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By

Terence Lloyd Harding
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​Croix de Besançon
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“You are here now, and here you must stay,” the nonsensical words reached the ears of a still benumbed Vincent Carrick.

Words that were made no more intelligible for falling from the lips of a senior sixty-something woman who looked as if she’d just stepped from a Ken Russell film put together to satisfy those with... “Granny issues”.

And, more to the point, “Granny issues” slanted towards the sado-masochistic.

Not an hour before, he’d been tramping the lanes of North Cornwall running parallel to the coastline looking out upon the Bristol Channel, glorying in the freedom from City life. 

A City life that included the tedious and despised issues that ran hand in hand with managing the investment portfolios of a number of venal and greedy arseholes for whom no money, no matter how huge the sum, could ever be enough to salve the insecurities driving that venality and avarice. 

In his late-thirties, without wife or family and in no hurry whatsoever to acquire either, he knew he could quite easily kick his life in London into touch and settle in this neck of the West Country if it meant having glorious days such as these close to hand.

Although, and right at the moment, a little of the gloss was being peeled from the experience by his reception in the sleepy village he had stumbled upon a couple of miles inland from the coast and the exposed rocky headlands at Holywell Bay.

A sleepy village that was not marked on any of the maps he’d armed himself with for his three week walking-tour of the area but, if his recent experiences held true, would likely prove a friendly one in which he hoped to find a welcoming pub, a jar of real and authentic ale, and a tasty Ploughman’s Lunch.

Something that had yet to happen and didn’t seem likely to as - though the village was certainly not as sleepy as he had imagined it would be and there was much activity in the way of gardens being tended, buildings undergoing minor repairs and the main and unmade road leading through the village being swept - the village itself appeared to have no pub.
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And if it did then Carrick, though not a betting man, would have ventured a flutter on it not being friendly.

It wasn’t until an exceptionally well-made but rather old-fashioned looking woman, who appeared around his own age, beckoned him without words to follow her into what seemed like an equally old-fashioned former schoolhouse that it struck him all the work he had seen being carried out was being performed by men.

And men only.

Curious, but not remarkable, he thought to himself as, not giving bothering to ask why a strangely dressed woman he was seeing for the first time would beckon to him, he followed he inside the rather old-fashioned building.

“You saw the sign,” said another buxom older woman as a statement of fact – older this time but still curiously dressed in a kind of leather basque that, while it gave uplift to her breasts, could do nothing for the giveaway lines upon the face beneath a white wimple revealing her greater age.

A trace of French in her delivery managed to take Carrick’s mind from clothing he thought more suitable for the Soho salon of a dominatrix than an off the beaten track Cornish village.

“To my surprise,” he told her. “It’s not mentioned on any of my maps.”

“Nor will you find it on any others you choose to consult,” she told him with a certainty in her Gallic intonation that made him smile.
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Besançon Hugues

“You seem to have a very low opinion of our English cartographers,” he chided her gently, eyes, despite himself, finding themselves drawn to the ravine dissecting what were for a woman of her years a pair of spectacular breasts.

“They are no better and no worse than mapmakers anywhere,” she conceded. “Besides, it is impossible to chart that which cannot be seen.”

Carrick’s eyes narrowed with a kind of amused delight; everything about the place he had seen so far was a departure for him that was becoming something of a mystery.

And he did so love a good mystery!

Or at least always had until this point.

“Croix de Besançon,” the woman went on, her rather disconcerting eyes never leaving his own, “is named after the Genevan burgomaster, Besançon Hugues who lent our faith its name.”

––––––––
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It struck Carrick instantly that he had stumbled into some kind of retro religious commune – which certainly explained the lack of a pub.

If not the retro and un-devotional outfits the two women he had met so far were wearing.

“In case you have not made the connection, Monsieur Carrick,” the woman began, eyes continuing to hold his own with an intensity he found difficult to meet, “we are Huguenots.”

She was a few seconds too late as he had already made the connection between eponymous burgomaster and faith, if not what she explained next.

