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It all began so innocently…

…late on a Friday night in April; all the usual elements were in place.

Firstly, it was raining; and secondly, a small crowd of rowdy, drunken lads coming back from the pub through the glistening, miserable streets. They were a little loud, a little drunk, and a little disorderly; fully indifferent to the silent houses they passed.

The residents to each side cowered behind closed curtains as usual, too, looked nervously at the TV, or listened in bed with their heart thumping till the sounds of their boisterous passage had faded away.

Presently, one of the group stopped by a double-gated entranceway, his attention caught by the notice affixed under a highly polished brass number plate. The property was set back somewhat from the road down a shadowy drive, with the high, imposing angles of the house beyond framed by trees.

“Ha!” he said, pointing. The rest gathered round him to see. The sign said: NO HAWKERS NO CIRCULARS NO CHARITIES NO CAROL SINGERS.

They stood back and looked at each other and then broke out into a ragged laugh. It was too much of an invitation. Singing carols at odd times of the year was a much enjoyed game of theirs.

They fiddled with the latch of the gate for a while, which caused more merriment, and then swung one section back and walked through, laughing and shouting.

They walked in the shadow of the dripping trees up the gravel drive, right up to the extended porch of the door. It was an imposing building and there was something about the dark and angular lines and leaning, resinous trees that made them pause for a moment, but there were eight of them and they soon broke into an untidy rendition of ‘We Wish You a Merry Christmas’.

However, as they began their ragged song, there came a terrific barking of a dog inside. They paused as the door was suddenly yanked back. A ferocious set of canine teeth seemed to lunge straight for them.

Everyone ran for it.

*                                                      *                                                           *

Miss Pearson looked up from her magazine, a slight frown creasing the smooth line of her brow. There came a long, despairing groan over her right shoulder but she was not listening to that. She was listening to muffled shouts, a dog barking, and the sounds of some sort of scuffle from somewhere above and beyond the cellar apartment where she was so comfortably and satisfactorily installed.

She sighed and turned a page of the magazine with a neat flick. Her fingers had gripped the glossy paper easily, for they were encased with leather; gloves that extended up her slender arms to above the elbow, gleaming in the light of two candles set on stands to each side of her ornate, high-backed chair.

The agonised doleful groan came again from the shadows in the corner of the room and her lips curved into a thin smile as she waited for a report on developments upstairs. The curving line of her lips did not soften the glittering intensity of her green eyes, nor alter the severe and cold demeanour of her pretty, but unwelcoming face. Her dark hair was pinned back in a forbidding bun, stretching her skin tight over prominent cheekbones.

There was nothing like the sound of male pain, she thought, savouring the echoes as they went round the stone walled cellar.

She had told herself that this was not really the room to be reading magazines in a hundred times, there were more comfortable apartments upstairs, and much better lit, but she did love her ‘Throne Room’, as she liked to call it, even if the ‘throne’ itself was made to make an impression rather than offer comfort to the occupant.

She allowed herself to gaze around the shadowy, candlelit space as she had done so many times before, drinking it all in, enjoying the scented, heavy air. She remembered how damp and empty the place had been at first, but slowly she had got it the way she wanted it. The walls were still the original stone, which was perfect for the effect, but they were decorated with a lifetime’s collection of wicked memorabilia, centred and inspired by Goddess Worship of the most extreme and profound kind.

In the shadows to each side of her impressive chair were rows and rows of cruel implements, strange, silent contraptions, benches, stocks, and countless icons of Divine Femininity.

This is where she felt most at home, most powerful, and most complete. She always felt the need to dress appropriately here, too, even when there were no official functions for her to perform, and the candlelight spilled liquid gold patterns on her PVC corset and tight leather skirt, and rippled down thigh length boots that ended in wicked stilettos.

She looked up as there came a respectful knock on the door.

“Yes?” she said, peremptorily.

The stout wooden door swung back to reveal a shapely young lady in knee-high boots, black pencil skirt and tight-fitting while blouse.

“S-sorry, to disturb you, Ma’am,” she said, somewhat breathlessly, “but we have an intruder.”

“Miss Tate,” she said, coolly, “kindly remember that there is only ever one good reason for a lady to become breathless.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” she said, looking at the Mistress of the House with deep respect and girlish adoration.

“How,” said Miss Pearson, her lip curling slightly “is it that we are intruded upon?”

