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It was the week after the inquiry that Miss Stein went back to see Miss Pearson. There was no professional reason for her to do so. Indeed the report she had submitted to the social services had been read and filed away with hardly a murmur.

It was true that she had glossed over some of the more unusual aspects of the workings of the Slavehouse, but once it was clear that no minors were involved, and that adults were following their own inclinations without committing any offence worse than being an occasional nuisance to neighbours, it immediately became a very minor matter indeed. There were far more important issues to contend with at social services.

Detective Sergeant Bell and Constable Currer, who had accompanied her during the inspection of Miss Pearson’s premises, had not taken the opportunity to add anything to her report when invited to do so, and indeed seemed anxious to drop the entire affair with as little fuss as possible.

Miss Stein was therefore acting entirely within the compass of her own personal interests as she requested a further meeting, as she had explained in her letter to Miss Pearson. The Slavehouse was both an affront and a fascinating mystery, and she retained enough of the curiosity about human nature that had initially steered her to a career in sociology to want to discover more about it.

The evenings were not convenient, as it turned out. Miss Pearson hinted that the hours after dark were always spoken for at the Slavehouse, and she was clearly not inclined to interfere with her normal routine in this respect. Miss Stein refrained from trying to pry any further for the time being. She decided instead to reduce her hours slightly to free up a daytime slot. After several phone calls back and forth, they fixed upon a Tuesday morning.

It was November now, and a bitingly cold. Miss Stein wrapped her arms tightly about herself and tried not to shiver as she pushed the intercom button by the front gate of Miss Pearson's sprawling property. It retained a suburban air, the entranceway being set between detached, somewhat crowded plots, but the drive was surprisingly long, and the property went back beyond the house right down to the river. To each side were high hedges and bleak beeches in their winter livery, with high arching branches set against the metallic, winter sky.

There was a buzz, and the gate clicked open, swinging back silently.

“Come in, Miss Stein,” said a voice that the social worker recognised, despite the inevitable distortion, as that of Miss Pearson. “Drive up to the house and park in front of the garage.”

Miss Stein got back into her Fiat Punto, grateful for the warmth, and steered carefully up the drive. Miss Pearson could see a large hulking figure moving across the garden to her left, and heard him call out in a curiously muffled voice, presumably for the dog. The animal came to him, and he reached down to secure its collar. She was a little nervous of him but there was very little threatening about the situation as she passed by. The male, dressed in a leather jerkin and leggings, with leather hood and collar, bowed respectfully as she drove on and the dog merely looked curiously at her, with its tongue hanging out, and plumes of condensing vapour coming out of its loosely open jaws.

Miss Stein was glad to see that the slaves had been afforded some protection against the cold. Last week, in the milder weather, they had been effectively naked but for a collar and crotch-piece.

It occurred to her that this might be one of the few places she had ever been when there was nothing whatever to be feared from the men. Elsewhere they were a constant source of concern, their clumsy and crude advances mostly unwanted and unpleasant. Miss Pearson's Slavehouse, whatever else it might turn out to be, was an establishment conceived and developed by women and she felt safe from the physical aggression of men. It was a novel, but extremely welcome feeling.

Miss Stein stopped where she had been directed to and switched off the engine. She was prey to some misgivings as she got out of the car and approached the porch despite the positive aspects. There was far too much about Miss Pearson's establishment that she did not yet comprehend. Her curiosity was greater than her caution, however, and after all there was only one way to find out more. Fundamentally, too, she felt very strongly that there was something essentially sane about Miss Pearson, despite her strange lifestyle choices. It was that sanity that had intrigued her, that cool, intelligent certainty.

Miss Pearson met her at the door, somewhat to her surprise, and invited her to come inside with a warm smile. She was dressed in leather trousers and stilettos with a tight white blouse. As if divining her thoughts, Miss Pearson gave her a wry smile.

"Dolly is so busy these days. We will need another maid soon, I think." She laughed pleasantly. "We keep developing here, without really trying."

"Fertile ground, then," mused Miss Stein, as she followed Miss Pearson into the living room through the door to her left. She was impressed again at how orderly everything was, and tasteful.  Miss Stein remembered the sitting room from the time before, a double length room that ran right the way to a conservatory at the back and a good view of the river.

She sat down with Miss Pearson at each end of a sofa.

“Can we work from here?” asked Miss Pearson, pleasantly. “I thought it might be more comfortable for us both.”

“Of course,” replied Miss Stein, with a shy smile, “this isn’t another inspection.”

The other lady gave her an appreciative smile in reply and rang the bell for Dolly.

“We shouldn’t be interrupted, here. Miss Tate is at her law firm, and Miss Whitworth is doing an hour or two at the hospital.”

“I see,” said Miss Stein. “I hope I am not keeping you from anything...?”

“Oh,” said Miss Pearson, the smile breaking up the angular beauty of her face very pleasantly again, “I am a lady of leisure, actually. No, it is interesting that you wish to study our ways, and perhaps present them eventually in a book. I feel that it could prove very constructive.”

