Call It Cabin Fever
by Allen Baker

(You can call it cabin fever if you want, but I call it downright boredom!  We haven(t been out in months.  We don(t go anywhere!(
Oh shit, Gary was in his whining mode again.  I didn(t even rattle the page.  I just kept on reading the evening paper.

(Are you listening to me?(  He was setting the table in the next room for dinner.  (You get out.  You see people.  You go to work every morning.  I stay here and clean and cook and do laundry.  No company but the radio or the soaps.  Then you come home, bury yourself in the paper. . . . Are you listening to me?(
A deep sigh escaped my lips.  (Oh, yes, I hear you.(
(Well then, get me outta here once.(  The plates were slammed to the table with nearly breaking velocity.  (I can(t take this.  You treat me like shit.  You have no concern for what I do for you.  You don(t take my wishes or needs into consideration at all.  I want to go out this weekend.  Take me to the bars.  I haven(t seen any of our friends for ages.  Let(s go dancing.  Or to a movie or the theater.  Anything. . . .  You(re not listening, are you?(
(I(m listening.(  How could I possibly ignore his tirade?  I couldn(t believe how much he was pushing my patience.

(Yeah, right!(  He stomped into the kitchen and was immediately back with some filled serving dishes.  (Supper(s ready.(
Great!  Now I had to try to eat while listening to more of his bitching and end up with indigestion.  Not the relaxing evening I had anticipated.   I put down the paper and walked to the dining room.

Gary was already seated, dumping ladles of food onto his plate in angry motions.  (After all this work, the least you can do is come to the table when called.  Sit down and eat while it(s still warm, at least.(
I just stood in the door and watched him.  His every action was fraught with indignation.  He jerked up the pitcher and slopped water into his glass, totally ignoring mine.

(I don(t think you even deserve a hot meal, the way you treat me.  You just wait, one of these days you(ll come home to frozen TV dinners.  We(ll just see how you like that.  Someday you(ll come home and find me gone and no dinner at all!  Then you(ll realize just how much I do around here.  Then you(ll see.(
I(d had enough.  With one hand I grabbed his filled plate.  With the other I yanked him from his chair by the leather collar locked about his neck.  I marched his nude body down the basement steps, not even hearing his feeble protests.

I scraped the food into his dog food bowl and locked him into his cage.  His whimpers accompanied me back up the stairs, but not through the closed door.

I sat down to enjoy an excellent, quiet meal.   I(d deal with Gary later.  This happened every month or so.  He needed to be punished, brutally put in his place.  He needed to be hurt.  So he(d deliberately provoke and badger.  Defy.  He knew this was the sure way to obtain the brutal beating that was his goal.

I knew he was down there with a hard, leaking prick as he anticipated the long, fun evening ahead.  Gary was a good slave, so I didn(t mind providing him with a night of perverse pleasure now and then, whenever the cabin fever set in.