The young girl recounted the appearance of the rowdy group of young men who dared to sing carols by their door, and described how they had been put to flight by the guard dog.

“Hmm, a shame the garden dog is at the vet’s or they wouldn’t have got that far. But you said intruder, as in ‘singular’, Miss Tate?”

“One of them fell over, Miss Pearson, and winded himself on the porch step. We have brought him inside and have him on the hall floor.”

“Ah, good,” she said, icily, “I will come up presently and see to it. What are your first impressions?”

“A jibbering idiot, Ma’am,” said Miss Tate with a shake of her pretty blonde head, “took one look at slave thirteen’s hooded face and went to pieces. Thinks he’s stumbled into a Black Mass.”

“Hmm,” said Miss Pearson, allowing herself a broad, cruel smile. She had always been fascinated by rituals, and black ones especially, but they had so often make the mistake of embodying evil in a male form. Ridiculous! She had made it her life’s work to re-educate pathetic male creatures, to reacquaint them with the ancient and true Divine, the Living Embodiment of Creation and Death, the Mystic, All-Powerful Form, before which every man must kneel. She sighed. There was so much more to be accomplished on that score.

Miss Tate waited for her respectfully, knowing better than to interrupt her thoughts. Miss Pearson glanced at her, set her mouth into a firm line and raised herself out of the chair in one, fluid, unhurried movement. Miss Tate stepped back and let her Mistress go up the steep cellar steps first.

Miss Pearson emerged into what had once been a corner of the scullery, now a corner of the modern kitchen, but it only communicated via a new entrance with the end of the hall, to prevent any culinary associations. It had been one of her modifications to the floor plan of the house, walling off the entrance to the cellar, or her crypt, as she liked to think of it sometimes, from the kitchen.

She stepped out into the electric light, blinking once or twice after the relative darkness below. Ten yards or so down the hall in front of her, a tall girl clad in tight fitting black woollens with dark, cascading hair was standing to one side of a prostrate, whimpering figure held down by the considerable mass of a large male, naked but for a hood that completely enclosed his face, and some sort of steel and leather contraption that contained his genitals and locked onto a reinforced belt that was fastened tightly round his middle.

Miss Pearson eyed both male creatures with distaste, thinking of how the ugly scene upset the poised and elegant lines of the hall, with its gleaming wooden floor, panelled walls and fine vases full of heavy blooms. At least one of them was properly attired; the other one...ugh.

“Miss Whitworth,” she said, looking at the other girl. “Kindly have this idiot stripped.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said the brunette, readily. “Cretin?” she snapped, tapping the slave with her crop. The man in the hood mumbled a ‘Yes, Miss Whitworth’ and got up smartly and started to fiddle with the prisoner’s shirt buttons.

“No, please,” whimpered the intruder trying to stop him, “I’m s-sorry about the singing...”

Miss Pearson let out an irritated hiss.

There was a whistling sound as Miss Whitworth swung a riding crop with calculated malevolence at the exposed behind of the collared man. He jerked in pain, but bit down on a scream.

“Rip them off, idiot,” she said, curtly, “we haven’t got all night!!”

There was no doubt in Miss Pearson’s mind that males should not be clothed. The sight of them affronted her enough in the world outside, but in her own house, it was simply intolerable. A collar and chastity device, or any other appropriate addition representative of its enslaved state was very much to be applauded, but in the absence of such materials, simple nakedness would suffice. Personally, she loved hoods on a slave, and all her pets wore them, with their number marked clearly on the back in white duct tape.

As her thoughts were running along these lines, the slave had finished its rough work and made the newly naked man kneel on the hard floor, keeping a hand clamped over his neck, and kneeling beside him, not looking up through the eyeholes of his hood.

“P-please,” said the man, clearly very frightened, “I’m sorry about the carol singing!”

Miss Pearson ignored him and watched as Miss Whitworth went through the pockets of the tattered garments, taking wallet, mobile phone, and house key. She strode with her heels clicking loudly across to Miss Pearson and offered them to her. She took the wallet and opened it, flicked through and then seemed to lose interest, handing them back again.

Miss Pearson stepped languidly towards the kneeling man and crouched down, all in one catlike movement. She grasped the man’s hair and jerked his head back, so that he was forced to look directly up at her. He shivered as if someone had walked over his grave as she locked her beautiful eyes with his, penetrating and cold. She studied him for a moment longer, and then released his head with a disgusted jerk.