“I certainly hope so,” replied Miss Stein. She paused as there was a respectful knock at the hall door. The maid entered, but it was a maid that Miss Stein did not readily recognise. She was expecting someone covered from head to foot with forbidding latex, including a full hood, but this one was in a taffeta uniform, with an open, made up face. The effect was still very appealing, but not what she had expected.

“Tea and cakes, please, Dolly,” said Miss Pearson, with a smile.

The maid curtseyed adoringly and went out.

“The latex is gorgeous, of course,” said Miss Pearson, noticing Miss Stein’s look, “but it was really getting too much in the kitchen. We had a rather nasty incident where the poor dear fainted carrying a dish of rhubarb crumble into the dining room the day before yesterday.”

“Oh,” said Miss Stein, putting her hand to her mouth, “I hope she wasn’t injured?”

“No, but the crumble was a write-off,” said Miss Pearson, with a giggle, “and we can’t have that, can we?”

Miss Stein laughed with her.

“You see,” continued, Miss Pearson, “we are not dealers in fantasy here and compromises are forced upon us sometimes.”

“Like the clothes the slaves wear outside now?” asked Miss Stein, timidly.

“Yes, it really was interfering with their capabilities, keeping them naked all the time in this weather.” She smiled wickedly. “Sweet though it was.”

“But they didn’t complain?”

“Not directly, of course. That’s half the problem. They are so eager to serve us that they forget their own discomfort. Look at Dolly. They fall over before we are aware of the danger.”

“Amazing,” murmured Miss Stein.

“Miss Whitworth was shaken by Dolly’s fall, as we all were. She decided to clothe the slaves when the occasion demands it, and I go not interfere with how she keeps them, on the whole.” Miss Pearson sighed. “And I suppose in the back of my mind was the whole neighbour thing and the rumour mill when they were running around naked. They are still collared and hooded, of course.

“Of course,” agreed Miss Stein, without thinking. She immediately wondered at her ready acquiescence. How quickly things become habitual.

“They are back as they should be inside, and we do Dolly up as she was every now and then,” said Miss Pearson, “especially in the evenings.”

Miss Stein looked pointedly at her host and made her laugh.

“You will have to attend one of our little soirees, Miss Stein,” she said, recovering herself, “for research, at least.”

“Yes,” agreed Miss Stein. “I would like that.” She acknowledged the necessity from the point of view of her enquiry, and anyway, by this stage she was extremely curious about what went on.

“Now,” said Miss Pearson, “where would you like to begin?”

“I suggest that we start with a general overview of the arrangements here, and then go back to where it all began?”

“Good,” agreed, Miss Pearson, “I was going to suggest something along those lines.” She paused for a moment to gather her thoughts.

“Is it all right to use a Dictaphone?” asked Miss Stein, fishing one out of her bag.

“I don’t see why not,” replied Miss Pearson, after a brief hesitation. “It will speed things up, I suppose?”

“Greatly,” agreed Miss Stein.

“Well,” said Miss Pearson, with a nod, “let’s see. The number of persons in the house I suppose you already know?”

“Yourself,” said Miss Stein, “Miss Whitworth and Miss Tate; the two slaves, and Dolly?”

“6 and 13, yes, dearest Dolly, and don’t forget our latest acquisition, 33. Miss Tate’s pet.”

“Ah, yes,” said Miss Stein, “so there’s four slaves and three, er, ladies?”

“Yes,” said Miss Pearson with a broad, bright smile.     “All permanently on the premises?”

“Yes,” said Miss Pearson, “and we are finding that it is about the right number for the space. 6 and 13 have proven themselves excellent guardians, and take turns to watch over us each night. Dolly looks after our domestic needs. We have many who live outside, of course.”

“I was wondering about all the other slave numbers,” said Miss Stein.

“Some of them have left altogether, I’m afraid to say,” said Miss Pearson, with a sigh, “but let us leave their story for another time.”

“Indeed,” said Miss Stein, “thirty-three would be an unmanageable number in any case, surely?”

“Oh, we keep a book,” said Miss Pearson, “and Miss Whitworth knows them all by heart. Twenty-eight, we have, at the last count, I believe.”

“Twenty-eight!?”

“I believe so,” said Miss Pearson, with a smirk, “though not all are summoned here regularly. 17, for instance, lives in Canada, and contributes mainly in terms of financial assistance, though he has visited us, and will do so again. There is a whole range.”

“There are enough stories here to make this book a very thick one, I think,” said Miss Stein.

“If you told it all,” agreed Miss Pearson.

“And I mean to do that.”

Miss Stein paused a moment.

“You mentioned a slave who contributes financially,” she resumed, gently, “does this house essentially run on such contributions?”

“I control a considerable fortune of my own here,” replied Miss Pearson, a little sharply, “and do not depend on such assistance.”

“I see,” said Miss Stein, quickly.

“Though, any extra income is of course very welcome.”

“Of course.”

There was a brief, uncomfortable silence.

