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    Dark forces bring much needed relief beyond the borders of virtual reality




    ‘One leap forward often means first moving one backwards before leaping forward two’


  




  

    Prelude




    With a click of his mouse Fedor entered the chat room. Confident but naïve about how one would conduct himself Fedor was instantly flabbergasted at what he saw on his computer monitor. The conversation was in English, which didn’t surprise him, but the vulgarity and sexual innuendo was more than he expected. It was a Yahoo user room he had virtually stepped into which, perhaps because of its peculiar title, which had drawn his attention: Slaves seeking Masters. He found that many more people; real people with unusual chat names shared the attraction to this style of life. Later, these virtual rooms on Yahoo chat, called User rooms, were taken off line completely without any prior announcement or clarification. Reason? As was reported in the real press, Yahoo was being sued for defamation and especially child pornography.




    Fedor had been on line for a while now, but he was not there to entertain himself or to escape reality. No, that was not what he was aiming for. Firmly rooted in the grim soil of reality Fedor wanted to single out some people for an assignment, an assignment that would have strong implications and would send ripples through the waters of the international community. Though he was still at the point of being merely a spectator, he had already invested quite some time in getting to know certain people were behaving and had assessed them diligently. Here in these virtual rooms he was with people who openly talked about sex and killing and because he had a mission to complete, he felt the urge to be at par with them.




    “Never give your phone number you stupid cow,” wrote, possibly, a woman going by the name of Darkangel.




    “Greetings all,” Fedor said. His chosen name dilemma appeared before his text.




    “Why do you call her a stupid cow Darkangel?” he asked and noticed some had names with capitals where others like him had not.




    “Wtf are you?” Darkangel asked menacingly. Negating the question her reply was more like an order than a statement. In chat language Wtf meant “who the fuck”, Fedor had learned.




    “Why do you call her that,” he persisted, “and what has fuck got to do with that?”




    This last question elicited a flurry of comments from quite a few in the room and as the conversation gained momentum a pecking order seemed to become visible.




    “Leave Dark alone,” Master Dre ordered Fedor. Then candy fell in line saying: “Don’t treat my mistress like shit dilemma,” followed by midnight sub who asked: “Are you a Master or a slave dilemma?” followed by Master Demon and Master Genius who came up with: “This is not of your business stupid fuck,” he wrote and Genius: “Crawl back into you cage retard.”




    Fedor was stunned by the explosion of violence and for a moment felt extremely excited. He wanted to respond his way but understood that this would lead him to be ridiculed, even to the point of being ostracized. All that aggression for just a simple question and he wondered: what are these people afraid of?. What could be the reason for their attack? They were not attacked. Are they afraid of newcomers? If they are regulars in this room why are they not hospitable? Questions like this popped into his head because in real life the norm would be to be welcomed. He wondered if the people here were lacking manners or had created a small world for themselves with manners, norms and values of their own. He was quick to learn that in their eyes anyone they didn’t know was an intruder and was subsequently treated one and so as an enemy.




    “Don’t mess with my family,” said one by the name of Master Supreme. Then the one with the name shy sub finally gave some sort of explanation.




    “Dark is a nice lady brother Dilemma and the girl made a mistake, she deserves to be called stupid cow.”




    Though he already felt uptight, the words of shy sub made him think if he should play along for a while and said in the room: “Thank you shy, you have answered my question. That was kind of you!”




    There were many things he did not seem to know but were common to the others, so he decided to get some more information on conduct. He had just learned that, when in the room by double clicking his mouse on the name of a person, he could enter into a private conversation. Well, of course when that person wanted that too. He double clicked on shy and a box called instant message appeared on his screen. He wrote: “Hello, I am dilemma and I would like to know why some write their name with a capital and others in small letters only?”




    It took some time before an answer appeared but when it came, he felt instantly both embarrassed and insulted: “Hey troll get out of my box sicko. Ask in the room before you hit on me!”




    For the second time Fedor was stunned. He turned his attention to the room talk and saw the havoc that was created about what he had asked. Shy had copied his in the room and most people in there were already busy commenting.




    “Hey fucking troll, if you don’t behave we will put you on ignore, right girls?” blurted the one calling herself Mistress Fast, “one more thing out of that troll and we will lock him, put him on ignore and give him a room iggy”, she said.




    A warning he thought, but about what? He had asked privately because he had sensed there were some rules, but he did no know them. So rather than making a foolish impression, he thought it more appropriate to ask personally. The people in the room would not have to be confronted by questions of a newcomer and could just continue their conversation. But then while he observed, he also noticed that there was not really much of a conversation going on at all. Hellos and greetings of all kinds were exchanged in the order people came in or left. The way they greeted was peculiar too. Some barged in and expected to be greeted, others had to asked permission to enter. Then he was unexpectedly messaged by a young woman called doria: “Greetings dilemma, please forgive me for the intrusion,” she began as the screen lit up while her box appeared, “but I think you will learn more about this home stone if you care to read the website the Land of Vor. You will then know more, the link is on the screen of the room,” she said.




    “Thank you doria, I will do that,” he responded. He clicked on the ‘view profile’ link first to see how doria presented herself. He got shocked again when he read: doria is slave, a red silk and first girl of the Homestone of Vor, collared to Master Supreme, He is Master I am slave, and doria is his property. doria loves her master as is bound to him forever, doria is restricted, no furring no lapping unless master Supreme orders this slave to do so. He quickly capitalized his name for now he understood Masters wrote names in capitals, but slaves, a sign of submission.




