
        
            
                
            
        

    

The three-part femdom epic concludes:

DANCING
BACKWARD 3:

A BELOVED
SLAVE RECLAIMED

 

Kelly was beautiful, busty and born
bossy. Moments after Christopher sees her across the dance floor, he becomes a
helpless puppet in her hands. Little does he dream that when she makes him her
dancing partner, it’s the first backward step in what will be a prolonged
descent into complete and utter submission.

 


 
  	
 

 
  	
  	
 


 





And that’s just the “backstory” (as unfolded
in

   DANCING BACKWARD
& DANCING BACKWARD 2).

 

Now
the concluding misadventures of Christopher and Goddess Kelly

with
the surprise ending of a most unusual love story.

 

















 

DANCING BACKWARD 3:

A BELOVED SLAVE RECLAIMED

 

                      
                       

 

By Thomas Lavalle

Juno Unlimited

















 

Text copyright
© 2018 by Thomas Lavalle

All rights reserved

*

Cover
design: Jun Ares

 

This
is an adult erotic novel that explores and emphasizes some psychological
aspects of female domination and male submission in a committed, consensual
relationship. However, the story does contain descriptions of some fairly
graphic scenes of “femdom” activities that could be pigeonholed under the
heading of “B&D,” i.e., “bondage and discipline.” Readers under eighteen,
and any who might find such material offensive, should avoid these pages.

 

Also by Thomas Lavalle:

Dancing
Backward: An Adventure in Male Submission

Dancing
Backward 2: Final Descent Into Male Submission

Rapture
and Capture: Three Tales of Irresistible Modern Goddesses

 

The
author welcomes questions and comments on his blog: http://thomaslavalle.blogspot.com

Or:
mailto:thomaslavalle@gmail.com















Dedication

To Molly Sands, Prolific Muse & International
Woman of Mystery

*









Author’s Note

It seemed pretty clear (at least to me)
when I subtitled Dancing Backward 2 “Final Descent Into Male Submission” that
it was intended to be the end of the story. But I began hearing from a
surprising number of readers requesting a more satisfying resolution for Kelly
and her Chris. Eventually I came to share their view of things. This
90,000-word concluding installment is my detailed response to those requests.
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CHAPTER ONE ~ THE OUTCAST

Christopher couldn’t breathe, and loved it. The most voluptuous
girl in the universe was using his face for her ass cushion while she chatted with
girlfriends and shopped on her iPhone.

Not that he didn’t get scared sometimes, and even downright
panicky, when these smothering sessions got really serious. But it had been
made clear to him that, once she began riding his face to multiple orgasms, his
intervals for breathing would, of necessity, grow shorter and shorter, with
occasional blackout a distinct possibility. It was not out of cruelty or even
indifference to his suffering, she’d explained, but simply because she found
his frantic thrashings so enormously arousing, helping her over the tipping
point time after time.

“So the best advice for you, sweetie, is just go with the
flow and be ready to gulp air whenever you get the chance.”

Later, after his face was thoroughly slimed with her juices,
Goddess Kelly liked to indulge in prolonged edge play. She took a fiendish
delight in this. Chris would find himself taken, again and again, to the screaming
brink of ejaculation, only to be left, each time, in tearful frustration, pleading
for release. “T&D” she called it, for “tease and denial.” But “torture and
despair” would be more accurate.

Which of these face-sitting games would she play next, he
wondered, as, with each desperate inhalation, he savored her Goddess scent…

“Get up and get me breakfast!”

The guttural, masculine growl obliterated the erotic
reverie. Next came fist-banging on the door of the tiny guest bathroom, followed
by a shouted repeat of the breakfast demand, then the double clicks of the exterior
timelock being tripped.

“Yes, Jason.”

His servile response had been tardy; heavy footfalls were
already receding down the hall. But maybe Jason hadn’t noticed. With his
fantasies replaced now by impotent anger and self-loathing, Chris squirmed out
of his blanket and checked his cell phone.

Five fifty-six.

Had Jason waited just four minutes, the timelock on the door
would have released automatically, and Chris would have awakened to the soothing,
New Age tones of his iPhone alarm. In plenty of time to begin his morning
chores. The first of which would have been to see if Jason was awake and might
be hungry.

But since he’d already ruined every aspect of Christopher’s
life, why should the arrogant asshole wait even one minute extra for his
breakfast? Why not just swagger down the hall and bang on the bathroom door and
demand it immediately?

Chris was on his feet now, naked and shivering in the early chill.
Quickly he folded and stowed the single sleeping blanket in the under-sink cabinet,
splashed water on his face, brushed his teeth.

And that was it for his morning ablutions.

He had no hair to comb, no clothes to put on, and he’d
performed his meticulous shaving ritual the previous night. Like many males
slaves, Chris was under orders not only to be naked at all times, but to keep
himself hairless from skull to crotch, including his “dangling bits,” as Kelly once
called them before delivering a swinging slap to his scrotum and steel-caged
cock.

Chris had not chosen this life—as the flunky and whipping
boy of a glorious goddess. Well, not exactly. But over the years he had come fully
to accept it. Even to feel a perverse pride in the shameful, broken creature who
looked back at him each morning. And, lest there be any doubt about his less-than-human
status, the proof was right there in the mirror, around his neck, big and
shiny. A stainless-steel collar laser-engraved with five capital letters:

S L A V E

What better reminder—to himself and everyone who saw him—of what
he had become?

Chris hurried out, trying to calm his turbulent emotions. En
route to the kitchen, he peeked into the living room. Jason was in his favorite
spot, tilted back in one of the twin La-Z-Boys, swaddled in his fuzzy blue bathrobe.
Chris couldn’t see the TV screen from where he was standing, but recognized the
Sports Center theme music:

da-da-DAH! da-da-DAH!

Jason glanced up and grinned. “I can’t seem to sleep, Slaveboy.
Want to know why? I miss my sexy breadwinner wife, that’s why. Can’t wait for
her to come home so I can suck on those giant titties and fuck her till she
can’t walk straight, know what I mean? Oh, wait, I forgot. You wouldn’t
know, would you?”

Chris turned away from the disparaging snicker and headed
for the kitchen. “Coffee first, Slaveboy,” Jason called after. “And don’t make
me wait for the whole fucking pot.”

“Yes, Jason.”

The funny thing was, Jason West—as he’d been known before
marrying Kelly Ann Sheffield and taking her last name—had seemed a friendly
enough character, at least at first (not that Chris hadn’t despised him on
sight), for his action-hero looks and salon-styled beard, and, of course, all
those cartoony muscles displayed to maximum effect in a skimpy tank-top.

Jason had dropped by, ostensibly, to interview as Kelly’s
personal trainer with an emphasis on Pilates. But Kelly had other duties in
mind for the hunky guy, as she’d made swiftly and shockingly clear. Chris, who’d
been allowed clothes for the occasion, had been sent to the kitchen to fix
coffee and snacks for their interview. Five minutes later he’d come back with
his laden tray to find Kelly perched side-saddle across Jason’s muscled thighs,
her arms twined around his thick neck, their Hollywood profiles melded in a muscular,
nonstop kiss.

Chris had gone reeling, nearly dropping the coffee service. For
this inexcusable clumsiness, he’d been scolded sharply and ordered back to the
kitchen with the connecting door to be kept closed for their privacy.

He’d wanted to run away and hide, but had remained, instead,
just inside the door on his knees, trying to listen intently while his mind was
in total meltdown. No words had reached his ears. Just fits of giggles and chuckles,
hers and his, mingled with sighs and moans and the lip-smacking sounds of oral exploration.

Later that week Jason had been invited back, this time to spend
the night—all night—fucking the goddess. While Chris was made to kneel at a
peephole in the bedroom closet, watching their frenzied couplings and listening
to her primal screams.

“I wanted you to see how a woman acts when she’s properly fucked
by a real man,” Kelly had explained afterward.

It was a lesson he would never forget.

She had lost no time in moving Jason in—into her condo and
into her bed. While Chris was moved down the hall to the tiny guest bathroom. But
even from this ignominious exile with the door closed, he could still hear them,
incessantly at each other, and the inevitable outcries that followed. Especially
hers.

Goddess Kelly had clarified the new household order for her
two males. She had them stand side by side before her in their nakedness. Chris,
with his big slave collar and little cock cage, eyes cast down; Jason, just out
of the shower and grinning as he toweled off his magnificent physique,
including his oversized genitals.

“From this day forward,” she’d announced, “everything
changes. From now on, slave, you will serve and obey my new lover exactly as
you do me, is that clear? I am not authorizing him to punish you, at least for
now. But if you ever disobey him, or even displease him in any way, make no
mistake, I will give him that authority. Do you understand?”

Chris understood all too well. And so did Jason. The
ex-Pilates instructor had wasted no time in flaunting his new VIP status. He
took to swaggering about the condo naked, showing off his big swinging dick,
which, even in its flaccid state, put Chris’ caged member to shame. The bigger
man also liked to spread his shoulders and block doorways and hallways, forcing
Chris to step aside or alter course. When Kelly left for the office, Chris was
kept on the hustle, fetching things, fixing meals and snacks and cleaning up the
messes Jason left seemingly everywhere. Being treated, all the while, with sneers
and sarcasm.

But things were about to get even worse. Chris was taken by
his owner to the suburban horse ranch of a big dykey-looking domme named
Jessica McClintock. There, in a cavernous tractor barn while Kelly looked on with
unconcealed excitement, the stainless steel collar had been welded around Chris’
neck and his Goddess’ initials burned into his butt cheek.

But those were actually the good things he remembered
from that day. Christopher had been proud to wear his new permanent collar;
proud, too, despite the abiding pain, to have his owner’s brand seared into his
right buttock. It was only later, on the drive home from the McClintock Ranch,
that the truly awful thing had happened.

That was when Goddess Kelly had informed him, almost
offhandedly, that she was filing for divorce.

“Really, sweetie,” Kelly had attempted to console him, “what
choice do I have? We can’t possibly stay married. It’s not your branding.
That’s not a problem, as long as I can put you in clothes from time to time.
But can you picture me taking you to cocktail parties and business dinners with
that ridiculous steel collar on your neck? It can’t be removed, and it’s much
too big to be concealed under any kind of shirt or coat, surely you realize
that? In fact, that’s the whole point, isn’t it? So people in our wonderful
lifestyle can see at a glance that you’re my property.”

When Chris’ sobbing abated somewhat, she’d added, “Too bad
female supremacy isn’t a badge of honor. Then I’d simply snap a leash on you
and show you off in public and become an icon. But, alas, since I have to stay
in the proverbial closet, so do you—and, in your case, I’m afraid that means
literally.”

The following evening a lovely young Asian woman had come
calling at the condo, carrying a briefcase. Kelly had gone to the door herself,
while Chris, naked as usual, watched from his peephole in the laundry room
where he’d been ironing.

With a fuller glimpse of the visitor, Chris’ imagination upgraded
“lovely young Asian” to “Oriental princess.” Her cameo-delicate face was framed
by raven wings of glossy hair, her mannequin-slim figure enhanced by a
pinstripe pantsuit and stiletto heels. Definitely a different kind of sexy, in
sharp contrast to his full-figured Nordic goddess.

After a quick embrace, the two delectable females turned and
exited his tiny field of vision. Tracking their footsteps, especially the
tick-tock of the visitor’s heels, gave Chris a pretty good idea of where they
were headed—and why.

His fears were quickly confirmed. Kelly returned with his
leash, which she fastened to his steel collar before tugging him down the hall,
past the bedrooms and into her home office. The Asian princess, petite yet
formidable-looking, was waiting for them, seated behind Kelly’s
glass-and-chrome executive desk. Spread out in front of her was a line of
documents in blueback covers with two silver pens alongside.

Legal documents… for his signature. What else could
they be?

Kelly settled into the facing chair, while Chris remained
standing, his gaze lowered in automatic deference.

“This is Ms. Vivian Woo,” Kelly said, snapping his neck with
a sharp jerk on his leash. “You may look at her, but don’t forget your curtsy.”

Chris obeyed, but quailed under the unblinking female gaze
that now took his measure, up and down, with unhurried, regal detachment. Twice
before the slave had been displayed naked before other women, but never had he
felt so exposed and objectified. This was a clinical look that rendered him a bug
under a microscope, scarcely worthy of notice. Despite this—or perhaps because
of it—Chris experienced a submissive thrill that cause his caged penis to twitch
in abortive salute.

An answering twitch at the corner of red-glossed lips told
Chris that she, too, had seen the silly reflex and regarded it with amused
contempt.

Kelly was speaking now: “Ms. Woo serves on the executive
committee of the local Korean American Bar Association. She specializes in
family law and has agreed to handle our divorce. Go ahead, Viv, he’s all
yours.”

With a nod, Ms. Woo began, her voice both melodious and
condescending: “So, then, Christopher—”

“Just call him ‘slave,’” Kelly cut in politely. “Jason and I
rarely use his name anymore.”

“Of course. Where is Jason, by the way? I was hoping
to meet him.”

“It’s his basketball night at the ‘Y.’ Next visit to your
office, I promise to bring him along.”

“You do that. So then, slave,” Ms. Woo’s
elegant fingers interlaced themselves in the manner of a proper schoolmistress,
“your owner informs me there is no need to discuss with you any of the terms of
the divorce petition she will be filing, financial and otherwise. But, as I’m
legally required by the State of California, I’m going to go over a few
essential matters with you before having you sign your consent.” She turned to
Kelly and added, “Don’t worry, I’ll keep everything simple enough that even an
inferior male brain can follow along.”

Chris did try his best to follow, but was soon hopelessly
lost. Not just in a tangle of legal terminology, but in the turmoil of his
inner being. As the precise, lilting voice went on, here and there he retained
a few words and phrases, such as “uncontested filing” and “financial disclosure
documents.” But his primary sensation was of complete and utter freefall, as if
the floor had opened at his feet.

Was Goddess Kelly really going to get rid of him? How
could she, so soon after collaring and branding him? He’d cherished those rituals
as signs of his permanent enslavement. Was she just going to throw him out on
the street? If so, there was no reason for him to go on living. Why didn’t she
just snuff out his meaningless life instead, perhaps in a final, glorious
smother session?

“Are you listening, slave? Have you heard any of what
I just said?”

“Some of it,” Chris offered lamely.

Kelly snorted in derision. “Even if he had, believe me, Viv,
he wouldn’t understand a word of it. Like I said before, just show him where to
sign.”

And so that is how they proceeded. In abject despair and
confusion, Chris signed and initialed the documents, one after another, exactly
where indicated by the attorney’s red-lacquered forefinger. Some forms also required
Kelly’s swirly signature, others the official ka-chunk of Ms. Woo’s
self-inking notary stamp.

And then it was done, and Ms. Woo was gathering and squaring
her stack of properly executed papers, slipping them into a manila folder and
thence into an accordion flap of her briefcase, which she closed and latched
with a double snap of finality.

“And that’s that,” Ms. Woo said, leaning across the desk
toward Kelly to slap palms. “The preliminary paperwork anyway.”

“But, boo-hoo, must I really wait six months to marry Jason?”

“I’m afraid so. But, you know, there’s nothing in the law—or
in your prenupt, for that matter—that says you have to keep this one around.”
Ms. Woo tipped her head toward Chris. “As of this moment, you can just consider
him your de facto ex.”

“I know, I know, but on the whole I’m inclined to be
charitable. By the way, slave, you’re dismissed, but, before you go, just turn
around. I want Ms. Woo to see your branding.”

Chris did as told.

“It’s quite a bit larger than I imagined,” the attorney remarked
with a girlish giggle, “but very feminine—I mean with all those curlicues—and tastefully
done.”

“I thought so. Go ahead and give it a slap, if you
like.”

“Do you mind if I use your clipboard? I just had my nails
done.”

“Sure, knock yourself out. He’s just a slave.”

Chris tensed for a light spank on his rear. But the blow
that landed seconds later, after a full swing of the plexiglass clipboard,
detonated like a firecracker against his butt and sent him yelping and leaping
girlishly toward the doorway.

“Hold it right there, slave!” Kelly barked. “She may want to
do it again.”

“No, I’m fine with that.”

So Christopher was sent back to his ironing. Rather than
unclip the leash from his collar, Kelly simply dropped it, letting the chain links
rattle across the hardwood behind him as he made his retreat.

For those next six months, Christopher truly became the
invisible man. He was ignored by both Kelly and Jason, other than to be
summoned to fetch or serve or be banished back to the guest bathroom in order
to afford them greater privacy. Not that they showed any particular inhibition
in their erotic activity in his presence. It was not uncommon, in the course of
Chris’ household duties, for him to come upon them quietly kissing or groping
one another, or, on one indelible occasion, humping away on a Pilates floor mat
to a hip-hop, boombox beat. Chris had scurried out of the room with blurted
apologies.

The insatiable lovers married the day the divorce became
final. The civil ceremony had been arranged at a courthouse adjacent to the
airport, giving them only a five-minute limo ride to the international terminal
where they caught their first-class flight to Tahiti.

Chris, of course, went nowhere. In addition to his usual housework,
he’d been given an ambitious new project. To reorganize Goddess Kelly’s extensive
collection of footwear on the custom-built shelving in her long walk-in closet,
then entering each pair with all relevant information into a complex spreadsheet.

When the honeymooners had returned, Chris had proudly shown his
Goddess the results of his labors, on the long slanting shelves in her closet and
in the computer. She had merely nodded, as though it was of no special
significance, before walking away.

As for Jason, now the new Mr. Sheffield, not only did he
continue to treat Chris with amused contempt, but, more and more often, with undisguised
hostility.

The man wanted him gone, Chris could be certain of it.

But I won’t go, Chris vowed. Because that was the only
thing left to him—simply to endure.

Everything else had been taken away. Not just his place in Kelly’s
bed, and in her life, both usurped by Jason, but the dazzling power of her
goddess presence in all its manifestations. Yes, he missed having his face
smothered in her massive breasts and between her luscious thighs and beneath
her enveloping ass cheeks. But he also missed her little girl mischief and sadistic
playfulness, even her Junoesque fury. He craved the sting of Kelly’s lash, her
cane and crop, and those obligatory morning maintenance sessions with her long-handled
wooden paddle. All these merciless intimacies had been denied him with the
coming of Jason.

And Chris especially missed kneeling at the door each time
she came or went, touching his slavish lips to her extended shoe tips. Perhaps
most of all, he missed those sacred morning rituals in which he had been taught
to consume her potent golden nectar, every precious drop, as she released it,
in lovely trickles and spurts, down his open throat.

All these wondrous things lived on now in the realm of his fevered
fantasies, but nowhere else. Only his endless round of chores remained, along
with the pitiful hope that someday, somehow, the bastard prince would be deposed,
and Christopher’s rightful place at Kelly’s feet restored.

Until that happened, or he was cast out forever, Christopher
would do the only thing he had left—simply to endure.

And so, this morning, as he fried up the extra-thick bacon
that Jason demanded, then whisked three eggs for scrambling in the bacon grease,
sliced and lightly toasted an English muffin, then juiced four oranges and brewed
a big carafe of fresh black Indonesian coffee (with one cup already poured and
served), Chris let himself drift back into reverie. He had selected one of his
all-time favorites—the night of their public triumph, his and Kelly’s, when he had
been danced backward like a puppet in the arms of his goddess.
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CHAPTER TWO ~ DECISION POINT

It was in Barcelona, halfway through her spring sales trip,
that it occurred to Kelly that she might actually be crazy.

Oh, she’d always known she was different. How could she not?
Back in high school she’d been the B-girl for, presumably, being so blatantly
blonde and beautiful. Also bossy and bitchy and busty. Kelly Sheffield was the
girl all the boys worshipped from afar and wet their beds to at night. The girl
all the other girls envied and despised—and, oh God, wished they could be.

But she could, with equal accuracy, have been called the
D-girl. Not for bra size—she’d outgrown her “D” cup early in middle school. No,
in her case, D could stand for dominant and determined, driven and
detail-oriented. Later, in her university career, these were the qualities,
along with a genius IQ, that earned her a magna cum laude with a double
major in business administration and accounting. And, upon graduation, got her
recruited by an international hotel and resort chain.

Of course, bossiness and bitchiness remained in Kelly’s
arsenal. Her bitchy side, closely modeled on her icily sarcastic mother, did
her no good professionally, and Kelly did her best to suppress it. But she’d
been “born bossy,” as her doting father liked to boast, and a natural aura of
command served her well in her career climb.

As for romance, here again nature and nurture had conspired
to make Kelly radically different from most girls. Her sarcastic and imperious
mother, heiress to a North Woods timber fortune, had home-schooled her
precocious daughter to regard males as mere playthings, inferior creatures to
be teased and tormented and ordered about until dismissed. Which is exactly how
Kelly’s mother treated her own husband, and the courtly, self-effacing man
mustered not the slightest resistance to her rule. Little wonder, then, that
Kelly considered all men fair game and boyfriends as utterly disposable.

Until Christopher, that is. He was the one boy Kelly hadn’t
discarded. She’d made him her college houseboy instead, then, after graduation,
installed him as her live-in underling while she launched her professional
career in the hospitality industry. He’d been taught to cook and clean and
serve, to care for her clothes and possessions, and to cater, on demand, to all
her intimate needs. Darling Christopher, shy and sweet-natured and available at
a fingersnap! Could Kelly have achieved so much so quickly without him? No
doubt, but, still, he’d played a valuable supporting role in her early success.

So much so that, after her surprise promotion—at only age
twenty-four—to her company’s West Coast sales and marketing directorship, Chris
had been rewarded with a promotion of his own—from houseboy to househusband.

“Congratulations, Kelly darling!” her mother had gushed over
FaceTime from the family home in Minneapolis. “You’re finally making an honest
man of him!” Over her mother’s shoulder her father’s benign face had appeared
briefly, nodding automatic assent.

But that’s when things had begun to go wrong.

It was obvious in retrospect, though at the time Kelly had
been completely blind to it. For instance, it was never part of her original
plan for Christopher’s subordinate status to degenerate into outright
subjugation, or his household chores to turn into an endless round of domestic
drudgery. Nor had she ever anticipated her rules and reprimands to morph into a
regimen of corporal punishment replete with face slaps, crotch kicks and other
affronts to his pride and personhood.

Yet, to be fair, Christopher was much to blame for bringing
this abject fate on himself. During Kelly’s long absences, at the office or
away on business, he’d grown more and more neglectful of his housework,
obviously reaching more often for the TV remote than mop handle or steam iron.
Dust collected on all surfaces, mirrors no longer gleamed, pantyhose laddered
from uncareful washings, menu planning grew repetitive, lovely vases and candle
holders stood empty night after night.

Not that Kelly was entirely blameless for Christopher’s many
lapses. Laser-focused on her career goals, she’d been equally neglectful in her
own way. Basically, she’d let Chris get away with the kind of slipshod work for
which she would have fired any of her departmental subordinates. It had taken a
major fuck-up on his part—being unconscionably late in meeting her flight home
from a ten-day sales trip—for long-simmering frustrations finally to boil over.
She’d sat him down and, summoning up her inner bitch, proceeded to deliver a
scathing and detailed indictment of his many failings, punctuating key points
with face slaps.

Chris, predictably, had sobbed out his remorse with pleas
and promises to do better. As if that could spare him the righteous wrath of a
goddess!

The very next day she’d gone to her gym and sought out a certain
female bodybuilder she’d been noticing. Wherever this hot little Latina went in
the gym, she was followed about by a tough-looking dude with shaved head and
gang tats down both big arms. This guy was kept in constant motion, setting up
equipment, wiping down her benches, handing her weights then, after every set,
taking them away and handing her a towel and water bottle with cap just
unscrewed. Not once had Kelly seen her acknowledge this guy’s existence except
to snap her fingers and point at something she wanted him to fetch.

“Do I domme him?” During their tipsy lunch of monster
salads and sangria, Carmen Gallegos had thrown back her head and laughed at the
absurdity of Kelly’s question. “You’re kidding, right? You should have seen
Hector Muñoz swaggering around the gym before I snapped my leash on him. What a
macho man he thought he was! And now look at him. I mean, I’ve made him my total
bitch, right? But what else is he good for? On their own, guys are lazy and
selfish and totally clueless, not to mention disrespectful to the superior sex,
and I don’t have to tell you which one that is. What you gotta do, blondie, if
you want your guy to treat you like Hec does me, is lock up his junk and beat
his butt, and I mean every day. Unless you do that, plus a lot of other stuff I’m
getting ready to tell you about, he’ll keep pushing his boundaries and seeing
how much shit he can get away with. Okay? So does your iPhone have one of those
voice recorder apps? Good. I suggest you turn it on right now.”

Carmen had talked nonstop for nearly an hour. And that same
evening Kelly had begun implementing the Latina bodybuilder’s detailed,
no-nonsense plan. The results were every bit as life-changing—for both Chris
and Kelly—as Carmen had promised. Within a very few days Christopher was well
on his way down the one-way path to unthinking obedience and full-time slavery.

There was satisfaction in this for Kelly, deep and abiding.
She was finally acting on her own female supremacist convictions. And, in so
doing, going far beyond anything her own mother had ever imagined, let alone
practiced on Kelly’s father.

True, Carmen’s plan contained punishments and chastisements
that required Kelly to come to terms with, and eventually embrace, an
unsuspected sadistic streak in her own dominant nature. And that had not been
easy. Indeed, before Christopher’s first real punishment session, she’d actually
offered him, and thus herself, a final chance to back out—to go back to the way
things had been between them, unequal but more or less consensual.

But her last-minute offer had been declined, as she knew it
would. Chris was already hopelessly addicted to her female authority. He liked
being talked down to and slapped around, groveling at her feet in ritual
surrender. And, terrified though he obviously was after being made to fetch the
thick leather weightlifter’s belt, and seeing her wicked smile as he crawled
with it to her feet and presented it, surely his slavish soul yearned for that
first merciless beating at her hands.

And after that milestone event, which left them both shaken
for quite different reasons, the bruised and tearful boy had crawled to kiss
her feet and acknowledge her ownership. What chance then of reversing course or
even slowing down? None at all. Kelly remembered well the intoxicating power
rush that had come over her, the giddy eagerness to take things faster and farther
with her newly enslaved boy. Which she’d proceeded to do over the next few
days—ordering him to get rid of all his clothing, then, methodically, going on
to strip him of basic human rights and, yes, even animal dignity.

And yet, through it all, Chris had never seemed happier or
more at peace, assuming his rightful place at her feet.

If only she’d left matters just there, and not gone on to—well,
to do all those additional cruel and possibly irreversible things she’d done to
him. Things that had led, inevitably, to the current crisis with poor
Christopher. To the point that she was now actually questioning her own sanity.

But, of course, she couldn’t go back and undo anything she’d
done, even if she wanted to. No, the only useful question to be dealt with now
was what could be done to solve this spiraling crisis in her personal life—or
at least de-escalate it—before matters grew completely hopeless.

If it wasn’t already too late.

From the pebbled glass table at her elbow, Kelly now lifted a
tulip-shaped wineglass to her lips. Then, as she sipped and savored, she caught
a glimpse of herself the way most people would likely see her.

As a spoiled and pampered princess, no doubt, bemoaning her
misfortunes while lounging, naked under the loose folds of a white,
waffle-weave hotel robe, on a private penthouse terrace overlooking Barcelona’s
Old Port. In the afterglow of a pink and perfect sunset behind Montjuïc. While enjoying
lightly chilled Andalusian sherry poured from a hundred-dollar bottle that had
been sent to her suite courtesy of hotel management.

How could such a glamorous creature have the faintest notion
of real misfortune, the kind endured by ordinary people? The ones you tried not
to notice as they were herded through the first-class section en route to all
the sardine seats farther back.

But that wasn’t fair, Kelly thought. Beauty and brains and
world-class tits had been given her, all true. But not her career achievements.
These had been hard won, the result of years of dedication and endless hours of
concentrated effort. Yes, she’d made the most of her looks and charm and
overwhelming physical assets at every opportunity, and why shouldn’t she? But
the real reason she had achieved so much so soon, Kelly knew, was her absolute
refusal to settle for anything less.

And she wasn’t done. Not even close.

Yet all this might be threatened, too. If her private life
came crashing down, as seemed to be more and more likely, the shockwaves just
might take her career and five-star lifestyle down with it.

And Kelly would have no one to blame but herself.

She finished her sherry and set the glass back on the table.

It was time for action. Or, at least, an action plan.
Meeting officially called to order.

Think, smart girl!

So Kelly sat there on her high-rise terrace as sunset pink
faded to evening gray and a light sea breeze came up to tease her pixie hair. She
sat there until it became obvious that no answer would be forthcoming. And
that, in itself, became a kind of answer. Namely, that Kelly wasn’t going to
solve this dilemma on her own. She was too enmeshed in it to see her way out.

She needed help. Desperately.      

What she needed, really, was another Carmen. Not Carmen
herself, unfortunately. Kelly’s former friend and lifestyle mentor was no
longer to be trusted in this matter. But surely there had to be someone else
who could understand the bizarre dynamics of Kelly’s problem and respond with battle-tested
advice. The way Carmen had during that very first crisis with Christopher.

Which meant another domme. Or, more to the point, a
practicing female supremacist. Kelly didn’t dare trust an ordinary therapist
or, indeed, anyone outside the lifestyle with the lurid details of her
confession. Not in an age where confidentiality seemed to mean less and less,
and where, thanks to instantly viral social media, reputations routinely went
up in flames while millions cheered. The slightest taint of scandal about
Kelly’s private life and she could kiss her corporate career ambitions
goodbye.

But where was she going to find another Carmen on short
notice? Again for privacy reasons, Kelly had steered clear not only of
confidantes outside the lifestyle, but those in it as well. Carmen was an
exception, of course, as was Vivian, Kelly’s supremacist Korean attorney; but,
as the femme half of a Lesbian couple, Viv had zero interest in F/m dynamics.
Finally, there had been that single visit to the horse ranch of Brenda
McClintock, the big, butch-looking domme who, for a considerable price, had
performed those special and irreversible procedures on Christopher. But no way
Kelly would be going back there or asking Big Brenda—or any of her Dianist
friends, for that matter—for relationship advice.

As if!

Keep thinking, girl! There has to be someone else!

What about all the impressive and aggressive executive women
she met in the course of her business travels and at professional women’s conferences? How many of these highly
sexed dynamos in killer heels were the boss at home as well as on the job? A
lot of them, Kelly would bet, judging by their take-no-prisoners attitudes, the
sly conversational hints they dropped, and the reverse-sexist jokes she often
heard when they let their hair down. Kelly recalled one such:

So why did God even create men? Answer: He couldn’t
figure out how to make a vibrator that would mow the lawn.

The kind of joke that, if made by a man about women and overheard
by a female coworker and reported to a female supervisor, would get him
promptly fired. Or sent off for sexual harassment training.

Kelly relished this kind of unfiltered girl talk; and, from
time to time, had even shared a few cautious details about her own domestic
setup. Many of these businesswomen, after all, were breadwinners just like her,
with full-time househusbands or underemployed boyfriends. But never had Kelly
found a colleague with whom she dared risk full disclosure of her female
supremacist lifestyle.

No, that was wrong! Because Kelly suddenly remembered
encountering exactly such a person—and on the Internet, of all places!

Seven or eight months ago it must have been. She’d
figuratively held her nose and gone on a deep dive through the lower depths of
online femdom—not for the first time, but hoping that just this once she might stumble
on something real, something that spoke to her own innate dominance, not just
the endless porn sites that catered to twisted male fantasies.

After fifteen or twenty minutes of this sordid search, Kelly
had been on the verge of giving up yet again. It was a last-minute impulse to Google
“female supremacist organizations.” Unfortunately the first few links proved
every bit as bizarre as the virtual dungeons she’d just fled. First had been a
defiantly racist, female white supremacist group (who knew?), then a long-winded,
man-hating, lesbian manifesto littered with footnotes, followed by a coven of
heavily inked, Goth-eyed Wiccans in rural New Jersey.

Let’s give this just one more shot, shall we, Kelly thought
as she slid her mouse down to something called The Gynarchic Sisterhood. Inside,
she was relieved to find a total absence of garish, in-your-face graphics, just
plain black-on-white type. Beneath an unadorned banner of the site name, a
brief description informed her that the Sisterhood was a message board and
meeting place “dedicated to Female Ascendancy, Matriarchal Values & Extending
Gynarchic Control Worldwide—and Beyond.”

A little over the top, rhetoric-wise, but so far, so good.

In a black-bordered box just below came a cautionary note:
“All males seeking site entry must check in first at the Submale Corner where
they are to read and affirm Our Inflexible Rules for Male Participation.”

Fair enough, Kelly thought. She located the Submale Corner
at the bottom of a long list of subject-matter forums, but wasn’t curious
enough to click on it. Instead she scrolled back to the top and began scanning
down the list:

Tell Us
Something About Yourself (Not Overly Graphic, Please)

Matriarchal
Marriages (Suggested Rules & Rituals)

Politics
of Supremacy (Conquering the Patriarchy One Household at a Time) 

Concerning
Corporal (How Hard, How Often, With What?)

Domestic
Duties (All His, Of Course)

Family
Matters (Raising Children in a Matriarchal Home)

Financial
Matters (Taking Control of Assets & Expenditures)

The Case
for Cuckoldry (Flaunting Your Sexual Supremacy)

Pampering
the Goddess (Intimate Duties for Boudoir Boys)

Saving
the Planet (for Eco-Warrior Women)             

Ultra-Strict Gynarchic Relationships (The Next Big Step
for Your Boy)

Farther down Kelly spotted a Meet Mart, where unowned or
unattached submales were allowed to fill out brief questionnaires and upload a single
photo (“no crotch shots, please!”) for possible contact or further
interrogation by interested females.

Kelly liked the unequal setup, putting males on display as
virtual merchandise for the female members to pick through. It gave the site a definite
estrogen-fueled flavor. She hoped the discussion threads would prove equally
appetizing. If so, the Gynarchic Sisterhood might turn out to be a valuable
resource—or at least an online hangout for those rare idle moments.

So where to go first? Corporal? Financial? Domestic Duties?
Cuckolding? But Kelly had already gone about as far as she cared, or dared, in
all these areas. Family Matters, however, now that did entice, with its
stated focus on “raising children in a matriarchal home.”

Kelly had grown up, an only child, in exactly such an
environment, and was profoundly grateful for it. Would that every little girl could
be raised as she had been, in the absolute certainty of her own goddess nature
and consequent superiority over males—yes, specifically including her own
father. Taught from an early age to expect, and demand, their service, their
deference and, ultimately, their worship.

This was exactly how Kelly would raise her own daughter, if
and when the opportunity presented itself. It could not be anytime soon, of
course, not with so many more rungs of the career ladder beckoning her ever upward
to the pinnacle of corporate power. But someday.

So she clicked on Family Matters, but, unfortunately, got an
error message. Access to forums, evidently, required onsite registration. This
turned out to be a relatively simple matter, and moments later, as Juno44, she
entered the forum. The username came from an old black-and-white etching of the
supreme Roman goddess that had hung over Kelly’s bed when she was a little
girl—and every bed since. The “44” simply referred to her bra size—Kelly’s, not
Juno’s. She’d almost gone with Juno44GG, but thought better of it.

Definitely TMI!

Once inside and browsing the discussion threads, Kelly was
again pleasantly surprised. Questions and comments seemed genuine, the
responses serious and respectful and, yes, even useful. Of course, any of the
feminine IDs might be guys in disguise, but Kelly didn’t get that feeling.
Several, in fact, sounded like professional women with stay-at-home male
partners just like Kelly herself, with the significant addition of children.
For the most part, these women were seeking ways to incorporate their deeply
held matriarchal values within their families.

“Why should my submissive husband and I hide who we are
and what we believe from our own children?” asked a woman cybernamed Petra.
“I do not speak of what goes on behind the closed door of our bedroom. This
is not for our children to know of. But why should not we be as open and proud
of our matriarchal way of life as patriarchal homes have always been?”

Right on, Petra! Kelly thought. A lot of Gynarchic Sisters
felt exactly the same, judging from the string of enthusiastic comments following
Petra’s post.

“Amen!” wrote Matriarch-in-Chief. “Haven’t parents
always passed their deepest values on to their kids? Shouldn’t that include, in
our case, the gynarchic principles by which we live? Subbie Hubby agrees, BTW. As
if he had a choice, LOL! In fact, he gets to be the guinea pig for each new
pro-female rule I come up with, like making his daughter’s bed every morning.”

Another wrote: “As a mom who genuinely believes that
every home would be a more harmonious place with a woman leading the way, I
applaud Petra for trying to demonstrate this truth to her daughter.”

Kelly read on with growing interest, especially the thoughtful
and clearly heartfelt contributions from “Petra,” like this one:

“Now that my daughter becomes fourteen, she asks for more
responsibility in our family, and I think she should have it and become
comfortable with it. I think also it is time she be given the same high status
that many boys her age are given in patriarchal homes. Also I am looking for
additional ways my husband and our son can show more respect and deference to my
daughter and me. So far I have them always opening doors for us and standing
whenever I or my daughter enter a room they are in. I hope some of you on this
board can offer other ideas I can use.”

English, Kelly thought, was likely not Petra’s mother
tongue. But she seemed well educated and expressed herself with clarity and a certain
flair. Reading on through some of the suggestions being offered Petra by
others, Kelly couldn’t resist the impulse to join the online party. She
mouse-clicked on “Post a Comment” and began typing:

“Hi, Petra! I’m brand new here and love your posts and had
to respond. Growing up, I was very much the Princess, like many American girls.
In fact, my father often called me Princess, or Miss Juno or, occasionally,
just Miss. It was my Mother, very much the Queen of our home and family, who
made him do this. He was never permitted to address me simply by my first name.
Always in speaking to me my father had to acknowledge my ‘higher status’ as you
mentioned. A lot higher than his, shall we say? On the other hand, I was
encouraged to address him using just his first name, though I sometimes did
just call him ‘Daddy,’ which Mother thought was perfectly fine. Well, I could
go on and on but that’s enough for now.” —Juno44

All these months later, Kelly could still recall the odd
little thrill of seeing her message appear below the others with her new cybername.
I’m one of them now, she’d thought. Could these inspiring, outspoken
women possibly be the tiny vanguard of what would someday grow into a brave new
world of openly avowed female supremacy? Or were they all, including Kelly
herself, dreaming improbable dreams? But weren’t all visionaries dismissed as
delusional? A revolutionary movement had to start somewhere—“One household at a
time,” as the Sisterhood put it on their home page.

In any case, Kelly would definitely be checking back the
next day to see if Petra, or anyone else, had responded to her comment.

But Kelly didn’t have to wait that long. Hardly more than a
minute, it turned out. She’d just started to scan down another Family Matters
thread when a chat window pinged open on her screen with a message:

“PETRA: Juno, Are you still there?”

“Still here,” Kelly had typed right back. What should
she say next? But here came another instant message:

“PETRA: I love the way your father had to call you Miss
or Miss Juno. Starting tonight I will be doing this with my own husband. He
will address his beloved daughter no longer by her given name or her
diminutive, as though he were above her or even on the same level, but always super
respectfully as Miss S–—. My husband will not like this, but he will get
used to it or he goes into the hall closet until he learns that I am serious
about this new rule.”

Kelly got a shiver of arousal reading this. To think that
this innocent little recollection of hers, dredged up from her childhood and
casually passed along to another “Gynarchic Sister,” would have such an
immediate and dramatic effect on a family perhaps thousands of miles away! A
delicious teeter-totter effect, elevating the status of a girl barely in her
teens and increasing her authority in family matters while taking down her
father’s authority and family standing several notches. Requiring him, in fact,
to address his own daughter the way footmen in Downton Abbey addressed
the high-born ladies of the manor.

Could a deferential bow, or even a male curtsey, be in his
future?

Not surprisingly Kelly started remembering other ways Daddy
had been required to serve her, some of which, like making her bed each morning,
had already been mentioned, but many others which had not.

A quarter-hour flew by with the two of them typing back and
forth nonstop before Petra called a halt. She’d been using her laptop on the
evening commuter train, she explained, and her stop was fast approaching. Before
logging off, she’d proposed they keep their private conversation going by email,
if Juno was agreeable.

Kelly lost no time in creating a Gmail account for Juno44
and, over the next several weeks, the two women exchanged flurries of increasingly
intimate emails. Petra, Kelly was impressed to learn, was chief accountant for
a law firm somewhere in Belgium; but both agreed to conceal from each other their
true identities and exact locations.

Oddly, it was their mutual career success, something that
had helped bring them together, that caused them to drift apart. Kelly’s
company had acquired a rival hotel chain with properties scattered all over
Europe, each of which she needed to visit and study in order to sell
effectively. Around that same time Petra had moved her accounting expertise to
her current firm, which provided her a nice jump in salary, but at the cost of
more management duties and a longer daily commute. There simply weren’t enough
free minutes in the day for them to go on as they had. Their parting had been
by mutual accord, and with sincere promises on both sides to resume when
circumstances permitted.

That had been six or seven months ago, and Kelly hadn’t heard
from Petra since or felt any inclination to revisit the online Sisterhood.
Would Petra respond after all this time? More importantly, would she be
willing, or able, to meet face to face on such short notice?

It was a big ask. But, just maybe, Kelly’s last, best hope.

She stood abruptly, picked up the empty sherry glass and
slipped back into her suite. Moments later, with the main points of her email
to Petra clearly in mind, she switched on her laptop and brought up Gmail.

*















CHAPTER THREE ~ DANCING BACKWARD IN TIME

With Jason now fully engaged with his high-cholesterol
breakfast, Chris was able to relax a bit. Idleness was never permitted; and, of
course, the goddess was able to watch him through her home surveillance app
from anywhere in the world; so he kept busy, spray-wiping the kitchen cabinets,
counters and appliances. But as he worked, Chris let his mind dissolve into a
favorite reverie.

Back in time he went, more than three years, to the night of
his “Dancing Backward” triumph with Goddess Kelly. This was the milestone event
that had sealed his servitude. Yet an even more momentous event had occurred
six weeks before that. That’s when he’d visited an off-campus ballroom dance
class at the urging of Wally, his college roommate, hoping to meet a girl.

“It’s a perfect deal for bashful guys like you,” Wally had
said. And he was proved right. Chris had danced with at least a dozen girls
that night in the crowded rec hall, through no initiative of his own. With guys
in short supply for the large group class, they had to be rotated past a larger
circle of girls, providing Chris a new partner every five minutes or so. It was
about halfway through the one-hour class that he found himself paired off with
a girl who took his breath away.

Literally.

Confronted by a tall, pixie-haired blonde with reckless
curves above and below, Christopher could barely stammer out his name, let
alone take the lead in the foxtrot step being demonstrated. Lucky for him, the
statuesque pixie—her name was Kelly—was clearly amused at his tongue-tied
plight and came to his rescue.

“Don’t worry,” she’d said with a throaty chuckle, pulling
him into her perfumed, pneumatic embrace. “You don’t have to talk. Just hang on
tight, and I’ll get you through it.”

And she did, as in a Cinderella dream. Except in this
storybook dance, Chris was the commoner and Kelly the ravishing princess.

The fairy tale didn’t end there. In a nearby Starbucks
afterward, Kelly had explained how it was that she, who’d taken dancing lessons
of one kind or another since the age of three, had gone to a beginner’s
ballroom class.

“It’s for women’s studies, a term paper I’m working on. The
title, in case you’re interested, is ‘Following Her Lead: Reversing Gender
Roles in Ballroom Dance.’ Which is exactly how it worked with us tonight. I
took the lead while you held on for dear life. Am I right?”

“Absolutely,” Chris agreed, nodding like a bobblehead doll.
“I guess you noticed, I was kind of star-struck.”

“Yes, I seem to have that effect on guys. Especially right
when they meet me.”

“Well, in my case, the effect isn’t wearing off.”

Kelly smiled, clearly pleased by his flattering confession.
It was shortly after this exchange that she had taken the lead in a quite
different, and brazenly dominant way. Her shapely hand had slipped under the
table, pulled down his zip and proceeded to extract and fondle his already
rampant cock.

In fact, she’d nearly squeezed him off—right there in Starbucks!

It was Christopher’s first experience with T&D. Little
wonder, with his glands in a total uproar, he’d been unable to track the
proposal she’d made moments later, a proposal that would alter the whole course
of his life.

“Could you—could you maybe go over that again?”

“I said, since you were such a good boy tonight, following
my lead and obviously enjoying yourself, how about helping me with my little
experiment?”

“That’s the part I kind of missed, Kelly, about the
experiment.”

“It’s a role-reversal dance experiment—for my women’s
studies term paper. What I need is a male guinea pig to steer around the dance
floor. Now listen carefully this time, because I’m not going to say this again.
If you play your cards right, that lucky guinea pig can be you. Except I won’t
be guiding you, as I did tonight, by pulling you forward. I’ll be the one
moving forward, and you’ll be dancing backward—you know, like Ginger Rogers
with Fred Astaire, if you know who I’m talking about.”

Chris got the reference. He, too, liked those classic
black-and-white movies. Still, he gulped a bit, but there was only one possible
answer, wasn’t there? What guy says “no” to a drop-dead gorgeous goddess?

So it was that, over the next several weeks, in various
campus rehearsal rooms, Chris found himself propelled endlessly backward in a
series of basic foxtrot and rhumba combinations. It wasn’t easy—stepping back
on his right instead of forward with his left; with his left hand resting on
her strong right shoulder and his right enfolded in mid-air by her left; while
maintaining strict ballroom posture and attitude.

But the crux of the matter was second-by-second surrender to
her strong lead. Again and again Chris had to be lectured on this necessity,
and more than once got his face soundly slapped for not giving ground quickly
enough.

“You have to be ready to react to me,” she’d scolded, “but
don’t you dare try to anticipate. Remember, your job is just to yield instantly
as I advance—to give ground, in other words, before my big tits push you back.
Think of the French army in World War Two.”

Yet so enthralled was he by his instructress, and so
desperate to win her approval, that during those weeks Chris had worked harder
than on anything in his life, all but abandoning his own college coursework.

The culmination of all those practice sessions was to be a
“showcase dance” at a local after-hours club. A performance, Kelly briefed him
beforehand, that would be filmed and submitted on DVD as part of her class
project.

Only when they arrived at the venue and made their way
through a raucous, all-female crowd onto a tiny dance floor did Chris realize
it must be Lesbian night. But, by that time, he was too terror-stricken to care
one way or the other.

As with their very first dance together, Chris’ addled mind
had completely blanked on the dance-step sequence they were supposed to
execute. He’d just have to pray that, once again, his fairytale princess would
get him through it.

To bolster his confidence, Kelly had bought him a new suit
and assured him he looked quite handsome in it. But Chris was counting on all
eyes being locked on his sensational partner in her side-slit sarong and
four-inch platform heels.

And he was deeply grateful she hadn’t carried out her
playful threat to put him in drag. “I almost made you do it, you know,” she
confessed with an evil chuckle. “Because I really did want to wear a tux
tonight. And you’d be so cute in a frock, but utterly hopeless in heels.” And
the whole point of the exercise, she reminded him, was not to feminize the male
per se, but to transform him into the passive partner by reverse
choreography.

Under Kelly’s masterful guidance, everything had gone off as
planned. The all-female audience had started applauding during the opening
foxtrot, watching Christopher steered backward through a series of underarm
turns with his adoring gaze fixed on the face of his regal, controlling
partner. Then, during their concluding dance—a slow and sensuous rhumba to the
strains of “Besame Mucho”—the crowd around the parquet had begun a
rhythmic clap as Chris was turned effortlessly this way and that. At the
finale, seeing Christopher bent backward over Kelly’s outthrust thigh, the
all-girl audience went wild.

In the giddy aftermath, Chris had been rushed out of the
club, still clutching a bouquet, and into Kelly’s car, where he was seized and
given a savage, deep-throated kiss that left him dizzied and breathless. Here
again, as on the dance floor, total passivity on his part was required.

But the dizzy-making kiss was only a foretaste of what was
to come on that incredible night. He had been taken, for the first time, to
Kelly’s college apartment, where she had proceeded to introduce him, and seduce
him, into the wonderful world of femsupreme sex—

Ka-blang!

For the second time that morning, Chris, now mopping the
kitchen floor, had his erotic reverie shattered, this time by a door slam from
the living room. He hurried in to check. Jason was gone, leaving the TV on, his
breakfast litter on the side table and a coffee ring under his mug.

But what Chris saw most of all was his window of opportunity
to get the room tidied and vacuumed before Jason came back. Like a hotel maid
at top speed, he gathered up dirty dishware, wiped the side table and a bit of
scrambled egg from the armrest of the leather recliner. Then he Swiffered the
hardwood all around Kelly’s hand-knotted Chinese area rugs, got out the upright
with its various attachments and started his noisy vacuuming, which Jason
couldn’t abide, including the sofa and loveseat cushions. If there was time,
Chris would take a flannel dusting cloth to the tabletops and shelves and
assorted knickknacks, including Kelly’s crystal ballerina collection.

The deeper he delved into his housework, the more he
experienced the submissive high so familiar to devoted males who surrender
their manhood to the service of a superior female. And especially with Jason
away for the moment, Chris was able to revel in his inferior status, kept naked
and hairless by an earthly goddess, permanently shackled into her collar and
forever marked by her fiery butt brand.

There is a distinct downside to subspace, alas, at least for
males locked in permanent chastity. The more aroused Chris became, the more
crippling the penile pain inflicted by his stainless steel cage. This, too, was
part of Kelly’s fiendish design, as she had made clear: “You will suffer
this for me, slave, each and every day.”

Recalling these implacable words got him even more excited.
Which sent additional spikes of pain into his steel-sheathed cock. Until
finally, with mind reeling and the woven patterns of the Chinese carpet
blurring beneath his vacuum, Christopher fled back into submissive fantasyland.
To that magical night after their female-led triumph on the dance floor when
she’d taken him to her apartment…

It all came flooding back in vivid montage… Riding up in the
elevator with Kelly’s arm tight around his neck, crushing him against her
curves… Then joining her in a chorus of “Off to see the Wizard” as, arm-in-arm,
they zigzagged down the hall toward her door, using that funny, skipping
crossover step Dorothy taught her pals.

Those were the only G and PG images he recalled from that
night. Inside her surprisingly posh, one-bedroom apartment, everything had
become quickly and gloriously X-rated. It had been a night of countless
climaxes, all of them hers, while he’d been denied again and again.

At some point, Chris had collapsed, convinced he was having
a heart attack. Kelly had surprised him, then, with a maternal tenderness.
Taking a washcloth dipped in ice water and wrung out, she’d laid him on his
back and cooled him off. First his forehead and face, then chest and arms,
stomach and thighs, leaving for last his painfully swollen cock and balls. But
in this hypersensitive region, as her fingers, minus the washcloth, worked
their artful magic, the intent was clearly not to soothe but to inflame. While
huskily whispered words cast a binding spell upon his soul:

“My little dancing puppet… what a sweet, submissive lover
you are to me… so eager to do my bidding… on the dance floor and in my bed…
such an eager and willing toy for me to play with… never thinking of yourself,
only of your goddess…”

It was Christopher’s first exposure to gynarchic mind
control, a series of irresistible suggestions that worked their way deep into
his psyche. The intent was clearly to transform him into the total puppet just
described.

Years later, a much longer litany of femdom phrases was
incorporated into a formal slave mantra, which Christopher was made to memorize
and repeat to himself while doing his housework. Such as:

“Kelly is my Queen and Goddess… She is powerful… I bow to
Her and kiss Her feet… Her rule over me is absolute… She is great and powerful…
She protects me… She owns me… It’s her right to own everything… I obey Her
totally… She speaks and I listen… She leads and I follow… Her decisions are
final… I’m afraid to cross Her… I’m afraid of Her anger… I bow down and
worship Her…”

The effect of her seductive voice that night was galvanic.
Chris’ heartbeat, which moments before had been steadied and slowed, was off to
the races once more. While her busy fingers further engorged his aching
testicles and throbbing, empurpled penis.

At this point, driven mad with lust, Christopher had had an
almost overwhelming urge to break free of his passive prison, to take her in
his arms and bend her backward, to silence her with a savage kiss of his own,
then plunge his stiff cock deep into her goddess pussy and ride her till
morning.

But, of course, he didn’t dare do any of these manly things.
Even to think them was forbidden. She’d made it clear, the rules of the dance
applied equally in her bed. Only amorous passivity on his part would be
tolerated. Oh, he could moan while being deep-kissed and squirm and squeal when
she played with his cock and balls. And, in extremis, and because it
amused her, he could thrust and hump the air in vain. As he was starting to do
now, years later, in sympathetic memory. But there had been no ejaculation, or
even penetrative sex, for him that endless night.

Her whispered words came winging back through time,
conjuring a realm of total surrender to female authority:

“These belong to me now, don’t they, sweetie? My little
squeeze toys I can do whatever I want with, just as I can with you. You’ve fallen
into my trap, and you’ll never get out. You realize that now, don’t you?”

And he did. From the first moment in that dance class, he’d
been her plaything, and they both knew it. What’s more, he wanted to be
totally helpless before her. More than he’d ever wanted anything.

Again and again, on his back and writhing under relentless
manipulation, Chris had been taken to the frenzied edge of longed-for release
only to be stopped short. Until, finally wearying of her cruel, wanton game,
Kelly lay back and waited for his gasping convulsions to subside before
directing him to crawl back between her spread thighs to resume his oral
worship.

What a night to remember!

But it was not till the following morning, over coffee and
croissants he’d fetched from a nearby Starbucks, that Kelly had unveiled the
next phase of her plan.

“Open this and pour,” she’d said, setting a chilled bottle
of Mumm’s Cordon Rouge with two champagne flutes on the little table in her
breakfast nook. “I want to propose a toast.”

Christopher popped the cork easily enough. But he’d been
overzealous in filling the first flute. He’d watched, with deep foreboding, the
bubbly fluid overflow the tapered glass, reminding him of all the orgasms he
hadn’t had. For his clumsiness, he’d expected at least a face slap, but got
instead an earthy chuckle.

“Go ahead, sweetie,” she’d prompted, “now fill the other
one.” When both glasses were brimming, into each Kelly dropped a plump, fizzing
strawberry.

“To our new life together,” she said, chiming her upraised
flute against his. “But don’t drink yet. Wait for me.”

So he watched Kelly’s head tip back with the glass and her
cheeks fill, but didn’t see her swallow. Instead, as his pulse quickened, she
leaned toward him over the table, causing her heavy breasts nearly to spill
from the terry robe. Her kiss, at first, was just a kiss, as in the old song
lyric. Then an explosion of liquid effervescence and strawberry pulp filled
Christopher’s mouth, forcing him to gulp and swallow desperately.

“From now on, sweetie, that’s the only way you’re going to
drink champagne. Direct from me.”

These several years later, recalling that intoxicating kiss,
Christopher realized just how prophetic her words had been. He was thinking of
all those morning rituals in which he’d knelt between her legs, reverent and
open-mouthed, to receive and consume every drop of her golden nectar. Direct
from her, exactly as with the champagne.

And he remembered how, setting down her half-empty flute,
Kelly had fixed him with her goddess gaze. “So here comes my big announcement.
I’ve decided that I’m going to keep you, little puppet. And, who knows,” her
lacquered forefinger poked him between the eyes, “I may never let you go. What
do you think of that?”

Chris couldn’t find his voice, he really couldn’t. So he’d
nodded eagerly—and, if he’d had a tail, would have wagged it.

“Ah, you’d like that, wouldn’t you? What lovesick little boy
wouldn’t? So now, I’ll tell you exactly how it’s going to be.”

As she began her recitation, Christopher’s heart was off
again in a mad gallop. She’d spoken of wondrous things. Not only of his
actually living with her, but of moving in before the week was out! No mention
was made of a mistress-slave relationship. Or of taking away his clothes and
making him go naked, or forbidding him to sit on her furniture. These things,
and so many more like them, were years in the future. The original arrangement
she’d outlined over champagne and croissants was, if not vanilla, at least
vanillaesque, with a bit of femdom flavoring.

He would, he learned, be a kind of houseboy to her. Not a
boyfriend certainly. He mustn’t be confused on that score. Kelly had reserved
her right to go on dates and have other men over, although she didn’t expect to
be doing much of that during those final two months of senior year. In order to
graduate with high honors, she figured on spending every available moment
poring over her lecture notes and online texts. Which, in fact, was the reason
she was having Chris move in. He’d done such a good job helping her with her
women’s studies project, so why not give him another important assignment—this
time relieving her of all domestic distractions?

“I-I’m not sure I understand,” he’d stammered.

“What’s not to understand? I’ll need you to take care of
everything around here.” Her arm swept the room. “So I can concentrate on
prepping for finals. That means cooking my meals, and keeping my apartment
clean. And, you know, making my bed and washing and ironing my clothes and—”

“Uh, Kell, I don’t actually know how to iron or—”

“You’ll learn, believe me, you’ll learn and learn well. And
how to cook, or at least make my favorite recipes, and to hand-wash my lingerie
and polish my shoes, and keep track of my schedule and run my errands—shopping
and dry-cleaning and so on—and have nutritious snacks and lunches ready for me
every morning,” she paused and shrugged. “And, well, like I said, just
everything, really.” Kelly smiled, seeming not to notice his stunned
expression. “That’s clear enough, I hope?”