“Girls,” she said, “have your fun, and then throw him out.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” they both chorused, and waited respectfully as Miss Pearson went unhurriedly back down to her underground lair.

Miss Whitworth and Miss Tate looked at each other for a moment, the latter suppressing a giggle, the other girl smiling in a more calculated fashion.

“What shall we do with him?” asked the younger blonde.

“Well for a start,” said Miss Whitworth, “this little shit is going to have to run all the way home without its pissy clothes.”

“I’m s-sorry,” begged the man.

“With ‘SLUT’ in lipstick somewhere?” giggled Miss Tate.

“No, p-please,” said the man, putting his hands together and pleading with them, tears starting at his eyes.

“Look how nicely he begs,” said Miss Whitworth, with a cruel laugh.

But they did not give him any mercy. They wrote SLUT and TWAT and IDIOT, and Miss Whitworth even wrote PEDO on his back with their lipstick, admiring their work and laughing. Their voices made a vicious, beautiful music over the whimpering of the intruder. The hooded slave made no sound at all, kneeling quietly to one side. The two women ignored him completely.

Down in the cellar apartment, Miss Pearson moved towards the chair that dominated the room, bent down slightly and straightened up with a box of matches in her gloved hands. She moved languidly over to the corner of the room where the groans had been regularly coming from, her heels clicking ominously on the stone floor.

She lit a candle there, and as the flame guttered and grew, a standing figure was revealed, held in some sort of iron contraption.

The man let out another long and bestial groan, full of agony and despair.

Miss Pearson chuckled, a throaty, luxuriant, chilling sound.

“Poor slave,” she whispered, holding the candle closer to the stooped, restrained figure, “does it hurt?”

She looked into the eyeholes of the man’s hood, holding the flame close, feeding on the pain and hopelessness written there, mixed so intoxicatingly with total adoration and surrender.

She chuckled again and stroked the smooth, gleaming rubber of his hood.

“Of course, you can’t talk with that gag, can you? How thoughtless of me.”

The man was similarly attired to slave thirteen in terms of the headgear, though there was a ‘nine’ on the back of this man’s head. The difference was that his cock and balls were not locked into a chastity device. Instead, they were secured at the bottom of a heavy iron triangle, the top two angles of which were locked around his wrists. The ring around the man’s ball sack was lined with wicked teeth that dug in to his vulnerable flesh if the triangle was not held completely motionless. Only by holding the heavy weight in precisely the right position could he avoid agonising pain to his balls. Do to that of course, he had to keep his arms still, which was agony in itself because they were extended by a final solid bar, fixed between his collar and the level part of the triangle between his locked wrists, making the effort to keep still for any length of time an impossibility. As his arms inevitably tired, the teeth raked his balls and he jerked them up again, letting out another groan.

“Perhaps, I’ll let you out tomorrow morning, slave,” said Miss Pearson, conversationally, ‘then again perhaps not.”

She laughed as the poor wretch tried to say something through the gag, no doubt something abject and desperate, and went back towards the throne. She pulled a cord and sat down, evidently still amused.

Upstairs, Miss Whitworth and Tate paused in their sadistic games for a moment as there came a tinkling sound from within the kitchen. A moment later, the adjoining door opened and a maid came out into the hall. She teetered on extremely high heels, held in place with padlocked straps. Her legs were encased in stockings, running up to a taffeta, petticoated skirt which belled out endearingly. Her middle was clasped tightly by a corset. She wore a collar and hood, with a maid’s frilly cap incorporated into the gleaming rubber material. She curtseyed as best she could in the extreme footwear and went carefully down the cellar steps.

The women turned their attention back to their victim and kicked him viciously with their sharply pointed shoes as he begged for mercy and tried to cover up his vitals. Miss Tate’s fresh young face took on a predatory gleam and she hissed in disappointment as she repeatedly missed he man’s balls because he was squirming too much. Miss Whitworth chuckled at this and put her hand on the young lady’s shoulder.

“Sissy,” she chided, “we don’t want the man screaming up here, do we? Not at this time of night!”

Miss Tate frowned and put her hands on her hips.

“I suppose you’re right, Brenda, let’s just get rid of the cretin then.”

“He’s boring me, too, now, honey.”

They both glanced to the cellar door as the maid came unsteadily back and re-entered the kitchen, curtseying to them as she went.