“It would be right, in any case,” continued Miss Pearson, in a softer tone, “if this house should be maintained by the labours of men. That is their purpose.”

“Yes,” said Miss Stein, “I do see that.”

“I didn’t, at first,” admitted Miss Pearson, “I had completely the wrong understanding of everything.” She chuckled pleasantly at the recollection.

“But something changed all that?” prompted Miss Stein, as Miss Pearson seemed to lose herself in remembrance.

“Yes,” she said, with a wicked, gleaming smile. “In a single moment, everything changed.”

“Perhaps that’s where I should begin, too, then,” said Miss Stein, echoing her expression.

“Yes, it would be as well to get everything in its proper order,” agreed Miss Pearson.

She paused for a moment to collect her thoughts.

“My life was in no way remarkable,” she began, “looking back now. The circumstances of my birth were commonplace, upper middle class, with pretensions, of course, as all we all had.” She smiled and looked as Miss Stein. “They used to say that we were the worst for that, we who were neither of the earth or of the castle, but caught in between.”

“Well,” said Miss Stein, with a frown, “that’s probably not so true today.”

“You are right,” agreed Miss Pearson, “dissatisfaction is everywhere these days, I think.”

“Except here, it would seem,” said Miss Stein, with wry smile.

“Why yes,” said Miss Pearson, laughing, “We deal in satisfaction here.” She grew more serious. “That’s why they come, Miss Stein. And why they stay, in the main.”

“And they cannot find it on their own?”

“Goodness, no, the poor dears,” said Miss Pearson, with a flash of her green eyes, “they all have to come to us eventually; or hide themselves away and whip themselves bloody trying to forget us.” She laughed lightly at that. “I doubt they escape us, even then. They cannot change the way they are made. They are all the same underneath. Always have been, always will be.”

“Have we always been the same, too?”

Miss Pearson inclined her head respectfully at the perspicacity of the question.

“Yes, I believe so; fundamentally.”

Miss Stein was silent for a moment, biting her lip.

At that moment, Dolly came in with the tea, and they said nothing more as the maid arranged the cups and laid out the plate of cakes.

“It’s all right, Dolly, dear,” said Miss Pearson, kindly, “I’ll pour.”

“Thank You, Mithtreth,” said Dolly, with a neat curtsey. She still had her high heels with the ankle locks and it was quite feat of balance and poise.

“How is it that we are so confused then?” asked Miss Stein, when they were once more on their own.

“Oh, you know the answer that,” said Miss Pearson, “but for the sake of the record I will say it. Humanity is like the middle classes, always wanting and pretending to be something they are not.”

She smiled at this association, and reached across to pour a cup of tea for Miss Stein.

“Oscar Wilde said that man’s first duty was to be as artificial as possible. Man’s second duty no one has yet discovered,” said Miss Stein.

Miss Pearson put down the pot and laughed unashamedly at that, and Miss Stein joined her, giggling for a good while.

“That puts it exactly,” said Miss Pearson, recovering her poise, “and I was about my ‘first duty’ like the rest for so many years. Full of what I thought I should be, but never what I was.”

“Until slave 1?” asked Miss Stein, shyly, taking the proffered cup with a nod. “Thank You.”

“Please have some cake,” said Miss Pearson, with a warm smile. “Yes, slave 1 opened my eyes.”

She sipped at her cup and frowned, remembering.

“I was working in London, in the City,” she murmured, “doing rather well, I suppose. And I wasn’t short of so-called ‘love-life’.” She snorted and shook her head with an irritated flick. “I thought that’s what one did, and didn’t like to disappoint.”

“But it wasn’t very, er, satisfactory?”

“No,” said Miss Pearson, definitely, “but I didn’t think a lot about it. The guys I dated were the alphas, the hunks and the high-risers.” She giggled. “In more ways than one, sometimes. I thought it couldn’t get any better for a girl. But there was never much in it for me. I thought I was pretty unresponsive to all that anyway. I was beginning think I was frigid.”

She sighed with mock weariness.

“But it wasn’t that at all. I was just ignorant.” She smiled wryly. “Imagine it, Miss Stein, all that education and yet so fundamentally ignorant. Oh, I knew my geography and history and biology, all right. Mathematics came so easily to me, too. I suppose I was not naive exactly, either, and knew how to take care of myself in the big city. But I still knew nothing about what I really was, nothing of what I could do.”

“It reads rather like one of those fantasy stories,” observed Miss Stein, “where the hero has hidden gifts that are only revealed towards the end, to devastating effect.”

“Yes,” said Miss Pearson, with a broad smile, “that is exactly how it felt. I witnessed the effects of a power that I didn’t know I had. It saw the impact of a strength that went right to the essence of life itself.”

Miss Stein waited for her to go on.

“Think of it, Miss Stein,” she said, darkly, “an unstoppable power at the heart and centre of everything, and I didn’t really have the least notion it was mine.”

“So how did you discover it?” asked Miss Stein, with a rapt stare.