Chris nodded, but his whole world had just gone topsy-turvy.
With a few blithe sentences, Kelly had turned his romantic Technicolor horizons
into a drab tunnel of endless housework. Housework? All day, every day?
Was that going to be his fairytale future? Drudgery ever after?

And she wasn’t done. “Of course, you’ll need to drop your
own classes. Attending to my needs is going to be a full-time job, I’m afraid.
But, really, sweetie, you weren’t going to graduate anyway, were you? Not this
semester certainly.”

Again Chris nodded, still in psychic freefall.

“Of course, if you really want to go back someday and make
up those credits for your graphic arts degree, I’ll probably let you. After
I’ve graduated and gotten my career nicely launched, and maybe a promotion or
two under my belt. But for now, in the two months left before my graduation and
then my job search, I’m going to need you at my beck and call twenty-four
seven. It’ll be just like on the dance floor, with you following my lead in all
things.” She grinned, gray eyes alight with dominance. “Won’t you like that?”

“Yes, Kelly,” he heard himself respond. “I will.”
Apparently, with no volition of his own, he’d just signed away his life.

“Of course you will! Think how many subbie boys would die
for such an opportunity. And don’t forget the best part, sweetie. You’ll get to
sleep in my bed, unless, of course, I’m having someone over. That means most
nights you’ll be there right beside me to attend to my other needs, my intimate
needs, shall we say, just as you did last night. Not yours, mind you, except on
those rare occasions, you know, when I take pity on you and let you squirt a
bit, the way all little boys like to do. Are you all right, puppet? You’re not
going to faint on me, are you?”

Christopher shook his head “no,” but he really had been
feeling faint. He’d just been plunged into despair over the prospect of endless
chores, only to be rocketed back into the stratosphere with the fantastic
prospect of sleeping beside her! Every night! Well, most nights, anyway. And
wasn’t that heavenly reward worth any amount of menial work? Of course it was.
And, really, shouldn’t he glory in serving all her needs, intimate and
domestic alike? What better use could there be for his life?

His heart felt now like a great balloon in his chest, ready
to slip its tethers and float him away over the countryside. Even his scrotal
pain, the residue of all those hours of rigid denial, seemed suddenly miles
below and unimportant.
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CHAPTER FOUR ~ A NEW CONFIDANTE

There was no first-class from Barcelona to Brussels, not
direct anyway. Kelly had to settle for business class on Brussels Air. But the
flight took only two hours and got her on the ground by eleven thirty-five; and
a hired limo got her to the sidewalk café in the Center City by noon, precisely
on time.

Don’t expect anything fancy or trendy, Petra had warned,
just a plain pavement café on the same block as the big train station, the same
one where a terrorist bomb had gone off a couple years before. The café was
just two rows of wooden tables screened by shrubs in tubs. But the weather was
sunny and warm, and Petra had wanted to lunch al fresco, all of which
was fine with Kelly.

But, exiting the limo, she couldn’t help feeling like a spy.
This was to be, after all, a clandestine meeting under assumed names. Between
two female contacts who’d never laid eyes on each other. Members both of a
secret supremacist cell plotting to overthrow global patriarchy.

Of course, Kelly wasn’t skulking along in a trenchcoat.
Definitely not her style; besides, she couldn’t conceal her figure if she
tried. And hadn’t the legendary Mata Hari been both femme fatale and
super-spy? So Kelly strode toward the café in her four-inch platform
espadrilles, showing a lot of leg in a front-slit, floral-print wraparound that
clung to her flagrant curves. A black, broad-brimmed floppy hat further
signaled her arrival to anyone in the vicinity who hadn’t already noticed.

But Kelly ignored the heads swiveling her way as she scanned
the outdoor tables ahead. And there she was, Kelly’s secret cyber-sister, halfway
back on the left. Looking exactly as she had described herself in her last
email. Thirtyish with butterscotch haystack hair and big, round glasses, reading
a paperback.

“‘Plain Jane,’ I think, is how Americans would call me,”
Petra had added. Kelly thought otherwise. Under the haystack and behind the
owlish glasses, the freckled, doll-plump face grew prettier and prettier the
closer Kelly got. Pretty and super-smart, Kelly thought. The kind of girl who
might not sit in the front row at school or raise her hand that much, but knew
every answer when called on.

Petra was lowering her book now, obviously having spotted
the big black floppy hat, and getting to her feet. She had on a snowy
Victorian-style blouse with pearl buttons down the front and vertical ruffles
on each side. The matching jacket to her lime-green linen skirt was folded over
the wicker chairback. The “soft power look,” Kelly thought, and it suited her.
Petra, stepping into the aisle now to greet her guest, was by no means a short
woman, though she stood many inches below Kelly’s platform-assisted six
foot-plus.

She took Petra’s extended hand, pleased at the absence of
the usual European double or triple cheek kiss. Frankly, all that air-and
cheek-bussing got a bit tiresome, especially at large, business-related social
gatherings.

“Dear Petra,” Kelly pressed the slim hand now in both of
hers, “thank you for making the time to meet me on such short notice. It means
more than you can know.”

“But I would not have missed this! Who would think, my very
first computer date—and it is with a woman! No, not just a woman, but, as
befits your name, a goddess!” It took Kelly a second to realize the name Petra
was referring to was ‘Juno.’ The Belgian woman spread her hands now in a
gesture of obvious admiration. “You are, how is it one should say, ‘dead drop
beautiful.’ This expression is correct, yes?”

“Close.” Kelly laughed. “Actually it’s ‘drop dead.’ ‘Dead
drop’ is a spy term, I’m pretty sure.”

“My English is so bad, but perhaps also amusing.” A girlish
giggle dimpled Petra’s doll cheeks.

“Your English is delightful. And much better than good.
Especially for a second language.”

“My third actually, not counting my business German.
Flemish—which is pretty much Dutch—is mother tongue for me, and French also we
sometimes spoke at home. Now I think you should sit down before you give any
more of our local boys twisted necks.”

“I hadn’t noticed,” Kelly said airily, taking the facing
seat at the small table.

“I bet! It is amusing to watch. You enjoy exciting this comical
male behavior, I think.”

“I can’t help it. I know I’m a show, so why not have fun
with it?”

“If I looked like you, yes, I believe I would have this
attitude as well. You are hungry, I hope?”

“Very. What’s good?”

The café, Petra said, despite its train-station proximity,
did serve several excellent dishes. The salmon tartare and baby green
asparagus were her particular favorites. Along with, perhaps, a shared order of
the famous Belgian pommes frites?

Kelly agreed to everything, including two glasses of the
best-known local beer.

So far, she was liking Petra in the flesh even more than the
Petra of the emails. Kelly had been worried about that, frankly. Afraid that,
face-to-face, Petra wouldn’t measure up to the sympathetic soul Kelly had
confided in half a year ago.

But Kelly was surprised how at ease she already felt with
this business-suited older “sister” with the freckled, doll face and haystack
hair. Kelly had only one remaining fear. How would Petra react when she heard
how far Kelly had taken things with Christopher? Would she think Kelly had lost
her mind?

Perhaps. And perhaps Kelly had.

“And now,” Petra announced after their beers were brought
and poured and they clinked glasses, “before you tell me any of your secrets, I
am first telling you one of mine. My true name.”

“Must you?” Kelly tossed her head in protest. “I like
‘Petra’ too much for you to take her away!”

“Wait, you must to listen. My given name, it is Agathe.” She
pronounced it ‘ah-GAH-tay,’ a considerable improvement, Kelly had to admit,
over the American, or even the British version of the old-fashioned name.

“But,” Petra continued, “I never liked this name and do not
use it except on legal papers. So, you see, you may still call me Petra. To all
my friends, and all the women in my department, always I am Petra. The males
under me, however, and those above me as well—yes, even my bosses, the partners
of the firm—to show proper respect I insist they call me only by my family
name, ‘Ms. Pieters.’”

“Petra Pieters—perfect!” Kelly said. “Sounds like a nursery
rhyme. So now I guess it’s my turn, so we can totally blow our official cover.
My name—my true name, as you say—is Kelly. Kelly Sheffield.”

“Yes, I like it for you. Even though Juno is a goddess, as
you are, she is maybe too angry, always making the dark storm clouds over Mount
Olympus. And you are a California sunshine girl, this is what I think.”

“Well, I appreciate the compliment. But I’m originally from
Minnesota, way up in our North Woods. And I assure you, I can be angry and
stormy, just like Juno, who I like to think of as the original bitch goddess.”

“Sometimes this is me as well!” Petra twitched her dimpled
smile, hazel eyes dancing behind the big owlish glasses. “A super-bitch even! Definitely
my husband would agree with this name for me, but, of course, never will he say
this to me!”

Several minutes later, after their dishes had been brought
and their glasses topped off, Petra wiped a cute, beer-suds mustache from her
upper lip, then looked Kelly straight in the eye. “Now, I think, it is time for
us to be more serious. For you to talk, and for me to listen.”

“Fair enough,” Kelly said. “But there’s so much to tell, and
I’m having second thoughts about subjecting you to all of it. Maybe I should
just give you the short version so you can get back to your office in a
reasonable time.”

“No, I must to hear everything. You have come a long way to
speak to me of these important matters that are giving you a great distress, it
is true?”

“Yes.”

“So, please, you are not to worry about my going back to the
office. So much money I am already saving these attorneys—there are three of
them who are the big bosses, very smart men, but they don’t know how to run a
business, and the man who I replaced in this department was stupid and lazy. Since
five months I have reorganized all their files, which were a disaster, and
their receivables and financial record-keeping also. And I am in the process of
installing new accounting programs, which will save them even more euros.
Believe me, Kelly, these men are so grateful they are giving me my Christmas
bonus already in June! So, in a few minutes I will call one of them and say,
‘I’m having lunch with a dear friend from America, and she is very interesting,
so I am not coming back this afternoon.’ And he will say, ‘Yes, Ms. Pieters,
this is fine, Ms. Pieters. Please to take the rest of the day, Ms. Pieters. See
you in the morning.’” The quick, girlish smile exposed small pearly teeth. “What
do you think of that?”

“I think they’re lucky to have you—and they know it.”

“This is true. But what about your schedule, Kelly?
How much time do you have?”

“Well, I’ve done some fast juggling, canceled some meetings,
postponed others, so I, too, can take the rest of the afternoon, or as long as
I can have with you.”

“But where were you supposed to be today, if you
didn’t fly here to Brussels? I’m curious about your fabulous life, you see. You
had more hotel business to do in Barcelona perhaps? I have seen it on
television only, but it is a beautiful place, I think.”

“It is. But I was due to fly out this morning anyway.” Kelly
picked up her phone and brought up her scheduler. “You really want the
details?”

“Please.”

“Well, I was set to fly to Nice early this morning, then
grab a limo, or maybe just Uber it, for the short ride down the Côte d’Azur to
Monte-Carlo. Well, it’s not far, but with all the beach traffic, it can easily
take an hour. To this old hotel our company picked up. It’s legendary, but a
dowager long past her prime, and we’re trying to modernize it on the cheap, and
they want my ideas actually. So hotel management was going to give me a quick tour,
and then host a lunch—probably just about now—aboard a Saudi megayacht parked
in Monaco harbor. Then, maybe I could squeeze in a spa treatment at the hotel
and a quick nap before cocktails and dinner in the Prince’s Palace, followed by
an open-air concert in the courtyard. Last thing on the list, if I felt like
it, was drinks and dancing at Jimmy’z Beach Club.”

“This is truly how you live?”

“We have an expression, somebody’s got to do it.”

“And you cancel all this fabulous stuff to spend your day here
in Brussels with Petra Pieters?”

“Gladly.”

“And you can do this?”

“Absolutely I can, just like you. My sales numbers are so
high, they don’t dare complain. The rundown hotel and the megayacht and the palace
and nightclubbing with eurotrash, all that can wait for another day. I’d much
rather be here with you, telling you my troubles over a glass of Stella Artois.”

“I am honored to be your confidante, Kelly.”

“And my wisewoman, I hope.”

“Well, about this, we shall see. So now, please, Kelly,
again I say, tell me everything.”

“I probably should have looked at that last email I sent
you, what, six or seven months ago, to see exactly where we left off. So much
has happened since then. Did I write about cuckolding Christopher?”

“In your last email—before yesterday, I mean—you wrote that
you had decided to do this. But I never heard that you actually did it.”

“Well, I did it. Finally. Which led to a lot of other
stuff—a whole avalanche of events, actually. Which is another reason, I guess,
that I stopped emailing. Things were happening so fast.”

“I can imagine so! And excuse me for interrupting, but there
is something I must to know. Was he as good as you hoped he’d be, the other
guy, the Pilates teacher, the one you said looked like a sexy pirate on a
love-book cover? What was his name?”

“Jason.”

“That’s the one. Also from the mythology this name, I
remember. So tell me, in bed, was your pirate as good as you hoped?”

“Oh, God, yes! Even better! So much better!”

“And tell me, is he still in your bed?”

“Yes, I married him actually.”

“You didn’t!”

“I did!”

“But—what about Christopher?”

“What about him?”

“You divorced him, then?”

“Yes, of course.”

“So he is gone?”

“No.”

“You didn’t send him away?”

“No. Why should I?”

“Then you still have him?”

“Yes.”

“But not as your slave?”

“Yes, as my slave!”

“Mijn God!” Petra used her napkin to fan
herself comically as though she was having hot flashes. “Please, Kelly, you
must tell me, what is the problem you want me to help you with? To me, this
sounds like the dream of every woman! One man to clean your house and to cook
your meals, and another man to make crazy love to you all the night. This is
heaven on earth. If you can make it work.”

“Well, that’s the problem, isn’t it? I can’t. I thought I
could, but I can’t.”

“Ah, I see!” Petra adjusted her owlish glasses downward,
then squinted over them like a clinician. “You must to tell Dr. Pieters
absolutely everything.”
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CHAPTER FIVE ~ DEEPER INTO SUBMISSION

Everything had happened exactly as Kelly had decreed.
Several days after announcing Chris was going to become her full-time
“houseboy,” she’d showed up, unannounced, at his apartment to “collect him,” as
she put it, and to oversee any items he wished to take along on his new life.
Chris had been hoping his roommate would finally get to meet the semi-mythical
blonde goddess, but, alas, Wally had already left for chem lab. So Christopher
had tagged along in Kelly’s wake as she swept from room to room like an empress
on an inspection tour, dictating instructions.

“Sorry,” she’d said, surveying his bedroom from the doorway,
“we’re not taking all this junk, even if I had room, which I don’t.” Following
her gaze, Chris had suddenly seen his room’s boyish contents through her
critical scrutiny—Ikea shelves cluttered with paperbacks and DVDs, teen
videogames, tarnished Little League trophies and his childish Star Wars toy
collection; a corner strewn with dust-layered athletic gear—skateboard,
snowboard, baseball bats and gloves, swim fins, and a pair of inline skates
that no longer fit.

“I’ll make an exception for the mountain bike. You can come
back for it later. It’ll be useful when I send you on errands around the
neighborhood.”

Next she was clicking through hangers in his small wardrobe
and pawing through dresser drawers. “Really, sweetie, the Grunge look? You do
realize, the nineties were ages ago?” She swung around on him. “Look, go get a
garbage bag—one will do—and just toss in a couple of shirts and pants and maybe
a pair of running shoes and any official papers you think you need. All the
rest of this shit goes in the dumpster, or the Goodwill, unless you want to
leave it for your roommate.”

“But—but, Kell—I’m gonna need more clothes than—” Chris had
started to protest, hating how whiny he sounded.

“So?” she cut him off. “I’ll get you decent-looking things
as you need them. Like the suit I already bought you. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Kelly.”

She clapped her hands twice. “Then go do as you’re told and
get the garbage bag. We’re not spending all day here.”

Ten minutes later Chris was hurrying down the building’s
interior stairwell after his goddess, dragging a Hefty bag stuffed with his few
permitted possessions. He slung it into the back seat of her car before hopping
in beside her. And then she was driving him away as his old life receded in the
passenger-side mirror.

She spoke without taking her eyes from the road. “You know
that old Japanese junker you drive?”

“It’s a Mitsubishi.”

“Yeah, whatever. I want you to sell it for the first cash
offer, but from a dealer, not Craigslist. I don’t want strangers showing up at
the door. Which reminds me, you’ll need to rent a post office box at my local
substation. You won’t be getting mail in my building, it’ll just confuse
things. And you realize you’re not to give out my address to anyone, or invite
anyone over, like, what’s your roommate’s name again?”

“Wally.”

“Right. You can arrange to meet Wally somewhere, if you have
any spare time. You’ll have to ask permission first, though. I’m going to need
to know where you are at all times.”

Chris had agreed to everything, knowing that her demands
were non-negotiable. But his acquiescence went much deeper. The way everything
was unfolding was eerily like a secret fantasy he’d had since his early teens.
He even had a name for it—“Ravished by a Patrician”—from a Gothic short story
he’d read somewhere.

It was set in Victorian London, and its hero is a young man
not unlike Christopher. A shy, sensitive type, a bank clerk—or “clark,” as the
Brits prefer. He’s out walking late one night in one of those pea-soup fogs, when
a horse-drawn carriage pulls to the curb beside him. A closed carriage, with a
small window that slides back to reveal the head and shoulders of an
aristocratic lady. Beneath the fancy bonnet her face is veiled, and yet, in the
faint glow from the coach lamp, the young man is convinced she is the most ravishingly
beautiful creature he’s ever seen.

As he stares raptly, her slim, velvet-gloved hand extends
out the window, palm up and forefinger beckoning.

And, at that very instant, the carriage door swings out.

Mesmerized by this imperious summons, the young man steps
inside, the door swings shut, and the carriage clatters away over the London
cobbles, disappearing back into the fog.

The story’s final sentences had been teasingly ambiguous.
Was the youth whisked away to a manor house on the moors, or to a castle in the
Scottish highlands? And what of the mystery woman? Was she, as some had
speculated, a notorious Irish marchioness on the prowl, or, as others insisted,
a much-traveled Hungarian countess?

But of the young man’s ultimate fate, there seemed no doubt
at all. Wherever taken and by whom, he was going to be the recipient, and
victim, of unspeakable practices, decadent and delicious. And would never be
seen again.

So now, in the clutches of his own ravishing patrician,
Christopher could only hope he was being carried away to a similar fate,
whatever that might be.

Back in her apartment, again he had followed Kelly from room
to room in order to learn where cooking and cleaning supplies were kept and the
various chores and duties that would be his on a daily basis. Detailed
schedules and instructions would come later.

After this quick tour, she had him prepare, under her
watchful eye, a simple meal, fettucine with pesto sauce accompanied by a small
salad and a glass of Pinot Grigio.

“You can fix something for yourself later,” she’d explained,
“while you’re cleaning my kitchen. You’re probably too excited to eat now
anyway.”

Which was absolutely the case. She took her place at table
in her small dining area, then pointed her fork at the floor where she wished
Chris to kneel. “Scoot a little closer, pet,” she said then, crossing one
luscious thigh over the other to extend a bare foot directly toward his face,
“so you can show me some proper devotion while I eat.”

He obeyed without hesitation. As Kelly lunched on pasta and dry
white wine and scanned her iPhone, Chris feasted on her shapely foot. Holding
it reverently in both hands, he kissed and licked every delectable inch, top
and bottom, then sucked each of her toes and thoroughly between them before
starting the whole process over again. In the rapturous depths of subspace, he
lost all track of time. Until, without warning, her precious foot was
withdrawn.

He waited, expectantly, for the other to take its place.
Instead she planted her bare foot on his face and shoved hard. Chris went over
backward to peals of girlish laughter.

“You’re utterly mad, you know that,” she said throatily when
he’d recovered his kneeling position.

“I am, I know I am.”

“Utterly mad for me, which, of course, I approve. But, for
the moment, I think our little game has gone too far, or you’re too far gone,
whichever.” Her foot shot out again and prodded his bluejeaned crotch, first
the tender underside of his hard cock, now vertical behind the zipper, then,
sliding down, pressed harder against his painfully swollen testicles.

Until he squealed.

“Oh dear, they really are full to bursting, aren’t they?”

Gritting his teeth, Chris nodded solemnly up at her.

“So I think you’d better squirt for me now, or you won’t be
able to pay proper attention to your chores the rest of the day.”

Chris had been instructed to take off his clothes and lie
face-down on a bath towel spread at her feet and squirm around on his belly
until he’d emptied his testicles of “every drop of man-goo.”

And to “be quick about it.”

Chris hurried to obey, desperate to please her, but even
more desperate for release. Not surprisingly, it had taken him less than a
minute to work himself into a horizontal frenzy, oblivious to the almost
hysterical giggles at the pathetic display he was presenting her. But he could
not help hearing her shouted command moments later:

“That’s enough silly wriggling! Squirt now for your
goddess.”

Never was Chris readier to obey a direct order. But, just as
he felt the first subterranean stirrings of his eruption, there came a triple
jingle of altar bells—Kelly’s distinctive ringtone.

There was a standing order, anytime her phone rang, for
Chris to stop whatever he was doing and look to his superior for immediate
guidance. But that rule couldn’t apply now, could it?

Oh, but it could, as he found out a second later. “Be still,”
she barked, stomping the back of his neck with her foot, “and be quiet!”

I can’t! Chris thought, but dared not say aloud.

He did manage, somehow, to stop his pelvic thrusts, but his
body went right on shuddering toward imminent climax. The best he could do at
that point was clamp his jaws to keep from crying out when it hit him.

But it never did. Kelly’s timing had been truly diabolical—a
nanosecond more and the great, cresting wave would have exploded, shooting him
down the far side like a tiny surfer in an avalanche of ecstasy. For agonizing
seconds, Chris hung there, caught in unbearable limbo.

And nothing happened. No wave, no avalanche, no nothing. Fuck!
Fuck! Fuck!

He had, then, a desperate thought. All he had to do was
slide his hand down for a few frenzied pumps of his still pulsing cock. He
could still get himself off! Who cared what happened afterward?

But he couldn’t! He simply lacked the courage, the cojones,
to defy her. Instead he just lay there, helpless and twitching under
her naked foot, listening to the sexy singsong of her conversation with one of
her many girlfriends.

Something about a new European boot boutique just opening in
a local mall. Kelly was suggesting they meet for lunch the following day and
check it out. But she already had an armoire full of boots, every kind
imaginable, all of which Chris was now supposed to keep clean and polished. How
could she possibly need another pair?

And then it happened. A sudden weird feeling of glandular
release down in his groin. Not ejaculation, more like wetting the bed when he
was a kid. Except the spreading wetness on the bath towel, and on his crotch
and belly and softening penis, felt cool and thick and sticky.

He must have come! Yet he’d felt nothing, no slightest
tingle of pleasure.

He lay still, pinned face-down to the dining room carpet,
not daring to move a muscle as she chattered blithely away. It seemed an
eternity before he finally heard her favorite sign-off: “Ciao!”

This was followed, a second later, by “Look at me!” She’d
spoken sharply. Still on his belly, Chris craned his head upward. She didn’t
seem angry exactly, more like suspicious. “Did you just come? After I told you
not to?”

“No, Kelly, I wouldn’t. I mean, maybe I did, accidentally,
but—”

“Kneel up this instant! I need to look at you.”

Chris obeyed, then glanced down in puzzlement—at his now
dangling penis and the sticky residue smeared all over his crotch and
glistening in his pubic hair.

“You did, you little worm! You disobeyed me!” Her swinging,
stinging palm whipped his head sideways. It was by far the hardest she’d ever
struck him. He felt welling tears, knew he couldn’t stop them.

“It was an accident, Kell, honest!” He was whining and
sniffling, pleading like the little worm she’d just called him. “I did stop
when you told me to.” Chris gestured feebly at his slimy-wet crotch. “Then all
this just leaked out… and I couldn’t stop it… And what was really weird was, I
didn’t feel a thing… I don’t know… how it happened, Kell, honest!”

Her gaze sharpened, fixing him. “You’re not making this up?”

“No, I’m not!”

“You felt nothing when you… came? Not even a
teensy-weensy thrill?”

“No, nothing, Kell, I swear it. This never happened to me
before. M-m-maybe something’s wrong with me down there.”

“You’re kidding, right? You never had a ruined orgasm before?”

“No. I don’t even know what that is.”

Her face seemed to soften. Chris had braced for another slap
as she reached for him, but her palm caressed his cheek instead.

“Actually, sweetie, what happened to you is, well, actually good.
And not uncommon, at least for the males I play with. You had all that seminal
buildup, and so it all came out—cleaning out your plumbing, so to speak. But
without you enjoying an orgasm or, really, losing your submissive desire for
me. Am I right about that?”

Chris nodded. It was true. Despite the heavy discharge, his
submissive yearnings toward Kelly hadn’t lessened at all. In fact, they seemed
stronger than ever. He wanted to fall at her feet and start kissing them all
over again, and then wash them with his tears just like that woman in the Bible
had done for Jesus.

But Kelly had more to say. She was explaining that ruined
orgasms happen to subbie boys quite a lot after prolonged edging. “Sort of
accidentally on purpose,” she’d added with a chuckle. “But I’ve heard some dommes
give their boys ruined orgasms whenever they want, just by massaging the
prostate using their fingers in a latex glove, or, even better, a vibrator
wand. It’s called ‘milking.’ What do you think, sweetie? Should I study up on
that technique?”

Chris had nodded, afraid to disagree. But secretly he prayed
she’d forget all about it. His passive ejaculation had not only robbed him of
any pleasure, but left him feeling empty and frustrated and useless.

“I better warn you,” she went on with a mischievous gleam in
her eye, “if I do get really good at milking you, sweetie, ruined orgasms may
be the only kind you’ll ever get.”

*

That had been the first full day of his enslavement, Chris
realized now, though he certainly hadn’t known it at the time. And he couldn’t
help but think of all the incredible changes in their relationship in the three
years since. The many milestone events that, one after another, had sent him
spiraling down, ever deeper, into Kelly’s web.

There had been her graduation with high honors, then the
glamorous job offer entailing a move to a new city and new upscale condo with
Chris installed as live-in houseboy. Then, after only a year, had come Kelly’s
trend-setting promotion to West Coast sales and marketing director followed by
Chris’ unexpected upgrade from houseboy to househusband.

In a thoroughly dazed condition he had flown at her
side—first-class for the first time in his life—to Minneapolis, first to meet
her wealthy parents, then, wearing a tux and idiot grin, to play his
co-starring role in a big church wedding and country club reception immediately
following.

All capped off by a private exchange of shockingly femdom
vows that night in their “honeymoon suite”—which, to Chris’ wonderment, turned
out to be Kelly’s posh, Victorian-styled bedroom in her parents’ lakeside
mansion. In fact, they shared their nuptial bed with the crème de la crème
of her treasured American Girl doll collection.

Chris’ blissful haze had remained in place for the ten days
of their honeymoon cruise. His most vivid recollections of his time afloat were
all confined to their stateroom and the orgasmic demands of his insatiable
bride; and, of course, his own rigidly enforced denial. Of blurrier focus were
the random images of Caribbean shore excursions, room-service binges at all
hours to replenish Kelly’s erotic energies, and once, on a midnight whim,
reenacting their backwards dance in tux and ball gown on the moonlit fantail of
the ship’s prom deck—and being applauded afterward by an impromptu gaggle of
onlookers at the rail of the boat deck above.

From that euphoric high point to the current abysmal state
of affairs had been a two-year downhill run at breakneck speed. He had gone
from cherished househusband and proudly displayed corporate spouse to full-time
slave. He’d been cuckolded, then divorced and systematically stripped of any
remaining vestiges of manhood. His downfall had matched, if not surpassed,
Kelly’s own dizzying career climb, but in the decidedly opposite direction.

So here he was, once again shuffling through the daily
routines of housework as if it still meant anything. He had been kicked off the
bottom rung of existence, deprived of even his slave status. His supposedly
permanent collar and branding now meant less than nothing. His glorious owner, back
from her second honeymoon but once again out of the country, no longer had any
use for him, even as personal urinal or whipping boy.

Christopher’s golden days were all behind now. Ahead lay
only desolation.

*

He came fully awake. A door slam had ended his dismal trip
down memory lane. A familiar superhero shape stood in the condo entryway. Back
from his morning mission to the local donut shop, judging by the paper sack clenched
in his big right fist.

“What the fuck are you doing in my chair, Slaveboy?” Jason
bellowed. “You know better than to sit on the furniture.”

Oh, God, it was true! Chris was actually tilted back
in one of the twin recliners—another unforgivable sin. He leaped to his
feet—and was immediately swept by dizziness. “I’m so sorry! I-I-I don’t know
what happened!”

He did remember vacuuming—the upright was still plugged in
close by—and being dead tired. But not the moment of collapse. “Please don’t
tell her!” he pleaded.

“I probably don’t have to.” Jason pointed up at the nearest
surveillance camera embedded in a corner of the ceiling. “The Goddess likes to
look in on us all the time, you know that, wherever she is. Let’s see, today is
Spain, right? Actually it’s tonight already there. Probably getting ready for a
late dinner, a good time to check her home security app, wouldn’t you think?
So, yeah, I’d say there’s a pretty good chance you’ve already screwed the
pooch, Slaveboy. And, frankly, I hope so.”

With two long steps and a quick stomp on the footplate,
Jason uprighted the empty recliner. “In case you haven’t noticed, I’m getting
damned tired of always seeing your sorry ass around here. Maybe I’ll just text
her the timecode and let her rewind the video and see for herself what you’ve
been up to. I’d be surprised if she doesn’t send you packing the minute she
gets back. But, on second thought, why wait? Maybe I can talk her into letting
me handle the whole thing and save her the trouble.”

“Oh, God, please don’t!”

“Why not? I’m pretty sure we can afford a professional
cleaning service, say two or three times a week. They’ll do a better job, a lot
quicker and with less hassle. Hey, where the fuck do you think you’re going,
you bald-assed freak? I’m talking to you.”

Chris was unplugging the vacuum cleaner, eager to make his
exit. “I’m just—I was just going to start on the bedrooms.”

“The fuck you are. You’re going back into your little slave
cave right now, so I can get you out of my sight for a few hours.”

Chris turned to obey, but Jason wasn’t through taunting.
“Don’t walk, Slaveboy. I want to see you crawl.”

So Chris fled on all fours, out of the living room and down
the hallway with Jason right behind, prodding him with occasional butt-kicks.
Finally, he booted the naked, butt-branded slave right into the tiny guest
bathroom, then slammed the door before setting the digital timelock.

Inside, awash in misery, Chris listened to Jason’s receding
footsteps and the evil chuckle that got swallowed up in the slurpy sounds of
donut mastication. Chris had no way of knowing how long he’d be locked up. And
when he was released, what then? If the arrogant bastard made good on his
threats—and why wouldn’t he?—Christopher could find himself out on the street
before this horrible day was over.

And never see his Goddess again.

*















CHAPTER SIX ~ KELLY CONFIDES

In their previous email exchanges, Kelly and Petra had
discussed many aspects of male subjugation, such as obedience training, various
punishments and restraints, enforced nudity and silence at home, appropriate
positions and forms of address—all of which Petra endorsed, but most of which
she was unable to implement due to the presence of her young children.

But with their online discussion evidently having broken off
at Kelly’s decision to cuckold Chris, that was where Kelly began now to fill in
the details:

“I was always going to do this to him,” she explained. “From
the very beginning, more than a year before we were married, I made it clear
that I would have absolute sexual and social freedom while he would learn to
live under my absolute control.”

“Yes, I, too, will live like this,” Petra interjected, “when
my children are older. But for now, I will enjoy hearing what it is like from
my secret sister.”

“Well, it’s just like you said, every woman’s dream. At
least it started out that way. I simply couldn’t get enough of Jason. I had to
have him every night, and I mean all night. Which meant I had to move
him in. As for Christopher, well, he was simply odd man out. Or odd slave out.”

“I’m sorry, Kelly, but what does this mean?”

“It’s like he didn’t exist anymore.”

“But I hope you did make him watch? I think this would be a
good lesson for him and so much fun for you.”

“I did, and, you’re right, it was. Actually that was a big
part of it at first. The thrill of knowing I had the power to do this to him.
Chaining him up in my dark closet, ten feet from our bed, and knowing he was
watching us through a tiny gap—and hearing the incredible sounds we made,
especially me—and, again, I mean practically all night long—being fucked by a
world-class sexual athlete.” Kelly broke off, somewhat breathless as she
glanced around at the nearby tables. “Am I talking too loud?”

“Maybe, a little bit, yes.” Petra couldn’t help but marvel
at her flamboyant new friend, this Hollywood-style goddess under the huge
floppy hat. “But I must to hear absolutely everything. So, since neither of us
is going back to work, I am going to order us two more Stellas and try to calm
myself. Now, please, go on.”

“The thing is,” Kelly resumed, at only slightly reduced
volume, “it was exactly at this point that things started going wrong.”

“With your ‘harem,’ you mean?” Petra flashed her little-girl
smile.

“My male harem, yes. I think I like that better than ‘stable’
actually. But since Jason isn’t my slave, and probably never will be, maybe we
should just use the French, ménage à trois.”

“So, then, how did things start to go bad with your ménage?”

What had happened, Kelly said, was that, growing jealous of
their privacy, she and Jason began locking Christopher away each night down the
hall in the guest bathroom, where he was secured by a timelock that would free
him just in time to begin his morning chores.

“You wanted this as well?”

“Well, it was Jason really. But whatever Jason wanted,
believe me, Jason got.”

“He wanted you all to himself, I think.”

“Yes, and he got me. But he agreed to leave our bedroom door
open, so Christopher could still hear us from his little bathroom prison.”

“So, then, every night he was still being tortured by all
these love sounds you were making?”

“Indeed he was!”

“And you enjoyed this, yes?”

“Oh, sure. When I wasn’t out of my mind from what Jason was
doing to me.” But during the daytime, Kelly explained, her slave had been
completely ignored. She rarely spoke a word to him, unless to issue an order or
verify that one had been properly carried out. Nor did she touch him, except to
administer the routine face slaps she used to summon his full attention.

“What about his—what did you call them in your emails—his
daily punishings?”

“I think you’re talking about his maintenance paddlings? No,
I even let those go. And I know he missed them terribly. Funny, isn’t it, how not
beating a male every day can help to crush his spirit?”

Petra nodded thoughtfully. “But there is much more to this
story, I am thinking.”

“Of course there is.”

One night, Kelly continued, on the verge of sleep after
hours of incredible lovemaking, she’d been distracted by faint, repetitive sounds,
almost kitten-like and barely audible between Jason’s growly snores. Carefully
extricating her thigh from under his meaty forearm, she’d gotten up and traced
the mewing sounds down the hall to the guest bathroom. Releasing the timelock,
she had opened the door to find her naked slave curled fetally on his little bathmat,
whimpering and shivering in the predawn chill.

“You didn’t let him have a duvet or even a blanket in there?”
Petra had wondered aloud.

“Well, I wasn’t trying to make him comfy, was I?”

“I am not criticizing you, please to understand, Kelly. Only
curious of your methods.”

“Well, if you must know, I did take pity on him.”

In fact, Kelly had knelt and cuddled the naked, shivering
slave in her lap. She had inquired then, in almost a motherly tone, what was
wrong. Which only made him sob and shudder the more. Finally it had required a
series of no-nonsense face slaps before the hysterical creature was able to stammer
out a semi-coherent response. The gist of which was that Christopher was now
convinced she was going to get rid of him entirely.

“What did you say to this?”

“Well, I’ll have you know I was very sweet with him,” Kelly
said. “But I had to tell him the truth, didn’t I?”

Which was that, as long as he stayed out of their way, and
did all his chores, working hard like a dutiful slave all day, every day, for
her and her lover, she’d have no reason to get rid of him.

But, she’d added, he must take special care never to disturb
or annoy her lover in any way. That meant no bustling around with all his mops
and brooms and laundry baskets when Jason was in the La-Z-Boy watching TV or
playing his video games, or just snoozing. “Remember,” she’d emphasized with a
routine face slap, “he’s been fucking your goddess all night long, and he needs
his beauty rest.”

“Did that make Christopher feel better?”

“Well, I don’t think he really calmed down till I fed him my
left tit. Remember, I was cuddling him on my lap, and we were both naked, so my
big girls were practically poking him in the face.”

“What a lucky boy!”

“Well, yes, he always blisses out when he gets to nurse. And
I hadn’t let him for a really long time. Not since Jason for sure.”

“So now you’re telling me the story has a happy ending?”

Kelly shook her head. “No. Or I wouldn’t be here, would I?”

“Sorry. I keep interrupting. I am a bad listener.”

“No, you’re a wonderful listener, Petra, and you ask just
the right questions, and I appreciate that.” Kelly took a long swallow before
going on. “So, I decided to give Chris something that I hoped would provide him
the sense of security he so desperately needed. Something, in fact, he’d been
begging me for, for years.”

“What was this?”

“A slave collar.”

“You’d never given him his own collar? Truly?” Petra was
wide-eyed.

“Well, I had a leash and choker chain I used to drag him
around the condo sometimes. And once I did it in public at that big sex
emporium I told you about, where I took Chris to shop for S&M gear. But,
no, not a real slave collar, one he could call his own.”

“But a collar or a cage, it means everything to a
slave. They are just like dogs in so many ways.”

“Well, I was being deliberately cruel, wasn’t I? Withholding
the thing I knew he wanted most in all the world. You probably gave Jonas his
collar early on.”

“Oh, yes. On our third date I decided it was time to claim
him. I wrapped it up in a little box with a pink ribbon. It is just a thin
leather band, but he thinks it is very romantical and wears it everywhere.”

“That’s so sweet, Petra! And it’s not a problem, where he
works?”

“Here, in Europe, you know, the leather scene is everywhere.
And the kind of low-paying jobs Jonas gets, they are never inside an office
where he must to wear a necktie.”

“And your kids? What do they think about his collar?”

“Jonas tells them he wears it because he is their mother’s
pet, but please they must not to tell the landlord, because in our building we
have the ‘no pets’ rule. And they laugh at his little joke. But they see also
the truth—that he really is like a big dog wagging his tail for me and doing
what he is told to do. Even little Theo, who has only nine years, he can see
the truth about his father.”

“Well,” Kelly said, “a thin leather band wasn’t exactly what
I had in mind for Chris. Here, let me show you.”

Kelly snatched up her phone and, with a quick press of her
right forefinger, opened the thumbnail gallery of a secure photo locker. After
some fast scrolling, she tapped the shot she wanted. Two shots, actually,
reformatted into a single high-rez graphic. Two identically proportioned male
figures filled the small screen, as if standing side by side, one facing front,
the other backward. Both had shaven heads and were completely nude except for a
wide metal collar around each slim neck.

Kelly passed the phone across the table. With avid interest,
then, she watched her companion’s gaze lock in, her nostrils flare and the
frilly front of her Victorian blouse rise and fall several times before she
spoke.

“So this is him? Your Christopher? In both pictures?”

“That’s him.”

“He is very cute, and excited, too, I see.”

“Of course. I’d just taken him out of his cock cage for the
photo.”

“Does he get any bigger than this?”

“A little. Compared to Jason, though, it’s hardly worth
mentioning.”

“In his eyes now I am seeing maybe something else. Is
Christopher a little bit frightened in this picture?”

“Well, he’s shy, which sounds silly, I know, since he’s just
a slave and he’s always kept naked. But, you’re right, he’s easily frightened.
Especially when I take a full-frontal shot like that. He was convinced I was
going to email the photos to his father back in Ohio. Honestly, I don’t know
how he could have gotten such a crazy idea. Unless it was my teasing him about
doing exactly that.”

“You know what I am thinking? That he would be more cute
having hair.”

“Absolutely,” Kelly agreed. “I used to love to twine my
fingers through it—it’s curly and thick—and yank him around by it. Remind me to
show you our wedding pictures sometime.”

“And yet you shaved it all off—and all over his body, even
down there, it looks like. To make him a little boy, yes, and take away his
manhood?”

“That was the general idea, sure. But also I did it, I
think, just because I could. Exercising all that power over a helpless male,
well, it’s such an incredible turn-on. You’ve felt this with Jonas, don’t tell
me you haven’t.”

“Oh, yes, I, too, love to play such games. Also, I think,
they help remind males how they are inferior beings to us.”

“Now, really, Petra, you’ve talked about my Christopher
being cute and frightened and excited and hairless, but you haven’t mentioned
his collar.”

“Oh, really? I hadn’t noticed.” Petra giggled. “So, what
kind of metal is it?”

“Heavy metal. Brushed stainless steel actually, an
inch wide and pretty thick.”

“On the ’net I have seen several almost this wide, but only of
leather. Hmm, and now I see also there are some letters on it. His name, is it?”

“Just spread your fingers and you can zoom right in.”

“Of course!” Petra’s smile expanded along with the image
between her thumb and forefinger. As the capital letters incised into the steel
grew legible, Petra spoke them aloud with an approving nod: “S-L-A-V-E. Yes, I
like this very much. Simple, but—how you say—classique?”

“Classic, yes, that’s what I thought, too. Most people,
Chris informs me, can read it easily from ten feet. Which is exactly what I
intended.”

“But what people are these?”

“Oh, just the ones he meets or passes on his daily errands
for me. Shopping or picking up my clothes from the dry-cleaners or whatever.
And, yes, he gets lots of stares and double takes. His collar must always be in
plain sight. And—maybe I told you this before—I bought him a whole bunch of
what we call his subbie shirts. Tight t-shirts in pink and black, with big
block letters that spell out ‘SHE’S THE BOSS,’ ‘FEMALE SUPREMACY FOREVER’ and
like that. He has to wear these, too, whenever he goes out, and if he gets any
comments—putdowns, compliments, nasty remarks, whatever—he must proudly affirm
and defend his belief in female leadership.”

“Wow, that is so cool!”

“It is, isn’t it? Of course, the original point of making
him wear subbie shirts and his steel collar in public was to demean and
humiliate him. But, if you think about it, why shouldn’t he be proud of being
in the service of a superior female? Why shouldn’t an owned slave use every
opportunity to promote our wonderful lifestyle?”

“Yes, this is exactly what we are working for in the
Sisterhood. The world as one day it shall be.” Petra hoisted her beer glass. “Vive
la gynarchie!”

“A French toast,” Kelly joked as they clinked glasses, “how
perfect is that!”

“Okay,” Petra said, setting down her glass and turning her
attention back to Kelly’s phone, “now, please to tell me, what is this strange
mark I see on your slave’s darling bottom?”

“Did you zoom in on it?”

“Yes, but I see only a design of circles.”

“It’s what we call a monogram. Just my initials, KS, in an
ornamental script.”

“Is it henna then? Or an actual tattoo?”

“Neither. I had Chris branded at the same time he was
collared.”

“You didn’t!” Petra gasped.

“I did. It was sort of a bonus for him. And quite a
surprise, I must say. I’ve got a video of the whole thing, if you’re curious. I
don’t keep it on my phone, though.”

“But how am I to keep up with you? You’ve already gone so
far with him.” Petra’s expression had changed from disbelief to something like
awe. “On the Sisterhood only one lady I know has written of doing this to her
male. But with you, it is like, oh, it’s just a little surprise for my boy.”

“Okay, you busted me,” Kelly confessed. “I was just showing
off, pretending it was no big deal. Honestly, I think the actual branding was
almost as much of a shock to me as it was to Chris.”

All these months later, in fact, the memories of the
milestone event remained vivid in Kelly’s mind. She could still see Christopher’s
stricken face as he hung naked, arms and legs spread and shackled to steel
uprights in Big Brenda’s tractor barn. She heard again the flaming hiss of the
propane torch in Brenda’s big fist, super-heating the raised steel letters of
the reverse KS monogram. Finally, when all was ready, there came the cruel kiss
of red-hot metal followed by the stink of burning butt flesh and Christopher’s
endless scream as he convulsed in his bonds.

At that moment, had Kelly felt even a touch of pity for her
poor slave? Of course she had. Her woman’s heart had gone out to the pathetic, moaning
boy. But that initial trickle of tenderness had been instantly engulfed in a
surge of more primitive and powerful emotions. Kelly had felt herself as if
swept back in time, seen herself clad in the bronze and leather armor of an
Amazon warrior woman, and Christopher as her latest male captive, dragged from the
battlefield to her encampment to be stripped, fire-marked and enchained.

Pure erotic fantasy, of course, the stuff of dark and
twisted dreams. Except for the stark reality of the helpless, naked male
suspended in front of her eyes. With the symbols of her ownership burned into
his flank and forged around his neck.

It wasn’t fantasy. She’d actually done it!

“It shocked you, what you did to him,” Petra was saying.
“Yes, I can believe this. But I see in you now perhaps another thing. You were
excited by this ceremony also, yes?”

“Excited? Well, let’s put it this way. Christopher wasn’t
the only one to cry out and shudder and nearly collapse when it happened.”

“I knew it! You had the—how do you say it?—the big ‘O’ at
this moment!”

“A very big O! And I may as well fess up. I can’t
remember how many times I’ve gotten off while whipping Chris with my big
leather strap or my wicked little cane. But at his branding—my God, Petra, it
was like an erotic tsunami! Maybe because I’d gone so much farther with him,
you know? Some might say too far. But you know what’s really scary?
Something in me wants to go farther yet. And here’s the thing, Petra. There’s
no one to stop me. Certainly not Christopher.”

Petra reached and patted the back of Kelly’s hand. “I know
all about such feelings, believe me. For many years, I was afraid to beat Jonas
just because I enjoyed it too much. It took you and others in the Sisterhood to
convince me how necessary it is that I do this to him—for his sake as well as
mine, so he remembers always his place. But the question of limits, it is
always up to us. So we must to go carefully, knowing that our males cannot
stand up to our female power.”

As Petra handed the phone back, Kelly thought she detected a
sly smile. The suspicion was confirmed a moment later when Petra asked, “Are
you sure there is not one more photo you can show me?”

“Of what, pray tell?”

“Of your pirate lover.”

Kelly chuckled. “We’ll get to him in a moment, I promise. But
there’s something else I have to ask you—about Chris. Do you see now the
problem I created for myself? Deliberately created, by the way.”

“No, what problem is this?”

“Why I had to divorce him?”

“Because of your initials on his bottom? But who can see
this?”

“I’m not talking about his branding now, but his collar. With
that big hunk of steel around his neck, there was no way I could take him with
me to business-related social events anymore. You know, the ones where
executives bring their spouses? It’s simply too big and bulky to be concealed
under a shirt or necktie.”

Petra continued to look puzzled. “Excuse me, Kelly, but I don’t
see the difficulty. For such occasions, you just take off his collar, then put
it back on when you get him home. I have seen metal collars like this on the ’net,
though not so wide. But always there is a hidden place where the metal band
slides apart, and inside is a tiny hole for a tiny key, and voilà, the
collar, it is open.”

Kelly shook her head. “I’ve seen those collars, too, Petra.
But Christopher’s isn’t like that. There’s nothing to slide apart, no hinge, no
tiny hole, no tiny key, just solid metal. I decided if I was going to put him
in a steel collar, it was going to be permanent. When I told Big Brenda what I
wanted, she shrugged and said no problem. She not only does branding and
horse-shoeing on her ranch, but micro-welds special jewelry for the local
B&D community. Chris’ collar is welded on. It can’t come off. Not ever.”

Kelly watched Petra’s slow, nodding comprehension. “Okay,
yes, I see now the problem, why he could no longer be your husband. What did he
do when he heard this terrible news?”

“He just cried and cried—like a lost child. It’s the
cruelest thing, by far, I ever did to him.”

“And you have no regrets?”

“Well, certainly not then. It was all part of my grand plan.
I couldn’t wait to marry Jason and show him off at the next sales conference
dinner. I mean, what woman wouldn’t want a handsome pirate on her arm, not to
mention in her bed? He dresses up beautifully, by the way, and undresses even
better.”

“But this is not fair, Kelly! Now I absolutely must
to see a picture of him.”

“If you insist.”

For a second or two, Kelly’s finger hovered over her
iPhone’s home-security app. She was debating whether to show Petra how she was
able to spy on both her males from anywhere in the world at any time. It was
almost one p.m. here in Brussels. So four in the morning back home. She had
only to open the app and click through the satellite uplinks from the tiny surveillance
cameras concealed throughout the condo. If they were lucky, Petra might
get a voyeuristic peek at Jason sprawled across her big four-poster. He always
slept in the buff and, delightfully often, managed to worm free of the covers
and expose his spectacular morning wood. But no, she decided, we’re not
quite ready for that yet. Kelly dipped back into her photo locker for
something more suitable.

“Sorry, this is about the best I’ve got. At least it shows
him naked.” Kelly handed the phone back to Petra, who hunched forward for a
closer look. “That’s from our honeymoon,” Kelly explained. “Behind him, through
the sliding glass door, you can see Tahiti Lagoon. We had one of those over-water
bungalows.”

“The view must have been fantastic!”

“I suppose it was. But we were sort of preoccupied.”

“I’m sure you were! But here I cannot see how handsome he
is, only that he has big muscles.”

“He’s big elsewhere, too, if you notice.”

“Yes, but what I see is mostly his dark shape.”

“He’s backlit, so just zoom in again. I guarantee you’ll
pick up some interesting detail.”

“Ah, now I see his face. A most handsome pirate, I agree.”

“Check him out lower down.”

“I am just getting to that part. Oh, mijn God! I
thought my Jonas was big, but your Jason is like a horse.” Her clear-lacquered
nail tapped the screen. “But it is hanging straight down here. So—even this
cannot be his full size!”

“Yes, he’s totally flaccid there.” Seeing Petra’s momentary
puzzlement, Kelly added, “Limp, you know?”

“Do you have a photo that shows him, you know, the
opposite?”

“In all his glory?” Kelly shook her head, still unwilling to
share her surveillance shots. “Sorry. You’ll have to use your imagination.”

Petra returned the phone. “You know, Kelly, you said before you
could not get enough of this beautiful man. But now I am thinking perhaps you
could get too much of him.”

“Are you asking if he hurt me?”

“Well, yes. Did he?”

“Just at first. But, over time, and with lots and lots of
yummy practice, let’s just say I’ve learned to endure it.” Kelly flashed her
wickedest smile. “All of it. As often as I could get it.”

“It is like I said! You come to me with this and call it a problem?
Ha!”

“Point taken. But let me explain a bit. A moment ago you
were asking if I had any regrets about replacing Chris with Jason. I can’t
remember what I said, but, to be honest, there were some regrets. Not at first,
and not sexual, of course, but socially. Despite his looks and lazy charm,
Jason is not exactly a gifted conversationalist, or witty, like Christopher is.
Or was, I guess I should say, since Chris has basically lost his
conversational skills.”

“But why is this?”

“Well, mostly, I think, because Chris has lost every shred
of self-respect. He can barely look you in the eye, even when commanded to do
so. And then, of course, he’s not allowed to talk. Hasn’t been for months and
months, and never without permission. ‘Yes, Goddess,’ or ‘No, Goddess,’ that’s
about his limit. Honestly, Petra, I can’t even imagine being seen with him in
public again, unless it was some openly gynarchic setting where all males were
kept on leashes.”

“Yes, I understand all this,” Petra said. “I hope you are
not feeling bad for doing this to him, teaching him his place as an inferior
male. Because that is our job, you know?”

“Of course, and I’m mostly proud of what I’ve done to
Christopher. Making him into my total slave. I’ve loved every minute of it, and
I think he wanted it, too—though I’m not sure he had much of a choice in the
matter. But, getting back to Jason, I just wish he could hold his own at a
cocktail party. Is that too much to ask?”

“Are you sure this is a problem, Kelly? From what I am
seeing and hearing, it is now very common for a woman in business to have an inferior
husband, or househusband, or trophy man who stays at home or has only the
menial part-time job like my Jonas. I do not hesitate to take him to my
company’s picnic, because he knows he is only to smile and nod while I do all
the talking for him.”

Kelly couldn’t think of a good counter-argument. In fact,
she knew of several instances, right in her own department, of exactly the kind
of unequal coupling Petra had just described, between upwardly mobile women and
their obviously subordinate spouses.

“I’m afraid you’ve got me there, Petra. With more and more
guys losing out to women and forced to take lower-status jobs, it really isn’t
fair to complain about Jason’s social deficiencies, is it? Especially given his
other, you know, sizeable assets?”

“No, it isn’t. So, perhaps I have just solved one of your
problems.”

“Perhaps you have. But I’m afraid the bigger problem
remains.”

“Sorry, which one is this again?”

“My males simply can’t get along. Especially when I have to
leave them alone and unsupervised for days and sometimes even weeks at a time,
like now. But, dammit, I’m too busy to babysit them both and keep them happy. Yes,
it’s my fault, I know that. I created my crazy ménage, but I can’t seem
to make it work. Not without help. Your help, Petra, I hope.” Kelly’s
look was imploring now. “Please, tell me what to do.”

“Okay, here is one idea. Give Christopher away—to that Cuban
lady you told me about. Or sell him. I read on the Sisterhood about a secret
auction, it is somewhere in Paris, where dommes go to—”

“Petra, I don’t want to sell Chris, or give him away!
He’s all mine and I intend to keep him. Besides, I need a full-time
slave.”

“Then why not use Jason for this, too? Why should he just
sit around all day when you’re working? You could do this to him, Kelly, if
anyone could.”

“I’ve thought of it. And I’ve toyed with him a bit, you
know, tying him to the bed and teasing him, mostly in fun. But to do it
seriously, it would take time and too much of the energy I need for my work.
And, honestly, I don’t want to turn Jason into another Christopher. Jason’s
my big alpha-toy and I want him to stay that way, wild and untamed.”

“I see. This is like the old riddle, you know, Kelly? You
have the wolf and the sheep and the cabbage all in one boat, And you must to
get all three across the river before the wolf eats the sheep or the sheep eats
the cabbage.”

“You’ve just described my daily dilemma! Except I only have
two in my boat. Which seems to be one more than I can handle.”

Petra heaved a sigh and shook her head. “Okay. I see that I
must to think harder.”

“I’d be ever so grateful, oh, wise woman.”

Petra pouched her cheeks, bit her lower lip and looked
skyward, as if for inspiration. “Okay, I have it.”

“My God, that was fast! What is it?”

“Come home with me—if you have time.”

“How is that going to solve anything?”

“I will explain. Here is what I do with my own problems. I
take everything—everything you have just told me, for instance—and stuff it all
in here.” Petra patted her haystack hairdo. “Then for a few hours I just forget
about it while my brain goes clickety-clackety, clickety-clack. So, while we
are waiting for the answer, you will come home with me and meet my family. My
matriarchal family. On weekdays my Jonas fixes always the early dinner for the
kids and for me. Sophie will be doing her homework. She works very hard on her
studies and will go far. Little Theo is more like his father and easily
distracted. If he has finished his simple assignments, he will be watching the
female superhero cartoons—the only ones he is allowed to watch. Do you know Wonder
Woman or the Power Puff Girls?

“Sure, I grew up on them.”

“So! It is decided then, you will come home with me.”

“Okay,” Kelly heard herself say, getting to her feet and
apparently going along with Petra’s program, though it made no earthly sense.
Unless her new friend was some sort of fairy godmother-in-disguise, who, with a
wave of her magic wand, could make all Kelly’s problems go poof.

*















CHAPTER SEVEN ~ THE FACE IN THE MIRROR

Chris dozed fitfully, and lightly enough that he reacted
immediately to the double click of the timelock release. The welcome sound that
meant he was free to leave his bathroom prison. What he hadn’t heard were
Jason’s footsteps in the hall. Or, for that matter, any other sounds in the
condo.

His cell phone showed one twenty-two. He’d been locked away
nearly three hours!

He stowed his blanket and opened the bathroom door. Listened
intently, moved cautiously, hoping he was alone. The living room was empty. The
only traces of Jason were dirty sweat socks beside the La-Z-Boy, crumbled
potato chips on the cushion, an empty Lay’s bag on the lamp table.

All the rooms were empty. Which meant Chris could take a
moment for himself. Try and think what to do. He stood beside the recliner, a
mouse in a maze, trying to pick his path.

Run away? Where? And with what? In his wallet, which was
kept in Kelly’s desk drawer, there was exactly one twenty-dollar bill plus a
debit card with a hundred-dollar limit, which got monitored daily. All his
other ID documents were locked away, along with his clothes, except for what he
was allowed to wear on outside errands.

Did he want to escape Jason? God, yes! But not if it meant
running away from Kelly. He wanted, more than anything, to belong to her for
the rest of his life.

But what if she threw him out, or, more likely, had Jason do
it? Chris would be a fool to think that couldn’t happen, not after Jason’s explicit
threat this morning. It could happen as soon as the gigolo prince came back
from wherever he’d gone. And if it did, there wasn’t a fucking thing Chris
could do to prevent it.

That being the case, why even waste time thinking about it?
Wasn’t there really only one question that he, or any slave, needed to ask
himself?

What should I be doing, right now, to please my owner?

So this is what Chris asked himself, and he got his answer,
actually heard her voice in his head: “Don’t think, slave. That will only
get you into trouble. Do as you’ve been told.”

And what was the prime rule for him when she was away on a
sales trip? That was easy. Keep every room so spotlessly clean that, should the
Goddess walk in at any second, the entire condo would pass her impromptu
inspection with flying colors.

So, doing his best to ignore all the fears congealing in his
gut, Chris set to work. A hectic, nonstop hour later, he’d cleaned all the
rooms Jason had used, put away everything Jason had left out, then finished his
vacuuming, stripped and remade the Mistress’ bed with fresh linens, and started
a laundry load.