And there was something else niggling away at the back of his mind he couldn’t, for the moment, shape into a form:

“A very specific branch of the tree of faith that came into being at the exact same time as our faith began to be formed and one we uprooted from our native Brittany and fetched with us to England during the persecution perpetrated upon those of our faith.”

Her face contorted into one of malice suddenly and Carrick felt real fear in the presence of the woman as she snarled:

“An exodus made necessary when the tyranny of the so-called ‘Sun King’ began its attempt to convert us from our beliefs by declaring them illegal,” she finished as, unbidden, an image of her in even more exaggerated fetish clothing suggested itself to him.

His thoughts pictured her walking a dank subterranean corridor, covered from shoulders to feet in a skin-tight leather suit inappropriate for both her age and the religion she purported to hold. Grey hair flowing loose over her shoulder as she passed what were obviously cells on either side of her, face not only oblivious to the piteous entreaties of the men held in them but seeming to smile with pleasure for their obvious suffering. At her side, clutched lovingly in a hand: a whip!

A smile he was shocked to notice, as his thoughts came back to the present after the interlude, that was exactly the same now and was all the more disturbing for it being trained upon him.

Just as if his thoughts were known to her and for which she felt part amusement and part contempt.

A suspicion on his own part her next words bore out.

And shockingly so:

“It would seem, Estelle,” she began, directing her words to the younger woman still by the door at his back who had first ushered him in to her presence, “that despite her years, and to judge by the swelling beneath his jeans, Monsieur Carrick here finds Madame appealing.”

“He is a man, Madame,” the woman of Carrick’s own age spoke, contempt unmissable even in the accented English which, like the ‘Madame’, was thick with French. “It is all the beasts can bring themselves to think of other than greed and tyranny. Even the best of them.”
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Outraged, Carrick was about to answer her with a list of great and decent men to whom the world owed a huge debt when it struck him that, and without being aware of it somehow, his cock was indeed attempting to pitch camp as it tented his Levi’s.

Which was when what had been troubling him so puzzlingly earlier hit him with full force and he immediately blurted out:

“How do you know my name?”

The answering laughter was neither inclusive nor reassuring.

“Tell him, Estelle,” directed Madame.

“We know your name because,” the buxom woman of his age began as his eyes were again drawn to her decolletage and, to his dismay, his cock continued to swell, “you are not here by accident and there are things within our own understanding that remains far beyond your own.”

“What does that even mean?”

Then, when no answer was forthcoming:

“I came here completely by accident. On a whim. I had no idea of the existence of your village until I saw the sign leading to it.”

“Exactly, Monsieur. The fact that you were able to see the sign and are here at all will eventually explain things – some of them anyway – for you with more clarity,” interjected the voice of Madame as he wrenched his eyes away from the breasts rising and falling at his back and turned to face the woman who obviously appeared to be in charge as she continued:
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“Though I am certain it will be some time before your prosaic grasp of the world and its mysteries around you can bring itself to believe the explanation presented to it.”

“You are here,” came the voice of Estelle as she moved to his side and took a firm grasp of his forearm above the elbow that shocked him with its strength but, for all that and the slight wince of pain she elicited from him, did nothing to lessen the disturbance at his groin, “because this is your true home and you will never leave it again save to go to your final resting place.”  

Lover of a good mystery as he was, Carrick felt more than uneasy as it struck him that the women before him were, at best, mentally unbalanced as well as, if Estelle’s grip upon his arm spoke true, immensely true.

“You are both correct and in error, Serviteur Vincent,” said Madame, staring at him with hands-upon-hips in a posture of arrogance, again seeming to read his thoughts of her in dominatrix garb in the corridor outside a row of dungeons his mouth gaped at her description of him:

“Serviteur?”

“It is true that our beliefs and devotions down the centuries have endowed the women of our line a greater physical capacity than possessed of the women beyond the confines of our tiny kingdom,” she continued, unmindful of his reaction to her describing him as a servant. 
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“However, our mental balance, as your thoughts describe it, is as clearsighted and committed as it was all those centuries ago when our people first made the crossing to settle here and decided we women were far better equipped – both physically and mentally – to organise and control what went on in the new freedom we had expended some of our fortune to purchase from the owners of the land who sold it to us.”

