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Mrs Rutherford sighed. She could swear sometimes that her husband feigned ignorance just to annoy her. She looked up at Maria and nodded. The young girl pressed a button on a small remote in her hand and the man in question let out a muffled howl of pain that made his whole body twitch, fat layers jiggling as he knelt on the carpet before them. It was such a normal sort of sitting room, where countless middle class families might have gone about their evening routine, food, relax, television, bed.

Maria giggled but Mrs Rutherford was not so amused.

“What exactly did Marcus say to his gay lover?”

The man on the carpet frowned, perspiration glistening on his cherubic face, desperately trying to think. He looked from his wife to Maria and back again, but their expressions made him quail anew. There was not a shred of concern or mercy for him in either of them. His fifty-something wife was dressed in a leather skirt and red latex corset, with black gloves up over her elbows. She carried herself with a palpable air of menace and her mouth was a thin, cruel line and her eyes glittered with malicious pleasure. Maria was not quite so blatantly domineering in her dress, but there was an air of cruelty about the way she stood in her tight black jeans and T shirt that left no room for whether she was enjoying the experience or not.

“H-he said……he asked him…”

“Yes?” Snapped his wife, her arms folded in front of her, a wicked looking switch in her hand.

“T-to treat him harder in b-bed,” he blurted, his hands coming together as if in supplication.

“And how long have they been together?” Asked Mrs. Rutherford, tossing her shoulder length permed hair, unimpressed.

“Ohhhh….” Said the main, evidently thrown right of balance. He screwed his face up again and mumbled something under his breath, as if trying to count.

“Can’t hear you!” Said Mrs. Rutherford in a dangerous sing-song voice and stepped round to bring her crop down viciously on the man’s buttocks. He gave out another muffled yell.

“Now speak up. How long!!?”

“Th-three months…?”

“You don’t sound very sure.”

“Three months!” He blurted after a tiny hesitation, fear in every syllable.

“Hmmm,” said his wife, begrudgingly. He was in the ball park, she had to admit.

“Now, let’s move on to Liberty Street. You can begin by summarising the main points this week.”

She looked directly at the camera and smiled.

Miss Pearson smiled back.

“Very enjoyable, Nora, and you must let me see more, but I must go,” she said. “I’m with Miss Stein on a walk to Windmill Hill.”

“I can hear the wind,” replied Mrs. Rutherford. “See you on the weekend, Sabrina.”

“Look forward to that.”

Miss Pearson tapped the screen of her large smartphone and the screen went blank.

“Sorry about that Cara,” she said, resuming her progress up the gentle gradients of the sunlit hill, “but Nora and I go back a long way and it is always so pleasant to hear from her.”

“That’s all right,” said Miss Stein, a little taken aback by the video call, which Miss Pearson had let her witness.

“I helped her with a little problem she had once, and we have remained close.”

“That ‘problem’ being her husband, I presume?”

“Yes.”

“But by the looks of it, a problem no longer.”

“No,” said Miss Pearson, laughing, and Miss Stein’s higher tones joined in the merriment.

“How did all that come about?”

“Well, again, not through any positive intention on my part,” said Miss Pearson, stopping for a moment to admire the view, which was beginning to open up around them. “But then nothing really has come about that way for me. As soon as I stopped trying to impose myself on life, life has brought me no end of gifts.”

“Hmm,” said Miss Stein, a little dubiously.

Miss Pearson noticed her reaction and smiled generously at her young companion.

“Anyway, you couldn’t have made our meeting much more random,” said Miss Pearson, moving on, “we were both in the casualty department of the local hospital. Me with an injury to ’13’ that required a stitch, and her with her husband, who had cut himself shaving and was in theatre because it wouldn’t stop. We happened to sit together and starting chatting about all sorts of things. Miss Whitworth would normally have handled it, but she was away at the time, if I remember.”

“I can picture you there,” said Miss Stein, following her.

“And there was nothing remarkable in it then, just small talk, you know. But the dramatics occurred when the husband appeared, his upper lip smeared in some sort of crystallised treacle, to stop the bleeding, I suppose. He wasn’t in the best of moods and I must admit I was very close to interfering when he humiliated his wife in the most disagreeable, patronising way.”

“That is all too common,” said Miss Stein, sharing her irritation.

“He ‘expressed the hope’ that she had recorded all those ‘pathetic soaps’ as they had been hours at casualty, despite him being able to predict all the things that were going to happen ‘a mile off’, the plots were so weak and transparent, aimed at brainless idiots.”

Miss Stein made a clicking noise with her tongue.

“He stormed off, expecting her to follow dutifully, and in the moments before she sighed and did exactly that, I told her that it doesn’t have to be like that, and gave her my number. If she ever wanted to try something different, to give me a call. I remember her asking me if I was a professional consultant, and I said ‘Yes, pretty much!’”

“You are certainly that,” said Miss Stein, “though somewhat unorthodox.”

“But I do get results.”

They both chuckled at that.

“Yes, and you did in this case,” said Miss Stein, “I am burning to know how. It seems impossible.”

“Well, the French have a saying about investigating crime,” said Miss Pearson, with a smile, “they say Cherchez La Femme.”

“Look for the woman,” said Miss Stein, nodding. “I’ve heard of it, but you weren’t investigating a crime?”

“Oh, I think I was,” said Miss Pearson, the smile fading from her lips. “The very grievous crime of maltreatment and disrespect.”

“Oh, yes. And very punishable…?”

“Oh, very punishable,” agreed Miss Pearson, and they both laughed again.

“But the French phrase is instructive always, of course, and it was only necessary to follow its imperative. The girl in this case was a young slip of a thing called Maria Zazic.”

Miss Pearson’s eyes glittered as she said the name.

“Such a girl gives one real hope for the future. She comes to our little get togethers now and is such a firebrand. When I first knew, her she was very different, or not different, I should say, just ‘undiscovered’. I always think that all nervous or intimidated females are like superheroes who don’t yet know their powers.”

Miss Stein nodded.

“She was being ‘intimidated’, then? By this awful man?”

“Oh yes, indeed she was. A very old story, of course. A young girl fresh out of Poland over here for work and desperate to get on. Attractive and vulnerable. A dirty old bit of male flab with a bit of brass and influence and you can guess the rest.”

Miss Stein frowned in distaste.

