach.  

Suddenly Rachel realized, her face flushing, that Mandy had some hair she could reach. 

Mandy screamed again. 

Rachel went down to her knees in front of Mandy, her face feeling still hotter.  “Sorry, honey, I 

have to check here.”  A key could be hidden in Mandy’s bush and she might not feel it. 

Rachel let her fingers softly trail through Mandy’s pubic hair, with a feeling of extreme unreality.  

If you’d told me I would do this sometime, she thought to no one in particular…  Rachel kept her 

fingertips in contact with the skin underneath, and felt through every square inch, trying not to miss 

anything.  Mandy screamed again. 

Rachel sighed and shook her head.  “Not in there.”  She walked on her knees behind Mandy and, 

feeling still more unreal, used both hands to spread her friend’s buttocks apart. 

Rachel sucked in a quick breath.  “Oh my God!” 
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There was a small plastic bead sticking out of Mandy’s anus. 

Mandy said, “There’s something in there.  I told you it hurts.” 

“Uhhh, yeah.  You said everything hurts.” 

“Can you… pull it out?  Be careful, okay?”  She screamed again. 

Rachel carefully took the bead between her thumb and forefinger, pulling as gently as she could.  

“When did they put this in here?” 

“When they were bringing me in here.  I wasn’t exactly sure what they were doing.  I was kind of 

dopey from drugs, I think.” 

Behind the bead, as Rachel continued pulling gently, there was another bead.  And another.  

Mandy grunted and said, “Ow… ow… ow!” interrupted by another scream. 

There, thought Rachel, you thought awhile ago just looking at Mandy’s pubic hair seemed weird.  

Now you’re looking straight at the cleft between her buttocks and pulling beads out of her rectum. 

Rachel at last had a string of a dozen beads dangling from her fingertips.  Mandy’s anus had 

closed with a tiny pop as the last one emerged.  “There’s no key attached to these.  Mandy, do you feel 

anything else at all in there?”  Rachel hoped to God not.  She didn’t want to have to reach in with her 

finger. 

Mandy shook her head, then screamed again.  “No, I don’t feel anything that shouldn’t be there.  

That really feels a lot better.  Sore, but better.” 

Rachel sighed.  Fine, but still no key.  She tossed the beads as far away as she could. 

“Rachel…”  Mandy stopped for a scream, then went on, “Could you get me some water?  I’m so 

thirsty.”  Her voice was a hoarse whine.  The hoarseness was fully justified by all the screaming she’d 

been doing.  The whining was justified by all the pain she’d been experiencing, and by her desperate 

need.  Rachel looked at the sheen of sweat covering Mandy’s body.  She must, thought Rachel, really be 

seriously dehydrated by now.  That could even kill her before long, because the pain isn’t going to stop, 

and neither is the sweating until she totally runs out of it. 

Water! Rachel thought.  There is some!  Rachel hadn’t really focused on it, other than as an 

obstruction to seeing whether there was a key underneath it. 

She hurried over to the water trough.  Plenty of water, but no cups to put it in.  She wanted to 

get the water closer to Mandy.  She tried pulling on the trough, but it was solid concrete, along with 

containing a couple hundred pounds of water, and sliding it along the floor was purely impossible. 

Rachel leaned over the water, and sniffed it.  She couldn’t smell anything.  Tentatively, she bent 

down to slurp up a tiny mouthful.  It seemed fine.  And Mandy had to have some. 

Mandy screamed. 
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Rachel put her hands tightly together and scooped up some water.  She started walking towards 

Mandy, trying hard not to spill any, and stopped.  She sighed in exasperation, and let the water drop 

onto the floor. 

She had no way to get it to Mandy’s mouth.  As tall as Rachel was, the gap between how high 

her hands could get and how low Mandy’s mouth could reach was still at least a foot. 

Rachel stood, her teeth gritted, air whistling in and out of her mouth, as Mandy screamed once 

more.  Mandy said pitifully, “Rachel, I’m really thirsty.” 

Rachel had a sudden mental image of something that would work.  If she thought she had been 

blushing earlier, that was nothing compared with the hot flush she felt in her face now. 

She walked over to Mandy.  “Sweetie, tip your head back again.  Look right up at the ceiling, and 

keep looking up.  When I get to you, open up your mouth.  Okay?” 

Mandy was too much in need of immediate rehydration to bother asking questions.  She merely 

tipped her head back as Rachel had asked. 

Rachel went back to the trough, dipped her chin and mouth all the way under the surface, and 

took in as big a mouthful of water as she could.  Closing off her throat against swallowing, she went over 

to Mandy.  Her face over Mandy’s, she saw that Mandy had forgotten about opening her mouth.  

Rachel, unable to speak, blinked her eyes forcefully and lowered her mouth towards Mandy’s a couple 

of times. 

At last Mandy got the idea, and opened wide.  Like a baby bird being fed by her mother. 

Rachel waited impatiently until Mandy screamed again.  She didn’t want to get her lip bitten by 

Mandy, or have Mandy choke on a mouthful of water when the pain came. 

After the scream it was safe, and Rachel put her lips against Mandy’s open mouth, carefully 

opened them and let the water dribble slowly out of her mouth and into Mandy’s. 

Mandy swallowed several times as Rachel gave her small sips, not wanting to drown her.  When 

she ran out of water, Mandy licked Rachel’s lips for the last drops, then whispered, “Thank you.” 

“I know you need more.  Back in a minute.” 

Rachel made ten trips to the trough and back, taking twenty minutes – Mandy always screamed 

once while Rachel was getting the water, and then Rachel waited each time for another scream before… 

Yeah, thought Rachel.  That’s what I’m doing.  After all the other impossible intimacies, I’m 

giving Mandy big, open-mouthed kisses. 

Mandy finally raised her head up to signal she’d had enough.  She looked much better. 

She screamed again.  Then she looked at Rachel.  “I just…  Thank you.  You don’t know what it’s 

been like.”  She started crying.  “They didn’t give me any water when they were questioning me.  They 

just hurt me.  And for nothing, really.  Rachel, all that stuff we talked about in the hotel room – they had 

a tape of all that.  They played it for me, just so I’d know they knew everything.  Our room was bugged, 

somehow.  But then they wanted me to tell them more.  I didn’t know any more.  I told them what I 
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knew about Sergei, but I know they already must have known about everything I told them.  It sounded 

like they’d already arrested him.” 

She paused to scream, then went on, “I told them about you…  I’m sorry, I talked about you.  But 

they already knew about you from the tape, and I could tell them where you were from and how I knew 

you, but none of that could help them.  And they thought I was holding back, so they hurt me, but…”  

She started crying, then screamed once more. 

Rachel only half-heard the last part of Mandy’s speech.  She suddenly felt an intense buzzing in 

her head.  Her face felt numb.  Her heart was trying to pound its way out of her chest. 

Somehow, with Rachel so intent on trying to help Mandy, she had not been able to focus on the 

question of what Mandy was doing here to begin with. 

The police had known what Rachel was doing before she had left the hotel!  It wasn’t Rachel’s 

contact with the girl passing her the envelope that had brought her under suspicion.  It was Rachel 

herself they had been following, not the girl.  They had heard her and Mandy in the hotel room the night 

before.  They had already been listening in, that early. 

Rachel didn’t want to ask.  But she had to know.  She had to know. 

She opened her mouth, and for a moment couldn’t produce any sounds.  At last she spoke, her 

voice halfway between a whisper and a raspy croak.  “Mandy.  Did they arrest you… after you went to 

the embassy?  Or… before?”  Rachel felt a sudden sharp pain that she realized was her upper teeth 

biting her lower lip. 

Mandy screamed again, then sniffled, trying to stop crying.  “They came busting in, like… about 

twenty or thirty minutes after you left.  You said I should wait until you were really late coming back, 

and then go.  I never got to go.” 

Rachel’s knees felt weak, then watery.  She carefully sat on the floor, raised her knees up and 

cradled her head between them. 

Oh no, oh God, she chanted in her head.  Oh God oh God oh God oh…. 

The vision of her release from prison broke apart, like tissue paper in a flood, carried away on 

the waters, gone.  Gone. 

Nobody outside the Irkhetnian government knew she was in prison here – nor even that she was 

in the country.  The U.S. State Department didn’t know – Mandy hadn’t gone to the embassy.  Her 

father didn’t know.  Rachel hadn’t called him.  Nobody knew. 

Their hotel room in Berlin was paid for, for a few more days.  Those days would go by, and she 

and Mandy would be officially missing.  Or her dad might call the hotel, and then start a search.  So 

people would be looking for them soon. 

But only in Germany.  As far as anyone who would ever want to find them knew, they were lost 

somewhere in Germany.  No information existed anywhere in Germany to suggest they had gone to 

another country.  Nobody would think to make inquiries in a tiny former Soviet country Rachel had 

never suggested she might visit. 
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Several screams by Mandy went unnoticed. 

But maybe… 

The last blinders suddenly fell away from Rachel’s eyes.  She saw, at last, what she had so badly 

wanted to hide from herself: 

The Irkhetnian government would never, ever think of letting Rachel or Mandy go free to return 

home.  They were accused of being spies; they were spies.  They both knew something that Irkhetnia 

wanted to keep hidden.  They couldn’t be allowed to say what they knew to the U.S. government.  

Mandy’s knowledge was sketchy, Rachel’s even more so, but even the knowledge they did have in their 

heads was a bomb waiting to explode the government of this country. 

If, by some impossible miracle, someone looking for Rachel and Mandy did somehow make 

inquiries in Irkhetnia, Irkhetnia would blandly deny any knowledge that they were in the country or ever 

had been.  And there was nothing to prove them wrong.  It was as simple as that.  The wall built of 

ignorance of Rachel’s and Mandy’s whereabouts, and the even thicker wall of Irkhetnian unwillingness 

to let them out of custody: those twin walls could never possibly be broken down to permit their rescue. 

Rachel would be here in this prison for the rest of her life.  This hellhole of abuse and rape was 

the only home she would ever know from now on, up until they finally decided to execute her.  She 

would never relax in the sun in a bikini on the beach.  She would never ride in a car with the top down, 

her hair blowing in the wind.  She would never hear music.  Never hear kids playing games, down the 

street. 

Her whole body shook as she cried. 

***** 

She didn’t know how long it was before Mandy’s voice got through to her.  “Rachel, what is it?  

What’s wrong?”  Punctuated by a scream. 

Rachel looked up at the clock.  Okay, that long.  Long enough that it’s just twelve minutes until 

Mandy’s next big, full-minute shock. 

Rachel’s head pounded.  Her eyes felt raw.  Everything through them looked reddish.  

And suddenly the last piece of the puzzle fell into place.  Amazing, Rachel thought, how clearly 

you can think when you stop lying to yourself. 

She knew why she was in this room: she hadn’t played the game.  That game the guards wanted 

her to play, of knocking Anya down with her fist.  You had to play to win or lose.  You couldn’t forfeit.  

Her refusal to fight had merited a much harsher punishment than simply being uncomfortably hogtied 

all night in her cell.  The guards had started discussing what that harsher punishment should be.  And 

then Matt arrived, with his news that they had another American girl, just arrived.  Probably, thought 

Rachel, Mandy was just here to be executed.  Her body wasn’t really up to the standard that Rachel saw 

on display in the cell block.  But the guards suddenly were inspired by Mandy’s unexpected presence.  

Mandy could be used to punish Rachel. 
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Mandy screamed again.  Don’t worry, Mandy, thought Rachel.  That next really long shock isn’t 

coming. 

One way out of this room, the general had told her.  Rachel knew what it was.  And it had 

nothing to do with a key. 

Rachel stood up.  She didn’t know which direction to look, or even whether there was a hidden 

camera at all.  But she was positive there was a microphone, at the least.  She started speaking. 

“You don’t have to hurt her.  I swear I will be good.  I will do anything the guards tell me to do.” 

She waited, feeling drained.  Her head still hurt.  As she waited, she watched the second hand 

on the clock creep to the top, and past.  No scream from Mandy.  “Rachel, who are you talking to?” 

Rachel sighed, gestured with her elbow at the door, and said in a flat voice, “Just them.  Them 

out there.  It’s not important.  You’re going to be okay, Mandy.  They won’t hurt you anymore.” 

Mandy was startled when the door started opening.  Rachel was not. 

***** 

Rachel kept her groan to herself, but felt it billow within her, as she crossed the drawbridge into 

her cell block.  My cell block, she thought.  This is where I live.  This is where I’ll always live, until the end 

of my life. 

Matt called to the dogs, and they came trotting over to him, to sit by his feet obediently, their 

tongues lolling out as they breathed rapidly.  Boris led Rachel back to her cell.  And stopped. 

Instead of opening her cell door, he opened Anya’s. 

Oh, shit, thought Rachel, miserably.  I should have guessed this.  I thought they would give me a 

break for tonight.  If the clock in the torture room was correct, it was about 1 a.m. 

Blearily, Anya stumbled out of her cell.  She squinted up at Rachel, and smiled when her near-

sighted eyes recognized her. 

Anya’s eyes went big when Boris unlocked Rachel’s cuffs. 

Boris’s eyes bored into Rachel’s.  “You try hard, your friend okay.”  His gesture indicated the 

outside world, so that it was clear he meant Mandy.  “You don’ try, friend be very unhappy.” 

Rachel understood this to be the rule that applied to her, and would always apply.  As long as 

she gave the games her best effort, then they wouldn’t hurt Mandy.  She might not always win, but it 

must always be clear she was trying.  And in all other situations as well, she always must do as she was 

ordered, with Mandy’s well-being hanging in the balance. 

Rachel felt her eyes stinging.  She had ordered herself not to cry.  Crying wouldn’t help.  She had 

cried herself out earlier. 

I have to hurt Anya, Rachel told herself.  Because I can’t let them hurt Mandy any more.  That’s 

always going to be the first priority. 

Still, her lip quivered.  She looked helplessly at Anya. 
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Left cheek, thought Rachel.  It’s already bruised, so it will hurt more, but I can’t help that.  I can’t 

hit her jaw, I might break it.  I can’t back-hand her or hit her left-handed.  That won’t look like a serious 

effort. 

Rachel balled her hand into a fist, and swung it at Anya.  She hit Anya’s face directly on the 

bruise. 

Anya staggered back and went over backward, landing heavily on her buttock, and continued 

backward until her shoulder hit, hard.  She started to cry. 

The guards pushed Anya into her cell and quickly rearranged her bondage into a hogtie, and 

secured the penis gag.  Rachel, the winner, was allowed back into her cell with her hands free. 

The guards quickly withdrew, yawning, presumably returning to their quarters, and the dogs 

resumed their nighttime jobs. 

Rachel drew her knees up and wrapped her arms around them.  She sniffled, and her shoulders 

shook.  She still didn’t want to cry, but it was so hard.  Softly, hoping the dogs wouldn’t hear, she said 

over and over in a teary whisper, “I’m sorry, Anya.  I’m sorry, Anya…”  She knew Anya wouldn’t literally 

understand the words, but was sure the meaning would come through. 

She was speaking softly enough that she easily heard the gagged Anya saying, “HMM hm.  HMM 

hm.  HMM hm.”  The words were in musical tones, the HMM high, the hm lower.  It reminded Rachel, in 

an uncanny way, of her mother comforting her as a child, when Rachel had scraped her knee or was 

otherwise distraught – her mother had used a similar, sing-song cadence.  Anya was saying – there was 

no doubt in Rachel’s mind whatsoever about this – “It’s all right.  It’s all right.” 

The conversation – and certainly it is that, thought Rachel, we both understand each other 

perfectly well – was cut short as the dogs scrambled towards their cells, barking frantically.  After a few 

minutes of absence of sounds from either cell, the dogs retreated to the front of the aisle. 

Waiting until after the dogs had settled down, Rachel put her right elbow on the floor in the very 

front corner of her cell, her forearm vertical in front of the space between the cell wall and the first bar.  

Carefully, trying to make no sound, she tilted her forearm past the front of the wall separating her cell 

from Anya’s, and swung it in past the opening into Anya’s cell.  With her elbow alone projecting out 

beyond the cells, she felt with her fingers for Anya’s shoulder.  There, found it.  Rachel gently stroked 

the shoulder. 

She heard Anya sigh. 

Rachel meant only to do it for a few seconds, but somehow the satisfaction of having her 

gesture of warmth, such a rare, almost non-existent part of life here, be accepted and appreciated, 

made her keep going. 

After a couple of minutes, Rachel’s index finger, not quite retracing its stroking path exactly, felt 

an unexpected protrusion she couldn’t identify. 

Suddenly she realized: Oh my God, that’s her nipple!  Anya was on her stomach when they’d 

first hogtied her, but she must have turned onto her side!  I’ve been fondling her breast! 
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Rachel jerked her fingers away, as if from a hot stove burner.  Shit, she said to herself, what 

must Anya think of me now? 

Then she heard Anya’s soft, “Hmmm?  Hmmm?” 

Anya hadn’t made the slightest sound, other than that sigh, while I was stroking her, Rachel told 

herself.  Now she’s wondering why I stopped. 

She has had such a hard life here, thought Rachel.  This was probably the first nice feeling she’s 

had this whole time.  It doesn’t mean she wants a lover.  She just wants, after all this time, someone to 

be nice to her. 

Rachel let her fingers drop back onto Anya’s breast and started stroking again.  She kept doing it 

until the change in Anya’s breathing told Rachel she was asleep. 
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CHAPTER 17 

“We will be ready the day after tomorrow,” the general said.  “There was some delay in 

obtaining a sufficient number of the right kinds of snakes, but we have been assured that they will be 

here tomorrow.  The president personally expedited the requisition.” 

Of course he did, thought Yelena grimly.  He would do this to his own daughter.  Nothing he 

does would surprise me anymore, except possibly demonstrating the smallest particle of human 

decency. 

“Also, the room we wish to use was suddenly needed yesterday for another project.  The proper 

electronic and mechanical gadgetry will need to be installed.  But preparations there are now well 

advanced, and it will be ready at that time.” 

The doctor spoke up.  “I will be weaning Marya from the deep anesthetic.  If I continued using it 

up to the time of the event, she would awaken groggy and confused, and she will need to be clear-

headed, able to understand complex instructions and follow them.  I will be shifting her this afternoon 

to a lighter drug, and she should be quite well-oriented to her situation when she awakens after the 

drug is withdrawn.” 

Yelena sighed.  “Is there anything else I need to know?” 

The doctor responded, “I will have a script for you by tomorrow, so that you will have time to 

study it.  You will not need to commit it to memory, but only to deliver it smoothly.” 

“Script?” 

“It’s important to hit exactly the right psychological note.  A terror trauma is only effective as a 

motivation for a particular behavior if it points in the proper direction.” 

Yelena closed her eyes and said softly, “Whatever you say, doctor.  I’m sure you know what 

you’re doing.” 

The doctor beamed at her genially.  “I’m a professional.” 

***** 

Rachel convulsed at the now-familiar but still shockingly intrusive sound of the airhorn, the daily 

wake-up alarm.  Her eyes felt glued shut, and she was extra-groggy from a short night of sleep.  She 

rubbed her eyes, and remembered a moment later how unusual it was for her to be able to move her 

hands anywhere at will.  I’m sure they’ll fix that in a minute, she thought bitterly. 

And then full memory returned, and a sense of devastating loss washed over her.  Every 

morning for the rest of my life will start this way, she reminded herself miserably.  A life in prison at hard 

labor, a life of constant sexual abuse, a life with no hope of freedom.  Tears began streaming from her 

eyes again.  She wiped them away. 

Last night’s three “losers,” including Anya, were released from their penal hogties, and their 

gags, and locked into the cells again afterward before the meal cart began distributing bowls of 

breakfast.  Rachel, again, found the food wasn’t as unappetizing as she would have expected in such a 
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place, though it was demeaning to have to eat it with her fingers, insignificant as the feeling might be 

considering everything else.  Or, as some girls did, straight from the bowl like dogs. 

A few minutes later Rachel’s team, and the one across from her, were assembling in a line in the 

aisle, waiting for Igor and one of the other team’s guards, whom Rachel had not yet bothered to name, 

to secure them together with chains.  Matt locked Rachel’s handcuffs to the slipchain once more. 

I hope our job isn’t gathering pine droppings in the snow again, she thought with fervor.  Do we 

switch to a different job every day, or stay with the same one?  I guess I’ll find out in a few minutes. 

While Igor was gathering chains, Anya took advantage of the guards’ momentary inattention to 

turn partway towards Rachel and smile at her.  Anya softly said something that sounded like, “Dobray 

utra, Retchell.” 

Oh, jeez, thought Rachel.  She’s not only able to look at me without being embarrassed over 

what I did last night, she’s smiling at me and talking to me!  I must have spent at least twenty minutes 

stroking her breast.  How can that be okay? 

And I should say something back, Rachel told herself.  She’s looking at me, waiting for me to say 

something.  In context, Rachel could only guess Anya had given her some kind of morning pleasantry.  

She forced a smile and responded quietly in kind: “Dobray utra, Anya.”  The girl’s smile spread wider, 

before she quickly turned back at the sound of Igor starting to secure chains at the front of the line. 

Rachel’s stomach tightened suddenly.  Does she have a crush on me? she wondered in horror.  

That look in her eyes.  I’ve seen lovestruck girls directing that at cute boys, but I’ve never had one do it 

to me before.  It would make sense, Rachel told herself.  Just from looking at Anya’s body, those whip 

marks, so many more than any other woman I’ve seen here, on the skin of such a mild, sweet-looking 

girl, I knew from the start that Anya has been through horrors even I can’t imagine, even after I’ve lived 

here myself.  And I’m probably the first person in all that time who’s done anything nice for her, Rachel 

thought.  Not just saving her from one more major whipping yesterday, but also comforting her, if that’s 

the word for it, last night. 

Even though I tried to punch her lights out in between, marveled Rachel.  But she knows I had 

to.  She doesn’t know what I went through after I refused to hit her, but she knows enough about this 

place that she understands it was something that made me have to follow orders.  She doesn’t blame 

me for hitting her.  At all, obviously. 

If she does have a crush, I can’t do anything about it, Rachel told herself.  And I definitely don’t 

want to hurt her.  She’s had way more than enough of that. 

The line of women was marched out of the cell block and into the corridor.  Rachel kept hoping 

for a turn in a different direction from yesterday, but they followed the exact same path.  And ended up 

in that same place. 

How long do we work here? she asked herself, feeling desperate to know. 

Rachel looked out the window and echoed the moans she heard all around her.  She wasn’t 

fooled by the fact that most of the snow was gone.  The big trouble was that the sun was gone as well, 
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and the sky was heavily gray.  The icicles hanging down from the eaves above the window told the story.  

They hadn’t been there yesterday.  Rain had washed away the snow, but the temperature had clearly 

been hovering around freezing.  There was probably a crust of ice on the ground.  Walking barefoot 

through it would be at least as painful as the snow had been.  There was a heavy mist in the air, and 

Rachel couldn’t yet tell whether it was raining right now.  

She turned to Boris with the idea of begging him for some mercy, but stopped herself.  Not 

because she thought it would get her in trouble, but because she knew it would accomplish no more 

than to amuse him. 

Boris read her unspoken words anyway.  Smirking, he said, “You don’ like it out dere?  Work 

fast, will be okay.” 

Matt pointed and counted again, while Igor was unlocking the chains connecting the women, 

though it was the exact same women standing in the exact same order as yesterday – Rachel had been a 

new girl in the lineup yesterday, but today it was exactly the same team as the day before.  Apparently it 

was just something Matt did. 

When the first woman exited the outer door, she hunched over immediately, and turned and 

banged at the door with her elbow, her face a silent pleading to be allowed back in.  She happened to be 

looking at Matt, who laughed and waved her away.  She turned and started towards the trees, still 

hunched, elbows tight against her sides. 

I’m not going to do that, Rachel vowed to herself.  I won’t try to get them to let me back in.  It’s 

just wasting precious time, and I’m not spending any longer out there than I have to. 

She felt a touch at her hip.  Turning to look in surprise, she found that Anya had sidled up 

against her, though Anya, with everyone else, was still watching the girl outside.  Okay, thought Rachel, 

a crush it is.  She wants to be touching me. 

It felt very weird to Rachel, to be one of the participants in a gesture of physical intimacy, 

however minor, between two naked women.  It did occur to her it was kind of cute the way her hip fit 

into the curve of Anya’s waist, in the same way the western bulge of Africa had once, millions of years 

ago, fit into the curving shoreline of North and South America. 

And then within Rachel, always prone to self-examination, a submerged feeling bubbled up near 

the surface and she caught it: she realized that Anya was also partially filling a deep emptiness in 

Rachel’s soul that had been there from the moment she had found out she could never leave this place.  

If I can at least have a friend, she thought, I can get through this.  Maybe. 

Rachel moved her elbow outward just the tiniest bit, so that it rubbed against Anya’s upper arm 

near her shoulder.  There, she thought, amazing herself by coming close to giggling, I know it’s her 

shoulder this time.  No anatomical surprises. 

Rachel felt a warmth spreading through her, billowing up against her heart.  She rubbed her hip, 

just the tiniest movement, up and down against Anya’s skin.  She thought for a moment there was 

another feeling besides the warmth, hovering elusively just beyond the reach of her conscious mind.  

She tried to reach for it, but it danced away. 
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***** 

As soon as the outer door closed behind her, Rachel knew she had been right about the 

weather.  The breath ran out of her in a rush, and she was helpless to draw in a new one.  Instantly she 

hunched and drew her elbows in, as all the other women had before her. 

It really was worse than yesterday.  There was indeed a light rain coming down, and it coated 

the surface of her body, feeling like a layer of ice.  She could feel it especially in her might-as-well-be-

bald head and bare feet, as she started radiating body heat away at both ends. 

In fact, to some extent it was ice on her skin.  The rain, she saw immediately, could more 

properly be termed sleet, and there were tiny wet chunks of ice clinging to her body within seconds, 

hardly having time to melt before more replaced them. 

She forced herself to move, move!  She ran as fast as her hobbled feet allowed, to the nearest 

tree that seemed to have any pine straw under it, clouds billowing out of her mouth with each breath, 

once she’d started being able to breathe again.  At least she’d had practice scooping the stuff up into an 

armload yesterday, and that seemed to go fractionally faster.  She ran it over to the bin and dumped it 

in, then instantly turned to run back to the trees without waiting for the sound of a bell, knowing it 

wasn’t yet enough.  With her third armload of straw, she tripped over a root as she started towards the 

bin, and swore at herself out loud as the straw scattered onto the ground in front of her.  She was 

furious at having to go back under the tree and replace the load she’d dropped – there was a bigger pile 

under the tree than the amount she had dropped, and it was easier to scoop enough together there to 

make an armload than to recover what she’d been carrying before.  She was shivering more violently 

than she thought she had at any time yesterday, though she felt more numb than cold now.  At last she 

stumbled back into the room with the others, and was intensely grateful for their body heat as they 

crowded around her, rubbing up and down.  Anya, warmed now from her own first trip, tried to get to 

Rachel but was shut out by larger women, and stood at the periphery, her face a mask of worry.  She 

didn’t smile until Rachel, breathing normally and her shivering reduced to a manageable level, emerged 

from the scrum and smiled at her. 

Starting with the third cycle through the lineup, Rachel saw women, while outside, occasionally 

dropping to their knees to drink from puddles of snowmelt.  It had to be a shock to their system to drink 

icy water when their skin was already covered in near-freezing water with embedded bits of ice, but it 

convinced Rachel, even more than yesterday’s experience, that there must be no other way of getting 

water during the workday.  She wondered what they did when the ground was dry. 

When she imitated them during her fourth trip, she found it was indeed a shock.  But she was 

thirsty enough not to care.  

Through nine trips during the day, Rachel found herself wishing she and Anya could be of more 

help to each other.  But each time Anya returned, Rachel was already being sent off to start her own 

stint, and whenever Rachel came back, Anya, never very assertive in any case, was pushed aside by the 

others. 
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But Rachel found that it was at least a very nice feeling to stand next to Anya during the times in 

between helping warm the other women as they came back inside. 

The rain became harder, and visibly more slushy, through the afternoon.  Near the end of the 

day, Rachel found she could never completely stop shivering between trips, and thought she would 

never be able to make herself go out when her turn came again.  But she knew if she tried to defy orders 

they would torture Mandy.  Probably worse than before.  And though they had not said so, Rachel was 

sure they would make her watch, helpless to intervene.  She heard Mandy’s screams in her memory. 
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CHAPTER 18 

The shower later, though the water was cold, was a relief in comparison with the daylong 

outdoor shower she’d just experienced.  Please, she pleaded with whatever powers might hear her, 

please don’t let it be raining like that tomorrow. 

Back in her cell, she finished her evening meal and sat back, wishing the guards could somehow 

decide to take an evening off – couldn’t there be some big soccer game somewhere they all wanted to 

watch? – but was despairingly sure the day’s second unpleasantness, after the misery of her workday, 

was about to begin. 

She was ready when the women around her began getting into the Present Breasts position.  

She still wasn’t sure what the signal for that was.  Likely it was simply that the women nearest the 

entrance to the row of cells saw the guards assemble there with evil little smiles on their faces. 

Rachel waited, her body pressed against the bars, as the full complement of six guards shopped 

for rape targets.  Rachel, knowing that, if the usual form was followed, six of the sixteen women would 

be raped, held some hope that her chances were good of being left out.  But Boris stopped in front of 

her cell, reached down to run his fingers along the underside of her left breast, gave it a squeeze, and 

smiled. 

He made the twirling gesture with his finger, the signal for Rachel to turn around.  She moaned 

as she did so.  She knew it didn’t matter which hole he used, it was going to hurt either way. 

Less than a minute later Boris, now unzipped, was pushing his way inside her sex, her inner walls 

slowly parting, trying to keep him out but unable to.  He began thrusting.  He seemed to go forever, 

Rachel screwing her eyes closed, telling him silently to hurry up, hurry up, get done with it.  Finally, with 

a shout, he stiffened and sprayed sticky goo inside her.  There, she thought miserably, if you could 

somehow do that at the start instead of the end, it wouldn’t hurt as much. 

Afterward, as she expected, the Games began.  Rachel’s eyes followed Matt and one of the 

other team’s guards as they walked slowly past.  Matt stopped at the second cell beyond Rachel’s on her 

side, while the other guard walked back past Rachel in the other direction and picked out the second cell 

from the start of the row across from Rachel. 

As the women stood in the middle of the row, almost directly in front of Rachel, Matt and the 

other guard, surprisingly, unlocked not only their handcuffs from their slipchains, but also unlocked their 

hobble chains, and pulled the slipchains out of the assembly, giving them freedom of movement Rachel 

herself hadn’t experienced since Alina’s room. 

Matt directed a brief speech at them, and then backed off to sit with Igor and Boris in the aisle 

just beyond Rachel’s cell, while the other three guards sat together on the other side, both sets of 

guards occasionally, it appeared, making jokes among themselves, and making high-spirited taunts at 

the women standing between them, who faced each other looking both miserable and determined.  

Rachel hadn’t yet figured out what they were supposed to be doing. 
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At a harsh word from Matt, the women finally closed with each other.  For wrestling, Rachel 

now saw. 

Rachel wished she didn’t have to watch, but felt she needed to keep a close eye on them to 

make sure she saw what the rules were.  She felt sure she would be involved in the next round. 

It appeared that they were free to use hands, arms, and legs in the attempt to get their 

opponent down to the floor.  With their arms, each tried to throw her opponent off balance; using their 

legs they tried to trip each other.  Rachel wondered if they were allowed to hit each other with fists.  

She had some doubts it was prohibited, and that they avoided it only because each knew that hitting 

would lead the other to hit back, and neither wanted to start that kind of escalation.  Rachel decided 

that if one of them did use her fists, then Rachel, during her own match, would make a decision about 

hitting based on whether her opponent was stronger or weaker than herself.  She’d hit her own 

opponent if it looked like the opponent couldn’t hurt Rachel too badly in return.  Except Anya.  Rachel 

wouldn’t hit her unless the guards ordered her to. 

At least hair-pulling was impossible.  For the first time Rachel felt glad of the loss of her hair. 

The two wrestling women were the same size and evenly matched, and for several minutes they 

grappled ineffectively, and occasionally backed away briefly, breathing hard.  The guards were shouting 

on either side of them, all perhaps encouraging the woman from their own team.  The guards seemed 

more excited than usual.  Men seemed to find it especially arousing to watch nude women wrestling. 

Finally one of the women, the one from Rachel’s team, whom Rachel had many times rubbed 

against to warm her shivering body after a trip outside, and been warmed by her in return, managed to 

get her leg behind the other’s and push at just the right time, taking her to the floor and falling atop her.  

Her opponent desperately tried to roll to the right, to reverse their positions, but was so drained of 

energy by this time that the woman from Rachel’s team managed, after a short struggle, to get the 

other directly onto her back. 

Matt slammed the floor with his palm and shouted, pointing at the women, obviously declaring 

the one on top to be the winner. 

As the woman from Rachel’s team retreated, relieved, to her cell, and was locked in without any 

of her restraints being restored – one of the guards simply piled her loose chains on the roof of her cell – 

Rachel expected the loser to be put in that same “hogtie of defeat” she’d seen used last night.  She was 

surprised to see her directed simply to sit in the aisle at the far end of the row, against the wall. 

Rachel bit her lip.  They’ve got something different planned for the losers this time, she decided. 

Rachel watched a second match, this one’s contestants chosen by Igor and one of the other 

team’s guards.  Throughout the match, Rachel’s concentration on the action waned, as her internal 

worries came to the fore.  Boris would choose a girl for the third match, she knew.  And he’ll pick me, 

she told herself.  I know he’ll pick me.  For obvious reasons, he has it in for me. 

The second loser was directed to sit beside the first, down the aisle behind the guards, and 

Rachel, holding her breath, said to herself Please Boris, not me, not me, please don’t pick me Boris. 
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As expected, Boris stopped in front of Rachel’s cell and smiled. 

This time, it seemed, he did not have the option to pick both contestants, and Rachel saw with 

relief that the other guard had no intention of choosing Anya, but was focusing on girls in his own team.  

He probably could have picked Anya if he’d wanted, but Rachel supposed that watching such a 

mismatch in wrestling, which would be over in seconds, had less appeal somehow than hitting with fists.  

She wasn’t surely exactly why, but she was grateful. 

She was less grateful seconds later.  Sucking in a deep breath, she looked miserably at her 

opponent.  The Amazon. 

Rachel, now standing directly in front of her, saw she had been right about the Amazon’s height: 

just two or three inches short of Rachel’s, she was taller, Rachel thought, than any other woman in the 

room besides Rachel herself.  That’s not the important thing, though, Rachel told herself.  Just from 

what I’m seeing, I don’t see how I can match the strength of those muscles in her arms, legs, and 

shoulders.  It looks like she could hold Boris horizontally over her head if she wanted to.  In fact, thought 

Rachel, I wonder whether the guards have any second thoughts about letting the woman out of her 

bondage.  They probably have to reassure themselves, Wait, there’s six of us and just one of her. 

The Amazon was swinging those arms around now, freed of her restraints, and doing squats, 

trying to loosen all those muscles up.  And glaring at Rachel as if she were a bug.  She was probably 

friendly enough during the day, acting with concern for her fellow inmates in exactly the same way 

Rachel had seen her own team operate.  But now it seemed some competitive instinct had kicked in.  

The woman hadn’t looked at Anya this way before their fight, though she hadn’t looked at her tiny 

opponent with anything like sympathy either.  But she probably just didn’t think Anya was enough of a 

challenge.  To say the least. 

Shit, thought Rachel.  Oh, shit. 

Rachel still hadn’t seen any use of fists.  She guessed that must be prohibited, contrary to her 

earlier speculation.  She thought she might have a chance if she could keep the woman at a distance 

until she was tired from trying to close with Rachel – Rachel at least, besides being taller, had longer 

arms.  She could push the Amazon away.  She hoped. 

Boris and the other guard backed off and sat, and it was Rachel and the Amazon alone. 

Foremost in Rachel’s mind: If I don’t try, they will take it out on Mandy. 

Rachel suddenly realized that her biggest problem was that she was nervous about the idea that 

she might inadvertently touch the woman’s breasts with her hands.  Rachel felt, as nearly every woman 

does, that her breasts were an intensely personal space, and that touching them had to be an invited 

intimacy or else not done at all.  Obviously the guards here violated that rule routinely, and did far 

worse things beyond that, but Rachel had no control over that.  She wasn’t the one doing it.  And 

somehow she herself had crossed that barrier with Anya, by accident, but that was between her and 

Anya. 

Get over it, Rachel, get past it! she ordered herself.  Think how you’ll feel if they decide you’re 

holding back, and then Mandy pays the price. 
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It always came back to Mandy.  Rachel felt anger bubble below her surface at the inhuman way 

her friend had been treated.  Oh, there! she thought.  That anger!  Tap into that.  Rachel felt a growl 

start at the back of her throat. 

As Boris barked an order, and the Amazon approached her, Rachel tried to start the action first, 

putting her left hand on the woman’s waist and her right on the woman’s shoulder, first pushing and 

then quickly switching to pulling, trying to throw her off-balance.  The Amazon, with reflexes superior to 

anything Rachel could muster, put out her left hand and pushed Rachel’s waist in the same direction 

Rachel was pulling, turning Rachel and driving her backward across the knee the Amazon raised behind 

her thighs.  Rachel felt herself going over backwards, and tightened her grip on the Amazon’s shoulder 

to try to pull her down with her.  The Amazon’s efforts to remain upright slowed Rachel’s momentum so 

that she didn’t hit the floor as hard as she would have, but the impact still jarred her and sent pain 

shooting through her butt. 

Rachel caught her weight on her left elbow, and desperately worked to keep her right shoulder 

off the floor as the Amazon came down to her left.  Rachel’s mind screamed at her, I can’t let it end this 

fast!  They’ll think I didn’t try hard enough!  She grunted and pushed to her left, trying to roll atop the 

Amazon, but the woman pushed back harder, and Rachel almost went flat onto her back. 

Her earlier concerns completely disappearing in her fear for Mandy, Rachel reached in with her 

right hand and grabbed the Amazon’s breast, squeezing hard enough that Rachel knew it was hurting.  

The Amazon gasped and reflexively rolled away from the pain, and Rachel thought for a moment she 

could get on top. 

She knew she was in trouble when she saw the infuriated look in the Amazon’s eyes, though she 

didn’t actually see the Amazon’s left fist flying towards her face. 

Rachel was stunned when the fist caught her flush on the right cheekbone.  She didn’t think she 

lost consciousness, but for a moment, just long enough, all her nerve impulses were scrambled.  By the 

time she got control back over her movements, the Amazon was directly on top of her, her fist drawn 

back to hit Rachel again.  The woman seemed to be fighting for control of herself, her rage telling her to 

hit Rachel again, her rational mind telling her not to. 

Rachel heard the hand, she wasn’t sure which guard’s, slap the floor, followed by a general 

shout from all the guards. 

The Amazon, a triumphant look on her face, rolled off of Rachel, took a deep breath and stood, 

absently massaging her breast that was probably still smarting from Rachel grabbing and squeezing it.  

Rachel lay where she was for a moment, overcome by the miserable knowledge of what her night was 

probably going to be like, and finally sat up, wrapping her arms around her shins, looking down at the 

floor. 

At least, she told herself, they could see I made an effort, and probably lasted longer than they 

thought I would.  I think I saved Mandy from being tortured.  That’s going to make the long, 

uncomfortable night feel a little better. 
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Matt spoke to the Amazon, who listened and, at first, nodded in acknowledgment, and then 

suddenly blinked in astonishment and glared at him.  She opened her mouth immediately, obviously 

intending to protest, then froze, and slowly closed her mouth again.  Whatever she was upset about, she 

had had a graphic demonstration three nights earlier of what happens when you argue with a guard. 

Rachel’s spirits, near rock bottom, suddenly soared again.  Did they make me the winner? she 

wondered.  Because she hit me?  I knew it.  That was against the rules. 

Rachel looked at Boris, who said, “You lose match.  And she is…”  He fished out his 

Russian/English dictionary, paged quickly through it, and said slowly, “Dis-qual-i-fied, for use fist.” 

Rachel shook her head, trying to understand.  We both lost?  How can we both lose? 

Grimly, she told herself there wasn’t exactly any international board of sporting appeal with 

whom she could file a written protest.  The guards decide who wins and who loses.  And that’s it. 

Well, she thought, I’m not any worse off than a minute ago. 

The guards now had another of their many conferences.  Rachel’s blood went suddenly cold.  

Are they talking about whether to torture Mandy again? she wondered.  She listened closely for the one 

word, “Amyerikanski,” that would be a giveaway as to the subject being discussed.  Though if that was 

what this was about, she would have thought Boris would have said something about it already. 

One consequence of the discussion was that Igor was sent out of the room.  To tell someone to 

get Mandy set up?  To retrieve something? 

Is there any chance they would agree to teach me Russian? she wondered.  I am really tired of 

being scared of what they might be saying and not knowing. 

Though she admitted to herself that knowing would often be just as scary. 

At last two of the guards went down to the end of the row, to take care of the two earlier losers.  

A few minutes later the two women were unhappily chain hogtied and gagged in their cells.  The three 

remaining guards, including Boris and Matt, continued talking more casually, sometimes laughing. 

Boris finally came towards Rachel and the Amazon.  He spoke at some length to the Amazon, 

whose scowl deepened while her face also indicated some degree of alarm.  When he finished, she was 

shaking her head vigorously. 

Boris ignored her and looked down at Rachel, still sitting on the floor, transferring to her the 

smirk he had directed at the Amazon.  “You bot’ very bad girls.  Break rules.”  He reached down and 

playfully squeezed Rachel’s breast.  She squeaked and backed away, clenching her hand into a fist, 

barely stopping herself from taking a reflexive swing at Boris.  She gritted her teeth and calmed herself 

down.  I wonder what they’d do to me if I hit a guard, she said to herself.  I don’t think I want to know. 

And what is with the fists, she suddenly wondered.  Why didn’t I try to slap him?  Why didn’t the 

Amazon slap me?  Rachel realized that the fistfight games the guards so often staged were probably 

conditioning all the women, herself included, to think of fists before open palms. 
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And then she realized why Boris had just grabbed her breast.  She understood he was telling her 

she had been “disqualified” for the same reason the Amazon had been.  They had both violated rules of 

contact: Rachel by her breast-grabbing, the Amazon by hitting her.  Rachel wished she’d had clear 

instruction beforehand as to exactly what the rules were, though it occurred to her that, under the 

circumstances, she wasn’t sure she would have done anything differently.  Causing the woman some 

pain was the only way she could think of, in the heat of battle, to save Mandy from the torment she 

knew they could inflict on her. 

Boris went on, “You don’ like her, she don’ like you.  We want you make nice, be friends.” 

The memory of what she had seen three nights ago, with the two women spread out in the 

middle of the aisle, one atop the other, came into her mind, and Rachel was instantly sure that Boris 

meant something of that nature.  She whimpered and shook her head.  The Amazon was still shaking 

hers. 

Boris said something to the Amazon and gestured.  Gritting her teeth, she sat down on the floor 

in front of Rachel.  They were both in front of Anya’s cell, because it happened to be near the middle of 

the row; Rachel was facing towards the back wall at the end of the aisle.  The Amazon sat as far from 

Rachel as she could, but at another word and gesture from Boris, to which she responded with silence 

but an angry glare, she scooted up closer.  Boris continued directing her, and she opened her legs and 

put them on either side of Rachel’s waist, sliding her left leg underneath Rachel’s right while keeping her 

right leg over Rachel’s left.  She made a low growling sound in the back of her throat and refused, for a 

moment, to continue following instructions, shaking her head, but at a gruff word from Boris, no doubt a 

threat, she moved still closer.  Rachel instinctively started to back away, but Boris said immediately, 

“You don’ move.”  Rachel, not wanting to touch the other woman, kept her arms out to her sides.  Her 

eyes widened and her lips tightened as the Amazon slid her crotch right up against Rachel’s, their labia 

in direct contact.  The Amazon refused to make eye contact with Rachel, her face quickly going red. 

Without looking behind him, Boris put his hand back towards the other guards and said a single 

word.  One of the guards plopped a padlock into Boris’s hand, as if Boris were a surgeon requesting a 

hemostat.  He squatted down and slid his hand between the two stomachs, causing both Rachel and the 

Amazon to gasp and suck in a breath.   He slipped the padlock’s shackle through the links in front of both 

their waist chains, and clicked it closed, making it impossible for them to back away from what to Rachel 

seemed an unimaginably intimate contact with another woman.  Obviously she had chosen, on 

occasions in her past, to take this position with a close male friend – okay, in that situation you’d call 

him a lover – but never had imagined doing it, or wanting to do it, with another woman, and doubly not 

one who was a complete stranger.  Rachel was sure her own face color matched the Amazon’s – her 

face throbbed, and felt on fire. 

Boris reached back with the surgeon gesture again, and retrieved two more padlocks, using one 

to lock Rachel’s ankle cuffs both to each other and to the back side of the Amazon’s waist chain, and the 

other padlock to do the same to the Amazon’s ankles behind Rachel.  Speaking to the increasingly 

embarrassed Amazon once more, he had her put her right arm over Rachel’s left shoulder, and slide her 

left arm under Rachel’s right armpit, and then with two more padlocks put in his palm by one of the 
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guards, Boris locked Rachel’s handcuffs to each other and to the back of the Amazon’s collar, then 

secured the Amazon’s wrists to the back of Rachel’s collar. 

Rachel and the Amazon automatically leaned back, to avoid touching breasts.  To Rachel it 

seemed completely unreal, being trapped in an intimate full-body hug with another naked woman. 

Boris stood up, wiped his hands as if he’d finished nailing up a new shelf on the wall of the den, 

and spoke two words, followed immediately by, “Now kiss.”  The two English words were probably a 

repeat of what he’d just said in Russian. 

Both Rachel and the Amazon spun their heads to look up at him, the Amazon with her teeth 

bared and her breath racing in and out through them.  Rachel discovered it was possible for her own 

face to grow even hotter than it had been. 

Boris said nothing, but merely raised his hand to rest it on the whip curled up by his hip.  No 

words in any language needed. 

The Amazon looked at Rachel at last.  Making a thin, furious line of her mouth, breathing very 

hard through her nose, she moved her head forward just slightly.  Rachel leaned forward enough to 

meet her halfway, both of them jumping slightly as their breasts finally were pressed together.  The 

Amazon briefly touched her tightly closed, unmoving lips against Rachel’s. 

Boris made an exasperated sound.  He spoke irritably to the Amazon, then said, “Make good 

kiss.  Like lovers.  And don’ stop.  We will say stop.” 

Rachel whimpered once more, and looked helplessly at the Amazon.  She realized she was 

shaking her head, but wasn’t able to stop it.  The Amazon, her teeth gritted tightly once more, screwed 

her eyes shut tight briefly.  She opened them and looked at Boris, and he patted his whip once more. 

Letting out a growl again, the Amazon leaned forward, her lips parted this time.  Just get it over 

with, Rachel told herself.  I have to do this.  She met the Amazon’s mouth with her own, softly, and 

began moving her lips against the Amazon’s, gradually opening her mouth wider. 

All Rachel could think was: I’m kissing a woman I’m kissing a woman I’m kissing a woman.  She 

was appalled that anyone would force her to do such a thing.  Rachel had kissed Mandy the day before, 

but that was understood by both of them to be a life-saving necessity, with no romantic component at 

all.  There was no romantic component here either, but both women understood the need to make it 

appear as though there was. 

Rachel moaned softly, understanding that was expected of her, and the Amazon did as well. 

Boris spoke again to the Amazon, and said after, “You rub pussies too.  You always be good 

friends.” 

Rachel heard, once more, that growl at the back of the Amazon’s throat.  The Amazon began 

moving her hips slightly, as did Rachel, pressing their crotches together and rubbing, while still kissing. 

Rachel could hear Igor returning at last, and saw out of the corner of his eye that he had a dog 

with him – a single dog, not the usual two. 
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Boris took the dog’s leash from Igor, and brought the dog towards the two kissing women.  

Rachel could see the Amazon’s eyes widen in alarm.  Hers were doing the same. 

The dog sat at the side of them, watching both women.  Boris spoke, as usual, to the Amazon 

first, who squeaked in alarm, while continuing the kiss with Rachel, and then he addressed Rachel.  “Is 

special dog.  He is teached for special job.  He get very mad if you stop kiss.” 

Oh jeez, thought Rachel, oh no!  Are we safe, though?  As long as we… he won’t bite, if we… oh, 

God. 

The guards, with Igor eagerly joining them, watched the “lovemaking” of Rachel and the 

Amazon for a time.  Then Boris nudged the nearest ones, spoke again in Russian, then said, “We come 

back soon.” 

To the intense distress of both women, the guards walked away, across the drawbridge, and 

drew it closed behind them. 

I just have to see if he really means it about the dog, Rachel thought.  Doing this is disgusting 

enough, but if he makes us keep doing it just on a bluff… 

She stopped kissing and drew her head back. 

Instantly the dog growled and issued a sharp bark, rising up to a four-leg stand and drawing 

closer, continuing the growl. 

Rachel tightened her arms and drew the Amazon closer to resume the kiss, and felt the Amazon 

do the same, both of them whimpering slightly in fear.  Rachel was unsure whether they were also 

supposed to continue rubbing pussies, but they both did, just in case. 

Rachel felt more ashamed, more humiliated, more completely powerless, than she had at any 

time in her life, the last three days included.  There were no guards here to make her do anything; 

instead, she was being forced by a dog, a dog, to simulate sex with a woman she didn’t know.  A woman 

who clearly wasn’t any happier about it than Rachel. 

They released each other’s lips frequently, making soft, liquid sounds.  The dog tolerated it as 

long as it was just for an instant.  As with any heavy petting session, it was really hundreds of little kisses 

rather than a single long one. 

Rachel tried to send her mind far, far away.  Her body could continue doing what it needed to 

do.  She would be elsewhere. 

Gradually, a contented feeling drifted over her.  She felt… in a way, happy. 

In her detached state, she didn’t focus much conscious attention on exactly what her 

imagination was doing.  It was enough that it was taking her away from this place. 

But in a careless mental moment, the veil parted, and she saw what she had been thinking of. 

Oh, holy shit!! she thought.  No, I can’t…  I wouldn’t… 
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But she couldn’t unsee what she had just seen within herself: That she had been contented 

because she was imagining that, instead of the Amazon, she was holding and kissing Anya. 

Reflexively, in her horror, Rachel pushed back from the kiss.  The dog, who had resumed his 

seat, rose once more with an angry growl.  In panic Rachel started kissing the Amazon again, rocking her 

hips, grinding her sex against the other’s. 

Her thoughts spun and wobbled like a whirling top.  I’m not…  I know I’ve been feeling closer to 

Anya, she said to herself.  I know we’ve been… sort of touching each other, and all that.  And it feels nice 

to have a friend.  But I’m not a lesbian!  I’m not!  I’ve never in my life looked at a woman and wanted her 

that way! 

But she knew what she had just been feeling.  Imagining how soft Anya’s lips would feel against 

hers.  Hearing the soft sigh from Anya’s throat.  Running her hands up and down Anya’s back. 

And then she remembered that elusive emotion she’d felt today in the window room, while she 

was standing with Anya, rubbing her hip against Anya’s waist.  I wanted her! a voice in Rachel shouted at 

her.  I wanted more than just the touching! 

Shit!  Shit!  Shit!  It’s this place!  I’m getting crazy.  And it’s such a cliché, isn’t it?  Going gay in 

prison? 

Oh!  Damn it!!  I’m getting wet too!  Thinking about…   Stop that, stop that!  This woman is going 

to think I’m wet for her!  Think about women whipped.  Think about rape.  Think about never leaving 

this prison, staying here always, never seeing home again.  Be angry!  Be furious! 

Anya, she realized, was a lifeline saving her from dwelling on all the anguish.  Such a little sweet 

sunbeam in a dark world… 

Still getting wet!  Stop thinking, stop feeling anything.  Body on autopilot.  No thoughts. 

Oh, remember I got raped earlier tonight!  The Amazon saw that.  She must have.  She wasn’t 

busy then.  She knows I’ve got slimy goo inside me from that.  She’ll just think it’s that. 

Not if I keep getting wetter!  Just stop, Rachel! 

Rachel succeeded in blanking her mind, to some extent – enough, at least.  She could feel the 

garden hoses inside her slow from a spray to a trickle.  She did everything she could, to avoid thinking 

of…. that thing she wasn’t supposed to think of. 

At last, after… Rachel wasn’t sure how long, time enough for a couple of beers, she guessed – 

the guards returned.  Boris came forward to take the dog’s leash.  He spoke to the Amazon, and by her 

reaction, Boris had obviously told her to up her game a little: she tightened her arms and legs around 

Rachel, pressing her ankles hard against the small of Rachel’s back to force their crotches more firmly 

together, grinding her sex a little more briskly against Rachel’s, squashing her breasts against Rachel’s, 

and opening her mouth wider, her lips moving against Rachel’s, moaning softly.  Rachel followed suit.  

For the first time, the Amazon pushed her tongue into Rachel’s mouth, and Rachel reciprocated.  The 

guards all squatted close by, fascinated. 
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Finally Boris spoke to the Amazon, and she leaned back quickly from Rachel, her face glowing 

red once more.  The dog growled.  The Amazon and Rachel both spun their heads towards him, and the 

Amazon glared accusingly up at Boris, but Boris held the dog’s leash, squatted by him and gently spoke 

to him.  The dog quieted, and let Boris lead him away.  Boris handed the leash to Igor, who departed 

with the dog.  Igor returned soon with two dogs, apparently the standard-issue nighttime dogs, and the 

guards made ready to leave.  Boris spoke a few words to the Amazon, and joined the others leaving the 

room.  Boris had felt no need to translate for Rachel: It was clear without his explanation that, though 

the women needn’t feel obligated to simulate sex any longer, they were going to have to stay in this 

position all night. 

Rachel could see the Amazon was furious again – Rachel expected to see steam rising from the 

woman’s brush-cut head.  Together they waited, not looking at each other, while the dogs made their 

traditional patrol of the aisle, brushing past them on either side, presumably making sure of the 

occupants of the cells, and at last took up their position at the head of the aisle. 

The Amazon kept watching the dogs.  Rachel turned her head to watch them as well, in the 

absence of anything else to look at.  Eventually the dogs put their heads down and, to all appearances, 

took a nap.  Rachel wondered whether the guards knew they slept on the job. 

The Amazon suddenly turned to Rachel.  She spoke in a whisper, but it was a raspy, angry, 

deadly-sounding whisper.  The way the woman nudged her bruised breast with her elbow, Rachel knew 

it related to what had made the Amazon mad to begin with: Rachel grabbing her breast during the 

wrestling match.  Likely she blamed Rachel for goading her into throwing the punch in retaliation that 

got her disqualified. 

Suddenly another whisper, a soft one, came from Rachel’s right – from Anya’s cell.  The Amazon, 

hearing Anya, stopped talking and blinked in astonishment.  The Amazon turned her head towards Anya 

and whispered again, asking a question.  When Anya responded, the Amazon looked back at Rachel, 

started to speak again but closed her mouth without saying a word. 

It looked to Rachel as though the Amazon knew, now, that speaking to Rachel was pointless.  

Anya must have told her that Rachel didn’t speak any Russian.  The Amazon had certainly heard Boris 

explaining things to Rachel in English, but may have thought he was simply directing some private taunts 

to her in her own language. 

Rachel looked at the woman, who seemed no less angry than before, but was at a loss to know 

how to vent, when the object of her anger couldn’t understand her. 

Instinctively wanting to make peace somehow, Rachel looked straight into the Amazon’s eyes 

and whispered as sincerely as she could, “I’m sorry.  I’m sorry.”  Maybe, Rachel thought, she can read it 

in my eyes somehow. 

The Amazon gave her a puzzled look, and a slight headshake. 

From her right, Rachel heard the whisper from Anya, “Retchell: Prastee meenya pozhalosta.  Im 

soarry.”  Anya repeated the Russian words very slowly.  “Prastee meenya pozhalosta.” 
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Rachel’s eyes went wide.  As she had suspected, Anya had figured out exactly what the words 

I’m Sorry meant when Rachel had used them last night.  The context made it so easy.  And Anya 

recognized that the same words Rachel had used then, she was saying now to the Amazon.  Anya 

wanted Rachel to know how to say it in Russian. 

Rachel, seeing the Amazon had heard Anya but had no idea why Anya was apologizing, knew the 

words had to come from herself.  Okay, thought Rachel, I may not remember the Russian words five 

minutes from now, but for now I’ve got them echoing in my head.  I think I can get it right. 

She looked at the Amazon again, and using the same heartfelt tone she had for the English 

words, said, “Prastee meenya pozhalosta.  Prastee meenya pozhalosta.” 

The Amazon blinked at Rachel in surprise, then looked steadily at her for several seconds.  At 

last, she gave Rachel a small, quick nod of her head.  Apology accepted. 

Rachel was glad, but had other things occupying her mind.  She was thinking about her latest 

interaction with Anya. 

The physical attraction is part of it, she told herself, but that’s coming from something bigger.  

What’s really happening is that I’m falling in love with Anya. 

That seemed, somehow, less weird.  Rachel had never described herself as being in love with 

anyone before now, but she understood it to be a connection forged of a million tiny things, all working 

together.  While she had been unable to imagine how she could suddenly feel drawn to another woman 

physically, she could easily count many of those millions of little things, between herself and Anya, that 

could grow gradually into love, and perhaps already had. 

The more pressing question at this moment, however, was what to do about a night’s sleep.  

Rachel was still sitting upright, helplessly entangled with the other woman sitting in front of her.  And 

she couldn’t work things out with her verbally.  Neither could speak the other’s language, and Anya had 

surely reached the limit of her ability to act as a go-between.  Rachel was not sure there was a single 

additional word of English Anya knew beyond “I’m sorry.” 

I should teach her some, Rachel thought. 

Back to the main problem.  Rachel thought it over.  At last she leaned slightly towards the 

Amazon, who automatically leaned away, as if afraid Rachel wanted to kiss her again.  Rachel shook her 

head, and then aimed a look at the Amazon’s right shoulder, thrusting her chin towards it. 

The Amazon looked at her a moment, then nodded.  Tentatively, as if still on the lookout for any 

wrong moves, she pulled Rachel towards her, their breasts touching voluntarily for the first time.  She 

rested her chin on Rachel’s right shoulder, a move mirrored by Rachel. 

Rachel leaned her head against the Amazon’s.  I think, she decided, this will work. 

From the other side of the Amazon’s head, she heard Anya say softly, “Spakoinie nochye, 

Retchell.” 
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Rachel smiled.  Context was a wonderful guide to language.  What could that possibly be but 

“good night”?  Especially with that last word sounding so much like the Spanish word for “night”?  

“Spakoinie nochye, Anya.  Good night, Anya.” 

She could hear the smile in Anya’s voice.  “Goood niyet, Retchell.” 

Rachel gradually drifted off to sleep, her head nestled against the Amazon’s. 

***** 

Rachel awoke startled, sensing that her name had been called.  She was still resting her head on 

the Amazon’s shoulder.  She decided she must have been having a dream. 

Then she heard it again.  “Retchell.” 

Rachel lifted her head.  It was Anya who’d been calling her. 

Except it appeared she wasn’t.  Anya was lying curled up on the floor of her cell, her head down, 

her eyes closed, and seemed to be asleep.  She didn’t show any sign of wanting to say anything to 

Rachel, now that she had Rachel’s attention. 

Though asleep, Anya was not motionless.  Her hips were twitching, and her hands were between 

her legs.  Though the legs blocked Rachel’s view of exactly what Anya’s hands were doing, the rocking 

movement and very wet rubbing sound made it obvious. 

Rachel smiled.  That is so sweet, she said to herself.  A week ago, Rachel would have been 

appalled to know she was the object of another woman’s wet dream.  But it was somehow different 

with Anya. 

It must be, thought Rachel, that she’s spent the whole evening watching me and the Amazon 

pretend to be having sex right in front of her.  Now she’s dreaming she’s in the Amazon’s place. 

Rachel was startled by her next thought: It almost certainly will happen sometime.  It looks like 

this is kind of a frequent thing: having a couple of random prisoners, or game losers, have sex with each 

other.  With the limited number of women here, it’s going to be me and Anya some night. 

Rachel astonished herself with her certainty about her next thought: If that happens, then we 

are both going to contribute to a puddle on the floor between us that has nothing to do with urine.  We 

are going to express our feelings for each other.  And we won’t have to fake anything. 

As Rachel watched, Anya’s whole body suddenly quivered, and she drew three breaths rapidly in 

and out, followed by a tiny squeak.  Then she relaxed, her lips curling into a sleepy smile. 

Sleep well, Anya, Rachel thought.  Schlafen Sie wohl.  No, that’s German.  What were those 

words again…  Oh yes.  Spakoinie nochye.  

Rachel whispered it now.  “Spakoinie nochye, Anya.” 

She put her chin back down on the Amazon’s shoulder.  Sleep caught up with her in a few 

minutes. 
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CHAPTER 19 

THIRTY-FOUR HOURS LATER 

Mandy used her arms to pull herself to a standing position.  She rubbed the sleep out of her 

eyes.  She felt a strand of hair across her eyes, and she brushed it out of the way and behind her ear, 

though it didn’t interfere with seeing.  Nothing could be seen in the pitch-black cell.  She brushed her 

hands carefully across the shelf, mounted on the wall at the level of her breasts, to see whether any 

food had arrived while she slept. 

The bowls on the shelf were still empty.  Disappointed, she decided to remain standing for 

awhile.  Her butt was numb from sitting on the hard floor, and it felt good to stretch her legs. 

After a time, she sat back down again.  The chain clinked against the wall. 

The heavy chain was affixed to a ring embedded in the stone wall.  Mandy had pulled at it for a 

long time to see whether she could loosen the ring, but it resisted all efforts she was capable of 

mustering.  It felt like concrete immediately around the ring, rather than stone.  That seemed likely.  

The chain ran from the wall to the thick steel bands around her wrists, its last link connected to 

both wristbands and holding them together in front of her.  The chain was just long enough to allow her 

to sit on the floor – there was nothing else to sit on – with her arms held up straight, hands above her 

head.  It didn’t allow her to get her hands any lower.  Her elbows could bend just slightly when she was 

in that position. 

There were equally thick bands around her ankles, connected to each other by a short chain, 

about six inches, that ran under another ring embedded in the concrete floor, about eighteen inches in 

front of the wall.  She sat with her knees bent, her heels not far from her butt.  Overall it felt better to 

stand, but her legs eventually tired. 

There was a hole in the floor just inches to the right of her butt.  She could move to it, and 

situate her butt over it, when she needed to pee.  Or to poop.  Moving sideways to the hole stretched 

her arms to the limit, but it wasn’t too hard. 

The room itself was very small, though bigger than that tiny airless closet they had kept her in 

for a few hours after they had first brought her here in the helicopter.  In that closet she could only 

stand.  Here, the floor was about four feet square, with a six foot ceiling.  Mandy knew that because she 

had seen the cell, briefly, when they led her in through the open door and secured her in the chains.  

Since then, since they’d closed the door, there had been no light. 

There was some sort of air circulation.  Being unable to see, she couldn’t determine just where 

the air was coming from.  

It didn’t really matter how small the room was: chained the way she was, she still couldn’t reach 

any of the walls other than the one behind her back.  They could just as well have left the door 

unlocked; she couldn’t touch it.  But no doubt they had locked it. 
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The only furnishing in the room, which she had seen before they closed the door, was the 

narrow shelf.  There was a sliding panel in the wall just above the surface of the shelf.  Once in awhile, 

the panel was slid open, and two bowls, one with food and the other full of what tasted like cold milk, 

were deposited on the shelf, and the empties were removed.  Even then, there was no light.  Whoever 

gave her the food must be finding his way around outside her room in night-vision goggles, Mandy had 

decided.  She had tried begging whoever it was to help her somehow, the first few times.  She’d given 

up on that. 

She wasn’t sure how long she’d been here.  Based on the level of hunger she reached between 

meals, which was significant but not intense, she thought they were probably feeding her twice a day.  

She’d had five meals, so she assumed this was her third day.  She had no idea at all how much longer she 

would stay. 

With the food and the waste hole, there was everything she needed to continue living.  But 

nothing more than that. 

She knew she was naked, but couldn’t make herself care.  There was nothing to do that she 

needed clothes for, and no one to see her. 

She had cried, hard, for hours after they’d first locked her away in here.  She thought now she 

should try crying again, just for something to do.  But the crying wouldn’t come.  You can only do it for 

so long, it seemed.  The worst time had been when the thought ran through her head that they might 

intend to keep her here in this tiny room, chained and blind, for the rest of her life, that she might spend 

many years here.  She didn’t know how long she had screamed then, jerking at the chains in panic.  Her 

throat still felt raw, from that.  The screams had finally settled back into crying again. 

She had tested her restraints more calmly for hours, trying to find how secure they were, to find 

whether she could expand her freedom of movement in any way.  The steel bands were perfectly fitted 

to her wrists and ankles; not tight enough to interfere with circulation, but snug enough against the skin 

that there was no possibility of slipping out of them.  The padlocks securing the bands were thick and 

heavy, as were the chains.  She had spent a long time feeling the locks on her wrists with her fingers, 

searching for any sign of weakness.  She couldn’t reach the ones on her ankles with her hands, but had 

spent considerable time feeling them with her feet and toes.  She had tried to find some other position 

she could get into that she had overlooked, other than standing, or sitting with her arms stretched over 

her head and her legs pulled in.  There wasn’t.  She’d learned to sleep in that sitting position. 

Most of the time she just sat quietly, motionless, against the wall.  She was getting good at 

keeping her mind blank for a long time. 

At least Rachel had been right.  They weren’t hurting her anymore.  No slapping, no shouted 

questions, no clips attached to her nipples.  Nothing stuck up her rectum.  No electrical shocks where 

they would hurt the most.  She was glad of that. 

She sighed, and blanked her mind again, letting time pass.  In awhile she would stand up and 

stretch again. 

***** 
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Rachel stared glumly at Mandy, visible on the video monitor.  “Could I talk to her?” 

Mandy’s image, produced by infrared light, appeared on the monitor in ghostly green.  Mandy 

looked completely absent, and Rachel had nearly convinced herself twice that her friend was dead, but 

then Mandy would stir slightly, moving her head, shifting her position a tiny bit. 

The general shook his head.  “I only wanted to prove to you that we have not been hurting her, 

so that you will keep your promise.  If you continue your good behavior, we may expand her freedom in 

small steps.  In a few weeks.” 

Left unspoken was the other side of the equation: that if Rachel misbehaved, Mandy would 

suffer for it. 

The general looked up and signaled to Boris.  Rachel could tell that her time watching Mandy 

was up.  She didn’t know whether she would have another chance, and didn’t want to leave, but she 

knew it wasn’t up to her. 

Every morning seemed just a little different here.  Yesterday she had awakened still in the 

Amazon’s arms, at the blast of the airhorn.  To her horror, the guards wanted one more look at the two 

women going at it, and Rachel and the Amazon had to do, once more, the bumping and grinding, 

rubbing breasts, open-mouthed kissing with tongues, and the moaning and sighing as they had the night 

before.  They kept it up for a steady fifteen minutes, Rachel estimated, before the guards had finally 

laughed and applauded, and at last the two of them were released, with their standard restraints 

restored, to eat breakfast and, to the immense relief of both of them, pee.  Rachel had held it since 

awakening.  She was sure that if she did it in the aisle floor, she and the Amazon would both have to lick 

it up.  That, following Rachel’s showering of the Amazon’s crotch with piss, would no doubt have 

ensured that the Amazon would try to kill her the next time they fought. 

Today, after breakfast, as Rachel’s team had been lining up, Boris had taken Rachel aside, telling 

her she would be going elsewhere.  Rachel had looked helplessly at Anya, who gave her a stricken look, 

and followed Boris, as he held her leash. 

Rachel was thrilled to see that Mandy was alive, unhurt and, in a minimal way, cared for, but she 

could see her friend had to be miserable.  Rachel felt suddenly grateful for what she herself had: light, 

things to do, a team to be part of, a new friend to talk to. 

Leaving the general’s office afterward, Rachel hoped the weather was like yesterday.  It hadn’t 

been pleasant, but much easier than the first two days.  The sun had been out, and the temperature, 

though cold, seemed to be above freezing.  There were still puddles of rainwater, so they did have 

something to drink.  Rachel still wondered what would happen if there was no water to be found 

outside. 

Arriving now at the windowed room, Rachel stopped and moaned aloud.  The room was very 

bright, because there was about two inches of new snow on the ground.  And it was still coming down 

under a dull gray sky, fat flakes of snow falling at a slant in a light wind. 

This was going to be a nightmare. 
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But Rachel was cheered when she saw Anya’s face light up when she appeared.  I think I can 

accept spending my life here, thought Rachel, if I can just see that sunburst smile every day, an instant 

power source for the spirit.  Rachel smiled back.  Anya was just getting ready to go out.  Neither of them 

spoke until they were close enough to do it softly.  While the guards were preoccupied with their beers, 

Rachel said in a near whisper, before Anya could say anything, “Dobray utra.  Good morning, Anya.” 

Anya beamed at her.  “Goood moar-nihng, Retchell.” 

Rachel just had time to give her a light brush of fingertips on the butt before Anya moved ahead 

to the door.  She saw Anya look back briefly, grinning again. 

***** 

Yelena awoke with a start, and a sinking feeling, as if today was her day to be hanged. 

Then the realization came flooding in.  Oh, no, she thought.  Worse than that. 

She picked at a light breakfast, and made her way grimly to the general’s office.  It has to be 

done, she told herself.  There is no acceptable alternative. 

At the general’s office, she saw that same very tall girl coming out that she had seen in the 

hallway a couple of days ago.  Stunningly pretty, even with that extreme haircut.  Yelena wondered 

whether that was her own style, or if they did that to her here.  The girl was shuffling in those same 

chains as before, naked as Yelena was, pulled around by a leash like an animal by that beefy guard.  

Yelena couldn’t read the girl’s expression.  She looked to be close to Marya’s age, or just a little older.  

Yelena wondered what she might have done that made her end up here. 

In this terrible place. 

The general, hearing Yelena announced, called to her from his conference room, behind his 

office.  The doctor was already seated in front of a laptop computer on the table.  He stood now and 

went to close the room’s door behind her and, after a nod from the general, locked it.  The general’s 

men knew he was not to be disturbed for any reason whatever. 

The general gestured to a chair at the table beside the doctor, and Yelena, seeing the chair’s 

features, looked up and glared at the general.  “What is this for?” 

The doctor spoke up.  “My suggestion.  It seemed possible that under stress you might have a 

bad reaction today.  I only wished to make sure you damage neither yourself nor your daughter’s 

chances.” 

Yelena ground her teeth, but knew that today of all days, Marya needed her to do whatever the 

doctor and the general said must be done. 

Yelena sat, and sighed as the doctor fastened the straps around her ankles holding them to the 

front legs of the chair, and straps around her upper arms just above her elbow, holding them to the 

arms of the chair.  “How am I supposed to hold the script?  I need to look at that.” 

The doctor, strapping her left wrist to the front of the chair arm, said, “That is why I will leave 

your right hand free.  You may hold the page you are looking at in that hand, then discard it on the table 
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when you are finished and reach for another page.  You can hold the unread pages in your left.  That 

should work perfectly well.” 

The doctor then adjusted a pair of headphones over Yelena’s head, the pads fitting snugly 

against her ears.  A microphone at the end of a wire projected out in front of Yelena’s mouth, coming 

out of one of the earpieces.  The doctor said, “You will be able to hear what is happening in the other 

room through these.  Your own voice will echo in the other room, and I wanted to avoid an unfortunate 

audio feedback situation.  Speak into the microphone, of course.”  He handed another pair of 

headphones to the general, sans microphone, and put another on himself. 

Yelena blinked at the way the doctor, in his usual way, put mundane technical details in the 

same category with strapping a woman’s arms and legs in a chair. 

The doctor rubbed his hands together.  He seemed excited, more energetic than usual.  Yelena 

hated him passionately.  “Well, everything is ready.  The room is prepared, and Marya has just been 

brought to it.  The men have been working quickly at setting her up, as I estimate there is no more than 

an hour before she wakes up.  Do you have any questions on the script, Madame Gerova?”  As he had 

said he would, he now put the loose pages into her left hand. 

Yelena sighed.  “No, I read over it earlier, and it’s all quite clear.” 

“As I have said, you may refer to it during the exercise.  You may paraphrase in any way you 

want, as long as the basic ideas are all present.  I trust you will be able to go through it naturally, rather 

than as if you were reading something?” 

Yelena simply glared at him.  On top of everything else, they were going to question her 

professionalism?  “I did have one question on a different subject.  Can you assure me, again, that 

Marya’s life is not in danger?” 

“All right.  Marya’s life is not in danger.” 

Yelena closed her eyes and bared her teeth.  “I mean, why is it not in danger?” 

“We can stop the process, if necessary, before it comes to that point.  The worst that might 

happen is that Marya could suffer a psychotic break and become catatonic.” 

Yelena would have jumped out of her chair if she hadn’t been strapped in.  “What??” 

The doctor began, “Catatonia is…” 

Yelena spat furiously, “I know what it is!” A person in catatonia was completely separated from 

the real world, usually frozen into immobility for extended periods of time.  The condition might be 

brought about by stress or fear beyond the levels the person could tolerate.  It was a very serious 

psychotic condition.  “What are the chances it will happen?” 

The doctor raised his hands in a calming gesture.  “Very small, I assure you.  I informed the 

president of the risks.  He gave us the authority to go ahead.” 

Yelena sat angrily fuming, and worked to calm herself.  The fact that Dimitri thought it was all 

right actually reassured her – not at all because Yelena thought Dimitri wouldn’t subject his daughter to 
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anything dangerous.  Dimitri wanted Marya’s life to be full of suffering.  But Dimitri, Yelena was sure, 

had his heart set on the primary plan of punishment.  If he thought this procedure would interfere with 

that, he wouldn’t allow it.  Dimitri had apparently been convinced this would work. 

Yelena’s breathing gradually slowed.  She looked at the room’s big monitor, and frowned.  

“That’s not her, is it?” 

The doctor responded, “Oh, no.  Different case.  A moment…”  He pushed a button. 

The spooky green image of a chained, seated girl vanished, replaced with one of Marya, nude of 

course, standing upright in a room, a staff member standing behind her making some sort of 

adjustment, apparently just now finishing.  The man took one last look over his work and exited the 

room.  

Yelena examined her daughter’s image on the screen.  Marya’s feet were separated by about a 

half meter on the floor, buried to the ankles under about ten centimeters of sand.  Yelena was aware 

that under the sand, Marya’s feet were anchored very firmly to the floor, so that she couldn’t lift them.  

Her arms were raised up over her head, secured at either end of a spreader bar, again about a half-

meter wide, that was suspended in its middle from the ceiling.  Marya sagged in her restraints, 

unconscious, her head lolling to the side.  At present she had an additional support in the form of a cloth 

wrapped around her waist, with a cord tied to the back of it running to the ceiling. 

“She would find it difficult to breathe if her weight were entirely supported by her arms, spread 

apart that way,” the doctor explained to Yelena.  “Unconscious as she is, she might suffocate.” 

Yelena curled her lip.  “Thank you so much for your consideration.”  

The doctor was sarcasm-blind.  “I try to think of everything.” 

In Marya’s mouth, Yelena could see the special gag.  She had seen it up close, and heard its 

purpose explained.  It was a ring of metal, about four centimeters in diameter, set upright behind 

Marya’s teeth, holding her mouth wide open, secured by straps around her head.  The additional 

attachment wasn’t visible on the monitor: two thin metal rods attached to the lower part of the ring, on 

either side, projecting horizontally back several centimeters into her mouth, with a cross-piece joining 

them.  Its purpose was to hold her tongue down so that she couldn’t use it to block her mouth. 

Marya’s hands, as if in a fashion statement, were mostly covered by fingerless gloves.  The 

gloves served the same purpose as the handwear that Yelena wore, which contained the button that 

activated Marya’s collar – Marya’s likewise had pushbuttons. 

Yelena could also see the room’s one other feature: a cubical box dangling about two meters in 

front of Marya, the box about half a meter on each side, hung by chain from the ceiling at about Marya’s 

eye level.  Its contents were hidden by a cloth. 

“Once she has awakened and is in possession of her faculties, we can begin.”  The doctor sat 

back looking pleased, his arms folded across his chest. 

You monster, thought Yelena.  She sat and waited. 

***** 
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Yelena sat staring at the monitor, her mind blank of all thoughts other than concern for Marya.  

Marya looked so fragile, so vulnerable, her naked body on display.  Even when she awoke she would not 

be able to hide it. 

Over her headphones, Yelena heard Marya suddenly groan.  Yelena’s heart tried to escape her 

chest.  She could barely breathe. 

She reminded herself that to Marya, only a few hours had passed since that last argument with 

her mother about giving the man who had brought their food oral sex – all of those hours spent 

blindfolded, chained to the corners of her bed.  That had been days ago, but Marya had been 

unconscious since then. 

Marya lifted her head, and swayed as she started working her muscles.  She shook her right arm 

back and forth, making angry noises as she found that her hands were both trapped above her head. 

She winced in pain, and looked straight down along her stomach, then twisted around to try to 

see downward behind her.  Yelena knew what she was trying to see. 

Marya grunted several times, obviously in growing anger.  She strained to lift one foot, then the 

other out of the sand surrounding them.  The bonds holding her feet to the floor were invisible below 

the sand, but they held very firmly. 

She made a whistling teakettle sound of exasperation that sounded almost as it always did when 

her frustration was boiling over, the gag interfering very little. 

The doctor punched a key on his laptop.  In the room with Marya, an invisible wire suddenly 

pulled against a button holding the cloth around her waist that had been supporting her, popping it free.  

The doctor pushed another key, and the cloth was withdrawn upward towards the ceiling.  Marya’s legs, 

now that she was awake, could handle the job of supporting her weight. 

Marya watched the cloth pulled away, and made an angry series of twists of her waist and 

shoulders to try to free herself. 

The doctor looked at Yelena.  “She is ready now.” 

Yelena had already started, moments earlier, summoning Bad Mother, to let her take over.  Bad 

Mother, like Marya, was now ready.  Yelena glanced at the page held in her right hand, not really 

needing it at this point. 

She spoke clearly, in a voice that sounded pleased with itself.  “Darling, can you hear me?” 

Marya’s whole body jerked in startlement.  She looked around for her mother, and saw a small 

speaker in the wall from which she judged, correctly, that her mother’s voice had issued. 

The doctor smiled and nodded.  There was no need to say “The sound system is working” aloud.  

It was obvious. 

Yelena went on, “Hélène dear, this is something I need to do now, for you.  For us.” 

Marya tensed and made another of those angry sounds.  Yelena knew that Marya had quickly 

come to hate being addressed by that name. 
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Yelena continued.  “There is too much of Marya in you.  But I know how to make Marya go 

away.  Then it can just be you and me, Hélène.” 

When Yelena had complained that the script was nothing but psycho-babble, the doctor had 

responded, “To some extent, but not entirely.  It is directed at a specific goal, that of putting her in an 

appropriate mental state, within the context of the cover story you have already been using.”  Yelena 

had shrugged, not really interested in arguing. 

Yelena went on with the script.  “I know what Marya is afraid of, Hélène.  If she gets scared 

enough, she will run away from you and leave you alone.” 

Marya rolled her head, since merely rolling her eyes was not sufficiently dramatic.  There was a 

reason for Marya’s gag unrelated to keeping her quiet, but Yelena suspected it was just as well not to 

have to deal with the angry retorts Marya would respond with if she could speak. 

“Hélène, look right in front of you.” 

Marya clearly understood that her mother was referring to the box dangling in her field of 

vision.  There wasn’t really any other object in the room she might have thought she was being told to 

look at. 

The doctor pushed another key on his laptop.  The curtain that had surrounded the hanging box 

was drawn up towards the ceiling, uncovering the transparent sides of the box and revealing its 

contents. 

Snakes.  More than two hundred of them, the doctor had informed Yelena.  All packed into the 

box, in one writhing, scaly mass. 

It took Marya a moment to work out what she was seeing.  Her eyebrows furrowed. 

And then she screamed.  A long, ear-piercing, pulsating scream. 

Marya tried to throw her body backwards, away from the box.  Yelena could see the strain in her 

arms.  Marya twisted her body in every way imaginable, working to jerk her arms and legs free. 

Yelena said, “Hélène, darling, none of those snakes are poisonous.  They’re just harmless tree 

snakes.  They like climbing trees.  If they were loose right now, they would think you were a tree.  They’d 

climb right up your legs and hang from your arms.” 

Marya was breathing in and out so rapidly she could have blown up a rubber raft in ten seconds.  

Her eyes were wide open, and she was shaking her head. 

“Some of them are short, and some of them are long.  The long ones are a little less than a 

meter.  They can climb up and wrap themselves around your waist.  Or circle one of your breasts.  They 

won’t slip off.  They’re very good and holding on.  One of them might wrap itself right around your neck.  

He probably won’t choke you, though, if you stay really still.” 

Marya wasn’t quite screaming, but every breath out was accompanied by a high-pitched “Huh” 

sound.  A cascade of urine fell to the sand between her feet. 
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“There are some little short ones too, about twenty-five centimeters.  They couldn’t choke you.  

Those ones like to curl up in warm, wet, dark places. 

“Did you figure out what’s hurting, yet, down between your legs?  What’s hurting in your butt?  

There are two little hollow tubes down there, one to hold your vagina open, and one for your anus.  One 

of the little snakes will think your vagina would make a nice little home, so he’ll crawl in and curl right up 

inside there.  And another one will wiggle itself way, way deep in your lower colon. 

“And when one of the little ones gets high enough, he’ll think your mouth is just the perfect 

place.” 

Marya was crying hysterically now, shaking her head violently. 

“Hélène, Hélène, listen to me.  You can get out of this.  I can tell you how.  Do you hear me?  I 

want you to be safe, after the snakes scare Marya away.  Do you understand?” 

Marya seemed to gradually bring her attention into focus.  She was still making the “huh” 

sound, but not crying. 

“Do you hear me, Hélène?  Do you understand you can get out of this?” 

Marya continued staring at the snakes, then after a few seconds convulsively nodded her head, 

over and over. 

“Hélène, first you need to promise me something.” 

Marya nodded briefly, then stood still.  She seemed to be coming to believe she might be safe. 

Yelena sighed audibly into the microphone.  “Hélène…  I want you to be in love with me, the 

same way I’m in love with you.  I want you to want my body just the way I want yours.  I want you to 

want to make love to me any time we’re together, just the way I want to make love to you.  We’ll be one 

person named Hélène, always loving herself.” 

Marya’s resistance to any suggestion, as long as it could get her away from the snakes, had 

crumbled.  She nodded her head eagerly. 

“You understand what I said, don’t you?  I want you so much, Hélène!” 

Marya nodded as if trying to dislodge her head. 

“And I want you to want to make all my men happy.  They’ve done so much to help us be 

together.  I want you to be happy to give your body to them, because we both owe them so much.  Will 

you promise to do all of these things, Hélène?” 

Without hesitating, her eyes still fixed on the snakes, Marya nodded again. 

“Now, I’m going to tell you how to get free.  But you need to remember that you just made a 

promise.  If you don’t keep your promise, I’ll just have to bring you right back here and let the snakes 

have you.  And you won’t have a way out, then.  There won’t be any way to stop them.  Do you 

understand?” 

Eyes now so wide open that white showed clearly all around, Marya made another spastic nod. 
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Yelena paused for several seconds, then said, “But you won’t let that happen, will you, Hélène?  

You won’t ever, ever break your promise.” 

Marya shook her head frantically.  Another small stream of urine dropped down between her 

legs, probably as she visualized having to return here and being helpless to stop the snakes. 

“Hélène, look up at your hands.” 

Marya threw her head back instantly. 

“You can see the gloves you’re wearing.  Each one has a button in the palm, like I have that 

button for your collar.  In your left hand you have a green button, and in your right hand it’s red.  Do you 

see those?” 

Again, her head bobbed eagerly. 

“Now, the green one will save you, but it doesn’t work yet.  But when it does work, it will help 

you get out of that room. 

“The red button will open the bottom of the box and release the snakes.” 

The utterly astonished look on Marya’s face would have almost been comical in other 

circumstances.  The fingers of her right hand sprang straight outward, as if trying to get as far from the 

red button as possible. 

“Listen to me, Hélène.  You need to release the snakes to scare Marya away.  She won’t be able 

to stay inside you.  You can get her out of the way and be my Hélène, always my Hélène, from now on.” 

Marya, her eyes fixed on the box, shook her head in tiny movements.  Likely she thought too 

strong a negation would constitute a violation of her promise. 

“Hélène: The green button in your left hand will save you, but it won’t work until two minutes 

after you push the red one.  You must push the red one first.” 

Marya was crying again, her eyes squeezed shut.  She couldn’t bear looking at the snakes 

anymore. 

“Hélène, I’m going to start a clock running now.  In thirty minutes, if you don’t push the red 

button, the box will open anyway.  And if that happens, if the box opens because time ran out instead of 

you deciding to push the button, then the green button won’t work.  If you don’t push the red button 

yourself, I’ll think you didn’t really mean your promise, that you aren’t really in love with me.  Then the 

snakes will have you and you can’t stop them.  But if you push the red button yourself, Marya will go 

away, and I know that you, Hélène, you won’t let anything stop us from being together.” 

Marya was crying harder, shaking her head more vigorously. 

“Remember, you have to push the red button, Hélène, before the box opens on its own.  And if 

you do, then the green button will save you.  But it won’t work right away.  Not until two minutes after 

you push the red one.”  She paused.  “The box will open in twenty-nine minutes.” 
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Marya was breathing like a steam locomotive again, wriggling helplessly against all of the bonds 

holding her.  And like the locomotive, she was generating heat.  Sweat was streaming from every pore. 

Yelena put the page of the script down and gestured frantically at the doctor, moving her hand 

over the page as if she were writing on it.  He understood and handed her a pen.  She wrote, “What if 

she passes out?” 

The doctor wrote underneath, “We can put the clock on hold.” 

Yelena nodded briefly, and watched the screen, starting to wonder whether she would pass out 

herself.  She felt dizzy and weak. 

Yelena closed her eyes and worked to hold Bad Mother in place, trying to slow her own heart 

rate.  When she knew she could speak without her voice trembling, she said quietly, “Twenty minutes 

left, Hélène.”  There were actually twenty-two, but Yelena wanted to hurry up the decision. 

At the sound of her mother calmly calling out the time, Marya screamed.  Her crying afterwards 

sounded as if it might come from a psychiatric ward.  Yelena, for the first time since her childhood, 

started biting her nails. 

She had asked the doctor days ago, during early sessions in planning the snake attack, why it 

was necessary that Marya actually release the snakes.  Why wasn’t the threat alone frightening enough?  

The doctor had explained that an unused threat was not sufficient.  Marya must have an actual tactile 

memory of the snakes crawling on her legs.  Her conception of the snakes must be real, not theoretical.  

Why then, Yelena had continued, not simply let the box of snakes fall open and give Marya the two 

minutes to stop them?  The doctor had said that Marya must feel she has some degree of control, this 

time.  She must exercise her will to do the thing she fears the most.  Then she will feel in control of her 

life, and in control of her ability to maintain the promises she had made.  And she must be aware that, if 

she were to break her promises, then she would lose that control and be completely at the mercy of 

events.  And snakes. 

Yelena had looked at him dubiously, but at least realized that the doctor believed what he was 

saying sufficiently firmly that she had no power to change his mind. 

She did understand that, after this, Marya would be utterly terrified of the idea of failing to 

behave as she had said she would.  If the doctor’s plan would really add even more power to the terror…  

Well, as long as it works, Yelena thought, that is all that matters. 

She looked at the clock.  Thirteen minutes.  She said, “Ten minutes, Hélène.” 

On the paper in front of her, she wrote, “We have to get her out of this!!!” 

The doctor wrote back, “Stop now, all is lost.  She would know all was bluff.  President says let 

snakes cover her for as long as practical.  Faint, revive, snakes still there.  I think one hour.  Then give her 

assassin treatment from now on.” 

Tears streamed from Yelena’s eyes.  She couldn’t stop reading the words:  All is lost.  All is lost. 

The doctor wrote again.  “I have adjusted time to your count.” 
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Yelena snarled and tried to spring up from the chair, wanting to scratch his eyes out.  She 

struggled with the straps.  He obviously known she would react this way at some point.  He had known 

the straps would be needed. 

I was just trying to increase her motivation to save herself! Yelena wailed internally.  It’s not 

working, and now he’s taken time away from her that she should have had! 

Marya was clearly in full-blown panic.  She had been unable to do what she must, to climb the 

barrier of exposing herself to her most mortal terror, and now she looked as though she didn’t even 

remember what she needed to do.  Her struggles were entirely random, her wailing a mixture of 

screaming and crying. 

Yelena felt sure that if she were to address Marya by her true name, she could get Marya’s 

attention, break the cycle of panic.  But to call her Marya would be fatal to the illusion Yelena had 

worked so hard to weave for her.  The struggle to save Marya from the assassin’s fate would be ended.  

It might save Marya for the moment, but would give her over to a world of endless agony. 

Yelena was about to say “Five minutes,” the time remaining by the doctor’s new count, but 

stopped herself.  If I just say it in that detached, mechanical way I’ve been using for the countdown, 

Marya won’t even hear me. 

Yelena closed her eyes for a moment.  She had to push Bad Mother down into a dungeon of her 

mind now. 

She spoke with all the sincere love she felt for her daughter, rather than the voice dripping with 

lust that represented Hélène, the girl who had dreamed of making love with herself. 

“Darling, you still have five minutes.  I know you can do it.  Push the red button now.” 

On the screen Marya stopped struggling, closed her eyes, and worked to catch her breath.  She 

looked up at her hand above her.  Yelena could see the fingers of Marya’s right hand curl inward. 

With a sharp click, the bottom of the snake box swung down, and the sound of a dull thump 

followed: two hundred snakes hitting the surface of the sand below. 

Released from rectangular confinement, the uppermost snakes slid down across their lower 

brothers, spreading out in area on the sand.  The nearest ones to Marya were just a half-meter away. 

Marya screamed again, and kept screaming, her body in convulsions of effort to free herself. 

Yelena spoke in that same soothing, loving voice.  “Remember, dear, in two minutes the…”  She 

stopped, and wrote on the paper, “Why isn’t my voice echoing?” 

The doctor spoke aloud.  “I’ve turned off the audio feed into her room.  She needs to do the 

next step on her own.” 

Yelena glared at him, and thought furiously:  If I’d known you could turn the sound off from your 

computer, you ass, we could have had longer discussions in here!  She shouted, “Turn it back on!  I need 

to help her!” 
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The doctor shook his head.  “It is absolutely crucial that Marya do this herself.  She has to start 

identifying herself as Hélène.  Based on what you said to her earlier, she will imagine that Marya is gone, 

and that being Hélène will save her from snakes.  It won’t work for her to think you saved her.  She 

would modify her behavior in any case, to avoid being attacked once more by snakes with no way to 

escape it.  But that has to be coupled with a terror of not being Hélène.” 

Yelena looked at the screen, and a wail, at much lower volume than Marya’s but of a similar 

quality, began in the back of her throat. 

The nearest snakes had reached Marya’s ankle; one was even already up halfway up her lower 

leg, climbing while circling her leg. 

Yelena had been told the reason for the sand: besides the snakes finding it an agreeable surface, 

surrounding Marya’s feet with it would make it impossible for her to step on any of them.  Binding her 

feet immovably to the floor also prevented her from shaking the snakes off as they began climbing.  

There was nothing at all Marya could do to defend herself, other than push the green button. 

The doctor pressed a key on his laptop.  “The green button is activated now.” 

Yelena watched the screen, almost hyperventilating.  She had not seen Marya give any attention 

to her left hand.  Was it possible she had forgotten? Yelena wondered desperately.  She could save 

herself now, this second, with a single finger!  “Let me tell her, let me remind her, please, please!  She’s 

not remembering what she has to do!” 

Marya was screaming continuously now, barely pausing long enough to draw breaths.  Several 

snakes, of various sizes, were curled around her thigh now, with several dozen almost completely hiding 

her lower legs in a wriggling, scaly mass.  One of the smaller snakes on her inner thigh, Yelena thought, 

was exactly in position to see the tube holding Marya’s labia open, an irresistible invitation to a snug, 

cozy home.  Yelena heard the doctor say, as if distantly through a heavy fog, “We must not interfere at 

this point.” 

If anything happens to her, thought Yelena, all restraints on my behavior are gone.  I will kill the 

doctor, and I will kill the general.  Right here, right now.  I will act calm as they release these straps.  And 

then I will move.  They won’t be expecting anything. 

Marya, in mid-scream, suddenly stopped, her head jerking back, her eyes looking upward.  It 

came back to her!! Yelena exulted.  Marya convulsively curled the fingers of her left hand into a fist. 

Several jets of white mist spewed out of tubes in the ceiling, spreading out into a fog 

surrounding Marya.  Marya’s mouth opened in surprise.  Then her eyes rolled back in her head and she 

went limp. 

The snakes hugging her legs had begun falling to the sand, as two men, in gas masks, burst 

through the door, one clearing the snakes away from around Marya, the other supporting her weight at 

the waist while he reached up to unlock the cuffs. 

Yelena fainted. 
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CHAPTER 20 

Rachel watched Anya return from another turn outside, exhausted and shivering convulsively, 

her entire skin surface scaly with goose bumps and dotted with individual snowflakes.  Rachel wished so 

much she could help with warming her friend, but she always had to head out as soon as Anya was back.  

She wished the guards would change the order around so Rachel wasn’t always right after Anya. 

The cold, once again, hit Rachel like a sledge hammer to the stomach.  You’d think my body 

would get used to this, she moaned.  Again, she found herself unable to breathe for the first fifteen or 

twenty seconds as she shuffle/hopped towards the trees.  And then when her lungs started working 

once more, the air she drew in burned, unfairly chilling her inside directly along with her outside. 

And this snow falling right on me, she thought, isn’t helping at all. 

They all had to go farther today, bypassing trees that probably still had piles of pine straw under 

them, because the straw was hidden under the snow.  The wind had pushed the falling snow inward 

under the nearer trees.  It was necessary to go twenty feet or so past the tree line before the trees 

themselves had blocked the snow sufficiently that the straw under them was uncovered. 

Already shivering so badly that it was hard for her to direct her arms to gather straw, Rachel 

managed to scoop together enough to carry it to the bin.  At least the physical activity helped warm her 

a little, making it slightly easier by the time she started on her second armload. 

I hate this I hate this I hate this! ran the mantra through her mind. 

When she finally deposited her third armload and the bell rang, she pushed the button in tense 

relief.  Then an idea struck her. 

She pulled the door open, and held it with her legs as she dropped to the ground to eat some 

snow.  It looked perfectly ordinary, and no one would be surprised that she had suddenly realized how 

thirsty she was.  At the same time she reached down with her hands in front of her knees and closed her 

right hand around a fistful of snow. 

Rachel wasn’t aware of any prohibition against bringing snow inside, nor of any reason why 

there would be.  But she’d had bad experiences in discovering unanticipated rules before, and didn’t 

want to take a chance on this one.  So stealth was required. 

Inside, as the nearest girls warmed her, rubbing their bodies up and down against hers, Rachel 

kept her right hand lightly closed around the snow, not wanting to compact it too badly.  It stung her 

hand fiercely.  She hoped it wouldn’t melt too soon. 

When her shivering was sufficiently under control, she smiled at the girl directly in front of her 

and said, “Spasiba.”  The women drifted away, and Rachel idly wandered closer to where Anya stood, 

trying not to look as though she was headed anywhere in particular. 

The woman who went outside next after Rachel was now returning, and several women 

gathered around her for the warming.  Rachel knew that, at this point, the guards’ attention was always 

on the erotic display.  They never seemed to get tired of it. 
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Rachel turned slightly, so that her hand was just in front of Anya, and opened it, looking down so 

that Anya herself would look down.  The snow was still essentially loose, though most of it had leaked 

from her hand as water.  Rachel said, very softly, “Snow.” 

Anya grinned open mouthed, as if she had never seen the substance before.  Rachel knew, 

though, that it wasn’t the simple sight of snow that was making Anya happy.  Equally softly, Anya 

responded, “Sno.”  After a short pause, she looked up at Rachel and said, “Snyeg.” 

Oh, I never guessed it would be so close to the English word, Rachel thought.  Rachel herself 

grinned, and tried the word out.  “Snyeg.”  Anya beamed at her, and nodded her head. 

Rachel wiped her hand on the front of her thigh.  The snow broke into small particles and 

dropped to the floor to melt.  She stood by Anya in silence, her hip against Anya’s waist, until another 

half-frozen girl returned. 

Rachel wasn’t completely sure why it seemed so important to her that she and Anya build a 

vocabulary of random words in each other’s language.  She did know that, for some reason, she felt 

closer to Anya with each new word. 

And Anya seemed so thrilled every time she learned a word.  That’s part of it too, Rachel told 

herself.  I like making her happy.  

But it had to be accurate.  Rachel wanted Anya knowing correct meanings of English words, and 

Rachel herself correctly knowing the Russian equivalent.  That was why she had to bring the snow inside.  

If she had just pointed outside and said “snow,” Anya might have thought “snow” was trees.  Or a 

passing bird.  Or pine straw. 

Last night, Rachel had been lucky enough to miss being chosen for rape, or for participation in 

the “game” afterward.  But Anya hadn’t been lucky.  Rachel had buried a moan when she saw Matt stop 

in front of Anya’s cell, and reach down to squeeze her breast.  He gave the turn-around gesture.  Rachel 

couldn’t see Anya from behind her own cell bars, but she could hear the squeals of pain as Matt thrust 

in and out of her, and Rachel was sure he was using her anally.  If Rachel had been free at that moment, 

she would have attacked Matt, not caring about the consequences.  But she could do nothing but 

maintain her Present Breasts position against the bars, grinding her teeth. 

Much later, after the games, after the guards had departed and the dogs, following their initial 

patrol, subsided into silence, Rachel could still hear Anya crying softly in her cell.  Keeping as much 

control as she could of the jingling of her chains, Rachel had put her hands through the bars next to 

Anya’s cell, tapping very lightly with her fingers.  She could hear Anya sniffle one last time and sit up, 

and a minute later Anya’s fingers met hers. 

After a few minutes, Rachel had released Anya’s hands, and wriggled all of the fingers of her 

right hand.  Softly, she’d said, “Fingers.” 

Anya had actually giggled – Rachel couldn’t believe it – and responded, “Fihngers,” and a 

moment later, “Pwahltseh.”  Rachel repeated the word, and then curled in her middle finger to tap her 

palm, and taught Anya the word “hand.”  And learned the Russian word. 
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Then she had held Anya’s hand again for awhile, until she heard Anya yawn and whisper, 

“Goood niyet, Retchell.” 