    This is the kind of servile and violent attitude I need, Fedor thought, I must dig myself into this and get some people going for me. Why were they so aggressive though, he thought? Fedor had not seen a real reason for aggression, but if there was any then why should they act so strongly on something this small? Against his better judgment he decided to try and explain this peculiar behavior. He needed to find out if the people were inclined to be reasonable, so he continued: “I don’t know what a troll is and I don’t know what I did wrong,” he said in the room.




    One woman, called Mistress Hidi, seemed to have compassion for him and the turmoil he had created: “A troll is someone who IM’s a slave, like an uninvited message, without asking her in the room first. You should not do that! We protect our family here.”




    “Oh,” Fedor retorted, “I did not know you were related.”




    “We are an online family and I own this room,” said the one calling himself Master Supreme and he flashed the website with the name of the room on the screen, the same one as doria had shown him and that he had clicked on after reading her profile, “read the rules of the room fool,” he added.




    “I think I might be ignorant of the conduct here, but am I a fool then?” Fedor continued but in defiance, hoping the behavior displayed would be explained.




    “Yes you are,” came Supreme again, “because you did not read. Are you a slave?”




    Fedor’s face shot red with anger, a slave? And then the way he was asked, like he was ordered. What conduct is this; they have no manners at all, he thought: “Of course not!” Fedor replied, “slavery has been outlawed in all countries Supreme, so also in yours and for your information, even the most backward countries do not condone slavery anymore. Who are you to ask me this? Who is the fool now?”




    Enraged Supreme and with him now the whole room came down on Fedor.




    “Wtf, kill the retard!!!!!!!!!” he shouted, “this is BDSM. Get out of here; you don’t know what you are talking about. We have roles to play. Read the bloody website!”




    He decided to read the website of the room. Basically it was a room for Dominants and submissives, Masters and slaves. Because of numerous referrals it looked Fedor learned that this BDSM was quite a subculture, one of so called honor, without substance, and of the desire to be humiliated, something he had not been aware of, not actively. All was done voluntarily so in his mind exactly the opposite as to what was professed. He saw that one of the rules to adhere to was the notion of the first letter of Masters and Dominants had to be written in capitals, the names of slaves and submissives in undercast.




    When the effects of the attacks on him had worn off somewhat Fedor challenged the room by saying: “Tell me, when a slave submits voluntarily, she or he can voluntarily get out of it, right? So, a slave is not enslaved and can walk away whenever she or he likes! The essence of slavery is that you are enslaved and cannot get out. So technically speaking you are all playing a game.. And slaves serving masters do that only because they want to.”




    “You don’t know what you are talking about. You need training,” a Master wrote.




    “I think all need training in norms and values in the culture you profess to be wanting to be part of,” Fedor replied, thinking that he would have to understand the psychology in the motivation of Masters and slaves to be just that and their desires to express that. Furthermore in real that is only possible behind closed doors, so here you let your fantasy roll. You play what you like to be but cannot in real life,” Fedor said.




    “Geezzzers, is this a crackpot or what,” said Lady Fast, “this is a role-play room, read the goddamn rules man.




    “Right,” he said and was thinking of how he could use this kind of behavior to his advantage. The first point was: was there an advantage?




    Fedor was brooding on a plan, a plan he had envisioned for some quite time now, in fact since he had been given the tools and the opportunity and he wondered with bewildering interest if he could get someone from here to do what he wanted. He was looking for opportunities and had read how things could go out of hand when some BDSM’ers had gone real life from chat. This ran through his head when he recalled a chat meeting with a woman who named herself after Xena, the warrior princess. She had shown him the way to Voodoo, one of the chat platforms on the internet. Major only in the sense that is was particularly international. Like Yahoo it had a dominant attendance of American and British chatters of all ages. The screen lay out looked better too for, instead of just text, there was also room for what was called avatars, some kind of personal picture that portrayed mostly not the person but an attitude, an inclination. Small pictures they were and most people had numerous alternatives which were made by experts. Those experts called painters had their own workshops. There on the basis of existing pictures, they would digitally paint, read personalize, av’s of choice. They would do that for free or for money, virtual money, mojos in this case. Fedor had to get familiar with that first of course. Most of the men and women, young and old, sported stereotypical portraits he could not but laugh about. The sex chat or Shadow’s erotic room was most blatant in showing the women in positions normally only porn stars would indulge in. The men were not much different as quite invariably the macho aspects that were displayed. And by joining the people in the rooms and commenting on what they talked, he invited reactions. In fact his comments evoked very vulgar, aggressive and violent reactions. So prejudiced, homophobic and vulgar men and women were that he thought it would be easy to find someone who would live up to their words in real




    Because he thought the macho men and sexy women after all were insecure, it would be easy to convince them with real money. And he had a good budget for this too. His prime importance was to remain anonymous; this was imperative. As long as he could not be traced, Fedor did not care about the people he wanted to hire for the assignment or what actually would happen to them. He was going to be the spider in the web of his own making, directing and making sure the job was done. With all that in mind and with limited time on his hands he walked into the D/s room of Voodoo with one thing on his mind: to get someone to become the assassin.




    The Brat: “Hello Dilemma, welcome to D/s.”




    Dilemma: “Greetings all,” he wrote and then it began.




    lily: “Gm Dilemma.”




    Hell-bent: “Hi Dilemma,” and so on as the greetings flew over the screen. He had logged on in the afternoon and realized that the gm meant good morning and that that lily would be in the USA of Canada.




    Going with the flow Fedor also began to greet personally. Thinking why when anyone could be certain not all people in a room were from one specific area or country would act like they were next door neighbors. Both to make his presence known and to see what would happen and he thought of playing a little Dilemma: So he responded with:




    Dilemma: “Good afternoon. Since it is afternoon here I wish those who are in their morning a good morning, but the others a good afternoon, evening or night.”