“How did you find all this out?”

“Oh, Nora knew about it, anyway. She looked at his phone once when he was drunk. He never worried too much about her feelings, apparently. Maria wasn’t the first.”

“Kuh!” Said Miss Stein, feelingly, her hands making fists. “What a pig!”

“Indeed. It was quite simple to find out where this girl lived. And I went round there with Nora one day when we knew the pig wouldn’t be there. She was uncertain of us at first, but once she realised that we weren’t the police or otherwise antagonistic towards her, she opened up and we had quite a pleasant time of it.”

“Excellent!” Said Miss Stein, smiling.

“It was quite straightforward to set a little ‘pig trap’. Imagine piggy’s surprise when he came to force another sexual favour only to be confronted by his wife and a friend he had not met before, all of whom refused to be intimidated. He was suddenly in a very weak position indeed. It amounted to proof of sexual harassment, caught on my phone, naturally. It was a very sordid little piece of footage, I can tell you, even if Maria did ham it up a bit. Exposure of that sort wouldn’t just get him sacked, it would alienate all his bosom drinking buddies, too, to whom he no doubt bragged about the way he had ‘pulled’ a ‘fit young bird’ from work.”

“Total destruction. He’d never be able to hold his head up anywhere.”

“Yes, and total truth, too. Oh, once the truth starts to come out, then the world suddenly looks a very different place.”

“I’m beginning to learn that, Sabrina,” said Miss Stein.

“I am glad to say that you are, dear,” agreed Miss Pearson, with a warm smile. “And the world suddenly looked very different place for this pig.”

She chuckled a little.

“Did I say that Maria hammed it up a bit? Well, maybe we did, too. I dressed rather provocatively, and I got Nora to wear something sexy but forbidding, too. I must say the effect was quite effective.”

Miss Pearson sighed, wistfully.

“Of course, it’s always a pleasure to see how they are now, just as you saw. But the actual moment when the whole thing turns, seeing in their scared and wondering eyes the realisation that they are suddenly caught, powerless before Femininity, and most incredibly of all, glad to be so. THAT is so fleeting, but so incredibly sweet. That’s really what I live for, Cara.”

“And it happened with the pig?”

“Oh, yes, indeed it did. Maria got into the act, too. The pleasure wasn’t just in making the pig into a sub, making him discover the submissive sweetness waiting to flower deep within every male, but also in the flowering of pleasure and power in the two females, the mind-blowing energy and dominance that they never suspected that they could command.”

“I see,” said Miss Stein, nodded. “A very powerful moment.”

“I can see it now,” said Miss Pearson, with a throaty laugh. “Oh, I can see those ratlike eyes, desperately looking for a way out. He thought about violence at one point, I could sense it, but he knew that would only add to his crimes, make him seem even more pathetic. There was nothing he could do but obey. Nothing but strip naked in front of us. Kneel down. We began to cajole as well as threaten. Caress as well as induce. Oh, it comes so naturally, Cara. We do it so well. He actually cried as we made him kiss our shoes. It was really so sweet.”

“Gods,” said Miss Stein, feeling the buzz and rush of it go right through her.

“Goddesses,” corrected Miss Pearson, with another chuckle. “We gave him an ultimatum. Life in obedience to us, or divorce, humiliation and joblessness. It was already a done deal, actually. He had already begun to feel the bliss of submission, already confused, addicted, energised by it. He was already ours, and once that feeling is experienced, there is no putting it back in the bottle.”

Miss Pearson shivered and raised her arms to the wind for a moment, closing her eyes.

“Ohhhh, Cara, what a feeling it is. Submission in the male, and Dominance in the Female. Nothing else comes close.”

Miss Stein nodded in agreement, looking at her. It seemed entirely right and natural as Miss Pearson posed like a Goddess, invoking ancient power and representing some essential, untamable energy.

“And we are relearning it. Rediscovering it,” she said. “And I will write about it, so others can know.”

“Yes,” agreed Miss Pearson. “You have arrived just at the right moment. It is time that many more knew. Women are so confused by their wrongheaded illusions about trying to become more like men. What an idea! That is not the road to power.”

“As the little clip you played made clear.”

“Yes!” Agreed Miss Pearson laughing.

Miss Stein recalled again the scene on the tablet, the man grovelling naked before his wife, desperate to please her, the young girl behind him shocking his balls using an electrical device that was in all probability padlocked behind his ball sack. The man had to watch the soaps avidly now and take in every detail or face the anger of his merciless Female Owners. And the really strange and magical thing about it was that it was an energy that pleasured not only the Females, but also their willing, pathetic male victim. Male subspace was the real gamechanger, the thing that wasn’t really supposed to exist, the well of bliss that comes with surrender to Femininity, a source of pleasure and spiritual completion so overwhelming that tears nearly always came at the first experience of it, and nothing ever came close to it afterwards. Hence, lifelong servitude to it and its natural, inevitable focus, Empowered Femininity.

Miss Stein know that Nora Rutherford would never worry about her husband straying again. He depended on her for everything. She was the owner of his body, mind and soul. He worshipped her as truly and deeply as ever a supplicant worshipped its deity.

“Has Nora ever brought her husband to the meetings at the Slavehouse?”

“Oh, yes,” said Miss Pearson, “she nearly always brings him, and Maria comes as well, though she has her own slave now.”

“Oh.”

“Well, you know the young. They’re so connected. She made a profile on one or these fetish sites and apparently had hundreds of young men wanting to prostrate themselves at her feet. It really has such momentum. She picked the once she thought had the most potential. Somebody high up in a University, I think. She may have more than one. There is no limit to how many slaves a Domme can own.”

“No,” said Miss Stein, a little amazed at how natural and correct this notion now appeared to her. It was no cant or social theory however that had made this change, but actually by witnessing it in action.

They carried on walking up the hill at a leisurely pace, stopping often and continuing their talk.

Miss Stein had been surprised to be invited on a trip out for a walk in the countryside with Miss Pearson. Miss Stein had rather assumed that regular visits to the gym or Pilates classes would have been more her style if exercise was required.

Climbing with her up the gentle contours of a hill in the late spring sunshine however, Miss Stein could see that her older companion was enjoying the experience immensely.