At his side he sensed Estelle nodding as, if anything, her grip of his arm intensified.

“The very land upon which you now stand and will never leave,” Madame finished in a voice that could have been crafted from Sheffield Steel, so unbending and irrevocable did it sound to his disbelieving ears.

Madame placed her hands upon her hips and took a step towards him as, unable to help himself, he flinched and would have stepped back had Estelle not held him in her iron grip, unable to prevent an image of himself before her upon his knees from dominating his vision.

An image this time of himself prostrate and utterly naked beneath her, hands bound at his back and hairless from head-to-foot as he pressed his lips to her shoes as she reclined on a chair her regal and entitled posture made seem more like a throne.

Despite his revulsion, he felt his cock twitch once again.

And it was not missed.

“Yes. It is a very fitting image, is it not,” observed Madame. “And your... disturbance ...below indicates you are beginning to think upon the correct and servile lines in regard of your new owner.”
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“Ow-Owner?” he heard himself query.

“That is what I said. Though perhaps I should have spoken in the plural. As you will find all the women in the village will have a claim on your obedience to them.”

His mind went to the men he had seen working in the main street upon his arrival and he knew with sudden certainty that this was not simply talk on the woman’s part as another image of himself paying obeisance to a woman filled his vision.

But it was neither Madame nor Estelle he lay flat on his back below but a young woman yet to reach twenty and possibly younger who sat above him with her foot resting upon his face as he licked at the underside of her toes as if he were a domestic pet grateful for her attention.

“Another fitting and exciting image, is it not Monsieur Carrick,” mocked the Madame as she again read his thoughts. “Be assured, it is not just the more... mature ...of our residents you will serve in such a way when not providing services of a more... sexually submissive ...nature. We accept but few men into our society here but we do send out into the world many of our young women. Once, that is, they have been shown the true purpose of men such as yourself and the advantages of treating them with the firm hand they deserve and yearn for.”

He screwed his eyes shut, hoping that by doing so his world would return to normal when he opened them again.

And was disappointed when neither the pain provided by the hand squeezing his forearm nor the presence of either of the women was impacted by the attempt.
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“That is right, Monsieur Carrick,” Madame greeted his return with that same mocking delivery of the honorific before his name. “Nothing has changed.”

A smile joined the mockery of him.

“Neither my lovely Estelle nor I have any intention of disappearing from your life now we have command of it. As of the moment you placed your feet back upon the path to us the life you have enjoyed as a carefree single-man - and with a choice of ready and available women - ended.”

The two women shared low chuckles at this before Estelle, still gripping his arm, took it up:

“At least of those women you could love and leave before moving on to your next conquest.”

He could only stare, unable to hit upon any explanation that would answer his question as to how they knew so much about him and the life he led before arriving in the village.

“Here,” the younger of the two went on, “you will find us to women of a kind who are neither tolerant nor accepting when it comes to the disrespect of men such as yourself”

“Well said, Estelle. Had he not always been a truly weak man at heart he would have, like those other more... manly ...men before him, passed by without seeing not only the sign declaring the existence of our village but the road that leads to it,” 

“Exactly. Madame,” Estelle agreed, still with his arm locked in her grip. “Fate has placed him back exactly where he was always intended to be. Amongst women who recognise his inferiority and how to shape it into what will be of most service to them.”

Notwithstanding his first failed attempt, Vincent Carrick screwed his eyes shut and gave his head a violent side-to-side shake as if to fetch himself back to reality.

Only to find once again that his reality at this point was exactly what it had been before the attempt to banish what surely had to be a dream or an illusion or... something!

“You have found your true home Vincent,” said Madame. “It is one you should never have left. But you will find that we are not only forgiving of your desertion but have a place for you in our community.”

“Should never have left?” he asked himself, more convinced than ever of their derangement given his stone-cold certainty of never having been in this place before.

“But you will be amongst women who value and appreciate a physically well-made man such as yourself who acknowledges his inferiority and the fact they are his superiors.”

About to protest, the words stuck in his throat as Estelle increased the pressure of her grip to such a point he would have squealed had it not been for some vestige of male pride that prevented him making the humiliation fast matching his disbelief a sight worse.