What next? From memory, he consulted his household
protocols, settled on Number 29, “When in doubt, dust.”

He started with the Goddess Gallery, the large photo collection
scattered across various shelving units in the dining room. As usual, he took
several seconds to study and admire the image in each frame as he dusted it,
and beneath, before returning it to its place of honor.

There was Kelly, the adorable equestrienne, a still boyishly
figured nine or ten, astride a big black stallion with a blue-ribboned bridle.
A cowgirl hat, tipped far back, haloed her radiant face, while blonde pigtails
set off her dimpled cheeks.

In the next frame, an already glamorous, full-figured Kelly (with
platinum shoulder-length hair!) wore a regal smile as high school homecoming
queen. She was bracketed by lesser beauties, all three with tiaras, red satin
sashes and presentation bouquets.

Then back in time to wee ballerina Kelly, a moppet of five
or six, on her toes in a gauzy powder-blue tutu, arms overhead in an angelic,
face-framing oval.

Then fast-forward to a high school graduation photo. Kelly,
beaming and triumphant in cap and gown, her extreme buxomness detectable even
in the flowing garment. Her proud parents leaning in from each side, her mother
in her haughty, porcelain perfection, her father looking, as ever, fond,
fatuous and slightly unfocused.

There were dozens more, all chronicling the youthful
achievements and astounding physical maturation of Kelly Ann Sheffield. One of
Chris’ special favorites was a martial arts pose, with her voluptuous curves
bundled into a belted, black satin coat over matching pajama pants. She was
standing on one bare foot—actually leaning back slightly—while the other leg
was thrust impossibly straight up over her head, foot flexed.

“That’s a taekwando high-kick,” she’d explained once to
Chris, a maneuver that usually took years to perfect. But, thanks to all her
ballet and jazz dance, Kelly had mastered the one-eighty vertical kick in a
matter of weeks. The photo had been taken during her college junior year, she
said, just a year before Chris had met her. “In fact, in the same community
center where we met, where that ballroom dance class was held. It was a mixed
martial arts course taught by this tough-looking Corsican guy named Bruno with
arms, I swear, just like an orangutan.”

She mimicked a growly, Italian-sounding accent: “I tell you
honestly, big blondie, in MMA you could be really good. But not with those
giant bazoongas, you get what I’m saying? You’d have to make ’em much smaller,
just like that Romanian tennis player did. But any doc who does this operation,
for this crime I myself would kill him. Besides, with these weapons of yours,
already you can destroy any man, me included!”

And me, too, Chris thought.

After a few months Kelly had stopped formal martial arts
training. But she still practiced punch sequences and various kicks as part of
her daily cardio routine, and had even demonstrated some lightning-fast moves
on Chris.

He wasn’t sure which disciplines she’d used on him;
apparently the Corsican taught his own mix of fighting styles, including aikido,
taekwando, Belgian kickboxing, and Israeli krav maga. What Chris
did remember, and vividly, was how swiftly and forcefully Kelly could put him
down—on his butt or flat on his back, often with every bit of breath knocked
out of him.

As if he wasn’t already utterly intimidated by Kelly! How
was he supposed to coexist with a she-creature who could physically overpower
him at any moment in literally dozens of ways, to say nothing of the routine
face slaps she used to summon his full attention? And all this was in place
long before Carmen Gallegos came along and convinced Kelly of the necessity of
daily corporal punishment to get the best out of male chattel.

No wonder he felt so beaten down and inferior!

Chris finished dusting the Goddess Gallery, then her entire
collection of crystal ballerinas. Now what? He’d already worked his way through
his daily must-do list, with no special or long-term projects compelling his
attention. Again it was as if he could hear that imperious voice in his brain: Show
some initiative, slave. Tackle the grout lines in the kitchen tile. Then refold
and rearrange all my scarves. Then—

No, the hell with all that!

There it was again, that restless itch to get out of the
condo—and do it before Jason came back. And not just an itch this time; more
like an overpowering compulsion. So overpowering that Chris didn’t even pause
to grab his shopping list on the way out; or, for that matter, even retrieve
his wallet and debit card from Kelly’s desk drawer.

He did have to cover his nakedness, obviously. Which meant plucking
a t-shirt from the utility room stack—each shirt emblazoned with an FLR
motto—then stepping into a pair of approved pink sweatpants and matching pink
sneakers with bunnytail pompoms on the heels.

The final stop was to slap masking tape over the “SLAVE”
engraving on the front of his steel collar, a cover-up that had to be removed
the instant he was off the premises. This was a recent concession from Kelly,
who loved humiliating her husband, but didn’t want him advertising their kinky
lifestyle to neighbors in the condo complex.

It was a Tuesday afternoon, still too early, thankfully, for
the sidewalks to be swarming with kids just out of the local middle school.
Chris had learned to be especially wary of young teens traveling in packs. More
than once he’d been surrounded and taunted about his slave collar and “wussy
t-shirt.” “Faggot” and “freak” were among the milder epithets called after him
when he’d fled the scene.

Just ahead now was the local market, his prime destination
on permitted outings. But Chris’ thoughts were already straying to O’Malley’s,
the sports bar on the block beyond, and specifically to the pair of cute
barmaids he’d met there once upon a time, something that had gotten him into
big trouble when he’d confessed to Kelly. No way he’d dare go back, even if
he’d brought his wallet. Besides, Jason liked to hang out there, too, and Kelly
knew about it. Only Jason didn’t seem to get in trouble for it like Chris had.
Jason didn’t seem to get in trouble for anything. What was that girl’s name?
Leslie, wasn’t that it? And the black girl with her had been Raynette, the one
with the sweet, doe-eyed look, who’d kind of come on to him.

Chris had wandered in just as the place opened for lunch,
and got to talking with Leslie and she’d started asking him what he did and
stuff, and before he knew it he was on his second or third beer and had started
blabbing about his secret life, and next thing he knew Leslie had called Raynette
over and both girls got real curious and asking him all kinds of questions
about how an FLR worked, and then getting turned on by the idea of a
cute-looking submissive guy who did whatever his wife said, and got punished
when he didn’t.

“Kind of a ‘Twelve Shades’ in reverse, is that your deal?”
Leslie had asked at one point, trying to be funny, but Chris had nodded
solemnly, making clear it was no joke. After a while, the two barmaids had
started teasing him and acting like they imagined bossy girls would act.
Finally, in a fit of giggles, they had actually ordered Chris to go back home
and do his chores, then had been surprised when, with sudden tears, he’d obeyed
them.

Would they still be there, he wondered, especially Raynette?
If so, might she have left the abusive boyfriend she’d talked about—Mitch,
wasn’t it? Yeah, she’d said something about wanting to trade “old Mitch” in on
a newer model and, while looking straight at Chris, maybe wanting to take him
for a “test drive.”

It had excited him then, and excited him now remembering it.

But how dared he even think of another female when he
belonged to Kelly for all time?

Except that wasn’t really true anymore, was it, at least as
far as she was concerned? If Jason had his way, Chris could find himself out on
the street any day, any hour. Where would he go? What would he do?

Would he crawl back to Kelly’s door, beg to be taken back?
Of course he would. But if that door was closed to him forever, what then?

He’d have to start looking for another woman to belong to.
Because that was the only kind of life he was fit for, and he knew it. What his
soul yearned for was not freedom, but slavery. To a powerful woman who would
abuse and degrade him for her own amusement.

A woman like Kelly Sheffield.

Chris had paused by a pet shop window to check out a large,
motionless lizard with a copper-hued, gold-flecked eye. Was it real or stuffed?
Suddenly the saurian eye blinked. Startled, Chris backed away, and, as he did
so, saw his own murky reflection in the glass.

The strip of masking tape was still there, covering the
indelible word on his steel collar.

The tape he should have peeled off the instant he left the
immediate vicinity of the condo complex. How royally pissed his goddess would
be when he confessed this to her later! After she got through with him, he’d be
lucky if he could sit down without pain for days. Maybe a week.

Except that wasn’t true anymore either, was it? His goddess
no longer required his nightly confessions. No longer meted out severe
punishments for each transgression.

He peeled off the tape anyway. But there was no accompanying
thrill, as there should have been, from exposing his inferior status to the
world. The truth was, he was an impostor now. His slave collar had lost its
mojo—and its meaning. To his glorious former owner, he’d become less than
nothing.

Hopeless tears began to well. As he hurried along the
sidewalk, storefronts began to blur, as did the faces of those he passed.
Before he reached the end of the block, he came to a dead stop. What was the
point of taking even one more step, with nowhere to go? Undone by a crushing
sense of futility, Chris dropped to his knees. Then, realizing he was blocking
foot traffic, he scuttled sideways to sag against the nearest facade.

End of the line, my friend. Maybe your life ends right
here.

The world kept right on going, of course. People crossed in
front of him. A few glanced down at him, but most hurried by, oblivious or
indifferent, including a mountainous woman whirring past in a power wheelchair.
Yet no sooner was this strange sidewalk motorist out of sight than, with a
faint electric whine, she glided back into view, reversing her power chair till
its small rubber tires drew to a stop alongside.

Chris glanced up at a grossly obese woman of at least
fifty-plus. He was surprised, then, to discover, in the center of heavily
ballooned cheeks and cascading chins, a pretty and still-girlish face. A
genuinely sweet smile was dimpled, the light-blue eyes asparkle. Only the
improbable coronet of henna-red ringlets seemed truly artificial.

“Hey, now,” said the woman, “it’s not as bad as all that,
surely?”

So sympathetic and kind was her tone that Chris had his eyes
fill with fresh tears and could not reply.

“You poor thing!” Small white teeth bit the plump lower lip,
and pudgy fingers uncurled from an armrest joystick and vanished under a vast
leopard-print caftan before emerging, a moment later, with a piece of paper.

“Put out your hand, young man.” Chris did as told; of course
he did. After all, a woman had spoken. In his palm now lay a crisp, new
ten-dollar bill, folded lengthwise.

“Are you capable of walking?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Then I want you to walk inside right now and get yourself a
cup of coffee and a donut. I suggest one with chocolate cake icing. Personally
I find those are always best in cases like this. Now, don’t argue with me, and
don’t delay. My name is Adele O’Connor, and I am the sole proprietor of a large
mail-order cosmetics business, and I’m used to being obeyed. Do you
understand?”

Chris nodded solemnly. Then remembered to add, “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good. You’ll feel ever so much better once you do as I
say.”

And with that, she was gone, trundling off down the sidewalk
on her motorized throne. Chris stared down at the bill.

Should he leap up and run after her, attempt to give back
her generous gift? Of course not. Besides, she’d already vanished, wheelchair
and all, in the sidewalk swarm. The only thing to do, he realized, was what she
told him to do.

Obey all females. It was one of the Prime Directives
of his universe, like on Star Trek.

And then Chris began to chuckle. After all, there was
something truly funny, not just about the cartoonishly large woman in her
leopard-skin tent-dress, but about the entire incident. And, really, the joke,
whatever it was, had to be on him, exposing the pathetic and ridiculous
creature he’d allowed himself to become.

At least he could laugh at himself and was no longer weeping
on the sidewalk. Getting to his feet, he was surprised to discover he’d been
sitting directly in front of the local Starbucks. No wonder she’d told him to
go inside. And, to be honest about it, a grande coffee and a donut did
sound awfully good. Not a chocolate donut, though. A buttermilk bar, preferably
glazed.

Money in hand, Chris went inside. Directly ahead in line
were a father and daughter. The guy was thirtyish and fit-looking in t-shirt
and cargo shorts. The little girl beside him was reaching up to grasp his
fingers. Then she swiveled to look Chris up and down with the frank curiosity
of the very young. Without taking her eyes off him, she began tugging her
father’s fingers.

Had she seen the shiny metal collar? Was she going to
tell her father about the strange man right behind them?

Chris nearly bolted. But the father had already turned,
looking where his daughter was pointing. Not at Chris’ neck, but down at his
pink sneakers. And then at his daughter’s, which also had pompoms, Chris saw,
though hers were bright green.

Now she was smiling at Chris.

She thinks it’s funny we’re both wearing bunny shoes.

The father nodded at his daughter’s discovery, then smiled
briefly at Chris before turning away.

Christopher felt his chest relax, as though thick,
constricting bands had been loosened. Had the father even noticed the steel
collar? If so, he hadn’t reacted. Why couldn’t more people be like that? Like
this dad and daughter who’d already forgotten him and were busy greeting the barista?

Chris imagined a brave new world where no one would make fun
of subbie shirts, or of a guy proudly wearing a lady’s slave collar. Where
people would just smile and nod and think, “That’s interesting!” Or, even
better, “What a lucky guy!”

Maybe a day would come when a domme could even take her boy
for a walk—on these very streets—at the end of a leash, like Kelly had done
with Chris in that big sex emporium. Would there ever be such a world? Where
collared males could proudly show off their subservience to the superior
gender?

With these dreamy and improbable thoughts, Chris carried his
coffee and pastry to the service counter for half-and-half. The place was, as
usual, packed. It seemed to Chris that the very same clientele had been there,
wall to wall, since the day it opened. Aggressively trendy types all hypnotized
by their electronic gizmos.

As Chris concluded his crowd survey, something caught his
eye. A man’s forearm, corded with muscle and thatched with dark brown hair. Draped
along an iron railing not ten feet away, a railing that separated the main
floor from a step-up section with sofas and armchairs.

Chris got a tingle of fear. He knew that forearm,
even without being able to see the rest of the guy. If it really was Jason, in
a sofa just around that corner, Chris had better not be spotted. Not out
indulging in coffee and pastry when he was supposed to be back in the condo doing
to his chores. Why give Jason something else he could tell Kelly to make her
get rid of her worthless slave?

But maybe it wasn’t Jason’s arm. Lots of guys pumped
iron these days and showed off their inflated muscles.

Directly across from the sofa was a large horizontal mirror.
From where Chris stood, he could see the reflection of two girls, side by side
in white school blouses and plaid skirts, huddling over a single iPad. They
were obviously on a sofa beyond Jason—or whoever it was. By taking a few
sideways steps, Chris should be able to catch a reflection of the closer
sofa, the one just around the corner where the bare-armed guy was sitting.

Chris moved laterally. One step, then two. Till he could
see, reflected in the mirror, the far side of the sofa closer to him. Empty.

He took one more step.

And caught the reflection of a girl. A cute Asian girl with side-slung
ponytail and a hippie headband of DayGlo orange, which went with her tie-dye
tank-top. She was scrunched way down in the sofa with her knees drawn up,
exposing muscular golden legs.

She also wore a sly, sidelong smile. For the unseen guy on
her right?

Chris dared one last step closer.

And there he was, lounging back in the near corner of the
chocolate velour sofa. Jason grinned down at the girl, one heavy arm along the
railing, the other curled around her shoulders, hand out of sight.

But something else was going on—besides snuggling. Chris
could see it now in their expressions, hers sultry, his smug.

It took him a few seconds to see what it was.

The girl’s left breast was noticeably larger, and lumpier,
than the right one. The sneaky bastard had his big hand under her tank-top,
palming her titty.

Right there in Starbucks, but cleverly shielded from view by
the girl’s drawn-up knees. But not shielded from a person standing exactly
where Chris happened to be, with an acutely angled view into the mirror.

He didn’t recognize the girl, but he was pretty sure he knew
where she worked. There was an indoor cycling studio just around the corner, a
storefront operation where girls in psychedelic headbands taught spin classes.

Cute, super-fit girls like the one in Jason’s clutches.

The big, bearded man was leaning over now, his lips to her
ear. The girl shook her head. But the emphatic “no” didn’t match her humid,
sideways glance at Jason.

As he took in the scene, Chris felt a surge of excitement.
Now he had something on Jason! Something that should convince Kelly to throw
the two-timing bastard out—not only out of her condo, but out of her life.

And maybe let Chris back in.

His triumph was short-lived. Glancing up, the girl had
caught Chris spying on them in the mirror. Her eyes went wide, her ponytailed
head whipped toward Jason.

Chris spun away, averting his face as he set down coffee and
donut and fast-walked toward the exit. But little good that would do him if
Jason, now alerted by the girl, leaned around the corner in time to catch a
glimpse of a fleeing male figure. A figure with a shaved head, pink sweatpants
and bunnytail sneakers.

Chris could be in real danger.

Jason would know he stood to lose everything if Kelly
learned what was going on behind her back. Which meant the big man would be
coming after Chris. To stop him and silence him.

Maybe permanently.

Chris was out the door now, turning right and walking fast.
Then panic seized hold and he broke into an all-out run.

*















CHAPTER EIGHT  MATRIARCHAL FAMILY
VALUES  PART ONE
Home for Petra, it turned out, was a short train ride away
in the suburban city of Leuven. Kelly suggested an Uber instead.

Petra approved. “In the car we will have more privacy.”

Not necessarily, Kelly thought fifteen minutes later,
squeezed beside Petra into the back of a Fiat Panda. In a rear-view mirror
heavily draped with worry beads, dark, close-set eyes kept a steady watch.
Focused, Kelly had little doubt, on her considerable cleavage.

“Whalid Ghoulami,” the driver’s Uber ID on Kelly’s phone
app, or “Wally,” as he’d introduced himself at the outdoor café, was a swarthy
and sinewy young man, balding early, with a chinstrap beard and an intrusively
obsequious manner. At the next stoplight, he twisted to face them.

“Excuse my saying, please, but you are the most beautiful
womens I ever drive.”

“You will kindly keep your eyes on the road,” Kelly rebuked,
“and your opinions to yourself.”

“Oh, yes, Miss! So sorry, Miss.”

“Apology accepted. Don’t interrupt again.” Kelly turned back
to Petra. “Where were we? Something about Jonas’ many good qualities, I
believe.”

“And, truly, he has many,” Petra said. “My Jonas is gentle,
and kind, and loving. And, of course, totally submissive to me.”

“What more can you ask of a man?”

“Also, you know, he is very good with the children. In many
ways, I regard him as one of them. He is limited in his possibilities, of
course, as most men are. And naturally lazy. But Sophie now is helping me to
keep him busy and always doing more for us.”

“So, tell me, where did you find this paragon of manly
virtues?”

“At the university—in Leuven, the same city where we are
going now.”

“What was he studying there?”

“Jonas, studying?” Petra found the idea amusing. “No, only I
was studying—for my advanced certificate in economics and finance. Jonas was
there only because his father fixed all the furnaces and cooling units on
campus, and he hired Jonas as—how you say, his flunky?”

“His apprentice, perhaps?”

“Yes, that is the better word. Unfortunately, even this work
was much too technical for him. Jonas is better at simple jobs like cleaning
toilets and mopping floors. So when he was there, at the university, often he
wandered about and did silly things like playing with a Frisbee disc, you know,
with the male students between their classes. And one lunch hour while I was
sitting on the grass studying my books, Jonas made a very bad throw and hit the
back of my head.”

“Ouch!” Kelly said, stifling a laugh with her hand.

“You are thinking this is funny?”

“It’s kind of funny, you have to admit, Petra. In
Hollywood movies, it’s called meeting cute.”

“It was not cute, believe me. I was furious and
shouted at him, calling many bad names.”

“While he was apologizing, I hope.”

“Oh, yes. He got on his knees to say his sorries many, many
times. Almost he was in tears.”

“Did you accept his apology, as I did with our driver just
now?”

“No, I just kept thinking of more bad things to call him.
And the more angry I got, the more submissive he acted. I liked this, of
course. Also I began to notice his big, dumb cute face and his big shoulders
and his big strong legs as he just sat there on his knees, agreeing with anything
I said and begging what else he could do for me.”

“So?”

“So, since he had just interrupted my studies, I told him he
could buy my lunch at the cafeteria if he sat quietly while I ate and studied
my books. He was not to say a word unless I asked him something.”

“He agreed?”

“Yes. He paid for my lunch and did just what I told him.
Also I did not allow him to eat. I was not going to listen to big mouth noises
when I was trying to study. I told him to look down at the table, not stare at
me or other students, especially girls.”

“And he did everything you said?”

“Yes. He is just like a big grinning dog, the kind that
follows you home, wagging his tail. I liked this behavior very much. And I was
starting to think this big childish guy might make a useful pet for me. Or a
servant perhaps, to clean my apartment and do my errands, whatever. Truly,
Kelly, at first that is all I thought. Nothing romantical, believe me, not even
kinky, but maybe a bit of fun, you know, having a silly inferior male with a
good disposition? One I could do whatever I wanted to with? Was it like that
with you and Christopher?”

“Almost exactly! Even the college part, although we met off
campus. At a ballroom dance class, actually, where the teacher made everyone
keep changing partners, and suddenly she had me paired with Christopher. And
just like with you and Jonas, he was mine at first sight.”

“But I think this must happen all the time with you, with
all males? The way you look and act?”

“Yeah. I’m pretty used to guys having their knees go all
weak while their little peepees get hard, and then not being able to speak or
even swallow. It’s funny to watch, knowing how helpless I make them. But with
Chris it was even more. I could look right down into the depths of his
submissive soul and see nothing but total and absolute surrender to my female
power.”

“I love this! It is very, how you say, hot?”

“Yeah, definitely hot! And Christopher is very cute, did I
mention that? I’m not sure you could tell from that picture I showed you, you
know, where he didn’t have any hair? So, anyway, when we danced, I decided to
take the lead—the man’s part, you know?—and I danced him backwards like a girl—well,
that first time I actually kind of pulled him forwards into me, the dancing
backwards came a bit later. But he completely melted in my arms. Afterward I
invited him—well, I didn’t invite him, did I? I ordered him—to follow me
in his car to a Starbucks where we could talk. But, really, Petra, I could have
just walked him out to my car and opened the trunk and told him to crawl in and
slammed the lid on him and driven away. I thought about doing exactly that,
seriously! Years later I even asked him about it. Like, you know, if I’d done
that, would you have gotten in? Guess what he answered, Petra.”

“He said ‘yes.’”

“Exactly!”

“Probably I could have done that to Jonas also, except at
university I had only a bicycle, and he was much too big to put in my little
basket.” Petra giggled.

“But you moved much faster with Jonas than I did with Chris.
Collaring him on, what, your second date?”

“The third. But, really, it could have been the first. It
was right there on his face, every time we were together, how much he needed to
belong to me.” Petra turned abruptly toward the Fiat’s front seat. “Just a
minute, Kelly. Our driver’s GPS is not so good, I think. There is a much faster
way to my home.”

*

Five minutes later, with Petra calling the turns, the Fiat
entered a tree-shaded street beside a narrow canal in which Kelly was surprised
to find several brightly painted houseboats moored, just like in Amsterdam. Did
Petra live in one of those? No, she was directing the driver to park opposite
the canal in front of a row of four-story brick facades with festive entry
awnings and private terraces festooned with flowerboxes.

“Just there, behind the white van.”

Wally did as told and sprang out, seemingly frantic to help.
A comical figure, Kelly thought again, balding and simian in his
Adidas-knockoff tracksuit, scurrying from one side of the tiny car to the other
to hand them out. He looked positively distressed when Petra hefted her own
tote bag and matching briefcase. And Kelly, too, required no help, having sent
everything but her Kate Spade shoulder bag straight on to Monte Carlo.

“Please, beautiful womens,” his hands were clasped, his head
bobbing, “there is something else I can do for you, please?”

“Well, since you’re begging, perhaps there is.” Kelly
instructed Wally to return in exactly four hours in order to drive her to the
Brussels Airport—ample time, according to Petra, to catch her evening flight to
Nice.

“Oh, yes, yes, Miss, I will be here even extra early!” The
Uber man’s bald head resumed its rapid oscillation, permitting himself, on each
upward swing, as Kelly noticed, a furtive peek into her deep décolletage.

*

In the building’s small elevator, Kelly reached up to remove
her floppy hat and caught a mirrored glimpse of the Grand Canyon vista their
driver had just been ogling. “My God, Petra, I can’t meet your family like
this!” She dug into her shoulder bag. “There’s got to be a sweater in here
somewhere.”

“No, Kelly, please, is not necessary! Always I am telling
Jonas—and little Theo and Sophie, too—all about the Great Goddess. About her
beauty and power. Why should I not let them see what a real goddess looks
like?”

“You’re not serious?”

“Absolutely! In Theo’s room you will see posters of many
female superheroes. He worships them. And, yes, most of them have large bosoms
and tiny costumes. This is good, I think, for a boy to be surrounded by such
fantastic female images and feel their goddess power over him. So today comes
his chance to see a real superwoman!”

“Aren’t we overdoing just a bit, Petra? I’m pretty sure I
can’t leap tall buildings or stop bullets with my bracelets.”

“No, it is the true goddess power that you have, Kelly. The
power that makes males weak. I saw this at the café when you walked in and just
now in the Uber. I think this will be very good for Theo to see and experience,
and Sophie, also.”

“And what about Jonas?”

“Well, perhaps I am foolish in this, because I know for a
long time he will dream about you, as will Theo. But I say this is okay,
because never will I allow Jonas to forget for one second who has the real
goddess power over him.” Behind the owlish lenses, Petra’s eyes flashed hazel
fire.

Kelly laughed. “I’m sure you won’t.”

As they reached the door to Petra’s third-floor apartment,
Kelly couldn’t help thinking how it was in her own condo when she came home
from work. Christopher would be kneeling just inside, naked as always, head
bowed, waiting to kiss her shoes. It was a sight that never failed to lift her
spirits after a hard day at the office.

With Petra’s children home from school, of course, no such
sight greeted them here. As she followed her hostess inside, Kelly spied a
large man—Jonas, obviously—standing in an open kitchen across a tastefully
furnished living room, his broad back toward them, shifting a sizzling skillet
on a stove. Hearing them, he switched off the fire and came bustling forward—a
big man in every aspect. Big face, big shoulders, big chest, clad in a green
tabard apron over a polo shirt and jeans. Ropy brown hair was drawn back in a
ponytail and held in place by a leather barrette. In matching leather, around
his thick neck, was the narrow slave collar Petra had mentioned.

As Jonas drew near, his glance strayed for a startled second
toward Kelly. Then he went to his knees before his personal goddess and reached
for her totebag and briefcase. Pivoting on his knees, then, he set these on a
nearby table and swiveled back to plant passionate kisses on his mistress
wife’s extended fingers.

Kelly was surprised to find herself aroused by this routine
display of husbandly fealty. No children were yet in evidence, but Kelly
suspected that, had they been, this little domestic ritual would have taken
place just the same.

After a flurry of words back and forth—in Flemish, Kelly
assumed—Jonas bent his head farther and Petra stroked his hair in the absent
way one might pet the family dog.

“You may look up now, Jonas. As you see, we have a very
special guest.” Petra had shifted to English, obviously for the benefit of her
guest. “This is Kelly Sheffield, the American friend I texted you about. She
must to leave us at six-thirty to catch her flight, so I would like dinner
served no later than five. And when she is in the room, unless I speak to you
in our language, you are to use only your English. This will be very good practice
for you. Do you understand this?”

“Yes, but, in English, how do I call you?”

“This is a good question. Let me think.”

Jonas, still on his knees, looked pleased with himself for
having asked a good question.

“You will address me as Mistress Petra, or just
Mistress. The same for our guest, Mistress Kelly. Sophie you will call Miss
Sophie. And Theo, of course, is just Theo. You can remember all this?”

“Yes, I can.”

“But already you forget my proper title in English!” A face
slap was delivered, rather a mild one, in Kelly’s estimation, given the
offense.

“I am so sorry, Mistress Petra.”

But Mistress Petra had already turned to Kelly. “It is all
right with you, this word ‘Mistress’? Perhaps you would prefer ‘Madame’?”

“‘Mistress’ is perfectly fine.”

Now, at a quick head tilt from Petra, Jonas knee-walked
sideways and, with a dip of his ponytailed head, spoke the prescribed words:
“Mistress Kelly.”

“Now kiss her hand,” his mistress wife prompted. “And don’t
slobber.”

He followed the directive, his lips barely brushing Kelly’s
knuckles.

“Now on your feet!”

Again the big man did as told—and with a surprising
nimbleness, given his bulk. He was, indeed, very much as Petra had described
him, an overgrown puppy, shaggy and eager-to-please. Those hopeful, pale-blue
eyes and the frequent quick-twitch smiles reminded Kelly of the soft-faced
actor Jeff Daniels, especially his Dumb and Dumber persona.

Petra now dismissed her husband back to his kitchen duties,
then gestured Kelly into the living room.

“The children will be here in a moment,” Petra said as the
two women settled into a pair of chrome and leather swivel chairs. “Jonas
explained to me—in Flemish just now—that Sophie is making her brother do again
several of his arithmetical homework problems which he got all wrong. As soon
as they are done to her satisfaction, she will bring him in to us.”

While they chatted, Jonas came back with a tray and two
glasses of chilled chardonnay—from a local winery, Petra explained—along with a
plate of brie and water crackers, all of which he set down on a round glass-top
table between them. Then the big man hovered a moment, as if seeking further
guidance, only to be sent on his way with an impatient flick of Petra’s
fingers.

The adherence to strict gynarchic protocol pleased Kelly. The
servile male intrusion had been accomplished in silence, with minimal
disruption to the women’s conversation. And without the need for pointless
courtesies.

Kelly recalled something Petra had written on this topic
once in an email:

“Since Jonas’ purpose in life is to serve me, thanking
him for what he must to do anyway would be absurd. It is he who should be
thanking me for this privilege. More and more these days I am explaining such
essential things to Sophie. Of course, it will still be necessary for her to
say ‘thank you’ and ‘please’ in school or at the homes of her friends whose
families do not yet practice matriarchy, but as toward Jonas such phrases are
practically meaningless.”

Did the male-silence rule apply to little Theo as well,
Kelly wondered a moment later. The boy had just appeared in an archway and was waiting
there shyly as his older and larger sister, in a floral-embroidered denim tunic
over black tights, walked straight in and up to Kelly.

“I’m Sophie,” she announced, extending her hand. “Pleased to
meet you.” With a quick glance toward her mother, she added, “Mama, she’s,
like, even more glamorous than you texted. You know, like a film star.”

The daughter’s English was more fluent, and
American-flavored, than her mother’s, Kelly noted, taking the girl’s slim hand.
At only fourteen, Sophie Pieters seemed quite the self-possessed young woman.
She had her mother’s pale, freckled loveliness and forthright hazel gaze. But
the daughter’s burnished brown hair was longer and done up with more sophistication
in a tumbling side braid.

“Thank you for the lovely compliment, Sophie,” Kelly said.
“Your mother has told me so many wonderful things about you. But, honestly, you’re
more the type Hollywood casting agents are looking for these days. You know,
the intrepid teenage heroine, like Katniss Everdeen, taking on all comers? Now,
tell me, who’s that bashful boy hiding in the doorway?”

Kelly heard Petra chuckle as Sophie answered. “That’s my
little brother. Theo’s dying to meet you, Miss Sheffield, but he’s, like,
really really scared.”

“Among us girls, please, I’m just Kelly. And, yes, I’m
afraid I do sometimes have an intimidating effect on males.”

“Come all the way in, Theo,” Petra prompted her son, “and
meet our very special guest. She won’t bite you.”

The boy came forward, eyes cast down and hands stuffed into
the pockets of beige corduroy walking shorts.

Unisex shorts, Kelly thought, with big pleats and
cuffs and buttoned-on suspenders. But her gaze was especially drawn to his
pink, posterized t-shirt. A sexy quartet of kickass female action figures was
depicted in full attack mode below big block letters that proclaimed:

GIRLS RULE!!!

Had Petra, after hearing about Christopher’s subbie shirts,
texted ahead to make sure little Theo wore his? Or did he always wear
one? In any case, Kelly made a mental note to order one of these shirts for her own boy.

“Theo,” Petra was saying now, “this is Kelly Sheffield, a
good friend from America. You will address her as ‘Mistress Kelly’ or simply as
‘Mistress,’ depending.”

“Yes, Mama.”

“And perhaps Mistress Kelly would like to see your face.”

Yes, Mama.”

Childish, freckled features tilted up, but the wandering
gaze seemed afraid to find focus, especially straight ahead. I really should
have pulled on that sweater, Kelly thought, as the boy’s eye-line was now
exactly level with the majestic bulge of her chest.

“Pleased to make your acquaintance, M-m-mistress Kelly,”
came Theo’s small voice. His eyes, like his father’s, were of the palest blue,
but his round-rimmed glasses were very like his mother’s, as was the bowl-cut
butterscotch hair. As for the compulsive shyness, almost certainly that was
another psychological hand-me-down from Jonas.

“And I am pleased to make yours, Theo. And I appreciate the
way you addressed me, exactly as you were instructed.”

“Th-thank you, M-m-mistress K-k-kelly.”

“Theo,” his mother suggested, “why don’t you try out the
curtsy you’ve been practicing, as another way to show proper respect for our
special guest? It’s all right,” she added, seeing the boy’s sudden alarm.
“Mistress Kelly knows all about our wonderful matriarchal lifestyle. She
practices it in her home just as we do here.”

“Yes, Mama.”

Tentatively, Theo placed one foot behind the other as his
mop-top head tipped forward. With a quick pluck at the seams of his corduroy
shorts, he dipped a few inches and came right back up.

Awkward, was Kelly’s verdict, but she joined mother
and daughter in complimenting and lightly applauding, the boy’s effort.
“Bravely done,” Kelly added by way of encouragement.

Theo was blushing now. From embarrassment, or submissive
pride at the unanimous female approval?

But it could be something else entirely, Kelly realized. The
boy might have used the quick dip and head tilt exactly as the sneaky Uber
driver had—to steal a quick peek at her tits. If so, his prepubescent glands
must be on maximum overload about now. A poster of Wonder Woman in halter and
hot pants over a boy’s bed was one thing. A fully dimensional Kelly Sheffield
popping out of a tight dress at point-blank range was quite another.

Both blushing and blinking now, the boy tried his best to
look her in the face. “M-m-mistress Kelly,” he stammered, “c-c-c—”

“Yes?” Kelly encouraged.

“C-c-can I show you my room?”

“Hush!” Sophie silenced her brother. “Not now. Wait until
you’re spoken to.”

“Perhaps a bit later, Theo,” Petra added in a soothing tone.
“The women are speaking now, as your sister has kindly reminded you.”

“S-s-sorry, Mama. And M-m-mistress K-k-kell—”

“Ça suffit!” Sophie hissed at her brother. Kelly was
impressed at the girl’s use of idiomatic French rather than the English “That’s
enough!” “Now go and help Jonas in the kitchen!”

“But, Miss Sophie,” came a squeaky protest, “Jonas doesn’t need
any help. He just t-t-told me I could—”

Sophie put a swift end to this backtalk. The boy found
himself spun by his small shoulders and, with a full, swinging slap to his
corduroy bottom, sent on his way. “Tell Jonas,” she called after him, “that Miss
Sophie says he is to find something for you to do right now.”

As the boy scurried off, Kelly turned to Petra. “It seems
you have a most capable assistant.”

“Yes, Sophie is a great help to me,” Petra agreed, motioning
her daughter into a third swivel chair across from them. “Since she has taken
charge of Theo, for more than a year now, almost never I have to worry about
him.”

“But, you know, Mama, I can save you even more worries if
you give me this same authority over Jonas.”

There it was again—“Jonas.” Never “father” or even “Daddy,”
as little-girl Kelly had mostly called her own male parent, even when scolding
him. In this female-led family hierarchy, clearly, Jonas did not outrank his
children. Oh, little Theo was probably still a bit below him. But when it came
to the lovely, strong-willed daughter, there could be no doubt of Jonas’
subordinate status.

“It is a good point, Soph’,” Petra said, “and perhaps one we
can discuss with our guest.”

But Jonas chose that moment to show up again, this time with
a tray of cookies and a glass of lemonade. With a nod of polite deference and a
rattle of ice cubes, the tray was set down on a low brass table beside his
daughter. Then, instead of making his exit, the large man remained standing
awkwardly among them. Having obviously heard himself talked about as if he was
an unruly child, was he hoping to say something on his own behalf?

“Jonas, why are you, like, still here?” It was Sophie who
pointed out the obvious breech of etiquette. “You’re not part of this
discussion.”

“I know, Miss Sophie. And I apologize. It’s just that—”

A sharp clap of the daughter’s palms silenced him. It was
the same signal Kelly used with Christopher, requiring instant compliance.
Kelly was pleased to see it followed by a double clap of dismissal, then the
girl’s outthrust arm, directing her male parent back into the kitchen where he
belonged.

As Jonas made his hasty retreat, the teenager turned back to
her mother. “You see, Mama, how I am, like, able to take complete charge of
Jonas, just as with Theo?”

“Yes, I do see this more and more, Sophie, and it makes me
proud of having such a superior girl. So let me say this again. It is not a
question of your needing more authority over Jonas. Already I have given you as
much as you need, knowing you will use it fairly. But always Jonas does not
obey you, as we know, especially if I am not here. Which gives me many
questions.”

She turned her perplexity on Kelly. “Here are some I have,
which perhaps you can help me to answer. In a strict matriarchy, as we are
trying to live more and more, when a father is disobedient, what are the
appropriate methods of punishment for a daughter to use at the age Sophie is
now? And how should these methods change when she is older, perhaps fifteen or
sixteen? Do you have some good thoughts for us on these important family questions?”

“I can offer a few ideas,” Kelly said. “But before I do, let
me ask you a question. Has it been made absolutely clear to Jonas that he is to
obey Sophie when you’re not at home? That she speaks with your full authority?”

“Yes, many times I have told him this.”

“Good. I was just checking. But this power arrangement is
fairly recent, isn’t it? Like just since her last birthday?”

“Yes, this is true. It is a big change for him and sometimes
difficult, which I understand. I will give you a bit of background. When the
kids come home from school, always I am still at work several hours, and always
Jonas was in charge and they knew to obey him. Acting as my agent, so to say,
not because he had any authority on his own. Until Sophie’s fourteenth
birthday, in February of this year, which we discussed in our emails. That is
when she began asking for more authority over him because of how he is acting
sometimes, and I decided she should have it, because she is more mature in her
judgments and also much smarter than him.”

“But I’m curious,” Kelly said, “what sort of immature things
is Jonas doing that he needs to be punished for?”

“All kinds of silly things,” Petra said, “instead of his
housework. And sometimes involving Theo, which distracts the boy from his simple
homework and Sophie from her more important studies, because she has to keep
telling Jonas to go back to his chores. What was it last week, Soph’, remember,
with the bad toys?”

The girl swiveled toward Kelly. “Jonas spent more than an
hour helping Theo put together a plastic airplane model with glue. One of those
Star Wars X-Wing fighter planes, and they were making a big mess all over
Theo’s homework desk and—”

“Wait,” Petra broke in. “I must to explain that Theo is not
permitted to play with toys like Star Wars, especially those silly light
sabers, you know? Waving them around and breaking things. And Jonas knows this.
Soph’, where did Theo get this bad toy?”

“From a boy at school, I guess. But, Mama, that’s not the
point. They were doing this when I needed my pink epaulette blouse ironed and
my favorite pleated skirt for Berthe’s birthday party.”

“She and Berthe, they are, how you say, best friends
forever,” Petra explained.

“But Jonas said he was too busy and why couldn’t I just wear
another skirt and one of the blouses he had already ironed that afternoon. But
none of these was, you know, like the one I wanted.”

“So, what did you do?”

Sophie glanced at her mother.

Go ahead and tell her,” Petra said. “She is one of us.”

“I slapped his face. Just as I do to Theo when he acts
naughty and stubborn and refuses to do what he is told. But, you see, I didn’t
have Mama’s permission to do this to Jonas, even though he was acting just like
his nine-year-old son. So when Mama came home I was, you know, like telling her
what had happened, when Jonas rudely interrupted, and he was all like, you
know, that was so wrong what I did to him. But Mama just slapped him hard—much
harder than I had—and said no, it was right what I did, and I had her
permission to do it from now on, anytime Jonas does not do what I tell him or
argues with me.”

Kelly nodded quick approval. “Bravo, Mom!”

“Yes, once I realized that Sophie had taken matters with
Jonas into her own hands, so to say, I knew there was no going back to the old
way. But I am also giving you credit, Kelly, for helping me to see this. When
you were growing up, do you remember telling me how you would slap your father
if he forgot to do something, or was just too slow about it?”

“That’s true.” Kelly emitted a throaty chuckle at the
recollection. “But did my mother give me permission to do that, or was I just
copying what I saw her do so often? Honestly, I’m not sure.”

But one thing was sure. Kelly couldn’t recall a time
when she hadn’t slapped her father, even when she had to stand on
tiptoes or order him to bend down until she could reach his face with an upward
swing of her small hand.

“And sometimes,” she continued, “it was not for
disobedience, but only to make him pay attention, the way mother did. Or just
to tease him and show off my power over him in front of my girlfriends. And
Daddy knew better than to dare raise a hand to protect himself.”

“But these were all good lessons for him, I think,” Petra
said. “To remind him of his place.”

“Oh, Daddy definitely knew his place, believe me! He was
never allowed to consider himself my equal, or the equal of any female, whether
my little school friends or mother’s bridge club or visiting aunts or whoever.
He knew his role was always to be a devoted servant to females.”

“Or else!” Sophie added with a giggle.

“Absolutely!” Kelly agreed. “Where there are strict rules,
there have to be methods of enforcing them. But I don’t want to give the wrong
impression. It’s not like Daddy was living in constant fear of us. He’s such a
pussycat, really. And being bossed around by us is the only life he knows.
Whenever I came home from school, I’d just drop everything in the hall—my books
and coat and lunchbox, whatever—knowing Daddy would put everything away and
hang up my coat and then hurry in to serve me and my friends after-school
snacks, as Jonas did just now.”

But Kelly could also remember one afternoon when she’d
pushed her girlish powers beyond the playful. Her father had been less than
prompt in clearing away their empty snack plates and glasses, and after
scolding him about it, she’d slapped him hard—many times, in fact—until he’d
been reduced to helpless tears right in front of her school friends. Kelly
could still see him in vivid memory, standing there, head down, sobbing and
shaking and saying how sorry he was, with a small hand print livid on his
cheek.

It was a recollection she would not be sharing anytime soon.

“But did you ever spank him?” Sophie wanted to know. “And,
like, how old were you when you started?”

“This is something Sophie keeps asking me about,” Petra put
in. “But I am thinking she is still too young for this.”

Kelly gave the comment a thoughtful nod before answering
Sophie’s question. “No, I never spanked Daddy,” Kelly said. “Mother did, of
course. Always behind closed doors. But I could hear them sometimes, when I
snuck downstairs by their bedroom. It sounded like she was using one of Daddy’s
belts on him, and—well, I could hear Daddy, too, but he sounded more like a
child than a grown man, you know, the way he was moaning and begging her to
stop.”

“Did this upset you?” Petra asked.

“I suppose it should have, especially those pitiful sounds
Daddy was making. But mostly what I remember is that it excited me. Discovering
that my mother had all this secret power over him. When I finally got the
courage to ask her about it, she said it was a private thing between her and
Daddy, but if I must know, she gave Daddy a strapping whenever he was really
naughty and just slapping him wasn’t enough. All of this seemed perfectly natural,
as indeed it was. And later on—I guess I must have been around eleven or
twelve—I remember her talking to me about this right in front of Daddy. About
how males need daily correction to be at their best, and him being terribly
embarrassed and fidgety, till Mother had to slap him just to make him stand
still. But, no, I never spanked him, and this may sound strange, but I don’t
remember wanting to. Perhaps it was because Daddy never dared to disobey me.
And I could punish him in other ways, too, besides slapping.”

“In what ways?” Sophie was quick to ask.

“Oh, you know, like telling him to be quiet, or even to shut
up, if I didn’t want to bother slapping him. Or I could send him to his room or
make him stand in the corner. Whether Mother was home or not.”

“But this is really funny!” Petra said.

“Why?”

“Because I permit Sophie to do all these same things to
Jonas. Also she can put him in the naughty room, which is what we call the hall
closet, for up to thirty minutes, and he must not to make a sound. Or, if he
keeps interrupting her and talking nonsense, she can put big sticky tape across
his mouth, and this works even better than slapping, isn’t that right, Sophie?”

“Except once when he pulled it off. And here is something
else I haven’t told you, Mama, but sometimes Jonas leaves the corner before I
say it’s okay and complains that it’s not right for him to be treated like this
by his daughter.”

“You should have told me this,” Petra said.

“Well, now I have, and now you know why I am asking for even
more power and authority.”

“So, Kelly,” Petra turned to her, “now you see our problem.
You agree, it is serious?”

“Absolutely.”

“But, if Jonas, for example, refuses to iron a blouse for
Sophie or to stay in the corner for as long as she tells him, what more can she
do?”

“What does she do now?”

“She calls me at the office, and I have to leave important
meetings to talk on my mobile with Jonas and tell him to obey his daughter as
he already knows to do without any more nonsense. And this becomes almost a
crisis because three times already it has happened, and this is why she is
asking to spank him, you see?”

Kelly nodded and sipped her chardonnay, weighing the
problem. She felt like Petra, relaxing while her brain was doing its own clickety-clack
to come up with a good solution. In the meantime, another question
occurred: “What do you use on him, Petra, when you spank him? Is it the leather
strap, the one I suggested you get from Amazon?”

“Yes. I took your advice on this, but for many weeks I did
not use it.”

“Why not?”

“Because I am thinking that Jonas should obey us without
this. But after more bad behaviors, finally, I did use it. Three times now, I
think. The last time was after he wouldn’t do Sophie’s ironing. It has a good
effect, but makes a very big sound, and then Jonas yells so loud I am afraid
Theo must to hear in his room. And maybe also our neighbors through the walls,
and someone will call one-zero-one for police.” Petra gave a helpless shrug.
“When all this becomes too much, you see, what can I do but to stop?”

This was exactly as Kelly had feared.

“And there is one thing more,” Petra continued. “If it was
his beloved Sophie doing this to Jonas with my leather strap, it would cause
the big emotional problems, I think. Not only for him, but also for her. Because
she loves Jonas and cares for him, almost like he is her favorite pet, since
here owning a dog or cat is not permitted.”

Kelly turned to the girl. “He does have a sweet face. And a
gentle nature, your mother tells me.”

“Yes, he does.” Sophie nodded emphatically. “Jonas is a
really cool dad who really loves me, cares for me and is the only dad I’ve seen
among my friends who spends, like, you know, quality time with his children.
But I love my brother also, yet this does not stop me from slapping him and swatting
his bottom for his own good, so he will learn to obey me. It will be the same
with Jonas. It is like he is asking to be spanked so he can learn to be a
better servant to us.”

“That’s very clever and wise of you, Soph’, to see inside
the primitive male brain like that. But I agree with your mother that you
should not be the one to do the spanking. Not yet, anyway. But, yes, you’re
both right. It is a crisis. If male insubordination is allowed to—”

“Wait,” Sophie said, “This word I don’t know.”

“Insubordination? It’s just a fancy word for disobedience.
Not just the usual brainless male backtalk, you understand, but actual
rebellion. Daring to question female authority. And if this rebellion is not
stamped out quickly, believe me, he will keep trying to push his boundaries.”
At this, both mother and daughter exchanged knowing looks.

“Fortunately,” Kelly went on, “there’s an easy solution.”

“Please,” urged Petra, “you must to tell us what this is.”

Kelly glanced back at the open kitchen. Jonas’ large back
could be seen, accompanied by the staccato chop-chop of knife-blade on cutting
board and the savory smell of simmering beef. Theo was altogether too short to
appear above the counter partition, but a continuous splash and clatter from
the vicinity of the sink indicated the boy was busy washing up. All the same,
Kelly motioned Sophie to scoot forward into a more intimate conversational
circle.

“Now perhaps you see,” she told the girl in a husky whisper,
“why I recommended your mother begin using that leather strap on Jonas. She
admits it has a good effect. The problem is that she stops as soon as Jonas
cries out. So what does he learn from this? To cry out right away, of course.
So then we have to ask ourselves, who is really in control of his punishment?”

“Jonas.” Mother and daughter answered almost in unison.

“Correct. Now if this were my household, my action would be
swift and resolute. I would stuff Jonas’ mouth with my pantyhose—” she had
nearly said worn pantyhose, but caught herself just in time, “or, even
better, a rubber ball on a head harness—which you can also get from Amazon—so
no one can hear his cries, no matter how desperate. Then I would strap his
bottom so hard and so long that—well, let’s just say that he would not be able
to sit down comfortably for many days.”

Sophie’s eyes opened wide as Kelly went on: “And afterward,
I would make him go and apologize on his knees to his daughter and promise
never to disobey her again.”

Both mother and daughter nodded approval at such an outcome.

“And as for the noise,” Kelly half-turned toward Petra, “if
you don’t want to use the pantyhose or the rubber ball-gag, just turn up the
TV, or the music, for as long as it takes. Or—here’s something I haven’t tried
myself, but a friend swears by it. I’ve mentioned Carmen in our emails, right?
So when she’s traveling with her, uh, boyfriend,” Kelly had nearly said slave
in front of the teenage girl, “and doesn’t have all her equipment, she
takes an ordinary wire coat hanger and bends it into a very tight U-shape. I’m
told this handy little item makes a very small sound but a very painful impact.
The point is, whatever you use on Jonas, you need to reduce him to—to—”

“To what?” Sophie wanted to know. “Why did you stop?”

“Because I’ve probably said too much already.” Kelly heaved
a sigh, punctuated with a slow head shake. “I think it’s better, Sophie, that
your mother and I continue this conversation with you not present. Especially
since we seem to be getting into—well, shall we say, the nitty-gritty of
corporal punishment?”

“But I want to hear everything. For, you know, my
education.”

“Of course you do” Petra said, “and eventually you will.
But, for now, I agree with Kelly that you have heard enough.”

“I’ll just say this,” Kelly leaned toward Sophie. “If your
mother takes my advice, and doesn’t get squeamish, the next time you give Jonas
an order, or even a suggestion, believe me, he will jump to do as he is told
and never again dare to question your authority.”

“What do you say?” Petra consoled her daughter. “If Kelly is
correct in this, this would solve our biggest problem—for making the true
matriarchal home always we are talking about.”

“Yes, Mama. If you do whatever Kelly says. And, you
know, like she said, don’t get squeamish.””

“All right, I promise.” Petra smiled at her precocious
daughter, then turned back to Kelly. “So! You come all the way across Europe
just to tell me your big problem, which so far I have not solved. Though
perhaps I will before my brain stops working. But now it looks like you are
going to solve our biggest problem, mine and Sophie’s.”

“Let’s hope so.” Kelly grinned. “I’d love to be your fairy
godmother, and you can be mine.”

“So now,” Sophie said, getting to her feet, “I guess it is
time for me to go back to my room like a good little girl, while you and Mama
discuss all these, like, secret grown-up things.”

“No,” Petra said, gesturing her daughter to sit back down.
“I am thinking that Kelly means for us to continue our private discussion
another time, and also perhaps online, yes? I thought so. So, at this moment,
Sophie, what I suggest is that you stay right here and have a private talk with
our guest while I attend to my own homework—on my laptop. Would you mind this,
Kelly?”

“Are you kidding? I’d love to make girl talk with your
super-smart daughter.”

“But perhaps I can make a small suggestion? When I texted
Sophie you were coming this afternoon, she reminded me of something I told her
many months ago. How you work in the luxury hotels and travel the world. Sophie
tells me she is very interested in this field.”

“It’s called the hospitality industry, Mama. Isn’t that
correct, Kelly?”

“Very good, Soph’. And you think this is something you might
enjoy?”

“Oh, yes! It sounds really cool.”

“Well, there you are!” Kelly turned to Petra. “Shoo, Mom! Go
take care of all your executive homework while Sophie and I talk shop.”

*

As the lovely Belgian teenager began to share her dreams and
career ambitions, Kelly couldn’t help but be reminded of herself at that tender
age. The girl’s self-confidence was obvious and impressive, and, as Kelly’s had
been, doubtless bolstered by a certitude of her own female superiority. Also
like teenaged Kelly, Sophie obviously couldn’t wait to try her wings in a wider
world.

But did Sophie Pieters have the uncommon smarts, the drive
and the sheer indestructibility that had enabled Kelly to survive, and
ultimately thrive, in the high-rise jungles of corporate competition?

Only time would tell.

“It’s not all fun and games, I must warn you,” Kelly told
the girl at one point to stem the rising tide of euphoria.

“You mean in my first job they won’t, you know, send me to
Monte Carlo, like you told Mama? To have lunch on a super yacht? And dinner in
a royal palace?”

“Yes, that’s what I mean. It can all sound wonderfully
glamorous, and a lot of it can be—if you reach a certain executive level. But
it’s mostly hard work, and a lot of it. Nine-tenths of any job, Sophie, from
opera singing to ditch-digging, involves drudgery. Even though I was hired
right out of university as a sort of glorified management trainee, for the
first couple years I spent every holiday helping out at our area hotels, behind
the concierge desk or in registration, and even bartending and waitressing at
Thanksgiving and Christmas banquets and New Year’s parties. At most big hotels,
on major holidays, it’s all hands on deck.”

“But that sounds fun!”

“I take it you’re not allergic to hard work?”

“Of course not. I could do all of Jonas’ chores in half the
time, and a lot better. As I tell him every time I correct him for, like,
ironing a wrinkle into my blouse or missing corners with the vacuum. But it’s
his place to do all those things for us, not mine.”

“Of course it is. But in the hotel and resort biz, believe
me, you won’t get that automatic exemption—just for being a member of the
superior gender. One day perhaps, but not yet.”

“But you do get to supervise males—isn’t that what you said,
more and more? And I will be good at this, I think.”

“You’ll be very good, obviously, and that is important. In
the corporate world—as in almost every other sector of society really—the role
reversal revolution is over and women have won, hands down. Almost everywhere
you look, the Old Boy Network is giving way to the New Girl Network. Now it’s
just a matter of mopping up the patriarchal stragglers and letting our sisters
know they can finally stop paying lip service to nonsense like gender equality.
But, you know, Sophie, even with all our feminist progress, it can still be a
challenge for some women, learning to embrace their new leadership status. Just
as it is for so many males to accept their new subservient roles.”

“Well, it won’t be difficult for me,” Sophie said
confidently. “I like bossing guys.”

“I can see that you do. And a lot of guys—trust me—will
enjoy being bossed by you.”

Sophie was also eager to learn about what kind of courses
she should take, both in secondary and higher education, to prepare herself for
a management career in the hospitality industry, and what universities offered
the best programs.

These were all good questions, though it was a bit early for
specific answers. But Kelly could only admire the teenager for seeking a
reliable roadmap so far into her future.

“Don’t worry,” Kelly added. “I’m going to be on the lookout
for any mentoring opportunities that might apply to you. In the meantime, what
you and I need to do, Sophie, is stay in touch as much as we can. Does that
sound like a plan?”

“It sounds fantastic, Kelly! I’ll never be able to thank you
enough!”

“Don’t worry about that. Just keep up those wonderful grades
your mother keeps telling me about, and those extra-credit projects, and all
your extra reading. The more you know about the world, the more impressive
you’re going to be in any career interview and later on the job.”

At this point, Petra popped back in to ask how their chat
was going.

“Absolutely great,” Kelly said. “If Sophie was a bit older,
I’d hire her myself. I could use a dynamite assistant. Maybe you’d like to hear
some of what we’ve been discussing?”

“I’d love to, but it may have to wait till dinner. The
partners will not be happy if I don’t answer all their silly memos.”

“Mama, is it all right if I, like, start emailing with Kelly
as you do? So I can ask her questions about what books to read and courses to
take and stuff like that?”

“This is for Kelly to decide,” Petra answered. “But,
remember, she is a very busy executive, and—”

“It was my idea, actually,” Kelly said.

“Okay, then, I’ll leave you two to continue. But, Sophie, if
you have time, perhaps you could also tell Kelly about the new rules and how
well they are going.”

*















CHAPTER NINE ~ PURSUIT AND CAPTURE

It was Christopher! He’d seen Jason—with the girl—and was
getting away!

The big man exploded out of the sofa, shoving Meg off him.
He had to catch the fucking little spy right now—before he could call Kelly and
ruin everything!

But the exit was blocked. A man and a little girl were
coming up the narrow steps from the main section, the man balancing two cups
and a pastry plate.

On his feet now, Jason juked right—an old high school tailback
move—high-stepped back onto the sofa. Then, slapping down his big palm, he
vaulted the iron railing, sailing over easily—until his trail foot clipped the
man’s elbow.

In mid-air he heard the shrill screams.

Jason landed off-balance and went tumbling, but
shoulder-rolled to his feet and whipped his head around. They’d gone down in a
heap at the top of the short stairs, the man on top, the girl screaming beneath
him. The man scrambled to his knees and began clawing at the girl’s sweater,
shouting for water. Anything cold to pour on her.

Jason’s foot must have sent the man’s cup flying, spraying
hot coffee all over the girl. Chairs were scraping back now, customers leaping
to their feet at nearby tables. Someone was shouting Jason’s name. It was Meg,
she was up now, too, waving wildly at him.

No fucking way he was going back there now—to face an angry
mob!

Just get the fuck out of here! Catch Chris before he gets
away!

Jason dug into his jeans, pulled out his roll, peeled off a
twenty, then another, tossed the bills toward the gathering crowd. “Hey, shit,
I’m real sorry, man!” he yelled back as he started toward the exit. “Got an
emergency! My wife’s been in an accident!”