She was dressed elegantly, of course, with a beautifully cut country jacket in olive green with a wide brown suede collar, immaculate blue jeans and leather riding boots. Miss Stein was rather less taken with her own attire, which marked her as a ‘townie’, a touristic wind cheater blue cagoule, slacks and white trainers.

They stopped at the top of the hill and admired the view all around. The sky caught the attention most, great tumbling structures sailing on the fresh wind, white tendrils trailing along behind gently morphing shapes, all in a line as if gathered there by design, moving together in the brightness, silent and serene.

“These places give you licence to speak of deep things, I always think,” said Miss Pearson with a chuckle. “Things that would sound ridiculous elsewhere.”

“I suppose,” said Miss Stein, uncertainly.

“The old people who came up here must have thought on a grand scale.”

“It would have been frightening to them, I imagine,” said Miss Stein, after moment’s pause, a slight frown creasing her forehead.

‘Why, yes,” said Miss Pearson, a little startled. “You see clearly, Cara.”

Miss Stein smiled, delighted at the compliment.

“And we know where little boys run when they are frightened, don’t we?”

This time Miss Pearson’s smile had a predatory curl to it.

“Yes,” said Miss Stein, and her eyes glittered back to her mentor mischievously.

The two ladies shared a little throaty chuckle.

Such a reaction would have been utterly unthinkable for Miss Stein a few weeks ago, but Miss Pearson and her remarkable establishment had changed a lot of things about the demure and unremarkable social worker.

When they finally returned to car at the bottom of the hill, Miss Stein felt pleasantly tired. It was still a surprise to her to see the black limousine that waited for them, even though they had travelled up in it from Miss Pearson’s house an hour or so earlier. It seemed anachronistic in the rural setting, and even more so being in any way associated with her. She had never been in one, nor ever thought of doing so.

The driver’s door opened as they approached and a young man in a chauffeur’s uniform got out to see them into the passenger compartment with a stiff, respectful bow. Miss Stein glanced at him but he did not look back at her. He was as expressionless as an automaton and resumed his seat once the two ladies were comfortably inside the roomy vehicle.

“Home,” said Miss Pearson through the intercom.

“Miss Pearson,” came the crackly reply.

Miss Stein had said little on the way up regarding the car, except to say how impressive it was. Miss Pearson had apologised for it being a little ostentatious, but had otherwise said nothing, chatting instead about Miss Stein’s academic project, and the progress of her writing. Privately, Miss Stein was a little in two minds about the car. She had noticed that the ladies at the Slavehouse had a very lively sense of humour and fun. Though the males treated them with absolute respect and decorum at all times, their female owners often joked and laughed among themselves, or even at times, while slaves were present. The long black, funereal car seemed somewhat at odds with that lightness of touch.

“Do you always go out for a walk this way, Sabrina?” Asked Miss Stein, somewhat tremulously, as they joined the main road back towards the city. The car pulled away with smooth power, hardly making the ladies press back in their seats.

“Well, dear,” said Miss Pearson, with a chuckle, “I’m rather a victim of my own success in that regard.” She nodded at the driver’s square, uniformed back. “21 loves to drive me around.”

Miss Stein’s mouth formed a surprised ‘O’.

“Perhaps you might say how ‘21’ came to be enslaved? For my notes? I can use my new phone to tape it, if you like.”

“Yes, of course,” agreed Miss Pearson, “it’s quite a nice story. Let me see….”

Miss Stein started the recording facility on her phone and nodded to her to say that it had begun.

“I have to go back to the time when I was still driving a more appropriate car,” she said, with a smile. “It was quite early in the day and I was simply on a shopping trip into town. Just an ordinary day.”

Miss Stein looked at her companion and wondered if she ever really had an ordinary day. She was so unusual.

“I must admit, I made a mess of the parking.” She shrugged. “It is true that we aren’t much good at that. And men are very good at reminding us.”

Miss Stein frowned and pursed her lips at that. She was not convinced.

“Anyway, I was outside of the white lines and a little bit askew, Cara,” she went on, noticing Miss Stein’s look, “and sure enough there was a group of jack-the-lads on hand to snigger and point from a little corner under the entrance porch of the shopping centre.”

“The sort that social services know all about, probably,” said Miss Stein, “that is a well-known spot for boozers and druggies.”

“Exactly so,” said Miss Pearson, drawing in a breath. “Well, at first I just ignored them. They fell silent as I went past and skewered them with a look. You must realise that I was well on the way to my empowerment by then and had no fear of such trash.”

“Good,” said Miss Stein. She reflected that a month or so ago she might well have taken up the case of the disaffected youths rather than seen it from Miss Pearson’s point of view.

“While I was in the shop, I thought about it, however.” She turned to the younger woman. “I thought that it was such a waste.”

“A waste?”

“There must have been half a dozen of them doing nothing. Just getting in the way and being an annoyance for passers by.”

“Yes,” said Miss Stein, nodding. “I see what you mean.”

“So, anyway,” said Miss Pearson, with a wicked curl of her lip “I thought I might at least get one of them to drive me home. If they were all such excellent drivers.”

“That would have been no problem,” said Miss Stein, with a chuckle.

“Especially when I pretended that I was feeling faint.”

“Oh.”

“And you can’t imagine the transformation,” said Miss Pearson, shaking her head. “They were suddenly falling over themselves to snatch the keys out of my hand. SO respectful and asking whether I was all right to go down the steps to the pavement and get in the passenger side.”

They both chuckled at this.

“One young lad with his cap on backwards was a little more forward than the rest and he did the job for me after I’d checked his driving licence.”

Miss Pearson leaned back in the comfortable leather of the seats and half-closed her eyes.

“It is nice to reminisce, Cara. He really did drive very well. I could tell that his natural inclination was to show off in front of me and his mates, but I carried on with the faintness thing and he was very careful not to jolt me or do anything sudden. It was rather sweet, really.”

“All he needed was a damsel in distress,” said Cara, with a smile. “A purpose and a job to do.”

“Indeed, dear,” agreed Miss Pearson. “I was interested and got out of him what I could. It was a typical story that you come across all the time, I suppose, Cara. Abusive parents and no education. He had been in trouble for some petty crimes and was currently on some sort of parole or watch list. He seemed quite relaxed about the whole thing, or perhaps he was just putting on a brave face. I asked him what he wanted to do with his life and he just shrugged and didn’t want to say anything more about it. I suppose I was nagging him, or perhaps treating him too much like a child.”