“But I think, Madame Aurelie,” said Estelle, using the woman’s Christian-name for the first time, “that the newest addition to our service is in need of an example of our control over him.”

The “Madame” nodded agreement.

If only to prevent these silly attempts he keeps making to convince himself we do not exist and he is simply dreaming.”

“Not to mention the pleasure we will both receive from providing him with an example of that control,” said the Madame, with an almost school-girlish giggle that did not sit well with her advanced years.

The answering giggle of Estelle slightly less out of place but, for some reason, concerning Vincent Carrick even more.

Concern that was not lessened by what the Madame said next as her breasts heaved with what he could only take as excitement:

“Allow me a few minutes to change into something more suitable and... symbolic ...Estelle,” she began. “Then, when you have Monsieur Carrick prepared, fetch him to my room.”
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​Sur Ses Genoux
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The fear and horror he felt for the woman he was crawling towards on his hands and knees induced in Vincent Carrick a certain contempt for himself.

As if the collar fastened about his neck from which was attached a thick leather lead snaking its way up into the hand of the woman he knew as Estelle - the same woman who had insisted he strip naked before being led to the room of... “Madame”, and had forcibly undressed him when he refused with humiliating ease – was not enough to lower his self-respect!

Had he been able to see them, the eyes that fixed themselves upon Carrick from the chair placed in the middle of the room in which sat “Madame” as she regally awaiting his approach were as amused as they were utterly confident of his... obedience.

And the French aimed at him with such contempt only underlined the fact when his slow but functional facility with the tongue finally managed a rough translation:

“Comme il est satisfaisant de voir une autre bête montrer sa véritable condition aux pieds de ses propriétaires.”

The pleasure he imagined he could see upon the woman’s face at seeing another male animal reduced to its proper condition before his superiors and shown his true condition at the feet of his owners, of a similar kind to what he was sure he would see, had he not been at the end of a lead at her feet, upon the face of Estelle for her own easy mastery of him.

The brief glimpse he had taken of the Madame herself on his way in to the room revealed that she had changed from the BDSM type dominatrix clothing she had been wearing and had kitted herself out in a costume that fetched to mind nothing less than a strict nanny of a “Symbolic” type that had populated Soho and the red-light-districts of any number of capitals the world over to cater to men of a more juvenile sexual mindset. 

It was a kink that had played no part in his sexual make-up until now and, despite the inexplicable reaction of his cock to events downstairs earlier, still wasn’t – despite the sight of Estelle’s powerful and shapely bare legs at his side; one of which she fetched up to place the sole of a pair of modern looking heels on the back of his head to press his forehead to the floor at Madame’s feet.
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“It is as it always is,” he heard the voice of Madame from above as his head was pressed to polished wooden floor and he debated trying to rise – until the memory of how easily and embarrassingly Estelle had handled him made such a prospect unthinkable; disbelief at his situation leaving him near numb as he recalled the carefree walk he had been enjoying barely an hour before and his contemplation of tasty, refreshing, and relaxing pub-lunch.

“Even the best of them are no more than children in need of the guiding hand of a female,” the older woman droned on. “Were we to deny them the discipline necessary to domesticate them we should be failing in our duty as their superiors.”

“As you say, Madame,” he heard Estelle agree. “To leave them uncorrected is to allow them the consolation of ignorance. For the one area where they are superior is that of self-delusion.”

“Precisely, Estelle. In that respect they are consistency itself. Far kinder to them to always shatter their masculine delusions at the earliest opportunity.”

Then after a brief pause:

“So, if you would not mind, ma chérie?”

With his forehead pressed to the floor in abject subjugation, Vincent Carrick could almost see the smile upon the younger woman’s face as she responded on the instant:

“Mon plaisir, Madame,” he heard before the pressure of her foot on the back of his head was eased and, instead, pressure was applied to the lead to fetch him up from the floor to stand on his feet before the lady of the house.
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The first things to reach his eyes being the pale thighs above the leather boots of the Madame.

Thighs that seemed to him... expectant.