Others were shouting now, one urgent voice cutting through
the others: “Somebody stop that sonuvabitch!”

But Jason didn’t stop. His emergency was real. He was about
to lose his wife—and his luxury life.

He swerved around several people en route to the door, but
had to manhandle a pimply teen who stepped directly into his path, then straight-armed
a fat guy who made a grab for him right by the door.

And then he was outside, scanning the street in both
directions. No sign of pink pants anywhere. But how much time had he just lost
in there? Ten or fifteen seconds maybe. With that extra head start, Chris could
have ducked into another shop or an alley close-by, already be calling Kelly,
telling her what he’d just seen.

Fuck, fuck, fuck!

But Jason couldn’t just stand here outside Starbucks,
dithering, not with what’d just happened in there. He flipped a mental coin and
swung right, back toward the condo about half-speed, scanning ahead. Halfway
down the block he had a thought and fished out his cell phone. Why not beat the
little shit to the punch? Call Kelly himself and tell her. But tell her what,
exactly?

Jason wracked his brain.

Babe, guess who I just saw at Starbucks—snuggling up with
some girl? Your little slaveboy, that’s who. No shit! I woke up late. The condo
was a total mess, and Chris is like nowhere to be seen. So I have to go out for
coffee, right? But I keep my eyes open. And there he is, right in Starbucks
with this girl, this little Asian chick. And then he sees me, figures he’s in
big trouble, I guess, and runs for it. I mean, Jesus, I hope he hasn’t run
away. Look, babe, I’m gonna try and track him down, don’t worry. Maybe he’ll
call you with some bullshit excuse, but I wanted to let you know what really
went down and… and…

Fuck! It was no good.

Christopher picking up a chick at Starbucks? How lame was
that? The only believable part was about Chris being scared. In fact, right
about now, Slaveboy would be pissing his pink pants, way too scared to stop and
call Kelly, knowing Jason was right on his ass.

So the big man upped his pace, still scanning ahead. While
cursing himself for making that brain-dead move on the slant-eyed cunt ahead of
him in the coffee line. How dumb is that when you’re already married to maybe
the hottest piece of ass on the planet? And every bit as dumb, he’d locked
Chris in the bathroom for only three hours, when he could’ve set the timer for
all fucking day!

He’d probably just screwed up the whole rest of his life.
And turned a pathetic, wussy freakazoid into suddenly the most dangerous man in
the universe. An enemy who had to be stopped.

At all costs.

Suddenly, then, on the block ahead, there he was. A flash of
pink and a bobbing bald head moving through a swarm of teenagers in front of a
GameStop store, now picking up speed as he emerged again into open sidewalk.

The little bastard was running for his life. But not fast
enough. Not nearly.

Jason kicked it into high gear. But nothing much happened. His
body’s response was actually sluggish. What the hell! A year ago he’d been in
triathlon shape. Why was he breathing so hard after only a short jog? Why did
his legs feel dead?

Of course he knew why. For the last seven or eight months,
ever since Kelly, he’d let his workout routines slide. Everything. Weights,
martial arts, Pilates, even morning calisthenics.

Too many days just lazing around, resting up for his nightly
exertions.

Fuck your way to fitness. His big joke to Kelly on
their Tahiti honeymoon. Now he was paying for it, big-time. He grimaced, Popeye
arms pumping hard as he kept pounding down the pavement.

Finally his afterburners kicked in, and he shot ahead,
feeling the old off-tackle surge at last, pedestrians scattering out of his
way, left and right. His grimace eased into a grin.

That’s right, keep running, Slaveboy. But you’re not getting
away. And you’re sure as shit not making that phone call. Not today, not ever!

*

Chris had never been fast, and it had been years since he’d
gone jogging. But he was sure of his stamina. The daily regimen of nonstop
housework, on his feet from morning till night, had kept him seriously fit.

And he knew he was in the race of his life.

Several times he’d glanced back fearfully, each time
expecting to see the big bearded man burst out of Starbucks and come after him
at top speed. But Chris had reached the end of the block and, ignoring a red
light, dashed through an intersection and onto the next sidewalk with still no
Jason in sight back there.

Faster!

He had to get back to the condo and call Kelly. Tell her
what he’d just seen. Before Jason could catch him. And beat the shit out of
him.

Or maybe worse. Maybe a lot worse.

It was at the end of the next block that, turning back
again, Chris saw his nightmare finally come to life. This time Jason was out on
the pavement, checking the street in both directions. Chris ducked into a
recessed doorway.

Turn left! Chris willed the distant figure. Why would
I run back to the condo? Makes no sense.

But Jason guessed correctly—damn him!—and set off in Chris’
direction in a long, loping stride.

He’s a runner, Chris reminded himself, recalling the faded marathon
tank-top Jason used to wear.

Chris ducked back into the sidewalk traffic, hunching low
and digging deep as he restarted his sprint. Could he make it before Jason
caught him? All the way back to the condo, up to the fifth floor and inside to
retrieve his phone and make the call of his life—before Jason came crashing
through the door?

Maybe not. But he had to try.

At the end of that block he ran through a sweet savory cloud
and realized he’d just passed the French patisserie. How many early mornings
had he waited outside that door for them to open up, so Kelly could enjoy her
breakfast croissant fresh from the oven?

It was dinner time where she was now. If she was with
clients when he called, would she pick up? Probably not. So? So don’t call her
from the condo. Don’t take the time. Just grab the phone and get the hell out.
Find a safe place to hide, then make the call.

And once he had the phone, even if Jason caught him, he
could still try a bluff. Tell Jason he was too late, that he’d just talked to
Kelly and she knew everything and was totally pissed. And that laying a hand on
Chris now would only piss her off more.

Not bad.

But what if Jason grabbed the phone and checked for recent
calls? He’d know in a flash Chris was lying.

Shit! 

Chris crossed another street and was starting to hit the “wall”
now, breathing harder and running slower, pain stitching his side with every
stride.

But, also with each stride, their condo complex was looming
closer. Only three buildings away now. Then two. Until finally, gasping for
air, he rounded the jungly planting of banana palms with the entry just ahead
and his foyer key in hand.

But the building door was blocked! The bent-backed old woman
who lived on the ground floor had just come back from walking her crazed Yorkie
and, like always, was fumbling for her key in various sweater pockets.

For Chrissake!

“I’ll let you in, Mrs. Forester,” Chris called into the
woman’s good ear, coming up close behind her stooped frame. The little dog whipped
around and commenced a frantic yapping.

“Esmeralda, you just hush now,” the woman scolded, turning
to see Chris. “It’s that nice boy with all the cute shirts. We know him.”

Ignoring the menacing snarls and gnashings at his ankles,
Chris unlocked the door and held it open, losing precious seconds while Mrs.
Forester shuffled by in super slowmo, ineffectually trying to tug her vicious
little terrier away from Christopher’s pink shoes.

But finally he was inside, mouthing some inanity as he raced
past the elevator to the stairwell.

Five flights up, two steps at a time, no stopping!

Despite this desperate resolve, Chris found himself
faltering after only a few upward leaps, then grabbing the handrail to pull
himself onward and upward step by step. Panic had given way to fatigue, forcing
him to rest at each landing, then at each turning of the stairs.

At the third floor landing, as he bent over to suck air, he
heard the motorized whine of the elevator from the adjacent shaft, passing him
on the way up.

Would it stop at five and let Jason out? Would the
two-timing bastard be up there, waiting for him?

But Chris couldn’t stop now, and he wasn’t going back down.
The only thing to do was get up there as fast as he could—and pray he was still
ahead of his enemy. With this added incentive, and by pulling on the railing
for dear life, he managed the last two flights without stopping.

At last, gaining the fifth-floor landing, he pulled the
stairwell door open.

The corridor was deserted. Thank you, God! Fumbling
for his key just like the old woman had, Chris staggered the last few steps to
the condo door.

Inside, knowing Jason had to be close behind now, Chris
raced toward the dining room, and rejoiced to see his phone where he usually
left it, on the pass-through counter to the kitchen. He snatched it up and
thrust it into his sweatpants, then whirled back toward the entry door.

But as he reached for the door handle, something warned him
off. He froze, heart pounding, listening. For footsteps—coming up the stairwell
or along the corridor. But what if Jason was already outside the door, just
waiting for Chris to open it?

He whirled again, back through the condo and into the
service porch, where he had to duck under the big Tahiti sport shirt he’d
ironed for Jason last night and hung up on the utility clothesline. A back door
led to the building’s service stairs, which, in turn, led all the way down to
the garage level. By slipping out this back way, Chris could evade Jason coming
up the front stairs or in the elevator.

Halfway down he had a thought and whipped out his phone. Why
not try a quick call to Goddess Kelly? Even if it went straight to voicemail,
he could still leave a desperate message. He thought of what he might say,
especially about the Asian girl he’d seen Jason feeling up in Starbucks:

No, Goddess, I don’t know who she is, but I’m pretty sure
I know where she works. At Pedal Power, that new spinning studio right around
the corner from O’Malley’s—

Except Chris wouldn’t be leaving that—or any other message.
He was staring at a dead iPhone. He hadn’t used it in days and had forgotten to
leave it on the charger.

Pocketing the phone, he hurried down the last two flights—so
fast that he tripped on the last few steps, fetching up hard against the metal
exit door. He paused, catching his breath a moment, one hand poised on the
horizontal crash bar.

He conjured the garage layout on the other side of the door.
Two lanes of parking slots—they’d be mostly empty at this hour—with the vehicle
street exit on his right. But the other way was better. To the left, beyond the
last parking slot, there was a pedestrian opening to an alley that led to a
side street.

His mind made up, Chris depressed the crash bar and eased
the door open. Until it was yanked violently out of his hands and all the way
open—by Jason, who was standing there, grinning.

“Going somewhere, Slaveboy?”

Chris dodged left, desperate to slip past. But a thickly
muscled arm shot out, barring his escape as it wrapped around his neck. He was
lifted off his feet and spun violently backward, as the big arm flexed and
tightened around his throat.

Chris thrashed and gasped. Not only his airway was being
constricted, but the twin arteries sending blood to his brain. Within seconds,
he could no longer see Jason’s grinning face in his peripheral vision. Only a
St. Elmo’s Fire of electric sparks danced across the black screen of his brain.

Then nothing.

*

Jason had never actually used the chokehold before, just
horsed around with it in judo classes. He’d never gone all the way, putting
someone under. And when Chris had stopped struggling and gone so quickly limp
on him, Jason had thought at first he was faking.

But when he’d tentatively let go, the thin young man slid
right through his arms like a deadweight. Reacting reflexively, Jason fell with
him, shooting his own legs forward and under Chris’ bald head before it could
strike the cement floor.

A damn close call! 

A quick scan verified the garage was still deserted, with
only muted traffic sounds from the street off to his right. By sheer luck, the
Audi’s parking slot was only five cars away. Still sitting on the ground with
Chris’ head now in his lap, Jason dug out his remote and thumbed the trunk
button. The lid sprang open.

Ignoring his throbbing tailbone, he scrambled up, got a good
grip with both hands under Chris’ armpits, and crabwalked backward, dragging
the limp body toward the open trunk. Then he lifted and lowered the deadweight
into the compartment. Fuck! Christopher’s feet stuck well out over the
tailgate. Leaning in under the lid, the big man rolled the slack body onto its
side, then grabbed the pink sneakers and shoved hard, forcing the knees up
until the lower legs folded into the trunk.

As he straightened from this task, Chris’ legs jerked, as if
jolted by an electric current.

Holy shit!

Was he waking up—or had he just died? The eyes remained
open, but staring vacantly. Jason bent down and pressed two fingers under the
corner of the jaw, was reassured to find a faint but steady pulse. Just a
muscle spasm then. He blew out his breath in relief. If you weren’t careful
with a chokehold, his judo instructor had warned, you could easily crush a
guy’s windpipe.

Jason lowered the lid on Chris and did another panicky scan
of the parking garage. Still no one, thank God. He moved quickly now toward the
service stairs. He had very little time—maybe a minute, maybe less—to get what
he needed and back down to the car before Chris woke up in there and started
kicking and screaming for help.

He raced upstairs, two steps at a time for all five flights,
his thighs on fire. Inside the condo, he went directly to Kelly’s “toybox”—a
black-lacquered Japanese chest at the end of her vast walk-in closet. Pulled
out drawers, pawed through all the impact toys and bondage gear she’d shown
him—and some of which she’d actually used on him, all in fun, of course. He
grabbed a half-dozen items, stuffed them into a plastic bag on his way out
through the kitchen, then headed out and down the back stairs at breakneck
speed.

The garage was still empty, and no sounds came from the
Audi. So far, so good. He popped the trunk as he ran to the car. Inside Chris
was now wide awake and staring at him with the eyes of a madman, ablaze with
terror and accusation.

Jason had the red rubber ball-gag ready, and thrust it into
Chris’ mouth just as it opened to scream. Avoiding those burning eyes, Jason went
to work in earnest. After buckling the head straps on the ball gag, he yanked
Chris’s elbows behind him and began strapping both wrists and ankles with
Velcro flexicuffs. Next, as Chris began to thrash in terror, Jason fed a long, heavy-duty
cable tie through the D-rings on all four cuffs and back through the locking
slot, ratcheting it as tight as he could get it. He added a second cable tie,
securing it just as tightly.

Then stood back, admiring his work. There’d be no kicking or
screaming now. Trussed and gagged, with wrists and ankles pretzeled together
behind him, Chris had been rendered helpless, unable to move or make a sound.

You’ve been tied up like this before, haven’t you,
Slaveboy?

Jason took a last look at his helpless victim, savoring the
moment. Until he saw, looking back at him, not the expected terror, but a naked
appeal for mercy.

Jason slammed the lid. There was no going back. He was fully
committed now. The stakes were high, and damn well worth it.

He headed back upstairs, deliberately taking his time now and
trying to calm himself. With Christopher temporarily sidelined, Jason needed to
think through his next steps very carefully.

The simplest solution would be to dump Christopher off a
steep cliff somewhere, down into a boulder-strewn ravine where the broken body
wouldn’t be found for months, or even years. There had to be places like that
if he drove high enough into the surrounding foothills, or the mountains
beyond.

Problem solved—forever.

Except for one thing. Jason knew he couldn’t do it. Not and
live with himself. Christopher wasn’t a bad dude really, just pathetic—and
totally in the way. And Jason wasn’t a murderer. A kidnaper—okay, that was
established, wasn’t it? But not yet a murderer. Still, Chris had to be gotten
rid of—and permanently. So, it had to be Plan B.

And Jason actually had one, something he’d been thinking
about for some time as a sneaky way to get rid of his ridiculous rival and have
the Goddess all to himself.

Back in the condo, Jason went to the bedroom Kelly used for
her home office, did a fast search through the desk drawers. Found what he
wanted in the bottom drawer on the right—three rubber-banded packets of
business cards. The one he wanted was near the top of the second packet. An elegantly
engraved card on buff-colored stock:

Brenda McClintock

Metal Sculpture and Spot Welding

Custom
Slave Collars and Shackles

With phone number and email address. He stared at it. Could
he really do this? But what other choice did he have?

On their Tahiti honeymoon, Jason had asked his spectacular
new bride where she’d taken Chris to get his collar welded on and his ass cheek
branded with her initials. Were there commercial body-modification studios,
just like for tattoos?

Her reply had been teasing, as if sensing more than casual
interest on his part: “Better be careful what you ask for, slugger, because you
just might find out someday—firsthand. If, say, you should ever fail to satisfy
me in bed.”

Kelly had giggled at her mischievous little joke, but Jason
failed to see the humor.

It wasn’t until the late ferry back from Moorea, with both
of them bombed out of their minds on Mai Tais, that she’d provided some of the
kinky details. Which Jason had found not only bizarro-scary, but also kind of
hot. Not that he’d let on to Kelly that it affected him that way.

She’d told him, in a tipsy, rambling recitation, about
taking Christopher to a horse ranch “way out in the foothills somewhere,” after
having seeing Brenda McClintock’s business card in a local sex emporium.
Everything had been arranged in advance.

“Big Brenda” had turned out to be a truly formidable figure
in ranch shirt, heavily packed jeans and western boots. “A big, dykey-looking old
gal but sexually straight,” Kelly had added, “if you can ever call anyone that
super-kinky ‘straight.’”

At one time, Brenda had bragged, she’d kept as many as three
males slaves in her stable—a real, honest-to-God stable—but was currently down
to only one, an obsequious and emaciated young man in floppy overalls named Quintin.
Between them, Brenda and her boy apparently handled all the ranch work, with
Quintin assigned all the usual malesub household chores in addition to mucking
out the horse stalls.

“What about the welding and the branding?” Jason had
reminded her.

“Be patient, lover boy. I’m getting to that.“

Collar-welding, along with other kinds of ornamental
metalwork, Kelly had learned, was an increasingly profitable sideline for the
ranchwoman. Word of her specialty services was spreading not only among the
local B&D and S&M community, but via the Internet. Branding, however,
remained unadvertised, available only to select clients like Kelly.

“Remind me to show you the video of Christopher’s branding
sometime,” Kelly had breathed into Jason’s ear as their ferry pulled into
Papeete Harbor. “I’ll be sort of curious to see your reaction.”

Jason, too, wondered how he’d react, though he’d never asked
to see that particular video. But, then, “Big Brenda’s” expertise with a
welding torch and branding iron wasn’t what had caused him to think of her when
devising his Plan B for Christopher.

It was, instead, something else the big, tough-talking woman
had reportedly told Kelly, in strictest confidence, after the procedures were
over. Ms. McClintock, it seemed, belonged to a secret society of female
supremacists. Though by no means the largest organization of its kind—there
were no more than a dozen members in California and perhaps twice that in
Europe—the “Dianists,” as their society was called, prided themselves on strict
adherence to absolute gynarchic rule. These were not pro dommes, Brenda had
made clear, or femdom game-players. They were powerful and accomplished women
who believed in, and fully exercised, their right to own and control inferior
males as their personal property.

And then Brenda had surprised Kelly by offering her a chance
to join this hush-hush coven of super-dommes. “She wanted to sponsor me as a
candidate for membership,” Kelly had said with obvious pride, “and she was
pretty confident I’d be accepted.”

To Jason’s surprise, Kelly said she’d declined the offer. “I
was flattered, of course, and I really did want to see what went on at those
secret meetings that Brenda had told me about. You know, with all these
authoritarian ladies—of a certain age, if I can say that—lounging around in
their fantasy leathers, or maybe in satin pajamas, with their coiled whips, and
all these naked slaves fanning them and bringing them drinks and groveling at
their feet.

“But, the truth, my darling, is that I just wasn’t there yet,
in terms of my own private dominance. And I’m still not. Yes, Christopher is
definitely my slave, and that’s how I think of him. Certainly not as a man. I
mean, that’s what I have you for, isn’t it? But, compared to Brenda and
her boy, I treat Chris more like a human pet. Oh, sure, he’s collared and
leashed and sleeps naked on a throw rug in the bathroom. But Brenda keeps her
naked slaveboy locked up at night in an actual cage in her barn—and with no fucking
heat. She showed it to me, and proudly. A big dog cage with metal bars to which
she’d attached manacles and leg irons. I do have a cruel streak, I admit it,
and I can be an imperious bitch—you’ve seen that, right, sweetie, maybe even a
teensy weensy bit more than you like? But I’m not an extreme sadist.”

Kelly had smiled evilly, before adding, “At least not yet.”

“Whatever you say.” Jason had feigned casualness. “But
here’s what puzzles me, Kell. Technically, they’re free, right? The male slaves
of this super-secret society? Theoretically, what’s to stop them—or
Christopher, for that matter—from just walking out the door? He could ‘escape’
anytime, I mean if he really wanted to.”

“But that’s the catch, isn’t it?” Kelly had countered. “He
doesn’t want to. The idea of not being my slave, well, frankly it scares the
shit out of poor Christopher. So, yes, in his case, I guess you could say his
captivity is mostly psychological. But it goes way beyond that, believe me.
I’ve taken possession of his submissive soul. All of him, really. His will
power, to the extent it even exists anymore, his slavish thoughts and feelings,
his yearnings and fears, these are all my playthings. Welding a collar on him
and branding my initials into his butt, that was simply making it official.”

“Yeah, I can see all that. What I don’t see is what’s so
different about Brenda locking her slave into a cage and you locking Chris into
a bathroom with a timelock on the door.”

“Okay, fair enough. I’m not denying we have a lot in common,
Brenda and I. But, from some pretty heavy hints Brenda dropped, the Dianists
take all this to a whole new level. Let me give you an example.

“Suppose I had Christopher wear leg irons, like Brenda’s
slave Quintin does every night in his cage. And then suppose I attached a long,
heavy chain to the shackle around his ankle, or to the D-ring on his steel
collar—which I could easily do. And the other end of that long chain was
secured to a ringbolt anchored to a beam somewhere in the center of the condo,
and the chain was just long enough so that Christopher could move around to
every part of the condo, dragging the chain behind him, and do all his chores,
but never be able to leave. And, of course, I would take away his phone, just
as I’ve already taken away his TV and computer access. He would in effect be my
total prisoner.

“But let’s take it farther, shall we? We live in a condo
complex surrounded by nice vanilla folk, and occasionally some of them knock on
the door, and then there are my vanilla friends and business associates who
sometimes drop by, and of course I send Christopher out into the neighborhood
to run my errands and shop for my feminine supplies, and so on and so forth. I
mean, we’re anything but isolated, right? Which is why I have to maintain at
least an appearance of normalcy and worry about how much nosy neighbors might
be able to see about how we actually live.

“Now, imagine instead that we lived on a private estate out
in the country—like Big Brenda’s horse ranch, with stables and a big tractor
barn. Well, I wouldn’t actually have horses or a tractor, would I? But suppose
in one of my outbuildings, or underneath it, I had a cozy basement that was
fully equipped as a slave dungeon, a totally secure, soundproofed, windowless
space that no one had access to. Starting to get the picture, sweetie?

“And, don’t forget, Christopher is already completely
isolated—I’m talking socially now. He’s an only child, his mother died years
ago, he’s estranged from his father, and his one college friend no longer calls
him—I saw to that. So no one is ever going to come looking for him. Obviously,
then, I could explore my own, shall we say, sadistic impulses, and in ways that
I probably can’t even think of now.”

Jason had told himself that Kelly was only trying to shock
him. But there was a wicked light in her eyes that made him wonder if she might
actually be serious. And she wasn’t done:

“And let’s take it a step even further. In addition to his
steel collar and chains, suppose I had Chris wear a locking ankle bracelet with
one of those GPS trackers, so I could hunt him down if he ever made it over the
walls of my secluded estate. But, just to make sure he couldn’t do that,
perhaps I’d also have a doggy shock collar attached to his slave collar. Or,
better yet, strapped around his balls right under his chastity tube. And it
could have a perimeter trigger, so that, say, if he dared to take one step
beyond a certain radius in order to escape my property, he’d get zapped with
thirty-thousand volts, or whatever it took to make sure he never tried that
again!

“So now let me ask you, seriously, if I did all those
things—which, who knows, maybe I will someday—how different would Christopher’s’
existence be from that of a slave in Ancient Rome, say, or even in the Old
South?”

“You’re telling me that’s how these women all live? On
walled private estates, with secret dungeons?”

“No, not all of them, Brenda said. But many do, especially
in Europe. Most of them, whether inherited or from their own professional
attainments, have the means to live wherever and however they choose. Big
Brenda herself comes from money—Virginia horse people—though you’d never think
of it to look at her. These are high-powered women—attorneys, distinguished
professors, fashion designers, venture capitalists. Some are even corporate
executives like me. One titled Dutch lady, Brenda told me, lives with several
slaves on her private island in the North Sea, part of the Frisian island
chain. Imagine the odds against any of her slaves ever escaping!

“No, according to Brenda, the only way a slave of the
Dianists ever gets away from his owner, so to speak, is if he’s loaned, or
traded, or sold outright, to another lady of the society. Which apparently does
happen from time to time, whenever a woman gets bored and wants fresh meat.

“Other than that,” Kelly had concluded her cautionary tale,
“once an unwary male falls into the clutches of this secret society, he’s never
seen or heard from again. It’s as if he’s vanished from the world.”

And this, of course, was exactly what Jason needed to happen
to Christopher. Today, if possible.

Throughout this reverie, the big man had remained at Kelly’s
desk, idly scratching his jaw with the crisp edge of the engraved business
card. Now he focused again on the card, took out his cell phone and tapped in
the number.

And prayed that “Big Brenda” would answer. Because, as
things stood, he didn’t have a Plan C.

*















CHAPTER TEN ~ MATRIARCHAL FAMILY VALUES
~ PART TWO
“We’re talking about your matriarchal rules, I take it?”
Kelly asked Sophie when Petra had left them alone again.

“Yes, you already know about these, right?”

“Your mother mentioned a few in her emails, which I thought
were very good, but that was awhile ago. I gather you’ve added some new ones.”

“So many! I’ll just, like, list all the ones I can think of,
if that’s okay, and you can tell me the ones you and Mama already, like, talked
about.” Sophie spoke with the rapid-fire enthusiasm typical of so many teenage
girls—an especially impressive feat, given that she was doing so in her
second—or was it her third?—language.

No wonder girls were taking over the world.

Many of the rules that Sophie now detailed were familiar to
Kelly, similar to the strict pro-female guidelines she’d grown up with, all of
them designed to relegate males to appropriate secondary status in the home. Others
had doubtless been taken from the Gynarchic Sisterhood site with a few
modifications to help a teenage girl assume her rightful leadership role within
the family.

Jonas and Theo, for instance, were required to observe
respectful silence at all times, especially at table, unless asked a direct
question or given permission to speak. And, of course, interrupting females was
forbidden—any female, anytime, anywhere.

The higher status of females was enforced in other ways. In
addition to using highly respectful forms of address for Petra and Sophie,
father and son were required to stand whenever any female entered a room. At
mealtimes they were to remain standing until both mother and daughter were
seated, had filled their plates and begun to eat.

Bedtimes, as in many matriarchal homes, were arranged for
the convenience of the females, with one whimsical touch Kelly found especially
amusing. Not only were father and son sent off to bed together at eight-thirty,
but both were required to change into their pajamas much earlier—right after
their final kitchen cleanup duties. Sophie, meanwhile, was allowed to stay up
till ten or ten-thirty, or even later if she and her mother became engrossed in
a girls-only discussion or a late-night TV show.

“Also, now that I am fourteen,” Sophie added proudly, “in
the car I sit in the front seat beside Mama, while Jonas goes in back with his
nine-year-old son.”

“Females up front and driving, males back in the caboose,”
Kelly observed with a chuckle, “what could be more natural? But you haven’t
talked about housework—cooking and cleaning and all the rest. I assume you have
Jonas do it all?”

“Of course, that’s what he’s for. But Theo is now old enough
to have some chores of his own, as you saw just now, helping Jonas to prepare
dinner and clean up after. Mama and I think this is like really important for
him. So he can start learning, you know, his proper role—always serving
females.”

“Well, who can argue with that? Perhaps you could get him an
apron of his own. A cute little one, you know, with a pro-female message like
on his t-shirt?”

“You mean ‘Girls Rule’? That would be so cool! I could like
order one off the ’net—for Christmas, or even his birthday, which comes sooner.
I know Mama will approve.”

As for Jonas’ plain-green tabard apron, Kelly learned, this was
actually part of the uniform for his outside job—cleaning bathrooms in public
buildings, which he did for several hours each morning. “But Mama makes him wear
it also at home. To protect his clothes, and because it makes him look like a
hired servant to us, which Mama thinks is good for him.”

The heavy workload for “both boys,” Sophie explained, not
only kept them busy and out of trouble, but freed the teenage girl and her
mother for their more important activities and leisure pursuits. As for the
males, even after all their assigned tasks were completed, TV watching was
restricted to special occasions.

“And always,” Sophie said, “Mama or I must be in control of
the remote, with the males at our feet where they belong—not allowed to be on
the same level as us. And that way I can pet Jonas, which I like to do, and,
you know, play with his ponytail.”

The floor-sitting rule, Kelly was informed, applied to more
than TV watching. Just as for her Christopher, the living-room furniture was
off limits to the males at all times. “We let them sit at the dining room
table, of course, after we sit first, but these comfy chairs are just for me
and Mama—and female guests, of course, like you.”

“Your mother also mentioned having your brother do some
special services just for you.” The girl nodded. “I’m guessing he probably
makes your bed, because that’s something I remember us talking about in our
emails.”

“Yes, every morning, and he’s, like, you know, getting very
good at it. And there’s a lot of other junk and stuff I have him do for me. But
why don’t I have him tell you himself?” Sophie called sharply over her
shoulder, “Theo, get in here—now!”

Kelly couldn’t help but be impressed at how quickly the boy came
and stood before them—his hands knotted, his eyes downcast. Out of respect, or
shyness, or perhaps both.

“Theo, I think you should show Mistress Kelly your curtsy
again.”

“Yes, Miss Sophie.” It was only slightly better this time.
But even a clumsy boy would get the hang of it eventually, Kelly thought, with
sufficient practice.

“Now, tell Mistress Kelly about all the, like, daily stuff
you do for me. Like tidying my room, you know.”

“Yes, Miss Sophie.”

“Look at Mistress Kelly, not at your shoes. And try not to
stammer.”

“Yes, M-m-miss Sophie. I’ll t-t-t-try.”

Was Sophie aware, Kelly wondered, that her mere mention of
the boy’s hesitancy in speech just now had caused it to flare up? Probably so.
Under strict matriarchal rule, after all, any signs or symptoms of male
weakness were to be nurtured and encouraged.

Theo looked up at Kelly. “I k-k-keep Miss Sophie’s room
clean and t-t-tidy, just like she said.”

“And how often do you do this?” Kelly wanted to know.

“Every morning before we g-g-go to school. That’s when I
m-m-make her bed. And I pick up any clothes on the floor or in her hamper and t-t-take
them to the washing machine.”

“What about when you come home from school?” Sophie
prompted. “Don’t you tidy up my room all over again?”

“Yes, M-M-Miss Sophie, and before I go to bed. That’s when I
straighten your duvet again and p-p-plump your pillow and fold down the t-t-top
corner like you showed me.”

The girl turned to Kelly. “I got this cool idea from a
seaside hotel in Oostende Mama took us to over summer holiday.”

“I’m very impressed, Sophie. It’s called turn-down service.
And if you want to take it a bit further, you could have him leave a
foil-wrapped chocolate mint, or your favorite candy, on your pillow.”

“Maybe I will, if I can think of a healthy treat for him to
leave me. Let’s see, where was I? Okay, Theo, now what about my desk? Are you allowed
to touch anything on it?”

“Only dirty d-d-dishes and glasses and things, which I
t-t-take away when I empty your b-b-basket.”

“Don’t you mean ‘wastebasket’?”

“Yes, that’s what I meant.”

“What about my papers, and schoolwork, or, like, whatever’s
on the screen of my phone or my computer?”

“I never look at these things, M-M-Miss Sophie!”

“I hope not! And now, tell her about my bathroom.” Sophie
turned to Kelly: “Between my bedroom and Theo’s there’s a very nice bathroom
with doors on each side. But Mama locked Theo’s side so I have my own private
bathroom, while Theo uses only the small guest bathroom down the hall. Theo,
tell Mistress Kelly what happens when I take my shower.”

“After five m-m-minutes I go in and wipe the shower walls
with her t-t-towel, and also the mirror, and the floor. Then I t-t-tidy up the
c-c-counter and all of Miss Sophie’s, um, what do you call them again?”

“The English word is ‘toiletries,’ silly. Say it!”

“T-t-t-toiletries. Then I hang a clean towel, folded the way
Miss Sophie taught me… and t-t-take the old towel to the laundry.”

“My, my!” Kelly couldn’t resist reaching and ruffling the
boy’s moptop hair. “Aren’t you the busy little brother!”

“Yes, but he left out a few things,” Sophie said. “Whenever
Jonas takes clothes out of the dryer, he, like, separates all my things and
gives them to Theo to fold carefully and put away in my room. So I drew a
diagram of all my dresser drawers showing where everything goes, didn’t I,
Theo?”

“Yes, Miss Sophie.”

“And did you memorize the diagram so I never find things in
the wrong place?”

“I d-d-did, Miss Sophie.”

“And is Jonas also teaching you how to iron all my blouses
and skirts and jeans and stuff, so you can take over that job, too?”

“Yes, Miss Sophie, he is.”

“And are you going to do a better job with my ironing than
Jonas?”

“I’m t-t-trying hard, Miss Sophie.”

“And what about my—well, you know—all my panties and tights
and bras and super delicate stuff? Don’t look at me, tell our guest.”

Theo turned back to Kelly, his face flushed with
embarrassment. “J-j-jonas hand-washes all M-M-Mama’s and M-M-Miss Sophie’s
s-s-sacred, f-f-female things. With sp-sp-special soap. But Miss Sophie told me
to watch him s-s-so I c-c-can learn to do this, t-t-too. Please, Miss Sophie,
can I go back to the k-k-kitchen now?”

“No, you may not, Theo. Not till you tell Mistress Kelly how
you care for my shoes.”

“I—I k-k-keep them all in neat rows, Mistress K-K-Kelly. In
Miss Sophie’s closet.”

“But what if I find a pair in like totally the wrong place, Theo?
Like under my bed? Or, worse, not all cleaned and polished for me?”

“That won’t happen again, Miss Sophie.”

“But tell Mistress Kelly what happened to you when it did.”

“I g-g-got my face slapped, on both sides.”

“And what about that time I found my Jennifer Lopez lace-up
sandals still scuffed up from that party I went to and not ready to wear?
Remember?”

“Yes, Miss Sophie.”

“Well, tell Mistress Kelly what happened.”

“I got slapped and stood in the c-c-corner, Mistress
K-K-Kelly, till Miss Sophie did all her homework.”

“And you don’t want that to happen ever again, do you,
Theo?”

“No, Miss Sophie, I d-d-don’t.”

The girl shrugged and looked back to Kelly. “I’m sure I’m
forgetting some other stuff I have him do, but you get the idea. Mama and I
have fun thinking up all kinds of new rules for the males, so they can show us
more and more respect.”

“Well, then, perhaps you and your mother will invite me back
sometime, so I can see how much farther you’ve taken matters.”

“That would be super-cool, if you would!”

“Now, Theo, I wonder if you realize how lucky you are to
have such a smart and superior sister to watch over you and teach you how to be
of service?”

“Yes, Mistress Kelly. I’m v-v-very lucky.”

“And you always obey her?

“Yes, Mistress K-K-Kelly.”

“He’d better,” Sophie said. “And now, Theo, because of all your
good answers, you’re going to get a little reward. Do you still want to show Mistress
Kelly your room?”

“Yes, Miss Sophie, I d-d-do.”

*

On the elevator up from the lobby, Petra had boasted that
her son’s room was decorated with posters of female superheroes. This, Kelly soon
discovered, was something of an understatement. In fact, the boy’s small bedroom
was a veritable shrine to buffed-out goddesses, some in skintight bodysuits,
others in skimpy skirts and spandex halters. The wall-to-wall movie posters
completely dominated the small, neatly kept bedroom with its out-of-the-box
boy’s furniture—bed, desk and dresser. The room’s only other feature was a
junior-sized ironing board with a pink blouse draped across it, obviously set
up for Theo to practice his domestic skills.

Kelly stepped now into the center of the small bedroom and
pirouetted slowly, admiring the panorama of sleek and sexy amazons in capes and
gantlets and kickass boots—each equipped with her weapon of choice. But were
those weapons even necessary? A single drop-dead glance from any of these femme
fatales should be enough to liquefy any supervillain.

“Pretty cool, huh?” Sophie spoke from the doorway where she
had paused, her forearm resting possessively atop her brother’s small shoulders.
With a quick sisterly shove now, the boy was propelled toward Kelly. It took three
stumbling steps before he was able to catch his balance and look back to his sister
for further instructions.

“Okay,” Sophie said, “here’s your chance, Theo, to show off for
our beautiful guest. I want you to tell her the name of each female superhero
and, like, who plays her, and, if you can, her special super power. Ready?”

“Yes, Miss Sophie.”

“Well, don’t just stand there zoning out. Say something.”

“Sorry, Miss Sophie. Over there, that’s Lara Croft. She’s
the Tomb Raider.” Despite the obvious pressure from his sister, the boy was
speaking now without hesitation, Kelly noted, almost confidently, as if finally
sure of his ground. “She is an English archaeo—, archaeo—, uh, you know, like
Indiana Jones?”

“An archaeologist?” Kelly helped the boy.

“Yes, but lots better than Indy. She can talk a whole bunch
of languages and carries two guns on her belt like you can see in that picture.”

“But you haven’t told us who plays her in the movie.”

“I’m sorry, Miss Sophie. Angelina Jolie plays her, or did, I
mean. There have been other movies with other Lara Crofts, but I can’t remember
their names.”

“Okay, we get the idea. Who’s next?”

“But I wanted to tell Mistress Kelly about all the cool Tomb
Raider video games that I’d really like to—” Here, catching a stern look from
his sister, the boy broke off, then resumed in a cautious tone, “But I’m not allowed
to p-p-play because—”

Sophie clapped him to silence, then turned to Kelly. “Theo
and Jonas are not allowed to play videogames. Mama says they’re stupid and
violent and, like, waste valuable time that should be spent on their chore lists.”

“A most sensible rule,” Kelly agreed. “It is the same in my
home.”

Sophie pointed to the next large poster showing a curvaceous
strawberry blonde striding forward in skintight black leathers. “Now, Theo,
what can you tell us about her?”

“That’s Scarlett Johansson—the actress, I mean. She plays
the Black Widow in all the Avengers movies. Her real name is Natasha
Romanova, and she’s a secret agent and a black belt in, like, all kinds of
martial arts, plus she can use lots of weapons and—”

“What about the girl right next to her, also in black
leather—or maybe it’s, you know, shiny vinyl—and with that sexy mask?”

“You mean Catwoman, Selena Kyle. Lots of actresses have been
her, too, but the one on that poster is my favorite.”

“Michelle Pfeiffer, of course,” Kelly volunteered. “In my
opinion, she’s still one of the most beautiful women in the world.”

“And she has this kind of cool throwing star, Mistress
Kelly, and these little balls on a rope she also throws that wrap around bad
guys so they can’t move, but mostly she just uses her whip and her cat claws.”

“And I bet you’d like her to wrap that little whip around you,
right, Theo?” Sophie joked. “Now, why don’t you tell Mistress Kelly about that
super cool girl with the bow and arrow?”

“That’s Katniss Everdeen from Hunger Games. Mistress
Kelly was already talking to Mama about her.”

“That’s right, Theo, I was. And let me tell you why. It’s
because your sister reminds me of her a lot—of Katniss, I mean, and of Jennifer
Lawrence, too. I like girls who aren’t afraid to compete, and defeat, any guy
who gets in their way.”

“Wow, what an incredible compliment,” Sophie said. “And I
have to tell you, Katniss is also, like, Theo’s second fave of all the superhero
girls, right, Theo?”

The boy nodded solemnly.

“Mama even lets him watch all the Hunger Games
movies. So, Theo, what are Katniss’ super powers?”

“She doesn’t really have any. Except, you know, her bow and
lots of arrows. And, well, she’s smarter and braver and can run faster than all
the bad guys.”

“But if Katniss is only his second favorite,” Kelly
wanted to know, “who’s number one? Could it, by any chance, be that one?”

Kelly was pointing to a poster from a recent blockbuster
movie. It showed Wonder Woman astride a magnificent white horse, her jet-black
curls and the horse’s snowy mane streaming together in the wind of a full
gallop.

“Yes, she’s the one, most definitely,” Sophie said. “Theo
has, like, this total boy-crush on her. He kept begging Mama till she finally
bought the DVD, and he’s seen it, like, maybe twenty times already, right,
Theo?”

The boy nodded again, cheeks aflame with embarrassment.

“And I even caught him kissing that other poster—over there,
the one with just her face.”

“What’s her name?” Kelly asked, actually not knowing. “Not
Wonder Woman, but that beautiful actress who plays her?”

“G-G-Gal G-G-Gadot,” the boy stammered, reverting under
pressure to his speech impediment.

“I like her, too,” Sophie said. “She was in the Israeli
army, where she helped train other girls how to fight and shoot and, you know,
all that cool stuff. But, Theo, what about that other Wonder Woman over there,
from that old TV show?”

“You mean Lynda C-C-Carter,” Theo said. “She’s really cool,
too.”

When the boy had finished identifying the remaining posters,
Sophie pointed to a bumpersticker affixed to the headboard of his small bed. It
read: “Alle Vrouwtjes Zijn Godinnen.”

“Now, Theo, I want you to read that aloud for Mistress Kelly—in
English, please.”

“Yes, Miss Sophie. It says, ‘All
F-F-Females Are G-G-Goddesses.’”

“And never, ever forget that,” his sister emphasized.

“I w-w-won’t, Miss Sophie.”

“Let me add something to that, if I may,” Kelly said. “The males
I admire most, Theo, are the ones who aren’t afraid to admit we are their
superiors and who happily devote their lives to serving us. For you, Theo, that
means your mother and Miss Sophie, of course. But one day,” and here Kelly bent
to kiss the boy’s hot-pink cheek and hug him against her, just beneath the
bulge of her bosom, “it will be the girl who will love you and rule over you
for the rest of your life.”

Kelly felt the boy tremble as she let him go.

At this point Jonas appeared, his bulk filling the doorway.
“Excuse me, Miss Sophie, Mistress Kelly. It’s coming almost to five, the hour
Mistress Petra told me to have dinner ready. Please, Miss Sophie, could I have
Theo now to help me serve?”

“Theo,” Sophie spoke sharply, “go make yourself useful.” The
command was punctuated with a double-clap dismissal.

“And thanks for the special tour,” Kelly called after the
boy. Then she turned back to Sophie. “So, do I get to see your room now?”

“Sure, but it’s nothing special. Mostly my books and school
projects and stuff. I don’t have time for much else.”

*

Yet this in itself was impressive, Kelly was thinking a
moment later, taking in the noticeably larger bedroom next door. There were the
usual precious remnants of little girlhood—a scattering of stuffed animals on
the duvet, snow globes clustering on a tabletop—but the work space on Sophie’s
computer desk was covered with open textbooks and notebooks, the large monitor
festooned with yellow sticky notes, an adjacent corkboard with pinned
three-by-five study cards.

Clearly, Sophie Pieters was a serious young woman. And one
who was definitely going places—or intended to. Lake Louise in the Canadian
Rockies, Ayres Rock in Australia, Positano on the Amalfi Coast, and the Palm
Islands of Dubai—these and other exotic locales beckoned from framed travel
posters that overlooked the perfectly made bed. While her snow-globe village
featured European landmarks like the Eiffel Tower and the Roman Colosseum.

“You’ve definitely got the travel bug, I see,” Kelly
commented.

“Yes, those are, like, some of my dream destinations,”
Sophie said, with an airy gesture at the poster wall. “Kind of like Theo and
his supergirls, I guess. But so far, most of my trips have been, you know,
closer to home. I mean, Amsterdam is like just next door, and last term my
class went on a weekend trip to Disneyland Paris, and Mama got to go with us
while Jonas stayed here with Theo. But we didn’t, like, really see the City of
Lights, you know, because Disneyland Paris is not n the city at all, but way
out in the banlieues. You know this word?”

“The ’burbs, we call ’em. Short for suburbs.”

“Right, out in the ’burbs. But Mama says she’s going to
start taking me on some of her short business trips around Europe, just the two
of us, if she can get permission from my school. It would be, like, really
educational, don’t you think?”

“Absolutely! And maybe next summer you and your mother could
come visit me in America. You could see the original Disneyland, and take the
Hollywood studio tours and see some of my favorite hangouts.”

“Really? This is not a joke?”

“I’m perfectly serious. I’d love to have you.”

“OMG, that would be, like, so fabuloso! I’m going to start
working on Mama about it. Is that okay?”

“Great! Between us, maybe we can make it happen.”

“I’d love to see where you work—you know, if I wouldn’t be
in the way or anything. And then, like, maybe see how you live, too. You have a
matriarchal marriage, right, just like Mama and Jonas?”

Kelly nodded “yes,” but, of course, that was no longer true.
Not even close. Her marriage had moved far beyond the orbit of conventional matriarchy
into… into… well, how would one even begin to describe it?

You see, Sophie, here’s the deal. I’m happily married now
to Jason, this truly hunky alpha male with whom I repeatedly cuckolded my
darling Christopher, who’s now my ex and reduced to the status of, well, basically,
our live-in slave. Oh, and did I mention that I had poor Chris collared and
branded, and that I keep him naked and cock-caged at all times, you know, just
for the fun of it?

The idea of exposing Petra’s child to her kinky ménage was
sheer madness! What on earth had Kelly been thinking? She had to walk back her
ill-advised invitation pronto. But the teenaged girl was already plunging
ahead:

“Your husband, I bet he’s, like, really, really handsome.”

“He is.”

“But, do you—you know, let him sit on the furniture?”

Kelly hesitated before answering. Her “No” was, at best,
misleading. It was true for Chris, who, as a slave, was of course forbidden the
use of any furniture. But Jason, her husband, lounged wherever he damn well pleased,
like the big lazy tomcat he was.

“Do you make him sit at your feet, like Jonas and Theo?”

“Yes. When he’s allowed to sit at all,” Kelly went on, again
thinking only of Chris. “I prefer to keep him busy.”

Sophie nodded vigorous approval. “And he obeys you? Or
else?”

“Of course.”

“But you love him anyway?”

“As long as he does what he’s told, yes.”

“And if he doesn’t, if he’s bad, then you punish him?”

“Yes, of course. Or sometimes just because I feel like it.”

“And he, like, stays home and does housework all day to support
your career?”

“What else would he do? That’s his career.”

“Well, that’s just the kind of husband I’m going to have,
too, Kelly. Already with the boys in school, you know, it’s so easy to make
them do whatever I want. It’s like I’ve got the remote control to their silly little
brains. But finding the right one, the right boy, I think this will not be so
easy.”

“In your case, Sophie, I think the only hard part will be
fighting off all the candidates.”

As Sophie giggled, Kelly found herself wondering, quite
seriously, why such a superior girl, just growing into the fullness of her own
superpowers, should have to limit herself to a single “Mr. Right” to satisfy
all her needs. Why shouldn’t she, in a few years, say, have a stable of her
own, or mini-stable, with at least two stalls—one for a subbie to do her bidding,
and one for a stud to share her bed?

It sounded good in theory, anyway. Although, in practice,
Kelly had to admit, her cozy little polyandrous setup had led straight to
domestic disaster. And it certainly wasn’t something she should be sharing with
a fourteen-year-old girl, no matter how precocious.

“M-M-Mistress Kelly, Miss Sophie, d-d-dinner is served.”

The small, stuttering figure curtseyed in the doorway,
before being waved away by his sister.

“Do you ever think about getting, like, a superhero male for
your own?” Sophie asked, taking Kelly’s arm and steering her toward the hall.
“Because, you know, Jonas is kind of like that for us.”

“Really?” Kelly was puzzled. “In what way?”

“Well, of course, he’s, like, totally submissive to Mama,
and she loves to show that side of him to her girlfriends, and especially to
Grandmother Pieters when she visits us. Like sending Jonas off to bed early in
his pajamas with Theo, while all of us females stay up late and enjoy
ourselves. But Jonas can be really strong, too.”

Sophie paused to emphasize her point: “I mean really super
strong! Like, when I was a little girl, this stupid neighbor boy kicked my
favorite dolly under a parked car. Jonas got on his knees by the bumper and
lifted up the car. It was only a little car, but he did it with one hand! And,
with his other hand, he reached underneath and pulled out my dolly!”

“I have to admit, that’s awfully impressive! And it’s a very
good point you’re making, Sophie.”

Which it certainly was, Kelly thought. In fact, she found
herself considering, for the first time, the possibility of combining both
slave and stud in one male animal, which apparently Petra had managed to do.

Would there ever be such a man for Kelly?

“Mama and I talk about this stuff a lot. How, just because a
male can never be our equal—like Jonas and Theo—that doesn’t mean we love them
any less. Even more, maybe, Mama says. And it’s true, you know? The more Jonas
accepts how far I am above him now in the family—which he does mostly, when
he’s not being stupid and stubborn—the more I love him.”

“Like you would a big, shaggy dog, I bet,” Kelly suggested,
“the kind who begs and rolls over on command to get his tummy scratched?”

Sophie giggled. “Kind of like that, I guess. Is that so
bad?”

“Not at all. It’s very sweet of you.”

Kelly was no longer thinking of Jonas, but of her own
Christopher. It had all been such delicious fun, turning her sweet boy into an
abject and cowering slave. Then treating him, day after day, with the cruelty
and contempt he’d come to crave.

But, if she were to believe Sophie and her mother, that was
no reason to stop loving him. Not only did mother and daughter continue to love
their Jonas, despite his inferior mind and limited possibilities; they actually
loved him even more.

How long had it been since Kelly had looked at Christopher in
just that way? The way Petra and Sophie obviously looked at Jonas?

Through the all-forgiving eyes of love?

*

En route to the dining room, Sophie stopped off to give
Kelly a peek into a side alcove. “We call it the Boys’ Room,” the teenager explained
with another giggle.

The small space accommodated a compact washer-dryer stack
plus laundry sink. When the sink’s hinged drop-cover was lowered, as Sophie
pointed out, the boys could use it as a surface to fold Petra’s and Sophie’s
clothes or to clean and polish their shoes for the following day. Within easy
reach was a shelf containing shoe polish, dyes, brushes and buffing cloths.
Just overhead, meanwhile, air-drying on a retractable clothesline, hung a lovely
dozen or so of mother and daughter’s recently hand-laundered bras, panties and
pantyhose.

Again Kelly was impressed, and said so. While some of the
space-saving designs were similar to those she’d set up for Christopher in the
utility area of her own condo, others were new to her and well worth
implementing, including their tongue-in-cheek name for the alcove. When she got
home, Kelly thought, she would have a little sign made up saying ‘Christopher’s
Room’ or perhaps ‘Christopher’s Domain.’ After all, he spent so many hours in
there, tending to her things.

*















CHAPTER ELEVEN ~ DELIVERY DAY

After all the weird stuff Jason had heard about “Big
Brenda,” it gave him a creepy feeling to be actually driving onto her property.
This was the hideaway ranch, after all, where dommes took their male slaves to
get them branded.

Like they were cattle.

Definitely not a place for a red-blooded macho male.

And really, what a crock it was, all that female supremacy
stuff. Like a new version of Nazi Germany, where males were genetically
inferior and females the so-called master race. And look what happened to the
dumb shits who fell for it like poor Christopher. They got to crawl and grovel
at women’s feet and get slapped silly and maybe even tied up and tossed in a
trunk like Chris was back there right now.

Sorry, ladies, not this dude! I bow down to no
one—and certainly no female!

And that included his super-glam wife, who, if you thought
about it, probably was genetically superior, if anyone was. But that
wasn’t why he’d married her or agreed to take her last name. Kelly was, first
and foremost, a world-class piece of ass. As for being called Jason Sheffield
instead of Jason West, well, that was a small price to pay to get his hands on
all those goodies—and live in the lap of luxury. Besides, “Sheffield” had a
nice, big-money ring to it. And everything else in the marriage was going to be
on his terms.

Pretty much, anyway.

At the top of the steep entry road he looked around. A
skinny young man in bib overalls was leaning against a white rail fence behind
which several horses grazed, heads down, tails swishing. The kid waved at
Jason, then pointed him toward two large outbuildings beyond the fenced
pasture. Jason steered that way.

During their brief exchange over the security-gate
squawkbox, the skinny kid hadn’t given his name, but Jason remembered it from
Kelly’s account of her visit to the Brenda’s ranch. Quintin, he was called. A
cringing, almost cartoonish figure who’d reminded Kelly of Igor, the bug-eyed,
hunchback helper in Young Frankenstein. During the welding and branding,
Quintin had scurried around the workshop just like Igor, fetching tools for his
mistress, while at night this guy was apparently kept in a dog cage. Just like
Christopher in his tiny bathroom prison. Except that, unlike Chris, the sad
sack in the baggy overalls at least had a few tufts of straw on his head sticking
out in all directions.

Jason parked the Audi between the buildings, as directed,
cut the motor and climbed out. He was standing in the shadow of a big
corrugated metal shed with tractor-size doors. On the other side of the
graveled lane was a smaller barn of weathered wood that smelled of hay and
horses.

So far, everything looked to Jason like a normal ranch. The
skinny guy in bib overalls was only a few paces away now, close enough that
Jason caught the quick sun-flash off the stainless-steel band around the
scrawny neck. Squinting into the sun, he was able to read what was engraved on
it:

“PROPERTY OF BIG
BRENDA”

So much for normalcy.

Quintin was saying something now, but Jason had stopped
paying attention. Over the young man’s bare and bony shoulder, a big
mannish-looking woman had just stepped out of the wooden stable.

Big Brenda, in the flesh.

And she really was big. Easily the size of a bouncer,
the kind you’d expect to see in a dyke cycle bar, with extra inches of lift
from high-heeled leather boots. The Western effect included a faded ranch
shirt, knee-length leather chaps over tight-packed jeans and a John Wayne
swagger as she crunched across the gravel toward them.

“I see you’ve met Quint.” A big leathery face creased into a
wide smile. “And I guess you know who the hell I am.”

“I’m kind of hoping you’re Brenda McClintock,” Jason said.

“Just Brenda. Or Big Brenda, for special friends. Which
might just include you, depending on what you got for me.”

Late forties, was Jason’s guess, taking in the sun-baked
features, deeply bracketed mouth and salt-and-pepper, close-cropped hair. He’d
been braced for Brenda to be butt-ugly. And a pretty fair case could be made
that she was. But there was a kind of rough-hewn appeal in the quick, twitchy
smile, bantering tone, and especially in the avid blue eyes, which just now
were looking him up and down.

She stuck out a big calloused hand. “Glad you came.” Her
grip was impressive, but Jason matched her, squeeze for squeeze and grin for
grin, till the pressure eased.

“Well, now, you surely don’t look like one of the boys, if
you get my drift. The ones like Quint here who can’t wait to fall at my feet
and lick the horse-puckey off my boots. You’re not one of those, are you, big
boy?”

“Well, now, Ma’am, I kind of thought I made that clear on
the phone.” Jason had added a hokey cowpoke accent to his lazy grin, playing
her game now. He was starting to like this hefty, hard-ass old girl, and the
twinkle in her eyes made him think it just might be mutual. Which could be a
very good thing. Because he needed this woman’s cooperation. Needed her to go
along with the desperate scheme he’d cooked up. And especially because, earlier
on the phone, she’d sounded like she was having some doubts.

“By the way, Brenda, thanks for agreeing to see me on short
notice.”

“I’m always ready to listen to an interesting proposition.
Besides, I wanted to see what kind of stud your Kelly gal picked out for
herself.” Brenda gave her chin hairs a thoughtful scratch. “Been a long while
since we’ve had us a real man up here, hasn’t it, Quint?”

Not waiting for a response, the big woman reached a fat
thumb and forefinger to caliper the thickness of Jason’s upper arm. Like most
bodybuilders, Jason liked to display the merchandise. Why else sport these
skimpy old muscle shirts? But he wasn’t used to being felt up like a piece of
prime beef.

“What do these big guns of yours go? Eighteen? Nineteen, maybe?”

“Used to be about that, I guess. But I haven’t been pumping
iron lately, Brenda, not seriously. They’ve probably shrunk some.”

“Not by much, I’d say. And I’m a pretty good judge of size,
horses and men. Makes me wonder what your other measurements are. Quint, think
we have a bridle and saddle would fit this big stallion? I wouldn’t mind taking
him for a nice long trot.”

The bawdy joke was punctuated by a braying laugh. But Quint
was actually starting for the barn till she reached and hauled him back by the
shoulder strap of his overalls.

“Stay put, Quint! I was kidding!”

Jason could feel things starting to get off track. He had to
bring her back to the point of his visit.

“Now, Brenda, you understand, it’s the other guy
we’re talking about.” He head-gestured at the Audi sedan. “The one in the
trunk.”

“You can’t blame a girl for trying.” She heaved a theatrical
sigh. “Okay, show me what you got.”

Jason popped the trunk as he followed her to the car. She
planted a boot heel on the rear bumper and leaned in for a look, forearm braced
across raised knee. “Well, well, well. Looks like we got us a special delivery
here, U.S. male,” she said with a low chuckle. “Not the first time, is it
Quint?”

Quintin had come up silently to peer between them into the
compartment. “No, Ma’am, it sure isn’t. But this one seems more upset than
most.”

Jason saw it, too. At first glance, their captive seemed
totally passive in his constricted, contorted pose. On closer look, though, you
could see the panic in Christopher’s wild eyes and dark fury in his ball-gagged
face.

“He’s not used to it is all, Quint. Once he’s been properly
broken in, he’ll settle down.” The big ranchwoman turned to Jason. “Quint’s
been moved around like this plenty of times, back and forth among various gal
friends of mine. Stripped and gagged and hogtied and tossed in the trunk—hell,
that’s standard slave transport. Reminds ’em of who’s who and what’s what.
Quint here never makes a fuss about it, ain’t that right, Quint?”

“No, Ma’am, I sure don’t.”