“Been there,” said Miss Stein, with a grim smile.

“I’ll bet, Cara. When we got back to the Slavehouse, I said that I would drive up from the gate and thanked him for his kindness. He didn’t seem bothered about the fact that it was two miles walk back into town. A very sweet young man, though annoyingly feckless, of course.”

“Most are nice away from their peers,” said Cara.

“But he wasn’t all that much of an upstanding citizen,” said Miss Pearson, a hard edge in her voice. “As we parted, he lit up a rolled cigarette and I got that horrible whiff of marijuana. That really got me going. I was sorry for him before, but now I was angry. I knew from what he told me that drug use was one of the things that could land him in trouble with his parole.”

“These kids just don’t care,” said Miss Stein, shaking her head.

“Oh, this one did,” retorted Miss Pearson, “when I told him in no uncertain terms that I was going to report him and probably get him a jail term into the bargain.”

“Some find that prospect scary.”

“I asked him why he didn’t try to get a job with his driving licence. He had gotten it via a Young Offenders government sponsored course but didn’t seem to know what to do with it. His appearance and the fact that he lived at a shelter meant he was basically unemployable, I suppose.”

“All too true,” said Miss Stein, shaking her head, sadly.

“I told him to forget about his feckless friends and whatever disadvantages he had been born with. I told him to smarten himself up, cover up the tattoos, stop the smoking and answer adverts for driving jobs. It could all be done. An income means an address, I told him to DO IT FOR HIMSELF.”

“And did he?” Asked Miss Stein, without much confidence.

Miss Pearson turned to her younger companion and smiled.

“Did he say that he would do it for himself? No. But he did say that he would do it for me.”

“Oh,” said Miss Stein, wondering what that meant. She could well imagine that the young man had been smitten by Miss Pearson. It would be unusual for any male not to be. She really was an extremely elegant and attractive woman.

Miss Pearson sighed and chuckled.

“So, there I was again, looking at an aimless and useless piece of male garbage desperately hoping that I was going to give his life value and direction.”

“Ah,” said Miss Stein, nodding.

“I stood there with my hands on my hips for a bit,” said Miss Pearson, “then did what I generally do with such trash. I accepted my natural authority and used it.”

Miss Stein looked at her, wondering what that meant in practice. She had visions of her making the young man grovel on his knees there and then outside the Slavehouse gate. If Miss Pearson has said it was so, she would have believed it. The way in which the First Lady of the Slavehouse could turn a male’s insides to mush with a single glance was hardly creditable, but Miss Stein had seen her do it on more than one occasion.

“I said ‘OK, do it for me then. Do as I have said and come back with a wage slip. That will please and impress me’. And so, he disappeared there and then vowing he would be back after rather sweetly asking to take a photograph of me on his mobile.”

Miss Stein looked at the older lady with admiration.

“It just seems so effortless.”

“Well,” replied Miss Pearson, “we both know how exhausting being Female can be sometimes, but there is no power like it. It’s so rewarding to embrace it and radiate it.”

“And did he come back, this….”

“Darren? Yes, of course.”

The ladies shared a smile at this, their eyes glittering with the same wicked energy.

“It took a while. I expected that,” continued Miss Pearson. “But sure enough, about two months later, we had a call at the Slavehouse gate. I had almost forgotten about it but when Celia said there was a ‘Darren’ asking after me on the intercom, sounding very young and nervous, and wanting to drive up to the house, I did remember and allowed him access. If he was driving a vehicle, then at least he had made some progress.”

“That’s good,” said Miss Stein, smiling. “That’s incredible, actually. We hardly ever get anywhere with these kids.”

“Well,” said Miss Pearson, “I got somewhere with this young man. But he didn’t actually get anywhere with me.”

“Oh,” said Miss Stein, with a frown.

Miss Pearson laughed lightly, but there was an undertone of annoyance in the sound.

“I don’t know what he thought he was in for having obtained a driving job delivering car spares. He seemed to be under the impression that I had undertaken to take a special interest in him if he had succeeded in getting a payslip. He waved it in my face after I had received him in the library and evidently expected that we would immediately repair to my bedroom for some sort of sexual adventure.”

“What!!?” Miss Stein let out a whooshing laugh.

“I swear that it is true. He got quite angry and I had thought that I was going to have to call one of the house slaves. He had apparently endured a lot of leg pulling and winding up from his mates on account of his ‘going straight’ and taking a ‘sissy job’ over a silly female.”

“They say that a woman scorned is worse than hell,” said Miss Stein, “but a man scorned is up there, too.”

“Oh, it was pretty bad,” agreed Miss Pearson. “He had done some research, too, evidently, into the Slavehouse, and gotten some idea of the way we do things here from neighbourhood websites and probably listening out at the local pubs. We are rather notorious, by all accounts. He was the ‘cure’ for our sexual frustrations, apparently. He was the ‘real man’ that was going to make me into a ‘real woman’. HIS woman, evidently.”

“Gods!” Miss Stein put her hand to her mouth and shared a giggly laugh with Miss Pearson.

“I was pretty worried about it, actually,” she continued, getting the better of her mirth. “I mean, I didn’t know what he was going to do. He stormed off in a terrible temper, when he realised that he wasn’t getting anywhere. He seemed capable of anything.”

“Hmm,” said Miss Stein. “You did get somewhere with him, but the energy turned very quickly to destructive effect, then.”

“Destructive, yes, in a way,” agreed Miss Pearson. “But it got worse.”

“Oh, no.”

“I was sorry that I had allowed him to take a picture of me. I think that he had spent hours looking at it and permitted himself no end of adolescent fantasies, you know the sort of thing. How powerful a ‘crush’ can be at that age. It was sheer madness.”

Miss Stein looked at her companion and spared the young man a little pity. She was indeed a young man’s fantasy, if ever there was one. Mature, confident, refined, beautiful.

“He didn’t give it up, then? What did he do?”

Miss Pearson let out a breath.

“Well, I thought he had given it up. Till he turned up again some months later.”

“Months!?”

“Yes, evidently he had gotten himself a bit fixated.”

“I should say he had. But what too him so long?”

“Ah, he had been working feverishly, as it turned out. Evenings, weekends, everything.”

“Doing what? Delivering car spares?”

