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Preface

This book has been written mainly by Trevor Bruhn, though with support and collaboration from myself, CL Northbridge, to make it a new instalment of the Gynarchy timeline.

Trevor Bruhn is a great writer of gynarchy and FLR fiction, and readers enjoying the Gynarchy and Ladies of Hera series of CL Northbridge are recommended to have a look at Trevor’s books as well. I am sure you will like them.

They can be found on Amazon:

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0B1P6KP65?binding=kindle_edition&ref=dbs_dp_sirpi

The story of this book is a vignette giving a peak into developments in Nea Britannia and its northern neighbour Vesterelfland in the aftermath of the events of “Egalitarian Rising.”

Information on the geography and history of the Gynarchy world can be found on https://clnorthbridge.wixsite.com/cl-northbridge-books/gynarchy-universe

This web site is work in progress, and will be for a long time, but shed light on timeline of this world. The site also contain similar background material for my other series, The Ladies of Hera.


The High Peaks of Skadi

Friday

Idunsvirke, Vesterelfland [OTL Montreal, Canada], 23 September, 1870

Thorsten watched the wall clock’s seconds hand drag itself towards twelve and another minute closer to quitting time.  Quarter to five on a perfect late-September Friday afternoon, all the analysts and adjusters in the claims office were fidgeting.  His phone rang, blessed work to take his attention off the clock.  An insured out on the west end of the city, her parked car’s fender crunched by a horse-drawn milk wagon early that morning.  No idea which dairy’s wagon, so her damage would go to her collision coverage.  Thorsten explained her deductible and hoped she would accept it.

She sounded accepting if disgruntled and then five o’clock struck.   He joined the line of analysts, men waiting to punch out, another eight hours at fifteen crowns an hour.  The adjusters, all women on salary, drifted out of the Vesterelf Valley Insurance Co. without a checkout process.  Their salaries ranged around three thousand five hundred crowns a month, almost half again what the analysts earned.  From water cooler chat he had gleaned that adjusters and analysts had the exact same duties but that the insured claimants accepted an adjuster’s decision readily and asked for a supervisor when the analyst’s decision was not to her liking.

Thorsten shrugged, the world was what it was.  Outside, he walked to a streetcar stop and waited for an N car that would take him across Idunsvirke.  Boarding, he sat down opposite a woman, well-dressed, reading the latest Courier.  The city had three daily newspapers, the Herald and the Gazette in the morning and the Courier in the afternoon.  The morning papers went after each other tooth and claw, befitting their political leanings.  The Herald leaned LibUni and the Gazette ConVals.  The Courier at least acknowledged the existence of Social Equity, the small third party Thorsten favoured.[1]

He stole a glance at the last page of the paper, where the Gazette put the weather.  A full sun symbol thrilled him.  As she turned a page, the woman looked him over, quick and dismissive.  Thrift store clothes, stubbles and somewhat unkempt hair, all proclaimed free male, not on the make.  Guys who were angling for a mistress tended to look the part.  Thorsten was not anti slavery or anti women or anti anything, he just wanted to live his dream a few years before settling down. 

His dream was to become a 49er, a mountain hiker who had climbed all 49 peaks of the Skadibjorg over 1200 meters high.  His earnings after food and shelter went for boots, maps, trekking poles, and other hiking necessities.  He had logged 39 of those summits, all on club hikes.  The Skadibjorg Mountain Club, several hundred kindred souls mostly here in Idunsvirke, organized hiking parties to the peaks throughout the year.  

The woman across the aisle reached her stop.  She left her newspaper on her seat, giving Thorsten a dispose-of-properly look.  Picking up the paper, he scanned the fine print on the weather page first, high-pressure system over the mountains, continued clear and sunny all day Saturday.  Turning to the op-ed page, he skimmed an argument by Erik Nordstad a Social Equity M.E. Nordstad, 47, expressed concern that only eleven percent of the applicants to the university that fall had been male.  Human contributions of either gender ought to be valued and prejudiced attitudes towards male abilities in school were not helping. 