“Well,” said Miss Pearson, “let me tell you the whole story.” She paused for a moment. “It all began with a little note left in the earpiece of my telephone. I was working at an investment bank at the time, and we used the old style ‘dog and bone’ equipment at our desks. They still are the most comfortable telephones to use. Anyway, I read the note, and I said...well...let’s put it this way, it earned me a fair sum of money for very little risk.”

“Ah.”

“Of course, I was suspicious,” continued Miss Stein, “but apart from the note, there was no evidence of any connection, so it was a strange way to lay a trap. I decided to wager a small sum, and I was very glad that I did so. I won’t go into the particulars, even now, if you don’t mind, and You will have to change the names, I suppose, Miss Stein, if this goes public.”

“Of course. But you had no idea at all who could have done you the favour?”

“I had suspicions, but nothing more than that,” said Miss Pearson. “Time went by and no one approached me, or gave me the slightest hint that they knew anything about it.”

“Strange.”

“Yes, indeed it was. And just when I had begun to forget about the whole thing, another note appeared, just as the first had done. Again containing confidential and very advantageous information.”

“I see.”

“And again the same thing happened. I invested a more considerable sum on the basis of what the note contained, and again, was richly rewarded.”

“You must have looked like a very astute investor,” said Miss Stein, with chuckle.

“Oh, I still had my failures with the bank’s money,” she said, chuckling with her, “and there was so much cash washing around that no one even commented on it. I kept it dark in any case.”

“But you still didn’t know who it was?”

“To be honest, at that time, no.”

“How remarkable; and the informer did not attempt to contact you in any other way?”

“Not then. But the third time, I found myself wondering why the note was always left in a gleaming receiver.”

“A what?”

Miss Pearson smiled.

“Our telephones were cleaned and disinfected once a month by a telephone sanitiser. I know it sounds a bit old hat. But we still used desk mounted units, and they get dirty just as they’ve always done. And you know how paranoid everyone is these days about hygiene. Well, every time a note was left, it was sparkling clean.”

“Ah.”

“And I thought who better to hear whispers in offices all over London than a telephone sanitiser? Even the top tables had phones that needed cleaning.”

“And did you challenge him?” asked Miss Stein.

“I didn’t have to,” replied Miss Pearson. “I was out of the office when he next came round, but the note was there as usual, and this time, it included a mobile phone number.”

“Ah.”

“Which of course, after much soul-searching, I naturally had to ring. I was so curious.”

“I can imagine.”

“And my suspicions were confirmed. It was the sanitiser. He had been incredibly discreet. Even when he was actually at my desk, disinfecting my telephone, he gave no indication that he entertained any interest in me whatsoever.”

“And yet...”

“And yet,” said Miss Pearson, with emphasis. She took another sip of tea and broke out into giggles. “He was so nervous on the phone when I rang the number, he could hardly speak! I had to try and calm him down, even though I was not exactly without anxiety myself, of course. When it became obvious that he was struggling to express deep and abiding feelings for me, it did not lessen my fears. I had heard of the ‘stalker’ phenomenon and was very careful to give him no encouragement.”

“I can imagine,” said Miss Stein, with a shudder.

Again, Miss Pearson laughed.

“But I needn’t have worried. He is one of the sweetest people alive as it turned out. I met him at a neutral, public venue. Trafalgar Square, it was.”

“Weren’t you bothered about linking yourself with this man?” asked Miss Stein, “in view of the information he had passed you?”

“Yes, of course,” said Miss Pearson, “but it is a very large city. And I stayed well away from my regular locations.”

“But you must have assumed that he was after sex,” said Miss Stein.

“Yes, I had suspected that, of course,” said Miss Pearson, “but he had been so pathetic on the phone. I just didn’t fear the man at all.”

“Dangerous.”

“I suppose,” agreed Miss Pearson, “though I conjectured that there was little he could do at Trafalgar Square.”

“No,” admitted Miss Stein.

“I knew of course that he wanted something from me, but when he revealed what that something was, I was literally speechless.”

She laughed at that, shaking her head.

“And what did he want? How did he express it?” asked Miss Stein, with a trace of impatience.

“Oh, it was so sweet, really,” said Miss Pearson, remembering it with obvious pleasure, “he prattled on as people do about inconsequential things, and then very gently, with his hand shaking, did no more than pass me a plastic bag.”

Miss Pearson looked at her interviewer with a wry smile.

“What do you think was in that bag, Miss Stein?”

The social facilitator smiled and shrugged.

“I have absolutely no idea, Miss Pearson.”

“It was a collar, Miss Stein, a collar for a dog.”

“Oh.”

They looked at each other for a moment, and Miss Stein was aware of a fluttering at her stomach as the other woman’s eyes gleamed and glittered at the remembrance.

“I was more confused than shocked,” she said. “My mind is an ordered mind, Miss Stein, and I did not like things that are not arranged in a pattern that was comprehensible. I looked questioningly at the man, but he was not looking at me. I realised that my shock and incomprehension was nothing to what he was going through. His whole body shook and he gave me the impression of someone marked for execution, with a reprieve hanging in the balance. It was truly extraordinary.”