“Mostly, yes,” admitted Miss Pearson, “but by the time he had come to see me again, he had passed his taxi exams and was renting his own vehicle for private hire. Badge and everything.”

“Oh! To impress you.”

“Yes. And I was impressed. I told him I was pleased and proud of him. But it didn’t do any good from his point of view.”

“Ah,” said Miss Stein, sadly, “I see where this is going.”

“He was pretty much in tears this time when he stormed out.”

“Poor boy.”

“Yes, indeed so,” agreed Miss Pearson. “It was a bad situation, all right, and I didn’t know how to make it otherwise. The declarations of love were frankly embarrassing.”

“How terrible!”

“Yes, understandable, but terrible, nevertheless.”

Miss Stein shook her head.

“A waste of good energy, Sabrina, as you might say? Which you nevertheless obviously managed to harness eventually.”

Miss Stein nodded at the poised and careful driver in uniform the other side of the soundproof glass.

“Yes,” agreed Miss Pearson, with a smirk, “I thought it was all going to waste and expected to see him among his no-good friends again, but i hadn’t counted on the power of the attraction.”

“He promoted himself again to a limo driver and presented himself to you again?”

“Basically, yes, but it didn’t go quite the way the other encounters had. I was going to London on one of my regular visits for a show some considerable time later and called for a taxi as normal. But instead of the taxi, this limo turned up with a very respectful and professional driver that I had some difficulty in recognising as Darren. The transformation was quite incredible. It looked as though he was ex-military, the way he held himself so erect, and was so deferential in his manner. Even the voice was clipped and polite, without any of the lazy, mumbling delivery that he had affected before.”

“He didn’t profess undying love again?” said Miss Stein.

“Not at all,” said Miss Pearson, with a shrug. “He just asked me where I would like to go, and I gave the train station. He very respectfully enquired as to my hotel in the capital and said he would run me there directly, with no fee required.”

“Oh!”

“Exactly. And it happened exactly that way, with Darren not saying another word.”

“And he wouldn’t take any cash for it? Hiring a limo surely isn’t cheap.”

“It was his way of expressing himself, I suppose,” said Miss Pearson, “in a way that I might find acceptable.”

“And you did find it acceptable?”

“Oh, yes, Cara,” said Miss Pearson, smiling, “you see there are so many different ways in which the subjugated male can serve us. It was as plain as day that he wanted to honour and be useful to me, if he couldn’t have me like a regular wife. It was unspoken, of course, but he didn’t want to become a slave like a lot of the others, fully broken and entirely our creatures. I could understand that, respect that. He left his details with me when he dropped me so that I could call on him to go back. He was hiring the limo and making quite a good living, I should think, but he always makes time for me if I want a ride anywhere.”

Miss Pearson chuckled.

“If I go by another means I don’t think he likes it. I don’t know how he knows, but I have detected some pain there if I have. I don’t like to use him too much because he obviously needs to make a profit.”

“Well, that’s fine,” said Miss Stein. “You certainly made something out of nothing there, anyway.”

“He is no longer a waste, Cara, unlike so many other males. They naturally have so much potential, so much strength and endurance, but how poorly it is harnessed! Only a female can really do that.”

Miss Stein nodded as they came to the entrance to the Slavehouse and pulled up gently to a stop. The driver got out and conveyed a message via the intercom. The gate swung silently back, and they resumed their progress up the winding drive to the park in front of the entrance.

The driver got out and opened the door for the two ladies to alight, all the time keeping his expression stony and professional.

Miss Stein looked up at him, but the man did not meet her gaze, simply bowing slightly and shutting the door behind him.

“Now, Cara, I think a little refreshment in the lounge after our walk?”

“That seems like a good idea,” agreed Miss Stein.

“We can discuss what we are going to do with your ’36’,” said Miss Pearson with twinkling smile, “among other pleasant matters.

“Oh,” said Miss Stein, a little self-consciously, “I don’t know about that.”

“He does,” said Miss Pearson, firmly.

Thinking back to the way the man had submitted himself to her the week before, Miss Stein could hardly argue with that. It had been very much of an initiation for her, one that repelled and attracted her almost in equal measure. Somewhat more attracted, though, Miss Stein, had to admit, with an inner wicked smirk.

Miss Pearson rang for Dolly, and almost at once the familiar, lycra clad figure clicked through the door from the hall, her face masked by the expressionless material, though the hood revealed a fetching pair of eyes with make-up and allowed a generous opening for the rouged, obviously enhanced lips.

“Tea, please, dolly dear,” said Miss Pearson, and the servant went out with obvious pleasure at being of use.

“Now, I take it you have been looking into this young man’s case,” said Miss Pearson, unhurriedly. “I think he had some pretentions to be a cook, or something like that?”

“Yes, he apparently did enrol on a catering course at one stage, though he was not able to complete it, according to the computer records. That’s when he was referred to social services. He basically had a breakdown, or extended panic attack, if you like.”

“Well, now he’s having an extended sweetness and fulfilment attack,” said Miss Pearson, smiling.

“Well,” said Miss Stein, a little self-self-consciously, though smiling as well.

“He will be looking to you for direction and meaning,” continued Miss Pearson.

Miss Stein was silent for a moment, taking in in.

“What do you recommend, Sabrina?”

“Oh,” said Miss Pearson, brusquely, “of course get him trained in a useful skill. He likes cooking? Well and good. Get him contributing, adding value to society, adding value to You.”

“I’ll get him on that catering course again, then,” said Miss Stein, nodding, “and make sure that he completes it.”

“Excellent. And when he’s finished his classes for the day, he can cook your meal every night.”

“Oh,” said Miss Stein, surprised. “I wouldn’t really go that far.”

Miss Pearson looked at her young companion sidelong.

“Who do you think you would be doing that for? Yourself?”

Miss Stein hesitated.

“I’d be doing it for him?”

“He’d be in seventh heaven doing that for You, dear,” said Miss Pearson, nodding, “and of course it saves you having to worry.”

“Well,” said Miss Stein, thinking about it. “I could do that, I suppose. Goodness knows that the other tenants would think about it.”

“Do you care what they think about it?”

Miss Stein looked at the older woman sitting opposite her so poised and certain and shook her head.

“I don’t think I care a damn, Sabrina.”

“I should think not!”

They both laughed at that, just as Dolly brought the tea on her teetering but efficient heels.