“And why would that be, Quinster?”

“Because I’m just property, Ma’am.”

“And just whose property would we be talking about?”

“Your property, Ma’am.”

Again she turned her twinkling gaze on Jason. “You see? The
boy’s learned his place, simple as that.”

“Sure, I get it,” Jason said, still wanting to move things
along. “So, Brenda, what do you think?”

“You mean about this cute little package you brought me?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Brenda reached down and gave a quick hard tug to
Christopher’s steel collar. “I’m thinking that’s a nice job of spot welding, if
I do say so myself. How about we take a peek at the rest of my artistry?” She
reached and this time yanked south on the waistband of the pink sweatpants,
baring the entire right ass cheek with its big, gaudy KS monogram.

“Now lookie there, all healed up nice as you please. Got a
lot better body on him than my runty-looking Quint here. You sure your goddess
lady wants to get rid of him now that he’s all prettied up like this?”

Here came the tricky part. Jason had to make his explanation
convincing, yet not too complicated. He remembered the advice he’d gotten from
a Hollywood casting lady when he’d auditioned for that Ab-Blaster infomercial
on which it turned out he didn’t even get a callback:

“Keep it simple, Jase,” she’d told him, “but make us believe
it.”

Here goes, he thought:

“Well, she’s not real happy about it, Brenda, that I can
tell you. Getting rid of him, I mean. She put a lot of work into training him,
years of work.”

“Of course she did. Even natural-born subbies like my Quint
need to be slapped silly on a daily basis and kept off the furniture, if you
get my drift.”

“But Chris keeps breaking the rules—his slave rules, you
know? Kelly has ’em all printed up in this big ring binder, and he knows every
single one by heart. But when she’s out of town, seems like he lets most of ’em
slide.”

“Give me some examples. Does he mix colors and whites in the
laundry load? Burn your toast? Steal her silverware? Does he tell you to go
fuck yourself when the boss lady’s not around?”

“You’re not serious, Brenda?”

“Hell yes, I’m serious. Why should she want to get rid of a
perfectly good slave after paying me good cash money to mark him as her
permanent property? I mean, he’s awfully damn cute, especially when you strip
off his pants, as I recall, and he’d make a good CFNM party animal to play with.”

Jason nodded, trying to think up some plausible sins to
justify such an impulsive decision on Kelly’s part. But Christopher was such a
dutiful drudge, it was hard to imagine him being lazy, or openly rebellious, or
doing any truly bad stuff. It was Brenda’s mention of Chris’ possibly stealing
silverware that gave him an inkling, which he began now to embellish:

“Actually he does steal, Brenda.”

“Oh? Like what?”

“Money mostly, I guess. My money. At first it was
just loose change I left lying around, then money right out of my wallet, which
I used to leave on the dresser. Just a few dollars here and there, you know,
probably figuring I’d never notice.”

Out of the corner of his eye, Jason saw Chris start to
squirm as in obvious protest at this outrageous fabrication. Brenda, while
keeping her eyes fixed on Jason, put an end to the squirming with a hard cuff
to the back of Chris’ bald head.

“You were saying? About the stealing?”

As Jason went on, he found himself not only getting into the
flow of it, but actually starting to believe what he was saying. “Afterwards
he’ll like run off and not come back for hours, spending the money he stole, I
guess, on God knows what. Sometimes I won’t see him till he sneaks back the
next day.”

“You’re telling me he runs away when she’s on her business
trips, actually leaves her property without permission, and gets away with it?”

“I know, Brenda, sounds crazy. Thing is, I can’t go running
after him or asking all around our neighborhood if anyone’s seen a, you know, a
bald weirdo sprinting down the street in pink pants. People would talk, rumors
would spread—maybe even right there in the condo complex. Kelly just can’t have
that kind of thing going on, not in her position, being a top executive and
all.”

“Of course not. But that’s easily dealt with. Quint ran off
on me once, believe it or not, but just that one time. After what happened to
him when I caught him, well, he’ll like to never forget, will you, Quint?”

The straw-tufted head shook violently, eyes shut in painful
recollection.

“You’re talking about corporal punishment now?”

“You think maybe I give him stern lectures?”

So that’s when Jason explained his reluctance to administer
physical discipline, which was actually true. How he didn’t mind telling off
Christopher, but drew the line at an actual beating.

“This lifestyle, no offense, Brenda, it’s just not my thing,
you understand? I just can’t see myself using any of those canes and whips on
his back and butt the way she does. And if I started slapping him around, I
could break an eardrum or even put him in the hospital without half-trying. I
mean look at him. I outweigh him by, what, forty, fifty pounds? And I’m talking
mostly hard muscle.”

“Yeah, I’ve noticed, Big Boy. But apparently you’re a total
wimp when it comes to using any of that lovely muscle on cutie-pie.”

“Yeah, guess I am, Brenda.”

“So maybe you’re the one needs basic training. Maybe
I should get your lady to leave you out here with me for a couple weeks. I
could toughen you up, believe me.” She grinned, and Jason grinned right back.

“Not gonna happen, right?” She shrugged. “In that case,
here’s what I recommend. Have your lady just give her naughty slaveboy an
ultimatum. Like, ‘If when I’m gone you ever run away again, or don’t do exactly
what Jason tells you, then it’s adios, muchacho.’ Got that?”

“She’s done that, Brenda. Lots of times.”

“Sorry, but ‘lots of times’ sounds like a toothless warning
to me. Just once, now that’s an ultimatum.”

“Okay, you’re probably right about that. All the warnings up
to now may have been toothless. But not this last one a couple days ago.
Because when he stepped over the line again this morning, let me tell you,
she’d had it.”

“So what was it made her finally decide to punch his ticket?
Give me some details.”

Chris fell back on the morning’s actual events, just giving
them a reverse twist. It involved Chris running away again, only this time
Jason told her he’d gone after him—walking, not running—and eventually tracking
the fugitive to the neighborhood Starbucks, hunched down in a back booth,
stuffing his face with a big gooey cinnamon roll.

“So what’d you do?”

“I told him—real polite like, you understand, not making a
scene—to come back with me right now and start in on his chores. Instead he
jumps up and heads for the exit, and on the way out he crashes into some folks
who’d just picked up their orders, causing a man to spill hot coffee all over
his little girl.”

Chris had started thrashing again, more panicky than before.
He was stopped this time by a vicious palm strike to the side of his head. Only
a muffled grunt escaped the ball-gag; but the flat crack of the open-handed
blow echoed across the horse pasture like a gunshot.

Many times Jason had seen Chris slapped by Kelly, and
impressively hard, especially when she was in full temper. But never had he
witnessed anything like the casual brutality of that whipcrack slap. Chris went
instantly slack, while Quintin shuddered and cringed backward as if struck
himself.

Brenda appeared quite unruffled. “I hope you didn’t let him
get away,” was her comment.

“What else could I do, Brenda? That little girl was on the
floor, screaming from scalding coffee, her father shouting for cold water. I
had to stop and help.”

By the time he’d finally reached the sidewalk, Jason said,
Chris was almost out of sight, but still running hard, and in the direction of
Kelly’s condo. Heading home, Jason figured.

“I guess he figured that, after everyone calmed down, he’d
get off with just another toothless warning.”

Only it hadn’t worked that way, not this time. There was no
calming down, certainly not on Kelly’s part. Jason’s emergency call to Europe
had pulled her out of a big meeting. She’d gone nuclear, he told Brenda, not
only at Christopher, but at Jason, too—for letting things get so totally fucked
on the home front. This was a nice touch, Jason thought, emphasizing male
incompetence, and Brenda seemed to relish it.

“Threaten to get rid of both of you, did she?”

“Actually she did,” Jason said, with what he hoped was
convincing sheepishness. “She wants the problem to go away. Forever. And she
wants it taken care of today, if possible. And if I can’t make it happen—with
your help, of course—she’s gonna think seriously about getting rid of me next.”

“Think she’s bluffing?”

“You know, Brenda, I’m too scared to find out.”

“As you should be. Okay, lucky for you she recommended me,
and I happened to be here to take your call. Let’s see what we can work out.”

“I mean, you can do it, that’s what you’re saying? Kelly
seemed pretty sure you could take him off my hands, one way or the other.”

“That’s ’cause I offered her to do pretty much that awhile
back. On a permanent basis, which would have driven poor Quint here crazy
jealous. Or even on a temporary deal, say a month or so, for intensive
retraining where I’d break him down all the way, like I done Quint here, and
return him, shall we say, in a more useful condition?”

“She doesn’t want him back under any conditions. Not ever.
In fact, she’s hoping you can get him ‘permanently placed,’ is how I think she
put it, with one of those girlfriends you mentioned before.”

“One of the members of my super-secret lady’s bridge club,
hmm? Could be. He’s quite a good candidate for our relocation services
actually, and a whole lot younger than most who’ve come our way lately. And,
lucky for you, there are at least two members currently looking to add to their
stables. If you’re sure that’s what she wants?”

“I’m sure. I mean she’s sure.”

“Because if we go that route, she’ll never see this boy
again, that I can promise you. It’ll be like he vanished off the face of the
earth.”

It was the exact phrase Kelly had used in describing what
happened to male captives of Brenda’s group. The ranchwoman continued:

“Officially, you understand, this group we’re talking about,
it doesn’t exist, and these ladies keep no records.”

The offhand way she’d said all this made it even scarier. It
was like these lady supremacists were Nazi camp commandants or something, who
regarded males not only as genetic inferiors, but as clearly disposable. What
was going to happen to the poor bastard if Jason actually turned him over to
Big Brenda and just drove away?

Don’t think about it! He chose this life,
remember?

Instead he turned his attention to a more practical concern,
especially with Jason’s limited resources: “By the way, Brenda, Kelly wasn’t
clear on whether or not there’d be a charge, I mean, for taking over his, uh,
custody, and then getting him relocated.”

“I thought I explained that to her. We’d do this as a simple
property exchange, just transferring title, no charge to either party, just
between us. Quint has a simple Quit Claim Deed somewhere in his pants there,
which I’ll have you sign and date on her behalf. As to what happens to your boy
after that, where he goes and who takes title over him, well, that’s apparently
of no concern to her, and certainly not to you.”

“Okay, I get it, and I can tell you she’s fine with that.
But why do I have to sign anything? I mean, if you don’t keep records?”

“Don’t get your ovaries in an uproar. It’s not intended for
a court of law. Hell, I don’t think the Quit Claim even specifies what property
is being transferred, you know, from the party of the first part to the party
of the second. But if your goddess wife ever changes her mind and shows up here
wanting her property back, I want that little piece of paper with your
signature on it, giving me all property rights free and clear. And I’ll
probably also want to show it to whichever lady wins the lottery. Now did you
get all that so you can explain it back to your lady, or is it too complicated
for your limited male brain?”

“No, I get it. It all makes perfect sense.” It didn’t
really. In fact, Jason was starting to get that queasy feeling again, but he
did his best to hide that.

Brenda turned to her flunky. “Quint, did you grab that paper
off the kitchen table like I told you?”

“Yes’m.” Dropping a quick curtsy, the boy dug into a side overall
pocket and fished out a folded sheet of paper, then a ballpoint pen, both of
which he handed to Brenda with another curtsy.

The ranchwoman slammed the trunk on the captive, unfolded
the single sheet of legal-sized paper on the lid and ironed it flat with her
palm before putting the pen in Jason’s hand.

“You can try and read it if you want—it’s standard legal
boilerplate, like I said—but be quick about it, ’cause I got horses to shoe and
Quint’s got horseshit to shovel. You sign right here at the bottom, then date
it right next to where you signed.”

Beneath a Gothic-lettered headline, “QUIT CLAIM DEED,” and an
official-looking seal, a half-dozen closely spaced paragraphs marched down the
long page, full of legal gobbledygook, followed by “IN WITNESS WHEREOF” and
Brenda’s stubby finger pointing at the place for him to sign.

Jason swept aside his deep misgivings as he had his concerns
over Christopher’s fate. “You want my actual name here?”

“You took hers, right?”

Jason nodded. “Yeah. She pretty much insisted.”

“Of course she did. We’re seeing that more and more, what
with women basically taking over the world. She had you do it legal, right? In
front of a judge?”

“Yes.”

“And a lady judge, I bet?”

“Right again.”

“So that’s just how you sign.”

He did as instructed and surrendered the pen. She accepted
it with a derisive snort. “‘How noble in form, how broken in spirit.’”

“What’s that?”

“The first line of a poem I wrote in college. All about the
inevitable decline of the male of the species, and the rise of the new
gynarchy. Now give me your driver’s license.”

Puzzled, but not wanting to slow things down, Jason handed
it over. Brenda placed the license beside his signature on the legal document,
snapped a shot with her iPhone, then returned it. Refolding the legal paper in
half, then half again, she handed it to Quintin, who stuffed it back into his
overalls.

“Okay, now pop the trunk again so Quint and I can complete
the transfer and send you on your merry way.”

Jason obeyed. Chris’ eyes were shut, his badly bruised face
rigid, as if paralyzed with terror. Jason bent down to help her lift him.

“Out of the way, Big Boy. I don’t need help moving my
chattel property.”

Squatting on powerful haunches, Brenda reached in and, to
Jason’s astonishment, plucked Chris up and out of the trunk as though he were a
ragdoll, then hoisted the trussed-up body over her left shoulder in a fireman’s
carry with the bald and ball-gagged head lolling down her back. She managed a one-hand
slam of the trunk lid, then nodded to Jason.

“Seems like we’re all done here. You can take off.”

But Jason had a last thought. “Do you need his papers?
Driver’s license, birth certificate, like that? She’s got ’em in a box
somewhere. I could maybe bring ’em around later or mail ’em.”

Brenda shook her head. “Tell her she can shred all that shit.
Where he’s going, trust me, he’ll have a brand-new identity. Come to think of
it, the gal I’m thinking of, she doesn’t bother much with names, prefers
numbers. Besides,” an extra-large wink contorted half the big leathery face, “none
of this ever happened, remember?”

“That’s right, Ma’am,” Jason said, taking his cue with a
boyish grin, “it sure didn’t.”

“Now, Quintin, did you tell our guest about the gate?”

“No, I, uh, I must of forgot.”

“Well, shit, Mr. Quint, then I’m gonna have to beat your
little butt big-time for that, aren’t I?”

“Yes, Ma’am, you are.” Quintin gulped before turning to
Jason. “It opens automatic when you drive right up to it. The gate, I mean.
Sorry for not telling you.”

“Not as sorry as you’re gonna be!” Brenda gave a chesty
laugh.

Leaving them to their fun, Jason lowered and latched the
Audi’s trunk, then climbed in and fired it up. He was about to put it into gear
when there came a flurry of tapping against the driver’s window. It was Quintin
again, holding a cell phone up to the glass.

Jason lowered the window.

“Madame told me to give this to you.”

It was Christopher’s, no doubt about it. An older model
iPhone in a pink plastic case. The same girlie pink as the sweatpants and
tennis shoes Kelly made him wear on outside errands. How in hell had Jason
missed the iPhone when he’d caught up to Chris in the condo garage and put him
down with a chokehold?

“Where’d you get this?”

“Madame found it in his sweatpants just now. She doesn’t
want nothing on the property that can identify him.”

“Right, I get that. Thanks.” Jason took the phone and
lowered his window.

He dropped the phone in the center console and began moving
slowly out the gravel road, looking back in his rear-view mirror. What a pair
of weirdos, Little Quint and Big Brenda. Not to mention the pathetic bastard in
the pink sweatsuit still slung over her big shoulder.

Once off the property and on the canyon road, it took Jason
about a mile before he found what he wanted—a long curve over a flood channel
without houses or driveways on either side. He pulled to a stop in the shade of
a big pepper tree, cut the motor, then snatched up Chris’ phone and thumbed the
Home button.

Please, God, don’t let him have called Kelly today!

All he could get was a black screen. Dead battery. Jason hooked
up the portable charger, started the car, plugged in the phone. A battery icon popped
up on the lock screen, a lightning bolt beside it. If it had been dead awhile,
no way Chris could have called out, but Jason had to be sure. Kelly didn’t
allow Chris to have a password, so once the phone charged, Jason would be in.

It took maybe three minutes to wake up with the home screen,
maybe ten seconds for Jason to check all recent calls, in or out. The most
recent one—to a local number, not Kelly’s—had been a week earlier.

Thank you, Goddess!

Jason cut the engine, climbed out, opened the trunk and grabbed
the tire iron. Crouching low behind the right rear fender where he was shielded
from passing cars, he used the tire iron to beat the shit out of the phone. It
took a half-dozen blows to turn in into bright shards of plastic, fiberglass
and copper. He scraped them all up and dumped them into the culvert.

A moment later Jason was back on the freeway, rehearsing the
story he’d tell Kelly. But first he’d send her a carefully worded text. Like: “Chris
is gone. I think he ran away. I’m looking for him.”

But not looking too hard.

*















CHAPTER TWELVE  MATRIARCHAL FAMILY
VALUES  PART THREE
In the dining room, they were greeted by Petra, with father
and son already standing at attention behind their chairs. The males moved
quickly now, Jonas pulling out Petra’s chair at the head of the table, then
Kelly’s to her right, while Theo did the honors for his sister on Petra’s left.

Empty plates and full platters were already on the table, along
with a bottle of red wine and crystal stemware for the ladies, who proceeded to
serve themselves, chatting as they passed the dishes to one another. Only when
all three plates had been filled and the females began eating did father and
son sit down, serving themselves quietly and with eyes respectfully cast down.

Now Petra poured the wine—a Belgian pinot noir—not
forgetting a few splashes for Sophie so she, too, could celebrate Kelly’s
visit. Father and son were allowed to join the toast, lifting their plastic
tumblers of water, as long as they did so silently.

“What do you think, Kelly?” Petra said between bites. “My Jonas
is not so bad a cook, so long as Sophie and I give him the recipes and they are
simple.”

“Because he’s, like, totally clueless at meal planning,”
Sophie added.

“I understand his limits,” Kelly said, “but the beef stew—or
however you call it—is excellent. My compliments to your chef.”

“Did you hear, Jonas? You must to thank Mistress Kelly for
this compliment.”

Jonas mumbled a thank-you without looking up from his plate.

“In Flemish we call this stoofvlees,” Petra
explained, “which comes usually, as you see, with the carrots, onions, mushrooms,
and also bits of bacon. But somehow I am not finding any bits of bacon on my
plate tonight. Yes, Jonas? You wish to make an explanation for this? I give you
permission.”

“Mistress, I am very sorry. I forgot this ingredient on my
market list.”

“Yes, I believe that was my point.” Petra returned her
attention to Kelly. “Even though Jonas knows how to make this simple dish for
us, he must to be very careful with it, because, for this special flavor,
always it is cooked in beer. Belgian beer, of course. But my Jonas is not
allowed to drink, or even taste, beverages of alcohol.” She smiled before going
on. “Jonas, please to tell our guest why your wife is so cruel to make this
rule for you to live under.”

“Because of what I did at our wedding, Mistress.”

“And what did you do?”

“I fell down dancing.”

“Because?” she prompted impatiently.

“Because I got very drunk, Mistress.”

“You certainly did.”

Kelly was reminded of a witness being led by a courtroom
attorney wherever she pleased, and here came a follow-up: “Now tell me, Jonas,
if you can remember back to when you were allowed to drink, what kind of beer
was your very favorite?”

“Stella, Mistress.”

“Stella Artois, of course. And was it Stella that you used
tonight for cooking the stoofvlees?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And, after using all you needed for the recipe, was there
any of your very favorite beer left over?”

“No, Mistress.”

“How sad! You didn’t save any for yourself? Even a tiny drop,
when no one was looking?”

“No, Mistress. I would never—”

Petra clapped for silence. “That is enough man-talk for now.
Now, Kelly, do you remember at lunch those bottles of Stella Artois I ordered
for us?”

Kelly nodded. “I’m not a beer connoisseur, but I enjoyed it
very much.”

“You know, the main brewing works for Stella, they are only
a short tram ride from here. This is the tram twice a day I rode for many years
when I worked there in the accounting.”

The dinner-table interrogation, Kelly assumed, was mainly
for her amusement. And she did enjoy it. Especially seeing Petra transformed from
soft-spoken, power-suited executive into unquestioned family matriarch. And the
fire was definitely back in those hazel eyes behind the owlish lenses as she put
her sub-hubby through his paces.

As for Jonas, it was equally clear how completely he was
under the thumb of his masterful wife. No wonder she wasn’t worried about bringing
home a glamorous female guest. Her captive male wasn’t going anywhere, not ever.

But perhaps just to be sure, Petra had changed for dinner into
beige corduroy overalls—the identical cloth and color of her son’s walking
shorts—but playfully provocative. Not only were Petra’s arms and shoulders
bared beneath the shoulder straps, but the loose bib revealed considerable side
cleavage. Just as surprising to Kelly was glimpsing a ginger tuft of underarm
hair whenever Petra reached for her wineglass.

Many European women refused to shave their armpits, Kelly
knew, apparently considering the look as naturally sexy and a way of enhancing
female fragrances. And a growing number of feminists in the US and the UK—both
LGBT and straight—were adopting the practice. Whatever the rationale, Kelly had
absolutely no problem with the trend. It just wasn’t one she’d be joining
anytime soon.

Petra was now proposing another toast. “To the rules!”

Kelly and Sophie joined in with a crystalline kiss of
glassware.

“So,” Petra turned to Kelly, “what do you think of them, our
household rules for the males? Especially the new ones Sophie has been telling you
about?”

“I approve, of course!”

“All of them?”

“Absolutely! The more the merrier!” Kelly realized she was sounding,
and feeling, more than a bit tipsy herself. Not surprising, really, considering
all the drinks she and Petra had downed over lunch.

“That is good to hear. But did you suggest any new ones for
us?”

“No. I mean, obviously your list will expand over time. I
started Chris off with only four or five hard-and-fast rules, and there’s a
whole notebook full now.”

“But she did, Mama,” Sophie spoke up.

“She did what?”

“Kelly did suggest a new rule. That we get Theo a
little apron of his own, you know, a cute one with gynarchic sayings on it,
like the ‘Girls Rule’ he has on his t-shirt. So I said that would be, like,
really, really cool. I hope you agree, Mama.”

“Yes, Soph’, I like it, too. But can you find one like this
on your computer?”

“For sure. There are, like, lots of places where you can order
your own graphics on t-shirts and coffee mugs and all kinds of stuff.”

“Then, definitely, order one like this for your brother, as
small as possible. But this is not really a new rule, is it? Just another fun
idea for us.”

“It will be a rule, Mama—if we make him wear it all
the time, like Jonas with his apron.”

“That is a good point, Soph’. But here is another new rule I
must to tell you about—and Kelly, too, you will be interested. Because this
rule, I think it will solve many problems for us, all at the same time.”

“Let me try and guess it, Mama!”

“No, let’s not play that game, Sophie. Our males are already
nervous, can’t you see? Let’s not fill their heads with more worries about all
kinds of rules that may, or may not, happen just now. Anyway, you will not be
able to guess my new rule, because it has to do with your allowance.”

“Are you going to increase it, Mama?”

“No. I’m going to stop it completely.”

Even Kelly felt the shock of this unexpected announcement,
but it was worse for Sophie. She seemed both hurt and puzzled. “But, Mama,” she
protested, “I don’t understand!”

“Have a little patience, Soph’, and Mama will explain. But
first I must to tell our guest how we do things now.” Petra turned to Kelly.
“Every Sunday afternoon, there is a family meeting where Sophie and I sit in the
comfy chairs with the males at our feet to receive their weekly reports.
Perhaps you do something similar?”

“Yes, I did this for many years with Christopher. It’s a
little different now, though.”

“I understand. Anyway, we discuss with the males how well they
have obeyed us during the week and if they have completed their chore lists, and
were any chores not completed or not to our satisfaction. Then, between
us, Soph’ and I decide what will be the allowance for each male, and I have my
purse on the table so I can give to each his amount for the week. Sophie, of
course, already has her allowance from me. This is done in private, ‘girls’
only, none of males’ business.

“But, starting next week, all this changes.”

“How, Mama?”

“First, Jonas gets up two hours earlier—at four o’clock
instead of six—and rides his bicycle all around our neighborhood, while still
it is dark, to deliver the Actueel, our local journal.”

“But, Mistress, you didn’t tell me any of this!”

“I’m telling you now, Jonas, and I’m for sure not asking
your opinion. Everything has been arranged. The woman in charge of distribution
here in Leuven is a friend, and she gave me the address where you go on Monday,
and the name of the man who will give you a stack of papers for folding and a map
where to deliver each one. Don’t worry, Jonas. This is a simple job that even
you can do.”

“But, Mama—” It was Sophie who spoke up now while the big
man remained properly silent, “what does this have to do with my allowance?”

“I’m coming to this, Soph’. This newspaper job does not pay
enough that I would need to take all Jonas’ salary, as I do from his cleaning work.
Instead, he will give these euros direct to you. Now, you see how this is such
a good plan?”

“Yes, I think so, Mama.” The girl nodded. “But how much will
it be?”

“My good guess, Soph’, is at least three times your current
allowance. So, even though you will now get no allowance from me, each week you
will have very much more.”

“But already Sophie gets more than me.”

“Really, Jonas? How much more, do you think?”

“I don’t know exactly, Mistress.”

“No, you don’t. And is it any of your business to know this
amount?”

“No, Mistress.”

“No, it isn’t.” Petra turned away from her sullen husband,
back to her daughter. “Now, Sophie, I want you to pay good attention to this
next part, which I like very much. It will be up to you, and only you, to
decide how many euros you will give back to Jonas for his allowance each week. You
understand this?”

“I think so, Mama.”

“I will go over it again, so you see exactly how it works.
Every Friday when Jonas gets paid, he gives you all his euros. Then, on
whatever day we decide, he comes back to you for his allowance. So, let us say,
all week he shows proper submission and does all his chores. But you have seen
in a shop a pair of boots you like to buy, or a new sweater. Or perhaps a
ticket to a concert with your friends. So, instead of coming to me with a
request for extra money as you do now, you just tell Jonas he gets no allowance
for that week and keep all the euros for yourself. Now, if Jones complains
about getting no allowance for that week, what do you tell him?”

“I tell him what I need the money for and why it is
important to me.”

“No! You tell him nothing, Soph’. It is none of his business
what you do with this money. Now, perhaps you see why this is good for you?”

“Yes, Mama, I do.” In the teen’s eyes, Kelly detected a
flash of feminine mischief.

“But this is not fair!”

All three females turned toward Jonas at this unauthorized
outburst. Unequal to their triple scrutiny, he dropped his gaze to his plate,
though his face remained clenched.

Petra’s measured response carried an ominous undertone:

“Jonas, do you want me to slap you in front of everybody,
including Theo? Or bend you over this table and make you feel my strap? Because
this is exactly what will happen if I hear one more disrespectful word from you.
You understand me?”

“Yes, Mistress Petra.” The reply was contrite, though barely
audible. “I’m—I’m so sorry for—for what I said.”

“I will say this one more time. Miss Sophie is now your
superior in this family. This is why it is to her you will go each week to beg
for your allowance. And why there will be more matriarchal rules to come. Many
more, until you have truly learned your place.”

“Yes, Mistress Petra. I do understand.”

“You are thinking, perhaps, that all these rules are punishments
for you. Losing your male privileges, one by one. And, yes, this is happening
to you. But there is a better way for you to think. How it is your great
privilege, as a lowly male, to serve not just one, but two goddesses. This is
how you are to think, Jonas, each day.”

“Yes, Mistress. I will try harder to think like you say
and—” The big man was struggling over his words, “and—and to serve you better.
And Miss Sophie also.”

“And we will be watching, Jonas, to see that you do. Now,
Theo, will you also try harder each day to be a better servant to your sister
and mother?”

“Yes, Mama.” The two-word assent, though faint, was achieved
without a stutter. A good sign, Kelly thought.

“Mama, perhaps I should apologize, too,” Sophie spoke up.
“For the way I acted when I heard you talk about stopping my allowance. Like
you said, I was impatient. Now I can’t wait till this new rule begins.”

“You do not need to apologize, Sophie. It was an understandable
concern that you expressed. I’m happy that you like this new rule.” Petra
turned to Kelly. “So tell me, do you also approve of my plan?”

“I think it’s masterful, Petra! With one stroke, like you
said, it accomplishes many things.” Kelly ticked off the points on her fingers.
“It gives Sophie more authority and saves you the time and expense of giving
Jonas an allowance each week. Plus, Sophie no longer has to ask you for an
allowance or for extra money for shopping or whatever. And—let’s see, what am I
forgetting?”

“I know,” Sophie said. “What about how it will help remind
Jonas of his lower place—especially below me?”

“Yes, that’s so important!” Kelly agreed. “From now on,
Sophie, I predict he will happily jump through hoops for you—for every penny of
spending money he gets. And isn’t this exactly what we were talking about
before dinner—how to make Jonas obey you instantly and without any stupid male
backtalk? So, now, out of the blue, your brilliant mother comes up with the
perfect solution!”

Petra’s shrug gave way to a lingering smile of satisfaction.
“It is like I told you, Kelly, at lunch, remember? If I just let my brain do
its clickety-clackety long enough, out will come a good answer.”

*

After dinner, the ladies returned to the living room, where
they enjoyed their coffees with a plate of dark couverture chocolate chips, another
Belgian specialty. It was about twenty minutes before father and son appeared
before them for further instructions.

“Have you finished your kitchen cleanup?” Petra demanded of
them. “Including all surfaces?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Jonas said.

“What about the floor?” the teenaged girl wanted to know.

“Swept and mopped, Miss Sophie.”

“And I carried out the trash,” Theo added proudly.

Petra gave the boy a small nod. “Very good, Theo. That is
what I like to hear. And now you may each have a chocolate chip—you first,
Theo. And then I want you—both of you—to change into your pajamas and come right
back to us, so you can say goodbye to our guest before she must to leave us.”

“But, Mistress, it is not yet six!” Jonas pointed at the
window. “Still light outside.”

This was more complaint than protest, Kelly thought. All the
same, he’d just been warned about further challenges to female authority.
Surely, at the very least, a face slap was warranted. But, again, Kelly was
surprised by Petra’s restraint.

“Jonas, hush now,” she said. “You are not being sent to bed.
Not yet. You and Theo may stay up till eight-thirty, as usual, if you behave. I
just want Mistress Kelly to see you both in your pajamas. I believe she will
find this amusing. Now go along, both of you,” a double hand clap signaled
their dismissal, “and come back after you have changed.”

When they’d left, Petra turned to Kelly. “You have seen
Jonas at his worst tonight, I am sad to say. Acting up and talking back. All a
show for you, I think. But when he comes back, you will see him as he really
is—sweet and submissive.”

“Really, Petra, I’ve seen this already. Despite all his silly
outbursts. I can see it in the way he looks at you, with total trust and
adoration. The way a dog looks up at his mistress. He really is your big
lovable pet, just the way you and Sophie so often describe him.”

“Yes, this is true. At his best—when he does just what he is
told, like a good dog—Jonas knows he is safe here and loved by us for what he
is, and doesn’t need to pretend to be our equal.”

When father and son reappeared, Kelly had to bite her lip to
keep from laughing. Their matching candy-striped pajamas were, of course, in
comically disparate sizes. “Jumbo” and “petite,” Kelly thought. But who was it
exactly that Jonas reminded her of, in that childish getup, towering over his
diminutive son? Of course! It was Will Ferrell as an overgrown Elf, one of her
favorite Christmas movies.

“Where did you ever find those father-and-son pajamas?”
Kelly wondered aloud.

“On the ’net, of course,” Sophie answered. “Not the actual
pajamas, you know, but that funny candy-cane fabric with patterns for sewing in
different sizes. Grandmother Pieters made them for us last Christmas. For our
males, I mean, not Mama and me! As if we would ever dress up like clowns!”

“But Jonas likes them,” Petra insisted. “Don’t you, snoepje?”

The big man nodded, but his cheeks were again inflamed.
Almost as red, Kelly thought, as the big stripes on his jumbo PJs.

“But what he really likes,” Petra went on, “more than
anything, is to be my good little boy. They are both my good little
boys, aren’t you? Nod your heads.”

The barefoot pajama boys, tall and small, nodded in unison.

“Now come here and sit by us.” Petra tapped a slippered toe
on the carpet. “Jonas, you sit by me, and Theo over there, by your sister.”

Father and son came forward together, as if drawn by an
irresistible magnet, to settle meekly, as directed, at the feet of mother and
daughter.

Petra reached down now and idly caressed her husband’s ropy hair,
then his fleshy face, while speaking in a kind of lullaby voice:

“It isn’t easy, Jonas, I know. Admitting how you are inferior
not only to me—which, of course, you have always known—but also to your smart daughter,
which you are learning more and more each day. But this is the way to happiness
for you, my big baby boy. And you feel this now, don’t you? On your knees
before me, doing what you’re told, trying your best always to please me? You
can speak now, Jonas. I want Mistress Kelly to hear how happy you are to be
ruled by me, and by Miss Sophie.”

“Yes, Mistress. I am happy, Mistress. For—all the things you
said.”

“To be ruled by me,” she prompted.

“Yes, Mistress. To be ruled by you.”

“And by Miss Sophie. Don’t forget that part.”

“Yes, and… and by Miss Sophie.”

“Now say the whole thing, Jonas. Say ‘I am happy to be ruled
by you, Mistress, and by Miss Sophie.””

“I—I am happy, Mistress. To be—to be ruled by you… and… by M-Miss
Sophie.”

On his knees, gazing up at his goddess with naked adoration,
the big man was stammering a bit now, like his son, but for a different reason,
Kelly thought. It wasn’t timidity, but an upsurge of emotion that was choking
his voice. Jonas was in deep subspace—the exact psychological state Kelly had
so carefully cultivated in Christopher to turn him from susceptible submissive
into helpless slave.

Now Petra was bending close and murmuring in Jonas’ ear,
while she continued, absently, to stroke his heavy cheek. Kelly, leaning
forward and listening intently, was just able to hear:

“In a moment, Jonas, I’ll have you put your head in my lap.
Because this is what you want, what you need. And I want everyone to see how
you are when we are alone. To see your total surrender to me.”

Then her whispered words became unintelligible, as were his
guttural responses. They’d switched to Flemish or Dutch, Kelly realized, though
a translation was hardly needed. What could be more eloquent than this primal
tableau of supplicant male at the feet of omnipotent queen?

With a quick swivel in her chair, Petra drew the kneeling
figure forward into the embrace of her thighs. Next, a guiding hand on his
ponytail brought the blunt head into her lap, exposing the slim leather collar
around the thick neck. Without further encouragement, Jonas’ face burrowed
blindly into the sacred cleft of her corduroy overalls, while the big arms
groped around her waist. Kelly watched raptly as, with a groaning exhale, the
heavy shoulders began to shudder. All the while, Petra’s fingers continued
their ministrations and her voice its soothing whispers.

After a moment, the matriarch glanced up and interpreted:

“Jonas has been telling me all his sorries—for how he acted
today. And telling me also how much he loves me and worships me as his goddess,
and… well, many things of this sort. And I am telling him how things will go
more easy for him when he surrenders completely to female rule. And accepts his
proper place, like he is doing now, at our feet. Where always he will be loved
and looked after. So long as he obeys us in all things.”

Kelly nodded, but Petra’s attention had already refocused on
her big pajama boy. On Kelly’s other side, meanwhile, Theo had his small head
in his big sister’s lap and was also being petted and whispered to.

Altogether, Kelly thought, it was the loveliest scene of
domestic tranquility and loving female authority and male passivity she’d ever
witnessed. It became even more poignant as the rise and fall of the big man’s
breathing acquired a quick catch and whimper, sounding oddly like a car engine
trying over and over to start.

“Come on, let it all out now,” Petra urged softly, again in
English for Kelly’s benefit. “Remember, you’re not a man any more, just my
little boy. Surrender everything to me.”

Given this maternal permission, the fitful blubbering broke
out into great gasping sobs, with convulsions that shook his big frame and
caused a tightening of his grip around her waist.

These were tears of remorse and gratitude, Kelly thought. Exalted,
slavish emotions with which she was intimately familiar, and which made her
think, inevitably, of her darling Christopher. And not only to think of him,
but to miss him keenly—and to want him fiercely.

So much so that, as the Brits would say, she’d just wet her
knickers.

*

“Look how happy they are!” Petra commented a few moments later,
after father and son had taken turns kissing the hand of their departing guest
before standing back to let the women say their more important goodbyes. “Your
visit has not only excited them, but let them make public their submission to
us. Matriarchy truly is best for males, isn’t it?”

Yes,” Kelly agreed. “And I’ve never seen it illustrated more
beautifully than this afternoon. Really, Petra, I can’t thank you enough.”

At the door, Kelly shared a final embrace with Sophie,
promising to stay in touch by email and be on the lookout for any and all career
opportunities.

“Merci mille fois!” Sophie said, gushing a bit. “And
I’ll try not to be, you know, too much of a pest.”

Kelly laughed. “Don’t give it a thought! We’re all family
now. Your mother’s promised to make me your honorary auntie.”

Finally, with the door closed behind them, it was just the
two dominant women walking arm in arm to the elevator.

“I am so glad you agreed to come,” Petra said. “You truly
enjoyed meeting my family, yes?”

“Whatever gave you that idea? The truth is, Petra, I envy
you for what you have. But even more, I admire you. I know how hard you must
have worked to create this—this—” Kelly made a vague, all-encompassing gesture.

“This ‘what’?” Petra wanted to know, pushing the elevator
button. “What have I made?”

“This ‘heaven on earth,’ that’s what I was trying to say.”

“Well, perhaps I have. And is this what you also want for
yourself? Truly?”

“Yes,” Kelly said, preceding Petra into the just-arriving elevator.
“More than anything. But, before tonight, I couldn’t have admitted this—even to
myself.”

“Well, then, you will have this heaven that you seek. I am
sure of this.”

“What makes you so sure?”

“But this is simple. No matter how different we look, inside
we are the same, you and I. When there is something we want, we go for it until
we get it.”

This was true, Kelly realized. They were truly alpha women,
she and Petra. Not just goal-setters but goal-achievers. And with her eyes now
locked on the next prize, Kelly knew she’d go full throttle till she had it in
her clutches. The way she’d gone after everything else she’d ever wanted.

Being named head cheerleader in high school.

Graduating magna cum laude from college.

Becoming the youngest sales and marketing director in her
company’s history.

And, of course, capturing and enslaving Christopher. And,
yes, even getting Jason for her trophy case.

“Kelly, there is only one question that I have. Considering your
super career, perhaps now is too soon for you to start the family?”

“That’s what I’ve always told myself. ‘Someday, but not now,
not yet.’ But that perfect someday may never come, Petra. Why should I wait any
longer—to start a family and have a daughter and raise her to know her special
powers over males as you’re doing with Sophie? I’ve got twenty-four-seven help at
home just like you have. Why can’t I do what you’ve done all these years, and
so wonderfully well?”

“You can, if this is what you truly, truly want.” The
elevator had reached the lobby, but Petra wasn’t quite finished. “But first you
must to decide, Kelly, which man can you make this future heaven with?”

“You mean, which one would make the better ‘Jonas,’ right?
And we both know the answer to that one, don’t we?”

Petra nodded.

The unspoken answer, of course, was Christopher.

A rogue male was a luxury, wonderful for fucking, but
useless for massive housework and endless laundry cycles. For changing diapers and
cuddling and feeding and burping and cooing to sleep. And all the myriad other
child-care duties that would be exclusively his on top of his regular workload
whenever Kelly went back to work after childbirth.

Not in a gazillion years could Jason be that guy.

*

The ugly little Fiat Panda was the first thing Kelly saw
through the lobby windows. It was right out front, a poisonous metallic orange
in the glow of the building’s coach lamps. As she watched, the driver’s door
popped open and Wally came scrambling out and around the hood. In seconds he
was at the glass security door, waggling his fingers like an overeager suitor.

Kelly held out her palm, directing the Uber guy to wait, then
turned to Petra.

“One last thing.”

“Yes?”

“Did you really expect me to believe all that clickety-clackety
nonsense about how your brain solves problems?”

“What do you mean?” Petra seemed genuinely puzzled.

“Well, by your own words, you set up that paper route job for
Jonas days ago with the idea of his earnings going straight to Sophie—and
tipping the power balance in her favor. Then you invite me home to meet your
family while your mysterious brain works out what I should do with Chris and
Jason. But you already knew the answer to my problem, didn’t you? You were just
letting me see what that answer looked like—a happy matriarchal family with the
females running the show and the males happily serving and obeying. A future I,
too, could have if I truly wanted it. But not with a selfish super-stud like
Jason, right? Only with a sweet sub like Chris. You had this all planned out,
didn’t you?”

“Kelly, truly, you think I would try to trick you in this
way?”

“Yes, I do.”

“Well, then, perhaps you are right.” Petra smiled
innocently.

As they exited the building, Wally stepped aside, making a
ridiculous arm flourish toward his buglike sedan. Petra paused in the doorway to
lecture him on which streets and motorways he “must to take” to the airport. The
bald Uber man nodded rapidly, but could not keep his eyes from the flap gap in
her sexy overalls.

Then it was time for a last quick hug between the women,
and, yes, les trois bises, the ritual triple cheek kiss which Kelly
suddenly found most endearing. Wally stood by throughout, holding open the rear
door and watching avidly.

“Now don’t forget,” Petra admonished, “you must to write me
everything.”

“Don’t worry, I will. In detail.”

Finally in the back seat, Kelly nodded into the driver’s
mirror for Wally to start the car, then told him to wait. Petra was motioning
her to lower the window.

“One last advice,” she said, poking her owlishly
bespectacled face inside. “From your gynarchic sister.”

Kelly laughed. “Lay it on me.”

“You don’t have to give him up entirely, you know?”

“Who are we talking about now? Christopher?”

“No, your sexy pirate. The one you married, remember?”

“Oh, that guy. What a colossal blunder that was!”

“To marry him, yes, I agree. But if you get this big sexy
guy out of your marriage and out of your home—which I truly do suggest—still
you could have him in your bed whenever you want crazy sex, at least until kids
are arriving.”

“Don’t worry, Petra. I know my options.”

After a last clutch of hands through the window, the Belgian
mother of two stepped back and waved, as the Fiat snarled away from the curb.

Kelly was really going to miss Petra, and Sophie, too. But more
than anything now, Kelly was eager to be on her way home and setting a new
course for her life. For the first time in a very long time, she could see her
future clearly, with both her males in proper focus and being used as they were
meant to be.

There was still much to be decided, of course, but of one
thing she was absolutely certain. Whatever Jason’s ultimate fate, never again would
he be the man in her life. That key supporting role would belong, once again,
to her beloved slave.

As the little car swung onto the first cross street, an
insistent buzz sent Kelly pawing through her shoulder bag. Let it be from
Christopher! was her instantaneous hope. Gone, for the moment, was the imperial disdain with which she habitually regarded her slave,
displaced by a rush of schoolgirlish emotions. Which gave way, a second later,
to a pang of disappointment as she fished out her phone and saw who the text
was from.

Not Chris, alas, but Jason.

She tapped and read the single line:

“chris is gone — I think he ran away. I’m looking for
him.”

*















CHAPTER THIRTEEN ~ THE TRANSPORTEE

Brenda McClintock watched the pearl-gray Audi disappear down
the ranch road under a tunnel of trees, then turned to the slave beside her.

“I believe they could sell tickets, Quint,” she said.

“Ma’am?”

“That big stud and Goddess Kelly. Superstud and Supertits
let’s call ’em. They could tour the country and pack theaters with paying
customers just to watch ’em fuck naked on stage. Hell, I’d pay to see ’em go at
it myself.”

Quintin, doubting his opinion was sought, merely nodded. Evidently
that did not suffice, as he was knocked forward with a solid thwack between his
shoulder blades.

“Well,” she prompted, “what do you think? Am I just a
hopeless romantic?”

“Yes’m,” he said, on general principles, as he regained his
footing. “Do you need my help, Ma’am?”

“With this?” She slapped the exposed ass of the captive male
slung over her shoulder. “Hell, no! Just go fetch us those big utility shears
from the shop so we can cut off these zipties and his clothes.”

As Quint hurried off on his errand, Brenda carried her human
burden over to the big aluminum shed, then lowered it easily to the concrete
apron outside the tractor doors. The captive male was still pretzeled backward
by heavy-duty zipties ratcheted tight through D-rings on ankle and wrist cuffs.
But the eyes above the rubber ball-gag were focused now, she noted, after
having gone blank from the heavy head slap dealt him earlier. Focused and
looking directly at her with—with what? Hatred? Terror?

Mostly the latter, she figured. It was the primal emotion
Brenda most enjoyed inspiring in males she’d rendered helpless, as far back as
she could remember.

Then she realized, to her disappointment, that she wasn’t
the cause of this particular terror. It was Quint, who had just come up behind
her, brandishing the big-bladed utility shears.

“Don’t wave those around, dummy! He’ll think we’re gonna
geld him. Look, goddammit, his bladder just let go.”

Quintin giggled at the dark-spreading crotch stain in the
captive’s sweatpants, but got soundly slapped for it. “Put down those shears
and sluice him off good.” Her big thumb jerked at a coil of heavy-duty hose
beside the tractor door.

Standing at parade rest with hands on hips, Brenda watched
her underling twist the faucet wide open, then tighten the brass nozzle to turn
the gouting spray into a liquid laser. To inflict maximum pain. It
wouldn’t be the first time her wimpy little mascot had shown sadistic
tendencies.

He directed the merciless jet of water at every part of
their prisoner, with special attention to his groin. The helpless male could
only writhe side to side on the concrete, eyes shut against the brutal spray.
While screaming, no doubt, though any outcries not muffled by the ball-gag were
being drowned out by the water blast.

After maybe thirty seconds, Brenda called a halt to the fun.
“Enough, Quint!” When the onslaught didn’t stop, she gave vent to her
full-throated roar: “Shut it off!”

Quint did as told, then turned, in the abrupt silence, for
further directions.

“Now use the shears. On the zipties first, then his
clothes. I want him naked lickety-split.”

A few snips of the big shears in Quint’s grip parted the
tightly ratcheted cable ties in a series of plastic twangs. Brenda watched with
avid interest as the drenched captive, suddenly released from his torturous
backward constriction, twitched and writhed in what must have been an ecstasy
of muscular relief.

How long had the poor bastard been kept like that in the
back of Jason’s car, not knowing where he was being taken or what terrible fate
awaited? An hour? Two? It wouldn’t be surprising if the runaway slave suffered
a nervous breakdown and was never the same.

And yet, a thoroughly broken male was the final objective,
however you arrived at it. In that sense, their captive’s extreme suffering was
all to the good. Which is why Brenda savored the frenzied scream from
Christopher’s throat as the ball gag was finally yanked free. If you didn’t
know better, you might take it for an orgiastic sound. So typical of the
unbearably intimate interactions between sadist and victim.

*

Christopher lay gasping with relief and incapable of further
movement or coherent thought. He had indeed endured more than an hour of
confined terror and torture in the car’s trunk with the sinews and tendons of
his back and shoulders at full stretch. He was too exhausted at this moment
even to fear what might come next.

Until, that is, he managed to lift his head—just in time to
see Quintin coming at him again with those huge, drop-forged shears. Chris
screamed, and kept screaming, as the cretin in bib overalls began scissoring up
the left inseam of his sweatpants—heading straight for his cock and balls!

Chris tried to roll away, but there was no escaping those
upward-inching metal jaws intent on mutilation. His screams reached
full-throated crescendo as the bottom blade made first contact with the steel
tip of his caged penis.

His eyes were shut now, and his teeth clamped against the imminent
explosion of pain.

Which did not come.

Instead, confused but still intact, Chris opened his eyes to
see the top blade had deviated slightly on its upward path, was past his groin
now and chewing through the waistband of his sweatpants. And not stopping
there, but proceeding upward through the hem of his subbie shirt and right up
between the big black block-lettering, “SHE’S THE BOSS OF ME,” to scissor open
the neckline just below his slave collar.

“Don’t forget the sleeves, Quint!” This was quickly done,
and the two halves of the t-shirt ripped away.

“Flexicuffs next, wrists and ankles! No, don’t cut them,
stupid! They’re Velcro! Just peel ’em off!”

Quintin scurried, Igor-like, to obey each new barked
command. After a few hectic seconds, the slave’s’ shirt, pants and
bunny-tasseled sneakers had all been yanked off, leaving him naked—except for
collar and cock cage.

But finally free, Chris realized with a panicky surge
of hope. He could leap up and run away! Make a desperate dash between them,
straight down that road where Jason had just driven off in the Audi. Scale the
big iron gate at the bottom somehow, then dash out into the canyon road and
wave down a car to get help. He might never have another chance.

He tried, with everything he had, to scramble to his feet,
but his broken body refused to respond. He managed only to lift his head a bit
before falling back in utter defeat.

It was Brenda who stood him up, nearly choking the life out
of him as she plucked him straight off the slab by his steel collar. She
maintained her grip on the neckband to keep him from swaying and falling, then
forced him to look up into her eyes. Up—as she overtopped him several
inches in her high-heeled Western boots.

Just now, however, her gaze seemed more playful than cruel,
the vivid blue eyes alight with girlish mischief. Yet this was the mannish lady
who’d used a welding torch on him and shoved a red-hot branding iron into his
ass cheek. The fearsome memories made him tremble in her painful grip. She grinned,
clearly relishing his terror. Without altering her smile, Big Brenda slapped
him. So hard it rattled his brain and made the whole side of his face blaze
with pain.

“That was just a pay-attention slap, slave. From here on,
anytime I give you an order, you do it and do it fast. Comprende?”

Despite Christopher’s mumbled assent, a follow-on slap sent
him stumbling sideways.

“And always mind your manners. You forgot to say ‘Yes,
Ma’am.’”

“Yes, Ma’am. Sorry Ma’am.” Standing naked before this big
ruthless woman, Chris felt the utter hopelessness of his predicament. She could
do with him whatever she pleased, that was obvious. Would she choose to keep
him? Was she his new owner?

Strangely, that was the exact question asked now by Quintin.
“Are you going to keep him, Ma’am?”

“I’m kind of thinking about it, Quint. He’s a lot cuter ’n
you, you got to admit.”

Quintin hung his straw-thatched head, and got it promptly
knuckled. “Don’t worry, Q-Ball. I’m just yanking your chain. We’re shipping him
out, tomorrow most likely. But while I’m thinking of it, did you get the key to
his cock cage from Jason? The new owner will need that when she takes
delivery.”

“I—I forgot, Ma’am.” The slave cringed for the expected
blow, but Brenda merely shrugged her big shoulders.

“Never mind. Just snip this one off, and we’ll put on a new
one. I think we got a bunch of little padlocks somewhere. Better yet, let his
new owner take care of it. Just put him in storage for now. Did you at least get
the dog cage ready like I told you?”

“Yes, Ma’am, all ready.”

“Good. Hear that, cutie pie? Time to lock you in your cage.
Think you can walk without falling on your face? Just nod, or shake your head
if you can’t.”

Chris nodded, but faltered in his first step before being
caught up again by her guiding fist on his steel collar. She held it there till
he’d found his footing, then shoved him ahead toward the big metal shed. He was
directed through a small door into the same cavernous tractor barn where he’d
been collared and branded not that many months before. Then was prodded on,
toward a far, shadowy corner and a large metal dog cage. The cage door stood
open. Inside, Chris saw as they got closer, a set of manacles and leg irons
attached to the vertical bars.

A spasm of panic seized him, and he managed to yank his head
free of her neck grip. Before he could even try to flee, he was grabbed and
spun back toward her. He raised an arm to ward off the inevitable slap, but her
reprisal was more fiendish. The big woman simply reached down and captured his
balls in her fist, then shoved her grinning face close to his.

“Next time you try to escape, Slaveboy, I’ll squeeze these
till they pop. You’re my property now, understand? Just nod.”

Chris gave several panicky nods, all resistance vaporized.
Before releasing her grip, she gave him a sample squeeze. He sank to the
cement, moaning in agony.

“Soon as you can move, Slaveboy, crawl inside. But make it
quick.”

It was at least a minute before the waves of genital pain
had ebbed enough for Chris to do as told. He wanted only to obey her now. By
way of further encouragement, her booted toe caught him square in the butt and
propelled him head-first into the cage.

“Draw up your knees!”

Twisting around in his throbbing agony, Chris saw what had
prompted her command. His lower legs stuck out of the cage. The wire frame was
only long enough for him to kneel in, or lie curled up. He hunched and scooted
and just managed to get his legs inside. She was directly above now, regarding
him through the roof grill.

“You can help us out down there, Slaveboy. Fasten those
steel cuffs round your ankles, then click ’em shut. Don’t worry, I got the key.
Leave off the handcuffs for now, so you can feed yourself.”

Chris hurried to carry out her instructions as she continued:
“I’ll get Quintin to bring you a sandwich after he does his chores. You can
piss into the straw, but if you gotta take a shit, squat over that little
plastic bucket in the corner. I seen Quint do it lots of times.”

The barred door swung shut with a resounding karang!
Grinning in like a complete sicko, Quintin hooked a thick brass padlock through
the hasp and ka-chunked it shut.

Chris was a caged animal.

“Leave him be, Quint.”

Big Brenda hauled her creepy slave to his feet by his steel
collar, and they headed off toward a small door cut into the big corrugated
lift door. On the threshold, the ranchwoman paused to slap a switch panel on
the wall. Up in the rafters, banks of fluorescents clunked off, one by one,
shrouding the vast windowless space and silhouetting the two figures in a small
rectangle of sunlight. They stepped through, pulling the metal door shut behind
them and plunging their captive into darkness.

*

Outside, Quintin glanced up at his formidable owner as they
made their way toward the stable. “Who?” he wanted to know.

“What are you blabbering about now, Quint?”

“You said you’re going to ship him out tomorrow. I was
wondering which one of the ladies is getting him.”

“Take a guess.”

“That rich lady over in Europe, the one who breeds all those
killer dogs?”

“They’re called Italian mastiffs.”

“Yes, Ma’am, but I can’t remember how to call her.”

“You call her by her club name, Baronesse. Got that?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Maybe what I should do, Quint, is ship you over
there, and she can help you brush up on your protocols. Would you like that?”

“No, Ma’am.” The boy shivered visibly. “But you’re saying
she’s the one?”

“Hell, no. Like I said, I want to move fast on this one, so
it has to be one of the local ladies. And there’s really only one who can take
on a new boy on such short notice. You know, with a setup like mine—maybe even
better—where he can basically disappear, if you get my drift.”

“Then I bet it’s that lady you said used to be in the
movies, way out in the desert? Where is it again? Palm Springs?”

“Her date farm’s in Borrego Springs. And, yes, Lady Daphne
is always in the market for fresh meat for her stable, and she can just send
her horse trailer for him tomorrow—if she agrees, which I’m pretty sure she
will. Which reminds me, here, take my phone and go back and get some shots I
can send her.”

“Will she want to see his junk, Ma’am?”

“You mean without his cage?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“No, Quint. Stop complicating things. His face and naked bod
will do.”

“What about his ass? You know, since he’s wearing another
lady’s brand.”

“That’s not a deal breaker, Quint. It can’t be lasered off,
but she can brand over it.”

“Ma’am, what happens to them, if I may ask?”

“Now who are you talking about?”

“Her old slaves. Like you said, she always has new ones.”

“What Lady Daphne does with her discards is none of my
business. And certainly none of yours, is it, Quint?”

“No, Ma’am, it isn’t. May I ask one more question, Ma’am?”

“Well, if you’re feeling really brave, give it a shot.”

“If he’s going to be in my cage tonight, where am I going to
sleep?”

“I was kind of wondering when you were going to ask that,
Quint. Seems like you might wind up in Big Brenda’s bed tonight. Maybe time for
a little pegging practice. Would you like that?”

*

An ominous silence prevailed in the vast interior darkness,
broken only by intermittent sobs. How had it come to this? How had Goddess
Kelly let it happen? Of course, she couldn’t know anything about it. If she
did, she’d be furious and come to his rescue. She still might, he tried to
convince himself. Eventually, conjuring her glorious goddess presence enfolding
him in the darkness, Chris began to pray, in between repetitions of his slave
mantra:

“Save me, Goddess Kelly! Oh, please save me!”

*















CHAPTER FOURTEEN ~ CHERCHEZ L’HOMME

Under ordinary circumstances, Kelly would have enjoyed the
persistent flirtation of the Aussie businessman now seated across the
first-class aisle just one row up. She was far from immune to the salon-styled
helmet of coppery hair, the predator profile and the sculpted torso under the
chambray suit coat. Not to mention the Crocodile Dundee smile that had split
his tanned and freckled face when, back in the Air France lounge in Nice, he’d
sidled over with an extra mimosa.

This mystery man from Oz, in fact, reminded her a little of
Henry Malcolm, the virile South African construction tycoon who’d made such a
big play for her the year before. And, of course, Kelly loved being
irresistible eye candy—not that she could really help that, given her
cover-girl looks, extravagant proportions and sassy wardrobe.

But these weren’t ordinary circumstances. Never before had she
cut short a sales trip. This was not exactly a stellar career move, especially
for a woman with high corporate ambitions. Under ordinary circumstances Kelly
would have finished up the final two days of meetings at her company’s resort
properties in Monte-Carlo and San Remo, then flown Jason over to Genoa for a
surprise holiday. Perhaps they’d rent a convertible and motor down the Ligurian
coast to Portofino and then kayak along the Cinque Terre. Or maybe just spend
all day, every day, in bed.