Miss Pearson waited patiently till the maid arrived back with a glass of wine. Everything was in the waiting, she thought. Let everyone have their illusions, till the reality was no longer deniable. She was the reality, and before her, all illusions fell away.

The maid knocked respectfully a moment later, and opened the door with her permission.

This one is so pleasing now, thought Miss Pearson, with a warm glow of satisfaction, watching her teeter towards her on those five inch ballet heels. It had taken years to re-educate this one properly, and the confused ideas the slut had entertained about divinity! Still the longer the process, the more satisfying the result. It might be a slow and frustrating business sometimes, invading a sub’s resisting but ultimately pathetic mind, but it was an insidious and irreversible one, too, because once she became established deep inside, she grew in their heads like a beautiful, deadly tree, impossible to uproot, choking off all contrary thoughts, filling every last corner of their psyche, till there was nothing left but Her Presence, Her Will. And she did this not by using any scientific method or drug, but simply by being Female, by being the ultimate stimulation, the image that by its very nature, transcended all others, and supplanted all others.

“Thank you, dolly,” she said, warmly, taking the glass of wine standing precariously on the tiny tray.

“Yeth, Mithtreth.” it lisped, endearingly.

Miss Pearson had to stop herself laughing too freely, and merely dismissed her with a gesture, enjoying the sight of her slave curtseying and then struggling to walk in a straight line on its way out.

Against the image of the Empowered Woman, she thought, nothing could compare, and in the modern society she moved in, there was no escape from it. Icons of the Goddess were everywhere. Calendars, billboards, films, newspapers.

She shook her head and smirked cruelly. No escape for the poor dears. No escape from the truth. There were many layers of social conditioning, patriarchal mumbo-jumbo, artificial cultural models to penetrate, but in the end, when all else was stripped away, there was the Goddess, and Her alone, ancient and all-consuming. She did not need to pretend or fabricate or twist the truth; she only had to shred a slave’s illusions with the force of her Femininity, destroy their shallow, wrongful identity by entirely altering their focus in line with the facts, and puncture their artificial, self-serving balloon of a world with one stamp of her stiletto heel.

She smiled and sipped at her wine as the agonised groan came from the corner of the room again. How they love to suffer for me, she thought, and how I enjoy their suffering, their adoring worship, their abject agony, their hopeless servitude.

Miss Pearson considered the pathetic creature they had caught this evening, so disrespectful and presumptuous, and as she did so, she frowned slightly, her eyes taking on a glitter of calculated malice. Something she had seen there, lurking right in the depths...

A moment later, she pursed her lips and went unhurriedly up the cellar steps again. The two girls were in the hall, just as the slave thirteen was closing the front door again after their victim’s departure.

“Gone, I take it, girls?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“And good riddance.

“Definitely, Miss Pearson.”

“I am retiring for the night.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Miss Whitworth.

“There is one thing more you could do for me, dear,” she said, with a sadistic smirk.

“Of course, Ma’am,” said Miss Whitworth, intrigued.

*                                          *                                               *

The poor wretch who had been the subject of the ladies wrath was in a terrible state as he cowered outside the gate, still in shock at the brutal treatment meted out to him. His friends seem to have deserted him, perhaps fearful of being included in some sort of criminal prosecution. He looked at his phone with shaking hands and saw that there were many text messages from them, but he didn’t trouble to read them. His hands were shaking so much he wouldn’t have been able to use the buttons. He didn’t know what to say to them anyway.

He shivered, naked but for the scrawled lipstick. He looked at the crudely drawn letters and took up some leaves to try and smear it off, whilst all the time watchful of anyone coming down the street. His main fear was being picked up by the police. He might say it was a stag night thing, he supposed, if the worst came to the worst.

He spotted a Kentucky Fried Chicken box in the hedge, and used it to hide his crotch. There didn’t seem to be anything for it but to keep to the shadows as best he could, praying every moment that he wouldn’t be spotted. His companions were nowhere in sight, and he was glad of it.

As it happened, he got to his little bedsit without meeting with anyone at all.

Once he was home, things went much better. ‘Relieved’ hardly did justice to the overwhelming feeling that engulfed him once the door was shut. He had really thought at one point that he was going to be horribly sacrificed in some sort of Black Ritual.

