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’36’ heard the conversing women, but his brain discerned nothing of importance to him; no triggers or signals that he attached any meaning to. Only certain words now elicited a reaction, words that Miss Pearson had buried deep in his subconscious, words associated with an automatic physical response that happened without the need for any consideration.

His mind was almost fully occupied in any case, or more accurately, intense data from an altogether more primaeval source ran through him like tingling, energising fire, blanking out anything that might have been recognised as ego, or self-reflection, or character.

Positive, pleasurable feelings fluttered and glowed through him as he knelt on hands and knees on the carpet. The collar around his neck and chain lead served as a sort of lightning connector that ran to the gloved hands of his Owner, Miss Stein.

Her attention was elsewhere, but that was fine with him. She held the leather loop at the end of the chain with easy familiarity and no strength at all, letting it turn and flop in her slim tapering fingers, She didn’t need to exert herself. She wasn’t fighting him. He certainly wasn’t fighting her. He basked in the feeling of being her property, positively luxuriated in it, and tears of gratitude squeezed out of his eyes. She wasn’t always here, because she lived away, and the days when she was absent was when the torture really started. Oh, she liked to physically and mentally abuse him sometimes, but that was always a piece of heaven for him, when she was with him, and focused on him, interacting with him. He didn’t care what she did, as long as she was there.

The slight take and fall of the chain lead as she fingered the loop sent great waves of pleasure through him. His whole body trembled with it.

He was not permitted to look up at her, and could only actually see her feet, which were housed in gleaming black sandals, patent leather straps and spiked heels saying everything about her confidence and intentions towards him. Unapproachable and immaculate, yet impossibly magnetic and addictive. Her toes had tiny gold rings on them and the red varnish on her nails gleamed like the bonnet of a fast car, perfectly applied.

At one time, ’36’ might have noticed the sunshine that flooded in through the south-facing windows, but it meant nothing to him now. Summer had always promised a hundred meanings, all of them positive and energising, but he only lived in the present now. Before he had always been looking ahead, thinking of how things would be different, better, exciting. Now the present was so suffused with sweetness and glory that there was simply no point in imagining good times to come. He was already there, beyond his wildest dreams. There was still a part of him that tried to object to this deep subservience, this ego death by submission to Miss Stein, but it was laughably impotent, and getting weaker with every glowing moment of surrender.

“I’ve been looking into the neurological aspects lately, Sabrina,” said Miss Stein, poised comfortably on the sofa in the main lounge of the Slavehouse. “It turns out that it has many points of interest for us.”

“Really?” Said Miss Pearson, sipping delicately at her tea.

She was beautifully dressed as usual, and never seemed to allow herself a lazy day in that respect. She was never lazy about anything, that Miss Stein could ever recall, and it was nearly a year that she had been a regular visitor to the Slavehouse.

The warm weather had naturally adjusted her wardrobe, of course, but her white blouse was perfectly pressed and decorated with the precisely elegant embroidery that was her hallmark, matching her lace choker. Her nails were black as usual, introducing a sinister element; her skirt classic beige, and sandals the same, with curving, wicked heels. Her dark hair, as usual, was drawn back into a ponytail, leaving the strong bones of her face to give severe expression to dark, unblinking eyes.

Miss Stein was conscious of the blatant sexuality of her own footwear, only partly counter-balanced by her floral summer dress in deep blue and purple. She was still adjusting to her new focus, and though she happily dressed in all the regular clothing natural to a Dominatrix whilst at the Slavehouse, what she felt comfortable wearing outside was rather another matter. The sandals were her first foray into acknowledging her new self to the general public, and statement of confidence that she hardly felt properly, but nevertheless wanted to try and express. Miss Pearson had obviously approved, as a further sign of her development, just as the initial improvement in hair-style and make up, but Miss Stein still felt a little self-conscious about them.

Miss Stein also got the impression that Miss Pearson wasn’t naturally interested in making a science of enslavement, or an academic study herself, but nevertheless was in favour of anything that supported it.

“As we converse together here,” continued Miss Stein, “we are quite normally functioning at rather a superficial level in terms of brain function.”

Miss Pearson raised a half-amused eyebrow.