But none of those delicious things was going to happen.
Kelly was in no mood for a romantic getaway with her hunky hubby. Not now, and
maybe, just maybe, not ever. Nor was she in the mood to flirt with a sexy
stranger, even one with a killer smile and cleft chin.

Because, right now, there was only one guy monopolizing
Kelly’s thoughts, and, against all reason and probability, that guy was
Christopher. The all-but-forgotten slave who’d been underfoot all along, whom
she’d captured and married, collared and branded, then ultimately discarded in
favor of her sex god boyfriend.

But who she now wanted back. Back in her life and back in
her bed. And with whom she now wanted, more than anything in the world, to
start her own matriarchal family. Just like Petra Pieters had done with her
Jonas—loving him all the more, as she had said, because of his
limitations.

The irony was, of course, that when Kelly had come to this
blinding realization just last night, it was with the absolute certainty that
she didn’t need to get Christopher back because he was exactly where he
belonged, back home in her condo, doing his chores while waiting and praying
for her to glance his way again.

But, incredibly, that was no longer the case! Her
precious slave, obviously unaware of her remorseful change of heart, had
apparently run away.

Kelly glanced out her window at afternoon sunshine spangling
the Bay of Biscay far below. And found herself recalling one of Rhett Butler’s
many classic lines to Scarlett O’Hara:

“Well, my dear, it seems we’ve been at cross-purposes all
these years.”

Could that be true of her and Chris? It was sure looking
like it. Not that her darling runaway would ever say such a thing to her. Not
after she tracked him down and confessed to him, like Scarlett to Rhett, how desperately
she wanted him back. Christopher would always belong to her. No matter
how cruel and thoughtless she’d been. She had only to find him, wherever he’d
fled, then reassert her ownership, and he would fall at her feet—and crawl
after her to the ends of the earth!

But why, then, had he run away?

No matter how abusively he’d been treated, or, worse, simply
ignored, why had he not suffered and endured all this and more for her sake?
What right had he, a slave, to think there could be any future for him outside
her service?

The answer came to her in another flash of certitude. It was
simply impossible for Christopher to have run away!

Unless—

Unless he’d been abused or threatened by Jason in some
terrible way. After getting the explosive text that Chris had vanished, Kelly
had immediately phoned Jason and, in the course of her transatlantic
interrogation, asked that very thing:

“You didn’t do anything to him, did you?”

“Of course not, babe! You know I’d never do anything like
that. I basically just ignore the guy, like I’ve said before, and he ignores
me.”

Jason had gone on to explain how he’d scoured the
neighborhood—every street and alley, for blocks and blocks in every
direction—and turned up nothing.

“All I can think, babe, is he just ran off for some crazy
reason of his own.”

She’d hung up, dire visions swarming in her mind. Could
Chris have had an accident or been mugged, struck on his bald head? If, say,
he’d lost his memory—and his wallet with the debit card—he could be wandering
the streets in a daze or even wind up as a John Doe in a hospital emergency
ward. Or in a morgue. All his official documents—drivers license, passport,
birth certificate, high school diploma, and so on—were kept in her home office
under lock and key, obtainable only with her permission.

Okay, don’t go nuts. There’s got to be another
explanation.

The thing was to just get home, as fast as she could, and
get some real answers. Starting with Jason. He had to know more than he was
letting on.

Ignoring the latest smoldering glance from the handsome
Aussie across the first-class cabin, Kelly turned her attention to the seatback
in front of her. She paged quickly through a series of touch-screens to the
display of flight information. Their tiny airplane icon showed up halfway along
Spain’s northern coast, pointing toward the Atlantic Ocean and the New World
beyond. According to the readout, there were eight hours left before touchdown
in New York. Then, assuming she made her tight connection at JFK, six more
hours to LAX.

Where, around seven this evening, Jason would be waiting
eagerly amid the indifferent ranks of sign-holding chauffeurs.

Just now, of course, he’d be home sleeping. He’d damned well
better be at four a.m. in L.A. She brought up the home security app on her
iPhone and clicked through the video feeds to the Mistress Bedroom and a
wide-angle down-view from the ceiling camera. There he was, the grainy,
low-light image enhanced by the camera’s IR sensors. He was sprawled naked
across her bed, butt-side up on top of the duvet, the better to show off his
V-shaped, muscle-slabbed back, his gorgeous glutes and pile-driving thighs. The
cocky bastard knew only too well the voyeuristic thrill he was providing his
globetrotting wife whenever she linked in.

And, just now, more than a voyeuristic thrill. Kelly was
experiencing the familiar itch to impale herself on that heavily veined and
fully engorged cock, the one appendage she could not see on her iPhone
screen, but which she had no trouble visualizing in all its glory.

So much for her virtuous resolves of—what, just five minutes
ago?

Kelly blew out her breath and attempted to calm herself as
she clicked through the other surveillance views. Kitchen, dining room, living
room, office bedroom, extra bedroom/home gym, utility room, mistress bathroom,
walk-in wardrobe.

All of them empty.

Finally, with quickening pulse, the tiny guest bathroom
where her slave slept.

It, too, was empty, dashing her last frail hope. She was
looking straight down at the little throw rug where Chris should have been, curled
like a naked puppy on his little pillow and blanket.

Jason was telling the truth. Her beloved slave was really
gone, sleeping somewhere else this night. If, pray God, he was still alive. The
ache in her loins gave way to an aching emptiness in her heart. Where was
he? Would she ever see him again? Her face tensed, her eyes focusing
far-off. As if she was listening, hearing him cry out across the vast night and
into the next day where she was.

Crying out to his Goddess. And she answered:

I’m coming, sweet baby!

Her fierce whisper was lost in the steady
drone of the big aero engines, but it resonated in her heart. She wanted him to
know that the goddess of his life, though still a long way off, was chasing the
sunlight home at nearly the speed of sound.

Wherever you’re hiding, my darling, I’ll find you and
bring you safely home. I swear it.

*

Christopher couldn’t sleep. He was too busy writhing in an
animal cage while being tormented with visions of impending doom. After hours
of this—he had no idea how many—he began to panic in earnest, kicking
frantically against the heavy-wire walls of his cage. The bastinado
effect on the soles of his naked feet was immediate and excruciating, but the
cage seemed damaged not at all.

Until, that is, he uncoiled a desperate kick against the end
panel. Which buckled. Only slightly, but enough to provide a brief surge of
hope. Brief—because the thought of inflicting, and enduring, another crippling
blow to his feet, let alone a whole series, filled him with dread. As an alternative,
he tried his hands, then his fists against the weakened end panel. When these
achieved nothing, he began groping in the dark for something else, anything,
to use as a makeshift hammer.

The dark cage yielded only the wadded napkin that had been
wrapped around the cheese sandwich Quintin had tossed in before relocking the
door. Then, for the second time, Chris touched the plastic bucket in the
corner. It was way too flimsy to be of any use against the cage wall—or so
Chris had thought. Now he had another idea.

He crabbed sideways around on the floor till he was able to
jam one throbbing foot into the bucket. Sucking air through his teeth, he drew
his knee toward his chest as far as he could before slamming the bucket-shod
foot forward like a battering ram.

The panel buckled again. The pain, though intense, was just
bearable, and his outcry turned triumphant. Again and again he kicked, each
time with incremental results. After a brief timeout to recover, he switched
the bucket to the other foot and resumed his fusillade on the wire enclosure. The
drumming cacophony echoed through the cavernous darkness.

Would they hear the infernal racket in the main house, Big
Brenda and her slave, and come running? So what if they did? Chris was a
berserker now, gloriously out of his mind. Why shouldn’t he be, after so many
hours of panic and pain? With each agonizing kick came the grunts and gasps of maniacal
effort. The sounds of an animal in the throes of dying. Or the blood-curdling cries
he made whenever his Goddess took him into the remote foothills to be caned or
whipped without benefit of ball-gag, so she could enjoy his undiluted screams
echoing off rock walls and cliff faces.

But suddenly Chris was kicking air. The end panel had given
way. He was free! Free to crawl through the opening and escape! Which he was in
the process of doing when a heavy drag stopped him short. What the hell? He
reached behind and traced one leg-iron chain back to where it wrapped around a
corner strut of the broken cage panel, then where it was secured by a padlock.
He’d forgotten about that! And what if the end panel itself was still attached,
by at least one corner, to the rest of the cage?

But why should that stop him? Why couldn’t he drag the whole
damn mess of mangled metal behind him like a sled dog? If he didn’t take this
chance to escape, would he ever get another?

Gritting his teeth and grunting with all-out effort, Chris
lunged forward against the drag on both ankles. And rejoiced to hear the
screech of metal over concrete. It was moving! Again and again he lunged,
abrading knees and shins with every lunge, but gaining ground each time.

And there was relief, a moment later, when the cement slab
beneath his shins gave way to rubberized carpet. But that meant he was off
course. The cushioned flooring, Chris was pretty sure, was only along the
workbenches—and that wasn’t his goal.

He adjusted course as best he could in total darkness, then
started colliding with things. Big steel I-beams that snagged the cage, and
power-tool islands with cast-iron bases. Was he crawling in circles?

Finally he head-butted a vertical metal surface with horizontal
grooves. The corrugated lift door for the big tractor, it had to be. But inset
into that huge rollup door, Chris remembered, was an ordinary people-sized
door, the one Big Brenda had been standing in when she’d killed the lights.

Chris began lunging to his left, which he was pretty sure
would lead to the inset door, dragging the screeching wire wreckage in this new
direction. A minute or so of excruciating effort brought him to the vertical
frame of the smaller door.

Struggling to his feet, he tested the door knob. It opened—thank
God!—to a slice of night and a fresh breeze. But Chris wasn’t going anywhere.
Not yet. Not with this ridiculous land anchor padlocked to his ankles.

He closed the door, dropped to his knees and gave two more
forward lurches, dragging the tangled wreckage onward before getting to his
feet again. Now he could reach beyond the inset door to the wall where the
electrical panel should be, the one Brenda had hit to douse the lights. It was
right where he expected, with several toggle switches. Chris slapped them all
and was rewarded with a blaze of fluorescence from the rafters high above.

As his dilated eyes adjusted to blinding glare, Chris made a
fast survey of the shed’s spacious interior. The big green John Deere stood in
its adjacent stall and, closer to, the expansive shop areas, included benches
and worktables, tool-storage wall, welding equipment and free-standing power
tools. But his focus was drawn beyond these to a long pegboard display of hand
tools, specifically those for cutting. One of these—maybe those big
tinsnips—should make quick work of his ankle chains. That done, he could
finally get out the door and run, or hobble, for his life.

First, though, he’d have to drag all this fucking wreckage
back across the workshop. One last time. Hoping to save his throbbing knees and
shins, Chris plopped down on his butt, like a rower this time, and scooted
backward while hauling on both ankle chains. The experiment was quickly
aborted. With each backward power stroke, he was grinding his tailbone across
the cement slab. He went back to playing sled dog on his knees.

Thanks to the lights, he was now able to steer around girders
and other obstacles. Even so, by the time he collapsed on the rubber matting in
front of the workbenches, he had nothing left. His only wish was to close his
eyes and go to sleep. Let Big Brenda do whatever she wanted when she found him.
So long as it didn’t require him to move a muscle.

Eventually, though, he did move. Rolled on to his
knees, reached up and grabbed the handle of a bench vise and hauled himself
vertical. Just stood there, dazed and sucking air like a spent marathoner, And,
when he could, reached out again—for the nearest cutting tool, which turned out
to be a pair of bolt cutters.

They were probably overkill for the job, big mothers easily
a foot-and-a-half long with steel jaws as thick as those on pipe wrenches. And they
were. Once he’d fumbled the unwieldy tool into position, those jaws bit through
the chain on his right ankle cuff like spaghetti al dente. Ditto on the
other side.

Now he really was free!

He still had cuffs around both ankles, but no longer chained
to anything. To rid himself of these, he tried to work the bolt cutter jaws
between ankle bone and cuff ring, but it was no go. He looked around for a
hacksaw, or a hacksaw blade, saw neither. And a panicky voice in his brain was
sounding the alarm now, telling him it was time to get the hell out.

On his way to the exit door, Chris paused to stare at a pair
of filthy overalls suspended from a hook. Quint’s. From ten feet they reeked of
horse manure. Who the hell cared? They’d be a hell of a lot better than fleeing
into the night stark naked. Chris yanked them off the hook and pulled them on,
fumbling a bit with the straps and rivets. Then he switched off the overhead
lights, opened the door and slipped into the night.

The darkness was relieved by floodlights scattered around
the property. One was directly above on the shed roof; another off to his right
atop the stable; two more on poles along the fenced pasture. Farther down the lane
the ranch house showed a faint amber porchlight.

He became aware of night sounds all around. An oceanic swish
as a breeze moved through a dark stand of eucalyptus. A mournful, ghostly cry
from those same trees. An owl calling its mate? Then a different kind of animal
farther off in the other direction, like a mewling kitten. Which, on repeated
hearings, began to sound eerily human. Like the heartbreaking cry of an
inconsolable child. Rising and falling and, if you listened closely, punctuated
by effortful gasps.

Coming from the ranchhouse. There was nowhere else.

It had to be Quintin. Being caned or whipped by Big Brenda,
most likely. But there were no sounds of impact, and the cries and gasps were
too closely spaced. Even in her bitchiest moods, Goddess Kelly always allowed
him a few seconds to recover between blows.

Something else, then, a more rapid and relentless
punishment. Chris realized he knew what that “something else” had to be. The
image pervaded his mind, ugly and indelible. Brenda’s boy was getting it in the
ass, hard and fast.

That was one femdom rite of passage Chris had never been
subjected to, and he was thankful for it. Oh, Goddess Kelly had joked about
doing it to him, lots of times. And once, while leading him on a leash through
her favorite sex emporium, she’d dangled in his face a monster black rubber
dildo, her impish smile conveying the unmistakable message, “Now wouldn’t this
be fun?” But seeing his reflexive fear, she’d relented with quick reassurance.
“Don’t faint on me, little one. Your Goddess is only teasing.”

Lucky for him, as Kelly had gone on to confess, she found
the whole procedure, and especially the apparatus involved, more than a little
distasteful. “It’s not a good look for me frankly.”

Big Brenda would have no such qualms. It was probably her
favorite sport. Chris shuddered, imagining Quint as her helpless pillow-biter,
being pounded into human putty. But the longer they kept at it, Chris realized,
the better his chances to slip past the ranch house undetected and make his
escape down the exit road.

And with that urgency, he set off over the gravel as fast as
his battered bare feet could endure. But, after only a few steps, he stopped, pulse
quickening. Not from danger, but opportunity.

Down the lane to his right, in a spill of floodlight from
the stable roof, sat an ATV. Which made perfect sense on a working horse ranch.
The four-wheeled utility vehicle would be handy for hauling hay bales and
feedbags.

And for his getting the hell out of here.

It sure beat tiptoeing down the long gravel road, then
trying to scale an iron-barred fence with crippled feet. From what Chris had
heard Quintin telling Jason earlier, the entry gate opened automatically for
vehicles on their way out. Chris liked the sound of that.

Best of all, he was pretty sure he could drive it. It looked
an awful lot like the old Suzuki Quad Runner his father took to the lake for
zooming down logging roads and scouting out fishing spots. Sometimes he’d have
Chris climb on the buddy seat, telling him to hang on tight when they went
airborne over rough ground.

They should have been more fun, those weekends in the woods
with the Old Man. The silver lake emerging from blue shadows in the smoky mist
of morning. The savory scent of pines around the camp, the crackle of pine logs
in the firepit.

They had been fun, sometimes. But not when the Old
Man’s temper flared up. Swearing at Chris for being too slow hammering tent
stakes or baiting fishhooks. Then swearing at the radio, which was always on,
never music, just news and sports. Cussing out the G-D president and brain-dead
baseball managers who left pitchers in too long and batters who swung at
pitches in the dirt.

These painful memories were pushed aside, as he walked up to
the ATV, by an obvious problem. Okay, he could probably drive it, but how was
he supposed to get it started? Then he remembered seeing Quint fish a key ring
out of his overall pocket—these overalls. Yes, there it was in a hip
pocket, a small keychain with only one key. Kind of puny-looking for an
ignition key, but worth a try.

Like his Dad’s, this Quad had no cab, no bucket seat, not
even a steering wheel. Just a modified motorcycle with handlebars and twin
axles that turned the big all-terrain tires. Chris slid on to the long pillion
seat, placing his injured bare feet carefully on the footpegs. Then, puny key
in hand, he looked for the ignition –and found it exactly where it’d been on
the Old Man’s Quad, right beside the square-dialed speedometer.

With a key already in it!

So, what was the overall keys for? Struck by an idea, Chris
leaned sideways in the saddle, probing downward with the little key. It took
only a few seconds to find the insertion point—a tiny horizontal slit in the
locking mechanism of the nickel-plated ankle cuff. The key slotted home. With a
quick twist of his wrist, the cuff sprang open.

Houdini strikes again!

Chris lost no time in kicking the damned thing loose.
Seconds later he’d performed the same lovely trick on the other side.

Now to get this baby fired up!

His brain blanked on the start-up checklist the Old Man had
drilled into him—too long ago—but his right hand was already reaching for the
ignition key and switching it to “ON.”

What next?

His left hand began groping under the pillion seat, as if
sent there by old muscle memory; then, sure enough, it found and flipped a
little switch. What for?

The answer came in the Old Man’s gruff voice: “Don’t
forget to prime the goddamned carburetor!”

I didn’t, Dad!

Now his left hand was on the move again, up to the handlebar
and along the throttle grip to a lever tab, which he flipped up and back.

The goddamned choke, right, Dad?

Which put his hand in perfect position for the final item on
the checklist. The starter button was right there, under his left thumb. Chris
gave it a solid push, and the motor thundered to life. Well, not exactly
thunder, fortunately. More like the steady putt-putt of the trolling motor on
the Old Man’s bassboat. But loud enough, Chris feared, to bring Big Brenda on a
dead run.

Time to get the hell out.

But what about that parking brake on top of the handlebar?
It had been left in the “off” position—just like the Old Man kept his. “Don’t
bother with it, it’s goddamn useless!”

So what gear was he in? One way to find out. With his left
foot he toggled the shifter pedal forward, feeding gas to the two-stroke
engine. And nearly toppled backward as the little Quad surged beneath him,
spitting gravel as it charged up the lane between the outbuildings. Chris
recovered his seat just in time to swing the handlebars into the turn around
the barn, then aimed straight down the gravel road.

He was on his way!

The Old Man’s Suzuki had five forward gears, Chris seemed to
remember, and right now this felt like second. But that was okay, since he’d
need to go even slower when the exit road dropped into the steep switchback
that led down to the gate.

Better check the brakes! Under your right foot, remember?

Chris depressed the pedal tentatively. The brakes worked. So
well, in fact, that he had to give the grip-throttle a quick twist to regain
speed.

The ranch house was looming closer now on his left, a
one-story silhouette etched against a deep indigo that looked like predawn.
Still only a porchlight showed. Apparently they hadn’t heard the racket from
the ATV. But, as he drew abreast of the house, a second light flared on. Then
another. Shit! They were up and moving. Chris goosed the throttle, in
full panic mode now and heedless of the curve just ahead.

Behind him came a sharp bang. Was the crazy bitch actually
shooting at him! Chris ducked his head before realizing he’d probably heard the
sharp slap of a screen door. She’d come out on the porch, that was all. But now
came an explosion of sound—Big Brenda cursing louder than the Old Man ever had,
spewing pure venom into the night like a volcano.

Holy shit! He had to get out of there fast! And here was
that hairpin curve already, and he was tromping the brakes and horsing the
handlebars and leaning hard left to keep the Quad from rolling off the unbanked
asphalt and down the tree-lined slope.

He nearly lost it, the ATV’s inside wheels lifting for
gut-wrenching seconds before thumping down again on the road. Then he was
gunning the Quad down through the tangled tunnel of live oaks to the
iron-barred gate that would open automatically to let him out.

Except, when he got there, it didn’t!

Had Brenda thrown an override switch on the gate motor?
Chris had throttled way down, letting the ATV creep forward, praying every
second for the mechanism to come to life.

There was enough light now to see through the grillwork to
the dark-shadowed road beyond. And here came the headlights of an SUV with a rock
beat thudding from a big subwoofer as it flashed by with the fading growl of
the Bob Seeger classic, “Gimme that old-time rock ’n’ roll—”

The sound of freedom, just inches away.

If he nosed the ATV close up against the gate, maybe he
could climb up on the front rack, grab hold of a couple bars and shinny up the
last few feet and drop down on the far side. And if he was going to try it,
he’d better do it now!

The ATV was maybe two feet from the gate when he heard the
mechanized whir, followed by the blessed squeak of wheels along a metal track.

The gate was finally retracting!

But too damned slowly! Because Chris heard another motor
now—a high-revving, big-assed truck motor up there on the hill behind him. Big
Brenda was coming after him!

When the gate had rolled back just far enough, Chris shot
through the widening gap and out onto the canyon road. The freeway, he
recalled, was off to his left, maybe a mile or so. Probably the way Brenda
would figure he’d go. So he swung right, down the twisty two-lane canyon road
with hillside ranches on both sides. On impulse, he took the first turn, a
residential side road, gunning the Quad a short ways up a steep hill before
swinging around and pulling off onto a tree-shadowed shoulder with a peek at the
canyon road below. Killed the motor. Waited a long, heart-hammering minute
before a car passed.

Not Brenda, thank God! Wrong motor, wrong direction.

Five minutes later Chris was back on the canyon road, with
no idea of where he was going. Away from the McClintock Ranch and Big Brenda’s
Gulag, that was all he knew for sure. Definitely not back to the condo and
Jason West Sheffield, that treacherous, horse-hung bastard.

But did it really matter where he was headed? He was
free—for the first time in years, if you thought about it. And that was a
pretty damn good feeling, almost enough to overcome his physical and adrenal exhaustion.
He was giddy, not only the sudden joy of freedom, but the swelling pride in
having engineered his escape. Out of a cage, out of leg irons, and out of Big
Brenda’s evil clutches. He revved it up a bit, riding free with the dawn breeze
in his face, and started belting out the refrain from the old Seeger anthem.

A goddamned glorious moment!

*















CHAPTER FIFTEEN ~ THE GODDESS IS PISSED

Seeing Kelly’s name on the incoming call, Jason slid off his
barstool and walked quickly outside into the midday sun before answering.

“Any word yet?” Her voice was cut-to-the-chase urgent, with
no hello.

“Nothing so far, babe. Are you calling from the plane?”

“I just got through Customs at JFK. My connecting flight
leaves in half an hour. Don’t be late meeting me.”

“Babe, don’t worry. I’ll be there.”

“So, nothing’s changed?” Again the same question.

“Nothing, Kell, or I’d have told you. I kind of expected him
to show up at the condo by now, but, well, nothing.”

“Maybe he would, if he knew I was on my way home, that I cut
my trip short because I’m so worried about him. I’ve called him, Jason—dozens
of time—but it goes right to voicemail. And he never calls back. He’s got his
phone with him, right? Isn’t that what you told me? He didn’t leave it in the
condo?”

“I don’t remember what I told you, but yeah, I assume he has
it. I haven’t seen it around.”

“Did you look for it?”

“No, but—I’d have seen it if it was in the condo. He must
have it.”

“Then why hasn’t he called me?”

The anguish in her voice was naked and needy. Jason
struggled for sympathy in his reply: “I don’t know, Kell. I admit, it is kind
of weird.”

“More than weird. Jason, maybe we should call the police?”

“You don’t want to do that, babe, not at this point. Think
about it. They’d ask a lot of questions, write an official report, maybe even
come to the condo and snoop around. You don’t want to risk details getting out,
you know, about how we live—stuff that could jeopardize your career.”

“No, of course not. Don’t call them. I can’t think straight
right now.” There was a pause, then: “What’s that—that music? Where are you?”

She was hearing O’Malley’s sound system, Jason realized. He
should have moved farther down the block before taking the call.

“It’s lunchtime here, and I’m, uh, I’m at that new
build-your-own pizza place we talked about, the one across from the
dry-cleaners. Their XM Radio’s cranked kinda high.”

“You’re not real broken up about any of this, are you, Jase?”

“Well, uh, I—l realize that you—”

“Don’t pretend. You hope he never comes back. But I’m
broken up. In fact, I’m fucking pissed—mostly at myself, but also at you.”

“For what, babe? What did I do?” His tone—of
puzzled innocence—sounded convincing.

“I don’t know what you did, or didn’t do, that might have
caused Chris to take off. If there’s something you’re not telling me, Jason,
honest to God, it’s going to go hard with you, that I do know.”

“What can I say? That I miss the guy? The way I look at it,
you kicked him out of your bed fair and square, so why should he still be
skulking around the condo, spying on us? I gave you those estimates, remember,
for getting a cleaning service a couple times a week?”

“Don’t tell me my fucking options, Jason. I’m well aware of
them. Look, I’m going to hang up. You have my flight number, my ETA and
everything?”

Jason read everything back to her from his iPhone, complete
with terminal and gate numbers. “I’ll be early like always, babe. Believe me, I
remember the story about what happened to Chris that time he was late picking
you up.”

But she was already gone.

All in all, it hadn’t gone too badly, he thought, heaving a
sigh. A lot easier than that first call she’d made, right after he’d texted her
about Chris’ disappearance. That had been really rough, dealing with her disbelief,
then her raw anger, finally her wild accusations—which, to her credit, hadn’t
been that far from the truth.

Stick to your story, and you’ll be okay.

Jason decided against going back to O’Malley’s to finish his
Heineken. And say goodbye to the busty barmaid he’d been flirting with.
“Busty,” that was a joke! Compared to what? Next to Kelly, she was basically
flat-chested.

He put his phone away after checking the time. More than
twenty-four hours had passed since he’d offloaded Chris at the McClintock
Ranch. If there was any hitch in the deal, he’d have heard by now. Which meant
Chris was either in transport, maybe bound and gagged or even drugged, in the
back of some windowless van zooming down the Interstate. Or already locked down
in his new slave quarters somewhere, the property of another Big Brenda-type.

Hell, the poor bastard might never learn where he’d been
taken. Like what city, what state, even what country, judging from sly hints
Big Brenda had dropped. The sadistic sisterhood apparently had tentacles all
over the globe. Which, if you thought about it, was pretty fucking scary.

As for Kelly, she’d eventually calm down. Once she was back,
that is, and he got her in bed and started drilling some sense into her. That
was the quickest way to make her forget all this nonsense about Chris. Exactly
the way he’d done it that first night, when he’d made her his woman.

*

In Air France’s first-class lounge at New York’s Kennedy
International, Kelly put down her phone, then snatched it back up. She felt the
urgent need to call someone, but who? Christopher, obviously, but he was
unreachable. Who else then? She couldn’t think. Couldn’t think, that is, of
anything or anyone but Christopher. She was heartsick and on the fluttery edge
of panic.

What had happened to her decisive self?

With a quick toss of her feathered coif, she dismissed a
deferential young man who approached with a tray of prosecco flutes. After a
cursory glance, she likewise ignored the window-wall panorama of the distant
Manhattan skyline shimmering in the afternoon sun. Her dilemma was
all-consuming.

What could have happened to Christopher? Where was he?
Already dead? No! He was somewhere out there! Kelly could feel
his psychic presence calling to her.

But from where? Where could he have gone?

Though her mind drew a blank, in her imagination an
insidious image had taken shape. Christopher, naked and knee-bent, embracing
the nyloned calves of an elegantly dressed woman, his head in her lap, being
gently caressed. It was the madonna-and-child tableau she and Christopher had
enacted countless times. What kind of woman would dare usurp Kelly’s
matriarchal throne? Wasn’t there a code among dommes—lifestyle and professional
alike—to return runaway males to their rightful owners?

Yet this image, disturbing though it was, also gave a ray of
hope. It showed her darling boy being taken care of, not wandering the
streets—or worse. But, without access to the Internet, how could he locate a
dominant woman? Googling at the public library? But didn’t they block porn
sites? And even if he somehow came up with a contact name and number, what
action could he take with his limited resources?

No, Kelly decided. If he he’d found submissive refuge with
another domme, it would have to be a one he already knew. And that was a very
short list—with exactly two names. And one of these, Brenda McClintock, could
be instantly ruled out. Big Brenda scared the shit out of poor Christopher, as
well she should. That left only one name on the list.

Carmen Gallegos.

Had Chris fled in panic to Carmen—perhaps because of
something Jason had done—and been taken in? Or, worse, had the hot-bodied Cuban
seduced Chris into fleeing, as payback for Kelly’s having taken Jason away from
her?

Hmm.

But wasn’t Christopher also frightened of Carmen? She was
the one, after all, who’d literally shown Kelly the ropes—and the various
impact toys of the B&D lifestyle, using the wide-eyed, ball-gagged young
man as her whipping boy and bondage dummy.

All true, and he’d been terribly frightened by the muscular,
imperious Latina, almost comically so. But terribly excited, too—which had been
equally obvious and comical, since Kelly had insisted on presenting him to
Carmen jaybird naked, as befits an inferior male before a superior woman. But
really, what male wouldn’t come fully erect in the presence of Carmen
Gallegos, with her theatrical charisma and fiery temperament? She hadn’t become
a reality-TV star by accident.

Yes, Kelly decided, Gallegos could easily be the seated
madonna in Kelly’s insidious vision. Besides, it was the only lead she had. She
called Carmen’s number.

Which, after two rings, went to voicemail—sexy Spanish,
rapid-fire and Cuban-inflected. Which, after only a few more seconds, was cut
off by that same sultry voice in English, Carmen herself this time:

CARMEN: Kelly girl! How long has it been?

KELLY: Too long. I should have called.

CARMEN: So why did you?

KELLY: Chris is gone.

CARMEN (long pause): I’m sorry, chica. Really. What
happened? Did he, did you have a fight?

KELLY: I don’t know what happened. I was out of the country.
He just ran away, that’s what Jason says. No note, no goodbye to me. And he’s
not answering his phone, at least when I call.

CARMEN: Oh, shit. That’s tough.

KELLY: Have you got him, Carmen?

CARMEN: Me? You’re not serious?

KELLY: Things haven’t been so great for Chris lately, you
know, with Jason on the scene. I just thought he might have come to you. And—

CARMEN: If he showed up here, Kelly girl, I’d tell you.
Okay, sure, I’d like to keep him, and maybe chain him to my big brass
bed, but I’d ask first.

KELLY (a pause): I was pretty sure you would.

CARMEN: What about Jason?

KELLY: What about him?

CARMEN: How does he figure in all this? I’m picking up
something.

KELLY: Yeah, maybe you are. I never thought I’d say this,
but I’m thinking about dumping him. I’m serious, Carmen. Why are you laughing?
I thought you might want him back.

CARMEN: It’s the timing of your call, chica, that’s
why I’m laughing, not at anything you said. Because, yeah, maybe I would take
that conceited asshole off your hands—under normal circumstances. But,
like I say, the timing is off—for both of us. There’s no room at the inn, at
Casa Gallegos, for even Jason and his King Kong dong. Got me a brand-new guy.

KELLY: A new slave? That’s wonderful, Carmen. I remember you
told me about kicking Hector out.

CARMEN: No, he’s not a slave, not yet anyway. A new
boyfriend. A total gringo this time, no shit, blonde and blue-eyed. He’s
David, like in the Bible, and he looks like a superhero. Not one of those
steroid monsters like Hector, but slim and muscular, you know, like a real
athlete. Which you gotta be to be Mr. Ninja Warrior, believe me. Did I tell
you, he won this year’s competition?

KELLY: He got a higher score than you?

CARMEN: Well, not exactly, but he beat out all the other
guys. Then, for the last show, we went head-to-head, and David came in a close
second to yours truly. So, as part of the prize, the show runners sent us both
down to Cabo for three days. And, well, let’s just say we had a meeting of the
minds—and, you know, other interlocking parts.

KELLY: So I’ll say it again. Congratulations, Carmen. Sounds
like you found the right guy.

CARMEN: It’s looking pretty good, I gotta tell you. He truly
is a nice guy, David, and totally legit. Not in showbiz, if you can believe
that in this town. He’s a CPA who runs triathlons just to keep in shape. And
I’m talking super good shape.

KELLY: I get the picture, Gallegos. And I’m going to be
happy for you. Just as soon as I get Chris back and can think straight.

CARMEN: You do that, Kelly girl. And when he does show up on
your doorstep—your lost puppy, whimpering, with his tail between his legs—how
about we try and be friends again, what do you say?

KELLY: I’d like that, Carmen. I could really use a friend.

Kelly’s eyes filled the moment she hung up. But her tears
didn’t diminish her anger or her resolve. Whoever’s fault it was, and whatever
it took, she was going to get her slave back.

*















CHAPTER SIXTEEN ~ RUN AND HIDE

It wasn’t until he was out of the narrow, high-banked canyon
and into full sunlight that Chris got a good look at the ATV controls and found
the gas gauge. Or what he guessed was the gas gauge. There was a little dial
attached to the gas cap, but the digital readout wasn’t in gallons but “ohms,”
with zero apparently being “empty.” If so, his Quadrunner was running pretty
low.

But all Chris could do was keep going, as far as he could
from Big Brenda’s nightmare ranch. And when the engine conked out? Then he’d
just keep going on foot. On self-lacerated bare feet, to be specific.

But where, in what direction? The ultimate goal was to make
his way back to the center of his universe—to Goddess Kelly. But not now; and
not for another week when she’d be back from her sales trip. Until then, Jason
would be holed up in the condo, waiting to pounce on Chris again and deliver
him back to Big Brenda.

Or worse.

Because Jason’s next sleeper hold might be the kind you
didn’t wake up from. In which case, it would be his corpse that got dumped into
the Audi’s trunk, then tossed off a cliff somewhere.

And yet he was still guiding the ATV in the general
direction of the condo. Tracing his way through a labyrinth of residential
streets—mostly deserted at this early hour—that would eventually lead him out
of the valley, over the foothills and down into the coastal suburbs.

In his mind, though, another destination was taking
shape—O’Malley’s, the sports bar just down the street from the condo complex.
He’d been forbidden by Kelly ever to set foot in this neighborhood hangout
again after she’d learned how he’d blurted out intimate details of their D/s
lifestyle to a couple cute barmaids.

He’d paid heavily for that major indiscretion, as he’d
deserved. “When you’re exposed before other women as my chattel slave,” his
Goddess had screamed between fiery strikes of her whippy cane, “I’ll be
the one to do it, not you!”

After that beating, Chris had been unable to sit for days,
and his abject contrition had lasted for weeks. All the same, he’d never
forgotten the fluttery excitement of that long ago tipsy afternoon in
O’Malley’s. The way the young women, their eyes alight, had listened to his
shameful revelations with ever-increasing interest. How bold their questions
had become, seeking to extract more and more embarrassing details of his flunky,
kinky lifestyle.

Did he actually do all the housework? All the laundry and
cooking? Did his bossy wife even make him scrub the toilet? Did she scold him
and punish him for sloppy work? Was it kind of like Fifty Shades, only
in reverse? Was he tied up? And spanked? And did he actually cry? Did she hold
out on sex sometimes, or even make him beg for it?

Chris’ responses—unqualified “yesses” to everything—had
further inflamed their avid curiosity. They’d taken turns teasing him, tossing
their heads and talking down to him: “Maybe you should get your butt back to
your wife’s condo,” the one called Leslie had taunted, “and get busy scrubbing
her floors!”

“Yeah,” her foxy friend Raynette had chimed in. “Better get
your cute little butt in gear!”

It was that one, Raynette, who Chris was thinking about now.
Raynette Jones, doll-faced, doe-eyed and mocha-colored. He’d never forgotten
her parting comment as he turned to leave, in response to their playful command
to get back to his chores and his domme wife:

“Hey, if she ever gets tired of you, check back with me.
I’m thinking seriously about trading my boyfriend in for a newer model, and I
might like to take you for a test drive.”

Raynette had a boyfriend! Shit, Chris had forgotten about
that. But maybe she’d dumped the guy by now. Besides, who else could he turn
to? Where else could he go? If she was working the lunch shift today, she ought
to be showing up at O’Malley’s around ten-thirty. It was maybe six now, so he
had four hours to get there. Even if her boyfriend was still on the scene,
she’d still be sympathetic to his plight, he thought. Maybe enough to come up
with a place he could sleep and get cleaned up. Even loan him a few bucks or
find him some clothes.

And if the boyfriend wasn’t around? Well, then, maybe
Raynette would take him for that promised “test drive.” Allow him to stay with
her in exchange for cooking and cleaning and all the rest of it. In which case,
he wouldn’t need clothes. Not if she kept him as her naked, full-time slave. At
least until Kelly came back from her sales trip.

Chris was getting delusional now, he realized. One part of
his submissive reverie rang true, however. He needed a woman to rule over him.
Not a mannish she-ogre like Brenda McClintock, God no! But a real woman, as
much like Goddess Kelly as possible. Now that the initial euphoria of his
amazing escape from the ranch had worn off, he found himself facing the stark
reality of being a free man. The prospect, frankly, made him panicky. Without a
female owner to serve and obey, he’d be lost.

But first things first. Right now everything depended on the
Quad puttering along another few hours in whatever dumb gear this was and
getting him over these hills and all the way to O’Malley’s. And on not being
stopped for looking like a homeless weirdo on a stolen vehicle with bare feet
and no helmet, both of which could probably get him ticketed. And gas wasn’t
the only fuel in short supply. Except for that crummy cheese sandwich, Chris
had been running on nothing but adrenaline the last twenty-four hours, and his
reserves were all but gone.

*

He reached O’Malley’s by nine-forty, according to the clocks
in a jewelry store window he walked by. He’d done the last two blocks on his injured
feet after the ATV had sputtered and gasped its last. The street entrance to
the sports bar was closed, the big neon shamrock dark. He went around to the
parking lot and found it empty. Someone would show up soon, he figured. But
Chris couldn’t loiter around back here, looking the way he did. Not with cops likely
cruising the alleys.

There was a dumpster in a bricked-in setback between two
buildings. If he could worm his way behind it, and maybe flatten a cardboard
box to lie on, he could hide and watch for Raynette. The only problem with Chris’
plan was that, the moment he stretched out in his hidey hole, he fell into
exhausted sleep.

*

He was awakened by a rumble of thunder. Not distant, but right
on top of him. Chris opened his eyes, his mind a terrified blank. He was in a
parking lot, looking out from ground level, watching a dumpster being rolled
away, then yanked upward by the front forks of a behemoth garbage truck not
thirty feet away, then emptied and slammed down onto the asphalt, where it was
grabbed and spun by a burly man in overalls—and shoved directly toward Chris.

He had to move—fast!

He scrambled to his feet, but slipped and fell on the
sliding stack of flattened cardboard. He managed to leap away scant seconds
before the huge metal bin crashed back into its niche.

“Sorry, baldy,” the sanitation worker called back as he
turned for the truck. “Didn’t expect to find a two-legged cockroach back
there.”

Chris stood there, reeling from this latest shock as the
trash truck labored away. There were a handful of cars in the lot now, and from
O’Malley’s back door a rhythmic bass was thudding. Was the bar open for
business? If so, Raynette Jones could be inside right now.

But he couldn’t just walk in. Not looking like he did.

A pickup roared into the lot and stopped with a yelp of
tires. A leggy, bluejeaned blonde dropped from the jacked-up cab and walked,
ponytail swinging, toward the back door. She threw Chris a glance as she
passed.

“We’re not open yet, sugar. Come back at eleven-thirty, but
not like that. No shoes, no service, no shit.”

“I-I just want to get a message to somebody. Raynete Jones.
Do you know if she’s working today?”

The blonde girl paused, hand on doorknob. “She know you,
hon’? You some kind of a stalker maybe?”

“No, Ma’am. I know I look kind of weird right now, but
she’ll remember me. If you can just—”

“Hang on. I gotta clock in.”

The girl vanished, the door latching behind her. Chris did
as told, glad for a female directive to obey, even though the hot asphalt was
already taking a toll on his injured feet. He saw a narrow band of shade closer
to the building and moved into it. The sound system inside had gone country, a
cowboy’s nasal lament. Then the back door swung open, and Raynette Jones was
standing there.

She was every bit as cute as Chris remembered, with her
doll-plump face and flawless mocha skin. She was tucked, above and below, into
the standard O’Malley’s barmaid uniform, tight croptop and green satin
short-shorts. But those soulful brown eyes just now were slitted in suspicion,
and the button nose wrinkled as if picking up the stench from Quint’s overalls.

“Get lost, freak!”

The command had boomed out from behind her. Chris squinted
into the shadowed doorway. A big black bouncer was standing there, Popeye arms
folded across a massive chest. “You heard me, freak. The lady’s got nothing to
say to you, now or ever, so buzz off.”

Chris backed away from the door. “Sorry, I—I, uh, can I just
ask Raynette a question?”

“What do you want?” she said.

“I’m the—uh, the ‘Fifty Shades’ guy. In reverse, remember? I
was telling you and Leslie about my bossy wife and—“

“I warned you, freak!”

“Wait, Lester. I actually do know this guy. And he’s like
totally harmless. Just give us a minute, okay?”

“Not a good idea, Ray.”

“So stay right there, Lester, and keep an eye on me.”

“Okay, make it quick. We gotta get set up.”

Lester remained in the shadowed doorway, scowling, as
Raynette stepped out into the sunlight.

“Christopher, that’s right, isn’t it?” Her look had
softened, her voice sympathetic now. Chris nodded.

“I didn’t recognize you with your head shaved. Your wife did
that to you?” Again he nodded. “And that?” Raynette touched the hollow at the
base of her own throat while pointing at his. “That metal collar. She put that
on you?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, your turn. Go ahead and ask me your big question.”
When Chris continued to hesitate, she looked puzzled, then slightly annoyed.
“Look, you came to me, remember? What’s your deal? Are you in trouble?
Do you need help?”

Finally, the dam burst and Chris found his voice. Ignoring
the dark glare from inside the doorway, and fixating only on the sympathetic
gaze of the sweet-faced barmaid, he began to tell her everything that was in
his troubled heart. Everything came out at once, in a hopeless jumble—from Jason’s
long history of cruelties to the overnight terrors on Big Brenda’s ranch,
culminating in his desperate escape. After a few moments, it was plain to see,
from the confusion on Raynette’s face, that he’d made a total mess of his
opportunity. He broke off and began to stammer hopelessly.

But she moved closer, put a comforting hand on his
shuddering shoulder and spoke softly, “It’s okay, sweetie.”

That’s when he began to cry.

“Hey, now,” she said, “it’s gonna be all right. Just stay
here, and I’ll be right back.”

Chris gulped and nodded, struggling to get a grip on his
childish emotions.

“Like I said,” she was telling the bouncer now. “He’s like a
friend of a friend, just down on his luck.”

Raynette went inside, and the door closed. Chris stood
there, feeling not at all like a guy just down on his luck. More like a stray
dog begging for scraps at the back-door. Then the door reopened and she was
beside him again and handing him a hot pizza box, individual size. “I reheated
a couple slices of last night’s pepperoni and grabbed you a Coke. Lester’s only
giving me five minutes, so we have to make this like really quick. C’mon!”

Chris hurried in her wake toward a nearby cluster of cars.
Hers chirped when she pointed her keys, a bird-spattered Mini Cooper with bumblebee
stripes down the yellow hood.

“Get in,” she said, making for the driver’s door.

The instant he was in beside her, she scooted the Mini off
the lot, down to the end of the block, then around the corner and into a
municipal parking structure. She wound up and around several levels before
ducking into a diagonal slot and killing the engine.

“So here’s the deal,” she said, turning to him. “I’m taking
the keys and going back to work now. You can stay right here till I get back. I
lowered the windows so you’ll get some air, and you’ve got shade here. Plus you
got the pizza and the drink. If you gotta go, there’s a bathroom down on street
level right by the elevator. If you wanna sleep, you can curl up in back. It’s
pretty tight, but you can fit. But when you’re sitting up here, maybe you
should scrunch down if you hear cars coming. Let’s see, what else? I should be
back around three, three-thirty. If you’re still here, I’ll take you to my
place and get you cleaned up and—well, we’ll talk about what comes after that.
No promises, you understand, sweetie?”

Chris nodded solemnly. “Th-thank you so much, Raynette!
I-I—”

“Don’t start! You can grovel later and kiss my adorable
toes—if that’s what turns you on.” She brought out a Hello Kitty coin purse and
from its hot-pink, faux-leather jaws extracted two crumpled fives and three
ones.

“It’s all I got for you, hon’. Keep it or spend it,
whatever. Hey, you can even pay me back someday, which, believe me, will be a
first from a guy.” She gave a bark of harsh laughter, then reached and wrapped
her small fingers around his steel collar and tugged him close, looking into
his eyes point blank.

“I really do want to help you,” she said softly. “So wait
for me, sweetie, okay?”

Chris gulped and nodded, barely able to fight off tears. It
was the second or third time she’d called him “sweetie.” Goddess Kelly used to
call him that a lot, but not lately. This girl was completely different, of
course. Trim and tidy compared to all of Kelly’s voluptuous abundance. And she
moved like a gymnast, he noted, watching her prance away, head high, shoulders
back, hips asway.

Not that he’d forgotten his Goddess or ever would. But his
Goddess had forgotten him, hadn’t she? Would she even miss him or care
that he’d run off? Maybe not. And if that was the case, then he truly was like
a stray dog. One who desperately needed rescuing by a sympathetic female willing
to be his new owner. Could Raynette Jones be that special person for him? She
seemed kind of willing.

However it turned out, Christopher had more immediate needs.
He pried open the pizza box and devoured the slices of microwaved pepperoni.
They tasted glorious.

*

Raynette lived in a stucco bungalow, the middle of three
from the surviving side of a long-ago motor court. There was even a defunct
wishing well out front, though Chris didn’t see any of that till later. She’d
kept him curled in back under a beach blanket during the twenty-minute ride
from O’Malley’s. Which was a lot better than being tied up, gagged and thrown
in the back of Jason’s car.

Raynette’s precautions continued on arrival. She made him
wait under the sandy blanket while she went inside to look around. “Mitch
hasn’t been back since I threw his shit out,” she explained when she came back.
“Which was like a week ago. But I had to be sure the sumbitch wasn’t lurking anywhere
around. He can get like totally crazy.”

Not a comforting image, Chris thought as he followed those
saucy hips up one step and through the doorway.

Inside was a motel-room-sized girl cave, darkened by drawn
drapes. Not till she switched on a standing lamp could Chris appreciate the
extent of the clutter. It looked like she’d turned the place upside-down in the
process of throwing her boyfriend’s stuff out. Clothing was everywhere, all of
it hers as far as he could tell. Garments spilled out of shopping bags and partially
escaped from dresser drawers, were stacked on tables, thrown over chairbacks
and were strewn across the floor along with mismatched shoes. A back-corner
kitchenette was also buried under debris, a small sink heaped with cups and
plates and an upside-down saucepan.

Chris wasn’t inventorying the clutter out of idle curiosity.
He was calculating where to start, and in what sequence to continue, were he to
clean Raynette’s entire place from top to bottom. This was, after all, what
he’d been trained to do. In the great scheme of things, his proper function was
always to serve the superior female. He had been taught this by his
goddess—over many years and in a great many uncompromising ways—and had come
fully to accept it.

But Raynette had another priority in mind. “First thing, hon’,
is get you out of those filthy farmer jeans. The they’re going straight into
the dumpster at arm’s length, believe me.”

“Is there, uh, a place where I could change?” he asked,
looking around.

“You’re kidding, right? You want privacy—to drop your
drawers?” Raynette shook her head in amused disbelief. “Weren’t you telling me
and Leslie how that bossy wife of yours kept you bare-ass naked all the time,
just for the fun of it?”

“Yes.”

“Hey, aren’t you supposed to say, like, ‘Yes, Ma’am’?
Wasn’t that how you answered me and Leslie’s questions that time?”

“Yes, Ma’am, it probably was. Sorry, Ma’am.”

“Yeah, I could get used to that.” Raynette proceeded to fold
her soft brown arms and give him a pretend scowl, thankfully not at all like
Lester, the bar bouncer’s. “So imagine I’m your bossy wife and get naked
for me.”

Chris’ reflexive embarrassment vanished in a flash. It could
not possibly withstand the wave of submissive arousal that swept over him as
the playful barmaid tapped her little foot imperiously, urging instant
compliance with her command. In a flurry of obedience, he unloosed the straps
of the dirt-and-dung-caked overalls and let the foul garment fall to his feet,
revealing his nakedness before the lovely chocolate brown girl in her green
satin shorts and snug crop top.

Of course, he was not completely naked, as Raynette
was clearly taking note of. “Now there’s something a girl doesn’t see
every day,” she said, lowering her gaze to the stainless-steel coil that
encaged his penis. “Honest to God, sweetie, you’re the first guy I’ve ever seen
with his junk all locked up.”

She walked straight up to him, pausing only to snag the
puddled overalls with one sports shoe and send them sliding off to the nearest
corner. “So tell me, little man, are you getting hard down there for Raynette?
Or, should I say, trying to get hard?”

“Yes, Ma’am.” Behind her playfulness, Chris could sense the
sweet-faced barmaid seriously trying out her dominant powers, perhaps for the
first time. Used on him, he thought, she would find those powers to be almost
unlimited.

“But doesn’t it kind of hurt when you can’t—get hard,
I mean? Yes, you’re nodding? So, like, the hornier you get, the worse it is for
you, is that about the size of it?” Giggling at her word play, she took hold of
his cock cage. “That’s kind of hot, you got to admit. Not for you so much, but
for the girl, having that kind of power over a guy. Especially if she has the
key to that itty-bitty padlock, right?” She gave a forefinger flick to the
locking mechanism. “Because I’m thinking it would be really fun to take you out
and play with you and make you like totally hard. And then say, ‘Sorry,
sweetums, not tonight. Maybe next Tuesday—if you’re very, very good.’ Then I’d
ice you down and lock you up again and maybe even kiss away your tears of
frustration. Wouldn’t that be fun? Hmm? Remember, now, you’re supposed to say
‘Yes, Ma’am.’”

He did so.

“So, tell me, sweetie, did she play those kind of
tricks on you, that mean old bossy wife you ran away from? I thought so. Too
bad I can’t play with you like that, huh? Unless, of course, I take you to Home
Depot and we get maybe a little hacksaw and a replacement lock for the one we
cut off. Would you like that?”

He would like that very much, and he nodded accordingly. But
now, for some reason, she was shaking her head “no” and sighing wistfully.

“I don’t know, Chris. I’m probably trespassing on another
woman’s property just by doing what I’m doing. Still, since I’m already being a
naughty girl, I guess there’s nothing stopping me from playing with these,
is there?” Her small fingers had slipped down to encircle his balls, which
dangled in plain view below his cage.

She gave them a series of tugs and squeezes, from gentle to
startlingly painful, glancing up with an impish smile to gauge each effect she
was having. His nostrils flared, his diaphragm starting to convulse. “Are you
all right, hon’? Because you’re breathing really, really fast, you know? Am I
getting you worked up?”

Chris nodded violently, sucking air. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“So, then, I’m not only being naughty, but really, really
cruel, aren’t I, teasing you like this? But isn’t that the whole point of
keeping you all caged up? So girls can do what they like with you,
because—well, because you’re not a real man, just a toyboy for girls to play
with, right? Come on, sweetie, say ‘Yes, Ma’am,’ like you been trained.”

Chris did so. And knew, down in the depths of his submissive
soul, that her little quip contained a ton of truth. At some point, just like
Pinocchio, his status had changed from human being to plaything, though he
wasn’t sure which of his sins had brought about his downfall. Innate weakness,
perhaps, which certain women could spot instantly and use to their advantage.

But Raynette’s inspection tour wasn’t over. After a last,
hard, almost crippling squeeze to his balls, she slipped behind him, and he
heard her quick intake of air.

“You didn’t tell us about this, sweetie, me and
Leslie.”

“My branding, you mean?”

“Like, duh! Unless there’s something else back here
worth checking out.”

“That happened quite a bit later, Ma’am. That’s why I didn’t
mention it.”

“Was it really, really painful?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“So, it was, like, a punishment?”

“No, Ma’am. Not exactly.”

“Oh, wait, I get it! It was actually a reward,
right?”

“Yes, I think so, Ma’am.”

“And those are her initials? KS?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Well, it looks really sweet and feminine on you—and very
professional. I’m guessing she didn’t do it herself.”

“No, Ma’am. It happened at that ranch I was trying to tell
you about. The one I ran away from last night.”

“Oh, yeah, right. All that crazy shit you were babbling
about at the back door. Honest, sweetie, you weren’t making much sense. If I
hadn’t heard all that weird stuff you told me and Leslie that other time, I’d
have thought you were on a meth jag. I mean, dykey ladies keeping naked males
caged up on slave ranches, welding steel collars around their necks and
branding their asses like sides of beef? But I guess it’s all real, isn’t it,”
her fingers gently traced his burn scar, “because here’s the proof.”

“Yes, Ma’am. It’s happening more and more, I think. All over
the world. Not the branding part so much, but women just taking over and
treating males as inferiors.”

“About time, if you ask me,” Raynette said, coming full
circle and stepping back to regard him thoughtfully at some little distance.
Chris gritted his teeth, nodding agreement. He was as hard as he could get
inside the cage.

“It seems a lot of women have been doing stuff to you, hon’,
some good, some bad, but all of it kinda hot, if you ask me. The question is,
what am I going to do with you? Remember, how I said we were going to
have us a little talk about what comes next?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“But before we get to that, I gotta do some serious
thinking, and you gotta get cleaned up. Even without those clothes, you
still smell like eau de horseshit, you know?”

*

Christopher was not allowed out of Raynette’s shower until
he’d endured fifteen minutes of scalding, pounding spray. The hot-water barrage
had reverberated inside the tin stall like cannon fire and left him sodden and
stumbling when it was finally shut off. Only with his petite hostess’ steadying
arm was he able to make his way out of the tiny back-corner bathroom and over
to the small formica table in her kitchenette. There he halted, staring in
incomprehension at an earthenware plate heaped high with a tomato and cheese
omelet, three sausage links and two slices of buttered sourdough toast.

“It’s okay, sweetie,” she said, pulling out a
chrome-and-vinyl diner chair. “I figured I’d better get some real food into you
before you, like, do a total collapse on me.” She patted the chair-bottom. “As
soon as you get your strength back, you can go back to being a cute little
slaveboy, okay?”

Chris nodded and sat, but, truly, even this temporary role
reversal was a hard thing to grasp. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d
been served at table by a female. BK for sure—Before Kelly. Restaurants and coffeeshops
or anyplace with waitresses were off limits for him. “Women—all women—are your
superiors,” was Kelly’s ironclad rule, “and never forget it.”

Even when he was sick, like that time with the flu, no
lapses were permitted in his table service to his Goddess. Her only concession
to his illness had been to make him wear a surgical mask and stand in the
corner, awaiting summons, rather than curl in his usual place at her feet.

“What are you waiting for?” Raynette prompted again. “Eat!”

As Chris attacked the delicious omelette, Raynette filled
two mugs with steaming coffee and sat down opposite. She’d fixed herself only a
single slice of toast, but now neglected even that, intent on watching her
naked guest in his obvious rapture over the surprise breakfast she’d fixed him.

He really was a sweet boy, she thought, though a lot cuter
when she’d seen him with all that curly hair.

A bit later, with perhaps a third of his breakfast remaining,
Christopher’s attack slowed drastically. His head had begun to droop, his fork
to travel at a slower and slower pace.

He’s about ready to drop, Raynette realized. Silly
me!

Because, while he’d been showering and the sausage had been
sizzling, she’d gone to the trouble of brushing her hair, freshening her makeup
and shucking off her barmaid gear in favor of “something more comfortable”—in
this case, a shorty, black-velvet kimono so loosely belted that, whenever she
leaned over the table, her top-shelf was in peril of spilling out.

In his exhaustion, the poor boy didn’t even notice.

And then he did. Lifting his head from the now-empty plate,
his zombie glance suddenly came alive as it fixated on her. He struggled for
coherent speech:

“My God, Raynette! You—you’re, you’re—”

“What?” she prompted. “Drop-dead gorgeous? Super delicious?
Something like that, I hope?”

“Yes, Ma’am! All of those.”

“Nice of you to finally notice! I was thinking maybe I could
be your dessert. If you weren’t all locked up, boo-hoo.”

“I uh, I c-c-could—”

“No, you couldn’t, sweetie, trust me. Even if we could get
that contraption off you. You’re way too pooped to pop. And I’m afraid we’re
going to have to postpone that little talk I promised. You nearly missed your
mouth with that last forkful. And, even with all my goodies on view, you can
barely keep your eyes open. Am I right?”

Christopher nodded. The room horizon was starting to tilt,
and he wasn’t sure he could even stand up.

“So, Slaveboy, right now what we’re going to do is put you
to bed—my bed, right over there—and have our talk in the morning. You
get to sleep with me, hon’—there’s nowhere else to put you. The question is,
how do we get you from here to there?”

