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Indian Ocean near the Gulf of Aden

       “I have what you want. The hands thing really isn’t necessary.”

       Evenly intoned words of reason as the woman nods towards a duffle bag, keeping her arms well over her head. The AK-47 dips as the miscreant of the seas turns his head to briefly glance in the indicated direction. Near the stern of the ketch lies a package of interest. Greenbacks peek through the partially opened zipper.

       “Do I need to count it?” he grins, the inflection of his question suggesting a playful familiarity.

       The woman puts her hands down.

       “Enough of this game. You need to celebrate and I have a full day’s sail back to the Seychelles. While you take the cash and enjoy, avoiding your pirate brethren will be a task for me.”

       “I’ve arranged for passage. ‘Tall woman of color in a blue and white ketch’. Once I relay the message that you’ve paid, you’ll have no trouble. Yes, we are notorious but our word of ‘no harm’ is our stock in trade.”

       The woman nods, noting that the pirate’s young companion stares at her breasts. With lowered hands the massive glands press firmly and seem to strain the tight white halter top. The boy gawks. Then his eyes lower to view muscular but well shaped thighs, the brief cotton shorts unveiling puissant femininity.

       “Does he speak English, Rafael?”

       “Some. He’s just not accustomed to women. Many weeks at sea.”

       “He’s handsome. Better than his picture. Tell him to lower the gun.”

       There follows a command barked in the Somali tongue and the confused lad lowers his weapon. Then Rafael gestures for him to approach.

       “It’s not loaded. But he has not needed to know that,” Rafael comments as the lad steps toward him in response, his confusion growing as the woman captive becomes authoritative.

       There follows a quick, well aimed swing of Rafael’s AK-47. The stock glances off the side of the lad’s skull. The woman instantly steps forth as the recipient’s knees buckle, her reaction assuring no further harm as powerful arms effortlessly guide the lithe form to the deck.

       “Not much to him. I’ll need to inspect and photograph... as agreed.”

       Rafael laughs, seeming more relaxed as the subterfuge ends.

       “Our forced camaraderie makes for intimacy... a male bonding thing. We’ve too often bathed in proximity. He meets your criteria, I assure you.”

       Mocha hands work to loosen the simple tie at the waist of the pantaloons. Rafael notes the degree of proficiency and smiles. The large, powerful woman has stripped men naked many times before.

       Within seconds a long flaccid penis greets the bright sun of the Indian Ocean.

       “Uncirced... a nice bonus,” the woman casually notes as a knowing hand gently pinches the tip and unfurls the impressive length. A ruler appears from nowhere, standing at the ready ostensibly for the day’s catch. The woman pulls firmly to assure that the male organ is unraveled to be fully stretched for measurement.

       “Click a couple of shots while I hold him at full length.”

       As one hand pulls, the other wields the ruler to demarcate just as one would ascertain the size of a captured fish. A digital camera clicks to record the finding. The woman knows that despite the organ’s flaccidity, her attention assures that the semi conscious lad unwillingly reveals what she needs to offer as evidence. Ironically, even when stiff and fully engorged, the male appendage will not grow past the length fostered by the tension of her experienced grip.

       “Ten inches. You’ve done well for us, Rafael,” she compliments as she releases it in order to stand.

       Rafael chuckles and picks up the duffle bag as the woman bends again. An exposed thigh endures the quick prick of a hypodermic needle. The dazed form spasmodically flinches.

       “Remember Rafael, it may not be as lucrative as hijacking a commercial vessel, but it’s quicker and much less dangerous,” the woman notes with a laugh. “What will you tell his family?”

       “He fell over board,” comes the succinct reply. “A tragic drowning.”

       Rafael lugubriously shrugs then steps over the gunnel to return to his motor launch. Stowing his prize of cash, he again utilizes the Somali tongue to radio the completion of his mission. Meanwhile the lad senses the warming forced relaxation of the injection of atropine and settles back, his chemically enfeebled muscles ensuring that he helplessly watches as the woman deprives him of all clothing. Yes, she has stripped many.

       “You’ve been deceived, my boy. Sold into slavery. The tables have turned.”