Rachel had drawn her hands back, lay down on the hard concrete and said softly, “Spakoinie 

nochye, Anya.”  Anya, Rachel thought, is the only thing here that will ever make me smile.  

Remembering that now, Rachel thought: I’m probably thinking that someday we can have an 

actual conversation.  Then there will be nothing separating us.  Other than the guards who don’t really 

like us talking at all. 

Underneath the contentment of rubbing her hip against Anya’s waist, Rachel was conscious, as 

she had been for several days now, of wanting more – of wanting unrestrained physical intimacy.  To 

hold Anya against her.  To kiss her.  To move against her as they both let their passions go. 

Rachel examined the proposition that she might have been a lesbian all along.  She didn’t 

believe so, nor even think the term applied to her now.  She tried to dig deeper. 

She still didn’t understand the need she felt when she was with Anya, never before having felt 

that type of attraction to any woman – never, in fact, understanding what was going on in women who 

did feel that way.  Rachel wasn’t sure exactly when it had started.  It seemed a little strange that Rachel 

didn’t feel the same attraction to any of the other women here, all of whom shared with her the same 

fate as herself and Anya.  But Anya was special somehow, and Rachel knew that, beyond sharing fate, 

she and Anya had also shared some very intense experiences in a brief span of time.  

It was also true that what sex with men had turned into, and what it would remain for the rest 

of Rachel’s life, was so repellent that the possibility of an alternative erotic outlet not involving men 

became more and more attractive by the day.  Rachel knew she craved someone sweet, someone 

caring, someone who embodied what sexuality was meant to be.  Rachel suspected that she’d had 

significantly fewer sexual experiences than most other girls at her school, and it was mainly because she 

had never lost contact with the romantic notion of sex, that sex should be lovemaking and not simply a 

hookup. 

She knew she wanted much more with Anya than sex.  Rachel tried to control her daydreams, of 

herself and Anya free of this place, eating breakfast together in a sunny kitchen, shopping for odds and 

ends to furnish their shared apartment, herself always speaking Russian to Anya and Anya always using 

English to respond, their friends laughing at how crazy that seemed… Rachel had to squash down those 

images, knowing they could never happen.  But they always came back. 

***** 

Yelena was biting her nails again as she watched the monitor in her own room.  

On the screen, Marya lay on her bed, still asleep.  The doctor had kept her anesthetized beyond 

the time it would have taken for the gas to wear off.  For Marya, when she awoke, her most recent 

memory would be of the snakes climbing her legs. 

Yelena found herself wishing Marya would never awaken.  She felt instant shame for that 

thought, but wouldn’t that be better, Yelena thought, than having that in her memory? 
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If she did remember it.  If she wasn’t catatonic, removed from all connection with the world of 

life and trapped in a nightmare of her own. 

Marya’s limbs were free of all restraints for the first time – the steel bands around her wrists 

and ankles were gone.  Even the collar was gone.  The collar was no longer necessary, any more than the 

metal wrist bands were.  If Marya’s reaction to the snake pit wasn’t enough to control her, then it was 

all over anyway. 

The thought of Marya’s missing collar reminded Yelena.  She unstrapped the bands holding the 

red button, the controller for the collar, in her palm. 

Marya’s hair had been cut and styled within the last few hours; Yelena had held Marya’s head 

up for the stylist, a very sweet old man.  Marya had bangs in front now, halfway down her forehead, 

with the hair to the sides cut shorter than it had been, becoming longer towards the back, where it hung 

just off her shoulders.  The old man had cut and styled Yelena’s hair in the same way afterwards.  He 

was working from an old picture of Yelena from her acting days in France.  The style had been 

something of a signature for Yelena – for Hélène, as she was known.  One entertainment columnist in a 

Paris newspaper had termed it “mature, yet playful.” 

Yelena and Marya had already looked very similar.  They looked still more so now. 

If this doesn’t work, thought Yelena, giving her nails another bite, they’ll cut all my hair off, like 

that blonde girl I’ve been seeing by the general’s office.  They will keep me in chains like hers.  And lead 

me by a leash down to that room, once a week or so, where I will watch them torture my daughter.  

Trying so hard to keep my eye on her in her agony, because if I look away I will be giving her still worse 

pain. 

Yelena’s attention had wandered, but her eyes were brought back to the monitor by a 

movement on the screen.  She gasped.  Marya was starting to stir. 

Yelena felt a sudden need to use the toilet, but couldn’t make herself move.  Her eyes were 

fixed on the video images. 

On the screen, Marya groaned, and curled herself into a ball.  Yelena shook her head nervously.  

Not good.  Not good at all. 

A few minutes later, very tense minutes for Yelena, Marya seemed to come more fully alert.  

She raised her head slightly. 

Suddenly Marya let out a blood-curdling scream.  In a single movement, she whirled out of her 

fetal curl to a sitting position on the bed, then drew her legs towards her and began frantically brushing 

both hands down her shins. 

Yelena found that her nails weren’t enough.  She started chewing on the ends of her fingers. 

Marya stopped brushing her legs as suddenly as she’d started, her hands frozen in mid-air.  She 

stared hard at her legs, as if daring a snake to appear. 

She bounced up onto her knees, scanning the rest of the bed, and peeked carefully past the end 

of the bed, to the floor, slowly, ready to scream again if necessary.  She crawled all around the edge of 
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the mattress, her eyes intent on the floor.  Biting her lip, she slowly edged her head past the side of the 

bed, bending it down to look underneath the bed.  She turned her head slowly from side to side, making 

a complete scan of all of the floor area under the bed. 

I guess this is good, Yelena told herself.  At least she’s moving.  And she’s terrified, but she 

doesn’t seem to be hallucinating anything that isn’t there.  She’s just trying to convince herself that she’s 

safe. 

Marya sat, scooting back against the headboard to lean against it.  She suddenly seemed to 

realize her wrist bands were gone.  She looked carefully at each wrist, as if she couldn’t believe that the 

bands really weren’t there, and reached out to run her fingertips over her ankles.  And then reached 

back up to her neck, rubbing the skin where the collar had been. 

Marya frowned suddenly and raised her hand up to her hair.  She started to brush the bangs 

aside, and then her hand froze.  She carefully restored the bangs, and almost sprang off the bed, but 

hesitated, giving the floor around and under the bed a second look.  At last she bounced off the bed and 

ran to the makeup table, just within camera range, and looked at herself in its mirror.  She looked at the 

floor around her again, obviously ready to leap back to the bed if necessary, then back at the mirror.  For 

what seemed to Yelena like several minutes, Marya stared at her reflection, turning her head to 

different angles, testing her hair with her fingers but not changing it. 

At last Marya nodded, her lips pressed tightly together, and returned to the bed to sit back 

against the headboard, with her arms folded below her breasts. 

She understands, thought Yelena.  She’s familiar with the old photographs.  She knows why her 

hair has been done like this. 

Marya’s face was expressionless.  Yelena would have liked a little more help knowing what was 

going on inside her daughter. 

Yelena suddenly realized Marya had just said something, too softly to be heard.  Yelena leaned 

closer to the speaker, and made out a soft: “Hélène.” 

Marya said it louder now.  “Hélène!” 

Yelena gasped in realization.  She’s saying it like she’s calling out for someone.  She’s not testing 

it out as her own name.  She’s calling it as my name!  She’s calling for me, by that name! 

Yelena leapt from her seat and bolted for the door.  She had it opened before she remembered. 

She went to the table and reached for the pill bottle, shaking one of the tablets out into her 

hand.  She threw it into her mouth, but stopped herself from swallowing it, biting down on it instead, 

crushing it to powder, her nose wrinkling at the bitter taste.  She washed down the powder with a glass 

of water, testing her teeth with her tongue to make sure she’d swallowed all of it. 

I hate that stuff, she told herself.  I hate how it makes me act, how it makes me want Marya.  I 

haven’t had to take it for days, and I’ve been glad, but I need it now.  It’s crucial, now of all times. 
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She knew it wouldn’t have time to start working by the time she reached Marya, but at least it 

would work a little sooner because of being crushed.  She had to go now.  Her daughter was calling for 

her. 

***** 

Yelena opened the door, and heard Marya gasp.  As soon as Yelena was fully visible to her in the 

doorway, Marya shouted “Hélène!!” and sprang from the bed, running to her mother, throwing her 

arms around her, kissing her, mouth wide open.  Her throat made a sound a little bit like purring.  She 

paused in kissing Yelena occasionally, just long enough to say a few words at a time.  “I missed you… so 

much Hélène… I hate when… you leave… I want to… be with you… all the time…”  She maintained the 

kiss for a time now, pushing her tongue into Yelena’s mouth, sliding her hands, palms open, up and 

down Yelena’s back, and now her right hand down to Yelena’s buttock, massaging it softly.  “I love you, 

Hélène.  You’ll always come back, won’t you?  I need you so much!”  She plunged her tongue back into 

Yelena’s mouth. 

Yelena had to remind herself to start moving her arms on Marya’s back as well.  She felt torn in 

two, half of her almost crying in relief that Marya had been saved from the eternal agony of the 

assassin’s torture, the other half appalled at what her daughter had become.  Is there any of Marya left 

in there, she wondered?  Am I holding an empty shell with Marya gone? 

No, she told herself.  Yelena could sense the tension in Marya, the taut, jumpy muscles, the 

trembling.  She remembers everything that’s been done to her, thought Yelena, and she’s terrified of 

failing to behave as she must.  Terrified of being put back in the snake pit. 

It broke Yelena’s heart. 

Yelena was terrified as well.  They have a hold on both of us, darling, Yelena told herself.  We 

will both just do what we must. 

She brushed her hand up Marya’s side to cup her breast.  Marya sighed in response. 

In a breathy whisper, Marya said, “Make love to me, Hélène.  I have to have you right now.”  She 

started pulling Yelena towards the bed. 

I’m not ready, Yelena wailed within herself.  The drug isn’t working yet. 

Without ceasing her caresses of Marya, Yelena said, “But let’s go slow, Hélène darling.  Make it 

last longer.  I want to feel you against me as long as I can.” 

Marya reached the edge of the bed and slowly lay back onto it, pulling Yelena with her.  Marya 

quickly rolled herself atop Yelena, squashing Yelena’s breasts under her own, holding Yelena’s head and 

forcing her tongue deeper than ever into Yelena’s mouth.  Pushing off with her toes Marya started a 

rocking motion, forward and back along Yelena’s body. 

Yelena, in a brief period when her mouth was free, said, “Shhh, shhh, Hélène dear, please go 

slowly.” 

“Of course, Hélène.  I love that too.”  She rolled off to the side, pushed her right leg between 

Yelena’s up to the thigh, and began kissing more gently, a soft smile on her lips. 
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Still Yelena sensed the tension in Marya, and imagined she always would.  Marya seemed to 

flinch slightly every time Yelena’s hand started doing something different – changing, for example, from 

stroking Marya’s back with open palm to holding her buttock and squeezing it.  For every ten soft sighs 

of arousal from Marya, there would be one instant of defense, of wanting to get away. 

Yelena felt her heart being shredded.  As loathsome as it had been, Yelena now wished she 

could go back to sexually abusing a resistant girl.  At least back then Marya, though horrified, had been 

able to be herself, reacting naturally and spontaneously.  Now, thought Yelena, she’s stuck in the trap 

herself, having to behave in a way that sickens her, knowing the unthinkable consequences of making a 

mistake. 

Yelena moaned suddenly.  She was feeling the tingling start.  The drug was starting to take 

effect.  Yelena knew she was about to lose control. 

That’s all right, she thought.  I don’t want to be in control.  I don’t want to be me anymore. 

Just in time, it seemed, Yelena felt herself getting wet.  Making a slick spot along Marya’s thigh.  

There, Yelena thought, she can feel that.  No doubt it’s what she’s been expecting. 

I just told her to go slow, Yelena reminded herself.  I need to try to do that. 

Yelena moaned again and kissed Marya, then licked her neck, kissed her chin, her cheek, and 

then her mouth again. 

Her need was growing quickly.  She rolled Marya back on top of her and wrapped her legs 

around Marya’s waist, using her heels to stroke Marya’s buttocks.  She rotated her hip to bring her sex 

into contact with Marya’s mound, grinding against it, closing her eyes as the craving for sexual release 

built. 

Yelena had just begun searching for a strategy to bring their lovemaking quickly to an end, but 

even as the thought was forming it began fading as Yelena fell more deeply under the influence of the 

drug.  It was affecting her in the same way as before: besides inducing an intense need for erotic 

satisfaction, a need so powerful she would probably have directed it at a door frame if Marya had not 

been available, it made her a prisoner of the thrill, made her want the feelings of arousal to go on and 

on. 

The tiny bit of rational Yelena that remained sought a solution in subterfuge, seeking to fool the 

sexual monster driving her.  I know Marya is just pretending, she told the force controlling her.  I want 

her to feel the excitement too. 

Yelena reached across Marya’s butt and curved her fingers inward towards her daughter’s sex.  

She began stroking the soft, loose dry lips there. 

Marya gasped, and Yelena knew Marya was genuinely startled by the sensation between her 

legs, but Yelena couldn’t detect any evidence Marya found it arousing: she remained dry.  But Marya got 

the message Yelena had hoped she would hear: that she should reciprocate. 

Marya, still giving Yelena open-mouthed kisses and moaning, pushed her hand inward between 

their joined stomachs, reaching between Yelena’s legs, and began brushing the side of her fingers back 
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and forth across Yelena’s sex.  Yelena suspected Marya was encountering so much slickness there that 

she felt revulsion at the idea of pushing her fingers directly inside.  But as always, the sensation, as it 

was, was enough for Yelena.  Her excitement spiraled out of control, and shortly her body spasmed, as 

waves of orgasm shot outward from her crotch, fire and ice within her, very slowly ebbing to leave her 

spent and satisfied. 

Marya took the opportunity and cried out, her body shaking.  Yelena’s fingers were well-

positioned to know whether Marya’s climax was real; they told her it was not.  Marya sighed at last and 

relaxed atop her mother, letting her chin drop to rest on Yelena’s shoulder, the side of her head rubbing 

against Yelena’s. 

And Yelena found herself in control once more, as the need impelled by the drug receded for 

the moment.  Her soul felt enclosed in grimy walls of shame. 

It’s still rape, Yelena told herself despairingly.  Marya is only participating under duress, terrified 

of what would happen to her if she didn’t.  I can easily blame what I did on the drug, I can blame it on 

the general, I can blame it on the doctor, I can blame it on Dimitri.  But I am the one doing it.  To my own 

daughter.  I wish I could die. 

But even dying would not help.  They would torture Marya without me then, Yelena told herself.  

I can’t bear the thought of leaving her alone to that fate. 

I could kill Marya… 

The thought stunned Yelena, repelled her.  That’s even worse, she pointed out to herself.  

Murdering my own child.  Yelena pushed the thought away, furious at having let it into her head. 

But she filed it away. 

She turned and let Marya fall to the side on the bed, wrapping her arms tightly around her and 

pushing her leg between Marya’s.  As she cuddled with her daughter, she thought, now this feels nice.  

This is just love, not lust.  And I do love her so much. 

Marya began alternately kissing and licking Yelena’s lips, a beatific smile on her face.  Yelena 

responded in kind.  Even while resting, she moaned to herself, we don’t get to stop. 

***** 

Rachel was worried.  Boris wasn’t back yet. 

Each of the guards stepped out of the room occasionally.  Rachel was sure it was a result of all 

that beer struggling to get out – they had to take toilet breaks sometimes.  All of the women also had to 

pee sometimes, and they did it by stepping a few paces off the track towards the trees and squatting for 

as brief a time as necessary, shivering all the while.  The guards, of course, would want something less 

public. 

The guards took slightly longer breaks as well, perhaps twenty minutes each, separately, in the 

middle of the day.  That has to be for lunch, Rachel judged. 
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But Boris had left the room at some point while Rachel was outside, and had not reappeared 

through an entire cycle of the team – Rachel had been out again, and was now standing again feeling 

Anya’s warm skin next to her own.  Still no Boris. 

It wasn’t that she was concerned for his safety or health.  She hated him passionately, and part 

of her hoped he’d felt a heart attack coming on and hadn’t made it to the doctor.  But Boris was crucial 

to Rachel, as the only other person in the room who spoke English.  At least none of the other women 

had shown any sign of being able to communicate with Rachel, other than Anya, whose knowledge of 

Rachel’s language was inadequate in any but the most limited situations.  Rachel had to have someone 

who could tell her what she was supposed to be doing before anybody got mad at her for not doing it. 

Ah!  There he was.  Boris walked in the door, not looking at Rachel – which means, Rachel told 

herself, either that whatever he was doing had nothing to do with me, or else that he was making a 

show of not looking so that she thought it didn’t involve her.  Rachel twisted her lip.  That’s a helpful 

insight, she told herself sarcastically.  It seems I can’t even commit to being paranoid. 

Rachel turned back to see the latest girl come in from outside, and moved ahead to help with 

the rubbing. 

***** 

The door opened after Yelena responded to the knock by inviting entry.  It was lunch, brought 

by the same man who had done so before – the one whose presence had set off the fight between 

Yelena and Marya that led to Marya’s… treatment.  Yelena understood that lunch would generally be 

brought in by a rotation of different men, but considering what had happened the last time, apparently 

Captain Vitalski was getting a second opportunity. 

His second opportunity had come with a very different Marya. 

Yelena winced.  She had forgotten her intention of showing Marya how to use the baby oil to 

line her vaginal walls.  She hoped the captain would be satisfied with oral sex. 

Marya let go of Yelena and rolled off the bed and up to her feet in one motion.  Yelena could see 

a coquettish smile on her face.  The smile came and went over the next several minutes.  Yelena could 

see a slight quiver of Marya’s lips, the smile faltering, and then Marya would replenish it through an act 

of determination. 

“I’m so glad you came back, Captain…” Marya hesitated for just an instant as she looked at his 

name tag to remind herself, “…Vitalski.  I’m really sorry I was so rude to you before.”  She stood 

straighter.  “Did you really mean it about my boobs being perfect?”  She put her hands on the underside 

of her breasts, lifting them slightly as if offering them to him.  “A friend of mine in school got a boob job, 

and hers still didn’t end up bigger than mine.  But mine are totally real.”  She took a step closer, making 

it obvious she wanted him to feel them. 

Yelena knew the part about the boob job was true.  Well, thought Yelena, that’s a big part of 

acting.  Drawing on real-life experiences. 
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When the captain smiled and eagerly covered her breasts with his hands, Marya, expecting the 

move, didn’t flinch.  She reached down with her right hand, palm forward, and used it to cover the 

captain’s crotch.  Yelena blinked in astonishment.  She had assumed she would need to give Marya a 

little more in the way of coaching. 

Yelena, even from the angle from which she was looking, could see a growing bulge in the 

captain’s pants.  Marya adjusted the shape of her hand to accommodate the changing outline of his 

crotch. 

Marya purred, “I’m glad you’re not too mad from before.”  She knelt now, and unbuckled the 

captain’s trousers, lowered his zipper, and let the pants drop to the floor around his ankles.  She teased 

his underpants down slowly, her index fingers on either side sliding under the elastic band from back to 

front and back again, taking them down by centimeters until his erection sprang free and the boxers fell 

the rest of the way to join his pants. 

Not hesitating, Marya wrapped her fingers around the shaft, opened her mouth in a wide O and 

slid her lips past the head. 

Part of Yelena’s consciousness suggested to her that Marya had probably gone straight into oral 

sex because it was what she had been supposed to do the last time the captain was here.  But the rest of 

her mind had nothing to say at all, and Yelena could only watch, dumbfounded. 

With a start, she finally remembered what she had intended to do whenever Marya was with 

one of the men.  She rolled up to a sitting position, put her right hand in her crotch, and started 

masturbating, moaning with evident growing arousal, while she played with her breast and nipple with 

her other hand.  Marya should be able to see her at the edge of her vision. 

Rational Yelena offered another mental comment: I could help Marya do better.  She’s trying, 

but I can see she’s not very experienced.  I’ll give her some oral sex lessons.  Among other things. 

Marya moaned with satisfaction as she moved her lips back and forth around the shaft. 

***** 

General Karozki sat back in his chair, tapping his pen on the arm of the chair.  “So you think we 

can use this girl?” 

Colonel Timochev, the general’s chief of staff, nodded.  “I think that’s pretty clear.  Sergeant 

Kodorov said it’s very obvious a strong attachment has been formed.” 

“Do you trust Kodorov?” 

“He gave a lot of specific details, sir.  It wasn’t just a vague feeling.  They always stand touching 

each other – he was sure they’d be holding hands if they weren’t worried that would be too obvious.  

And he’s fairly sure each has been trying to teach the other to speak her language.  They greet each 

other in the morning, each in the other one’s language.  And the way they look at each other… he just 

thinks it stands out.  Their eyes light up for each other.  Or so he says.” 

“Could he be misinterpreting?” 



228 
 

“All I can tell you is he’s a smart man, sir.  Did you know he speaks English?  He’s the one who’s 

been communicating with her.” 

The general leaned forward.  “We don’t make a place in the cell blocks for all the pretty girls 

sent here.  Only the ones whose behavior we can control.  I know you know that, I’m just summarizing.”  

He paused for thought.  “The guards are happier when the girls are controlled, rather than broken.  We 

only keep the broken ones if we need them to control another girl.”  He smiled.  “I was one of them, an 

ordinary guard, out there in the cell blocks, years ago.  I loved it when I saw a girl who was boiling with 

resentment, with hate, but she couldn’t do anything with it.  It’s the most… exquisite feeling to watch 

that.  Much better than dealing with burned-out zombies.  More satisfying sexually and in every other 

way.”  He frowned.  “The American girl showed a lot of resistance very early on.  We usually execute any 

girl who displays the independence she did.  We only got her back under control when the other 

American happened to show up at just the right time.  Now you’re saying we might not need that one 

anymore.” 

“Yes, sir.  I’m convinced.” 

The general leaned back.  Tap, tap, tap. 

He sat forward again.  “Okay.  Go ahead.” 

The colonel nodded.  “Just process her normally?” 

The general considered, then shook his head.  “She was a spy.  That calls for going back to the 

old tradition.” 

The colonel nodded again and stood.  “Yes, sir.  I’ll take care of it.” 
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CHAPTER 21 

Yelena, kneeling in front of the standing Marya, finished adjusting the straps of the phallus 

around Marya’s thighs.  Yelena could easily sense the tension in Marya’s muscles.  She could tell that 

Marya was trying very hard not to jump each time Yelena touched her in such an intimate area.  “How 

does that feel, dear?” 

Marya smiled.  The smile was so close to natural, but still forced.  “Well, it doesn’t feel like I 

really have one.” 

Yelena smiled despite herself.  “How would you know?  But it’s not to make you feel different.  

Just to look different.” 

Yelena could see Marya’s labia glistening with baby oil.  She had wanted to make sure Marya 

was ready for the next visitor, so she had taught Marya how to use her fingers to spread the oil around 

inside.  (“You don’t have to go all the way back, but spread a lot around just inside.  When the man is in 

you he’ll push it to the back for you.”)  That done, she had decided to give a quick lesson in oral sex. 

“Okay, now watch me.”  Yelena reached up to take the phallus shaft gently with her thumb on 

the underside, forefinger on the top, and slid her fingers slowly from front to back before opening her 

mouth to surround the phallus head.  Taking in several centimeters of it, she slid her fingers back and 

forth again, then brushed her tongue on the underside, with her mouth opened wide enough for Marya 

to see, and then let it slip out of her mouth.  “Don’t open your mouth as wide as I just did.  Keep your 

lips touching it all the way around.  But I wanted you to see what I was doing with my tongue.” 

“So do I keep doing what you just did?” 

Yelena shook her head.  “There’s more.  I’ll show you the different things to try, and you keep 

experimenting until you find what gets him the most excited.” 

For twenty minutes Yelena showed all the variations.  Then she looked up at Marya.  “Okay, now 

I want you to show me.”  She started to unbuckle the nearest strap. 

Marya put her hand over Yelena’s to stop her.  “Wait, Hélène.”  Her lips curled into a smile.  

“First I want to be the man.”  Marya squatted in front of the still-kneeling Yelena, took Yelena’s head in 

her hands and kissed her.  Still kissing, she urged Yelena backwards onto the floor, and followed her 

down, lying atop her.  She kissed her again, with a soft mmmmm of satisfaction, while moving her hips, 

raising them to poise the phallus in front of Yelena’s entrance. 

Marya has it written in the core of her being, Yelena told herself, that she has to “want” my 

body as much as I “want” hers.  That was one of the conditions of staying out of the snake pit.  She’s not 

going to let an opportunity go by to show the sincerity of her promise. 

Just moments later Marya was, by proxy, inside her mother, thrusting hard with her hips and 

grunting, in full simulation of the role of the man in missionary position, the grunts muffled by the 

joining of their mouths.  Yelena wrapped her arms and legs around her daughter and held her tightly, 

moaning.  She wondered, as she so often did, whether Dimitri was watching. 
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***** 

Mandy had permanently given up counting seconds two meals ago.  A full day, as her theory had 

it.  She had decided she wasn’t counting towards anything, and counting only made her more acutely 

conscious of time dragging, and dragging, and dragging, with nothing to do, nothing to see, nothing to 

look forward to except more nothing.  She had gone back to blanking her mind, with some success.  It 

seemed to make the hours between mealtimes go by a little faster.  Who knows, she thought during one 

of the intervals when her mind returned to functioning.  Maybe a year can go by like a week. 

She gasped, her whole body convulsing, at the sound of the door lock being turned.  It hadn’t 

been opened as long as she had been in here, ten meals. 

A rectangle of light appeared around the edges of the door.  Mandy cried out with the pain in 

her eyes.  By the time the door opened fully, she had her eyes squeezed tightly shut.  She whimpered 

and drew her legs up against her, trying to disappear back into the wall behind her. 

She felt them take her wrists, not really roughly, just coldly and efficiently, and unlock the steel 

bands around them.  She pulled her arms back to cover her breasts, rubbing her raw wrists, as they 

unlocked the ankle bands. 

Hands pulled her roughly to her feet.  She risked a narrow squint.  Though she knew the light 

was still dim by normal standards, she found it nearly blinding. 

There were several men in front of her, in military uniforms.  One of them, in insigniae that 

probably represented an officer, started reading officiously from a page on a clipboard.  She made out a 

heavily accented “Amanda Forrest,” but all the rest was gibberish.  

Could they be releasing me? she wondered suddenly.  Sending me home? 

One of the men brusquely spun her around, and used rope to tie her hands together behind her.  

She quailed as he looped a rope around her neck, but it wasn’t very tight once he’d tied it. 

I don’t think I’m being released, she told herself.  I don’t think I’m going to like this.  She 

ventured a meek, “Could you tell me what’s happening, please?” but received no response. 

Using the end of the rope around her neck as a leash, one of the men pulled her forward, out of 

the cell she had despaired of ever leaving. 

She was gradually able to open her eyes wider, and take in more of her surroundings as she 

walked.  Looking behind her, she saw that the men following her were carrying guns.  Shotguns, she 

recognized.  Not rifles.  Her father had tried, when she was little, to make a hunter out of her.  Failing to 

raise any interest in her, he’d settled for teaching her gun safety. 

What are they afraid one little naked woman is going to do, she wondered listlessly, that they 

think they need armed guards?  Use karate with my feet and escape? 

The soldier in the lead opened a door that led into a small room.  Ah, thought Mandy miserably.  

Great.  Another cell. 
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There was another door on the other side of the tiny room.  Once the squad had all squeezed 

inside and the door behind them closed, the next door was opened. 

Mandy was blinded again, and shivered suddenly as a blast of freezing air hit her.  That, more 

than the sudden brilliant whiteness she wasn’t looking at anyway, told her she was headed outdoors, 

into a field of snow. 

She tried to breathe the stinging cold air.  What the hell is this? she wondered.  Are they going 

to put me back on the helicopter?  Like this?? 

At last she could breathe, her entire body convulsing with shivers, while she followed the soldier 

pulling her along by the rope around her neck.  She knew she had no choice, and had given up on the 

idea of getting an explanation.  She walked with high steps through several inches of nearly-fresh snow, 

her feet burning at first but quickly starting to grow numb. 

After about fifty yards, she judged, they arrived at a stand of pine trees.  One of the men spun 

her around and pushed her back against one of the trees, and behind her she felt her elbows grabbed.  A 

rope was tied around her right upper arm just above the elbow, and she grunted as the other elbow was 

pulled back harder, forcing her back hard against the rough bark, and the rope around her right arm was 

pulled behind the tree and tied to her left, again just above the elbow. 

She was speechless with shock.  They can’t do this! she thought, they can’t just leave me here!  

I’ll die out here! 

The loose end of her neck rope was now looped around the tree and tied, while the ends of 

another rope going behind the tree were tied to each ankle. 

It seemed obvious now she was to be abandoned to the freezing cold.  Too late, she started 

struggling with the ropes.  “No!  Please!  Let me go, let me go!” 

One of the men in front of her took advantage of her open mouth and shoved a large wad of 

loose cloth into it, and wrapped another cloth around her head across her mouth to hold the first cloth 

in place.  She squealed and doubled her struggling, and tried to scream as another cloth was tied higher 

around her head, covering her eyes. 

Still attempting muffled shouts, she heard the men drawing away from her to stand in front of 

her. 

One of them called out some sort of command. 

Mandy stopped struggling and stood suddenly very still at the next, instantly identifiable sound: 

shells being chambered in several shotguns. 

Oh God oh God oh God, no, help me, please. 

The next thing through her mind was: Oh, I’m going to be really late for the start of classes. 

Even to her, it seemed a very odd thing to think at this time. 

It was her last thought. 
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***** 

Rachel, gathering pine straw and, inevitably, shivering, heard the sound of a distant gunshot.  It 

may have been several shots at once, but the faintness of the sound, and the echo, made it hard to tell.  

That’s a first, she thought.  Maybe they’re shooting our dinner.  I’ve been wondering about that. 

***** 

That night at showers, Rachel found it was apparently her team’s day for hair trimming.  She and 

the rest sat on the uncomfortable concrete cubes while the same man who had cut Rachel’s hair off ran 

his clippers quickly over each woman’s head in turn, a small dusting of short hair fibers covering each 

one’s shoulders afterward.  I hate them doing this to me, she told herself, I hate my hair like this.  

Especially out in that freezing air. 

Afterwards, the shower.  Rachel hardly noticed the cold water anymore.  After the soapy mops, 

as the line of chain-connected women continued down the line under the spray of water to rinse, she 

jumped slightly at the feeling of a hand brushing against her thigh, just below her butt.  Then she heard 

Anya’s soft giggle behind her.  Rachel turned her head and grinned, then faced the front again to keep 

pace with the moving line. 

I’ll always love hearing that giggle, she thought. 

During rape time, Rachel had to turn around for vaginal sex from Matt.  She could hear Igor 

getting oral sex from Anya, hear Anya gagging and nearly choking several times on Igor’s erection.  

Gritting her teeth against the pain of Matt’s invasion of her dry interior, Rachel squeezed her eyes shut 

in anger over what Igor was doing to Anya.  They can do what they want to me, she thought, I can’t stop 

them.  But I have to think of some way I can protect Anya.  Maybe I can offer myself every time they 

want her. 

For Play Time, the guards apparently had decided on an all-sex evening, picking out half a dozen 

women, including Anya, and setting them up in pairs in the same position in which Rachel and the 

Amazon had spent a night.  Rachel couldn’t see Anya from inside her cell, but saw the pair in front of 

her.  On command, each pair began simulating passionate sex in that sitting position, eliciting comments 

sprinkled with laughter from all the guards, and occasional threats of the whip for those not trying hard 

enough or exhibiting enough excitement. 

Rachel groaned when Boris opened the door of her cell, anticipating another night intimately 

entangled with one of the other women.  She saw Anya now, facing away from her at the far end of the 

aisle, holding and kissing one of the other prisoners.  For Anya they had decided against a mismatch, 

choosing instead a woman from the other team who was only a few inches taller than Anya, though 

more filled out.  Not with bigger breasts than Anya’s, however.  Anya could always compete well in that 

category. 

Rachel blinked in surprise when Boris clipped a leash to her collar, and walked away expecting 

her to follow him.  Knowing better than to bother asking him what was happening, Rachel trailed behind 

Boris to the drawbridge and into the corridor. 
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Through corridors now familiar to Rachel, Boris led her to the general’s office.  An aide knocked 

at the door when Boris arrived, and Rachel followed Boris in. 

The general was signing papers, and for a few minutes continued, looking up only briefly to nod 

Boris to a chair in front of the desk.  There was only one chair.  Rachel remained standing quietly, Boris 

still holding her leash. 

Rachel’s spirits picked up slightly when it occurred to her the general might be going to tell her 

they had moved Mandy to a larger cell and/or given her a little more freedom within the cell and/or 

given her some light.  She couldn’t think of another reason for being brought here.  She was fairly sure 

she hadn’t done anything that would make Mandy’s situation still worse. 

At last the general pushed the papers aside and looked up at Rachel.  He drew a paper from a 

different pile and set it in front of him.  He read from it – that is, he appeared to translate from it.  It was 

typed in Russian letters. 

“Miss Amanda Forrest, having been convicted of espionage by military court of the Republic of 

Irkhetnia, was executed this morning at nine o’clock.”  He looked up blandly at Rachel. 

Rachel sucked in a prolonged gasp that sounded like a rusty hinge in her throat, drawing in 

almost more air than her lungs could hold.  Her legs turned to water, and she dropped down to her 

knees, her eyes wide, her mouth moving without words. 

Finally she found her voice.  “Y-you can’t… she… you couldn’t…”  Her whole body was shaking. 

The general waited for comments more articulate. 

Rachel took a deep breath.  “You… you promised…”  Her voice failed again. 

The general shook his head.  “Nothing was stated in the form of a promise.” 

Boris said irritably, “Stand.” 

Rachel looked at him, saw him swimming through the tears in her eyes, and struggled to stand, 

finally making it, still shaking. 

Sudden rage coursed through her.  She had just remembered why Mandy had been kept alive to 

begin with.  “I… then I quit.”  She almost spat the words at the general.  “I won’t play the games 

anymore.  I won’t work in that damned icebox anymore.  You can’t make me.  I won’t give them my 

body to use for sex anymore.  If they want to rape me they’ll have to just drag me out of my cell and do 

it.  And I’ll fight the whole time.  I don’t have anything to lose.”  Her voice a furious rasp, she said, “If you 

think I’ll just sit there and let you fuck me, you can all go fuck yourselves.” 

The more rational part of her mind, pushed to the background for the moment, tried to decide 

whether she meant it.  It was all worth a try, she decided, at least as a bluff.  It seemed possible they 

might make some accommodation to persuade her to go back to being a model prisoner.  If Mandy was, 

by some chance, still alive – unlikely, since they had no reason to say she was dead if she wasn’t, given 

that they had been playing on Rachel’s concern for Mandy’s safety and now could no longer do that – 

then this might force them to produce her.  To say it had all been some ghastly joke. 
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The general raised his eyebrows at her last comment.  Boris, catching enough of what Rachel 

said to get the drift, made an angry sound, but the general made a calm-down gesture with his hand. 

He said quietly, “I’m very sorry to hear that you feel that way.  I’m sure Miss Simonina would be 

very sorry too.” 

Rachel’s brow wrinkled.  “Who is Miss… Simonina?” 

“Ah.  She may not have given you her last name.  Possibly you only know her as Anya.” 

Rachel’s gasp exceeded her first one in length and time and degree of horror.  Unable to speak 

for a moment, she finally whispered hoarsely, “What about Anya?” 

The general folded his hands together on the desk in front of him.  “If you fail to honor the 

already-established standards of decorum, we would have to punish Miss Simonina very severely.” 

“Please, please, no.”  Starting to cry, Rachel went down on her knees again, in supplication this 

time rather than inability to stand.  “Please, I’ll do anything.”  She was dimly aware she was using exactly 

the wrong strategy.  Surely, that rational corner of her mind told her, you could screw them up by 

convincing them you don’t care one way or another.  If you did it well enough, they’d have no reason to 

hurt Anya.  Not if they don’t think it would matter to you.  But another voice in her pointed out that they 

could not be fooled that way.  The mere fact that they knew anything at all about her connection with 

Anya suggested they had been watching closely.  And Rachel knew she and Anya had both made it too 

obvious what was going on.  

In any case, she was unable to stop her emotional reaction, and went on, “I’ll… I’m sorry.  I’m so 

sorry what I said before.  You can use me.  All of you, everybody.  One after another.  You can all do me 

any way you want, one after another, all night, I won’t complain, I’ll take any position you say.  If you’ll 

just promise, please,” her voice broke, “Don’t touch Anya.” 

The general looked at her sternly.  “This isn’t a bargaining session.  If you fail to behave as 

required, then…”  He smiled briefly.  “Sergeant Kodorov told me an interesting story.”  His eyes flicked 

towards Boris as he said it, and Rachel understood that Boris was Sergeant Kodorov.  “I’m sure you 

observed Miss Simonina’s… Anya’s, if you prefer… that her skin is bruised with a considerable number of 

whip marks?” 

They’re already starting to fade, thought Rachel, so she knew she’d been correct at the 

beginning in judging that the bruises had come recently.  Briefly, she nodded, biting her lip. 

“Those were given to her by a close friend of hers here.  A girl she’d originally been arrested 

with, in fact.  This girl behaved very badly at work one day.  So she was required to whip Miss Simonina 

– Anya – until Anya fainted.” 

Rachel’s jaw dropped in horror.  Then she drew it closed, in a stubborn set her father would 

have recognized.  “You could never, ever make me do that.”  She remembered belatedly that she had, in 

fact, once struck a helpless Anya with her fist.  But that, she also reminded herself, was because they 

had threatened Mandy.  They can’t do that now. 
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The general raised his eyebrows.  “No?  Well, the alternative was that each of the nine guards 

present would whip Anya instead.  Each successive guard’s turn would have gone on until she fainted.  

Fainting from pain nine times in all.  It might have taken several hours.  Anya’s friend understood that 

doing it herself would be much kinder to Anya.” 

Rachel whimpered involuntarily.  All those marks.  In Anya’s crotch, all around her sex.  All over 

her breasts.  A friend had done that? 

The general looked at Rachel thoughtfully.  “That was an impromptu punishment, just 

something the guards came up with on the spot.”  His eyes bored into her.  “I’m sure we can design 

something more prolonged and far more painful for you to do to her, given time.  With a truly 

unthinkable alternative.” 

Rachel felt lightheaded.  She closed her eyes to stop the room spinning around her.  She had 

such a vivid memory of Mandy being tortured.  She knew that what would happen to Anya would be 

worse.  And that she would have to do it to Anya herself.  “I…  It won’t come to that.  You’ll see.  

Sergeant…”  She worked at remembering Boris’s name.  “…Kodorov will see.  I’ll do my job.  And I’ll try 

very hard at the games, after work.  They won’t find any faults.”  I swear to myself, she vowed, I will 

keep that promise. 

“Well, there are some new conditions as well, in addition to the old ones.” 

Rachel, still kneeling, trembled silently.  She nodded. 

The general went on, “Starting from now, you will not speak to Anya.  You will not respond if she 

speaks to you, nor respond to anything the guards might require her to do.  You will not look at her.  In 

short, you will not, in any way, acknowledge her existence.” 

Rachel had trouble breathing.  In a tiny voice, she said, “But… she’s on my team.  I work with her 

every day.  My cell is right next to hers.” 

“That will all remain true, but it is not important.  These are rules you will follow.” 

But I love her! Rachel wanted to scream.  I need to be with her!  I need her to be part of my life!  

She remained silent.  She knew saying any of those things would do her no good.  They already knew.  

That was exactly the reason for the rules.  To make her day-to-day existence an agony. 

Tears streamed from Rachel’s eyes.  I will give her up, she told herself, the one person who 

makes my existence bearable.  Because I have to protect her, no matter what. 

She nodded. 

The general looked directly at her.  “The guards will be observing your behavior.  And when you 

return tonight, Sergeant Kodorov will install this listening device in your cell.”  He picked up a tiny piece 

of electronic equipment and handed it to Boris.  “Also a video camera, across from your cell, looking in.”  

He handed Boris a second device.  “Anything you say in your cell will be recorded, and the playback 

searched by computer for signs of any form of speech, as well as spot-checked for other sounds.  If you 

try to remove, destroy, or disable the device, that in itself will be a violation, so I trust you will not do 

that.  Similarly, the video camera will record your movements in the cell.  Those will be monitored as 
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well.  Since you are awake in your cell only a few hours each day, it is quite easy to examine the video 

recordings at high speed for any movements.” 

Rachel looked at the tiny gadgets Boris was holding.  She had no doubt such devices could be 

made as small as the ones she was seeing – the video and sound recording parts of a cell phone were 

probably even smaller.  She didn’t know how long the batteries would last, but they could swap out the 

devices for new ones with fresh batteries as often as they wanted. 

Burying a moan, she was silent for a moment, then nodded again. 

The general gave Boris a look of dismissal. 

Boris said gruffly, “Stand.” 

***** 

Rachel didn’t remember the walk back to the cell block.  She found herself, somehow, already 

walking across the drawbridge.  At the end of the row of cells, she saw Anya’s thin, bare back, its 

muscles tense as Anya ground her sex against the other girl’s, held her tightly in her arms, and continued 

an endless kiss.  Anya couldn’t see Rachel’s streaming tears, could not see Rachel at all, in fact.  She 

didn’t know anything was wrong yet. 

I won’t let them hurt you, Anya, Rachel said to herself.  Ever, ever, ever. 

Boris leaned into her cell and used a wad of gummy substance to attach the listening bug up in 

the back upper right corner of her cell, then brusquely gestured her in.  After locking the door, he used 

another glob of gum to mount the camera just above the door to the opposite cell, whose occupant, as 

it happened, was one of the pairs simulating sex farther up the aisle.  The camera was very unobtrusive, 

but had an excellent view of the interior of Rachel’s cell. 

The full import of the devices did not quite sink in until now.  Anytime I’m outside my cell, she 

reminded herself, the guards are always around, watching and listening.  I can’t possibly say anything to 

Anya then, or even look at her.  The only time they are not watching me is when I’m here in my cell, and 

they have that covered now. 

I can’t hold hands with her at night.  I can’t whisper to her.  I can’t make any kind of contact. 

Rachel tried to convince herself that they couldn’t possibly monitor the camera and bug all the 

time.  But recalling what the general had said, that wasn’t really necessary.  Her time each day in her 

cell, without supervision by the guards, was mostly spent asleep.  It wasn’t impossible that all of it could 

be checked, all sights and sounds.  Especially with computer assistance at detecting voice sounds and 

motion.  Periods of immobile silence could be skipped automatically, with no human review required.  

But Rachel realized that didn’t even matter.  Even if they never actually checked up on her at all, she 

would have no way of knowing that.  She couldn’t take a chance at any time that they might not be 

watching; she had to assume they were.  The penalty was far too great to take the risk.  

Anya will think I just decided I hate her.  That I think she’s a pest.  That I want her to stop 

bothering me and go away. 
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Rachel squeezed her eyes closed.  I can’t do that to her! she moaned herself.  But it’s either that 

or hurt her physically, very badly.  They might even make me injure her permanently. 

Wait, though, she thought.  Anya knows how it is, here.  She knows what they do to you here.  

She saw when I refused to hit her, then they took me somewhere, and I came back and hit her.  She 

knows they can make you do anything.  Like making her friend whip her.  Now she saw them take me 

out tonight, and now that I’m back… 

Rachel gasped and squeezed her eyes shut.  No, oh no, oh no, she thought in despair. 

Anya didn’t see me go anywhere, Rachel pointed out to herself.  She thinks I’ve been here the 

whole time.  All she’s going to see is I’m suddenly acting different, and there won’t be a reason.  There’s 

nothing she can think of that she did wrong, and nothing I did wrong that they’re punishing me for.  

She’ll just think I suddenly don’t want to be her friend anymore. 

Why would they do this?? Rachel asked the world silently.  Why are they doing this to me?? 

Suddenly Rachel knew.  And it wasn’t because she herself was special.  It wasn’t because she 

was their one American prisoner. 

It was because I was happy, Rachel told herself.  Anya and I were both happy.  And they can’t 

have that here.  Not in this place. 

Rachel curled up on the floor of her cell and buried her face in her hands.  Tears streamed 

through her fingers, and her shoulders shook.  But she worked hard not to sob.  Anya might hear it.  

Even that might be a violation. 
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CHAPTER 22 

As Yelena arrived at the general’s door to examine her schedule for the evening, she saw that 

same tall blonde girl coming out, shuffling in those same chains, led by a leash again.  Yelena wondered 

why this girl was the only prisoner she’d seen.  Maybe, she thought, the general himself is using her.  

That would make sense, Yelena thought.  She’s so pretty. 

Yelena was about to greet the girl – she was beginning to feel they were old friends already – 

but stopped when she saw the girl’s face: the face of someone completely destroyed, her heart torn out 

of her.  Yelena didn’t think the girl even saw her.  She was lost in her own nightmare world. 

A flash of anger coursed through Yelena.  They do that to everybody here! she thought.  Yelena 

had believed she herself had reached the apex of human suffering, but she looked at the blonde girl now 

and was no longer sure. 

In the general’s office, Yelena now read the schedule.  It took all of her professional instincts to 

stifle the moan that wanted to tear herself out of her throat. 

Somehow she had not anticipated this. 

She had accommodated to the concept of willingly offering her body to every man on the staff 

of the prison on a regular basis, several per day.  She had even, despite the agony in her soul, accepted 

that she must also let them all have her daughter.  It was the only way to protect Marya from far worse. 

She should have realized that, even within the context of the illusion she had created for Marya 

– that Yelena was in charge of the situation and giving herself freely in “gratitude,” and that Marya 

should do the same – some of the men would find a way to take the president’s disgraced wife and 

daughter in a non-consensual way. 

Yelena crumpled the schedule, and threw it on the floor.  Let someone else pick that up, she 

decided.  Jail me for littering. 

She sighed and asked the general’s aide for details on preparations and arrangements, and 

waited while the man went to check.  She blanked her mind as she waited.  There was nothing pleasant 

to think about. 

***** 

Returning from the general’s office, arrangements now made, Yelena closed her eyes tight 

before opening the door. 

As she entered, Marya was already running towards her, beaming.  “Hélène!  I missed you so 

much!” As if they had been separated for weeks rather than an hour, Marya hugged her mother tightly 

and kissed her passionately, mouth wide open, tongue probing urgently.  “You won’t leave again today, 

will you?” 

“I don’t think so, Hélène dear.  Now, this man,” Yelena indicated the corporal trailing her, “Will 

help me set some things up before our guests for tonight arrive.  Oh, put it there, Mr. Vassilyev, please – 

wait, turn the front this way just a little – there, that’s perfect.  Now just wait there, please.”  She 



239 
 

pointed off to the side, and directed a sunny smile to the corporal, who, in addition to having brought 

the wooden sawhorse which was the subject of Yelena’s instructions as to placement, also had a satchel 

full of the necessary supplies slung over his shoulder. 

Marya was looking with big eyes at the sawhorse.  Its wooden crossbeam was about five 

centimeters wide, but along part of its length rested a wider wooden platform, about forty centimeters 

across.  Yelena smiled at Marya.  “Just climb up on that, Hélène darling.” 

Marya looked dubious, but not, of course, to the point of resisting.  Refusal was unthinkable.  

“You mean, just lie along it?”  She gestured along its length. 

“Yes, exactly.  Put the bottom of your stomach right about here.”  She patted the edge of the 

platform nearest one end of the sawhorse. 

Biting her lip, and then trying to cover her hesitation with decisive movement, Marya draped 

herself over the platform, which was just long enough to support her stomach, with her breasts hanging 

over the front edge on either side of the wooden crossbar.  The crossbar itself ended just short of her 

crotch at one end, and near her neck at the other. 

Yelena reached out without looking.  “Hand me one rope at a time, please, Mr. Vassilyev.” 

Yelena showed Marya where she wanted the girl to hang her arms – straight down the legs at 

the front of the sawhorse – and tied each wrist in place, securing the rope to a ring near the bottom of 

the leg.  She went to the other end and had Marya extend her legs down each of the sawhorse’s rear 

legs, and tied her ankles in place with two more ropes. 

Marya looked up at her mother, doing her best to smile, and Yelena bent to kiss her as a 

“reward” for her patience.  Then Yelena took the ring the corporal had handed her from the satchel. 

Marya’s eyes went wide when she saw the ring gag.  Obviously it had to remind her of the one 

she had worn in the snake pit.  The one that had kept her mouth open in invitation for any adventurous 

snake to crawl in. 

Marya was breathing fast, and more tense than Yelena had seen her since her rescue from the 

pit.  Yelena stroked Marya’s back and said in a soothing voice, “It’s all right, Hélène dear.  This isn’t for 

what you’re thinking.  You’re not really scared, are you darling?  You don’t need to be.” 

Marya shook her head quickly.  “I’m fine, Hélène.  I’ll do anything you want me to do.  Always.” 

That’s my girl, Yelena thought grimly.  She inserted the ring behind Marya’s teeth and fastened 

the buckle to hold the gag in place. 

Yelena petted Marya’s head and kissed her again, running her tongue around the edges of 

Marya’s open mouth, rubbing it across Marya’s teeth.  “Now it’s my turn.” 

There were already leather wrist and ankle straps in the room, in a drawer, and Yelena retrieved 

them, sat on the edge of the bed and buckled them on.  The original chains that had held Marya were 

still hanging down from the four corners of the bed, and Yelena picked each of them up and laid them 

along the bed, pointing away from the corners.  She only needed the corporal’s help with the padlocks. 
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Yelena lay on her back on the bed and stretched out her arms and legs towards the chains.  “If 

you would, Mr. Vassilyev.” 

The corporal secured her wrist and ankle bands to the chains, then went to the crank at the foot 

of the bed, turning it to remove the slack from the chains, leaving Yelena stretched in a spread-eagle.  

He asked, “Are you ready for the gag, ma’am?” 

“Let me think a minute.”  She really did need to decide whether anything had been left undone.  

As far as she could tell, there wasn’t.  “Okay, nothing left I need to say.” 

The corporal put the thick penis-shaped gag in Yelena’s mouth and buckled the straps.  Yelena 

hadn’t been subjected to this type of gag before, and took an instant dislike to it.  Yelena would have 

preferred a ball gag, such as she had worn for a couple of earlier “guests,” but the men had insisted on 

this.  A ball is sufficiently regular that often one can speak around it in a semi-intelligible way, but Yelena 

found that the phallus filled her mouth and pinned her tongue in such a way that she could only make 

mmmmmm sounds. 

Yelena nodded at the corporal, who saluted… and then gave the crank one more turn.  Yelena, 

her eyes suddenly opening wide, grunted as she felt the unexpected strain in her arms, shoulders, and 

legs.  She hadn’t told him to do anything like that, but gagged as she was, she couldn’t protest.  If she 

had been able to say anything, he would have had to ease the tension in the chains, to prove to Marya 

that Yelena was in charge.  The men who had planned this scene had known that, of course. 

The corporal reached into the satchel one more time, and Yelena’s eyes bulged again as she saw 

what he held: two phallus-shaped vibrators, which immediately hummed loudly as he clicked their On 

switches.  She had not been told anything about those. 

Yelena bitterly cursed the evil creatures who had arranged this, playing on the cover story in 

which Yelena supposedly wanted to please them to their hearts’ desire out of her “gratitude.”  She 

watched as the corporal slid one of the humming vibrators into Marya – luckily, due to her use of baby 

oil, it slid in easily.  Marya let loose a long, high-pitched wail, and immediately started twitching her hips.  

Yelena could tell from the jerking of Marya’s buttocks that she was desperately trying to eject the 

device, but couldn’t find the right combination of muscular contractions. 

Yelena watched helplessly, not allowed to stop pretending this was all part of her plan, as the 

corporal slid the second vibrator into her own opening, almost completely frictionless due to her latest 

dose of the aphrodisiac drug. 

Yelena lost track of Marya, completely absorbed in the sensations pulsing through her own 

body.  She barely heard the corporal say, “I believe that’s everything you asked for, ma’am.  Your guests 

should arrive in about an hour.” 

An hour!  Those horses’ asses!  She couldn’t take this for five minutes, let alone an hour! 

Every muscle in her stretched-taut body was quivering, her hips caught up in helpless violent 

twitching.  She could already sense an unstoppable freight train of orgasm coming on. 
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She looked towards Marya, and saw her daughter’s eyes squeezed shut, her entire body 

shimmying in waves, her breath coming rapidly with a high-pitched moan accompanying every 

exhalation. 

Suddenly Yelena squeezed her own eyes shut as the first orgasm ripped through her, seeming to 

extend the mechanical vibrations in her vagina outward to every tissue in her body.  As it receded, the 

steady vibration from the dildo inside her became no longer arousing but maddeningly irritating.  At 

about that time Marya had an orgasm of her own, her scream accompanied by muscle spasms that 

actually seemed to make the legs of the sawhorse bounce on the floor. 

Yelena tried hopelessly to get herself loose, and then felt the irritation gradually start changing 

back to arousal once more. 

***** 

The hour has to be nearly up, Yelena told herself, feeling desperate.  Her hair was plastered to 

her forehead with sweat.  She felt totally exhausted, yet was unable to stop her hips from gyrating.  She 

could see Marya, equally spent, every square centimeter of her body shiny with sweat, still trying to 

push the vibrator out of her somehow.  Yelena had had at least four orgasms, though her befuddled 

brain could easily have lost track.  She thought Marya might have had five.  Marya’s climaxes had had a 

quality different from the ones Yelena had witnessed in their sex play together.  The latter, though 

relatively well simulated, had necessarily been faked, with Marya showing no physical signs of actual 

arousal.  Her orgasms here, Yelena felt sure, had been real.  Relentless vibrational stimulation directly 

inside the vagina, Yelena told herself, will do that. 

Suddenly the door opened, and three men entered, in high spirits.  All of them undressed 

quickly, with no comments addressed directly to Yelena or Marya, only a few jokes about how good the 

two women looked and how much fun this would be.  No matter how debauched the sexual contact, all 

men on the prison staff knew not to call Yelena or Marya by their names, or mention any connection 

with the president.  No hint of any kind was to be dropped that the men were there for any reason 

other than to accept the favor bestowed on them by Yelena. 

All of them naked now, they moved by obvious prearrangement, one to the bed where Yelena 

lay helplessly spread-eagled, and two towards Marya – one in front of her, and one behind. 

The one taking Yelena crawled onto the bed, pulled the vibrator out of her and tossed it aside, 

lay atop her and quickly entered her – his erection at the ready.  As he began thrusting, the man in front 

of Marya put his own male unit inside her mouth, while the other removed Marya’s vibrator and 

replaced it with his penis in the same hole, as far as Yelena could tell – Yelena silently thanked the 

heavens that her totally drained daughter wasn’t subjected to anal sex.  The men thrust into Marya in 

alternation, making her body jerk back and forth on the sawhorse between them.  To Yelena’s fury, she 

saw that the man using Marya’s mouth was anchoring himself by firmly holding her breasts, not her 

head.  The sounds of Marya’s moans were bumped up and down in pitch as if she were riding a runaway 

horse. 
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Yelena had a sudden insight that the one-hour vibrator preliminary was an especially evil 

inspiration under the circumstances: it ensured, no doubt intentionally, that Yelena’s and Marya’s 

completely exhausted nervous systems couldn’t possibly derive any sexual pleasure from the men.  It 

was intended that both women feel dehumanized, mere sex dolls, inanimate objects to be used for 

sexual gratification.  From Yelena’s point of view it was completely effective: that was exactly how she 

felt. 

Within minutes each of the men stiffened and voiced a loud grunt, slowed their thrusts and 

withdrew.  They turned away, dressed, and headed to the door.  Yelena mmmmmmm’ed weakly, and 

one of the men slapped his forehead at the last second, said “Sorry, Ma’am,” pulled a key from his 

pocket and unlocked the four handcuffs holding Yelena’s limbs.  All three men then gave casual salutes, 

said “Thank you, Ma’am” not quite in unison, and left, closing the door. 

Yelena lay for several minutes without moving, then finally untied the straps holding her gag, 

and forced herself to get up to free Marya.  She wasn’t able to remain standing, and wobbled around 

the sawhorse on her hands and knees untying the ropes, reaching up with shaking hands to unbuckle 

Marya’s gag.  Marya more or less fell from the side of the sawhorse, with Yelena partly supporting her 

and easing her gently to the floor, where she lay unmoving for several minutes. 

Yelena went to the sink for water, drank several glasses and brought one to Marya, then 

returned to the sink to get her another.  She filled the bathtub with lukewarm water, and she and Marya 

both struggled over the side and into the water. 

Marya recovered sufficient energy to sit upright in the tub first, and helped Yelena sit.  They held 

each other for a time, kissing listlessly, and finally started washing each other with cloths, Yelena being 

carefully gentle around Marya’s bruised breasts. 

By the time they crawled to the bed Yelena felt a little better, and saw that Marya did too.  With 

neither of them disposed towards lovemaking, they just lay cuddling in each other’s arms, their legs 

entangled, with their lips close enough to kiss occasionally without effort, until they fell asleep. 

***** 

Rachel jerked awake at the sound of the air horn, and found that her eyes were stuck shut from 

dried tears.  I have to bury those feelings today, she reminded herself.  I can’t let Anya see that I feel 

anything. 

Today, Rachel knew, was going to be the most emotionally painful day of her life.  Until 

tomorrow.  And the day after.  And the day after that.  And, she thought with a stifled moan, I can’t 

show any of it. 

She stared straight ahead, her face blank, as the guards got her team lined up.  Anya’s head, of 

course, was considerably below Rachel’s sightline.  That was a lucky thing, Rachel decided.  I just have to 

look straight ahead. 

She did have a peripheral view of Anya down there, and could make out Anya’s sunburst smile.  

Maybe the last one that will ever be directed at me, Rachel thought morosely.  She quickly slapped a gag 

on her mind, trying to make it completely blank.  She couldn’t afford to start crying now. 
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From below she heard a cheery, “Goood moar-nihng, Retchell.” 

Rachel worked hard at not changing the direction of her attention.  It wouldn’t do to look away, 

to put on a show of ignoring Anya.  She had to make it seem she simply hadn’t heard her. 

She did see Anya’s puzzled look, at the bottom of her range of vision.  Now Anya had to turn and 

face the front, as Igor began putting on the connecting chains. 

In the big picture-window room, today looked as bad as any other.  At least there didn’t seem to 

be any new snow, and the existing snow had been packed down by all the girls walking through it 

yesterday.  But that just meant it would be more slippery, and Rachel and the others would have to 

work harder to keep their footing.  There was also no sun today; it was hiding behind thick, though not 

threatening, clouds. 

Rachel wandered the room aimlessly, keeping track of Anya’s location out of the corner of her 

eye so she could drift off at a slight tangent, not letting Anya get any closer while not looking as if she 

was running away from Anya. 

Rachel was actually relieved during her times outside, and made a previously unimaginable wish 

that she could stay out longer.  Outside, everything was simple: shiver convulsively, rake up straw with 

arms, carry back to bin.  Occasionally eat snow when thirsty.  Squat to pee when necessary.  She didn’t 

have to watch for Anya. 

After Rachel’s third trip, Anya made a sincere effort to elbow past the women surrounding and 

warming Rachel, but they automatically elbowed her back.  She did the same on Rachel’s next two 

returns. 

Rachel sometimes swept her eyes across the room, not stopping on Anya but storing a mental 

picture in her short term memory so she could see Anya afterward in her mind’s eye.  Anya’s expression 

looked progressively more hurt during the day. 

All of that hurt was echoed in a stabbing pain in Rachel’s heart.  She found it as hard to breathe 

indoors as it was outside. 

At the end of the work day, as they trudged to the shower room, through the shower and back 

to the cell block, Anya was behind Rachel in the line.  Rachel didn’t have to see her.  Rachel did hear 

Anya hiccupping at one point, as if she was working her way towards crying.  That almost set off the 

tears in Rachel. 

This won’t get easier, Rachel told herself.  It will just get worse. 

Rachel had no appetite for dinner, but made herself eat.  She found that the effort helped her 

stop thinking about Anya. 

She winced as she bit down on something hard.  She assumed it was a small stone, but after she 

fished it out of the glop of half-chewed food in her mouth, she found it was a small ball of metal.  Looks 

like a shotgun pellet, she decided.  Okay, she thought, that settles it.  They do their own hunting here for 

the meat.  That was what that gunshot yesterday was. 
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It occurred to her she hadn’t seen anything, during her many times outside, that would qualify 

as a game animal.  She knew she was at fairly high altitude in rugged mountains, and recalled the wall 

that appeared to enclose the whole prison area, at some distance down the slope, which probably kept 

most large animals out. 

A small alarm bell started clattering in Rachel’s mind, as if trying to warn her about some 

connection she was missing.  But it was quickly muffled by the heavy blanket of woe that had 

surrounded her all day.  She finished the food, and set down the food bowl and pushed it away, tossing 

the pellet down the waste hole.  Tears started to flow again. 

And then it was rape time, and she wearily rose up to the Present Breasts position.  Igor used 

Rachel for oral sex.  She barely noticed.  She could hear Boris doing Anya – vaginal, it sounded like – and 

imagined herself scratching Boris’s eyes out for… so many things.  For raping Anya right now.  For having 

told the commandant about the relationship between her and Anya.  For having set up the surveillance 

devices, one of them inside Rachel’s own cell, where she so desperately wanted to peel it down and 

smash it, but couldn’t.  For… the list of reasons couldn’t all fit in one poor girl’s aching, miserable head. 

Rachel and Anya were both ignored for Play Time.  Rachel wished she could be chosen to beat 

someone up, other than Anya.  She wished she could somehow, some way, have an outlet for the 

anguish. 

As she lay down in her cell at last, and heard Anya doing the same, Rachel heard Anya make one 

last, despairing attempt at making things the way they had been, a choked, “Goood niyet, Retchell.” 

A minute later Anya was crying.  It wasn’t a cry of pain, or mere sadness, but pure heartbreak. 

Rachel’s ear rested in a growing puddle of tears.  But somehow she managed not to make a 

sound. 

***** 

Yelena groaned and closed her eyes, still holding the latest note.  At least Marya wasn’t here, 

watching Yelena receive her latest special instructions.  Yelena couldn’t have afforded to let Marya see 

her reaction. 

What better evidence could there be, Yelena thought, that Dimitri really has been watching us?  

Not that I really had any doubt that he would.  At any rate, here he is, now, demanding that we fill in a 

gap. 

It was something Yelena had not thought of doing with Marya, because she really didn’t like that 

kind of sex.  She had pushed Dimitri away when he wanted to do it, until eventually he gave up.  As 

Dimitri was well aware, Yelena thought it was nasty, disgusting.  And she certainly had never imagined 

doing it with another woman.  Least of all her daughter. 

Yelena sighed heavily.  Let’s get it out of the way, she said to herself, and just do it right now.  It 

was no use putting it off.  The visits from various “gentlemen” were finished for the day.  At least there 

will be no trouble getting some sex play going.  Marya knew she always had to seem ready for that. 
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As Yelena entered the room she shared with Marya, Marya, as usual, ran to her and threw her 

arms around her before she had closed the door behind her.  Marya kissed her, her tongue flicking 

against Yelena’s, and exclaimed, “Hélène, I missed you so much!  I never like it when you leave.” 

Okay, thought Yelena, here we go.  Again.  She ran her hands down Marya’s sides, giving the 

girl’s buttocks a squeeze, and playfully bounced her mound against Marya’s.  “I missed you too, Hélène 

darling.”  She licked a circle around Marya’s open lips. 

This morning, waking after the exhausting, orgasm-filled vibrator scene the night before, they 

had had sex before breakfast, and Yelena had vaguely felt something was different.  She could not 

identify quite what it was.  The feeling was much stronger now.  Something definitely was different.  

Kissing Marya was becoming automatic and took little of her attention, so Yelena devoted some of her 

concentration to solving the mystery. 

Her eyes shot open when it came to her: that muscular tension in Marya, and those miniscule, 

barely millisecond hesitations as she steeled herself to behave as she must… Yelena wasn’t sensing any 

of it.  Marya was still behaving as excitedly, as insatiably demanding of sex, as she had since the snake 

pit.  But below the level of that, she seemed relaxed, at peace. 

Marya eagerly pulled Yelena towards the bed.  She was moving towards the side, but Yelena 

gently changed her course and pushed Marya back across the foot of the bed, making her lie down so 

that her head was just past the middle, a little nearer the head of the bed than the foot. 

Yelena swung onto the bed beyond Marya’s head, leaned down and kissed her, her face upside 

down relative to Marya’s.  After a prolonged battle of tongues, Yelena moved beyond Marya’s mouth, 

kissing her chin, licking her neck. 

When she reached Marya’s right breast and took the nipple in her mouth to suck, Marya lifted 

her head to do the same to Yelena’s breast.  Marya used to nurse from my breast all the time, thought 

Yelena sadly, and there was no erotic content to it; it was just feeding.  But now everything we do 

together is all about sex. 

Yelena moved still farther down, trailing her tongue down Marya’s stomach, pausing to run her 

tongue in and around Marya’s navel. 

As soon as Yelena went past the navel, Marya sucked in a quick breath, obviously guessing the 

ultimate goal of Yelena’s tongue.  She spread her legs in encouragement. 

Yelena trailed her tongue through Marya’s pubic hair, sharp, bristly, and visibly longer than a 

few days ago.  Marya took in several more sharp breaths, whimpering in a tone different from what 

Yelena had become accustomed to. 

There it is, thought Yelena, looking at Marya’s crotch below her.  Her next thought: Hmmmm. 

Yelena had not really had a view this close before, but she knew what she had expected, what 

she had been seeing before: flaccid, dry folds of skin.  Now Marya’s labia were growing puffy, more so 

by the second, and Yelena saw a tiny sparkle between them, a liquid highlight that grew as she watched. 
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That’s not baby oil! Yelena exclaimed internally.  She’s not just getting wet, it’s already leaking 

out of her!  And I haven’t even touched her there yet! 

At last Yelena, wrinkling her nose, knowing Marya couldn’t see that, ran her tongue along 

Marya’s sex. 

Marya gasped while her whole body spasmed, and she lifted her legs, drawing her knees back to 

rotate her hips, making her sex more easily accessible to Yelena’s tongue. 

I don’t think she’s faking this at all, thought Yelena.  If she is, as good as she was at it before, she 

is suddenly a whole lot better. 

It was the very first time Yelena had had any sense that Marya’s desire was real. 

Yelena’s mound was hovering over Marya’s face.  Marya reached up for Yelena’s buttocks and 

pulled Yelena down, and with another moan, forced her tongue into the cleft in Yelena’s crotch.  Yelena, 

like Marya, was displaying extreme arousal down there, but unlike Marya’s, Yelena’s was drug-assisted. 

Yelena rolled to the side, and Marya went with her, adjusting her legs to hug her mother’s head 

between her thighs.  Yelena pushed her tongue inside her daughter, feeling Marya’s tongue invade her 

in the same way.  They both began moaning louder, moving convulsively against each other. 

Yelena found the act not quite as disgusting as she had always imagined, disregarding that she 

was doing it with her own daughter.  Somehow a true excitement grew within her in direct proportion 

to Marya’s.  Because of Marya’s.  All through these past days, Yelena had never stopped being conscious 

of the agony Marya must be going through: forced to behave in a way unimaginable to her because of 

her terror of what would happen if she failed to do so.  And Yelena had been supremely conscious that 

every time she had sex with Marya it was rape, because it was always so clear Marya would have 

pushed her away in shock if she had been free to do so.  Now Yelena sensed that the equation had 

changed.  Whether it was due to the real orgasms Marya had felt on the sawhorse, or because oral sex, 

cunnilingus, created physical sensations in her that excited her beyond her ability to deny them… both 

of those things, one of those things, neither of them, something else entirely… All Yelena knew for 

certain is that Marya was reacting differently from any time before. 

And almost equally certain, Marya wanted Yelena’s tongue inside her. 

Yelena pushed hard, feeling her tongue part the walls, tasting the slippery cream inside.  She felt 

Marya’s tongue within her at the same time, entering, exploring, massaging. 

Yelena, who usually took her time building up to orgasm and always saw it coming before it hit, 

was almost blindsided by the most intense climax she had ever felt, shaking her body the way one would 

shake dust out of a rug.  She heard Marya’s cries at the same time, felt the convulsions surrounding her 

tongue as well as everywhere else their two bodies touched. 

Yelena knew that Marya’s orgasm was real, in the same way she had known the orgasms on the 

sawhorse were real.  They were that much similar to each other, and that much different from any 

before. 
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Yelena’s body seemed to drift back to the here-and-now like a feather gently descending on air 

currents.  She heard Marya working as hard to catch her breath as Yelena herself was. 

Yelena started to move away, but felt Marya’s arms tighten around her, holding her where she 

was.  Without a word spoken, she sensed Marya’s need to keep this moment alive.  She remained where 

she was, her ears squeezed by Marya’s thighs, feeling Marya’s head between her own thighs. 

I have to think this through, Yelena told herself. 

The scariest explanation, it suddenly occurred to Yelena, is that Marya has, under the pressure, 

gone just a little crazy.  It must have been so hard for her, Yelena told herself, pretending to be head 

over heels in lust for her own mother, that it came to be too much, more than she could handle – but 

she couldn’t afford to fail in the pretense.  Not with the snake pit looming so real in her memory.  So 

Marya’s mind has given her a little help.  It has pushed her into an imaginary world where she really is in 

love with me, Yelena told herself, so that she doesn’t have to pretend anymore.  And that makes it so 

much easier for her!  Marya was willing to live in that world, because the alternative was too, too far 

beyond horrifying.  She would do anything to stay out of the snake pit.  Her mind showed her the way. 

That really would make a lot of sense, Yelena thought, feeling queasy.  People have cracked 

under much less pressure than Marya has faced. 

But… if she’s happy in this new world, is there anything wrong with it? 

Just for a moment, Yelena thought she should ask the doctor whether her theory about Marya 

was correct, whether it was possible, but a voice inside her suddenly screamed No!  No!  Yelena realized 

she could not, must not, reveal to anyone what was happening.  Dimitri might consider driving Marya 

crazy to be a worthy goal, Yelena told herself – except not if the result is that she is truly at peace now.  

No matter what the underlying reason, if Dimitri, if the general, if the doctor, if any of them start to 

think Marya is content, then it’s all over.  That’s the last thing they’d want to see. 

Luckily, Yelena thought, Marya has been pretending so well.  I’m her mother, and nobody knows 

her better, and nobody is nearly as close to her all day, every day, as I am.  I can tell something is 

different now, but it’s likely nobody else can.  We have to keep it that way.  She may not need the baby 

oil anymore, with her own body supplying the lubrication, but I can’t let her stop using it – I can’t let 

anyone see that she’s stopped using it.  I’ll remind her to do it every day. 

Yelena could tell Marya had fallen asleep, still with her head between Yelena’s thighs.  Yelena 

closed her own eyes, but sleep was a long time coming. 
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CHAPTER 23 

Yelena awoke, but instinct told her not to move. 

It is so weird, she thought, so twisted, so sick, to wake up with your face in your daughter’s 

crotch.  To smell the tang of urine, the aroma of sexual juices, feel the prickle of her pubic stubble on the 

end of your chin. 

But she’s at peace, lying there, still asleep.  She’s probably dreaming of something pleasant, 

something ordinary.  Of going to a dance with her friends, maybe, and sharing a dance with a boy she 

likes.  If I move I’ll take her away from that. 

Or is Marya in there at all anymore?  Is she all Hélène now?  Does she remember I’m her 

mother, or am I just Hélène, her other self, her lover? 

Yelena wasn’t sure if she had twitched in some tiny way, or if Marya awakened on her own.  But 

seconds after Marya first stirred, Yelena could feel a tongue, soft and wet, lapping at her sex. 

And in front of her eyes, Yelena saw Marya’s sex lips grow puffy, and glisten with beads of 

moisture. 

Yelena licked her, and heard Marya’s sigh, felt the wriggling excitement begin to take over 

Marya’s body. 

Whatever is happening in her head, thought Yelena, it wasn’t just last night.  It’s still going on. 

Yelena began licking harder, going deeper inside, and felt Marya do the same. 

***** 

Rachel’s head pounded from the daylong battle with freezing cold, with the exertion, and with 

her own internal efforts to hold back the tears.  She had known today would be worse than yesterday.  It 

was hard to keep from looking at Anya, yet remain aware of her location so she could stay away from 

her.  Rachel had done the same yesterday, but yesterday she hadn’t just spent a sleepless night hearing 

Anya crying. 

Passing her eyes across the room, Rachel saw Anya looking directly at her, with a lost 

expression.  I know I don’t know your words, Anya’s eyes said, but still if you’d tell me what was wrong, 

then I know I could understand.  Just tell me! 

The tight set of Anya’s jaw told Rachel how close she was to bursting into tears again. 

It had begun snowing in the mid-afternoon, for Rachel’s last three trips, and it seemed colder.  

But Rachel could tell, from the fading light outside, that this would be the last cycle of the day.  Her turn 

was already past, so she had nothing more to do. 

With the last woman doing her stint outside, Rachel was startled by a sharp scratchy sound, and 

saw Boris fish a small walkie-talkie out of his pocket.  That had never happened before; Rachel hadn’t 

even known the guards had devices like that.  Boris spoke and listened to the voice speaking against a 

background of static.  The conversation was brief, and at the end Boris put the phone back in his pocket, 



249 
 

then nodded to Igor and Matt, who both left the room.  Obviously something was prearranged.  Rachel 

was utterly mystified. 

Five minutes later, as the woman outside finished her job and stumbled through the door to be 

warmed, two guards Rachel had never seen before entered through the door from which Igor and Matt 

had just left. 

Boris spoke to the men very briefly, then raised his voice and addressed all the women.  The 

women looked happy – for about twenty seconds.  Then their faces fell as Boris continued.  He pointed 

outside and towards the left, and said some more. 

Once he’d finished, seven women looked… not unhappy, exactly, but nervous.  Boris then 

turned to Rachel.  “Dis is last day for you here, to do dis work…” Rachel felt a quick flash of excitement 

go through her, before she remembered how the other women had reacted to what he had said after 

that.  “Next work is in rock cave.”  Whatever that is, thought Rachel.  “Much warmer dere, not bad work.  

But first we have game wit’ oder team.  Win game, rock cave tomorrow.  Lose game, den work in snow 

for two weeks more.” 

The idea managed to assemble itself in Rachel’s head.  There’s another team – she suspected 

the two unknown guards must be assigned to them, though Rachel still wasn’t clear on why those two 

guys were here now – and Rachel’s team would have to compete against them for the right to work in 

the rock cave.  Rachel supposed the other women on her team knew what that was, and they had 

seemed cheered by the idea of working there, though probably only in comparison with what they’d 

been doing here. 

Boris went on, “All girls run to oder place.”  He gestured outside as before, and Rachel knew he 

meant the other big glass-walled room, from which she had had often seen women emerge to do the 

same straw-gathering job her team did.  Oh, shit! thought Rachel.  She had judged the other room to be 

about a hundred yards away.  We all have to run all that distance in the snow! she told herself.  In our 

hobble chains!  “Dat team run here.  First time every girl get inside oder room is win.”  Rachel wove her 

way through the garbled syntax and caught the idea: The first team to get every one of its members 

inside the door of the other room was the winner.  Presumably, Rachel judged, the door will be 

unlocked. 

Oh! she thought.  That’s why the other guards are here!  There had to be guards representing 

both teams in each room, so both sets of guards could be there to witness when the last girl came into 

each room. 

Boris looked at Rachel sternly.  “If girl still outside when oder team wins, den door is locked.  

Have to come back to before.” 

Shit, shit, shit, thought Rachel.  If any of us are still out when the other team finishes, we have to 

turn around and come all the way back.  Penalty for losing: another hundred-yard run through the snow. 

Boris suddenly gave all the girls a confidential look, spoke to the group in general and gestured 

to the far end of the room, away from the other team’s guards, who seemed okay with him being 
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secretive.  Acceptable strategy session coming, she guessed.  Team coaching.  The women, including 

Rachel, all followed him over. 

Boris spoke very quietly, just a few sentences.  Then, of course, he turned to Rachel.  “You 

choose one girl for oder team.  Run to her.  Knock her down.  Den finish run.” 

That was straightforward enough.  Rachel, and all of the other women, were each to try to slow 

down someone on the other team, while otherwise completing the race as fast as possible. 

Rachel was suddenly puzzled.  Why does Boris care if we win or lose?  Why does it matter to him 

if we work in this rock cave place, or here in the ice field?  He’s not the one who has to freeze his butt 

off every day.  He’s a guard; he’s okay either way.  I’m sure all of us want to win more than he does. 

Then it came to Rachel.  She would have slapped her forehead for being an idiot, if she could 

have raised her hands.  In the case of the guards, money was going to be changing hands.  There was a 

serious bet going on here. 

If we lose, she told herself, then Boris, Matt, and Igor are all going to be pissed. 

Boris’s walkie-talkie chirped.  He pulled it from his pocket, said a few words into it, nodded, and 

literally ran to the inner door to the outside, opened it, pulled out a key and turned it in a lock in the 

outer door – to unlock it, or to disable the interlock that prevented both doors opening at once – 

perhaps both.  Pushing the outer door open, he backed away quickly, folding his arms against his chest, 

as the angry thought flashed through Rachel’s mind, Yes, you asshole, it’s cold out there!  Boris swept 

his arm towards the door and shouted something that sounded like, “Idyotye!”  Rachel at first thought 

he had called all the women idiots, but combined with the gesture, and the fact all of the others started 

rushing for the door, and the unlikelihood he would address all of them in English, she decided it simply 

meant “Go!” 

Rachel just had time to think, Shit, that’s all the warning we get??, as the first woman shuffled 

quickly out through both doors into the cold. 

It was snowing as hard as it had all afternoon.  Rachel was the third one out, and felt the usual 

body blow of frigid air surround her.  She hunched her shoulders in the same way the women in front of 

her did.  All around her, it looked exactly as though someone had just shaken a snow-globe, with 

powdery flakes floating down on all sides to a thickening white blanket on the bottom that made the 

feet ache instantly, with a leaden-gray glass ceiling arching overhead.  Pinpricks of snowflakes on 

Rachel’s head, shoulders, back, and breasts added to the misery.  The snow covering the ground did 

helpfully amplify what little daylight remained – it would be dark within half an hour, Rachel judged. 

Rachel wanted so badly to look back and see how Anya was doing.  She fought her instinct to 

drop back to protect Anya; that was out of the question.  Even here, where she wasn’t sure any guards 

could see her, she just wasn’t sure enough that they couldn’t see her.  She forced herself not to look 

back. 

Rachel boiled with fury at the cruelty of making her cut Anya out of her life.  She felt the fury not 

only on her own behalf but, even more so, on Anya’s.  Neither of them had done anything wrong, except 

to bond with each other in self-defense against an intolerable environment. 
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Bent over and shivering, Rachel wasn’t able to look up and ahead of her until she’d gone a dozen 

steps and started breathing.  She could see, in the distance, the other team shuffling towards her own.  

The distance looked appallingly far in such bone-rattling cold, daunting even if her legs had been free, 

but doubly so with the hobble chain slowing her down.  To make it more difficult, Rachel had to 

concentrate on picking up her feet as she walked, so the chain wouldn’t drag through the snow.  Where 

she and the other women had been working, the snow was trampled down, but here in the untrod 

space between stations, it was now about three or four inches deep.  Rachel suddenly realized it might 

hide holes she might step in and break an ankle.  She slowed even more, testing each step.  The other 

women, clearly struck by the same thought, slowed as well. 

It took a few more steps for something more to register: While Rachel’s own team was starting 

to string out as individuals running at different speeds, the oncoming team was running in four pairs, 

each pair staying close together. 

Oh, shit, thought Rachel.  Boris, you ass, if you’re so smart, why didn’t you think of this?  She 

understood the thinking immediately. 

The other team, operating under the strategy their own guard had obviously devised for them, 

knew they didn’t have to try to knock down all of Rachel’s team.  They could let a few go past them, 

while pairing up to smack the stragglers down with a force of two against one.  They just had to keep 

one girl on Rachel’s team from finishing before they all got in. 

Of course, the other guard had the advantage of being able to take more time to describe the 

strategy to his team, without having to repeat it all in broken English.  This might be partly Rachel’s fault, 

just for not speaking Russian.  She hoped Boris didn’t end up holding that against her. 

Rachel was already feeling a growing exhaustion from the shivering, from the difficulty 

breathing, and from the effort of her hobbled progress through thick snow by the time she reached the 

halfway point, and the members of the other team confronted hers.  The first pair from the opposing 

team trudged right past Rachel, and her teammates ahead of her, not even looking at them.  They were 

targeting the slower, weaker girls. 

Rachel’s two teammates in front of her both veered off towards the second opposing pair, who 

were trying to pass them by.  Rachel looked ahead to decide which remaining pair to take on. 

Rachel normally thought of herself as the least physically aggressive of women.  Growing up, she 

had always been the biggest and usually strongest girl on the playground, and was always careful, 

concerned she might hurt a friend without meaning to.  But here, today, she would do anything she had 

to, to win.  She wanted out of this deep freeze. 

And she wanted, so badly, to pound somebody to the ground. 

Out of the corner of her eye she saw her teammates run into the opposing pair they had picked 

out, with all four women knocked on their backs by the impact, while another pair of opponents 

trooped past.  It would be nearly impossible to stay upright after a hit like that, Rachel judged.  Without 

being able to wave your arms or take big enough steps backward, there was no way to recover balance. 
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There was one last pair of opponents ahead of Rachel.  Rachel angled towards them, and 

changed her path again as the pair tried to go around her.  With a last lunge she managed to clip the 

shoulder of one of them with her own.  The impact knocked the woman flat and spun Rachel around.  

Somehow, Rachel managed to stay on her feet.  She was now looking behind her, and saw, just at that 

moment, the leading pair of opponents run straight into Anya, hitting her from both sides and knocking 

her on her back.  The pair was staggered but kept going.  Another teammate just ahead of Anya was 

slammed to the ground by the next pair of opponents. 

Beside Rachel, the partner of the woman she’d just knocked down started to run on, then 

stopped, indecisive.  It appeared she realized that the most important member of the team was the one 

who was farthest from the goal, and that was her prone partner.  She came back to help her get up. 

Rachel had to clamp down on her instincts once more.  She felt an almost unmanageable 

compulsion to run all the way back to Anya, the one person on her team she wasn’t allowed to help.  

Anya was sitting up, a good sign, but seemed dazed.  It was hard to tell, from this distance, how close 

she was to getting up.  It looked equally likely she could be so dizzy she’d fall on her back again instead. 

To Anya’s right, one of her teammates had run back to give a hand to the other who’d been 

knocked down.  No, you stupid bitch, Rachel wanted to shout, go help Anya! 

All of these observations of what was happening behind her took just a few seconds.  Rachel 

was just a few steps from being in the lead, with her teammates ahead of her still occupied, one on the 

ground and the other kneeling to give her a hand.  A few steps would put Rachel in the lead, though 

being first really didn’t matter.  Rachel still wanted so desperately to run back to Anya, and stood 

running in place for a moment – standing motionless in that cold was out of the question.  I can’t do it, 

she told herself miserably.  I could help Anya now, but if I do she would pay for it so, so much worse 

later. 

It occurred to Rachel that she could help her own team by further preventing the girl she had 

knocked down from getting up.  She had time, at least until her other teammates behind her started 

catching up – indeed, until Anya got up and started running again, it didn’t matter how long Rachel took 

to reach the other room – but she just couldn’t physically bear being out in the cold any longer, and she 

was barely halfway to her goal.  She saw now that her hesitation had allowed the woman she had 

knocked over to return to her feet at last, and the woman was now past Rachel. 

It was agonizing for Rachel to force herself to leave Anya behind, but the idea of a warm place 

ahead put her back into forward motion.  It was too cold to think about deviating from her goal to chase 

someone running the other way. 

Rachel wasn’t sure exactly how to recognize the other window room, though it seemed it would 

be hard to miss a vertical wall of glass in the mountainside.  She started high-stepping carefully through 

the snow again.  She was shivering so badly, she thought she must be colder now than she had ever 

been in her life. 

There!  I was right, she thought, it’s easy to spot. 
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She shuffled as fast as she could towards the door, by now able only to think: Cold, cold, cold, 

cold.  She heard the other two women she’d originally been trailing just behind her. 

Yes! she exulted, as she pulled at the handle on the outer door, it’s open!  She had tried not to 

imagine the guards playfully leaving it locked, but apparently the bet took priority with the guards over 

tormenting their charges.  Rachel slammed through the space between doors, pushed the inner door 

aside and fell to the floor, breathless. 

The two women behind her came through seconds later, and, with reflexes bred by so many 

days working in these conditions, fell on Rachel and began rubbing their bodies back and forth against 

her.  They were cold, and they knew Rachel was cold.  The top priority was using body heat and 

generating more. 

Another teammate, and another, stumbled through the door and joined the pile. 

Rachel dragged herself out from under as soon as she felt survival was possible.  Another of the 

women rose, then another, both of them looking out the window.  Rachel decided it was safe for her to 

do the same.  They couldn’t fault her for simply trying to see how her team was doing. 

Rachel could see the two remaining women, other than Anya, getting closer, maybe twenty 

yards away.  But she still didn’t see Anya.  With the increasing darkness and falling snow, visibility was 

probably little more than fifty yards.  Anya, Rachel fretted, must be farther away than that. 

Every muscle in Rachel’s body tensed.  She was at war with herself as never before.  It was 

almost impossible to hold back from running out the door and find Anya.  I can’t go, I can’t go, I can’t go, 

shouted a voice within her, growing louder as she took a first step towards the door.  Matt and Igor 

would be furious, the inner voice pointed out, if they saw me go back outside after getting in safely.  And 

even worse, far worse: they’d know exactly why I’d done it. 

Suddenly the walkie-talkie in the pocket of the third guard in the room chirped.  He put it up to 

his ear, and then shouted in joy.  Matt spun and pounded his fist against the wall, uttering a single 

coarse word that was no doubt obscene.  Quickly the guard moved towards the door and locked it.  The 

two women approaching outside both shouted a horrified “Nyet!!” Reaching the door just seconds later, 

the nearest of them found it wouldn’t budge.  Rather than stay and plead, they both turned immediately 

and ran back the other way. 

Rachel screwed her eyes shut and broadcast a mental message to them: Help Anya, help Anya, 

please, please! 

Anya was her foremost thought.  Only later did her shoulders slump with the realization: we 

lost.  Two more weeks of shivering, of teeth chattering, of freezing air biting your lungs, stinging your 

eyes, hurting your ears, hurting everything. 

And I don’t know whether Anya will be there with me! she wailed inside. 

***** 
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Rachel had hoped she and the four teammates with her could wait until the missing members 

showed up, but right away Matt and Igor lined them up to be chained together.  Neither guard looked 

happy, to put it mildly. 

Rachel tried to address them telepathically: I understand you’re mad, you guys, but don’t take it 

out on us.  It’s not our fault.  We got here in time. 

Rather than return to the original window room, Matt and Igor took Rachel and her four 

teammates straight to the shower.  Rachel was willing to be washed, but wanted to get it over with 

quickly so they could get back to the cell block.  But there was a delay caused by, of all things, a snake in 

the room, slithering on the floor perhaps ten feet from the shower line.  The woman directly in front of 

Rachel in the line apparently saw it first, and screamed.  The others saw where she was looking, and the 

scream was echoed. 

Rachel sighed and shook her head.  She looked for and saw the signs that the snake was of a 

non-poisonous variety.  She would have picked the thing up and looked for a place to dispose of it, but 

was trapped in place by the chains connecting her to the adjacent women, and was seriously doubtful 

they’d let her drag them any closer to it.  The women looked on with wide, frightened eyes, breathing 

hard, as a bespectacled gray-haired man Rachel hadn’t seen before, incongruously wearing a lab coat 

rather than a guard’s uniform, smiled apologetically and reached down to scoop up the snake in his 

hand.  He disappeared through one of the side doors, and the excitement seemed over. 

And what the hell, Rachel suddenly wondered, was a snake doing here?  They’re cold-blooded.  

You don’t find them crawling around frozen mountainsides. 

She shrugged and walked through with the others to finish rinsing off, her thoughts turning back 

to worry over Anya. 

Back in the cell block, her worry increased in volume.  None of the other three women, Anya 

included, were back yet.  The room’s other team had arrived earlier, and were all in their cells. 

So not just Anya is missing, Rachel fretted.  The other two girls are too.  They were so exhausted, 

so cold, and they had to go all the way back through the snow.  It was too far.  Those two, and Anya – 

probably all lying sprawled in the snow, getting covered by it.  Guards in each room thinking they were 

in the other.  Nobody knowing to look for them.  They’re dead, all gone. 

Locked now in her cell, Rachel sat back, miserably, her tears flowing again.  Anya is dead, she 

told herself.  I know she is.  

I can’t make it without Anya, she moaned.  Mandy is dead.  Everybody I’ve ever known is gone 

from my life, my father, my friends at school, I’ll never see any of them again.  They’ve taken all that 

away from me.  Anya was all I had.  Even if I can’t talk to her, even if she thinks I hate her, that I’ve 

forgotten about her… I have to see her.  I have to have her in my world. 

Rachel heard footsteps across the drawbridge.  Probably the food cart, she told herself.  I can’t 

eat anything.  I won’t eat anything, ever again. 
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Then she made out the jingling sound.  Her eyes shot open.  The food cart doesn’t sound like 

that, she told herself. 

Her heart pounding, she caught herself scrambling up to her knees, stopped herself.  Don’t 

react!  Don’t react!  You can’t show you care! 

Tears of joy, now.  Three women walking along the aisle, stopping at Boris’s order.  Anya right in 

front of Rachel’s cell. 

Anya was white as a sheet, trembling.  Rachel somehow didn’t think it was from cold.  She 

looked badly frightened.  The other two looked much better.  Did Boris threaten Anya in particular?  

Why?  He can’t blame her for the loss all by herself.  All three of them were still out there when the 

other team finished! 

Now the food cart did arrive.  Bowls were distributed among the cells, and in front of the three 

new arrivals, who were sitting now, at Boris’s command, right there in the aisle where they had been 

standing.  He wasn’t putting them in their cells.  But they were getting fed.  Oh, yes, thought Rachel with 

a sigh, they’ll always feed us.  Using starving scarecrows for sex isn’t enough fun. 

After all dinners were finished and the meal cart taken away, Boris gave orders to the three girls 

in the aisle.  Rachel presumed Anya was following those orders when she knelt down and bent over, as if 

ready for Rape Time activities, but right out there in the aisle rather than in her cell.  Anya, still pale, 

seemed to Rachel vacant, robotic.  Nothing seemed to matter to her.  Leaning forward in her cell, Rachel 

could see the nearer of the other two women assuming the same position that Anya was, with all the 

fear in her face that Anya was missing.  Boris directed Matt to retrieve the ring gags from the three 

empty cells, and Anya, still blankly unemotional, opened her mouth for Matt to place the gag, and 

waited, ready for sex in any of three holes. 

Rachel squeaked in alarm when Boris suddenly bent down to open her cage, and gestured her 

out into the aisle. 

Rachel stood, carefully avoiding looking at Anya, so vulnerable in that position.  Boris unlocked 

Rachel’s handcuffs and hobble chain, and removed the slipchain, deepening her alarm.  He’s going to 

have me hurt Anya, she thought, I know he is.  I didn’t do anything wrong!  This isn’t fair!  Everything is 

so unfair! 

Boris looked at Rachel with a barely concealed smirk.  “You do good today.  You knock down girl, 

and you are first to finish.  I give you nice t’ing.”  He gestured at the three women in the aisle, Anya and 

the other two, all obviously about to endure multiple rapes.  “You choose one and save her.  She stay 

free in your cell tonight.  Instead of dis.”  He swung his arm to indicate all three again.  Rachel took “dis” 

to mean everything that was about to happen to them.  Knowing the guards, and knowing how upset 

Boris, Matt, and Igor in particular must be with the three women, Rachel was sure the rapes wouldn’t be 

the end of their torment. 

A tornado of thoughts swirled through Rachel’s head. 

She could choose Anya.  Instead of being raped and then suffering through whatever followed 

that, Anya could stay with Rachel in her cell.  Rachel had an instant mental image of holding Anya, 
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hugging her tight, kissing her, seeing Anya smile and feeling her soft lips kissing back.  Somehow 

thoughts of this type no longer took Rachel by surprise.  Wanting sexual intimacy with Anya was simply a 

fact of Rachel’s existence, something she lived with.  It was just a small part of their connection with 

each other, a connection that had come on so quickly yet ran so deep.  Obviously there was no question 

whether Anya felt the same way.  Witnessing one wet dream had been enough to settle that. 

Finally, Rachel thought, we can do it.  Right now. 

Except, of course, we can’t. 

Rachel gritted her teeth until her entire jaw ached. 

Boris wasn’t telling Rachel she really was free to choose.  He wasn’t suspending the treat-Anya-

as-dirt-under-your-feet rule.  Boris himself hadn’t made the rule.  The general had.  Boris would be in big 

trouble for overlooking it. 

And obviously he wasn’t overlooking it.  Boris was reaching a depth of cruelty Rachel had never 

imagined existed in the world.  Here, pick any one, he was saying.  Knowing that Rachel knew she 

couldn’t pick Anya, that she would have to choose one the others. 

And in making Rachel make that choice, he was forcing her to step on Anya one more time, in 

the most definitive way yet.  I don’t want you, Anya, she would be saying.  I’d rather share my cell with 

any other girl but you. 

Anya, in fact, would know that Rachel had decided to make Anya’s night even worse: it occurred 

to Rachel that, instead of three girls being raped by two men each, the remaining two would each be 

used by three men.  Anya would get the message from Rachel: I don’t care how many men rape you, 

Anya.  You’re nothing to me. 

Hate.  Hate.  Hate.  I hate all of you here, Rachel thought, and especially you, Boris.  I hate you.  

You never had to create this situation for me, here, now.  You could have left me alone.  But you’re 

purely evil.  You have to twist the knife. 

Rachel felt her face burning, the anger swelling within her, more than her body could contain.  

She balled her hand into a fist.  Just hit his face like this, she debated within herself, or open fingers to 

scratch his eyes out? 

Her brain sent the signal to her arm: strike.  Now.  Rachel felt her shoulder muscles twitch to 

begin the movement. 

***** 

Natalya wanted so badly for her body to leave her in peace.  Thirty days on The Farm, the 

general had said.  It’s been that long, hasn’t it?  It feels like it must be.  It feels like it’s been a hundred 

years. 

I’ll never hit a guard again, Natalya told herself for the hundred thousandth time.  Hit one?  I 

won’t even look at one.  I’ll just say Yes sir, thank you sir, I’ll keep my eyes down and whisper, never 

shout.  Please let me out of here, please.  My thirty days must be up by now. 
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Suddenly she felt something cool, smooth, and wet, a tongue no doubt, on her sex lips. 

Her body exploded again, her hips jerking forward to chase the elusive tongue that was now 

gone, her stomach muscles quaking, her breasts bouncing once more.  An avalanche of need, a hunger 

for touch never satisfied. 

She was completing her eighth day in The Farm. 

***** 

From a higher level of Rachel’s brain, an emergency order went out to her arm: No!  Stop!  

Don’t! 

Rachel had no idea what they would do if she attacked Boris.  But she was positive she would 

wish she never had.  It would feel good only for a few seconds, if she hit him.  And then forever after, it 

wouldn’t. 

Rachel pointed blindly at the woman on the floor directly ahead of Anya.  Trying to keep the 

shaking out of her voice, and more or less succeeding, though it was still raspy with emotion, she said, 

“Her.  I want her.” 
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CHAPTER 24 

Boris spoke to the woman, and she gave him a very worried look as she stood, her chains 

clinking.  Boris, to her obvious surprise, removed her ring gag, unlocked her wrist bands from the waist 

chain, and removed her hobble chain and slipchain.  She clearly suspected she’d been singled out for 

something even worse than she’d anticipated.  She was a pretty girl, with the full, pouty lips one often 

sees on models, firm breasts, about five-foot-six, the usual black hair in the standard brush-cut, and a 

bikini tan suggesting she hadn’t been here very long.  Rachel didn’t know her name.  She knew the 

names of none of her teammates other than Anya.  Rachel had warmed this one coming out of the snow 

many times, of course, and been warmed by her many other times.  It meant nothing to Rachel other 

than offering help to someone in need, and receiving it in return.  She had nothing against this woman.  

But she had no particular interest in her. 

Boris addressed a longer speech to the woman, who shot Rachel a look of surprise and obvious 

gratitude.  She relaxed, and threw her arms back a few times to loosen them up, not having been able to 

put them behind her for many days, perhaps for all her time since arriving. 

Rachel felt the knife twist in her again.  Anya heard what Boris just said, she told herself.  About 

me choosing this woman, not Anya, to stay in my cell tonight and not be raped.  Rachel couldn’t read a 

reaction in Anya, but was sure of how hurt she must feel. 

As Boris continued speaking, Rachel could easily see the woman’s face fall as she became… 

nervous, not frightened.  She looked at Rachel for an instant and then quickly away, and to Rachel it 

seemed the woman was blushing.  On the floor, Anya suddenly twisted her head to look up at Boris in 

wide-eyed astonishment.  That, more than anything else, gave Rachel a queasy feeling.  The number of 

different personalities and emotions in play exceeded Rachel’s ability to make any sense of it. 

Boris said still more to the woman, and her face now fell into the expected expression of terror.  

Okay, thought Rachel, I can make sense of that.  Boris is threatening her somehow.  Now the woman 

was nodding at Boris vigorously, while stealing more glances at Rachel. 

At last Boris turned to Rachel, with ill-disguised self-satisfaction.  With a nasty smile, he said, “I 

say her you like girls.”  Rachel blinked, her queasy feeling growing stronger.  That, she thought, must be 

what Anya had reacted to.  It was fine if Anya believed that, but Rachel was sure she herself wouldn’t 

like where this was going.  “I say I do nice for you, because you finish first today in game.  You have her 

tonight.  I say her she has job of make you happy tonight wit’ sex.  If she do not, if you say me in morning 

she not do good job, den I put her all day tomorrow night like I do dese two tonight.”  He indicated Anya 

and the other woman.  “And also bad whipping.  You very happy to have girl make sex you, yes?  Okay 

you smile.” 

Rachel understood he was telling her to act pleased and excited.  She wasn’t sure what kind of 

expression she had on her face.  She was sure it looked amazed, at the least.  Apparently that was good 

enough. 

With that same nasty smile, Boris said, “You have nice long time wit’ her, all night.  You keep her 

busy, she keep you busy.”  He casually put his hand along the upper edge of the cell across from Rachel.  
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It was within an inch of the tiny camera he’d placed there two nights earlier.  Boris’s smile widened 

when he saw Rachel’s eyes track his hand and fix on the camera.  He gave her a small nod.  There was no 

need for him to spell it out for her.  