“I can imagine,” murmured Miss Stein, fascinated. “What did you do?”

“Nothing, for a good while,” said Miss Pearson. “I reached inside the bag to touch the studded leather, as it to make sure it was real, and noticed that it had a tag attached. Naturally I read it and that’s when I got another shock. It read Property of Miss Pearson.”

“Goodness.”

“I looked at him sharply then, and he felt my gaze I think, for he turned round. Ah, the pathetic need in his eyes. It was incredible to me. The adoration there, too, and worship.”

Miss Pearson smiled.

“Before I could speak, as if he was terrified of something I might say, he explained that he did not want to intrude on my life in any way and never wanted to meet again, but would I please give him permission to keep and wear that collar.”

“Incredible.”

“Incredibly romantic,” said Miss Pearson. “No one had ever said anything remotely like that to me before. No man had ever looked at me that way. I cannot describe the effect it had on me, Miss Stein.”

“And you agreed?”

“Yes.” Her look was intense, far away, with a faint smile playing on her lips. “I said ‘yes’, and thanked him for the tips with a sincere smile. His gratefulness was incredible. I thought he was going to explode with happiness. I just didn’t understand it.” She looked at Miss Stein. “I walked away then, mostly because of that confusion. I realised that something beautiful and powerful had happened, but I didn’t know what it was. I had to have time to think.”

“I can well imagine,” said Miss Stein, sympathetically. “And what happened after that?”

“Well,” said Miss Pearson, with a giggle, “what didn’t happen after that?”

She shrugged. “It was a turning point. The turning point.”

“But what happened in particular?”

Miss Pearson frowned a little, and pursed her lips.

“At first it was just all in my head. I kept thinking about the very idea of a man desperately happy to wear a dog collar with my name on it. I pictured him naked with nothing but that studded leather band around his neck, looking up at me with the same adoration and gratefulness that he had shown that day in the square. I found it incredibly exciting and arousing. It had sounded a deep chord in me that no other sexual encounter had so much as touched. Can you understand it, Miss Stein? I was discovering myself for the first time. Discovering my power! It was incredibly exciting!”

“I see,” murmured Miss Stein, “and did you see him again? I mean just the two of you?”

“No,” said Miss Pearson, with a wry smile, “Though obviously I was tempted. I don’t know why I didn’t exactly. There was the security issue, of course. I didn’t want us to be connected. And there was the purity and beauty of that moment, too, at Trafalgar Square. Somehow I didn’t want to disturb it.”

“I can appreciate that,” said Miss Stein. “I think you were wise.”

“Yes, I haven’t regretted it,” said Miss Pearson. “One of the reasons I was able to set up so well in this lovely property was the advancement offered by the continued flow of information from him.” She smiled. “He doesn’t seem to be able to forget about me, even though I have given up work now.”

“And you have not contacted him again?”

“No,” said Miss Pearson, and this time her smile was colder, more sadistic. “There is something satisfying about his suffering, his continued worship of me being totally unrequited apart from that one time when I gave him permission to wear my collar. It’s so special and sweet.”

“I see,” said Miss Stein, “so slave one merely awoke Your romantic interest, without actually becoming an associate.”

“Indeed,” replied Miss Pearson, “and I think the man prefers it that way, too, although no doubt he would come running if I called.”

“I believe that,” said Miss Stein.

“But it would be very awkward for him, all the same. I understand that he is married, with children, and part of his own investment house now. “I know that he still wears the collar though.”

“How do you know that?”

“Every year, in addition to the financial tips, he includes a photograph of himself on his knees wearing it. And the sweet adoration in his eyes never fades, even as his face ages.”

“Oh, that is romantic!”

“Indeed,” said Miss Pearson, with a cruel laugh. “Isn’t it?”

The ladies were silent for a moment.

“So how did you pursue your new interest, if not with slave 1?” asked Miss Stein, after a while.

“Well,” said Miss Pearson, with a smirk, “one can find anything in London, you know. And the Internet! It’s so easy. But my early experiences after my awakening could be the subject of a further talk, I think?”

“Of course, Miss Pearson. There is enough here to make a good start.”

The two ladies sat for a moment in companionable silence, and then Miss Stein got up.

“I should be going, Miss Pearson,” she said, with a grateful smile, “Thank you so much for your time.”

“You are very welcome, Miss Stein.”

Miss Stein considered that Mistress Pearson had been right to curtail the interview as she drove down towards the gateway. It would have been wrong to carry on to the next episode of the story and leave slave 1 behind so quickly. He deserved to have his place. It was, as Miss Pearson had said, a very romantic and beautiful story. She found herself wondering what she might have done, had a man given her a collar to put round his neck, with her name on the tag. She wriggled slightly in her seat. The very thought was wickedly seductive.

