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‘One foggy December morning in 1917,
the men and women fighting the gender wars
emerged from their trenches. They were cold
and soaking wet. Both factions laid down
their arms, exhausted and dispirited, and
wandered into the foggy morass of no-man’s
land.

‘One man spoke up. His words were soft
and haltering. He was waving a white flag
made from ripped-up bedsheets.

 ‘“Let’s not fight today”, he said. “It’s
Christmas Day. This is no time for violence.”
From under his trenchcoat, he pulled out a
battered round object. He placed it on the mud
at his feet. “Let’s play football instead.”

‘The women gawped. Their faces were
drawn and haggard, their lipstick crudely
smudged.

 ‘“Football?” they jeered in unison. “All
year we are waiting for some token... some
gesture of affection... and this is all you can
manage? Football? You play football every
bloody week. Honestly... if you’re suggesting
that we stop fighting so we can kick a ball
around. No. Don’t even think it... we may as
well leave you boys to it. We’ll go shopping
instead, shall we girls?”

‘Tired and disorientated, the man hesitated.
“I... we... we’re trying to stop the fighting. To
make peace. To change things. If you’re just
going to throw it back in our faces...”

‘His voice was drowned out as soldiers
from both sides groaned and shouted and
whistled catcalls at each other. The bickering
continued until nightfall.

‘The men never did play football, and the
women never did go shopping.

‘And when Boxing Day arrived the
ceasefire had long ended. Words and insults
were hurled, and terrified children huddled

together in sodden trenches. But the adults
ignored them and carried on fighting, and
have been at war ever since.’

December 28th

I am not in London. I am elsewhere. It’s a
warm, balmy night and fog rolls in over the
beachfront. In the distance, tiny council
estates flicker on and off.

I walk along between bus stops and listen
to the salty roar of the sea. There is a
wrongness in the air. Every minute I hear the
footsteps and turn around but there is nothing
there.

At the bus stop in the centre of town, there
is a girl sitting on a plastic shelf. She is in her
early twenties and I am stunned by her beauty.
She is wearing an old sheepskin coat, but it
cannot hide her full lips and her delicate
almond eyes. Even from here, I can see every
eyelash.

She sees me, a silhouette standing in the
darkness. She clutches her handbag and slips
her hand into a jacket pocket.

Something inside me shifts. I want to tell
her that she is beautiful. I want to tell her that
I pose no threat, that I do not want her
sexually, that I am not a predator.

Then I smile to myself. She cannot see my
face; I remember that I do pose a threat, that I
do want her sexually, and that I am a predator.
I must stop presuming my innocence.
Apparently, I am a member of the human
race.

I cross the road and walk on. I remove
myself from the line-up and indicate that I
mean her no harm. She doesn’t look at me
again.

The present recedes and the past re-
emerges.
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humiliation – this is real. I want you to do as I
say.’

‘Ah’, he said. His eyes became steely.
‘I expect you to cook and clean and drive

me places. Basically, you’re here to make my
life easier. Just think of yourself as a very
spineless friend.’

‘Friend?!’ He practically spat the word on
the floor. ‘I don’t want to be your friend! I am
your slave! You must use me! Humiliate me!
Take advantage of me sexually!’ By this stage
he was practically shouting, and I began to
feel uncomfortable.

‘I don’t think this is working out,’ I said. ‘I
was working on the premise that you actually
wanted to be a slave. You don’t. You just
want me to act all dominant and have sex with
you. I think I should leave.’

‘Yes,’ he snapped. ‘I think perhaps you
should.’

I let myself out of the flat and walked
towards the tube station. I looked up at the flat
and saw his face pressed against the window,
his mournful eyes still following me.

So. No more slaves for me. For an hour I
was a master and had a slave. And thereafter I
was slaveless on a sluggish tube in the grey
afternoon. But I got a free pizza. These small
blessings are sometimes enough.

September 30th

Once again, I found myself in a pub. I sat on a
blotchy stool. The smell of piss wafted over
from the Gents.

I waited for someone to talk to me.
Someone always talks to me, to hurry the
story along. After 5 minutes of staring at my
hands, an old man sidled over to me.

He coughed and spat a lump of brown
phlegm onto the floor.

‘Let me tell you a story. You may not want
to listen to me, an old man in a pub, cursing
under his breath and smoking. But listen to
me... please... I want to tell you... about the
greatest battle in the history of the human
race. It still rages… all around us. People are
dying, even now, as we speak.

‘Yes sir,’ he replied. He paused and looked
at me. ‘Sir? Will any of my duties be of a
sexual nature?’

‘No,’ I replied. ‘You’re my slave. Not my
boyfriend.’

‘Oh,’ he said. ‘I am an excellent
cocksucker, I assure you. All of my previous
masters have been very happy with my
technique.’

‘Very nice, slave. Maybe later. Right now I
want to watch the TV and eat a pizza. You
understand?’