Thorsten had no ambitions to attend the university.   He just wanted to collect his fortieth summit before the long winter set in.  Home in his spartan, boardinghouse studio, he went straight to the wall where he had pinned the club’s September hikes.  Phooey! Two hikes listed; one to a pair of mountains already hiked on the northern edge of the high peaks district and the other, well to the west, also crossed off on his map.  If group hikes were out, the next option would be a buddy hike with one other.  He had a hiking buddy since midsummer, Ingrid Selvik.  That was complicated by them becoming bed buddies, hooking up in her nice apartment down on Dagsbrungate every week or two.  She did have a car and about a dozen of the 49 peaks climbed.  A good hiker and a scintillating lover.  He went down the hall to the communal phone and was just about to dial when the phone rang. He picked up.  Happy coincidence!  Ingrid.

-“Hi, Thorsten, what’s up?  I just got home from work with a bottle of wine looking at me.  Want to come over and help me stare it down?” 

-“Great plan, Ingrid, can I pick up something to eat on the way over?  Maybe from that

Sinican take-out place at the end of your block…beef with broccoli sound ok?”

-“The Jade Pagoda?  Sure.  I’ll call the order in so you won’t have to wait around for it.  See you in twenty mins?” 

Thorsten’s Friday night was off to a great start. A bottle of wine, likely well over his budget and much less hassle for her to pick up.  When he turned 24 last year he became old enough to buy alcoholic beverages, but only one bottle a week and that after filling out a four-page form.  Where will you drink this? Who with? Past hangovers?  

And a mellow Ingrid would, let’s hope, be up for a good hike tomorrow. He went to his wall map and looked for a summit as yet unclimbed by him. Tracing a finger east from Sophia’s Peak, the highest peak in the entire range, he came to Solveigstind, 1410 meters of fresh mountain.  A fine prize for his fortieth.

Idunsvirke, Vesterelfland [OTL Montreal, Canada], 23 September, 1870

Ingrid hung up the phone after ordering the Sinican food, adding egg rolls and fortune cookies to bring it to seventeen crowns.  She would find a way to slip some cash into Thorsten’s pocket that evening.   She earned a good salary as a pharmacist at the main hospital in the city, a lot more than his meagre wages.  Opening the first bottle of the red, she set it aside to breathe a while, and sank into a plush divan with a tired sigh.

Maybe refresh her lipstick and run the old brush over her chestnut hair, now down past her shoulders.  He had been seduced and lured into her bed already, but all the women said keep beaming beauty at a man to keep him off balance. And they owned their males already, a state she was still trying to get to. 

Unless you were really rich, you could not just buy a guy. You had to lure him in with sex, comfort, security before he would give up his freedom. And Thorsten, the guy she had set her sights on, was being the original coy boy with his 49er talk. She loved the mountains, too, and if he would just agree to becoming her slave mate, she could picture lots of hiking, backpacking and tent camping. But where did he get so squeamish about discipline?

-“So, if I tell you to bend over the chair with your butt up, and take ten from my hairbrush, why won’t you just do it?” This in her bedroom during their foreplay last week.

-“Because you aren’t bigger or stronger than me, and you can’t force me into that.”

-“Thorsten Trelleskog, how old were you the last time your mother spanked you?  Eighteen, you said? Was she bigger or stronger than you then?”

-“Well, no, she’s a little shorter than you, and skinny.”  Ingrid stood a female average 166 cm and weighed 68 kg, both less than Thorsten.

-“So, where did you take your spanking, and why?”

She knew that he knew why, generations of social conditioning ever since the Queendom of the North had founded its Vesterfelfland colony seven hundred years ago.  The male obeyed the female, who knew better.   The “born free” campaign of a few years ago had emboldened young adult males to leave home without any legal action by their mothers. Out into the world with nothing to replace the lodestone of female authority which had guided their early years.

If only Ingrid could just snap her fingers and project that authority, Thorsten would come to his senses and submit to her. A generational disconnect was in play, too many young women not picking up the skills needed to rule and enslave their young men. Plenty of women picked it up anyway, like her friend Gudrun. Tomorrow, Gudrun would celebrate her slave’s just-filed registration with a reception downtown. Ingrid, invited as a mistrescort, a special guest of honour, would be there and Thorsten there with her, she hoped. 

-“You’re just too nice to boys,” Gudrun had chided her. 

-“Nice just gets them in your front door, then you dominate.”  