He got into the bath and cleansed all the lipstick and dirt away. He was shocked at how bruised and aching he was once his metabolism slowly returned to normal and the filth wiped away. Those girls had really gone to work on him, he thought, with a shudder, remembering their full-blooded kicks and evil, mocking words.

Text messages continued to come in and he answered one or two, just to reassure them that he was still living. He did not mention the way he had been humiliated by the two girls. Eventually, his friends stopped pestering him; put it all down as a great lark.

He poured himself a stiff whisky and gradually calmed down a little telling himself that they were right, and that was all that it amounted to. He wished that he could stop thinking about them though, the stare of the Dark Queen, her gleaming, deadly clothes, the laugh of the tall brunette, and the malevolence of the younger one, the way she enjoyed making him suffer, though she was so pretty and innocent-looking. It was all etched so clearly in his head. When he eventually tried to sleep, it was a long time before he finally nodded off.

His dreams were a tangled mass of pain and humiliation and wrathful Femininity; hard, beautiful faces in a black pit of fear. The diabolical ritual that he had presumed he had interrupted was broad and real and terrible in his head, being marched to a sacrificial altar in some ancient, moonlit grove, being mocked and kicked from each side as he was pushed mercilessly on, then at last a robed figure lowered a deep hood, and the face of Miss Pearson stared at him, just as she had done in reality, her gaze penetrating deep inside him, past all the superficial layers of social conditioning, past the paper-thin defences of his fragile self-image, down and down into the vulnerable, aching depths were he dare not look at himself, where the fundamental, unacknowledged forces boiled and surged in the dark.

When he finally woke, the experience of the previous night still overshadowed the morning, but he was able to speak to his friends on the phone and sound reasonably cheery and unaffected about the party that night. He just told them that he had been threatened with police action, but nothing had come of it. His body ached and there were bruises all over, but all the normal traces of his life were around him and he felt himself slowly returning to his usual self. He let out a long, shuddering breath.

When he went to the door to go out a little while later, he noticed that something had been posted through his letterbox. It was a brown paper jiffy bag, and the strange thing was that there was no stamp. He frowned as he examined it in his hands. There wasn’t even a name. If felt quite heavy, and the jiffy bag was pushed out as if straining to contain it.

He undid the seal there and then, his hands shaking again, and something slid out and fell to the floor with a meaty thud.

He looked down and his eyes went wide. Slowly, in shock, he bent down and picked it up.

It was a thick leather collar, studded, with a blank dog tag. Nothing more. No note, no address, nothing. He recognised it with a rising panic as being very similar to the one the naked man had worn last night. His first assumption was that it was a sign that they were going to press charges, but little by little, he began to realise that it was not that....not that at all....

His mind was filled again with their faces, their voices, their forms, but now they were not kicking him, they were still, looking at him, saying his name, over and over. It was as though they were standing next to him, beautiful and cruel, beckoning to him with elegant, graceful gestures, drawing him towards them.

Black magic, he thought, panic-stricken, trying to clear his mind.

He made to throw the collar in the bin but somehow he did not. Miss Pearson’s face came to him again, her eyes glittering, eloquent in their ancient power, taking him inside himself, deep inside...forbidden desires....

At his crotch, his prick started to swell

“No,” he breathed, in a strangled, choked whisper.

“Yes,” said her eyes, silently.

He could not look away, could not think of anything else, and could not banish her image from his mind.

He knew what She wanted him to do, as certainly as if She had written him instructions.

“No,” he pleaded, but his hands were doing something on their own, without him willing them to move. They were unbuckling the collar....

The next morning, Miss Pearson was overseeing the release of slave nine from the wicked contraption the girls humorously called the ‘music player’. The creature was in a very poor state, and had to be carried out by two other captive males, to be put in one of the cages that lined the wall of the garage space. That is where all the slaves shivered and moaned and tried to sleep at night, till they were let out for their daily duties. Slave nine would be permitted to rest there for the time being, till it recovered from its ordeal.

Miss Pearson was just considering which slave to replace him with in the fiendish device when Miss Tate came through the open door, an excited look on her smooth, fresh face.

“Miss Pearson,” she said, happily, “that idiot from last night...”

“Ah,” said the older Domme, a sneering smile curling her lip, “bring the fool in here, if you please, Miss Tate.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” she replied, and hurried out. Miss Pearson frowned slightly at the young girl’s haste, and then stepped towards the throne.