    Bratty: “Good morning Master Dilemma,” came the words from a woman with an av which showed all her physical assets but here face. She apparently had not seen what Fedor just explained.




    “Greetings to all once more,” Fedor wrote, “greetings Graham and especially I greet Bratty and Mara who are clever enough to know it is my morning,” Fedor smiled as he typed..




    “Oh,” lily reacted, “what do you mean by that Master Dilemma?”




    Dilemma: “I am overjoyed you do know where I am, but may be I should enlighten you lily?” Fedor smiled while the session of greetings went on and nothing much else was talked about while he waited for Lily to respond.




    Lily: “Enlighten me about what Dilemma,” she asked as Fedor sensed some irritation.




    Dilemma: “Well lily I am in Europe and it is afternoon now. So how about if I wish you a good morning girl and you me good afternoon?”




    Lily: “oooooooooohhhhhhhh,” Fedor saw as she exclaimed like a light had been flipped on and a sigh developed. Fedor now looked at lily’s av now thinking of a reaction to her. He saw quite a sultry woman primarily attracting attention to her physical appearance. Though not much left to be hidden, the av did show her in a magnificent dress but with a view on breasts and other curves. A lady but very sensual in her expression, Fedor thought. While the ramblings in the room went on, he kept an eye on her and wondered what kind of woman she was. Having experienced the sensitivity of some women when approached privately through a personal message Fedor knew that room talk would not rapidly lead to really getting to know her should he want that But then she addressed herself to him and asked:




    Lily: “Where are you located Master Dilemma?”




    Ahhh, he thought, she now calls me Master, let’s see what happens and looked at her profile which did not say much of interest at all, but for the fact that there was no sign of being owned by someone.




    Dilemma: “Netherlands, lily,” Fedor answered.




    Lily “Oh, oh, free drugs and legal prostitution, lol (laughing out loud),” she replied.




    Dilemma: “And much more lily, but mind you even when forbidden there are drugs used and there is prostitution in your country too,” Fedor replied knowing most of the capital cities around the world so also where she was located. After all Fedor operated from several bases and just now happened to be using the one in London, “laws cannot prevent people from what they like to do, right?”




    Lily: “yes there is a drug problem and there are prostitutes in the USA too, but it is not legalized like in yours,” she said.




    “Slavery is against the law too lily,” he then threw in and it looked already as if he was talking personally to her while the small talk in the room went on. This last remark however did attract attention now and not just from lily.




    TXgunslinger: “For your information Dilemma this type of slavery is consensual. Do not compare it with outlawed slavery, right girls?” he asked the room to back him up.




    LaDe: “Of course TX,” she said as then lily said:




    Lily: “yes TX is right; this type of slavery is not forced. I am a slave because it is what I want to be.”




    Fedor thought for a moment but felt like teasing her:




    Dilemma: “In real and serving a Master like this would not be possible then, so you mean it is played on line lily?”




    Lily could not answer him as most people in the room now stumbled over him. What he had just said, to his astonishment they felt as impertinence. They were blasting him for being ignorant; someone even called him an idiot and worse. Because he did not quite understand why they reacted so fiercely, Fedor wondered for a moment what to do. Were they not confident themselves? Did they have to react so strongly because they felt threatened on the flimsiest of confrontations? Though he felt insulted by the ones who stooped to prejudice and vulgarity, he decided to keep quiet and to IM lily.




    Dilemma: “Good morning lily I am sorry to have evoked some turmoil in the room but I just meant to say that is sounded antagonistic and would like to have talked about it. I am Dilemma and writer,” he opened the conversation hoping she would reply. She did:




    Lily; “hello Master Dilemma, yes I think some in the room are overreacting, they act like they are bitten by a snake.”




    Fedor gradually gaining confidence about how to go about this as well as in the rooms, he came to know her better and implicitly sensed she could be used for what was on his cards. Over time as they talked in IM more often she told him she was a married woman who, as a child had been sexually abused several times. And, although she knew and felt that that was horrible, she had developed this sheer feeling, lust even, of being overpowered. Abhorrent, yes she had entrusted him with, for she had deep mental scars, but also desires that were etched into her she herself could not fathom. Could she really explain to herself why she felt elated when in a completely dependent position, mentally, physically, both? She even looked for it, though now only when completely safe. Oftentimes she avoided to think about that past to focus on the rush of it all, that feeling only. Knowing that, in contrast to her past, she had decided on doing this with someone she could trust. But, it was not easy to find someone she indeed could trust. That was the key. Oh, she could be reckless too, but only on line. In her work she could not reveal this inclination, but on line she could play to her hearts desire. She usually said she was married so she could easily fend off potential predators. However, though she had been married, she was divorced now and very much a single woman, a young woman still. She was in demand, but did not allow herself to be tied up with any master until she knew he would be the right one, one she could possibly meet in real as well. She did not quite believe in this role-play on line either. Because of her being in demand, attractive, friendly, obedient and sensual, she had to fend off both Masters and stalkers. Dilemma and lily talked to each other more and more over a few weeks. They left the rooms behind them and began to indulge in exploring their sensual feelings freely. It did not take them very long to talk intimately and as they grew closer they became sensually intimate. One day however when they met on line again, her simmering feelings of wanting to be owned had grown and she revealed that she wanted Dilemma to be her Master. Of course she did not suggest this but when feelings of intimacy had grown, she compulsory begged Dilemma. Fedor liked her because she revealed her terrible past without complaint, more as a matter of fact to explain her urge. So, she told him she was brutalized by a friend who, when she was still married, had taken advantage of her. Both to protect herself from others and to be able to indulge in her desires of wanting to be slavish on line she had had a Master too. One she was very attached to, but they had never met in real. Her husband loved her to death so to speak, she said, but since she did not feel the same devotion anymore, she lost her feelings for him. She desired to be literally owned by him, but he was no Master. He loved her and could not order her. Eventually they divorced. Lily and Fedor grew closer and as lily became more attached to Fedor, to her a kind man a man with confidence. She admired his calm strength yet he kept her on her toes. He was an enigma for her still, but she knew he was a man who when convinced would not sway. More so when she learned how suggestive he could be in sexual intimacy, the intimacy he had awakened in her. No one ever had been able to make her climax alone and behind a computer screen. Of course lily learned about Fedor too, her Master Dilemma. But that was it, when she had pronounced him ‘her’ Master Dilemma, he threw the towel. He knew enough, because he knew too he could never deploy a woman with that background. That would go against his very nature and so gently told her that he could not stay on line, not with her, not with anyone and wished her well. Goodbye lily, Fedor thought, thank you for your valuable information.