Easy to say, Gudrun had grown up with the sound of her mother’s cane on her slave’s ass. In Ingrid’s home, her mother had sold her only slave to a widow, trading him for some lakefront acreage, when Ingrid was still a toddler.  She had grown up in a one-adult family, never hearing a man taking punishment. 

Ingrid opened the door at Thorsten’s knock and, taking the Sinician take-out box from his hands, set it on the table by the wine.  Then she pulled him down into her kiss and drilled the back of his mouth with an aggressive tongue. 

Able to manoeuvrer his body around the room, she decided to hold the sofa for later.  His back against the wall would do for now.  Sliding a knee between his thighs, holding the hard kiss and undoing buttons on his shirt, she started in on his upper body erogenous zones.  Her knee went higher and touched his number one erogenous zone. Fired up and ready to go.

-“Let’s eat while it’s hot,” she panted.  “I can heat you up after dinner.” 

-“Re-heat, you mean.  Ingrid, you are as hot as you are beautiful.” He dished out their food as she poured two glasses of wine. He had a fidgety air as if he couldn’t wait to tell her some great news. May as well get it out now.

-“So, Thorsten, what are you thinking about doing tomorrow?”

-“Hiking up Solveigstind and getting my fortieth peak!”

Solveigstind…she had a fair idea where that was, but not certain, she pulled out a map.  There – right on the border with Nea Britannia. She shook her head. 

-“Thorsten, you can’t hike there right now, what if you step over the line into Nea B?

- “What difference would that make? We’ve hiked peaks that were completely in that country.”

-“Sure, last year, but not this year. Didn’t you see the travel advisory the State Department put out?” His blank look told her enough. 

-“It was in last Sunday’s Herald, in that travel section they put out.  I’ll paraphrase it to the best of my memory.  All travellers must enter at official points of entry for visa stamps.  Unattached male travellers, free males that is, are strongly discouraged from travel in the northern half of Nea Britannia. Female travellers who wish to travel with their slaves in Nea Britannia should exercise caution in the area north of Ariana, keeping their slaves close and collared at all times. That’s all because of that terrorist activity in the Skadibjorg.”

-“So we could do buddy hikes if you sign off on some pretend-slave contract paper and we get a dime-store collar…?

Ingrid stood, used her iciest voice. 

-“Phony slave-paper? Thorsten Trelleskog, if I ever put my name to a slave-paper about you, it will be the real thing.  Do you understand?” 

She pushed two fingers into his chest and forced him a step back. He retreated to her map.

-“But, but I studied the map with a magnifying glass, a trail to the summit of Solveigstind comes up the north side of the mountain, all in Vesterelfland. You can get to the top without stepping in Nea Britannia once.”

-“Yeah, one wrong step and you and your Y chromosome are in deep doo. And the trail markers there, who knows what mischief those guerilla bands could do. There are peaks off to the west of the range you haven’t hiked, like Astridsfjell. Safely in Vester. I could drive us there and we could bag another summit.”

-“Tomorrow?”

-“No, not tomorrow. I’m going downtown to a slave registration party. And I want you to come as my date.”

-“A slave-knot party?  Unh-unh, not me. Guys all barefoot and the women in heels, giving their guys sips of punch. And I’ll bet they’re all slaves, too, I’d be the only free male in the room.  No way I’d go there.”

You would if I could just command you to go with me. Why can’t I learn to dominate you?

-“If you go with me to the party, we can find a peak on the west side Sunday.”

Thorsten shook his head. 

-“Weather’s supposed to change Sunday. And still, there’s no way I’m going to that party.  No, if I have to solo hike tomorrow, I’ll take the train and a bus down to Bodilsby and hike Solveig myself.”

-“Then you’d better go home and get some sleep, you damn fool. First train south leaves at six.  Send me a postcard from a Nea B jail!!”

Ingrid pushed Thorsten out the door, wishing she could just shake some sense into him. Or spank it into him.

Saturday

Skadibjorg [OTL Adirondack Mountains, New York], 24 September, 1870

So far, so good with transit connections, Thorsten thought.  As soon as he hopped off the train at Vestvik [OTL Westport], he boarded the local bus to Bodilsby [OTL Elizabethtown] and on to Skadistad [OTL Lake Placid]. The trailhead to Solveigstind was right along the road, and he was off and lacing his boots by half past nine that morning. The driver confirmed that the afternoon westbound would pass this point at ten to six, more than enough time to hike the summit and return to here.