       The motor launch roars to life. The drugged captive can only look up in awe as the smiling woman rights herself to proudly tower over him. There comes a look of Schadenfreude as she turns her head to watch Rafael’s high speed launch accelerate.

       “But Rafael’s deception is comparatively modest.”

       The woman reaches to retrieve a black electrical box. She tugs to de-telescope a small antenna then points it toward the departing skiff. A thumb presses and, despite the dose of atropine, the lad lurches to the sound of a thundering explosion.

       “My deceit, in turn, is rather drastic... wouldn’t you say? The bag contained more dynamite than dollars.”

       A hand lowers and taps the lad’s nose as one would offer affection to a puppy.

       “Yes... you fell overboard... and poor Rafael has had a problem with a fuel leak. Tsk. Tsk. Bad day for the Somali pirates.”

       A bare foot lifts, moves to the groin and deftly flips up the long strip of uncircumcised male flesh, better revealing the virile scrotal sac to the smirking feminine gaze. As Rafael’s burning launch slowly sinks, the woman finds casual joy in using her bare toes to toy with the exposed and helpless symbol of male ‘superiority’. She finds elation when the organ begins to firm, despite the lad’s wounded head and her injection.

       “But don’t feel sorry for Rafael. I suspect you will soon envy his fate.”

       The woman turns and from a stowage box fetches a mass of clanking metal.

       “Now, let’s get you properly dressed, shall we?”

       Dilated eyes gape at a ponderous collection of chains and cuffs. Despite the intense heat of the tropics... despite the calming atropine... the perception of being forcibly adorned with chilling metal brings a shudder. Yet he stiffens more.


La Romana, Republica Dominicana

       “He’s a feisty bastard... mouth like a toilet. For a kid in his teens, he’s got the vocabulary of an old sailor. Sure you can handle him? Get him outta here with no problems?”

       The confident smile answers. The words aren’t really heard. The sports reporter is distracted, dazzled by the combination of the woman’s size and beauty.

       “The government here has been most cooperative, Harry. It seems dead relatives can depart the country more easily than live ones... with the right emolument.”

       “Yeah. The dollar talks here... real loud.”

       “What time is the game? I will need to be alone with him. Say thirty minutes.”

       “The game isn’t until tonight. Jay Handley isn’t even pitching. He’s in the locker room using the hot tub.”

       “And he meets our standards?”

       The sports writer cackles with his response.

       “Interviewed him enough times coming out of the showers. He’s hung.”

       The woman smiles. Though the reply is crass, his summation interposes images that place her in the right frame of mind for the task at hand.

       “What’s in that bag? Looks heavy.”

       Heavier than Harry can guess. The woman’s inordinate strength makes the nearly fifty pound load appear only partially burdensome.

       “Your cash, of course.”

       The duo enter the locker room of the baseball stadium. Modest yet sizeable, the Dominican league is quite popular on the Caribbean’s second largest island. Thus games draw crowds not only from the local population but typically from the city of the visiting team as well. Therefore steady attendance is assured, the teams are financially sound and quality players can be procured for winter play.

       Down a hallway, the sports writer pushes open a door, ignoring the sign in English and Spanish suggesting that only ‘Authorized Personnel’ enter. The cacophonous words of some Blue Grass song echo about the cinder block walls. Jay Handley sings in the hot tub... and not well.

       The sports writer leads to the tiled shower room where a stainless steel vessel holds hundreds of gallons of steamy, swirling water... and one promising young baseball pitcher.

       “Jay, I got you some stuff!” the reporter yells over the din of machine and insonorous lyrics.

       Gratefully, the words end.

       “Harry! Knew you’d come through.”

       A hand flips the control lever. The bath ends. A head shaved to stubble turns. There comes a look of surprise.

       “A broad in the Azucareros locker room! And well stacked! Hot shit! This is just like the fucking big leagues!”

       The profane words are uttered by a boy. The youthful features suggest precociousness… irritating precociousness. The devilish smile and snort of laughter in response to  his own reference  inspire the need to slap the irksome face and apply punishing soap to tongue and lips.

       Still the woman of color politely smiles. The scatology will make her mission easier. For now she will remain demure.