It was with some genuine pleasure that she received the intruder a moment later, stripped of all its clothes, wearing only the collar that she has so considerately and generously sent to his address. Stripped of its clothes, and shortly to be stripped of its illusions, she thought.

He knelt down onto the stone floor, with Miss Tate on one side, and Miss Whitworth on the other.

Miss Pearson considered him for a moment and then stood up from her chair. She stepped towards him, Her wicked heels clicking on the cold brick floor. She stopped right over him, and then crouched down to take hold of his head. This time, she did not grab his hair and yank his head back, but held him in her gloved hands, a tender but firm embrace. She stroked his face till the fear dwindled in his eyes, and the vulnerable, open need that she knew so well slowly replaced it.

“Poor slave,” she murmured, still stroking him, “would you like me to lock your collar and make you mine, mm? That’s what you came here for, didn’t you? To be my slave?”

She smiled as his eyes filled with tears and he struggled to speak. It was really so endearing. Watching his submissive yearnings well up under her influence, yearnings that he probably had not even fully realised he had; until now.

Miss Pearson looked up at Miss Whitworth, and held out a gloved hand.

“A padlock, if you please.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” she said, suppressing a chuckle. She went quickly to one side and there came the sound of her opening and closing drawers.

“Would you like me to padlock your collar?” she asked, softly, wiping away his tears with her gloved fingers. “Would you like that?”

He choked on a word, and nodded, looking rapturously up into her beautiful, cold face. She fed on his adoration, felt it like a tingling warmth creeping right through her sinuous body. This is what she lived for, what made life worth the name, the expression of the power that nature had given her, the thrill of seeing it take effect, the devastating force of it, the deep and irresistible truth of what she had become, what every woman could become.

Miss Pearson took the small padlock presented to her by Miss Whitworth, and held it up for the kneeling man to see.

“Once this secures Your collar, you are mine,” she said, with sudden, icy intensity, “do you understand?”

“Y-yes,” breathed the man.

“I mean MINE,” she said, “mind, body and soul, MINE.”

He looked up at her with fear, but she could see that the desire to submit, to be enslaved, to become Her property was overwhelming every other consideration. Of course it was, she thought, feeling another thrill of pleasure.

“Do You want me to lock Your collar?” she asked, quietly. “If you say ‘Yes, Mistress,’ it will be last choice You will EVER have!”

The man gazed up at Her a moment more, his face twisted by contending forces, as if hearing far off voices screaming out a last warning, but they were too faint, too weak in the loveliness and force of Her Presence. He nodded up at her and with a despairing whimper, said: ‘Yes, Mistress. Please.’

“So be it, then,” said Mistress Pearson, with a sadistic, creamy smile. She so enjoyed the moment when a slave first accepted her collar. It was the end of one life and the beginning of another. For her it was the end of illusion, and the beginning of truth. From that point, the boy ceased to be a useless, living affront to the Goddess, but began his degrading descent into something far more pleasing and useful, something that would eventually afford her a lifetime of pleasure and service.

She passed the open hoop of the padlock through the little post-hole that secured the buckle strap in place, and after a pause to enjoy the moment, firmly pushed the lock closed.

The breath came out of him with a great rush at the loud ‘snap’ of the padlock as it closed in her gloved hand. He hung his head, as if in defeat.

Miss Pearson held his head in her hands again and gazed into her new property’s eyes.

“How does that feel, slave?”

“W-wonderful!”

Her eyes narrowed, and her lips pursed together. He cowered under her cold, hostile glare.

“It feels wonderful, what!!??”

“M-Mistress,” he blurted, “it feels wonderful, Mistress!!”

“Hmm,” she said, still annoyed, ‘that’s better.”

She straightened up and looked at her companions.

“Girls, prepare his hood, if you please. Number Thirty-Three, I think?

“Yes Ma’am,” they chorused, eagerly.

“Keep your eyes down, slave,” she snapped, as she caught the new meat sneaking a look at her regal loveliness.

It always irritated her, a slave having a face. It was like the idiot’s history and former personality, to be erased at the first opportunity. She did not want to see smiles or frowns or any other form of facial expression. Her slaves did not require them. The smooth rubber of the hood allowed only one; the one pleasing to her, and one that would resemble more and more the inner character of the creature behind the gleaming material; vacant, adoring, unthinkingly obedient, uncomplicated and pure in her service. She strode languidly up and down, not looking at the worm kneeling at Her feet with its eyes averted.