At the trailhead, lacing his boots and checking over his gear, Thorsten took in the brilliant foliage display. Birches for shining gold and maples for reds, oranges, browns predominated down here; an artist and two photographers were setting up their gear. The trail climbed through the woods, a slow and steady rise. 

Now, the lowland forest was giving way, tree by tree, to the balsam fir and black spruce around the nine hundred meter mark. A pair of switchbacks won out to a bare ridge with a great vista to the west. The highest peak, which the maps called Sophia’s Peak, stood out against a blue sky.  The NeaBrits could call it Sophia’s Peak, named for their explorer, Sophia of Lifrpol, first European to see it. By just a year, said the historians, before Signe of Mikiley came along.

Whatever the maps said, to him and every Vesterelfer the high peak was Jotunfjell. 

Mountain of the giants–or the one giant who mattered. The great goddess Skadi ruled there and forbade the male gods to enter. The foolish gods who defied her paid the price, a merciless beating and enslavement in her dark cave. Skadi was the goddess of winter, skiing, bowhunting and male punishment. Her lore mingled with that of Artemis in the Main Temple of Idunsvirke.

The entire back wall of that temple was a fresco showing Skadi dragging Loki by his beard into her cave.  The main altar, facing this scene, was a one point five meter column of marble into which a great pudendum had been carved. A male’s hands and feet could be strapped upon this giantess-scale pussy for special pain sacrifices.  For the coronation of Freya VII, three of her comeliest slaves had each received fifteen minutes of bullwhip from the royal arm.

Thorsten wondered at the lack of other hikers in the fine weather. Far across a ravine he could just make out a threesome bound for the summit.  The trail led down into the ravine and forked.  Left felt right, a probable gain of elevation around a rock face.  But a cairn at the junction indicated an unusual turn and on the right hand fork an arrow said “summit.”  He went right and followed the trail along the wall of the ravine for a half a kilometer or so.  Now a scraggly birch suggested an elevation drop. 

Forested slopes were coming back and Thorsten pulled out his trail map again. Printed two years ago, but then the trail had been via the left fork.  Now he heard bootsteps, drawing nearer.  A uniformed woman held up a hand, directing him to stop.  He could make out her insignia, Nea Britannia Border Patrol, on her broad-brimmed hat.

-“Your identification, please.” She took Thorsten’s identification card. 

-“No visa? Where did you cross the border?”

-“I wasn’t aware I had crossed a border, Ma’am. Thought I was still in Vesterelfland.”

-“You live in Idunsvirke, and you are a free male. Yes?” He said yes to both statements.

-“For what purpose are you travelling today?”

-“I wanted to reach the summit of Solveigstind. It’s for my 49er award.”

Her blank look was unnerving. So was her shrug. Surely the rangers patrolling this area knew of the forty-nine peaks. She did not, having just been transferred here from the eastern border with Talamfora.

-“Follow me to a higher point, where I can signal for some assistance.” Patting the pistol on her hip, the woman expected to be obeyed. And she was, Thorsten trotted along after her brisk stride.  She pointed out a burnt hulk of what had been a lookout tower. 

-“Terrorists destroyed that fire lookout in July. And that was it for a radiophone connection.” 

On a bare rocky shoulder of the mountain the woman stopped them and took some half-meter rockets from a pack. She fired off one that left a yellow trail in the sky. Then a second rocket for a trail of green smoke.

-“Now, down to the south trailhead, where someone will meet us and take you into town for more questions.” Thorsten cast a regretful look at the summit, not to be reached today, and followed the woman down the trail.

The sun seemed noon-high when they reached the highway and saw a van with border agency markings. A man in uniform with the same wide hat stood by the vehicle.

-“Take this individual to the office in Hildafoss, Chester. Put his pack and poles in the front and keep him behind the grate.” 

-“Yes, Mistress,” he saluted. She finished writing on a clipboard and handed him the paper.  An hour later, an hour unbroken by any conversation with the silent officer, they reached a group of red brick offices. The man unlocked the van door and gestured to Thorsten to step out.

