
“Let’s take a walk,” I said to Mora. “Let me get your coat.”
“Ever the gentle man. I don’t think I need a coat; it’s not cold outside.” She said. I went to fetch her long black coat anyway. 
“You definitely need those, unless you want to show everyone your tied hands,” I said, draping the coat over her shoulders and securing it with two buttons at chest height. Mona had the bust of an athlete, firm and small enough not to get in the way. Mona blushed slightly and refrained from further comment.
When we were outside, I held my arm around her to keep her steady. I felt her hands bouncing on her butt as she walked. 
“I understand what two of the four people want. What they get out of this deal. Your mother will gain more security and another man to lean on. My father will gain not only a wife but also a submissive one. He has nothing to lose. My mother risks becoming insecure and jealous. But since your mother and mine are old friends, I think it will work out just fine. And so you, Mona, are the only one left, and I don't understand at all why you would agree to this proposal. What’s in it for you? Why a 16-year-old kid?”
She looked at me. You know the look. “There once was a ten-year-old boy who walked into a classroom he was not supposed to be in, when my geography teacher assaulted and groped me. He took pictures with his phone and threatened Mr Streeder.”
“Eleven,” I said. “I was eleven.”
“Really? Well, you were the one who insisted we would go to court with this. During the trial, your testimony impressed even the judge. You prevented that scumbag from harming other students. That was the moment I realised you would do anything to protect a woman. Knowing that a man is not only capable of protecting you, but actually does so, is an aphrodisiac for any woman. This woman included.”
“Anyone would have done that for you.”
“But not no one did; you showed no fear and kept supporting me.”
“So, now I’m a hero, huh? Did you think you had to pay me back for something that happened four years ago?”
“Alright, you bastard. I. Love. You. There, I said it. I have loved you ever since that day, and I know you haven’t looked at another girl because I have seen how you looked at me. So, don’t pretend it’s not true; everyone knows it. Every girl in your class, our parents, and even my grandparents know. I have waited for this day to come for a long time. All this time I've been preparing for today. I need you, like your mother needs your father. I have no idea how to state it more clearly than this.”
“Why me, Mona? There must be a hundred guys older than I am who would die to be your Master.”
“Yes. You are right. Why choose a sixteen-year-old guy with little self-confidence over a mature jock? Or one of the rich kids? Do you have any idea why I would choose you?”
“Don’t answer with my question. I obviously don’t get it.”
“I will lay it out for you. This…” and she rubbed her face up and down my spinal cord through my shirt, “this backbone is not made from bone, it’s made of steel. If you want something, you won’t rest until you get it. Remember that time you were supposed to copy all the answers. Last period math class, the time when teachers were already half gone and everyone knew the test hadn’t been revised properly. Someone passed a folded sheet down the row—answers, neat and confident. It was so easy; just copy the answers and you would ace the test. But you didn’t. You, Lance, slid the paper back without looking at it and kept your eyes on your own test. When someone whispered, ‘Don’t be stupid. Everyone’s doing it,’ you didn’t whisper back. Instead, you just shook your head once. Later, when the grades came back, yours wasn’t the highest. Not even close. A couple of your classmates laughed, told you how stupid you had been.”
“When Cindy, who told me the story, asked you why you didn’t copy the answers, you said, ‘I wanted to know what I could do.’ It was the confirmation for me: if you wanted something; you don’t take shortcuts. You’d take the long way. You are the rock in the river, unbending. The water has no choice but to move around you.”
“People talk too much.” It never occurred to me that Cindy would recount that particular story to Mona. 
“Of course,” Mona smirked. “Come on, let’s go back into the house.” Without me noticing, we had walked a block and ended up back at her house. Her mother opened the door, and I took her coat off. 
“Are you going to untie my hands now?” She said, stretching her arms out behind her towards me. I didn’t answer, but wrapped the rope around her wrists free. They were not tight; there were no rope marks to be seen. I knew from experience that the rope could have been there for hours now, causing no discomfort. I had seen my mother many times with her hands tied behind her back, much tighter than Mona's. She looked at me, perhaps a little disappointed that I wasn't playing along with her game.
We re-entered the living room. My parents were gone; only Mona’s mother was sitting in her chair. 
“You guys have had a nice walk?” She asked.
“No,” I said, looking her in the eye. “There are a million ways to get the message across. Why now? Why this way?”
“I was two years older than Mona is now when Curtis found me in a cupboard in my parents’ house. Lucy, your mom, had tied me just like I tied Mona today. When I told her how her father first discovered my kink, she was determined to give herself to you in the same way.” She looked at me as if I would understand.
“This is not the way the parents should have handled this, Mrs Rossi. If I understood correctly, Mona asked you after her father passed away if you could train her. Why? Why would a mother train her child to be submissive to a man?”