    Fedor, originally born in Romania, had a long history, one of cultural repression. Besieged by the USSR, Romania for a long time was part of the East Block countries. Held in a tight grip his country was practically a vassal state and had developed, under the guise of socialism into dictatorship. Fedor had lost his parents during that time and was raised by family members, who were connected to underground circles. When he fled to the west he got educated and enrolled in to a secret services of a northern country and had become invaluable. In an effort to get his info and experience he was recruited him to be part of a supra national intelligence agency. He had learned to move in all circles, high and low. Fedor was a clever man. He knew his worth and although he knew much about what Romania was going through under the dictator Ceausescu, he kept a lot to himself. A very loyal member of his newly found employers in the northern world he grew to learn fast about the fact that most of the nations he worked for were primarily protecting their own interests. Only secondly leaders of those countries had the world at large and the human rights of all plus the order to secure this on mind. Fedor knew the history of colonialism very well too. In order to understand the hegemony of the countries of the north he found that these were guilty of post colonial neglect. It was this political lack of sense of guilt, Fedor found to be the root cause of many international political problems. Fedor, a socialist at heart even though he had completely accepted and adapted to the northern way of thinking, had vowed to himself that he would contribute to change the world order in favor of those peoples, peoples who had been used and were being used in what was called third world countries. With the stroke of a pen he named them the South because of their post colonial standing; they were just good enough to supply raw materials, some finished goods cheaply, but foremost cheap labor. Fedor assessed that from the viewpoint of maintaining post colonial order, the north was preying on the South. Over time and while working for his international intelligence agency, based in London, with progressive insight he had developed this aim: to change the dependencies of third world countries and others as they were held captive as suppliers of resources and labor. To free them so that their cultures, both in the capitalistic and socialistic sense, would become equal with those he was part of and were calling the shots was his aim: Equality in practice. As a result of the decolonization process he knew that ‘rich’ countries had gained practical status of world leadership. And because the people of these countries had known not much else, this was normal to them, they were happy with their leadership which protected the status quo, they, the North, enjoyed economical and political dominance. To accommodate compassionate voices, and to get rid of some guilt non government organizations and even in some countries ministries of development cooperation dealt with emergency aid and development. However, Fedor knew very well that any revolutionary movement threatening to unbalance this status quo, would, if possible, be crushed or economically sidelined.




    Numerous examples Fedor had been part of or about: Chili, Nicaragua, Cuba for instance, and that was just in Latin America. Asia and South East Asia were strong suppliers of raw materials and thus the grip on a stable relationship had to be maintained. The Philippines was a prime example of a country that bought the archipelago from the Spanish after the people had freed themselves and had declared independence in 1898 but was besieged again by a another foreign power - The United States of America which had just one simple policy: to use the land and its people for its own benefit. The Philippines was furthermore a prime example, because the USA had left its former colony bleeding and today is still one of the poorest countries of South East Asia. It was this kind of legacies, this blatant abuse of people and resources Fedor deplored.




    Fedor, part of an intelligence network spanning all continents, worked for a secret service consortium which superseded national secret services. Obviously he was loyal to it and its philosophy, which boiled down to one simple notion; to protect the multitude of interests. He saw the sense of it but was also driven by a higher kind of motivation. Because of his Warsaw Pact training, he knew how to control himself and when to take risks. He rose to become a high ranking officer in his network and was well known, had a good reputation and was responsible mapping out places of potential turmoil and unrest, for organizing protection methods. Fedor was the man whom others relied on to determine where dissent grew and to deal with imbalances from what was determined as the ‘natural order’. Overt the years Fedor had seen his own agenda growing, one that was based on the injustices he experienced. Ever since his first entry in his personal agenda he had felt a growing urge to combat injustices. With this in mind he had begun to roam chat rooms.




    As he, before they were shut down, frequented Yahoo’s chat rooms Fedor was astonished to notice some of these rooms professed a ‘natural order’ too. When he was on leave he had consulted the university in Bucharest, his home town and the capital of Romania, for research. To avoid being questioned he certainly would not do that in London. Fedor was quite familiar with the works of the great Darwin. Darwin ventured outside his environment and not consciously to Fedor’s conviction, had helped to pave the way for colonization too.




    While in these rooms he could not quite grasp what these people meant by ‘their natural order’. He stumbled on the books, some twenty five, that were written by an American called John Norman who, on the basis that men were superior to women, had created a lifestyle in which women were to be slaves and all men their Masters. It was based on the philosophical notion and consequence that women were to serve men and when Fedor saw how medieval life was taken as a form of conduct and the Indian caste system as a way of forming groups, he felt that people adopting this kind of thinking, did so in relation to their own lives. But, he wondered, could this kind of thinking and acting become anything, could it become a new way of life in the north?