Rachel could tell Boris was speaking carefully in case the woman spoke any English, so that she 

would continue believing Rachel was being “rewarded.”  His wordless reminder of the existence of the 

camera was his way of telling Rachel she would be under observation – probably, under the 

circumstances, she would be watched even more closely than usual, by men who would find her 

performance entertaining, while they made sure she did what was expected of her.  As with any other 

order to Rachel from the guards, Anya would be tortured if Rachel’s effort was insufficient. 

Boris made a shooing gesture towards Rachel’s cell.  Rachel, her mind spinning, ducked down 

and backed into her cell, taking a seat on the floor with her arms wrapped around her shins.  The other 

woman, biting her lip, looking scared, nervous, and apologetic, moving hesitantly and then suddenly 

quickly, as if afraid her rescue from tonight’s torment might be cancelled if she didn’t take the 

opportunity offered, knelt down and squeezed in beside Rachel.  Rachel moved aside as the woman’s 

hip brushed against her own.  They sat side by side, their hips pressed together because there wasn’t 

enough width to the cell for them to separate, looking forward at the door of the cell, both of them 

flinching as Boris suddenly swung the door shut.  It locked with a heavy clang. 

The woman looked at Rachel and then quickly away, then looked at her again, and spoke briefly, 

a question that Rachel suspected must be something like “What do you want me to do?” 

I don’t want you to do anything, thought Rachel.  I want you just to sit there and stay away from 

me.  But Rachel knew how much trouble she would be in if she didn’t get started, soon, on the required 

amorous activity.  More accurately, how much trouble Anya would be in. 

Rachel wondered if Boris had thought this up all by himself.  It had looked spontaneous, but 

maybe that was for show. 

I have to start, Rachel told herself.  I have to start now. 

She turned her head to look directly at the girl.  Her heart was pounding, and she supposed that 

was helpful.  She knew she needed to look excited.  Trembling and heavy breathing would fit in.  She 

was surely doing enough of both. 

She moved her arm behind the girl’s back, letting her hand glide softly up and down the skin, 

from her far hip to a point just below her breasts.  It’s okay to start slowly, Rachel decided.  That would 

seem natural.  Even this much felt strange to Rachel, making a blatant erotic come-on to a nude woman, 

one she didn’t even know – one who clearly found the gesture unwelcome.  The girl bit her lip, letting go 

a nervous whimper.  I can already tell, thought Rachel, that she has absolutely no inclination towards 

women herself.  She’s terrified of what she knows she has to do.  Rachel tried to remember, and 

decided she had not yet seen this girl forced into sex with any of the other prisoners during Play Time.  

Since she hasn’t been here long, Rachel thought, this may very well be her first time ever.  She’s seen it 

happen, she’s been dreading it, and now suddenly it’s her turn. 
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Of the two of them, only Rachel knew what was going on – everything that was going on.  The 

girl, it seemed, had been led to believe that Rachel was a sex-starved lesbian being rewarded for her 

efforts in the game today, and that if she didn’t satisfy Rachel sexually, Rachel was prepared to 

denounce her to the guards, leading to a punishment for her more severe than what Anya and the other 

woman were about to experience.  Her motivation was based on her ignorance of what Boris’s little joke 

was really about.  And Rachel had no way to enlighten her. 

Rachel’s motivation was based on knowing exactly what Boris was doing.  She knew that she and 

the girl would be watched, on a secret camera the girl didn’t know about.  Rachel had to assume that if 

she didn’t put a sincere effort into tonight’s performance, Anya’s suffering would make what was about 

to happen to her now seem painless by comparison.  They would make sure of that. 

And Rachel knew that Anya’s upcoming physical suffering tonight would hardly compare with 

her emotional suffering: feeling the pain of Rachel’s rejection, and then having to watch while Rachel 

made another woman into her sexual playmate.  Anya had heard everything Boris said to this woman.  

She knew what was happening, or what Boris wanted her to think was happening. 

I have to blast Anya’s feelings all to hell, Rachel thought.  The woman I love.  She doesn’t know 

how much worse physical pain I am protecting her from. 

In a shaky voice, the girl repeated, as far as Rachel could tell, the question she’d asked earlier.  

Rachel said helplessly, “I’m sorry, I don’t know any Russian.” 

The girl at least seemed to catch on to that problem quickly, probably because she knew Rachel 

was the woman to whom Boris always spoke in that mysterious language.  Clearly the girl, just like the 

rest, knew no English at all, or she would be trying to use it now. 

The girl looked at Rachel helplessly, making abortive movements as if to take Rachel’s hand, or 

kiss her, or at least do something intimate, but stopped each time, her face flushing, the blush 

deepening by the second.  

Finally she found one thing she could do to begin to bridge some of the distance between them: 

touching her hand to her chest, she said, “Kristina.” 

Rachel made a similar gesture and said, “Rachel.” 

Kristina gave Rachel a spastic attempt at a smile.  “Pryvet, Retchell.” 

Rachel clamped down hard on the sigh that tried to escape her throat.  She needed to look 

excited, thrilled.  She gave Kristina back a smile that, she hoped, looked better than Kristina’s.  “Pryvet, 

Kristina.”  I’ve had this conversation before, thought Rachel.  The memory of Anya introducing herself 

after Rachel had saved her from a painful whipping, simply for being trapped out in the snow, washed 

over Rachel.  Anya’s gratitude had been so sweet, so welcome, so needed. 

And now look what I’m doing to her, thought Rachel miserably. 

But I have to do it, she reminded herself again, and I definitely have to be trying harder here.  

I’ve barely touched Kristina.  I’m the one who’s supposed to want her.  I have to act like it. 
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A visual image came into Rachel’s mind, of something that would make it easier for both of 

them.  She made a gesture to Kristina that she hoped would be taken as “Sit still, let me start this.”  

Kristina flinched as Rachel pulled back her right leg, adjacent to Kristina, and swung it around Kristina’s 

waist.  It was awkward, with barely enough room in the cell for the maneuver.  Rachel then squirmed 

around behind Kristina so that Kristina’s butt was up against Rachel’s crotch.  Rachel put her arms 

around Kristina’s waist, joining her hands together in front of the girl’s stomach, and leaned down to rub 

her lips against Kristina’s shoulder. 

At least I know for sure, now, that I’m not a lesbian, thought Rachel.  I’m sitting here with my 

arms and legs around a pretty naked girl, and I don’t feel anything except wanting to be somewhere 

else, anywhere else. 

At the same time, Rachel knew it would feel very, very different if it were Anya.  She wished so 

much that it could be Anya.  I’m not homosexual, Rachel told herself, but I’m pretty positive I’m not 

heterosexual anymore either.  Rachel found herself wincing at the idea of ever touching a man again, 

after all she had been through. 

I’m Anya-sexual, Rachel explained to herself. 

Outside the cell, Rachel could see that Anya had turned her face away.  However hurt Anya had 

felt at Rachel’s rejection of her five minutes ago, Rachel knew Anya felt much more so now, seeing 

Rachel fondling Kristina.  Rachel had to freeze all thought, for the moment, and work to keep herself 

from crying. 

Rachel moved the palm of her right hand slowly on Kristina’s skin, on her stomach, her thigh, 

her hip, as if enjoying the sensual contact, while still kissing Kristina’s shoulder gently.  She and Kristina 

both remained silent as the rapes began.  

Matt, his pants removed, went down on his knees behind Anya, who made a hopeless, resigned 

moaning sound, and he quickly thrust into her and started pumping; his erection had been visibly ready 

before his pants dropped.  Beyond Rachel’s view, she could hear one of the other team’s guards start 

pumping into the other woman, him grunting while thrusting, her echoing it after each impact. 

Matt finished quickly, and meanwhile another of the other team’s guards took a turn at the 

other woman, obviously her mouth this time, judging from the choking sounds.  The last remaining 

guard from the other team took Matt’s place behind Anya – anal sex this time, each thrust accompanied 

by a cry of pain from Anya. 

Each cry from Anya seemed to stab Rachel’s ears like an icepick. 

Pay attention to what you’re doing, Rachel, she ordered herself.  Rachel’s mind focused on 

Anya’s far worse punishment if Rachel failed to be an ardent lover for Kristina.  As alien as the move 

seemed to Rachel – she knew exactly how Kristina would feel about it – she moved her right hand higher 

to fondle the girl’s right breast softly, opening her mouth at the same time to let her tongue brush 

across Kristina’s shoulder for the first time.  Rachel made some soft sighing and moaning noises.  She 

partially closed her eyes, keeping them open just a slit to keep track of what was happening to Anya. 
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Kristina made a brief move as if intending to push away Rachel’s offending hand, but stopped 

herself, for fear of… Rachel understood that Kristina’s greatest fear was of Rachel herself.  Stop 

worrying, Rachel tried to convey telepathically to Kristina.  I’m not going to make them hurt you.  But 

that constant damned language barrier made it impossible for Rachel to reassure the girl. 

Kristina had no idea what to do with her hands – after fluttering them briefly, she let them drop 

to her sides.  She clearly wanted no further intimate contact with Rachel than absolutely necessary, and 

seemed to decide for the time being that being Rachel’s pliant sex toy was sufficient.  She was making 

some sighing sounds of her own, imitating Rachel, but Rachel could see Kristina’s eyes were wide open, 

and her facial expression conveyed fear more than anything else. 

After the guard finished his assault on Anya, Rachel assumed Boris and Igor would decide 

between them which available woman to make use of, but to her horror, saw that they were standing 

on either end of Anya, Boris behind her, Igor already lifting Anya’s head to push his stiff manhood into 

her mouth.  Anya was pushed back and forth between them like a tennis ball during a seemingly endless 

rally.  Boris finished first with a heavy grunt, while Igor continued pushing himself into Anya’s mouth, 

and drawing gagging sounds out of her, for a minute longer. 

Once Igor was finished, Matt stood by, holding some ropes.  Rachel had heard Boris say 

something to Matt before taking Anya.  Probably he’d sent him out for this equipment.  

Boris ordered Anya up onto her knees, removed Anya’s ring gag and replaced it with one of 

those godawful penis gags.  He unlocked Anya’s handcuffs from her waist chain, then locked them 

together behind her back.  He unlocked and removed her hobble chain, and had her lie flat on her 

stomach.  He then went to retrieve some of the ropes.  One of them was exceptionally long, and Boris 

tied its end to one of the bars in a cell door on the side across from Rachel, some distance behind Anya, 

then ran the free end under Anya’s stomach to loop it around the front of her waist chain, then up along 

her crotch, under the back of her waist chain, then lifted her feet up, pulling them close to her butt, and 

looped the rope around her ankles, tying them tightly together.  Enough rope remained so that he could 

take it back and tie it to the same cell bar where he had started. 

Rachel tried to keep an aroused expression on her face, her eyes still lidded, her lips parted 

when they weren’t kissing Kristina’s shoulder, knowing the tiny camera across from her cell was surely 

watching her now.  She kept fondling Kristina’s breast, running her index finger back and forth across 

the nipple.  She could see Kristina’s eyes growing bigger, her breath coming faster, her teeth biting her 

lip as she watched what was happening to Anya – what would have been happening to Kristina now if 

not for Rachel’s intercession, and what would be done to her tomorrow if she was insufficiently 

responsive to Rachel’s advances. 

Boris now took another long rope and tied it around the fastened-together handcuffs behind 

Anya’s back.  What he did next to complete Anya’s elaborate bondage stopped Rachel’s breathing 

altogether.  Rachel continued to tell herself not to betray any emotion, but she very nearly lost control 

at this point, as she watched Boris pull on the free end of this last rope, making Anya raise her arms up 

behind her back.  Anya instinctively squirmed forward, rocking from side to side to inch ahead on the 

floor, trying to relieve the strain in her shoulders, though every inch forward pulled her ankles away 
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from her butt and caused the rope running through her crotch to pull tighter and tighter between her 

buttocks and across her sex.  Boris continued pulling on the rope, forcing Anya to wriggle farther 

forward, further tightening the crotch rope.  At last, the tension in the crotch rope made it impossible 

for Anya to go any farther, and Boris, maintaining the tension in his rope, keeping Anya’s arms high up 

behind her, finally tied it to another cell bar on Rachel’s side of the aisle.  Anya squealed in pain, then 

moaned, a desolate sound of abject misery.  

Rachel wanted to close her eyes completely, but couldn’t take her eyes away from Anya.  Her 

compulsion to rip Boris’s face off returned, but now she couldn’t do anything about it.  She felt pain in 

sympathy with Anya’s suffering, but knew it was just a tenth as much as Anya was actually going through 

– Anya would feel the rough rope trying to saw her in half at the crotch, yet if she tried to back up along 

the floor to relieve that pain, the strain in her shoulders would increase to the point of feeling as if her 

arms were being ripped away. 

Rachel had no doubt they had tied the other woman in the same way.  She hoped it was the 

final bit of punishment for the women who had caused their team to lose the contest this afternoon – 

punishment from which Boris had offered Rachel a phony opportunity to save Anya, knowing Rachel 

would have to use it on one of the other women instead. 

Rachel knew that if she offered Anya any comfort, or even caught her eyes if Anya turned 

towards her, then Anya’s current pain would be just a tenth as much as she would later be made to 

suffer – at Rachel’s hands. 

Rachel decided she needed to concentrate more on her cellmate.  She pushed her feet 

underneath Kristina’s legs and then drew them towards her, forming a tight cocoon around Kristina.  She 

started wriggling her hips against Kristina’s butt, and moaned louder.  Finally she put her left hand on 

the side of Kristina’s face and gently turned the girl’s face towards her, to kiss her for the first time, 

gradually opening her mouth wider and probing in Kristina’s mouth with her tongue.  Kristina’s eyes 

were wide open in shock, and she briefly tried to pull away, then once again stopped herself from 

resisting. 

This, thought Rachel, feels so much more shameful than what they made me do with the 

Amazon.  Rachel and the Amazon had been tied immovably in place, with no choice in the intimately 

entangled position forced on them by the guards.  Here, Rachel pointed out to herself, I have to do this 

on my own.  I decide what parts of Kristina to touch with my body, my hands, my mouth.  And Kristina, 

for her own equally compelling reasons, is going to make herself play a more active role, soon, than she 

has so far.  I am not looking forward to that. 

Rachel wondered for a moment how long she would have to continue simulating sex, and her 

breath caught when an echo of Boris’s words came back to her: “You have nice long time wit’ her, all 

night.  You keep her busy, she keep you busy.” 

All night!  The words went around and around in Rachel’s head.  He means we can’t stop!  We’re 

not allowed to sleep!  I don’t know if he told Kristina that – in fact, he might have avoided saying it so 

she could find out on her own.  For as long as I seem to want sex with her, she’ll know she has to 

respond! 
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All night, until morning and the food cart arrived to begin a new day – a new, shivering, freezing 

work day – Rachel would have to continue her erotic use of Kristina’s body, in an active, visible way. 

And all of it right in front of Anya!  While every part of Anya’s body is aching from her bondage, 

she’ll see what she could have been doing instead if I’d wanted her!  She’ll watch me do it with someone 

else!  Damn it!  DAMN IT! 

One of the other team’s guards had by now returned with the dogs, from wherever they were 

kenneled during the day.  The guards, apparently satisfied tonight to combine Rape Time and Play Time 

into a single event, filed out, exchanging comments and chuckles, letting the dogs take over. 

The dogs patrolled briefly as usual, ducking under the ropes securing Anya and the other woman 

in place, then retired, as usual, to the front of the aisle. 

Rachel felt no surprise the guards had gone off and left Anya in such a painful position.  She had 

expected that from the start. 

A change in the tone of Anya’s moaning attracted Rachel’s attention once more, and Rachel, not 

moving her head, looked at Anya through slitted eyes.  Anya had turned her head and was now looking 

again in Rachel’s direction.  Rachel moaned in response, a sound that luckily fit in with her physical 

attentions to Kristina.  Rachel knew Anya had decided she had to try to get some comfort from seeing 

Rachel, just from seeing her.  Even though all she could see was Rachel making love with another 

woman. 

Awkwardly, with almost no space to maneuver, Rachel inched her way out from behind Kristina 

to work her away around to face her, sitting now between Kristina’s thighs, her own legs still around 

Kristina’s waist.  I have to, she told herself.  If I keep looking at Anya I’m going to burst out crying.  That 

can’t happen.  I’m sorry, Anya, she thought, I’m sorry for turning my back on you, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, 

I’m sorry. 

Kristina was looking into Rachel’s eyes, with that same fear she’d been showing the entire time. 

Just do it, Rachel, she ordered herself.  Don’t think about it.  Just go nuts. 

Rachel reached up to take both of Kristina’s breasts in her hands, and leaned ahead to plunge 

her tongue into Kristina’s mouth, pinning Kristina’s head against the back wall of the cell, with her lips 

mashed hard against Kristina’s.  Rachel made animal-like grunts of desire and began grinding her crotch 

against Kristina’s. 

No, Rachel thought despairingly, I have to show the camera!  I have to make sure they can see 

what I’m doing!  She kept one hand on Kristina’s breast, fondling it, mauling it, while she put her other 

arm around Kristina to turn her upper body to the side sufficiently so that the camera could have a side 

view of the kiss.  Though she knew that meant Anya could see it clearly as well. 

Still kissing Kristina, and now rubbing every available surface of Kristina’s skin with both hands, 

Rachel reflected on how meaningless sex seemed – all sex.  She had enjoyed it with the few men with 

whom she had shared it, before coming to this place, but what was it other than bumping bodies 

pointlessly? 
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But her mind came back to Anya.  How much she wanted to feel the warmth and softness of 

Anya against her, feel Anya’s heart beating in time with her own, to see Anya’s smile and know she 

herself had inspired it.  That means something, Rachel told herself.  But I’ll never experience it. 

Rachel and Anya had spent their lifetimes separated by half a world, and now that they had met, 

against all odds, a cage door had clanged shut between them, forever separating them. 

The thought made Rachel as despondent as she had ever been. 

Outside the cell, Rachel could hear Anya crying.  That same heartbroken sound Rachel had been 

hearing for days. 

***** 

Anya made herself stop crying.  It won’t help, she told herself.  Nobody will feel sympathy.  

Nobody will stop the pain. 

I just want the pain to end, she thought.  I want it to end forever. 

Since she was inside her own head, Anya didn’t have to explain to herself that she didn’t mean 

physical pain.  She had that now, certainly, with that strain in her shoulders and arms, raw scratching of 

the rope running tightly through her crotch, and residual ache from the rapes.  Not to mention 

everything that had happened to her in the weeks she had been here.  She no longer knew exactly how 

many weeks it had been.  

No, she thought, that pain, the physical pain, I just have to live with that.  It’s what my life is 

about now. 

But the pain from missing Retchell.  It hurts too much. 

Retchell had hit her in the face once, but that was nothing.  They had made Retchell do that.  

And Anya had seen how sorry Retchell was, long before she had taught Anya the word “sorry” in her 

language.  Anya never blamed Retchell for that, any more than she blamed Kalina for whipping her.  

That’s just what happens here, Anya reminded herself.  When somebody does something really bad, 

then they make them hurt someone else. 

But the pain of Retchell abandoning her.  For no reason.  Anya couldn’t bear it.  She hadn’t done 

anything to deserve it.  Anya just couldn’t understand.  

It was her nightmare, in real life. 

For years, ever since she had started getting interested in boys, Anya had had a bad dream at 

night, a few times every month.  There would be a boy in the dream – sometimes it was one Anya knew 

at school and liked, not always the same boy, just whichever one Anya was interested in at the time – 

and sometimes it was just purely a dream boy, someone cute Anya had made up in her head.  The start 

of the dream was very nice.  The boy would be excited to be with her, he’d bring her flowers, dance with 

her, give her a quick kiss as she giggled, and she knew that she was falling in love with the dream boy, 

and that they’d share their lives together.  The way she wished it would happen in real life.  But then, in 

the dream, suddenly there would be a change.  The boy would suddenly seem to forget Anya was there.  

He was sitting right next to her, but he would casually look at his watch, think about someplace he was 
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supposed to be, and wander off without a word or a glance.  She would yell at him: Wait, where are you 

going, come back!  But though he was only a few meters away, he couldn’t hear her.  She wasn’t able to 

chase him.  She could only sit dumbfounded as he forgot her existence and drifted aimlessly away. 

And now: Retchell. 

That night after Retchell had hit her, and obviously felt so bad about it, Retchell had reached 

into Anya’s cell to comfort her.  And feeling Retchell’s hand on her breast – it was like an electrical shock 

that didn’t hurt at all, it only spread warmth through Anya’s entire body. 

With Retchell teaching Anya her language and learning Russian, just so they could talk more to 

each other, with Retchell touching her, feeling so warm against her when Anya was shivering from the 

cold, with Retchell smiling at her, Anya forgot how awful everything else here was.  The freezing cold, 

the fear of the guards, the rapes on most nights, the pain from various staged fights she almost always 

lost – none of that mattered when she was with Retchell.  Anya remembered how Retchell seemed so 

excited to show her snow, just so she could teach Anya her word for it and learn Anya’s.  

Anya had stopped imagining there could ever be anything she could feel happy about in this 

place.  Happy was a dead emotion.  But Retchell had made it alive again. 

And then Retchell just wandered off and forgot her. 

Maybe that’s what the dream always meant, she thought.  It was something that was going to 

happen in real life, as soon as I fell in love. 

Anya hadn’t called it love at first.  She’d never imagined having that kind of feeling for a woman.  

It wasn’t right, it wasn’t normal.  But nothing in this place was normal.  Anya no longer had any ghost of 

an interest in men.  She fervently wished, somehow, she could never see another penis in her life, but 

knew she always would, the guards would always use her any way they wanted.  Men were horrible. 

But Retchell was magical.  She could touch Anya and make her want to live again.  Anya had 

been having dreams about Retchell that weren’t like the nightmare.  Dreams where she and Retchell 

made love and never wanted to stop. 

But Retchell stopped. 

It hurt so bad. 

Anya had tried to end the pain herself: today, in the big race.  Anya had somehow thought 

Retchell would stay with her, and they could run together through the snow.  She didn’t know why she’d 

thought that.  She supposed she must have thought wishing would make it come true.  But Retchell 

hadn’t looked at her, just like she hadn’t been looking at Anya for days.  Retchell just ran away from her, 

leaving her to run by herself. 

Anya hadn’t seen the two big women coming at her until they were right in front of her.  It was 

as if two blurry trees had suddenly moved and hit her, knocking her on her back. 

Anya had sat up, trying to clear her head.  She could see blurred shapes in the distance, of the 

other women.  She knew one of them was Retchell, and she was sure Retchell would come back to help 

her.  But all of the shapes up ahead had just run on. 
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Anya had started crying, the tears freezing on her cheeks.  Then she just lay back, on her back in 

the snow.  She was in a small hollow, and couldn’t see back to the window room while she was lying 

down.  The guards wouldn’t see her.  She could just lie there for awhile and the pain would end and 

never come back. 

But then two of her teammates, running back to their own room, had seen her, had come over 

to her, had both picked her up with hands under her shoulders and dragged her back to the window 

room.  She’d tried to tell them to leave her alone, but it was too cold and her mouth wouldn’t work. 

Back in the window room, all the women from the other team had piled on top of her, rubbing 

back and forth, until she stopped shivering. 

She knew she would never get another chance: so easy to end it, with no guards to interfere, 

but those women had dragged her back to the world of Retchell-less pain. 

Anya had walked like a zombie to the shower.  And then the snake in the shower room made 

her forget Retchell, just for a few minutes.  She couldn’t see the snake, but the other women screamed 

and said there was one. 

When she was five years old, Anya had gone to bed one night and found a snake hiding under 

the covers.  She’d screamed for an hour back then, and had to sleep in her parents’ bed for a month. 

She hated snakes.  She hated this place.  She hated the women who had brought her back inside 

to keep hurting, one of whom was making love with Retchell right before her eyes.  The only thing she 

didn’t hate was Retchell.  And Retchell hated her. 

She started crying again. 
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CHAPTER 25 

Doctor Tourachev sat in the chair across from General Karozki’s desk and, as usual, came to his 

point without preamble.  “I have another experiment I’d like to try.” 

The general gave him a bemused look.  “Don’t you have enough going on already?” 

The doctor shrugged.  “I’m good at multitasking.  Anyway, this one involves the snakes.” 

The general raised an eyebrow.  “We didn’t get rid of those?” 

The doctor shook his head.  “I was considering this new experiment as soon as I saw the 

dramatic effect they had on the president’s daughter.”  He leaned forward.  “I want to try that same 

thing on another girl, but this time let it go to completion.” 

The general frowned.  “By ‘completion,’ you mean what, exactly?” 

“Well, obviously, complete coverage of her body, entry into her orifices.  In the end, death.” 

The general sat forward suddenly.  “You told the president the snakes couldn’t kill Marya!” 

“I didn’t say that.  I assured him that Marya wouldn’t die as a result of what we were planning.  I 

felt completely confident that she would use her ability to end the snake attack before she was in mortal 

danger.”  He smirked.  “And I was right.” 

The general sat back again, still not quite happy.  “What, then, would be the mechanism of 

death, in your experiment?” 

“I did suggest one of the possibilities in the script I gave Madame Gerova: that one or more 

snakes would circle the girl’s neck and choke her.  Most likely that would happen unless she kept her 

head perfectly still – the snake would react instinctively if he perceived a threat of being caught 

between her neck and her chin.  And I believe that if she did keep her head still, then another of the 

snakes would enter her mouth and likely try to wriggle down her throat, choking her that way.” 

“And I suppose she could just as likely die of heart failure.” 

The doctor clapped his hands together.  “There!  You’ve seen to the basic question of the 

experiment!  I would like to see whether the girl’s heart can hold out long enough for the snakes to do 

the job.  If so, we might consider adding this to our list of executions for the worst of all criminals.  The 

ones we have who participated in the assassination plot, for example.”  He tilted his head.  “We have 

authority to execute as we see fit.  I believe the president would be sufficiently pleased with this method 

that it would override any after-the-fact objections he might have to its use on his daughter.  She did 

survive it, and the terror she experienced was both satisfying to him in its own right, and satisfying in its 

consequences.” 

The general sighed.  “Okay, suppose the girl’s own body doesn’t kill her, and allows the snakes 

to do it.  That would just be one particular girl.  Another might react differently.” 

The doctor’s eyes lit up.  “There, you’ve done it again!  It is important to make use of a test 

subject with an extreme phobia of snakes, such as young Marya has.  One so intense that the girl would 
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serve as the acid test of the thesis.  If such a test subject survives until the snakes do her in, I am 

convinced anyone will.  She may faint, I believe, but most likely only once.  Afterward her blood flow will 

have stabilized in adjustment to her body’s extreme level of panic.  So aside from those few minutes of 

unconsciousness, probably early on, she should be conscious to the end to experience it all.” 

“How do you find this extreme snakeophobe?  If that’s the word.” 

Another smirk.  “I already have.  I deposited a snake on the floor of the shower room and noted 

the reactions of all of our inmates passing through.  There was quite a lot of screaming, of course, but 

only one girl had a full-blown panic reaction on the level of Marya’s.  She kept screaming, crouching in a 

near-fetal position, for several minutes after I’d taken the snake away.  I want to use her for the 

experiment.” 

“I assume you found out who she was.” 

The doctor looked down at the notes he had brought.  “I checked our records and found her 

name.  Anya Simonina.” 

The general choked back a laugh.  “I’m glad you come and ask me before you run these 

experiments of yours.  You can’t have her.  We need her to keep the American girl in line.” 

The doctor’s face radiated disappointment.  “None of the other inmates would be nearly so 

good for the purpose.  Couldn’t someone else serve as a check on Miss Preston?” 

The general shook his head.  “We already executed Miss Preston’s compatriot.  We were free to 

do that because Miss Simonina was available to fill the need.  And obviously you know the president has 

an interest in the American girl.  He wants to use her in that project you told him you’ve been working 

on.  So we certainly can’t execute her.  It’s unfortunate he didn’t express his interest in one of the 

Americans before we shot Miss Forrest, but we can’t undo an execution.” 

“But as I said, couldn’t some other inmate take the place of Simonina, for controlling Miss 

Preston?” 

The general shook his head.  “Miss Preston hasn’t shown any evidence of bonding with anyone 

else.” 

The doctor, crestfallen, was silent for a moment.  Then he brightened suddenly.  “The 

president’s plan for Miss Preston involves taking her away from here.  If he does, then can I have Miss 

Simonina?” 

The general frowned in thought.  “Miss Simonina is one of a group of thirty-eight women 

brought here from an underground conspiracy cell in Arkhatz.  It was a large cell.  The sixty men went 

elsewhere, of course.  We executed thirty-three of the thirty-eight immediately – that by itself was 

enough to satisfy the nutritional needs of our inmates for some time – but we saw fit to keep five young, 

pretty ones for the guards to play with.  Miss Simonina has already been used once to punish one of the 

others.  We may still need her for that.” 

“Not if there are five of them!  Any one of them can serve as a check on the behavior of any of 

the others.” 
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The general sat back and considered for nearly a full minute.  At last he sighed.  “All right.  If the 

president removes Miss Preston from this facility, you may have Simonina.” 

The doctor stood, his face glowing.  “Thank you.  I will make preparations, in case.” 

***** 

Rachel judged, from the increasingly frantic look in Kristina’s eyes, that the girl had decided that 

being Rachel’s passive sex doll probably was not enough.  Rachel could see Kristina’s eyes constantly 

fixing on Anya, especially when Anya wriggled to try to find a way to relieve the stress, and then 

moaned.  Kristina had to be picturing herself in the same straits, as she would be all day tomorrow if she 

didn’t “satisfy” Rachel. 

Kristina kept opening her mouth as if to say something, perhaps to ask Rachel what she wanted, 

followed by biting her lip in frustration at the communication barrier.  At last she stuck her tongue out 

and made a licking motion, with a questioning look in her eyes. 

I guess, thought Rachel, that is something we could do that’s a little less strenuous.  She nodded, 

and gave Kristina one of her smiles whose sincerity Kristina probably did not know her well enough to 

judge.  Kristina sighed in seeming relief, and began licking Rachel’s neck, softly, making quiet moans of 

satisfaction as if Rachel was a favorite dessert sweet.  Gradually, by slow inches, she moved her efforts 

down to Rachel’s breast. 

Rachel realized, again, that she was sitting in such a position that the camera couldn’t see what 

Kristina was doing.  She shifted around to lean her back against the side wall of the cell.  There, she 

thought grimly, perfect. 

She tried hard to wrap herself in a fantasy that it was Anya licking and sucking on her breast, but 

it proved impossible.  She couldn’t erase, from her conscious mind, her knowledge of exactly where 

Anya really was right now, the suffering Anya was going through.  Though Rachel’s eyes were closed, the 

image of Anya in that painful bondage remained at the forefront of her mind, like the window on a 

computer screen that insists on staying in front of all other windows no matter what you do. 

To Rachel, the most maddening thing was that she couldn’t be sure anyone was watching right 

now, nor that she wasn’t allowed to stop having sex with Kristina.  That had seemed to be the 

implication Boris had been trying to make, but he had never come right out and said it.  That was, to 

Rachel, the most frustrating feature of Boris’s little joke on the two of them.  She and Kristina might be 

making erotic use of each other’s bodies for no reason at all. 

But by far the most painful part of the experience was having to do it in front of Anya. 

Rachel closed her eyes and sighed in fake ecstasy. 

***** 

Yelena closed her eyes.  It did feel nice. 

She and Marya were in the partly-filled bathtub, and Marya was just finishing shaving Yelena’s 

legs, ending with her inner thighs, her fingers flattening the skin under the shaving foam so the razor 
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could slide smoothly up to Yelena’s sex lips.  She left Yelena’s stubbly bush alone, as Yelena had told her 

to.  Yelena wondered if the stubble hurt the men’s balls when they did her from behind.  She hoped so. 

Marya grinned and said, “All done!”, and leaned down to kiss Yelena’s sex.  She playfully 

continued trailing kisses up Yelena’s stomach, paused at her breasts to suck for a moment, and then 

continued up to Yelena’s neck.  She kissed and licked that spot behind and below Yelena’s ear that had 

always made her shiver when kissed there. 

Marya had grinned again and giggled, a genuine giggle that made Yelena’s eyes shoot open.  

Marya murmured, “You like that, don’t you?” and made a show of giving exaggerated, sloppy kisses in 

that same spot. 

This is real, Yelena thought.  I’ve been feeling she has not been faking it the last couple of days, 

but this is so real that no actress in the world could have me so convinced if it wasn’t. 

Yelena was forced to the conclusion: Yes, my guess was right.  She’s fully, completely Hélène 

now, and sees me as her lover Hélène.  And she’s happy with that. 

I don’t care what the reason is.  I don’t care if she’s completely cut herself off from the Marya 

that was, to become the Hélène that is.  As long as it means she’s happy.  If she’s happy in this 

madhouse, then I can live with the shame of what they have made me do to her. 

Yelena, reminding herself once more of her obligations, twisted around and downward to bring 

her mouth closer to Marya’s.  Holding both sides of Marya’s head, she gave her a long, loving kiss.  It 

was Marya who used her tongue first. 

***** 

Rachel could see the determination grow behind Kristina’s eyes, as the hours went by.  

Obviously the girl was worried by Rachel’s lack of obvious sexual response.  If I could just get wet for her, 

Rachel thought, that would help so much.  She’d feel like she was accomplishing something. 

Rachel tried, just once, remembering sexual encounters with past boyfriends, but all such 

memories seemed soiled now, mixed together with the long series of rapes that summarized to her 

what it was that all men, even the nice ones, had ever wanted from her. 

Kristina would even be happy if I just faked an orgasm, Rachel thought, even if she knew it was 

fake.  If I could just give her some sign that I appreciated her efforts, and let her rest for awhile, that 

would be fine with her.  She doesn’t know that it isn’t that simple.  I can’t do the fake, then give her a 

smile and a friendly post-coital kiss and let both of us get a little sleep.  I have to keep this going. 

Kristina was licking Rachel between her breasts now, making soft moaning sounds. Rachel 

jumped slightly when she felt Kristina’s fingers in her crotch, softly rubbing her sex.  And then Kristina 

began licking lower, inching her tongue towards Rachel’s navel. 

Rachel was appalled by the realization that Kristina would, in a few minutes, be licking her sex, 

and then suddenly realized that Kristina was probably playing her last card: if cunnilingus didn’t work, 

she would probably panic.  And from that vantage point, it would be painfully obvious to Kristina that it 

wasn’t working. 
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I’ve got to take the focus away from between my legs, Rachel told herself.  I need to give her 

some way to seem to make me happy.  I can’t fake arousal, but I can fake being happy.  For that, she 

needs to see my face. 

Rachel slid her arm under Kristina’s armpit, and gently pulled her upward.  As soon as Kristina’s 

face was in range, Rachel kissed her, running her tongue in a circle around Kristina’s.  She made what 

she judged to be a pleased sighing sound when Kristina began sucking on her tongue.  After a minute of 

that, she pulled away just enough to show Kristina a benign smile, and then resumed playing with her 

tongue.  She wrapped both arms around Kristina and pulled her tightly against her.  There, she thought, 

broadcasting her thoughts to Kristina.  Just stay up here like this.  We’ll be fine. 

Rachel nearly lost it when she heard a sharp gasp of pain from Anya, followed by renewed soft 

sobbing.  She felt a sudden urge to bite Kristina’s tongue off, so strong was her need to act on the anger 

coursing through her.  She had to remind herself over and over, it’s not Kristina’s fault, it’s not her fault, 

it’s not her fault.  We’re all victims here. 

She hugged Kristina more tightly, pushing her tongue farther into Kristina’s mouth. 

***** 

Rachel and Kristina were lying on their sides, arms and legs wrapped around each other, kissing 

passionately, when they both convulsed suddenly at the sound of the airhorn.  They resumed kissing – 

Rachel had no intention of stopping until Boris said it was okay – as the tramping feet of the guards 

passed by her cell.  At last Rachel heard the key turning in the lock, and her cell door swung open – not 

completely, as Anya was in the way, but enough to let Kristina out.  Boris had bent down and looked into 

the cell, grinning.  “Was she good girl?” 

Rachel nodded vigorously, smiling, to make it obvious to Kristina what she was telling him.  She 

could see the relief in Kristina’s face.  “Oh, yes.  That was very nice.” 

As Kristina scrambled out, Boris turned his smirk towards Anya.  Rachel assumed Boris was 

about to bend down to start freeing Anya.  Instead, after nudging Anya with his boot to make sure she 

was awake, he dropped a very short piece of rope, about a foot long, a few feet in front of Anya’s face.  

It was probably leftover from last night, discarded atop one of the cells. 

Rachel had barely enough time to think, What the hell, is he going to tie her up more? before 

Anya seemed to go berserk. 

Anya, as soon as she saw the rope, convulsed and let out a piercing scream, and started 

struggling with the ropes in what seemed a complete panic.  Each time she tried to straighten her legs, 

the rope tied to her hobble chain tightened in her crotch, where Rachel was sure the skin was already 

raw enough that it had to be agony, and as she bent her elbows to try to bring her arms down for 

protection, the strain in her shoulders had to be excruciating, but Anya couldn’t stop squirming.  Or 

screaming. 

Rachel could hear the laughter of Boris and the other guards.  Boris at last picked up the rope, 

and held it in front of Anya’s eyes.  Anya stopped screaming, or more accurately her screaming turned to 
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ordinary crying.  It was obvious to Rachel that Anya must have thought, at first, the rope was something 

else, since her panic ended as soon as she could see it clearly. 

Rachel suddenly remembered the snake in the shower room yesterday.  The rope did look a lot 

like a snake, but that couldn’t be it, Rachel told herself.  Anya hadn’t been in the shower room then.  She 

didn’t get there until later, and the old guy had picked up the snake as Rachel watched.  It wouldn’t have 

still been there for Anya to see. 

Whatever Anya had thought the rope was, Boris had known how she was going to react.  That 

much was beyond argument. 

Rachel resolved again to kill Boris if the opportunity ever arose. 

***** 

Rachel moaned at her first sight of the new window room.  The three, perhaps four inches of 

snow from yesterday remained, untrampled here.  But worse than that was the layout of the land.  

There was about a five-foot-wide level shelf of ground just outside the window, but from there the 

ground sloped downward – not an extreme incline, but enough that footing on the snow, especially as it 

became more compacted, would be tricky, both going out and downward, and then returning upward.  

The trees were closer to the window, so that was good, but Rachel knew her thighs would ache by the 

end of the day from going up and down the natural ramp.  

Rachel couldn’t see the ground under the trees from inside the window room, but there turned 

out to be a lot of pine straw.  Rachel speculated that they might alternate, every few weeks, between 

the first two rooms she had seen and the other two, to give the trees a chance to shed more straw.  

Judging from the pristine snow just outside the window, this room hadn’t been in use yesterday, at 

least. 

Kristina seemed unable to look at Rachel.  She had tried once, and given Rachel what Rachel 

took to be a grateful smile, both for rescuing her from last night’s torture and for giving a positive report 

on her efforts so that she wouldn’t have to be tortured tonight – but immediately the girl’s face had 

gone bright red, and she’d looked away quickly, no doubt wishing she could scrub her memory of what 

she had spent all those hours doing with Rachel.  And perhaps worried that Rachel would request a 

return engagement.  

Rachel worried about the upcoming strain in her leg muscles as she did her outdoor work, 

following a night of zero sleep, but those worries were dwarfed by her fretting about Anya.  Anya 

seemed to sleepwalk when she was outside.  She did keep moving, and nobody had perceived a need to 

go out and help her – she didn’t fall down and lay there unmoving.  But she didn’t seem to want to get 

back inside as quickly as she could, the way all the other women did – the way anyone would.  Rachel 

didn’t think it was the ache in Anya’s arms and crotch from last night’s bondage, or the sheer exhaustion 

she must be feeling after a sleepless, pain-filled night, that was preventing her from moving faster.  And 

it wasn’t that Anya didn’t feel the cold: she always returned shivering convulsively, her teeth chattering.  

It simply looked as though she didn’t want to make the effort to go any faster, and she gave the 

impression that she didn’t want to return at all.  She probably knew that if she did stop and stay out 
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there, a guard would eventually come dashing out and pull her back in, and then whip her afterward.  

But Rachel was concerned that even that wasn’t going to serve as a motivation forever. 

Later in the day, a man Rachel hadn’t seen before came into the window room and handed Boris 

a note.  Boris had taken it, and then conferred with Matt and Igor.  After discussion, during which they 

all seemed to look intently around the room, focusing on each girl in turn, they seemed to come to an 

agreement.  Boris caught the attention of the man who’d brought the note and pointed to one of 

Rachel’s teammates.  Rachel had no idea on what basis they’d made a selection.  She was positive, 

though, that it was good that they hadn’t picked out her or Anya. 

The man nodded, went to speak to the indicated woman, who went instantly pale but then 

sighed and nodded her head.  He attached a leash and led her out. 

***** 

After work and the shower, Rachel and the rest returned to the cell block, and blinked in 

surprise at seeing a completely unknown, terrified-looking girl in one of the cells already – in the cell, 

Rachel realized in a moment, of the woman who had been led away from the window room and hadn’t 

come back. 

Rachel gasped as she put it all together, remembering the earlier new girl showing up in a cell 

across from Rachel’s a few days ago.  Like tonight’s new girl, that earlier one had been, and still was, 

sitting in a cell that had belonged to a woman who hadn’t returned from work. 

I’ve just seen the whole process, thought Rachel, appalled.  The cycle of life.  When a woman 

arrives at the prison, young, pretty, nice body, and they decide they want to keep her around, they 

make a place for her by picking out one they don’t want anymore and getting rid of her.  I saw the 

choice being made – the choice of who would die so they would have this new one to play with. 

What Rachel found most appalling of all was the older woman’s reaction.  She had been around 

long enough, Rachel was sure, that she knew how it worked.  She had to have seen it happen many 

times before, and now it was happening to her.  She knew her execution had finally come.  You could 

see that in her face.  And yet, it took her just seconds to accept it.  She was sick of it all; she knew her life 

would never get better; she just wanted to end it. 

I hope I never, ever feel that way, Rachel thought.  I am not just going to walk away quietly with 

them.  When that time comes, I’m going to fight.  What are they going to do if I fight them over 

execution?  Threaten me with death? 

She buried a groan as her thoughts returned to Anya.  Anya would have gone with them quietly, 

Rachel told herself.  I didn’t see Anya’s face when the girl was taken away, because I was trying not to 

look at her, but I have a feeling I would have seen Anya wishing it was her. 

Rachel felt the tears starting again.  She wiped one away with her shoulder. 

***** 

Oksana had always wondered what this last walk would be like. 
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I guess I could say I’ll miss my friends, she thought, but I never got to know any of them very 

well.  She rolled her eyes, thinking: Well, I did have sex with several of them. 

It’s funny, though, she thought, I never had anything like what was going on with that tall 

blonde girl, the English girl, and that really tiny cutie.  The way they got all giggly around each other.  

Now I guess they must have had a fight about something.  I hope they get back together.  I guess I’ll miss 

finding out if they do. 

But I’m glad, she told herself, that I never really got close to anybody.  You can’t do that here.  

And right now that would tear at my heart, if they were taking me away from somebody. 

But there’s no problem, she said to herself.  It’s just time for it to be over.  And I’m glad.  Maybe 

there’ll be something better later, after I’m dead.  Except it seems like God forgot all about me all these 

years.  Why would He leave me in this place all this time? 

But the main thing is, she thought, nodding to herself, I’m getting away.  Finally.  I won’t be here 

anymore. 

Oksana saw there was a window in the hallway she was being led down.  Not another snow 

room, she decided, after a moment of misgiving.  There’s not enough light coming through the window 

for that.  It’s looking into something, not outside. 

She turned to look curiously through the window as they reached it.  And stopped, her jaw 

dropping. 

Obviously the room behind the window was cold.  There was frost at the corners of the window, 

and patches of ice on the walls.  There was a cloud of condensation coming out of the mouth of the man 

in a heavy coat working at one table. 

There was a human leg on the table, a female leg, long and shapely.  Just the leg.  The leg was 

ivory-colored, almost white.  But it was real, Oksana was sure.  Drained of blood.  The man held a 

cleaver, obviously about to start making cuts through the meat. 

Beside the table, Oksana saw a bin, filled to the top with more severed legs.  Another bin 

elsewhere held arms.  Through the swinging door the man had walked through, Oksana thought she saw 

a torso on another table, a big opening in its stomach. 

She felt the pull on her leash.  No, she thought, no!  It can’t be!! 

After all this time, all those meals in her cell, Oksana understood she was seeing the answer to 

the mystery of what kind of meat that had been. 

I’ve been eating… and now I’m going to be…. 

She turned to run.  Her mind had stopped using any words now, other than: Run!  Go! 

Strong arms caught her, brought her through the door beyond the window.  Into a very, very 

cold room. 

Quickly three men lifted her, turned her upside down, and hung her hobble chain over a hook in 

the ceiling. 
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She struggled to get loose from her handcuffs, though she had years ago realized it was 

impossible.  As she turned at the end of the hook, starting to shiver from the cold, she saw there were 

other women there with her.  Or bodies that had been women.  Hanging upside down from hooks as 

Oksana was, their bodies complete except for missing their heads. 

There was a gutter in the floor directly beneath her, its bottom and sides a crusty red color. 

The last man leaving the room patted her side, and said, “The butcher will be with you when he 

gets time.” 

She screamed. 

No, she thought, damn it, no!!!  I thought dying would get me out of this place! 

She struggled with the chains and the cold as long as she could.  But at last she felt her muscles 

tire, slow, stop.  The cold began penetrating her far more deeply than it ever had outside. 
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CHAPTER 26 

Yelena winced as she read the note.  She seemed to do that every time, but then the notes were 

always that distressing. 

The more she thought about it, the more worried she became.  This could wreck everything, she 

fretted.  And oddly, I don’t think they’re creating the threat intentionally.  They don’t know enough 

about Marya’s current mental state to throw this idea against it.  This is pure chance. 

It was a detailed note.  She committed it to memory before she threw it away, then returned to 

her room. 

Marya threw herself at her, as usual.  “I missed you, Hélène!”  Long, passionate kiss. 

At last Yelena was able to break the kiss, keeping her forehead pressed against Marya’s.  In her 

most cheerful voice, she said, “Hélène dear, we’re going to do a stage play together!” 

Marya gasped, and pulled Yelena against her for a tight squeeze.  “I would love that.  What’s it 

about?” 

“Well, I’ll tell you about it, and then we’ll need to do some rehearsing.” 

***** 

It happened so unexpectedly that Rachel nearly missed seeing the opportunity being presented.  

She could never have forgiven herself if she’d blown the chance.  Who knows, she thought later, when 

another would have come up. 

It was the third day in the new window room.  Anya seemed more and more withdrawn, more 

distant.  Rachel was seriously worried.  Through the first five runs outside, Anya had been taking longer 

and longer.  Rachel was wondering if Anya might take a trip farther down the hill, to a point invisible 

behind the trees, and just lie down in the snow to sleep forever. 

On the far side of the room, across from Rachel, two of the women suddenly started shouting at 

each other.  Last night, these two girls had lost fights and been forced to spend the night in that sitting-

upright lovemaking position, spending the first part simulating passionate sex for the guards and then 

spending the entire rest of the night still tied up with each other.  There was no way to tell how much 

sleep they had gotten, but no doubt their tempers were frayed, and the fight was likely a continuation of 

some irritation that had started last night. 

Before the guards could move, the women had progressed from yelling to throwing themselves 

against each other, fighting with shoulders and elbows.  The guards then, whose first instinct had been 

to stop them, stood back with arms folded and watched instead, grinning. 

You are being so stupid! was the thought Rachel broadcast at the two girls telepathically.  You 

know the guards are going to make you “make friends” tonight!  You’ll spend tonight the same way you 

spent last night! 

Around the room, the other women were shouting, either encouragement or pleas to stand 

down, Rachel judged.  Presumably a mixture. 
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And then Rachel suddenly realized what the noise and the guards’ attention to the fighters 

meant.  Ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod! ran like lightning through her mind.  Do it, do it now, Rachel!  

You might only have one minute while the guards are totally occupied with the fight!  Nobody’s 

watching you, nobody can hear you! 

Rachel shuffled towards Anya, who was standing about ten feet away, not showing any more 

interest in the fight than she had in anything else.  Rachel was prepared to change course instantly if any 

guard’s attention strayed her way, but that looked unlikely. 

Oh, no! she wailed.  Now what were those words??  I know what I want to say, and now it’s 

gone right out of my head!  Near panic, Rachel cast her mind back to Alina’s room, tried to visualize 

Alina sitting in front of her, teaching her.  What were those words?? 

Got it!  Got it! 

Rachel moved directly in front of Anya, and willed Anya to look up.  Anya did, and her eyes 

suddenly grew as round as saucers. 

Rachel looked straight at those eyes.  Time seemed to stop, though Rachel remained conscious 

she had very little.  There was plenty of clamor in the room to prevent anyone overhearing.  Slowly, 

distinctly, putting all of her feeling into the words, she said just loud enough, “Anya, ya tebya lyublyu.  Ya 

tebya lyublyu.  I… love… you.” 

She’d said it right, for the first time!  The word “lyublyu” seemed to flow out of her mouth as if 

she herself had invented it. 

I know, thought Rachel, that a lot of languages have different wordings for I Love You, with 

different shades of meaning.  Considering the context in which Alina had taught her to say these words, 

Rachel felt sure this particular I Love You was meant romantically.  

That’s fine, thought Rachel.  That’s what I want Anya to hear. 

The effect on Anya was electric – in a specialized sense, the sense of electrical paddles used in a 

medical emergency to jolt a stalled heart back to life. 

Anya’s eyes got bigger still, with a tear forming at the corner of each, and completely locked 

with Rachel’s.  In a very soft voice, she said, “I lahvv yu, Retchell.” 

Rachel hadn’t realized what she was about to do next until she did it.  We need a signal, she had 

suddenly thought.  For when we can’t speak.  She looked back towards the fight, and judged she still had 

at least a few more seconds of safety.  She gestured with her chin towards her hand, down at her waist.  

Anya looked down.  Rachel curled her pinky finger in and held it with her thumb, her other three fingers 

held out straight.  She said again, “I… love… you,” and wriggled her index finger, then middle finger, then 

ring finger, in time with the words, so Anya would know each finger stood for one of the words, the 

three little words. 

Anya, her face glowing, nodded once, and then suddenly turned and shuffled away, not looking 

at Rachel. 
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She stopped about ten feet away, and turned sideways to Rachel, still not looking at her.  Not 

smiling.  But somehow Rachel, with her side view of Anya’s face, could still see the glow, as bright as the 

sun. 

And in front of Anya’s thigh, Rachel could see Anya’s left hand, the one nearer Rachel.  Anya was 

holding down her pinky with her thumb, the other three fingers held out straight. 

She understands! thought Rachel.  She understands everything!  She understands I’ve been 

ordered to keep away from her.  That everything I’ve done to hurt her has been because they made me 

do it.  And she understands that none of that is ended, that I still have to ignore her, to pretend she is 

nothing to me.  That I can’t be seen talking to her or even standing with her. 

And she understands we can both say I Love You without words, any time we want. 

I want so much to hold her! Rachel thought.  But that would be too dangerous even if our hands 

were free.  But sometime that could happen too.  It might be years from now.  But we just need to wait 

for it.  There’s plenty of time. 

The guards had separated the fighting women at last, probably concerned that no work was 

getting done.  Igor and Matt, between the two of them, managed to get the two of them subdued and 

sitting on the floor.  Their hands had been unlocked from their waists and relocked behind their backs, 

and each had a leash clipped to her collar whose other end was wrapped around her hobble chain, 

making her sit bent over. 

Boris signaled to the next girl in the rotation, who nodded and went outside. 

Shit! thought Rachel.  Now we’ve got a rotation of six instead of eight! 

Rachel realized she didn’t really care.  She wanted to get outside and run naked in the snow!  

She had too much energy to stand around in here.  She wanted the cold, she wanted the shivering, she 

wanted to feel alive!  To keep feeling as alive as she did right this minute. 

***** 

The rest of the day seemed to go quickly.  The hardest part of it was to avoid looking at Anya.  

Rachel decided she had to be satisfied with the fact they had declared their love for each other, and 

with knowing that each would know how the other felt no matter what happened between them.  If 

they make me hit her during Play Time again, thought Rachel, I know she’ll understand.  She knows how 

impossible it is to stand up against the pressure they bring against you.  But we feel what we feel about 

each other. 

It started snowing again late in the afternoon, and it was noticeably colder on Rachel’s last two 

trips outside.  She sighed with relief when, after the last girl in the rotation returned, Boris gave the 

signal to the first girl not to bother starting another round.  The work day was over.  Or so it seemed. 

All the women stood around, looking exhausted, waiting for Igor to start chaining them 

together.  Igor and Matt first released the two girls who’d been fighting, to whom Rachel knew she 

would feel eternally grateful.  Surprisingly, the guards removed their hobble chains and, after unlocking 

their hands from behind their back, left them unfettered. 
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Then Boris started speaking to them at some length, pointing outside and making other gestures 

Rachel couldn’t quite figure out.  Rachel was not at all surprised to see the two women give tiny shakes 

of their heads and emit groans, though they didn’t venture any greater resistance than that. 

One of them gave a heavy sigh, walked to the inner door and opened it, the other trailing 

behind her, both of them with their heads down and shoulders slumped.  They squeezed into the little 

phone booth area together, and hesitating momentarily but clearly knowing she couldn’t put it off more 

than a few seconds, the first one pushed the outer door open and they both went out into the snow. 

Moving over a few feet to be directly in front of the window, and already shivering intensely as 

snowflakes began falling on their heads and shoulders, they faced each other, wrapped their arms 

around each other and began kissing. 

I knew it, thought Rachel, I told you guys this would happen!  But I thought it would wait until 

tonight. 

Matt went into the phone booth and rattled the handle of the outer door, apparently to make 

sure it was locked.  He stepped back out quickly – the temperature in there was intermediate between 

the comfort inside and the freezing air outside, but Matt clearly didn’t care for it, dressed as lightly as he 

was.  Rachel glared at him.  Try it naked, idiot, she thought at him. 

Outside, easily visible through the window, the two “lovers” continued kissing, running their 

hands up and down each other’s back, each glancing inside very briefly from time to time.  Boris, each 

time, would make a “keep going” gesture.  Each time he did, they resumed kissing and caressing with a 

little more ardor than before. 

It looked obvious to Rachel that no time limit was involved.  The rule was simply that the door 

would not be unlocked until they put on a show sufficiently intense and erotic to satisfy the guards. 

As strongly conscious as Rachel was of the need to keep from looking at Anya, her eyes strayed 

in that direction at one point – and then she was faced with the new problem of keeping a straight face, 

and not bursting out laughing.  She closed her eyes and put a picture of Mandy being tortured firmly in 

front of her mind’s eye, and that squashed all danger of laughter. 

Anya, Rachel had observed, was standing watching the performance of the girls outside, as was 

everyone else.  At her hip, Anya was holding her left hand with her pinky and thumb curled inward, 

three fingers held out straight downwards along her thigh, the “I lahvv yu, Retchell” symbol.  She was 

scratching her thigh lightly with those three fingers; to anyone but Rachel, she would appear to be 

absently taking care of an itch on her leg.  But what made Rachel want to laugh was something else: 

Anya was looking at the pair outside, and slowly shaking her head. 

And Rachel read the communication, and was positive, no doubts at all, that she understood it.  

The hand signal indicated that Anya was talking to Rachel; the shake of the head as she watched the 

show was saying, “I want us to make love like that, Retchell, but please let’s not do it out there.” 

Outside, the two punished women each had a crust of snow whitening the top of her head and 

her shoulders.  They were still kissing, holding each other tighter, closer, their breasts and stomachs 

pressed together, rubbing each other more briskly yet trying to still make it look sensual.  When that 
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proved insufficient, one lifted her thigh and pressed forward with it, nudging it between the other’s legs 

and rubbing the top of it against the other’s crotch.  The other followed suit, both rubbing against the 

other’s sex now, still maintaining the kiss.  Gradually they sank to a kneeling position, still with thighs 

against crotches, grinding their mounds together in a circular motion, each dropping a hand to the 

other’s buttocks, pulling to make the frontal contact more firm.  Meanwhile each opened her mouth 

wider and made it clear tongues were being used.  Moaning and sighing was clearly audible through the 

glass. 

Finally they dropped down to lay full length in the snow, still embracing, still kissing, like lovers 

now completely lost in the abandon of passion, all parts of their bodies, their arms, hips, legs, in 

constant motion, rolling back and forth, cries of feigned passion muffled by the joining of their mouths. 

Boris finally laughed and applauded, joined by the other two guards.  Igor did the honors of 

unlocking the door, and the two women scrambled inside, exhausted and, despite their intense physical 

activity, shivering. 

The other women started to crowd towards them, but Boris ordered them back, leaving the two 

of them still holding and rubbing each other, not for erotic display now but just for warmth. 

***** 

Not surprisingly, the two of them, after being raped by three men each, had their newly 

restored cooperative spirit challenged by being required to fight each other with fists during Play Time. 

Rachel felt fairly sure it would be their last fight ever. 

***** 

Yelena, returning from receiving her latest instructions, learning the schedule of “guests” for 

tomorrow and taking another aphrodisiac pill, entered the room to see Marya grinning at her, her hands 

held behind her back.  “While you were gone I found the neatest thing in the drawer, Hélène!”  She 

brought forth, from behind her back, a soft two-ended dildo. 

Yelena hadn’t introduced it, because its use hadn’t been required, and she had been avoiding 

making their sexual play any more kinky than it had to be.  But she could tell by Marya’s eyes that she 

was eager to make use of it. 

Yelena smiled, making her face look as excited as Marya’s.  Yelena was having a harder time 

contacting Bad Mother lately, not quite trusting her now that Marya’s psychological state seemed so 

fluid and very likely unstable – Yelena simply couldn’t make herself leave Bad Mother alone with Marya 

– and thought it was ironic that of the two of them, now it was Yelena herself having to fake the smiles 

and excitement, not Marya. 

Though with the drug, she still didn’t have to fake the passion. 

Yelena put her arms around Marya and gave her an I’m-back-darling kiss.  “How do you want to 

use it?” 

Marya giggled and put out her hand to lead Yelena over to the bed.  At Marya’s direction, they 

sat upright facing each other.  Marya waved her closer, until their crotches were nearly touching, and 
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had Yelena put her right leg over Marya’s left.  Then she set the dildo down between then, pointing into 

each of their crotches.  “Just let it slide in.  And then lean back, onto your back.” 

The dildo slid frictionlessly into both of them as they closed with each other, Yelena’s lubrication 

pharmaceutically induced, Marya’s natural and plentiful.  As Yelena started leaning back, Marya took 

both of Yelena’s hands in hers. 

As they lay, two interlocking scissors, Marya pulled on Yelena’s hands, grunting with the effort, 

bringing their crotches together hard, then easing up.  Yelena immediately got the idea, and began 

likewise pulling in synchrony with Marya.  The sensation, each of them acting as a male lover and each 

experiencing it as a woman, was both incredibly intimate and amazingly intense.  Yelena lost all sense of 

time, and it seemed both forever and not nearly long enough before they both climaxed with 

shuddering cries and full body-length convulsions. 

Afterward, once the throes of orgasm finally released them, Yelena, ever conscious of being 

observed, and seeing Marya’s heel right in front of her face, kissed it.  At her other end she felt Marya’s 

kiss on her own heel, and then Marya opened her mouth wider, seeming to take in Yelena’s entire heel, 

and began sucking on it. 

After a few minutes, Marya let go, apparently as exhausted as Yelena felt.  Without a word, it 

seemed they agreed to take a short nap before spending the evening rehearsing for their “stage play,” 

and lay there, still joined and doubly penetrated, in companionable silence. 

I’m not sure I would even have thought of doing it quite like that, Yelena told herself.  But 

obviously Marya had spun that position in her mind the minute she found that dildo.  She’s getting, 

thought Yelena, pretty imaginative about our lovemaking. 

***** 

Rachel awoke from a light sleep, not sure what had roused her.  Around her, all the women in 

their cells, and the dogs, seemed to be asleep. 

Then Rachel heard, faintly, a familiar liquid rubbing sound.  She stifled a smile.  I wonder if she is 

doing it awake, she thought, or sleepsturbating.  At least she isn’t saying my name.  If she’s asleep, 

something is telling her to be careful about that. 

It was such a welcome sound to hear, after being absent for most of a week. 

It ended with the familiar succession of several very rapid breaths, followed by a tiny squeak. 

Sleep well, Anya, Rachel projected in thought to the adjacent cell.  Ya tebya lyublyu. 

***** 

The doctor, working late, rubbed his eyes.  He was satisfied with the final test of the process.  

His latest test subject was a longtime inmate, a strong, muscular girl, as they all were once they’d been 

here long enough.  That muscle strength provided a very nice test, and it was clear that everything had 

worked perfectly. 
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I will send a message to the president in the morning that everything is ready.  And tell Sergeant 

Tupolev to dispose of the test subject.  She’d been here in the facility long enough, years of borrowed 

time for a condemned prisoner.  Always more pretty, younger girls to take her place. 

Time to apply the process to Miss Preston, as soon as the president gives the word. 

The doctor turned his thoughts to his newest project, the snake experiment.  He would observe 

the restrictions the general had put in place about using the Simonina girl.  But I still think, the doctor 

decided, I might be able to time it so that I can run the experiment while the president is still here, if he 

confirms he is going to use the American girl.  Even so, he may be too busy to watch, but I’ll let him have 

film of it. 

The doctor began diagraming camera angles.  Front view, obviously; rear; both sides; close-up of 

face; definitely one on the floor looking up at her crotch, to watch what the snakes did there.  All of this 

depending on whether he could track down enough cameras.  He would take advantage, once more, of 

having a corporal who had spent a year working with a film editor to learn the art, before volunteering 

to serve his country.  The corporal would put together a marvelous movie for the president. 

Aside from positioning the cameras, Torture Room C was ready already.  The doctor had 

ordered the crew, in time before they started cleanup, to leave the sand in place.  The jets overhead 

dispensing sleepy gas would also remain, so that the snakes could be subdued after the girl was dead. 

The doctor began working out a verbal protocol – what to tell Miss Simonina at the start of the 

experiment.  Not nearly as much graphic detail as he’d had Madame Gerova give to her daughter, he 

decided.  In that case, he recalled, we needed to let Marya know exactly what would happen, what the 

tubes in her nether regions were for, and what the snakes would eventually do, all of that information 

up front, to terrify her with what could happen, so that she would use the mechanism provided to 

prevent it actually happening.  In Miss Simonina’s case, there was nothing she could do to prevent the 

outcome.  Her terror level from the mere presence of the snakes, what they were doing to her, and a 

very vivid imagination inspired by her phobia, would surely be sufficient. 

I just need, he decided, to tell her about the snakes, then reveal them, give her some time to 

think about them – an hour, say – then drop them in front of her. 

With any luck, he thought, she might faint briefly before the snakes even dropped, and be 

conscious thereafter. 

The doctor already knew Anya Simonina was an excellent screamer. 

He made himself a note to order a hundred additional snakes.  We’ll also need a second box, he 

realized. 
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CHAPTER 27 

ONE WEEK LATER 

Yelena could hear the familiar, though long unheard, murmuring of the audience beyond the 

curtain.  She had always been nervous before a show, but doubly so tonight.  She was worried about 

Marya’s psychological state, and the significant possibility that tonight’s performance could undermine 

it in disastrous ways.  Marya had been absorbed by their rehearsals together and had not seemed 

adversely affected, but an actual performance was always different. 

Beside her, Marya was fiddling with her blouse.  “I don’t like having to wear clothes, Hélène,” 

she said with something of a pout.  “They come between us.  I love your skin touching mine.”  She 

frowned as she brushed a crease out of her skirt. 

Yelena and Marya were, indeed, both dressed for the first time in weeks.  Yelena was in a black 

dress, much more suitable for a Paris film premiere than for wearing around the house, as she was in 

the script.  It was shaped to fit her form tightly, with a neckline coming straight across her chest just 

above her nipples, revealing deep cleavage, the hem well above her knees.  Underneath she had panties 

and a half-cup bra, and she had slip-on high heels on her feet.  She had been told at one time she would 

never wear clothes again, which suggested to her that tonight’s performance was a recent idea.  She 

had no doubt whose. 

Marya had on a tight white blouse, halfway between frilly and plain, buttoning in the front, and 

a dark gray pleated skirt that came down to mid-thigh.  Like Yelena, she was wearing panties and a bra 

underneath, in her case a normal bra, and sneakers on her feet. 

Both of them were wearing their hair Hélène-style, as they had been ever since Marya’s awful 

experience in the snake pit. 

Beyond the stage door, Yelena knew what to expect to see.  There was a semi-circular stage, its 

straight side against the back wall of the makeshift auditorium.  At present the stage was hidden from 

the audience by a wall-to-wall curtain.  Props were few.  There was one bookcase along the back wall, 

near the door.  A little farther out from the wall, on the other side of the door, there was a table with 

two chairs, on which plates holding sliced meat and some utensils were arranged. 

At the front of the stage was the main bit of stage furniture: a huge bed, covered with a white 

sheet. 

Outside the curtain, there was a hastily-constructed grandstand, with wooden bench seats, of 

sufficient capacity to hold the entire staff of the prison – nearly all of whom, Yelena recalled with a 

shudder, had also lined the corridor for her first, endless-seeming nude shuffle from the general’s office 

to the infirmary to see Marya.  Yelena understood that tonight’s performance was taking place in the 

early evening so that all could attend.  The inmates were all bedded down in their cells, their workday of 

hard labor ended. 
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Yelena closed her eyes when she heard the soft chime of a bell, her signal to take the stage.  She 

gave Marya a lingering kiss, stroking Marya’s cheek with her hand, and said, “Love you, Hélène darling.  

Once we start, everything will be easy.  Just like we rehearsed it.” 

Marya returned the kiss, sighing.  “Love you too, Hélène.”  She made a nervous giggle.  “Break a 

leg.  Isn’t that what they say?” 

Yelena smiled.  “Thank you, dear.”  She gave her daughter one more quick kiss, and opened the 

stage door. 

The stage was still curtained.  Yelena softly closed the door and walked to her spot.  She picked 

up her inane prop – a feather duster, as if she’d go around doing housework while dressed this way – 

and began brushing it against the top of the bookcase.  She turned to partially face the audience. 

She held her breath, closing her eyes tight, as she heard the curtain being drawn aside, 

sweeping outward from the wall to her left, past the front of the stage, to gather against the farther 

wall.  She summoned the professional within her.  Not Bad Mother.  She barely had a connection with 

Bad Mother anymore. 

The benches in the grandstand, which Yelena had only seen empty until now, were packed with 

men – men now applauding the start of the show. 

There had been no introduction of her, of course.  Everyone present knew who she was. 

She continued lightly dusting the top of the bookcase, and brushed the duster along the next 

shelf down, in front of the books. 

***** 

In the rearmost row, smiling in anticipation, President Dimitri Gerov watched as the show 

began.  He would have liked a closer seat, but had chosen to sit here, just to the right of one of the 

spotlights focused on the stage.  Neither Yelena nor Marya could possibly see him here – the spotlight 

was far too bright to look at directly.  He leaned forward, resting his chin on his elbow-supported hand.  

His smile widened into a grin. 

***** 

The stage door opened, and Marya entered breezily, wearing a backpack, which she 

immediately shed beside the dining table.  “I’m home, Mom.” 

Yelena watched Marya carefully.  The time of greatest danger was beginning. 

Marya hadn’t been allowed to address Yelena as her mother for… it must be two weeks now, 

Yelena thought.  And since the change had come over her, she hadn’t had any inclination to address 

Yelena that way.  At least to all appearances, that was the case.  Marya had given every indication that 

she thought of both herself and Yelena as Hélène, a woman deeply, passionately in love with herself. 

Whatever her mental state was, Yelena felt sure it must be fragile.  Any reminder that Yelena 

actually was her mother might potentially break whatever spell Marya was under. 
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And now here she was, in a stage performance in front of dozens of men, taking the role of 

Yelena’s daughter. 

Yelena marveled at the unfortunate luck involved in someone – no doubt named Dimitri – 

coming up with this idea.  Because it was impossible he could know what effect this might have.  If 

anyone – the general, the doctor, anyone who reported to them, which was everyone here – 

understood that Marya was living in her own private world constructed around the story Yelena had 

spun for her when this whole thing first began, and that she was perfectly content and happy in that 

world, the farce would be immediately terminated so that Marya, rather than be happy, would suffer in 

misery as Dimitri intended.  So it was clear that no one knew of the existence of that fantasy world of 

Marya’s, much less that they might be destroying it by reminding her who Yelena really was. 

Professional.  Professional.  Yelena struggled to put these thoughts away, and descend into her 

character.  “How was school today, dear?” 

Marya shrugged.  “I had a test in Russian history.  I think I did pretty well.  What’s for dinner?” 

To Yelena, Marya seemed nervous.  Which was good.  Her character, at this time, was supposed 

to be nervous.  How wonderful, Yelena thought bitterly, they would make it so easy for her.  Yelena 

pointed.  “It’s already on the table, baby.”  Yelena had never in her life called Marya that.  But here it 

was meant as a reminder to all that Marya had been, of course, her baby once. 

Yelena put down the duster and came towards Marya as Marya was preparing to sit down.  

Yelena gave her a chaste kiss on the cheek and then took the chair across from the one Marya was 

taking.  Beneath her character, Yelena felt a pang of sorrow.  That motherly kiss on the cheek, she 

thought, might be the last time I can ever treat Marya as my daughter. 

Marya stabbed at a piece of meat with her fork – Yelena had still not determined what sort of 

meat they featured in this facility – with a slightly shaky hand.  In a similarly slightly shaky voice, Marya 

said, “Mom… ummmm…” 

Yelena responded, “What is it, baby?” 

Marya cleared her throat.  “I had this… dream last night.  And since then…  I’ve been thinking 

about you all day.” 

Yelena put a puzzled expression on her face.  “Thinking about me?  Why?”  The audience had 

quieted considerably.  Partly, Yelena thought, because they really wanted to hear this, and partly 

because Marya didn’t quite have a stage voice.  She did seem to be trying to raise it in volume to match 

Yelena’s stage-trained delivery. 

“Well…”  Marya paused for several seconds.  Yelena was glad that, nervous though she was, 

Marya was still remembering her lines and stage directions.  “We’re mother and daughter, but have you 

ever thought of being… more than that?” 

Yelena frowned.  “I don’t know what you mean.  What could be more than mother and 

daughter?” 
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Marya stood, remembering to face outward towards the audience while still directing her 

speech to Yelena.  “Like maybe we could be… lovers?” 

Yelena gasped in apparent shock.  “Darling!  I’ve never heard of anything like that!” 

Marya came around and took both of Yelena’s hands in hers, gently pulling Yelena out of her 

seat to stand in front of her, in front of the table.  “Mom, just give it a chance.  Give us a chance.”  With 

that, she leaned forward and kissed Yelena on the lips. 

Yelena, after a few seconds of contact, drew back, looking shocked.  “Baby!  What are you 

doing?” 

Marya said in a voice choked with arousal and need, “Oh, Mom, I want you so much!”  She 

gently put her hands on either side of Yelena’s head, pulled her closer and kissed her again. 

Yelena put her hands on Marya’s stomach, as if to push her away, but never started the push.  

Instead, with both of them starting to make moaning sounds in the back of their throats, Yelena’s hands 

drifted towards Marya’s waist, and then around to her back, pulling her closer. 

From the audience now came random handclapping, loud comments and catcalls.  Yelena had 

expected it.  She had no idea whether Marya had. 

Yelena desperately wished she could know what was going on in Marya’s head, at this moment.  

Yelena herself had known from the start that her sexual activities with Marya had an audience; and 

while the audience had never before been physically present and visible before, in any case having an 

audience felt natural to Yelena.  But it wasn’t to Marya, who was still not aware that their bedroom was 

monitored, and that a number of people had been watching her in bed with her mother the entire time. 

Nevertheless, Marya was staying with the script as they had rehearsed it, and Yelena couldn’t 

see any signs of agitation about what she was doing and the fact that a lot of men were watching.  

Marya moved her hands behind Yelena and up to her neck, wrapped her fingers around the top of 

Yelena’s dress, and gave a sharp pull backwards. 

The side seams of the dress were held together by a very small number of stitches.  With a 

popping sound, it came apart now, and Marya continued pulling, swinging her arm outward to continue 

ripping the dress until it came away entirely, leaving Yelena in her underwear. 

Yelena said in a shocked voice, “Baby!  No, we have to stop!  Don’t do that!”  And then she 

pulled Marya back towards her by her arms, and gave her a harder kiss than before, moaning more 

loudly. 

Soon she put her hands on the collar of Marya’s blouse and pulled, ripping it open across the 

front as buttons flew across the stage.  She kissed Marya again, mouth wide open now, and reached 

down to tear Marya’s skirt away. 

Both sounding breathless now, they kicked their shoes away, and then, in a flurry of motion with 

their arms, tried to see which of them could be first to rip away the other’s bra and, finally, panties. 

Both naked now, they kissed while breathing in loud gasps.  The volume of noise from the 

watching men, and the rudeness of comments, both increased quickly. 
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Marya pulled Yelena to the bed, pushed her over and came down on top of her, kissing 

passionately, arms and legs trying to hold every part of Yelena at once. 

Marya rolled to the side, and for several minutes she and Yelena caressed and kissed with 

increasing fervor, hands and arms roaming up and down each other’s back, legs intertwined, hips in 

constant thrusting motion, while moaning steadily more loudly. 

Yelena tried to hold back, but the drug within her was in control now, blanking out her 

consciousness of the stage, the audience, and everything else but the feeling of Marya’s body moving 

against her own.  She felt the orgasm approaching, and was powerless to stop it.  It took her, despite all 

her efforts.  Not until it receded did the shame crash over her in waves, the intense awareness that she 

had reached the ultimate sexual heights with her own daughter in front of dozens of onlookers.  Her 

sexual ardor temporarily washed away, and she had to force herself to go on, the script not allowing her 

to stop here. 

Yelena recognized the high-pitched squeal of Marya’s orgasm, their bodies so tightly held 

together that Yelena could feel the ripples of it rushing in waves through Marya’s.  Marya’s passion, 

Yelena knew well by now, was barely affected by passing climaxes.  Marya continued caressing Yelena 

without pause. 

Marya suddenly raised herself on her arms over Yelena.  Breathlessly she begged, “Suck on my 

breasts, Mom!  Like I used to do to you!” 

Yelena pushed herself upward using her elbows to reach Marya’s right breast hovering over her, 

and took as much of it as she could in her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked.  Marya threw her 

head back, moaning, her eyes shut tight.  Her hand, behind Yelena’s head, pulled Yelena more firmly 

against her. 

Everything they did, of course, was not only seen by the audience, but also being filmed by 

numerous cameras.  Yelena had no doubt it would become one of Dimitri’s very favorite videos. 

Yelena twisted around on the bed underneath Marya, to face the other direction, and 

positioned her breast below Marya’s mouth while still sucking on Marya’s.  In a voice breathless in the 

same way as Marya’s, Yelena gasped, “You too!  I’ve missed you doing that!”  Marya eagerly took 

Yelena’s breast in her mouth, and they spent some time mutually sucking, sighing loudly. 

Both now let go of the other’s breast and began licking further down the other’s stomach.  The 

noise from the audience quieted slightly, all of the men in rapt attention and anticipation for what was 

obviously coming. 

Their mouths reached each other’s crotch simultaneously, and they began licking vigorously.  

The sensation sent Yelena’s arousal towards another peak. 

It was difficult to give a live audience a good view of the sixty-nine position; some part of it 

worth seeing was hidden from view, no matter what.  Yelena and Marya had worked out the 

arrangement of their limbs for the benefit of the camera looking down from directly above the bed: 

turning onto their sides, each kept the higher of her two legs straight at the hip, rather than bending it, 

to keep their heads uncovered and their faces, as they tongued each other’s sex, in full view.  To the 
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right of the stage there was a large video monitor, now showing the feed from the overhead camera, so 

that audience members could watch that if they chose. 

Tongues burrowing deep; hands squeezing buttocks; skin shiny from exertion; voices sounding 

cries of animal passion. 

They climaxed together this time, the fires shooting through their bodies, convulsions of sexual 

release nearly throwing them off the bed.  Slowing at last, spent, no breath remaining. 

Marya initiated their last lines.  “I love you, Mom.  I want us to do that every day!” 

Yelena crawled around on the bed to face Marya, giving her one more lingering kiss.  “Many 

times every day, baby.” 

The curtain drew closed around them. 

The shouts and applause seemed louder than that number of men could make.  Yelena, her 

performance over, returned her attention fully to her worries.  How is Marya doing?  What is she 

thinking? 

Marya jumped off the bed, grinning, and pulled Yelena up.  “Are we done, Hélène?  Can we go 

back to our room?” 

Hope blossomed in Yelena.  Has Marya come through it all okay?  “Curtain call, darling.” 

“Oh!  Right!”  She took her spot in front of the stage.  Yelena came to stand beside her, and took 

her hand. 

The curtain opened again, and Yelena stood with Marya, facing the applauding, shouting 

audience with smiles. 

Yelena knew that, physically at least, they were safe in what should have been a dangerous 

situation, standing fully naked facing a room full of sexually aroused men.  The men were under strict 

orders not to come onto the stage.  Yelena knew, from previous experience, that they would all observe 

that restriction.  Her only concern was with Marya’s state of mind.  Marya’s first words a moment ago 

had been encouraging, but Yelena needed to be alone with Marya to be fully certain. 

The curtain closed again.  Yelena turned and hugged Marya.  “Now we can go, Hélène darling.” 

Yelena, for the moment, was almost as happy as she had long pretended to be.  They were 

through a very difficult event, without obvious mishap.  And she was cautiously optimistic about Marya’s 

reaction. 

***** 

The general and the doctor both walked to the back of the slowly emptying auditorium, to 

where the president sat. 

The general was thrilled to see that the president was beaming.  The president spoke to the 

general.  “That was wonderful, Vitaly Alexeyevich!  You have far exceeded my expectations.”  Grinning, 

he turned to the doctor.  “And you too deserve credit, Pyotr Ivanovich!  This is too amazing for words!” 
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The general grinned, his face radiating relief.  “All of the credit should go to you, Mr. President.  

You hold us all to standards we strive to meet.” 

The president’s eyes now shone with a still deeper light.  “Now let’s go meet this American girl.” 

“Yes, sir.”  The general turned to his aide, Captain Shevchenko, standing nearby and gave him a 

prearranged hand signal.  The captain nodded and quickly left the room. 

The doctor caught the eye of a waiting assistant and gave him a signal as well, pointing to the 

cameras.  The assistant began removing one of the cameras from its bracket.  Torture Room C was 

ready, except that it was two cameras short, priority in the use of the equipment having gone to 

tonight’s stage show.  While the doctor was waiting on permission to use Simonina, the sergeant would 

install the two missing cameras in the torture room.  Once those and Simonina were in place, everything 

would be ready. 

The doctor still wasn’t sure of getting that permission, but it would most likely come shortly.  He 

wanted to get the experiment with the snakes done tonight if he could, because he would have a lot of 

work related to the American girl starting tomorrow, as soon as the president gave the go-ahead for it.  

He would need a good night’s sleep after the snakes finished off Simonina.  And the evening was getting 

late. 

  



291 
 

CHAPTER 28 

Rachel relaxed in her cell, to the extent she could.  She couldn’t believe they all had the entire 

evening free… well, not free in the sense of freedom of movement.  All of the women were locked in 

their cells, in the ever-present chains.  But for some reason Rape Time and Play Time had been cancelled 

for tonight, the first time ever in Rachel’s time here.  She thought it might be reasonable that there 

would be occasional meetings of the entire prison staff.  Probably it was something like that. 

She wished she could talk to Anya, to the extent conversation was possible with their limited 

linguistic overlap, but there was still that listening device in her cell.  She longed to hold hands with Anya 

between the cells as they had done long ago, but of course there was that tiny camera directly across 

the aisle, watching Rachel’s cell. 

The thought struck her then, for the first time, that there might have been a camera watching 

her in the window room as well.  It might have caught her talking to Anya there, when she’d told Anya 

she loved her.  It seemed unlikely, though.  The camera Rachel knew about had been installed in the one 

place where she was otherwise free of observation, at night after the guards had left.  There hadn’t 

been a camera before that, or they wouldn’t have needed to put this one in.  So clearly there weren’t 

cameras everywhere.  In any case, that day with Anya in the window room had been a week ago.  

Certainly they would have done something about it by now if someone had seen that. 

Rachel had passed up several opportunities for closer contact with Anya in the last week.  While 

they were being led to work this morning, Rachel had considered taking a small risk.  She hadn’t touched 

Anya since the day of her big announcement, nor exchanged a word – nothing at all, in fact, other than 

occasionally showing the Three Little Words hand sign, without looking at her.  Anya had done the same 

several times.  This morning, instead of keeping close watch on the members of Rachel’s team as they 

walked, with Boris in front, Igor alongside, and Matt bringing up the rear, the guards had all got into an 

animated discussion up ahead, none of them looking back – oh, hey, thought Rachel now, maybe that 

had something to do with whatever is happening tonight, I didn’t think of that – and Rachel had almost 

decided there was no danger in creeping up closer behind Anya, just enough so she could reach with her 

fingers – the three involved in their signal – and tap them in sequence against the small of Anya’s back, I, 

love, you.  But risk was out, for the present, unacceptably dangerous.  Any real expression of love would 

have to wait for the future.  Anya seemed to understand that as well. 

Rachel sighed with frustration.  If it’s years before I get another chance to say anything freely or 

do anything freely with Anya, then I’ll just wait.  I’ve got all that time, and nothing more important to do. 

Rachel jumped in startlement at the sound of the drawbridge being lowered.  Her heart sank.  

The guards are all coming back, she thought.  Rape Time after all. 

She scrambled up to her knees and moved forward to the Present Breasts position, and saw that 

all the other women along the length of the line of cells – at least the ones across from her, the only 

ones Rachel could see, had all had the same thought, some of them ready before Rachel. 
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Rachel was surprised to see a single man enter the aisle between cells, one she thought she had 

seen in the general’s office.  He was looking down at a clipboard.  When he looked up, he looked directly 

at Rachel.  And then bent down to unlock her cell door. 

Oh shit oh shit oh shit! she thought, her bowels turning to water.  He’s been sent to get me. 

Rachel remembered the last time she’d been taken out of the cell block by herself: when the 

general had sent her falling into total despair, telling her she had to betray Anya.  For an instant that 

memory alone dominated her thoughts, and then she followed it to its corollary: Oh no, oh please no! 

she wailed inside.  They did see something!  And now I’m going to have to hurt Anya!  Probably very 

badly.  And I have to do it, I can’t say no.  I know how this works, because they told me.  If I don’t hurt 

her, they’ll hurt her themselves, much worse. 

The man made a Get Out gesture, and Rachel crawled out and stood, her whole body trembling, 

her lower lip quivering.  She resisted looking at Anya, though out of the corner of her eye, she could see 

Anya’s face, looking outward from the cell, but not up at Rachel. 

Still silent, the man clipped the inevitable leash to her collar, and began walking away, Rachel 

having to follow.  Just as she began moving, she saw Anya’s hand below her, its fingers wrapped around 

the cell bar.  Anya was tapping her index, middle, and ring fingers in sequence against the bar.  Rachel, 

as she took her first steps, held her left hand against her thigh, three fingers extended, and drummed 

them against her thigh very quickly. 

As they walked down the hallway, it took all of Rachel’s concentration to keep from whimpering 

in fear.  I’m so sorry, Anya, so sorry, so sorry.  The words Anya had taught her for I’m Sorry somehow 

came back to her: Prastee meenya pozhalosta.  Rachel repeated the words over and over in her head, 

convinced, though she knew it was irrational, that Anya could hear her thoughts because they were in 

Russian. 

Part of her mind reflected how odd it was that it did not feel odd, at all, to shuffle down a 

hallway naked, in chains, led by a leash.  It had happened so many times now.  She could only dimly 

remember the feeling of being dressed, and being free to walk where she wanted unfettered. 

Exactly as she feared, the man stopped at the general’s office, that place of so many very bad 

memories.  After the door was opened, he led her through the outer office, to the inner one, and 

through the door to the right she hadn’t been beyond before, into what looked to be a conference 

room, judging from the long table with chairs around it. 

Her eyes shot open when she saw the occupants of the room.  The general was indeed there, 

seated on the near side of the table, but there were several unknown men, with several things about 

them Rachel couldn’t account for.  Beside the general sat a sixtyish man in a lab coat, wearing glasses 

and the somewhat spacy expression of a scientist.  Rachel couldn’t place where she had seen him 

before, then suddenly recalled him as the man who had picked up the snake inexplicably crawling 

around the shower room.  Rachel immediately dubbed him The Professor. 

Across from the general and the professor sat a handsome man, perhaps in his late forties, 

dressed in a non-military and expensive-looking suit.  He exuded an air of casual authority.  Standing 
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against the far wall on that same side of the room were two large, muscular men wearing dark glasses, 

brush-cut hair, and no expressions at all.  They stood with their hands clasped at their waists in front of 

them, and looked so much to Rachel like Secret Service agents that she decided they had to be 

bodyguards. 

Rachel was led around the table, into the full view of the man in the suit. 

The man looked Rachel up and down, slowly and seemingly with great attention to detail.  She 

could see his eyes linger on her breasts – she was very accustomed to that since long before she’d come 

here, though they were never bare in public until she came here – her legs, and returning often to her 

face.  Rachel could feel her face burning: nobody here had ever before focused so completely on her 

exclusively for such an extended period, as she stood there naked in front of him. 

The man looked into her eyes and made a twirling gesture with his finger, which she easily 

understood: turn around.  Feeling still more self-conscious, she turned to face away from him, and, 

knowing he was not touching her, still experienced a distinctly tactile sense of his eyes on her ass.  She 

had long done exercises with, among other body parts, her ass in mind, and believed it looked very 

attractive, as asses go, but she had never wanted its attractiveness to imply that anyone was welcome 

to stare at it uncovered. 

Rachel had a very frightening sense that she was being offered for sale. 

She heard the man stand up behind her, and flinched only slightly when she felt his hand hook 

around her elbow – gently, though, and she understood he wanted her to turn to face him again.  She 

did so, and saw his eyes widen suddenly.  He was of average male height, and apparently hadn’t realized 

he was going to be seeing her eyes two inches above his. 

The man smiled and nodded, and resumed his seat.  The general said something to the man with 

the clipboard who had brought Rachel, who pulled a chair away from the wall – a straight-backed, 

wooden-seated chair, not one of the plush leather ones from around the table – facing it towards the 

man in the suit.  The general then said to Rachel, “Sit.” 

She did so quickly.  She no longer had any guesses as to what was happening, but the 

atmosphere of the room told her not to offend anyone. 

The man in the suit spoke to the general, seeming also to include the professor in his 

conversation. 

The general, who replied at some length, sounded… well, this is strange, thought Rachel, the 

general sounds worried.  And very respectful.  She heard that word “amyerikanski,” and knew they were 

talking about her, though that wasn’t a surprise.  It became especially obvious when she heard the name 

“Preston.” 

Rachel’s ears pricked up suddenly – playing it back in her mind and working her way past the 

pronunciation and accent, there had been another word that sounded familiar: “praysidyent.”  Sounds a 

lot like “president,” she thought. 
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And suddenly she understood.  The general’s deference to this man, the man’s air of authority, 

the Secret Service types standing around, at the ready.  She gasped. 

Rachel knew she was looking at the president of Irkhetnia.  Without a shred of doubt. 

She ground her teeth.  She had come to this room scared to death, feeling sure this was about 

her relationship with Anya, and her failure to follow the rules.  That was all gone, now; this obviously 

had no connection with that. 

Replacing the fear now was anger, hot and white.  This was the man Mandy had come here to 

try to expose.  This man, in response, had tortured and killed Mandy.  He had thrown Rachel into this 

hellhole, because Rachel had helped Mandy try to bring this drug-dealing scum to justice. 

If my hands were free right now, Rachel thought, I’d throw myself at him and put them around 

his neck. 

She looked up at the bodyguards.  Okay, she thought, maybe I wouldn’t.  But I should. 

***** 

“General, I was hoping for both American girls.  I am very disappointed you’ve already killed one 

of them.” 

General Karozki didn’t like the undertone in the president’s voice.  There was some degree of 

threat involved. 

He felt beads of sweat breaking out on his forehead.  It’s like this when you deal with Dimitri 

Gerov, he reminded himself.  Fifteen minutes ago he was thrilled with the work we’d done for the 

punishment of his wife and daughter.  But let one little irritation creep in and his whole attitude turns on 

a dime. 

“I assure you, Mr. President, we would have consulted with you if we’d had any idea at the time 

that you had any plans for them.  You have made it clear in the past that we have the authority to deal 

with all condemned criminals in the time and manner we choose, but we have no problem at all yielding 

that authority back to you, if that is your preference.” 

“A little late for that, isn’t it, general?” 

The general stopped himself from wincing.  Again the president had addressed him as 

“General.”  No “Vitaly Alexeyevich” now.  I’d better really be careful here, he told himself.  “Mr. 

President, it’s probably worth mentioning that there is a reason we didn’t keep the other girl with our 

general prison population as we have Miss Preston.  She wasn’t… well, we have a certain standard here.  

The vast majority of women sent here are executed immediately.  But we do have various types of 

manual labor that needs to be done, of course, and using prisoners is very appropriate for that.  For the 

benefit of the guards, whose jobs are otherwise unrewarding, we keep only the most… attractive of the 

women.  Miss Preston represents that standard quite well, as you can easily see.  The other girl… well, 

she really did not.”  He knew the president didn’t want Preston only because she was American.  The 

man had something in particular in mind for the girl, a role which a plain girl was insufficient to fill. 
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The president looked at him thoughtfully, to the general’s immense relief.  “I see your point, 

Vitaly Alexeyevich…” 

Oh, praise Heaven, thought the general, he understands what I’m telling him! 

“…and that would, under the circumstances, be an important issue.”  The president sat up, a 

decision made.  “I can at least say I am very happy with this one, and I’d like you to go ahead with the 

project at once.”  He turned his gaze to the doctor.  “Can you start immediately, Pyotr Ivanovich?” 

Doctor Tourachev beamed at the president.  “I can start first thing in the morning.  This is an 

official go-ahead, then?”  He glanced out of the side of his eyes at the general. 

The president smiled.  “Yes, yes, by all means.” 

The doctor nodded.  “In that case, I have one bit of remaining work I can clear out of the way 

tonight, and then I will be ready to devote my full attention to this matter, as I said, first thing 

tomorrow.”  He looked at the president pointedly, and the president waved a gesture of dismissal at 

him. 

As the doctor left, excitement suffusing his features, the president turned to General Karozki.  

“I’d like for you to leave the room for the time being as well, Vitaly Alexeyevich.  And you too,” he 

looked up at Captain Shevchenko.  “I want a little private time with Miss Preston.”  He looked at the 

general again.  “Stay nearby.  You could just wait out there,” he gestured towards the outer office. 

The general looked curiously at the bodyguards.  Apparently they would stay.  The president, he 

decided, probably thinks of them as office furnishings.  With a military salute, the general rose and left. 

***** 

That was it! exulted the doctor.  I’ve got permission now.  The Preston girl hasn’t left the facility 

yet, but it’s been decided that she will, and under the circumstances there is clearly no longer a need for 

Miss Simonina. 

Entering the infirmary, the doctor sent off one of his assistants to get the girl. 

***** 

Anya remained on her knees, pressed up against the bars, for several minutes after the other 

women settled back to rest on the floors of their cells.  She was desperate for Retchell to come back.  

She wanted to wait until she could see Retchell coming back down the aisle. 

With a moan of misery, she finally sat down.  What are they going to do to her? she wondered. 

Anya had been suspecting there must be some big party going on tonight in the guards’ 

quarters, wherever it was they stayed.  Christmas?  No, wait, she thought.  I think it’s only the middle of 

September.  It’s so hard to keep track.  I feel like I’ve already been here for years. 

Thoughts of a guards’ party led then to a horrifying thought: What if they have decided to use 

Retchell for their entertainment?  She’s so beautiful.  They haven’t raped her that much lately.  Maybe 

they were waiting for tonight.  How many guards are there?  How many teams?  There might be fifty or 

sixty men! 
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Anya shuddered in agony.  The thought of so many men doing that to Retchell. 

She sat up suddenly and gasped: the drawbridge was coming down again. 

She breathed out a sigh of relief, smiling.  Retchell is back already! she told herself.  I was 

worried for nothing. 

Anya wanted to stand against the bars again, to see Retchell sooner, but reminded herself she 

had to pretend she had no particular interest in Retchell. 

Footsteps approached and, as before, a man stopped more or less in front of her cage – not the 

same man as before, but like him, this one also had a clipboard.  He looked towards Retchell’s cell… No! 

realized Anya suddenly.  It’s me he’s looking at! 

It was a repeat of the whole process that had happened earlier, but directed at Anya this time: 

the man unlocked her cell door, ordered her out, and clipped a leash to her collar as she stood in front 

of him, trembling, biting her lip. 

They’ve never done anything like this to me before, she reminded herself.  I can’t even guess 

what’s happening – if it’s some big party, I could understand them wanting Retchell, but not me – but I 

know for sure I won’t like it.  Nothing good has ever happened to me here.  Except Retchell. 

Anya followed the man on weak, shaky legs.  There’s no point in asking where we’re going, she 

thought.  He won’t tell me. 

The man stopped in front of a door marked “Infirmary.”  Anya blinked in astonishment.  This 

doesn’t make sense, she thought.  I’m not sick.  And I didn’t tell anybody I was. 

Opening the door, the man ushered her in.  She saw a couple of beds, and shuddered when she 

saw straps attached to rails at the sides of them.  There was another man, gray-haired, this one in a lab 

coat, who looked up at her arrival.  He was a blur to her at this distance, but she didn’t sense any 

friendly intent from him.  She finally had to ask, her voice shaking, “Please, why am I here?  W-what are 

you going to do?” 

Then, as the man in the lab coat came closer, now just a meter away, she recognized him.  She 

had seen him in the shower room, dealing with the snake. 

And she saw, now, that he was holding a huge hypodermic needle. 

The man who had led her here, now behind her, suddenly grabbed her arms and spun her 

around.  Panicked, she shouted, “No, stop!  Don’t!  Please!” 

There was a sting in her buttock.  She tried to fight, to get her arms free, to get away.  Within 

seconds she was starting to feel dizzy, and heard a buzzing sound in her ears.  A soft white cloud seemed 

to fill her field of vision, thicker by the second.  She felt herself floating.  She thought: I’m… 

***** 

Rachel heard the president’s voice turn a little more friendly to the general, almost cordial now.  

He spoke to both the general and the professor, the latter replying happily.  When the president nodded 

to the professor, the professor nodded back gratefully, seeming excited, and he rose and left the room. 
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The president then turned back to the general, and said something that seemingly took the 

general a little by surprise.  The general, saluting, also left, along with the man who had brought Rachel 

here. 

The president returned his full attention to Rachel.  I wish, thought Rachel, he’d just rape me 

and get it over with. 

She blinked when the president suddenly said, in English, “You are Miss Rachel Preston, are you 

not?” 

The undercurrent of anger in Rachel was still running near the surface.  “You can’t tell me you 

don’t know that.” 

The president rolled his eyes.  “This is an introduction.  I am Dimitri Alexandrovich Gerov, the 

president of Irkhetnia.  You know something about me, I believe.  That is why you are here in this 

prison.” 

In a sulky growl, Rachel responded, “Not as much as you probably think.  But I don’t suppose 

that matters.” 

The president snorted.  “You are trying to be a tough one.  That is good, for me.”  His English, 

Rachel observed, was adequate and understandable.  More basic than the general’s, with a slightly 

heavier accent.  Better than Alina’s.  Far superior to Boris’s. 

The president went on, “I just wanted to speak to you briefly, so I can remember later that I did 

so.  To see you move, hear you speak.” 

A wave of horror swept through Rachel.  Is this it, then? she thought.  They’re going to execute 

me now?  He wanted to be here for it? 

The president’s eyebrows went up.  “Oh, I think you misunderstand.  We are not going to kill 

you.” 

Rachel blinked.  He seems very good at reading people, she thought.  Of course, maybe that’s 

exactly why he’s the president of a country. 

Gerov shook his head.  “No, that is not the plan at all.” 

***** 

On the monitor in his office, the doctor saw Anya Simonina in a standing position, sagging in 

unconsciousness – not sagging much, actually, as her standing spread-eagle was quite taut, but her head 

was down, her neck limp.  Like the president’s daughter before her, she was in Torture Room C, her feet 

apart and held immovably to the floor, covered in sand to her ankles.  Her arms were held spread apart 

over her head.  The same tubes used for Marya now held open Anya’s vaginal lips and anus, and the 

same ring gag, with the extra projection into her mouth that held her tongue down, was in place.  As 

with Marya, a cloth supporting Anya’s weight circled her waist, in place of the chain that had been there, 

and it would be removed as soon as she regained consciousness – the doctor didn’t want any hurdles on 

her body for the snakes to cross, so the chain was gone.  For a similar reason, he’d removed her collar: 

He didn’t want it to interfere with a snake choking her. 
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He’d changed only some minor details from Marya’s bondage.  Marya had been able to twist her 

body to some extent, because the spreader bar to which her wrists were secured could rotate around its 

center point.  The doctor had redesigned the overhead restraint system as a rigid bar held at both ends 

by pipes coming down from the ceiling.  He’d also located the overhead bar a little higher relative to the 

girl’s height, so that she was more stretched than Marya had been.  Marya had had only very minimal 

freedom of movement in any part of her body, but Simonina really had none at all.  She was purely a 

tree for the snakes to climb. 

On another monitor, several different views of the girl shared the screen, from the many 

different cameras pointed at her.  The doctor could make adjustments in their angles of view using his 

keyboard.  All were pointed exactly as he wanted them, except for the close-up of her face.  He wanted 

to wait until she awakened and could hold her head up, to make sure her face was exactly centered. 

The camera looking up at her crotch from below, he thought, was a brilliant addition. 

His breath caught in his throat.  There, he thought, she’s starting to move!  I’ll give her a few 

minutes to become fully alert. 

***** 

Anya felt confused as she gradually, a bit at a time, became aware of her surroundings.  This is 

not where I was, she thought.  I was in the infirmary, and that old guy stuck a needle in me… 

A little more conscious of her body now, she felt as though she had just leapt into the air, arms 

and legs spread wide, and for some reason wasn’t moving, as if she’d somehow been frozen in mid-air. 

Wait, no, she thought, my feet are on the floor. 