She countered my question with a question of her own. “You have seen your mother act submissively all your life. Do you think your father is forcing her? Is she a poor victim, doing things against her will? So, if your mother is a submissive, and  — as Mona can testify — I am a submissive, why is it so difficult to understand Mona might be as well? It’s called genes, Lance. It’s in our DNA.”
Mona came to sit next to me on the couch. I didn’t understand why they couldn’t see my point. “Suppose, just suppose, I were the Master of your house, what would that mean?”
“Well, I should obey you in all things. You would have a household in peace; your peace would be my aim, and my mother would teach us both how to ease into this way of life.” Mona said.
“No, that’s not enough. No doubt we will end up in conflict one day, Mrs Rossi. I would want Mona to do something, and you don’t agree with me. You would think it would be bad for your daughter. Who has the last word? It’s the reason it will never work out. It’s impossible to be both a harsh trainer and a loving mother at the same time.”
I stood up. “I think I need to talk with my parents now. If you ladies will excuse me?”
——————————
“Can you tell me, Dad, why you thought it was a good idea to offer Mona to me as a birthday present without talking to me about it first?” Perhaps that came out a little too sharp. 
“You do not talk to your father in that tone,” my mother corrected me. 
“This is exactly why this will never work. If I were the Master of the Rossi household, I would be your neighbour and we would be equals. We could say all things to each other, in mutual respect, even if we wouldn’t agree on things.”
“Don’t make this into a power contest, son,” my father said evenly.
“But Dad, all of this is about power, you have told me thousands of times, what you have with Mum is not about pain or humiliation. It’s about power, son, and the freely given relinquishment of that power.” I mimicked his voice. 
“I was giving you this opportunity to learn how to become a master because I was under the impression that you were already mature enough to cope with that responsibility. Perhaps I was wrong.”
I wanted to shout back he was only doing this so he could build his harem next year, and it was a nice way to get me out of their house so they could play without a spectator. But I didn’t. I went to my room and plopped down on the bed.
It was a tempting offer. I don't think any hot-blooded man would turn down the offer to be the man of the house with two beautiful women. Certainly not a 16-year-old man. Especially when one woman was the woman you'd dreamed of for so long. Who wouldn't go crazy with desire at the prospect of sex when you wanted it, and the way you wanted it? We could make things really difficult and talk in veiled terms about lifestyle and stuff, but in the end it was just about sex.
Perhaps things would have been different if I hadn't grown up in a house where my father had assumed the role of Man of the House. If I hadn’t become accustomed to my mother’s blind obedience to his orders. A naked woman in the house with her hands tied behind her back was nothing new. I have seen several times my father fucking my mother while she was doing dishes, the tap water running over her hair. They acknowledged my arrival in the kitchen, but didn’t stop. I know. I know it sounds weird. Don't think it left me completely cold, of course not. But when you see things often, they eventually become normal. This was my world, fucked up or not. This was my family, dysfunctional perhaps. But my family nonetheless. 
Perhaps this was the reason I didn’t freak out when my neighbour suggested training her daughter to be my sub. Had my father trained me to follow in his footsteps regarding relationships? I don't think so. But he had done something different. Since I had seen them so many times and experienced their power dynamics, I had grown accustomed to it. Jerking off to the idea that my dream princess would obey all my commands made me come like never before. So why was I still hesitant about becoming Mona's dominant? The reason was undoubtedly because I had witnessed firsthand the responsibility that came with it. Was I ready for that? If the answer was no — and no other answer was possible — could I be so selfish as to just go along with the Mona's mother proposal?
I'd seen the tension on my princess's face, the unease after she'd completely exposed herself, laid her soul bare to me. I could ponder it for a few weeks, but even then I'd still be stuck in the loop I was currently on. It was time for a decision. Lying here on my bed wouldn't solve anything. Was I the coward who didn't dare stand up when asked, or was I the man-to-be who dared to take on a challenge? Had it been an honest consideration, or had I fooled myself and known immediately that Mona's offer was too good to refuse? Too good to be true.
I got out of bed, took a shower, and dressed in clean clothes. On top of my closet sat a suitcase I had filled with clothes from it. Some of it wouldn't fit, but I wasn't going to the other side of the world. I was going to the other side of our garden. If I needed anything, I would pick it up later. The suitcase was symbolic, a sign of my decisiveness, perhaps. 
When I came downstairs, my suitcase didn't go unnoticed.
"I have my things with me. I'll undoubtedly come back for things I forgot, and my computer and such."
"This will always be your home, my son. Come back whenever you want, for a while or permanently, our home will always be open to you," my mother said.
"Thank you." I hugged my naked mother. "Take good care of my father," I said, to their visible surprise. My mother was stronger than my father. She always had been, even on her knees before him at the table, perhaps not physically, but definitely mentally. I silently shook my father's hand. A seal of a father-son relationship not based on words. 
Without looking back, I walked to the neighbours, toward my new life.