       “You sure the juice can’t be detected, Harry? The major league testing is getting tighter than a virgin’s pussy!”

       “Brand new formulation,” the woman of color replies, ignoring ‘Johnny Badmouth’s’ analogy. “It will be years before this compound is reverse engineered and their computer chromatographs are programmed to discern it from simple cold medicine.”

       Handley indecorously arises from the tub... no words of pardon for his indecent exhibition. The lady is pleased to see a buffed athletic form... though the male organ is miserably shriveled with the long, relaxing soak.

       Harry retrieves a towel as the young pitcher gloats, noting the feminine examination he is undergoing. The woman does not politely deflect her gaze and he misconstrues her thorough inspection as penis envy. He must consider himself quite the cocksman, the woman concludes. She will enjoy his comeuppance.

       “See something you like, sweet cheeks? Chocolate was my first ice cream. You like vanilla?”  

       “Oh, yes. I’m always curious about white dick,” the woman mimicking to verbally parry using the same brutish cadence.

       The sports writer offers the towel.

       “Don’t bother on my account, Harry. No sense covering what I’m going to need to access.”

       “‘Access’ my ass!”

       “Exactly, Mr. Handley. Injecting the large muscle of the buttocks offers the best intervention... particularly for the first dose.”

       “So you’ve got it with you?”

       “Right here in this bag.”

       “I’m pitching day after tomorrow. Scouts from the states will be here. Think it’ll make a difference?”

       “Can’t hurt, Mr. Handley.”

       “I need that extra two or three miles on the fast ball... know what I mean. At my age I could be at 100 miles per hour by the time I’m 21. Lot’s of dough.”

       “You’ll be a star. High paid. And the locker room will be full of well stacked broads.”

       The woman plays along, feeding the ego.

       “Let’s go for it! Harry paid you?”

       “For a week’s dosage. But there will be more to come.”

       Harry has taken money from Jay Handley to procure performance enhancing human growth hormones. He has also been paid to make Jay Handley accessible to the woman of color. The burned out, talentless writer is having a lucrative day.

       “Money’s no object. Three major league teams are bidding for me like I’m a fucking prized bull stud.”

       The woman smiles with the auction analogy. There will be other bidders... in time.

       “Lie on the massage table for me. I’ll make sure I hit a spot which won’t cramp a muscle.”

       A naked Jay Handley moves as suggested. With him lying prostrate, the woman teasingly smoothes her hand over his buttocks. Firm. Well shaped. Working him will be a treat.

       “I know you want to fucking kiss it, sweet cheeks. I’m a star performer.”

       The woman opens her bag, smiling with the continuing opprobrious behavior.

       “Oh, I think you’ll perform for me, Mr. Handley. And do so quite obediently.”

       The words confuse, bringing initial silence as a hypodermic needle quickly plunges into the right buttock.

       “But it won’t be throwing a baseball. I like my men performing more... obeisantly.”

       “Obesee... is that English?”

       Jay Handley is shocked to feel the needle plunge again, this time into his left cheek.

       “What the fuck...”

       The woman moves to the front of the table.

       “You’re a cheat. And a boor. But have some redeeming attributes. Roll over so I can see them. You seem to like exhibiting yourself to a woman. Move now while you can.”

       The stentorian voice becomes surprisingly authoritative compared to the polite diffidence of moments ago. Handley begins to roll but oddly freezes. The woman smiles and those powerful hands assist, effortlessly prodding to bring him supine.

       “Curare, Mr. Handley. Not human growth hormone.”

       Wordless shock as more injections puncture the right bicep then the left.

       “A powerful but fast acting alkaloid which temporarily blocks the acetylcholine receptors. That’s what controls the muscles and that’s why you had trouble rolling over for me.”

       The large brown hand reaches to tenderly pat the youthful puckish face.

       “Have to be careful of the lungs. Don’t want you to stop breathing. Move your hands for me like a good boy.”

       “I... I... I... can’t.”

       “Yes, fast acting indeed.”

       A digital camera and ruler are retrieved from the large bag.

       “Photos, Harry. Required for your final payment.”