She tried to lift her right foot, and discovered it was stuck fast to the floor, as if glued there, as 

was her left also.  And there was sand all around it.  Bending her head to look, she couldn’t even see her 

foot.  But she could feel it was there.  She wriggled her toes, feeling the gritty sand sift down between 

them. 

She winced as she became more aware of a steady pain from her bottom.  She was sure she had 

just been raped – her vagina and her butt seemed to be telling her that.  Except it felt like the rape was 

still going on.  Both holes felt like they were full now.  Something was in them. 

She squeaked with alarm as she felt something pop near her waist.  She realized there was a 

cloth wrapped around it, not a chain – and not wrapped there anymore either, as the pressure circling 

her waist vanished and the cloth, hanging loose beside her now, was whisked up to the ceiling and 

vanished through a hole there.  She felt herself falling forward, the support of her balance at her waist 

now gone, but the fall was stopped before it started, the muscles in her already taut arms stretching and 

stopping her motion with a sharp jerk. 

The various pains in her body continued resolving themselves, alerting her to exactly where they 

were.  Her mouth was wide open, and she couldn’t close it.  She was very familiar with ring gags, but this 

one had something more: instinctively trying to push it out with her tongue, she found that her tongue 

was held down somehow.  She’d never experienced that before. 
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She started to cry.  She hadn’t been so scared since she saw Kalina coming at her with that whip.  

Or no, she remembered, since I fell, outside in the snow, and got stuck and couldn’t get up.  When 

Retchell came out to save me. 

Anya was sure, as much as her bottom was hurting, as much as her mouth was hurting, as much 

as her stretched muscles, especially in her arms, were hurting, that it was going to be much worse soon.  

She didn’t know what they were going to do to her, or why, but she was sure a lot of pain was coming.  

It probably involved those two boxes hanging side by side in front of her, just above eye level. 

Retchell, she thought, trying desperately to project it outward, Help me!  Help, Retchell, please!  

She wished she knew how to say “help” in Retchell’s language. 

***** 

There!  The doctor looked at the image on the screen, satisfied.  The Simonina girl’s face was 

exactly centered in the close-up view. 

The doctor nodded, smiling.  Time to start, he told himself.  Time to tell her what was in the 

boxes, tell her how long she had before there were snakes climbing all over her.  Tell her how much 

longer she had to live.  He had realized, after his initial thoughts, that he did need to tell her the reason 

for the devices holding the three entries into her body open.  It was important to maximize her terror, 

and giving her mental images beforehand of snakes entering her in one or more of those places would 

surely accomplish that.  He would give her fifteen minutes of anticipating the horror.  In the future, he 

would let the condemned women think it over for an hour, but for tonight there was, regrettably, not 

enough time. 

He looked at the display of camera images, his finger poised over the key that would activate 

the microphone to carry his voice into the room. 

He blinked suddenly, and pounded his palm against his head, thinking: A still camera!  Damn!  I 

never thought of that!  I need a high-resolution camera! 

Motion video was all very well, and the cameras he was using were state of the art.  But some 

high-resolution photos would be a perfect addition!  He could set a camera on a tripod a couple of 

meters in front of her, and it could get full length shots of her body so detailed, so clear, that they would 

show each individual hair on her arms standing on end, each pore in her skin, just as the sweat started 

welling up out of them.  Much better resolution than you could get with a video cam. 

He nodded to himself.  Not a problem, he told himself.  I’ll get one out of the audio/visual supply 

room.  Several good ones to choose from.  And the girl is not going anywhere. 

Pushing himself away from his desk and the laptop, he hurried out of the room. 

  



300 
 

CHAPTER 29 

Gerov shook his head.  “No, that is not the plan at all.” 

Rachel’s anger was returning, now that the fear of death had been washed away for the time 

being.  She asked sullenly, “Well, what is the plan, then?” 

“Do you know what a mannequin is?”  He had checked to make sure the word in English was 

very nearly the same as in Russian. 

Rachel frowned in puzzlement at the turn in the conversation.  “Of course.” 

“You will be a mannequin for me.  I will keep you in my office.  I may also display you at parties.  

I have those often.” 

Rachel’s jaw dropped.  She stared at him a full fifteen seconds, and at last said, “What?” 

He responded, with some degree of patience, “I have been to America, I have seen these in…”  

He paused, looked at the ceiling.  “What do they call them?  Ah, yes, department stores.  So I know you 

have seen them.  You will be a mannequin for me.  You know, they bend the arms and legs, they are in 

poses…” 

Rachel frowned, trying to understand, needing to understand, while her stomach did flip-flops.  

“You mean you’d tie me to some sort of frame…”  Her voice shook. 

Gerov shook his head, smiling in delight.  “No, not like that.  You would be completely free to 

move, if you could.  But you cannot make your body work.  Your own body holds you in place, like you 

are frozen.  You will feel, you will see, you will know where you are.  You only cannot move yourself.” 

Rachel was breathing hard in and out through her nose.  Oh God, oh God, oh God, she thought.  

I’ve been in hell, but this is outside heaven and hell.  This is just looniness.  “You can’t just… do that to 

somebody!” 

Gerov shrugged, still smiling.  “If you mean it is physically impossible, the doctor has assured me 

it can be done.”  The doctor? wondered Rachel.  Oh, the professor.  “If you mean I should not do it, I 

assure you I will.” 

She glared at him furiously.  “And then what?  You’ll rape me?  The ultimate unresisting victim?” 

He shook his head vigorously.  “Oh, not at all, not at all.  That is not how I want my women for 

bed.  In bed they should move.  I can get plenty of that.”  He leaned forward, his smile now nasty.  “I 

want to look at you and think: this is the American spy.  She tried to destroy me.  Now she is just a very 

pretty addition to my decorations, a nice work of art.”  He looked over Rachel’s body again, as he had 

earlier.  “I am talking to you now because, as I said, I want to remember that I met you as you are right 

now.  Soon you will be very different.” 

Rachel stared at him, speechless.  Okay, she thought, I get it.  This is the ultimate power trip.  To 

make a once-dangerous enemy completely, totally helpless, at your mercy. 

Suddenly she went through an unexpected shift of perspective.  There was another angle here. 
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I have been in hell, she thought.  Hell is here, and there is absolutely no escape from it.  In this 

prison, I will definitely be raped regularly, humiliated constantly, subjected to immediate pain for 

misbehavior, and even, sometimes, required to hurt, no, hurt is too weak a word, to torture my friends. 

If I do what this guy is saying – and maybe I don’t have a choice anyway – then I’ll be outside the 

prison… and according to him, free of chains, free of handcuffs.  Free to move at will, if somehow this 

thing he’s telling me about doesn’t work as well as he seems to think it will. 

I think – I can’t believe I’m thinking this – I need to do this.  If I am ever to have a chance of 

getting free, it is by going this route.  “Do I… Are you asking me if I’m willing to do this?” 

Gerov laughed and shook his head.  “That is not how it is with our prisoners.  This is what you 

will do.” 

Rachel shuddered.  Okay, so I don’t have a choice, she thought.  But I think I’m right: This will be 

better than what I have.  It will leave me with some hope.  Right now I have absolutely none. 

She saw what was in it for him, the whole power/domination thing.  But she still needed, 

especially knowing now it was inevitably her future, to know exactly what would happen to her.  “So… 

You’ll just have me standing there, like I’m a statue?” 

He shook his head.  “No, mannequin is a better word.  I will pose you.  Or, that is, my assistants 

will.  You will be…”  His grin expanded.  “…a very erotic mannequin.  The poses… you would probably not 

choose to do them in front of people looking at you.  They would most likely embarrass you.” 

Rachel felt her face flush.  There, she thought, you’ve already embarrassed me.  But really, she 

thought as she reflected further, that doesn’t change anything.  It doesn’t change the fact that it all gives 

me a tiny, tiny possibility of escaping.  I want that.  I must have that. 

Then she remembered, and froze.  Oh no!! she thought.  Anya!  I’d never see her again! 

Rachel considered the emptiness of living without Anya.  I can’t think about leaving her! she 

moaned inside.  If it comes down to living here in hell and sharing it with Anya, and being outside with 

hope but without Anya… 

She wanted Anya. 

But that was over.  This man, this monster Rachel hated with all her heart, the man responsible 

for everything that had happened to her, for killing Mandy, now he was going to take Rachel away from 

the only thing in life she loved. 

Rachel bit her lip, hard.  I can’t cry, she told herself.  They love it when you cry.  I can’t give them 

that satisfaction. 

Anya, ya tebya lyublyu!  The words kept echoing in her head. 

Through the haze of loss, she realized the president was speaking to her again.  “Spread your 

legs apart for me.  As wide as they will go.” 

Rachel’s jaw dropped.  Internally, her instinctive reaction was: Fuck you! 
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Gerov smiled once more.  “You see, you don’t want to do it.  But when you are a mannequin, we 

will open your legs, and they will stay that way.  You cannot close them.”  His eyes bored into her.  

“Show me what that will look like.  Now.” 

Rachel was breathing hard again, her heart pounding.  Whatever freedom she might have in the 

near future, she was still in the prison now.  Of all the men here who had given her any commands and 

required that she obey them, this man outranked them all.  The trouble she would be in if she refused 

now was something she couldn’t bear considering. 

Blinking hard, trying harder than before to hold back tears, she shakily opened her legs.  They 

would only go so far with the hobble chain still connecting her ankles, but she spread them as far as she 

could. 

“Stop hiding it with your hands.  Move them away.” 

She knew what “it” was.  She lifted her hands, the slipchain jingling up through the ring.  She 

rested them on her stomach.  Anticipating another command, you shifted the slipchain aside with her 

fingers.  She knew her face was as red as a beet.  She visualized the man throwing water at her face to 

put out the fire. 

He leaned forward, staring at “it.”  Then he resumed his smile and sat back.  “You see?  You will 

be posed in embarrassing positions.  That is what I want for you.” 

Yes, she thought.  That is why he’s doing this to me now.  He wants me to know exactly how I’ll 

be feeling about it when I’m frozen in that position. 

The horror caused by that thought was dwarfed by her agony at being taken away from Anya. 

Rachel remained as she was, her sex in full view.  He hadn’t told her she could stop. 

He sat back, looking somehow wistful now, of all things.  “You heard me talking to the general 

earlier.  I was upset about one thing.  There were two of you, you American girls.  I had hoped to have 

both.  It would be much better with two than one.  So many more possibilities.” 

Yeah, well, thanks for letting me out of that, at least, Rachel thought.  She remembered how 

strange it had been, having to do such intimate things with Mandy while trying to save her from the 

torture.  That intimacy was probably very mild compared to what this man would have had them doing. 

Gerov sighed.  “I am told she was shorter than you.  Well, of course, who isn’t?  I think the…”  He 

frowned.  “What is the English…” His mental dictionary came through again.  “Contrast, that is it.  

Contrast in body types.  That would be very nice.  Two very different girls.  So many more possibilities 

than with the same girl twice.” 

An electric shock ran through Rachel.  An excitement she had thought she would never feel 

again flashed through her whole body.  I cannot believe this, she thought.  Are you really just dropping it 

in my lap like this?? 

A newfound instinct, developed over the weeks spent in this prison, made Rachel keep her face 

immobile.  For the moment, she devoted all her concentration to maintaining an emotionless 

expression. 
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Rachel had found, growing up, that she had power over males to a rare degree.  She had 

discovered that she only need hint at what she needed, or wanted, and the nearest boy or man would 

rush to try to get it for her. 

She hadn’t tried to abuse her power, or at least didn’t believe she had.  But it was very useful on 

occasion.  She had been stopped by police twice in her life for minor traffic violations, but a sunny smile 

had warded off any punishment beyond a warning.  And she understood why. 

She had brought her belief in that power to Irkhetnia with her, and brought it along to the 

prison, where events had gradually proven to her that the power didn’t exist here. 

The men at this prison had no interest in pleasing her.  They had nothing to gain from doing so.  

And their greatest satisfaction came from making her, and all other inmates, as miserable as possible. 

Any hint she betrayed of what she desired would not send men scurrying to make it happen.  

Just the opposite.  Any man here who discovered what would make her happy would go to 

extraordinary lengths to ensure she didn’t get it. 

You have to stay cool, Rachel! she ordered herself.  You can’t show him how much you want 

this!  You have to look like this means nothing to you. 

She worked to recapture the flat, sullen voice that had been coming out of her naturally just a 

few minutes earlier.  She snorted, and muttered, “You ought to see this girl on my team, if you’re 

looking for contrast.” 

Gerov gave her a semi-interested look.  “There is a big difference?  Different kind of body?” 

Rachel rolled her eyes.  “Yeah, wow.  She’s like… up to here on me.”  Rachel leaned forward to 

give her slipchain more slack, and held her hand, palm down, in front of her nipples.  “And probably…”  

What would it be in metric, Rachel?  Twenty-five kilos lighter?  She concentrated, while still trying to 

look bored, her mind whirling.  Twenty-five, double that, and add one tenth as much.  Fifty-five?  Is Anya 

fifty-five pounds lighter than me?  I think that’s right.  “…weighs about twenty-five kilos less than me.”  

She rolled her eyes again.  “They make me fight her sometimes.  That is so fucked up.  She doesn’t have 

a chance.” 

Gerov leaned forward sharply, his eyes wide open now.  Rachel struggled still harder to remain 

expressionless.  Inside, she thought: He’s hooked!!  Fish flopping on deck of boat!  He really does like 

that idea of his “mannequins” having different body types, and have I got a different body type for him! 

Gerov fixed her with an intense look that would be frightening in any context.  “Who is she?  

What is her name?” 

Rachel shrank back, trying to look scared, which required very little effort.  “I - I hardly know any 

of the other girls’ names.  None of them speak any English.  I don’t know, I think I heard one of the other 

girls call her ‘Anya.’  Something like that.  If that’s a name and doesn’t just mean ‘Hey you.’” 

Gerov’s mouth twisted, his eyes looking at the floor, as he apparently gave the subject deep 

thought.  He shouted suddenly, startling Rachel.  “Karozki!” 
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Seconds later the general opened the door and leaned in.  What he said, judged Rachel, must 

have been “Mr. President?”  At least the second word was pretty obvious. 

Oh shit, Rachel thought, shit, shit, double shit, triple.  I didn’t think this far ahead.  Of course the 

general will know exactly what I’m trying for here.  He’s going to tell Gerov, and they’ll share a little 

laugh at what I tried to do, and that will be the end of that.  Rachel’s spirits sank lower than ever.  So 

close.  So lost.  Everything lost.  She felt a tear starting to form in her eye.  Stop that, Rachel! she 

commanded herself. 

Gerov spoke to the general.  Rachel made out the name “Anya.” 

The general looked hesitant, and Rachel held her breath.  He hasn’t said anything so far, she told 

herself.  Still hasn’t said anything. 

The general, at the end of the pause, suddenly nodded his head, his face no longer displaying 

any conflict.  Rachel blinked.  Did it work?  She heard the general now talking to another man in the 

room behind him.  She heard the full name, “Anya Simonina.” 

***** 

“Yes, Mr. President?” 

“Karozki, there is a girl on Miss Preston’s… what did she call it… her team, named Anya 

something.  She doesn’t know the last name.  Very small girl.  I may want to add her to the project.  

Bring that girl here.” 

The general looked at the president, stunned.  What did the American bitch do? he wondered.  

Try to put one over on the president?  I can put a stop to… 

A second thought slowed him: as he himself had pointed out to the doctor recently, if the 

Preston girl was going to be gone anyway, there was no need for Simonina.  If the president has decided 

he wants Simonina for whatever reason, he thought, I don’t really have a reason to object. 

And then a third thought blossomed: that not only was keeping Simonina in the prison 

unnecessary, there might actually be a positive advantage in letting the president have her.  If the 

president feels she’s an adequate replacement for the Forrest girl, the general thought, I may be off the 

hook. 

The general backed away and beckoned to Captain Shevchenko.  He pulled out of his desk a 

single-sheet map of the prisoner cell blocks, attached it to clipboard, checked a master map on the wall 

to make sure, and marked the proper cell.  “Bring this girl here for me, please.  Anya Simonina.” 

Shevchenko saluted and left.  The general smiled.  Yes, he thought, this may work out very 

nicely. 

***** 

Rachel kept her bubbling excitement below the surface, not least because she wasn’t ready to 

believe the ploy had worked.  I still haven’t seen Anya yet, she reminded herself.  When I do, then 

maybe I’ll believe it. 
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The president intruded on her hopeful reverie.  “Pull the lips apart.  I want you to show me 

inside.” 

Rachel started to lift her feet to let her get her hands up to her face, and then froze, feeling her 

face flush again, when she realized he didn’t mean those lips. 

The president smiled again. 

Rachel squeezed her eyes tightly shut, whimpering softly.  I know what he’s doing, she thought.  

He already told me.  This is itself part of the punishment, his personal punishment for being a spy, for 

threatening him.  He’s making me picture what it will feel like when he starts posing me in these 

blatantly sexual positions, as if I’m offering myself to him, fully conscious but unable to move, powerless 

to stop him making me display myself as shamefully as his imagination allows.  And he’s doing a damn 

good job of it. 

Feeling sure the two huge bodyguards would make use of those muscles in a way very painful to 

her if she didn’t do what the president wanted, she reached down and pulled her labia to either side 

with her fingers.  Her face burned still hotter. 

***** 

Humming softly to himself, the doctor opened the door of Torture Room C. 

It had taken him longer than he expected to locate exactly the camera he wanted, and then he 

had to find a tripod, and the right kind of cable to make the connection to the computer network.  But 

now it would just take him a few minutes to set it up, and everything could get back on track. 

The girl, a quivering flesh-colored X in the middle of the room, had gasped and twisted her head 

towards him as he entered, and now her eyes followed him, open wide and pleading.  Her desperate 

“Aaaaa!!  Aaaaaa!” distracted him a little, and he fleetingly thought perhaps he should give her an 

injection in the throat to paralyze her vocal cords, before he caught himself and told himself how stupid 

that idea was.  She wouldn’t be able to scream then. 

He had the camera secured to the tripod now, and looked through its viewfinder to make sure 

the girl’s entire body was in frame.  It took a moment to get the cable into the slot, and he wondered 

briefly whether he’d picked out the wrong kind, but at last it slipped in, and he took the other end of the 

cable to a panel in the wall to plug it in there. 

After taking a last look around to make sure, as long as he was here, that everything else was 

ready, he smiled, rubbed his hands together and walked to the door, the girl’s increasingly frantic pleas 

following him. 

***** 

Shevchenko returned to the office, unaccompanied and with a puzzled look.  “She’s not there, 

sir.” 

The general goggled at him.  “What?” 
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“The Simonina girl.  Her cell is empty.  I checked to make sure I had the right one.  Right next to 

Preston’s cell, right?  That’s empty too, of course.” 

The general stared at him, disbelieving.  And then, suddenly, he knew where the girl must be. 

He snatched the phone out of its cradle, and punched in the three-digit extension.  He let the 

phone at the other end ring five times, then slammed the handset down.  The doctor always turns off 

his ringer when he doesn’t want to be disturbed, he reminded himself. 

The general ran out of the office and down the hallway, thinking Shit, shit, oh shit.  I barely got 

the president off my back for killing Forrest, and now he wants Simonina in place of her.  If I have to 

explain how we managed to kill her too, and I didn’t even know it was happening… 

At the best, at the very best, he knew his career would be over.  Very likely his life, if he didn’t 

stop this. 

Where would she be??  Room C, most likely.  It had already been set up as a snake pit, and 

probably hadn’t been cleaned up after that. 

The general skidded to a stop at the door of C, and then remembered he couldn’t open it.  He 

had a master key, but this lock opened with a numeric keypad that could be used manually or controlled 

from the doctor’s laptop.  The general knew he should remember the numeric sequence, but he didn’t 

have time to keep up with that shit.  She’s in there! his brain clamored at him.  She’s in there now, and I 

can’t get to her!  DAMN it! 

The breath wheezing in and out of him – he hadn’t exercised like this in years – he forced 

himself into a dead run again, down corridors and around corners to the infirmary. 

***** 

In his office, the doctor tapped a few keys on his laptop and brought the image from the high-

res still camera to the monitor.  He smiled to himself.  Perfect, he thought.  Time to tell the girl what he 

had in store for her, and send her into full panic mode.  He hoped the stream of her urine didn’t splash 

onto the lens of the camera below her crotch, but he believed it was far enough out of line.  He reached 

to tap an instruction on his keyboard to turn on his microphone. 

***** 

The general stumbled up to the infirmary door – locked.  Damn him!  This I can handle, this is a 

lock I can open, he told himself.  With shaking hands he pulled out his ring of keys, fumbled for the 

master, and concentrated on somehow guiding it into the keyhole.  It took several tries. 

The key went in and turned at last, and he batted the door open, ran through the outer room 

and around its beds, and burst through the door to the doctor’s private office. 

The doctor was sitting behind the big desk, at his laptop, his finger poised over the keyboard. 

The general tried to shout, but couldn’t get a word out, all his body’s efforts focused only on 

catching up on breathing.  He took two last stumbling steps towards the desk, reached for the laptop’s 

communication cable and ripped it out of its slot. 
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The doctor stared at the general in shock, all sense of military protocol forgotten.  “What the 

HELL are you doing??” 

The general stood bent over, arms supporting him with his hands on the desk.  He took several 

more deep breaths, and at last managed to wheeze out, “Is she still alive?”  He looked at the monitors.  

They had gone blank with the loss of signal. 

The doctor snapped at him, “Well, she wouldn’t have been for much longer if you hadn’t 

screwed it up.  I was just about to start telling her about the snakes.” 

The general felt his equilibrium beginning to restore itself.  Still breathing hard, he said, “We 

can’t kill her.” 

“And why is that?  You said I could have her if the president wants Preston.” 

“He…”  The general backed away from the desk and sat heavily in a chair, wiping sweat from his 

temple with his sleeve.  “He wants Simonina too.  He wants both of them.” 

“But I need her for this!” 

“Don’t you think what the president wants takes precedence?” 

The doctor glared at him, but finally heaved a sigh and sat back in his chair.  “Okay, but you owe 

me.” 

The general hadn’t experienced this from the doctor before, but didn’t feel surprised by the 

attitude.  The doctor had always sailed through his work with equanimity, but then he’d always gotten 

his way before, so this side of him had not been apparent.  But it fit. 

The general cleared his throat.  “Okay, listen.  You know we’re still keeping a close eye on the 

president’s daughter.  If her previous snake pit training doesn’t hold and she gets out of control, I 

believe I can talk the president into killing her.  He’s said he didn’t want that, but I think he’s already got 

a lot of satisfaction out of what you’ve done…”  The general knew the quickest way to the doctor’s heart 

was to let him have all the credit, “…and I think he can be persuaded to let her die, as long as the 

method of execution is sufficiently horrible.  So if anything goes wrong, you can probably have her for 

the snakes.  And we’re getting new women through here all the time.  You can keep testing them for 

sufficiently high levels of snake phobia.  If you find one, you can have her even if the guards want her.  

How does that sound?” 

The doctor smiled at last.  “Well, okay.” 

The general closed his eyes in relief.  Pleasing the president was essential, but a large part of 

that was also keeping the doctor happy.  The president had great respect and many uses for the doctor’s 

skill and his imagination. 

The general felt ready to stand again.  “Let’s go get the girl.” 
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CHAPTER 30 

Anya was still shaking, but was no longer sure whether to feel terrified.  She couldn’t make any 

sense out of what was going on. 

She’d nearly fainted, for the second time, when the door to that awful room had opened again, 

and that same man came in who’d been there before – she couldn’t make out his face at that distance, 

but she could tell by the gray hair and the way he walked – followed by another man.  She’d been sure 

they were about to start the whipping, or whatever was going to be done to her here, and she still didn’t 

understand why.  She’d tried as hard as she could to get pleas for mercy past the gag, but couldn’t 

produce anything remotely intelligible. 

But instead of staying in front of her to whip her, the gray-haired man had reached up to unlock 

her hands from the bar overhead, while the second man started scraping away the sand from around 

her feet.  When he spoke to the first man, she recognized his voice: the commandant, that man who’d 

spoken to the group Anya had been arrested with, when they first got here after their trials.  She could 

only suppose he’d given her a reprieve for a reason as mysterious as the reason she’d been in this room 

to begin with.  Neither man said anything to her directly, and their conversation was solely about the 

practical matters of releasing her restraints.  When they removed the gag she wanted to ask them what 

was happening, but she was afraid of making them mad and getting into an even worse situation. 

She’d bent over when the gray-haired man told her to, and tried not to cry out when he pulled 

those things out of her butt and vagina.  She could tell she was going to be sore down there for days.  

But it was better, much better, than being whipped. 

The commandant had arrived with her normal chains, and the collar – it had felt so weird being 

without that, and the waist chain, after all this time – and he’d put her back in the bondage she was 

accustomed to. 

Neither of the men had brought a leash, but she followed them when the commandant said to, 

because she just wanted away from that place.  She still had a nagging suspicion they were leading her 

to something still worse, but overall she just felt relief. 

After a couple of turns, they came to a door, and behind it she was astonished to see an 

ordinary office.  She’d almost forgotten such places existed.  And then they took her through a second 

door to an inner office, and a third door, to the side. 

There was another prisoner sitting in a chair facing away from the door, next to a long table, and 

a man in a suit in another chair, who had been looking at the woman but now looked up to see Anya.  

She couldn’t make out his expression. 

Anya came closer and suddenly stopped breathing.  She could see who the prisoner was now.  It 

was Retchell!! 

Anya clamped down on any expression her facial muscles were trying to make, any smile, any 

sign of joy.  She had promised herself that she would never look like she knew Retchell in anyone else’s 

presence.  She had understood that that was the rule from the moment Retchell had told her that she 
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loved her – in Russian!  Retchell knew the Russian words somehow!  To keep her face frozen, Anya 

thought about whipping, about Kalina whipping her, how much it hurt, about how terrified she’d been 

when the police stormed into their meeting and started rounding everyone up.  And she looked away 

from Retchell, to the man in front of her. 

She felt sure Retchell had somehow got her out of that awful room.  Retchell could do anything! 

And then Anya recognized the man in the suit, not from his blurry face, but from his 

mannerisms.  She had seen him so many times, but only on television.  And on posters. 

What in the world, she wondered, could the president be doing here? 

The president looked past Anya, and said in that very familiar voice, “Get her a chair.”  Anya 

watched in amazement as the commandant scrambled to pull a chair away from the wall and set it next 

to Retchell’s.  Then the president looked at Anya and made just the smallest gesture with his head and 

eyes, but Anya understood it, and sat down, biting her lip. 

***** 

Rachel forced herself to breathe in, breathe out, breathe in, breathe out.  The rest of her 

concentration was focused on keeping her face immobile.  To that end she thought about Mandy.  

Mandy screaming.  Mandy dead.  She allowed only a tiny part of her mind to run on in the background, 

to say: It’s Anya!  She’s here!  It worked! 

Rachel saw the president’s eyes light up the moment Anya came in.  Yes, Rachel thought at him, 

take a good look.  She’s even better than you imagined, isn’t she?  Tinier than you expected?  Is this 

enough contrast for you, against my body type? 

Rachel felt positive, now, that the president had instantly decided: Yes, this is the girl I want. 

It occurred to Rachel that getting Anya here was one success, now complete with the 

president’s reaction to her, but it had to be followed by one more.  Rachel could easily visualize Gerov 

not even bothering to tell Anya what was going to happen to her.  He might think it was a really funny 

joke to do this stuff to Anya without explaining.  Anya might simply wake up in that immobilized state 

Gerov had described, without understanding what was going on, without understanding why her body 

wasn’t working, or even without knowing that she wasn’t in the prison anymore. 

The hope Rachel had begun feeling was based on knowing her future.  She knew that the doctor 

was going to do some sort of medical procedure on her.  She knew – nobody had to tell her this, it was 

just the way the world worked – that that procedure might fail to work quite as effectively as the doctor 

had probably assured the president that it would.  She knew that, if it did fail, she would be at the 

president’s residence, somewhere, maybe in… she’d forgotten the name of the capital, or maybe she’d 

be out in the country somewhere.  But she would not be in this inescapable prison anymore.  She knew, 

in sum, there was a tiny possibility, as there had not been before, that she could end up free.  From 

knowing that tiny possibility came the hope. 

Anya had to know all that.  If she just woke up as a mannequin, she would freak.  She would feel 

the terror of being in such a bizarre circumstance without understanding.  The panic in her mind might 
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even be so severe that her body would fail.  She could die.  But even short of that, the trauma could 

leave her a mental vegetable, or certainly with some mental illness.  She’d literally go crazy. 

But what, Rachel wondered, do I do?  I can’t just say chummily, “So, Dimitri, tell her what’s in 

store.”  The president isn’t going to take orders from me.  Especially if he does think leaving Anya in the 

dark would be a splendid joke. 

Rachel brought her mind back from her worries, realizing the president had been speaking to 

Anya.  She tried to keep track of Anya’s reaction to whatever he was saying. 

Beside her, she heard Anya gasp.  But whatever he’d said, it was way too brief to be the 

explanation Rachel was hoping he’d give.  Anya was gasping at something else. 

Out of the corner of her eye, Rachel could see Anya’s face go hot red. 

The president said a couple more words to Anya.  Rachel heard a tiny moan from Anya’s throat. 

It was natural, now, after that reaction, for Rachel to look at Anya.  If she didn’t, Gerov would be 

wondering why she wasn’t. 

Anya was looking towards Rachel’s lap.  Anya started, obviously forcing herself, her face growing 

still redder, to open her legs the way Rachel had hers. 

Blinking in amazement at herself, Rachel realized that, in the whirlwind of thoughts and 

emotions since Anya had come in, she had entirely forgotten just how she was sitting.  While waiting for 

Anya, Gerov had made Rachel, despite the awkwardness caused by the slipchain, fondle her own breasts 

for a few minutes.  And then, with that evil smile again, he had ordered her to put her middle finger 

inside her, as far as it would go. 

At least he hadn’t minded her doing it gradually.  She had gritted her teeth while she was getting 

it there; it was painful, skin rasping against skin in her completely dry vagina, and she’d thought perhaps 

instead she should just force it in there quickly, like ripping off a Band-Aid.  But at last her finger was all 

the way in.  To keep it in past the second knuckle, she had to keep her wrist bent, her palm facing 

upward, with her other fingers splayed out on either side of her labia. 

He’d had her rotate her hips, to bring it all up into better view.  And now Anya could easily see it 

from where she was sitting. 

With another moan, Anya opened her legs, and bent her hand around, middle finger extended.  

Anger flared up in Rachel again when she saw Anya’s labia were red, looking scraped.  Did they just 

finish raping her out there? she wondered. 

It was hard for Rachel to imagine what Anya was thinking right now, though that fierce blush 

was a good clue.  Though Anya had been walking around naked longer than Rachel had, Rachel felt sure 

Anya had been much more shy about her body before coming here than Rachel had ever been. 

And then it came to Rachel, as Anya finished inserting her finger and sat there miserably: Here’s 

my chance!  Luckily, she thought, I’ve already been displaying the attitude I need right now. 
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She looked at the president, snorted contemptuously, and said, “What, aren’t you going to tell 

her why she’s doing this?  I thought that was the whole point, when you made me do it.  You want me to 

be thinking about what it will be like when you just started putting me in all these poses and I can’t do 

anything about it.  How’s she going to be thinking about that?  You haven’t told her!” 

Gerov glared at her, and Rachel feared she might have misjudged and ruined everything.  But 

she saw the expression change in his face when the second thought crossed his mind: Wait, though, 

she’s right, I just wasn’t thinking. 

Behind her, Rachel heard the general stir, and in another second he would probably have 

warned her about speaking to the president in that tone.  But Gerov held up his hand and gave a tiny 

headshake, and the general subsided. 

Gerov, with that little smile of his, began speaking in Russian to Anya.  Despite Anya’s fear, she 

managed, in a shaky voice, to ask him some questions – probably a lot of the same ones Rachel had 

asked. 

It seemed strange to Rachel to hear Anya in an extended conversation with someone – Rachel 

had never witnessed that before.  She’ll never be able to do that with me, Rachel thought with a pang of 

regret.  But we did have, she reminded herself, one very short conversation once that now means 

everything in the world to me. 

Rachel kept a close watch on Anya’s face.  A look of terror grew on it at one point, probably 

after she got the full picture of what was going to be done to her.  But the terror seemed as though it 

washed away in two stages: Once after she quickly looked at Rachel and then away, and Rachel made 

the guess that Anya had grasped that she would be partnered with Rachel, that they would be together 

the whole time.  The second stage of terror’s retreat, it seemed to Rachel, might be a matter of that 

same realization dawning within her that Rachel had come to: that she might have some reason to hope.  

At least that was what Rachel thought she saw in Anya’s face. 

Rachel looked away with a hidden sigh of relief.  Okay, she thought, I’ve done what I had in my 

power to do.  It’s out of my hands now, but I think Anya is ready. 

Gerov blinked, as if he’d just reminded himself of something.  He spoke a few words in Russian, 

and then said, “Stand up.” 

Rachel and Anya both stood awkwardly, each keeping her finger inserted. 

Gerov snorted.  Again Russian followed by English: “No, take you finger out.  Stand back to 

back.” 

Okay, thought Rachel, he wants to see that height difference.  Rachel half turned, and jumped 

slightly as she felt Anya’s buttocks nudge the backs of her thighs. 

Gerov grinned.  “Yes, it is like you said.” 

Yes, I get it, Rachel told the president in her mind, you want to pose two very different girls 

having sex. 
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For the first time, Rachel suddenly had a clear image flit through her mind of an erotic pose of 

herself and Anya together, as enforced by Gerov.  The image was gone before she could explore it in 

detail, pushed away by a strong resistance within her to picturing closely what lay in her future.  Feeling 

hope was all very well, but she knew that the reality was that she was soon going to feel more helpless, 

more de-humanized, and more humiliated than she had the power to imagine right now.  The 

embarrassment of submitting, on fear of punishment, to keeping her own finger plugged into her 

vagina, gave her only the faintest shadow of knowledge of what it was going to be like to be physically 

unable to remove her finger, despite the absence of anything other than her own body preventing her. 

But the image of herself and Anya, so brief and so soon suppressed, had turned on the faucets 

between her legs.  She felt tingling there. 

Again Russian, followed by English.  “Face each other.” 

Rachel turned, and found herself looking down into Anya’s eyes.  Anya’s eyes in turn locked with 

hers, needing encouragement and support. 

Gerov said something now only in Russian. 

Anya colored intensely again, and looked up into Rachel’s, seeking permission and support. 

Rachel gave her a tiny nod, for whatever it was, hoping the president couldn’t see. 

Anya inched forward and took Rachel’s breast in her mouth – obviously that had been what 

she’d just been ordered to do.  She actually had to stand up on her toes to reach it, and Rachel slouched 

just slightly to help.  Rachel felt the suction, watching Anya’s cheeks hollow as she sucked, and thought 

at Anya, it’s okay, it’s okay, do what you have to do.  Rachel silenced the sigh that tried to break out of 

her at the sensation, the sight of Anya doing such an impossibly intimate thing.  If it was my free choice, 

she thought, I wouldn’t let anyone but Anya do this.  I hope she knows that. 

It’s one more thing Gerov has in mind for us, she thought, after we’re frozen.  After he makes us 

mannequins.  Something we have to do. 

If this is his fantasy for us, thought Rachel, I can live with it.  Feeling Anya’s lips on her flesh, 

feeling Anya’s tongue, probably unintentionally, brushing against her nipple… 

I could live with that, thought Rachel. 

At another sharp word from Gerov, Anya suddenly backed away, looking frightened, her lips 

pressed together in anxiety. 

Gerov looked past them at the general, and spoke to him.  The general responded, with a 

questioning look, and seemed to be objecting.  The president gestured with his head towards the men 

standing behind him, those immense, expressionless bodyguards. 

The general expelled a breath and, apparently, gave in.  He came towards Rachel and Anya. 

Oh shit, oh shit, thought Rachel, now what? 

To her astonishment surpassing in degree any such feeling she’d had before, the general began 

unlocking Rachel’s restraints: the handcuffs first, removing then the metal bands she’d lived with since 
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her arrival.  The hobble chain, the waist chain.  And finally the collar, that ultimate symbol of her 

captivity, leaving her, for the first time since being in Alina’s room, weeks ago, utterly, completely 

naked. 

And then, he did the same for Anya. 

It clearly wasn’t something the general wanted to do.  No doubt he intensely disliked Rachel and 

Anya being in the president’s proximity without any restraints at all.  The president had simply reminded 

him of the presence of the bodyguards.  I know that’s enough for me, thought Rachel.  I’m not about to 

challenge those guys. 

And Rachel doubted seriously that Anya was much of a threat. 

Rachel heard the tiniest voice inside her saying, “It’s over, they’re letting you go!”  She ignored 

the voice.  There was no possible reason why that would happen; it was just pure, unbridled wishful 

thinking. 

Following another command, the general saluted and left the room.  Rachel saw that the doctor 

apparently had left earlier.  Other than herself and Anya, no one was left other than the president, and 

those two big, hulking bodyguards. 

Gerov looked at Rachel and Anya now.  Rachel didn’t see a smile, but his eyes seemed to dance.  

To Rachel, he said, “Sit.” 

The bodyguards seemed to shift menacingly.  They probably automatically became more 

protective when the president was alone with an enemy, Rachel thought, assuming she really merited 

such respect.  Rachel quickly sat, Anya doing the same beside her. 

He spoke in Russian then.  Anya voiced an inarticulate sound of amazement, and turned towards 

Rachel, and did one of the last things Rachel would have expected: she turned towards Rachel and sat in 

Rachel’s lap, facing her, putting her legs around Rachel’s waist.  Even then, sitting atop Rachel’s thighs, 

Anya’s eyes were below Rachel’s.  They were wide, unblinking, and immovably fixed on Rachel’s.  Rachel 

uncertainly put her hands on either side of Anya’s waist, and looked questioningly at Gerov. 

The president said, in English, “I know they make girls do sex sometimes.  You and her, did you 

ever make love together?” 

A lightning bolt shot through Rachel.  She was unable, even in her thoughts, to complete a 

sentence: Does he…?  Are we…?  Suddenly she desperately wanted to know what kind of expression had 

crossed her face.  Have I screwed it all up now? she wondered.  Does he know now?  She decided, 

tentatively, that whatever amount of shock she had betrayed would probably have seemed natural 

under the circumstances.  You don’t ask two women if they have had sex without astonishing them.  

Rachel realized that she hadn’t answered him.  Looking at him, she gave him a tiny headshake, not 

trusting her voice. 

He spoke in Russian, and Anya gasped and spun her head around to face him.  Again, Rachel felt 

that the reaction didn’t betray the real internal thoughts.  Only amazement at the question. 
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From Gerov, in Russian followed by English:  “You both make love with each other now.  I will 

watch.”  He chuckled, and went on in English:  “When you were touching yourselfs, that was for you, to 

see what you will feel when you are my mannequins.  This is for me, so I can remember later.  When you 

cannot move, I will look at you and remember when you could.”  He said sternly, but still with that evil 

smile, “Make it very real.  Make it look real, make it sound real.  Give me things to remember.” 

He has no idea, thought Rachel, none at all. 

This is really happening, she told herself, trying to convince herself.  Everything I imagined, 

surprising myself at first, but later knowing it was what I wanted more than anything else.  

This will almost certainly be the one time, the only time Anya and I will ever be able to do this.  

But one is more than zero. 

Rachel looked into Anya’s eyes.  Beautiful eyes, beautiful face.  Looking back at her with love.  

Rachel had already dealt with her own disbelief at what she was feeling.  At an earlier time, she would 

never have imagined another woman being the love of her life.  But no one else had ever occupied that 

position in her heart.  Only Anya. 

Just minutes ago, she thought, I thought I’d never see Anya again.  And now, she marveled, I’m 

sitting here with eighty pounds of sweetness and sunshine on my lap. 

The president said impatiently, “Do this!  Now!” 

We can do anything we want, absolutely anything, thought Rachel, and he won’t know it’s 

because we want to!  He’ll think we’re doing something that humiliates us because he ordered us to! 

Still Rachel hesitated, because she wanted to engrave this moment forever in her memory: the 

instant before she kissed Anya.  She could never repeat it, so memory would be all she had. 

She knew she wouldn’t be allowed to prolong the moment any longer.  She leaned forward, and 

Anya did at the same time.  Their lips met. 

Rachel had thought her old self, her heterosexual self, might rear up at this moment.  

Fantasizing is one thing, an inner voice had told her, but when it really happens, you’ll see how alien it is 

to you. 

It didn’t feel alien at all.  It was just the way Rachel had imagined.  It seemed to Rachel that 

Anya’s lips fit against hers perfectly, as if designed that way. 

The world seemed to wrap itself in a cocoon around them, shutting out all who wanted to harm 

them. 

Rachel opened her mouth, moving it against Anya’s, nibbling at her lips.  Feeling Anya’s breath 

coming into her, and then returning it to Anya. 

Anya had not known at first what to do with her arms, but she put them around Rachel now.  

Rachel put hers around Anya, tightened them, drawing her closer. 

Rachel heard soft sighs and moans, and realized half of them were her own. 
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Still kissing, running her hands up and down Anya’s back now, and flicking her tongue against 

Anya’s.  Feeling Anya’s breasts flatten against her own.  Those big, cushiony breasts that belonged to 

her, though the rest of her body would never have hinted at them. 

The excitement that had burst into being when Anya had swung into her lap, moments ago, 

grew stronger, pushing out all other emotions. 

Rachel had one last perception of the president breathing hard, before her senses left the man 

alone and focused only on Anya. 

Both of them with hips moving now, bodies moving rhythmically against each other, moaning 

more loudly. 

The guards in this prison, Rachel thought, can’t even imagine a feeling like this exists.  They think 

the sensation of shooting off their stuff into one of a woman’s holes is the high point of all existence.  

They can never reach this place where Anya and I are now, she told herself.  Ever. 

And suddenly Rachel was aware of the tapping against her back.  Tap-tap-tap.  Pause.  Tap-tap-

tap.  Pause. 

Each tap, in the sequence of three, in a slightly different place.  Each done by a different finger.  

Anya’s three middle fingers, giving the signal, tapping out the three little words.  I - lahvv - yu, I - lahvv - 

yu. 

No one behind Rachel to watch.  A private signal, that only Rachel could read. 

Anya tightened her arms and legs around Rachel, opened her mouth wider, moaned louder.  Or 

is that me moaning? wondered Rachel.  I’m losing track. 

She could feel Anya’s sex pressed against her stomach, so warm where it touched, so cool 

afterward from the wetness. 

Rachel felt increasing separation from the world of pain, the world of abuse, the world of assault 

on her being.  In this world, there was only herself and Anya. 

She slid her right hand down Anya’s back, down to her buttocks, reaching underneath, feeling 

the wetness on her fingers now.  And then twisted her wrist, lining up three fingers on Anya’s inner 

thigh, underneath her, hidden from the president’s view, and tapped her fingers in that same rhythm 

Anya had used, one - two - three, I - love - you.  She could feel Anya’s lips against her mouth twitching 

upward.  She moved her fingers back to Anya’s sex, strumming softly on the lips, reaching up inside. 

Anya backed her stomach away just slightly, enough so she could reach down in front of it to 

Rachel’s sex.  Softly touching, exploring. 

Both of them rubbing harder now, not wanting it to end but knowing the president could decide 

to stop them at any moment.  Carrying each other higher, higher still. 

Anya drawing in sudden gasping breaths, a different sound from her masturbation climax, her 

body tensing. 
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Rachel’s orgasm overtaking her without warning, shaking her, warming and freezing her, 

electrocuting her, driving the wind from her, drowning her, as she felt Anya tighten her grip on her 

convulsively, and squeal in a way again removed from what Rachel had grown accustomed to hearing at 

the end of the wet rubbing sounds from the next cell. 

Now the drifting downward, the snowflake descending, landing softly in its resting place. 

Rachel in possession of her faculties once more, looking into Anya’s eyes. 

The president spoke, startling Rachel as the sound reminded her of his presence.  His voice was 

nasty.  “Now you are friends.  You will be together a long time.” 

I want that, Rachel thought.  Oh, how I want that.  He doesn’t know how much. 

If we can never make love again, thought Rachel, that is fine.  If I can never move on my own 

again, I will always remember the last thing my body did on its own.  And the memory will stay fresh as 

long as I live. 

Gerov called out, “Karozki!” 

The general looked in.  Rachel and Anya both hurriedly each pulled their hands away from the 

other’s crotch. 

The president spoke briefly to the general, who nodded and backed out of the door. 

The president, Rachel saw to her lack of surprise, looked very flushed.  And you don’t even 

understand what you just saw, she said to him silently.  You think two women put on a hot show for you 

at your command.  And you think you’re going to have power over us.  You’re nothing.  Anya and I are 

the world.  You can’t touch us. 

Gerov spoke to Rachel now.  “That was very nice.  Now you have your last minute as humans, 

before you are mannequins.” 

Rachel caught the president’s eye and looked at him pointedly. 

He got the message.  He spoke at equal length in Russian.  So Anya would know. 

I’m ready, thought Rachel.  She looked into Anya’s eyes.  You ready, honey? 

Anya, her lips tilting upward just barely at the corners, barely perceptibly nodded her head. 

The doctor entered the room.  He carried two hypodermics. 

Anya let out a squeak at the sight, and leaned closely against Rachel, her eyes wide.  She must, 

Rachel thought, have had an experience like this before. 

Rachel said softly, “Anya, okay, okay.”  She had no idea whether the word would translate, but it 

had crept across the language barriers into common usage in so many cultures that it seemed worth a 

try. 

Anya calmed, and Rachel could barely make out a softly whispered, “Okeh, Retchell,” before the 

doctor approached.  He jabbed one of the hypos into Rachel’s buttock first, then a moment later, the 
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other into Anya’s.  Rachel felt an odd taste in her mouth, then dizziness.  Her heart began pounding, as 

she realized she might never move again.  Then the world went away. 
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CHAPTER 31 

Yelena relaxed, her head between Marya’s thighs once more, feeling her own thighs clamped 

around Marya’s, the heat of their mutual cunnilingus and orgasms receding now, leaving Yelena 

released from the control of the drug, for the time being. 

This was Marya’s favorite nighttime position now.  They’d slept three of the last six nights this 

way. 

Yelena, while still hating that they could make her do this, nevertheless found some comfort in 

it.  She felt peaceful with Marya’s inner thighs cushioning her ears, like warm, smooth, soft pillows, 

shutting out the outside world. 

“Hélène?”  Marya’s soft voice, slightly muffled against Yelena’s sex. 

“Yes, Hélène darling?” 

“Are we going to be doing any more shows?” 

Yelena hesitated a moment, wondering where this was going.  Since they’d arrived back in the 

room, they hadn’t talked about the show just completed.  Yelena still had pangs of worry about the 

effect it had had on Marya.  “I don’t really know for sure, dear.  Do you want to?” 

Marya was silent a moment, then said, “It was fun, being with you and showing how much I love 

you.  But I don’t think I want to do it again.  I will if they want it, because we both owe them so much.  

But I hope we don’t.” 

Not quite the nuance Yelena was expecting.  “Why’s that, dear?” 

Marya seemed to gather her thoughts.  “Well, it was just kind of weird.  I don’t know why 

somebody would write that.  I mean, a girl wanting to have sex with her own mother.  That’s just not… 

normal, you know?” 

Yelena stifled a gasp.  She could read the tone of Marya’s voice, with the experience of both an 

actress and a mother.  There was no joking in it, no sarcasm, no hint of irony.  Marya was delivering a 

sincere judgment. 

Joy washed through Yelena.  Marya may be off in a world of her own, she thought, but it’s 

stable!  With all the forces pulling her away from it, trying to remind her she was Yelena’s daughter, she 

had resisted, seemingly without effort, and remained Hélène. 

And they will never know! thought Yelena.  Dimitri won’t know!  He won’t be able to tell.  

Dimitri, the general, the doctor, all of them, their eyes will only tell them what they want to believe is 

true, that Marya’s terror of the snake pit has trapped her, made her pretend, made her behave in a way 

that sickens her, that agonizes her, and they’ll never catch on that she’s doing what she’s doing because 

it’s what she wants, it’s what makes her happy.  Only I will know how their punishment is a failure. 

Marya stirred just slightly, sighing softly, getting herself comfortable for the night.  Yelena felt 

Marya’s heels nudging the back of her head.  The position had evolved gradually, Marya bending more 

at the waist, making her sex more available, and bending her knees sharply, her heels pressing against 
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the back of Yelena’s head to push her in closer as she licked.  Yelena had copied what Marya was doing, 

similarly pushing Marya’s head into her crotch from behind.  Their orgasms that way had grown more 

intense. 

Yelena felt sleep beginning to steal over her.  She knew she’d be awakened in the morning by a 

tongue licking her sex, like a kitten lapping at a bowl of milk.  A happy, contented kitten. 

Take that, Dimitri, she thought before she drifted off. 

***** 

General Karozki felt a flash of annoyance flow through him as he approached the last turn 

towards the infirmary, remembering the last time he’d been here.  He almost felt out of breath again, as 

he had last night, trying to keep the impetuous doctor from killing the Simonina girl.  He still wasn’t sure 

how the Preston bitch had talked the president into saving that one, but had no intention of asking.  

“Right this way, Mr. President.”  The general gestured around the corner.  The president’s two 

bodyguards followed as unobtrusively as men of their size could. 

The president seemed excited.  “The doctor has begun the process?  I must be returning to the 

capital this afternoon, but I am eager to see something of what is involved.” 

“I have avoided disturbing him, but it is my understanding he is working on it now, yes.”  The 

general hoped to God the doctor hadn’t started on something else.  The odds were against the doctor 

just happening to terminate another useful inmate, and the general hoped the doctor understood now 

he must always double-check before killing any more of the girls. 

A white-coated assistant met the general’s party at the infirmary door, speaking in a hushed 

voice.  “Doctor Tourachev is in the lab,” he gestured at a closed door to the right.  “He understands 

you’re coming, but let me make sure he’s ready.”  The assistant went to the door and pushed a button 

on the wall adjacent to it. 

The general heard no sound from within the lab – he had assumed the button would ring a bell.  

The assistant caught the general’s look.  “A light inside flashes briefly.  The doctor says it disturbs him 

less than a sudden noise.” 

The door opened suddenly, and the doctor stood in the doorway, beaming.  “Everything is going 

well so far.  No adverse effects from the first administration of the joint drug.” 

The president glanced through the door, blinked at the sight from within the lab and backed 

away, signaling irritably to the doctor to follow him.  Some distance from the door, he said in a near-

whisper to the doctor, “I thought you said the transition from the conference room last night to the 

moment they awaken in my office would go by in the blink of an eye, to them.” 

It was the doctor’s turn to be surprised.  “Yes, exactly.  I assure you again that is the case.” 

The president craned forward to look through the door again, to make sure he’d seen correctly.  

Still very quietly, though the doctor had answered him in a normal tone, the president said, “But they’re 

awake now!  They’re sitting up on their examining tables eating breakfast, or something.” 
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The doctor grinned, with an “Ah, I see the problem” expression.  “At present, I am using the 

same drug that I used for a time on your daughter…”  He caught the president’s annoyed look.  

“Apologies, your former daughter.  These women are unable to form permanent memories at present.  

In the beginning phase of their treatment, it is convenient to have them able to take care of their 

physical needs on their own – eating, exercising, disposing of wastes, and so on.  Much less work for us 

than doing all of that for their unconscious bodies.  Later in the treatment, they will be unable to move 

on their own, and we will then keep them unconscious.  But here, come and see for yourself.”  The 

doctor ushered the president into the lab, closing the door after the two bodyguards had followed him 

in. 

The girls, as the president had seen, were sitting side by side on one paper-covered examining 

table, both eating from bowls using their fingers.  As the president came around in front of them, he saw 

that they both had vacant expressions, staring straight ahead as they chewed their food.  Slowly each 

girl’s eyes turned towards him, though there was no obvious recognition or emotion in their gazes.  He 

walked past them, and their heads turned to follow his movement. 

He said to the doctor, “They see me.” 

The doctor nodded.  “Yes, they are awake, and aware of their surroundings.  Watch.”  He took a 

tennis ball from a shelf, and very lightly tossed it towards the American girl, Preston.  Languidly but 

efficiently, she raised the hand not holding the bowl and caught it.  Then she dropped the ball 

negligently on the floor and continued eating. 

The president frowned.  “And she really won’t remember this?” 

The doctor smiled.  “The memory drug isn’t my own creation.  It’s a time-tested substance with 

very well-documented effects.  Right now they are both operating on instinct, their deeper cognitive 

processes suppressed.”  He stepped towards the American girl, and said in English, “What is your 

name?” 

She answered in a flat voice, “Rachel Preston.”  She resumed eating, making no effort to build 

her response into a conversation.  Beside her, the smaller girl turned to look when the American girl 

spoke, then went back to her own meal. 

The doctor went to a cabinet at the side of the room, drew down two syringes with very long 

needles, and filled them with the contents of a small glass bottle, identical in appearance and labeling 

with a shelf full of others.  Moving back towards the girls, he fixed his attention on the larger one’s right 

shoulder, and said quietly, “Please don’t speak for a moment, Mr. President.”  He saw no reason to 

bother extending the same request to the bodyguards. 

Very carefully, the doctor jabbed the needle into the tall girl’s shoulder, his eyes fixed and 

unblinking as he let the needle sink in to sufficient depth before depressing the plunger. 

He stood back, satisfied, made a mark on a chart on a nearby table, and looked at the president. 

The president assumed the look was an invitation to speak once more.  “What does that do?” 
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“Over time, the injections will replace the fluid in her joints, in this case the right shoulder joint, 

with a substance that the body will accept.  The substance will perform all of the necessary tasks of the 

natural joint fluid, except that it will be much more resistant to movement.  This one single shot will not 

be sufficient by itself, and it will take weeks to accomplish the necessary replacement in the joint.  And 

of course, there are quite a lot more joints.  That is the main reason the treatment takes so long.” 

“When it is done, if you move her limbs for her, is that painful for her?” 

“Sadly, no.  Not as far as I can determine by monitoring the brain’s pain centers.” 

“The effect is permanent?” 

The doctor shook his head.  “No, but it will be much easier to maintain it at the proper level than 

it is to establish it to begin with.  Maintenance can be done by a general intravenous infusion rather 

than having to attend to each joint individually.  Maintenance of the other drug will be done the same 

way.” 

“Other drug?” 

“Yes.  This first one makes the joints extremely hard to move.  The second drug, which I will 

introduce starting in about a week, interferes specifically with the network of nerves operating the 

body’s voluntary muscles.  To these women, it will be as if the communication between brain and 

muscle has become disconnected.  Their sense of touch is unaffected – they can feel anything done to 

them.  But they cannot operate the muscles.  When the two drugs are used in combination, it will simply 

be far beyond their ability to move any part of their bodies.” 

The president frowned.  “How can they breathe?” 

The doctor smiled.  “Different kind of muscle, different nerve structure.  The involuntary 

muscles are built differently, perform differently, are affected differently by the nerve drug.  The lungs 

will continue working, the hearts beating.  They will even blink, involuntarily, as we all do constantly, yet 

be unable to open or close their eyes by choice.  Different muscle groups.” 

“You said you can train a team of my own people to take care of them?” 

The doctor nodded.  “The time for that would be near the end of the process, so your people 

can learn to work with the girls as they will be then.  I believe one week of training would be sufficient.  

Well, two or three days, really, if you can send me people who already have some medical training.” 

“Nurses, say?” 

“Yes, that would be ideal.” 

The president nodded.  “I can arrange for that.  My preference would be to have an all-female 

support team.”  He smiled.  “Men, in that situation… well, you know how that would turn out.” 

The doctor rolled his eyes and grinned.  “Just so.” 

Behind him, the women had set down empty food bowls and picked up glasses of milk.  After 

draining them, they sat silently, motionlessly, not appearing to have any independent volition. 
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The president smiled.  “Well, I shall look forward to progress reports…”  He trailed off. 

Each woman had, for no obvious reason, moved to take the other’s nearer hand in her own, 

each interlacing her fingers with the other’s.  To the president the motions seemed simultaneous – he 

hadn’t perceived one hand moving before the other.  The gesture was taken no further.  They both 

appeared content to sit like that, holding hands. 

The president frowned.  He had followed the doctor’s explanations, he believed, and they didn’t 

seem to account for this.  He pointed.  “Why would they do that?” 

The doctor shrugged.  “It wouldn’t be a conscious decision.  They are not capable of that.  There 

is a pre-existing bond between them.  General Karozki has told me that the Simonina girl was useful as a 

check on Miss Preston’s behavior.” 

The president raised his eyebrows.  Karozki never told me that, he thought, irritated. 

He shook his head at his own thoughts.  It doesn’t matter, he told himself.  I’m glad I know it 

now.  I may decide to use them a little differently. 

He smiled, thinking back to the conversation with Preston.  He understood now what she had 

done.  Well, he thought, another thing she can feel sorry about later. 
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CHAPTER 32 

NINE WEEKS LATER 

Larisa Celenskaya presented herself at the door of the Irkhet president’s mansion, customarily 

called “The People’s House,” feeling overwhelmed by the unreality of the situation.  She’d been 

interrupted while painting by a knock at her door from a grim-looking man, who had presented her with 

a card inviting her to see the president at 11:00. 

Larisa had never met the president, nor anyone else of such august power.  She was simply a 

struggling artist, trying to make ends meet selling her paintings in street markets. 

She fully expected to be turned away at the door of The People’s House, with laughter following 

her retreating footsteps, but had come just on the chance that the invitation might be real. 

To her astonishment, she was greeted politely after identifying herself, and ushered into the 

residence, past the public areas where tourists, nearly all foreign, snapped pictures, led down a long, 

echoing hallway, through a door and into a room that gave the appearance of being a large hospital 

room, judging from the medical equipment in various corners.  Larisa could make no sense of why it 

would be here, of all places.  There were five doors other than the one by which she had entered from 

the hallway: two in the right-hand wall, two in the back wall, and a large one of elaborately-carved wood 

to the left.  The entire suite of rooms seemed newly built, as if this corner of the residence had recently 

been refurbished.  She could smell the fresh paint on the unblemished white walls. 

She was taken through the nearer right-hand door.  She blinked as she took in the general 

features of the room: this one, far from fitting in with the room she had just passed through, was a 

bedroom.  In addition to a large, comfortable-looking bed, there were dressers, bedside table and lamp, 

a soft-looking overstuffed chair, and another table with a mirror on the wall behind it and a chair in 

front of it.  There was an open door to a closet, and another standing open to reveal a small, clean 

bathroom.  On the wall there was a large-screen high-definition television, and… 

Larisa stopped dead in shock, her jaw dropping.  There were four paintings on the walls.  Her 

paintings.  Her work.  In the president’s mansion. 

The man who had led her here said, “If you will wait here, Miss Celenskaya, the president will be 

with you soon.  If you would like, you may choose some items from the lunch menu.”  He pointed to a 

small stack of papers on the table. 

Unable to speak, Larisa nodded vaguely, and watched him leave the room and close the door. 

She squeezed her eyes tightly shut, and opened them again.  Her paintings were still there. 

She wandered over to the table, and saw that the stack did indeed contain menus, not just for 

lunch, but for breakfast and dinner as well.  Picking up a pen, thinking this was the most bizarre dream 

she’d ever head, she circled several items that sounded good, and were well beyond her budget.  She 

stood and walked to the door, deciding she would go find the man who’d brought her in and give him 

the menu.  
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The door was locked. 

She huffed in annoyance.  She supposed they might not want random people wandering around 

the mansion, but thought this wasn’t much of a way to treat a guest.  She retreated to the overstuffed 

chair. 

After half an hour she was startled by the door opening.  There had been no sound of a key.  

Apparently the door was locked on the inside only.  The same man appeared in the doorway, saying, “I 

can take your lunch order now, if you wish.” 

She picked it up from the desk and handed it to him, and said in irritation, “I don’t really like 

being locked in.  Could you take me to a kitchen or dining room or something and serve the lunch 

there?” 

The man shook his head.  “I am afraid not, Miss Celenskaya.  I will bring your lunch here shortly.” 

She was about to argue with him and push her way past him, but simply took a deep breath and 

nodded.  They were being too nice to her for her to be nasty in return. 

***** 

Lunch was outstanding.  The man had rolled it in on a cart, and it came complete with china 

dishes, silverware, and napkins, and included the expensive-sounding French wine she’d ordered.  As 

she was finishing, the same man returned once again to clear the remains away.  And then he’d locked 

her in once more. 

After about an hour, during which Larisa grew increasingly annoyed, the door opened once 

again.  Larisa had made up her mind to complain about being trapped in the room, and opened her 

mouth.  Then shot to her feet, her eyes wide. 

It was President Gerov who had entered the room, with a huge, blank-faced man behind him. 

Larisa found his smile and extended hand unexpected, but then nothing whatsoever that had 

happened to her today qualified as “expected.”  She shook hands with him numbly. 

The president crossed the room to the overstuffed chair and sat, looking casual with crossed 

legs.  The large man who had accompanied him stood near the door, his arms folded in front of him.  

Larisa could have sat in the other, less comfortable chair, but decided she should remain standing. 

The president smiled again, “Well, Miss Celenskaya, how do you like your accommodations?” 

She opened her mouth, but nothing came out.  She tried again.  “Ummm…  Nice room, I guess.  

But I’d…  Really, I wouldn’t touch anything if you’d let me walk around the place.  And I wouldn’t leave 

the building.  I’m really honored you asked me here, but…”  She couldn’t think what should follow “but.” 

He continued smiling.  “The honor is mine, I assure you.  I’ve admired your work for a long 

time.”  He gestured casually at the paintings on the walls. 

She colored at the idea of the president himself looking at… well, any of these.  They were some 

of her rawest work.  One simply showed a naked woman shamelessly, wantonly fondling herself.  

Another showed a nude woman, on her knees with her hands clasped behind her neck, her breasts 
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thrust forward, as if offering them to the man with the whip, who was wearing trousers but no shirt, 

standing menacingly in front of her.  Her breasts already showed marks of earlier whippings.  A third 

painting had a nude woman standing, obviously in pain but with a set jaw as if trying to hide it, her 

breast being pinched by a second woman, this one holding a riding crop, her face displaying a nasty 

smile.  But the fourth one, with the woman and the animals…  Oh, God, thought Larisa, I can’t believe 

he’s seen that one. 

She could only manage to stammer, “I - I - I’m glad you like it.  Sir.”  She hoped that was the right 

form of address. 

He nodded.  “I like your imagination, your vision…” 

Larisa couldn’t stop herself shaking her head.  He’s talking to me as if I were one of these big, 

famous, oh-so-precious artists, she thought. 

He continued.  “You will work for me from now on.” 

She could only gape at him.  She blurted the first thing that came into her mind.  “I… I don’t 

usually work on demand.  I just… paint something as I picture it.  I get an image in my mind and I try to 

make it real.  I don’t know if I could… you know…” 

The president’s smile returned.  “I like the way you put that.  ‘Make it real.’  Would you like to 

make it more real than ever before?” 

Now she was totally lost.  “I don’t understand.” 

“I would like you to work with live women.  Two of them.  I want you to imagine extremely 

erotic poses for them, separately or together, and then make the poses happen.” 

She struggled to follow.  “And then paint them?” 

He shook his head.  “No need.  Your art will be the posing itself.” 

“Somebody photographs them?” 

Again he shook his head.  “Only pose them.  They will be…  Well, imagine yourself making a 

window display of mannequins for a clothing store.  You move the arms, the legs, bend them as you 

want, and they stay that way.  These women will be like that.  Due to a medical procedure, they will be 

unable to move on their own.  They will stay exactly as you pose them.” 

This was going well out of Larisa’s comfort zone.  “Mr. President, I…  Well, I thank you for the 

very nice lunch, really.  But I think I should probably be going.  If you could…” She gestured vaguely at 

the door. 

He smiled.  “You don’t understand.  You are already working for me.  This will be your room.  

Elsewhere is… my office, but you may think of that as your studio.  That is where you will work.” 

Her irritation started boiling over into anger.  She made a last effort to stay civil.  “I really must 

be going, sir.  Thank you again.” 
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The president sighed heavily.  “I expected that you would feel this way.  But your feelings are 

not important.  If you want me to make it official, then all right.  You are under arrest, for distributing 

and selling pornography.” 

She gaped at him, her stomach fluttering.  “What?  I’ve never… there’s no… It’s always been all 

right!”  Her knees felt weak. 

“I assure you, you have been breaking the law with your work.”  He held up his hand.  “Now, 

don’t worry about being dragged off to a jail cell, defending yourself in a trial, any of those things.  You 

have already been convicted, and you may stay here, in this room.  We will provide meals, as you 

already have seen.  I don’t know your clothing sizes, but if you will write them down later we can fill the 

dresser and closet here with clothes for everyday wear.  In that drawer,” he pointed to the bedside 

table, “There is a remote for the television.  Or we can provide you with books or magazines, if you 

prefer.  You will have several assistants to help you with your work.”  He grinned.  “Think of me as your 

sponsor, or patron.  You really will live quite well, as long as your work is satisfactory.” 

In a tiny voice, Larisa said, “And… if it isn’t satisfactory?  If I decide I don’t want to do the work at 

all?” 

“Then there will be alternative accommodations.  I will show you tomorrow.  We will take a trip 

together.”  He stood.  “I have an important meeting now, but I will meet you tomorrow morning.  Please 

fill out a dinner request, and also write down those clothing sizes for Ivan.  That was Ivan who brought 

you your meal, by the way.”  The president looked at the huge bodyguard, who went to the door and 

knocked.  It was opened by an equally large man from outside. 

Larisa managed to gasp out, “Wait!  Are you just leaving me here then?”  It was clear she 

couldn’t possibly force her way past the two goons. 

He turned at the door.  “Yes, but be ready to leave after breakfast tomorrow.  Be clean and 

dressed.  I will see you then.”  Without another word he left, the big man trailing him closing the door 

behind him. 

She ran to the door.  Locked again. 

As pleasant as the room looked, like a comfortable hotel room, Larisa knew she was in jail.  She 

had committed a crime without being aware of it, been arrested unwittingly, tried and convicted in 

absentia, and now she was imprisoned in this well-furnished bedroom. 

Of course, she told herself, trying to remain calm.  It all makes perfect sense. 

She reversed course and ran into the bathroom.  She felt an urgent need for its facilities. 

***** 

Larisa hated the helicopter ride.  Not that she could see any of it.  She had to wear a loose cloth 

hood over her head during the whole trip.  With her hands cuffed behind her.  She had complained how 

unfair it was.  There were three other women she had just met, all in military fatigues.  They’d 

introduced themselves as Veronika, Zlata, and Raisa, and they were all army nurses, who had all just met 

each other that morning.  The three nurses didn’t have to wear the hoods.  Or the handcuffs.  Nobody 
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gave Larisa an explanation, but she supposed it was because she was “in custody” for her crime of doing 

what she had done for several years with nobody complaining. 

That morning after her shower, Larisa had found a pile of new clothes on the bed, and breakfast 

on the table.  She’d picked out clean underwear, new jeans and a nice velour open-necked shirt.  

Everything fit perfectly, including the underwear. 

Ivan – was he a butler or something? – had bustled in after she dressed, carrying an empty 

satchel and telling her to pack enough clothes for several days.  She’d just had time to do it when she 

was rushed up to the roof, there meeting the nurses just outside a helicopter whose blades were 

already starting to turn.  Also meeting the handcuffs and hood.  She would have objected more 

strenuously, but everything was happening so fast she couldn’t express what she was feeling until she 

decided exactly what it was. 

The other occupants of the chopper were the president and the pilot in front, and two 

bodyguards behind them.  The nurses had chatted among themselves, exchanging comments about 

their hometowns, military postings, and duties, a conversation Larisa could find no way to join even if 

there hadn’t been the embarrassment of speaking from under the hood.  She remained silent.  She 

couldn’t tell whether the nurses themselves knew what the trip was about.  They may have felt 

uncomfortable discussing it behind the president. 

After what Larisa guessed were about two hours of flying, they landed, and Larisa’s hood was 

removed.  She was stunned to see that they were high up in the mountains, and that there was at least 

a meter of snow on the ground, through which blowers had cleared a path to a large doorway in the 

mountainside. 

Every time, thought Larisa, I narrow down possibilities for what’s happening, the next thing I see 

blows all of it apart. 

Another, larger helicopter sat inert on the ground nearby, and from it men were offloading large 

bales of pine straw.  Larisa could make no guess as to the purpose for it.  In the growing quiet as the 

engine of the helicopter that had brought her and the nurses wound down, Larisa could hear another 

motor-like noise.  One of the nurses – Raisa, if Larisa had kept the names straight – identified it as an 

electrical generator.  Her own military hospital, she said, used one like it during power outages. 

Shivering from the unanticipated cold, Larisa and the nurses were led through the big doorway 

into a building that seemed carved into the mountain itself, to an office in which a general greeted 

them, shaking hands with the nurses and nodding to the still-handcuffed Larisa.  “This is Trevachevski 

Women’s Prison,” he’d told them, causing Larisa almost complete panic before he added that they were 

the first female non-prisoners to visit it in many years.  Why, thought Larisa, do I feel like I am one of the 

prisoners then? 

First, said the general, he wanted his guests (“guests”?? thought Larisa) to tour the prison.  He 

didn’t say why.  Larisa could see, from the looks passing among the three nurses, that they were as 

mystified as she was. 
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Larisa’s cuffs were unlocked, at last.  An hour later, after a tour led by the general’s aide, named 

Shevchenko or something like that, the nurses were also as wide-eyed and silent as Larisa, and seemed 

as frightened.  They’d seen the astonishingly tiny cells the prisoners lived in – all empty at present, since 

the inmates were all at work – and they had seen two different prisoner work stations: one of them a 

huge cavern that two dozen exhausted-looking women were working to enlarge, the other a hot, humid, 

stuffy greenhouse in which eight inmates, covered in sweat and looking blank and hopeless, were 

tending plants that were presumably the food supply here.  All of the women in either place could move 

around, but were so inconveniently chained it made the work much harder.  Without exception, all of 

the prisoners were naked, their heads nearly shaved, with only a bristly centimeter of hair remaining.  

Larisa and the nurses saw one of the women working in the cavern whipped for moving too slowly, and 

it was clear from the marks on their skin, in both venues, that many others had received the same 

treatment.  Two of the nurses now looked green, trying to hold their breakfasts in.  When Shevchenko 

mentioned that after working hours, the guards used the inmates for their own entertainment, Larisa 

nearly lost her own. 

Shevchenko had led them back to the general’s office and into a conference room, where the 

president was waiting to meet them, sitting with a bespectacled gray-haired man in a lab coat.  The two 

bodyguards stood against the wall. 

The president spoke without preamble, looking at the nurses.  “Your new posting will be at my 

residence, The People’s House, in a facility there in which you will care for two…” Larisa knew enough of 

the situation to understand that his smile was ironic, “…patients.  You will meet them here today.  They 

cannot move, so it will be your job to see to their needs.  Doctor Tourachev will be in charge of your 

training.” 

One of the nurses, with dark curly hair, spoke.  Larisa remembered her name was Veronika.  

“Paralyzed?”  She frowned, seemingly in sympathy for the as yet unseen patients. 

The president shook his head.  “Not exactly.  Doctor Tourachev will explain.” 

The doctor smiled and spoke.  “Not paralyzed in the normal sense, no.  Their nervous systems 

are fully functional.  They will feel everything you do to them.  Well, not today, as I am keeping them 

unconscious for the present.  But you will not actually be able to tell when they are awake – not by 

looking at them, at any rate.  Their joints have been considerably stiffened, and at the same time they 

have drugs in their system that interfere with muscle control.  When they are awake, no doubt they will 

want to move on their own.  They won’t be able to.” 

Another of the nurses, with short, straight hair – Zlata – seemed to catch on slightly more 

quickly than the other two: her eyes shot open wide.  “You… put them in this condition?  Intentionally?”  

Zlata’s eyes seemed to say: Please tell me I misunderstood. 

The doctor simply smiled again, as at an apt student.  “Indeed, yes.  The idea is…  Well, perhaps 

you should explain that part, Mr. President.” 

The president did so.  The nurses’ eyes grew steadily wider with horror as he spoke. 

Larisa’s did not, but only because she already knew. 
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Afterward, the president leaned forward.  “Now listen to me.  You are military personnel, and I 

am your commander in chief.  You will be stationed at my residence, and you will not leave your post.  

You will be under observation, by members of my security staff, through cameras.  You will be allowed 

to write to, and receive letters from, family and friends – mail to you will be addressed to a central 

military post office, and forwarded – and you may even talk to them on the phone.  But if you attempt 

to pass along, to anyone, any information about where you are or the nature of your assignment, that 

will be a breach of military secrecy.  If you attempt to leave your post, that will constitute desertion.  If 

you do not carry out your responsibilities to the very best of your abilities, that will be dereliction of 

duty.  Any of these offences will result in your being returned here, to this prison, as inmates.”  

The three nurses went pale.  In a situation where they might have been expected to look at each 

other to determine whether they had heard correctly, all three sat frozen.  They knew exactly what they 

had heard. 

The president turned to Larisa.  “Your situation is different, Miss Celenskaya.  You are already 

under arrest.  You may serve the term of your sentence in my residence, as long as you satisfactorily 

perform your assigned work as a prisoner.  If, however, your work fails to meet my standards, your 

sentence will be served at this facility instead.” 

Larisa noticed he’d made no mention of her talking to her family.  With as much as he seemed 

to know about her, she thought, it made sense that he knew she had none.  None that she kept in 

communication with, at any rate.  Her parents had thrown her out of the house five years ago.  

Considering where she had now ended up, she wished, for the first time, she had made some different 

choices back then. 

The president sat back, and looked at all four women now.  “No one brought to this prison is 

ever released.  All inmates die here, some sooner, some later.  The guards decide which incoming 

prisoners should live.”  He smiled.  “They save the ones they like.  In your cases, if the guards don’t want 

you, I think that, instead of executing you right away, we can find something less pleasant than what you 

saw today.” 

Larisa suddenly couldn’t breathe.  She had seen dozens of inmates, with their curvy, big-

breasted bodies.  She could easily guess the basis on which the guards made their decisions. 

She knew she wouldn’t pass the guards’ scrutiny.  She was too skinny, with negligible breasts.  

Her paintings served as an outlet for her need to experience life fully sexualized, as she was in her 

imagination. 

If she failed to do what the president wanted, her life in prison would not be that of the abused 

women she had seen today.  She knew she would get the “something less pleasant.” 

Larisa was sure she had gone as ghost-white as the nurses. 

***** 

Larisa gasped at her first sight of the two women who would be her charges.  They lay on their 

backs on separate examining tables in the infirmary, nude – unconscious, as the doctor had said they 

would be. 
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One was a blonde, with a beautiful face, perfect body, obviously very tall – Larisa guessed she 

must be over 180 centimeters.  Her hair was quite short, but longer than that of the inmates Larisa had 

seen.  Well of course, thought Larisa, the doctor said she’s been here in treatment for two months. 

The other struck Larisa at first as being a child, to her shock, but she reevaluated her impression 

based on the girl’s large, full breasts.  Otherwise she was very slight of build, with narrow hips, and a 

very cute face.  Her hair, dark, was about the same length as the blonde’s. 

Their size difference, Larisa thought immediately, might present some challenges to posing 

them together.  I’ll have to think up some ideas, she told herself, to make use of that.  Make it an 

advantage somehow instead of an obstacle. 

Larisa realized she was trying to lose herself in the problem of artistic composition to avoid 

dwelling on the terror of the threat the president had just made. 

The doctor led the four of them into a smaller office, and spent over two hours on a PowerPoint 

presentation, intended mainly for the nurses, discussing in more detail what had been done to the 

women, and then outlining the steps of daily health maintenance the nurses would need to perform.  

The nurses took notes.  Larisa just watched, knowing that most of what he was saying did not concern 

her.  Larisa realized that the nurses, like her, were busying their minds with the details to avoid having to 

think about the danger they were in.  The nurses all barraged the doctor with questions, stretching out 

the session another hour. 

At last the questions petered out, and the doctor looked at his watch.  “We go through their 

care regimen close to the same time each evening.  You will assist, starting today.  We’ll start that in 

about two hours.  I will supervise tonight and tomorrow, and the night after that I will see whether you 

have learned all you need to know.  In the meantime…”  He looked directly at Larisa. 

Larisa jumped, barely holding back a squeak of panic.  The doctor seemed like such a nice old 

man, purely on a visual basis, until you listened to his matter-of-fact description of his obscene violation 

of the autonomy of two living, feeling women.  Larisa was deathly afraid of him, especially as she knew 

she herself was under threat of having to come back to this prison as an inmate, exposing her to, among 

so many other appalling prospects, being under the control of this same monster. 

The doctor continued, speaking to Larisa, “…you should probably familiarize yourself with the 

feel of working with the patients.  You should take the opportunity presented by the next two hours.  

You may continue experimenting with them over the next two days as well, but why don’t you get 

started now?”  He smiled, as if had had just offered her a special treat. 

Experimenting, thought Larisa.  What a loaded word. 

The doctor gestured her towards the main room where the two inert women lay, then went into 

his private office, leaving Larisa to get herself moving on her own. 

Her heart pounding, Larisa stood on shaky legs and went to the door.  Looking behind her, she 

saw that the nurses were all reading their notes, putting on a “this doesn’t concern me” show. 
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Larisa looked at them pointedly, until one by one they looked up at her.  She gestured at them 

to follow her.  I can’t do this all by myself, she told herself with certainty.  The big one outweighs me by 

at least ten kilos.  I can’t just shift her around as if she were a child’s doll. 

With tiny steps, Larisa slowly approached the larger woman, breathing hard, her chest feeling 

very tight.  The nurses followed behind her, but not closely.  Larisa looked behind at them, biting her lip. 

She turned forward again to face the pretty blonde.  She was startled to see that the blonde’s 

eyes were open, though only to stare straight ahead.  Past her, the smaller girl showed the same empty 

gaze with eyes open. 

With a shaking hand, Larisa reached down and took the blonde’s wrist. 

She snatched her hand away quickly.  She’d known intellectually she was looking at a live 

woman, but somehow she expected her to feel plastic, like a life-sized doll.  But the wrist had felt warm, 

and Larisa’s fingertips had felt the pulse of a living heart. 

She gasped, and bent over the blonde’s face.  Yes, I was right, she told herself.  I did see her 

blink. 

Okay, she thought, the doctor said she’d do that.  But the proof that the blonde was alive still 

startled her. 

I have to do this, Larisa told herself emphatically.  I have to do this. 

Her mind eagerly distracted itself from the task at hand.  Oh my God, she thought, I wish so 

much I had breasts like that!  Larisa wished now she had waited before asking the nurses to accompany 

her.  She wanted badly to touch the woman’s breasts, to feel their weight in her hands. 

Stop it! she ordered herself.  No!  This woman has endured more than enough abuse of her 

body.  Don’t you start too!  Even if she is unconscious.  Or because she is. 

And what about when she’s awake? Larisa’s thoughts continued, beyond her control.  That 

would be even worse.  Feeling me fondle her, watching me, completely helpless to stop me. 

But, she reminded herself, my job is going to be to abuse her even worse than that.  To do 

shameful things with her body.  If I don’t, I’ll be abused myself, so much worse than anything she’s 

experienced.  I’ll wish I was in her place. 

Larisa reached for the woman’s wrist again, and tried to lift it.  It resisted her effort much more 

than she expected, and she thought for a moment the doctor must have overdone it, freezing her joints 

so completely they couldn’t be moved at all.  Larisa tightened her grip and tried harder, and finally the 

woman’s arm came upward, bending at the shoulder and elbow.  Larisa let go, and the arm stayed 

where it was, half-lifted. 

Larisa tried the fingers, working to curl each one inward.  Again it was harder than she expected, 

but eventually she finished closing the woman’s hand into a fist. 

She walked around between the tables, to see whether the smaller girl’s joints had the same 

degree of stiffness.  She put her hand under the girl’s knee and anchored the girl’s foot with her hand.  
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Grunting with effort, she managed to raise the girl’s leg, bending it at the knee, and extended the girl’s 

foot at the ankle so the sole of her foot rested flat on the table. 

This will be doable, she thought, but I was right.  I definitely can’t do this all by myself. 

She turned back towards the bigger woman and looked across her at the nurses.  “Help me get 

her sitting up.  I want to try some things.”  She squeezed her eyes shut tight, again telling herself: I have 

to do this, I have to do this.  “I need to get a feeling for how to manipulate them.  By the end of today, 

let’s see what it takes to make them kiss so it looks real.” 

The nurses all gave her horrified looks.  Larisa could tell what they were thinking – about her, 

not just about the situation.  All they knew about her, she realized, was that she was some kind of 

criminal and, considering what her job in the operation was, probably some sort of pervert.  They were 

far from being ready to take orders of any kind from her.  

Larisa took a quick look towards the doctor’s closed door, and said softly, “This might be our 

only chance to speak freely.  You know they’ll be listening to us once we get back to the People’s 

House.”  She looked down at the unconscious woman in front of her.  “These aren’t dolls, or 

mannequins.  They are living, feeling people.  They’re asleep right now, but in a few days they won’t be.  

They’ll be more helpless than you’ve ever imagined being.  I want all of you to promise – promise! – that 

you’ll never forget that, that you’ll never hurt them, and that you’ll do everything you can to make their 

lives better.” 

Larisa could see the nurses’ attitudes towards her shift in an instant.  It’s an easy promise for 

them to make, Larisa thought.  They are nurses.  I’m just asking them to do what they’d do for any 

patient.  But they have to know that I feel that way. 

She held each one’s eyes in turn, as they nodded. 

Larisa bent and kissed the tall blonde on the lips.  “I promise too.”  Then she turned and kissed 

the smaller girl, and repeated the promise. 

She turned back to the pretty blonde and pressed her hand against the inert woman’s lower 

stomach, then pointed to Zlata and Raisa, who stood nearest.  “Each of you put a hand under one of her 

shoulders, and lift when I tell you.”  They each nodded and took positions on either side of the blonde. 

  



333 
 

CHAPTER 33 

Rachel felt the fog begin to dissipate within her head.  A whirling kaleidoscope of colors began 

resolving in her vision.  She tried to remember… 

The general’s office.  Yes, she thought.  I’m in the general’s office with Anya.  Anya!  Is she okay?  

I should be unconscious already, she thought, from the shot.  The doctor just injected me with 

something.  Maybe my body is resisting it.  If I can just stay awake, I can fight. 

Her heart started pounding as she began remembering more.  Are they going to do that thing to 

me now?  The… mannequin thing? 

Rachel’s vision cleared at last.  Anya!  She’s here!  Rachel instinctively tried to reach out to touch 

her. 

Or thought she had tried, anyway.  Her brain had sent the signal to her arms, she knew that, and 

she had taken for granted that her arms would follow orders. 

She sent the signal again. 

She was astonished, now, by the lack of response.  It wasn’t quite as if her brain’s orders had 

been delivered, like a piece of mail, and then ignored.  It seemed more as though they had been marked 

undeliverable due to smudged and unreadable addresses.  It was the oddest feeling – when she tried to 

move an arm, she somehow felt uncertain just how to get a message there, as if she had forgotten 

where her arm was.  Yet she could feel her arm there.  It wasn’t like a part of her body falling asleep, 

insensitive to touch.  Her arm was saying, I’m here, I’m here.  But somehow the communication only 

went one way. 

Atop an avalanche of shocks, one in particular emerged on the surface now: Anya’s hair!  It 

wasn’t like that just a few seconds ago!  It’s about two inches long!  That’s impossible!  But they haven’t 

even had time to slap a wig on her, for whatever reason, let alone… Oh, no!  If that really is her hair – 

and it looks for all the world as though it is – it would take a couple of months for it to get that long… 

Understanding cut through the knots of confusion at last.  They did it to me already! she told 

herself.  It’s done!  That whole thing the president said they were going to do! 

It just hadn’t sounded possible.  I was so sure, Rachel thought, that they were all just crazy.  I’d 

wake up, grin at His Royal Majesty, scratch his eyes out, and look for the exit. 

But it’s just like he said!  I can’t move anything! 

Rachel tried to calm herself by focusing on Anya.  Anya, she thought, still looks so adorable.  

Anya’s hair might have hid her ears now, but it had been brushed back behind them.  Rachel could still 

see the suggestion of points at the top.  Anya still looked so much like a magical sprite from Greek 

mythology. 

Oh!! she thought.  Look at Anya’s skin!  The whip marks are almost gone!  Another sign that a lot 

of time has gone by. 
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The bruises on Anya’s cheek had also disappeared, where she’d been hit several times, twice by 

the Amazon, once by Rachel herself.  Healed now. 

Rachel took inventory of her own body.  She knew she was naked – nothing new about that, she 

hardly thought about it anymore.  She was sitting the same way Anya was: upright, her butt on a 

relatively smooth, soft surface, her legs bent and spread apart wide, knees raised, heels on the surface.  

She was leaning back slightly, one arm, her left, extended behind her for support, her hand, palm down, 

on the surface.  She could feel it back there.  Her right hand was in her lap, middle finger resting lightly, 

curled slightly, on the cleft of her sex as if frozen in the act of stroking it.  Anya, naked as well – that 

looks perfectly normal, thought Rachel, I’ve never seen her in clothes – was in nearly a mirror-image 

pose in front of her, her legs spread farther apart relative to her height so that the soles of her feet were 

pressed against Rachel’s.  In Anya’s case her right hand was underneath her breast, cupping it, the 

thumb over her nipple as if she were brushing it. 

Anya’s mouth was open as she stared at Rachel, suggesting intense arousal.  Rachel realized her 

own mouth was likewise open. 

At least they let me touch her, thought Rachel.  She could feel the soft pressure and warmth of 

Anya’s feet against her own.  But she couldn’t move either foot, not even to wriggle her toes. 

Rachel’s self-examination was interrupted now by the sound of footsteps to her left.  She tried 

to turn her head, but couldn’t.  She tried to shift her eyes to look in that direction, but to her 

astonishment, she couldn’t even do that. 

The president came into her view from the periphery.  Rachel couldn’t look directly at him, but 

he was near enough the center of her field of vision, standing just to Anya’s left, that she could 

recognize his shape, and knew it was him as soon as he spoke. 

“I see you’re awake.”  Rachel wondered how he’d known. 

Her heart suddenly began racing so fast her breath almost couldn’t keep up.  He’d said he 

wasn’t going to rape me, she recalled, but what if that was just to calm me down?  Is he going to do it 

now?  With me in this condition?  Rachel made her first attempt to speak, but couldn’t even sense 

where the controls to her vocal cords were, let alone make any use of them.  Every time she tried to 

move anything, it somehow felt as though she had forgotten how it was done. 

She could see the president look down at something he was holding.  She thought it might be a 

phone.  “Ahh, yes.  Your heart is beating even faster.  I don’t believe we need this anymore.” 

Rachel tried, and failed, to flinch as he reached behind her and peeled something that felt like a 

Band-Aid from her upper back.  She was amazed that she couldn’t even wince. 

Okay, she thought, a heart monitor.  That’s how he knew I was conscious.  Probably 

broadcasting a wireless signal to that thing he’s carrying.  Maybe it is a phone.  No doubt there is an app 

for this. 

Sitting here this way is every bit, thought Rachel, as humiliating as it had sounded.  Rachel was 

flaunting her naked body, displaying it, simulating masturbation.  Under such close scrutiny from a man 
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she feared and loathed, her mind screamed at her to cover up, to hide her sex and her breasts.  And she 

absolutely could not move. 

She understood now that her visualization of what the president had described to her, as 

frightening as it had been, her mind resisting it and telling her it couldn’t happen, had been woefully 

inadequate.  Until someone has been subjected to this, she realized, it’s impossible to know how 

helpless it feels. 

The president went on conversationally, “Your companion awakened an hour ago.  Already I had 

a nice talk with her.  Of course it was one-way.” 

Anya is awake?? she thought in amazement.  Now?  She can hear the president right next to 

her?  And she’s been sitting there awake for an hour, thinking how vulnerable she is?? 

Rachel had learned so little about Anya through the language barrier, but everything Rachel 

could sense about Anya told her how impossibly exposed Anya must feel, the degree of Rachel’s self-

consciousness multiplied by ten.  Anya, Rachel was positive, could never have imagined showing herself 

in such a flagrantly sexual way in public. 

Rachel couldn’t read anything in Anya’s face.  Anya only stared blankly. 

Rachel wanted again to reach out to Anya, to comfort her, to tell her everything would be all 

right.  But every instruction from her brain to move any part of herself seemed to vanish down a black 

hole before reaching its destination. 

Suddenly a shadow, a mere hint of the terror Anya must be feeling flashed through Rachel’s 

mind, much more important and all-consuming than any mere embarrassment.  Rachel knew Anya must 

have had the same fear as she herself had experienced when the president revealed his presence, only 

worse, maybe far worse.  Rachel really had no idea what the president had actually told Anya 

beforehand about what was going to happen.  Anya had seemed to accept it, but had the president 

really told her anything near the truth?  Even if he had given her an accurate description, did Anya know 

he wasn’t going to rape her?  Rachel had only found out because she’d asked.  What was Anya thinking 

was going to happen? 

Shame washed over Rachel in waves.  I was so selfish! she told herself.  I was trapped into this, 

but it was me who got Anya into it.  Is Anya really better off here?  I think so, but that’s my own 

perception, based on what might very well be false hopes.  Is Anya suffering in terror, wishing she was 

back in her cell?  Would she curse me if she knew it was my fault she’s here?  So selfish, so selfish!  I 

didn’t want to let her go, and now look what I’ve done to her! 

Rachel felt a shard of guilt, like a piece of glass in her shoe, wedge itself into her soul.  And I will 

feel it with every step, she thought.  It won’t go away.  Not ever.  Anya can’t tell me how she feels.  I’ll 

never know! 

The president’s voice broke through Rachel’s inner recriminations.  “Well, I have work I must do.  

I will leave you alone now.”  He walked away. 
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Rachel could take in very few details of the room, and those were out of focus in her peripheral 

vision.  The president had said he would keep Rachel in his office.  This did appear to be an office, as far 

as she could determine. 

She heard a sound that seemed to be computer keys being struck.  She heard the president’s 

voice, and then another voice in answer.  She hadn’t sensed the presence of anyone else.  How many 

people has he got who know what he’s doing to Anya and me? 

Wait, she thought, it could just be a phone, on Speaker.  As more voices joined in, Rachel shifted 

her theory to videoconferencing.  Maybe he does a lot of his work that way, she thought.  Gets meetings 

done, and nobody knows we’re here with him. 

That must be it, Rachel decided.  If there were actually other men physically present in the 

room, it’s not humanly possible they could resist coming over for a closer look at two naked women in 

poses that screamed, “Sex!  Sex!” 

Rachel thought that she ought to be feeling strain in her lower back by now, from the way she 

was sitting.  Am I numb, just imagining I can feel my body? she wondered.  But then it occurred to her 

that she wasn’t using any muscles to maintain her posture, as anyone normally would.  Instead her hip, 

shoulder, and arm joints were frozen in that position.  She could sit like this without effort, incapable of 

effort, perhaps indefinitely without feeling her muscles complain. 

She looked longingly at Anya.  I really wish, she thought, that I could hold her right now.  I want 

to feel her lips against mine, feel her arms wrapped around me.  And more than anything else, I want 

her to tell me she doesn’t hate me.  That she doesn’t blame me for her being here. 

What is she thinking? Rachel wondered desperately.  She said she loves me.  She said it in 

English, but she knew exactly what it meant.  Does she still feel that way?  Or have I fucked up way too 

much for that? 

***** 

Larisa carried her lunch tray to her room.  Ivan had delivered the four lunches to what the 

nurses now referred to as the “ward,” as if the two frozen women, whose names Larisa understood she 

would never know, were hospitalized patients.  Each of the nurses, like Larisa, had her own room off the 

ward, with the same amenities as Larisa’s.  As Veronika and Raisa likewise took their trays into their 

rooms, Zlata stayed behind. 

Zlata nodded to Ivan, who’d brought the food.  “Thank you, Ivan.  Oh, maybe you’re the person 

to talk to about this.”  Larisa, listening from her doorway, smiled at that idea.  As if there was anyone 

else Zlata might choose. 

Zlata pointed to the hard slabs on which the two patients had spent the night, and would be 

expected to spend every night.  “They can’t keep sleeping on those, Ivan.  They can’t move around to let 

their bones settle in.  They’re going to have curved spines, and other deformities like that, and that can’t 

be something the president wants.  They need a real bed, with a mattress.  Something has to cushion 

them.” 
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Ivan listened, frowning, seeming to take Zlata’s warning seriously.  “I’ll see what I can do.”  He 

left then, closing the door behind him as Larisa and the others knew he always would. 

Larisa caught Zlata’s eye as the latter picked up her tray and turned towards her room.  Zlata 

gave Larisa a tiny smile, and a wink. 

Larisa choked back a laugh.  She understood that Zlata was telling her that the justification she’d 

given Ivan was just plausible-sounding bullshit, given weight by her authority as a medical professional.  

The slabs wouldn’t cause skeletal damage to the women.  Zlata’s real reason for asking for the bed was 

that for these women to sleep on the slabs, unable to turn over or move at all, would be very painful.  

They would be much more comfortable with something softer.  Zlata was telling Larisa she was keeping 

her promise. 

Larisa closed the door to her room.  She was glad to have found that her door no longer locked 

itself when closed.  Unfortunately, that only expanded Larisa’s world by a small amount.  Neither she 

nor any of the nurses could leave the suite of rooms consisting of the ward and its peripheral bedrooms 

– and one other room attached to the ward.  The door to the world outside the ward was kept locked, 

always closed except when Ivan brought food and other supplies.  Larisa had seen a guard stationed 

outside the door, and suspected that a rotation of guards might be stationed there twenty-four hours a 

day. 

Sighing, Larisa sat at her table and opened her sketchpad.  She started doodling possible 

arrangements of… Blondie and Pixie, she decided.  She would call them that. 

***** 

As the day dragged on, Rachel came to see Anya’s empty stare as hostile, accusatory.  Rachel 

already knew that the main source of her own hope for this situation – that the process of 

“mannequinizing” her would fail, allowing her to escape – had turned out to be the barest form of 

wishful thinking.  The process did work.  Rachel couldn’t find the control room for any of her muscles, 

and had despaired of working any of the levers.  She didn’t feel any closer to being able to move than 

she had when she’d first awakened.  Her hope, which had sustained her from the moment the president 

had told her what was going to be done to her, began evaporating like slowly popping soap bubbles. 

Rachel knew how Anya felt, since she herself was going through the same humiliation and 

frustration, but while Rachel could blame her immobile captivity on the president, or on the late Mandy, 

for getting Rachel mixed up in her quixotic and disastrous spy mission, Anya was able to assign the 

blame to the “friend” sitting right in front of her. 

Just for an instant, at one point, Rachel thought she had cleared herself.  Anya, she’d realized, 

actually had no way to know that getting her here was Rachel’s doing. 

But Rachel’s relief fell apart when she saw that Anya must surely be able to figure it out.  Anya 

had arrived in the president’s presence with Rachel already sitting there.  What were the odds that the 

president had happened to pick out, out of all the inmates in the prison, the one single person who was 

Rachel’s lifeline?  Anya would know that Rachel must have given the president Anya’s name.  I want her 

with me, Anya would know Rachel had said.  I want Anya to suffer this too. 
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Through the day, Rachel had heard the president make a few phone calls and answer a few, and 

he’d engaged in two more videoconferences.  Rachel was growing more worried about her physical 

needs.  She was thirsty and, soon after, grew progressively more hungry.  Also, she needed to pee.  She 

became progressively more scared that the president would leave her here to die of thirst, hunger, and 

a burst bladder. 

At last she heard the president’s footsteps headed her way again.  Her heart began pounding 

once more. 

He stopped beside Anya first.  As he spoke to her in Russian, Rachel watched with increasing 

anger as he stroked Anya’s shoulder in what, in any other context, might seem to be a friendly manner, 

but under the circumstances couldn’t be anything but menacing.  His hand, as he spoke, dropped down 

to Anya’s breast, the one she wasn’t holding herself. 

Rachel made her strongest effort all day to break the internal bonds holding her frozen.  But as 

always, it seemed less a struggle to move against unbreakable resistance, and more a fight to just 

remember how moving was done in the first place.  She would happily have killed the man for touching 

Anya, regardless of whether those huge bodyguards were in the room out of Rachel’s sight.  But the 

president was safe from anything Rachel might try fruitlessly to do. 

And then he turned his attention to Rachel. 

“You see what I want from you now?”  He could easily have been the villain in any 1930s screen 

melodrama.  “You show what I think of American spies.”  He reached down, below where Rachel’s eyes 

could see, and stroked her mound, his fingers tracing around Rachel’s own that was brushing her sex. 

Rachel’s heart was stumbling through a race in which she could not keep pace.  She thought she 

might die, and reached out towards the possibility, hoping it would cost him what he wanted most. 

“I have an artist working on possibilities for you.  She is a very…”  He searched for the English 

word.  “…naughty artist.  She will show you things you did not know you would do with your body.”  He 

reached up to give Rachel’s breast a squeeze. 

Rachel could only imagine what he had just said to Anya.  As frightened as Rachel was, she knew 

her fear could never reach the level of dear, innocent Anya’s.  Anya, who Rachel was sure had been 

imprisoned by mistake – Anya could never, ever have done anything that would incur such ire by the 

state, except by accident. 

The man patted Rachel’s mound softly.  “I will see you tomorrow.  I look forward to what you 

will show me.” 

Please, please, Rachel thought, somehow get Anya away from here.  I don’t care about myself.  I 

would be happy to let this animal have my frozen body if that is what it would take to free Anya. 

The president walked away.  Rachel heard a door close. 

Minutes later, a door, it sounded like the same one, opened again.  A man, not the president, 

floated through her limited field of vision and opened a different door. 
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The room then seemed suddenly to flood with people.  They surrounded her and Anya, two of 

them lifting Rachel and, it seemed, two of them picking up Anya.  All four were women, to Rachel’s 

surprise.  They carried her stiff body, and Anya’s, through a door into another room. 

***** 

Zlata and Veronika carried the tall blonde through the ward and into Veronika’s bathroom, and 

sat her on the toilet.  Luckily the blonde was already bent at the waist, which saved time.  Grunting with 

effort, they pulled her legs closer together, though not completely closed.  Veronika pulled the blonde’s 

hand away from her sex, so that Zlata could reach in past the lips to open the tiny valve surgically 

implanted in the blonde’s urethra – it had a pressure release in case the bladder became too full, but 

Zlata could tell by smell that there hadn’t been any overflow.  A steady stream of urine began cascading 

into the toilet.  Zlata waited for it to stop, then patted the labia dry with a tissue. 