    Because it was yet impossible to be like that in real life and considering that it was set on a planet, a fantasy planet called Vor, Fedor instantly saw the Vor conduct as a means to relieve every day tension. Not just because many people in the real would do much more than frown when they see a man publicly keeping a woman on a chain. He knew they would be arrested. Why then if it is consensual, is the question? First because how society would would know it to be consensual as coercion and brainwashing could part of the relationship. More importantly, on earth slavery is outlawed. Oh, goes the argument, it may still exist and it does but in that case slavery is not consensual at all. The idea of keeping slaves, voluntarily or involuntarily, is unacceptable and judged as immoral as it is against the principle of human rights. On the other hand on line and perhaps behind closed doors in people’s homes this could be done and possibly is done, Fedor thought. What struck him too was that some of these people in their rooms called home stones acted like they were medieval knights, whose sole purpose was to protect their domain. Whatever that really was he could not fathom. They had organized those home stones like military set ups. The Ubar, the owner, with first and second sword men, called the Free Men, then the Free Ladies, veiled and fully clothed were the Free Companions of Masters. The slaves were either owned by the home stone and were to serve every free man or woman or were owned by a Master or Mistress and were restricted to serve especially sexually, only their Owners. Most of these Masters insisted on the conduct prescribed in the books, but made their own rules too. There was a lot of animosity between the owners of home stones and violent behavior like killing a so called adversary was the name of the game. When a man does not fall in line immediately, he was insulted, threatened and even killed. Masters or Mistresses had daggers, swords and other medieval weapons on them and prescribed ways to make a legal kill.




    When Fedor virtually walked in to a home stone he almost immediately was ordered, interrogated, insulted and threatened to be killed. Since Fedor liked to talk and test how firm a conviction is, he did not give up easily. Because these people had no idea what they were fighting for except, as they saw, it to defend their honor, Fedor laughed. Because their behavior had nothing to do with honor but with egocentric phallic behavior to Fedor the men were insecure and they used Vor to justify supremacy. What a fallacy, he thought and asked himself: What do they really know about honor? This was the point. He saw feeble men served by self professed slaves, slaves who voluntarily did everything for their Owner and he knew it was women like this he could be use for his assignment. Fedor was on the look out for such a woman, a woman he could deploy as an assassin he was seeking.




    Fedor was based in the seats of power: London, New York, and Paris etc. but had a real office in London and traveled the world on a moment’s notice. To connect with the secret service of the Netherlands, AIVD, concerning West Papua and Indonesia, he was in Amsterdam. As it was reported, among other things, AIVD operated in amateur like fashion it had come under criticism. Fedor liked Amsterdam and had many friends there, but only those who needed to know, knew actually what he did. To others he appeared to be a distinguished gentleman, a diplomat. Though Fedor liked women very much he found it hard to commit him to anyone. His profession made it impossible for him to commit. He did not need to be prudent about money, something he remembered very well from his youth in Romania, but for obvious reasons did not show off. Fedor was not a man to advertise himself, no macho behavior, but women sensed. They felt he had power; they felt his independence and were attracted.




    Most women he knew would try to dictate him, especially when they had children, and this prevented him from engaging in to any relationship. Instead, he freely moved around and had women with him anywhere when he wanted them. But, on line was another thing. Being a newcomer he had to prove himself. So, I have to get known, have to fit in but without conforming to some of the dictators on line, that was the idea, he thought.




    The talk in the room was not too much for his liking for it was more or less repetitive and primarily focused on ritualistic greeting. While negating the puffed up Masters, he tried to get in touch with some of the slave women. This however brought him conflict with the Masters who were delighted when they could publicly scandalize him. Convinced there was nothing to defend he would not publicly defend himself, but turned the tables on the Masters by questioning them. Since he did not budge but for a valid point, he was not liked. Feeling Fedor stood his ground these self professed Masters turned to vulgarity, they became rude but avoided debate. In spite of that he met a few women who apparently were drawn to him and talked with them privately to learn about their motives with regard to being a slave.




    It did not take very long before he encountered what was called cybering but in Vor furring. Using words, unless the woman or man in question would masturbate, furring meant making love on line. Though he did not feel like that surrogate sex whatsoever, to explore desires he did try to bring a woman to climax. He knew of course that this depended on how sensitive the woman felt about truly expressing herself. The women he met, some were quite extreme, were very apprehensive of him. He appeared to be different, but when they had come close to him through this cybering, they invariably felt they had experienced something of value. As he explored further on this chat battlefield to know what moved these women to become slaves he talked to three women. Fedor found the men insolent to them, but the women seemed to like it. They did not blink at all when they were called sluts or beasts. When Fedor dared to comment on that in the room, he was clobbered by the women too when they explained that being a beast was a compliment, not a sign of humiliation.




    “We have our ways and just because we go against the meaning of the word, we do use it as a term of endearment,” said one of them as she was applauded by others who called her sis, short for sisters, “as a way to go against vested manners we do use the bad words as dear ones,” she explained.




    “Oh I see,” said Fedor in the skin of Dilemma.




