The blade nicked her skin once again, blood dripping down her arms, legs, neck and face from the hundreds of slices covering her body. 

“Is this what you crave, Celtic?” Her voice, sultry and purring, poured over her prey’s psyche like a lover’s hand. The whip in the opposite fist flicked out and bit into already bleeding, tender skin. The captive groaned, muscles shaking, body racked with pain and release. 

A harsh voice mixed with steel guitars roared out of the speakers at the captive’s back. “I can’t escape this hell…”

The blade in her tormenter’s left hand dug and ripped into flesh once again. “Answer me!”

So many times, I’ve tried. But I’m still caged inside…. 

Barely able to lift her head from where it hung, her body suspended on the wooden cross, shackles ripping into open wounds at wrists, throat, and ankles, “Y…Y-ye-yesss.” She chocked on the words, pain searing across every inch of her body. 

Captor gave an evil smile, bringing blade back to flesh, where thigh met groin, digging up. Captive screamed, tears mixing with blood, with pain. 

So what if you can see the darkest side of me… No one will ever change this animal I have become

“So pathetic.” Captor release the pressure of blade to skin, flicked a hand at each shackle cuff, and watched as the bleeding body of Celtic slid to the floor, silver fur matted with fresh and dried blood. 

Orea dragged the bleeding woman to her knees by the hair in a fist so tight that Celtic’s scream ripped through the room. “You deserve this.”

I can't escape myself… So many times I've lied…. But there's still rage inside… Somebody get me through this nightmare….. I can't control myself

“Don’t you? You pathetic nothing. Worthless,” Orea kneed the kneeling woman in the ribs, a harsh crack echoing through the room as ribs broke. 

Orea hated this. Hated that Celtic needed this. Needed the pain. Needed to be broken. But her darker side, the side that pulled her into her mind and wouldn’t let her go had to be broken to let the woman free again. The big cat tended to get buried in her head, in a deep depression that likened to the grip of death on the dying unless something was done. 

So what if you can see the darkest side of me, No one will ever change this animal I have become… Help me believe it's not the real me… Somebody help me tame this animal I have become

She hated that she had to bring such a strong and powerful woman to the brink to bring her back. She felt worthless and unnecessary. She felt that she deserved to bleed. So, to keep her from taking her own blood with her own hands, Orea did it for her. Beat and bloodied her until the damn broke and the woman who was inside that silver tinted head came back out again. 

Three Days Grace “The Animal I Have Become” blared from the speakers at their backs. Part of a special playlist that Celtic had created that gave Orea the knowledge that she would have to beat her partner to within an inch of her life to save her once again. 

No laughter had filled her face or eyes in weeks. She breathed but did not live. When Orea caught her looked at a steak knife as if it held her saving grace she had done what had to be done. She’d dragged Celtic into the room, shackled her to the wooden cross on the wall and proceeded to cut and whip the woman into a bloody mess. 

Orea hated this. Hated doing this. Hated feeling this… desperation. But sometimes things had to be done. She just needed to see the crack, the flicker of understanding… of knowledge… of acceptance. Acceptance that Orea wouldn’t allow her to go so deep into her mind, into the depressed faction of her brain that she never returned. 

If this was the only way to bring her back, then so be it. She’d hate herself afterward, but Celtic would go back to normal. 

It went on for hours. Blood dripped and flowed across silver fur. Screams and cries filtered through the air along with more songs of depression, guilt, desperation, and self-loathing. 

The whip cracked across Celtic’s back in a sickening liquid gurgle and she saw it. A single tear. The break was happening. She stood and watched as Celtic finally broke, her body and mind now broken together, but not broken completely. Broken more as a slave broken from captivity. Broken as a hope from a locked heart shattered too many times. Broken as a woman who has given up on life realizes that she won’t be allowed to give up.


She hadn’t realized that Three Days Grace had rotated through the playlist again and she watched her woman break as the words flittered through the air.
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