Zlata frowned in puzzlement.  She ran her fingers lightly over the blonde’s mound.  “There’s still 

no stubble at all.  Not on her legs, either.  There should be some by now.  She must have done a 

permanent hair removal.”  She grinned at Veronika.  “Bet her boyfriend likes it.”  She was instantly sorry.  

This girl didn’t have that kind of life anymore. 

Veronika sucked in a sharp breath.  “Remember, when we saw the prisoners…”  She shuddered 

as memories of that day came flooding back.  “None of them had bushes.  I don’t think this girl did it to 

herself.  I think they did it, at the prison.”  She squeezed her eyes shut.  “Remember how that guy said 

they… use the prisoners?  For entertainment?”  She put her hands over her face, her feeling of horror 

expanding.  “And now they do this to them, making mannequins out of them.  The doctor said it was an 

experiment.  But the experiment worked.  What if…  Will they make all of the prisoners sex dolls now?  

Like those plastic blow-up dolls, except they’re alive, they can think and feel?”  She turned to run out of 

the room. 

Zlata grabbed her arm before she could get away.  “Veronika… I know, maybe you’re right.  But 

we can’t think of that now.  We have a patient to take care of.  We promised to do the best we can for 

her.” 

Veronika stood with her eyes closed, fighting back tears.  At last she took a deep breath.  “I’m 

sorry.  You’re right.” 

Veronika started to ready the equipment for colon irrigation, then stopped with a gasp.  “I 

forgot!  She’s supposed to be awake now.  She probably heard everything we just said!  Is she awake?  Is 

there a way to tell?” 

Zlata thought a moment.  “Oh.  Take her pulse, okay?  Let me get something.”  She ran out into 

the main room, as Veronika called out, “Her heart is beating faster than last night.” 

Zlata returned moments later holding a syringe with a long needle.  She held it in front of the 

blonde’s eyes. 

Veronika blinked.  “Okay, now it’s really going.”  She shook her head in amazement.  “She’s 

definitely awake.  She’s sitting here knowing everything we’re doing to her.” 
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Zlata ran over to Raisa’s bathroom, where the smaller girl was peeing.  With the syringe behind 

her back, she said, “Raisa, take her pulse, okay?”  As Raisa settled her fingers on the girl’s wrist, Zlata 

whipped out the syringe and passed it through the girl’s field of vision. 

Raisa blinked.  “Pulse really took off.  She’s awake, huh?”  She closed her eyes.  “That is creepy.” 

Zlata returned to Veronika’s bathroom, and pointed to the enema tube.  “Your turn.  Her heart’s 

about to start running wild again, I imagine.” 

The blonde’s intravenous diet didn’t create much in the way of solid waste, but there was some.  

Zlata lifted the blonde slightly up from the toilet seat so Veronika could insert the tube into the blonde’s 

anus. 

They had performed the toilet procedure for several days now, using a sink when they were in 

the prison infirmary, but had decided last night, on arriving at the president’s mansion, to use the toilets 

available here in the ward.  Already they were performing the routine smoothly. 

In Raisa’s bathroom, Larisa had helped Raisa get the smaller girl seated on the toilet and get her 

legs closed, then had gratefully exited the bathroom.  Raisa found it easy enough to handle the tiny girl 

by herself, and Larisa had gotten queasy the first time she’d watched Raisa doing the enema.  She went 

back to her room to continue planning for future presentations of Blondie and Pixie. 

***** 

Rachel found herself at a new level of self-consciousness she hadn’t imagined could exist: she 

had two women she’d never seen before carrying her naked, helpless body and setting it down on a 

toilet seat.  They were dressed in a way that suggested military service, though Rachel supposed it could 

be simply a style choice: heavy pants with many pockets, looking as if they were made of tent canvas, in 

a camouflage design, and light green t-shirts, tight enough to outline their breasts and taut stomachs.  

They were wearing army boots. 

Rachel saw how much effort it was for the women to close her legs – she could feel the joints 

moving reluctantly, like a door on a very tight hinge – showing her why she had managed to hold a 

position despite having no control at all of her muscles.  And now one of the women was exploring her 

with fingers inside her sex… 

All the while, another section of her mind was demanding to know what they’d done with Anya.  

Why had they been separated? 

Rachel was suddenly almost buoyantly happy when the woman somehow opened up her 

bladder.  There must, she thought, be some kind of device in there. 

She felt alarm when one of the women ran her hand over her mound.  Are you going to start 

messing with me too? she wondered.  Then the other one got distressed, and Rachel couldn’t make out 

what was happening.  Maybe she was telling her not to play with Rachel, but Rachel hadn’t actually 

detected anything threatening in the gesture.  It seemed curiosity, really… oh, of course! she thought.  

They’re wondering why it’s so smooth!  Rachel had gotten sufficiently accustomed to her missing pubic 

hair that she didn’t give it much thought anymore. 
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Rachel’s happiness over emptying her bladder disappeared altogether when one of the women 

waved a syringe at her, and then, the other one stuck a tube up her ass.  But at least, she told herself, 

they obviously plan to take care of everything I need.  I sure as hell can’t do it myself.  They’re not trying 

to take advantage of me.  They’re trying to help me. 

Rachel was cautiously optimistic about her future.  This was the first time since her arrest that 

anyone in authority seemed to care about her. 

She decided the syringe, presented and then never used, had been a trick to determine whether 

she was awake, considering the interest they’d had in her heart rate when it happened – it had been 

obvious the one woman was taking her pulse.  Rachel would have shaken her head in amazement if she 

could move it.  They can’t tell by looking at me! she marveled. 

Rachel felt hopeful, during the pain and indignity – much more of the latter – of the enema, that 

Anya was in a nearby bathroom; she believed the woman with the syringe had just run out and done the 

same trick to Anya, checking whether Anya was awake.  Rachel wished once more she could understand 

Russian, which would probably have cleared up a lot of her worries and told her what the hell was 

happening. 

After the two women – based on a certain level of professionalism Rachel perceived, she 

decided they must be nurses, despite the clothes suggesting army recruits – carried her out of the 

bathroom, Rachel knew immediately that what happened next would be her favorite part of every day.  

The women sat her in a big tub, out in the main room through which they’d come after exiting the 

president’s office, and then, from another room, one woman carried Anya and sat her in the same tub 

facing Rachel.  It took a little joint-bending to maneuver Anya’s legs on either side of Rachel’s waist, and 

similarly Rachel’s around Anya’s, but once they were situated the three woman gave Rachel and Anya a 

bath together – it was more like a sit-down shower, with one of the women directing a warm – warm! – 

spray of water at both of them, from a hose with a shower attachment, while the other two scrubbed 

every square inch of Rachel’s and Anya’s bodies with soapy sponges. 

There were four women altogether, one of them dressed in a more ordinary way than the other 

three: white t-shirt and blue jeans, with sneakers on her feet.  She seemed less of a participant in all the 

action, and Rachel couldn’t make out what she was doing there. 

Rachel noticed something on her own left arm, just above the inside of the elbow: a small circle 

of some kind of material that looked like plastic, with a tiny hole in the middle.  It was nearly flush with 

the level of her skin, and so close to flesh tone in color, that it was very nearly invisible.  She only saw it 

because she happened to be looking directly at it. 

When one of the nurses turned Rachel’s head slightly to get a better angle while washing it, she 

saw the exact same thing on her right arm.  It was understandable she hadn’t noticed the things all day – 

she hadn’t been able to look at either arm, or move either arm, so there was nothing to cue her senses 

of touch or sight to tell her there was something odd down there. 

She couldn’t solve the mystery now – certainly not by asking about it.  She’d just have to wait to 

see what that was all about. 
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After her head was turned again, Rachel found herself staring into Anya’s eyes once more, as 

she had all day.  She fervently wished for some sign, of any kind, that Anya was all right and, almost 

beyond Rachel’s hope, that she wasn’t angry.  But Anya’s face was blank, as it had been all day. 

***** 

Anya wanted to cry out when they’d taken Retchell somewhere else.  The words screaming in 

her head tried so hard to make her mouth work to say them: I want to be with Retchell! 

But then it felt so good to pee! 

Her heart leapt when she heard the voices in another room talking about someone being awake, 

and she knew they must be talking about Retchell.  Anya had thought Retchell must be awake when the 

president started talking to her, and Anya had spent the rest of her time since then trying to see some 

sign of it.  She didn’t need to hear Retchell speak, or see Retchell look at her the way she always did, not 

counting during the Bad Time.  Anya had sworn to herself, at the end of the Bad Time, that she’d never 

doubt Retchell’s love again.  All she wanted, for now, was to know Retchell was okay. 

And then that other woman had come in waving the syringe, and they’d all decided from that 

that Anya was awake.  And yet they continued talking about Anya right in front of her, as if they’d 

forgotten she could hear them.  That was such a really strange feeling. 

It occurred to Anya at last that they couldn’t very well have somehow fit both her and Retchell 

on this one toilet.  That, she decided, must be the only reason they separated us. 

The way the woman with her seemed to know exactly what she was doing, Anya decided she 

must be a nurse.  Probably they all were.  Anya found it astonishing, after all this time in the prison, that 

there would suddenly be people surrounding her trying to do for her things she needed done.  Maybe 

this won’t be so bad, she thought. 

And then the nurse had carried her out to see… Retchell!  And then they put her in a tub with 

Retchell!  Anya’s legs were against Retchell’s hips on either side, and Retchell’s legs rubbing her own 

hips.  Anya’s heart almost exploded with happiness. 

***** 

Larisa came back out to watch the bath, hoping that seeing Blondie and Pixie sharing a tub might 

give her some useful ideas.  She pointed, and said to Raisa, “You missed a spot on Pixie, behind her 

shoulder.” 

Raisa looked where Larisa was pointing.  “I think it’s a bruise.  You can barely see it, so it’s 

probably from awhile back.”  She looked up at Larisa curiously.  “That’s her name, really?  How do you 

know?” 

Larisa smiled.  “It’s just what I’ve been calling her.  And that’s Blondie.”  She pointed at the 

bigger girl. 

Veronika giggled.  “Okay.  That works.”  She looked at the small bed two men had brought in at 

Ivan’s direction after dinner.  They’d been disappointed with it, having expected that Ivan would have 
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understood that they needed one big enough for both patients.  “So should we let Blondie have the 

bed?” 

Zlata frowned in thought.  “You know, Pixie really doesn’t weigh much.  Does it seem like it 

would be much of a problem for Blondie if we just let Pixie lay on top of her?  It’d sure be more 

comfortable than that slab.” 

Raisa looked skeptical.  “Can we still hook up the IVs?  With Pixie facing down?” 

Veronika pointed out, “If we stretch her arms out in front of her they’ll be up the right way.” 

Zlata nodded.  “We’ll keep an eye on Blondie to make sure she’s not having trouble breathing.” 

Raisa nodded and lifted Pixie out of the tub, wrapping her in a soft towel to start drying her. 

Veronika and Zlata together dried Blondie and lifted her onto the bed, laying her on her back, 

her legs in the air.  They needed Larisa’s help to lower her legs, laying them flat on the mattress, then 

pulling her arms to lay straight at her sides.  Zlata ran to her own bedroom to get one of her pillows and 

put it under Blondie’s head, which then required a further adjustment in her neck and back to get her 

shoulders back down to the mattress. 

Veronika bit her thumbnail.  “I can’t tell if she’s comfortable.  Like if her elbows are lifting her 

back off the mattress.  Does she look okay?  I’d hate if she started really aching because she was lying 

wrong.” 

Zlata crouched down.  “I think everything that can get down to the mattress is down there.”  She 

patted Veronika on the arm.  “This is why we got her a mattress, Veronika.  You know it’s better than 

the slab.  It’s the best we can do for her.” 

***** 

Anya listened with growing amazement.  They’re worried about hurting Retchell! she told 

herself.  When’s the last time somebody thought about that? 

And why do they keep calling me Pixie? 

***** 

Raisa decided it would be easier to straighten Pixie’s body while she was standing.  She stood 

with her stomach pressed firmly against Pixie’s back, arms wrapped around her, while Larisa pulled the 

girl’s legs down to the floor.  Then they lifted her and gently laid her on top of Blondie.  After some 

thought, they pulled her a few centimeters down Blondie’s body and tilted her head back to rest her 

chin between Blondie’s breasts, thinking that would work just as well as a pillow. 

***** 

Anya thought she’d gone to heaven. 

***** 

I can’t believe this! Rachel thought.  Are we sleeping like this? 
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She wished she could wrap her arms around Anya.  But no, she decided, this is okay.  I’m not 

going to wish for more.  I don’t want to jinx it. 

I just wish she could tell me if she was mad.  I’m so sorry, Anya! 

As a final bit of putting-the-mannequins-to-bed routine, one of the nurses pulled over four 

stands that each had an upside-down plastic bag hanging from a hook, and Rachel realized she was 

going to be fed intravenously, which was a good thing, since she had no other way to eat anything.  

Another of the nurses pulled two of the stands around the bed to the opposite side.  The third nurse 

took needles from each of the two stands on her side and put one into Rachel’s right arm, the other into 

Anya’s left, while the nurse on the other side did the same thing for their other arms.  Rachel expected 

to feel the prick of pain associated with needles, and felt none.  She just had time to wonder whether 

that part of her arm was numb when she remembered the little plastic circles implanted in each of her 

arms.  Oh, okay! she thought, that’s what those are for: they push the needles into those.  Probably 

there’s a little tiny valve inside the plastic that keeps it closed until a needle is inserted.  And it’s all 

hooked up to a vein.  Clever. 

She thought, it seems like one intravenous bag would be enough… then the words Oh no, oh no, 

oh no! ran in a cycle through her head. 

The last hope Rachel had held onto for escape from the mannequin trap was that the human 

body is so adept at repairing any damage: that whatever they had done to her, she would gradually heal 

from it.  The effect had to go away sometime.  But she knew, with certainty, that that was what the 

second IV bag was for: It was maintaining the mannequin effect with some drug that would keep it 

working indefinitely.  It was already clear that the stuff worked perfectly, and now Rachel knew they 

would be renewing it every day.  There was nothing to stop them from keeping her this way for months, 

for years.  For the rest of her life, if they wanted to. 

I was so stupid, she thought, to think that this was going to be a way out.  I am never getting out 

of here. 

***** 

Raisa went to get the thin piece of rubber tubing they’d been using for this: standing over 

Blondie’s face, she blew very gently into the tubing, aiming a soft jet of air at the bridge of Blondie’s 

nose.  Blondie’s eyes closed reflexively, as they had each time Raisa had done this before.  It was the 

only way the nurses had found to close either girl’s eyes without risking eye damage by touching them.  

Then she did the same to Pixie. 

Raisa sighed, knowing tonight was her turn to get up in the middle of the night to replace IV 

bags – not the ones with the medication, of which only one bag per day was needed for both girls, but 

the ones delivering food and water: each girl needed two of those every night.  At least she only had to 

do that one night out of every three. 

***** 

Rachel tried so hard to find a way to open her eyes again, but as with every movement she had 

tried to make all day, it was impossible. 
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Fine, she thought morosely.  Anya must hate me even more, now that she knows she’ll never 

move again, the rest of her life.  And I’ll never see that sunburst smile on her face, ever again. 

Through closed lids, Rachel could tell the nurses had turned the lights down, but not off – it 

wasn’t pitch-black.  She heard doors close, and since she could hear no noises from within the room 

other than the slow drip, drip, drip of intravenous fluid bottles – one bottle feeding her to keep her 

alive, the other condemning her to a lifetime of immobility – she decided she and Anya must be alone.  

Great, thought Rachel sarcastically, alone at last.  Our chance to escape. 

Rachel wasn’t sure she wanted to sleep.  Sleep would bring tomorrow faster.  But somehow, she 

did. 
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CHAPTER 34 

Yelena groaned internally as she finished buckling the strap-on dildo in place.  She had already 

bound Marya stomach-down on the sawhorse, her wrists and ankles secured along the sawhorse’s legs.  

There were still a few minutes before the men would arrive.  These four men had not previously used 

Marya as a group before, but had apparently come up with a new gang-rape idea they wanted to try 

out. 

Yelena wondered whether the idea was their own, or Dimitri’s.  Not that it mattered.  Dimitri, 

she thought bitterly, will be very pleased either way. 

Using the available time, Yelena stood in front of Marya and had her daughter lick the surface of 

the dildo.  Yelena maintained a blank expression as Marya’s eyes locked onto hers while she licked.  

Such a loving, yearning look in Marya’s eyes, thought Yelena.  She never seems to get tired of holding 

me, rubbing against me, kissing me open-mouthed.  Her whole life, thought Yelena, revolves around 

sharing sexual pleasure with me.  Thank God they still think she’s just pretending out of fear. 

Yelena smiled as Marya paused during her licking to say, her voice husky with the degree of her 

ardor, “I love you, Hélène.” 

Yelena leaned down towards her for a quick kiss, brushing her tongue lightly against Marya’s.  “I 

love you too, Hélène.”  Yelena stood upright once more, and Marya resumed licking. 

Yelena had tried to avoid dwelling on the question of how long this could go on, assuming 

Marya’s delusional world remained stable.  It had been months now, Yelena knew – she wasn’t quite 

sure exactly how many.  Every day was a repeat of the last, though the innovations, such as the one 

upcoming, continued, as if from a bottomless pit of different ways Marya could be abased and abused. 

The door opened, and the four expected men came into the room sporting huge, anticipatory 

grins.  Each, Yelena knew, would signal to her which end of Marya he wanted; Yelena would then take 

the other end. 

The first, Corporal Scheranski, nodded at Yelena, moving towards Marya’s head and gesturing 

Yelena towards Marya’s rear.  Yelena favored him with a smile.  Standing behind Marya, Yelena put the 

tip of the phallus against Marya’s sex, waiting politely for the corporal to push his erection into Marya’s 

open, waiting mouth before thrusting the dildo inside.  Covered with Marya’s saliva, the dildo slid in 

with little friction. 

As Yelena and the corporal alternated thrusts, both grunting with the effort of pushing Marya 

back and forth between them, Yelena leaned over, her stomach curling around Marya’s buttocks, 

reached under Marya and took Marya’s breasts in both hands, pulling them towards her with each 

forward thrust.  Marya, now, alternately gagged each time the corporal pushed towards the back of her 

throat and squealed with pain with each time her mother squeezed her breasts and slapped hips against 

her buttocks, penetrated more deeply by the dildo each time.  Yelena, as she so often did, had to remind 

herself that the pain she was causing Marya was nothing in comparison with the agony Yelena was 

saving her from.  And Marya always instantly forgave Yelena for any pain caused. 
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As Yelena had known it would, the ever-present drug-induced tingling between her legs 

deepened to a sexual fog that enveloped Yelena with a degree of lust she had never experienced before 

coming here.  Only a small voice in the background of her mind continued its despairing commentary on 

the shame of having to perform in this way with her daughter.  The forefront of her consciousness was 

engulfed in the sensation of her stomach enfolding Marya’s warm, smooth butt cheeks, of the front of 

her thighs pressed against the backs of Marya’s, of the feeling of Marya’s breasts filling her hands like 

soft, sweet fruits.  Marya, she knew, was aroused as well.  The saliva coating the dildo had helped 

smooth the initial insertion, but now the phallus slid in and out more friction-free than mere spit could 

account for. 

That whispery background voice told Yelena she needed to cut back on the drug.  At least, she 

reminded herself, I know I’m not really as sexually aroused as I seem by my own daughter’s body.  I’m 

being made to feel that way, by artificial means.  I have needed it all along, because I can’t get wet 

otherwise, but somehow maybe I could get by with less of it, and stop completely losing control of my 

sexual impulses.  Even a single pill gets me going, but maybe the doctor can give me some smaller ones. 

Yelena forced her mind away, again, from the thought that this might continue for years.  Just 

get through the next hour, she ordered herself.  Marya always likes to cuddle after something like this.  

That will be nice. 

Corporal Scheranski finished at last, and backed away, looking satisfied, leaving Marya to 

swallow his seed.  Corporal Patchko stepped forward then, and signaled to Yelena to move around in 

front of Marya. 

With a silent, invisible sigh, Yelena put the end of the phallus, now coated with lubrication from 

both ends of Marya, into Marya’s mouth, and leaned over Marya’s back, as required, so that she could 

use her hands to pull apart Marya’s butt cheeks, making entry easier for the corporal.  Physically aiding 

him in the rape of my daughter, Yelena thought, barely succeeding in stopping herself from gritting her 

teeth and squeezing her eyes shut.  She helpfully kept Marya’s buttocks separated as the corporal began 

pounding away.  Each thrust forward by the corporal made Marya gag again on the phallus. 

***** 

Larisa sat up and rubbed her eyes, reaching blindly for the clock to turn the alarm off.  Five-

thirty in the morning.  She’d never been a morning person.  Sighing, she took a shower and got dressed, 

entering the ward to find the nurses, yawning, were disconnecting Blondie and Pixie from their now-

empty IV drips. 

After the nurses took the frozen women to the toilet to pee once again, Zlata, looking at the 

others for confirmation that they were ready, nodded to Larisa. 

Larisa pushed the button on the wall next to the door to the president’s office.  The buzzer did 

not, in fact, sound in the office, Larisa knew, but would signal Ivan elsewhere that she was ready to 

enter that inner sanctum. 
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Minutes later Ivan opened the door from inside the office.  The nurses carried Blondie and Pixie 

into the office, and Larisa began directing them in arranging the limbs of the two girls.  It took over an 

hour, with a lot of effort, especially in trying to bend Blondie as required, but Larisa was finally satisfied. 

Larisa and the nurses retreated to their rooms, Larisa telling Ivan they were ready for breakfast 

now. 

***** 

This isn’t too bad, Rachel thought.  I could easily live with this. 

She understood now that the fourth woman, the non-nurse, was in charge of designing the 

poses for Rachel and Anya.  The nurses seemed sometimes to offer suggestions, but generally looked to 

be following the fourth one’s instructions. 

Rachel was kneeling, her knees apart, her butt resting on her ankles.  Anya was on Rachel’s lap, 

facing away from Rachel, kneeling and straddling Rachel’s left thigh, her sex resting on the thigh, her 

lower right leg under Rachel’s crotch.  Anya was turned at the waist, towards the right, her head turned 

still farther right at the neck, so that she and Rachel could kiss, open mouthed.  Despite the added 

elevation from sitting on Rachel, Anya needed to look up sharply, with Rachel’s head bent over her, to 

make the kiss possible.  Rachel’s left arm was wrapped around Anya just below her shoulders, her right 

hand reaching down to cover Anya’s sex, without insertion.  Anya had her right arm raised and curved so 

that her hand lay flat on the side of Rachel’s head near the back, as if pulling Rachel into a harder kiss, 

while her left hand was underneath, cupping Rachel’s right breast, fingers splayed apart, squeezing it 

lightly.  Both of them had their eyes open, which would look odd, but Rachel was glad of being able to 

see Anya’s face so close. 

Rachel was sure it looked very romantic.  She was also sure the president would believe it was 

more embarrassing to both of them than it was.  Far from being appalled at helplessly being forced to 

maintain such an intimate position with another woman while the president looked on, Rachel looked 

forward to holding the kiss with Anya for hours. 

The president did come over briefly for a closer look, but said nothing.  Rachel wasn’t able to see 

his expression.  He made some calls at his desk, then left the office for a time, but returned to continue 

the same routine as yesterday. 

***** 

As Larisa and the nurses were finishing breakfast, sitting around a table in the ward rather than 

in their own rooms, Larisa heard a door open, and assumed it was Ivan, come to retrieve the food cart.  

She gasped and jumped to her feet when she saw it was the president.  Around her, the nurses had also 

leapt up and were saluting.  The president gestured vaguely to them to stand at ease, then turned his 

full attention to Larisa.  “I accepted yesterday’s rather innocent pose because I knew the shock to the 

mannequins of finding themselves unable to move would be sufficient.  But starting from today, the 

pose itself should be the problem for them.  I thought you understood what I wanted.  Many of your 

paintings involve humiliation, shame, and physical pain.  Today’s pose has none of that.” 
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Larisa opened her mouth and attempted to speak, with nothing coming out.  She believed she 

had held her own before, talking to the president, but now he was clearly angry, which presented a 

whole new level of intimidation.  She finally managed to say, “I’m sorry, sir!  D-do you want us to change 

it?” 

“Not now.  I have too many things to do.  But I want to see improvement tomorrow.”  He 

stopped and slowly smiled.  Larisa thought it was the most frightening smile she had seen in her life.  

“Watch channel 63 on your television this afternoon.  At about, say, four o’clock.”  With that he turned 

on his heel and left. 

All four women stood in place, not moving, other than to tremble, for several minutes, trying to 

remember how to breathe.  At last Larisa said, in a tiny voice, “I’m sorry.”  She didn’t know what to think 

about her own future, but she was worried she might be getting the rest of them in trouble too. 

The nurses finally sat and resumed eating their breakfasts, absent the casual conversation from 

before the president’s interruption.  After a time, Larisa continued her meal as well, her trembling 

subsiding gradually.  I do know what he wants, she told herself.  I hate to make those women go through 

that.  But I can do this. 

***** 

Larisa sat on the edge of her bed facing the TV screen, with Veronika and Raisa on either side of 

her, and Zlata sitting behind her, cross-legged, in the middle of the bed.  Larisa had pointed out to them 

that the president hadn’t said they needed to watch too, but each gave her a don’t-be-an-idiot look.  

The TV, now tuned to channel 63, was at present showing nothing but snow.  Larisa wondered whether 

she had remembered the number correctly, and the time. 

Raisa looked around Larisa’s bedroom curiously.  “I don’t have anything on my walls.  Where’d 

you get these paintings?” She shook her head.  “Seem a little raunchy for the presidential mansion…  

Oh!”  She blinked.  “Are these yours?  Is that what the president was talking about? 

Larisa gave her a weak smile.  “Yes, I painted them.  Apparently the president is a… collector.  

That’s how he knew about me.”  She looked down.  “He said he wanted my ‘imagination’ for this job.” 

She gasped as the television screen cleared.  As the picture came into focus, Larisa saw an image 

that matched one burned into her memory a few days ago. 

It was from the prison.  Whether live or recorded, she didn’t know.  It didn’t matter.  There were 

the women in the rock cavern, naked and chained, sweating from the heavy work, made so much harder 

by their bondage. 

The scene shifted to a work detail Larisa and the nurses hadn’t seen on their tour.  On the 

screen was a winter scene, a beautiful tree-lined snowscape, with fat flakes gently falling.  Larisa had 

time to wonder whether it had been somehow spliced into the film by mistake.  The camera pulled back, 

and it became clear that the winter scene had been shot through a large window, in a room in which 

several prisoners, recognizable by their nudity, chains, and brush-cut hair, milled around.  One of the 

prisoners reluctantly entered a booth at one end of the window, and Larisa raised her hand to her 

mouth in shock as the woman went through an outer door and shuffled away quickly through the 
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snowscape – hunched, shivering convulsively, obviously miserably cold.  The woman knelt to gather 

some pine straw underneath a tree and brought it towards the window to dump the straw into a bin, 

then hurried back to gather more straw.  Eventually the woman was allowed back in, and other women 

surrounded her, as if they were warming her, while another woman took her turn out in the frigid air.  

Larisa moaned as she realized the women were doing their assigned jobs.  Obviously Larisa was being 

shown that there were worse work assignments than the ones she had seen on her tour. 

The scene shifted again, now showing one of the cell blocks.  For the first time, Larisa and the 

others saw the cells occupied, and could see just how cramped were the accommodations in which the 

inmates spent nearly all of their time outside hard-labor hours.  The women along one side were visible, 

curled up on the hard concrete floors in near-fetal positions, with no room to stretch out to any greater 

extent.  All at once the women scrambled to kneeling positions, up against the bars, their breasts 

projecting obscenely out past the bars.  Their eyes fearfully followed the guards, who walked down the 

aisle, each stopping to squeeze a breast of one prisoners and then raping the woman so chosen.  The 

scene then cut to show two women out of their cells in the narrow aisle, with guards on either side.  To 

her shock, Larisa could hear one of the guards explaining to the women the rules of a fight in which they 

were obviously unwilling participants, and then the fight began, one of the women cutting the lip of the 

other with a punch to the face.  The scene changed once again, now showing two inmates tied together, 

being forced to have sex with each other while the guards laughed, shouting instructions and taunts. 

When Larisa and the nurses had toured the prison, they had been told about the women being 

used for “entertainment” by the guards.  This, Larisa thought in horror, is what that meant.  She had 

imagined what the entertainment might consist of, but she saw now that her imagination hadn’t gone 

nearly far enough. 

Larisa wanted desperately to look away, but made herself keep watching.  This is to motivate 

me, she told herself.  I need to be motivated.  I need a reason to do what I have to do here. 

The scene switched once more, to show a woman standing upright in a taut X, screaming 

continuously.  There was something moving on the lower part of her body. 

Larisa finally identified the movement.  Snakes!  There were dozens of snakes winding their way 

up the woman’s legs! 

In an almost breathless whisper, Raisa said, “That’s… that’s the president’s daughter!  She’s 

supposed to be dead, in that crash!  It was in the news for days!” 

In a harsh rasp, Veronika said, “He would do this to his own daughter!” 

Larisa suddenly vaulted from the bed into the bathroom, seemingly in a single movement.  She 

threw herself down to her knees and vomited into the toilet. 

The words ran over and over through Larisa’s head, almost as if spoken from outside: They will 

do that to you, Larisa.  They will do that to you, Larisa.  She had already been sure she wasn’t pretty 

enough or sexy enough for the guards to want her for the cells.  The president had said in that case 

there would be something “less pleasant.” 
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And Larisa was so deathly afraid of snakes.  She was barely conscious of saying aloud, “Snakes.  

Snakes.  Snakes…”  It was as if someone else was saying it. 

She felt hands all around her, patting her back, rubbing her shoulder.  All three of the nurses 

were with her.  Raisa quickly wet a washcloth with cold water and wiped Larisa’s face and forehead with 

it. 

Zlata spoke for all of them.  “You don’t have to do this alone.  We’re all here under the same 

threat.  What he wants you to do… it’s all our jobs now.  Okay?” 

Larisa turned to Zlata, threw her arms around her and cried on her shoulder. 

***** 

Larisa had tossed and turned in bed all night.  She had debated for a time whether to ask Zlata, 

to whom she had come to feel close, if she could sleep with her, just to feel safe with another warm 

body beside her, but decided the nurses all had enough worries of their own without having to try to 

deal with hers. 

Finally, without realizing it, she drifted off – and seemingly just minutes later, the alarm went 

off. 

Following a quick shower, she dressed and stumbled blearily into the main room just as the 

nurses were returning with Blondie and Pixie from their morning pee. 

Larisa slapped her cheeks, trying to work some alertness into her brain.  She still had no ideas.  

All through the night, instead of visualizing positions for Blondie and Pixie, she had only seen snakes. 

Zlata looked into Larisa’s eyes questioningly.  Larisa squeezed her own eyes closed, and nodded 

without opening them. 

When she did open them, she saw Zlata, who with Veronika was carrying Blondie, use her free 

hand to press the button beside the door to the president’s office. 

Larisa swept her eyes around the ward desperately.  She saw a half-open drawer full of lengths 

of plastic tubing for the IVs.  An idea came and was rejected, then came back.  She pulled two 150-

centimeter lengths of tubing out of the drawer.  When Ivan opened the door, Larisa followed behind 

Raisa, who was carrying Pixie.  

Inside, Zlata and Veronika set Blondie down gently on the padded platform, and Veronika 

blinked as she saw what Larisa was holding.  “What’s that for?” 

“I want to try some bondage.” 

Raisa gaped at her.  “But they can’t move anyway!  What’s the point of tying them up?” 

Larisa shook her head.  “Of course they can’t move.  But that’s not important.  It’s all about 

creating a tableau.” 

Veronika shrugged.  “You’re the artist.” 



352 
 

Zlata slapped Veronika’s elbow.  “We’re all the artists.”  She looked at Larisa.  “What are we 

doing?” 

Larisa started directing them.  She tried helping them move limbs, but her hands were shaking 

so badly she wasn’t much use for that.  So she just stood back, biting her lip, shivering though it wasn’t 

cold, trying to keep from peeing in her pants though she’d used the toilet just before coming out of her 

room, and gave halting instructions to the others, watching the tableau take shape.  Of the plastic 

tubing, she said, “There’s no need to tie it tight, and cut off circulation.  It just has to be able to stay 

where it is without coming undone on its own.  Obviously she can’t get out of it no matter how loose it 

is.” 

The nurses collaborated wholeheartedly, offering ideas of their own, some rejected after 

discussion, one accepted immediately, about arranging Blondie’s legs. 

Raisa bent down over Pixie, frowning.  “We have to make sure she can breathe.” 

Veronika nodded and ran back through the ward to her room, retrieving her makeup case, 

unused since her return from the prison.  Opening it, she held the mirror under Pixie’s nose, saw the 

glass immediately fogged.  She nodded to the others.  “She’s breathing okay.  Is there any danger of 

either of them shifting a little?” 

Zlata poked at Pixie’s side with her knuckle a few times.  “I think this is stable.  Neither of them 

can move enough to upset it.” 

Larisa felt her anxiety abate slowly.  I think this will work, she told herself tentatively. 

At last the nurses all looked at her.  Zlata said, “Anything else?  Do you want to look a few 

minutes to see if you think of anything?” 

Larisa took a deep breath.  “If he doesn’t like this, I just…  I don’t know what else he wants.” 

***** 

Rachel felt anger coursing through her.  I would never, ever do this to Anya, she thought.  I’d 

never do this to anybody!  They are so twisted, taking our love and dragging it through the mud. 

Rachel felt especially betrayed because she had thought the nurses understood how she and 

Anya felt about each other.  She had looked forward to another hours-long kiss with Anya. 

Rachel was sitting upright on the cushion.  Anya was lying on her stomach in front of Rachel, 

hands tied in the small of her back by plastic tubing, her legs bent at the knees, her ankles crossed and 

tied together by another piece of tubing, one loose end of which was tied to the tubing around her 

wrists.  Rachel could imagine how much Anya hated being hogtied, especially after that awful night with 

the crotch rope. 

Anya’s head was bent back sufficiently at the neck so that her face rested in Rachel’s crotch, her 

wide-open mouth covering Rachel’s sex.  Apparently, Rachel thought bitterly, they couldn’t make her 

tongue stick out to push that inside me, though Rachel thought that, to all appearances, it probably 

looked as if Anya was doing so. 
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Rachel’s right leg was raised at the knee along Anya’s side, to make her sex more accessible to 

Anya’s mouth.  Her left leg was lifted and curled around on Anya’s back so that her calf muscle was 

pressed hard against the back of Anya’s head, as if Rachel was using her leg for a headlock on Anya to 

keep her trapped for cunnilingus. 

Rachel couldn’t actually see Anya’s head now, once they had made the final adjustments: her 

own left breast was in the way.  Rachel’s left hand was cupped underneath it, lifting it high enough so 

that the nipple was forced as far into her wide-open mouth as it would go.  The nurses had used some of 

Rachel’s own saliva to help seal her lips to the skin of her breast.  Rachel had never in her life thought 

about sucking one of her own breasts, for pleasure or any other reason.  It hadn’t even occurred to her 

she could, but she’d learned today that was one of the things her breasts were big enough for. 

She could see Anya’s bottom, though.  And feel it.  Rachel was leaning forward far enough that 

she could reach Anya’s butt with her right hand.  She probably couldn’t have done so on a woman her 

own height, but Anya’s small size made it easy.  The index finger of Rachel’s hand was not visible to her, 

but she could feel the walls of Anya’s rectum surrounding its full length.  The other fingers were resting 

on Anya’s buttock, the thumb across from them. 

Rachel agonized at how much that must be hurting Anya – how much she was hurting Anya.  

There was nothing in the world right now that Rachel wanted more than to take her finger out of Anya’s 

most intensely private place.  But as much as she tried, still after all this time, to find a way to move, she 

still couldn’t. 

The anger flamed up in Rachel once more.  Again she told anyone inside her head who would 

listen, I would never do this to Anya. 

Anya really must hate me now, Rachel moaned silently inside.  I know she knows I can’t help 

what I’m doing to her right now.  But if it weren’t for my selfishness, she wouldn’t be here having it done 

to her. 

Aside from Anya’s mouth, the back of her head, and Rachel’s finger clenched tight by Anya’s 

anus, Rachel could feel Anya in one other place: since Anya’s mouth was sealed by Rachel’s sex, all of 

her respiration was coming in and out of her nose, not half an inch above Rachel’s mound, and Rachel 

could easily feel the regular rhythm of Anya’s breathing, a slight suction while inhaling and a sharp 

whoosh while exhaling, as if Anya were blowing out birthday candles.  Rachel actually felt glad, for once, 

at one of the liberties the prison authorities had taken with her body: if Rachel still had her bush, Anya 

might be smothered by pubic hair now. 

As it was, Rachel’s mound was very sensitive, much more so than when it had been protected by 

hair.  The feeling of Anya being so close, being right there, the knowledge that it was Anya, the one 

island of Rachel’s love in a sea of anger and fear… Rachel was getting wet.  Her physical contact with 

Anya was so intimate that she couldn’t help it.  She wasn’t really embarrassed about that.  Anya knew 

how Rachel felt about her.  But Rachel didn’t want Anya’s face smeared with Rachel’s juices on top of 

everything else she was suffering.  Rachel doubted Anya would like the taste.  And it was really 

inconvenient to get aroused right now, with zero chance of any relief from sexual tension. 
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Thinking of Anya’s breathing, which Rachel couldn’t stop thinking of at present, suddenly made 

Rachel frown, in her mind if not with her immobile face.  As angry as she was at the nurses, she was 

finding it hard to reconcile their abuse of her body and Anya’s with the solicitousness of taking the 

trouble to make sure Anya was still able to breathe with her face trapped in Rachel’s crotch.  She knew it 

had troubled them – one of the nurses had run out and returned with a small mirror, holding it up to 

Anya’s nose, and the others had looked closely, discussing the problem – Rachel didn’t need to 

understand their words to see that that was what they were doing. 

Rachel, the inner Rachel, gasped, though again, her body didn’t move.  She suddenly 

understood.  It was important that she blame the right person for this.  It wasn’t the nurses’ fault, nor 

that other woman telling them what to do.  That one had seemed as far from being an authority figure 

as possible, for all the pointing she’d been doing.  She’d seemed frightened to death. 

Rachel was very familiar with people being coerced to do things they found unbearable.  The 

memory of hitting Anya in the face was never far from her thoughts, as much as she tried to forget it – 

and even worse, the memory of those days when she’d been made to pretend she didn’t know Anya or 

notice her existence. 

These women had been forced to do this.  They were terrified of what would happen to them if 

they didn’t.  And Rachel knew exactly who had done the terrifying. 

Speaking of whom: Here he was.  Rachel heard the president enter the office.  No sooner did 

she hear him close the door than she heard his footsteps coming towards her.  And his delighted 

chuckle. 

He crouched just ahead of Rachel, so that she could see him out of the corner of her eye. 

“Well, Miss Preston.  I see you have found a nice little toy to play naughty games with.  I did not 

think a nice young woman like you would treat her toys this way.”  He chuckled again.  “Or did you lose 

something inside her?  Is that what your finger is hunting for?” He looked down at Rachel’s crotch.  

“Perhaps she lost something inside you too.  But I’m sure her tongue can find it.” 

Rachel had felt Anya breathing faster and harder as soon as the president approached.  Frozen 

though Anya’s body was, she had no control over the release of adrenaline.  Rachel couldn’t feel Anya’s 

heartbeat, but knew it was probably racing now.  The increased rate of Anya’s respiration, on the other 

hand, was something Rachel could feel. 

Rachel broadcast the thought at the man so intensely she felt sure he would hear it: do not 

touch her!  If he laid a finger on Anya, Rachel was sure she could move for that.  It would be pure reflex. 

The president spoke again, with less laughter in his voice and more intensity.  “You should not 

have thought you can hide anything from me, Miss Preston.  I know that you and Miss Simonina are very 

close.  Perhaps you enjoyed holding her as a lover yesterday?  That was a misjudgment by my assistants, 

but the oversight has been corrected.  You will not enjoy being my mannequin.” 

The shock washed over Rachel in waves.  Oh shit, the voice within her wailed, he knows, he 

knows!  And as much as I hate what I am doing to Anya right now, it will probably get much worse, and I 

can’t do anything to stop it! 
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With her thoughts all focused on that fear, she wasn’t ready for the next thing that came out of 

his mouth.  “I told you that I was not happy that Miss Forrest could not be here.  She could be your toy 

right now.  That would be very nice, yes?” 

The anger that Rachel had misdirected at the nurses earlier, and redirected at the president, 

exploded into life again, much stronger than before.  You piece of shit! Rachel thought.  You jerkoff in 

presidents’ clothes!   You killed Mandy.  She died to save the world from you, and now you’re making 

jokes about her!  You’re not worthy of even saying her name! 

Rachel was glad, for the very first time, that her face couldn’t betray any emotion.  That was 

what he wanted, to see how much his words stung her.  Well, psycho-shit, she thought, you’re out of 

luck. 

The president put his fingers up to her cheek.  “So hot you are!  You must have fever.  You 

should take better care of yourself.” 

Damn it!! Rachel thought.  He did see a reaction.  I didn’t realize I was blushing! 

I will kill him, she thought.  He has to end up dead.  Mandy deserves that. 

Still seething inside, she saw him move away now, apparently satisfied.  He hadn’t said anything 

to Anya.  I suppose that makes sense, she thought.  In this little scenario the nurses have arranged, she’s 

the helpless victim.  I’m the perpetrator. 

And I’m the American spy, she added.  He wanted me specifically for this.  Anya is just an 

“interesting” replacement for Mandy. 

Maybe the nurses can kill him, she thought.  They can move.  If they can just get over being 

scared. 

The president, at his desk, occupied himself with the same activities as yesterday.  Rachel was 

able to watch, this time – she was facing towards that direction, perhaps by design.  The president 

wasn’t in the center of her vision, so he was slightly out of focus.  He had several sessions of speaking to 

his laptop computer – videoconferencing, as Rachel had suspected.  Occasionally his phone rang, 

evidently a call from someone less plugged into the Internet than the people with whom he conferenced 

online. 

Rachel was puzzled when he opened a desk drawer at one point and retrieved another laptop 

computer from it.  This one he used without speaking, but with considerable typing.  Rachel would have 

frowned if she could.  She was at a loss to think what he might do on that laptop he was unable to do on 

the other. 

***** 

Anya could feel herself calming down after the president left Retchell alone.  She always felt 

sure he was going to hurt Retchell.  But he had only spoken to her.  Anya couldn’t sense any reaction in 

Retchell – that was good, since Anya felt sure she would know if Retchell had been hurt. 
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Anya wasn’t sure what would happen if he did hurt Retchell.  She believed, somehow, she would 

overcome whatever it was they had done to freeze her body.  She would fight anything, internal or 

external, if Retchell needed her. 

Anya’s butt hurt, but she was accustomed to the feeling.  She felt a little claustrophobic – her 

head was so thoroughly trapped by Retchell’s leg wrapped around it that she wasn’t positive she would 

have been able to move it even if her body hadn’t been frozen.  She knew it wasn’t the nurses’ fault.  

They’d been very thoughtful, as they always were.  In spite of how terrified they were.  And Anya knew 

exactly who had them scared, without them saying. 

She wasn’t anywhere near as happy with this position as the one yesterday – that had been 

wonderful! – but as long as she could be with Retchell, it didn’t matter. 

The taste in her mouth now – it hadn’t been there at first. 

She recognized it suddenly.  It was what her fingers tasted like after she did… that. 

She hoped it meant she was making Retchell feel good. 

***** 

Larisa sat on the side of her bed, bent over, her face against her crossed arms in her lap, crying.  

Zlata and Veronika sat on either side of her, with Raisa behind, all of them stroking her shoulders and 

back. 

Zlata leaned up close, her mouth against Larisa’s ear to make sure Larisa heard her.  “Larisa, it’s 

going to be okay.  Yesterday when he complained, he came in here much earlier than this.  If he didn’t 

like today’s pose, you’d already know by now.” 

Larisa turned to her, sniffling, her eyes still streaming and red.  “You really think so?” 

Zlata massaged Larisa’s neck.  “I’m not making it up.  Look at the time!” 

Larisa looked and then nodded, turned to Zlata and gave her the ghost of a smile.  “Thank you 

for all your help.  All of you.”  She looked around at the others.  “I really mean it.  You have no idea.”  

The video yesterday had affected all of them, but none nearly so deeply as Larisa.  They probably didn’t 

know exactly why, and Larisa had no intention of telling them, knowing others outside the room were 

listening.  She shuddered.  Snakes! 

Veronika gave Larisa a back rub.  “Listen, why don’t you start thinking about tomorrow?  Today 

is over for you.” 

Larisa actually giggled.  “At eleven o’clock?  Pretty easy job.”  She did find she was feeling a lot 

better. 

Raisa said, “I think now that was a good idea, about tying up Pixie.  Now that I saw how it 

looked.  I bet he really liked that part.” 

Larisa’s eyes went wide.  “We should get some real stuff for doing that.  Ropes – really pretty, 

expensive ones, I think.  Oh!  And a collar… choke collar!  And a leash!” 
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Zlata laughed and hugged Larisa.  “There, now you’re thinking!”  She looked once more at the 

clock.  “Ivan should be here with lunch soon.  You can tell him what you need then.” 
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CHAPTER 35 

President Gerov looked over the guest list for Saturday’s state dinner.  He nodded.  The 

American ambassador would be there.  Possibly after dinner they might be able to discuss the delivery 

of the promised ten new jet fighters for Irkhetnia’s air force.  The current fleet was obsolete, most of the 

jets left over from the Soviet era.  The president was hoping for a significant upgrade of national defense 

capabilities.  Luckily General Perelenko would be there as well.  Perelenko had the expertise in these 

kinds of things – specifications of the planes in question, training requirements for pilots, and so on. 

The president’s attention was attracted, as it so often was, to the corner of his office which his 

mannequins decorated. 

The big blonde mannequin was being dominated by the tiny one.  Miss Preston’s body was more 

or less facing the president’s desk, angled sufficiently towards the side so that Simonina, in front of her, 

did not block the president’s view of Preston’s face.  He dearly loved looking at the American girl’s blank 

expression and contemplating what emotions might be seething inside her.  Of course, he had already 

walked around the pair for a more complete view and might again later.  Preston was kneeling in front 

of the Simonina girl, who was standing upright – how amazing, thought the president, that there is 

enough resistance to motion in her knee and hip joints that she can actually stand on her own.  It was 

hardly noticeable that Simonina’s backside was leaning against the back of a heavy chair behind her, 

since she was incapable of the small movements necessary for balance, especially on feet that small.  

But with that support and with her feet spread apart, she was quite stable.  Preston’s hands were locked 

together behind her in leather wrist cuffs, pushed slightly to the side so that they didn’t hide the butt 

plug stuck in her rear.  Around her neck was a wide leather slave collar, from which a leash ran up to 

Simonina’s elegantly gloved hand held above Preston’s head, the end of the leash wrapped several turns 

around the hand.  The leash was taut.  Preston was looking up at Simonina’s face.  It was amusing to the 

president that Preston, though kneeling, was still very nearly as tall as Simonina standing.  Simonina’s 

other hand, the one not holding the leash, was clutching Preston’s breast, her fingers making deep 

impressions in the skin.  The whole attitude of the two bodies, everything in their postures, suggested 

stern mistress and devoted slave.  The president enjoyed constructing a narrative in his mind as to how 

Simonina, such a tiny slip of a girl, had come to assert such authority over the much bigger, athletic-

looking Preston.  He grinned.  His trust in Celenskaya to make good use of the size difference in the two 

women had been justified. 

The president considered telling the Celenskaya girl she had done an outstanding job.  No, he 

decided, on second thought, she should remain uncertain.  Obviously the fear of the consequences of 

failure had inspired her.  The president decided it would be useful to maintain that fear. 

***** 

Pain radiated through Rachel’s body from two sources.  She was amazed how much wincing 

accomplished in dealing with pain.  She had never really realized it until the ability to wince had been 

taken from her. 
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Her breast hurt badly – Anya’s fingers were seriously pinching it, and wouldn’t let go.  But that 

was nothing compared with the throbbing in her butt.  She understood the nurses were acting under 

orders.  But did they have to do their job this well? 

The only thing that cheered her was that, as far as she could tell, Anya was having a day off from 

pain.  At least Rachel hadn’t seen the nurses do anything to her of a nature similar to the butt plug they 

had forced into Rachel.  Rachel could live with the pain if it meant the day would go better for Anya. 

***** 

Please, thought Anya, let me have the pain. 

Watching the nurses push the butt plug into Retchell’s behind was bad enough – Anya was very 

familiar with how that felt – but worse than that, for Anya, was knowing that she herself was hurting 

Retchell.  She knew exactly how hard she was squeezing Retchell’s breast.  And she couldn’t stop!  She’d 

been trying so hard to let go! 

She thought back grimly to her vow that she would move, she would break down the magic 

inside her holding her frozen, if anyone tried to hurt Retchell.  They had made a mockery of that resolve 

now. 

Prastee meenya pozhalosta, Retchell, she thought helplessly.  What was it in Retchell’s 

language… oh yes.  Im soarry, Retchell.  Im soarry, Im soarry, Im soarry… 

***** 

Rachel tried to concentrate on what the president was doing.  He had spent considerable time in 

what seemed to be a dreary videoconference meeting.  No doubt something along the lines of 

increasing farmers’ quotas for hay.  I’m so glad, she thought bitterly, I can cheer him up during his drab 

routine.  She wished so badly she could just strangle him.  How arrogant, how self-congratulatory he had 

seemed as he inspected her closely, earlier today.  Rachel herself had no idea what her butt looked like 

with that thing sticking out of it.  But he did.  He’d found it amusing. 

There, he was doing it again – getting that other laptop out of his locked desk drawer, typing on 

it as soon as it was up and running and, presumably, connected to the outside world.  She ran various 

speculations through her head as to what he could be doing.  Typing his memoirs?  She supposed that 

made sense, except why do it on a separate computer?  Is he afraid someone will… 

As soon as she began considering the furtiveness of the action – not that he was blatantly acting 

differently, or self-consciously, but the act in itself of quietly using a different computer suggested hiding 

something – she knew. 

Mandy had dragged Rachel here, unwillingly, on some quixotic quest to expose a huge drug 

operation supposedly run by the president himself.  That, if it was taking place at all, would be 

something he would have to be careful about. 

Rachel thought it through.  It all seemed to fit.  Presumably access to his office was severely 

restricted, but even trusted staff should be trusted only so far.  He probably had the office swept for 

listening devices regularly, but just in case, any activities suggesting a drug lord would be too sensitive to 
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involve speaking aloud.  He would use e-mail or instant messaging.  His regular computer, she could see, 

was hooked up to what was most likely an Ethernet cable, for speed of communication to make the 

videoconferencing possible, but that would involve signals running through wires.  Despite all attempts 

to encrypt the signal, he would probably feel safer with wireless communication – a wireless signal 

might be intercepted, but only if someone knew to look for it.  Did cleaning staff come in at night?  If any 

were spies, they would focus on the visible computer on the desk, not the unknown one locked away 

out of sight. 

That has to be it, Rachel told herself.  That HAS to be it. 

With that thought came another: 

He has eyes looking at him right this minute, she told herself: mine.  He also knows that I know, 

or at least suspect, that he runs a drug operation.  He knows Mandy told me about it.  If he spends any 

time thinking about it at all, he would know I could figure out what he’s doing now. 

Rachel felt a sudden wave of terror run through her.  Because she remembered the president 

knew one more thing about her: that she wasn’t able to tell anyone what she knew.  And because of 

what he’s revealing to me now, she thought, he will make sure I can never tell anyone. 

Rachel, once she had learned that the process to which she had been subjected did work, that 

she was an utterly immobile, helpless mannequin, had been able to maintain some hope that the man 

would get tired of her, and perhaps decide to play with her in some other way, a way that involved 

being able to move.  She didn’t want to be sent back to the constant torture of the prison, but maybe, 

her hopes ran, he would keep me here – with Anya, of course. 

Rachel knew now that could never happen.  It doesn’t matter to him how much I know, she 

realized despairingly, because I can’t possibly pass it on – and now that he knows I have some 

knowledge worth passing on, he will make sure I never, ever can.  He has no problem with keeping me 

frozen like this for the rest of my life.  If he gets tired of me, he’ll simply kill me.  And kill Anya too.  He’d 

have to. 

Rachel felt lightheaded, her face tingly, her ears filled with a buzzing sound not present in the 

room. 

And if I faint, she thought with an internal sigh, he won’t even notice. 

***** 

The president’s thoughts turned back to the U.S. ambassador.  A whimsical thought ran through 

his head.  Imagine if… 

His reclining leather chair returned upright with a thump.  Do I dare do that? he asked himself.  

It would be so exciting if I could! 

Can I really let the ambassador see the two of them? 

Dimitri Gerov had reached his position by being ruthless and, when opportunities presented 

themselves, taking chances.  In his rise to power he had often felt the thrill of risking it all for great gain.  

There were too few new risks these days.  But here…  
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The wonderful irony!  It was irresistible! 

He considered the dangers – he never faced risk without a sober assessment of its nature.  He 

had followed the story of the two missing American girls online.  Germany had been turned upside down 

in the search for information as to their whereabouts, but the case had run its course two months ago, 

the search all but abandoned in the absence of any leads.  None of the searching had been done outside 

Germany.  The president’s office had never received a single inquiry, from outside or from the U.S. 

embassy. 

Miss Preston, at present, did not look much like her published picture, with her now 

considerably different hairstyle.  The ambassador had probably seen pictures of Preston at some point 

during the search, but would not have her on his mind at this late date, in a country in which her 

presence had never been suspected.  But when Dimitri Gerov took a risk, he began by taking steps to 

reduce the chance of failure as near to zero as he could. 

He left the office to go next door. 

***** 

The four women all jumped to attention when the president entered the room.  The artist girl, 

Celenskaya, looked deathly pale suddenly, as if she was near fainting. 

The president liked to see fear in subordinates, but he hoped it wouldn’t interfere with the girl’s 

thought processes.  “Miss Celenskaya.  I want you to tell me whether you think you can accomplish 

something a little different.” 

Larisa blinked in astonishment.  She had been afraid this was it, she was being sent off to that 

prison.  Either that or, she hoped, he might tell her she’d done well.  She hadn’t been expecting anything 

like this.  “Sir?” 

“I am hosting a state dinner Saturday evening.  Following dinner, I expect to have some of the 

guests join me in a smaller room for cigars, brandy, and discussion of topics of interest.  This time I think 

I might use my office for that.  And I would like some…”  He smiled.   “…new statues that the guests 

might admire.  Their poses should not be quite as… debauched as those you have been creating for me.  

I would want something more subdued and refined.  But – and this is very important – no one should 

suspect they are alive.  Can you do that?” 

Larisa took a deep breath.  Now that she knew she wasn’t in trouble, her brain seemed to be 

switching back on.  “They should still be naked?” 

“Yes, yes.  Like statues that, say, the ancient Romans might have displayed.” 

Larisa scratched her cheek.  “With some body paint, I guess they could be made to look like 

marble.  Water based, so we could wash it all off afterward.” 

The president pointed at her, his face alight.  “There, yes.  I think that would do it.”  He frowned.  

“Would their breathing be detectable?” 
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“Sir?”  Zlata spoke up.  “If the guests stayed far enough away, I don’t think anyone would notice 

them breathing.  Say… maybe three meters, or so.  They don’t really breathe very hard.  As long as 

someone didn’t think to look for it, I don’t think anyone would see it.” 

Larisa gave Zlata a grateful look, and turned back to the president.  “You could cordon off the 

display with a rope, like they do at a museum.  That would be a natural thing to do.  It just would make 

people think they’re looking at really valuable artworks.” 

Veronika suddenly said, “Wait.  What about their eyes?  We can’t cover those with paint.” 

Raisa suggested, “We could close them.  We do that at night, and they can’t open their eyes on 

their own.  Would that be okay?  But they wouldn’t be able to see.  You’ve said you want them to see.” 

The president thought a moment.  “I don’t care about that, for this.  They don’t have to see.  

They just have to be seen.” 

Larisa said, “Saturday is five days.  I don’t know how soon we can get materials…” 

The president said, “Body paint.  Anything else?” 

Larisa thought.  “Face makeup that matches the paint.  For doing eyebrows, lashes… Oh, 

something to color their hair.  That same color.  I’ll try to think if there’s anything else.”  She’d thought 

about saying we would try to think, but didn’t want the nurses to have to take any responsibility if 

anything went wrong.  “If I tell Ivan this afternoon…” 

“Anything you tell him today, it should be delivered by tomorrow.” 

“Could we… I know this is asking a lot.  Is there any possibility we could test out the effect in 

your office, beforehand?  In the place where people will actually be seeing it?  Far enough in advance 

that we can tell you whether it’s working or not, and fix it if it isn’t, or cancel if we can’t?  You could be 

right there and decide for yourself whether to go ahead.  Or Ivan could.” 

The president thought a moment.  He really wanted this, more so than before, now that it 

seemed within reach.  “All right.  Wednesday afternoon.  I trust you will be ready by then.” 

Larisa nodded eagerly.  “Yes sir, if the supplies get here tomorrow.” 

The president nodded, and turned to the door.  “Tell Ivan what you need.”  He left. 

Larisa closed her eyes and took a huge breath.  This might, she thought, be a way to score 

points, and remove herself just a little farther from the threat of prison.  From the snakes. 

Or, it occurred to her, setting her stomach churning, it could be her ticket directly to prison, if 

something went wrong.  She would just have to make sure nothing did. 

***** 

FIVE DAYS LATER 

Larisa finished with the grease pencil, and stood up, looking over Blondie’s and Pixie’s bodies, 

trying to decide whether anything more needed to be done.  She had been adding veins of slightly 

darker color over the body paint on their skin, as a final touch towards making them appear to be made 
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of marble.  After Wednesday’s dry run, that had been one of the things she decided was needed, and 

she had requested some close-up photos of real marble statues to get a feeling for making the pattern 

look authentic.  For the last hour she had lost herself in doing the artwork, her worries put aside for the 

moment, but now they were crashing back in upon her again.  She put her hand to her mouth and began 

biting the nails, shivering slightly. 

Raisa and Veronika were carefully combing the paint through both girls’ hair, as Zlata stood back 

at a distance, measuring the effect.  They had colored the girls’ hair with an ivory-colored hair dye, but it 

didn’t quite match the body paint, as they had discovered Wednesday.  It had been Veronika’s idea to 

add a thin brushing of paint to their hair.  As seen from a few meters away, it worked.  Small dabs of 

paint were brushed through the girls’ bleached eyebrows as well. 

Larisa frowned.  “Aren’t you supposed to leave a patch of skin unpainted?” 

Zlata shook her head absently, while trying to decide whether any more needed to be done.  

“That’s a myth.  Painting their whole bodies won’t affect them, unless they start to overheat, because 

they can’t sweat, but that won’t be a problem over this short amount of time.” 

The last item on the checklist was eye makeup, a careful application of ivory coloring around the 

very edges of the eyes – Larisa’s job.  Larisa looked at Zlata helplessly.  “I should have done the eyes 

first.  Now I’ve started thinking about everything and my hands are shaking.” 

Zlata patted Larisa’s arm.  “I’ll do it.  Just watch closely so I don’t miss anything, okay?” 

Larisa gave her a weak, grateful smile. 

Zlata took the tubing used for closing the girls’ eyes and blew gently through it against the 

bridge of each girl’s nose.  After closing their eyes, she set to work with an eyeliner pencil and soft brush 

for the lashes.  After about ten minutes of careful work, she looked up at Larisa.  “Okay?” 

Larisa, still biting her nails, nodded. 

Zlata stood in front of Larisa, taking both her arms.  “We can still call it off.  The president said 

he’d understand if you thought it didn’t look real enough.” 

Larisa shivered.  “It’s not that.  They do look real.  I’m just… scared, that’s all.” 

“Like I said, we can call it off.” 

Larisa shook her head quickly.  I’ve probably worked myself up way too much, she thought.  The 

nurses saw the same prison video I did.  They were scared by it, of course, and they know the danger 

they’re in, but they just go ahead and do their jobs.  I need to stop worrying so much and just do mine.  

“Let’s take them into the office.” 

If only, Larisa thought, they hadn’t shown those damned snakes on the video.  I really didn’t 

need to know about those. 

Veronika rang for Ivan, who minutes later opened the door for them to the president’s office. 

There was an oval marble pedestal in place now, for the girls to stand on.  Two cylindrical metal 

bars, painted the same color as the wall behind them so that they were essentially invisible, ran upward 
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from the back edge of the pedestal.  Zlata and Veronika stood Blondie up first, her feet about thirty 

centimeters apart.  Blondie was very nearly vertical, and would appear so to the casual observer, but 

actually was leaning back slightly against one of the metal bars, which was wedged between her 

buttocks.  Raisa stood Pixie immediately to Blondie’s left, and similarly stabilized her stance with 

separated feet and the other of the two bars behind her.  The nurses spent several minutes gently 

nudging both girls from all sides to make sure they weren’t in danger of falling, and then did the final 

touches on their poses: Blondie with her left arm across Pixie’s shoulders, and her right arm raised, 

index finger pointing, as if showing Pixie some amazing sight off in the distance.  Both had their mouths 

slightly open, as if in wonder – not wide enough to let in sufficient light for an observer to notice the 

pink of the insides of their mouths.  It looked like a mother showing her child something wondrous – or 

would have if Pixie’s breasts weren’t so big, but nothing could be done about that. 

Lucky thing, thought Raisa, neither one has a bush.  We would have had to shave those.  That 

saved us a little work. 

Larisa and the nurses all retreated across the rope line behind which the president’s guests 

would stay.  Zlata patted Larisa’s back.  Larisa stood beside her, wringing her hands, her resolve to worry 

less already lost.  “They look perfect, Larisa,” Zlata told her softly.  “You did a great job.” 

Raisa and Veronika went back through the door into the ward.  Zlata started to follow, but 

looked back to see Larisa frozen in place, biting her nails once more.  She reached up to take Larisa’s 

hand away from her mouth, and pull her along.  “It’s fine, Larisa.  Let’s go rest.” 

***** 

Rachel wished she could see.  She knew where she was, and she knew she had her arm draped 

on Anya’s shoulder – that much was good: she always wanted to know where Anya was, and hated 

when they were separated – but the terrifying defenseless feeling was far worse when she was blind. 

What was especially strange was that now that the nurses had left the room, the president had 

not then entered.  It seemed as though hours were going by, and the room was in dead silence.  Rachel 

started to feel panic setting in, not only frozen and blind, but also deaf, or so it seemed. 

Finally – finally! – she heard the door open.  To her shock, there were several male voices 

entering, softly chatting.  Nothing like this had ever happened before. 

I’ve got a roomful of unknown men looking at me naked, she thought, and I can’t see them! 

Rachel understood now, suddenly, the mystery of the body paint.  The nurses had painted her 

and Anya both a solid off-white color a few days ago, had taken them into the president’s office, tried 

them in different poses, stood there discussing it, the president had come in and he joined in with the 

discussion, and after awhile the nurses had taken her and Anya back out again, and none of it made the 

slightest sense.  Now it does, Rachel thought.  The president is showing us off as marble statues! 

She felt the background current of anger, never completely still, rise again to flood stage.  She 

tried to calm herself.  It’s just one more thing to add to the list, she thought, of all the ways he’s found 

to show his power over me, over us, and how completely helpless Anya and I are. 
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At least none of the voices are coming close enough to touch me, she observed.  Or touch Anya.  

Rachel still, after repeated demonstrations to the contrary, maintained a belief that she could somehow 

protect Anya if Anya were threatened.  She knew it was bullshit, but she had to keep believing it.  

Nothing that could be done to Rachel herself was nearly as frightening to her as what might be done to 

Anya. 

Suddenly an electric shock ran through her.  It can’t be, Rachel thought, it can’t be.  It’s my 

overworked imagination, she insisted to herself.  It so desperately wants to hear what it can never 

hear… 

No, it is!  It is! 

One of the voices was speaking English. 

And then the president responded to the voice.  Also in English. 

***** 

“Who did these, Mr. President?  Local artist?”  Rudy Kenner would have spoken in Russian, as he 

was a guest here, but he knew the president enjoyed an excuse to practice his English. 

“Yes, from the city.  She does very nice work.  Very… like living.” 

“It certainly is.  Lifelike, that’s the word.  Do you have an address for her?  I’d like to contact 

her.” 

“I would have to ask her first, Mr. Ambassador.  She is a very… what is that word… private.  She 

is a private person.  But I can ask.” 

***** 

Rudolph August Kenner, professional diplomat, still found himself amazed at the heights his 

career had reached.  Ambassador! he thought to himself again.  They call me Ambassador Kenner!  And 

I’m standing here in the private office of a head of state, drinking his brandy, smoking his cigars, and this 

man who runs a country is trying to curry my favor because he needs something from me!  After two 

years on the job, it was still hard to get used to. 

Kenner had been correct, decades earlier, that it would be worth his time to learn the Russian 

language.  It was spoken in so many independent countries now, formerly all part of the Soviet Union, 

including nations such as Irkhetnia, too tiny for its American embassy to be used as a political reward – 

and insufficiently attractive to tempt a rival out of the way of the President of the United States.  Places 

where only someone with Kenner’s background would be considered for the ambassadorial posting. 

Kenner was glad General Perelenko, chief of staff of the Irkhetnian armed forces, was here 

tonight.  The ambassador, though starstruck by power, always felt a little queasy around Gerov, some 

instinct telling him there was something a little off about the man.  Kenner liked Anatoly Perelenko, 

though, and often met with him in a purely social way, sometimes for golf on Irkhetnia’s one decently-

maintained course, or for all-night poker games along with other friends.  Perelenko had been through 

an international school in Virginia for high-ranking army officers of countries allied with the U.S., spoke 

perfect English, and seemed to harbor an affinity for American-style democracy that, as far as Kenner 
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could determine, was rare among military men, especially in this country.  In public, Perelenko always 

gave the appearance of being unswervingly loyal to President Gerov, yet occasionally on the golf course, 

far from the possibility of eavesdroppers, either human or electronic, Perelenko had cautiously dropped 

hints to Kenner suggesting that his personal uneasiness with Gerov, bordering on disdain, was similar to 

Kenner’s. 

As uncomfortable as Kenner felt negotiating access to modern military hardware with Gerov, he 

was at least glad that, in practice, Perelenko would be in charge of the stuff.  Kenner felt a trust in 

Perelenko, a kinship of a sort, that he very definitely did not feel with Gerov.  Kenner wished Perelenko 

could be running the country itself, rather than just its armed forces. 

Kenner looked again at the statues.  He was amused by the incongruity of the child having such 

big breasts.  Or maybe I’m misinterpreting the tableau, he thought.  Outstanding work, though!  I really 

hope Gerov puts me in contact with that artist. 

***** 

Anatoly Perelenko smiled at his friend Rudy’s fascination with the statues.  Perelenko himself 

didn’t have much interest in art, but he had to admit the taller statue was quite striking.  Maybe I’ll try 

to remember to get the artist’s name myself later, he thought, and send a statue over to the embassy.  

No, wait – I’ll get one for myself and let Rudy try to win it in poker. 

He chuckled at the idea. 

***** 

Ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod Oh!  My!  God! thought Rachel.  Gerov called the English speaker 

Mr. Ambassador – and the guy has an American accent!  What country do you think he represents, 

Rachel? 

Ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod… 

This, Rachel’s mind screamed at her, is the guy who could get me out of here!  The one man in 

all of this country who could do it, and he’s standing here looking at me, ten feet away! 

Rachel, since awakening here in the president’s mansion, had tried so many times to move, just 

a finger, just a toe.  Just an eyelid.  But never, at any time, had she tried as desperately as she did now. 

And, as it had been since the very beginning, it was still impossible now.  No part of her body 

seemed connected to her will. 

If I could just open my eyes! she thought.  He’d see that, and know I wasn’t a statue.  If I could 

just lean forward the tiniest bit, away from this rod I’ve got running up my buttcrack holding me up!  I 

might crack my skull falling off the pedestal, but it’d be worth it.  Even if I die from it.  It would start an 

investigation, and the president would be toast! 

Rachel could hear the president and ambassador still talking, not about the statues or the artist, 

now it was something about jet planes, capabilities, delivery dates.  A third man had joined in the 

discussion, still all in English.  Business meeting going on.  Rachel could smell cigars, hear the clinking of 

glasses.  After-dinner stuff, she guessed. 
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She wished the cigar smoke would make her sneeze.  It didn’t. 

She kept trying to move.  Her head was pounding, her heart thundering in her chest.  Move!  

Move! 

Rachel guessed that an hour had gone by, and she heard the sounds of the meeting breaking up.  

No, no, please no, wait, I can do it, just give me some more time… 

Minutes later the room was empty. 

Rachel herself felt equally empty. 

A few minutes after that, she heard the voices of the nurses returning.  Coming to take her back 

down the rabbit hole. 

***** 

Dimitri Gerov breathed a heavy sigh of relief, as the ambassador took his leave.  That was 

glorious! he thought.  But more nerve-wracking than I expected.  I’m never doing anything like that 

again.  But it’s done now.  I have the memory to look back on.  That’s all I need. 

***** 

As she helped Veronika carry Blondie back from the bathroom following her pee break, and set 

her in the washtub with Pixie, Zlata looked at the clock.  “We should start their IV food drips now, while 

they’re in the tub.  It’s really late, and there isn’t enough time to wash all this paint off, and then finish 

two bags before they need to be back in the office in the morning.  And anyway, they must be starving 

by now.” 

Raisa nodded and pulled two IV stands, hooking one of them up to Blondie while Raisa started 

Pixie’s feed.  Then, sighing heavily at the long job ahead, Zlata used the sprayer to start washing the 

body paint out of Blondie’s hair. 

***** 

Rachel tried not to give in to the utter despair that threatened to engulf her.  The ambassador 

had been right there looking at her – talking about her! – and she’d been totally unable to do anything 

to identify herself as a living person, let alone a missing American the ambassador surely had heard 

about.  Obviously he wasn’t familiar with her face, and she wouldn’t have expected him to be, especially 

with him assuming he was looking at an inanimate marble carving.  But none of that would have 

mattered if only she could have made some movement to destroy the illusion of being a statue. 

Before tonight, she reminded herself, I’d already decided there wasn’t any way out.  I’m not 

really worse off than I was before, in that sense. 

This philosophical approach wasn’t really working very well. 

It worked slightly better to remind herself that she was still with Anya.  If Anya were taken away, 

Rachel told herself, then I would have nothing at all.  Even freedom would have a sour taste if Anya 

couldn’t be there to share it. 
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If only Anya herself didn’t hate me, she thought.  I’m sorry, Anya.  Prastee meenya pozhalosta, 

Anya.  Prastee meenya pozhalosta, Anya.  Rachel repeated it over and over. 

Rachel found it also helped to lose herself in the sensuality almost overwhelming her body as 

the paint was washed off.  She had gone through this once before, after what she now understood had 

been a practice painting session, but she still was amazed how erotic it felt, all these hands all over her.  

It went well beyond the quick soaping and sponging of a normal bath.  They had to spend a long time on 

every inch of her skin, including her breasts and, most arousing of all, her sex.  The fact she still had her 

eyes closed compounded the sensuality, with her unable to judge by sight where the hands were going 

next. 

She hoped so fervently Anya was getting some enjoyment out of it.  Anya, at least, didn’t know 

how close she’d come to being rescued.  It was good she was ignorant of that. 

Prastee meenya pozhalosta, Anya. 

***** 

Larisa watched the bathing process for a few minutes, then went to bed.  She stretched out on 

the bed feeling wonderful.  It worked, she thought, it all worked!  The president is happy with my work, 

and now if I do make a mistake, he’ll probably be patient with me, remembering how well tonight went.  

And this is probably just a one-time thing.  He’s not going to want to keep showing off the girls to guests.  

Anything that went wrong would be bad for him, not just me. 

Her mind was suddenly popping with ideas.  She looked at the painting on her wall, the one with 

the animals, which she was so embarrassed the president had seen.  She realized he had hinted he 

might be interested in something like that.  She needed to think about what she might do with that. 

She turned over, pulled up the covers, and had a full night’s sleep undisturbed by snakes, for the 

first time in many days. 
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CHAPTER 36 

Zlata dragged herself out of bed at 2 a.m., just two hours after they’d finally finished bathing 

and toileting the girls and put them to bed.  The first bag of water/food should be empty by now, she 

knew, and the girls needed a second.  It was Zlata’s turn for that.  And of course, they needed their day’s 

supply of the magical chemicals that kept them in mannequin state.  Usually that was done along with 

the first bag of food, but the priority, with the girls getting back to the ward so late, had been to get 

them fed immediately.  Trying to maneuver around a second pair of IV stands while giving Blondie and 

Pixie their baths seemed unnecessarily inconvenient, when they could just as well get the maintenance 

chemicals later. 

Pixie, as usual, was lying atop Blondie, her chin cushioned in Blondie’s breasts.  They looked so 

sweet together like that.  Zlata wondered whether they had known each other before the doctor had 

sealed their fate to be mannequins together. 

***** 

Rachel heard faint sound of the alarm in a nearby room.  She had been awakened by it some 

nights; sometimes she slept through it.  One of the nurses would be changing out her IV bottles now, 

she knew.  Rachel opened her eyes and looked to the right, where the nurse was walking by sleepily 

towards the cabinet where the bottles were kept. 

It was several seconds before what she had just done with her eyes sank in.  How in the hell, 

Rachel wondered, did I do that?? 

She tried to lift her arm, her leg, squeeze her hand closed.  She still couldn’t sense how to do any 

of those things.  Nothing moved.  But my face, she thought.  Or part of my face.  I can feel where it is!  

And I can move my eyes around! 

She had not felt anything like this in all her time in the mansion. 

She could see the clock on the wall.  It had been something her eyes had swept past on previous 

occasions as the nurses turned her body to various orientations.  Now she could look directly at it.  The 

old-fashioned analog hands said it was 2:00.  That has to be two in the morning, Rachel thought, since 

everybody’s asleep but the one nurse doing IV duty. 

Whatever is keeping me frozen is starting to wear off! she realized.  It had never been like this 

before.  Her heart started pounding. 

And then Rachel saw Anya.  Rachel’s eyes had been looking towards Anya to begin with, until 

she had flicked them towards the side to track the nurse.  When she returned her eyes to their original 

position, she saw that Anya’s eyelids were fluttering. 

Anya’s eyes opened suddenly, and they caught and held Rachel’s.  Anya stared at Rachel for 

what seemed an endless time.  And then she closed her eyes and opened them again, a slow blink.  After 

a short pause, she blinked a second time.  And a third.  And then kept her eyes open. 

And then her lips curled up at the edges. 
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Understanding flooded through Rachel.  Three blinks.  Just three.  She could have kept doing it, 

but she stopped. 

Three blinks!  She’s using her eyes for I-love-you!  Our signal!  She still loves me!!  

Rachel’s heart went into overdrive. 

As the nurse began swapping out the IV connections, Rachel suddenly realized: I can say it to 

Anya too!  It took concentration – her control was still very tenuous – but slowly Rachel blinked, and 

blinked again, and blinked once more. 

Anya’s lips twitched upward the slightest bit more. 

Rachel thought she heard a gasp from the nurse.  But she didn’t want to look away from Anya.  

Not ever.  She didn’t want to stop seeing that tiny smile. 

It’s not that brilliant sunburst smile I fell in love with, thought Rachel.  But it’s the best thing I’ve 

ever seen in my life! 

Rachel tried to smile back, but couldn’t find how to do it. 

Rachel felt her connection with her face fading.  No, no please!! she thought.  It’s the IV!  She’s 

giving me more of whatever freezes me!  Stop the damned IV drip!  I can’t lose this!  What if I never 

have it again?? 

Minutes later her control was gone.  The smile on Anya’s face faded as well. 

From beyond the blanket of gloom that descended over Rachel, there was still one ray of light 

coming through. 

I know she still loves me, Rachel told herself, again and again.  She doesn’t hate me.  She loves 

me!  That will keep me going a long time. 

***** 

Yelena awoke, and as usual was immediately aware of the feeling of physical need.  A need to 

caress Marya, to kiss her, to experience her body fully and sensually.  Yelena loathed feeling that way, 

but was helpless in the face of it. 

They have done this to me, with their drug, she thought angrily.  Made me crave sex with my 

own daughter.  Yelena hated them all for the abomination perpetrated on her.  Hated Dimitri most of 

all, as the instigator of the atrocity. 

The hunger for Marya had grown worse over time.  Yelena recalled, though the memory seemed 

far in the misty past, that initially, she hadn’t felt uncontrollable desire until she and Marya were already 

simulating sex – Yelena would make herself, through the character of Bad Mother, go through the 

motions of sexual caresses, then at some point she would pass a point of no return, and the simulation 

would turn real.  Stopping and backing away, once that point had passed, was beyond Yelena’s power. 
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In the months that had passed, Yelena had kept believing that she could achieve mastery of 

herself in bed, that the arousal imposed by the pills she was taking would become such a familiar 

sensation that she would learn conscious control of it. 

Somehow, the opposite had happened.  Yelena had less control of her sexual urges as time went 

by.  From the time Marya had experienced her psychological break, losing touch with her real self and 

becoming “Hélène,” a single person with two bodies, wanting nothing more than to make love with that 

other body, Yelena found her hunger for Marya increasing, not abating.  Now, if any significant time had 

passed since their last sexual contact, Yelena passed that “point of no return” as soon as she saw that 

Marya was ready for a new round of passion. 

I have to quit taking that drug, thought Yelena.  I needed it at the beginning, just so that I could 

lubricate.  I wasn’t able to do that on my own, and Marya would have known that my story of “Hélène” 

was a lie, that I really had no desire for sex with her.  I don’t think it matters anymore, Yelena told 

herself.  Marya may not notice, and in fact, maybe by this time I can simulate arousal.  I’ve been doing 

this long enough.  But I have to at least try it without the drug.  Those pills are making my body go more 

and more crazy as time goes by. 

I have to keep having sex with Marya, Yelena reminded herself, not to mention all those men.  I 

have to keep Marya from that endless agonizing torture they showed me on that first day.  That poor 

woman, thought Yelena, they’re probably still doing that to her.  I can’t do anything about that.  But I 

can keep it from happening to Marya. 

But I don’t have to want sex with my daughter.  In fact, Dimitri would probably prefer that I 

didn’t want it.  He wants me to be miserable, to feel shame, to feel emotional agony.  And I do, God 

knows I do.  Until that uncontrollable need comes over me, and the drug takes over completely, making 

me want Marya, want her, WANT her, making me wish the lovemaking could never end, making me 

wish we could go beyond the cover story of being a single person in two bodies and be one person in 

one body, merged, melted together so we can never be apart, and never stop feeling the excitement 

that begins with gentle touches and caresses and leads to impossible heights of joy at being physically 

united.  That’s the part I need to get rid of.  I cannot feel that way about my daughter!  I wish I could just 

live in Marya’s fantasy world, and feel only the happiness and the love, without thinking of how wrong it 

is.  But I can’t. 

Marya was still asleep, it seemed, nestled against Yelena in her latest favorite position – the two 

of them curled together on their left sides like spoons, Marya behind Yelena, her arms wrapped around 

Yelena and forearms crossed, each hand cupping one of her mother’s breasts, her right leg thrust 

through Yelena’s legs with her upper thigh up against Yelena’s sex, her face resting in the curve of 

Yelena’s shoulder and neck, her lips occasionally giving Yelena’s neck soft wet kisses until she fell asleep.  

Yelena could feel Marya’s breasts and stomach pressed against her back.  Marya always held tightly, 

even in her sleep.  Yelena had her hands softly cupped on either side of Marya’s thigh where it emerged 

from her crotch – despite being in skin-to-skin contact from head to foot all along her back, Yelena still 

felt a need for her hands to be holding Marya.  Again, thought Yelena, that’s the drug talking.  And when 

her chemically-induced sexual need began to overpower her, Yelena could pull Marya’s leg against her 
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sex and rub softly against it.  Usually Marya woke up when that happened, understanding it as a signal 

that Yelena was ready to make love.  Marya was always eager for that. 

Yelena loved sleeping in that position, feeling Marya curled around her, and was ashamed of 

loving it.  It felt so nice, but was so far out of bounds. 

Yelena lay as still as she could, to avoid waking Marya and to postpone the inevitable sexual play 

that would immediately follow her awakening.  Laying still was hard.  The tingling and growing wetness 

between her legs was only the physical manifestation of her emotional hunger for Marya, her yearning, 

her need.  Yelena knew what was about to happen, and wished she could say, No, Marya, stop, we can’t 

do this, I am your mother, you are my daughter.  Puncturing the delusion Marya had escaped beneath, 

making her unable to go on with the charade, exposing her to the agony of the torture cell… No.  Yelena 

knew she must never do that. 

Behind Yelena, Marya stirred slightly, and released a soft sigh.  Yelena felt Marya’s warm wet 

tongue gently brush her neck. 

No! a tiny, barely-heard voice within Yelena called out.  It’s so peaceful being here this way!  I 

don’t want it ruined with a sexual frenzy!  I’m required to have sex with my daughter, but there’s 

nothing that says it has to be now.  I don’t have to do it!  I can maintain self-control.  I can maintain self-

control.  The drug doesn’t have to control me.  Don’t respond, Yelena.  Marya may go back to sleep, and 

we can cuddle like this longer.  Don’t respond! 

Marya began undulating against Yelena’s back and buttocks, her thigh nudging and rubbing 

against Yelena’s sex. 

Don’t respond!  Don’t respond… 

Yelena turned in Marya’s arms, letting Marya’s leg slide out from between hers, wrapping her 

arms around her daughter, and began kissing her, open-mouthed, licking the underside of Marya’s 

tongue with her own.  Within seconds they were both moaning softly, rubbing the fronts of their bodies 

together with growing urgency, tangling their legs together. 

***** 

Yelena dropped tiredly into the chair in front of Doctor Tourachev’s desk.  “Doctor, the 

aphrodisiac pills, the sex pills… Do you have them in a smaller dosage?  I would just take fewer of them, 

but even a single pill runs the craving up to such a level that I just can’t handle it.  If you’d give me pills 

with about half the dosage, I could start tapering off gradually.  I mean, I’d just quit altogether right 

now, but I don’t want to have problems of withdrawal.” 

The doctor, Yelena saw in irritation, seemed to be working to bury a laugh.  The corners of his 

lips curled upward.  “Worried about withdrawal, are you?” 

Yelena glared at him.  “Yes, of course.  This isn’t funny.” 

The doctor was starting to lose the battle.  He coughed to sidetrack a chuckle.  “Well, 

withdrawal doesn’t appear to be an issue.  If it was, you would have noticed.” 
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Yelena looked at him blankly.  “What do you…”  It occurred to her what he might be talking 

about.  “…mean?” she finished in a hushed voice.  No, she thought, oh no, tell me you’re not saying 

what I think you are. 

The doctor responded, “About two weeks ago I did cut the pills a bit, as an experiment.  I was 

just curious to see what would happen.  I replaced about half of the active ingredient with sugar.  And 

for the last… let’s see, six days, the pills have been pure sugar.  Admittedly each pill would give a slight 

boost to your energy, though not nearly as much as a single bite of one of your dinner desserts.” 

Yelena shook her head vigorously, her brows angrily drawn together.  “I don’t believe you!” 

The doctor grinned and shrugged.  “Then stop taking the pills.  See what happens.” 

Yelena sputtered, “You…  You… It can’t work like that.  You can’t make me sexually attracted to 

my daughter.  Not without drugs.” 

“I beg to differ.  The drug has had a psychological effect.  Over time, the artificial need created 

by the drug has stimulated an internal need.  Sexual intercourse is always a very intense experience, and 

can be very addictive in itself.  The drug gave you a need for it at an extreme level, but the mind is 

entirely capable of generating its own needs.  No doubt the fact you are required by circumstances to 

have sex with Marya in order to protect her from a terrible fate – this has also played a role in 

establishing the internal need.” 

“But… it feels exactly the same now as it always has, with the drug.  I’d notice if something was 

different, if you were changing the dosage.  It’s the same!” 

“Is it?  Are you sure?” 

Yelena began a vehement response, but stopped herself suddenly.  A thought that she had kept 

buried forced its way to the surface. 

Something had felt different.  And she couldn’t identify just when it had begun to seem 

different.  But a timeline of a couple of weeks in length seemed about right. 

In the beginning, the tingling between her legs, the outward physical sign of her need, had been 

present constantly.  Following orgasm, it would release its control of her for a period of time.  During 

those periods of slack, Yelena remained aware of wanting sexual contact, but it was similar to wanting a 

blouse seen in a store window, resisting it because you knew you didn’t really need it.  Then the wanting 

would always slowly build again.  But it never entirely went away. 

Until recently. 

Yelena had become dimly aware that after orgasm with Marya, the need for sex would, for a 

short time, be altogether absent, before the need renewed itself and began building again.  In place of 

the need, during those slack periods, Yelena felt only contentment.  Examining the contented feeling 

now, it seemed that it consisted, in part, of knowing she had done her latest part in protecting Marya, in 

successfully doing what she needed to do to keep Marya away from the torture cell.  But another part of 

it reminded her of a feeling long ago, nearly forgotten, of satisfaction in being with Dimitri, in bed 

following sex – of love, long gone now, that expressed itself best in the soft, adoring caresses building to 
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the explosive climax, the sexual act from beginning to end.  She had loved Dimitri that way once.  And 

she knew, beyond possibility of denial, that she loved Marya in that same way now. 

And from deeper in the pit of denial, another thought bubbled upward into her consciousness, 

despite all efforts to keep it buried. 

In the beginning, while loathing the entrapment that forced her to give her body to an endless 

succession of men, several each day, Yelena had nevertheless, with the men, responded to her drug-

induced need.   She had relished the sensations of a sensual craving satisfied, wanting her body used so 

that she could feel relief from the ever-present sexual desire the drug gave her. 

For some time now – it might well be a week or so – that consolation prize had been absent.  

Now Yelena derived no satisfaction of any kind from the rapes, and she had found, as they were 

happening, that the only way she had of tolerating the abuse came from imagining that it was Marya 

with the strap-on who was penetrating her.  The fantasy that it was Marya pounding within her, 

squeezing her breasts, grunting from the effort of thrusting, was the only source of pleasure Yelena was 

able to find in the ordeal.  Afterward Yelena always thrust down any conscious acknowledgment of the 

fact, knowing her capacity for shame was already at its limit.  But she knew that that was what she had 

been doing, and now she saw the significance of it.  The fact that the stimulation of her sexual desire, 

caused by the drug, seemed not to help her any longer with the men – that would make perfect sense, 

now, if the drug was no longer there.  And at the same time Yelena saw the other side of that coin: the 

evidence that her sexual desire for Marya was very real.   

The safety net of knowing that her feelings of wanting Marya were artificially induced began to 

unravel. 

Have they done this to me now? Yelena moaned within herself.  Have they really made me 

desire my own daughter as a lover?  No longer in response to chemicals forced on me from outside, but 

from within.  Now it’s what I want.  I don’t want to want it.  But I do!  I can’t stop! 

It can’t be! she insisted.  It’s impossible! 

Yelena was very familiar with the effects of the drug, and knew its power within her should be 

starting to fade by this time: she knew how long the pills lasted, and it had been long enough since her 

last dose that she should be needing another by now.  In the past, with the drug as her crutch to help 

with the response of lubrication, that visible sign of arousal she needed to be able to show Marya, 

Yelena had dutifully kept taking it on schedule.  

She would do without it now, as a test.  She had to know for sure.  If the doctor is lying, she told 

herself, if the pills are still the cause of my sexual responsiveness to Marya, the last one should be nearly 

worn off by this time.  I should be able to control myself with Marya now. 

Without a word Yelena bolted up from the chair and through the door.  Down the hall.  Opening 

the door to the room she shared with Marya. 

Marya had risen from the bed at the sound of the door opening, and her face radiated joy.  

“Hélène!  I missed you!  When you’re gone, all I can think of is you.” 
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Marya started towards Yelena.  The motion seemed to Yelena to be frozen in time. 

In that frozen moment, Yelena felt the flood of desire rush through her body.  Her eyes took in 

every curve of Marya’s body, every inch of it known and adored, saw the happy grin, the bright eyes full 

of adoration.  And Yelena suddenly wanted nothing more in the world than to hold Marya, to rub her 

hands over her, to feel Marya’s lips pressed against her own.  She felt the sudden wetness between her 

legs, the flush of warmth in her sex, her nipples coming erect. 

Oh dear God, thought Yelena, it’s all true.  I want to have sex with my daughter.  And there is no 

drug making me feel that way.  For a week all I’ve been taking is sugar pills. 

And then Marya was against her, embracing her, kissing her almost frantically.  Rubbing her 

mound against Yelena’s.  Moaning in desire. 

Conscious thought evaporated.  Only sensation remained.  Yelena moaned in response, her arms 

moving up and down Marya’s back.  Wanting again to experience Marya with every sense, feel her soft 

skin, see her face, hear her moans, taste and smell the juices between her legs with the slight uriny tang 

that she should have hated but loved because it was Marya’s. 

Breathing hard, Yelena pulled Marya towards the bed, pushed her gently down onto it, kissing 

her, whimpering with excitement, trying to caress every part of Marya at once. 

***** 

Rachel hated today’s position passionately.  She didn’t know which of them, herself or Anya, 

found it more humiliating.  It really doesn’t even matter, she thought, when the embarrassment goes so 

far off the scale like this. 

Anya was standing, her legs straight and spread apart, her body bent double at the hips, head 

down towards the floor.  Rachel was sitting on the floor behind Anya’s legs, her arms reaching up 

through Anya’s legs from behind and wrapping around her waist, keeping Anya from falling over.  

Rachel’s legs were spread very wide, the inside of her upper thighs pressing against the backs of Anya’s 

ankles. 

Anya, reaching back between her own legs, had a tight hold with both hands on Rachel’s 

breasts, her fingers curved in to make deep, painful indentations.  Why, Rachel wondered, is there 

always such a big deal about breasts? 

Rachel’s breasts were throbbing with pain, which would only increase during the day – Anya was 

gripping them so hard.  But for Rachel, much worse than the pain was what she was doing with her own 

face.  Her head was tilted back so that she looked upward, her mouth wide open and covering Anya’s 

sex.  Above that, the tip of her nose was pressed hard directly against Anya’s anus, not hard enough to 

flatten her nose and block her breathing, but sufficiently hard to part the anus and press a small 

distance inside.  Inside!!  Rachel was beyond mere disgust. 

Rachel’s emotions were still riding high from the mutual declarations of love she had exchanged 

with Anya last night.  She hated having to descend into something so degrading following that. 
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Worst of all, she didn’t know whether, for the rest of her life, she would ever again feel that tiny 

bit of control over her body she had felt so briefly last night.  

Rachel knew what the president had been doing last night, letting the ambassador unwittingly 

see the missing American girl, and wasn’t sure he would ever feel the need to do it again.  Rachel might 

never again be seen by the man who could free her, if only he could recognize her, and she might never 

again go so long without the mannequin drugs.  Last night she had recovered the use of a small part of 

her body.  What if that was the last time ever? she wondered. 

But I do love you dearly, Anya, she thought.  If I never get to say it again, I hope last night was 

enough.  Ya tebya lyublyu, Anya.  Please believe that will always be true. 

***** 

Zlata lay on her bed, on her stomach, her chin resting on her fists.  She could hear Larisa’s 

television going, and Veronika talking to her parents on the phone.  All of the nurses had occasional 

chats with their families.  Zlata supposed the president wanted to avoid the complication of military 

personnel being declared missing by their families.  It was uncomfortable for Zlata and the other nurses, 

knowing their conversations were being monitored, worrying about saying something that would get 

them in trouble.  They tried to get their families sidetracked from asking awkward questions, and talking 

instead about doings at home.  It was good to hear from loved ones, though it only made the nurses 

miss their families that much more. 

Zlata returned to her earlier thoughts.  Last night, Blondie had blinked at Pixie.  It seemed 

impossible, but it had happened.  At least, she was looking directly at Pixie when she did it, so it 

appeared the blinking must have been directed at her.  It had not been an involuntary twitch.  It was an 

intended, conscious act.  It hadn’t been the only sign that Blondie was in control of her eyes: Zlata had 

seen Blondie’s eyes following her as she moved past.  And Pixie had been watching her too. 

Zlata understood what must have happened.  One of the drugs, the one that confused the 

voluntary muscle system, had become depleted and ineffective.  The nurses had been so late in setting 

up the IV that the drug’s effects had started to wear off.  Apparently only in the facial area, which made 

sense; there were so many more blood vessels in the head and face than anywhere else, and they 

carried away the drug more quickly when the supply ran low.  The doctor had told them that the 

muscle-confusion drug was short-term, and had to be replenished every day without fail.  The joint 

stiffener would last much longer, taking as much as a month to wear off.  This morning, of course, after 

a new infusion of the drugs, the girls were completely frozen again. 

Blondie had blinked at Pixie, but there was more to it than that.  She had blinked three times, 

then stopped.  It had to be a signal of some kind. 

What could it mean?  Something prearranged, certainly.  It seemed to answer the question of 

whether Blondie and Pixie had known each other before. 

But as simple as it was, prearranged or not, it was communication.  Blondie and Pixie could 

communicate with their eyes. 
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Zlata thought of all the things she wished she could ask these women who depended on the 

nurses so completely.  She might find a way for them to talk to her, but communication was not the only 

difficulty.  Zlata was sure that, as the president had said they would be, she and the others were being 

watched.  She avoided looking at either of the cameras mounted in opposite corners of her room, near 

the ceiling.  Together, they had a view of the entire room.  The ward, of course, had similar cameras in 

the corners.  Whatever I do, thought Zlata, to try to set up some means of communicating with Blondie 

and Pixie, it would surely be noticed.  And the things I want to find out are things the president probably 

wouldn’t want me knowing. 

Zlata gasped suddenly.  Maybe, she thought, I can do it without being seen. 

She immediately saw problems with the idea.  She lay there and thought them through. 
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CHAPTER 37 

President Gerov’s eyes concentrated on the live video stream on his computer screen, his lips 

curled in a smile, as he watched his former wife and former daughter taking their daily bath together, 

the highlights on their wet skin seeming to sparkle on the screen.  Yelena sat in the tub behind Marya, 

her legs wrapped around Marya’s waist and her ankles crossed in front.  She had used a washcloth to 

soap Marya’s chest, but had discarded the washcloth and now gently and slowly massaged her 

daughter’s soapy breasts with her open palm.  Yelena’s other hand, her right, reached down to brush 

fingers from side to side on Marya’s sex lips, below the waterline.  Marya, leaning back against Yelena’s 

breasts, was reaching down to her own crotch to cover Yelena’s hand as it moved to stimulate her.  

Yelena seemed to be getting her own stimulation by grinding her sex rhythmically against Marya’s 

buttocks, the water gently sloshing back and forth in time with her hip thrusts.  Marya, her head turned 

towards Yelena’s, eyes half lidded and mouth open, sucked her mother’s offered tongue into her mouth, 

her cheeks hollowing with the effort, then released it to lick around Yelena’s lips before resuming an 

intense kiss.  Both women were breathing in gasps and moaning, obviously near orgasm. 

The president had laughed aloud when Doctor Tourachev had informed him how distraught 

Yelena had been when she had complained to him that she had become completely unable to control 

herself sexually with her daughter, blaming it on the medication she had been using to facilitate arousal, 

only to be told that the medication was no longer responsible.  The president could well imagine how 

horrified Yelena must be.  He himself had loved the girl, once upon a time, and had shared with Yelena, 

as all parents did, the fear of Marya falling victim to a sexual predator such as Yelena herself had now 

become. 

As madly passionate as the two of them seemed as lovers, the president knew that it was 

Yelena’s fear of condemning Marya to endless agony, and Marya’s fear of a terrifying death in the snake 

pit, that kept them motivated.  That was as it should be.  Fear, Dimitri Gerov knew, was the great 

motivator.  

So rapt was he, watching the intense counterfeit sexual ardor, that he was startled by the beep 

indicating a call coming in.  The president was annoyed by the interruption, until he saw that the signal 

was coming from General Karozki.  The president minimized the video feed, noting the time so that he 

could watch a replay of it later, and clicked the button to open the conference with the general.  The 

president exclaimed, “Vitaly Alexeyevich!  I am very much indebted to you.”  He looked to the side, 

where his mannequins were putting on a very imaginative and disgusting display.  “I’m sure the 

American girl is glad she came to our country.  Oh, and please pass on my best wishes to the doctor.  He 

has done a marvelous job, both with the Gerova women and the mannequins here.”  

The general looked cheerful.  “I’m just grateful for the opportunity to serve, Mr. President.  Let 

me tell you why I wanted to talk to you…” 

“Please.” 
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“We have been considering another execution, and of course, normally we would just go ahead.  

But as it involves another celebrity, I wanted to check with you first.  Let me apologize again for killing 

the Forrest girl.” 

The president waved his hand.  “All in the past.  But go on about this latest case.” 

“Yes, sir.  It’s Irina Novocheva.”  The general was pleased to see the president gasp at the 

mention of the name.  He had known the president would have an interest in this one. 

Irina Novocheva.  Of course, thought the president, the general would automatically know I’d 

want to hear any information about her. 

Novocheva had been the star of Irkhetnia’s national women’s ice hockey team, and the focus of 

an outburst of national pride.  She had scored both goals in Irkhetnia’s upset victory over Spain in the 

preliminary rounds of the European championships two years ago, the first win at the continental level 

for the tiny country in any sport.  Earlier this year at the Olympic qualifying tournament, Irkhetnia had 

again won a game, over Latvia, with Novocheva scoring three goals.  She had scored four more 

combined in their other three games, all losses.  Irkhetnia had failed to qualify for the Olympics, but 

Novocheva had become a national hero. 

Just after Irkhetnia’s elimination from the qualifiers, the president’s security forces had, as they 

sometimes had in the past, spread a rumor that any player wishing to defect to the U.S. could meet with 

a representative of an American sports magazine, who would make the arrangements.  To their shock, 

Novocheva had showed up.  Normally the discipline for such an offense would be to dismiss the athlete 

from the national team, on the grounds of inadequate play, avoiding any suggestion that the athlete had 

attempted to betray the nation.  But such a move was impossible with Novocheva.  No one in Irkhetnia 

would accept any conceivable explanation for Novocheva being kicked off the team.  Yet if the incident 

had been allowed to pass without consequence, Novocheva could easily, and probably more carefully, 

have found a more successful way to defect.  To lose an athlete of her national popularity would be a 

political disaster. 

So, with regret, the security police, on orders directly from the president, had staged a food 

poisoning incident at the hotel where the team had been staying, on their last night before returning 

home.  Several athletes were ill for a day – it served them right for losing, the president had reasoned – 

but only Novocheva had “died.” 