*                                                           *                                                                       *

Miss Whitworth stirred her cappuccino impatiently. She hated waiting, and she hated to be away from her charges at the Slavehouse. She had worked a six hour shift at the hospital, which she liked to do to keep her skills sharp and stay abreast of the latest developments in health care. The money was not so important.

She would normally be home now, but she had agreed to meet with Detective Sergeant Bell, the man who had recently visited the Slavehouse as part of an official inspection.

Mr Bell had first contacted her by letter, a rather spare invitation to meet without going into his reasons, and Miss Whitworth had thus had the opportunity to refer the matter to Miss Pearson before making a decision. Miss Pearson had been inclined to favour the idea, in order that the officer’s motivation could be ascertained. The police were not to be trifled with, and a good relationship with the authorities was essential to their survival.

Miss Whitworth had reluctantly agreed, and, with a cardigan over her nurses whites, awaited the man’s arrival at the coffee shop that was inside the hospital, in the entranceway. Her hair was still pinned up, with cap fixed in place.

Mr Lawrence Bell, Detective Sergeant, had not remained in his uniform however, and it was with some difficulty that he established his identity to the satisfaction of Miss Whitworth. Without his neat blues, he looked very much like the average outpatient, a little worn around the edges, and extremely nervous and stressed.

He eventually managed to sit down and Miss Whitworth ordered a coffee for him.

“It’s amazing what they’ve got here,” he said, with a tremble in his voice and a poor attempt at a smile, “like a regular shopping arcade.”

“Yes,” replied Miss Whitworth, coolly, looking at him as though he were an interesting insect wriggling on a pin.

The contrast between the two of them could not have been greater. She sat back comfortably in her seat, elegant and poised in her nurse’s uniform, with the clean white lines following the natural curves of her body with modest and yet deceptively alluring appeal. Her face was not made up, but she looked at him with a serenity and loveliness that contrasted starkly with his craggy, desperate aspect and shapeless, trembling body.

Mr Bell carried on about the bright friendliness of the shopping arcade against  the clinical horrors of the wards, and Miss Whitworth played along with it, making occasional affirmative remarks, whilst all the time watching him with predatory eyes.

“You see,” said Mr Bell, clearing his throat nervously, “a man cannot survive those wards. Can’t take them, do you understand me?”

“I’m afraid I do not...” said Miss Whitworth, coolly.

“We need the bright lights, the dazzle, the friendliness, the warmth...”

“Oh,” said Miss Whitworth, trying to suppress a cold smile, “I see. Yes, I suppose so.”

She took a sip of her coffee to cover her amusement.

“Miss Whitworth...” he began, awkwardly, “you see....”

“Yes?”

“I am a lonely old man.....married to the job...”

Miss Whitworth could have laughed out loud.

“Well,” she said, “I am sorry about that..”

“It was your hand,” he said, softly, as if suddenly in a dream, “your touch, do you see? It haunts me.”

He was gripping his right forearm with his left, and Miss Whitworth smiled at him, and not unkindly. What sort of power do we have, she wondered, where our softest touch rips the heart from a man’s body?

“I know that it was nothing to you,” he said, looking up at her quickly and glancing away again. “I know that. But you don’t know what effect you had. Just a touch of your hand, and that kind look.”

“Well,” she said, with a gentle laugh, “I am sorry if I gave you sleepless nights.”

“Just a squeeze of my arm and a smile,” he said, with faint amusement, shaking his head at himself. “Nothing to it. Nothing at all. And yet, I can’t help repeating it in my head, feeling your touch.”

He shrugged helplessly, and looked as though he was about to cry.

Miss Whitworth looked at him appraisingly for a moment, and then reached across to take his hand in hers.

The contact seemed to go through him like an electric shock. He looked up at her in surprise and she locked her eyes on his.

“Mr Bell,” she said softly. “I do sympathise.” She smiled thinly. “You have come late to the recognition of this need in you, and are consequently desperate. There is no need to be so.”

He looked up at her, uncomprehending.

“You liked my hand on your arm, didn’t you?” she asked, with a dazzling smile. “Imagine what my collar would feel like.”

“Well, I didn’t .....!”

“Imagine it,” she whispered, “when you are all on your own in that empty house, living your empty life. Imagine how it would feel to be mine. Imagine all that empty space inside full to overflowing with my presence. How it would feel to please me, and please me always.”

He looked at her, desperately, trying and failing to speak.

She smiled and grasped his arm, giving it a squeeze.

“I must go now,” she said, with a wry smile, getting to her feet, “I’ll leave you to think about it. You know where to find me.”

And with a final smile, she turned and walked out of the cafe.

Mr Bell watched her sinuous movements hungrily, the nurses’ uniform doing nothing to conceal her classic, elegant figure.

His hand shook as he took up his cup and he had to put it down again for fear of spilling it. He leant forwards and sucked up a little of the hot liquid with the cup still on the table. Eventually, he was confident enough to pick it up and drink properly.