‘Yes sir,’ he murmured and walked to the
phone.

After ordering the pizza, he asked if he
could kneel at my feet. I told him he could, as
long as he didn’t get in the way of the
television. After a few minutes, he looked up
at me. ‘Sir, if the pizza is late, will I be
punished?’

‘No. That doesn’t seem fair. It’s not your
fault. It’s the fault of the pizza place.’

‘Oh, but Master, I must be punished!’ he
implored. ‘I should be caned or spanked.
Perhaps you could put me in a chastity belt.’

‘No. I don’t really think I’d enjoy that,’ I
said. The idea of spanking a middle-aged
German did not appeal to me.

‘Very well sir.’
The pizza arrived. It was late, as Lars had

predicted, but it was tasty enough. Pineapple.
For an hour or so, I sat in his lounge, eating
pizza and lazily watching afternoon
television. Lars sat silently at my feet. I
disappeared to the loo and when I returned to
the sofa Lars was staring up at me like a
lonely puppy.

‘Sir, am I to understand that I will not be
serving you sexually, and you will not be
punishing me?’ he asked.

I felt that for once, honesty was the best
policy.

‘Look, you’re my slave, right? You do as I
say. I do not find you sexually attractive and I
have no desire to punish you. I just want you
to obey me. This isn’t some role play where I
wear a pair of leather trousers and pretend to
be all dominant with you and you squirm
around on the floor feeling exquisite

What do you think? Add your comments at  www.litro.co.uk
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September 5th

I rang the bell. A man answered.
‘Oh, I am sorry,’ I said. ‘I hadn’t realised

you were shaving.’
‘What are you talking about?’ he said. ‘I’m

not shaving.’
‘But your face... it’s covered in shaving

foam.’ I pointed to his lathered chin.
He let out a low sob.
‘That’s not shaving foam! It’s my face!’
I gingerly prodded his face. He was right.

What had appeared to be shaving foam was
indeed his face. His jaw was white and
creamy looking, but it was firm to the touch,
like a fresh mushroom.

‘I am sorry. I didn’t realise.’
‘It’s OK. Everyone thinks it’s shaving

foam. Now, what do you want?’
‘Nothing. I was just bored so I rang your

bell. Can I come in?’ But he didn’t let me in,
so I hung around outside, waiting for the time
to go home.

September 16th

Yesterday I was friendless. My friends had all
gone off, like expired yoghurts.

All my friendships come with a best-before
date. I meet a friend, we chat, we phone each
other, we watch football. Then I get bored and
restless. They swear too much. They live too
far away. They smell funny. They do not
indulge my vanity. They do not orbit me like a
satellite. So I give up – I throw the food in the
bin. I will go shopping again next week.

Last week I found myself in need of a new
friend. But friends are unreliable. I did not
want another friend – I wanted a slave. A
friend who did what I told him to do. A friend
who wanted nothing from me but the warm
glow of obedience.

But how do you get a slave nowadays?
Slavery has been abolished, that’s true.
However, there are always people willing to
relinquish their freedom. It’s such a burden –
making decisions, taking responsibility for
your actions – there are thousands of people
in this squalid, self-loathing city who are
desperate to be slaves.

I did my research. I spoke to experts. I
consulted the I Ching. It seemed the best route
to getting a slave was on the gay scene.

I registered in a chatroom. There were
hundreds of categories for thousands of
fetishes, many of them unknown even to me.
And there it was, staring at me in the face:
‘Masters and Slaves’. Hundreds of slaves, all
looking for masters! All yearning to obey! It
all seemed like a dream come true! I sat back
and watched the intricate cyberdance as
masters and slaves collided on the screen.

But I grew tired of watching, so I started
typing. Words poured out – I cannot honestly
remember everything I said, but it certainly
caught the attention of the lurking slaves.
Perhaps they mistook my aftershave for
testosterone. The hours slipped away as I
talked to men in Lincoln, men in Barnstable,
men in Kent. Then I spotted Lars in London.
Lovely Lars. Ludicrous Lars. Larcenous Lars.

Today I met Lars. My very own slave. He
is a pleasant, apparently confident, theatre
producer who lives in the Barbican. I got the
tube over to his flat and introduced myself. He
was tall, forty-something and wore glasses
that only a German would wear without
laughing. I asked for a coffee.

‘Yes Master.’ He scurried to the kettle,
strenuously keeping his eyes from meeting
mine.

I drank the coffee and we sat in silence. I
was not feeling very masterful, just relieved to
be sitting on a clean sofa with a cup of coffee,
instead of on the floor drinking warm water at
home.

‘How can I serve you, Master?’ he asked,
his German accent making him sound like an
extra from Allo Allo.

‘Ummm… you can pass me the remote
control, and order me a pizza,’ I said.

Any questions or suggestions? Just email litro.fiction@gmail.com