The president had been taken aback by the magnitude of the ensuing outbreak of national 

mourning.  Mountains of flowers had built up outside the capital’s ramshackle hockey arena, and at the 

building of the national sports federation.  Grown men had wept in the streets. 

No doubt, the president thought cynically, the crying men had imagined Novocheva might have 

been their lover, if only she had lived. 

The president found his voice.  “And you wanted to execute her??” 

The general explained, “Well, we would have, if it had been anyone else.  The girl has been 

increasingly hard to discipline.  She seems not to care about the pain anymore.  She’s refused a number 

of direct orders lately, despite whippings.  Meanwhile, she actually seems to enjoy being made to fight 
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another prisoner, and the guards don’t find it very entertaining when the prisoner wants to do it.”  The 

general chuckled.  “The guards refer to her as ‘the Amazon.’  I’m sure you can imagine why. 

“At any rate, as one type of punishment, the guards have often made her have sex with another 

inmate, and she’s always hated that – in fact, by coincidence, I’m told she once spent an entire night 

intimately tied up with the Preston girl – but now she refuses to do it, even when she’s whipped for 

refusing.” 

The president was not at all surprised by Novocheva’s loathing of sex with another woman.  She 

had actually had one of her teammates kicked off the hockey team because the girl had come on to 

Novocheva sexually – Novocheva had told the coaches that either the girl must be removed from the 

team, or Novocheva would quit.  The ultimatum had accomplished its goal. 

The general went on, “She has apparently decided she can handle the pain of the whippings.  

Our most common way of dealing with that is to punish someone she cares about, but there is no 

prisoner here who fits that description.  Novocheva was sent here alone rather than as part of a group, 

and hasn’t made any attempt to bond with another inmate.  I believe she has decided either that she 

wants to die, or else that we don’t dare kill her.  Either way the outcome is the same: she doesn’t think 

she has anything to lose.  Quite frankly the guards are tired of having to bother with her. 

“As one last attempt to regain some control over her, we put her in solitary a week ago.  

Normally after a few days in solitary, an inmate alternates long periods of stupor with outbursts of 

hysterical crying.  Here is some video of Novocheva, from day six.” 

An image filled the screen, of Novocheva in ghostly green.  The president knew that Novocheva 

was living in complete darkness, visible only by special night-vision cameras sensing body heat. 

For a moment, the president saw an image of Novocheva at rest in the tiny room, her arms 

stretched up over her head, her legs drawn up against her butt, all enforced by shackles and chains.  He 

was familiar with the rooms used for solitary, and the manner in which the inmates were restrained 

there. 

But the girl was only motionless for an instant.  Novocheva seemed to be a bundle of energy, 

carrying out a determined exercise program.  For several minutes she did deep squats, her arms pulled 

above her head each time she went down, using only her leg muscles to raise and lower herself; then 

she switched to pull-ups, using arm strength alone to lift her body and let it back down.  Then she faced 

the wall and kept her entire body straight and rigid, at an angle against the wall, longer than the 

president would have thought humanly possible.  Then she did some sort of crunches to maintain her 

abdominal muscles… 

The president, watching the video images, could barely breathe.  He had never seen Novocheva 

naked before.  She was an incredible physical specimen.  Amazon indeed.  So strong, and yet so 

overwhelmingly sexual. 

The image of Novocheva faded, and the general reappeared.  “Clearly solitary is not having the 

desired effect.  I think she actually enjoys it more than life in the cell block.  If she builds up her body 

much more, I’m not sure how many guards it would take to subdue her.” 
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The president found it hard to speak.  The image of that fantastic body was still up front in his 

imagination.  “Ummm…  So what do you propose doing?” 

“Well, we do have one stronger level of punishment, but I hesitate to use it, as it has permanent 

damaging psychological effects.  But as an alternative to that, it occurred to me to wonder whether you 

might want her as one of your mannequins.” 

The president sat suddenly bolt upright.  Why did I never think of that?? he wondered.  He had 

been focused on using the two American girls for that from the moment the doctor had first mentioned 

the process.  After the execution of the Forrest girl, the president had accepted Preston’s suggestion of 

the diminutive Anya Simonina as an acceptable substitute.  And indeed, Preston and Simonina together 

had been a genuine treat. 

For reasons unknown to himself, he had somehow never thought of Novocheva in that context.  

But the possibilities raced through his mind now. 

In a croak quite unlike his usual voice of authority, he said, “Yes!  Tell the doctor he should start 

on this at once!  Tomorrow…  No, today, if he can.  Can I expect delivery in two months?” 

“Doctor Tourachev says he has found some new efficiencies in the process.  He believes it can 

be completed in six weeks now.” 

“Excellent.  Well…”  He gestured emphatically with his hand.  “Tell him to begin!” 

“Yes, sir.  I had actually expected you would say that.  The doctor and I were just awaiting your 

approval.” 

“Oh!  Can you easily enough render Novocheva unconscious in her cell in solitary, without her 

awareness?  Using a gas, for example?  And of course, as with Preston and Simonina, she should retain 

no memory of her mannequin treatment.” 

“Yes, sir.  Would you like us to do that?” 

The president nodded eagerly.  “I would like her simply to awaken as a mannequin without 

knowing how or why.  I will explain it to her after.” 

The general smiled.  “Excellent, sir.  I shall go now and tell the doctor to get started.  I’ll pass 

along your request about the gas, of course.  That will not be a problem.” 

The president was about to close the communication, but then remembered.  “The doctor asked 

me to let him know whether any of the nurses caring for the mannequins had an especially intense 

reaction to the video segment involving snakes.  He didn’t tell me why, but you can pass along to him 

that the nurses seemed appropriately appalled, but the artist, Celenskaya, was overwhelmed by that 

segment in particular.  At least that is what my surveillance team told me.”  The president looked a little 

puzzled.  “Can you tell me why he was interested?” 

“I’d have to ask him, sir.  Will there be anything else?” 

The president barely heard the general, as visual images from Novocheva’s exercise session 

paraded through his head.  “What?  No, no, that is all.”  He terminated the connection. 
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Novocheva as his own mannequin!  It was almost too much to contemplate. 

It occurred to him immediately that he would have to change the venue for the mannequin 

operation.  It wouldn’t do to take a chance on any of the personnel in the mansion discovering that 

Novocheva was not only alive, but right here.  He would move to his dacha, his vacation home in the 

woods forty kilometers outside the city, where he had more privacy and a much smaller staff.  He would 

make arrangements immediately for remodeling that would create a place of confinement for the artist, 

Larisa Celenskaya, and the nurses.  Since he transacted most of his daily business by videoconferencing 

anyway, he decided he would take up residence at the dacha indefinitely. 

He reclined in his chair, daydreaming, the video of the women in his former family forgotten for 

the moment.  So Novocheva doesn’t mind pain, he thought, but she hates sex with women.  He would 

need to direct Celenskaya to create some positions with far more emphasis on sensuality than pain.  

Novocheva would spend each day as Preston’s passionate lover.  He would also give strict orders that, 

on those days when he had to come into the city, or the rare occasions when he traveled, Preston and 

Novocheva should be kept constantly kissing and entangled in a lovers’ embrace during his absence.  

Their nights should be spent the same way.  Just imagine, he thought, how much misery for Novocheva!  

How she would wish she had not been so contrary with the guards! 

He sat up suddenly.  He was neglecting to consider Preston’s reaction.  He put through a signal 

to Karozki, and was delighted when Karozki completed the connection immediately.  The president 

favored his general with a smile.  “Still hard at work at your desk, I see, Vitaly Alexeyevich.  I realized I 

did have another question.” 

“Yes, Mr. President.” 

“I know that Preston and Forrest were traveling together, of course, but I haven’t paid that close 

attention to their background.  Were they lesbian partners?  Anything like that?” 

“All indications are against it, sir.  In fact, if you’ll permit me to look at some transcripts…”  The 

president waited as the general moved off-screen.  He could hear what sounded like a file drawer 

opening. 

The general returned to the screen holding a file folder, which he opened, shuffling through its 

papers.  After a time, he said with satisfaction, “Yes, here it is.  I was remembering correctly.  During the 

night they spent in the hotel before their arrests, there was some discussion of sleeping arrangements.  

As there was only one bed, Preston volunteered to sleep on the floor, and apparently followed through 

on that offer.  Neither considered for a moment sharing the bed.”  He closed the folder.  “I can also tell 

you that our Sergeant Kodorov told me that the night Preston and Novocheva spent tied together took 

place due to a fight between them, and that Preston seemed as appalled by the intimacy as Novocheva 

was.  There was one other occasion of Preston having sex with another inmate, in her cell, but that was 

also coerced, as is normally the case here.  Again, she appeared very upset when she was told what she 

would have to do.”  He held up the folder.  “In any case, all the evidence we have suggests Preston has 

no sexual attraction to women.  She did form a bond with Simonina, but nothing we know implies that it 

was sexual in nature.  Many of the inmates here pair off as friends, in self-defense against the stressful 

living conditions.  Of course, we find that just gives us greater leverage in punishing them.” 
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The president smiled.  “Once again, you are very helpful, Vitaly Alexeyevich.  Please keep me 

informed about Novocheva.” 

“You will know everything as soon as I do, Mr. President.” 

The president signed off, sighed, and sat back again.  It was perfect.  The mannequins 

Novocheva and Preston as lovers, frozen in intimacy very unwelcome to both of them. 

He realized he was not visualizing a role for the Simonina girl.  Well, he decided at last, her 

service really has run its course.  Her combination with Preston – the president looked once more across 

the room at the bizarre contortion Celenskaya had arranged for them today – had been very satisfying, 

but he found that he much preferred the image of Preston and Novocheva together.  It amused him to 

think that, according to the general, the two women already “knew” each other in a relationship far 

different from the jailhouse friendship of Preston and Simonina. 

Yes, he decided, once Novocheva had been delivered in her mannequin state, there was no 

more need for Simonina.  He would have her terminated…  Oh, now wait, he thought.  It shouldn’t 

simply be a matter of killing her.  The opportunity should not be wasted.  No, Anya Simonina should die 

in a very imaginative way.  

He was sure Celenskaya was up to it. 

He would, he suspected, tire of Novocheva and Preston as well after a few months.  What to do 

with them after?  As the celebrated sports star and the one American, respectively, in custody, he didn’t 

want simply to execute them. 

Ahh!  The president smiled at his inspiration.  The perfect thing! 

The president knew exactly what that “other punishment” was, the one the general had said 

caused “psychological damage.” 

He would send Novocheva and Preston back to the prison.  Once they recovered full movement 

– with no memory of the recovery period, of course – they could spend a week or two in The Farm.  

Then, under threat of being returned to The Farm for an extended period, a year, say, they could be 

made to do anything.  They might put on regular shows for all the men, in which they fought each other 

with fists until first blood, and then had passionate makeup sex.  Or they might walk around the stage on 

hands and knees, barking like dogs and licking each other’s anus.  Perhaps the general could find 

something they would hate even more.  They would do anything to avoid The Farm. 

With no further need for their services, Celenskaya and the three nurses could simply be sent off 

to the prison, to be treated as the general saw fit. 

Smiling, he took one more admiring look at Preston and Simonina.  Celenskaya had made use of 

the bondage equipment again.  Three IV stands, leaning together, were tied together at the top to make 

an ingenious tripod, from which a rope dangled.  Simonina, face down, was the target of the rope: at its 

lower end it bound her wrists and ankles all together in a severe hogtie, raising them upward and 

bending her torso backward.  Her stomach rested in Preston’s lap.  Without Preston underneath for 

support, Simonina’s bondage would have been very stressful indeed – she might not quite have reached 
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the floor, with the rope suspending her as a circular wreath of human flesh.  While Preston, in that 

sense, was saving Simonina from considerable pain, she was making up for it in other ways.  Her right 

index finger burrowed down between Simonina’s tightly-clenched buttocks and into the girl’s rectum, 

while the fingers of her left hand pinched Simonina’s nearer breast in a way that had to be quite painful.  

It was as though Preston found Simonina an interesting toy to play and experiment with. 

Sighing with a smile, the president returned to his computer screen and reopened the video.  

Yelena and Marya were relaxing in the tub now, Yelena’s arms around Marya as the girl, half-turned 

now, rested her head on her mother’s breasts, eyes closed.  The president clicked for a replay of the last 

ten minutes.  The orgasms were always entertaining, and he didn’t want to miss them.  He had a 

mountain of paperwork, but it could wait. 

***** 

Anya tried to stay positive, pushing away the gloom enfolding her.  The president’s conversation 

with the general had been very upsetting. 

The pain in her arms, butt, and breast actually helped a little.  She preferred to focus on that, 

rather than what she had just heard. 

Anya had strongly suspected her dreams of holding, kissing, making love with Retchell in 

freedom were impossible.  Retchell was a beautiful woman who had probably enjoyed the attentions of 

many men.  She couldn’t desire a woman, thought Anya, especially not a tiny mouse like me.  And now 

Anya had just heard the general’s voice coming out of the president’s computer, confirming her fears: 

Retchell had no romantic interest in women. 

It doesn’t matter! she insisted to herself.  It’s okay if she doesn’t want me that way. 

Anya reminded herself that Retchell had told her she loved her, on that wonderful day that was 

always at the forefront of her memory.  And Anya had sworn to herself, that day, that she would never 

again doubt Retchell’s love for her.  Also, Anya remembered, Retchell had only a few days ago declared 

her love again, that night when the two of them had talked with their eyes.  Love and sex aren’t the 

same, Anya told herself.  I’d much rather have love. 

Anya usually avoided letting her memory touch on that awful night at the prison, when they’d 

hurt her shoulders and crotch so badly with those ropes, and Retchell had picked that other woman – 

Kristina, Anya remembered now, that’s what she’d said her name was – to share her cell and make love 

with her all night, while Anya suffered right in front of them.  And the big guard had told Kristina that 

Retchell was a lesbian.  Anya now knew, from hearing the general, that Retchell preferring women had 

all been a lie, compounding Anya’s present disappointment.  Though on the brighter side, the general 

said that they had forced Retchell to do what she did with Kristina, that Retchell had no feelings for the 

girl.  Anya had figured that out, but it was nice to hear it confirmed.  Anya wanted to be special to 

Retchell. 

Making herself, once more, stop dwelling on that night, Anya thought back to another, much 

better memory, that day in the general’s office, when she and Retchell had made love.  Oh, of course, 
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Anya pointed out to herself, I know Retchell did it because the president ordered her to.  But at least it 

didn’t seem like she hated it.  And for Anya, it had been purely wonderful. 

When I have my dreams, she thought, about me and Retchell, I just need to remind myself that I 

did get that much for real.  And I get to sleep with her every night here.  How many people even come 

that close to their dreams coming true? 

The gloom pushed back once more.  It sounded like there would be another woman here soon.  

That one Retchell had spent the night tied up with, the big, really strong woman who had once hit Anya 

in a fight.  Now Anya knew her name: Irina Novocheva.  It sounded vaguely familiar.  Something to do 

with sports.  Anya never paid much attention to sports.  Anya hadn’t liked Irina at all – she was the only 

woman in the prison who looked like she liked to hit people.  Another insight the general had just 

confirmed. 

Well, thought Anya, she won’t be able to hit me here.  She won’t be able to do anything at all.  

But – and here is where Anya’s gloom focused – Anya didn’t want this Novocheva woman to get to 

spend time with Retchell, with Anya left out.  And especially Anya didn’t want the sleeping 

arrangements disturbed in any way.  That was her greatest fear. 

***** 

Zlata had thought it out.  She couldn’t tell the others what she’d seen, not even writing it on 

paper so that listeners couldn’t overhear.  She couldn’t get them involved in what she was going to do.  

If she were caught, then only she would be sent to prison.  The others would be safe. 

She did need a little minor help, if only for the opportunity to give an out-loud plausible 

rationalization, to anyone listening, for the first step of her plan. 

She went into Veronika’s room, where Veronika was watching a game show on television.  “I’ve 

been thinking, there’s no harm in giving the girls a little privacy.  Like for any other hospital patients.” 

Veronika’s brow wrinkled.  “Privacy?  How?” 

“I mean we can rig up some curtains around them.  Wouldn’t you expect that, if you were 

them?” 

Veronika gave her an uncertain look.  The girls were the president’s prisoners, and the nurses 

weren’t supposed to mess with them. 

At last her professionalism won out.  She did feel very badly for Blondie and Pixie, and she had 

made a promise to try to make their lives better.  And this seemed harmless.  If anyone really was 

monitoring the cameras all around, surely they had no real reason to watch two patients who couldn’t 

move anyway.  She stood up.  “Okay.  How?” 

Zlata had assessed the inventory in the ward already, and had a ready answer.  There were 

several extra IV stands, there were the plastic tubes to serve as curtain rods connecting them at the top 

in a rectangle around the girls’ bed – the ropes could be used for that, except Larisa might need them 

again at any time – and there were extra bedsheets in the drawers in the nurses’ rooms.  Like children 

building a fort, Zlata and Veronika soon assembled a curtained enclosure around the bed where the 
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“patients” slept.  Raisa came out of her room, curious, but by that time they were too nearly finished to 

need her help. 

***** 

“Sir?” Corporal Tilachev signaled to the captain from the video monitor. 

Captain Bolgarin walked over.  “What is it, corporal…  Oh.”  He frowned at the monitor.  “What 

is that?” 

“It suddenly showed up when I fast-forwarded through the latest video.  Two of them erected it 

around the bed.  I replayed it with sound to see what was going on.”  He played the video/audio of the 

two nurses. 

Bolgarin scratched his chin.  Nurses arranging for patient privacy sounded reasonable enough, 

but the important question was of security.  “We don’t have a camera that can look inside that.” 

“No, sir.  Should I arrange for installing one in the ceiling?” 

Bolgarin thought a moment, and shook his head.  “Not for the present.  Preston and Simonina 

aren’t exactly capable of hatching any sort of plot from inside there.”  He smiled at the idea of the 

mannequins coming to life to that extent, and continued scratching his chin.  “Let’s see how the nurses 

use it.  Most likely it’s for exactly what they said.  I’ll leave orders for the surveillance team that if the 

nurses all start congregating in there for any length of time, I’ll want enhanced audio of the meeting.  

We can figure out what’s going on from that.” 

“Yes, sir.” 
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CHAPTER 38 

Zlata’s alarm awakened her at 2 a.m., as it did every third night.  It was her turn again to change 

the feeding bags on the IV. 

She pressed her hand to her chest to try to slow her heart.  There’s no danger, she tried to 

convince herself.  I’m just going to see if Blondie can answer some questions.  We owe it to her, Zlata 

thought.  We’ve been treating her so badly. 

Last night, Zlata had complained of a headache after she and Veronika had retrieved Blondie 

from the president’s office and helped her pee.  She wanted to take a nap, she told the others, and 

should be okay after that.  Could they just start the girls’ IVs now instead of waiting until after their 

bath?  Zlata was sure she’d feel better in a few hours, and she’d help with the bath then. 

Tonight, the routine had been back on schedule, except that Zlata, while the attention of the 

others had been elsewhere, had turned off the drips for the mannequin drugs for both girls.  She would 

restart the drips when she got up to exchange feeding bags in the middle of the night. 

Now, at two in the morning, neither girl had been given the mannequin drugs in the last thirty 

hours – in giving the drugs early the previous night, Zlata had been trying to maximize the time between 

doses.  The girls should now be recovering some control over their voluntary muscles, at least in the 

facial area, as they had three nights earlier. 

Zlata, her stomach in knots, slipped through the curtains, really bedsheets, around Blondie’s and 

Pixie’s bed, and quickly switched out the feeding bag.  Then, her fingers shaking, she pulled several 

sheets of paper out of her pocket and unfolded them.  She had promised herself she would stay no 

more than fifteen minutes in the enclosure, and couldn’t be sure how smoothly this would go. 

She stood over Blondie, and saw that the girl’s eyes were open and following her.  So far so 

good, thought Zlata.  She’s got that much control.  Zlata held the papers up where Blondie could see 

them.  The front sheet, in Zlata’s careful writing, read:  Blink your eyes slowly, two times. 

Blondie’s eyebrows furrowed slightly.  She gave Zlata a helpless-seeming look. 

Zlata frowned.  She’s moving her eyes now, she told herself.  I know she can blink.  I saw her do 

it before.  And she’s gone longer without the drugs now than she had then. 

I could blink for her, Zlata thought, and she could copy that.  But that’s not getting me where I 

want to go.  I need her to read instructions. 

Zlata bit her lip.  Could these girls be brain-damaged? she speculated.  We have no idea what 

happened to them before they did this to them.  Maybe Blondie was just blinking to try out her eyes.  

Maybe it was never a signal. 

It was worth a try, she told herself.  I haven’t lost anything.  I should get back to bed before this 

starts to look suspicious. 
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She was just starting to turn to the IV stand to start the drip of the drugs, but stopped herself.  

Suddenly Blondie’s eyes were darting back and forth.  They were looking directly at Zlata’s eyes, then 

looking at Pixie, then back at Zlata, then at Pixie again. 

She’s not blinking like I told her to, thought Zlata, but it really looks like she’s trying to tell me 

something. 

Zlata moved a pace ahead and turned back to look at Pixie – until now, she’d only been seeing 

the back of Pixie’s head while trying to communicate with Blondie. 

Pixie was looking up at Zlata intently.  Zlata shrugged, and showed the paper to Pixie.  When 

Pixie squinted at it, Zlata held the paper closer. 

Pixie’s eyes went wide.  Then she squeezed them tightly shut, opened them, squeezed them 

shut again, and opened them. 

Okay! thought Zlata.  We’re getting somewhere! 

Zlata pulled aside the front sheet and put it behind the others, to reveal the second sheet, which 

read:  Blink your right eye two times, and your left eye three times.  That is the number 23 

She smiled as she watched Pixie follow the instructions. 

Zlata revealed the third sheet.  On it was the Russian alphabet, each of the thirty-three letters 

matched with a number.  After that was written:  Blink both eyes - space 

Zlata pointed to the bottom of the page, where there was one additional sentence:  Blink both 

eyes twice if you understand 

Pixie blinked, hard.  Twice. 

It was so strange, seeing this girl, her chin nestled down in Blondie’s cleavage, unable to move 

any part of her body except her eyes.  And now communicating with them. 

Zlata took a deep breath.  Here was where it would get tricky.  She slid the alphabet page down, 

far enough to reveal the page behind it but keeping the alphabet code in view for reference.  With her 

other hand, she set a blank page down on the bed and held a pen over it, ready to write. 

The fourth page read, My name is Zlata Chermanova.  Who are you?  Zlata would try to find out 

something about Pixie to begin with, and go from there on another night. 

Pixie began blinking, and Zlata, keeping her eyes on Pixie, blindly wrote down the string of 

numbers indicated by the pattern of Pixie’s blinks.  Pixie went on longer than Zlata would have expected, 

and the pattern of numbers included some repetitions.  Obviously she was intent on saying something 

important to her. 

At last Pixie closed her eyes, seeming exhausted.  Zlata patted the girl’s shoulder, and held up 

the final page of her papers.  I will think of some questions and talk to you again in a few nights.  I 

promise we will always try to take good care of you. 
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Pixie blinked twice, to say she understood.  Then she looked at Blondie, and blinked three times.  

Blondie returned her own set of three blinks to Pixie. 

Maybe Blondie is just copying Pixie, Zlata thought.  Yet it really looks like Pixie expects Blondie to 

understand.  How they could have evolved a code while Blondie can’t understand simple instructions 

written on paper is pretty mystifying, she told herself.  But maybe I can figure it out eventually. 

Zlata folded up the papers and put them back in her pocket.  She very nearly left the enclosure 

without remembering to start the mannequin drug drips for both girls, which had to be done.  Shit! she 

berated herself.  If I screw up and they start moving around where the president can see, I’m on my way 

to prison. 

She opened the valves, then pushed aside the curtain and left the enclosure.  She made a show 

of rubbing her eyes and yawning, and went back to her bedroom.  She wanted to decode Pixie’s 

message right away, but decided that, for her viewing audience, she’d better go back to sleep now 

instead. 

***** 

SEVEN HOURS LATER 

Corporal Tilachev signaled to Captain Bolgarin.  “Just played back the video from overnight, sir.”  

Watching the eight hours of video was easier than it sounded.  The computer was able to flag any 

movement that went beyond four women simply turning over in their sleep in separate bedrooms, and 

most nights the only thing to look at turned out to be the wee-hours IV exchange.  With the privacy 

curtain, that exchange no longer occurred in plain sight, but there hadn’t been anything remarkable 

about it until last night.  “The nurse was in there behind the curtain about twenty minutes.  It never 

takes anywhere near that long.” 

“Play it back for me.  Fast forward through the part where we can’t see her.” 

“Yes, sir.”  The video showed the nurse entering the enclosure.  Twenty minutes of seeming still 

photography later, she emerged, yawned, rubbed her eyes, and stumbled to bed. 

Captain Bolgarin flashed a rare smile.  “Looks like she fell asleep in there.  Did the audio flag any 

sounds while she was in there?” 

“None, sir.  She didn’t say anything.  Hard to say who she might have spoken to anyway.  Log it?” 

The captain scratched his chin, and shook his head.  “Don’t bother.” 

***** 

Every position, thought Rachel, is worse than the one before. 

Rachel was on her back, her knees up and drawn far back.  Anya was kneeling above her, facing 

towards Rachel’s feet… and sitting on Rachel’s face, her sex pressed firmly down on Rachel’s wide-open 

mouth.  Rachel had a very close-up view, just inches away, of her own index finger buried deep in Anya’s 

rectum.  Anya was leaning forward slightly, so that while her left hand was squeezing Rachel’s breast 
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painfully, her right index finger was hooked in Rachel’s anus – that was why Rachel’s legs were upraised, 

of course: to bring her asshole within easy reach. 

They have gotten really focused on anal penetration, thought Rachel bitterly.  It so perfectly 

satisfied the president in so many ways, generating disgust, shame, and pain all at once. 

Boiling with anger, Rachel worked hard to take her mind off her entire emotional/physical 

reaction and thought over what had happened last night.  The nurse had communicated with Anya!  

She’d tried it with Rachel first, obviously not knowing what gibberish the Cyrillic letters were to Rachel.  

Rachel had nearly panicked at seeing the nurse sighing and starting to walk away, not suspecting that 

what had failed with Rachel might work with Anya.  Desperately Rachel had tried to shift the nurse’s 

attention to Anya, using her eyes, the only part of her body she could move.  She’d felt so relieved when 

the nurse caught on, and minutes later Anya was blinking up a storm. 

Rachel wondered at her ability to blink last night, now totally gone again as usual.  A few nights 

earlier it had made sense, given how late they were administering the drugs.  But last night the routine 

had been normal, unlike the night before, when for once the drugs had been given first, before the bath. 

Obviously, though, the nurse had known Rachel would have recovered her movement to the 

extent that she had.  The manner in which she’d tried to communicate with Rachel, and succeeded with 

Anya, making use of the one single thing Rachel and Anya could do… 

Rachel felt excited, with a rebirth of hope inside that had previously been extinguished.  She did 

hear the nurses talking on the phone sometimes, so they did have a way they could get a message out.  

Rachel hoped they would know to be very, very careful about it. 

***** 

Zlata lay on her bed, a paper full of scribbled numbers, written blindly in crooked lines, in front 

of her.  Underneath each letter she wrote the letter to which the number corresponded. 

Halfway through her jaw dropped in utter astonishment.  How can this be?? she wondered. 

She made herself continue, in hopes that the rest of the message would clear up the mystery.  

Once finished, she read it over and over, amazed. 

Pixie’s revelation in response to the simple question “Who are you” was hardly more surprising 

than the nature of her plea.  In very abbreviated spelling and syntax intended to save time – doing all 

that blinking took a lot of time and effort – the message read: 

I ANYA SHE IS RCHL SHE AMERICAN PLS STOP HURTING HER PLS STOP HURTING HER PLS PLS 

Zlata took the abbreviated word used most often to be “please,” and saw that Pixie – Anya, 

Zlata now knew her name to be – had answered the question in two words, and then spent most of the 

rest of the message begging for mercy, not for herself, but for Blondie.  It must be Blondie to whom 

Anya was referring, though she must have got Blondie’s name garbled.  Anya hadn’t even gone to the 

trouble of giving her own last name.  As an insight into Anya, it was fascinating, but nowhere near as 

important as the astonishing information about where Blondie was from.  That explained the trouble 
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Zlata had had trying to communicate with Blondie to begin with, but didn’t explain what an American 

girl was doing here without being able to read Russian. 

Obviously, Zlata thought, I need to find out more about Blondie.  That is one thing Anya is telling 

me – Blondie is important, much more so than Anya feels herself to be.  But I can’t talk to Blondie 

directly.  I don’t know any… English, right?  That’s what Americans speak.  I have to get the information 

from Anya. 

Zlata wadded the paper into a small ball, and put her head down to look as though she were 

taking a nap.  Inside, her head was spinning.  What, she asked herself, do I need to try to find out from 

Anya first? 

Some time later she went into her bathroom.  Sitting on her toilet to pee, she let her hand rest 

between her legs and, careful not to let the act be visible from any angle, dropped the wadded paper 

into the bowl.  Minutes later she flushed it away.  She had already disposed, the same way, of the rest of 

last night’s papers, except the one showing the letter code, which she would need again. 

***** 

TWO DAYS LATER 

Anya was furious with the nurse.  She had begged her to stop hurting Retchell.  And this, 

thought Anya, is what I got for it. 

Retchell was kneeling, sitting back on her heels, facing Anya.  The nurses had used the bondage 

ropes again, on Retchell only: her feet were tied together, her hands tied behind her with wrists crossed, 

and there was a rope connecting her elbows, pulling them close together and, Anya was sure, hurting 

Retchell’s shoulders.  Added to all this pointless restraint on a woman who couldn’t move anyway, they 

had even added a gag, a strip of cloth around her head holding a big wad of cloth inside her mouth.  On 

a woman who couldn’t speak. 

But that wasn’t the part that infuriated Anya. 

Anya was sitting cross-legged, holding a device that looked a little like an electric shaver, but 

with two prongs at its end, and it wasn’t an inert prop; it delivered genuine electric shocks.  Anya could 

tell they were real: Retchell’s muscles jumped each time it was used, purely in a reflexive action that 

was unaffected by the drugs that had taken away Retchell’s conscious control of her body.  The shocks 

only came about every twenty minutes or so, but between came an agony of waiting, both for Retchell 

and for Anya herself. 

Anya didn’t know, at first, what was causing the shocks to happen, but early in the day the 

president had crouched beside Anya and said something to Retchell, during which he paused at the 

exact moment one of the shocks came.  Anya couldn’t see how he was doing it, but she knew he was in 

control.  At that time, the device had been in contact with Retchell’s thigh.  The president had then, for 

the first time, moved one of Anya’s limbs himself, rather than having one of the nurses do it: her arm, 

holding the device, which was afterward pressed against Retchell’s stomach.  And then, he touched the 

spot on Retchell’s stomach where the device was held against her skin, and let his finger trail upward to 
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her left breast.  Anya couldn’t see a reaction on Retchell’s face, of course.  But she knew Retchell 

understood as well as Anya, that that was where the device was going next. 

Each shock to Retchell’s stomach had an instant effect, causing a ripple of muscular contraction, 

making her breasts bounce.  Retchell’s face, of course, showed nothing.  But Anya didn’t need to see the 

suffering in Retchell’s face.  She could feel it inside herself. 

Anya kept telling herself it wasn’t the nurses’ fault.  They were being forced to do it, in the same 

way Anya and Retchell had been forced to do things.  But she couldn’t help what she was feeling.  Anya 

had asked the nurse for help.  And now this. 

***** 

Zlata had been pleasantly surprised, last night, when Veronika had suggested, on her own, 

giving the girls their IV drip first and bathing them afterwards.  Zlata had wanted to bring that about, 

and had wondered whether she should use the headache excuse again or come up with another 

plausible reason.  But Veronika had saved her the trouble: she had discovered the advantage of doing 

the IV early, since it allowed her to do the bag replacement earlier in the night and get a longer night’s 

sleep unbroken. 

Zlata, this evening, had said she wanted to get the bathing out of the way, and really didn’t mind 

getting up at 2 a.m. for the bag exchange.  As before, she turned off the mannequin drug unnoticed, so 

that by the middle of the night, the girls’ facial muscles would once again have recovered a very limited 

mobility. 

Now, again a little nervous, she entered the enclosure at two o’clock, and again pulled sheets of 

folded paper out of her pocket.  The first sheet contained no instructions, simply an apology, which she 

held close to Anya’s face, having learned Anya was nearsighted: 

Anya, I am so sorry.  I know you asked me not to hurt Rchl.  We have to.  He makes us do it.  But I 

am very very sorry.  Zlata was hoping that, as garbled as it must have been, Anya would recognize the 

name she had given for Blondie three nights ago. 

As little as Anya could use her face, she was still managing to give Zlata a very hurt expression.  

Zlata kept her eyes on Anya’s, taking her reproachful look without flinching.  At last Anya blinked twice: 

message understood. 

Zlata now held the sheet with the alphabet code, and behind and above it, another sheet with 

the question:  Anya, is there any other American nearby who knows Rchl?  Someone who might help her 

if they knew where Rchl was?  Zlata had spent hours trying to decide what direction to go with her 

questioning.  The best idea she had come up with was that Blondie might be part of some delegation, or 

tour group, who had somehow – it was so easy to do this in Irkhetnia – run afoul of the law and ended 

up in the prison.  Zlata pictured Blondie’s friends shuttling around from one bureaucrat to another, 

trying to find out information on her whereabouts and what they could do to get her back.  Zlata had 

not, as yet, come up with a way to contact any such people.  But she and the other nurses did at least 

have access to a phone.  Maybe Zlata could give her family an innocent-sounding message that would 
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get them to make contact with Blondie’s group.  She didn’t know how, but if she found out more to 

begin with about exactly who might be looking for Blondie, that might help with ideas. 

Holding the papers in one hand, Zlata scribbled down the numbers as Anya blinked them. 

The answer now was shorter than the one Anya had given her three nights earlier.  Rather than 

wait three more nights to follow up, Zlata decided she could decode it now.  She was much more 

familiar now with how the numbers and letters matched up, after her earlier practice.  It would only 

take a minute.  She found that Anya had said: 

THERE WAS AMERICAN MAN AT PARTY 

Zlata frowned.  That made no sense.  She quickly wrote, What party? 

Again the response was short:  WHEN YOU PAINT US WHITE 

Zlata stifled a gasp, not wanting even to make that much sound.  Oh, she thought.  That party. 

When we all worked so hard to make Anya and Blondie look like statues.  When we were told 

specifically to make sure they would not be recognized as living women. 

It had been because there was going to be an American there!  Someone who would have 

known who Blondie was!  And I was only hoping there was someone in the city we could contact by 

phone somehow!  I never imagined someone like that had stood just three meters away from her! 

Concentrating on making her quick scribble readable despite her shaking hand, Zlata wrote,  

Who was he? 

The answer came quickly.  DONT KNOW ASK RCHL 

I am SO close, Zlata thought, to knowing something really crucial.  But now I have to find a way 

for Anya to pass questions along to Blondie, purely by blinking, and then pass Blondie’s translated 

answers back to me.  That will take forever. 

Zlata wrote,  I need you to talk to Rchl.  Let me work out a way. 

Anya started blinking before Zlata could turn away, and Zlata hurriedly wrote the numbers 

down.  NOT KNOW LANGUAGE 

Zlata almost broke the pen.  How in the hell, she wondered, did they work out that three-blink 

code between them?  Neither one speaks the other’s language! 

This is not Anya’s fault, Zlata reminded herself.  It is what it is.  But I have to figure out what to 

do with this.  Zlata leaned down, stroked Anya’s hair and kissed her forehead, then did the same to 

Blondie.  She wrote quickly, I will come back in a few nights, and showed it to Anya.  She turned on the 

IV drip, folded up the papers, pocketed them, and left the enclosure, remembering to yawn hugely and 

stagger a little as if half asleep on the way to her room. 

***** 
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At lunchtime, Ivan arrived with two other men, laborer-types, carrying a wooden crate with 

them.  He had them leave it in the hallway just outside the door, where they couldn’t get any revealing 

view into the ward, and said to Larisa, “Your order from last week.” 

Larisa gasped.  “Already?  Great!”  She asked Raisa, closest to the door, to help her bring it into 

the room.  Behind her, Ivan wheeled in the lunches. 

Zlata, her heart fluttering, waited until she thought she could speak without her voice trembling.  

“Ivan, when you come back later, could you bring me a copy of the book, ‘The Hunger Games’?  I’ve 

heard people talk so much about that.  Oh, an English language version, please.  I’ve always thought 

literature should be read in the language in which it was written.”  Veronika and Larisa had done most of 

the requesting of reading material – Larisa mainly art magazines, Veronika books of fiction.  Raisa 

preferred watching television, as did Zlata, until now. 

Ivan looked at her curiously.  “You know English?” 

Zlata felt her heart nearly pounding out of her chest now.  “Oh, well, it’s been awhile since 

school.  I think I’ve probably forgotten some.”  She hoped to God he didn’t make her prove she could 

speak it.  She had decided she might be able to get away with saying that she had a reading knowledge 

but that her teacher had despaired of her ear for the spoken word.  She hoped it wouldn’t come to that.  

“In case I have trouble, could you also bring me an English/Russian dictionary?” 

Ivan simply shrugged and said he’d see if either requested book was available in the mansion’s 

library.  She might need to wait until tomorrow if they weren’t. 

Zlata gave him a grin, fueled by genuine relief.  “Thank you so much.”  Then her eyes widened as 

she saw what was in the crate Larisa had opened.  “Larisa – what is that?”  Ivan departed while all the 

nurses were goggling at the contents of the box. 

Larisa laughed.  “What’s it look like?  It’s a dog.” 

“You ordered a stuffed dog?  What for?”  It was a large dog, with an odd look to it.  Stuffed dogs 

didn’t usually have their tongues stuck out, as if panting. 

Larisa had knelt down beside the dog to get a closer look.  “What do you think?  It adds some 

new poses for Blondie and Pixie.” 

Anya, Zlata said in her head, and almost aloud, stopping herself just in time.  She didn’t want to 

have to explain how she knew Pixie’s real name. 

Raisa crouched down on the other side of the dog.  Suddenly her hands flew to her mouth, her 

face behind them turning red. 

Zlata looked at Raisa.  “What?”  She had a sudden awful thought.  “It’s not alive, is it?”  The dog 

wasn’t any less active than Blondie or Anya. 

Larisa rolled her eyes.  “Of course it’s not alive.  It’s a real dog, though.  One of the dogs from 

the prison.  The doctor there used a chemical preservative, and it won’t decay.  He stiffened the joints, 

like he did with the girls, so we can pose him.” 
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Zlata bent down to see what Raisa had reacted to, then stood up immediately, wide-eyed. 

Larisa was certainly correct in calling the dog “him.”  Underneath his stomach he had a fully 

erect penis. 

Zlata had to choke back a wild laugh when Veronika emerged from her bedroom and asked, 

“What’s up?” 

Zlata watched, frowning, as Larisa tested the dog’s joints.  Back at the prison, Larisa had 

convinced Zlata and the others that the well-being of Blondie and Pixie – Anya – was her top priority, 

had made them promise to make the girls’ lives better.  But something had happened to Larisa, and 

Zlata had sensed it when they had all watched that video of scenes from the prison.  Zlata and the other 

nurses were seriously frightened by the threat of prison, but Larisa seemed almost unhinged, and in her 

creation of poses for the girls, she seemed to want to stay one step ahead of the president, giving him 

things he hadn’t asked for and causing more pain than she needed to.  The electrical shocks, for 

example. 

Zlata shook her head.  She still had no idea how to get the girls out of this place.  But her need to 

do so was growing.  She foresaw very bad things happening to Blondie and Anya. 

***** 

One good thing about yesterday, Rachel thought, was that at least Anya had a day free of pain.  

As far as I know.  But Rachel knew that at some point Anya would get the electric shocks.  And she knew 

exactly how that would feel.  The long waiting, not knowing when the next would come, and then the 

sudden convulsion of pain ricocheting through her body.  Please, she had wished without real hope, 

please don’t ever do this to Anya. 

Today was infuriatingly disgusting, and a hateful sign of potential things to come.  Where, Rachel 

wondered, did they come up with this dog? 

Rachel had seen the shockingly large penis before the nurses had eased it slowly into Anya’s sex.  

Anya was on her knees and elbows, being taken from behind in typical canine fashion.  If there was pain 

today, it was Anya’s – Rachel knew very well how it felt to be invaded in a completely dry vagina.  Rachel 

was sitting upright on the floor in front of Anya and the dog.  She was holding the back and side of the 

dog’s head with her left and right hand respectively, her head tilted, looking exactly as if she were 

passionately kissing a lover, in this case the dog, whose protruding tongue was deep in Rachel’s open 

mouth.  Down below, Anya’s head was down, her mouth wide open and covering Rachel’s sex. 

Rachel had briefly wondered if the dog was still alive, but decided immediately she would have 

felt its breath in her face if it were.  She also wondered, this time with no way to answer, whether the 

dog was one of those that had patrolled her cell block at night. 

The president had come over to them, and laughed delightedly, clapping his hands in glee.  “You 

always make new friends so quickly, Miss Preston.” 

Rachel found herself unable to wish the president could be here in her place.  She couldn’t wish 

this on anyone.  She satisfied herself with merely wishing he was dead. 
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CHAPTER 39 

FIVE DAYS LATER 

Zlata decided she was as ready as she would ever be.  Three nights ago, her previous turn for the 

nighttime IV switch, she had contented herself with stroking each girl’s hair, with a kiss for each one’s 

forehead.  She hadn’t made enough progress with the dictionary. 

She hoped she had now.  She was more worried than ever about the direction Larisa was going 

with the girls.  Yesterday Larisa had used the shocker again, this time with Blondie holding it, aimed from 

the start at Anya’s left breast.  Zlata had seen the first shock shake Anya’s entire body. 

I have to stop this somehow, Zlata told herself.  She wanted to tell Larisa she was going too far, 

but all of them knew what kind of thing the president wanted.  It seemed dangerous to look too 

resistant. 

Zlata had chased through the dictionary for the English words she wanted, hoping she could get 

the syntax close enough to make it understandable when she put the words together.  The alphabet was 

different, but luckily the dictionary, when going from Russian to English, showed the English word in 

both alphabets.  Unfortunately, her own name was naturally not in the dictionary – in case she was 

really messing up the grammar, she had decided that giving her own name would make it more clear 

that she was asking for Blondie’s.  For that she needed the help of the transliteration guide in the book.  

She had to go through it very carefully to make sure she was doing it right. 

Entering the enclosure, in which the girls had again gone thirty hours without a new infusion of 

the mannequin drugs, Zlata smiled at Anya and briefly stroked her cheek, and then turned to Blondie, 

taking a deep breath quietly enough, she hoped, that it couldn’t be heard outside. 

***** 

Rachel looked up at the nurse in surprise.  She had assumed that, as usual, the nurse would 

spend some time “talking,” silently, with Anya.  Instead, the nurse faced Rachel herself. 

A moment later, Rachel found herself looking at a paper that read, in carefully written Roman 

block capitals: 

YOU CAN READ?  BLINK TWO EYE, AND BLINK TWO EYE 

Stunned, Rachel understood she would be the focus of tonight’s communication.  She wants me 

to blink twice, she decided, but is trying to be very careful to say it in such a way that she can’t screw up 

the English. 

Slowly, she closed both eyes, opened them, closed them, and opened them.  Her heart was 

pounding with excitement.  My first communication with anyone besides Anya in… she had no idea how 

many days it was now.  A lot. 

A second sheet read,  BLINK LEFT EYE, AND BLINK LEFT EYE.  BLINK RIGHT EYE, BLINK RIGHT EYE, 

BLINK RIGHT EYE.  THAT THERE IS NUMBER TWENTY-THREE. 
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I get it! thought Rachel.  However much the nurse had struggled with this, and as cumbersome 

as the wording was, at least she’d succeeded in finding a way to get the idea across.  Rachel winked 

twice with her left eye, three times with the right, to show she understood. 

Rachel wasn’t sure the joy she felt inside quite came up to the level of excitement the nurse was 

showing.  Beaming at Rachel, the nurse held up a third sheet.  It contained a numbered listing of the 

letters of the Roman alphabet.  Below 26 - Z, the last entry was BLINK TWO EYE - SPACE BETWEEN 

WORD 

Below the chart were the words:  IF YOU UNDERSTAND, BLINK TWO EYE, AND BLINK TWO EYE. 

Oh!!!!!! thought Rachel.  That’s why she wanted me to blink numbers!  Each one will be a letter!  

And then blink both eyes when the word is done. 

Rachel blinked twice. 

The nurse slid another sheet down below the chart, one which was written:  I ZLATA 

CHERMANOVA.  HOW YOU NAME? 

The wording was odd, but clear enough.  Keeping an eye on the alphabet listing, which was very 

handy – Rachel would have needed time to stop and count through the alphabet to know that P was the 

sixteenth letter, without the chart – she blinked her name.  As she reached the end, it occurred to her 

she could also give messages on her own, beyond just responding to questions the nurse asked.  There 

was just one thing uppermost in her mind, something she was desperate to say now that she had the 

chance.  Keep the words short and simple, Rachel, she thought, so the nurse can translate easily.  Leave 

out verb endings that might throw her off.  Rachel hoped saying it twice was enough to show how 

strongly she felt about it. 

***** 

Zlata was taken aback briefly by how long Blondie’s name was, then realized she was probably 

adding something more to it, as Anya had.  Maybe, thought Zlata, whatever she is saying will give me a 

direction to explore on another night. 

Knowing she had little time left, with no hope of decoding Blondie’s message until later, Zlata 

went on to her only other question, the really important one.  She really hoped she’d made this one 

make sense to an English speaker. 

***** 

Rachel read the words, and her heart seemed to leap into her throat.  How had the nurse known 

to ask this??  The most important question she could possibly ask! 

WHO IS AMERICAN MAN?  YOU SEE MAN WHEN WE PAINT WHITE 

She means when they made us statues!  She knows there was an American there that night!  

She had to have known about him from Anya, Rachel decided.  Who else?  Anya has heard me speak 

English enough, Rachel reminded herself, that she must have recognized that the ambassador was 

speaking that same language, the same way I can recognize Russian now, while knowing almost no 
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words.  Oh, and they did say “American” a few times when they were talking about the planes.  It had 

sounded like “Amyerikanski” to Anya. 

Rachel had no idea what the man’s name was, but she realized that wasn’t the most important 

thing about him anyway.  Carefully, not wanting any errors or misunderstanding, she blinked her 

answer.  It was shorter than the response she’d given to the request for her name.  As long as the nurse 

can find out what that second word means, Rachel told herself, I’ve told her everything she needs to 

know.  And everything I can. 

When she stopped, the nurse waited, clearly expecting more.  Physically unable to shrug, or give 

any other sign that said “I’m done” other than ceasing to blink, Rachel simply looked at her. 

Finally the nurse nodded.  Folding up all her papers, and turning on the IV drip – Rachel 

understood that she had delayed it each night until this time so that she and Anya could use their eyes 

to talk, but hated that once more she had a drug streaming into her bloodstream that was going to 

freeze her up again – the nurse, as usual, gave Rachel a kiss on the forehead and left her and Anya 

alone. 

As she always did at this time, Rachel exchanged I-love-yous with Anya, then closed her eyes to 

resume her interrupted sleep. 

***** 

As soon as breakfast was over, Zlata hit the books again.  On her bed, keeping “The Hunger 

Games” open in front of her but ignoring it, other than to turn a page occasionally, she began the long 

process of unscrambling what Blondie had told her. 

This was a bigger headache than trying to put her own thoughts into English.  The dictionary had 

a section with words spelled in English letters, but Zlata had to constantly refer to the list of letters just 

to remind herself, over and over, what the alphabetical order was – the words, of course, were listed 

according to that order.  Simply locating a word to begin with seemed to take forever.  And Blondie’s 

name, of course, wasn’t in the book anywhere.  For that, Zlata had to transliterate.  It was more complex 

than it seemed it should be: an English letter didn’t always go to the same Russian letter; sometimes it 

depended on what came after it.  There was another word Blondie had blinked that wasn’t in the book 

either; once Zlata had it transliterated, she saw it was the name Anya.  So she does know Anya’s name, 

Zlata thought. 

RACHEL PRESTON [two spaces] STOP HURT ANYA STOP HURT ANYA 

Zlata blinked.  It was exactly the same sentiment Anya had insistently expressed about Blondie… 

about Rachel, that is.  Anya, Zlata saw now, had given a reasonable abbreviation – RCHL – of Rachel’s 

name.  But that wasn’t the important part, certainly not to Rachel.  What was important, from Zlata’s 

point of view, was that it was now clear that neither girl cared as much about what was being done to 

herself daily as she did about what was being done to the other. 

Zlata shook her head, helpless to stop the gesture.  She was stunned.  They obviously share a 

very strong bond that goes far beyond just knowing each other’s name, Zlata thought.  How could that 
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be possible through the language barrier?  Neither understands any of the other’s language.  But it’s a 

fact, Zlata told herself.  Never mind how. 

Zlata took a deep breath, and went on to Rachel’s second answer.  Again, endlessly flipping back 

and forth through pages while looking back at the alphabet – after finding words in the dictionary 

starting AME, she had to refer to the alphabet to tell her that AMB would come earlier – she finally 

found the words. 

Zlata had to suddenly clamp down on her mouth, almost biting her tongue off.  She had come so 

close to shouting the words out loud. 

Amerikanskiy posol!  American ambassador!  If Zlata had said that aloud, with her door open 

and all of the others to hear her, they would be going to prison now, all four of them.  The listeners 

outside the room would guess that all of them, Zlata herself, Veronika, Raisa, Larisa, all knew the 

identity of the man for whom they had decorated Rachel and Anya, something the president surely 

would not want them knowing.  They would only be correct in Zlata’s case – none of the others would 

know why Zlata had suddenly blurted “Amerikanskiy posol!”  But their mystified denials would probably 

do no good. 

Of all people, thought Zlata.  The ambassador from America.  It might have been an oil company 

executive, a popular singer, a famous athlete.  But it was none of these, it was the ambassador.  The one 

man, out of all of these possibilities, who might have recognized Rachel for who she was.  The 

ambassador would know all about an American citizen in prison. 

And that was why the president had wanted Rachel in the room with him.  To parade her 

presence right in front of the ambassador’s eyes, without him realizing it.  To have a private laugh.  And 

as one more way of tormenting Rachel.  Rachel had known who he was – it was she who had told Zlata.  

Imagine, thought Zlata, Rachel’s torture at being unable to move, to announce herself, to be saved from 

what the president was doing to her. 

Zlata wondered whether the ambassador knew Rachel was in prison.  There might have been a 

public trial, and obviously he would have followed that and tried to free her.  Or, more likely, the trial 

might have been secret.  Zlata knew so many cases of people just disappearing, and you never heard 

what had happened to them.  But she realized, as she thought about it, that the distinction wasn’t really 

important.  Whether or not Rachel had really committed a crime, whether or not her country’s 

ambassador knew she’d been arrested and imprisoned, he couldn’t possibly know she would turn up 

here in the president’s mansion, an immobilized mannequin, helplessly being displayed naked to 

visitors, simply as a joke.  The man, and his entire country, would be outraged if he knew.  Irkhetnia 

couldn’t afford to outrage a country whose help they needed so much. 

I have to tell him somehow! Zlata told herself.  He has to know!  He could get Rachel out of this, 

if only he knew she was here! 

Zlata rolled onto her back on the bed, her arm over her eyes, trying to imagine possibilities.  Talk 

to her parents on the phone, somehow get them to call the embassy and pass along Rachel’s name?  

Nonsense.  Her phone calls were listened to.  Something hidden in a letter?  Hidden how?  In code?  A 
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code had to be prearranged.  Write a letter directly to the embassy?  That almost made Zlata laugh with 

its absurdity. 

I don’t have to figure this out right this minute, Zlata pointed out to herself.  And if I do come up 

with something, I have to consider it from every angle before I do anything.  The cost of failure is so 

enormous. 

First things first, she said to herself.  I’ve got to get rid of these papers.  Especially the one with 

that incriminating word on it. 

Under cover of pulling “The Hunger Games” closer, she wadded the nearest paper in her hand.  

A few minutes later she went into her bathroom.  To pee. 

***** 

TWO WEEKS LATER 

The president beamed at the face on his computer screen.  “Yes, Pyotr Ivanovich!  I trust things 

are going as planned?” 

The doctor nodded.  “I only wanted to give you a progress report.  Everything is on schedule.  

Until a few days ago, I wondered whether the joint drug was somehow losing its effectiveness.” 

“Oh?” 

“Well, see for yourself.”  His face was replaced by a video of Irina Novocheva, sitting upright on 

an examining table.  The president sucked in a quick breath, seeing her marvelous nude body, in full 

light for the first time.  She had a food bowl in her lap, having a meal exactly as Preston and Simonina 

had been when the president had visited the facility weeks ago.  Novocheva was eating with the fingers 

of her right hand, the muscles in her arm clearly straining, her face grimacing with effort, each time she 

brought her hand up to her mouth.  Her left arm was raised so that her forearm rested in front of her 

breasts, hiding them, while the bowl hid her sex.  Preston had not made such an effort to preserve her 

modesty while the president had been there. 

An assistant approached with a blood pressure cuff.  Novocheva, her face showing anger, used 

her right hand to push him away. 

The president frowned.  “That is nothing like Preston’s behavior in that same situation.  Are you 

giving her that same memory-inhibiting drug?” 

“Indeed.  What you’re seeing are not acts of will, as such.  Like Preston and Simonina, Miss 

Novocheva is behaving purely on an instinctive level, without conscious thought.  She simply has 

different instincts.  At this point in the treatment of both Preston and Simonina, they had lost the ability 

to feed themselves – you saw them much earlier in the treatment, when they could still move easily.  As 

I said, what you are seeing here is from a few days ago.  Since then Novocheva has at last stopped 

moving on her own.  Not that she isn’t trying.”  A new scene replaced the old on the screen.  Novocheva 

was on her back, as the doctor’s assistants attended to her.  Even here the president could clearly see 

the girl’s muscles flexing as she tried to resist the probing hands, her eyes still projecting that same 

anger. 
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The doctor went on, “Of course, once I bring the muscle nerve drug up to maintenance level, 

you won’t see her muscles working like that.  She will lose conscious contact with them.  She will be 

completely ready for you in another three weeks, as promised.” 

“And you are sure she won’t remember any of this?” 

The doctor sighed loudly, a symbol of exasperation with the president that few people would 

dare display.  “I assure you she is not forming any permanent memories.”  His face reappeared on the 

screen. 

The president nodded.  “Again, I sincerely thank you, Pyotr Ivanovich.  Please continue advising 

me of your progress.” 

“Of course, Mr. President.”  The doctor boldly terminated the connection from his own end. 

The president sat back, looking once more, as he did often every day, at Preston and Simonina.  

Today the dog was on his back, his protruding male organ penetrating Preston who was mounted atop 

him, her head thrown back and mouth open, as if in the throes of orgasm.  She was supporting her 

weight on her hands, her back curved.  Her head was turned slightly, so that she was looking directly at 

the president.  Simonina was kneeling, nearly sitting, on the floor in front of Preston, her knees spread 

wide apart.  Her crotch was resting on the dog’s wide-open mouth, his teeth digging into the skin 

surrounding her sex, his hardened tongue forced several centimeters inside her.  Simonina, as she often 

did, had both hands squeezing Preston’s breasts, no doubt causing pain.  The president gave Preston 

another smile and a cheery wave. 

He needed to get Celenskaya working on Simonina’s execution.  No doubt it would be 

something both he and Preston would remember. 

It occurred to him that something might be done with Simonina after her death.  The doctor 

could easily enough preserve her body for… what? 

Perhaps she could be hung by her neck, her wrists bound behind her.  Preston’s eyes could be 

directed towards Simonina’s suspended body, seeing her day after day in such an obvious death pose.  

The president chuckled, knowing Preston wouldn’t even be able to close her eyes to avoid the sight.  No!  

Wait!  Simonina could be a rug!  Her skin alone preserved, empty of bones and organs, like a bearskin!  

And, like a bearskin, her head could be left whole.  And her breast tissue.  That should be preserved as 

well, two large lumps in the rug.  Preston and Novocheva could cuddle together on the Simonina rug. 

His mind went back to the image of Novocheva on his computer screen.  Such a fantastic body!  

Such a treat for the eyes.  And the fantasies. 

He realized he was visualizing lying with her in his bed, using her, penetrating her, with her 

unable to move.  He had not realized such a thing would arouse him, but then he had not often seen 

such a sexually stimulating vision as she. 

His thoughts turned back to Preston, and the sudden certainty that he would enjoy her in bed 

too.  Less raw power, but still more physical beauty than Novocheva.  He would definitely try it, he 

decided.  Perhaps he might sleep with each on alternate nights.  Whichever was sharing his bed, he was 
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sure he would take several turns at her through the night.  They would be warm, soft, not at all like 

mannequins, really.  He wasn’t sure why he hadn’t seen the attraction before. 

He recalled he had told Preston he did not want her for sex.  He smiled to himself.  A man could 

change his mind, surely.  She would understand. 

He grunted.  Without realizing it, he had become very hard. 

The girl, Lyka, with whom he had been sleeping for several weeks: should he keep her when he 

moved to the dacha?  A runaway, found by his security men sleeping in a park near the mansion.  The 

president had left standing orders that girls of a certain age, of a certain physical type, should be 

brought to his attention when arrested in the city.  Lyka was eighteen, but physically quite mature and 

well-formed, very attractive once she had cleaned up.  And an imaginative and energetic bed partner.  

But she was starting to be demanding – of him, of all people!  She actually wanted to accompany him to 

a state dinner!  He would keep her until the move, he decided, then send her off to prison.  Sleeping 

with Novocheva and Preston would be very different, of course.  He would have to do all the work.  But 

it would be a fascinating experience. 

He made a note to himself to have the doctor add a contraceptive to Preston’s and Novocheva’s 

food. 

He looked at Preston again, and chuckled, a fantasy of her being impregnated by the dog 

passing through his mind.  He wondered how she would like delivering a litter of puppies. 

He added a new note: Possible?  Another question for the doctor. 

Then he began drafting a note to Celenskaya. 

***** 

Larisa blinked as Ivan handed her an envelope when he brought the lunch cart.  The nurses had 

received occasional letters from family, forwarded from a central military receiving station, but there 

was no one to write to Larisa. 

Taking her lunch into her room and setting it on her desk, Larisa tore open the envelope. 

On reading the first sentences, her face froze, for the moment as expressionless as Blondie’s.  

Then her hand began shaking. 

Out of a sense of duty, she read the message to the end.  Then she screamed and buried her 

face in her hands, sobs wracking her body. 

The nurses came running in, crowding around Larisa, asking her what was wrong.  Zlata picked 

up the letter Larisa had been reading. 

Her jaw dropped in shock.  The letter was from the president, explaining that he would have a 

new mannequin arriving in three weeks, and requesting that Larisa submit a plan for “disposing of the 

smaller mannequin.”  Her death should take place over a prolonged period, perhaps a full working day, 

in the president’s office, and the “larger mannequin” should be a spectator.  Blood, if any, should be 

easily cleaned up afterward. 
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The president stated a preference that Larisa not tell the nurses about her assignment until after 

a plan had been approved. 

Too late for that, Zlata thought.  Worried about the reaction of us life-saving professionals, is 

he? 

And then the reaction set in.  Zlata bolted for Larisa’s bathroom and vomited into the toilet. 

She knelt there, her face sweating, until she felt confident it was over, then rinsed her mouth in 

the sink.  Behind her, Veronika came bursting in for a turn at the toilet, apparently having finished 

reading the letter.  Zlata left the bathroom to make room for Raisa. 

Larisa, now alone, was sobbing with her head down on the desk, her whole body convulsing, 

almost unable to breathe.  Zlata knelt beside her, rubbing her back and shoulders, cooing, “It’s all right, 

it’s all right, everything will be fine.”  Everything, Zlata knew, would not be “fine,” but the first priority 

was to get Larisa calmed down. 

Larisa turned to Zlata and threw her arms around her, burying her face against Zlata’s shoulder, 

still crying.  Veronika returned and, a minute later, Raisa, both of them taking positions behind Larisa to 

give her their own forms of support. 

Zlata had a sudden thought.  It repelled her instantly, so that she tried to squash it down, but it 

returned, so insistently that she was compelled to blurt it out before second thoughts could stop her.  

She said quietly, “I’ll make the plan, Larisa.  You don’t have to do this.” 

Veronika and Raisa both shot Zlata astonished looks.  Larisa raised her head, sniffling, her only 

expression one of gratitude. 

I have to do it, thought Zlata.  I have to take charge of deciding how to kill Anya. 

More reasons came to her to add their weight to her decision, all telling her she was right. 

Her first thought had simply been that she would make sure Anya was killed in the least painful, 

least messy way that would pass muster with the president.  He hadn’t insisted on pain, nor really on 

blood either, though he’d mentioned the latter as a possible side effect.  Leaving it to Larisa, considering 

the direction she’d been heading, opened up the possibility of a really agonizing death. 

Zlata then recognized another advantage: that she could stretch the process of planning out to 

the full three weeks that apparently remained.  Larisa might have wanted to get it over with, and there 

was no guarantee that the president would necessarily wait for the new “mannequin” to arrive.  Anya 

might, with Larisa in charge, be dead by next week.  But Zlata could make sure to use as much of the 

three-week period as possible, increasing the likelihood that something good could happen along the 

way.  

Like figuring out how to contact the American ambassador.  Zlata was still at a loss to visualize a 

way to communicate with him that had any hope of success. 

And then Zlata saw how useful it would be to engage Veronika and Raisa in the search for a 

“disposal” method.  Or at least appear to.  Zlata had not been sure how to tell any of the others what 

she had learned from Anya and Rachel.  Obviously she couldn’t say any of it aloud.  Putting it in writing 
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was problematic: it would look suspicious if Zlata were to start passing notes around.  But now that 

problem was taken care of.  Under the guise of handing Veronika and Raisa some written ideas for 

Anya’s demise and soliciting their feedback, Zlata could tell them anything they needed to know without 

arousing the attention of whoever was watching. 

It was a lucky thing that Larisa had broken down, Zlata thought, though not really surprising, 

considering the pressure.  As terrified of failing the president as Larisa had become, she would never 

have intentionally violated the president’s directive to avoid telling the nurses.  By the time Zlata or the 

others found out, the means of murdering Anya horribly would have been approved and written in 

stone. 

Larisa was wiping her eyes now, starting to regain control over her runny nose, and giving the 

others hugs.  Zlata returned to her own room, as did Veronika and Raisa a few minutes later. 

None of the lunches were touched. 

Zlata lay back on her bed, staring at the ceiling, her hands behind her head.  Now, she thought, I 

have to really start thinking about how to kill Anya. 

***** 

Zlata went into Veronika’s room.  “I’m thinking of ideas for disposing of Pixie,” she said breezily.  

“Let me know what you think.”  She went back to her room without another word. 

Veronika gaped at Zlata’s retreating back.  She started to crumple the page Zlata had set in front 

of her, then sighed and told herself that she should at least take the measure of Zlata’s unanticipated 

craziness.  Her eyes took in the beginning sentence.  And then more. 

Veronika, Raisa: Don’t react visibly.  Don’t display any surprise.  Just look this over, please. 

I don’t want to kill Pixie.  I am trying to help her. 

The president keeps calling them the mannequins.  We know they are not mannequins.  They are 

people.  We need to do what we can to save them. 

I have been talking to them.  Writing to them, I mean, so no listeners can hear.  That is the 

reason I wanted that privacy curtain around them, so no one watching could see.  I’m sorry I didn’t tell 

you that, Veronika.  Thank you for helping with that.  They have been getting the mannequin drugs early 

on the days before it’s my turn for the midnight IV change, because I started us switching the order of IVs 

and bath – sorry for that too, Veronika, that I didn’t tell you why – and then the next night delaying the 

drugs until I get up for the change at 2 a.m.  When they go that long without the drugs, their facial 

muscles start to loosen up.  They would have to go much longer before they would be able to try moving 

arms or legs.  And their jaws and throats are still frozen, so they can’t speak, but I don’t want them to 

anyway – again: listeners.  But they can move their eyes, and they can blink them.  I have given them a 

language of blinks.  And they have told me some things. 

Pixie’s name is Anya.  Blondie’s name is Rachel Preston.  Rachel is an American.  She doesn’t 

know any Russian.  I don’t know what she is doing here.  I didn’t ask that yet.  I write her messages and 

questions using that Russian/English dictionary. 
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On that night when we made them look like statues, with the body paint and all that, it was 

because the president had the American ambassador here.  Rachel told me that.  She knew who he was.  

She tried to move for him, tried to show him she wasn’t a statue, but she couldn’t.  It was all a big joke to 

the president, torturing her like that. 

Rachel and Anya are very close.  I don’t know how or why.  Anya doesn’t know any English.  

When I talked to Anya, the first thing she said after she told me her name, the most important thing she 

wanted to say, was that she wanted us to stop hurting Rachel. 

When I talked to Rachel, she was very insistent about one thing: she wanted us to stop hurting 

Anya. 

Those are the only things either of them wants from us. 

If we do what the president wants, Rachel will have to watch someone she loves die.  That will 

entertain him. 

I don’t want to go to prison.  But if I let the president do this, I don’t deserve to live.  Veronika, 

please pass this on to Raisa.  Don’t give it to Larisa yet.  She is too scared.  She might give us away to 

save herself.  I don’t know.  I’m just not ready to trust her.  Something has gone wrong with her. 

We have to think of a way we can save Anya.  Please let me know if you are with me.  If you’re 

not, if you want to give me away, then go ahead.  In prison I would know I tried to do the right thing. 

Zlata 

Veronika gasped halfway through the note, as a memory came back to her.  After she finished 

reading, she wrote below Zlata’s signature: 

Raisa: Pass this note back to Zlata after you read it.  There is something she doesn’t know. 

As soon as I saw “Rachel Preston,” I started thinking I saw that name before.  I figured out 

where.  Months ago I read some news articles online that talked about two missing American women.  I 

am sure that is where I remember the name Rachel Preston from.  I don’t remember the other one’s 

name right now.  It might come back to me, but it wasn’t a Russian-type name like Anya, and Zlata just 

said Anya doesn’t speak English, so she’s not American.  I have no idea who she is.  Rachel is missing 

from a trip to Germany.  The articles never said anything about Irkhetnia.  But she is a missing American 

citizen, so any American ambassador anywhere would have heard of her.  Somehow we have to tell 

somebody that she is here.  I don’t know how yet. 

Veronika 
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CHAPTER 40 

Yelena’s eyes flew open – asleep one moment, she was suddenly wide awake in the next.  No 

sound had awakened her; there were never extraneous sounds in the room she shared with Marya, and 

any such sounds would be muffled in any case by Marya’s thighs pressed against her ears. 

It was still nighttime, Yelena knew.  At night the lights in the room softened just a bit – not 

enough, she was sure, to cause any trouble for the cameras, but enough to suggest sleep to the body. 

Marya was still sound asleep, her head between Yelena’s thighs.  Yelena could feel her 

daughter’s soft exhalations flowing between her buttocks every few seconds, and sensed no other 

movement. 

It was a thought, not a sound, that had brought Yelena so suddenly alert.  She didn’t know 

where it had come from.  Some inner insight must have whispered it to her, she decided. 

You’re not a good enough actress, the voice had said to her. 

It wasn’t an accusation, nor a loss of self-confidence.  No one, the voice told her, could keep up 

indefinitely doing what Yelena had to do.  It wasn’t humanly possible. 

My heart, Yelena realized, has been trying to tell my head that for weeks. 

Marya had understood much sooner, because she had no professional training at all, no skills 

developed by drama coaches, by rehearsal, by focused acting exercises.  After the snake pit, Marya had 

known how crucial it was to seem to be in love with her mother, to pretend insatiable sexual need for 

Yelena, with no slip-ups allowed, even for an instant.  She had known she wasn’t capable of that.  So, 

through some self-preservation instinct, she had retreated behind the fantasy of Hélène, and made it 

real for herself.  Now she is Hélène, thought Yelena.  And because she believes it with all her heart, she 

doesn’t have to do any acting at all. 

It had taken Yelena much longer to see.  The insight hadn’t come until now, until that faint voice 

had whispered it in her ear.  Because I thought so much of my own skills, she reflected.  I thought I could 

keep pretending forever. 

My heart understood some time ago, she told herself.  Saw that I need to be truly, honestly in 

love with Marya, not just pretending.  That’s why I lose control of my impulses when I begin to think it’s 

time for another session of lovemaking with her.  It happens so that I can perform naturally, instead of 

acting out a role.  That same instinct that took over in Marya long ago, tells me now that I’m not a good 

enough actress to pretend convincingly for days, weeks, months on end.  Tells me that it needs to be 

real.  The instinct takes over and makes it real, because it knows it must. 

I need to stop resisting.  I need to swallow my professional pride and say, it’s true, I’m not good 

enough.  And I need to forget the shame that clings to me, telling me what an awful mother I am to do 

this with my daughter.  Shame is a luxury I can’t afford here.  If I allow it, it will grow until I finally push 

Marya away at just the wrong time. 
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Shame is for another world, the outside world, Yelena realized.  Not for the insane conditions 

that are forced on us here.  I have nothing to be ashamed of.  I have protected my daughter the only 

way I could.  Behavior that would be horribly wrong in the outside world is the right thing here.  I can let 

the shame go.  I don’t deserve it. 

Yelena felt warmth spreading out from her heart, reaching every part of her body.  It was peace.  

It was satisfaction.  It was… excitement. 

She felt the wetness between her legs.  It was familiar, but somehow different.  The resistance 

to it, the dark feeling that her body was dragging her where she shouldn’t be going…  Yes, that was it.  

That’s what was missing. 

Yelena opened her lips – they had already been against Marya’s sex when she’d awakened – and 

licked very lightly in a circle around Marya’s labia.  Marya’s thighs tightened against Yelena’s ears 

suddenly as she awoke.  Giggling briefly, Marya began returning the favor with her tongue. 

Excitement grew.  Arms tightened around waists.  Both moaning, both sighing, interlocked 

bodies rocking on the bed.  Tongues burrowing deeper.  Gasping for breath.  Crashing into climax. 

After orgasm: peace.  That was new. 

Yelena felt completely relaxed, glowing.  She didn’t think she’d ever felt as close to Marya as she 

did now.  I know it is Marya, she thought, marveling.  My daughter.  Not Hélène.  I know who I am.  I 

know who she is.  I haven’t backed away into fantasy the way she has.  I found a different way.  All it 

took was pushing the shame away. 

Yelena sighed happily.  I’m with my lover, and we can make love as much as we want every day.  

How rare.  She murmured, “I love you, Hélène.”  Marya usually said it first.  On occasions when Yelena 

had initiated the declaration, she’d always before done it because it was in her mental script, because it 

seemed to need saying as part of the show.  This was different.  It seemed to come out of her unbidden, 

words that she couldn’t hold back. 

Marya gave Yelena’s head a brief squeeze with her thighs, Yelena’s waist a quick, tight hug with 

her arms.  “I love you too, Hélène.” 

Smiling, Yelena drifted back to sleep. 

***** 

Zlata’s eyes shot wide open, as she lay on her back on her bed, forcing herself to think how to 

kill Anya.  An idea suddenly had come to her about something completely different. 

Something doesn’t make sense, Zlata told herself.  Rachel isn’t just in Irkhetnia, where no one 

seems to be looking for her, according to Veronika.  She’d been in prison in Irkhetnia.  Somehow she had 

run afoul of Irkhet authorities – while traveling in Germany!  How could that be possible? 

When things don’t make sense, they might be the key to solving a problem.  Zlata’s father had 

told her that many times. 
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I need to ask her what she is doing in Irkhetnia, Zlata thought.  She had to have left Germany on 

her own, and come here for a reason without telling anyone.  Why? 

Quickly Zlata got some paper and tried to think of how to ask Rachel about it, in such a way that 

it might reveal something.  Not having any idea what answer Rachel might give was a handicap, since it 

made it nearly impossible to think of follow-up questions.  At last she had something she thought would 

work.  Then she pulled “Hunger Games” off the desk, and more usefully, the dictionary. 

***** 

Raisa lay on her bed, biting her nails quietly, a habit left to her from childhood that she still fell 

into under stress. 

Anya was going to die, very soon, unless the nurses could somehow stop it happening.  If Rachel 

were found, obviously Anya would be saved as well.  The American ambassador could make all that 

happen, if only he knew. 

When Veronika had passed along that note from Zlata and herself about Blondie and Pixie – 

about Rachel and Anya – Raisa had thought about telling the others immediately that she knew how to 

contact the ambassador.  Except she realized immediately she really didn’t. 

Raisa’s cousin Tatyana was a cook at the U.S. embassy.  Most Irkhets couldn’t get anywhere near 

the embassy without having a good reason for being there, but like all embassies, the American one did 

hire staff locally, and those employees had papers giving them permission to come and go as they 

needed to.  Tatyana was inside the embassy every day.  She could get any necessary information to the 

ambassador. 

How Raisa might get the crucial information to Tatyana to begin with…  There was the problem. 

She could easily enough send Tatyana a letter.  But the contents of that letter would have to 

pass through the watchful eyes of the president’s security team, and the idea of writing something like 

“Missing American citizen Rachel Preston is alive and is being held in the People’s House against her 

will” was ridiculous on its face. 

To be so close to saving Rachel and Anya, who were regarded by all of the nurses as their 

patients, their lives being the nurses’ personal and professional responsibilities, and to fail to do it, and 

to see Anya die because of that failure… 

Tears ran down the sides of Raisa’s face. 

***** 

Larisa gave Zlata a wan smile from the doorway to her room as Zlata passed by.  Zlata wasn’t 

sure Larisa had slept in the three days since the president had assigned her to kill Anya.  “Zlata, I think 

this might work.  Come in and tell me what you think.” 

Zlata saw a large book on pharmaceuticals sitting open on Larisa’s desk.  She’d heard Larisa 

request one of Ivan, among other things, the previous day.  Larisa pointed to an entry in the book.  “This 

poison.  It says here it works in about seven or eight hours.  And that it would really be painful.  Do you 

think the president would like that?” 
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Zlata read the entry with horror, and struggled to push down her initial gasp.  She remembered 

reading about this poison, and many others, in nursing school.  She had to get Larisa away from this, and 

from the entire line of similar ideas. 

She worked to put an indulgent smile on her face, and shook her head.  “Larisa, you’ve got to 

see this from the president’s point of view.  He doesn’t just want Pixie to die, he wants to observe it.” 

“But…” 

“No, listen.  Pixie can’t move at all, you know?  She can’t grimace in agony, she can’t reach up 

and grab her throat like she’s choking, she can’t react at all to anything.  And here you are looking at 

poisons.  Everything it’s doing to her would be totally invisible!  He wants to look at Pixie and see that 

she’s dying.  While a poison is working she’d just look like she does every day.”  Zlata shook her head 

again.  “He’d get mad at you if you wasted his time with an idea like this.” 

The last comment included the magic words: the president would be mad at you.  That, Zlata 

knew, would be enough to stop Larisa in her tracks permanently, as far as this idea went. 

Thank God, thought Zlata, Larisa doesn’t know any more than what she’s reading in this little 

brief entry in a book.  Zlata knew that with this poison, Anya’s death throes would be anything but 

invisible: twitching muscles at the beginning, gradually becoming hours of spasms and agonizing cramps 

shaking her body, eventually building to convulsions shortly before death.  All of that would be very 

visible, effects that didn’t require voluntary muscular control or ability to move the joints around.  The 

president, with his interest in torture, might very well know all of that, and might think that Larisa had 

come up with a splendid idea. 

Zlata rested her arm across Larisa’s shoulders in a friendly way.  “Larisa, didn’t I tell you I’d 

handle this?  I’ve already got some good ideas popping around in my head.  I work best on my own, so 

I’m not ready to share yet.  But I promise I’ll let you know.  This isn’t something you need to worry 

about.”  She frowned.  “Look, you really look awful.  Your work is done for today.  Why don’t you get 

some rest?  You won’t do anybody any good if you’re exhausted and can’t think.” 

Larisa nodded, tears starting to flow as they had so often over the last three days.  “I’ll try to 

take a nap.” 

Zlata hugged her.  “Good girl.”  Treating Larisa as a child seemed to help. 

Zlata went back to her room, closing her door.  I really have to think of something for this.  

Larisa is going to keep trying, and pretty soon she’ll come up with something I can’t bluff her out of.  I 

need my own idea to go up against hers. 

She sighed.  For some reason, coming up with methods of killing someone she had come to care 

deeply about didn’t come naturally.  But she had to try. 

***** 

Zlata held up the question in front of Rachel. 

RACHEL, WHY YOU IN IRKHETNIA? 
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Rachel looked away, her eyelids remaining motionless.  Zlata wondered if Rachel had 

understood the question, and then whether perhaps she was somehow offended by it.  Zlata supposed 

maybe it did seem rude.  Or at least brusque.  She wasn’t sure what to do.  She couldn’t word the 

question more politely on the spot – any rephrasing would require at least an hour with the dictionary, 

and couldn’t be presented to Rachel in less than seventy-two hours.  The other nurses might be happy 

to let Zlata do the 2 a.m. IV change two nights in a row, but that break in routine would look suspicious 

to outsiders. 

At last Rachel looked back at her intently, and began an eyeblink storm.  Zlata ran out of space 

for the numbers on the front of the paper on which she was scribbling and had to turn it over hurriedly. 

It seemed to take way too long to Zlata – she didn’t like staying in the enclosure more than 

about twenty minutes, and she was sure this was pushing it.  As soon as Rachel seemed finished, Zlata 

quickly kissed her forehead, folded the papers, and barely remembered to start the IV drip before doing 

her usual stumbling and yawning back to bed. 

***** 

Zlata stared at the page in front of her: the message from Rachel, at last translated from 

eyeblinks to numbers, to letters in English words, and finally to Russian.  Zlata had only made sketchy 

guesses as to what Rachel might say.  This didn’t resemble any of them. 

CAME WITH MANDIY [Zlata had needed to purely transliterate that one – it wasn’t in the 

dictionary] TO SPY PRESIDENT IS BIG DRUG KING SELL DRUGS BIG OPERATION KEEP RECORDS ON 

LAPTOP IN OFFICE DESK HIDE LAPTOP IN DRAWER LOOK IN DRAWER LAPTOP ALL ABOUT DRUG DEALS 

NOT LAPTOP ON TOP OF DESK DIFFERENT LAPTOP IN DRAWER 

Rachel had obviously, during her long pause before blinking this message, been giving a lot of 

thought to whether to tell Zlata all this.  And she had decided to trust Zlata.  Zlata was grateful for the 

trust – and terrified to know what she now knew.  Zlata understood the effort it took to be as repetitive 

as Rachel had been, so clearly it was very important to Rachel that the message come through.  Zlata 

dismissed the idea that it was all a paranoid fantasy, because it fit so well with the president Zlata had 

come to know.  

Many new questions suggested themselves.  “Mandiy” was probably the name of the other 

American girl, the one who’d gone missing with Rachel.  Zlata wondered what had happened to Mandiy, 

since Veronika had pointed out it couldn’t be Anya.  Oh, thought Zlata, Mandiy might be the new 

“mannequin” set to arrive in a couple of weeks!  But why not have her here at the beginning?  Why 

Anya instead of Mandiy? 

Zlata wondered whether Rachel had known about the “desk drawer laptop” at the outset of her 

– it sounded so strange to call it this – spy mission.  Probably not, she decided.  She’s been in the 

president’s office every day for weeks, Zlata reminded herself.  She may have figured it out by watching, 

considering it relates to what she came to Irkhetnia to find out to begin with. 

A spy story, Zlata thought.  Great.  As if everything weren’t already complicated enough.  And 

I’m right in the middle of it. 
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Zlata’s first impulse was to keep what she knew to herself, so at least the other nurses would be 

safe.  They wouldn’t be, though, she realized.  If anyone finds out I know, they’re going to assume 

Veronika and Raisa know, no matter how much they protest their ignorance.  And maybe they can figure 

out some way this information will help.  I certainly can’t. 

She started writing a new note for Veronika and Raisa. 

***** 

ONE WEEK LATER 

Raisa’s stomach ached badly.  She knew it was just from the tension, not a virus she might 

spread around.  The tension, she thought grimly, is spread around enough already as it is. 

Last night Raisa had written down most of what the nurses had learned about Rachel and Anya, 

writing it in tiny letters so it could all fit on a single sheet of paper.  Taking the paper with her to bed, she 

had given the appearance of falling asleep while reading through it, and then, hiding her movements 

under the bedsheet, she had folded it into a small packet, its ends tucked in so it wouldn’t come undone 

– there had been no danger in writing it, since all of the nurses were often seen writing letters to family 

and were all supposedly exchanging ideas among themselves for Anya’s demise, but folding it this way 

would have looked suspicious.  The message was meant for her cousin Tatyana, the embassy cook, and 

included a plea to pass it on to the American ambassador. 

Raisa knew Tatyana would be willing.  Tatyana was deeply involved in an underground group, 

with grand dreams of undermining and overthrowing the government.  Raisa suspected everyone in the 

country, or at least in the city, knew someone who was mixed up in such a thing. 

Tatyana’s group was careful about what they were doing, at least.  Mostly they received 

information from other such groups around the country.  They hadn’t been active in distributing leaflets 

or anything as open as that.  And they took care especially about inviting anyone new to join the group.  

Raisa knew that firsthand.  Tatyana had brought Raisa along to a meeting once, without telling her what 

it was going to be about.  Raisa knew several other people there, which was partly the reason Tatyana 

had been allowed to invite her: no one could attend a meeting without being cleared by at least three 

members who knew the invitee personally, and having the visitor attend a meeting before knowing the 

purpose of the group was an additional safety measure: in a sense, the invitee became part of the 

conspiracy by actually attending, rather than simply hearing about it by word of mouth, so that the 

invitee would have a personal stake in not revealing the group’s existence.  That was the theory, 

anyway.  Raisa was skeptical that invited guests would keep their mouths shut for that reason alone, but 

it’s hard to argue with success: Tatyana’s group had not been caught.  Raisa was sure her family would 

tell her if anything bad had happened to Tatyana, so she was still out there, free. 

Raisa, however, had not felt personally safe, surrounded by a dangerous conspiracy.  She had sat 

through the meeting, but had firmly told Tatyana afterwards she would not go to another.  Tatyana had 

been upset, and asked Raisa to swear on the honor of the family that she would never tell what she had 

seen.  Raisa was happy to swear to that.  She had no interest in turning Tatyana in.  She loved Tatyana.  

She just hadn’t wanted to be part of what her cousin was doing. 
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That love was the trouble now.  Raisa believed she knew a way she could get her written note to 

Tatyana.  But she couldn’t get past the knowledge that she would be seriously endangering Tatyana by 

trying to do so.  The note couldn’t get to Tatyana without in some way being addressed to her: her 

name, her address, and all of the information Raisa was trying to send her would all be written down on 

paper together, and Tatyana would be in major trouble if the note were intercepted – and interception 

seemed very likely, because there was no way around the fact that the note would have to pass through 

other hands along the way before it got to her.  And it wouldn’t be Tatyana’s fault!  It would be Raisa’s!  

Raisa had understood, from the moment she’d read the president’s note about killing Anya, that there 

was no hope her work for the president could end in any other way than by going to prison.  She could 

never be allowed her freedom, ever again, knowing that the president was abusing prisoners, knowing 

that he had ordered her and the others to participate in a murder.  Of course, she knew far more than 

that now, but the abuse and murder were things the president already knew that Raisa knew about. 

So passing the note to Tatyana didn’t expose Raisa to any dangers she wasn’t already facing.  

That wasn’t the problem.  It was that Raisa would potentially be throwing Tatyana’s life away at the 

same time. 

I can’t do that, Raisa told herself, the words repeating again and again in her head.  Trying to 

save Rachel and Anya is more likely than not to get Tatyana thrown into prison.  I can’t take that on 

myself. 

Raisa grimaced.  The pain in her stomach ripped at her again. 

***** 

Zlata, on her stomach on her bed, her face buried against her arms, wondered at the lack of 

response from Veronika and Raisa about the Anya problem – the one about saving her, not the one 

about killing her.  There were only about ten days left.  Zlata was sure the others cared as much about 

the girls as she herself did.  But she wasn’t seeing evidence of that. 

She heard a throat clear.  She lifted her head, and turned to look at the door. 

Larisa stood in the doorway.  Hesitantly, she said, “Zlata, what do you think about knives?” 

Zlata didn’t like the sound of this at all.  She said slowly, “What about them?” 

Larisa held her hands apart, and slowly brought them closer.  Zlata could see Larisa’s hands 

shaking from where she lay.  “There could be knives, closing in on Pixie from both sides.” 

Zlata was sure, now, that Larisa had completely lost contact with the idea of Anya being a live 

human.  She was so lost in the need to please the president that she really was thinking of Anya as an 

object, a prop for putting on a show.  Zlata stared at Larisa, her mind spinning at full speed. 

Ah! thought Zlata at last.  Got it.  “Larisa, once you start using knives, at any moment one of 

them can cut an important artery and Pixie would be dead in ten, fifteen minutes.  You know that’s not 

what the president wants.” 

Larisa’s face fell.  She’d been so hopeful.  Mumbling “Okay,” she returned to her room. 
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Zlata worked to calm herself, to untie the knots in her stomach.  Perhaps, she hoped, I’ve got 

Larisa away from the idea of bloody endings altogether.  Zlata knew Larisa could have created an ideal 

plan, if she’d kept working on it: If a mechanism were set up so that the knives simply came closer and 

closer over a period of hours, not cutting Anya until the very end, the president would be thrilled with 

the idea, and Anya would live only as long as it took to construct the mechanism. 

Why is it so hard, Zlata wanted to know, to find a way to tell anyone on the outside about 

Rachel?  There’s a whole world surrounding this building, billions of people in it.  Is there no way to let 

any of them know? 

She sat up.  She realized she had been so focused on somehow telling the world that a missing 

American girl was here in the president’s mansion, a goal that seemed out of reach, that she had 

overlooked the fact that Anya lived here, in Irkhetnia.  Perhaps in this very same city.  If Anya had family 

here, Zlata might write to them, pretending they were her own family.  She might somehow hint, 

without mentioning Anya by name, that she knew where Anya was.  (“I just saw your daughter 

recently…”)  She would have to work out just how to say it, but the first thing to do was get some 

information from Anya. 

That would have to be done carefully as well.  Zlata shouldn’t tell Anya that she was going to try 

to contact Anya’s family.  That would get her hopes up, thinking of rescue, and it would be way too 

cruel, considering how slim the hope was. 

Zlata, after about an hour, decided she had a way to say it sufficiently vaguely. 

***** 

Anya read the handwritten sheet the nurse, Zlata, held up in front of her.  Anya, I wanted to get 

to know you better.  I have been taking care of you all this time.  My father, Vitaly Chermanov, and my 

mother Tamara are teachers.  They live in Pretsk.  I have a sister Ludmila who wants to be a dancer.  I 

was always too clumsy for that.  How about you?  Can you tell me about your family? 

Anya closed her eyes.  She knew immediately that she didn’t want to talk about her aunt.  Her 

aunt was probably glad Anya had disappeared.  One less mouth to feed, less trouble with her search for 

a rich husband.  And it hurt too much to think about her late parents.  Zlata seemed to have a normal 

family she cared about.  I don’t have anything like that, Anya thought. 

At last she started blinking the thought that came to the forefront of her mind. 

I AM WITH RCHL I HAVE ONLY HER 

Most nights when she blinked, she wasn’t able to smile.  This was one of those nights when she 

could. 

***** 

What, thought Zlata, am I supposed to do with that? 

Another idea shot down, and there is so little time left. 

It just deepens the mystery of how Rachel and Anya could be so close. 
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Zlata stared at the curtain, stunned.  She had just realized that she knew what that three-blink 

signal was, the one she so often saw Anya and Rachel exchange.  She knew exactly what it meant. 

I don’t even need to bother asking about it to make sure, she thought.  I’m sure. 

She gave Anya her usual kiss on the forehead, turned on the IV drip, and left quickly, before 

Anya could see her tears start to flow. 

***** 

ONE WEEK LATER 

Lying on her bed, Zlata sighed softly, and turned her attention back to methods of killing Anya.  

If she didn’t do it, then someone else, maybe Larisa, maybe the president himself, would come up with 

something really horrible.  It was getting close to the last minute.  Of the three-week period the 

president had specified, now only a few days were left. 

It had to be prolonged and visible.  That was the president’s rule.  But it had to be painless.  That 

was Zlata’s own rule.  It was hard to bring all that together.  I just feel, she thought, like I can’t breathe… 

She sat up suddenly.  That’s it! she thought. 

Seal up Anya in a glass box, like a fish tank.  It’s easy enough to calculate how much oxygen is in 

the box, and how fast Anya would use it up.  Or wait, she thought, probably more important to measure 

how fast the carbon dioxide concentration built up. 

But we can figure that out.  And figure from that how big the box needs to be so that it’s got, 

say, six or seven hours of air in it. 

And the effects would be visible.  Not dramatic, but visible.  Anya would gradually breathe more 

and more deeply, struggling for oxygen as less of it became available.  And she would, over time, turn 

blue. 

And it won’t hurt! Zlata told herself.  She’ll just pass out near the end, and that will be that. 

Of course she will be frightened.  Terrified.  She’ll know what’s happening. 

Zlata thought about whether to tell Anya beforehand.  At least tell her what it will be like, tell 

her it won’t be painful.  That she’ll just go to sleep and not wake up.  Tell her we wanted to make it quiet 

and peaceful for her. 

Zlata couldn’t decide which would be better for Anya: knowing or not knowing.  She would ask 

the others what they thought. 

It’s still too early to say anything about this out loud, she warned herself.  I have to let at least 

another day go by.  It might take a couple more days after that to get the box built, right when the three 

weeks is up.  That’s as far as we can push it. 

Zlata hurriedly wrote down her idea, so she could check her calculations of the size of the box 

with Veronika and Raisa.  Then she decided the first thing to do was tell Larisa.  It would be such a relief 

to her.  Zlata took a deep breath and left her room. 
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Larisa had actually seemed more calm for the last two days.  Zlata had no idea how to read her 

anymore, but hoped it was a good sign.  “What’s that, Larisa?”  Larisa was at her desk, writing 

something. 

Larisa looked up and gave Zlata a small smile.  “I’m working on the disposal plan for Pixie.  I’m 

almost done.” 

Zlata’s stomach clenched.  She tried to keep her voice calm.  “Larisa, honey, I was going to do 

that.  Remember?  I’ve already got something worked out.  I was just waiting for the right time.  Want to 

hear it?”  

Larisa smiled again.  “Thank you, but there’s no need.  This job was mine to do.  Design is what 

the president hired me for.” 

“Design”? thought Zlata.  That’s the category Larisa thinks the murder of a young woman fits 

into?  And she imagines now she was “hired” for it?  Not kidnapped?  Zlata held her hand out.  “C-can I 

see it?” 

Larisa handed the handwritten page to Zlata.  “Sorry it’s so messy.  I’m going to copy it over 

neatly before I turn it in.” 

Zlata read.  She tried to keep the horror out of her face, though she felt sure she was turning 

red. 

At least, thought Zlata, I did get her away from pursuing poisons.  And blood.  In some ways, 

though, this was actually worse. 

Larisa’s thoughts had, oddly enough, paralleled Zlata’s to some extent.  Like Zlata, Larisa had 

come to visualize Anya expiring in a glass fish tank. 

In Larisa’s case, though, the intended cause of death was drowning. 

“The mannequin should be sitting cross-legged in a water-tight glass enclosure, something like 

an aquarium,” read Larisa’s proposal.  “She would sit in a very relaxed posture, her hands at her sides, 

the fingers curled around handles attached to the bottom of the aquarium.  Over a period of, say, eight 

hours, the tank would slowly fill with water until it is up over her head.  Holding the handles will keep 

her from floating upward.” 

Yes, thought Zlata grimly.  We wouldn’t want her body’s natural buoyancy to save her, would 

we?  It was an additional especially cruel touch, Zlata realized, that Anya might save herself by letting go 

of the handles – but she wouldn’t be able to. 

“I don’t know how to figure out how fast the water should flow into the tank, but I’m sure you 

have people who can handle that part.  The water might come from another tank overhead, slowly 

emptying down into the one the mannequin is sitting in, so that it is just enough to fill her tank without 

overflowing onto the floor. 

“The larger mannequin would sit, also cross-legged, facing the front of the aquarium.  A bowl of 

candy would be balanced on her left thigh, as if she is watching a movie in a theater.  The fingers of her 
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right hand will be spread across her sex lips as if she is stroking them, and her left hand will cup her left 

breast, a finger playing with the nipple.” 

Larisa reached for the paper.  “I just want to add a couple more things.” 

Zlata couldn’t move.  Her breath was whistling in and out between clenched teeth.  As before, 

her mind spun furiously, trying to find something about the idea that the president wouldn’t like.  

Nothing was coming to her.  This wasn’t like poison, which Zlata had persuaded Larisa would be too 

“invisible” for the president’s taste.  And it wasn’t like stabbing, which Zlata had convinced Larisa would 

end too quickly.  This had all the required ingredients. 

This was so much worse than Zlata’s suffocation plan.  In Zlata’s plan, obviously Anya, sealed up 

in an increasingly stuffy box, would know she was going to die, but it was such a quiet death.  And the 

closer it came, the less Anya would perceive it: her mind would grow fuzzier, less able to process what 

was happening, less able to react emotionally.  She would ease into death, barely noticing. 

Not like this.  Not like drowning. 

By Larisa’s plan, Anya would spend hours feeling death on her skin, creeping slowly upward.  Her 

terror would grow in proportion.  Every fiber of her being would scream at her to get away from it, to 

fight her way free, but her body would be unable to respond, unable to move a centimeter. 

And Rachel…  Oh my God, thought Zlata. 

Rachel would see it all coming.  And she would know that she was sitting watching it with a bowl 

of candy, as if she was there seeking entertainment.  And posed masturbating, as if she was getting off 

on watching Anya die. 

Zlata wished…  She wished so many things right now, but one of them was that she had never 

found out Anya’s name, and Rachel’s name, so that there were no personalities involved, so that she 

could simply think of them as “the mannequins” like Larisa now did.  Larisa herself, back at the prison, 

had taken such pains to remind all of the nurses that these were real, living, feeling women, an attitude 

that the president had afterward somehow blown right out of Larisa’s mind. 

And Zlata wished, so much, that she had never found out how strongly Anya and Rachel were 

attached to each other. 

Zlata managed to stammer, “Let…  Let me tell you about my own idea…”  But as soon as she ran 

the suffocation plan back through her head, she knew it couldn’t measure up.  It was on the same level 

as watching grass grow. 

Larisa reached again for the paper Zlata didn’t recall she was still holding.  Zlata shoved it back at 

Larisa, and ran out of the room. 

In her own room, she switched on the television.  It was a natural thing to do by now.  It made it 

appear that her mind was occupied by something other than what she really was thinking about.  And 

the sound from the speaker covered her soft moaning. 

Zlata had been sickly as a child, often hospitalized.  She had idolized all of her nurses, even the 

sour, frowning ones, for one reason alone: that they worked so hard to make her feel better.  She didn’t 
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assign that credit to the doctors.  It was the nurses who were around all the time, asking if her chest 

hurt, giving her water when she was thirsty, giving her an extra blanket if she was chilled.  She had never 

imagined anything she wanted more than to become a nurse herself. 

After her professional training she had signed up for the army, with a romantic notion of 

meeting a young, handsome soldier with whom she could fall in love.  Reality never seemed to measure 

up to romantic notions, but she had never lost the satisfaction in helping the ill feel better that had 

driven her career choice to begin with. 

And now, she thought, I’m killing Anya.  It doesn’t matter that it will be Larisa whose plan 

determines how the killing is done, or that it would all be done at the order of the president.  If I go 

along with it, if I keep doing the job I’ve been assigned, I’m as responsible for her death as anyone here. 

And Rachel!  Zlata squeezed her eyes tightly closed.  I’ll be putting her through an emotional 

trauma that will cover all of the rest of her life with sticky mud she can’t wash off.  She will never forget 

the horror of what she’d going to see.  She will never be the same.  Never again emotionally healthy.  I 

will be doing that to her. 

There has to be a way to stop this. 

She got up and ran into the bathroom.  The contents of her stomach were looking to get out. 
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CHAPTER 41 

TWO DAYS LATER 

The president hung up the phone, feeling a tinge of the excitement he anticipated for 

tomorrow.  The bi-level aquarium, he had been assured, would be ready. 

A local university engineering professor had done the calculation for him, not knowing what it 

was for but knowing not to ask: he had determined the size of the cross-section of pipe that would drain 

the upper tank in about eight hours. 

The president’s specifications for constructing the tanks had included a requirement that the 

water in both tanks be heated.  Due to his familiarity with torture techniques of all kinds, he had 

immediately seen the danger of hypothermia, which Miss Celenskaya apparently had not.  A person 

immersed in cold, or even cool, water would experience a drop in body temperature, potentially causing 

death.  Of course, in the case of Simonina, death was the object, but he didn’t want it happening too 

soon.  His preference was that Simonina be physically comfortable rather than shivering uncontrollably, 

so that her mind would be entirely occupied with the terror of the death that was creeping slowly up her 

body, and he wanted it to last the full eight hours, rather than terminating prematurely before she was 

fully submerged.  

Body temperature is about thirty-seven degrees.  Water kept at around thirty degrees would not 

induce hypothermia during that time frame, so he had specified that the temperature in the tanks be 

maintained thermostatically at that level. 

He wished the drowning chamber could have been ready today, so that he could be watching at 

this moment…  No, he told himself.  The anticipation itself is enjoyable.  Tomorrow is soon enough. 

It occurred to him that there was something he could do right now to channel his present 

excitement.  He brought up the video of Yelena’s and Marya’s room again.  That never failed to cheer 

him. 

He found he’d caught another of those times when Yelena was out of the room – probably, he 

decided, checking on her schedule of encounters with the men of the prison staff.  Marya was alone, 

curled up on the bed. 

He sighed and reached for the button to minimize the image, but stopped suddenly.  This did 

look worth watching. 

Marya, who happened to be facing in the direction of the camera, had one hand between her 

legs, the other clutching her breast.  Her eyes were squeezed shut, her mouth open, her body rocking 

slightly, her arm muscles tensing rhythmically.  It was obvious what she was doing. 

Marya said something softly several times.  The president turned up the volume.  He could just 

make out that Marya was whispering hoarsely, “Hélène.  Oh, Hélène…”  She moaned then, as a spasm 

passed through her body.  Another spasm, a gasping breath, a soft cry, and it was obvious the orgasm 

had hit her. 
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The president smiled, but a thought at the back of his mind nagged at him.  Something didn’t 

seem right. 