When Miss Whitworth got back to the Slavehouse and parked her people mover in the garage, she went to the upper level, to the slave cells. Slave 6 was in its cage, and it woke as she came up to it. She murmured to it and presented her boot for the slave to kiss and lick. Then she went out to see to 13, who was patrolling the grounds with the dog. He grovelled at her feet, pathetically glad to see her, too.

Having satisfied herself that all was well with the slaves, she went into the house.

“Well,” she said, to Miss Pearson, after she had washed and changed upstairs, “that was interesting.”

“What did the good Detective Sergeant want?” inquired Miss Pearson, pleasantly.

Miss Whitworth giggled and put her hand modestly in front of her mouth.

“Oh, no,” said Miss Pearson, laughing with her. “Slave thirty-four?”

“Give it a few days,” said Miss Whitworth, shaking her head. “I don’t know what we are going to do with him.”

“Well, I suppose it might be as well to have a slave in the police force,” mused Miss Pearson, laughing again.            

“We’ve got one just about everywhere else,” agreed Miss Whitworth. “Though he is a bit old, isn’t he?”

“Age is no bar,” said Miss Pearson, “it is never too late to realise the truth and surrender to it.” She smiled wickedly. “There is something appealing about making someone of that age grovel at our feet anyway, don’t you think?”

“Yes,” said Miss Whitworth, with a smirk, “I suppose you are right.”

She looked up as Miss Tate came into the house, back from her duties at the chambers.

“Miss Pearson,” she said, breathlessly, “Brenda.”

“Miss Tate,” replied Miss Pearson, inclining her head.

“Could I borrow 6 or 13, please, Brenda?” she asked. “I have something that needs carrying upstairs.”

“Of course, 13 is doing the rounds,” replied Miss Whitworth, “but what about your pet, dear? I hope he is not unwell?”

“Oh, no,” said Miss Tate, brightly, “but he is a bit tied up at the moment.”

They all laughed at that.

“All right, I’ll send him to you.”

“The box is in my boot, and if you could get just outside my door, please?”

After she had gone, Miss Pearson turned to Miss Whitworth and a frown creased her lovely forehead.

“Do you know what she has in mind for 33, Brenda?”

“Not exactly,” said Miss Whitworth, “she is keeping it in her quarters.”

“She has asked permission to use the spare bathroom on the top level.”

“Oh, has she got a problem with hers?”

“That’s just the point, dear,” said Miss Pearson, “there is nothing wrong with it apparently.”

“Well,” said Miss Whitworth, getting to her feet. “I had better get 6 to carry up that package for her, whatever she’s up to.”

When Miss Tate entered her room, she slipped off her black court shoes and flopped down on the bed with a sigh, still in her office skirt and blouse. She smirked and giggled, evidently lost in some pleasant reverie. She leaned across to her bedside table and picked up a sheaf of stapled together sheets of paper that she had printed off the internet. She read them, lying on her back, smiling wickedly at the text.

She got up then and went to the bag that she had brought from the supermarket, glanced inside and giggled again. She picked out a bottle of cider vinegar and a packet of sample cups.

She slipped on her shoes again and went to the bathroom, snapping on the light the bottle of vinegar and cups in her hand.

She looked at the male figure kneeling at one side of the toilet, his wrists and ankles shackled in a four way chain, with a ring at the middle. Another chain went from this right round the base of the toilet bowl and back again, padlocked in place. His face was hooded, except for a generous mouth and nose opening, and it was secured with a thick, padlocked collar. At his crotch was a chastity device padlocked around his prick.

Ignoring him as if he were another bathroom fitting, she put the bottle down on the floor for a moment and went to the toilet bowl. She sat on the toilet bowl right beside him as if it were the most natural thing in the world and let her nectar flow.

She got up, cleaned herself with toilet paper, and then went back to the bottle of vinegar. She poured a measure into a small sample cup then went across to him, a severe and serious look on her face.

“Toilet,” she snapped, “open your mouth.”

33 did so, without making a sound. Miss Tate smirked at this. She had already made it painfully clear to him that silence was at all times to be maintained, or if asked specifically for an answer would either grunt once for ‘yes’, or twice for ‘no’. The instructions were quite explicit on that point, and she didn’t want to make any mistakes.

“Now, hold this in your mouth without swallowing, do you understand?”

He grunted once in reply.

She carefully tipped the measure of vinegar into his mouth, trying not to make him cough or retch. He trembled a little, but kept the bitter liquid where she had intended, desperate to please her. She smirked at him.

“Ten minutes, toilet,” she said coldly, “and then I’ll be back to see you swallow it.”

She was most gratified to hear him whimper as she went out, the tremulous, pathetic sound of a broken and obedient creature.

The instructions warned of a long and tedious road ahead, but the rewards! She giggled to herself. The rewards should be quite stunning if all went well.

She reached into the bag again and brought out a large chrome dog bowl, setting it down on the carpet, and then came a tin of dog food, with a ring pull top. She giggled again. Really, this might become tedious over the weeks ahead, but at the moment, it was just exquisite.

The slave had not eaten for two days and was plainly suffering from lack of food and dehydration. This disorientating condition was all part of the system set out in the instructions. It should help that the slave is confused and a little delirious at this stage.