       Once again, a hand pinches the penis tip and firmly tugs to stretch the flaccid organ upwards to full length. She smiles in countering the shriveling effects of the long bath. This time with the ruler standing like a flagpole, the boorish young pitcher helplessly watches as his manhood is evaluated and measured and the sycophant reporter snaps to assure his payday.

       “Just over nine inches. Not bad for a white boy.”

       It is the woman’s turn to gloat

       “You’ll miss baseball I am sure, Mr. Handley. But baseball won’t miss you,” the woman playfully patting his balls.

       The shock dispels. The immobile form erupts in a string of obscenities. The woman smiles, moves to her bag and replenishes the syringe.

       “With obedience, you’ll also learn the virtue of silence, Mr. Handley.”

       Arms paralyzed, the needle is easily plunged into the pitcher’s throat, just a tiny dose to likewise incapacitate the vocal cords. There follows a quick cell phone call.

       “Bring in the box.”

       The woman smiles confidently and turns to reporter Harry.

       “His coffin and some trustworthy thugs are waiting in a rented hearse in the parking lot. My deceased ‘cousin’ will be on a boat and long out of the Dominican by game time.

       “And now for your final compensation, Harry.”

       A muscled arm reaches forth and gruffly entwines a hand in Harry’s hair. The free hand drives the hypodermic needle into the throat and plunges to inject a massive dose of curare. The look of Schadenfreude returns as the alkaloid instantly disables the vocal cords then within seconds streams to the lungs.

       Harry’s mouth opens in shock. Yet there is no sound and more disconcerting... no draw of air.

       “Oh my, Harry. Seems you’re having a heart attack. Another attribute of curare I neglected to mention. It dissipates without a trace. By the time your lungs are able to return to functioning... ‘poor’ Harry will be long gone. The autopsy will reveal the death of just another aging man with a bad ticker. Bye, bye Harry.”

       Harry goes limp from lack of oxygen and the woman guides his form to a chair. Then she turns and softly laughs at the look of terror on Jay Handley’s face.

       “Time to get you properly dressed.”

       The oversized bag opens and yes, the mass of clanking metal returns. Jay Handley, once promising professional athlete, will helplessly watch while a woman deftly immerses his naked form into the comfort of steel bondage... comfort for the woman in charge.

       The broad, smooth and shiny cuff that encircles the scrotum sends the appropriate initial message, the woman always thinks to herself. Thus she begins by enshrouding the testicles. The circle clicks closed to delicious tightness. Then she unravels the connecting right chain then left to encumber the ankles by way of cuffs attached to the balls. Always measured to secure an inch or two shorter than the legs, Jay Handley will not fully stand for quite some time... and certainly not walk upright much less run.

       “My goodness, Mr. Handley, the curare doesn’t seem to inhibit tumescence. You enjoy the controlling touch of a woman.”

       She bends and condescendingly whispers.

       “That means it’s getting hard.”


A Mansion, Newport, Rhode Island

       “Where did you learn of my services, Mr. Hollingsworth?”

       “Reggie... just call me Reggie. Sure you wouldn’t enjoy a good Scotch. Thirty year old single malt, mind you.”

       Reggie sips and feigns disappointment with the negative reply.

       Silk robe, ascot, European cigarettes, distinguished graying at the temples, Reginald Bartholomew Hollingsworth exhales to introduce another cloud of harsh tobacco smoke into the polluted air of his den. He epitomizes old wealth and the woman of color strains to cloak her contempt.

       “Lawyer friend. One of the first women Harvard Law School graduates. Met her as an undergrad when she attended Radcliff. Scholarship student mind you. Not one of us you understand. But a bright girl... and a rather good lay, if you can pardon the brusque observation.”

       The woman of color nods, biting her lip, reminding herself that Reggie will pay well for her services.

       “Molly Anderson. Yes, we’ve ‘socialized’ together.

       “You’re arranging a rather harsh demise for your brother, Reggie. He won’t be seen again... not by you... not by the general public.”

       Reggie suppresses outright laughter but cannot completely stifle a wicked grin.