Chris didn’t see how it could be done. Ten feet or ten
miles, made no difference. He was done moving. He felt himself slumping
sideways—and realized there was no way he could stop himself from going over.
But his collapse was arrested by a tall storage cabinet beside the table.
Wedged against this, he heard the scrape of Raynette’s chair and the squeak of
sports shoes hurrying to his rescue. In an instant she was beside him, pulling
and lifting with surprising strength.

It’s no use, he thought, feeling the chair tipping
farther beneath him. He was going down.

But, instead, he felt himself hauled back to vertical, then
levered up and off the chair while Raynette shouted encouragement into his ear.
The lovely mocha face vanished, then popped back into view under his left arm,
contorted with effort as her back and shoulders thrust upward to keep him from
sagging. And then he was not only on his feet but stumbling forward toward her
floor-level mattress and box spring.

“Okay, sweetie, hang on,” she said when they finally got
there. But Chris was no longer tracking. He didn’t even feel himself being
waltzed around into better position for the bellyflop to come, nor feel the
final gentle push between his shoulder blades which started his long slack
fall.

He was asleep before his face hit the pillow.

*















CHAPTER SEVENTEEN ~THE GODDESS RETURNS

Usually when he picked Kelly up after a long sales trip—one
that kept them apart for a week or more—she’d be all over him right there in
the terminal. Jason had been throat-tongued in the baggage claim, fondled and
groped in the adjacent parking structure. And once—forever etched in erotic
memory—he’d been given mind-blowing head on the drive home.

It had nearly gotten them both killed, but, at a time
like that, who cared?

The fucking began as soon as they closed the condo door, or
soon thereafter. They’d strip off each other’s clothes like sex-crazed teens en
route to her canopied bed. Christopher knew to stay out of their way and tend
to his chores—until summoned later to their bedside to take food and drink
orders.

Needless to say, tonight’s airport rendezvous had been
nothing like those earlier ones—except for how sensational Kelly had looked
coming toward him down the concourse in her platform sandals. Glimpsing her
from afar, statuesque even at distance, made Jason’s back teeth ache. Seen up
close, her travel outfit consisted of black leggings and an ivory satin blouse.
A blouse whose plunging neckline was barely concealed behind a black-and-gold
Versace scarf in a dangling French knot.

How the hell they’d let her on the plane was beyond Jason. Actually,
it wasn’t. “In first class, sweetie,” Kelly had explained once, “a girl can get
away with almost anything. Especially if she’s a blonde.”

There’d been no airport displays of affection this time.
She’d barely spoken until they were heading north on the freeway, and then from
the Audi’s back seat, a position that effectively demoted her husband to the
status of chauffeur. Her regal countenance in the driver’s mirror was rendered
even more remote by oversized Italian sunglasses.

“You still haven’t heard from him?”

It was the same question she’d asked hours before, calling
him from JFK between flights. “Him,” of course, had to be Christopher, the only
man she seemed to care about now. Although calling Chris a “man,” in Jason’s
view, was a hell of a stretch.

His answer was the same he’d given earlier, “Sorry, babe,
still nothing.” He added a sad little headshake in the mirror to show concern
or sympathy or whatever sappy emotion he was supposed to be feeling. But those
ridiculous sunglasses just kept staring in silent accusation. So he went on
making shit up, hoping to thaw the arctic silence.

“Babe, I keep trying. Like on the way to pick you up, I
detoured through a bunch of other neighborhoods around our condo. You know, expanding
the search grid a bit and making a few enquiries. Without giving out too much
information, I’m always real careful about that. But, so far, no one’s seen a
guy looking like that—bald guy, pink sweatpants and all. I don’t know what else
I can do.”

Except just get through this. By catering to her. And
respecting her space—and all the rest of that New Age crap. And, yes, by
accepting all the icy stares and cold shoulders she felt like dishing out.

The main thing he had to do, Jason reminded himself, was
just stick to his story. While waiting for his big chance. Eventually, when it
was obvious Christopher was never coming back, she’d have no one else to turn
to. One good marathon fuck, that’s all it had taken to make Kelly forget about
Chris that first time. And that’s all it would take again, especially with the
little creep permanently out of the picture.

But the icy blonde bombshell in the super-sized sunglasses
wasn’t quite done. In a dead-flat voice she delivered an ultimatum: “You’d
better find him.”

“But how, babe? How am I supposed to do that?” He
watched the way he’d sold his appeal in the mirror and thought it was pretty
good.

“I don’t know, Jason. But you’d better come up with
something.”

The oppressive silence resumed as they crept along in
thickening traffic, miles from their exit. Only as they were coming down the
offramp into familiar neighborhood streets did she speak again, though perhaps
more to herself than Jason: “Maybe he’ll be there, waiting for me.” The faint
voice sounded less hopeful than forlorn.

He wasn’t there, of course. There’d been no word from Big
Brenda. Which meant Christopher was still in secure custody. Whether on
Brenda’s remote ranch, awaiting final transport, or already on his way to new
ownership somewhere in the global gulag of the secret sisterhood.

Happing landings, Slaveboy.

*

Jason stood beside the big canopied bed with lavender
silk-thong panties pressed against his nostrils. Not because he was a
panty-sniffing pervert like Christopher, but just to find out if they were
clean or soiled. Clean ones got put in one of the neat piles on the quilted
rose coverlet, dirty ones dropped in the rolling hamper behind him.

This was Chris’ job, of course, unpacking his Goddess’
luggage and putting everything away with slavish care. Unworn clothing items
were refolded into their respective drawers, others pressed and hung up in correct
wardrobe sequence. Shoes were cleaned and buffed and repositioned on the long
slanting shelves in her walk-in wardrobe. Travel cases for her toiletries and
cosmetics were wiped clean and restocked for her next sales trip; all jewelry
pieces polished and put back in the lacquered pagoda chest atop her vanity
table. Then there were her travel purchases. Jason counted a dozen this time,
tucked here and there in the matched Louis Vuitton cases. These were to be left
in their wrappings and set aside for her inspection.

For a lot of her stuff, though, Jason simply had no clue.
That’s what Christopher was for. Even Kelly couldn’t rival Slaveboy’s intimate
knowledge of her precious things, especially those belonging to bedroom and
boudoir. And Jason sure as shit wasn’t going to let himself be turned into
Chris, not for a single day or even an hour. Jason’s proper function at times
like this was fucking the Goddess—within an inch of her life. Then, when they
finally came up for air, maybe taking a recliner break beside her in the
living-room, sipping wine and listening to the latest installment of her
globetrotting adventures.

He paused, holding at arm’s length a half-sleeved garment,
gauzy and wrinkly and without collar or fastenings of any kind. Underblouse or
lightweight shawl or what? Had it been worn, or did it just need ironing? Jason
had no clue, or what drawer to stuff it into. Exasperated, he dropped the damn
thing into his mystery pile—items to ask about later—and turned to the doorway.

It was awfully quiet out there. She’d been in the La-Z-Boy,
going through a shoebox of accumulated mail, when Jason had topped off her
glass of Malbec. But it had been a considerable while since he’d heard any
envelopes being torn open or papers being rattled. Nor had he heard the
delightful music of her telephone voice as she caught up with girlfriends,
something she invariably did after a sales trip.

He went out to check. The recliner was empty, the box of
mail on the carpet beside it.

He found her in her office, behind the big chrome-and-glass
desk, empty wineglass at her elbow. She’d kicked off her platform sandals, and
the designer scarf was gone, opening to view the enticing cleft of her glorious
bosom. It was a vista that engorged his cock and emptied his brain. She glanced
up; she had something in her hands.

“What’s that?” Jason asked, getting a bad feeling.

“Christopher’s wallet.”

Jason nodded like it was no big deal. But maybe it was—a
very big deal. He had to get his brain in gear and fast.

“It’s always kept in my desk drawer. Were you aware of that,
Jason?”

“I guess I never thought about it, babe, one way or the
other.”

“Then let me explain how it works. When he goes out on
errands, he has to come in here first to get his wallet. If I’m here, he asks
my permission. Otherwise he’s allowed to take it. So here’s the obvious
question, Jason. Since Chris is gone—we agree on that, right?—what’s his wallet
still doing in my desk?” She paused, eyes narrowing and face tightening,
waiting for his answer.

When he hesitated, she repeated the question, raising her
voice in angry crescendo: “What the fuck is this doing here, Jason?”

Before he could respond, he was struck in the chest by the
flying wallet, which landed at his feet.

“What the hell?”

She was up now and coming around the desk to get in his
face. “I asked you a simple question. What the fuck is his wallet still doing
here, Jason?”

“How should I know? I don’t keep track of his shit,
or anything else about him.”

“You’re lying to me, Jason. No way Chris would run off and
leave this behind and not even try to call me. Something’s happened to him.
What the hell was it, Jason? What did you do to him?”

Not waiting for an answer this time, Kelly flew straight at
him. The big man stumbled backward, throwing up a thick forearm to fend her
off. Kelly ducked under his block and kept bulling forward, trying to rake his
face with a claw hand. Again he backpedaled, stunned by the sudden, vicious
attack. Okay, she was upset, but this was totally crazy!

Better get serious fast, and find a way to subdue
her—without actually hurting her.

But when the next wild rush came, Jason had time only for
self-protection. He pivoted to the side, a favorite Aikido move, intending to
grab her wrist as she went by. She dodged the other way, so that he caught only
her sleeve, ripping it to the shoulder in a swift shriek of silk.

Kelly whirled on him again, crouching low and snarling with
bared teeth. And one bared breast, now swinging free. Not just the sleeve, but
half the skimpy blouse had torn away, the silken remnants hanging in shreds. Kelly
seemed not to notice. It was a vengeful goddess who faced him now, bent on
destruction.

“Hey, babe, come on!” Jason extended his palms in entreaty.
“Let’s not do this!”

“Tell me what you did with him!” Kelly was circling now,
seeking an opening. “You lying bastard!”

“I already told you, Babe, I’ve got no—”

She launched again, another kung fu attack, clenched
tiger claw arcing toward his face. Jason timed his wrist grab better, stopping
her raking nails inches from their goal. But, instead of a quick arm twist into
a hard takedown, he hesitated, wanting to improvise a softer landing.

He never saw the crotch kick coming. The blinding pain in
his balls doubled him forward like a jockey down the stretch. His vision cleared
just in time to reveal her lovely foot lifting off the Persian carpet, bent
backward.

The bitch was going to kick him again!

This time Jason didn’t hesitate. He uncoiled from his jockey
crouch and shot upward. The top of his head struck the point of her chin a
split-second before he straight-armed her massive torso and drove her backward
off her feet.

*

Kelly came to, half under her desk, staring at one vertical,
chrome-plated support leg. Her hip throbbed, as did her jaw and half her face.
Her heavy breasts throbbed, too, and not just from the hard fall. The
Neanderthal had slammed her right in the tits! She’d been out of her mind to
attack him. Her righteous fury, plus the few tricks she’d picked up from that
crazy Corsican back at college, were no match for Jason’s size and power.

She’d started it, but he’d sure as shit ended it. And
everything there had ever been between them. Forever.

She could hear him above her, pleading nonstop. “Oh, God!
I’m so sorry, babe! I didn’t mean to hurt you. You gotta know that! Please,
God, forgive me!”

As if!

“Just stay the hell away from me,” she growled in a voice
that sounded not at all like her own. More like a rusty hinge.

“Okay, okay! Don’t worry, I’m not gonna touch you!”

She looked around for a weapon, just in case. There weren’t
any weapons down there, no smooth stones to fell the giant Goliath. Only a
business card, one that must have fallen from her desk. Which was odd. Because
all her business cards were kept in the bottom right-hand drawer in
rubber-banded packets.

Kelly plucked the stray card off the carpet. She recognized
the buff stock and embossed script before reading the name:

Brenda McClintock

Kelly’s smoldering rage reignited. She pushed off the floor
like a stunned boxer coming off the canvas to finish the round. Her head swam,
her face felt mushy, and half her blouse was gone or hanging in shreds. Not the
best look for confronting a muscular maniac. And she feared him now, real
physical fear. But she pushed that aside and stuck the card in his face.

“Here’s another question for you, Jason. What the fuck is
this doing here? I mean down there, under my desk?”

“Uh, hey, I don’t know anything about it, Kell, honest. You
must have dropped it. Or maybe Chris.”

The big man had taken too long coming up with this lame
response. Which was, of course, another lie. She moved even closer, speaking with
deliberate precision.

“I’m extremely careful with my business cards, Jason.
Contacts are everything in sales, as you know. If I ever dropped a card, I’d
pick it up immediately. As would Christopher. You know how he is. He goes
through the whole condo, picking up lint on days he doesn’t vacuum. No, this
card had to be dropped by you—and when Chris wasn’t around to pick it up.”

Jason backed away from the evidence in his face, shaking his
head forcefully. “Why the fuck would I want her business card—I mean,
some big old diesel dyke?”

“Now that’s interesting, your description of her. I guess I
probably called her ‘Big Brenda’ when I told you about taking Chris to her
ranch. But I’m pretty sure I never called her ‘dykey’ or even butch-looking.
Which she is, of course, I don’t deny it. But where’d you get that idea?
Is she like a Facebook friend?”

“It had to be something you said, Kell.”

“Or maybe you went to see her. What about it? Did you take
Chris out there?”

“No fucking way!”

“Hmm, I wonder what she’ll say when I ask her that
same question.” Kelly spun and snatched her phone off the desk behind her and
started keying in Brenda’s number from the business card. Jason yanked the
phone out of her hand before she could finish.

“You don’t have to call her. I’ll tell you what you want to
know.”

“Yes, I think you’d better tell me everything, Jason.
Starting with where he is right now. Is he at her ranch?”

“He should be. I took him there, okay? Just like you said. I
called her and kind of made up this story. About how he kept stealing stuff and
selling it for spending money, and not doing his chores anymore, and how you
were sick of it and just wanted him gone, but were over in Europe with a lot of
important meetings and couldn’t come back to handle it and wanted me to take
care of everything, like as soon as possible.”

“And Brenda bought all that horseshit and agreed to take
him—without checking with me?”

“Yeah, pretty much. I mean, I had to talk her into it, but I
was pretty convincing. Because there was a lot of truth to it. Except I
was the one who couldn’t take it anymore. Christopher, I mean. He’s been
driving me fucking nuts, sneaking around here, even following me when I went
out. No shit! I caught him spying on me when I went to Starbucks one time. I
chased the little prick outside and grabbed him. He practically wet his pink
pants and then threatened to tell you I’d been in there meeting some chick,
which was a lie, but he said he was gonna tell you that so you’d throw me out.
I was desperate, Kell, you can see that, right? I had to do something.”

“Poor baby,” Kelly said sarcastically. “Intimidated by my
little subbie. Spare me the details. Right now there’s just one thing I want to
know from you. You just said he should be at Brenda’s ranch. Does that
mean he might be somewhere else?”

“I don’t know. I mean, like what she might be planning to do
with him.”

“Oh, Jesus! Just give me my fucking phone, you snake!”

Jason surrendered the phone. Then looked on as once again
Kelly’s fingers danced over the keypad. His entire world was crashing down
around him, while the half-naked goddess managed to look triumphant in her
shredded blouse, like a blonde Wonder Woman exploding out of her Diana Prince
disguise. How had he ever managed to win such a magnificent creature? And what
wouldn’t he give not to lose her forever?

With the first faint ringing of Brenda’s phone, Kelly
glanced up. Jason expected to get a death ray of pure hatred, like the vengeful
stare of Goddess Juno over her headboard. To his surprise, it wasn’t anything
like that.

It was a look of mild annoyance.

“Jason, why are you still here? Do I have to spell it out
for you? I want you out of my condo and out of my life. Starting now.”

*















CHAPTER
EIGHTEEN  RESCUE  PART ONE

The relentless pounding came when Chris was deep in the
cavern of sleep. Someone was pounding on the door!

Which made no sense. How could you pound on a cave door? Yet
somehow Chris had to make his way out of this bottomless pit to reach that
door, wherever it was, and put a stop to the din. If he could just figure which
way was up.

But the pounding did stop. Followed by a crash that
shook the walls. Not cave walls, but the walls of the room he was in. A door had
banged open across from the bed where Chris was sleeping. Then came flurries of
footsteps in the dark, things being kicked over and thumping to the floor, a
man shouting—right in the room with him!

And a woman screaming.

Raynette! The barmaid who’d rescued him, fed him, let him
hide out here. It all came back in a rush. She was being attacked! By Jason,
who else?

Chris shook himself awake, fighting to clear his head.

More crashes, curses, objects tumbling, an empty bottle
rolling like a bowling ball across the floor. Something the size of a horse
collapsed on Chris’ legs, pinning him to the mattress.

“Ray, who the fuck you got in your bed? I just fell over
some guy!”

Not Jason’s voice. The ex-boyfriend? Chris forgot the name,
but remembered Raynette’s dire warning: “The sumbitch can get like totally
crazy.”

“I swear it, Ray, I’m gonna fucking kill this guy right now,
whoever he is!”

“No, Mitch! Don’t hurt him, please!”

Mitch, yeah, that was it. It was crazy Mitch who’d
pinned him to the bed, but now leaped up, thank God, and began fumbling with
something in the dark. A second later, in a blinding flash, the squalid
bungalow was drenched in harsh light.

For a confused second, Chris found himself watching not flesh
and blood figures, but their larger projected shadows on the wall behind them.
Silhouettes in Kabuki tableau. Cowering female backing away from menacing male.
Then, right in front of him, he saw the real Raynette backing away from the
real Mitch while making a shrill plea for Mitch not to hurt “him”—meaning
Chris.

He felt his heart surge. The sweet girl was worried more
about his safety than her own. And she was going on: “He’s just—”

“He’s just fuckin’ naked, is what he is! You been fuckin’
him all night, you bitch!”

Then, instead of attacking Raynette, Mitch whirled and
yanked Chris off the bed. Then, grabbing the front of Chris’ steel collar, Mitch
stood him upright. Chris found himself staring point-blank at bandito-mustached
guy with acne-ravaged cheeks and spittle-flecked mouth. Not a pleasant sight.
And it got worse, because the scary face was replaced by an even scarier fist,
almost touching Chris’ nose. Red-and-black playing-card pips were tattooed across
the knuckles.

Spades, hearts, diamonds, clubs—in cross-eyed close-up.

“Get ready to die, man!” Christopher’s knees, already
rubbery, turned to linguini.

Raynette kept begging Mitch not to carry out his murderous
threat, but that wasn’t what saved Chris. What happened was that Mitch drew his
big tattooed fist back so far—like a battering ram getting ready to pulverize a
city gate—that he was forced to let go of Chris’ steel collar with his other
hand. Which, as it turned out, was the only thing keeping Chris on his feet.

Chris sank like a stone as the big fist plowed harmlessly
over his head. Having thrown his entire weight into the blow, Mitch lost his
balance and went tumbling to the floor alongside his would-be victim.

Chris managed to scramble away and to his feet before Mitch
got his hands on him again. For a glorious second, Chris’ escape route lay
directly before him—the bungalow door was still gaping wide. All he had to do
was run through it and not look back. Instead, in the grip of momentary lunacy,
Chris ran toward Raynette, who was standing irresolute in her shorty kimono, an
iron skillet now dangling from one hand.

“He hit you!” Chris cried, seeing the doll face badly plumped
under one eye, bright threads of blood on her teeth and gums.

“Fuckin’ ‘A’ I hit her!”

It was Mitch, boasting and bellowing as he staggered toward
them like a zombie extra from the Walking Dead. In an act of foolhardy
courage, Christopher, knees still quaking, stepped between Raynette and the
crazed ex-boyfriend.

Mitch stopped, at least for the moment, head shaking in
evident amusement. “Jesus, Ray, just look at this little creep you been
fucking. He actually thinks he can protect you!”

“No, you look at him!” Raynette yelled right back.
“At his tiny dick, dummy! Can’t you see it’s locked up in a steel cage! He
can’t fuck anybody. He’s just a runaway slave!”

“A what?”

“A lady’s slave. Like it says on that steel band around his
neck, the one you were holding him by like one second ago. He’s even got the
initials of this crazy domme who owns him burned into his ass.”

“Then what the fuck is he doing here, Ray, tell me that.”

“I’ll tell you if you’ll calm down for a second. What
happened was, he ran away from his lady owner and showed up at the club and
begged for a place to crash for just one night. And since I just threw you and
all your shit out on the street, and didn’t expect you to come breaking down my
door in the middle of the night, I said okay, okay? But, honest, Mitch, he
means nothing to me.”

All this was clearly too much information for Mitch, but he
furrowed his brow and nodded, then made a one-fingered circular motion. “Okay,
freak, turn around and show me your ass-tat.”

Chris did so, and Mitch erupted in a horselaugh.

“You actually let some crazy bitch do that to you? Man, get
the fuck away from my girl. And, while you’re at it, get the fuck outa here
before I kill you anyway, just for the fun of it.”

Mitch feinted a kick at Christopher’s crotch and snickered
as Chris leaped backward.

“And don’t ever come back, or into O’Malley’s neither,
looking for Ray. Or I’ll come looking for you.”

Chris hesitated, desperate to flee but distressed at
abandoning the girl who’d rescued him.

“Just go, you idiot!” Raynette was shouting into his ear.
“Get the fuck out of here like he said! Don’t worry about me. He’ll calm down
once you’re gone.”

At this point, Chris received his final indignity. The steel
toe of Mitch’s heavy-duty work boot thudded into his right butt-cheek,
dead-center on the branding. The blow sent Chris squealing and stumbling toward
the open door and into the night.

But he’d forgotten the single step down from the bungalow
threshold. The resulting misstep had caused Chris to pitch forward, in what
looked like a poorly executed racing dive. The asphalt landing flayed his palms
and elbows, knees and ankles. The last thing he heard, as he regained his feet
and took off in a faltering run, was raucous male laughter.

Followed by a door slam.

Yet more hurtful than all these were the things Raynette had
said about him to Mitch:

“Look at his tiny dick! He can’t fuck anybody.”

“He means nothing to me.”

And, finally, “Just get the fuck out of here.”

Not till much later did it occur to Chris that, by saying
all those cruel and hurtful things, the plucky barmaid might have saved his
life. Or from a savage beating. At the moment, however, as he fled the
bungalow, he was struck by a sense of déjà vu. And why not? This escape
was eerily like last night’s, from dog cage and tractor barn. Again he was
blundering naked into darkness, racked with pain and in fear for his safety.
And with nowhere to go.

Wherever the hell he was tonight, there were no rural
pungencies of horses or hay, and it was definitely colder, so that Chris began
to shiver in his nakedness as he surveyed the dark surround. What he wouldn’t
give for those filthy overalls back again. Alas, Raynette had thrown them in
the dumpster.

Chris stopped in his tracks, replaying his last thought.
That dumpster had to be nearby. Why not fish them out and put them on again?
They’d not only protect him from the cold, but allow him to move about freely
and be seen by people on the street or in passing cars.

Using the nearby glow from Raynette’s porchlight, Chris
scanned the murky gap between her cabin and the next, closer to the road. It
took a few moments, after his eyes dilated a bit, to focus on a particular
rectangular shape. Chris moved gingerly toward it, jaw clamped against the
pain. Not just from his injured feet, but the new sickening throb in his right
buttock from Mitch’s steel-toed boot.

As he neared the blocky shape, Chris’ spirits began to lift.
A dumpster for sure, maybe half the size of the one outside O’Malley’s, with a
single hinged lid. A lid that yelped in metallic protest as he started to lift
it. Chris froze, expecting Mitch to come charging out of Raynette’s front door.
When nothing happened, and his stomach unclenched, Chris resumed raising the
heavy lid, inch by cautious inch, then letting it gently down on the far side.

Finding the filthy garment amid sliding heaps of eggshells
and coffee grounds and who knew what else, took several minutes—while hanging
head down with his middle jackknifed over the bin’s metal edge. But he found
them and fished them out; then, after a quick shake, put them back on—not an
easy task considering the stiffness of the dung-caked denim. Then, with bib
straps buckled, he was able to resume his escape with a certain sense of
satisfaction.

After all, he had outfoxed Big Brenda and her entire secret
sisterhood, dodged the maniacal clutches of crazy Mitch, and here he was, still
going strong.

Okay, maybe not so strong, but still on his feet, and no
longer stark naked.

*















CHAPTER NINETEEN  RESCUE  PART
TWO

Jason stood there, stunned, as Kelly reseated herself behind
her large home-office desk, picked up her phone and began tapping in the number
from Big Brenda’s business card. Halfway through, she paused and glanced up—not
with that look of unbridled fury he’d witnessed moments before but what seemed
only mild annoyance.

“Jason, why are you still here? Didn’t I make myself clear? I
want you out of my house and out of my life. As quickly as possible.”

Jason hesitated, clamping down on his own fury. He hated it
when Kelly talked down to him as though he were Chris. Jason didn’t have to
take that off her—no matter what he’d done. But this obviously wasn’t the time
to push back. Not after their terrible fight, which had ended with his knocking
Kelly to the floor and her discovery of Jessica’s business card under her desk,
where he must have dropped it. Which had triggered her furious fusillade of
questions that had finally forced him, defiantly, to confess everything. Hell,
yes, he’d taken Chris as a captive to Big Brenda’s ranch and handed him over to
her cruel custody. And hell, no, he wasn’t sorry. He’d do it again—gladly.

What Jason had to do now was to back off and wait for all
that flaming anger to die down. And for her ever-simmering lust to return full
flame, as he knew it must, sooner than later.

But Kelly had learned to read her husband’s thoughts and
moods, especially when, as now, he imagined himself at his craftiest. So, after
watching this primitive struggle play out across his highly legible
countenance, she decided to push her advantage a bit further.

“Wait,” she said, beckoning him back. “First fetch me a
robe. You can’t leave me like this, in utter ruins.” She gestured, theatrically,
at the shredded remains of her ivory silk blouse—his handiwork during
their vicious hand-to-hand combat moments before. Her sweeping gesture also
included her heavily hammocked 44GG rack in its lacy balconnete bra, all on
flagrant display beneath the ruined blouse.

Which caused him to falter, if only a fractional second, in
carrying out her command. Kelly did not overlook the delay. “Do as you’re
told!” she snapped, punctuating her words with a double clap of dismissal.

Again the big man clenched his jaw before turning to the
door.

Kelly savored the power rush. She’d cracked her little whip
and watched the feral beast put on a brave show of snarling and unsheathing its
claws before turning tail. A significant threat had been neutralized. Well, for
the moment at least. Jason would need close watching, she knew. Until—and
perhaps even after—the divorce was final and her ironclad prenup took effect.
He’d be waiting in the wings for her resolve to weaken and let him back into
her bed.

That wasn’t going to happen. Not now, not ever. Not after
what he’d done to Chris, and now to her—shoving her down violently and nearly
knocking her out. Tigers who turned on their trainers never got back in the
act.

Speaking of which, here he was, her predator male, back
already with the requested garment. She plucked it from his hands and shrugged it
on over the ruined blouse and exposed bra and dark leggings, letting the
silky-knit folds spill luxuriously around her extravagant contours. She owned
dozens of robes, but he’d fetched the riotous Gaugin-printed peignoir she’d picked
up on their Tahitian honeymoon, the one she’d worn—when she’d worn anything at
all—in their over-water love nest.

Trying to remind her, was he, of all those blissful days and
nights together in paradise? Too late for that, Big Boy, you blew it. Better
take a last look at all these precious goodies ’cause you’ll never see or touch
them again. 

“Now,” she informed him haughtily, leaving the robe unbelted
and agape, “you can start getting your shit together. Whatever you can fit into
that big ugly camo bag you’re so fond of. I’ll have everything else crated and shipped
to you later.” She paused, then added airily, “Wherever.”

“You’re really serious about this, Kell?”

“I’m deadly serious. Go pack your things, as you’ve
been told.” The back of her hand shooed him away. “When I’ve finished talking
to Brenda, I’ll give you some final instructions.”

With the office door shut, Kelly rekeyed Brenda’s number.
After a few rings, a young male voice picked up and repeated the number she’d
called.

“Is this Quintin?” Kelly demanded.

“Who is this, please?”

“Kelly Sheffield. Mistress Kelly to you. Surely you
remember me?”

“Yes, Ma’am. Very well, Ma’am.”

“Excellent. If your owner is available, put her on. I don’t
talk to slaves if I can help it.”

“Yes, Ma’am. One moment, Ma’am.”

There was a muted flurry of whispers and mumbles before Brenda’s
gravelly voice came on. “Well, hell, Kelly! Quint says you sound kind of pissed.
I’m guessing that big gorgeous hunk of yours wasn’t exactly on the level when
he delivered that package yesterday.”

“You should have checked with me, Brenda.” Kelly hoped her
dead-flat tone betrayed at least some of the righteous fury she felt.

“Yeah, I guess I should have. But, you know, he’s a pretty
plausible guy, your Jason, and real good at mansplainin’, which I guess only
makes me a bigger fool for trusting him. But something tells me you’re not
calling me for a worthless apology. You want your slaveboy back, am I right?”

“I’m just calling to make sure he’s there before I come get
him.”

There was a sickening hesitation. “Sorry, Kelly. He’s not
here.”

Easy does it, Kelly schooled herself. Don’t go off
on the perfidious bitch. Not yet. You may need her help to get him back.
“Brenda, please don’t tell me you shipped him out to one of your sadistic lady
friends.”

“No. But I gotta tell you, Jason said that’s exactly what you
wanted done. He said you were too busy over in Europe to keep dealing with a
runaway slave and wanted him to handle it.”

“Yeah, well, Jason’s the one who’s getting his ass shipped
out. Okay, you didn’t send Chris anywhere, but you tell me he’s not there at
your ranch. Then where the fuck is he? Don’t play games with me, Brenda, I’m
not in the mood.”

“No games, honey. What happened was, your boy escaped last
night. Made off with my ATV, drove it right off the property.”

“You’re kidding, right? That doesn’t sound like my Chris.”

“Well, he did it. Surprised the shit out of me and Quint
both.” Brenda toyed with the idea of telling Kelly some of her slave’s other
amazing exploits, like breaking out of a locked cage and leg irons, but decided
it was best Kelly not know the specifics of his captivity.

“So where the hell did he go, Brenda?”

“I can tell you where my ATV ended up, and that’s about it.
Some westside cops called me a few hours ago. They found it on a commercial
street over there, maybe not so far from where you live.” Brenda read Kelly the
street address. “It was parked kind of crazy like, sticking out into the road.
Quint and me went over and picked it up. They gave us the key—it was left right
in the ignition, they said. We had to get us a gas can to fill it up. Guess
your boy just dumped it when the tank ran out and kept going on foot.”

“Shit! Now the police are in on this?”

“Hell, no. We didn’t report it—for obvious reasons. The cops
just spotted it and checked the registration and thank God called before they
had it towed. I told ’em I had no idea who’d stolen it off the property,
probably just neighbor kids out for a joyride.”

“Look,” Brenda went on, “could be he was on his way back to
you. Maybe he’s already there, sneaking around outside your building or
something, if he hasn’t got a key.”

“He’s not out there, but I’ll take another look around, just
to be sure. What was he wearing, Brenda? Did he have any money, anything?”

Another deadly pause. “Best I can figure, hon’, he left with
nothing. No money, no clothes, only his slave collar.”

“Oh, Jesus! He’s probably been arrested.”

In the background, Kelly heard more of Quint’s urgent whispers,
then Brenda came back on again. “Kelly, Quint tells me his ranch overalls are
missing from their peg in the tractor barn. Your boy maybe swiped those, too,
for something to wear.”

“Okay, that’s better than nothing. What about his phone? Did
he have it with him?”

“Yeah, I found it in his sweatpants when I stripped him. I
handed it to Jason to give back to you.”

“The bastard!” Was there anything Jason hadn’t lied about?
No wonder Chris wasn’t calling her. But there’d be time to settle scores with
Jason later. And maybe Brenda, too. Right now what she had to do was find her
slave—before it was too late.

Kelly ended the call and opened Google Maps. The street
address Brenda had provided—the spot where Chris had ditched the ATV—was indeed
close by, less than a mile, in the nearby shopping district where he ran all
her errands. But the estimated timeline Brenda had also supplied before hanging
up indicated Chris had likely walked away from the vehicle early this morning,
perhaps as early as four or five.

Twelve or more hours ago!

A whole day, in other words, in which he could have at least
tried to contact her. Okay, he didn’t have a phone and he wouldn’t come by the
condo, assuming she was still in Europe and Jason would be waiting for him. So
what had her darling boy done? Where had he gone? With no phone, no
money, no credit card, no wallet?

But Kelly couldn’t just sit on her world-class ass, idly speculating.
She grabbed her handbag, sprang from her desk and stormed into the adjoining
bedroom. Jason was squatting on his muscled haunches, scooping clothes from a
bottom dresser drawer into his big camo duffel. He turned, brows quizzical.

“I’m going out to look for Chris, and you’re leaving now,
too.”

“Hey, Kell, come on! You can’t expect me—”

“Shut up, Jason!” She wasn’t in the mood for reflexive male
backtalk. She’d let him get away with that shit for way, way too long. “You hit
me, you bastard, and pushed me down hard. You could have broken my neck. Unless
you do exactly as I say and do it instantly, I’m going to call my super-bitch attorney
to file spousal abuse charges and get a restraining order. I’m betting I’ve got
a couple of photogenic bruises in interesting places to back me up.”

“Where the fuck am I supposed to go, Kell?”

“You’re confusing me with someone who gives a shit. But I
think there’s a hot-sheet motel in walking distance. If not, call a Uber. Or
one of your old girlfriends. Last I looked, there was about seven-hundred
dollars left on your debit card. You can go ahead and spend that, but there’ll
be no more deposits to that account.”

“Kell, I don’t have any cash.” He held out his big empty
palms. Like that was supposed to tug on her heartstrings, or purse strings.

“Here.” She extracted a sheaf of folded bills from the
wallet in her handbag. “There’s four-hundred dollars, plus some euros. It’s all
yours—if you leave now.”

She’d used her command voice and a laser-beam gaze. Jason got
the message, but did his best to appear nonchalant, even indifferent, as he
stood and reached for the money. He stuffed it into his jeans as he kicked the
dresser drawer shut. Then he zipped the big duffel and slung it over his
shoulder.

“Okay, I’m ready, if that’s what you want.”

She pointed to the door. “You first. I’ll leave after you’re
gone.”

He shook his head slowly and sadly, the home run hitter
striking out, but knowing there’d always be another turn at bat. Then came his
trademark, that lazy, tomcat grin with one eyebrow lifted.

“Kell, we both know you’ll be having a—a change of heart,
shall we say, one of these days. Or one of these nights.”

“Don’t count on it, slugger.”

She went to the door and held it open for him, then eased it
shut on his muscular glutes, savoring the latch-click finality.

Exit Mister Wrong. The best fuck and worst mistake of her
life.

She gave herself five minutes to discard the Tahitian robe
and the remains of the shredded blouse, yank a stretch-knit crop top on over
her leggings, then lace on some sports shoes. More than enough time for Jason
to clear the premises. Now to find her sweet slave.

She snatched her Audi keys and hurried down to the condo garage.

*















CHAPTER TWENTY  RESCUE  PART
THREE

It was a girls’ bike, one of those old-timey cruiser models
with a wicker basket and handlebar bell. Chris stumbled over it in the dark,
tiptoeing around the bungalow closest to the street. The bike lay on its side,
buried in a windblown heap of bougainvillea blossoms.

Did it work, he wondered? He lifted it out of the bed of papery
flowers and set it on its wheels. The tires felt mushy, but not flat. It seemed
to roll okay, despite a creaky chorus of rusty chain and sprocket noises and
spoke pings. Not surprising in a bike left out in the elements. Evidently not
worth locking up—or stealing.

Unless you happened to be a runaway slave. Fleeing a homicidal
maniac. In the middle of the night.

Chris carried the bike past the dark bungalow out onto the
street. A narrow residential street of parked cars and crackerbox houses. Most streetlamps
on this block seemed to be out. Intermittent illumination came from porchlights
and the windowed glow from front parlor TV screens. Somewhere a small dog was
yapping.

Which way?

Chris caught salt tang on a faint breeze. The beach couldn’t
be far. Which figured in a twenty-minute driving radius of O’Malley’s. That was
Chris’ best guess of how long it had taken Raynette to get here while hiding
him under that sandy blanket in her tiny back seat.

He pointed the bike toward the sea smell and launched. There
were some initial wobbles and chain slippage and desperate pedaling with his
injured bare feet before he got the bike under control. As an escape vehicle,
it definitely wasn’t in the same class as last night’s Quad Runner, but all he
needed it to do was get him the hell away from the immediate vicinity of crazy
Mitch.

Beyond that, once again Chris had no destination in mind.
Certainly not O’Malley’s, if he could even find it. He’d played that card. And
he couldn’t go back to the condo, not for another week until Kelly got back
from her sales trip.

Where could he hide out till then? With Wally, his old college
roommate? But Chris had lost touch with Wally years ago, and with everyone else
he’d ever known, including his long-estranged father. It was all part of his
acceptance of totally isolated slave status. There was to be no one in his
universe except his glorious goddess, nothing to distract him from his worshipful
service to her.

So, what about all those homeless encampments that had been cropping
up, even out here on the west side? Ragged tents and tarps lining both sides of
freeway underpasses and the brushy, trash-strewn slopes nearby. Could Chris
stand a week of filth and squalor and stench? Fuck, no. He’d rather sleep on
the beach, if he could find or steal a blanket. And shoes. At least, thanks to
the big breakfast Raynette had fixed him earlier, he wasn’t hungry. But he
would be soon enough.

The pain in his feet stabbed with every pedal stroke. And
his ass ached on the bike seat where Mitch had kicked him. As did the abraded
patches of skin on his knees and elbows and palms where he’d skidded face down
on the blacktop outside Rayhnette’s bungalow. Most of all, now that the
adrenaline rush from the confrontation with Mitch had drained off, Chris was
exhausted.

This, he thought, is the nadir, remembering the weird word
from a college English class. Or was it physics? Whatever. It meant absolute rock
bottom. The place from which things couldn’t get any worse.

Then they did.

At the end of the block, a car swung onto his street,
transfixing him in its headlights. Not ordinary headlights, but the violet glow
of high-intensity xenon, the kind installed on Kelly’s Audi A8. Then, removing
any doubt, between the lights of the oncoming vehicle, he saw the four rings of
the trademark Audi grille.

Holy shit! Because it couldn’t be Kelly behind the wheel. Only
Jason. Somehow, someway, the bastard had tracked Chris all the way to
Raynette’s. Asking around O’Malley’s maybe. But the how didn’t really matter,
because here he was. And in a matter of seconds the big car was going to be on top
of him.

Chris swerved left and, by sheer blind luck, found the
opening of an alley in front of him. Also in front of him was a gaping pothole
that would have eaten the bike alive and sent him flying over the handlebars. A
second panicky swerve skirted the hole but nearly spilled the bike.

But Jason had stayed right on his tail, blasting into the
alley after a squeal of brakes and yelp of rubber. And gaining fast, judging by
the all-engulfing dazzle of pursuing headlights and the up-revving whine of the
big V8.

The Audi’s horn sounded close behind him, an adenoidal blast
like a lovesick elk. Chris had to ditch the bike. The low-slung crossbar
allowed him to swing his right leg through. He let go the handlebars while the
bike was still moving and leaped, hoping to hit the ground running. Instead he pitched
headlong, tumbling over and over in the twin spotlights, but managed somehow to
scramble up and take off again in a crazy zigzag run, like soldiers under fire,
looking now for an escape path between alley garages and backyard fences.

Chris dived into the first opening, saw too late how he’d
trapped himself. He was staggering toward the back wall of a dead-end carport.
Behind him in the alley, the Audi skidded to a stop, and the driver’s door
opened.

*

Kelly’s only clue in tracking Chris had been the address given
her by Brenda, supposedly the exact spot where the cops had found the abandoned
ATV. Google Maps had shown the spot less than a mile from her condo. Obviously that
hadn’t been Chris’ destination. Where had he been headed?

From the point where he’d apparently run out of gas, Kelly began
to cruise slowly ahead, checking both sides of the street. Actually she knew
these blocks already, every storefront, and Chris knew them even better. This
is where he ran all her errands and did her shopping.

Why would he come back here—without any money?

She found her answer on the next block, but drove right by
it—before the big neon sign registered in her brain, then in her rear-view
mirror.

O’Malley’s was spelled out in big green letters under a blinking
shamrock. It was the local Hooter’s wannabe, a sports bar that catered to the male
lunch trade. The boys on O’Malley’s barstools, blue collar and white, came for
beer, burgers and lots of bouncy barmaids in tight tees. Chris had confessed
this, and a good deal more, after having snuck off to the place one afternoon
instead of doing his chores. It would be his last defiant act of independence
before Kelly finally lowered the boom, turning him from lazy househubby into
her total 24/7 slave.

What had really pissed her off was when she’d learned how,
after too many beers, he’d shared intimate details of their femdom marriage
with a couple of snoopy barmaids. This alone had earned Chris his first real
punishment session. Kelly had bent him naked over the back of her loveseat and
flogged him with her thick leather weightlifter’s belt. Flogged him longer and
harder than she’d meant to, till he’d screamed into his pantyhose gag and
collapsed at her feet. But he had it coming. All her carefully cultivated corporate
ambitions could be dashed in an instant if details of their lifestyle ever
leaked out on social media. As Christopher fucking well knew.

Recalling this now, Kelly realized this incident is exactly
what could have drawn him back to O’Malley’s. Like a lot of male subs, Chris
had a compulsion to reveal his slavish nature to dominant females—or, in his
case, to even slightly sympathetic ones. Privacy violations aside, this was probably
a good thing, owning up to the truth about himself. That his real place in life
was to be always at the feet of a superior female, eager and available to
serve.

And with Kelly out of the country, and Chris on the run, where
could he go to find such a female?

O’Malley’s could well have been his answer.

She pulled to the curb, got out and walked back to the
blinking neon, arranging her cover story. A worried wife asking at the local
hangout if any of the barmaids had seen her hubby. A pitiable tale, and a plausible
one, too, that should involve no career risk. Kelly dredged her memory for a
name, came up with Raynette. The other name eluded her, but one should be
enough.

As always when Kelly walked into a place, anyplace, there
was a rapid ripple effect as every head turned her way. The guy polishing
glasses behind the bar, the guys on barstools and at tables, a trio of barmaids,
all stopped what they were doing to check her out. But it was the bouncer who
was moving her way.

He was prototypical muscle, a big black bald guy built along
the lines of a lowland gorilla, with full-sleeve tattoos beneath his Laker
jersey.

“Well, well, well, what brings you to O’Malley’s, doll? I’m
Lester, by the way.” The massive man held out an oversized paw but was
surprisingly gentle with hers when she risked it in his grip. “If you’re
looking for a job, I think it can be arranged.” He bared his teeth in a
high-wattage grin.

“That’s sweet of you, Lester. I’m Kelly, and I’m not looking
for a job. I’m looking for my husband. He’s gone missing.”

“You’re shitting me, right?”

“I couldn’t be more serious, Lester.” Her tone emphasized
the point.

“Just sayin’, any guy who’d run out on you, he’s not worth
tracking down.”

“Thanks, but I want him back. You have a nice sense of
humor, Lester, but no more jokes, please.”

“Sorry, doll, just lay it on me then. You think your man’s
been in here, that it?”

“I know he has, I’m just not sure if he’s been here
lately, like the last couple days. Do you have a barmaid called Raynette?”

“Raynette Jones, sure. She was on earlier. This guy of yours,
got a picture you can show me?”

Kelly scanned the thumbnails in her iPhone gallery before
selecting an innocuous shot of her and Chris at a dressy corporate shindig.

“Good looking dude,” Lester conceded, handing back the
phone. “Not near good enough, mind you, but, hey, they can’t all look like me.”

“The thing is, Lester, he doesn’t really look like that now.”
Kelly wondered how many descriptive details to share. No way she was mentioning
his collar. “He got his head shaved recently, and I think he might have been
dressed kind of, well, funny. Like, uh—”

“Like in farmer jeans maybe?”

“What are those?”

“Overalls, you know, the kind farmers wear, with a big flap
in front.”

“Yes, exactly! You saw him then?”

“Just this morning when we were opening up, right outside that
door over there. Take away the curly hair in that picture, yeah, he could be your
guy.”

“What was he doing out there?”

“Talking to Ray, like you said. But I didn’t like it. He wasn’t
right, you know?”

“Because of the bald head and the overalls?”

“More than that. He had no shoes, just bare feet. That’s kinda
weird, you gotta admit. Sorry to say this, Kelly, but I took him for a homeless
dude, or a panhandler, like we get back there sometimes. I told him to go away,
only I didn’t say it near that nice. But Ray, she says no, let her talk to the
guy, he’s like this old friend, just down on his luck.”

“Did you let them talk?”

“I told her okay, five minutes max, but don’t be giving the
dude any of your tip money. Ray, she‘s one takes in stray cats, nurses baby
birds who fall out of trees, shit like that.”

“So, what happened after five minutes? Did he go away?”

“It was more like fifteen before she came in and got back to
work setting up, and I gave her shit about it. She told me he was gone.” Lester
shrugged his massive shoulders. “That’s all I got for you, if it helps any.”

“It helps a lot, thanks, Lester. But let me ask about
Raynette, or Ray, as you call her. If she takes in strays, and Chris—my
husband—looked down and out—which I can explain but won’t go into now. Do you
think there’s any chance Ray might have taken him to her place, if not right
then, maybe later, you know, to help him get back on his feet?”

“Not if she knew he had a wife who was looking for him. That’s
not her style.”

“What if he didn’t tell her?”

“Then, yeah, I could see that maybe happening. Want me to
call her?”

“Would it be okay if I called her?” Kelly thought she
could see how to frame her appeal to Raynette. If the big bouncer would let her
do it. “What I’m thinking, Lester, you being her boss and all, if she took him
in for any reason, she might not want to tell you about it. But maybe if it’s
another woman on the phone, explaining how this guy is her husband and how they
had this big fight, and she said things she shouldn’t have said, you know,
Lester? Things that might have made him afraid she’d never take him back, but
how the truth is that she still loves him and wants him back more than
anything.”

Kelly paused, smiling sheepishly, as though she’d blurted
out a lot more than she’d meant to. Which, of course, was not the case. But her
little made-up story, while carefully crafted, had contained a genuine core of
emotional truth.

“See my point, Lester?”

“Yeah,” the big man nodded, “I can see how it might work
better coming from you.” He fished out his phone, played with it, handed it
over. “Give it a try.”

The number was ringing as she brought it to her ear. Kelly’s
heart began racing. A male voice answered, not Chris’. “Yeah?”

The single word manged to convey both surliness and
impatience.

“Could I please speak with Raynette? It’s urgent.”

“It’s late, and she’s real busy. Call tomorrow.” The line
went dead.

Something was very wrong. Kelly had to get out there,
wherever it was, and fast.

She put the phone back in Lester’s big palm. “I have a
feeling my husband’s there, but some other guy answered and refused to put her
on, then hung up on me.”

“Aw, shit! Ray’s gone back with Mitch, that no-good
bastard.”

“Or maybe he just barged in,” Kelly suggested, “saw Chris in
there, beat him up or kicked him out or who knows? Lester, I have to get out
there. Can you give me her address?”

The big head waggled regretfully. “Sorry, doll, no can do.”

Kelly, who’d been standing close, now leaned closer, till
the soft bulge of her right boob nudged the hard bulge of his upper arm.
“Please, Lester! I’m desperate.”

“I’d really like to help you, doll, but employee files,” he
shook his head again, “they’re all kept in the boss’ desk. Under lock and key.
And that key is about the only one I don’t have.” He jangled a big
carabiner keyring on his belt.

“Maybe he has an extra hidden away. Could you call him and
ask?”

“Yeah, maybe tomorrow sometime. He’s in Cabo tonight,
partying on some rich lady’s yacht. And you know how it is. I sorta wanna keep
my job.”

Kelly couldn’t wait till “tomorrow sometime.” “Can you tell
me where Raynette lives? You know, describe her place and the neighborhood so I
can at least try to find it?”

“Somewhere inland from the Marina, that’s all I know.” Lester
half-turned his head, enough to give her tits a quick downward glance as he bellowed
over his shoulder. “Jemma Mae, get those cute little buns over here.”

A pale freckle-faced barmaid with a dyed-orange Afro moved
their way. She did her O’Malley’s t-shirt proud as she drew near. Like Lester,
she made a point of checking out Kelly’s stretch-knit crop top.

“Girl, what all you got up there on your top shelf?”

“My twins, you mean?”

“Looks like a dead heat in a blimp race. Anybody ever tell
you that?”

“No, that’s one I never heard. What can I say, they’re a
curse and a blessing. But a big girl like you already knows that.”

“Yeah, we both got what the mens like. You just got a whole
shitload more ’n me. I must’ve been standing in the wrong line when they was
being handed out.”

“Got to excuse Jemma Mae,” Lester said. “That Ghetto Girl
act of hers is so no one’ll think she trying to pass.”

“Fuck you, too, dawg. You be tryin’ to pass as a humanoid
for the longest time, and it ain’t workin’.”

“Enough with the phony jive talk, Ray. This lady’s got a
problem. Maybe you can help her.”

The barmaid nodded as Lester began to fill her in. “I don’t ’xactly
recall the street address, but I been out to Ray’s a few times, you know, she
bein’ a soul sister and all. And I can tell you pretty much how I get there.” As
she began spieling off directions, Kelly switched on her phone’s voice
recorder, then asked the girl to start over.

Eventually, after a lot of extraneous commentary, Jemma Mae
ran down. She concluded with, “Like Lester said, that Mitch is real bad news. You
watch yourself out there, girl, and, soon as you can, tell us how it all went
down.”

Kelly thanked them both before hurrying out to her car.

*

Kelly had been about to give up on the disjointed directions
when suddenly there he was—Christopher, on a bicycle right in front of her,
pedaling like a madman. Seeing the Audi, and obviously assuming it was Jason
after him again, he swerved recklessly into a side alley. Kelly hit the brakes
and wrenched the wheel over, aiming the big sedan into the tight opening. She
had to keep him in sight, at all costs.

In fact, she came up on his tail so fast she had to sound
the big horn to warn him. His panicky response was simply to dive off the bike,
which went careening to the right as he rolled over and over in the alley.

Kelly gasped and stomped the brakes again. But he was already
up and running, thank God, straight down the alley before juking left and out
of sight.

Kelly rolled to a stop alongside an empty carport. There he
was, thirty or forty feet to her left, his escape brought up short by the carport’s
back wall. By the time she was out of the car, he was fumbling at a side
door—and was through it before she could scream his name. Her shrill cry was
lost in the door slam. Kelly launched in hot pursuit—thank God she had on sports
shoes! Seconds later she burst through that same doorway and found herself on a
long concrete walkway between apartment buildings. Already at the far end, Chris
was gasping with each staggering stride.

Kelly could have run him down in a matter of seconds.
Instead she slowed and stopped, realizing, to her sudden surprise, the long chase
was over. Her runaway slave, though still stumbling away, was in easy range of
her goddess weaponry. Her first attempt, in the carport, had misfired; but this
one would travel true, at the speed of sound, immobilizing its target as
effectively as one of Batwoman’s throwing stars or Katniss Everdeen’s arrows.

“CHRIS-to-pher!”

The summons, launched in full command voice, overtook the
fleeing figure and brought it to a stumbling stop.

*

Chris went rigid, as though struck by a high-voltage dart
from a long-range Taser. He turned to see the commanding figure poised at the
other end of the path.

His knees began to quiver and his heart to gallop. As for
emotions, well, which ones did he not feel at that instant? Shock and
awe certainly, followed by exquisite relief that it was she, not Jason, who’d hunted
him down. More than anything, he was seized by a terror of suspense. Deep in
his submissive soul, he knew his entire fate depended on what that all-powerful
she-creature said and did in the next few moments.

He fell to his knees, then pitched all the way forward on
the pavement. Whether this was by pure slavish instinct or carefully conditioned
response hardly mattered. In either case, he had adopted the standard slave
pose conveying absolute submission and acceptance of whatever punishment might
be in the offing.

It was from this abject position that he was pierced by her
next command:

“Stand up, slave, and come to your goddess.”

*

Kelly watched Chris lurch forward, less like a man than a
badly manipulated string puppet. She had an almost overpowering urge to drop
her imperious attitude and run to embrace him. But she hesitated.

Let it play out for now according to strict gynarchic
protocol. See what he does first before you show all your cards.

A few steps later he dropped again to his knees, then to his
belly, crawling the final way forward. By design or utter exhaustion? It was
hard to say. But he kept at it, worming closer, little by little. When he
reached her feet, he stretched his neck and began passionately kissing her
shoes. Slobbering over them, to be more precise. This, she thought, was one
protocol she really must leave in place. It was, after all, an entirely
appropriate way for an inferior male to show respect to the superior sex. To
any lady, really, but especially the lady who owned him. Why on earth give up
something that pleased her so well? And that her slave obviously craved and
needed in order to express his deepest feelings?

He was not only kissing the tops of her sports shoes now,
but weeping and shuddering as he did so. From mindless, puppydog happiness.

Goddess Kelly was happy, too—ridiculously so, why shouldn’t
she be?—at the return of her prodigal boy. Which is why she allowed their
little reunion ritual to play on for longer than was perhaps prudent, given the
risk of being spied on from the overlooking windows. But, really, they weren’t
known in this marginal neighborhood and unlikely ever to come back. Besides,
periodic displays of public humiliation were useful in reminding a male slave
of his lowly place.

Finally, though, she’d had enough and stepped back. She was on
the point of ordering him to his feet, when it occurred to her that he might be
unable to carry out the simple command. He’d been through hell, that was obvious.
Subjected to God knows what kind of abuse by that Mitch, and earlier by Big
Brenda, and Jason before that. On the run for days and nights in nothing but
those foul-smelling overalls, probably hungry and clearly exhausted. Running on
empty for hours, with only fumes left for this final crawl to her feet.

Then, as she looked down on the pathetic creature, she
noticed the bloody scrapes and scratches all over his exposed arms and feet.
How could she have been so unthinking? She dropped down beside him on the path.

“My poor baby!” she cried out. “Can you stand up,
Christopher, so I can get you home?”

“I’m not sure, Goddess.” The response was feeble. “Can you
help me?”

“Of course I can!”

Kelly, already in a deep squat, now levered her forearms like
a forklift under Christopher’s armpits . Then, taking a deep breath, she fired
off her well-trained glutes and quads and, with a single explosive grunt,
powered up to vertical with her slack burden.

So far, so good, though he remained rubber-legged in her
arms. Would she have to drag him all the way to the car? Then she thought of a
simpler solution.

Letting go her grip, Kelly dipped and caught him as he
swooned. She came up with him cradled in her arms like a sleepy child. And he
didn’t weigh much more than a child, as though he hadn’t eaten for days.
Childlike, too, was Christopher’s gaze, full of wonder and adoration as he stared
up at her.

“You’re safe now, sweet slave,” she soothed in a lullaby
voice. “Safe in the arms of your Goddess. You’re going home, and you won’t have
to worry about Jason. I’ve sent him away, and he’s never coming back!”

Kelly had started back down the path. After only a very few
steps, though, she paused to lift his precious face within range of her lips. A
maternal kiss at first, considering his abject condition, but becoming, by
delicious increments, a kiss of passionate possession. This was how Kelly had
kissed him in her car on the triumphant night of their backward dance together—a
deep-throated growl of a kiss—before taking him, for the very first time, back to
her home and her bed.

And Christopher, despite dizzying exhaustion, was in ecstasy
at being rescued by his Supreme Goddess. Rescued from all long desperate days
of kidnap and escape, not to forget soul-crushing months during which he’d been
ignored and shunned in favor of his hateful he-man rival.

All he could think now, like a silent mantra while being
carried off in her strong arms, was how much he loved his Goddess. And maybe
his mantra wasn’t so silent, because she was answering it:

“Of course, you love your goddess, darling slave. You always
will. And your Goddess loves you, too. Never forget that.”

At those words, Christopher’s tears reappeared. But he was
not alone in this. Even goddesses have been known to cry at special times. This,
it seemed, was one of those times.

No more was said just then, while the all-conquering female
lengthened her stride and bore her captive prize back along the path and
through the empty carport out to the alley, where the big sedan waited
patiently, motor thrumming, to take them home.

Earlier Kelly had been thinking that her pathetic boy was
much too filthy to be allowed inside the luxurious interior for the ride back.
That she’d have to stow him in the trunk, the way Jason had transported him to
Brenda’s ranch.

Instead, the goddess placed him, carefully and lovingly,
into the passenger seat. And when she’d belted and buckled him, she bent once
more to kiss away his tears. Then she straightened and chunked the door shut
before walking quickly around to the driver’s side.

“I’m taking you home, my darling,” she said, slipping the big
car into gear. “And I’m never letting you go.”

*















EPILOGUE

Kelly had fully intended to alter their lifestyle going
forward. And the changes were to have been dramatic. From heavy-duty gynarchy
to a kind of loving femdom lite with lots of spicy vanilla flavoring. She had this
all worked out in theory, but found it surprisingly difficult to put in
practice.

While it felt wonderful to have Christopher back in her bed,
her passive plaything, it was hard to get used to seeing him once again on her
furniture. Especially the La-Z-Boy that Jason had so impressively occupied with
his sprawling musculature. Perched on it, awkward and upright as though afraid
to recline, Christopher looked like an altar boy in a man cave.