And with reason, he was soon to learn.

His anxiety growing, as she slid her buttocks to the edge of her throne-like seat and drew back a short leather skirt, he felt Estelle tugged on his lead to guide him to Madame’s side and then, yanking down suddenly, sending him sprawling across the thighs awaiting his arrival.

An arrival followed by what he knew with a thrill of utter horror was about to come.

He wanted to reason with them.

To beg them.

And did neither.

From the moment Estelle had first beckoned him inside with a crooked finger and he had left the toiling men in the main-street, he realised everything had a sense of inevitability about it that became stronger and more marked the longer he remained.

As did his feeling of submissiveness in their presence.

What was to happen would happen regardless.

No matter how much he reasoned and begged against it.
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The wooden paddle beneath his eyes with a monogrammed “M” in black carved into it– the same one Estelle was in the process of picking up and handing to Madame – underlining the futility of such pleading. 

“Have you ever seen a derriere so ripe for correction, Estelle?” he heard the Madame ask as she ran a proprietary hand over his buttocks and, horror of horrors, he felt his cock swell against the warmth of the thigh it was pressed against.

“I confess, Madame Aureli – and without wishing to swell the already swollen-head of the wretch - it is delicious,” answered the younger woman in a voice Carrick could only describe to himself as...

“Salivatory.”

A laugh reached his ears and he knew it had come from the older of the two women as she observed:

“As is the feel of his little cock as it swells against the thigh of his Madame.”

Estelle joined in the laughter from above and, as ludicrous as it was given his situation, he found himself bridling at Madame’s derogatory description of his manhood as he imagined the younger woman with the unearthly strength staring down at him with ridicule.

A manhood he was hearing belittled for the very first time.

Which was the last time for a while his thoughts could concentrate on anything other than the rise and fall of Madame’s hand and the resultant explosion as the seasoned wood of the paddle detonated upon buttocks unused to anything more discomfiting than flannel or towel and his world became one of pain and humiliation.
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With the former by far the most dominant in his thoughts.

He became aware of Estelle pressing on his shoulders to keep him in place as the slap of paddle against buttock fetched first groans, then screams, then a hideous high-pitched shrieking from him, his voice becoming more hoarse and strangled with every explosion of wood against flesh.

Despite this; he was vaguely aware that the woman over whose knee he was being paddled as if he were a disobedient boy from times past was punctuating the rise and fall of her hand with words in her own tongue he would only make sense of – at least what sense he could make of them – when his thoughts were less... engaged.

“Votre besoin des anciennes méthodes vous a ramené à nous.”

It was nonsense his beleaguered thoughts screamed between screams.

“What needs? What old ways?”

And there was more:

“Mais vous êtes maintenant de retour à la place qui vous revient à nos pieds et vous ne repartirez plus.”

Across her lap and held down by Estelle, Carrick tried to make sense of her words in the short interval before her falling hand and the paddle it wielded reduced him to yet another piteous cry he would once have believed himself incapable. It was indisputable that these monstrous women had him at their feet – and had done so with what seemed very little, if any, expense of effort. But...

“Not leaving again?”

How could that be? 

This was his first time visiting the area and he was completely certain he hadn’t set eyes on either women before.

Yet there he was, sobbing like an infant under the correction of a strange woman. Naked across her thighs as she paddled him. This while the younger assistant who had overmastered and stripped him earlier as if he truly were an infant was now holding his screeching head between her own thighs to keep him immobile.

And worse!

The swelling of the cock Madame had commented upon had not only failed to recede under the rise and fall of the paddle but was actually at full mast!

It was at this point of recognition on his part that his tormentor delivered the last application of paddle to vanquished behind and Estelle removed her thighs from his head for the Madame to roll him from her lap with all the contempt she might have shown for a piece of waste paper a strong wind had seen fit to have land upon her.

Which was when, after he had taken a few seconds compose himself, Carrick found himself in a condition of pure disbelief as, without being aware he was going to do it and with his erection waving before him, he arranged himself into a kneeling position before Madame.