There was always such an impression of energy about Dolly in her full latex outfit. She moved as though every mincing stride and graceful motion of her hips and shoulders was a joy in itself that required full expression.

“Dolly could really do with some expert help, too,” said Miss Pearson, when the house slave had gone back to the kitchen. “It really does get rather on top of her at times when we have a lot of guests.”

“Oh, yes, that sounds like a great idea.”

Miss Pearson smiled and sipped at her tea.

“Dolly remembered that I don’t like it too strong,” said Miss Stein, approvingly, as she took a little from her own cup.

“She is a wonder.”

“I suppose we could go through her story one day?”

“Of course,” said Miss Pearson, nodding, “she has a very special place here. And a special history, too.”

“She doesn’t have a number like the others, but still a name, for instance?”

“A name we gave her,” agreed Miss Pearson. “We do baptisms in the ritual chamber. There is a little font from a demolished church that we keep in the far corner. Rededicated, of course.”

“Of course,” said Miss Stein, feeling a thrill at the transgressive way in which all the patriarchal symbols were subverted and used against masculinity in Miss Pearson’s remarkable establishment.

“They call on their ‘unseen god’ a lot,” said Miss Pearson, with an edge to her voice, “and they set so much store by it. But unfortunately for them, they are up against a goddess that is all too visible. When confronted by Her divine form, how quickly they cave in and abase themselves before it.”

“Yes,” said Miss Stein, nodding, “even supposedly ‘normal’ males all have icons of her on their walls, ideal images of womanhood that give them drive and energy.”

“And they do not take,” said Miss Pearson, her eyes flashing, “but they are taken by it. That is the reality of it, though hidden under centuries of desperate male denial.”

“I think you are right, Sabrina.”

“But we don’t deal in falsehoods here,” said Miss Pearson, firmly, “we simply express who we are, allow what is deep to speak, take possession of what is ours by right of gender, by superiority, by natural arrangement.”

Miss Stein nodded, thoughtfully.

At that moment, Miss Whitworth came through the hallway door, and as usual Miss Stein was struck by the elegant, clean lines of her tall frame as she strode easily across to them, her dark shoulder length hair framing dark, sparkling eyes and a classic, symmetrical face. Not as angular and dynamic as the lines of Miss Pearson’s formidable visage, but nevertheless bespeaking of strength and energy. She was dressed as usual in a spotless white blouse and black leather skirt. Her hands were gloved up over the wrists in black leather and the crop that always seemed on her person was held in her left hand.

“Cara!” She said, pleasantly, extending her hand. “Nice to see you again.”

“And you, Brenda,” said Miss Stein, getting up and returning the warm smile as their hands clasped together.

“I can’t stop, I’m afraid,” said Miss Whitworth, “I must see that ’13’ is doing the roses properly.”

“Oh, those dratted blackfly again?” Asked Miss Pearson.

“Every sort of fly, I think, Sabrina,” she replied, with pursed lips, “must get back to it. Oh! And ’26’ is sorted, ready for later on.”

“Excellent, Brenda, thank you.”

Miss Whitworth went out again with another smile for Miss Stein, tapping her switch automatically in the palm of her other hand, as if rehearsing strokes in her mind.

“She really does work too hard,” said Miss Pearson, with a sigh. “But she does so enjoy her work. And She always looks so well.”

“In the fit of health, I’d say,” agreed Miss Stein.

“And still works at the hospital as a senior nurse, though she really doesn’t have to.”

“Remarkable,” said Miss Stein, but she frowned, troubled by something Miss Whitworth had said. “What did Brenda mean that ’26’ is sorted?” That’s Darren, isn’t it? The chauffeur?”

“Oh,” said Miss Pearson, “that’s quite correct. I suppose I didn’t really get to the end of the story. He’s finished for the day now and Miss Whitworth has put him upstairs with the others. His precious dignity didn’t actually survive very long when it came to it.”

“He’s in one of the cages above the garage?”

“Yes,” said Miss Pearson, with a satisfied smile, “naked but for his numbered hood, collar and chastity device. All securely locked.”

“What happened, then? I thought he was just going to drive you around and you would be satisfied with that.”

“Well, yes,” said Miss Pearson, “that was true as far as it went.” She thought for a moment. “I suppose it works both ways. Just as the slave male is only really fulfilled and happy when he has surrendered totally to us, we are not entirely satisfied till he has abased himself completely at our feet. I was willing to respect his limits, though I wasn’t greatly impressed with them.”

“But that didn’t last.”

“No,” said Miss Pearson, “halfway houses don’t satisfy. I suppose it would have remained like that if we were in a normal situation where falsehood and pretence had to be maintained. But we don’t have any patience with that in the Slavehouse, as well you know.”

“I can vouch for that,” agreed Miss Stein. “So, what made the change?”

“Well!” Said Miss Pearson, with a hint of impatience. “We don’t generally use any force or coercion as such, we have no need of such things and is a male province, but in the case of ’26’, I did have to put my foot down eventually. He was always trying to find words, hesitating, looking down at his boots, then driving away with that stony expression and bulging eyes. It was so obvious that he worshipped the ground I trod on, and one day when he turned to me as if to speak, and then could not, I asked him why he didn’t just worship me properly on his knees as he so clearly wanted to do.”

“And he just did so, there and then?”

“Oh,” said Miss Pearson, remembering the episode with pleasure, “talk about a rabbit in the headlights. He just could not look away, break eye contact. It was the mouse and the snake, Cara. We bend them to our will with such tenderness, such soft, whispered voices. The merest pressure on his shoulders with an encouraging smile and he was kneeling, gazing up at me with such vulnerability. Oh, it is SUCH a rush that moment. So deep and true and powerful.”

Miss Stein nodded, remembering her own experience with ’36’.

“And, like the snake, we eat them, Cara,” said Miss Pearson softly, “we eat their insides, their minds, their identities. All that pretentious nonsense that men call ‘personality’ and other inherited patriarchal rubbish. How sweet it is for both of us to let go of all that, to experience the purity of surrender and acceptance, the sweetness of giving everything you have to a greater power, a higher order, and to be defined, strengthened and sustained by it. To emerge truly reborn, a thing exalted by service, made beautiful by surrender, enriched beyond imagining by the purity and power of Female Ownership. It never fails to move me like nothing else ever can. I can feel it affecting me now, bringing a tingling, beautiful energy.”