The man knocked on a door marked with a stencilled Capt. M.L. Miller. “Enter,” a female voice directed. The driver saluted, handed Captain Miller the written report of the officer on the mountain, and left. Thorsten stood, keeping quiet, while she read the report, her pencil tapping on her desk.

-“Unauthorized entry, no clear account for purpose of travel,” she recited, looking up at him.  -“We have a memo from the Ministry of Justice to notify the National Police of all cases of border trespass by free males from your country.”

Thorsten licked his dry lips, wondering if he was allowed to speak. Yes, he was most likely in deep doo now, as Ingrid had predicted last night.  He decided to wait until bidden to talk. The captain picked up the phone.

-“Hello, National Police?  Uh, the northern border task force, please.”

Someone came on the line and Captain Miller explained the situation. 

-“I see, Ma’am. Tomorrow morning, then? Yes, we can handle overnight detentions. We have an arrangement with the Hildafoss Police Department right next door.  I’ll see to it right away.” She cradled the phone and pressed a buzzer.

-“Chester,” she said to the man, “take Mr….Trelleskog here to the HPD next door and tell the sergeant in charge to book him for border violation one oh seven.”

***

Later that afternoon, Thorsten, wearing only a brown jumpsuit and cloth slippers, heard a cell door click behind him.  Only one other prisoner was in the cell, similarly dressed and sitting on a bench. He scooted down to make room for Thorsten.

-“Welcome to Hilda’s Ritz,” he said. “What’d you do to land in here?” 

-“Border violation such and such. Thought I was still in Vesterelfland when I wasn’t. How ‘bout you?”

-“Ha! Welcome to Nea B, mate. Me? Vandalism’s the charge. I was walking down to the river for a bit of fishing, some rocks in my pocket for a couple of mean dogs, keep ‘em at bay, you know. Went past an old mill building, empty all these years, and a cop sees some broken windows, decides to bust me. Guess she had a quota to make for the day.”

-“Vandalism? Is that a misdemeanour here?”

-“Yeah. Time was the magistrate would just give you a few days picking up litter and stuff.  Now…” The man shuddered. “The Justice Minister is really keen to add public whipping to the penal code for male misdemeanours. First time, ten on the post with a cane. Second, twenty. Three times, you don’t want to think about.” 

Thorsten shuddered. 

-“That’s the law now?”

-“She’d been pushing for it since the election last year. With all that trouble up in the mountains, anything that sounds like cracking down on us guys has got wind in its sails.”

Thorsten worried that border violation one oh seven might be taken up as a misdemeanour here. He finally fell into a troubled sleep.


Sunday

Hildafoss, Nea Britannia, [OTL Glens Falls, New York], September 25, 1870

Sunrise over Hildafoss, the glorious weather still holding, what little of it Thorsten could see out the cell window. Breakfast was a bowl of oatmeal with a wooden spoon. Soon after, a guard summoned him to follow her out and down a hall.  She left him locked in a panelled room without windows, just a plain wood table and two chairs, a mirror on the wall. He guessed the mirror was a one-way setup like in the crime movies, but he could still use the reflective side.  He was smoothing down his hair and wrinkles in his drab jumpsuit when the door opened.

A woman walked in, wearing a National Police uniform; tan blouse, black leather skirt and mid-heeled boots. He looked up into a face of stern beauty: midnight-dark eyes, carmined lips, makeup applied just right. She stepped within ten centimeters and put her hands on her hips. Flexed her arms, bare under the short sleeves, just enough to hint at muscle that could swing a whip for hours without tiring.

-“Remove your garment.”

Her voice, low and firm, underlined her implacable aura of female authority and power.  Thorsten, shivering with dread, lifted the brown jumpsuit off and dropped it on the floor.  -“Underpants. You have nothing to hide from me.”

Hands now shaking, he dropped his shorts to his ankles and stepped out of them. Looking straight ahead at her mouth, fearful of meeting her eyes, he stood as still as he could, trembling.

“I am Mistress Castlewall. Greet me and address me as such.”

A glance down at her boots conveyed her expectation.

Thorsten sank to his kneeling position and placed his lips on one boot. 

-“Good morning, Mistress Castlewall,” he croaked. 

-“Louder, clearer.”