She smiled as she opened the tin and spooned out the contents into the chrome bowl. It smelt disgusting, but she persevered till it was all in there. Then she looked at her watch and went back into the bathroom, switching on the light again.

She put the bowl down on the floor. She saw him try to look, but he had to keep his head up in order to keep the liquid in his mouth so he could not see what she had put on the floor, only hear the metallic ring on the tiles. She smiled and was pleased to see the vinegar still in her slave’s mouth.

“Good toilet,” she said, “now swallow.”

He did so, and she did not know whether the tears that came into his eyes at this were caused by the vinegar going down his throat, or because of the praise she had given him. Perhaps both, she thought, trying not to giggle. It was also expressly advised that the Domme should not laugh at her toilet. It should never be encouraged to think of its function as anything but completely normal.

“Hungry, toilet?” she asked, as he recovered from the taste of the vinegar. She did not need to hear the affirmative single grunt to know the answer to that one. He was plainly famished.

She undid her skirt and stepped out of it, putting it over the lip of the bath. Then she dropped her panties to her ankles and squatted over the dog bowl in full view of her slave. She tensed a little and strained, till her ass was forced open by a glistening, brown stool. She closed her sphincter on it, so that just a turd the size of a golf ball fell into the bowl onto the dog food. She then let fall a second or two of her golden nectar right on top of it. She pulled her panties back up after wiping herself with paper, then got back into her skirt and zipped it up to her waist.

Then, without looking at the slave, she knelt back down again and mixed it all in together with the spoon, trying not to retch at the smell. It really was foul, but the instructions had forewarned her of the unpleasantness of the training process and she steeled herself to continue.

She put the mixture next to her slave and pointed.

“Eat it,” she snapped.

He glanced up at her in mute appeal, but knew better than to think it would find any mercy there. She smiled thinly at him. “You don’t want to disappoint me do you, toilet?”

He flinched as if he had already been struck, whimpered a little and then bent down to the bowl. After all, he was incredibly hungry.

She put her shoe on his head as he got close to the bowl and forced his face down into it as he began to swallow it down, retching a little as he did so.

“That’s better,” she said, stifling a titter. “You’ll get used to it. We need to condition your stomach, don’t we?”

She took her foot off is head and went to the door. He looked up at her as she smiled and snapped off the light.

“I want to see a clean bowl in the morning,” she said, and closed the door.

She smirked and then let out her laughter at a safe distance from the bathroom. It really was so sweet. The slave lived in darkness just like a real toilet, and only knew light when its Owner was present. All those hours of darkness on the cold tiles, with nothing but dog food mixed with her shit and piss to eat, knowing that it had to eat it all and lick out the bowl before morning. Its life was in total darkness, except for her brief visits. She giggled to herself and imagined what the future would be like if the training went well. It was just too mind-blowingly wonderful to contemplate.

She suddenly remembered the package that she had picked up at the post office that day and went to the door.

On the carpet outside was a parcel about half a metre square, wrapped in brown paper.

She picked it up gleefully and brought it inside. She tore off the paper impatiently to reveal a box made of thick Perspex. It had a white toilet seat bolted to the top, with a mouse hole shaped cut-out in the front at the bottom. She opened the lid and saw that an oval hole corresponded to the loo seat opening, but was fitted with a removable funnelling piece that ended at an aperture about big enough to admit a plum. At the centre of each side, was an iron ring.

Miss Tate squirmed with excitement as she examined every inch of the strong, transparent structure. It had been costly, but she had wanted quality. It was evidently not complete in itself as a toilet. It was designed to form part of a beautiful combination, the other half of which was chained in her bathroom.

She wanted to install it in the box at once, but she knew that patience was the key. All in good time she thought, giggling again. It would be well worth the wait.

The End

*

Next in the Slavehouse Series:

The Darkest Truth (Slavehouse IV)

The Slavehouse…All men who come into contact with its fatal, alluring spell are doomed to be subjugated in the most degrading and extreme way, transformed permanently into vacuous, adoring pets of the evil Mistresses who reside there. 


Those who come with the mantle of authority, those who chance upon a misfortunate intrusion, those who approach in blissful ignorance, all become their helpless, captive prey, doomed to live out the twisted intentions of Miss Pearson, Miss Whitworth, and Miss Tate, sisters without mercy. 


Of those men who foolishly enter, none ever come out again except as a living testament to the power of the Slavehouse, broken, changed, subjugated and enslaved. 





In the fourth book of this dark and compelling series, the shocking depths of what lies at the heart of Miss Pearson's thriving establishment begin to appear, and readers beware: As the visitors in the tale are changed by the experience, so will you inevitably be. … 

Chained Inside (Slavehouse IV): myBook.to/the-darkest-truth

I am always happy to hear from readers about any aspect of my books and writing. I will always reply even if (at busy times) it might take me a day or so. J

Please use the form HERE:

Charlotte Benning – FemDom stories.
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