Miss Stein nodded, feeling it too.

“These things were so well hidden,” she observed.

“But hidden no longer,” said Miss Pearson, grimly, “the internet is not so easily suppressed as the flow of information before. The deep things are beginning to emerge, and patriarchal religions are falling like the stuff of straw they really always were, except where they borrowed Feminine Energy and claimed it as their own. Yes, there is very strong resistance in some quarters, but the extremity of their behaviour marks them out as desperate men, men fighting with their backs to the wall with no retreat. The truth will always out, Cara, and the truth is FEMALE.”

Miss Stein did not think a reply to this was required. She let the final word echo around the large room and took a timid sip of her tea.

“Anyway,” said Miss Pearson, in a light tone. “Speaking of those who have seen the light, we had better go up and make their day by putting in an appearance. Let’s bring them the sun, Cara.”

“Yes,” agreed Miss Stein, though with a little flutter of hesitation. She tipped back the remainder of her tea and followed Miss Pearson through the door into the hallway, then down to where the curving stair wound up to the first floor. All was done without any hurry, at a pace that was exactly on the balance point between dawdling and bustle, a poised, elegant progress that missed nothing by being too fast, nor missed anything by being too slow. Following Miss Pearson’s steps, Cara was struck by how she gave the impression of enjoying even the process of walking. Every motion was replete with grace and balance, as pleasant and inspiring as a dance. Cara began to see how every aspect of Femininity could be fascinating, every moment of every day was potentially powerful, intense, and meaningful if you knew how to express it. Every posture, from every angle, with any clothes, in any circumstances was potentially as powerful as a tidal rip, and as impossible to fight.

Miss Pearson did not go straight down the hall to the connection with the upper level of the garage; instead she stopped outside the door to her little apartment at the back of the house.

“Now, there is no absolute necessity for it, Cara, but would you like to change clothes? Perhaps one or two items?”

Miss Stein hesitated.

“The appeal of a woman is in the power she radiates,” said Miss Pearson, “the confidence and danger in her eyes, not in the clothes she wears, but it’s nice to complement that power a little. Does no harm.”

“Yes, if you don’t mind, then.”

They shared a smile and went into Miss Pearson’s parlour. Miss Stein was impressed again by the spare, elegant furnishings and beautiful combination of dark wood and beige. The balcony window was partly open and a gentle, fresh breeze stole pleasantly around. The sky was dull, but the day still quite bright. The image of Athene again arrested her attention for a moment, but Miss Pearson led her through the sliding door to her bedroom space, with the double wardrobes at the end.

Miss Stein found herself tingling with excitement. She knew what was in the left-hand floor to ceiling, double wardrobe. She gasped a little as Miss Pearson threw the doors back. Leather, latex and lycra overload. Mostly the hues were dark, with here and there a gleaming stripe of lurid red. Full size tops and dresses hung to each side, while smaller items festooned the inside of the doors. Shoes and boots gleamed poised in the lower sections. As she had thought before, they reminded her of superhero costumes that once donned, lent the wearer mind-blowing powers.

‘Now, Cara,” said Miss Pearson, noticing her excitement with a smile, “we don’t have to go to the extreme every time.”

She opened the other wardrobe and there was a range of other, more normal clothing, blouses, skirts, sandals, floral dresses.

“Anything that brings out the feminine,” said Miss Pearson, looking a little askance at Miss Stein’s rather shapeless slacks and sneakers with university sweatshirt.

Miss Stein had already realised that she was not really dressed at all for being with her slave. She mostly dressed to avoid sexual attraction. Indeed, she had never really enjoyed sex and the pursuit of academic achievement had largely taken over her ambitions. Again, whilst taking on cases as a social worker, it was very much an unwritten rule that you had to make yourself as sexless as possible. But here in the Slavehouse, there was no danger of unwanted male attention, and the expression of femininity carried no negative aspect, indeed was the power that drove the whole enterprise. There was no artificiality at all, no repression, just expression.

“A nice simple blouse and skirt will do, perhaps, Cara?” suggested Miss Pearson, taking a white nylon top on a hanger. “Nothing too risqué, though eye-popping enough for the poor dears.”

“Yes,” said Miss Stein, chuckling.

“There are some nice skirts there, I’ll just leave you to it for moment.”

“Thank You.”

Miss Pearson went out into her parlour and Miss Stein took off her outer clothing to stand there for a moment in her bra and panties. She did not feel at all vulnerable. There was no danger to females in the Slavehouse. The only men were dedicated slaves who would go to the ends of the earth to keep their female Owners safe.

She smiled and ran her hands down the sheer material of the nylon. It was just a little thin and sheer, she thought, as she put it on and buttoned it up, having to use a little pressure to fasten it over her breasts and then right up to a button below the collar piece. She adjusted it and looked in the full-length mirror at the other end of the bedroom. It was quite sheer and tight, but she knew that this was exactly the effect she was looking for. Her breasts where normally hidden behind folds of loose material, like sports cars permanently in a garage. They were not large, but not so small that she was in any danger of thinking about an enhancement. They pushed at the material and made it strain and pull as she moved. She giggled at that and felt a tingle of excitement go right through her.

Next, she looked for a skirt. There were some leather and latex ones, she knew, in the other wardrobe, but she resisted the urge to try one of those on. She went instead for a calf-length pencil article, in simple black. It slipped up and over her waist smoothly, the sheer lining making the sensation a pleasant one as it ghosted over her legs. She tucked in the blouse and secured the fastening at her waist. It was true that she was about the same size as Miss Pearson, for it was a snug, if not slightly tight fit. The shoes she chose were of the simple court variety, though black leather with a wicked heel.

“There,” she said to herself softly. “I have to admit that feels and looks much better.”

She stepped back into Miss Pearson’s parlour and she was conscious like the last time that she moved slightly differently in the new clothes. She held herself straighter, stepped with more poise and purpose, and in her eyes was a new confidence.

“Excellent, Cara,” said Miss Pearson, rising up and looking her up and down.

Miss Stein glowed and blushed slightly with the praise.

“However, there are one or two more little touches, dear, before we go and see our male property.”

She led her back into the bedroom and went to the left-hand wardrobe.

The rush of visual stimulation from the arrangement of sexually powerful clothing there made her tingle again from head to foot.