    “Oh yes Master Dilemma,” another slave acknowledged both. It looked like he was getting the hang of it when in the room Fedor then was approached by a slave called mara who, in words, offered him service on her knees. He clicked on her profile to get some more info and learned she was a free slave, and so not collared to a Master. Most of the slaves present were owned to a Master and without any restraint professed that in their profiles like: owned by Master Egidius for instance. I belong to him with all my heart and obey him, He is Master, I am slave, Restricted from furring and lapping. New slaves were naked and only received clothes when they had gone into training. What the training was about? Not about the philosophy of it all, but the conduct: serving and dancing in words. And Fedor was about to be served in full and with fire by the girl mara; the slaves irrespective of age called themselves girls, Fedor learned from mara. mara enquired what he would like:




    Mara: “May this lowly slave inquire how Master Dilemma likes to be served his refreshment?” she asked. But before he could answer a girl appeared stating she would do a dance. Fedor then said the same as he had seen other Masters saying: “A kalana slut!”




    “Yes Master Dilemma, mara is pleased to serve you.”




    Not expecting anything fancy from mara, he shifted his attention to the girl who was going to dance alone for a Master and his Free Companion. The dance was called:




    Rising from the ashes




    “Miko stands with legs apart in the ruins near the river bank. The desolation and destruction apparent as the veils of the five high castes ripple in the slight breeze. Iced hazel eyes rise to reveal the crystalline tear drooping down her creamy cheek as she weeps for what was, but is no more.”




    “Miko pirouettes as a soft melody begins to play in the distance. The anguish and turmoil revealed as her head flings back to a raw sound of emotion and anger emits forth from her throat. “errrrrr” Tiny fists clench at her sides before she feels the driving passion of her heart burning once more.”




    “Your kalana Master Dilemma, shall I proof it first to safeguard you from evils?” mara asked Fedor in the room as she interrupted miko’s dance. Did she think the red wine could have been poisoned, so like in the old days the slave would die first, he wondered? What kind of role-play is this but without giving it more thought he answered: “Mara, if I cannot trust you to serve me I should not have let you serve me at all. Just serve it. I am sure you are capable.”




    “Yes Master Dilemma, it is my pleasure! I will do so as fast as my tiny feet will carry me,” she responded. The dance of Miko went on for some time and when it was coming to an end mara returned. Under the watchful eyes of the few left now in the room mara served Fedor the wine in accordance to the Vor ritual, virtually of course. When she was finished she asked: “Is there anything else mara could do for you Master Dilemma?”




    Because he liked her humble style and her gentle way of expressing herself Fedor did what he had seen others doing and said: “That was an excellent serve girl; you may stay by my side.”


  




  

    1 The Beginning




    There we go he thought. Fedor had spent enough time on line now to be known. He wanted to know this girl mara and see how far he could get with her. He had the experience he needed to get someone to do exactly what he wanted her to do. Now that she was focused on him, Fedor then thought of getting in touch with her privately and in the room ordered mara: “IM me mara!”




    “Yes master Dilemma, as You wish!” she answered and a few seconds later a box opened and her words appeared; this conversation followed:




    Mara: “She awaits Master Dilemma.”




    Dilemma: “you are here slut, good!”




    Mara: Drops to her hands and crawls to Master Dilemma. Kneeling upright at his towering legs her wings flutter open and her hands rest gently on her softness her carriage upright and her head proudly high she looks to him for a brief moment and lowers her eyes then whispers....: Greetings Master, yes your slut is here.”




    Dilemma: “Are you well girl?”




    Mara: “You are here and mara is great, thank you Master for inquiring. How are you Master? She leans over and kisses his boots then rises.”




    Dilemma: “Tired and exhausted.”




    Mara: “A long day at work, shall mara prepare you a hot tub?”




    Dilemma: “Very long and very hot slut.”




    Mara: “Nuzzles his calf with her cheek.”




    Dilemma: “Leans back relaxing.”




    Mara: “Her dainty feet drawing her within to the shelves, iced hazel eyes search for a vessel with sleek lines as she speaks the quiet whispers of her heart to captivate her Master with her beauty, eyes scanning frantically to please just one.”




    Fedor was thinking about what was happening. It did not matter how rude or depreciating he was by calling her cunt, bitch or whore and to make her do things on line he would not ask of any woman, bur she did and did this in the in the language of Vor as this was required. He did not even own her, he thought, so, if she is really that obedient she would be the one to aim for. I am going to focus on her, to own here, to deploy her for this major thing, he whispered. But first how to could he get her to collar, the sign of ownership? That was the next step. How would the home stone owners react? Fedor was not part of that home, so he had to find a way to convince them she would be in good hands. On the other hand if he could get to here like this in private, he could get to know her less formally and work something out. Of course if she would feel the same about him




    During the next few weeks, almost every day, he tried to be on line to work on her. She was quite an interesting girl, had lots of experience, had been owned a few times just on line, but was freed because for most she was far too intelligent to handle. The Masters she had had really failed her for being a Master, one that could command her the way she really needed, she believed that. Most were more or less abusive, egocentric and she wanted one whom she could admire for his confidence with was based on conviction, something a self respecting man would go for, a man with meaning. She knew the ones on line were not that clever, or did not have anything on their minds satisfying to her. So, Fedor learned gradually that, if he were to operate her, she was a tough slave to deal with. So, next time he was on, he discussed her status with the home stone owners. In mara’s presence and with her agreeing wholeheartedly they all agreed to a collaring ceremony provided he would become a member of their home stone. Since she was first girl of the home and trainer of new slaves, mara was very much a liked. The homeowners had agreed to collar mara if Fedor could not just guarantee her safety but would prove to the home he would be a good Master to her. So, when that was done and he proved himself time and date was set. But first Fedor wanted to collar mara in private before re-enacting this procedure in public; like this he was sure of would strengthen their bond. When she had agreed to this he went on line and surprised her:




    Collaring of mara to Master Dilemma




    Dilemma: “I have brought you a gift,” he began and He showed her a small box, which was wrapped in soft paper and a pretty ribbon with a flower.




