
Normal rules didn't apply in our house. Other people acted normally; we were different. Most parents in BDSM relationships keep that from their children. Not in our house. My mother was openly a willing submissive to my father. His will was law, and my mother supported him in everything he said. Seeing my mother walking around the house naked was the most normal thing in the world. When she followed him to the bedroom on a leash clipped to her collar, I didn't even bat an eye.
I still remember how damned annoying it was that I could never spontaneously invite friends over to our house because I didn't know what my mother would look like. Well, just suppose I had friends. I didn't, and that had nothing to do with my parents. I preferred being alone. When I was alone, I was peaceful; when I didn't have to go anywhere, I was happy. Of course, I worried about my mother, who had become quite adept at eating from a bowl off the floor without using her hands, instead of sitting at the table with us. What child could possibly consider that normal? We had talked. And she explained it to me so that my ten-year-old brain understood that she wasn’t doing it because she was forced to, but because it made her happy. And I wouldn't have believed her if she'd looked unhappy. But my mother was radiant; she was sunshine. There was no room for arguing or yelling in our house; there was always a sense of peace.
I was eleven, almost twelve, when I discovered masturbation. And it was heaven. I didn’t need any porn to load onto my computer. At home, every day was a new episode of a porn soap opera. From early on, my parents had taught me manners. Look at someone when you’re speaking, don’t interrupt, wait until it’s your turn to speak, use a calm voice even when upset. My father was an example. He never raised his voice, not to me, not to my mama. I learned to respect adults and peers. I learned to understand that not everything is owed or automatic. 
Even if my mother was putting her head beneath me in a bowl, my father taught me impeccable table manners. Nobody understood at school that both my parents apologised to me when they made a mistake, but they demanded personal responsibility and accountability from me as well. My parents showed me a lot of lessons instead of telling me. How they spoke to servers, how they handled mistakes, and how gratitude was shown. In a world that is filled with rudeness and antisocial behaviour, simple manners like holding a door for a girl at school, standing up when someone joins you at the table; makes you an outsider in a school environment where everyone looks out for each other and collectively sets the standard. A standard where mediocrity has become the gold standard and not standing out is a survival strategy.
I was tall enough not to be bullied at school. I had my father's build, a broad chest, and plenty of hand strength from all the lifting in my father's shop. His son had been a free collaborator in his shop from the age of six. "I can't do that" wasn't in his vocabulary. I was content with my life. School, which wasn't difficult, never a fight at home, and a mother who was always there for me when I got home from school. I was often alone, but never lonely.
Everything changed on my sixteenth birthday. They say most changes are gradual. They couldn't have been more wrong. From one moment to the next, my entire world was turned upside down. And I have no idea what it was like for you when you were sixteen. Perhaps you already had the knowledge and experience of someone fifty, but I certainly didn't. I was as stupid or intelligent as any other boy of that age. 
The day started as normally as possible. It was a Saturday, so I could sleep in. Something I loved to do. My mother had other ideas and came singing into my room at 8:30.
“Happy Birthday, happy birthday to you.” My father followed her; he dressed neatly in a jacket and tie, and she in her birth suit. The contrast could not have been greater. 
“Congratulations, son. 16 years ago, I remember the day you were born.” He said that each year. I had no active recollection of that joyful moment. “You would be considered an adult in Iran. In Scotland you would be an adult at 16. In Denmark and some other countries, you wouldn’t have full adult status, but the age of sexual consent in Denmark is 16. And you could face jail time at 16 as well. It’s a pivotal year, 16, and we celebrate that appropriately today. Get a shower and we will see you at the breakfast table.”
I expected little this year. They knew I was saving money for a car for my 18th birthday. So, with due haste, I showered, ran a razor over my face—the days of shaving once a week were over—and walked down the stairs. My mother's chain was tied to the table leg, and she was sitting in her usual position: crouched, legs spread, and her hands resting relaxed on her thighs. My father read the newspaper. 
“Ah, here you are at last. You have little time for breakfast anymore because we have an appointment with the neighbours at 9:30.” Mrs Rossi, our neighbour, was a single mother after her husband died in a workplace accident. He worked in scaffolding and had fallen from a high scaffold. He hadn't secured himself properly and hadn't recovered from the fall. They'd lived with us for a long time, and my mother and Mrs Rossi were the best of friends. Ever since I could remember, I'd been completely smitten with Mona, her daughter. With a four-year age gap, Mona was unattainable, of course, but that didn't stop me from adoring her from afar. Celebrating birthdays together was also very normal, both their birthdays with us, and we going to theirs. 
Mrs Rossi wore a yellow, speckled summer dress that was perhaps a bit short. Not that I was complaining, as her legs were probably her most important asset. Most women wear trousers these days, but I'd never seen Mrs Rossi in them. She always wore a skirt or a dress. And exceptionally high heels. Those well-developed calf muscles came from somewhere. I could draw Mrs Rossi's legs, and I often did so when I was jerking off. The rest of her appearance was less striking. Her flat chest, which barely dented her dress, and her makeup-free face with large glasses, did little to spark my imagination. Her daughter, however, did. Unfortunately, she wasn't there when we arrived. 
“Did you tell him?” Mrs Rossi asked. 
“No, we waited for you to tell him.” My dad replied. 
“Tell me what?” I asked, mildly curious.
“Let's start with your gift. It's waiting for you in the closet in the hallway next to the stairs.” Our house was identical to theirs, so I knew which closet she meant, directly to the right of the stairs, before you entered the hallway to the bedrooms.
“In that case, you'll excuse me while I go hunting for my present.” Manners, you know?