He swallowed the lump of fear in his throat, coughed, and tried again.

-“Good morning, Mistress Castlewall.”

She lifted his chin with the toe of one boot, signalling him to move over. 

When she was satisfied with his submission, Mistress Castlewall settled into one of the chairs and pulled the table around to her side. Crossing her legs, she positioned one boot on his sternum and pushed him back on his haunches. She took a book from her bag on the table and began leafing through it.

-“You know what this is?”

-“It’s my hiking log, Mistress. A record of each mountain in the Skadibjorg where I have hiked to the summit.”

-“I see you have filled in the name of the peak, the day you climbed it, and some names and initials after that. Who are those people?”

-“Other hikers in the same party, Mistress. We attest to one another’s summit climbs that way.”

-“I see…so on June 5 of this year, you record yourself as reaching the top of Katrinstind with Nora Signesdotter, O. B. and I.S. Identify these people.”

-“Nora is a member of our club, from Idunsvirke. O.N. is Olaf Nyland and I.S. is Ingrid Selvik, also from the city, Mistress.”

-“Do you have a list of all this club’s members?”

-“Not with me, Mistress. I have a directory of members as of last year, at home.”

-“Hmmm. Do the initials F.Q. sound like they could represent the name of anyone in this club?”

-“No, Mistress. I am unable to recall any surnames beginning with Q in the club.”

-“Look at this police artist sketch of a face. Does that look like any one of your hikers?”

She pushed up his chin with a boot toe.

-“After the sketch, look me in the eye, and maintain eye contact until I say you may look away.”

Thorsten studied the drawing.

-“No, Mistress. And, if I may say, his features do not look like a Vesterelfer’s. A foreigner of some sort perhaps.”

-“Yes, perhaps. A Gedrosian, we are thinking. Now, do you eat at any Serican or Sinican restaurants in Idunsvirke?”

-“Not to sit down, Mistress, but to order take-out food sometimes.”

-“What was the last take-out occasion?”

-“Last Friday, Mistress, I got an order of beef and broccoli from the Jade Pagoda on Dagsbrunsgate.”

-“And where did you eat this fine fare?”

-“In the apartment of Ingrid Selvik, Mistress, further down the same street.”

-“If you recall, did you have fortune cookies with this Sinican food you ate with Mistress Selvik?” 

-“Yes, Mistress, I recall that we did.”

-“What did your fortune say?”

-“I do not recall the words, Mistress.”

-“How did you and she dispose of the fortunes after your meal?”

-“I left the apartment rather abruptly, Mistress, and so did not see how Mistress Selvik cleaned up after our meal.” 

-“Why the abrupt departure?  Be warned, I have a keen sense for male evasiveness.” Her boot toe raised his chin a centimeter higher.

-“We argued over whether I should hike the Solveigstind, being so close to your border. She thought I was being foolish, and reacted with anger when I suggested we hike as would-be mistress and slave.”

-“Would-be meaning with false papers, you mean?” 

Thorsten felt his blush as heat in his face.

-“Yes, Mistress.”

-“I see in your log several hikes in August and earlier this month with just Mistress Selvik and you. Were any other hikers with you?”

-“No, Mistress, except those we encountered passing on the trail. We were doing buddy hikes, just the two of us.”

-“I see.”

The woman pulled back her boot and let his chin relax.

-“I am going to make a phone call now, so you can look down and contemplate the depths of your idiocy, as your lady friend would accurately label it.”

Idunsvirke [OTL Montreal], Vesterelfland, September 25 1870

One of the strangest Sundays in Ingrid’s life began with her telephone ringing around nine o’clock. The woman identified herself as Bridget Castlewall of the Nea Britannia National Police. She explained that Thorsten had been arrested, was in a jail cell in Hildafoss at the moment, and had just been interviewed about his club hikes.

-“Now,” she continued, “did this Thorsten bring some take-out Sinican food to your quarters Friday evening?” Ingrid affirmed this event. 

-“Did you have fortune cookies with this meal?” Yes. 

-“How did you dispose of the paper fortunes afterwards?” In the trash.

-“Can you search your trash and retrieve the fortunes?”

Ingrid delved and came up with two strips of paper.

She read the words on one strip over the phone. 