Miss Pearson took a pair of leather gloves for her, and a switch.

This was the first time that Miss Stein had ever held an item of corporal punishment in her hands, and it was a very strange feeling. She had always seen herself as a very non-threatening, pacifistic sort, and the idea of having such an instrument to hand, much less actually use it, seemed very anachronistic.

“Now, Cara,” said Miss Pearson, when they had both gone back to the parlour and sat down comfortably in straight backed chairs, “there are one or two things to get clear before we go in.”

Miss Stein looked at her attentively, aware that she was sitting slightly differently than usual, keeping her back straight and her breasts rather more thrust out than her normal habit.

“All the slaves here are training at the beginning to respond to certain commands and adopt corresponding positions. They are quite a few of them but we’ll just start with three or four of the most common ones.”

Miss Pearson hesitated for a moment, then looked at Miss Stein with an amused smile.

“It is difficult to explain them exactly,” she said, “much better to use a live model.”

“Of course,” agreed Miss Stein.

“Let’s use ’26’. I’ll go and fetch him, Cara. Sit comfortably there.”

Miss Pearson went out and Cara could hear her heels going unhurriedly down the hall to the connecting door for the garage upper level.

She sighed happily. It really was all so exciting and vibrant, just like the vitality of the earth and the energy of the wind. How fortunate that she had been tasked with the two constables a month or two ago to investigate this place. Both of those policemen were now enslaved, and she was on the way to becoming a Dominatrix, though that term was so inadequate, she thought. It conjured up women in fetish clothing doing various circus like turns for cash, with ‘safe words’ and ‘negotiation’ at the heart of what was basically a clinical service. She already knew that the true dynamic was completely different. It had its sexual aspect, but it ran far deeper than that, appealed to the deepest level of the psyche, spiritual and pure in character.

Miss Stein could hear her friend coming back, making more noise than before because behind her, struggling to keep up on his hands and knees, was slave ’26’, the driver of the limousine.

If there was any doubt as to his identity, it was soon dispelled by the number in retroreflective tape at the back of the leather hood pulled tight around his face.

“This way, Cara,” said Miss Pearson, and she led her young companion straight across the landing and into another room that was plainly some sort of gymnasium with a sprung wooden floor and several items associated with fitness training, including a treadmill, exercise bike and multi-gym.

‘WAIT,” said Miss Pearson, distinctly, once he had crawled to the middle of the floor.

At once the prone slave adopted a kneeling posture, snapping to it instantly, his hands crossed behind his back, legs apart and back straight, up on his knees, his weight forward, legs almost at right angles. He kept his head up, but his eyes down. He gave every impression of alertness and poise, waiting for the next command. Miss Stein found it profoundly affecting as Miss Pearson paced unhurriedly round behind him, making sure that he had the posture correct in every detail, then pointing each particular out to Miss Stein with her switch as she went around.

“I like to use this one as the standard position,” said Miss Pearson. ‘It is respectful and ready for anything. A snap of the fingers is also a signal for this.”

She chuckled fondly for a moment.

“You can’t imagine how sweet it is to snap one’s fingers and get instance obedience, reinforced over countless repetitions till it is automatic. You really feel as if you have gotten somewhere with these inferior creatures.”

Miss Stein felt a tingle of pleasure at the thought of this and wondered at herself.

‘DOWN’, snapped Miss Pearson suddenly, pointing at the floor in front of her.

Immediately, ’26’ moved forwards, and still keeping his knees on the floor, stretched his arms out in front of him and assumed an extremely submissive and worshipful posture, his face on the floor, and arms crossed at the wrists.

Miss Pearson’s mouth curled up in a scornful smile and her eyes glittered.

“I do like this position,” she said, “it expresses the relationship perfectly, does it not?”

“I can’t imagine a more pathetic and submissive posture, Sabrina,” agreed Miss Stein.

“They love it, too,” said Miss Pearson, “they fairly glow with pleasure, depend on it.”

“And so, it is a win-win.”

“Well, a win-lose,” said Miss Pearson, her lip curling even more, “but losing is what fulfils them.”

“It’s so strange,” said Miss Stein, half to herself.

“When you want your slave to crawl on its hands and knees, the command is ‘DOGWALK’. If on two feet, then, SLAVEWALK’, but that is not ordinary locomotion at all, he remains on his toes, and puts his palms on his knees as he goes. It is quite awkward, but nicely submissive and non-threatening. We allow our permanent house slaves some latitude outside, but not indoors. Now, we can take ’26’ back and get your young trainee, or should I say, your young trainee, Cara.’

“I’m a trainee myself,” said Miss Stein, with a little nervous chuckle.

“Of course,” said Miss Pearson, kindly, “its new to you at the moment, but it’s amazing how quickly you embrace it.”

“DOGWALK,” she snapped, and ’26’ immediately got on all fours and followed the two ladies as they went down the landing to the left and through the door that connected with the upper floor of the garage, which had been converted into two rows of small, individual cages with a passage running between, with a large washroom.

Three of the cages were occupied on the left-hand side, the fourth was not, and it was into this small, confined space that she returned ’26’, who crawled in as soon as the barred entrance was opened.

Miss Stein looked at the other occupants, all with numbers on their heads. They were in a numerical order of a sort, going from ’34’ to ’36’. Looking down at them through the bars, she remembered that those numbers were those of the two constables who had accompanied her on the tour of inspection some months ago. The Slavehouse had affected them all so profoundly.

She found herself smiling wickedly at the surprise in the older man’s eyes, seeing her dressed in a tight blouse and slim skirt and heels, holding a switch in her gloved hands. She had been the mouse-like social worker and they had been the overbearing policemen that had treated her with faint contempt. Now he looked at her with fear, adoration, and respect.

Miss Stein looked around as the door to ’26’s’ cage snapped shut and locked.

She moved towards ’36’, with the languid, unhurried movements that Miss Pearson always seemed to employ. He regarded her through the eyeholes of his hood with total devotion and need. She found herself kneeling to put her face right next to his, to drink in the intense energy.

Miss Pearson chuckled.

“You’re discovering yourself, Cara,” she said, handing her a chain leash.

The End

OEBPS/image_8.jpg
’@i

mq‘-‘a

¥

IARLOTTE Bé

I T SLAVE cONT

L)






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