       “Yes, of course, harsh. Well you must understand he’s not really my brother. Mummy died young. Daddy, even at a late age, remained rather randy, if you get my gist. Ended up in a tryst with a Las Vegas dancer of all things. They had a child... allegedly... out of wedlock. Daddy was still sensitive about his society ties and did the right thing. Married the girl. But not before enduring threats and signing a rather iron clad prenuptial agreement. Unfortunately, he got out negotiated. Or perhaps I should say, I got out negotiated. At his death, I got use of the house, while breathing, and an annual stipend from a trust fund. Young Roscoe gets the corpus of the trust and the house upon my demise.”

       It is the woman’s turn to stifle a grin. Reggie’s wealth is all veneer. Younger half brother Roscoe ironically owns all... or will own all.

       “Of course, if something happens to Roscoe, title to the house, without strings mind you, reverts to me. The trust dissolves. All the funds become mine.”

       Reggie’s smirk becomes blatant as the woman nods understanding.

       “Thus his planned disappearance. Wouldn’t a convenient accident be faster?”

       “I’ll be candid. Legally I am related to Roscoe. But a medical examiner’s report may have the unfortunate result of revealing that we’re not. You see I took the time to have Roscoe’s DNA checked. Simple matter of purloining his toothbrush. Seems on top of a one sided prenuptial agreement, Daddy was completely bamboozled. Roscoe is truly a bastard. Real father... biological father... unknown. Probably a one night admirer of Roscoe’s mother. She danced divinely I am told. Nearly naked. And it also seems that a dancer’s paycheck is only a smidgen of her true... shall we say compensation.

       “So we’re not even close to being a related. Yet, legally he now owns all. Daddy formally adopted him, of all the foolish maneuvers. If he goes first and it’s discovered we’re not related by blood, the legal community will have a field day. Without divulging numbers, there’s quite a chunk to fight over. I could be left out in the cold. Some unknown figure could enter the picture... like Roscoe’s real father. He may even have siblings for all I know. Real half brothers and sisters!”

       Reggie stubs out his cigarette. The woman gratefully inhales.

       “All this could have been contested while Daddy was alive. At least that is what Molly has advised. But now it’s too late. I am doomed to share the wealth... in a rather one sided manner.”

       “Therefore Roscoe must disappear.”

       Reggie nods.

       “He’ll be legally dead after seven years... under Rhode Island law. No medical report. No revealing DNA. For that heartening result, I can wait. The trust stipend is not penurious... just annoying to think it ultimately all goes to the little bastard.”  

       “Little?”

       “I am cognizant of your demands. Just an expression. Molly explained your requirements. I assure can you that Roscoe is well equipped. I understand the deal.”

       “Roscoe’s mother?”

       “Died five years ago. Couldn’t handle the temptations of wealth. Drugs and alcohol.”

       The woman pauses in thought. This could be a ‘no brainer’. Yet protocol demands that there be no trail.

       “Is Roscoe here?”

       “Oh, yes. Playing his computer games.”

       “Anyone else?”

       “No. I took the precaution of firing the maid. The butler quite serendipitously quit last week. After Roscoe’s gone I’ll clean out his things and hire new staff. Eventually I’ll report that he went sailing and didn’t return. Few will know of his true fate.”

       “Well thought out. Well, Reggie, I brought my bag. You have something for me?”

       Reginald Bartholomew Hollingsworth arises from his deep leather chair and moves to a wall safe. The woman surreptitiously moves to the half empty glass of fine Scotch. As tumblers rotate and a small but thick steel door opens, capsules dissolve in Reggie’s fine single malt. When he turns back, a thick envelope is offered.

       “I can call the little bastard in. He’s rather obnoxious mind you. The lawyer’s have made him well aware of his economic potency. Nothing worse than a teen with millions.”

       “He’ll no longer need nor enjoy.”

       “Precisely,” Reggie exhorts with annoying stuffy inflection. “Wealth should be held by the privileged. We can handle it.”

       A phone serves as an internal intercom. Roscoe is summoned, but only after an abrupt exchange of words.

       “Getting more troublesome daily,” Reggie snorts. “I do hope he’ll not be overly comfortable.”

       The woman smiles.

       “He’ll be kept in rather tight confinement until he learns to properly serve.’’