-“Rising tide favours a voyage.  23, 14. The other strip had been soaked in soy sauce and is illegible.” 

-“Thank you,” Officer Castlewall said. “We have heard that such cookies have been used to pass information. Could you bring this fortune down to Hildafoss at your earliest convenience?”

-“You’re talking about the Equality Vanguard, aren’t you, Ma’am? If this Vanguard has any secret agent standards at all, I assure you, they would have no interest in a fool like Thorsten.” 

-“Ah, that may be so, but he could be useful in other settings. Please bring the fortune paper to me and perhaps we can make a trade.”

Ingrid went on to explain her control issues and the officer listened, then their conversation veered into related topics. An hour later, Ingrid was on the fast southbound train, riding towards the border. 

The small towns along the route caused Ingrid to daydream about the life she hoped to have one day.  Big city pharmacy, whether in a giant health care setting or a high-volume retail store, had no appeal. She would be, in her dream, the beloved village pharmacist, running a store with a devoted slave. The Nea B cop had not offered, in so many words, to swap Thorsten for the cookie fortune, but the implication seemed clear. If she had Thorsten, he could learn inventory and cashier skills, and after a while keep the books.  Obedient to her every command.

After crossing the border near Cantion North [OTL Warrensburg, New York], she picked up the daydream again, until the train pulled into Hildafoss. A guard ushered her into the police department building, to Officer Castlewall, sitting behind a captain’s desk she had commandeered. Photos of Prime Minister Ironfist and a scowling woman she guessed to be the Justice Minister hung on the wall behind her. She stood, a hand extended, and the woman matched her appearance with her authoritative voice.

Hildafoss, Nea Britannia, [OTL Glens Falls, New York], September 25, 1870

Bridget studied the Vesterelfer fidgeting in the chair. 

-“The fortune slip, may I see it, please?” Vanguard agents were trained to eat or burn such slips after first memorizing them. That this paper had not been destroyed tended to show Thorsten as more a fool than an agent. She decided to trade him for such intelligence as the paper represented.

-“I would be happy to see you take Thorsten off our hands,” she began, “if for no other reason, just to avoid all the paperwork international arrests involve. Now, we have no problems with your males climbing around our mountains, or we won’t once we crush the Vanguard up there. But, slaves will always be better behaved than free males. You know that, even in your country, yes?”

Ingrid’s emphatic nod was confirmation enough. 

-“But,” Castlewall continued, “in your adolescent years, do you learn how to intimidate and dominate the adolescent boys before they leave their mothers?  No? May I give you a manual I studied as a teen?”

-“This book, A Girl’s Guide to Boy Control, is a high school textbook we use here. As you study it, you will see that intimidation is much more psychological than physical. Now, boys like Thorsten will see me as physically dominant, and, well, I am. I had him soft as a stick of melted butter in five seconds. But you can get there, too, in just a little longer. Mental strength, and we have much more than men do, can be exercised and enhanced just like physical muscles. In the book you can study those exercises and start building up your mind.”

-“Read just the first chapter. I’ll go work up some paperwork. You did bring your Vesterelfland collar as I requested? I should be back in fifteen minutes and then we can talk to Thorsten in his cell.”

Ingrid handed over the collar. Bridget went to another office in the police building for a temporary sticker to put on the collar’s metal identity plate. Then she found a contract form with blanks to be filled in. The fifteen minutes passed in a blink, and Bridget was back, handing Ingrid the collar and a document.

-“This is our slave contract form, but you can file it with your city registrar all the same. Our countries are parties to the Full Faith and Credit treaty.”

***

Ingrid accepted the collar and the document. They walked to the cell. Ingrid came up to the bars first, Officer Castlewall a step behind her. Thorsten came up to the bars, eyes only on her face and fearful.

-“Do you want to get out of here and come home with me, Thorsten?”

-“Oh, yes, I do…..” The pause stretched on, Ingrid waiting him out with a raised eyebrow.  She saw him glance over her shoulder at Officer Castlewall. 

-“I mean, yes, Mistress.” 

-“Good boy,” she murmured softly. “If you will agree to go home as my slave, on genuine slave paper, I think we can arrange that. 

-“Read through this...” she handed him the document “...aloud, on your knees and say your oath, and then give it back to me.”