His disbelief not subsiding any as, arse still throbbing from its chastisement, he clasped his hands behind his back respectfully and, as if he were genuflecting towards some all-powerful Matriarch of a forgotten period, lowered his head to place his lips upon the toes of her boots.

A gesture of submission that did nothing for his own self-regard but certainly pleased the two women responsible for altering it:

“You see, Estelle?” gushed a triumphant Madame. “You see how readily he responds to a firm female hand?” 

“I do indeed, Madame Aurelie. “It truly is as if he had never been away from us.”

“The only difference for him,” Madame took it up as, his lips still affixed to her boots, Carrick listened with a sense of wonder and imminent doom as he tried to come to terms with not only his craven behaviour but the erection it prompted, while certain he had no recollection of either the village or the women and wondering who it could be they had him confused with, “is that this time we will make sure he does not take himself from us again.”
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He felt a hand in his hair suddenly before, with a force that stopped just short of being violent, his head was jerked up from the boots he was covering with his own saliva to find his eyes inches from those of the Madame.

“As I explained when you first arrived,” she told him, eyes as inflexible as any he had ever encountered, despite belonging to a woman, “We expect obedience from our men and what you just received is but a small taste of what you might except by way of correction if you do not slip back into your former subservience very swiftly.”

Unable to speak, Carrick found he was just as incapable of movement as the monstrous woman – the same woman over whose thighs he had just been draped as she had reduced him to unmanly tears and screams for mercy with her paddle – lowered his head back to the floor and placed a boot upon the back of it.

“Estelle,” he heard from above, “I am in need of refreshment after my exertions. Would you be so good as to fetch me a cordial while I rest a while... And, of course, fetch one for yourself.”

“My pleasure. Madame,” Estelle answered, heels already echoing out as she made her way from the room.

Leaving Carrick in his position of subdued and utterly bewildered genuflection as questions formed in his mind and went unanswered before being replaced with another and then another that met the same fate as he flailed for some explanation likely to provide him some small modicum of reassurance he had not lapsed into the embrace of insanity.

One aspect above all the others disturbing him most tellingly, given what he had been told by the Madame who was obviously the driving force behind the crazed religious cult into whose toils he had inadvertently wandered.

That aspect being the fact that, even after everything, including the physical discomfort from his severely chastised buttocks, his blood-gorged cock was thrusting from his groin with an urgency he hadn’t experienced to this point.

And found growing even more urgent at the Madame’s next words as the sound of Estelle’s heels became more distant:

“When your owner is refreshed after her exertions, we will discover if you remember anything of the lessons taught your tongue in the service of a woman before you took it into your head to thank us for educating you by leaving us...”
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​La Propriété des Femmes
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“Girls,” the Madame’s voice rang out to the five young women gathered about her to watch, “as you have always been taught, men need to be governed and are most useful and productive when ruled by a firm female hand.”

“And foot,” offered a voice to her left that fetched a round of giggling from the other onlookers.

“Yes,” agreed the unperturbed Madame. “You are quite right, Beatrice. The foot is also a highly effective physical as well as symbolic means of impressing our superiority upon the brute male and should always be kept in the best condition – preferably by a man himself.”

The girls nodded eagerly at this.

“There is a delightful symbolism to having a male serve in such a way at what is our lowest extremity and, far from being the ‘insult to nature’ insisted upon by the usual dolts and chauvinists down the ages, it is no less than the natural role of the superior female to domesticate the more base instincts of man – at least those men who are more... open ....to our teachings - and make of that benighted gender something useful to both us and society at large.”

“Mostly to us though,” tittered a young woman who, like the others, had just embarked on the final two years before she reached her twenties and was excited to be about to shown the various uses to which a man could be put – even if they were not exactly lacking when it came to theoretical knowledge, despite the discipline and restraint instilled into them by their elders. “Society can wait its turn.”

The girl, a big-boned and ungainly eighteen-year-old with hair as black as a scorpion’s shell and pretty features that went some way towards redeeming her aforementioned lack of poise, was called Heloise and was, as far as their rigid and old-fashioned village life went anyway, something of a rebel.

Her inability to simply accept what she was told without question making her, in the eyes of her elders, someone with leadership qualities.
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