       Reggie guffaws as the door to the den opens without a knock.

       “Roscoe, come in, I’m thinking of hiring some help.”

       A tow headed youth, not a single feature similar to Reggie’s, lumbers into the room. Roscoe is truly the ‘red headed step child’. No one would ever suspect a relationship and the exasperation of confronting the lad’s wealth, arranged through subterfuge and deceit, has led to desperation.

       “Meet your new nanny. You’re to have a governess.”

       Roscoe scoffs. Though Reggie’s words are obviously meant to annoy, Roscoe over reacts.

       “Some oversized black bitch! Which street corner did you find her working?”

       Ironic words, considering Roscoe’s questionable pedigree.

       The woman wriggles her finger. Size and presence matter, despite the level of obnoxiousness. For Roscoe steps forth as the woman extends her hand, ostensibly in greeting.

       What follows happens with the blink of an eye. Roscoe’s words of protest are instantly cut off as his head becomes enwrapped in powerful arms and pressure is applied to the carotid artery. A classic sleeper hold soon has Roscoe’s underdeveloped form turning limp and the woman slowly lowers him to the floor. Reggie is amused and saunters to his Scotch.

       “Didn’t think it would be that easy,” he exclaims with a laugh.

       It isn’t, thinks the woman, glad to see the equally obnoxious Reggie will return to imbibing his Scotch.

       Roscoe is groggy but not unconscious, which adds to Reggie’s glee. He’ll be aware of his submission but unable to resist. How delightfully ironic!

       Once again the woman strips. Roscoe is depantsed. The large heavy bag offers the digital camera and the ruler.

       “Would you mind, Reggie.”

       Another long uncircumcised appendage greets the camera lens and ruler. Reggie clicks away.

       “Nine and one half inches, Reggie. You don’t disappoint.” 

       Roscoe begins to stir as oxygen brings renewed strength. The woman’s hand extends to cover his mouth and pinch closed his nose. The partial asphyxiation renews his drowsiness.

       “Just relax a little bit longer, sweetheart. Let your new nanny take care of you.”

       Reggie laughs as Roscoe is stripped completely naked and the bag gives up the collection of steel chain and shackles.

       “You’ll take him like that?”

       “Men resist so little when stripped naked. Psychologically it is best for them.”

       The intense shackling begins with the scrotum cuff. It clicks shut with warming conviction. Then follows the right ankle chain and cuff then the left. The limited slack is double checked to assure Roscoe cannot fully stand. Then follows the curious neck collar. Smooth polished steel, a connecting thick bar extends over the shoulders, right and left.

       “Lift you arms for me, Roscoe. Over your head. Be a good boy for your ‘nanny’. Point your elbows.”

       The woman slips each arm behind the bar as she encircles the biceps with thick fur lined nylon cuffs. With two clicks the cuffs are connected utilizing a double ‘D’ clamp.

       “Bend at the elbows. You’ll be more comfortable with your hands down, fingers pointed to your waist.”

       With bicep cuffs attached, Roscoe cannot separate his arms to avoid the constricting shoulder bar. The configuration renders both his arms and hands useless, held upwards and behind his head.

       “What’s this about?” Roscoe blurts, full consciousness returning.

       “You’re going to take a little trip with your ‘black bitch’ nanny,” the woman smoothly responds.

       The woman stands leaving Roscoe helplessly lying on the carpet. With ankles cuffed to his balls he cannot stand. Meanwhile, Reggie sips his tainted Scotch. For the moment he enjoys the rapture of revenge.

       “I say, you’re rather quick about it. I was hoping for something more... shall we say slow and excruciating.”

       “His torment is just beginning, I assure you.”

       With that, more steel is retrieved from the bag. The woman stoops and a long needle is thrust through Roscoe’s septum. He howls. Reggie laughs.

       “Yes, more like I had in mind.”

       “You’ll be comforted to know I’m going to leash him.” 

       “Goodness. I didn’t think he would be subjected to such charming care. Are you sure there’s no way I can visit him from time to time?”

       The words are somewhat slurred and the woman recognizes that her drug is working. She quickly slips a steel ring into the bloody opening between Roscoe’s nostrils and snaps it closed.