Even the necessary openings in the hood, she thought, were both powerful symbols and practical training tools in their own right. Not only did the round little holes at mouth and eyes rob the slave of any expressive features, they also ensured that he could only look straight ahead, reinforcing the single-minded, simple fact of his existence, the sole focus of his life. What was to each side was unimportant, trivial. Only what was directly in his gaze signified anything. A slave’s life was blissfully simple and how completely they opened themselves up to it, how profoundly they embraced her as the only point of reference, the only thing that mattered in their narrow, padlocked universe.

She turned to the sound of the girls returning and smiled as they came in, with Miss Tate carrying the hood.

Miss Tate handed it to her, open delight and enjoyment written on her young flushed face. There was an appeal there, too, and Miss Pearson read her expression easily. The girl wanted this one to train up as her own. She was so eager; it was difficult to keep a straight face.

Miss Pearson examined the rubber garment, and saw that the correct number was stuck on the back, where zip went up to the crown. She crouched again in front of the slave and showed him the number.

“What is your number, slave?” she asked, curtly.

“T-thirty three, Mistress,” he responded, in a shaking voice.

“What is your name?”

The man hesitated for a split second, naked fear on his face.

“Slave thirty-three, Mistress,” he gasped, finally.

“Good,” said Miss Pearson, drawing out the syllable. “Slave thirty-three, say hello to your face.”

She smiled as the man whimpered and cowered before the rubber material. She opened the hood, and he stared into the waiting blackness, relieved only by the round, impersonal holes at mouth and eye. She pulled it over his face, yanking it down into place, then stood up behind him to pull the zip closed, adjusting it as necessary till it came together all the way down to his neck. The two girls had come round to the front to get a good view. They both loved to see a face being deleted by the shiny rubber, a personality wiped, and new slave emerging. Miss Pearson unlocked his collar briefly, smoothed his rubber hood down his neck and then re-secured it round the black material, locking it in place.

“Miss Tate, a nice chain lead, please.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said the young girl, eagerly.

When she came back with the requested item, the appeal was even more apparent in her eyes. Miss Pearson smiled at her and hesitated for a moment.

“Maybe this one,” she said, touching her cheek.

“Please, Miss Pearson,” she said, clasping her hands together.

The older woman considered for a while, then handed Miss Tate the lead.

“All right,” she said, “have him.”

“Oh!” said the young girl, blushing with pleasure, “thank You! Thank you!”

“It’s time you experienced the whole process,” said the older woman, with an easy, sadistic laugh.

“And I can make him into anything I want, Miss Pearson?” she gushed, delighted.

“You can make ‘it’ into whatever you want. Yes. It belongs to you.”

“Oooh,” said Miss Tate, hugging herself, her face beaming. “Thank You SO much!”

The young girl looked at Miss Whitworth, who smiled back at her, and then gradually she became colder and colder, more and more serious and intense. Miss Pearson was pleased to note this change. She didn’t approve of sweet displays of girlishness, especially in front of slaves. If she had any reservations about whether Miss Tate could undertake this one’s training, however, they were dispelled the moment the young girl crouched down and    addressed herself to her new property.

The man seemed to wince and cringe before the eager cruelty and youthful loveliness of his Domme Owner as she snapped the dog lead onto a D ring in his collar.

“You belong to me,” she whispered, “do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” said the man inside the hood, his voice strange and flat as his jaw worked against the tight material of the rubber. He still managed to sound frightened, noted Miss Pearson approvingly.

“You don’t yet, but you will, slave, I promise you,” said the young girl, in a chilling voice. The slave whimpered pathetically at the end of the chain lead, and Miss Tate smiled creamily at the sound.

She got to her feet and addressed Miss Pearson.

“I want to break him completely as soon as possible, Miss Pearson,” said the young girl, earnestly, her cheeks flushed.

“A commendable desire, Miss Tate,” replied the older woman,  pleased.

“I see that the music-player is unoccupied?”

“Ah,” said Miss Pearson, with a cruel smile, “so it is, dear. What is our holy place without the sound of male suffering? Good job we didn’t fit this one’s chastity belt quite yet.”

Miss Tale grinned wickedly and tugged on the new slave’s lead.

“Dogwalk,” she snapped, “that means follow like a dog, cretin.”