The thought came into focus.  He muttered “Shit!” between clenched teeth. 

There was no way to account for this.  Marya was alone.  She didn’t know about the cameras.  

She thought she was completely unobserved.  She had been led to believe, all through her ordeal, that 

she was performing for Yelena, in pretending to be passionately in love with Yelena.  With Yelena 

absent, Marya had no reason to perform at all. 

This wasn’t a performance.  It was real.  Marya had real feelings of erotic desire for her mother.  

What had been intended as an emotionally wrenching punishment was actually a source of joy for her, 

being able to spend nearly all day, every day, satisfying her need with the object of her passion. 

The president, his jaw hanging loose, shook his head back and forth slowly, unconsciously.  This 

has to be dealt with, he thought.  Now! 

He put a signal through to the general, his fingers thrumming on the desk until the general 

answered. 

The general’s image now appeared on the screen, beginning to speak, stopping when he saw the 

president’s expression. 

The president spoke.  “General Karozki – is Yelena there with you?” 

The general shook his head briefly.  “She was in the outer office, and just left.  Did you want to 

talk to her?” 

“No, I do not want to talk to her, ever.  Can you catch her before she gets back to Marya?  I want 

you to stop her, direct her to the room she uses by herself, and lock her in.  Do it now!” 

The general jumped to his feet.  “Yes, sir.”  He abruptly left his desk.  The president could hear 

his running feet retreating. 

The president’s fingertips hurt from pounding against the desk as he waited. 

Five minutes later the general reappeared, sweating.  “I got to her in time, Mr. President.  She 

was almost at Marya’s room.  She’s in her own separate room now.”  He hesitated nervously.  “May I ask 

what is wrong, sir?” 

“Everything is wrong, Karozki.  The girl was sitting alone in her room, masturbating and calling 

out that name she and her mother both use.  Calling out for Yelena, in other words.” 

“I… well, I would think it’s all part of the pretense she is expected to maintain…” 

“Pretense?   For whose benefit?  Who did she think was watching her?” 

The general opened his mouth, then froze.  The president glared at him.  Yes, you idiot, he 

thought, now you see what’s wrong? 
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The general seemed to pull himself together, sitting up straighter.  Apparently, thought the 

president, the man’s brain is working again.  “It’s not impossible that she has become aware of the 

cameras, sir.  She could be dissembling for them.” 

“How would she fit that in with the belief that it is Yelena who is controlling her life?  Who 

would be watching?” 

“Yelena herself, perhaps.  Not necessarily watching the live feed, but recording the video for 

later viewing.  Marya may assume Yelena wishes to review sessions of herself and her partner having 

sex.  Yelena certainly wouldn’t be the first person ever to do that.  And if the thought occurred to the girl 

that Yelena might want to view a solo session, then she would give Yelena what she wants.  I don’t know 

that that is the case, sir.  Just answering your question, trying to consider all the possibilities.” 

The president sat back, thinking.  The general, he decided, has raised a valid point. 

Well, he decided, one way to find out.  “Let the girl remain alone, then, for an extended time.  

Her behavior, when Yelena fails to return, should be enough to reveal what she’s thinking.  Keep Yelena 

in the other room.”  He smiled.  “Make sure Yelena can see and hear what’s happening.” 

“Yes, sir.  She does have a monitor in there with her.  I’ll make sure it’s powered on.” 

“Do that.  I will check with you later.” 

***** 

Yelena felt nausea building within her.  Something must be wrong, terribly wrong. 

Since the day of the snake pit, Yelena had not been out of Marya’s presence for more than 

perhaps thirty minutes at any one time.  Now it had been two hours, at least, maybe three.  The general 

hadn’t told her why he was confining her to her original room, and she had no idea why her monitor was 

showing Marya, apparently asleep on her bed.  Both of them took short naps during the day, making up 

sleep lost during nights interrupted by frequent lovemaking.  Always they slept embracing each other, 

but the need for sleep was real, and it wasn’t surprising Marya had nodded off while awaiting Yelena’s 

return.  Why am I watching her? wondered Yelena.  And why can’t I just go back to her? 

Seeing Marya curled up peacefully in sleep somehow stirred up Yelena’s sexual juices again.  She 

wanted desperately to be with Marya, to wake her with a soft kiss, to hold her, to rub against her, to 

smell her hair and stroke it, to taste her skin.  Yelena ached at being away from Marya’s touch.  I have to 

be with her, she moaned to herself.  Please let me go back. 

***** 

Raisa awoke coughing, as if a sudden gasp had shaken her out of her sleep.  She’d done the 2 

a.m. IV switch last night, and had decided to lay down for a nap this morning after establishing the girls 

in another of those awful positions in the president’s office. 

The thought that had awakened her hovered just outside the boundary of perception.  She knew 

it was important.  She reached for it.  There, that was it! 
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Tatyana would want me to try to send her the message, Raisa told herself.  Despite the danger 

to herself. 

Raisa remembered how Tatyana, so many times, had said she wanted to make a difference, 

wanted it to matter that she had lived.  That was why she was so dedicated to her underground group, 

and why she, as well as the others, were so careful in protecting its existence.  Everything would be lost 

if they were arrested prematurely, without accomplishing anything at all.  They wanted to be free to 

participate in the revolution they were sure would come eventually.  Perhaps soon.  But if an 

opportunity to achieve something significant did come up, Tatyana insisted, worries about 

consequences had to be put aside.  There are so few times in life when you can really make a mark, 

Tatyana had said.  You can’t let one go. 

And Raisa knew Tatyana would never forgive her if she knew that Raisa had passed up a chance.  

A chance to make a difference.  Tatyana would be furious with her, and dismissive of Raisa’s plea that 

she had only meant to protect Tatyana from being swept up in the arrests that would follow if anything 

went wrong.  You were too scared, Tatyana would say, and that’s why nothing ever happens. 

And one more thing occurred to Raisa. 

Tatyana, in inviting Raisa to her meeting, had been putting Raisa at serious risk.  Tatyana had felt 

it was justified.  Raisa didn’t doubt for a minute Tatyana’s love for her.  Yet Tatyana had endangered 

Raisa.  She had thought it was that important. 

Raisa went to her desk.  Sitting inconspicuously beside an untidy pile of writing paper, partly 

hidden under the edge of the pile, was a small square of paper: her folded-up note to Tatyana.  Raisa 

eased it just slightly farther outward, reading the writing on the outside, identical on both sides.  In bold 

capitals, retraced several times to enhance visibility, were the words “5 U.S.A. DOLLAR REWARD!” Below 

that, in letters as tiny, while readable, as Raisa could manage, the message continued, “Deliver this 

packet UNOPENED to Tatyana Grozneva, 56 Mirski Prospekt, 5th floor, 513.”  Below that, the legend “5 

U.S.A. DOLLAR REWARD” was repeated. 

Five dollars was a significant sum in Irkhetnia, enough for a dinner in a nice restaurant, or a 

bottle of good wine, or something equally satisfying.  Tatyana would have the five dollars, Raisa knew.  

The embassy paid its employees, even the local ones, in much sought-after dollars.  There was no 

certainty Tatyana would pay five of them to the deliverer of the message.  But she would be intrigued.  It 

was the sort of melodrama she had always loved. 

Raisa had written the reward offer and address on the outside of the message the day after 

she’d written the text inside it and folded up the paper in her bed.  And it had sat here, on her desk, 

since then, a casualty of Raisa’s uncertainty.  The uncertainty was gone now.  Raisa knew what she had 

to do, and when she had to do it.  Anya’s death could not be more than a day or two away – whatever 

the length of time was that it would take some skilled laborer to build a glass enclosure to the 

president’s specifications, that was how much longer Anya would live. 

***** 
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Ambassador Kenner went home early to finish packing, his vacation begun.  Two years ago he 

had bought a dacha of his own outside the city, and made sure to spend a week there every few 

months.  It cleared his head, and he found the countryside beautiful and energizing.  He would head 

there first thing in the morning.  His cell phone didn’t function out there, which was all right with him.  

David Branch, the Deputy Head of Mission, Kenner’s second in command, was more than competent to 

handle any situations that arose.  If there were any real emergencies…  He smiled at the notion.  There 

were never international emergencies in Irkhetnia. 

***** 

Yelena watched, biting her lip, as Marya, on the monitor screen, paced the room.  Marya had 

awakened from her nap about twenty minutes ago, looked around with a puzzled frown, and called out, 

“Hélène?”  Now she was clearly getting more worried by the minute.  She stopped pacing and tried the 

knob of the door to the room, found it locked as always, and made her characteristic whistling tea kettle 

sound of frustration.  She stood at the door and shouted, “Hélène?  I miss you!  Hélène?” 

***** 

Zlata had to restrain herself from pacing her room.  She had been terrified that today would be 

the day, and had been relieved when the morning ritual passed without change.  She was sure that 

setting up for Anya’s drowning would be done first thing, when the day came, because the president 

wanted it to last all day. 

She felt a need to talk to Anya or Rachel one more time, but had no idea what to say to either of 

them.  She just couldn’t bring herself to tell them what was going to happen.  It would only give them 

longer to feel the helpless panic, she told herself, and that will be bad enough as it is. 

She gave up and threw herself on her bed, her tears flowing freely.  It doesn’t matter what this 

looks like, she decided.  They know we’re all upset.  This isn’t giving anything away. 

Hopelessly she ran over all the same ideas she had rejected before.  None of them would work 

any better now. 

She wished the ward had some kind of medication that could put Rachel and Anya to sleep.  The 

president wouldn’t be able to tell.  Rachel would miss the horror.  Anya would never wake up.  It was so 

simple.  But there were only the medications the doctor had provided for maintaining the girls’ 

mannequin state.  None of it was useful for any other purpose. 

Zlata thought about switching midnight duty with Veronika, so she could leave off the 

mannequin-drug drip.  Even that seemed pointless.  The girls still wouldn’t be free enough to move, she 

reminded herself, not by tomorrow.  Only parts of their faces, that’s all they’d have control over by then.  

And if the president saw their eyes moving, he could easily guess why.  Zlata would be in trouble, 

without having accomplished anything useful other than giving the girls a chance to look more scared.  

The president would actually like that, she decided. 

Anya is going to die, Zlata said to herself over and over.  I can’t stop it.  I can’t do anything. 

Her body shook with sobs. 
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***** 

Yelena was growing more sure with each passing minute that she understood what was 

happening.  It was the worst possible thing in the world.  Somehow they had seen, or at least suspected, 

that Marya’s feelings for Yelena were genuine – all the love, the physical passion, the erotic need.  That 

she wasn’t pretending.  That she was committing the worst of all possible crimes: being happy. 

Yelena felt stomach cramps.  Her bowels were turning to liquid.  She ran for the toilet.  From 

there, she could still see the video monitor. 

Marya was sitting up on the bed, her arms wrapped around her shins and her face buried 

against her knees, quaking with sobs.  Occasionally she would call out hopefully, “Hélène?”, listen for a 

moment, then resume crying. 

Yelena gasped, echoing Marya’s reaction, when the door to Marya’s room opened suddenly.  A 

sergeant.  It was… Lysenko, that was his name.  A large brute, with a preference for anal penetration.  It 

was time for his session with Marya.  He looked at Marya expectantly, a small smile on his lips. 

Marya bounced off the bed, not eager to serve as she had always been since the snake pit, but 

instead with visible anger.  It struck Yelena that she remembered a time, not at all long ago, when Marya 

would have tried to cover her nakedness.  That time was gone.  These days she flirted with the men, she 

learned which parts of her body each man liked best and briefly teased them with those parts before 

offering them, and the rest of her, for their pleasure – and even now, in her anger, Marya stood there 

straight, tall, and nude, without a hint of self-consciousness.  And as Yelena watched in horror, Marya, 

her fists clenched and face contorted, reddened eyes glaring, snarled, “Where is Hélène?” 

This was the first time Yelena had ever seen Lysenko, or any of the others, without the standard-

issue smirk of arrogance.  He plainly had no idea what to do.  He understood Marya’s reference.  Like all 

of the men, Lysenko was familiar with the cover story, and knew that Yelena and Marya called each 

other Hélène.  But nothing he had been told covered this situation.  The men had been given very strict 

rules for their behavior in Marya’s presence: They were always to address Yelena respectfully, however 

much they abused her body, maintaining the fiction that she was in charge; they were never to make it 

appear they were taking something Yelena wasn’t willing to give them, knowing Yelena, on her part, 

would never refuse them any sexual use of her own and her daughter’s bodies; they were always to 

appear grateful for whatever fun Yelena had “granted” them; and so on.  Sergeant Lysenko would 

undoubtedly have thrown Marya onto the bed and mounted her on the spot, had she been anyone 

other than who she was, but because he risked losing the valued privilege of raping the president’s own 

very nubile daughter, the greatest gift of all to be obtained in this wonderful place, he would make sure 

he didn’t violate any of those rules.  Following the rules had never been a problem before, but now 

Lysenko was clearly at a loss to know what to say or do without screwing everything up. 

At last he stammered, “Ahh…  I’m not just sure, Miss…” 

Marya interrupted his stall for time.  “Then go find her!  She might have fallen and broken her 

ankle or something!  You work for me!  Go find her and see if she needs help!”  Marya folded her arms.  

“I’m not doing any of the men until I know where Hélène is!” 



425 
 

Yelena blinked at Marya’s assertion of authority.  She really is that deeply into it, Yelena thought 

in awe.  She really thinks she and I are the same person.  If the men work for me, then they work for her 

too, and should leap to obey her commands. 

And Yelena knew, feeling all hope leaving her, that Marya had now gone well past the point of 

no return.  Dimitri, the general, the doctor, whoever is watching and evaluating this, they’ve seen her 

refuse to continue servicing the men until she knows what’s happened to me, Yelena told herself.  The 

entire foundation for the punishment Dimitri has consigned Marya and myself to has just gone up in 

flames.  They know that Marya is no longer motivated by fear of the snake pit, or she wouldn’t have 

dismissed Sergeant Lysenko.  They can surely figure out, from her behavior, that she is living the cover 

story.  That she is deeply in love with “Hélène,” and takes joy in sexual play with her.  That she services 

the men happily because they help her be with “Hélène.”  It makes perfect sense, in that context, that if 

the men fail in that duty, as Sergeant Lysenko clearly had, then their access to sexual treats is cut off. 

They know how happy she has been, all this time. 

Yelena, still sitting on the toilet, buried her face in her hands. 

***** 

Yelena had returned to her bed, tears seeping from her closed eyelids, wishing she could close 

her ears as well and not hear Marya crying, when the door opened suddenly. 

Yelena sighed and opened her eyes to see the general standing there.  She had expected him at 

some point.  In a flat, listless voice, she said, “What do you want?” 

The general stood with arms folded.  “I’m sure you know.  I have been talking with the 

president.  He has ordered us to implement the alternate plan for punishment of you and your 

daughter.” 

Barely audibly, Yelena asked, “Why?”  Knowing the answer already. 

“The president is very disappointed in you – again.  It’s clear you have been hiding your 

knowledge of your daughter’s mental state, as you have hidden so many important things from him 

before – I’m quoting him, of course.  He has ordered that your daughter be prepared for the next phase 

of her punishment immediately.”  Yelena, bending every effort towards avoiding sobbing aloud, not 

wanting Dimitri or the general to have that satisfaction, remembered what Marya’s “preparation” would 

consist of.  Her jaw immobilized, her lips and eyelids sewn shut, so that she could never protest her 

torture, could not see what would next torment her.  And Yelena herself forced not only to watch 

Marya’s agony, but also to contribute to it. 

Yelena choked out in a raspy voice, “How… how long before it starts?” 

The general turned to look at the video monitor.  “For the moment, the president is pleased by 

the amount of anguish she is displaying.  He is content to let her cry herself out.  After that point, Doctor 

Tourachev will perform the procedure needed to prepare her for her punishment.” 

“And… after that?” 
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The general shrugged.  “The doctor says she will require a few days healing time after the 

procedure.  You will spend those days, as I have said before, with the general prison population, treated 

as one of them.” 

Probably treated far worse than the rest, Yelena told herself bleakly.  I am still who I am. 

Yelena nodded her head, almost letting go of a sob but catching herself in time.  “Fine.  Now get 

out.” 

Surprisingly, the general did so, though Yelena was sure it was only because he had no more to 

say. 

Yelena listened to Marya crying.  She had wished Marya would stop.  Now Yelena had to hope 

Marya would continue crying for some time. 

She heard Marya suddenly draw in a noisy, gasping breath, unlike the sound of her crying, 

something like a rusty gate hinge.  Yelena looked at the screen, and saw Marya suddenly sit up, her 

mouth open in astonishment. 

Marya spoke a single word that shocked Yelena to her core: “Mom?” 

Yelena saw Marya slap her hands over her eyes, breathing hard.  Then she shouted, “Mom!!  

Help me, please!” 

Oh my God, thought Yelena.  After all this time, the armor has broken down.  The fantasy 

protecting her has dissolved.  Now that it had failed in its protection, her mind has broken through it 

from inside. 

Marya started crying anew, interrupting her sobs with pleas to her mother.  After a few cries for 

Yelena’s help, Marya sobbed, “Mom, I just want it to be like it was.  Please?” 

Yelena shook her head in despair.  She wants her old life back, Yelena told herself.  Living in the 

People’s House as the president’s daughter, all her needs met, seeing all her friends.  She probably 

knows as well as I do how impossible that is.  But it’s equally impossible to stop wishing for it. 

Yelena watched as Marya fell sideways onto the mattress, crying harder than ever. 

***** 

Raisa decided it didn’t matter that her hands were shaking, and that she didn’t eat more than a 

few bites of dinner.  She knew she was displaying nerves at the breaking point, but the other nurses 

were in the same state, and they weren’t even working on something that would get them immediately 

tossed into prison.  As far as she knew. 

She had secreted the message to Tatyana in her palm at the beginning of the meal.  As she 

shuffled plates, utensils, and drinking glasses listlessly, she slipped the folded packet underneath the 

largest of the plates. 
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CHAPTER 42 

When Ivan opened the door, Zlata and Veronika, carrying Rachel, followed Raisa with Anya into 

the president’s office.  Larisa had gone in first, and was out of Zlata’s sight for the moment.  Zlata almost 

ran into Raisa’s back, and realized her coworker had stopped dead just inside the office.  Raisa seemed 

to be struggling to hold onto Anya, almost dropping her.  Zlata could see sweat suddenly break out on 

Raisa’s face. 

Zlata felt her own stomach knotting.  She turned her head and gave Veronika a helpless look, 

and saw it reflected back at her.  They both knew what Raisa must have seen. 

From inside the room, Zlata heard the president’s voice say, “Don’t stop there.  You have work 

to do,” and she almost lost her hold on Rachel.  The president was never in the office when they came in 

to set up.  He preferred to see his “mannequins” already in position when he first arrived. 

Raisa began creeping forward, visibly trembling, and Zlata followed.  In a moment, Zlata could 

see what had shocked Raisa. 

On the near side of the room, where they always set up the girls, there was an assembly of glass, 

metal, and pressed wood that looked very nearly the way Zlata had visualized it: a glass-sided 

rectangular tank on the floor in front, about a meter from front to back, a meter high, and around two-

thirds that size in width.  It was open at the top.  Above and behind it was another tank, about the same 

size, this one full of water.  Projecting out from the upper tank, at its bottom, a metal pipe emerged 

from the side and overhung the lower tank.  There was a metal cap, appearing to screw on, at the end of 

the pipe.  Holding back the flow of water, no doubt, thought Zlata. 

Zlata saw an electrical cord emerging from the back of the upper tank, plugged into a wall 

outlet.  Inside the tank, on that back wall, there was a black tube that ran the length of the wall along 

the bottom.  There was an identical tube at the back of the lower tank, and an identical electrical cord 

coming out of the back.  She looked at the president and said in a tiny, quavery voice, “You’re going to 

electrocute her?” 

The president looked puzzled for a moment, then saw where she was looking.  “Oh.  No.”  He 

gave Zlata a smile that she could only, under the circumstances, see as evil.  “That’s only to heat the 

water in both tanks.  You’re a nurse.  I’m sure you’re familiar with hypothermia.” 

Zlata nodded absently, her mind on other things, and then, when a thought struck her, nearly 

fainted.  I failed Anya, she told herself miserably.  I could have steered Larisa away from this idea, just 

like with the poison, just like with the knives.  All I had to tell her was that Anya would die from lowered 

body temperature long before she drowned.  That the president wouldn’t want that, wouldn’t want her 

to die early.  And since I didn’t think of that, here we are, preparing to kill Anya. 

It was warm and humid at this end of the room.  Zlata could tell the temperature control was 

working. 

Zlata suddenly felt eerily calm.  It’s okay, she thought, because this can’t really be happening.  

Nothing like this can really happen. 
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Raisa carefully set Anya on the floor; she was trembling too badly to maintain her hold, and 

feared dropping her.  Zlata looked at Veronika, who nodded, and they set Rachel down. 

Zlata could see Larisa, but had no hope of reading her thoughts.  Larisa’s face appeared calm.  

She was standing still, facing the tanks, two fingers pinching her lower lip and apparently forgotten 

there. 

Beside Larisa’s foot, there was a small bowl of unwrapped hard candy.  The only prop needed, 

other than the girls themselves. 

Larisa closed her eyes, and opened them.  She knelt beside Anya, who was lying on her back, her 

body straight.  Larisa put one hand on Anya’s lower stomach, the other behind her head, and grunted 

with the effort of bending Anya at the waist to get her sitting upright.  Without looking up, she gestured 

at the nurses, and said, barely audibly, “Help me with Pixie so we can get her sitting cross-legged.” 

Zlata looked at Raisa and Veronika, who looked at each other, and back at Zlata. 

They’re looking at me to lead, Zlata realized.  They’ll do what I do. 

Zlata took a very deep breath.  I know I’m going to prison anyway, she told herself.  What I do 

here and now doesn’t affect that one way or another.  It only affects whether I can live with myself. 

Slowly and deliberately, she folded her arms across her chest.  When Raisa and Veronika did the 

same, Zlata turned and walked back through the door into the ward.  She heard the others following 

her, and was grateful for their support.  She went into her room and lay on the bed.  The others went 

into their rooms. 

She looked around the room.  There wasn’t much to it, but it was a livable room, and Zlata 

realized for the first time that it felt like home.  She had lived in it for months.  It was her place.  Will 

prison ever feel like home? she wondered.  Will I get used to it? 

She was startled to see the president standing at her door.  In a surprisingly gentle voice, he 

said, “I would like to talk to all three of you.  We can meet in that room.”  He pointed at Veronika’s. 

Perhaps it was that gentleness that persuaded her.  He understands, Zlata thought.  He’s not 

mad. 

She rose and went out past him into Veronika’s room, Raisa following her in.  The two of them 

sat on the bed on either side of Veronika, who was lying down.  The president entered, and closed the 

door. 

“There is a method of execution we use sometimes at the women’s prison you visited,” he said 

without preamble, in that same quiet voice.  “Only with the very worst criminals.  The condemned 

woman is raised onto her toes by a rope around her neck, her hands tied behind her.  Her legs will 

eventually lose the strength to support her, and the rope around her neck will choke her to death at last.  

In the meantime, she is whipped.  She is naked, and the whip finds all of the most painful spots.  She 

tries to kill herself by lifting her feet off the floor, but the self-preservation instinct will not allow it.”  He 

smiled.  “It is odd how the body maintains hope when there can be none.  At any rate, the condemned 

prisoner can usually hold out for several hours, alternately screaming and choking.” 
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He paused until all three of them looked into his eyes.  It is so strange, Zlata thought.  There is 

nothing human behind them at all. 

At last he continued.  “If you resume your jobs right now, and do what you are required to do, 

you will live.  But if your defiance continues, if you continue evading your duties, all four of you will die.” 

Veronika stared at him wide-eyed.  In a voice barely understandable from trembling, she 

stammered, “Four?  Larisa too?  But… she’s doing her job!  She’s still in there, trying to do what you 

want!” 

“The four of you are a team.  When any member of a team refuses to give her utmost effort for 

the team, the entire team fails.  Miss Celenskaya will be executed first, and the three of you will watch.  

After that, the three of you will die together, watching each other suffer.”  He pointed in the direction of 

his office.  “Or you can do your jobs.” 

Zlata couldn’t breathe.  Nothing we can do, Zlata thought hopelessly, can save Anya.  That’s out 

of our hands.  The only thing we have a choice about is saving Larisa from an awful death we caused 

ourselves. 

Without a signal among them, the three nurses sprang off the bed. 

The president held up a hand.  “Wait.  I will give you time to change clothes.  I don’t want the 

smell of piss in my office.” 

Zlata hadn’t even realized she had wet herself.  They all had. 

The president rose and left the room.  Raisa and Zlata bolted for their own rooms, and yanked 

open the underwear drawers. 

***** 

He can’t mean this! thought Rachel desperately.  This has to be something to scare us!  He’ll put 

the stopper back in the water pipe and laugh.  I know him! 

If ever before she had felt an overpowering need to move her body, nothing compared with 

this.  If they leave us like this, she told herself, Anya is going to die in there!  Yet it was the same as 

always: Rachel had no sense of what mental signal would result in even so much as her finger wiggling.  

She could only sit and watch the water dribble down to splash onto the slowly-rising surface around 

Anya.  By the time all the water emptied from above, it was easy to see it was going to be over Anya’s 

head. 

It infuriated Rachel, most of all, that she herself was sitting there in a masturbation pose.  I look 

like I’m excited by this!  How can they do this to me? she wondered.  No, she told herself, it isn’t the 

nurses’ fault.  It’s him, it’s all him.  He is the sickest son-of-a-bitch on the planet. 

Rachel tried not to think of the drama that had taken place before Anya had been placed in the 

tank.  No words had been spoken by the nurses, but it seemed as though they were refusing to 

participate in today’s cruel joke.  She shied away from considering that, because it suggested that this 

was not a joke at all.  That they knew Anya would be left where she was until she drowned. 
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There was barely a quarter-inch of water surrounding Anya at present.  But the stream from 

above continued.  Rachel was powerless to do anything to stop it.  She wanted to scream.  Even that 

outlet was denied her. 

***** 

Gerov came over and slapped small adhesive patches onto the backs of both mannequins, of the 

same type he had used on the first day – heart monitors.  On his phone he engaged the app that kept 

tracks of both mannequins’ heartbeats. 

He squatted down beside the larger of the two mannequins, and said in English, “I see you are 

both awake.  Your hearts are going like mad.  I imagine they will slow down in time, and then begin 

racing again when the end is near.”  He smiled to see that the big mannequin’s pulse was still faster 

now.  “You shouldn’t feel this is unfair.  Remember that you are both under death sentences.  For your 

friend, the day has arrived.  But in a few days you will have a new friend to play with.  Big girl, very 

strong.  You came to know her very intimately one night, I understand.  You will be intimate with her 

again.  It will be less painful for you.  Perhaps you will come to be very aroused by it.”  He chuckled, then 

spoke a few sentences in Russian to the smaller mannequin. 

***** 

Rachel felt her life floating away.  She would not be the one to die today, but she believed she 

might as well be.  Life without Anya was empty of everything she wanted, everything she needed. 

She knew he must be talking about the Amazon.  Whatever positive emotion Rachel had been 

able to derive from the horror of serving in the president’s nasty fantasies had come from being able to 

be with Anya, even when it hurt.  She tried to imagine a similar life with the Amazon.  She couldn’t.  It 

was too bleak. 

My own life ends today, she thought. 

***** 

Anya saw how she had been fooling herself.  She had known that a new girl, that mean 

Novocheva woman, was coming soon, perhaps within days.  She had known Novocheva and Retchell 

would be paired up – that surely was the reason the president had been concerned about whether 

Retchell was attracted to women.  Anya had avoided speculating about her own role, not wanting to 

think she would be marginalized as a third wheel, and certainly not considering that the president would 

have no need for her at all. 

But she knew now.  She was not going to survive today. 

She concentrated on Retchell.  At least, she thought, they let me look at her.  Retchell will be the 

last thing I see. 

The thought calmed her. 

***** 



431 
 

Raisa lay on her bed.  Her mind spun.  She knew she would never forget how it felt to curl Anya’s 

fingers around the bars along the bottom of the tank, on either side of her hip.  Bars Anya would want 

so much to let go of, to save herself. 

But it’s out there, Raisa said within herself over and over.  The message to Tatyana is out there. 

She counted off all the ways her effort might have gone wrong, if it had.  She had discounted the 

possibility that Ivan himself would discover the note.  She couldn’t picture any reason he himself would 

move the dishes around and discover the folded message hidden underneath.  And it was clear that 

must not have happened, she told herself, because there would have been fallout from that long before 

now.  Ivan didn’t find it. 

Her hope was that some kitchen worker would find it, most likely one of the dishwashers.  Raisa 

visualized a skinny teenaged boy, with no chin and a pockmarked face.  He would find the note… maybe.  

It seemed more likely he would just shove all of the contents of Raisa’s tray into the dishwater, where in 

seconds the note would become waterlogged and unreadable.  Or he would see the note, and flip it 

unread into a nearby trash can.  Or he would see the “5 U.S.A. DOLLAR REWARD” legend on it, and 

laugh, or he would miss the word “UNOPENED” above Tatyana’s address, would unfold the note, read it, 

think it was crazy ramblings or, if he believed all of it, get scared and tear up the note.  Or he would 

consult his supervisor, who would tell him to throw it out, saying “It’s worthless now, you opened the 

damn thing, and anyway it’s all nuts.  Somebody playing a joke.” 

Raisa, totaling up the many ways her attempt at communication could fail, felt her hope fading.  

But it was the only hope she had. 

If the message got through, she thought, Anya might be saved.  If it didn’t, Anya will die, Rachel 

will be emotionally destroyed, and all of us will eventually end up in the prison. 

There, she thought.  That makes it all pretty simple, doesn’t it? 

She turned over and buried her head against her arms. 

***** 

The president read a few messages and typed a few responses, only halfway concentrating.  He 

looked frequently at the life-and-death drama unfolding in his own office. 

He was annoyed that the nurses’ resistance had taken some of the fun out of it.  He cheered 

himself up at the prospect of watching their executions. 

He had hinted to them that they would escape punishment if they completed today’s chore.  

That was necessary.  If they had thought their lives were over no matter what they did, he could never 

have secured their cooperation.  But now they were no longer needed. 

He would recruit another team of nurses.  That was easily done.  As before, a few days of 

training would be necessary, which was frustrating, because it meant he would not have Novocheva join 

Preston at the dacha quite as soon as he had hoped. 

Since Preston was to be moved in any case, he decided the sensible plan would be to fly her 

back to the prison.  The new team of nurses could then train there under the doctor’s supervision, with 
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both Novocheva and Preston to work with.  As soon as the doctor was satisfied, the nurses and 

mannequins could be moved to the dacha. 

Celenskaya had earned points for participating without objection, but in truth, he didn’t really 

think she was needed anymore either.  The poses he envisioned for Novocheva and Preston were more 

basically sexual, and didn’t require as much imagination as Celenskaya had offered. 

Yes, he decided, the new nurses should be able to handle the job entirely on their own, without 

Celenskaya’s “vision.”  Doctor Tourachev has been bugging me, he reminded himself, about wanting 

Celenskaya for some experiment involving snakes, something similar to what he had done with Marya, 

but a little more elaborate. 

That’s the plan, then.  Turn Celenskaya over to the doctor; execute the current nurses by the 

method I outlined to them.  Oh!  The new nurses could watch that!  Excellent idea.  That would give 

them the needed motivation to perform their duties with zeal. 

He started to punch the keys on his laptop to contact Doctor Tourachev, to tell him Novocheva 

would not be needed for a few days, but stopped himself, smiling and shaking his head.  Time for that 

later, Dimitri, he told himself.  You are missing the show!  There is a fascinating drama going on right in 

front of your eyes!  Don’t get so wrapped up in the future that you ignore the present! 

***** 

Yelena didn’t realize she’d fallen asleep.  The lights in the room were back at full strength.  She 

suspected their brightening might be what had awakened her, in which case it was very early morning. 

She sucked in a quick breath, realizing it was too quiet.  Marya had stopped crying. 

On her video screen, she saw that Marya was curled up on the bed and apparently asleep. 

Just seconds later, the door to Marya’s room opened, and one of the doctor’s medical assistants 

glided silently across the room.  Yelena realized it was probably not a coincidence that Marya’s room 

was being invaded just seconds after Yelena had awakened.  They were probably waiting for me, she 

thought grimly.  So I can watch. 

With practiced movements, the technician jabbed a syringe into Marya’s arm.  It’s starting, 

Yelena thought with sudden terror.  She hadn’t even realized she had jumped to her feet and was 

screaming, “No!  No!  Leave her alone!” at the screen.  She stopped.  She knew it wouldn’t accomplish 

anything.  The man couldn’t even hear her, and wouldn’t pay her any attention even if he did.  She 

watched silently, biting her lip, as the man picked the inert Marya up and carried her out of the room 

over his shoulder. 

***** 

Doctor Tourachev gestured absently at an empty operating table.  “Just put her down there.”  

He ignored the technician as the man lay the president’s daughter down on the table and went to his 

own desk, sitting in his chair to wait politely. 

Tourachev was absorbed in a silent study of several charts.  None of them quite had the 

information he wanted. 
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Damn it! he thought.  He wished he hadn’t told the president he would have Novocheva ready 

by today.  And she should be ready now.  She would be if she was normal.  The president was expecting 

the girl shortly, preferably delivered to his dacha tomorrow.  The doctor thought he still could do it, but 

he still had work to do. 

And now the president expected the doctor to work on his daughter too!  That would be more 

straightforward, at least.  He just had to immobilize her jaw, permanently, and sew her lips and eyelids 

closed.  But there wasn’t really any hurry on that.  He could keep her here, unconscious, and she 

wouldn’t be going anywhere.  He understood the president wanted her taken care of quite soon as well, 

but priority had to go to Novocheva.  For her there was a specific deadline. 

The problem that had developed, becoming clear only in the last few days as the nerve drug was 

brought up to maintenance level, was that it wasn’t lasting long enough.  A dose sufficient for Preston 

and for Simonina didn’t seem to be sufficient for Novocheva.  Within less than twenty-four hours after 

being given the drug, she would already be opening her eyes, looking around, and her lips would twitch 

as if she was trying to speak.  She could be dosed more often, say every twelve hours, but the president 

had stated he wanted her at his disposal for as long as twenty-four hours at a time.  The dose could be 

increased so it would be sufficient for twenty-four, but it was dangerous to do that blindly.  An overdose 

could kill her.  The correct dose must be measured carefully and not exceeded. 

The doctor’s best guess as to the cause of the problem was simply that Novocheva’s internal 

organs cleaned impurities out of her bloodstream at a faster-than-normal rate.  Everyone’s body did 

such cleaning, which was exactly why any drug injected into the bloodstream gradually disappeared and 

had to be replenished, but for Novocheva the rate must, he decided, be outside the standard window.  It 

made sense – the girl was obviously unusually healthy, and this would probably be part of the reason: 

her organs did their jobs extremely well.  The doctor wondered if she ever took painkillers for her sports 

injuries.  If she did, he was willing to bet that she probably had to take them more often than anyone 

else, for them to do any good.  On the other hand, she seemed to be the type who would simply ignore 

the pain. 

It would take the better part of the day to solve this problem.  Novocheva had just been given 

her daily dose of the drug.  He would take a blood sample from her now, measure precisely the amount 

of the nerve drug present in the sample, and then take further samples at one-hour intervals, measuring 

the amount of the drug remaining each time.  Unfortunately, making those measurements would take 

up most of each hour between taking samples.  The number of samples needed would be, he judged, 

about a half-dozen.  That would give him enough of a timeline to make a mathematically reliable 

calculation of the amount of drug that would be needed, to remain effective for twenty-four hours.  But 

all of that would leave him literally no time left over to deal with the president’s daughter.  She would 

just have to wait her turn. 
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CHAPTER 43 

Ambassador Rudolph Kenner sighed as he hung up the phone.  Two hours wasted. 

Last night – and it was still “last night” now in the U.S. – the Secretary of Defense had suddenly 

discovered she was going to have to testify to the Senate Budget Committee on military ties with the 

nations of the former Soviet Union, and how much those ties were going to cost over the next decade.  

The SecDef felt sure some cuts were going to be necessary, and wanted to preempt Senate action by 

recommending some in her testimony.  So, acting through the State Department, she had summoned 

each ambassador in the region to a conference call to begin at 6 a.m., in Kenner’s time zone.  He’d been 

awakened from a sound sleep at 5 o’clock in the morning, on the first day of what was supposed to be a 

week off, by a phone call ordering him to the secure communications phone, dubbed SeCom, in his 

embassy to take the conference call.  Every ambassador would need to be prepared to justify any 

ongoing programs and suggest any cuts that might be possible.  For Kenner, the most frustrating part of 

the exercise was that he didn’t really have anything to contribute.  The deal for modernizing the 

Irkhetnian Air Force was done, ceremoniously signed weeks ago by all parties concerned at General 

Perelenko’s office in the Ministry of Defense.  It was all in the pipeline, too late to cancel or cut.  Nothing 

else in the way of military cooperation between the U.S. and Irkhetnia was on the immediate horizon, 

and Kenner would have thought the SecDef would know that.  Kenner’s presence as a participant in the 

conference call was completely unnecessary, yet duty dictated he had to be there, in the SeCom, the 

closet-like room attached to his office at the embassy, for two hours while other ambassadors either 

fought for their own pet programs or threw them under the bus. 

Kenner normally loved taking part in high-level discussions on the business of governing the 

United States.  But this was a matter of interfering with his vacation.  He tried to rein in his irritation.  It’s 

over now, with only a couple of hours lost, he reminded himself.  I can still be at the dacha later this 

morning.  Catch some fish, have them for dinner with that nice white wine. 

Kenner had mixed feelings, one of them a mild form of gratitude, about having had to start this 

day with a pointless phone call at 6 a.m.  The former Soviet states occupied various time zones, with 

Irkhetnia about as far west as they came.  He was grateful the State Department hadn’t summoned him 

from home any earlier than they had, and he suspected they had waited until a nearly-reasonable hour, 

just for him.  Nevertheless, it was far from his favorite way to begin the first day of what was supposed 

to be time for himself. 

Heaving another sigh, he closed up the SeCom room and reentered his office proper.  The rest of 

the staff, he thought, looking at his clock, should just be arriving now.  He had left a note on the desk of 

Janice Melton, his secretary, telling her he was in the SeCom, rather than at his dacha, but that he was 

not to be disturbed for any reason.  

As he straightened some papers on his desk that had all been put away yesterday and picked up 

his coat, his ears told him the staff already had a problem they were dealing with.  The SeCom was 

soundproof, but his office was not.  He was annoyed to hear a loud discussion going on just outside his 

door.  A woman seemed to be pleading for something.  He supposed she was a U.S. citizen complaining 
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about some unreasonable search and seizure by the local government, and he never had much patience 

for that kind of thing.  He wondered what she had said to get past the outer offices. 

Whatever it was she’d said, he suddenly realized in surprise, she’d said it in Russian.  Not a U.S. 

citizen? he wondered. 

He could clearly hear, in Russian, “I have to speak to the ambassador!” 

He had a stray thought about staying in his office until whatever it was blew over – David 

Branch, whose office was adjacent to Kenner’s, was good at this kind of thing.  Kenner could hear David 

speaking in his halting but serviceable Russian, trying to calm the woman.  But undignified hiding out in 

his office wasn’t Kenner’s way of doing things.  I’ll just say a few words to the lady, he told himself, let 

her know she’s been listened to, and send her on her way.  That’s usually all they want anyway. 

He opened his door.  Edita, the Irkhet typist who occupied the outermost office of the suite as 

receptionist, said to him in her accented English, “I’m sorry, sir.  I told her she couldn’t come in, but she 

just walked in anyway.” 

The shouting woman, dressed like a local, spun towards Kenner, speaking quickly in Russian.  

“You’re the ambassador, right?” 

He nodded patiently, having just emerged from a door that said “Ambassador” in English, 

Russian, and Irkhet. 

“You’re the man I have to see!  This one won’t listen to me!”  She gestured at David.  “I know 

where Rachel Preston is!” 

Kenner drew a blank for a moment, then it came back to him.  American citizen, missing in 

Germany.  With her friend, Amanda… something.  Forrest, Amanda Forrest.  Months ago.  There had 

been a thousand false reports of their whereabouts at the time, though none of them here.  Kenner 

quirked a small smile at David. 

David smiled back and shrugged, and said in English, “Our first Elvis sighting.  Irkhetnia joins the 

rest of the world.”  He inclined his head towards the door.  “I know you’re trying to get out of here, 

Rudy.  I can handle this.” 

Kenner smiled back.  “Thanks.”  He headed for the door between inner and outer office, as 

David told the woman, in Russian, “Please, if you would give a statement for this lady here,” he 

indicated Janice, “We can look into it later.” 

The woman turned to follow Kenner’s progress, and shouted, “You saw her!  She was a statue in 

the president’s office at the People’s House!” 

Kenner took two more steps, and his hand grasped the doorknob, during which time he heard 

David’s monumental effort to choke back a laugh.  Then he froze. 

He couldn’t possibly have heard that correctly.  His ears were messing with him. 

He turned towards the woman slowly.  “Could you say that again?” 



436 
 

The woman’s tension seemed to drain off just slightly.  She took a deep breath.  “When you 

went to see the president, and you were in his office, you saw statues there.  You thought they were 

statues.  One of them was Rachel Preston.  Not a statue of her.  The real one!” 

Kenner tried to think how this woman could know about the statues he’d seen.  He had passed 

along, to David, to the State Department, to anyone who needed to know, the substance of the meeting 

with President Gerov and General Perelenko. 

But he had never had occasion to mention the statues. 

If this was a joke, he couldn’t imagine who was making it.  This wasn’t Anatoly Perelenko’s style 

of humor.  And certainly not Dimitri Gerov’s. 

Kenner tried to sort through the multitude of questions crowding into his mind.  “You’re saying… 

she just stood there, not moving, the whole time I was there?  Why would she do that?” 

The woman held out, in a shaking hand, a rumpled sheet of paper she had been waving, while 

demanding to see the ambassador.  “This will explain everything.  You’ll see.” 

In a daze, Kenner took the paper, and began reading.  After the first few sentences, he leaned 

against the edge of a nearby desk for support. 

He looked at the woman.  “Who is Raisa?” 

The woman held her hand over her chest, closed her eyes, took several deep breaths, at last 

making progress in coming down from her adrenaline rush.  “Raisa Grozneva.  She is my cousin.  An 

army nurse.  I didn’t know until I got this that she was working in the People’s House.  Like it says in 

there,” she pointed at the paper, “She helps take care of Rachel Preston and the other girl.” 

Kenner noticed there was writing in a couple of small areas on the back side of the paper.  “And 

you’re Tatyana Grozneva?  This came addressed to you?” 

Tatyana nodded.  “Yes, sir.  I’m a cook, downstairs.  That’s how I could get in here.  A boy who 

works in the kitchen at the People’s House brought it to me at home last night.”  She smiled.  “I gave 

him the five dollars.” 

Kenner snorted, and looked back through the letter again.  “Would you leave this with me?” 

“Of course, sir.  That’s the whole point, you’re supposed to have it.” 

He turned to his secretary.  “Janice, can you bring up a picture of Rachel Preston on your 

screen?” 

“Yes, sir.”  She tapped at her keyboard a moment. 

Kenner and Branch both leaned closer to look at the image on the screen, Branch not knowing 

what he was looking for. 

Kenner drew in a sharp breath.  He recalled thinking how beautiful the face was for the taller 

statue, and admiring the ability of the artist to have done such fine work in marble.  The face had made 

a sufficient impression on him that now, seeing the image on his screen and mentally editing out the 
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long hair and flesh tones, he knew he was seeing that same face again.  His thoughts that evening while 

regarding the statues returned to him in greater detail.  He remembered thinking the artist had chosen 

to make the taller one larger than life for some reason – it must have been at least six feet tall. 

His eye wandered away from the face on the screen and he found he was reading a physical 

description beside it, giving Rachel Preston’s height, weight, hair color, eye color… 

Height: 6’ 0”. 

His mouth fell open slightly. 

A thought intruded on him with sudden clarity, founded in his distaste for Dimitri Gerov.  No, 

the thought ran, getting a girl to come here with a bizarre story about some statue I’d seen weeks ago is 

not Gerov’s type of humor.  Gerov’s style would be to show me a missing American disguised as a 

statue. 

Kenner straightened and looked at the wall for several minutes.  Everyone else in the room 

looked at him, silently. 

At last he said, in Russian, the one language understood by everyone in the room, “I need to 

make some phone calls.  Miss Grozneva, I may need to ask you some more questions.  Could you wait 

right here?  Do you want anything to eat?” 

Tatyana brightened.  “Could I get a hamburger?  We cook those downstairs.” 

Kenner always avoided having Janice do domestic chores, such as fetching coffee.  So he looked 

at David.  “Can you see to that?” 

David finally managed to speak.  In English: “Rudy?  What the hell is going on?” 

In that same language, Kenner responded, “Big stuff, David.  I’ll fill you in, but I have to make 

calls.” 

Uncertainly, Tatyana said.  “A beer, maybe?” 

Backing towards his office door, Kenner gestured at David and swept his finger towards Tatyana.  

“Beer her, David.” 

***** 

As he pulled the door to the communications room closed, Kenner finalized the thought he had 

begun while reading the letter. 

His duty was to call the State Department and pass along what he had learned.  If they believed 

him, they would be shocked into action, of course.  But what passed for action, in the great federal 

bureaucracy, was called inertia in any other context. 

There would be discussions, first in the State Department, and then, probably within a day or so, 

in the Oval Office.  That would be action taking place at light speed, in comparison with the usual flow of 

decision-making.  The president, with the Secretary of State, the Secretary of Defense, the National 

Security Advisor, probably the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs, perhaps others, including political advisors 
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to reflect on how any decision would play with the American public…  They would all weigh in, probably 

with differing strategies, all well thought out and presented.  Or not.  The discussions would go on for a 

few days.  Apparently an innocent Irkhet girl would die in the meantime, but Rachel Preston would be 

the priority.  There was also the question of the whereabouts of Amanda Forrest, the “Mandiy” 

mentioned in Raisa Grozneva’s letter.  She might be the new girl arriving at the People’s House in a few 

days.  Or might not.  Since Preston had been at a women’s prison, presumably Forrest was there now.  It 

seemed a reasonable assumption, at least.  Should they wait until she had arrived at the People’s 

House?  After the girl Anya was dead?  That would be simplest – but how would they know whether she 

had arrived?  Another discussion that would probably last a day or two.  Through all of this process, 

America’s Irkhetnian ambassador would be ordered to wait, pending further orders. 

If they believed him. 

If they didn’t believe him, then activity on the other side of the world would proceed much 

more slowly, if indeed it moved at all.  But the orders given to him would be the same: wait.  Do nothing. 

Rudolph Kenner didn’t want to see anyone die.  Least of all Anya, the Irkhet.  He knew he had 

seen her, as the other statue.  The one he’d thought was meant to be a child, but with adult breasts, an 

odd choice by the artist.  She had looked so small and innocent, a girl who had never imagined hurting 

anyone.  Kenner still thought of her as “the child.” 

He knew that as soon as he contacted the State Department, the entire situation would be out 

of his hands, regardless of whether his report was believed or not. 

He had another option.  He had begun considering it within the first minute of analyzing the 

problem.  It had the advantage of not only potentially saving an innocent life, but also possibly bringing 

about what he considered a very positive outcome whose benefits went far beyond the welfare of a 

single Irkhet girl. 

What he was considering doing would get him reprimanded, or perhaps even recalled.  But he 

remembered what Joe Morrison, his earliest mentor at the State Department, had said to him once:  “In 

some situations, it’s easier to get forgiveness than permission.”  Kenner took that to mean:  If it’s 

important, and pressing, and you’re sure of the right thing to do, then do it.  Don’t stop and ask if it’s 

okay. 

He worried about what would happen if his involvement became publicly known.  But, he 

realized, if he followed through on the plan slowly germinating in his mind, the nature of the situation 

made it impossible for him to sit back invisibly and pull strings.  Some of what needed to be done 

required a power that only he could provide, and only by being visibly on the scene. 

What a contrast this makes, he mused, with how relaxing today was supposed to have been. 

He shrugged and took a deep breath.  He knew the person to call, and it wasn’t anyone at the 

State Department.  He lifted the handset of a telephone he hadn’t used before, and paused before 

pushing the phone’s single button.  It was a matter, now, of exactly what to say. 

He punched the button.  He hoped Anatoly was in his office. 
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***** 

General Anatoly Perelenko, in the middle of giving his aide instructions about housing for a 

newly relocated brigade, was startled by the ringing of a phone on his desk – startled by the fact that it 

was a phone that had not rung before except during testing.  It was a direct line from the U.S. 

ambassador’s office, its signal scrambled in transit and unscrambled by a small computer chip within the 

device. 

Without displaying undue concern, he told his aide he would continue with him later, and that 

he’d been expecting an important call, which he had not. 

Alone now, he picked up the receiver.  The quiet voice at the other end said in English, “Anatoly 

Igorevich, I hope you are well.” 

It wasn’t unusual that Ambassador Kenner was speaking to Perelenko in English.  They often 

used that language, and Perelenko relished the chance to practice.  But in combination with the fact that 

Kenner was calling on the secure phone, it seemed likely to Perelenko that Kenner was trying to make 

sure their conversation was not overheard by anyone who could understand it.  Rudy, thought 

Perelenko, was correct in assuming that no one immediately outside Perelenko’s door spoke English.  

Perelenko responded in the same language, “Well enough, Rudy.  But surprised.” 

“Not as much as you’re going to be.  Anatoly…”  There was a long pause.  “We’ve played a lot of 

poker.  I know you’re a careful player, just like you’re careful in all other things.”  Another pause.  

“We’ve talked sometimes about your dreams of what Irkhetnia could be.”  Perelenko knew Kenner was 

referring to the possibility of an open, democratic state.  “Do you love your country enough that you 

would be willing to put all your chips in the pot?  As a player would say it, are you ready to go all in?” 

Perelenko frowned.  It wasn’t like Rudy to dance around an issue.  He said slowly, “It would 

depend on the cards I am holding, Rudy.” 

At the other end of the line, the ambassador snorted.  “I’ll give you the cards, Anatoly.  But you 

have to be the one to play them.  You’ll understand why when I finish.” 

“This sounds like a long story.  Can I take notes?” 

“You’d probably better.  Obviously, make sure they’re never seen.  Destroy them when you’re 

sure you’ve memorized them.” 

Perelenko leaned forward, depressed a button on his intercom, and said, “Absolutely no calls, 

no visitors.  If anyone comes to see me with an appointment, cancel, apologize, reschedule.” 

The voice came back, “Yes, sir.” 

He unplugged the intercom, drew a notepad into his lap, sat back with a pen poised, and said, 

“Go ahead, Rudy.” 

“I’ll say it in Russian.  I’ll be reading from something that’s in Russian, so that will be easier.  You 

can ask questions in English if you want.” 

Yes, thought Perelenko, he is indeed concerned with eavesdroppers.  “Listening.” 
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***** 

Perelenko hung up the phone.  Dear God in Heaven, he thought, in English, a phrase he had 

often heard Americans use. 

His heart was beating fast, but slowing as he began planning details.  Planning always calmed 

him. 

Rudy, he knew, was a very intelligent man, but occasionally endearingly naive about how things 

work in an authoritarian setting.  He hadn’t grown up in one, and his position protected him from the 

worst effects of such a society now.  He hadn’t thought to insist that Perelenko make use of men he 

could count on to be loyal to him, General Perelenko, and not to Dimitri Gerov, if their interests should 

come into opposition. 

Luckily for Rudy, Perelenko had thought about such things, far in advance of the need for them. 

Over the years, Perelenko had recruited a special cadre of troops who, upon being called to 

action on his behalf, would report directly to him – the rest of the time they occupied various positions 

in the army in different divisions, different companies, with different commanders.  Once a month they 

assembled for two days for special training, conducted by him.  There was nothing secret about the 

training, and nothing even especially unusual about it.  It had never raised any comment. 

What was unusual was the backgrounds of the men.  They had been chosen, by General 

Perelenko himself, according to their responses on a long questionnaire, or more specifically to their 

response to one question on it: Has any close friend or family member been arrested, or otherwise 

disappeared, whose whereabouts are now unknown to you? 

Perelenko supposed that many men had answered “No” because they believed their loyalty 

might be questioned otherwise.  Of the men with the best records, with spotless recommendations from 

superiors, and showing superior abilities and skills, who were honest enough to answer “Yes” on the 

missing-person question, he conducted a personal interview of them, not revealing to them that they 

were being interviewed because of that answer.  Speaking with them personally, he included, among 

other queries, a question related to the vanished relative or friend, watching carefully as they answered 

to determine, to the extent he could, their feelings about the occurrence.  The ones who seemed to 

have a personal anger about the arrest of a loved one – those were the ones he accepted into the cadre.  

It now had a little over a hundred members. 

He had his staff look into the arrests and disappearances that concerned the men.  He had no 

access to records of political prisoners – the president held such information very closely, and did not 

believe those records should be of concern to anyone with no need for them, including General 

Perelenko – but in four cases, the staff had discovered that the missing person in question had been 

guilty of a minor property crime and then, as often happened in an unwieldy bureaucracy, had somehow 

become lost in the system.  The staff then tracked down those four lost criminals, three men, one 

woman, and Perelenko had managed to win their releases from custody.  The news of those releases 

had spread, with some subtle nudges from Perelenko, through the cadre.  The men now regarded 

General Perelenko as a man who would fight on their behalf, occasionally winning, always trying.  The 
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men, in return, were fiercely determined to fight for him.  Perelenko was as sure as he could be that 

these one-hundred-plus men would stand with him in any situation; that he represented, to them, the 

Irkhetnia they were committed to defend. 

Perelenko drafted a signal to go out to all units, ordering the men of his cadre to assemble, in 

formal dress uniforms, with weapons in good repair and ready for use, in front of the motor pool no 

later than eleven hundred hours. 

While waiting on the activity that first signal had stirred up all around the camp, he sent a 

second signal requesting two large busses.  (“Busses, sir?”  “Yes, I want busses.”)  He didn’t want his 

men arriving at the People’s House in armored personnel carriers.  That would cause premature alarm. 

Then he called back Ambassador Kenner.  He wanted to make absolutely sure he was 

understanding Rudy correctly.  Rudy had assured him that, if Rachel Preston was found, alive or dead, 

Perelenko would have the backing of the United States government for any action he undertook.  He 

wanted to hear Rudy promise that one more time. 

***** 

Dimitri Gerov made token efforts through the morning to maintain the appearance of staying 

busy with messages, though concentrating on conference-call meetings on his computer was beyond 

him.  He wanted Preston and Simonina to hear him conducting business as usual, with no evident 

concern for the life-threatening activity occurring just meters away.  It was eleven-thirty now; the 

waterline had reached the level of Simonina’s navel.  He debated whether to have a lunch delivered to 

the outer offices so he could eat it here, or dine elsewhere.  He decided on the former, knowing he 

would regret missing a minute of Simonina’s slow-motion execution.  As he reached for the intercom 

button, it startled him by buzzing.  “Yes?” 

“Mr. President, the American Ambassador wishes to speak to you.” 

“Go ahead, put him on.” 

“He’s not on the phone, sir.  He’s in the building.” 

The president frowned.  That’s very odd, he thought.  He came over from the embassy, without 

checking to see if I was even in my office, let alone had time free to talk to him?  Well, the president 

thought, obviously he can’t come in here.  “I will call him on my mobile phone.  I trust he didn’t forget 

his own, in his haste to come visit.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

The president pulled his mobile out of his pocket, thumbed down to Ambassador Kenner in his 

contact list, and sent the call. 

Kenner answered promptly.  “Yes, Mr. President?” 

“I must apologize, Mr. Ambassador, after you’ve gone to the trouble of coming here.  I’m afraid 

I’m quite busy just now, but I can have my staff make an appointment for you first thing tomorrow.” 
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“I apologize as well, Mr. President, but this is something that can’t wait.  The contract for the 

fighter jets is in trouble.” 

Gerov shook his head.  “But we signed that.  It’s all done.” 

“Apparently there is trouble about it in the Senate.  I believe we can save it, but we must talk 

immediately.” 

The president ground his teeth, silently.  After a pause, he said, “Very well.  Obviously General 

Perelenko should be involved as well.  I will order a limousine.  I invite you to ride with me to the 

general’s headquarters, and we can all discuss it there.” 

“I’m with General Perelenko now, Mr. President.”  Gerov blinked.  If Perelenko is there too, he 

thought, why wasn’t I told that?  The ambassador continued, “We’re both standing not fifty meters from 

where you’re sitting.  Time is short.  If I may come down to your office, I believe we can clear this up 

quickly.” 

“I…  Meeting in my office would not be necessary.  There is a conference room that is closer to 

where you are now.  I will have my staff open it for you, and I can be there in minutes.” 

***** 

Rudy Kenner would have laughed, if the situation were not so serious.  The president’s 

reluctance, even his pauses, were telling Kenner everything he wanted to know. 

Okay, Rudy, he told himself.  Firm voice.  Put the full power of the government of the United 

States behind it.  “Mr. President:  We can meet now, in your office,” he said, putting special emphasis on 

the last three words, “Or we can watch the contract be voided by Senate action.” 

***** 

Shit, the president thought.  Shit, shit.  And on further reflection:  Shit! 

Does he know? a voice inside him demanded.  Could he somehow know? 

The president closed his eyes, his mind spinning.  Either the man knows, he thought, or he 

doesn’t.  If he doesn’t, refusing to meet him here will stir up suspicions that weren’t there before, and 

that may be just as bad as him already knowing. 

The president worked to keep his voice steady.  “Very well, Mr. Ambassador.  But I will require 

five… make that ten minutes.  There are sensitive documents on my desk.  I will need time to put them 

all away.” 

“Ten minutes will be fine, Mr. President.” 

The president squeezed his eyes shut as he ended the call.  He rose from his desk, went to the 

door to the nurses’ ward, and yanked it open. 

He heard a collection of gasps from inside the private rooms.  One of the nurses, what was her 

name, Veronika, stood in her doorway gaping at him, her face a mask of fear. 
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He pointed behind him into his office.  “I need the big mannequin out of there.  Bring her in 

here.”  He swept his arm in a gesture, as if bringing the woman in through the door were a difficult 

concept that needed to be illustrated.  “And bring a bedsheet.  The largest one in here.” 

The other nurses were standing in their doorways as well now, looking stunned.  They didn’t 

move until he snapped, “Now!” 

***** 

The nurses all started to run for the office door.  Raisa tapped the other two on their shoulders.  

“I’ll find a sheet.”  They nodded and hurried on. 

Zlata and Veronika, of course, found Rachel exactly where they had left her.  Zlata wondered 

where the patch on her back had come from, but decided that wasn’t important now.  Veronika, already 

almost breathless, managed to gasp out, “Should we straighten her out?  Easier to carry?” 

Zlata shook her head.  “Just pick her up like this.  We might need to put her back.  And don’t tip 

her.  We want the candy bowl to stay in her lap.”  On opposite sides of Rachel, each put a hand under 

Rachel’s thigh and another on her back to steady her, lifted her up, and carried her through the door. 

Raisa had taken a clean sheet for her bed from her drawer.  She unfolded it.  “Will this be big 

enough, sir?” 

He examined it critically.  “I believe so.  What’s her problem?”  He was looking into Larisa’s 

room. 

Raisa looked in, shocked to see Larisa completely motionless on her bed, curled up in a fetal 

position.  She was fairly sure Larisa didn’t take naps that way.  This really doesn’t look good, she 

thought.  “I’m not sure, sir.  We haven’t heard anything from her since we came back to our rooms.” 

He shrugged, dismissing the subject, and went back to his office, signaling for Raisa to follow.  

The others came in behind her after depositing Rachel on the cot. 

“Do you want us to move… the smaller one, too?”  That came from Zlata. 

“No,” he snapped.  “I don’t want her dripping water all over the floor.  Just cover her up.”  He 

gestured at Raisa, holding the sheet. 

Raisa quickly shook out the sheet, and the others helped her drape it over the water-tank 

assembly.  It was big enough to cover it completely. 

“Now go back.  Wait…”  The president listened for a moment.  The sound of dribbling water was 

clearly audible.  He threw off the sheet, located the cap for the water pipe and screwed it on, stopping 

the flow.  He gestured at the nurses.  “Put it back.” 

They re-draped the sheet, and hurried out in response to another impatient gesture. 

***** 
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Alone now, the president sat in the soft chair behind his big desk, dabbed at his forehead with a 

tissue, and took several deep breaths.  As his heart rate approached normal, he leaned forward and 

pressed the button on his intercom.  “The ambassador and the general may come down now.” 

  



445 
 

CHAPTER 44 

The president heard the ambassador just outside the door, exchanging pleasantries with Ivan.  

“And how is your niece, Ivan?” 

“Much better, Mr. Ambassador.  Back at home now.” 

“Very good to hear.” 

The door opened, and Ivan looked at the president.  “The American ambassador, sir.”  The 

president could see Ivan’s eyes stray for just an instant to the cloth-draped assembly at the side of the 

room, and Ivan made a small nod, probably unconsciously.  He looked relieved. 

The president put on his most obsequious smile.  “Yes, show him in, Ivan.  Thank you.”  He rose 

from his chair and walked around his desk, his hand held outward, and said in English, “Good to see you 

as always, Mr. Kenner.  I am sure any problems with your Senate can be dealt with successfully.” 

***** 

Trotting up the marble steps of the People’s House and stopping on them, two busloads of army 

soldiers, in blue and yellow formal dress uniforms, designed (so the story went) by Dimitri Gerov 

himself, using the colors of the Irkhetnian flag adopted after the country’s withdrawal from the Soviet 

Union, assembled in four lines of twenty-six men each, from top to bottom of the steps, two of the lines, 

one behind the other, facing the other two lines, with a five meter wide space between.  All one-

hundred-odd men stood at attention, rifles at port arms, giving the appearance of being an honor guard.  

People walking up and down the steps between the lines looked self-conscious, but not especially 

alarmed, generally assuming some formal ceremony was about to take place.  Perhaps an important 

foreign visitor was about to be received.  Formal ceremonies were fairly commonplace at the People’s 

House. 

At the top of the steps, in the shadow of the entrance, General Anatoly Perelenko stood looking 

down the steps at his men, holding a cell phone to his ear. 

***** 

Kenner shook the offered hand, sat in the seat in front of the desk, crossing one leg over the 

other, trying to look casually relaxed.  He responded to the president’s English greeting in Russian.  “No 

doubt, Mr. President.”  Just about a minute, he thought.  Give Ivan time to get away from the immediate 

area of the door so he can’t burst back in in an instant.  Kenner avoided looking towards the side of the 

room where the statues had been. 

The president looked puzzled.  Following Kenner’s lead, he resumed the conversation in Russian.  

“I thought you said General Perelenko was with you.” 

“He’ll be along,” Kenner offered vaguely. 

The president shrugged.  “Well, tell me the problem.  Is there information you need from me?  I 

would have thought General Perelenko could handle that on his own.” 
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Kenner stood, put his hands in his pockets, and began slowly pacing.  “Well, from the 

information we have, it appears most of the senators would be satisfied with a statement of exactly how 

the jets will be put to use.” 

The president’s brow wrinkled.  “Surely that is a question for Perelenko.  And in any case, we 

can’t know exactly how they will be used until they are needed to defend against a national emergency.  

It’s hard to predict in advance what the nature of such an emergency might be.” 

Kenner had let his steps take him gradually closer to a bulky object at the side of the room, 

covered in a sheet.  “I understand that.  It may be more accurately said to be a matter of stating how 

they won’t be used.  Are you able to give assurances that they will be used only in a defensive manner?” 

“Well, of course.  Irkhetnia is not exactly in a position to start trying to conquer its neighbors…” 

Kenner reached out quickly and jerked the cloth away, tossing it to the side.  He heard the 

president behind him gasp, “What are you doing??” 

Kenner’s jaw dropped.  Lord in Heaven, he thought to himself.  Talk about cutting it close! 

There was a girl – the Irkhet girl Anya, the little statue he remembered, now sitting in a glass-

enclosed tank half full of water, obviously being drained from another tank above her, which held 

sufficient remaining water to drown her.  So this, Kenner thought, is what they came up with, at the 

president’s demand.  The girl was as motionless as she had been that night he had seen her before, her 

expression completely blank.  Kenner wasn’t sure she was still alive until he saw her chest slowly rise 

and fall. 

He heard the president rushing up behind him, sputtering, “What makes you think…” 

Kenner spun and held up one finger, as if he was a father stopping a child’s tantrum.  

Remarkably, Gerov did stop, his eyes wide. 

The president turned and rushed back to his desk, punching savagely at the intercom.  “Ivan.  

Security detail.  Armed.  Now!” 

Kenner held up his cell phone, already live in a connection to General Perelenko.  “Don’t do 

anything too rash, Mr. President.  I have the U.S. State Department on the line.”  Pretending the phone 

connection went to his own people was a very effective safety net.  The president would know that, no 

matter what the provocation, he had to be careful with any foreign ambassador whose government 

could hear what was happening to him. 

Kenner glared at Gerov.  “Where is Rachel Preston?” 

The president was watching the door, waiting for his security men.  “I don’t even know who…” 

Kenner turned towards the room’s other door, the one behind the drowning tank.  That has to 

be the one the nurses use, he realized.  “What’s behind that door, Mr. President?” 

“You are very far overstepping the line, Mr. Ambassador.  Immunity in no sense allows…” 

Kenner strode forward and pulled the door open.  It was unlocked.  No reason to lock it on this 

side had been foreseen. 
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Inside the room behind the door, the decor matched reasonably closely what Kenner had 

expected.  And in the center of the room, sitting upright on a table, facing him… 

His hand shaking, Kenner raised the cell phone to his mouth, and choked out a single word in 

English.  “Confirmed.” 

He heard Perelenko respond in Russian, “Coming,” followed by the general issuing orders to his 

men.  A clatter of running boots ensued. 

Kenner watched as three women rushed out of different doors at the back and far side of the 

room, and stopped just beyond the doors, staring at the unknown intruder with stunned expressions.  

Kenner held up his hand, palm outwards, in a “stop” gesture.  He hoped it looked friendly rather than 

threatening. 

***** 

Dimitri Gerov never took long to make decisions. 

He knew that it was all over.  Thousands of miles away, the United States Government, listening 

to Rudy Kenner’s phone, already knew what Gerov had done with one of its citizens. 

He had planned for this day – not these exact circumstances, but he knew things would fall apart 

someday.  They always do.  Nothing lasts forever.  It was time to transition to the next phase of his life. 

He pulled his own cell phone from his pocket, thumbed in a number, and said, “Code one one 

six.  Repeat.  One one six.  Say that back to me.” 

He heard the voice from the other end of the connection say, “One one six.  Yes, sir.”  He 

thumbed the End button.  Taking a last look around the room and sighing, he quickly exited through the 

door.  He could hear a commotion down the hall.  Probably his security team coming.  Too late, he 

thought, for them to do any good.  Should have stationed them closer.  He turned in the opposite 

direction and headed down the hall. 

***** 

The nurses all looked terrified.  Kenner’s throat had tightened to the point where he wasn’t sure 

he could speak.  He moved around the table on which Rachel Preston sat, partly to avoid looking at the 

nude Preston, knowing she was powerless to hide herself.  He cleared his throat and said in Russian, 

“Where is Raisa Grozneva?” 

One of the nurses gasped and looked close to collapsing.  She stammered out tearfully, “Please, 

sir, please, Tatyana didn’t have anything to do with it.  I sent the message.  She didn’t know it was 

coming.  She didn’t know anything about it.  Please don’t hurt her!”  The other two spun towards her 

and stared, their jaws hanging loose.  One whispered, “What message??” 

Behind him, beyond the door, a group of men burst into the president’s office.  One came 

through the open door to the nurses’ ward, gun drawn.  He stopped, looking confused.  In a voice both 

threatening and puzzled, he asked, “Where is the president?” 

Kenner looked at the man in genuine surprise.  “Isn’t he in there?” 
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The man aimed his gun at Kenner.  “Turn to face me.  Hold your hands out away from your 

body.” 

A second squad of men ran in through the same door the first had used.  As they came into 

view, Kenner saw the parade uniforms, the rifles held ready, aimed at various members of the first 

group.  He smiled.  He heard Perelenko’s voice shouting, “Stand down!” 

The first group of men, looking shocked, lowered their weapons, recognizing superior authority 

– not so much that of the general, as imposing as he might be, but the greater number of men with the 

firepower of Kalashnikovs against a smaller number with handguns.  The one facing Kenner in the 

nurses’ ward said slowly, “What the hell is going on?”  He put his gun down quickly as a rifle was pointed 

at him. 

Perelenko looked into the ward from the doorway.  “Everything under control, Rudy?”  He saw 

Rachel, and looked away in embarrassment.  “Is that her?” 

The nurse standing beside Raisa Grozneva said, barely audibly, “Who are you people?” 

Kenner turned to her.  “My name is Rudolph Kenner.  I am the ambassador to Irkhetnia from the 

United States.” 

The nurse, her face instantly pale, went helplessly down on both knees.  Beside her, Raisa 

fainted altogether, collapsing in a heap on the floor. 

The third nurse knelt to help Raisa.  Kenner smiled at the one who’d spoken.  “I’ll explain 

everything, but there’s something I need to do first.” 

He came back around in front of Rachel, trying not to stare at her breasts.  As with the other girl, 

he could tell she was alive, now that he was close enough to see her breathing.  Her face was as frozen 

as the rest of her, her eyes unable to look up at him.  Squatting down to bring his face to her eye level, 

he said in English, “Rachel, I don’t know if you remember seeing me.  It was hard to tell if you did see 

me.  My name is Rudolph Kenner.  I was here that night, when you were statues.”  Surprising himself, he 

found his eyes were filling with tears.  “I’ve come to take you home.” 

***** 

Okay, I’m dreaming, thought Rachel.  But I still can’t move.  Usually I can move in my dreams. 

There wasn’t any of the feeling of a dream.  The cushion was soft enough to lie on, but it was 

hurting her butt to sit up on it in one posture for so long.  She concentrated on the ache.  It felt exactly 

like a butt ache should feel.  She decided tentatively this might really be happening. 

I do remember him now, she thought.  Maybe he doesn’t remember I had my eyes closed, but I 

know his voice.  So does that mean it’s real?  Or does it mean I’m dreaming? 

Anya!!  Oh God, where is Anya??  Is the water still running in?  Look, don’t just stand there 

staring at me!  Go help Anya! 

***** 
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Kenner pointed at the one nurse not occupied, the one who’d spoken to him.  “Oh, you’d better 

go bring the other one in here.”  The woman hurried off into the other room. 

Perelenko said, “Where is the president, Rudy?  Over the phone I heard you talking to him, so I 

know he was here.” 

Kenner looked up at him and blinked.  “Why is everybody asking where the president is?  Either 

he’s in there, or you ran into him on the way down here.” 

“No sign of him.”  He looked back into the president’s office, where one of his men shook his 

head and shrugged. 

He unclipped a walkie-talkie from his belt, and said into it, “Petrosyan, secure the main 

entrance, and all other exits.  Twenty men should be enough.  Let anyone enter and leave, except detain 

the president.  Tell him he is under arrest.” 

Kenner could hear a voice respond, “Sir, three helicopters just took off from the roof, all going in 

different directions.” 

Perelenko made an exasperated gesture.  “Shit!”  He spoke into the device again.  “Contact the 

airport.  I want radar tracking.” 

“Will do, sir, but they were all flying low to the ground.  I don’t think they’ll be on radar.” 

Perelenko rolled his eyes.  “Over and out.”  He looked at Kenner.  “Well, at least you got your 

bird.  I missed mine.  For now.” 

The nurse returned holding the smaller girl, still dripping water from her legs, and set her down 

on the table facing Rachel. 

Raisa was back on her feet now, still pale, partly supported by the third nurse.  “Mr. 

Ambassador…?” 

He turned to her.  “Yes, Raisa?” 

“There’s something I couldn’t put in the message.  It was just too dangerous, in case the wrong 

people found it…  Is the president really not in there?” 

Kenner looked at Perelenko, who checked at the door and turned back.  Perelenko said to 

Kenner, “Not unless he’s found a way to make himself invisible.  I’m going to guess he had to be in one 

of those helicopters.” 

Kenner looked back at Raisa, who seemed to be getting a little of her color back.  Raisa asked, “Is 

there a laptop computer on his desk?” 

Kenner had seen it.  He nodded. 

“Well, look for another one, in a drawer in the desk.  It’s really important.  We think… well, 

Rachel told us the president had a big organization dealing in illegal drugs.  And the information about it 

should be on that hidden laptop.  That’s all I know.” 

Kenner looked at her, his brow deeply furrowed.  “What?” 
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Raisa threw up her hands.  “Look, really, all I know is what I just said.  But it can’t hurt to look for 

it.” 

Kenner looked at Perelenko, who said, “Somehow it wouldn’t surprise me.”  He went through 

the door into the office. 

Kenner heard a locked drawer rattling, and a hushed conversation.  There followed a loud 

pounding, and a crashing sound.  One of the men said, “There we go.” 

Perelenko returned, holding a laptop, and showed it to Raisa.  “Is this it?” 

“I never saw it, sir.  I only know what Rachel said.” 

Perelenko said to Kenner, “I’ll have a hardware expert and a data transfer man look at it.  It may 

be password protected, and it could be rigged to wipe the hard drive if the wrong person uses it.  If 

anything can be recovered, we should know by tomorrow, I hope.” 

Kenner said, “Okay, let me make arrangements to get Miss Preston out of here.”  He ended the 

unneeded phone connection to the man who was now standing in the room with him and scrolled down 

to the embassy number on the contact list.  While the phone rang at the other end, he said, “We also 

need to figure out somehow where Miss…  errr, Anya belongs.” 

***** 

Zlata suddenly realized Rachel and Anya were about to be separated.  All she could think about 

was the three-blink signal constantly exchanged by both girls.  About Anya telling her that she had no 

one in her life but Rachel.  She said quickly, “Mr. Ambassador, sir, Anya belongs with Rachel!  You need 

to keep them together!” 

The ambassador put down his phone.  “Together?  Why?” 

Zlata’s mind spun with different arguments.  She knew how Rachel and Anya felt about each 

other, but realized that might not be enough.  “She told me they’re family.  They’re…  I didn’t get this for 

sure, I think they might be cousins.  Anya was going to go back to America with Rachel.” 

The ambassador blinked.  “She told you.  Oh!  You must be Zlata.” 

Zlata gaped at him.  “Ummm…  Zlata Chermanova, yes sir.  How did you…  Oh.”  She looked at 

Raisa. 

Raisa smiled weakly.  “I got a note to my cousin, Tatyana.  I was afraid to tell you, afraid it 

wouldn’t work and we’d all be in trouble.”  She looked at the ambassador.  “Is Tatyana okay?” 

The ambassador smiled at her.  “She was playing chess with my receptionist when I left.” 

Raisa giggled. 

He turned back to Zlata.  “Family, you say?  Are you sure?” 

Zlata decided she was as far out on that limb as she wanted to go.  A different tack had occurred 

to her.  “I don’t know anything about them for sure, sir, except for one thing.  I think Rachel must be 

right about the drug dealing.  I think knowing about that must be what got her in trouble in the first 
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place.  If it’s all true, you really owe a huge debt to her.”  She looked him directly in the eye, somehow 

seeming in that moment to be the one authority figure in the room.  “And she’ll never forgive you if you 

take her away and leave Anya behind.” 

***** 

Kenner stared at her for several seconds.  Then he nodded.  He put his phone to his ear, and 

heard a puzzled David Branch asking, as if worried about the extended lack of response, “Rudy, you 

there?” 

He spoke in Russian, so that Zlata would understand.  “Here, David.  I’m going to want to 

evacuate two patients to… well, see if we can get them cleared for the hospital at Ramstein Air Base, in 

Germany.  And send Dr. Shayes here, please.”  Ellen Shayes was the chief medical officer assigned to the 

embassy. 

“Two??  You found them both?” 

“Not Amanda Forrest, if that’s what you mean.  I have Rachel Preston, and the other girl here, 

Anya.  We’ll get the last name later.  But clear them both for Ramstein.” 

“This Anya isn’t a citizen, is she?” 

“I’ll take responsibility.  Get as far as you can without raising that question, and refer any 

problems with it to me.” 

“On it.” 

Zlata spoke up again.  “If you have a doctor coming, maybe he could look at Larisa?” 

“Where is Larisa?” 

Zlata led him to the door of Larisa’s room.  “I think she’s in trouble.  She’s been curled up like 

that and hasn’t moved all morning.  Since we set up…”  She pointed back to the office, looking 

uncomfortable.  “You know.” 

“I’ll make sure Dr. Shayes looks at her.”  He looked at Raisa.  “Did you find out anything about 

Amanda Forrest?  That would be the ‘Mandiy’ you mentioned in the message.  Did Rachel ever say 

where she is?” 

Raisa looked at the others, and shook her head along with them.  “We just guess she’s probably 

still at the prison.” 

Perelenko said, “I can check on that.  Which prison was it?” 

Zlata looked at the ceiling, searching her memory for the name.  “Trevachevski.” 

Perelenko rolled his eyes.  “I was afraid of that.” 

Kenner gave him a worried look.  “Why, what’s wrong?” 

“It’s Gerov’s special prison.  It’s a military prison, but it’s outside my chain of command.” 

Kenner gaped at him.  “How is anything military ‘outside your chain of command’?” 
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“That’s just how it was.  The commandant of that prison reports to Gerov personally.”  Looking 

uncomfortable, he went on, “I’m not even sure exactly where the place is.  I believe I can find people 

who would probably know.  Meanwhile I should work on putting together a statement about the 

situation to go out on television.” 

The third of the nurses spoke up.  “Sir?  General?”  Perelenko nodded, and she went on, “I think 

I can find it.  We went there once, and I’m really good at remembering places I’ve been.  We’d have to 

fly there in helicopters, though, the way I went before.  I wouldn’t know what roads to use, and it’s way 

up in the mountains.  I don’t think there’s any roads that go all the way.” 

Kenner bit his lip.  “Anatoly, I understand about the announcement, but is there any way you 

could give this priority?  We don’t know where Gerov is, and I’m sure he feels cornered.  He might 

decide to go to this prison and hold Forrest as a hostage, for leverage.  If he’s trying to get there 

underneath the radar, you might beat him there.”  He looked at the nurse.  “You must be Veronika.” 

She smiled.  “Yes, sir.” 

“Could you draw the general a map of how to get there?” 

She shook her head.  “I’d have to see landmarks along the way.  And my medical training can 

help.  There could be women there in bad shape.  Don’t trust the prison doctor.”  She spoke 

emphatically.  “He’s a monster.” 

Kenner gave Perelenko a pleading look.  “This may be the only way to protect Forrest.  And your 

last chance to find Gerov.” 

Perelenko took out his cell phone.  “I’ll order up three helicopters.  I’m making a guess that 

thirty armed men should be sufficient.  I’ll need to leave most of my men here to keep this building 

secure.”  He looked at Veronika.  “And yes, you come along too.” 
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CHAPTER 45 

Dimitri Gerov, sadly suspecting that he was already considered the former president of 

Irkhetnia, and that American troops were probably swarming into the People’s House at this moment, 

looked nervously out the window of the chopper.  The trip he was making probably wouldn’t have been 

possible without GPS navigation for the helicopter: the chopper had made sharp directional changes 

before and after passing within sight of any town or highway of any significance, so that any 

eyewitnesses would give a misleading account of its direction, and the destination was a place not 

previously seen by the pilot. 

Gerov felt a light tap on his elbow, and the pilot then pointed ahead and leaned close to be 

heard.  “Would that be it, Mr. President?” 

Gerov nodded.  The pilot nodded back, and began descending.  He landed the chopper adjacent 

to a run-down wooden shack, stirring up a cloud of dust. 

As the rotor blades slowed and the dust settled, the pilot asked, “Will you need any help here, 

Mr. President, or should I just return to base?” 

From a briefcase that had been left for him under his seat, and which he had unlocked during 

the flight, Gerov removed a small handgun.  The sound of its firing was nearly deafening in the enclosed 

space of the cockpit.  As the pilot slumped forward, Gerov said quietly, “No, and no.” 

***** 

Yelena paced back and forth in her small room, wringing her hands.  The television monitor on 

the wall had gone dead after Marya had been removed from the other room, and Yelena felt frantic to 

know what was being done to her daughter.  She had remained motionless on her bed for a time, too 

upset to consider moving, but her lethargy had given way to an unwelcome energy that couldn’t find a 

target.  It seemed hours had gone by, though she wasn’t confident in her present ability to judge time. 

Trying to tear her mind away from speculation about what was being done to Marya at this 

moment left her considering her own future.  She would be kept with the general prison population on 

those days between sessions torturing Marya, while Marya recovered, unconscious.  She considered the 

prospect of what would happen to her there – spending her days at hard labor, with the guards regularly 

raping her after the work was done. 

The rapes, she was sure, would be rougher and more painful than those she had experienced so 

far.  The men would no longer have a reason to pretend they had her permission.  And they would 

probably rape her more often than the other inmates.  Considering who she was. 

Yelena discovered there was a limit to the height her terror could climb.  It hit that plateau and 

remained. 

***** 

Gerov breathed more easily after crossing the border.  The car he was driving had been hidden 

in a small shed next to the wooden shack.  In the shack there had been more supplies, supplementing 
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those in the briefcase.  It was regrettable about the pilot, he thought.  But it was not the time to trust 

anyone.  The pilot might have radioed his location after dropping him off.  As it was now, the helicopter 

would still eventually be found, but much too late to threaten him. 

The photo in his Polish passport, which he presented at the border, matched his appearance.  

He had shaved off his mustache.  The hat he wore, one of those long-billed ones that shaded his face 

somewhat, covered a wig of shaggy hair that made him appear the factory worker he would claim to be 

if asked.  Poland being a European Union member, no visa for entering Irkhetnia would be required of a 

Polish visitor, and no paperwork was involved in his return.  He knew enough Polish to get by, and the 

border officials did not turn out to be overly inquisitive in any case.  He was quickly waved through. 

A highway sign informed him that it was four hundred kilometers to Warsaw.  There, with a 

French passport, he would catch a plane that would take him sufficiently close to his eventual 

destination, an island off the French coast.  An island he owned in its entirety, under a name different 

from the one on the French passport. 

Money would never be a worry.  The talents of Lieutenant Kardovski had seen to that.  

Kardovski had served as Gerov’s accountant for the drug empire, funneling the proceeds untraceably 

into bank accounts overseas to which Gerov had access – Gerov alone, now, since he had received 

coded confirmation during his helicopter flight that Kardovski was dead in a tragic accident.  Soon, as a 

final step in securing the money, Gerov would transfer the funds to a French bank, in an account opened 

under the name he would be using.  If Kardovski had carelessly left any written record of the account 

numbers, those accounts would soon be closed anyway.  The original bank’s privacy policies would 

prevent them telling anyone where the money had gone. 

He regretted leaving the laptop in his desk, but decided it didn’t matter.  That was another part 

of his life he was leaving behind forever.  It had served its purpose.  Probably no one finding the laptop 

would understand the significance of anything on it, without knowing the context beforehand, but it 

couldn’t endanger him now, in any case. 

Gerov smiled.  He believed he would actually enjoy his new life more than the old one.  There 

would be no lack of women.  Even ones he could torture.  He found himself getting hard as he drove on. 

***** 

Yelena yelped when the door suddenly opened.  General Karozki said, “Come with me.” 

“What have you done with Marya?” 

“Nothing, as yet.  The doctor has been occupied, but he is ready now.  I would like you to 

watch.” 

With no other option she could determine, Yelena followed him as he walked down the hall to 

the infirmary.  She had to see Marya. 

On entering the infirmary, Yelena sucked in an astonished breath.  She could see Marya on her 

back on one slab, Doctor Tourachev standing immediately behind it.  Between Yelena and Marya there 
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was another slab, occupied by another unconscious, naked woman, whom Yelena had instantly 

recognized. 

Irina Novocheva! she thought in amazement.  But she has been dead nearly a year… 

Of course, Yelena thought, nearly laughing despite her fear.  She’s dead in the same way Marya 

and I are dead.  Very likely every inmate here is officially dead, some more publicly than others. 

Yelena hurried around Novocheva’s slab, stopping when the doctor held up one hand.  “I am 

going to require you to remain at that distance.  The procedure I am about to begin is easy, but I will still 

need concentration.” 

Beside the doctor was a tray containing several instruments, including, it appeared, a needle 

and a supply of course thread.  She couldn’t recognize the purpose of the other instruments, but she 

knew what the needle and thread were for. 

I’ll never hear my baby talk again, she thought in despair.  They’re going to make me watch him 

cement her jaw shut and sew up her lips.  And I’ll never see her beautiful eyes, so full of love, looking at 

me. 

Tears flooded from Yelena’s eyes.  A much larger flood threatened to burst forth from her 

bladder.  She clamped down hard, not wanting that humiliation on top of everything else. 

At the side of the room behind her, two of the doctor’s medical technicians currently on duty 

stood watching with their arms folded.  The general remained by the door. 

The doctor reached for an instrument on the tray.  It appeared to be a device intended to hold 

Marya’s mouth open while he worked. 

Yelena was startled by an urgent-sounding knock on the outer door.  The doctor, annoyed at the 

interruption, looked and saw that the door was unlocked.  “I thought you would lock that,” he snapped 

at the general. 

Without invitation, the door opened.  The general’s aide, Captain Shevchenko, stood there 

looking puzzled, and addressed the general.  “There are three helicopters approaching, sir.” 

The general frowned.  “No deliveries or prisoner arrivals scheduled?” 

“No sir, and they are not the type of choppers deliveries or prisoners arrive in.  They don’t have 

prison system markings.  They’re military.  And they’re quite large.” 

The general stared at him, his brow furrowed.  He turned to the doctor.  “I apologize for the 

interruption.  I did hope to watch the procedure, but I’ll need to look into this.  I know you’re eager to 

start, so just carry on.”  He left the room, the captain following on his heels. 

The doctor sighed in exasperation.  “At least I can prevent any more interruptions.”  He came 

around the slabs with the two prone women, headed for the door.  His assistants had both moved to 

lock it as well, but held back as he walked past them. 
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The thought suddenly flashed through Yelena’s mind:  My daughter is in terrible danger, and just 

for the moment, suddenly no one is watching me.  And whatever I do now, how can they possibly punish 

me?  What could they do to me or to Marya to make our lives still worse? 

There was a clipboard, holding papers full of scribblings, on the table holding Novocheva.  As the 

doctor busied himself with the lock, Yelena rounded the table while picking up the clipboard, took two 

darting steps forward and swung the clipboard with all her strength at the back of the doctor’s head. 

The doctor collapsed, his head hitting the floor with a loud cracking sound that froze everyone in 

the room for a moment.  Yelena then spun towards the two assistants, both still too shocked to move.  

She brandished the clipboard, backing away, putting Novocheva’s table between herself and them, and 

snarled, “Stay back!” 

Out of the corner of her eye, she spotted something useful: on a tray on the counter along the 

side of the room, there was a collection of scalpels.  Much better, she thought.  As the assistants came 

towards her, splitting up to round the table on opposite sides, she lunged for the tray and grabbed the 

largest of the scalpels. 

She spun back to face them, scalpel in hand, holding it like a switchblade in an alley fight.  “I said 

stay back!” 

Both men froze, alarm on their faces, and took a step back.  The thought ran through the back of 

her mind:  Trained soldiers might be able to take me.  But these two know nothing about deadly fights. 

She took a step forward, and said through gritted teeth, “Get out.” 

When they hesitated, she advanced another step and screamed it.  “Get out!!”  Using the 

scalpel as a pointer, she indicated the unconscious doctor.  “And take the garbage with you!” 

The two men looked at each other.  One shrugged and bent down towards the doctor.  The 

other, keeping a close eye on Yelena, reached blindly behind him for the doorknob, fumbling to unlock it 

and at last opening it.  Yelena took another step closer.  With sudden urgency, both men bent over to 

pick up the doctor, and they backed out into the hallway carrying him, watching Yelena all the while. 

Yelena rushed forward, slapped the door closed and locked it. 

She looked around the room for something she could use to barricade the door.  Nothing 

moveable was bulky enough, other than the slabs Novocheva and Marya were resting on.  Even those 

wouldn’t stop anyone for long. 

She went to Marya’s table and, since it was on wheels, she pushed it into the doctor’s inner 

office. 

The desk, she thought.  Yes, that would work better.  She locked the office door, pushed Marya’s 

table alongside the desk, got behind the desk and, grunting with effort, inched it along the floor until it 

was up against the door. 

There was a rack with several lab coats in the corner.  I am so, so, so tired of showing my body 

to everyone, she thought.  She shrugged into one of the coats and buttoned it, covering herself for the 

first time in months.  She draped a second one over Marya. 
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She discovered she could wedge the coatrack between the desk and the opposite wall.  It would 

be impossible for any number of men to push the desk out of the way of the door now.  They would 

have to smash the door itself to splinters to get in. 

Yelena began to wonder what to do next.  She was trapped in the doctor’s office with her 

unconscious daughter.  She couldn’t stay there forever, without food or water.  As soon as the general 

finished dealing with whatever this unexpected problem was, he would turn to the problem of Yelena.  

Eventually, his men would succeed in breaking through the door.  Yelena couldn’t make herself imagine 

the mysterious helicopters could be of any help to her, not after every hope she had ever had had been 

smashed and ground underfoot.  Probably Dimitri, she thought, arriving in style.  Just like him to pay a 

surprise visit. 

She did have the scalpel, but it would be of limited use against the number of men who would 

probably break in.  Those medical technicians were probably already telling the general what had 

happened.  She would probably not have to wait here long. 

I will have to use the scalpel to kill myself, she thought, surprised at her calm acceptance of the 

idea.  

But I can’t leave Marya alone with them.  I can’t let them subject her to a lifetime of 

unspeakable agony.  I will have to kill her first. 

That idea did not find calm acceptance. 

Tears burst from her eyes.  She knew how much strength from within herself would be required.  

She hoped she would have enough. 

But if I could just kill the general, she suddenly thought. 

She didn’t know why she hadn’t thought of that first.  She had no confidence she could make 

herself kill her daughter, but if an opportunity arose to rid the world of General Karozki, she would act 

without any regret. 

He will probably not come to the door himself, she told herself.  When they break in, it will just 

be a squad of men he assigned, while he stays in his office dealing with this other issue. 

But he might come himself. 

They would try to talk to her before breaking through the doctor’s door.  If she could determine 

that the general was at the door, she would open the door herself.  She would look resigned and 

contrite.  Until she stabbed him. 

She bent to kiss Marya on the lips.  The all-too-familiar tingling began between her legs.  The 

urge, the need, came over her, to embrace Marya, to stroke her skin.  She hadn’t been able to so much 

as touch Marya since yesterday.  She wanted to toss aside the coat covering Marya, to lay full length 

atop her until she woke up.  And eventually she will wake up, Yelena thought, if they leave me alone 

long enough.  We could make love one last time.  I could feel her lips move against mine, her tongue 

rubbing mine, feel her fingers giving me pleasure between my legs… 
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Yelena squeezed her eyes tightly shut and pushed her fantasies away, furious with herself.  I 

can’t do that now.  I can’t do it ever again.  She’s not Hélène anymore.  She doesn’t want me the way I 

want her. 

Yelena stood tensely over Marya, the scalpel poised to cut Marya’s throat if necessary.  If she 

could work up the courage.  Her tears dropped onto the coat covering her daughter. 

***** 

Captain Shevchenko relayed the message from the guards at the gate.  “Men in formal dress 

uniforms getting out of the choppers, sir.  About thirty of them.  There is a general commanding them.”  

He quirked a puzzled smile at General Karozki.  “Not easy to imagine what they’re planning to do here, 

dressed like that.  A second layer of mystery, on top of them arriving to begin with.” 

Karozki shook his head.  He hated departures from the prison’s standard routine, and he’d never 

encountered one as baffling.  “Whatever they’re planning, they can’t do it here without President 

Gerov’s authorization.  Keep the gate closed.  Don’t respond to them.  Whatever they might say counts 

for nothing without confirmation from the president that they belong here.”  He tried again to signal the 

president directly.  The lack of response was another puzzle.  He must be out of his office for some 

reason, thought the general, though he usually leaves an away message when that happens.  

He tried sending a signal to Ivan Polichev at the People’s House.  He blinked in surprise.  No 

response from Ivan either. 

The explanation came on him in an instant.  There has been a coup.  The president is not in 

power.  The men outside are here to take over operation of the prison. 

The general shook his head again.  That makes no sense.  Everything was all right this morning.  

If there has been a coup, it has occurred in the last few hours.  And their first priority is to take over a 

women’s prison in the remote mountains? 

He tried reaching the president again. 

***** 

General Perelenko watched as Major Vlatchko stepped carefully along the slippery crust of 

snow, returning from the gate.  “No response, sir.  Obviously the place is occupied.”  In the silence of the 

mountains, the humming of an electrical generator could easily be heard.  “We don’t have anything like 

the firepower needed to break in.  And we’re not in a position to set up a siege.  They could easily 

outlast us.” 

Perelenko frowned.  He felt sure putting in a personal appearance at the gate wouldn’t help.  It 

was doubtful his authority carried weight here.  At least, he thought, we seem to have beaten Gerov 

here, if he intended to come here – certainly there would have been another helicopter on the cleared 

landing area when they’d arrived, the one that had brought Gerov. 

I really should get back to the capital, he told himself.  I need to make that television broadcast.  

I could leave one of the choppers here for the present, with enough men to arrest Gerov if he does show 

up.  If he’s not here by the end of the day, I’ll make plans for a more effective assault tomorrow. 
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He felt a tap on his elbow.  “General, sir?”  It was Veronika.  He nodded to her, and she went on, 

“Somewhere around here, there would be a room at the edge of the mountain with a wall-to-wall glass 

window.”  She closed her eyes, remembering the horrors of that video she and the other nurses had 

watched.  The one that had terrified Larisa so.  “They send prisoners out from there to gather up pine 

straw.”  She shivered violently.  “They send them out naked.” 

He gaped at her, then decided he shouldn’t feel surprised.  Everything he’d seen or heard today 

had verified every suspicion he’d ever had about Dimitri Gerov. 

Veronika continued, “Anyway, if it’s glass, you could probably break in there.  Couldn’t you?” 

Perelenko thought about it.  The glass would probably be thick and layered, for insulation 

against the cold, but it seemed doubtful it would be tempered to the point of being able to stand up 

against gunfire.  No one could ever have anticipated an armed attack here. 

“Where is it, from here?” 

Veronika shook her head.  “I’m sorry, sir, I just have no way to know.  I was never actually there.  

I just saw it on video.  Oh!!  Wait!  There’s also a greenhouse!  I don’t know why I didn’t think of it.  I did 

go there.”  She closed her eyes, trying to remember the sequence of turns that had taken her there from 

the main gate, her hands vaguely pantomiming her progress down various corridors.  Still with her eyes 

closed, she said, “It’s not really very far.”  She opened her eyes and pointed to the left.  “I think it would 

be around on the other side of that outcropping there.  About… fifty, maybe sixty meters, along the 

edge of the mountain.” 

Perelenko turned back to the major.  “Vlatchko, take two men with you, around that corner.  

See if you spot this greenhouse, but try not to be seen from there.” 

Vlatchko did not look thrilled – beyond the helicopter landing area, the snow was about two 

feet deep – but nodded and saluted.  “Yes, sir.” 

Vlatchko returned, high-stepping through the snow with his men, about fifteen minutes later.  

“It’s there.  We could see prisoners…”  He blinked at the memory of seeing the naked women in chains 

shuffling around inside the greenhouse, “And a few guards.  We’ll have to warn them all away from the 

glass, but there shouldn’t be a problem getting in.” 

Perelenko nodded.  “We’ll take all the men.  They’re not doing any good at the gate.”  He turned 

to Veronika.  “You come too.  I assume you can show us how to get to the administrative offices from 

there.” 

She gulped.  She wasn’t exactly dressed for going out in this kind of weather.  But none of the 

men were either.  And at least, she told herself, I’m not naked.  “Yes, sir.  And the infirmary.  That’s most 

likely where Amanda Forrest would be, if they’re preparing her to be another mannequin.” 

“Oh, sir?”  Vlatchko looked uncomfortable.  “I’d better tell all the men, before we go, what they 

should expect to see.  It’ll be… well, kind of distracting.” 

Perelenko nodded.  “Do so.  I’ll make sure the men know distraction isn’t an option.”  He 

stepped out of the chopper, Veronika behind him. 
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***** 

Yelena almost screamed when the deafening crash announced the demise of the infirmary door.  

Within seconds, she was sure, they would be pounding on the office door.  She wondered how long her 

barricade would last.  Perhaps only minutes, she told herself despairingly. 

She bit her lip, trying to hold back sobs.  She realized now, at the end of her brief interval of 

freedom, that killing the general, as satisfying as it would be, was an impossible dream.  They would 

never let her get close to him.  They had always been so wary of any aggressive move she might possibly 

make, and had always taken action to preempt it beforehand. 

There was only a lifetime of misery and pain ahead of her, and pure endless agony for Marya.  It 

was time now, while her barricade was effective.  She must cut Marya’s throat, and then her own.  

Along the side of the neck, near the front, she thought.  Both sides.  That’s where the carotids are, I 

think.  If I sever them, she’ll bleed out too fast for them to save her.  Yelena held the scalpel in a 

quavering hand over Marya, not even able to see her through the tears.  Marya will never know, she 

told herself.  They put her to sleep this morning.  She will simply never wake up.  Such a peaceful death 

for her would infuriate Dimitri.  At least there is that, thought Yelena. 

In the silence as she steeled herself, she heard an astonished voice through the door:  “My God, 

it’s Irina Novocheva!” 

So deep was Yelena’s concentration on preparing to mercy-kill her daughter that it took several 

seconds for a rational voice within herself to break through into her conscious mind:  Who, the voice 

asked, could possibly not have known they would find Novocheva here?  Surely every member of the 

staff knew she was an inmate. 

As Yelena’s mind began slowly working again, another thought came through.  She had been so 

ready for the inner door to come crashing in on her that she hadn’t been properly surprised to hear the 

outer door broken open.  But it doesn’t make sense, she told herself.  They would just use a key.  She 

had locked both doors instinctively, seeking out the feeling of safety a locked door could give her, but 

had realized soon after that it was pointless.  Her barricade would hold them off for a time, but surely 

they wouldn’t find the locks an obstacle. 

She left Marya and crept towards the door, listening to the hushed conversation through it. 