It was equally awkward having him across from her at table,
whether in breakfast nook or dining room. And frankly annoying having to wait till
he’d served his own plate and sat himself down before she could finally commence
eating.

Christopher’s wretched, apologetic looks made it clear that
he, too, was painfully aware of pretending to be something he was not.

Namely, her equal.

“Don’t worry, sweetie,” Kelly consoled him, “we’ll both get
used to all these new arrangements.”

But they didn’t. So, reluctantly at first, she began to scale
back her grand plans to elevate Christopher’s household status. They began
reverting to former rules and practices, little by little. Furniture, for
instance, became once more off limits for Chris—all except her bed.

The sense of relief was immediate and palpable. How much
more natural to have Chris once again installed at her feet, sitting or kneeling,
and forced to look upward to the higher realm of his superior. Natural for them
both, and much more convenient for her. When tilted back in her Laz-E-Boy with
her book or iPad, Kelly could now reach down and absently tousle her slave’s
nubby hair (which she was letting regrow), or deliver a corrective head slap if
he dared speak without being spoken to or requesting permission (another rule
reinstated).

At table, she could again reach down and feed him tidbits
from her fingers; or, when she’d finished eating, set her plate on the floor so
he could gobble up her scraps before licking the plate shiny clean with doglike
devotion.

Also reinstated—really, during his first week home—was the
mandatory use of honorifics. Here again, Kelly had no choice but to yield to
the inevitable. When allowed to speak, Christopher simply couldn’t stop himself
from affixing her sublime title of “Goddess” before her name.

“Be patient,” she had reassured him on all these matters.
“It’s definitely a work in progress, and I know you’re doing your best.”

Other practices—oldies but goodies—were also brought back,
one by one. Daily maintenance paddlings and croppings, for instance, and, for
even minor infractions, once-a-week canings severe enough to require wrist
restraints and ball gag. And whenever Kelly left the condo or came home, her
Christopher was back in his former place, on his knees just inside the door, eager
to pay passionate lip service to her shoes. How could she deny him this little routine
joy?

Nor did she have the heart to hire a professional cleaning
service, as she had vowed to do. How could she rob her sweet boy of his daily
round of chores, the nonstop drudgery that gave shape and meaning to his
existence? She had even offered to send him back to college so he could
complete his graphic arts degree, but his career ambitions, alas, had expired over
the years of servitude, leaving no apparent trace. Her boy was simply a slave
now—her slave—nothing more. She had no choice but to accept this.

And, ultimately, to love him for it.

What changes did occur came mostly from her own initiative.
While Christopher was doing his housework, for instance, rather than ignore him
totally, as she had used to, Kelly made a point of showing him casual
affection. Such as coming up behind to cup and squeeze his testicles or to
stroke his penis to quick verticality.

Which, of course, required unfettered access to all his
private parts. Which, in turn, meant her boy had to be deprived of clothing at
all times (except when let out to run errands).

Ironically, this realization struck her with full force only
after she’d gone on a shopping spree at an upscale menswear store near
her office, where she’d picked out a selection of stylish items, from Calvin
Klein boxer briefs to an Armani lambskin jacket, along with a colorful array of
slacks and shirts and sweaters.

Back in the condo that evening, she’d had him try on various
ensembles. “Don’t look so hangdog,” she’d scolded at one point. “Those slacks
are Italian, and you wouldn’t believe how much I paid for them. At least you
could smile for me, or look bored and surly like the GQ cover boys.” He tried,
but it was no use. In whatever outfit, Chris somehow managed to look
inauthentic.

And Kelly was pretty sure she knew why. After the fourth or
fifth combination, she’d seen enough and ordered him to strip. “All the way
down, including the designer shorts.”

And there was her answer, plain and simple. Christopher,
standing before her in only his slave collar and cock cage, no longer looked
like an impostor, but who he truly was.

“Okay, sweetie, I won’t make you wear clothes around the
condo, or pretend to be my equal. But I do have plans for you, big and important
plans. And I’m afraid they will absolutely require you to wear clothes again in
public, expensive and stylish clothes like these, and to act like a man, or at
least pretend to be one. Which, I realize, will be a challenge. If you choose
to regard that as torture and punishment, so be it. But fair warning,
Christopher, it’s going to happen, so you’ll just have to suffer through it for
my sake. Understand?”

“Yes, my Goddess.”

Chris’ response sounded like his usual robotic acquiescence.
And yet, Kelly thought she’d detected in his eyes a momentary flicker of
interest in what those “big plans” of hers just might entail.

In the meantime, Chris was back to his birthday suit full
time. And, so long as that was the case, she might as well make the most of it
and have him on full dangling display. This was, after all, the way she’d
always preferred her males. At least as far back as her early teens when she’d
delighted in playing CFNM-type games with several neighborhood boys.

Obviously, full dangling display meant getting rid of the
ugly coil of stainless steel padlocked around Christopher’s penis, a contraption
she’d never liked, though it had, for a time, served a most useful purpose.

While she was at it, it was also time to get rid of that
other hunk of stainless steel he wore, the laser-engraved collar. Not that
Kelly objected to this prominent piece of slave jewelry. On the contrary, she
loved looking at it, as she did her girly-swirly monogram burned into his tight
little ass. Unfortunately, the large collar was simply not compatible with
those “big plans” she’d mentioned.

Plans that revolved around starting a female-led family,
exactly as Petra had done with Jonas. With Christopher as the doting and
dutiful father. Which presupposed marriage—remarriage, in their case—with Chris
reprising his former role of equally doting and dutiful househusband. A role he
would have to play not only in private, but in public, in front of her friends
and family as well as her professional colleagues and clients. A supporting
role, to be sure, but a vital one. And he had at least to look the part.

Hence, the necessity of dressing him up, without that chunk
of embarrassingly engraved metal fastened around his neck. Perhaps she should
have opted for a lockable slave collar in the first place, one that could be
taken off for public occasions, then locked back on afterward. But Kelly had
insisted, rightly or wrongly, that her boy’s collar, like his branding, be
permanent. So, after making discreet inquiries, she’d had it welded on by
Brenda McClintock, which meant it now had to be cut off.

Christopher had been told that his welded-on collar couldn’t
be removed by anything less drastic and dangerous than a cutting torch
operating at thousands of degrees Fahrenheit. Kelly had agreed with Brenda that
this was a very good thing for a male slave to believe, convincing him of the total
impossibility of his ever again living a free or normal existence. But it
simply wasn’t true, as Brenda had confided early on. The stainless-steel band
could be jettisoned by a relatively simple and painless procedure, if one
simply had the right tool. As it happened, Brenda had such a tool in her workshop
and, for a small fee, would be happy to take care of the matter anytime Kelly
wished.

But Kelly wasn’t about to take Chris back to the ranch he’d
so lately fled in terror. “Don’t worry, sweet slave,” she assured him, “I won’t
make you see that scary lady ever again.”

Instead, through Craigslist, Kelly located a local handyman
who also had the necessary piece of equipment. When she arrived with Chris in
tow, on a residential street of boxy stucco houses, the old guy turned out to
be a retired Hollywood studio carpenter with a long, leathery face and a
twinkle in his eye. In his many decades on film sets, he told them, he’d helped
knock together everything from western towns to medieval castles. But these days,
he lamented, he was mostly reduced to puttering in his garage.

“Come on back,” he said, escorting them from his front porch
down a side driveway. “By the way, Ma’am, I gotta tell you, I seen plenty of
glamour gals in my day—up close, too—and you got most of ’em beat, hands down.”

“Thank you, kind sir, a compliment to treasure.” Kelly had
dressed modestly, but her physical assets, as she well knew, were too flagrant
to be concealed by anything short of a full-tent hijab. “Actually I’m in
sales and marketing. And, as you can see,” she indicated Christopher’s
encumbered neck, “in dire need of your help.”

“How’d he get that thing on him, Ma’am, if you don’t mind me
asking?”

Chris was used to Kelly doing all the talking as though he
wasn’t there, but he marveled at how easily she could get others, like this
retired old fart, to go along with it. She was into her cover story now,
totally fabricated, about some supposed prank that had gone badly wrong when
he, Chris, had attended a reunion of fraternity brothers.

“Disgustingly drunken frat boys,” Kelly had
emphasized, throwing Chris a dark look.

“Is there any other kind?” the old man asked with a cackle.

“Apparently not.” At some point, she went on, they’d started
playing some imbecilic truth-or-dare-type games, with reckless wagering on the
side. The upshot was that her husband had awakened the next morning in a
different part of town with a jackhammer headache and this steel monstrosity
welded around his neck. And zero memory of how it happened.

“Must have been some party, Ma’am. Let’s have a look, shall
we?” The old guy flipped on the garage’s overhead fluorescents before bending close
and using stubby fingers to explore the collar’s welded-on front plate. “About
what I figured,” he said, straightening up. “Not quite quarter-inch, more like
three-sixteenths, I’d say, MIG welded in four spots. No big deal, Ma’am. Let’s
give ’er a go.”

The handyman took a few side steps to switch on a rackety
air compressor, which he then wheeled up close before attaching an air hose. The
hose looked just like the ones at gas stations for inflating tires. Except the
nozzle now got coupled to the back end of what looked like king-sized cutting
pliers with tapered jaws. The bulky tool was maybe half a foot long in
matte-black metal with a staple gun-type hand grip.

“This here’s the pneumatic crimper-cutter you were asking
about on the phone,” the handyman said. Looking at those big cutting jaws,
Chris began to tremble, but neither Kelly nor the old guy seemed to notice his
reaction. “They’re mostly for shearing through wire bundles and harnesses, but they’re
pretty good on sheet metal and thin stainless like you got here. Now, Ma’am, if
you could maybe get him to kneel down a bit.”

“Of course, he’s good at kneeling,” Kelly said with a
straight face.

“Okay, that should do it. Now, if you could work that collar
around on his neck some. Keep going, a full one-eighty if you could, Ma’am, so
that front plate is all the way in back. Good. Now, if you can just drop his
chin to his chest, far as you can, Ma’am, so I can slide these jaws down the
nape of his neck and get a good purchase on the edge of that plate.”

With both of them moving behind him now, Chris couldn’t see
what was happening, but Kelly watched with avid interest, just as she had the
welding and branding in Brenda’s tractor barn all those months before. The entire
operation took maybe half a minute with the big crimper-cutter jaws taking
quick bites through the steel plate, each bite accompanied by a hiss of
compressed air and a heavy ka-thunk sound like a staple gun.

“Should do it, Ma’am.” The handyman silenced the compressor
with a finger flick before laying the big cutting tool flat on the bench. “Should
be able to pry it open now, just be real careful with your fingers.”

The front plate had indeed been sheared in half, a ragged
vertical cut between the “S-L” and “A-V-E.” As Kelly gently tugged the two
halves apart, the metal band opened on its hidden hinge like a pair of
calipers, easily wide enough to be pushed forward off Christopher’s neck.

“Gotta be a helluva relief for him,” the handyman commented.
“Free at last, like that preacher man said.”

“Absolutely! Thank you, kind sir. And don’t you forget
to thank the man, Christopher.”

“Yes, thank you, sir,” Chris said. “Thank you so much.”

“Right glad to do it, son. And get paid for my good deed by
your movie star wife here.”

Kelly grinned and added a hefty tip to the modest fee the
old guy had requested. Chris, meanwhile, was rubbing his neck, trying to adjust
to what had just happened. Gone, suddenly and forever, was the heavy metal
embrace he’d expected to last the rest of his life.

There was undeniable relief, like the old guy had said. But
something else, too. A sense of loss, insidious and demoralizing. His metal
collar had served as a constant reminder, especially when glimpsed in a mirror,
of what he’d allowed himself to become—a cringing creature in the semblance of
a man.

He remembered the dizzying emotions that had swept him when
the collar was first welded on. Creepy crawly fear and sickening shame, to be
sure. And yet, more than these, more than anything, there had been a giddy excitement
in the pit of his stomach, and lower yet. Somehow his abject status conferred a
perverse sense of pride. He was not merely owned, but the property of a
flesh-and-blood goddess—more glamorous than any movie star, like the old guy
had just said. Wouldn’t old Handy Andy there jump at a chance to trade places
with Chris? Sure he would. And so, probably, would millions of other guys of
all ages once they got a glimpse of his goddess.

But now that proud symbol of Chris’ exclusive slave status
had been whisked away with a few snips of metal. And he was supposed to be
ecstatic about it. He dared not let on how keen was his disappointment.

“You can just toss the scrap in that bin over there,” the
old guy was saying now. “Unless you got some reason for saving it.”

“I might have at that,” Kelly answered with a throaty
chuckle. “Maybe I’ll hang it on the wall, sort of a reminder of what his
naughty behavior got him into.”

This elicited another cackle from the handyman as he flipped
off the lights and escorted them back down the driveway toward their car. As
they came abreast of his porch steps, the old guy laid a big hand on Chris’
shoulder and leaned close to mutter in his ear:

“Son, you’re one lucky sonuvabitch, Hope you know that.”

“Yes, sir,” Chris was quick with his whisper back, “I sure
do.”

Moments later, from the Audi’s passenger seat, Chris watched
the old guy wave a final time before going back inside his tract house. Chris
turned to Kelly, wondering why she hadn’t started the motor. It was, he saw,
because she’d been reaching beneath her seat and now came out with what looked
like a present.

For him?

When she turned on the dome light, he could see the package
was square and flat, about the size of an 8-by-10 photo frame. It was wrapped
in silver-foil paper with a black satin bow.

“For you, my darling,” she said, handing the gift to him.
“With all my love.”

Could it be a framed picture of his goddess? It felt just about
heavy enough for that, and he would truly treasure such a special present. He
was at a loss for words, with his thoughts in a tizzy. His fingers began to
fumble at the knotted ribbon.

“For God’s sake, Christopher, just tear it open, or I will!”

“Yes, Goddess, I’m sorry, Goddess.”

He managed to claw an opening in one corner of the foil
wrapping, then, after several more ineffectual attacks, to peel the paper off
entirely and reveal the white gift box beneath. He lifted this free of its
wrappings and held it in his hands an indecisive second, till she prompted
again, “Go on, silly, lift the lid!”

Chris did as told, staring now at the additional swaddling
of tissue paper before parting it to reveal, at last, her gift to him.

It was another steel slave collar, seemingly identical to
his old one.

Excitement and euphoria bubbled up together. Thank God!
Oh thank God!

He lifted it out for a better look. Like his old one, this
was of brushed stainless, though perhaps a bit thicker gauge. So probably a bit
heavier around his neck. But that would be okay, more than okay. Like Kelly
keeping a tighter grip on him. And there was no welded-on plate to mar the
clean, circular sweep of steel, just a welded-on O-ring. Which had to be for
attaching a leash—or maybe a chain. The implications of that unloosed a
fresh swarm of butterflies in Christopher’s belly.

He turned his new collar this way and that, admiring it in
the faint interior light.

“I know, I know, I’m rushing things a bit, Christopher,
doing it here in the car. You really should have a proper recollaring ceremony.
But I know how very much your old collar meant to you, and I didn’t want you to
go too long without a replacement. You understand?”

Chris nodded solemnly. The relief he felt in having this new
collar in his hands was way more intense than anything he’d felt just minutes
ago when the old one was cut off.

“Now,” she went on, “if you’re looking for the engraving,
sweetie, I’m afraid there isn’t one. Are you badly disappointed?”

“A little, I guess, but the collar is beautiful, Goddess.”

“Isn’t it? Of course, we’d both like it to say ‘PROPERTY OF
GODDESS KELLY’ or some such, wouldn’t we? So the whole world would know?”

Chris swallowed before nodding again.

“And that’s exactly how it would be in an ideal world,
believe me. I’d love to be able to fasten a leash to that handy ring in your
new collar and take you on regular walks, all around our block and even along
the shopping street, and be admired and idolized as a superwoman by one and
all. Alas, sweet slave, we don’t live in that enlightened world. So I can’t very
well have you walking around in public with my name and your status emblazoned
around your neck, can I?”

Chris shook his head no, sadly.

“But you and I know whose property you are and always will
be, don’t we, sweetums?”

Again Chris gulped before nodding assent.

“So, what are we waiting for? Let’s try it on.” She took it
from him and opened the caliper jaws wide. “I ordered it online from a special
site, and provided your neck measurements, so the fit should be perfect.”

So it proved as she slipped it on him, then closed the open
end behind his neck with a soft kiss of metal.

“What did I tell you? she said, confirming the fit by
sliding a finger between the inside of the collar and Christopher’s neck.

“Is it locked on now, goddess?”

“Not yet. That was just the latching mechanism you heard.
The actual locking comes next.” Reaching into the discarded gift box, she produced
a tiny L-shaped tool in her fingertips. “This is what they call an Allen
wrench, sweetie. This operates the locking mechanism, which is triggered by a
tiny hexagonal screw recessed into a pinhole on your collar’s bottom edge. An
opening so teeny-tiny, my darling, and so well hidden that it’s hard to spot
even if you know where to look. But don’t worry, your goddess will find it. So
now we’ll have you turn your head toward the window so I can get you locked up
tight.”

Chris obeyed, and felt his owner tug the metal band toward
her as she probed with the tiny tool. “Got it,” she cried with childish glee.
“Now we twist the little screw like so… just a few turns… until we hear the
click. Let’s listen for it together, shall we?”

And there it was—a spring-loaded snick-click. The
finality of the sound sent shivers up and down his spine. Now, by means of her
lovely palms pressing on his cheeks, Chris’ head was rotated back to face hers.
Goddess Kelly looked radiant, perhaps as happy as he’d ever seen her. And so
was he, his pulse riding so high, he feared he might faint.

“Voilà! Now it can’t be opened, my darling. Except by
your owner, of course. And we wouldn’t want it any other way, would we?”

But Christopher had slipped into a realm beyond speech.

Now Kelly leaned close to her darling boy, letting their
foreheads touch as her hands snaked around his just-collared neck. Then the
goddess kissed her chattel slave, deeply and possessively. It was a claiming
kiss, one that emptied his mind and dissolved his captive soul and sent them
both spinning upward in a whirlwind of bright confetti.

*

Their remarriage took place seven months later, shortly after
Kelly’s divorce from Jason became final. Unlike their first wedding, a lavish
affair at her family’s church and country club in suburban Minneapolis, this
was a no-frills civil ceremony at the very courthouse where she’d married
Jason, not far from the airport from which they would depart on their
honeymoon. The only guests were their two legal witnesses, Carmen Gallegos and
her new husband, a gringo accountant named David, who was, himself, only
a recent initiate into the dark delights of marital enslavement.

Carmen had wanted to host a non-vanilla, power-exchange
ceremony afterward, intimate and erotic, for a select few friends in the domme-sub
scene, but Kelly had demurred. “It’s a wonderful offer, Carmen, and I can’t
thank you enough, but we’ve already got something like that scheduled for our
very first honeymoon stop.”

“Would that be in Brussels, by any chance?” Carmen asked,
recalling how inspired Kelly said she’d been by her visit to the Belgian lady
and observing her strict matriarchal home.

“Leuven is near Brussels, yes, about twenty miles away. I’d
love for you and David to come and celebrate with us, Carmen, if there’s any
way you can possibly make it.”

Carmen wasn’t able to attend, due to conflicts with her
filming schedule on “Ninja Warrior.” So it was a very small wedding party that
assembled several days later in the condo of Petra Pieters. In addition to the
bride and groom and Petra herself, there were only husband Jonas and their two
children.

“I think it would be super wonderful,” Petra had emailed
Kelly during their planning discussions, “for Sophie and Theo to witness a real
matriarchal marriage. Nothing too shocking, if you don’t mind, more like, you
know, the romantical side of female dominance. I want them to see how natural
it is for the woman always to be above and the man below, as if praying to his
queen or goddess.”

Both women agreed that the brief ceremony, while intimate
and “romantical,” as Petra had requested, should avoid too many trappings of
femdom or gynarchic rituals, such as male nudity, the use of whips and chains
or overly graphic language in the vows. “My Sophie, I think, is mature enough
to understand and enjoy such things,” Petra commented, “but for little Theo, it
is still way too soon.”

By the time the red-letter day arrived, all issues,
including wardrobe and event choreography, had been resolved to their mutual
satisfaction. Sophie, now fifteen and quite mature-looking, served as maid of
honor, with her father, Jonas, escorting Christopher—both men in dark blue
wedding suits with dove-gray waistcoats—from the front door into the living
room. They were preceded by ten-year-old Theo, who, as a white-suited flower
boy, enthusiastically flung rose petals this way and that from a little wicker
basket.

Awaiting them at the far end of the living room, their backs
to a flower-festooned mantelpiece, stood the female trinity. Petra, in the
center, wore a tightly tailored power suit with matching vest and single-pleated
trousers, all in cardinal red. “This also I can use for work,” she’d told
Kelly, who had insisted on underwriting the entire clothing budget. “In it, I
will make the male attorneys, how you say, shake their boots.”

As maid of honor, Sophie was placed to her mother’s left,
with a bouquet of baby pink roses that closely matched the color of her
silk-tulle maxidress, as well as the blush on her plump cheeks.

The bride, on Petra’s right, though by no means blushing,
was radiant all the same. Her spectacular proportions were encased in an
ivory-silk mermaid gown with a plunging halter neckline only partly concealed
by transparent floral mesh. Kelly had fallen in love with the show-stopping
garment after seeing it on the reality-TV show, “Say Yes to the Dress.” Before
acting on the impulse, however, she’d emailed a photo of the revealing gown to
Petra, expressing serious reservations.

“The model in the photo, as you can see, is not very well
endowed, so the overall effect is maybe only PG-13. But zip me into all that
cleavage and I’m afraid it’s going to be X-rated, or even doubleX, and maybe
Grand Canyonesque. I’m an incurable exhibitionist, as you know, Petra. Nothing
pleases me more than making a giant splash and turning males into quivering
jelly. But perhaps not on this occasion, and not to your males. So
I’m asking for your honest verdict, Petra. Say yes, or no, to the dress before
I order the damned thing.”

Petra’s answer was emphatic and unequivocal:

“I insist you wear this exciting dress, Kelly, and make a
giant splash. I told you once before, it is good for males—including mine—to
experience the beauty and power of a woman who is so like the Great Goddess,
and yes, for their knees to turn to jelly, as you say. This is why I encourage
my son to have all those posters of female superheroes on the walls of his
bedroom, beautiful ladies with large bosoms and tiny costumes. These images of
superwomen affect him in many ways, but mostly, I think, they inspire him to be
more and more submissive, which is always the right direction for him, I am
convinced.

“As for Jonas, of course he will act even more stupid than
usual in your presence, but I find this funny. Okay, maybe also I will be a
small bit jealous, but I don’t worry of this, because I know who is the goddess
he worships on his knees every morning and every night. And it is only me!”

When the trio of slow-walking males reached the trio of waiting
goddesses, Theo and Jonas went and knelt beside Sophie, while Christopher did
likewise before Petra, the event’s presiding priestess. At this point Kelly, on
Petra’s right, stepped forward and did a half-pirouette to stand close beside
Chris. With her considerable height enhanced by stiletto-heeled, white-leather
bridal boots, the contrast between towering bride and knee-bent groom was
stark, to say the least.

After brief remarks about goddess worship and the sacred
role of womankind in taming and civilizing males, Petra accepted the white-rose
bouquet from the bride and handed her, in exchange, the steel collar with leash
already attached.

“Now you will please to face each other,” Petra said, “with
the groom remaining on his knees and still looking down—yes, just like that—for
the sacred collaring ceremony.”

In profile now, amid perfect silence, Kelly bent down and
lovingly encircled the neck of her male subject with his new collar. The latch
click drew an audible intake of breath from Sophie. Scant seconds later, as
Kelly’s tiny wrench activated the collar’s spring-loaded locking mechanism, the
teenaged girl’s reaction was even more dramatic:

“O Mijn God!” she gasped in her native Dutch,
momentarily forgetting her decorum along with her English.

Recovering from this amusing interruption, bride and groom
turned back to Petra. They were side by side as before, but linked now by the
leash, a lazy loop of ownership from the hand of the statuesque bride to the
neck of the kneeling groom. This lovely tableau, symbolizing the unequal union
of superior female and inferior male, was deeply imprinted on all present. And
was captured, along with the entire ceremony, by a tripod-mounted video camera.

Time for the exchange of vows.

These, both women had agreed, should be kept brief, with only
a few crucial deviations from standard wedding scripts. While both promised to love one another, the bride’s traditional promise to “obey” was switched to the
groom and coupled with “worship.” His amended phrase read “to worship and obey
my sovereign wife for as long as she shall have me.” Kelly’s revamped promises
included “to rule and regulate, cherish and protect my vassal husband for as
long as he shall meet my needs.”

Vows completed, on a hand signal from Petra the
still-kneeling groom lifted his face to kiss the bride’s proffered leash hand,
then bent to kiss the pointed toes of her white, lace-up bridal boots, left and
right. There had been some discussion about Theo remaining in the room for all these
concluding intimacies, but, as Petra pointed out, “He sees his father kiss my
shoes every evening when I return from the office, so why not?”

As for Jonas, he had long ago accepted the manifest truth
that all females were his superiors, especially his wife and daughter. So he
was proud to be a part of a ceremony that celebrated their lifestyle. And he
was happy, too, for his son to have a part in it. According to Petra’s plans,
someday Theo would also be on his knees before the girl who would go on to rule
his life. What higher destiny could a boy aspire to?

Sophie wiped away a few tears when the ceremony concluded
with a final, claiming kiss—bosomy bride bending kneeling groom far backward
beneath her in passionate, enveloping embrace. The mature young teen had approved
of everything she’d witnessed.

“That’s exactly the way a wedding should be,” she
told her mother as the women migrated to the dining room for champagne and
camembert with all three males doing the serving. “And the way my wedding will be—when I’m old enough to find someone sweet and obedient like Jonas or
Christopher, and maybe shy, too, like little Theo.”

Christopher had also wept at certain points in the ceremony,
particularly the collaring. Overall, however, he was in what Kelly recognized as
a deep submissive trance state. And little wonder! All the night before in
their hotel’s honeymoon suite, she’d let him nurse at her majestic breasts, an
infantilizing practice they’d enjoyed often in their previous marriage. After
an entire night of this, as expected, Kelly found him as compliant as silly
putty. What her boy craved now, she well knew, was to be allowed back on Nipple
Mountain at the earliest opportunity. Every time she permitted this maternal indulgence,
she found it necessary afterward to wean him.

Petra chuckled when Kelly confided all this. “I must to try
this one day on my Jonas,” she commented, reaching for her champagne flute. “But
I’m afraid I do not have the size up here to smother his big face.”

“You’re plenty big enough, Petra, believe me. Anything more
than a mouthful is wasted anyway, so they say.”

“No man ever said this about you, Kelly, of this I am
sure!”

All in all, a magical day.

*

Their honeymoon cruise sailed two days later from Barcelona,
heading southwest across the Atlantic toward the Bahamas, with a stop in the
Canaries. It was there, on the third day out, at a pavement café in the Port of
Santa Cruz, that Kelly intercepted the roving eye of the ship’s director of
shore excursions. He was lounging alone at a nearby table, and his inspection
of her, while discreet, had been unmistakable.

Kelly inspected right back, not so discreetly, appraising
him quite openly, in fact, and liking what she saw. The young man was tanned
and rugged-looking, but on the preppy side. The long sleeves of his blue Oxford
shirt were rolled to show off nicely sculpted forearms. Long bluejeaned legs were
crossed languidly at the bare ankles above his Top-Siders.

The tour director grinned back and hoisted his beer in a
sly, appreciative toast. It was an illicit moment they shared, both aware of
mutual attraction and the convenient fact that her table companion happened
just then to be looking off in the other direction.

Kelly could have him, she thought complacently, continuing
to stare at the post-collegiate man-morsel. This very evening in her stateroom,
if she wanted, no doubt about it. Just shoo Christopher off for a few hours to
walk the decks, or maybe just stuff him in their big closet. It would be such
naughty and delicious fun. And wasn’t that a young python she saw, starting to
uncoil in her admirer’s bluejeaned lap?

Yes, indeed, he was all there for her.

Instead she sighed and turned away, picking up Christopher’s
slack hand to admire the gold wedding band she’d bought him in Brussels. End of
dalliance. Yet it would happen, she knew, and probably sooner than later. And
perhaps with someone very much like Mr. Preppy over there, a blend of manly and
boyish, more Adonis than Hercules, as Jason had so blatantly been. She’d get
the yen, urgent and irresistible next time, and set about cuckolding her
darling slaveboy all over again. But not so foolishly and disastrously as last
time. And not today, if you please. Not on their second honeymoon.

The simple truth was, Kelly was over the moon at having
Chris back in her life and her bed. She delighted daily in his crazed worship
of her and his tail-wagging devotion. She even did her best to think of him,
every now and then, as her husband, she really did, but it wasn’t easy. He was
so obviously and happily her slave for life, which meant her willing pet and
plaything. In this he reminded her, not for the first time, of Nubbin, the Westie
pup of her little girlhood. Or her Ken Doll, the malleable mini-man toy she could
dress and undress, coddle and slap, all to her heart’s content.

How long, for instance, should she let Christopher’s hair
grow? Long enough to braid perhaps, or tie up in a ponytail with maybe a Minnie
Mouse, polka-dot ribbon? She had lots of capricious questions like these, though
absolute certitude when it came to letting his hair regrow in other areas.
There would, for instance, be no beard to remind her of the swaggering pirate
she’d sent packing. As for Chris’ underarms and crotch, these, too, would
remain baby-smooth. Especially around his genitals. A prepubescent look was an
essential part of his permanent emasculation, something she never tired of
poking fun at whenever she disrobed before him to reveal her own golden, luxuriant
bush.

Notwithstanding all these fun and games, which she was happy
to resume, Kelly had not lost sight of her main mission. Which was, of course,
to make a baby with Chris. By rights, she should have started on the project
the very night she got him back from Brenda’s ranch. But, for reasons she
couldn’t fully justify, she’d waited all of seven months, till after her
divorce to Jason was final and she was legally remarried to Chris.

“I guess I’m just an old-fashioned, Middle Western girl at
heart,” she’d texted Carmen. “But now I make sure we do the deed every
night—reverse missionary, of course—and twice on Sunday.”

Christopher still couldn’t fathom his incredible good
fortune in being allowed to enter his goddess. During the three years of their
previous marriage, penetrative sex had been almost unheard of, and here,
suddenly, it seemed she couldn’t get enough of it. (Kelly hadn’t confided her
ulterior motive, nor that she was off the Pill; all that was to be part of a
glorious surprise down the road.)

No, of course Chris couldn’t provide the mind-blowing,
ovary-rattling sex she’d become addicted to with Jason, but it was very sweet
and purposeful. And when she had her slave nicely pinned beneath her, allowing
her to rock and roll in the saddle at her own pace, she found she could control
not only her own crescendo and climax, but his, as well. As the ultimate moment
drew near, a simple command was usually enough to pull his trigger: “Come
now, slave, come for your goddess!”

As ever, he did as told.

She wanted a girl. That was the whole point of the exercise.
So she plumbed the Internet for tips and techniques to increase that likelihood.
She Googled her way through thickets of old wives’ tales and Chinese herbal
medicine and New Age mumbo-jumbo. She even found advice on the Gynarchic
Sisterhood site, to the effect that, after prostate milking of one’s male, a
half-hour’s air exposure of the collected man-goo should guarantee that all Y-chromosome,
male-making sperm died well before vaginal insertion.

Mainstream medical sites pronounced all such nostrums simply
myth and superstition. If she really wanted to maximize the odds of having a
girl, these authorities agreed, gender selection through a fertility clinic was
her best bet.

But Kelly didn’t want to make her baby with a syringe or turkey
baster. She wanted Chris convulsing deep within her, surrendering his essence
as he gasped her goddess name over and over.

Thinking of all this now, she was able to put cuckolding
almost out of her mind, along with yon tour guide. She reached again for Christopher’s
hand and this time slipped it off the table and down between her humid thighs, where
it was held warmly captive.

“I can’t wait to get you back on the boat, my darling,” she
whispered in his ear, “so I can fuck your brains out.”

*

Albany Colony, New Providence, Bahamas

The scene might have been staged for a retirement-resort
brochure. A handsome elderly couple lounging on the sun-splashed terrace of their
Caribbean condo. Off to their left, a glimpse of indigo water through coco
palms; lower down, in the turquoise yacht basin, a sparkling of white
pleasurecraft.

These are not flown-in actors, however, but an actual
retired couple, Astrid and Harmon Sheffield, down from their lakeside estate in
Minneapolis. Astrid and Bob, as they’re known in the Colony bridge club and the
cruising society. Big timber money, all from her side, it is said, although Bob
jokes that he gets to tweak the portfolio now and then.

Just now they’re reading, side by side in wicker chaise
lounges. Bob is scanning the sports pages of the Nassau Guardian for
something besides soccer, cricket and sailing updates. He’s dressed
outrageously for the nearby links—Tiger Woods monogrammed golf cap, salmon-pink
golf shirt, plaid Bermudas and matching knee socks. His golf spikes are parked
nearby.

Astrid is on her iPad, propped against her drawn-up thighs.
Bob never knows whether she’s shopping or surfing or actually reading, nor is
he permitted ever to peek at her screen. She’s dressed for lounging—a Chinese
robe of celadon green silk over black pajama pants and Gucci raffia slippers. Her
patrician features are sheltered by oversized sunglasses and a coolie hat of
braided bamboo. Hers is a theatrical presence, mostly assumed—although, too
many summers ago, she did take classes at the Guthrie and even had a couple
Mainstage walk-ons.

Astrid glances up from her tablet and over at her husband.
He is fidgeting again, his fingers drumming the small glass table between them,
hard enough to rattle the ice in her Bloody Mary.

“Harmon!” She never calls him “Bob.”

“Yes, dear, what is it?”

“You’re annoying me with that constant drumming. Are you
doing it on purpose?”

“Of course not, dear. I’m sorry.”

“Are you still moping around?”

“No.”

“Then take off that silly hat. I’ve told you not to wear it
in the house.”

“Well, yes, of course,” the dutiful husband takes off the
cap but is not through pleading. “But out here on the terrace, I just thought—”

“The terrace is part of our home. And you’re not going
anywhere this morning. I thought I made that perfectly clear.”

“You did, yes. But, well, it’s still not too late, Astrid,
if you’d just reconsider. Our tee time isn’t for another twenty minutes.”

Astrid consults a gold bracelet watch. “My decisions are
final, Harmon, you know that.”

“Of course they are. But—well, how about this? Would you perhaps
consider letting me play just the back nine? That way, I could still meet the boys
on the tenth tee a couple hours from now and be back here by, oh, say—”

“That’s quite enough! Lean toward me, Harmon, and bend down.
Don’t make me reach.”

Harmon leans sideways over the glass table. Her backhand slap
is more of a swipe than a crisp blow.

“Don’t move!”

Astrid adjusts her hips on the chaise, bringing her stronger
right arm into play. This time she is able to get solid force behind the
open-handed palm strike. The crack is sharp and satisfying, like the sound of her
pruning shears at work in her rose garden back home.

“Take your hand off your cheek. I want to see my mark.” Her
hand print on his face is nicely defined and rapidly reddening. She smiles to
herself and nods. “You may sit back now, Harmon.”

He does so, but dares ask one last question. “But what exactly
did I do, Astrid, or not do?”

“You were slapped for talking back and questioning my
authority. For which you must know you’re getting off lightly. As for my
denying your little macho playtime with the ‘boys,’ as you call them, I’d
rather have you here today, underfoot, where you can be useful to me. Speaking
of which, while you’re moping about, you can go and freshen up my drink. No,
forget that. Take it away and go make me an Arnold Palmer instead, a large one.
And you may make one for yourself, if you wish. I’m afraid that’s as close to
golf as you’re going to come today. And if I hear any more complaints, I may
stand you in the corner. How long has it been, dear, since we’ve done that?”

Her husband, out of his chair and turning to go inside,
pauses, frowning in thought. He is doing his best to hide his humiliation from
the stinging slap and the shaming words that followed. He answers as if it was
a routine question for a husband to be asked. “About three weeks, I suppose,
Astrid. I think it was right after we came down.”

“Well, that’s obviously too long. I’ve been getting lax with
you, Harmon, and it’s showing. Remind me to—”

Here Astrid breaks off. The door chime has sounded. Bob looks
to her for his cue.

“Go answer it, for heaven’s sake!”

Bob hurries to the condo door and squints through the
wide-angle peephole as he’s been told. As usual, however, he is unable to make
out who’s out there. The damned fish-eye lens always defeats him. Praying for
the best, he opens the door.

Kelly Ann is standing there!

She screams and flings open her arms, and Bob rushes into
them. Elevated on six-inch cork wedge sandals, the daughter is so much taller
than her father that his questing, upturned face kisses her chin before finding
her lips. She is laughing now between kisses, and he is in heaven.

Coming up for air, Bob cries out, “Astrid, it’s Kelly Ann!”

“I can see that, dear.” His wife is standing right behind
him, having followed him in from the terrace. “And I do believe that’s
Christopher out there in the hall. I suggest we not keep them waiting outside,
Harmon.”

“No, no, of course not! Christopher, oh my, God, it’s so
good to see you again! Come in, come in, both of you!”

As he steps back, Kelly steps forward and extends her right
hand. It is a regal gesture, queen to courtier. As of old, the father dips
quickly down on one knee and takes her hand, eliciting a girlish giggle as he
kisses opalescent fingertips. Kelly smiles over the genuflected man at her
mother.

“He curtseyed to me, Mom, just before he knelt, did you
see?”

“You trained him well, darling.” Astrid steps around her
husband to embrace her daughter. They air-kiss over both cheeks. “And I make
sure he stays in practice.”

Christopher is welcomed warmly by both parents—their
son-in-law for the second time. Chris copies his father-in-law in genuflecting
to Astrid and kissing her extended hand, but otherwise there is little
observance of matriarchal protocol as they move in high spirits from entryway to
living room.

“This is so fantastic!” Bob says, unable to contain his
excitement. “On your second honeymoon! And we didn’t even know you’d
remarried.”

“Some of us knew, dear.”

“You did, Astrid? And about this, too? Did you know they
were coming this morning?”

“Of course I knew. It’s been planned for weeks and weeks.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Kelly and I wanted you to be surprised, dear. We girls
cherish our secrets.” Astrid is directing their placement on the large L-shaped
sectional—her husband beside his beloved daughter on the loveseat, herself next
to Christopher on the long side. “Besides, when I tell you things in advance,
you know you always forget them.”

“Is that—is that why you wouldn’t let me play golf this
morning? Because you knew they were coming?”

“Eureka, you finally figured it out! Really, Kelly Ann, your
father is one of the truly great minds of the western world, haven’t I always
said so?”

“Yes, but we love him anyway, don’t we, Mom?” Kelly swivels
on the sofa and plants a Snow White kiss on her father’s sunburnt forehead.

*

Brunch is at the club, a window table with a sweeping
overlook of both first tee and eighteenth green.

“You were both right about Jason,” Kelly was saying to her
mother and father between sips of champagne. “I guess I just had to make my own
colossal mistakes.”

“You won’t hear me saying I told you so,” Astrid said. “You
know I don’t criticize your choices, darling. And I wouldn’t even let Harmon say
a word against the man, so long as he remained in your good graces. But, yes, I
concur. He was quite a hunk—is that term still in use?—but, ultimately, thank
heavens, a passing fancy.”

Kelly looks over at her husband, whose hand is being held almost
maternally by her mother. Is he mortified at hearing all this talked out right
in front of him, his cuckolding and marital displacement by Jason? No doubt, but
she really isn’t in the habit of consulting his feelings. He may be her husband
again, but he’s still her slave, first and foremost.

“And poor Christopher had to suffer through all of it,” she
goes blithely on. “And witness everything, of course, which must have been a
terrible trial for him. But he was a lamb throughout, weren’t you, baby?” She
blows a kiss across the banquette table. “I’ll try not to do that to you ever
again, Christopher, I really will.”

Astrid chuckles, realizing, as perhaps they all do, that her
daughter’s pledge leaves ample room for future indiscretions. Kelly Ann joins
in the chuckle. “I guess that doesn’t sound like an ironclad guarantee, does
it, but it’s the best I can do off the cuff. I did make you some other
promises, didn’t I, Chrissy Poo, at Petra’s? Mom, remind me to send you a video
of our little ceremony. You can decide if you want Daddy to see it, but I think
he’ll get a lot out of it.” She returns her attention to Chris. “We both made
promises that day, didn’t we, sweetie?

“Yes, goddess, we did.”

“Really, you don’t have to call me ‘goddess’ in front of Mom
and Dad! Though you can if you like. I am one, after all, aren’t I,
mother?”

“That’s how we raised you, dear,” Astrid says. “Our perfect
little goddess.”

“I beg to differ,” Bob cuts in, eliciting quick, hard
glances from wife and daughter. “Only kidding,” he reassures hastily. “Of
course Kelly Ann’s still perfect and still a goddess. She’s just not so little
anymore.”

To which Astrid comments, “And you’ve been shrinking, dear.”

Later, Astrid and Bob agreed that Kelly Ann had looked about
as happy as they’d ever seen her, including the first time around with
Christopher. Not that she hadn’t seemed totally besotted with Jason when the
two had paid their compulsory call in Minneapolis after their Tahiti honeymoon,
but that had been, well, something else entirely.

“GIB,” is how Astrid had explained it to her husband after
they’d first met Jason. “I think he must rank extremely high on that
all-important scale.”

“What scale? What’s GIB, Astrid?”

“Good In Bed, dear. Something you wouldn’t know much about,
I’m afraid.”

“When do you have to be back?” Astrid asked her daughter now
as the waitress cleared away their brunch plates.

“The ship sails at six, but everyone’s supposed to be aboard
by five.”

“That leaves us hours and hours. Albany to Nassau is only a
thirty-minute drive this time of day.”

“Can Daddy drive us?”

“No. I’ve arranged for one of the club valets to take you.
Your father is only allowed to drive his little golf cart on the island—just around
the Colony, actually. There are far too many cars and scooters zipping around the
island roads, and, honestly, I no longer trust his reflexes or his judgment. In
fact, I may not let him drive our Navigator when we get back home. Anything we
need, I can do the driving, or we can get it delivered, or Jorge or Olivia can
go pick it up.”

Kelly sees the naked appeal on her father’s face. He’s obviously
wanting her to intercede on his behalf. She reaches to place an affectionate
hand on his freckled forearm and smiles. “Really, Daddy, Mom will decide what’s
best for you, for both of you. That’s the way it’s always been. And how it is
between Chris and me. Women decide, and men abide, isn’t that the rule, Mom?”

“Exactly, dear. And how about an amen? From both boys,
please.”

Father and son-in-law exchange furtive glances. Is it for
mutual reassurance, or just to get the timing right before doing as they’re told?

*

When it’s finally time to say their goodbyes under the porte-cochère,
Kelly puts Chris in the back of the Colony Escalade before turning to her
parents. Her father is doing his best to conceal his anguish at her leaving.

“Be happy for me, Daddy,” she consoles him, taking his arm.
“I’m back with the man you always preferred, so you finally got your way in
something, didn’t you?”

Her father nods, beaming through his tears as his buxom
daughter enfolds him in her bounty. “I love you so much, Princess.”

“I know you do, Daddy, and I love you right back, oodles and
oodles. But right now I really have to say a few words in private to Mom, things
that are miles above your pay grade, I’m afraid. Why don’t you go look in on
Chris and make boy-talk for a few minutes?”

“Yes, Princess.”

“Good thing males don’t wear make-up,” Astrid comments as her
daughter draws her aside, “or your father would be a blotchy mess.”

“He’s a precious darling, and I miss having you both
close-by, Mom. If you won’t come to California, maybe I’ll just have to move
back to the Cities.”

“Don’t be silly. We both know you’ll end up in New York on
top of your corporate headquarters, running everything.”

“Well, it won’t be for want of trying. So, tell me, do you
really think I’ve made the right decision? Not about Jason, we agree on that.
But about taking Christopher back, you know, the whole deal?”

“Of course I do. He’s a sweet man, just like your father. Better-looking,
of course, but Harmon was awfully cute in his twenties, even into his forties.”

“He’s still cute, Mom.”

“Yes, well, I’m planning on keeping him regardless. But,
Kelly, let me ask you something personal. About Christopher, I mean. He’s not
wearing a collar. May I assume that’s for our benefit, so we could take him to
the club and so on?”

“Yeah, of course. He does have a collar, a brand-new stainless-steel
one I can unlock for social occasions. You’ll see his actual collaring on the
video when I send it to you. It’s quite emotional. And sexy, Mom.”

“What can I say, Kelly? You’ve gone so much farther in all
this than I ever dreamed of. You must think of me as some old Victorian
dowager, clutching my pearls and smelling salts. Just know that I’m enjoying it
all vicariously, everything your doing with Christopher. But it’s far too late
for me to play catch-up and do the same sort of things to your father, I mean
putting a collar and leash on him and leading him about and so forth. Not that
it wouldn’t be awfully fun.”

“I know, Mom. And I can’t imagine him being more blissfully
bossed around and henpecked than he is already. But about Jason, you know, I’ve
been thinking. Remember that Dockweiler boy back in high school, the musclebound
one with the small head and the big Harley? I just had to go and climb on the
back of his big bike and go for a wild ride, didn’t I, just for the thrill of
it? Unfortunately my ride with Jason lasted almost a year.”

“I do remember that boy, Kelly. Every mother’s nightmare,
believe me. Now you may not believe this, but I had a few bad boys
myself—before I found Harmon. And even one or two afterward, if you must know.
But not lately, so there’s still hope for you to settle down.” Mother and
daughter share a chuckle. “Your mistake was in marrying the man, not the wild
ride.”

“I know, I know. But I’m excited now about something else,
Mom.”

“Yes, I can see it in your eyes. And what might that be?”

“Making a baby.”

“With Christopher?”

“Of course with Christopher! That’s the real reason I’m
taking him back!”

“Well, that is breaking news! Be still my heart. I
thought, well, you know, because of what you’ve always said about your career
priorities, that you…”

“Yes, that’s been my standard line, but that’s all changed.
Not my career goals, they’re still intact, but I’m realizing I can have other
priorities as well.”

Well, if that’s your new goal, Kelly, I know you’ll achieve
it. You always do. And you’ll be a wonderful mother.”

“Yes, with a lot of help, I’m sure I will. Because
Christopher, you see, will be doing most of the work. Not counting pregnancy
and labor, of course. I haven’t figured out a way to delegate those. But I
intend him to be doing just about everything else, Mom, and that’s on top of
his usual chores. He’ll be the one getting up at all hours and changing diapers
and singing lullabies and even feeding my expressed breast milk when I’m at the
office, and so on.”

“What does Christopher say about all this?” Astrid inquires.

“I haven’t really talked to him about it, other than drop a
few hints. Why should I? Do you consult Daddy on important matters?”

“Of course not.” The mother smiles, shaking her head. “What ever
was I thinking?”

“Don’t worry, he’ll be a doting stay-at-home dad. I can see
him whisking her off to the doctor if she so much as scrapes her knee. And, as
years go by, he’ll be the one taking her to preschool and ballet lessons and
soccer practice and all the rest of it. That’s what will make it possible for
me to keep going full speed with my career. Isn’t that exciting, Mom?”

“Very exciting, dear. It’s a brave new world for
women, especially professional women. And your Christopher will be a lovely father,
just like Harmon was with you. But I did have a household staff, and a nanny, of
course, for your early years?”

“I sort of remember her. But Chris will be our household
staff and nanny. And—do I even need to say it?—I want to have a girl,
Mom!”

“I gathered that dear, what with all the talk about ballet
lessons.”

“Like, duh, right? And I want to raise her just like you and
Daddy raised me.”

“Oh dear! Do you think the world is ready for that? Another
Kelly Ann?”

“It better be.”

“Then maybe we’ll be moving to California after all!”

*

The first ultrasound, back in California eight weeks later,
confirmed Kelly’s fierce hope and secret suspicion. After the measurements and
dating were done, Christopher was allowed to come back in and scoot a stool up
close beside his wife’s examination bed. The two clutched hands as Mrs.
Bautista, the grinning Filipina technician, pointed on the imaging screen to
the gestational sac and, within, the miracle of the tiny heartbeat.

“That’s our little girl!” Kelly exclaimed, squeezing Chris’
hand even harder.

“Mrs. Sheffield, I am sorry, please, but like I say to you
before, it is much too soon for this. At twenty weeks, yes, then perhaps we will
know something.”

“I don’t care, I’m saying it now!” Kelly insisted.
“And I’ll tell you something else. Her name is Baby June.” She turned to her
husband. “Short for Goddess Juno, get it? You’re going to have a brand-new
goddess in your life, sweetie, a tiny tyrant for you to worship and obey just
as you do me. Isn’t that—well, excuse my language, Mrs. Bautista—but isn’t that
just fucking incredible?”

Chris nodded. He was smiling so hard his face hurt.

It was a moment of shared delirium neither would ever
forget. For Chris, it was also a lifting of considerable dread.

Ever since Kelly had rescued him from the hellish nightmare
of his kidnapping and reclaimed him from the long exile from her favor, he’d
been dwelling in submale heaven. Indeed, he’d felt so much happiness that it
even frightened him at times. All his dreams had come suddenly true.

But what about Kelly’s? This fuzzy electronic image was the
first glimpse of her new dream, one she wanted so very desperately to
come true. And despite the supreme confidence she’d just exhibited, Chris knew
that his goddess wife was all too human when it came to doubts and fears about
this defining event in her life as a woman. Only thirty minutes ago, as he was
driving her to this appointment, she’d been hunched beside him, totally
un-Kelly like, as close to an emotional basket case as he’d ever seen her.

What if the ultrasound had been bad? No sac, no heartbeat,
no nothing? Kelly’s whole world would have come crashing down—and Chris’ right
along with it.

Thank God, the news had been absolutely wonderful, if
inconclusive as to certain important matters.

*

Twelve weeks later Kelly went back for her anatomy
ultrasound. This was the one that would likely tell the tale of gender,
according to Mrs. Bautista. Again Chris was told to wait outside until
summoned.

He waited and waited, crossing and recrossing his legs in a
cramped chair, for the verdict on their future. Throughout history, and even
today in too many parts of the world, he knew, a male baby was a signal for
beating drums and shooting bullets, or even arrows, into the air, while girl
babies might be drowned in the nearest creek. Either genetic outcome, of
course, should be cause for great celebration, that was the only right way to
think of it. And if Kelly were having a boy, after some initial disappointment
perhaps, he was sure she’d come around—once she held the little guy in her arms
and to her beautiful breast.

And yet, ever since that first sonogram showing the tiny heartbeat,
she’d talked of nothing but a girl child—her Baby June—as foregone fact. And
that frightened Chris, it truly did. What if her glorious dream was being
punctured and deflated even now behind that door?

Please God—or Great Goddess, rather—let it be a girl!

Let their future be exactly as Kelly had painted it. With a
darling little girl in their lives—and at the very center of Chris’ life. Let
the tiny child rule over him, as Kelly had decreed, from the moment she was
brought home. And especially when her mother went back to work, when he would
have the privilege and around-the-clock responsibility to care for their baby
goddess, to feed and bathe her, and worship and adore her, just as he did her
mother.

And obey—don’t forget obey!

Simply by virtue of her sex, Baby June would be his superior
in the family hierarchy. Was already his biological superior, even in
the womb, if you thought about it. As she grew and blossomed, her needs,
her wishes and whims would always take precedence over his. Only for her
own safety was she to be denied anything—and only with Kelly’s permission.

And, yes, as a submissive male, Christopher was excited at
the prospect of all this. He had glimpsed this strict matriarchal lifestyle in
Belgium at the home of Petra Pieters, seen her big hulking husband, Jonas,
defer and bow not only to his wife, but to his precocious teenage daughter—and be
happily bossed around by her.

“This is what I intend your life to be, Christopher,” Kelly
had stressed earlier, staring fixedly at him and showing not the slightest
doubt of today’s ultimate outcome. “You will be not just my slave, but your
daughter’s slave, too.”

That was Kelly’s clear-eyed vision of their gynarchic future,
but the reality would be determined, one way or the other, in the next few
minutes. Chris was lost in the turmoil of all these thoughts and feelings when
the door to the examination room suddenly opened and Mrs. Bautista’s head poked
out.

“You come in now please,” she beckoned. Her usually cheerful
face showed no smile.

Nor did his wife’s, as Chris saw a moment later in the
examining room as he drew near. An ominous dread seized him.

“What is it?” he asked, looking from his wife to the white-coated
technician, now positioned on the other side of the bed by the imaging screen.

“Be patient, sir, and please sit down, yes, by your wife. She
has asked me to explain some things to you, sir.”

Chris felt a tightening knot in his stomach. Had the
heartbeat vanished? Was their baby lost? He groped blindly for Kelly’s hand as
he sat down, but it was hers that closed around his. He was praying hard.

Mrs. Bautista, meanwhile, was moving her little plastic
thingy, the one that looked like an air-hockey pusher—transducer, that
was the word. She was sliding it around on Kelly’s exposed abdomen. The
electronic screen image rotated dizzily before finally coalescing on the view
she evidently wanted.

“There,” she said, pointing at the screen. “You see?”

“The baby? Yes, I see it. Is it okay?”

“Perfectly okay, sir. A most beautiful baby!” Chris felt a
shudder of relief surge through him. “Now look right here, sir, between baby’s
legs. What do you see?”

“What am I supposed to see, Mrs. Bautista?”

“Oh, absolutely nothing, sir. There is nothing to see there.”
She took her finger from the screen and pointed at Christopher—not at his face
or chest, but lower down. Was Mrs. Bautista pointing between his legs? “Where
you have something, sir, she has nothing—well, nothing we can see. Now perhaps
you are understanding?”

Chris still felt dizzy, but hope was dawning. “Did you just
say ‘she,’ Mrs. Bautista? Is it a girl, then? Is that what you’re saying?”

“Yes, sir, that is just what I am saying.” Here at last came
the Filipina’s big dimpled smile. “Congratulations to you, sir, and to Mrs.
Sheffield. Such a beautiful lady, sir, and she was right all along!”

Kelly’s grip tightened on his hand. “Silly boy, you must
never question me! You’re just like what Mom said about Daddy, one of the great
minds of the Western World—not! And now you’re like him in another way,
too. You’re going to be the father of a perfect little princess, just as I
predicted. Do not doubt me on this, Christopher! And she is going to be a
spoiled and tyrannical princess, exactly like I was. A princess who will be the
boss of you for the rest of your life.”

With a sudden flexure of Kelly’s strong right arm, Chris was
jerked off the stool and onto his feet. Then, as her hands fastened on his
shirt front, he was yanked down again, till his face was just inches from his
wife’s. He found himself staring down into enormous gray eyes gone wild with
power and passion.

Chris felt himself utterly and blissfully lost in her.

Mrs. Bautista was used to extreme reactions at these intimate
milestone moments. At such times she had seen countless couples kiss and carry
on with joyous abandon. But never before had she seen a kiss like this
one, which went on and on until, smiling and quite unnoticed, she slipped silently
out of the room.

 

THE
END

 














 




ALSO AVAILABLE ON KINDLE FROM THOMAS
LAVALLE:
DANCING
BACKWARD: AN ADVENTURE IN MALE SUBMISSION

An erotic novel of female domination and male submission

Kelly was
beautiful, busty and born bossy. Moments after Christopher sees her across the
dance floor, he becomes a helpless puppet in her hands. Little does he dream
that when she makes him her dancing partner, it’s the first backward step in
what will be a prolonged descent into complete and utter submission.

One Amazon
5-star review calls Dancing Backward “the best piece of female
domination erotica I’ve read!”

 

DANCING
BACKWARD 2: FINAL DESCENT INTO MALE SUBMISSION

DANCING
BACKWARD 2 takes up this most unconventional love story where Book One left
off—on the night of Christopher’s shocking and mind-blowing initiation into
what seems total submission to his ravishing ruling wife, whom he now addresses
and worships as Goddess Kelly. But, as he will gradually discover, many
additional initiations and levels await in his downward journey into
degradation, humiliation and total subjugation. All of them are delightfully
detailed in this 70,000-word sequel that explores the psychoerotic and
spiritual depths of Female Supremacy.

*

RAPTURE
AND CAPTURE: THREE TALES OF IRRESISTIBLE MODERN GODDESSES

Three carefully crafted femdom fantasies of powerful and irresistible
goddesses, the kind of fevered erotic imaginings that have beset my romantic,
submissive soul for as long as I can remember:

Erika
– A submissively smitten husband is taken for a wild femdom ride along with his
dominant breadwinner wife under the tutelage of her predatory female boss.

Ms.
Dorset – A middle-aged Californian PR guy is sent to interview a
high-powered British female executive and instantly falls under her talismanic
spell. Kenny’s lifelong submissive yearnings are more than fulfilled as he is
drawn ever deeper into Ms. Dorset’s female supremacist web. “Think of it
as your new life,” she tells him blithely.

The
Office Manager – Peter, the only male in the accounting department,
chronicles his capture and enslavement by Ms. Knudsen, the new office manager
with the look and bountiful curves of a Viking princess.

*
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