
	Excerpt from “Takeshi Otome: The Heart Wants, The Mind Denies”

	

	“If each subject is on one arm of the lever, strapped down at thigh, buttock, waist, and ankle, with their upper body mostly unrestrained…” Takeshi’s hand scribbled furiously, the gentle motion of the plane doing little to dissuade his steady hand as he began to conceive of his latest contraption. “Attach a collar to the ceiling just high enough that if the two subjects remain in perfect equilibrium, they will breathe with only a little difficulty. If one subject tries to raise their side of the lever to breathe more easily, it will be in opposition to the other side, whose own half of the lever will descend…” He continued the sketch for a moment longer before suddenly tearing the page free, crumpling it up, and throwing it into a small pile of balled-up paper on the other side of the cabin. 

	Without missing a beat, he began again. “Can’t use breath as an incentivizer, but what about electricity? Each side of the lever sits a few centimeters above a contact plate.The lever is slanted, the subjects set so that putting them in equilibrium will make them push off the floor at a slight downward tilt, with arms not fully extended.” He continued to sketch again, showing the apparatus from two angles simultaneously. His style was rough, but evocative, sparing no effort to ensure that each of the drawn subjects’ anatomies was absolutely accurate. 

	Minutes later he held the sketch up. After a moment’s consideration, he flipped it upside-down and began to draw a similar rendition with the subjects having to keep themselves held up on a bar lest the lever come in contact with the plate. Then a third rendition with one subject pulling, and the other pushing to keep their side of the lever upright. “If the subject’s wrists are attached to a bar by a chain or mitt…” He modified the design, making it so the subjects are all holding on to a bar in order to keep themselves at the correct height. “Then the bar could be extended or retracted to ensure that any size of subject can be catered to.” More minute adjustments made to each sketch. “If the fulcrum is about a meter off the ground…” 

	Ninety minutes later, give or take, Takeshi finally set down the sketchbook with satisfaction as yet another design was allowed to remain within. The fifth since he first sat down in the car outside of his house. Most of the day had been spent sitting in a vehicle of some kind, being ferried from his home in Isehara all the way to the middle of nowhere, central Europe. This would be Takeshi’s third trip to the continent, though his first for business. He stared out the window at a body of water to the south. The sun was just rising on this part of the world. 

	A yawn slipped past Takeshi’s lips and he realized that it had been some time since last he’d eaten. He pressed the small buzzer on his arm rest. Within seconds the flight attendant, a pretty young girl who wore little more than a rope harness and gag, shuffled forward. As she gracefully lowered herself to her knees in a traditional serving position, Takeshi once again admired both his own work and the model who wore it. 

	It was sweet of her to ask him to tie her. She was so respectful and complimentary, going as far as to comment on which of his techniques was her favorite. Though her Japanese elocution was harsh enough to his ear that he preferred her gagged, she was still very respectful, and understood the language well enough to be properly helpful. Her freckled ivory skin also made for a delightful canvas against which to wrap his ropes. Her flesh was supple and pliant, but not overly so. Just enough for the rope to bite into, but not so much as to bulge against its constriction. Tying her had been a welcome distraction during the flight. And judging by the small wet patch in her panties, she was enjoying it at least as much as he was.

	She offered him a respectful bow, awaiting his command. 

	“Ramen, please,” he instructed. “Instant is fine. And a Pepsi.” The girl bowed again and rose to her feet exactly as gracefully as she had lowered herself. She shuffled away, the meager thirty centimeters of rope between her ankles proving something of a hindrance to her gait, but not her bearing. Takeshi had to wonder how gracefully this specimen would bear even more restrictive and demanding bondage. 

	His hand again began to scratch away at the sketchpad as he envisioned a form of punitive airline travel. Straps and chairs came to mind first. Pedestrian, but a good place to start. Some sort of inserted device that could respond to the subtle fluctuations in the carraige’s movement through the air? Something that made even the slightest movement into an impulse and turned each jolt of turbulence into a near orgasmic or torturous experience? Cabins are pressurized, so there wasn’t much to be done with altitude. But if the airline itself were involved in the process, their external altimeter could be used as some kind of input for stimulation. 

	Takeshi was unconsciously aware of the ramen and soda that the girl had set to his side, but was simply too busy to pay it any real mind other than to use it as further inspiration. What if the flight attendant was attached to her trolley? Hands bound to the handle, legs hobbled to keep a steady gait. She could offer little in the way of personal service, but would be quite the sight. Connect up a little bit of stimulation whenever a passenger takes an item from the cart, and it could even encourage her to be as accommodating as possible.. Or maybe she is shocked every few seconds from the moment that her trolley is filled up until it is emptied, encouraging her to make all due haste to ensure the comfort of the passenger. 

	Time again passed as Takeshi worked with a manic fervor. These newest sketches were rougher, more conceptual than artistic, but they both got to stay in Takeshi’s book as he set it aside to eat his dinner. He had been expecting cool noodles and warm Pepsi. It would be far from the first time that his dedication to his craft had resulted in a meal of less than optimal temperature. A moment of shock overtook him as he picked up the meal. The bowl was still piping hot, the air above it wafting with vapor. There was fresh condensation on the can of soda, and a brief touch confirmed that it was ice-cold, itself. He suppressed his emotion as he pressed the call button again.

	The girl kneeled and bowed again upon reaching her lone passenger.

	“Did you replace my meal as I worked?” His voice was utterly devoid of emotion. It was a technique he learned from his father, who had used it during business meetings to great success. 

	The girl nodded twice, having the good sense to not even attempt to speak up. Through her eyes did contain the slightest hint of pride. 

	“Did it not occur to you that I might enjoy my meal at room temperature?” 

	The girl’s glance turned from pride to confusion for only an instant before she bowed again, keeping her face pressed to the floor between spread hands. 

	Takeshi was honestly impressed. So few of the women in his own homeland were as skilled in their culture as this girl. She would need to be rewarded for her diligence. “Fortunately for you, your assumption of my preferences was correct. However,” he lectured as he placed a foot on top of her bowed head, “it was still an assumption. Servants do not assume. They confirm. If I want my noodles reheated or remade, I will tell you. You do not get to make those decisions for me.” 

	The girl wiggled her hips almost imperceptibly. A minute detail that would have evaded the notice of most. But Takeshi was not most. He lived and breathed minute details. He pressed his foot down slightly harder, and the girl’s wiggle became the slightest bit more pronounced. She was loving every second of his attention. 

	Takeshi grinned, knowing just how to reward her own attention to detail. “I require a service of you,” he said as he relieved some of the pressure of his foot from the back of her head.