In previous years, I'd always had a book from them. And those books had always been a surprise. Three years ago, a book about Buddhism; two years ago, a hardcover version of a Dan Brown book; and last year, a hardcover, illustrated edition of the Kama Sutra. I'd grabbed it with both hands and a blushing face. I walked upstairs unhurriedly. The prospect of not knowing what I might receive is more appealing to me than the disappointment of getting something I don’t want. Many suggestions were still racing through my head about what might be in that shallow cupboard. I opened the closet door and closed it again in the same second. An automatic reaction of shock. Not polite, and definitely a sign of bad manners.
My heart was pounding in my chest. I have no idea how often it normally beats, but I was certain I had the pulse of a marathon runner at the finish line. As if it wasn't just trying to bruise my ribs, I could also hear it pounding in my head. As if my head were a water tower, I had sucked up all the blood in that second, only to remain there. Hesitantly, my hand went back to the knob that opened the cabinet. My sweaty hands slipped on the doorknob. This wasn't my birthday present; this was a practical joke they were playing on me. And I was allergic to these kinds of jokes. When my trembling hands had somewhat steadied themselves, I opened the cupboard door again, this time expecting to find an empty cupboard like some stale magic trick.
It wasn't empty. In the closet stood Mona, wearing the same dress as her mother, only it suited her better, with her hands held behind her back, her ankles held together by a rope, her waist tied with a rope to the hooks in the closet. The hooks I had screwed in there myself long ago. A blindfold, one of those cheap things people put on before going to sleep, was over her eyes. An envelope was in her mouth. I took it out of her mouth.
"Mona!" I hissed. “You can't do that; your mother could come upstairs any minute. Who comes up with something like that? Do you have scissors somewhere I can quickly cut you loose?”
“Read your birthday card, Lance. Don't panic, my mother knows I'm here. Who do you think tied me up so tightly?”
In utter confusion, I tore open the envelope and saw a regular birthday card with a large number 16 written on it, and around it the words Happy Birthday. A girl’s small, neat handwriting inside read:
To my beloved Master Lance,
I know this is a shock to you, but I want to — and only if you want to — be your birthday gift this year. Some people get a puppy for their birthday. For years I have loved you from a distance, and now I’m finally ready to come out of the closet. You should know that my mother and I are both more like your mother than you might think. I'm not asking you to make promises to me, but I am offering myself as your submissive girlfriend. If you accept my gift, take me downstairs. I want to tell you all, but it's too much to write here. Your parents and my mother have a proposal you want to hear. If this is too much, close the door and close this chapter too.
Love, Mona.
I did close the door and leaned against it. I had a splitting headache now. Just before the door closed, I saw her face, looking almost panicked. Leaving Mona in that closet wasn’t an option. Once more, I opened the door and found Mona’s face covered in tears. I heard her soft sobs. I untied the ropes around her legs, touching her beautiful legs as I did so. The rope around her waist was also easy to undo. I left only the rope around her wrists behind her back. Finally, I removed her sleep mask. Her grey-green eyes looked at me as if I'd refused to take her puppy. With my arm through hers, I stabilised her enough to walk up the stairs without incident. Silently, I led her into the living room, still convinced that the adults sitting there would jump up and shout "Surprise."
They didn’t. “You know I don’t like jokes like that.” I said disappointedly.
My father stood up. “It’s not a joke, Lance. Perhaps the closet was a bad idea, but the intention behind was 100% genuine. Paolina, can you kick off? We'll fill in if necessary.” 
“Where to start?” Mona’s mother asked herself. “Perhaps at middle school. Where your mother and I first met. We saw each other and became instant friends. Friends for life because we were so alike and had such similar perspectives. When I met Curtis, it was love at first sight. Your mother fell in love with Ron, and after we got married, there was no doubt we'd move in next door. Curtis and I were the first to have a baby, and we were so blessed. It took a while for your mother to have you, but when that happened and you were born, we were both over the moon.”
Mona took over. “My mother and father lived the same lifestyle as your parents. My mother obeyed my father in everything. He was her everything. And when he was gone, well. There was nothing left. Except me. In her darkest hour, I gave her a choice: either give up the fight or train me to be a submissive.”
My father continued. I was wondering how many times they had rehearsed this play. “I have shown you all these years what it means to be a dominant. It’s not about beating or punishment; it’s about the freely given transfer of power. I wouldn't have cared if you'd chosen the dominant or submissive role. But you seem to be made for the dominant role.”
Mona’s mother said, “A true submissive feels if a man is dominant. It's all about self-confidence and charisma. And it's not just your mother who senses that about you; I know she does too. Mona has been determined for a long time. She wants to be yours and has been preparing for it for the past four years.”
I sighed. Finally able to interrupt the orchestrated flow of words. “It's no secret that I've had a crush on Mona for years. Mona is my dream woman. Way out of my league, but the only woman I find beautiful and smart, and interesting. And I hate to break it to you, but I'm only 16. Just a few years ago, I was playing with Lego blocks. Even though I've been a spectator for 16 years, I have no idea how to handle this. You say I have dominant blood running through my veins, but I don't see it and I don't feel it. I'd be terrified of doing anything to Mona.”
“I think we all understand that,” my father said. “And when Mona first came up with her plan, we seriously talked about how we could make it happen. And we found a solution. In consultation with all of us.”
Except for me, I thought. As if he hadn’t heard me thinking, Father went on. 
“We propose a one-year trial period. During that year, you'll see if you're compatible with each other as submissive and dominant, as future husband and wife. If that's not the case, Mona will have to find another dominant, and you'll find another woman. If you click, you'll keep this house, and Paolina will move in with us as my second submissive.”
“You still assume that I would know how to shape that bond.” I objected. 
Mora’s mother butted in. “If you are open to it, I will train you. Step by step. You will live here and not at your parents’ house any longer. You would be the Master of this house. And even though I am training you, you are the one who decides for all of us.”