The slave might have been about to say ‘Yes, Mistress’ but it was strangled in his throat by another cruel tug on his lead. He crawled behind Miss Tate into the corner of the room. Mistress Whitworth was lighting candles and revealed the horrible contraption in the guttering, welling light. Though he could not comprehend its significance, the mere look of it was enough to make the new slave moan in fear.

“Silence!” snapped his young owner. She reached around in the dark and he screamed as a crop whistled down onto his bare behind. He began to sob, but stifled them abruptly when she raised her arm again.

“Up!” she hissed.

The slave was breathing shallow, quick breaths as the girls fitted him into the music-player. Miss Whitworth bent down to snap the fetters around his ankles. The slave began to hyperventilate and whimper, despite Miss Tate’s earlier command.

“Poor slave,” said the young girl, soothingly, stroking the rubber of its face. You want to please me, don’t you?”

“Y-yes, Mistress,” it replied, with a gasp, “so much, Mistress.”

“Of course, you do,” she chuckled. “And you will.”

Miss Whitworth held up the iron triangle while Miss Tate secured the slave’s wrists to each corner, and then held it in position as she locked the wicked teeth behind the slave’s ball sack. He gasped in pain at the slightest movement of the triangle, as the sharp metal dun into his sensitive skin.

Lastly, they fixed the rod between his collar and the triangle frame to ensure that his arms were always painfully extended, then they stepped back to admire their work.

The slave cried out in pain as he fought to try and stabilise the triangle’s position, and the girls laughed as his body jerked and trembled for a moment or so until he found some sort of control, tears streaming down his face behind the hood.

Miss Tate stepped up to him, smiling, and held a gag in front of his mouth.

“Open,” she snapped.

“N-no,” he pleaded, sobbing, “p-please, Mistress...”

“Yes,” she smirked, her eyes daring him to refuse.

He looked at her for a moment, his eyes wild with pain and fear, but he quailed at the threat of her flushed, cruel expression, and opened his mouth with a shuddering moan as she shoved the ball inside and secured it at his neck with a gloating smile.

Fixed in the evil contraption, it was a great effort to hold the frame up. It was impossible to do it for long but the pain when his burning muscles failed was excruciating as the spikes dug into his balls, making him jerk the frame up again with an agonised groan.

“I think he’s got the hang of it, Miss Tate,” said Miss Pearson, and the three women laughed cruelly together.

Miss Tate moved closer to her new slave and held his latex covered chin firmly in Her hand, watching every play of pain, fear and pleading in his eyes.

She watched as the tears of pain and fear gradually gave way to something else as she held his head, as he suffered for her, offered up his pain to her. She smiled and luxuriated in his agony, feeling it tingle right through her body, drinking it in, the adoration and the pain, the sacrifice and the despair, the hopelessness and surrender as he began to worship her, give himself to her, suffer agony to please her.

Mistress Pearson nodded approvingly. Her young friend was a natural Domme, as of course all women were, if they only knew it. She smiled as the young girl accepted and enjoyed her slave’s sacrifice, stroking the rubber of its face, bonding it to her service forever.

And to think, said Miss Pearson to herself, a day ago this cretin thought of itself as a normal, free, and superior male. She realised with a start that she didn’t even remember what the idiot’s name had been.

She shrugged. What did it matter? Now and forever, he was ‘slave thirty-three’. What its future might be, she didn’t know.

She had given it to Miss Tate.

The End

*

Next in the Slavehouse Series:

Seeds of the Forbidden (Slavehouse II)

Reports of ‘goings on’ at her address brought two policemen and a woman from Social Services to Miss Pearson’s door. The three of them were relishing the prospect of seeing what exactly lay behind the imposing façade, and using the authority of the state to pick over someone else’s life. 


But this call was to be different from their usual. Miss Pearson’s house is no ordinary dwelling, and what goes on there is no ordinary life. 


It is a Slavehouse. And all those who enter are changed by the experience…their positions, their authority and their uniforms are no protection… 


A highly-charged erotic tale of domination, power, control and enslavement from the author of the cult classic ‘Given to Miss Tate.’ This is the second book in the highly popular 'Slavehouse' series. A series which charts the darkest heart of Domination by the female over the male species . The books may be read in sequence or as individual standalone stories. Written by a practicing UK Mistress.

Seeds of the Forbidden (Slavehouse II): myBook.to/slavehouse-II

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.

OEBPS/image_rsrc9A.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