    Mara: “Kneeling and tossing her wild mane from her face, she lifts her chin proudly, back arching, lowering her bright eyes in the deepest respect, thighs parting to their limit to display her female body to him for his pleasure, offering herself in an attempt to appease him. She gasps: a gift for mara?”




    Dilemma: “Indeed, one you may refuse, but the feeling in my heart is you will not, a gift meant to stir your fires, fuel your passion for serving. Smiles and watches her eyes.”




    Mara: “Her eyes lowering then lifting them slowly to His in wonderment.”




    Dilemma: “Taking the ribbon and teasingly slowly pulls one end until it falls between her spread thighs, tickling her belly as it falls to the fur below her.”




    Mara: “Her body responds to the touch of the ribbon as if it were his fingers trailing downward...her breathing shallows as she watches him unfold the gift before her.”




    Dilemma: “Watches the paper fluttering down around my outstretched hand like a lovers kiss, leaving before her a box with a red top and the emblem in diamond shape, the letters gold the background black, the top quilted of the finest silk in the land.”




    Mara: her eyes alight with envy seeing something more amazing then her own beauty.”




    Dilemma: Smiling as your eyes light up as that of a child on its birthday and whispers: “If you so desire you may touch it.”




    Mara: “blushes, seeing him eyeing her, hearing him allowing her to touch such a precious item, her arms hesitate but still they slowly approach to trace the Gold letters upon the silken diamond shape as she would trace her lover’s sword feeling the smoothness underneath her expert hand.”




    Dilemma: “Slowly opens the top to reveal a collar of steel, lined in the finest of fur in the land so as to not scar your neck in any shape or from. In the centre of the collar is a simple ring centred in a diamond with the letters on either side of the ring in pure gold. The latch as well is made of pure gold with only enough metal in it to make it strong, the white fur on the inside, contrasting with the shimmering light that surrounds us at the moment, glittering of the steel of the collar as though the collar had a life of its very own, then lifting it with baited breath to see if you will accept my offering to you.”




    Mara: “Her eyes illuminate from the shining of its beauty, her heart pounds in her chest, her breath taken from her, speechless for once in her life, she looks at Him seeing if she sees herself in His eyes.




    Dilemma: “Not only in my eyes, but my heart, you have captured and wrapped me up in your charms as slave and woman from the very first time we met and spoke.”




    Mara: “Still kneeling before him, she lifts her head to regard him and whispers. Mara will be your slave, kneeling back on her heels, lowering her head, extending her arms, wrists crossed,: Mara is your slave, her heart pounding.”




    Dilemma: “Looks at you and softly says: We are in my home, my garden, my place of peace and this gift to you seals our commitment. Now lifting your chin and looking into your eyes I say: “With this collar, I claim thee as Mine. Let no man take from me what I have desired to make Mine. Let no man touch this woman whom I claim as Mine this day.”




    Mara: “Listens…….”




    Dilemma: “Lifts the collar from the protective box: “Lean your neck to me in offering Mine, and allow me to wrap this gift around your throat and to lock it into place.”




    Mara: “Yes Master.”




    Dilemma: “Smiles gently.”




    Dilemma: “Slowly wrapping the collar around her neck, clicking the latch closed and placing a lock into the small loop, thanking the maker, listens as the lock clicks with finality of the act of claiming this woman as my property, my slave.”




    Mara: “She remains kneeling but tilts her chin and turns her head to the left so He may I attach His collar to her. Her wrists dart and extended behind her as she is locked into slave, she says with all her heart and soul: You are Master Mara is slave, you command, she obeys; this is because you are Master and she is slave, she is to serve you and be pleasing to you with absolute obedience. Moaning softly, she leans in and kisses him. Unable to contain herself any longer, she wraps his arms around him and holds him tightly against her as she continues to nuzzle his neck.”




    Dilemma: “Returns her passion with passion of my own and whispers: Mine.”




    There you are Fedor thought. I got you; now the only thing left is to train this girl so she will do literally as I command her to do; to get her into perfect mode for the assassination. The girl has no motive and she does not know the one who assigned her to do so. She must be brought in the position to do it without questioning. So, Fedor knew he had to bring her there; he had to put her into that position. Owning mara body, soul and mind was the first step. But was it really that easy, he pondered, could she really be a slave to be deployed and commit such act? Who was this mara, what was her background? Over time and by his careful way in acting like a Vor Master as well as finding out intermittently during the growing relationship, he was going to learn who mara really was and how she could be a slave who would do anything for her Master, voluntarily!


  




  

    2 Recruitment and Cooperation Mara




    Mara was a thirty four year old South American woman in origin who lived in the USA. She was half indigenous Peruvian and half Spanish. Gorgeously looking she had been a victim of abuse many a time in her life. The macho culture prevalent in Peru, in the cities especially, had brought her into several precarious situations. But then her savior was an American soldier. He took her away and married her. She was delighted and frightened and now deprived of the family life, she was used to and with a man who was practically illiterate, she had felt quite alone. Oh of course she was thankful and showed that to him. She knew she was completely dependent on him, but because he turned out to be a man who had no regard for her but what he wanted. He easily got that from her because he did not cease to remind her that she was saved from the evils of a backward country. It was funny, she thought many times wryly. My husband being insecure has to force me into giving him all delights of the flesh, which he can get from me any time, if only he would be respectful. But he was not, he was abusive. In fact he could really only as he said ‘get off’ after he had ordered her on her hands and knees and had given here a good spanking on her ass and pussy. Because he could not really express himself well, she had given up trying to understand him. He treated her as if she was his property and should she not do as he wanted, she would get punished severely. She could not go against him, not only because he used the ‘I saved you from the rapists’, but also because it was not in her nature to do so when she was financially dependent on him. It was much more her nature to honor her husband, for that what had been taught to her from early age. As she was desired by men in general, mara thought or rather knew, that her beauty had become her curse. Because her complex background had led her to follow strict rules and regulations in religion and conduct, she felt that If she kept to that she could keep herself sane.




