The collar upon my neck feels stiff and heavy. The leathery strap worn down to an almost surreal smoothness, yet it still feels as hard and merciless as it felt in the very first minute it was wrapped around me. The fur beneath it is matted, broken and lifeless. Much like it’s owner.
I just woke up, but I hesitate to as so much open my eyes and become aware of reality yet again. Sleep, blood and resigned defeat is what my mouth tastes like, same as every other day. 
Some indistinguishable yet painfully loud thud echoes in the halls outside.  Something routinely and not unexpected, yes, but nevertheless frightening. All loud noises became frightening. Everything became frightening.  Fear became a constant. Pain became routine. Agony became expected, and ultimately, accepted.
Footsteps. I hesitate, but eventually, my eyes dart open, irises pulsing at the pace of my gradually increasing heartbeat. It’s pretty much a knee-jerk reaction at this point, result of years and years of extensive…  “conditioning”.
The collar feels tighter around my mistreated neck, as if a metaphorical reminder of my current condition and role in this god forsaken life. Keys rattling. I can feel my jugular pushing against the darkened hide with every pump within my scarred ribcage. 
By now I am nothing but clay. A battered and bruised puppet hanging by barbed strings at the whims of a wicked puppeteer. My condition as an individual  or sentient being is completely nil,  I am reduced to a piece of property, whose purpose is to only be a tool, a device (ab)used by someone on their own prospects. On her own prospects. On her own plans.

The mere thought of the unfortunately too familiar icy cold pale blue irises is more than enough to send my pulse into a frenzy. Embodiment of wickedness would be far too lenient of an adjective. The beauty in white and blue. As glistening and awesome as a silver claymore of the finest smithing. Just as sharp, twice as dangerous, and thrice as deadly.
Despite many of the claims uttered, yelled, whispered and cooed from as close as brushing the very fur within my ears and as afar as an entire palace is wide, she seemed to have no actual desire to kill me. 

Literally speaking, anyway. For there is more than one kind of death, and I am sure to have experienced many of them by now.
But no. She does not want me dead. At least not completely. It is of much more interest to her to keep me breathing and sentient at least, lest she lose the shivering, the grunts, the yells and yelps, the blood drips and the sweat drops, the whines, the moans, the spasms, the jerking, the blood-curling shrieks or the hysterical clawing for dear life hanging on a withered, haggard piece of blood-soaked string. 

No…

It is of too much value for her. 

She feeds off of it.  One can see it in her eye. One can hear it in her breathing. One can smell it in her scent. 
She delights in every ruptured piece of skin, every pulled hair, every tender bruise, every red stain, every pulled muscle, every labored breath, every shattered bone, every cry, and every tear.  
The uncertainty and mind wrecking existence where  my surroundings may be within her loving embrace, buried in a sea of silk, smothering passion and the smell of roses in one second, or thrown against a cold stone wall, filth and dirt covering every inch of my body and chocking in my own blood in the next. It does not matter, as long as her urges, whichever they may be, are fulfilled, and I live to be of use another day.
It does not matter, as I have grown “conditioned”.  Grown to feel conditioned.
My body is nothing but clay, nothing but a fragile looking yet somehow sturdy enough canvas to endure whichever art this artist finds suitable to create upon me, no matter how devoid of any meaning. No matter how, such as the canvas itself, devoid of any soul.
 Devoid of any independence or arbitrary thought.
Devoid of any self-sufficiency, as much as it pains me to admit it. Such environment has crippled me. Such environment has conditioned me to fear pain as much as thinking of pain as something routine. Conditioned me to know no other reality. Conditioned me to fear this one, and being terrified of any other.

It does not matter. The door slams shut and I find myself realizing all the tastes in my mouth have been overwhelmed by just one. Blood would be my guess, as I am lying in a pool of, and find myself covered in it. I lie in a neither asleep neither awake mindset for god only knows how long until my excuse for a breather is once again interrupted. 

It’s hard to explain. I’m just “conditioned” I guess. I’ve grown into it.
I’ve grown into being conditioned.

Grown into being conditioned to be accustomed to expect acceptance of such things. 

Grown to be accepting of being a thing.