***** 

Vlatchko stood with his hands on his hips, biting his lip, looking at Novocheva.  “Well, I don’t 

know what this Amanda Forrest looks like, but I know for sure this isn’t her.  Do you know anywhere else 

she might be?” 

Veronika looked helplessly at the nude woman stretched out on the slab.  Clearly she was 

unconscious but alive – it was easy to see the girl’s chest rising and falling as she breathed.  “I’m sorry.  I 

only know a few places here.  For most of the time we just went between here and the main office.”  

She frowned in thought.  Could Novocheva be the “mannequin” being sent to replace Anya, instead of 

the Forrest girl?  That would explain what she was doing here in the infirmary. 
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There was one way to find out.  Veronika put one hand on the unconscious girl’s shoulder, and 

her other hand underneath her upper arm.  She lifted – grunting in a moment as she worked against the 

abnormal resistance, which already suggested the answer to her question – and gradually managed to 

lift the girl’s arm, rotating it at the shoulder.  She let go.  The arm remained upraised.  “Okay.  This girl is 

going to need to be evacuated to the People’s House as soon as possible.” 

Vlatchko blinked.  “Why there?  Not a hospital?” 

Veronika shook her head.  “She needs to be cared for by people who are trained for her… 

condition.  Other than the doctor here, there are only three medical professionals that I know of who 

would understand exactly what they’re dealing with and have been trained to handle it.  I’m one, and 

the other two are back at the People’s House, where we’ve already got a facility with everything we’d 

need.” 

Vlatchko nodded, then looked up quickly in surprise at the sound of a quavery voice behind the 

closed door opposite the entrance.  “C-could you tell me who you are, please?” 

Vlatchko approached the door.  “Major Yuri Vlatchko, Special Forces Team B.” 

“What are you doing here?” 

“Securing the prison.  The president has been deposed.  We are acting under the authority of 

General Anatoly Perelenko to search for a missing American woman who may be on the premises.” 

After a prolonged silence, the woman asked, her voice a near-whisper now, “Who is your 

commanding officer on the scene?  I need to speak to him.” 

“General Perelenko, ma’am.” 

“He’s commanding a team in the field??” 

Vlatchko turned to give his men a wide-eyed look, and turned back to the door.  “It sounds like 

you know him, ma’am.” 

“I…  Yes.  I guess you could say that.”  It was Vlatchko’s impression that she was now trying to 

hold back a wild laugh, and only half succeeding.  “I’m Yelena Gerova.” 

Vlatchko’s jaw dropped.  He whirled to face his men, and said in the softest possible whisper, 

“Could she be joking?”  He encountered only dumbfounded looks. 

Veronika put her hand on his arm, her own eyes locked on the door in amazement.  “Major, we 

knew Marya Gerova was here.  We think she was killed here, not in an accident like they said.  We 

should have figured out her mother was here too.” 

Vlatchko gave her a long look, and turned back to the door.  “Madame Gerova, do you know 

where your daughter is?” 

“She’s in here with me.  I’ve got the door barricaded.  Please, could you go get General 

Perelenko?  When I hear his voice I’ll open the door.” 
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Vlatchko gestured vaguely at one of the men behind him.  “Popov, go find the general and tell 

him what’s happening.” 

***** 

Perelenko stood behind two of his men, both facing the door marked “Gen. Vitaly Karozki, 

Commandant.”  Both the men stood with rifles aimed at the door.  Two more men in similar poses faced 

the door on the other side. 

Perelenko spoke firmly enough to be heard through the door without shouting.  “General 

Karozki, you are under my authority now.  I ask you again to open this door and relinquish command of 

this prison.”  Again, silence was the only response from behind the door. 

Perelenko sighed in frustration.  He was hesitant to have his men shoot their way through the 

door. 

Perelenko and the rest of the men flinched at the sudden sound of a single gunshot from the 

other side of the door.  As the men across from Perelenko looked up at him for instructions, a voice from 

inside cried out, “Shit!” Moments later, the same voice said, “You outside, don’t shoot, please.  I’m 

opening the door.” 

There was a rattling at the latch, and very slowly, the door opened partway.  A colonel, his face 

ashen, stood looking out from the doorway.  When he determined that the men he faced intended to 

hold their fire, he opened the door wider. 

Perelenko quickly surveyed the room.  On the right side of the room, a gray-haired man in a lab 

coat lay on his back on the floor, tended by two younger similarly-coated men kneeling on either side.  

The older man’s head was cushioned by a rolled-up topcoat.  There was a large stain of fresh blood on 

the topcoat.  Beyond an open door to an inner office, a man in a uniform with a general’s star lay, also 

on his back, his head surrounded by a pool of blood.  On the floor beside him was a handgun, his right 

index finger curled around its trigger.  Just outside the office, a captain was leaning back against the wall 

in a deep crouch, his face buried in his hands. 

Perelenko looked at the colonel, and read the nameplate on his uniform.  “Colonel… Timochev.  

Summarize what’s happened in here.  Is that Karozki in there?” 

Timochev gulped and nodded.  “Yes, sir.  He… well, you can see what he did.” 

Perelenko gestured at the older man on the floor.  “What about him?  He shoot himself too?” 

Timochev shook his head spastically.  He started to reply, but one of the kneeling men said, 

“Doctor Tourachev has a head injury.  Possible fracture.  We need to get him to a hospital.” 

Perelenko said, “We’re a long way from a hospital.  What’s wrong with your infirmary?” 

The other kneeling man muttered, “That crazy Gerova bitch chased us out of it.  She’s holed up 

in there.” 

Perelenko blinked.  Some relative of Gerov, perhaps?  It wasn’t impossible, he realized. 
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From the hallway, Corporal Popov entered the room and saluted.  In a you’re-not-going-to-

believe-this tone, the corporal said, “General, sir, Madame Yelena Gerova is barricaded in the infirmary.  

She wants to talk to you.” 

Perelenko stared at him, shaking his head unconsciously.  Not impossible at all, he decided.  

“Tell her I’ll be there shortly.  I need to establish some things here first.” 

Popov retreated down the hall, and Perelenko turned back to the colonel.  “Timochev, I’m here 

to locate an American citizen, Amanda Forrest.  I want you to show me where she is.” 

Timochev turned an even lighter shade, with a greenish tinge.  He leaned back against a wall to 

keep from fainting.  “Dead, sir.  Executed a few months ago.  Sir, she was a spy.”  Timochev went on 

defiantly, “She was tried and convicted legally.  We acted completely within the law.” 

Perelenko set his jaw, and muttered, “Well, there are laws and there are laws.”  More firmly, he 

asked, “What is your position here?” 

“Chief of staff, sir.” 

Perelenko nodded.  “I’m going to require your cooperation, which may help mitigate any 

punishment resulting from your trial in international court for crimes against humanity.”  He paused 

while Timochev gulped audibly, and went on.  “I want a census of the staff, all guards, all support 

personnel.  I’ll want you to account for every prisoner here, and show my men where they are.  If any 

need medical attention…”  He turned to the kneeling men.  “Either or both of you have medical 

training?” 

The one on the far side said, “Some, sir.  At about the level of a nurse.” 

He nodded.  “I’ve got a nurse here.  I need to take her with me, but you’ll take orders from her 

when she returns.  Until then, you are to meet any medical needs of the inmates, and report on any 

whose problems are beyond your skills.  Clear?”  Both men nodded. 

He turned back to Timochev.  “Colonel, start getting together documentation.  I’ll return 

shortly.”  He turned and walked towards the door, heading for the infirmary.  He stopped at the door 

and turned again.  “And get the women some clothes!”  He turned back into the corridor. 

***** 

General Perelenko, sitting beside the pilot of the chopper, looked behind him and shook his 

head in amazement.  Three people unconscious, in three completely different ways. 

Doctor Tourachev, Nurse Veronika suspected, was in a coma.  She had done what she could, 

more or less successfully, to stop the bleeding, but seemed skeptical of his chances.  You could never tell 

with head injuries, but this looked bad. 

The nurse was currently attending Irina Novocheva, whose existence still dumbfounded 

Perelenko.  According to Veronika, Novocheva was in the same state as Preston and the tiny Irkhet girl, 

and might not even be unconscious at all – Veronika said she had no way to tell.  The nurse was now 

speaking softly and reassuringly to the immobilized athlete, just in case. 
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At the rear of the chopper, still more astonishing, Dimitri Gerov’s wife and daughter sat quietly – 

Yelena sat, that is, and Marya lay across the rearmost seat in a drugged stupor, her head resting on her 

mother’s lap.  They had managed to find the girl a guard’s uniform in a small size; Yelena still wore only 

the lab coat, and probably nothing else. 

He had left Major Vlatchko in charge at the prison, with the rest of his men, with orders to 

confiscate any weapons among the staff, to locate and secure the armory, to confine all prison staff to 

their quarters, and to find, bring to a central location, and distribute clothes to all inmates, while 

keeping a detailed written record of the conditions under which all of them were found, making 

particular note of any especially abusive treatment.  Vlatchko had radioed back a few minutes ago that 

they would need help from a medical doctor to extricate a few of the prisoners from their current 

“mode of detention.”  Perelenko found it impossible to imagine the nature of that situation, but 

promised a medical team would return with the chopper as soon as possible. 

Yelena, as Perelenko watched, slid out from under Marya’s head, laying it gently on the seat, 

and came forward to crouch next to him.  “Anatoly, thank you again for not radioing ahead about our 

existence.  There are a lot of reasons I have for wanting to keep that under wraps as long as possible, 

some very obvious, some less so.” 

“You know I can’t guarantee one of the men won’t say something, even accidentally.” 

Yelena shrugged.  “I only need a day or so.  I’d like to make some arrangements now, if I could.  

Would you be able to connect me, from here, to General Vladimir Gherkov?  I can give you his office 

phone, home phone, cell phone, whatever you need.” 

Perelenko’s eyes widened, but he decided not to invade her privacy by asking any questions.  

Her privacy had been tattered and shredded enough.  He looked at the pilot.  “Do you need the radio in 

the next few minutes?” 

***** 

Yelena smiled as she heard, in the headphones, the ringing of the phone at the other end of her 

call.  He’ll be a little surprised, I imagine, she thought. 

The ringing stopped, and a voice said, “Yes?” 

Suddenly she realized she was crying.  She had believed she could never again speak to any of 

her friends.  “Vladimir Ivanovich, it’s me.  Yelena.” 

She grinned through her tears.  It was so easy to hear his loud gasp, even over the noise of the 

helicopter engines.  It was at least twenty seconds before Vladimir responded, “Yelena?  This isn’t some 

joke?” 

She sighed, still smiling.  “I’m insulted, Vladimir.  You never thought I was a joke before.  But it’s 

me, yes.  You’ll have to speak a little louder.  I’m on a helicopter.” 

“Yelena, how… why… where have you been??” 

“Vladimir, I promise, I absolutely promise I will tell you soon.  Right now I need some help.  I 

need the passport you had made for me, and I also need a new one, another French one, for Marya…” 
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“Marya is alive too??” 

Yelena looked back to where Marya lay, more tears leaking from her eyes.  “Yes, she is alive.  

She’s fine, we’re both okay.  You will see to it about the passport?  I can make it up to you later.  On her 

passport, just make up a name for her.  I’ll trust your taste.  Same last name as mine, of course.  I’m sure 

there are any number of photographs of her you could use.  And I’ll need some clothes for myself and 

Marya.  Say… three different outfits, that will be enough for now.  Underwear as well.”  She told him the 

sizes.  “Suitcases for travel.  And a selection of blonde wigs, different styles.  I’ll pick one for each of us.  

And finally, two seats on a plane bound for Paris.  In the names on the passports, of course.  Obviously 

we’ll be incognito.  And I’ll need about a thousand euros, to see me through until I can reach my own 

money.” 

“Yelena, you suddenly return to life, and right away you’re going underground again?” 

“Please believe me, Vladimir, it’s best for all concerned.  Marya is in a very delicate state right 

now… the truth is, I am too.  The last thing we need is all the international media coming after us.”  Out 

of one nightmare straight into another, she thought.  “Can you find a safe place for us to stay while 

you’re getting everything ready?” 

“That should be easy enough.  Where can I meet you?” 

“Hold on.”  She turned to Perelenko.  “May I have the pilot tell General Gherkov where he’s 

going to land?” 

Perelenko thought it over, and nodded. 

She handed the headphones to the pilot.  Turning back to Perelenko, she asked if there had 

been any word about Dimitri. 

Perelenko shook his head.  “Nobody at all has seen him.  No one who’s communicating with me, 

anyway.  He’s definitely not in the People’s House.  My men have found his security units scattered in 

various places around the building.  None of them seem to know where he could be.”  He sighed.  “He 

had to have been on one of those helicopters.  Nobody has seen where those went either.  Judging by 

how quickly he brought off his escape, he obviously had a detailed exit plan worked out in advance.  And 

if he really ran an international drug ring, he’s sure to have plenty of money stashed away.  He could be 

anywhere on Earth fairly quickly.”  Perelenko smiled.  “I overheard you talking about fake passports.  I 

imagine he has his own as well.  So he could be anybody, as well as anywhere.”  He shook his head.  

“He’ll go to ground somewhere safe.  Somewhere he can stay unnoticed indefinitely.  A hideaway where 

he can live in splendid retirement.” 

Yelena blinked in startlement, as a forgotten memory suddenly elbowed its way forward.  

Hideaway. 

In the first weeks of their marriage, still living in Paris, happy lovebirds with a lifetime together 

to plan, Dimitri had showed her an article about islands off the French Mediterranean coast.  Some of 

them owned by individual, fabulously wealthy recluses.  “Can you imagine, Yelena dear?  An island of 

our own!  The perfect hideaway!  Get away from it all, live in a beach house, servants making drinks for 

us as we sit on the porch and watch the sunset…” 
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She had laughed.  “Dimitri, it sounds wonderful, but crazy.  Where would we get that kind of 

money?” 

He’d shaken his head.  “Never mind that.  That’s off in the future.  But if we could, would you do 

it with me?”  He’d had an intense look in his eyes.  She’d realized suddenly he wasn’t joking.  But she 

had given up the glamor of movie celebrity too recently to want to get that far from the excitement of 

the only life she knew.  It seemed best to humor him.  “You know I’d go anywhere with you, darling.” 

That had satisfied him.  Since their combined personal finances were nowhere in the 

neighborhood of making his dream truly possible, the subject had never arisen again.  By now, twenty 

years later, he might not even remember discussing it with her. 

But that look in his eyes… 

She looked at Perelenko.  “Have someone check on privately-owned islands off the French 

coast.  In the Mediterranean.  See what’s known about who owns them, see if any have changed hands 

recently… no, maybe not so recently.  But find out anything you can.” 

Perelenko gave her a thoughtful look.  “You know something?  For sure?” 

She shook her head.  “Not for sure, no.  Stay on any other leads you have, too.  But add this to 

the list of things to check.” 

He nodded.  “Thank you.  Consider that done.” 

She patted his arm.  “Thank you again, SO much, for everything.  I need to go back to my 

daughter now.” 

He nodded again.  She wound her way back among the other prone bodies, sat down and took 

Marya’s head into her lap again. 

***** 

Vlatchko pointed.  “What’s down that corridor?” 

Shevchenko went pale.  Again.  The man had barely recovered from the day’s earlier shocks.  

“It’s… it’s just the slaughterhouse.  All our prisoners get meat in their food.  At every meal.  That’s the 

only thing down there.”  He hesitated, as if deciding what to say next.  “You’re just looking for inmates 

now, right?  No inmates live there.  And we didn’t get to the solitary confinement cells yet.  We have 

three inmates there now.  Back this way.”  He turned and walked away, gesturing for Vlatchko and his 

men to follow. 

Vlatchko stood still, his brow furrowed.  Timochev had ordered Shevchenko to show Vlatchko 

any of the venues where prisoners were kept, a job Shevchenko did not seem at all eager to do.  He had 

been especially reluctant to show that place he’d said was called “The Farm.”  If Shevchenko was 

suddenly being more cooperative, there was obviously a reason.  Vlatchko suspected the reason was 

right down this hall.  He rounded the corner, his squad of three men trailing him.  He heard 

Shevchenko’s whispered “No” behind him. 
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There was a window in one wall of the corridor, looking into a room which must, as one would 

expect of a slaughterhouse, be very cold, judging from the edging of frost on the window.  Vlatchko 

opened the unlocked door just beyond the window, noticing the rubber stripping around its edge for 

thermal insulation. 

Then he stopped dead, shivering in the intense cold. 

At the side of the room, six nude women, missing their heads, were hanging upside-down from 

hooks.  Two were in the standard prisoner chains he had seen elsewhere, while four, whose bodies 

looked older and, it struck him, less physically attractive than the two in chains, were bound hand and 

foot by ropes. 

The tables were empty, suggesting the working day for the butchers was over.  Vlatchko saw 

that a nearby bin was full of human arms.  Feminine ones. 

Shevchenko had been telling the truth, Vlatchko thought.  No inmates live here. 

Behind him, one of his men said slowly, “Oh… my… God.” 

Without looking behind, Vlatchko said in a quiet voice, “Vetchnikov, Potulski, you stay in front of 

this door and guard it until relieved.  No one is to enter it until General Perelenko decides which 

international authorities should see it.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

***** 

Marya’s eyelids fluttered. 

Yelena, for all her experience with the sexual need that had been conditioned by her prison 

experience, still wasn’t prepared for her own reaction.  She almost lost control before she managed, 

with a desperate effort, to fight off the compulsion to bend forward and kiss Marya passionately, to peel 

off Marya’s clothes and her own, and make love with her there, in front of everyone.  I can’t do that 

anymore!! she had screamed at herself.  Stop!  That part of my life is ended! 

Closing her eyes tightly and struggling to get her breath back, she opened her eyes just in time 

to see her daughter do the same.  It was still several minutes before Marya seemed to focus, and then 

she immediately tried to sit up. 

Yelena said softly, “Shhh, darling, lie still.  You’re safe.  We’re in a helicopter.  We’re free!  We 

really are!  General Perelenko found us.  I’m still not completely sure how.  But we’re out!  He’s flying us 

home.” 

Marya shook her head frantically.  “Dad will…” 

Yelena shushed her again, stroking her hair.  “Your father is no longer in power.  For now, 

General Perelenko is.  Nobody can put us back in that prison.” 

Marya subsided for a moment.  “Mom… all that stuff we did…  I…” 
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Yelena quieted her once more, and her tears started to flow again.  I have to tell her, thought 

Yelena.  She has to know.  “Darling, let me tell you everything that happened when we first got there.  

What they made me do, and how they made me do it.” 

Marya was wide-eyed but silent as Yelena spoke. 
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CHAPTER 46 

ONE WEEK LATER 

Patti, the nurse, looked in and smiled cheerfully.  “Rachel, are you ready to talk to your father 

today?” 

Rachel smiled.  She’d been told last night that her father had arrived and would see her in the 

morning, and she wanted to see him very much.  But foremost in her mind was the priority she had 

established in her mind, the very first thing she intended to do once she was able to talk. 

Her jaw was still very stiff, and she had to talk very slowly or risk slurring her words so badly she 

sounded falling-down drunk.  But she was excited that everything was coming along well.  She could 

wriggle any part of her body, though movement of any joint was still a major effort. 

And it was such a relief not to be naked anymore.  She and Anya were both in pajamas – 

definitely not the sort you would wear for a romantic evening, but Rachel didn’t care for style points at 

present.  At least it was ordinary pajamas, not the ridiculous hospital robes that would leave her butt 

exposed if she went out walking – not that she could do that yet.  She and Anya still couldn’t feed 

themselves, but just yesterday the nurses had started feeding both of them soft food – yogurt, 

applesauce, anything not requiring chewing, now that they had recovered the ability to move tongue 

and throat muscles, so they could swallow.  Unfortunately they both still had to tolerate enemas: any 

relief from that had to wait until they could walk to the bathroom, or at least maneuver a bedpan under 

themselves. 

Rachel mostly judged how Anya was being treated by hearing her spoken to – Rachel couldn’t 

yet turn her head in that direction on her own.  Ironically, keeping Rachel informed on Anya’s treatment 

was the only useful outcome of the staff speaking to Anya – the word seemed not to have come through 

that Anya didn’t speak English, and neither Anya nor Rachel had been able to correct the 

misunderstanding.  That was the first order of business today. 

“Patti, before I see my dad, there are some things I really need to tell Mr. Barlow, that guy from 

the State Department.  Is he in the building?” 

“I can check.  Hold on.” 

While Rachel waited, she watched the television.  Nearly all the patients in the hospital at 

Ramstein Air Base in Germany were American military personnel, and the base had its own television 

station, English-language.  The news was on.  The sound was muted, but Rachel could read the closed-

captioning.  Not surprisingly, Irkhetnia was still the major news story.  “Former Irkhetnian president 

Dimitri Gerov is being held by French authorities following his arrest yesterday on his private island, 

pending the resolution of a legal tangle of extradition requests from both the United States and 

Irkhetnia.  The future of the legal cases against him was further muddled yesterday by the 

announcement that the United Nations may establish an international tribunal to try Gerov on charges 

of massive human rights violations, as well as drug trafficking.  Acting Irkhetnia president General 

Anatoly Perelenko has said…” 
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Peter Barlow looked in at the door.  He must, Rachel decided, have been out in the waiting 

room.  He’d probably requested to be informed if Rachel started speaking.  “Hi, Rachel.  You wanted to 

see me?” 

She smiled at him.  She would have preferred that the U.S. embassy in Germany had assigned a 

female as her contact, but at least Barlow didn’t try to touch her – pat her on the arm, wrap his fingers 

around hers as if he was shaking hands with her, etc.  Aside from the doctors, about whom Rachel 

couldn’t do anything, she intended not to let any man touch her, ever again.  And Barlow did try to make 

sure he stayed in her field of vision, which was very considerate of him.  She could follow him with her 

eyes, but only so far.  

She spoke carefully and distinctly.  “A few days ago, you said I should let you know if I need 

anything.  I promise I won’t ask for anything really outrageous.”  She smiled again.  “But anything 

reasonable goes, right?” 

He smiled back.  “I’ll put in any request you make.  I can’t promise anything, but I’m told the 

government will grant anything… reasonable, yes, that’s probably the best word for it.” 

“Okay, here goes.  Anya is going to come home with me to the U.S. – that’s not a request, that’s 

just the way it is.  Obviously I’ll need a little help with that.  She’ll need documentation, of course.  I 

want you to see if you can arrange with the Irkhetnian government for her to get a passport from them.  

Her full name is Anya Simonina.  Their government probably has an official record of her birthdate and 

things like that.” 

Barlow nodded, as he wrote a note to himself.  “We had her name from prison records.  Okay, 

what next?” 

“From our own government, she’ll need a visa – a student visa would work, because she’s going 

to be going to school in the U.S.  Will all that work?” 

He thought for a moment.  “This is all doable, if it’s also what she wants.”  He turned to look at 

Anya.  “Anya, is that what you want?  To visit the U.S. and stay with Miss Preston?” 

Rachel smiled again.  “Uhhh, Peter – is it okay if I call you that?” 

“Sure.” 

“Anya doesn’t speak English.  She only knows Russian.  That was going to be my second request.  

Can you locate an English/Russian interpreter?  Preferably female?  We’d both just feel more 

comfortable with a woman.  No offense.”  This was the request Rachel had wanted to make as soon as 

she could.  Anya couldn’t really have much of an idea what was happening, and more important, what 

was going to happen.  Rachel didn’t want another day to go by with Anya still so much in the dark. 

Barlow blinked.  “You need an interpreter?  You don’t speak Russian, yourself?  How do you 

know what she wants?” 

Rachel smiled once more.  “Your interpreter has only to ask.  Anya will be able to tell you what 

she wants as soon as she has someone she can speak to.  Okay?” 
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Barlow sighed and smiled.  “All right.  Interpreter will be here later.  Pending Anya making a 

formal request, we’ll assume for now that she wants into the U.S. on a student visa.  What’s next? 

“I think there’s only one more thing, for now.  Could you get two iPads, one for each of us?  

Anya’s should be set for Russian, of course… the hospital has free Wi-Fi?” 

“I’ve heard it does.” 

“I’d want mine to have an app on it for teaching Russian to an English speaker.  And, as you can 

probably guess, Anya’s should have an app like that in reverse, designed to teach English to a Russian 

speaker.  They’ve got those, right?” 

“There’s apps for just about anything these days.” 

“Oh, and to go with that, we’ll probably need help getting started – somebody to help me learn 

how to use mine, and a Russian speaker who knows how to show Anya how to use hers.  And… well, 

again, if these teachers could be female, that would be great.” 

He smiled again.  “Anything else?” 

“I don’t think… oh!  Earphones.  We’d have dueling speakers otherwise.  It’d get confusing.” 

Barlow started chuckling.  “Okay, is that everything?” 

She grinned at him.  “Everything I can think of.  That wasn’t so bad, was it?” 

He laughed.  “Well, yeah, the truth is I was imagining a lot harder stuff.  I’ve dealt with defecting 

foreign agents.  You should hear what they ask for.” 

Rachel laughed, and started coughing.  Her body was getting in the way.  “Okay, now you know 

not to make me laugh.  But thank you.  You’re really nice, and I’ll recommend you to all the other 

patients.” 

Barlow laughed once more and waved goodbye as he left. 

Her father looked in the door a few minutes later.  “Rache?  Are you busy?” 

Rachel laughed again, and coughed again.  “What did you think I’d be busy at?”  Suddenly her 

vision was wavery with tears.  She hadn’t been able to cry as a mannequin, but she could now.  “Hi, 

Daddy.” 

He strode forward and wrapped his arms around her.  Dad, of course, was an exception to the 

no-male-touch-Rachel rule. 

She had never in her life seen him cry before.  “I missed you so much, Sweetie.  I tried so hard to 

get used to the idea I’d never see you again.  I knew I needed to.  But I never did.” 

Her tears were starting to collect in her ears.  “I never did either, Daddy.  About not seeing you, I 

mean.” 

He let go of her and stood.  “So you’re getting some movement back?” 
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“Little bit.  I know how to move, but everything is just really stiff.  They said it will all get easier 

gradually.  Oh, I want to see if I can do this.  Watch my hand.  Right hand.”  She concentrated, and 

slowly, with a grunt of effort, managed to curl her right hand into a fist.  She had tried and failed to do it 

yesterday.  Then she sighed in exasperation.  “Now I can’t unclench it, though.  I think the clenching 

muscles are stronger.  Oh, don’t bother.”  He had leaned forward to start straightening out her hand.  

“I’m not using it for anything anyway.” 

He stood upright again, and looked across her at the other bed.  “I heard all about how you’d 

come back with a new friend.” 

“That’s a weak word for what she is.  Daddy, look at me a minute.” 

He did, and she held his eye.  Speaking even more carefully than she had been, she said, “Daddy, 

this is Anya.  And she’s part of our family now.” 

Her father stared at her, then smiled.  “You’re so much like your mother.  I learned never to 

argue with her when she gave me that look.” 

“Mom would have really liked her.  You will too.” 

He looked back at Anya.  “Nice to meet you, Anya.” 

Rachel rolled her eyes.  She was glad she could do that now.  “Daddy, she doesn’t speak 

English.”  She knew she would have to tell everyone that, one by one. 

Her dad blinked at her.  “Oh, ahhh… oh.” 

The word suddenly came back to her.  “Say this:  Pryvet, Anya.  That just means hi.” 

“All right.”  He looked across.  “Pryvet, Anya.” 

Rachel heard a sound, now, that made her the happiest she had been since she’d discovered 

Anya was being evacuated with her: she heard that sweet voice for the first time in months.  And, of 

course, she didn’t understand it any better than she ever had before.  But it was so wonderful to hear.  

She did pick out the name “Retchell” twice. 

Anya, of course, had thought now that the strange man visiting Rachel spoke Russian.  Speaking 

in the same slow, measured way that Rachel had to, she was responding to him in that language.  She 

sounded so happy.  Rachel started tearing up again. 

Rachel’s dad held up his hands and grinned.  “I’m sorry, I don’t have any idea what you’re 

saying.  Rachel just told me to say that.” 

Anya stopped – very likely her experience at having had the same thing happen when Rachel 

had first said “Pryvet” to her helped her immediately understand the situation.  Sounding just a little 

contrite, though not wounded, Anya said, “Im soarry.” 

Dad blinked.  “Is she echoing me, or what?” 

“No, she does know what that means.  She knows a few words.” 

“So that was Irkhetnian, what she was speaking before?” 
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“Russian.  They speak Russian there.”  

Rachel heard Anya say agreeably, “Russ-shyan.”  She must, thought Rachel, have heard me say 

the word often enough by now that she understands it to be the English word for her language.  Hearing 

it used whenever someone tries to address her in English has probably helped. 

Dad smoothed Rachel’s hair.  “I know talking isn’t easy for you.  I should let you give your throat 

a rest.  I’ll come back later.” 

“I should be eating hard food in a week, I think.  And feeding it to myself.  Could you sneak some 

cinnamon cookies in here?” 

He chuckled.  “Not sure where to find those around here.  I could mail some after I get back to 

the States.  I shouldn’t stay here more than another few days, if I don’t want the business to go broke.” 

Rachel grinned.  “We wouldn’t want that.  But see you in a few hours, then?” 

“Of course.”  He hugged her again and gave her a kiss on the cheek, and waved to both her and 

Anya as he left.  Rachel heard Anya say cheerily, “Do svidaniya.”  Rachel had heard that before 

somewhere.  She believed it meant “Goodbye.” 

A few minutes later, Patti looked in again.  “You’re probably tired, but…”  She bit her lip.  “Paul 

and Marianne Forrest are here?”  She gave Rachel a questioning look. 

A flurry of butterflies suddenly swarmed through Rachel’s stomach.  Mandy’s parents.  Rachel 

had met them just once before, when she and Mandy rode to the airport with them.  She knew they had 

asked to see her as soon as she was able to speak. 

Rachel had thought a long time about what to say to them.  She hoped it was the right thing.  “I 

can talk to them.” 

A few minutes later, Paul Forrest looked in the doorway, with a wan smile.  “Hi, Rachel.  I hear 

you’re doing a lot better.” 

His wife Marianne clung to him, looking near tears.  Her smile was much shakier than her 

husband’s, but she managed a soft “Hi.” 

Rachel found it was still harder to speak now, with her throat suddenly clenching closed, but she 

managed to rasp out, “Hi.” 

Paul looked at his wife, gave her waist a squeeze, and looked back at Rachel.  “We were 

hoping…  Well, I mean, the news reports have all been saying Mandy is… gone.  But there’s so much 

confusion.  They say it took them awhile to find all of the prisoners, with them in a lot of different parts 

of the prison.  Do you…  We just need to hear you say it.  We thought you would know for sure if anyone 

does.” 

“Well…”  She paused a long time.  She hadn’t been sure how to start, not knowing what opening 

to expect.  “The truth is I can’t tell you anything that Chief of Staff guy didn’t already say.  I didn’t… see it 

happen, you know, they just told me one day.  But there’s one thing that I do know.”  There, she 

thought, that works.  Prepared speech takes it from here.  “Mandy was very brave, and she was a hero.”  
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Her own tears started, which got Marianne’s going.  “She went to Irkhetnia, and took me along, because 

she wanted to do something important, something good.  She found out about this drug operation 

before she went there.  It’s the reason she went there.  Because it just made her mad, a guy with so 

much power, running a whole country, and doing a thing like that.  It made her mad because of Bryan.”  

Mandy’s late brother.  “It was a really dangerous thing to do, but she went there for Bryan.  And 

because of Mandy, now there’s one less big organization pushing drugs around the world, and one less 

animal, one less monster, making millions of people miserable.”  Her voice broke, and the tears 

continued.  “I was thinking…  We all only get so much time here, and some of us make something of it 

and some don’t.  Mandy only got about twenty years, but she did more good for the world than almost 

anybody else ever, even the ones who live to a hundred.”  Rachel was almost at the end of her ability to 

make intelligible words through a tightened throat, between the sniffles.  “I hope you can think of it that 

way too.” 

Neither parent said anything for a long time.  Finally Marianne let go of her husband, came to 

the bed, leaned over and put her arms tightly around Rachel.  Her mouth was close enough to Rachel’s 

ear that Rachel could hear the words, with almost no wind behind them, “Thank you.” 

***** 

Barlow returned in the afternoon, with a cheerful looking woman of about forty.  Barlow 

introduced her as Ingrid.  “She will be happy to do some translating for us.” 

Rachel smiled at the woman.  “Pryvet, Ingrid.” 

Ingrid started to respond, then stopped, smiling uncertainly.  “Wait, you are the one who speaks 

English.  Yes?”  To Rachel her accent seemed to have a shade of both Russian and German.  Probably, 

Rachel decided, she grew up in East Germany.  Plenty of call for speaking Russian there. 

Rachel managed a short giggle without coughing.  “Yes, sorry.  I didn’t mean to confuse you.  I 

just know a few Russian words.” 

Before the woman said any more, Rachel heard Anya say, “Pryvet, Ingrid.”  Ingrid smiled and 

returned the greeting. 

Rachel had planned to pass along to Anya a long explanation of where Anya was now, what 

would be happening, and what Rachel hoped would happen.  It had eventually occurred to Rachel that 

the fact Anya was in a hospital where people would take care of her was surely obvious to her, and that 

everything else Anya needed to know would be contained in the one question to which Barlow wanted 

the answer.  “Ingrid, I just need you to tell Anya that I am hoping to take her with me to my home in the 

United States, and that I’m trying to work it so that she can stay with me there as long as she wants.  We 

need to know if that is what she wants.  And please also answer any questions she has.” 

Ingrid nodded, and began speaking to Anya.  Rachel heard Anya’s quick intake of breath during 

the first sentence, when she realized Ingrid really spoke Russian.  Anya barely let Ingrid finish the 

question before exclaiming, “Da!  Da!”  Rachel grinned, knowing that was Yes.  Anya said something 

more after that, something with “Retchell” in it.  She sounded very happy, and very sincere. 
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Ingrid turned back to Rachel, coloring slightly but smiling.  “She said that her home is any place 

you are.” 

The faucet in Rachel’s eyes opened up again.  She couldn’t recall ever crying as many times in 

one day.  “Tell her I feel the same way about her.” 

Ingrid passed that along to Anya, and turned back to Rachel.  “I am told that you can’t turn and 

look at her, so I will tell you she has a very big smile.” 

Barlow broke in, “That takes care of the question on my end.  I’ll start working on the paperwork 

and trying to get clearances.  We were already working on getting her an Irkhetnian passport anyway.  

The German government has been getting on us about that.  Oh, I should have those iPads by day after 

tomorrow.” 

“Thank you, so much!  Don’t get in a big hurry about the iPads.  If you handed me one today I 

couldn’t move enough to use it.  But day after tomorrow should work fine.  Or the day after that, 

maybe.  Thank you again.”  She smiled broadly at both her visitors as they left. 

***** 

That night, Sandy, the night nurse, turned the lights way down as always, telling Rachel it was 

time to sleep.  Rachel was just starting to drift off when she heard Anya say, “Goood niyet, Retchell.  I 

lahvv yu.” 

Rachel smiled, and the tears started up one more time.  Then she experienced a slight panic – 

she couldn’t recall the Russian equivalent for “good night”.  It came back to her, to her relief, because 

she remembered how similar the Russian word for “night” was to the Spanish one, for unknown 

reasons.  “Spakoinie nochye.  Ya tebya lyublyu, Anya.” 

She heard Anya sigh softly, and then nothing more from her that night. 

***** 

Yelena lay in the soft bed in her new nightgown, both ecstatic and worried.  Ecstatic at being 

free, at the news of Dimitri’s arrest, Karozki’s suicide, Tourachev remaining comatose and under arrest 

in any case.  No one who had terrorized her before could threaten her or her daughter, ever again.  

Worried frantically about Marya. 

Marya was in the other bedroom of their suite at Yelena’s favorite Paris hotel, Four Seasons 

George V.  Yelena hated letting Marya out of her sight, but it was necessary.  Being alone with Marya 

took Yelena to the limits of her self-control, especially when Marya was wearing that adorable nightie 

Yelena had bought her in the little boutique on Champs-Elysees.  

Yelena had discarded the blonde wigs for herself and Marya, but had made sure to comb, and 

later style, their hair differently, hoping that the avoidance of bangs and the addition of twenty years to 

her age would prevent anyone recognizing her from her movies.  It might, indeed, have been more likely 

that Marya be mistaken for Yelena than for Yelena herself to be identified, so she’d changed Marya’s 

look along with her own.  So far no one had given them a second look, other than that of appreciation 

for attractive women. 



476 
 

Yelena had hoped that being in Paris, so far from their prison torment, would allow her sexual 

hunger for Marya to diminish, but it seemed as though it might actually be growing stronger under the 

stress of abstinence. 

To Yelena’s relief, she had found that her longtime plans for financial independence had worked 

perfectly.  Fifteen years ago, when her love for Dimitri had begun fading, to be replaced with growing 

distaste and occasionally outright fear, she had carefully sought friendship with people whom she might 

find potentially useful.  She had chosen well, especially General Gherkov, a roguish soul who seemed 

miscast as a high-ranking army officer.  Through a series of conversations, they had hatched a plan.  

Gherkov had found a young corporal with impeccable computer skills, and had invited him to “test the 

security” of the government’s budgeting computer by hacking into it.  He told the corporal he wanted to 

show proof of the hacking to the president so that the security shortcomings could be addressed.  

Towards that end, Gherkov had suggested to the corporal that he create a budget line for a non-existent 

military project and allocate the equivalent of six million dollars annually to it from military 

“contingency” funds.  Gherkov, after the corporal had gleefully explained how easy it had been and 

exactly how he had done it, had commended the corporal for a job well done, assured him that he had 

helped guard the nation from digital invasion by its enemies, and had then used what the corporal had 

told him, deleted the first project, and created a new one under an entirely different name and budget 

control number, so that it could not be found if the corporal should spill the secret to inquisitive friends.  

He had then corrected the vulnerability outlined by the corporal so the corporal would be unable to 

exploit the system later for his own use.  Gherkov had funneled the money budgeted for the phony 

project into bank accounts in France and Switzerland, with half for himself and half for Yelena.  Yelena’s 

half had been directed to an account in a Paris bank under the name “Juliette Masson.” 

Gherkov had been prepared to tell anyone who asked about the mysterious budget item that it 

was a program created by President Gerov personally, and that Gherkov was not at liberty to provide 

any details without presidential authorization.  This would surely cut off further inquiry – no one would 

have the fortitude to try to interfere with something appearing to be one of Dimitri’s pet projects.  

Dimitri himself had little interest in the small details of military spending, so there was little chance he 

himself would inquire as to the nature of the project, assuming he even looked at that page of the 

budget. 

Yelena’s next step had been to engage the services of one Colonel Blasinski in the military 

accounting office, known as an unimaginative drone who was a wizard with financial investments.  To 

him she had given the task of making her money grow.  Purchasing his silence with a generous portion 

of the income from the investments, she had been pleased by his acumen, which had caused the Paris 

account, into which forty-five million dollars had poured during the fifteen years, to blossom into 

something over a hundred million, even after Blasinski took his own cut. 

Yelena had been very distressed, after her arrest, to learn that her contacts with Blasinski, 

having grown more frequent over the past year as she became more serious about plans to leave 

Dimitri, had been misinterpreted as a romantic affair.  Dimitri might well have hinted of the “affair” to 

Marya; that could have been where Marya’s own knowledge of what Yelena seemed to be doing had 

come from.  Dimitri’s anger, Yelena had understood, had not boiled over until Marya had compounded 
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Yelena’s betrayal of Dimitri with an unrelated one of her own: her membership in an underground group 

dedicated to destroying him.  But Dimitri would probably not have been quite so infuriated with Marya 

without the added misunderstanding of Yelena’s activities. 

Yelena’s greatest fear upon her rescue had been that Blasinski’s arrest as her “lover” must 

surely have resulted in his confession, under torture, of the existence of her Paris account.  She was 

saddened, but relieved, to be told by Gherkov, who had not himself made use of Blasinski’s services, 

that Blasinski had managed to kill himself during his arrest. 

And the money, Yelena had discovered, was still there in Paris, as she had assumed it would be, 

once she had learned of Blasinski’s fate.  She knew the account numbers and passcodes, and the bank 

had accepted the Juliette Masson passport Gherkov had commissioned for her as identification.  She 

had withdrawn a few million euros in cash to start, and had already wired five thousand back to 

Gherkov, to cover the expenses he had incurred getting her to Paris.  She intended to drain the account 

slowly, taking the funds in cash to a bank in the south of France, where she planned to establish 

permanent residence.  She didn’t want an electronic trail of money transfers between her old bank and 

her new one. 

In the absence of worries about her financial future, Yelena was able to commit herself fully to 

fretting about Marya.  The girl had been withdrawn to the point of seeming a human-shaped robot, 

going through the motions of living, eating when presented food, following where Yelena led, but 

responding only minimally, without visible emotion, to anything Yelena did or said.  She had been this 

way since Yelena had told her, during their escape by helicopter, of what General Karozki had ordered 

Yelena to do, of the threats he had made of extreme torture of Marya if Yelena were to fail to 

cooperate, of the drug that had given Yelena her insatiable sex drive.  She had stopped short of 

describing her eventual habituation to sex that had replaced the need for the drug, because at that 

point in recounting the story she had already seen Marya begin forming the shell around herself that 

now seemed impenetrable.  The girl, Yelena thought, was clearly frightened enough at the immense 

power that her father had aimed at her, in his desire to make her life a Hell of punishment.  She didn’t 

need Yelena scaring her still further by revealing to her that, even with her father, and Karozki, and 

Tourachev out of her life, she was still in danger from her own mother. 

I have to show her she is safe with me, Yelena told herself.  I will never have her back without 

that. 

Yelena felt terrible at having to hide anything from Marya.  At least, she decided, I swear on my 

life I will never tell her another outright lie.  She has been subjected to more than enough lies for a 

lifetime. 

Yelena’s thoughts were interrupted by a sound from Marya’s room.  What Yelena first thought 

was hiccupping became more obviously crying as she listened more closely. 

As upsetting as it was to hear Marya’s distress, it was the first emotion of any kind Marya had 

displayed in the entire week since that helicopter ride.  Yelena hurried to the door connecting her room 

to Marya’s, hesitated, and opened it very quietly. 
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She stopped dead just beyond the door.  Marya’s nightie was on the floor beside the bed.  

Marya herself was naked, sitting on the bed, facing the foot of the bed, her knees drawn up, her face 

scrunched up and streaming tears.  Her hand was in her crotch, motionless, as if perhaps she had been 

masturbating before being too overcome with grief to go on. 

Yelena remained frozen by conflicting imperatives.  The sexual animal within her, created over 

the months of captivity, born of her need to save Marya from torture by simulating a constant craving 

for her, a craving that had eventually become real in response to a never-ending series of blinding 

orgasms, a hunger now rising to fever pitch on seeing Marya nude and trying to stimulate herself 

erotically – this animal cried out for Yelena to relieve her need now, this minute, this second, to run to 

Marya and caress her, stroke her, kiss her.  Battling with the animal: the mother, the good mother, the 

loving mother within Yelena, held her where she was, knowing that if she so much as touched Marya 

she would lose control entirely.  The two forces grappled within her as Marya continued crying.  Yelena 

could feel the so-familiar tingling between her legs, the sudden moisture in her crotch almost 

immediately soaking through her panties.  It was getting harder by the second to remain in place.  She 

had to look away, to stare at the wall in front of her.  Seeing Marya so available, so bare, so much as she 

looked all those times Yelena had made love with her…  If I keep looking at her, mother-within said, I’m 

going to lose this fight. 

Yelena must have voiced a small whimper in the extremity of her internal struggle.  Out of the 

corner of her eye she saw Marya suddenly turn her head and look directly at her.  Yelena wanted to run 

back out the door, lock it, lock herself away from the temptation forever.  But both forces within her 

agreed that she couldn’t possibly leave Marya alone at this delicate moment. 

“Mom?”  Marya’s voice was barely understandable between her sobbing and sniffling.  “I…  All 

the time I was, you know, Hélène…  It’s so weird.  I remember it.  It’s like I was somebody else, and I was 

watching this somebody else do things, but it was still me…  I remember how she felt – how Hélène felt.  

She was me and not me…  I can’t explain it right.  There aren’t any words for what it was like.  But I do 

remember it all…” 

She was quiet for at least a minute, except for sniffling.  Yelena had no idea whatsoever what to 

say.  Maybe listening, she told herself, will be enough. 

Marya started up again at last.  “You…  So you never really wanted to be my lover… right?  They 

just… made you do it?  By threatening you?  By threatening me?  It was… that drug was making you do 

it?  It was never something real?” 

There, I’ve got it now, the mother inside told Yelena.  All Marya wants is reassurance.  To know 

the mother she is depending on right now never really wanted her daughter sexually.  That I don’t want 

her sexually now. 

Yelena tried to open her mouth to give that reassurance.  She couldn’t make herself do it.  It 

would be such an enormous lie, the biggest she had ever loosed upon Marya. 

“Mom?”  Marya sounded a little angry now.  “What aren’t you telling me?  Why can’t you look 

at me?” 
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I swore never to lie to her, Yelena reminded herself again.  I can’t.  I can’t.  She deserves the 

truth, always.  I should have told her all of it before.  We can work past this once it’s all out in the open.  

“Marya…  Darling…  It…  It became real.  Later.  The doctor said it was probably… something I became 

conditioned for.  The drug did it at first, it made my body respond.  But gradually… all the… 

stimulation…”  Yelena felt her face burning up.  This was hard, so hard.  “I…  After that I didn’t… need the 

drug anymore.  The need, what I did, what I wanted, it was all… coming from inside me.  It was… part of 

me.” 

Another long silence.  Marya broke it.  “Mom…”  Now Yelena didn’t think she sounded angry 

anymore.  Yelena found Marya’s voice altogether unreadable.  “Does that mean…  Well, that wouldn’t 

all just go away suddenly.  Does that mean you feel that way now?  Are you feeling you want me?”  She 

sounded stunned, now, and groping for a liferaft of truth in a tossing sea of confusion.  “Are you having 

to stop yourself from running over here and kissing me?” 

She was always so smart, thought Yelena.  Or maybe it’s so obvious anyone could see it.  Either 

way it was impossible to deny it now.  Numbly, still not looking at Marya, Yelena nodded her head. 

Marya said, “Don’t.” 

She just doesn’t understand how strong it is, thought Yelena in despair.  “I can’t just turn it off 

like that, honey.  It’s going to take time to get over it.” 

Marya slowly rose from the bed and stood.  Walking towards Yelena – No, please, don’t get 

closer, Yelena begged her silently – Marya said, “I didn’t mean don’t come running over.  I meant don’t 

stop yourself.” 

She can’t possibly mean what that sounds like, thought Yelena, suddenly turning her head 

towards Marya and staring wide-eyed as she approached.  “What?” 

Marya stopped in front of Yelena, and put her hands on Yelena’s hips on either side.  Marya’s 

eyes were bright, open wide, her lips parted.  Yelena could feel Marya trembling, and it was so obviously 

from excitement, not from any kind of fear.  “Mom, I told you, I remember it all.  I know what Hélène 

wanted.  I know what she felt.  That’s all part of me now.”  She was suddenly crying again.  “I was just so 

scared it had all been a lie.  That you never really wanted me.  That it could never be like it was again.” 

Yelena gasped.  She remembered Marya saying those words before!  Within the first few 

minutes after the Hélène fantasy had broken down.  Yelena had watched helplessly on her television 

monitor as Marya had cried, saying “I just want it to be like it was!” 

Yelena knew what Marya had meant by that now! 

Marya leaned forward and tentatively, as if still not completely sure the contact was welcome, 

lightly touched her lips to Yelena’s. 

With a cry of need, Yelena pulled Marya against her and opened her mouth wide, her tongue 

entering the familiar warmth of Marya’s mouth.  Without breaking the kiss, Marya reached down to the 

hem of Yelena’s nightgown and pulled it upward, and as Yelena took over the job of removing it, Marya 

slipped her thumbs inside the waistband of Yelena’s panties and slid them quickly down her legs. 
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As they shuffled in their embrace towards the bed and fell onto it in a tangle of arms and legs, 

Yelena felt her innermost being released from a prison of her own making.  I don’t have to hold back 

anymore! she exulted. 

She laughed in delight as she tasted Marya’s tongue and felt Marya’s fingers, so practiced, 

knowing exactly what Yelena liked, begin working between her legs.  Yelena reached down, her fingers 

seeking out Marya’s clitoris, and Marya spread her legs farther apart for better access. 

There is no one who can take this away from us! Yelena told herself.  This is what our life 

together can be, always! 

Yelena and Marya, synchronized through long practice, cried out together and shook with their 

first orgasms of the night. 

***** 

THREE WEEKS LATER 

Sasha waved goodbye to her last customer of the day and came around the counter to lock the 

front door and pull down the shade.  A good day, very busy. 

At the far end of the street, where it opened up into the square in front of the People’s House, 

she could see that the demonstration was still in progress.  Free speech was something very new.  Acting 

President Perelenko had said that demonstrations and speeches on any subject were permitted, as long 

as there was no violence or advocation of violence.  So far the restriction was mostly observed. 

Today’s demonstration, judging from the placards Sasha had seen going by, was in favor of “Free 

Internet For All.”  The acting president had announced the end of restrictions on access to the World-

Wide Web, but a number of people thought there should be a government subsidy to establish free 

Internet cafés in all the major cities. 

Sasha had no interest in participating in any of the demonstrations.  She had left her activism 

behind in a previous lifetime. 

She had made good use, she told herself, of the money given to each of the prisoners released 

from the now-closed Trevachevski Women’s Prison.  The government had given her the equivalent of 

just over a thousand dollars, and another share for her sister Tasha, along with a promise to bring them 

in to testify at the trials of the people who had run the prison – most of the women had actually been 

even more eager for that opportunity than for the money.  Sasha had used most of the pooled resources 

of herself and her sister to open a small bakery on Novgorodov Prospekt. 

It was so much easier now!  She remembered when her father had wanted to open his own 

bakery, but gave up in the middle of the process of getting a form from this office, getting it 

countersigned at that office and submitted at still another office, only to find it was the wrong form, and 

that three other forms in addition to the correct one were required, two of which were out of stock at 

the moment…  Many of the old bureaucratic rules had been suspended by the new government, and 

Sasha had only needed to fill out one form at the city hall, a formality to meet the need of the local 

government to have a record of who was doing business where. 
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Sasha had hired a girl to help with the baking, both of them starting at five o’clock in the 

morning and staying busy until closing time at six in the evening.  Sasha seemed never to stop running at 

full speed.  But she loved it! 

Exhausted now at the end of the day, she rounded the counter again and opened the door that 

led to the small apartment behind the store, where she and Tasha lived. 

Tasha turned and grinned at Sasha from the refrigerator, where she was just putting a bottle full 

of fresh milk next to a half-dozen similar bottles.  “How did it go?”  She closed the refrigerator door. 

Tasha looked very cute in her tight new American jeans and oversized Lady Gaga t-shirt – there 

had been some money left over after starting the shop.  They still hadn’t found a bra for Tasha big 

enough yet, mostly because Tasha didn’t really like to go out and Sasha had very little time or energy for 

shopping outside the hours the bakery was open.  None of Tasha’s old bras from home were of any use. 

Sasha had been trying to persuade Tasha she really should get out more.  Tasha didn’t seem to 

believe, after a lifetime of being overweight and self-conscious about it, that nobody would think of her 

as pudgy or fat anymore.  Everything she ate seemed to go straight into milk production.  As for her 

breasts, admittedly they were still huge, but Sasha told her men would like that.  They wouldn’t like 

them leaking, Tasha always countered.  Even now, though she changed shirts several times a day, the 

one she had on now had wet patches around both nipples. 

Sasha had thought Tasha’s breasts would get smaller by now, in the absence of whatever they 

had been feeding her at the prison, but she had read somewhere that lactation is self-sustaining as long 

as the milk has a steady outlet.  Tasha certainly had that.  And it had proved very useful.  Sasha’s shop, 

along with bread and various pastries, featured a tray of sweet cakes on the counter daily.  They always 

disappeared quickly, though she had already raised the price twice.  People told Sasha she needed to 

make more of those, but she explained that her production was limited by the supply of one of the 

ingredients.  She didn’t tell them what the ingredient was.  People were funny about that.  Sasha had 

seen that there was already plenty of Tasha’s milk in the fridge for tomorrow’s batch. 

With a sigh, Sasha lowered herself onto the couch, leaning back and closing her eyes.  Getting to 

sleep early tonight, as always, would be easy. 

Tasha wiped her hands dry on a towel, coiled up the tubes of the breast pumps and put them 

away.  She was done with them for the day.  “You want to watch some television?”  Her voice was a 

little raspy.  She hadn’t been able to speak for months at the prison.  She was just getting used to it 

again. 

Sasha shook her head.  “Go ahead and turn it on, though.  You watch something.” 

Tasha laughed.  “What do you think I do while I’m pumping?  I’ve seen enough.” 

Sasha smiled at her.  “So, got any left?  It looked like you must have used it all.” 

Tasha came over to the couch.  “There’s always more.”  She got up on her knees on the couch 

facing Sasha, straddling Sasha’s legs, and pulled off her t-shirt.  Her breasts, of course, were right in 

Sasha’s face. 
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Sasha giggled.  “I never imagined at the start that I’d get to where I wanted this.  But it just 

tastes so good.”  She put her hands on either side of Tasha’s left breast, opened her mouth to surround 

the nipple, and started sucking and swallowing. 

Tasha closed her eyes and sighed.  “Feels good too.” 

***** 

Yelena handed a note to Gabrielle, her maid, that read:  “We are going to explore the island.  

We will be back in a few hours.” 

Gabrielle nodded and beamed at her, signed “Goodbye,” and resumed cleaning up in the front 

parlor. 

Yelena grinned at Marya, who turned back from giving a cheery finger-wave to Gabrielle, 

twitched her shoulders to adjust the straps of her backpack, and followed Yelena out the front door. 

They had been on the island five days now, following Yelena’s purchase of it from the agent, 

under her “Juliette Masson” name.  That was her name to her small staff as well, Gabrielle and the cook, 

Margaux.  To them, Marya was Juliette’s daughter Josette.  Yelena was pleased that General Gherkov 

had picked out such a pretty name for Marya. 

It wasn’t the same island Dimitri had managed to reach and live on for barely two days before 

his arrest.  That was about thirty kilometers to the west.  Yelena had considered buying that one, but the 

police were still searching it for any evidence of criminal activity Dimitri might have brought with him.  

Several major players in Dimitri’s drug network had already been arrested, using evidence from the 

laptop computer Dimitri had left behind, but European and American investigators were hoping for 

more.  The drug operation itself was most likely dead, or if not, would take many years to rebuild.  But it 

paid to be thorough. 

But Yelena and Marya had both fallen in love with this island.  About ten square kilometers, it 

was covered in mostly undisturbed tropical growth, and had a very modern house constructed by the 

previous owners, surrounded by a garden of exotic plants, through which the Mediterranean shoreline 

could be seen on one side.  The island had cost only thirty million euros.  What remained in her bank 

account after that, Yelena knew, would easily last them the rest of their lives. 

Since taking up residence on the island earlier this week, she and Marya hadn’t left it yet.  For 

the present, they were content with each other.  Someday, thought Yelena, we might take in some of 

the entertainment the mainland can offer, perhaps some concerts, art fairs…  But that was for later. 

Yelena had already contracted with a service that would see to the maintenance of the garden 

two days a week, and another service that delivered supplies by boat daily – she’d paid extra for them to 

unload the supplies themselves and bring them up to the house. 

Yelena had found Gabrielle and Margaux through an agency affiliated with a school for the deaf 

in Marseilles.  Yelena and Marya were both learning sign language.  For the present they communicated 

with the girls by written notes.  It had been Marya’s idea that the staff should be deaf, and Yelena had 
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laughed in delight, seeing her point immediately: for a mother and daughter, they did make a lot of 

noises that would be hard to explain. 

Today’s “exploration,” on the other hand, had been Yelena’s suggestion.  Yelena took a deep 

breath, closing her eyes and savoring the scents of the garden, and led Marya away from the house, 

beyond the garden, and into the virgin growth beyond. 

It wasn’t impenetrable jungle.  There were a number of clearings, but still there were plenty of 

trees for shade.  Yelena remained within sight of the shore until they were a few hundred meters from 

the house, then stopped and grinned at Marya, who giggled and shrugged out of her backpack, while 

Yelena did the same. 

The backpacks had been empty.  For now. 

Each began undressing the other – unbuttoning blouses, unzipping pants, unhooking bras, 

pulling down panties.  They preferred doing it that way.  Each neatly folded her own clothes, and put 

them into her backpack.  They rested the packs against the trunk of a tree.  They would be able to 

identify the shape of the shoreline later, to find the packs when they returned. 

Alone and naked with Marya now, Yelena felt an almost overpowering need to pull her down to 

the ground and make love with her immediately, but competing with that was an equal excitement at 

the idea of finding a permanent, private place, out of view from the shore, the house, the world.  Yelena 

took Marya’s hand, interlacing her fingers with Marya’s, and led her into the interior of the island. 

Yelena’s heart sang with the joy of complete freedom.  Freedom from threats, freedom from 

coercion, freedom from observation, freedom from the confinement of clothes that neither she nor 

Marya could get used to wearing again.  It was easy to imagine that they were the only humans on 

Earth, with nothing they needed to do except take pleasure in each other’s bodies.  Marya had at first 

wanted to bring along some of the ropes and other toys that they both loved to use, but she had seen 

Yelena’s point about wanting nothing at all but themselves. 

Yelena gasped when they came upon a small pool at the foot of an embankment, with runoff 

from yesterday’s rain dripping into the pool from the top of the embankment three meters above, a 

quiet, temporary miniature waterfall.  Yelena looked at Marya, and Marya nodded back eagerly. 

Marya took advantage of the flat side of a boulder beside the pool, sitting on the ground and 

leaning back against it, with both knees upraised.  Yelena dropped down between Marya’s legs to lay on 

her side, resting her head in Marya’s crotch, her cheek rubbing the prickle of Marya’s pubic hair. 

Marya put one hand on Yelena’s hair to stroke it, and the other on Yelena’s breast, cupping it, 

absently brushing her thumb lightly back and forth over the nipple.  Yelena closed her eyes and lightly 

stroked Marya’s thigh with the fingers of one hand, up and down from the buttock. 

It was warm, a typical early spring day, and humid, as if a soft blanket was covering them both.  

The local birds made lovely music – admittedly a disorganized avant garde piece, but Yelena liked it.  She 

hadn’t heard birds, felt a breeze, seen sunlight, smelled flowers, for such a long time.  She started 

drifting to sleep. 
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Marya said, in an amused voice, “Mom, I was just thinking this morning, and I wrote it all down 

to figure it out.  If we love seven times a day…” 

Yelena smiled.  Marya had taken to simply using the word “love” for what they did.  And seven 

times sounded about right.  Once right before bed, or the sexual tension wouldn’t let them sleep; 

usually twice during the night, when either of them awoke and felt a need for the other; first thing in the 

morning, before breakfast, either in bed or in the tub; and a few more times during the day, often with 

the strap-on or other toys.  Yelena knew their combined sex drive was at a level far higher than anything 

that would be considered normal, but they were both comfortable with it.  Yelena knew how it had 

become that way, the origins of it drug-induced and fear-inspired, but that was no longer its nature.  It 

was part of them now, their joy, their happiness. 

Marya continued, “…then we’d do it twenty-five hundred times every year.  In forty years, we’d 

love a hundred thousand times.”  Marya said the last in a voice of pure awe. 

Yelena smiled and turned her head upward slightly, but couldn’t see Marya’s face from where 

she was, with Marya’s breasts in the way.  “A hundred thousand?  Are you sure?” 

“Uh-huh.  I wrote it all down,” she repeated. 

Yelena started trying to figure it out in her head, but now her heart was pounding, her crotch 

was tingling and wet, and she knew she was, as so many times before, past the point where analytical 

thought was possible.  She said in a throaty rasp, her sexual arousal barely allowing her to speak now, 

“Well, we’d better get started then,” and lifted her head farther to probe Marya’s navel with her 

tongue.  Marya shrieked with laughter, and Yelena kissed her stomach below her navel, her bush, and 

finally her sex, licking around it, while Marya leaned over onto her side and twisted around to put her 

face in Yelena’s crotch.  They rocked together on the ground, moaning, arms holding each other tight, 

their tongues tasting each other, while the birds gave opinions and advice. 
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CHAPTER 47 

Rachel looked at the card Anya held up.  “Myach.” 

Anya, sitting beside Rachel on Rachel’s bed, read her side of the card.  “Ball.” 

Rachel smiled and corrected Anya’s pronunciation – she’d said it closer to “byell,” her attempt 

at an American short “a”, as if she thought “ball” would rhyme with “gal.”  Anya grinned and said, “Ball.  

Okeh.” 

Rachel knew Anya would most likely get the word right the next time she saw it. 

Anya held up another card.  Her turn to say it first.  “Chair.”  She didn’t need to squint to read it.  

Anya looked, Rachel thought, so adorable in her new glasses.  She’d picked out the wire frames herself.  

Peter Barlow had outdone himself, somehow coming up with a Russian-speaking optometrist willing to 

test Anya at the hospital.  Wearing the glasses, Anya looked, to Rachel, like the librarian Rachel had 

learned she actually was.  A very cute librarian. 

Rachel read her side of the card.  “Stul.” 

Ingrid, the translator, had done a little extra work for Rachel and Anya, providing them with a 

growing pile of flashcards, each with a Russian word in Cyrillic letters on one side, and the English 

equivalent in Roman letters on the other.  Rachel supposed the State Department was still paying Ingrid 

for her services.  Rachel and Anya used the cards in various ways.  Right now they were doing a reading 

exercise.  They both were learning new alphabets, and for practice Rachel was reading the Cyrillic side of 

the card aloud, either recognizing the word from seeing it previously or else sounding it out phonetically 

if she hadn’t.  Anya was doing the same with the Roman side of each card.  And if either was unfamiliar 

with the word, she learned its meaning by hearing the other say it in her own language. 

They both were wearing out their iPads, using the language teaching apps – learning 

grammatical rules, tenses, first, second, third person and so on, along with lists of nouns, verbs, and 

adjectives they used to practice forming sentences.  All text appeared in Cyrillic on one side of the 

screen and was reproduced in Roman characters on the other side.  They could highlight any word or 

words, touch the Speaker icon, and hear the highlighted text pronounced through the headphones.  It 

was phenomenally useful.  But both of them loved the low-tech flashcards too, since using the cards was 

something they could do together. 

It had occurred to Rachel, when the iPads came, that they might also watch movies on them – 

Russian language ones for herself, English ones for Anya.  Greta, the woman teaching Rachel to use her 

iPad, had checked with Barlow and got his permission to get Rachel and Anya memberships in a 

streaming movie site, and Greta and Bettina, the Russian speaker showing Anya how to work her device, 

had taught them how to select among the movies available.  Rachel and Anya both had a strong 

preference for comedies; they’d both had enough drama for their lifetimes.  Rachel had taken lately to 

covering the English subtitles with a card, while she tried to follow the Russian dialogue without help, 

rewinding and checking the subtitles if she started to get lost.  She found she was recognizing many of 

the words, sometimes entire sentences, usually enough to catch the drift of what was happening, at 
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least briefly.  From beyond her headphones, she often heard Anya giggling at the show she was 

watching. 

Rachel’s eyes caught the television screen momentarily, in the upper corner of the room.  The 

Western news media, it seemed, remained fascinated by the Irkhetnia story.  On the closed captioning, 

Rachel read, “Irkhetnian acting president Anatoly Perelenko has set Saturday, June 9 as the date for 

elections.  Voters will be choosing delegates for the convention to draft a new national constitution, set 

to begin in August…” 

Rachel had become accustomed to seeing her own name on the screen occasionally, usually in 

reports of her progress in the hospital.  She tried not to dwell too much on how much time she and Anya 

might have to spend in front of cameras once they arrived back in the States.  She was hoping it 

wouldn’t be too long until the media would get tired of them and they could start having lives in privacy. 

Rachel saw Patti, the nurse, at the door.  She paused the movie on her iPad, and took off the 

headphones.  Rachel’s movements were still slow, her arms and fingers stiff, but it was getting better 

every day.  She and Anya both spent two hours daily in physical therapy, loosening their joints and 

building up muscles that had weakened from disuse.  

Patti gave Rachel a curious smile.  “Rachel, you have a visitor.” 

Rachel frowned in puzzlement.  She knew it wasn’t her dad, who would simply have walked in, 

and who in any case had returned to the States last week, promising to get everything ready for a big 

homecoming.  He had, at one point, talked about getting a room ready for Anya, converted from a den, 

until Rachel told him that she and Anya would be sharing her room.  He had blinked and said, “Ummm, 

okay.” 

Rachel gave up trying to guess who might have come to see her.  A news reporter would have 

been stopped and turned away at the front desk.  “Who is it?” 

Patti looked at a business card she was holding, reading and pronouncing it carefully.  “Alina… 

Petrovna.” 

Rachel gasped.  “Here??  Yes, sure, send her back!” 

A minute later Alina looked in the door uncertainly, and smiled broadly when she saw Rachel.  

“Hello, Rachel.” 

Alina looked, if possible, more stunning than ever.  Her hair styling alone had probably cost 

hundreds of euros, her makeup was perfect and gave her the face of a goddess, and her black dress fit 

her curves as if designed for her specifically, which it no doubt had been.  She came over to the bed, 

leaned down and hugged Rachel tightly.  “Dey tell me you are big part of why I am free.  T’ank you so 

very much!” 

Out of the corner of her eye, Rachel saw Anya glaring at Alina.  She looked like she wanted to 

push Alina away, clearly not wanting any woman hugging Rachel, especially not a woman as gorgeous as 

this. 
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Rachel turned to Anya, took a moment to assemble the sentence in her head, and said, “Anya, 

Alina byla v tyur’me.” (Anya, Alina was in the prison.) The words up until the last one were very basic, 

with “byla v” run together as if a single word.  The very last word was one Rachel had made sure to 

learn. 

Anya nodded cautiously, while Alina drew in a quick breath and exclaimed, “Rachel!  Ty govorish 

po russki!”  (Rachel!  You speak Russian!) 

Rachel waved her hands in negation.  “Only a little bit.  I’m just learning.  Don’t try testing me.  

I’m not up for that yet.”  To her relief, Alina had finished the hug, straightened up and stepped back just 

slightly.  Rachel wasn’t sure if she had caught vibes from Anya, but it did seem to lower the tension a 

little. 

Rachel tried to work out the best way to include Anya in the conversation.  She thought about 

telling Anya that it was Alina who had taught Rachel to say “I love you” in Russian, but dismissed the 

idea immediately.  That’s all I need, she thought.  Anya is jealous enough as it is, and this would require 

a lot of explanation to put it in the right context.  She looked back at Alina.  “This is Anya.  She was in the 

cell next to mine, and we became really close.” 

Alina said to Anya, “Zdravstvuyte, Anya.”  Rachel recognized it as a polite greeting, basically just 

“Hello.”  Anya responded with “Pryvet.” 

Alina went on with a friendly, “Ya rad, chto vy teper svobodny.”  Rachel believed it was 

something like “I’m glad that you are now free.”  She recognized “rad” as “glad” or “happy,” while the 

word “svobodny,” or free, as in having freedom, was dear to Rachel’s heart these days. 

Anya at last flashed her sunburst smile at Alina.  “Spasibo.”  Thank you.  That had been one of 

the first Russian words Rachel had learned in the cells, and she knew, now, that while it ended with the 

Cyrillic equivalent of the letter “o”, it was pronounced as Anya had done it, “spasiba.” 

Rachel looked back at Alina.  “So what are you doing in Germany?  You didn’t come all this way 

just to see me.” 

Alina laughed.  “Don’ say dat.  I could maybe come all dis way to t’ank you, but really I have job 

as model.  I get calls for jobs as soon as dey hear I am free.  I t’ink dey miss me.  So…  We are doing 

shoots dis week in Heidelberg.  It is… maybe one hundred kilometers from here.  It is so beautiful, we 

use river, mountains, university, all dose places.  And it is close, so I come here.”  She pointed to Rachel’s 

iPad.  “What is dat do?” 

Rachel grinned.  “This is what’s teaching me Russian.  And Anya is using hers for English.”  Rachel 

and Anya spent the next twenty minutes showing a fascinated Alina how they were using the language 

apps. 

“Dey got one to learn German?” Alina wondered.  “I learn English long time ago, because I hope 

to work in America.  But den I get too busy in Europe.  I like dis country.  I want to come here a lot, so I 

want to know German better.”  She looked at her watch and frowned.  “I got to go.  Dey want me back 

for nighttime shoot.  But here…”  She took a card from her handbag and gave it to Rachel.  “I live in 
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Prague again now.  You call me, come dere and visit.  Is not really very far from here.  I will show you 

Prague.  Beautiful city.  And I t’ink I could get you modeling job.” 

Rachel blinked.  She can’t really mean that, she thought.  Certainly not at her level.  But she 

really looks serious.  “I… don’t think I’d be ready for that.  But I’d love to visit, if…” 

She turned to Anya, grinning.  She sought out the words in her head.  “Ty hochesh…”  More 

mental rummaging through vocabulary.  “…my poyedem v…”  She had to do a quick search on her iPad 

for the Russian version of Prague.  While she was at it she looked up the word for someday.  “…Pragu 

kogda-nibud?” (Do you want… we will go to… Prague someday?) 

Anya beamed at her, looking excited.  “Yehss, I… oo-ill go oo-it’ you.”  Anya struggled with “w” 

sounds, not used in the Russian language.  Rachel had helped her construct a workaround that would 

probably evolve into a more authentic w soon.  “Th” sounds, also not used in Russian, were harder.  For 

Anya they were a work in progress. 

Rachel reached for Anya’s hand, and met it halfway – Anya had already begun reaching for hers. 

Rachel wondered why she hadn’t tried to go farther than handholding with Anya.  They’d often 

done that much.  They walked the hallways for exercise, and always held hands while doing it.  No doubt 

the people smiling at them assumed they were mother and child, inevitable when Rachel had at least 

fourteen inches in height on Anya, and the slightly baggy pajamas made Anya’s figure much less 

obvious.  At any rate, holding hands just felt very natural, and without it there was always a sense of 

something missing.  But Rachel hadn’t tried for more intimate physical contact. 

Rachel believed she had settled the lesbian question for herself long ago, while still at the 

prison.  That was not, as far as she could tell, what was holding her back from deeper intimacy now. 

Maybe, she thought, I’m worried that our experience as mannequins has ruined it.  All those 

weeks of daily enforced eroticism, in bizarre, disgusting, painful positions neither of us could get out of…  

What if we were to try being physically intimate now, and discovered it only reminded us of all of that? 

One more reason to hate the monster, Dimitri Gerov.  This might be something he’s done to us 

that has outlasted his possession of us. 

At least holding Anya’s hand wasn’t a problem at all.  Rachel loved doing that. 

***** 

I wish, thought Anya, there could be a little more than holding hands. 

Stop it, Anya! she ordered herself.  You know Rachel isn’t like that.  She doesn’t want a woman 

for that.  And how could you want more than love?  There is nothing better than that! 

***** 

Alina looked back and forth between them.  Rachel wasn’t kidding, she thought, about them 

being close. 

Alina gave Anya a hug, equivalent to the one she’d first given Rachel.  She gestured towards 

Rachel, and said to Anya, “Pozabot’sya o ney.”  (Take care of her.) 
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Anya giggled.  “Ya eto sdelayu.”  (I will do it.) 

Alina withdrew to the door, and said to Rachel, “I mean it, you call, you come see me.  Bot’ of 

you.” 

Rachel grinned.  “We will.” 

***** 

The phone rang on the stand between Rachel’s and Anya’s bed.  Dad calling, Rachel told herself, 

picking it up.  “Hello?” 

“This is the operator, Miss Preston.  May I transfer a call to your room?” 

Rachel frowned in puzzlement.  They knew to let Dad’s calls ring through.  “Who is it?” 

“She says her name is Irina Novocheva.” 

Rachel’s jaw dropped.  The Amazon.  Calling here!  “Uhh, yes.  Put her through, please.”  She 

looked at Anya.  “Irina Novocheva!”  Anya gave her an astonished look. 

After a click, Rachel said “Hello” again.  She could hear the person at the other end take a 

breath, followed by few of seconds of silence.  It sounded as though papers were being shuffled.  Then a 

voice spoke – slowly, enunciating very carefully.  “Dis..  Is..  Irina Novocheva.”  No hesitation in saying 

her own name, of course.  “You..  vunce..  spoke..  to..  me..  in..  my..  lang-vadzhe..” (Awkward 

pronunciation of the last word, but Rachel understood it was “language.”  There is not a letter for the “j” 

sound in Russian, but it is possible to cobble together something that worked.) “…to..  apolo-dzhize..  

because..  you..  are..  a..  good..  person..  so..  now..  I..  vill..  speak..  to..  you..  in..  yours.”  The 

rhythm was strange, and rising and falling of voice was mostly arbitrary.  The next sentence sounded as 

though she was smiling.  “I..  wrote..  dis..  and..  had..  a..  friend..  translate..  it..  into..  English.”  She 

paused for a moment. 

Rachel found herself starting to leak tears.  Irina obviously attached a lot of importance to this, 

and had done a lot of work to make this conversation happen.  Irina went on now: “I..  know..  I..  am..  

free..  of..  dat..  place..  because..  of..  you.”  Her next words sounded as if she had practiced them more 

than the others, to make sure they sounded just right.  And heartfelt.  “T’ank you.  T’ank you.  T’ank you.  

I..  owe..  you..  my..  freedom..  and..  my..  life.” 

Rachel not only wasn’t sure what to say, she wasn’t sure how to make her voice work.  Tears 

were streaming down her cheeks now, her throat clenched so tight she almost couldn’t breathe.  

Another voice came on the line, female, Russian-accented but speaking English clearly.  “Rachel, my 

name is Mila Ostrovskaya.  If you want to say anyt’ing to Irina, you can tell me and I can tell her.”  

Obviously this was the friend who had produced the English version of Irina’s speech. 

Rachel finally managed to choke out, “Mila, tell Irina I will always remember this.  And tell her I 

didn’t do it all by myself.  A lot of people had to help.  But this means very much to me, and I’m glad she 

is doing well.”  She waited, listening to Mila speaking to Irina in Russian.  She was able to catch enough 

of the words tell that Mila was passing on her message accurately. 
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Rachel almost asked to speak to Irina again so she could say something in Russian, but realized 

that her brain, right at this moment, wasn’t up to the intellectual effort.  Something else occurred to her 

instead.  “Mila, ask Irina if she’d like to talk to Anya Simonina.  Anya was the girl, that night, who told me 

how to say ‘I’m sorry’ to Irina.” 

After another pause to pass that along, Mila said, “Okay, she will talk to Anya.” 

Rachel looked at Anya, suddenly realizing she probably should have asked Anya beforehand.  

She put the sentence together and spoke it.  “Anya, ty hochesh, chtoby pogovorit’ s ney?” (Anya, do you 

want to talk to her?)  Anya looked horrified.  Shit, thought Rachel.  All she could think to say in the way 

of encouragement was “Ona hochet pogovorit’ s toboy.”  (She wants to talk to you.) 

Reluctantly, Anya reached for the phone.  Nervously at first, but with growing confidence, Anya 

made conversation with Irina, the woman who had once slammed her fist into Anya’s face.  (But I did 

that to her too, Rachel reminded herself.)  Anya seemed almost animated by the end of the 

conversation.  Rachel could follow Anya’s end of the conversation well enough to tell that Anya was 

explaining that she was going to go to America with “Rehchel.”  Anya was getting better at pronouncing 

the name. 

At last Anya hung up, and said excitedly, “She rembers me…” 

Rachel grinned, and said slowly, “Remembers.”  At least, thought Rachel, she put the “s” at the 

end.  English was a crazy language in some ways.  It can’t be easy, Rachel saw now, to think to put the 

“s” at the end of a verb, only for the third person singular present tense and no other time.  Anya was 

getting it correct more often now. 

Anya slapped her cheek with the heel of her hand.  “Da, prasteetye.”  (Yes, sorry.)  “She 

remembers me.  She is in Moskvye… Moscow.  Russia oo-ants her for…”  She had to consult the iPad.  

“…ice hockey team.”  (In Anya’s pronunciation, “eyss hokih tyimm.”)  “Oo-en she is…”  She checked 

again.  “…healt’y.”  Healthy.  (Anya said it with a long e sound – of course, thought Rachel, who would 

think not to?) 

Rachel said, “Ochen horosho!”  (Very good!)  She imagined Irina must be going through a much 

more rigorous physical rehab than she and Anya were, considering the demands that would be made on 

her body as soon as she was up for it.  Rachel didn’t doubt Irina could handle it, though.  At least Irina 

hadn’t been a mannequin nearly as long as she and Anya had. 

Anya went on, “She asks, do oo-e oo-ant to go to Moscow.  She oo-ill show us all of Moscow.” 

Rachel laughed.  The invitations were piling up.  “Da.  Kogda-nibud.”  (Yes.  Someday.)  That last 

word was coming in handy.  Lots of things coming up. 

It seemed to Rachel that Irina probably owed her freedom at least as much to Anya as to Rachel 

herself, along with all the other people who had helped – Zlata, Raisa, Raisa’s cousin Tatyana, 

Ambassador Kenner, General Perelenko.  People, she thought, are giving me a lot more credit than I 

deserve. 
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Rachel shivered suddenly at the thought of what would be happening right now if those other 

people hadn’t done what they did:  Instead of herself and Anya planning their future, while Irina 

prepared to join a major national ice hockey team, Anya would be dead, and Rachel and Irina would be 

frozen together, naked, in an inescapable embrace and kiss, for the entertainment of The Monster, 

Gerov, while he thought up further miseries he could inflict on them. 

Rachel pushed the image aside.  I really do want us to go to Russia someday, she thought, and 

have Irina show us around.  I should speak Russian a lot better then.  I can tell Irina all about what it took 

to save us. 

And Irkhetnia.  I want us to go there too, if Anya is willing.  I really want to thank the nurses 

there, as much as Irina thought she should thank me. 

Rachel had found out, from Peter Barlow, that the three nurses had all wanted to go back to 

working in a military hospital – as long as they could do it together.  They were doing so now.  As for the 

other girl, Larisa, whom Rachel now understood was an artist whom Gerov had assigned the job of 

creating the poses for Anya and herself, Rachel had no hard feelings for her, and she wanted Larisa to 

know that.  We all did things we hate to imagine someone could make us do, Rachel reminded herself.  

She’d been told Larisa had had a breakdown at the end, but was being treated at a clinic in Warsaw and 

was making progress.  Rachel was very glad to hear that.  She intended to try to keep track of where 

Larisa ended up. 

***** 

Anya felt almost giddy at the thought of visiting all those places with Rachel, places she’d heard 

of and wondered about.  And the most important part of that was: with Rachel.  

She wondered if Rachel would be willing to go to Irkhetnia on one of these trips.  Anya wanted 

two things out of a trip to her home country.  First of all, she wanted to thank Zlata.  Anya was fairly sure 

Rachel didn’t know the last thing Zlata had done for them, but Anya knew Zlata was the reason she and 

Rachel were together here now.  She’d heard what Zlata had said to the ambassador about keeping 

them together, and didn’t think Rachel, who spoke almost no Russian at the time, could have 

understood.  As soon as I have enough of the words, Anya promised herself, I’ll tell Rachel all about it, 

and when I see Zlata I’ll give her the tightest hug she’s ever had in her life. 

The other thing Anya wanted from an Irkhetnia trip was to find Kalina.  She needed to tell Kalina 

that she completely forgave her for the whipping.  She forgave every girl at the prison for anything 

they’d ever done to her, because none of them were responsible for it.  The people who were 

responsible were getting what they deserved. 

Anya let herself daydream about walking around a big, faraway, exotic city, holding Rachel’s 

hand, both of them pointing at wonders to share them with the other.  She sighed. 

***** 

Patti appeared at the door again.  “Rachel, you’re probably worn out from all the attention, but 

could you handle another visitor?  I’d just turn him away, but he’s come a long way.” 
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“Who is it?” 

Patti looked at a business card.  “Name is James Walder.”  She snorted.  “Says here to call him 

Jim.  He’s from Fox-Werther Publishing.  You said no reporters, but he swears he’s not here to interview 

you.  He says he wants you to write a book.” 

Rachel stared at her.  “Write a book?” 

Patti gave her an I’m-just-telling-you-what-he-said look.  “You want to see him?  He came here 

from New York.” 

“He came just now from New York?  Like he flew here for this?” 

“That’s what it sounded like.” 

Rachel had a feeling she was being manipulated into seeing the man – by him, not by Patti.  Big 

publishers often had offices in London, Paris, and, more relevant, places like Munich, from which 

someone could drive here, and back, in a day – it was about three hundred miles.  If the man had come 

here from Munich, Rachel would have had Patti tell him she was sorry he’d wasted the time.  It was a lot 

harder when the guy had come halfway around the world, and she imagined he knew that. 

She sighed.  “Okay, send him back here.” 

A few minutes later, the man arrived at the door.  He walked over to Rachel, smiled, and held 

out his hand to shake.  “Hi, Rachel.  I’m Jim Walder.  I’m from Fox-Werther Publishing…” 

“I don’t shake hands.  Sorry.”  Not with men, anyway.  Rachel knew she was being a little rude.  

Meeting a strange man set her teeth on edge – and apparently he was a man who wanted something 

from her.  She’d experienced more than a lifetime worth of men who wanted something from her, and 

who took it without asking her.  Didn’t these people know enough to send a woman? she wondered.  

But I should give him a chance, she told herself.  Half the world is men, Rachel.  You’ll have to deal with 

it.  “My nurse said you were looking for me to write something?” 

He looked at Anya, and back at Rachel.  “Would we be able to go somewhere to talk privately?” 

Rachel felt her irritation level rise a notch higher.  “We are talking privately.”  She reached over 

and touched Anya’s arm.  “Whatever you want us to talk about, if it can’t be in front of Anya, then it 

can’t be talked.” 

Walder held up his hands.  “I’m sorry.  I know I just got off on the wrong foot.”  Rachel 

wondered briefly what Anya would make of that idiom.  Maybe it was self-explanatory.  “Of course, 

talking right here is fine.”  He pulled up a chair alongside the bed and sat.  “I want to see what you 

would think about writing a book about your experiences in Trevachevski Women’s Prison.” 

Rachel supposed the name of the place was fairly familiar to most Americans now, if they 

watched the news. 

Her first reaction was to push the man out of the room.  There were a lot of memories she 

worked hard to stay away from, and dragging them out in the open, examining them, mulling them over, 

was at the very bottom of her list of things she wanted to do. 
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But maybe, she suggested tentatively to herself, this could actually help.  Hiding memories away 

is the best way to let them fester, rot, and spread into a cancer that takes over and drives everything 

else out.  Maybe if I dig into them, I can find a perspective that shrinks them in size and strips off the 

pointy edges so they can’t hurt me. 

Rachel wondered how much of the conversation Anya had followed so far.  She probably 

understood what was being discussed, Rachel decided.  Certainly Anya had got the reference to the 

prison, and very likely knew what “write a book” meant. 

Rachel started to speak to Anya, and realized there were a couple of words she didn’t know.  

She held up a hand, and said to Walder, “Give me just a minute.”  She did some tapping at her iPad 

screen. 

At last she turned to Anya and said, “Ty hochesh, chtoby pomoch mne napisat knigu o tyur’me?”  

(Do you want to help me write a book about the prison?) 

Anya seemed to Rachel to be going through the same series of thoughts she herself had.  At last, 

she gave a tiny nod, and looked at Walder, understanding that it was really his question.  “I can write 

book.”  She pronounced the vowels in “book” about halfway between “shook” and “spook.” 

Walder gave Anya a patronizing look.  “Of course you can.” 

Rachel tensed, furious now.  She worked to remain polite, but she knew her voice was icy.  

“Listen.  Anya isn’t a child, so don’t treat her like one.  You want a book by a survivor of the prison?  

She’s a survivor too.  She was there with me.  She saw things I didn’t see, and knows things I don’t know.  

If you want this book, she is my co-author.” 

Walder went pale.  “I’m truly, truly sorry.  Miss Preston…  If I say the wrong thing sometimes, it’s 

because you went through some things I can’t imagine, and I can’t get my mind there, so I’m going to be 

clumsy sometimes and screw up.  I apologize in advance for any future times when that happens, and I 

apologize again for it happening now.” 

Rachel suddenly decided she liked the man.  That was one of the more gracious apologies she’d 

ever heard, and…  Well, the truth was, she felt as though she had some power over him.  It had been 

way too long since she had felt she had power over any man.  It felt nice.  “I’m sorry too.  I’ve got a lot 

shorter fuse than I used to have.” 

“Very understandable.” 

She actually found herself smiling at him.  “So what would I need to do?”  She wanted it to be 

clear, in her wording, that she hadn’t decided to do it yet. 

“Just remember.  That’s all.  We can get you a ghostwriter, and you could tell everything you 

remember, everything that happened, to him…” 

“Her.” 

“…to her, and she’d create the narrative around it.” 
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Rachel thought about it.  She didn’t consider herself completely useless as a writer.  “Can we try 

writing it ourselves?  At least see if your editors, or whoever, think it’s good enough?” 

He spent a moment in thought.  “We’d have some deadlines established, so we might not want 

you writing an entire book, and then us having to start over with a ghostwriter.  But if you could put a 

couple of chapters together…  We could consider those and see where to go from there.”  He clearly 

didn’t want to commit to it, but it sounded to Rachel as if he thought it was possible. 

Rachel was aware that writers of books solicited by publishers were usually paid an advance on 

their work.  “Is there any sort of advance involved?” 

He nodded.  “I don’t know whether you know how that works.  If we decide not to publish the 

book, you’d keep the money.  Not if you decide not to write it.  Here.”  He pulled a notepad out of his 

pocket, wrote on the front page of it, tore the page out and handed it to her.  “This is what we’re 

thinking.” 

Rachel looked at the figure on the paper.  Her breath froze.  She tried not to react visibly. 

Two hundred fifty thousand dollars. 

That would come in SO handy, she told herself.  But I can’t let dollar signs make me throw away 

what’s important.  This guy’s company is just the first one to get to me.  There are others. 

When she decided she could speak again, she said, “You’d make it clear in writing exactly what 

we’re expected to do?” 

“Oh, of course.  I can go back to my hotel, contact headquarters, and get them to send me a 

contract electronically so I can print it out.  The contract would be very specific about what we expect.” 

“That needs to work both ways.  We’d have some things we expect from you.  Like, no editor 

gets to punch up any of the stories we write down to make them more thrilling, or water them down so 

they’re more palatable.” 

He hesitated.  “Any editor is going to want to make… adjustments.  Say, for example, he… she 

thinks the picture is not quite being painted clearly, that the idea isn’t coming across.  She’d want to fix 

that.” 

“Fine, as long as there’s a back-and-forth about it.  I’m sure we can learn some things from the 

editor.  But absolutely no departure from the truth, no exaggerations, no telling things in a way that 

they didn’t really happen because it would make a better read, and no skirting the issue so readers don’t 

get queasy, so that it misses what really happened.” 

He smiled.  “You sound just like…”  He laughed.  “We’ve got an editor I think you’d want to work 

with.” 

Rachel smiled.  “I don’t expect her to fly all the way here, but we’d want to meet her at least on 

the phone.  But still, put it in writing, what I just said.  We’re not just going to take verbal promises.” 

Walder nodded.  “I’ll see what we can do.  Talk to you again tomorrow?” 
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“Okay.  Oh, and the contract needs to be for Rachel Preston and Anya Simonina.  Everything split 

equally.”  She spelled it for him.  “And we won’t sign anything right away.  I need time to talk it over with 

Anya and decide.”  Probably, thought Rachel, we can get Ingrid to come in and interpret, so we both 

really understand each other.  Anya needs to know what the contract says, and I need to find out if it’s 

really okay with her, and if she wants any changes.  Without Anya agreeing, this whole thing isn’t 

happening.  Though it already sounds like she wants to do it. 

Walder made a note of the name. 

***** 

Sandy, the night nurse, said good night to both Rachel and Anya – Rachel had told her how to 

say it in Russian – and dimmed the lights in the room.  Neither Rachel nor Anya liked the lights 

completely off.  Without visual cues telling them where they were, their minds took them back to the 

prison again. 

Tucked into her warm bed, Rachel sighed happily.  That advance money…  Enough to put a down 

payment on a house they could share, with royalties coming in later to make mortgage payments.  

Tuition would be covered. 

They had already, before today, with Ingrid’s help, done some talking about the future.  Anya 

had been almost beside herself with excitement about the idea of going to a university.  It was possible, 

Rachel thought, that her schooling in Irkhetnia might be sufficient to qualify her for admission, though 

her language skills, right now, weren’t up to the level where they needed to be.  Anya knew that.  She 

was making fast progress, though.  The terms of her student visa could be met by taking night classes at 

the local high school.  Rachel was sure they had English As A Foreign Language classes, something Anya 

was happy to hear existed.  Anya would go into such a class with a head start, but there was no doubt 

the class would help – they’d give her writing assignments, let her get used to the ways other people 

besides Rachel spoke English, and so on.  Anya’s knowledge of science and math, Rachel had 

determined, probably already exceeded that of a lot of entering freshmen – they just taught those 

things better in countries outside the U.S., especially the former Soviet ones.  But she probably needed 

classes in American history and civics, of which she knew, of course, very little at present.  That would be 

crucial for citizenship as well.  The advance money, now, would help pay for all of Anya’s preparations. 

Rachel had already decided not to go back to the university herself until Anya could join her 

there.  She and Anya would have time to outline the book, with Rachel putting it in readable prose and 

typing it, and they should be able to make considerable progress while Anya was taking the night school 

classes. 

Rachel had an additional use for her share of the advance money, as well as any royalties when 

and if the book began selling: she had decided she was going to use a chunk of it as seed money to start 

up what she wanted to call the Bryan and Amanda Forrest Foundation, for fighting drug trafficking and 

abuse.  Mandy would be so thrilled to see something like that. 

With visions of the future dancing in her head, Rachel drifted to sleep. 

***** 
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A familiar sound woke Rachel up.  One she hadn’t heard in a long time. 

A rubbing, light slapping sound.  It was rhythmic.  It was wet.  It was accompanied by heavy 

breathing.  And it was coming from Anya’s bed. 

As Rachel listened, she heard Anya say softly, between gasps, “Rehchel.  Ahh.  Rehchel.”  Anya 

was, as Rachel had called it at the prison, sleepsturbating. 

Rachel’s heart started pounding.  She suddenly found she was getting very wet. 

I can’t let you do this, Anya, thought Rachel.  This is like watching you nibble on a carrot from 

your pocket when we could both be sampling the banquet spread out in front of us. 

Very softly, just above a whisper, Rachel said.  “Anya.”  There was no response.  She said it two 

more times, a little louder. 

Anya’s breath caught suddenly.  Awake now, she turned her head towards Rachel. 

Anya suddenly seemed to realize fully what she’d been doing in her sleep.  And that Rachel had 

seen. 

Rachel saw Anya’s face darken suddenly.  In full light, Rachel was sure it would be flaming red, 

and it seemed to have highlights of reflected light, as a sudden sweat broke out.  In a panicked voice, 

Anya said, “Rehchel!  Im soarry, Im soarry…”  She hid her face in her hands, starting to cry. 

Rachel’s jaw dropped.  What is wrong with her? she wondered.  She knows I want… 

No she doesn’t! a voice within suddenly told Rachel.  After all this time, Rachel told herself, all 

the physical intimacies I’ve wanted with Anya and wished I could have with her, I’ve never told her!  And 

the only time we made love, she thinks it’s because Gerov ordered us to do it!  She knows I love her, but 

she doesn’t think I would want her that way!  And now she thinks I’m horribly shocked! 

She said aloud, “Shhh, shhh!  Anya!  Shhhh.  Posmotrish’ na menya!  Posmotrish’ na menya!”  

(Look at me!)  Rachel had heard that said often enough in the dialogue of Russian movies. 

Anya stopped crying, and tentatively spread apart the fingers across her eyes enough to see. 

I don’t know enough words, thought Rachel, and can’t find them quickly enough, to tell her 

everything I feel.  I just have to show her.  

Rachel pushed the bedsheets and blanket away, down to the end of the bed.  

Her fingers were still stiff enough to make it hard to unbutton her pajama blouse.  It didn’t help 

at all that they were shaking.  She got it off, finally, and threw it to the floor, and immediately pushed 

the pants, with their elastic waistband, down her legs. 

Anya still had her hands on her face, but only, Rachel thought, because she had forgotten they 

were there.  Between the spread fingers her eyes were wide. 

Rachel, now naked, held her arms out to Anya, spread apart wide.  She said one of the earliest 

Russian sentences she had learned with the iPad.  “Ya zdes.”  (I am here.) 



497 
 

Anya continued staring.  Rachel wasn’t sure Anya was breathing.  Rachel beckoned with her 

hand. 

Slowly, as if fearing a trick, Anya slid out from under the covers and let her feet down to the 

floor. 

When Anya started to climb into Rachel’s bed, Rachel realized she had somehow not had 

occasion to learn to say “Take your clothes off” in Russian.  She smiled, reached out and tugged 

downward on Anya’s pajama blouse, and tapped at the buttons in front. 

Anya giggled.  Rachel suddenly felt the full force of how much in love with that giggle she was. 

Anya slowly unbuttoned the blouse, looking as if she still somehow expected Rachel to stop her.  

She shrugged out of it, let it fall atop Rachel’s on the floor, and with shaking fingers, and looking as if she 

were about to faint, she pushed the pants down. 

Naked now, Anya climbed up onto Rachel’s bed again.  She moved to lie atop Rachel, and Rachel 

knew, she already knew, that there would be no interference from any memory of anything she and 

Anya had been made to do in Gerov’s office.  None of that was real.  It belonged to another lifetime.  

Her present lifetime started now, this minute. 

Rachel was trembling, not from any fear, but from a bursting energy that made her want to do 

everything two lovers can possibly do, all at the same time.  To have a hundred arms that could hold 

Anya in every possible way.  To have a thousand pairs of lips that could kiss every part of her all at once. 

Rachel didn’t even notice when the kiss actually started.  Somehow it was already happening.  

She didn’t regret missing the moment of making the kiss begin.  She had experienced the first kiss, and 

the anticipation of it, long before, with Gerov watching in the general’s office.  Finding herself kissing 

Anya now, without remembering the first touch of lips, seemed just right.  It signified that she had 

always been kissing Anya and always would, even at times when there was no physical contact. 

Anya, while kissing, was making small whimpering sounds in the back of her throat.  Rachel 

realized Anya was crying, and suddenly became aware that she herself was too.  So much intensity of 

feeling.  So much need being met. 

Rachel raised her legs and wrapped them around Anya, her knees pulled far back, her heels 

resting on Anya’s butt – another way, along with tightening her arms, to draw Anya more tightly against 

her.  She and Anya both started twitching hips, gasping with effort, using tongues more now in the kiss. 

Rachel could not imagine why she had been worried.  Making love with Anya, she told herself 

with complete understanding and a touch of awe, is never going to remind me of anything we did in the 

People’s House.  There is no resemblance whatsoever in any of its qualities.  It was as if Rachel had been 

worried she could never look on the color gold because she had once seen gray.  The truth was that this 

golden time made all the gray that had passed before unimportant, beneath notice. 

She let the gold consume her – sparkling, beautiful, and precious beyond price. 

***** 
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Rachel awoke gradually, and saw it was still nighttime.  Her arms were full of sleeping Anya, 

holding her close, hearing her light breathing.  Rachel didn’t want to wake her.  She liked watching Anya 

sleep, her untroubled face seen up close, just inches away. 

She hoped she could always wake up with Anya in her arms. 

Rachel’s breath caught suddenly, as a memory came back to her.  Of her mother, picking up 

around the kitchen while Rachel ate lunch.  Rachel believed she must have been about five years old at 

the time. 

How do you know for sure, Mom? Rachel had asked.  Rachel heard her mother’s answer in her 

memory now:  You know for sure when you don’t need to ask yourself if you’re sure. 

It hadn’t altogether made sense to five-year-old Rachel.  But it did now. 

Rachel felt Anya begin to stir.  A smile spread across Anya’s face.  She opened her eyes, leaned 

forward a few inches and kissed Rachel. 

No time better than the present, Rachel decided.  

She reached out to retrieve her iPad from the nightstand.  It was always in reach.  It took her 

only a minute to find how to say it.  She spoke it silently to herself, several times.  She closed her eyes 

and said it twice more, then checked to see if she was remembering it correctly. 

Her heart thumping in her chest, she put the iPad down, looked at the patiently waiting Anya, 

and took both of Anya’s hands in hers. 

“Anya…  Ty zhenishsya na mne?” 

Anya took one of her hands back and put it over her mouth.  It looked to Rachel as if Anya was 

trying very hard not to laugh at her.  Rachel had actually expected something like that.  Anya finally said, 

still stifling a giggle, “Rehchel, you… use wrong oo-ords!” (Words.) 

Rachel just smiled and shook her head. 

***** 

“Mom, how do you decide who to get married to?” 

“Well, honey, sometime you’ll meet someone and know you want to spend the rest of your life 

with them.” 

“But…  How do you know for sure, Mom?” 

Mom smiled.  “You know for sure when you don’t need to ask yourself if you’re sure.” 

***** 

Trying to convince Rachel without offending her, Anya said, “Rehchel, you say to me, you want 

that we are married!”  
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It surprised Rachel a little that Anya knew the word “married” without looking it up.  She must, 

Rachel decided, be watching more romantic comedies than I am.  “Anya, v Amerike, my mozhem eto 

sdelat.”  (Anya, in America, we can do it.)  Not, Rachel reflected, in every state.  But we can in my state. 

Anya stared at her for a long time now.  Rachel had known this would be a completely new 

concept to her.  Finally Anya said in a tiny voice, “Rehchel, it’s true?” 

Rachel nodded her head solemnly.  She didn’t want there to be any hint she might be joking.  

She only repeated her question.  “Ty zhenishsya na mne?”  (Will you marry me?) 

Anya was still looking wide-eyed, still struggling to comprehend an idea she had never imagined. 

Rachel suddenly thought of something that might make it more real to Anya.  Something that 

excited Rachel the instant it came to her. 

She put her hand to her chest, and said, “Rachel Preston-Simonina.”  Then she touched Anya 

lightly on the nose with her finger.  “Anya Preston-Simonina.” 

The glow that spread over Anya’s face, of which the sunburst smile was only a part, seemed to 

illuminate the whole room to noontime brightness.  She said excitedly, “Da!  Da, da, da!  Yehss!  Yehss!”  

She threw her arms around Rachel, more tightly than ever before, and kissed her.  She and Rachel both 

let the kiss last a long time. 

END 