    Even here in the USA, when they started out living there and her husband had become a trucker after his stint in the USA army, to his chagrin she was flirted on constantly. It was something that had made him very jealous, because his new job did not allow him to be home often enough. It did give opportunities to mara though. No, she was not stupid she would not think of allowing herself to engage into something behind his back with the men who were after her. Mara was not stupid; she was more of a cunning woman. She had inherited some of the streaks the Inca’s were famous for and when close to herself she would feel the blood of her ancestors flowing through her veins. It was then when she felt most true to herself and at peace. The fierce but subdued Spanish blood could not be released in any way and had made her a slave of her own captivated feelings. Because she was cunning too she knew that under the circumstances she was in, she had to make the best out of her dreadful situation. She was free in mind and that made her deny him one thing, not even to her aggressive husband she would give it. That one thing was that she would not procreate and this gave her a hold over him. He could take her in all kinds of ways, but she made sure no babies would come. This was his punishment and she made him feel. this Though she never quite talked to him about it, because no punishment could make her talk, he knew this well and it frightened him. Why? He knew that that secured her of here freedom. He realized of feared that she could give herself to anyone whenever she desired to do so. Over the years that desire had grown. When alone, many a time her thoughts drifted back to her childhood days where her grandfather and mother would tell her the stories she remembered so well, the stories of her heritage, of the fusion with the Spanish conquistador of the past and her native culture. She had always been fascinated about that and it felt as it was alive in her. Where she came from had faded however when she had become a young girl desired by many men. When young, her family had nothing to brag about, but now that she had, she could not think of being happy either, not as happy with nothing when she was a child. So, with time on her hands and happy her husband Greg was not around most of the time she felt free, free to ward off prospectors around her but also free to engage in flirting but in an anonymous way. Because she had so much time she decided to study. She decided to do three subjects with politics as her main field, but law and anthropology on the side. Greg did not like it at all and when he got angry about her success he beat her half to death. This was the limit and as a result she filed for divorce. It took her a year to get rid of him finally but because she had been married to him she could still finish her studies, now on a scholarship. Already while at university she was approached by an intelligence agency and after long consideration accepted because of the fringe benefit of the government paying for her studies Now in her thirties she felt she was finally free and had a good job but was a little lonely. She did not feel like indulging in one night stands but wanted a good relationship, no not the Master and slave type she liked to role-play which she kept away, out of sight in her work. She was free and felt happy now, but would like to be love for the right reasons, So no one night stands, well occasionally, she smiled when she thought of the moments she had been weak. Alone in her apartment in the evenings she had discovered the chat opportunities of the internet and through time had settled for a place there. Why then, after having been used so many times did she decide to be a slave? First, she could not really see herself as a Mistress, who dictates others for her own pleasures, second, she derived some pleasure out of complying but knowing that with the twist of her mind, she would be able could change it. Third the Vor mentality she had encountered brought the medieval conduct to light; something like it was written at the time of the brutal ways of the conquistadores whose blood flowed through her veins. She felt attracted to the idiotic roughness of men who talked about honor all the time, but had none and the girls who displayed tremendous courtesy to the men who did not honor them for it. She had studied the background of the colonizers, their greed and their conduct and she had felt both repulsed and attracted to it. It made her feel very sexual. She realized that with the right Master, one with the right inclination and confidence, she would fall into real slavery with him. She would do anything to please him, because then it was because of him, not just because of what he wanted or what status he had. So, she had been with a few, but those were hardly comparable to her ideal, yet on line she had gathered enough information and skill to move around in a well respected way. She studied the dynamics of the Vor people and under other names would also venture into other rooms, the so called D/s rooms, dominant/sub rooms. When knowing the whole spectrum and having shed carefully the being owned on line a few times and by behaving in a way that she could not really be held on to, she had one day met a Master Dilemma in the room. Knowing how to control herself she still had an elated feeling that this man could be the Master for her. The first time she served him, she talked to him privately too and when she in that way got to know him better over time and primarily because of his wide interest in the indigenous cultures, also of hers, and the way he thought about them in relation to their rights, she felt that this man could be a man to her heart. She could hardly remain a Vor slave with him, but his slave and his only. What struck her most was that he was not tempted to use bad language like so many of the masters did, cruel men they were, but instead rather stood up to them. He was witty, did not take the Vor adepts very seriously for he could point out the inconsistencies in the Vor convictions. So, he would debate and because of that he was not liked, instead he was feared. Mara liked that and felt very attracted to him. At first he had displayed the coarse greed of the ordinary Vor Master to her and she had played along. But then and long before he surprisingly came to her with the surprise collar, time and again he had tested her. And she realized that his behavior in the beginning was just copied from those in the room, perhaps to be accepted. Now collared to him and closer to anyone on earth, except her family in Peru, she had not seen for a few years now, she felt she was fully His. She felt bad though that it was just on line, but tried to spend every minute she was free with him. Though she did not know him well yet, she knew he was involved in things she was not to know about. Yet, strangely she trusted him with her life and when in real she would be indeed be at his feet literally obeying him. She would forfeit her own life, this much she knew. She was addicted to him, but nobody knew; only Dilemma did.
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