       “No Reggie. I’m afraid you won’t be visiting anyone. You and I are going for a little walk down to the boathouse. You’ve prompted your own destiny.”

       Reggie’s shock is quickly countered by the capsules of ruphenol. He teeters just as a chain leash is clipped to the nose ring. Roscoe’s breathing strengthens. Revitalized muscles begin to stir... too late.

       “Don’t go anywhere,” the woman sarcastically commands in casually securing the free end of the leash to a radiator pipe.

       “I’ll be back after your brother has had his swim. Then you’re going to crawl for me.”

       The woman steps to the drugged form. Now almost entirely incapacitated, Reggie meekly staggers, needing to be propped up by the woman’s powerful frame.

       “You’ll be pleased to know that Molly Anderson may not be one of you... but she is one of us. She’ll be the only person to know of Roscoe’s fate... and yours.”

       The duo move toward the den door, Reggie’s weight no impediment for the woman of strength.

       “The water’s nice and cold, Reggie. It will be quick and painless. The ruphenol will inhibit most movement. Just remember to take one final deep breath after I plunge your head under. And you’ll go knowing your sibling is well cared for. Look at his reaction.”

       The woman pauses and gestures. Roscoe’s manhood has engorged. As Roscoe struggles, his attempts to straighten serve to jostle his entrapped scrotum. Thus his once flaccid eleven inches stiffens in curious response to being bound by a woman’s hand.

       “You’ve most likely provided exactly what he needs and secretly covets, Reggie... firm feminine guidance.”

      


An apartment, Juarez, Mexico

    

       “I will cut your tits off and laugh as I feed them to my dogs!”

       For the woman of color, listening to the bellicose invective brings a smile and the slight tug of her hand. Her action transforms the vocal attack of words to squeamish shrieks as the leash chain tightens and the nose ring imparts bone jarring pain to the many nerve endings in the septum.

       “Be a good boy for me, Roberto. Silence is best since you no longer have the upper hand,” she admonishes as tears stream to mix with the blood of the recent piercing.

       The woman mercifully loosens her grip, turns and cuts open a final clear plastic bag of white powder. Exceeding Roberto’s physical anguish is the mental torment of watching as hundreds of thousands of dollars of cocaine are flushed down the toilet.

       “Surely you realized the hazards of competing with Pedro Anguila... and trying to do so with his own product is rather shameless. Stolen drugs. Very brazen, Roberto.”

       Another kilo splashes into the bowl and is flushed.

       “Stealing from drug dealers, Roberto... tsk... tsk. Must be a better way for a boy like you to earn his keep. And I believe I will find one for you.”

       Roberto recovers from the instant of trauma... slightly more reasoned.

       “I have cash. Whatever Pedro has offered I will top it.”

       The woman laughs.

       “You think I handle bad boys like you just for money?”

       The cocaine disposed, the woman gently gathers the slack of the chain leash.

       “Come let’s take a little walk. You’ll begin to better understand why I do this.”

       Roberto, stripped naked, dons the curious collection of steel shackles and cuffs that have come to symbolize the woman’s avocation. His balls bear the tight scrotal cuff. Two chains lead to ankle cuffs right and left, the limited lengths forcing him to kneel. His neck is encircled with the signature steel collar and connecting bar. His arms are secured, upwards with elbows pointed toward the ceiling, biceps attached together and forcibly held behind his head by the length of metal protruding left and right over his shoulders. This immobilizes his arms, makes his hands useless and forces Roberto to keep his head bowed.

       The woman offers the slightest tension on the chain connected to Roberto’s hastily pierced nose. The inserted ring functions well, bringing another yelp.

       “Come, come, my pet. It’s time to become accustomed to a woman’s controlling hand. Your adversary Pedro has mandated that you live a life of servitude.”

       With the words, the guiding hand pulls in a simple demonstration of feminine empowerment. The tension slowly mounts and a futilely resisting Roberto finally shuffles forth one knee to relieve the pain. He is chagrined to have to obey.

       “To the balcony. I want you to show yourself while a woman enjoys her governance.”
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