Thorsten read the text to himself, swallowing his fears, and then began aloud. 

-“I swear that I will always serve Ingrid.” Wrists crossed over his heart confirmed his oath. “I swear I will always obey and respect Ingrid. She is my superior, and I will follow her direction for as long as she owns me. She is my Mistress. I am Her slave.”

-“Now hand the paper to Mistress Castlewall.  She will sign as the witness and date it.”  Ingrid noted with satisfaction how his hand trembled as he handed the document through the bars. 

-“Next, I hand you this collar. Place it around your neck and buckle it in the back.”

When the collar was secure, Officer Castlewall took out a key and unlocked the cell. 

-“Mistress Selvik, you may transport your slave to the borders of Nea Britannia. On behalf of the government of this republic, I wish you safe travels.”

Ingrid, having folded the slave paper and put it in her purse, said her thanks and shook the officer’s hand. 

-“Follow me, slave.”

They left the building and took a taxi to the train station. 

Ingrid opened her new book and resumed studying. She found a note from Officer Castlewall inside.

-“Mrs. Selvik, a favour I would request,” it read. “Should you ever, in your hiking club, meet people whose interest in the mountains appears to have hidden motives, please contact this woman in your national police in Idunsvirke. She is my counterpart for investigative work involving the Vanguard. Bridget.”

***

Less than an hour later, they came to the border and disembarked to produce their documents.  Ingrid handed her ID card to an officer and then gave him Thorsten’s unattached male ID.  -“His card will be replaced later this week,” she said when the border guard eyed the collar. 

Beyond a checkpoint they stepped into Vesterelfland. 

-“Free at last,” Thorsten said, his fingers already working on the collar buckle. 

-“No. Leave it in place,” she commanded, loving the ring of the new steel in her voice.

-“How much longer?”

Two, three minutes of silence passed.  He sighed, exhaling the last of his defiance.

-“How much longer, Mistress?” 

-“As long as I wish.”

After they had ridden in silence for several minutes, Ingrid took the document out of her purse. 

-“I’ll speak to your supervisor about you taking an afternoon off,” she said, “and then arrange my schedule so we can go downtown to see the registrar. Provided we can get all that done this week, I’ll plan a slave registration party for Saturday. That seems to be a good day for everyone in our circle; that was the consensus at Gudrun’s party yesterday.”

Now to stoke his fears, or so her new book said.

-“It was a really great party, and I’ll bet you want to hear all about it.”

Any minute now you should begin to cower.

-“We were at a venue next to the Sif Temple near East Park. For the occasion they had brought in a copy of the sacrifice pillar of the Main Temple – a giantess pussy carved in maple, as big as the marble one downtown.  Four of us were mistrescorts, all in heels and the others with their slaves, barefoot. Gudrun unlocked his cock cage, then we took him to the pillar. Each of us fastened an arm or a leg to the pillar. Then Gudrun wheeled out a basket of assorted whips and canes and we each took one. I took a cane, just a wee bit thinner than my thumb.” 

Ingrid held up her right hand to show her slim thumb.

-“Each of us stepped up and gave Gudrun’s new slave three good strokes, forehand, backhand, forehand.  I managed to land my second forehand right at the bottom of his ass, in that crack where it meets his thigh.  Oh, what a shriek!  So, the four of us gave him twelve, and then Gudrun stepped in with her whip–a special whip that is really vicious – for twelve more.  What a pulpy mess his butt was. Then we unstrapped him, held him upright–sometimes they collapse–and Gudrun took him by the cock and led him to the taking table.  Dropped her skirt, sat on his face, and took him.”

Thorsten was now shivering and looked away.  Ingrid could see his face reflected in the window and turned him around. 

-“Oh, tears, salty and sweet at the same time. Thank you for your teardrops, darling.  You make me feel…” she cast about for the right words. “You make me feel like a natural mistress!”  



[1]The Ecclesia of Vesterelfland in 1869 was a body of 131 seats.  The Liberal Union held 68 seats, the Conservative Values 47, Social Equity 15 and one was independent.  Of the sixteen male members of the Ecclesia, six were Social Equity and ten sat with the LibUnis.  Both women and men could vote and stand for office, though slaves needed their mistresses’ permission.
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