“That is not to say that we are speaking of superficial things,” said Miss Stein, quickly, with a little embarrassed chuckle, “but simply that the utterances themselves and the academic nature of our talk puts it rather on a par with an activity where the brain is more ‘ticking over’ than working hard.”

“Hmm,” said Miss Pearson, though with perfect good humour.

“There are literally thousands of books out there now that have been written about the revelations that brain imaging has given us. The frequencies of neurological activity, the areas of the brain employed for various tasks, the typical patterns for certain types of behaviour, and they all come down in the end to the same thing.”

Miss Stein paused for dramatic effect.

“Which is?” Asked Miss Pearson, deliberately slightly overdoing her role with mock breathlessness.

“That most people exist in a very narrow neurological spectrum, a sort of rut, if you like, called the ‘Default Brain Network’.

“Hmm. That does sound about right, Cara.”

“This superficial, limited pattern is what we might call the ego. The brain thinking about itself. In the absence of any powerful stimulus or primal need, it broods in circles, in tight patterns, and this is nearly always unhealthy.”

“I can see that,” said Miss Pearson, taking another sip at her cup.

“This isn’t just speculation. This is what appears on the scans. And there is a vast and growing industry geared towards breaking those limitations, increasing the breadth and depth of brain activity.”

“Which is what we do,” said Miss Pearson, with a twinkle in her dark eyes.

“Yes,” said Miss Stein, with wind a little taken out of her sails. She had been building up to that point. “Precisely, Sabrina.”

Miss Pearson only smiled a little wider at her and took another sip of tea.

“It has been shown that people who practise meditation, for instance, can entirely shut down the default network and make other, far more inclusive connections. Also, interestingly, psychedelic substances seem to have the same effect. They switch off the default mode and create no end of new connections. It’s clearly visible on brain scans. Experiments have been carried out on treatment-resistant depressives with the prescription of psychedelics and the results are a staggering 80% success rate. Old cultures in every corner of the globe have been switching off their egos and exploring the recesses of their mind for thousands of years with the use of narcotic herbs and other naturally occurring drugs.”

“Except that we don’t need to use anything like that,” said Miss Pearson, wrinkling her nose with distaste. “Nor do we have to spend hours sitting on our backsides or in some weird physical contortion just to stop ourselves thinking rubbish.”

“No,” said Miss Stein, laughing. She looked down at the slave at Her Feet.

“This specimen has no ego at all now,” she said, “we have entirely freed him from it. That restrictive, limiting system has been effectively effaced.”

“His ‘default network’ is deep, ancient, satisfying and full of wonders now,” agreed Miss Pearson, “the world inside that he didn’t know anything about before.”

“Yes, the bliss of submission, worship, and self-abnegation. If we put him through a brain scan now the connections would all be deep and profound, expansive and the neurological frequency would be extremely low, together with extremely high, the chattering mid ranges gone. Low for relaxed, high for joy and ecstasy.”

“It is remarkable to have a scientific basis for this, Cara, though we have always known that submission is good for men.”

“Yes,” agreed Miss Stein, looking at the slave kneeling blissfully at her feet and laughing, “so it would seem.”

“They try to resist it, of course,” mused Miss Pearson, with a sigh, “and sometimes our methods have to be harsh, but they thank us in the end.”

She finished her tea, considered for a moment, then rang the little silver bell that stood next to her on the occasional table. Miss Stein always enjoyed the way in which Miss Pearson never seemed to rush anything, nor ever dilly-dallied. She always took the correct amount of time over everything. It was incredible to watch in a world where people seemed to be stuck at either extreme, going at a hundred miles an hour or doing nothing in a listless, meaningless fashion.

A moment longer and Dolly came in with her usual jaunty, feminine sway, dressed on that occasion in classic ‘sexy maid’ uniform, click-clacking on her heels with every indication of enjoying every step as came up with a tray to take the empty crocks. She was not entirely covered in latex, but the featureless hood covered her face, with the blonde ponytail coming out of the top, lipstick and made-up eyes just visible in the mouth and eye apertures. Miss Stein noticed that there was a little more expression possible for Dolly than the more extreme hoods that the house slaves wore. It was really impossible to tell what their expression was under the blank rubber, with just enough of a round hole to eat through, and smaller holes to look right ahead. Even though they had seemed terribly restrictive and even abusive to her on first encountering them, she had very quickly become accustomed to them, to the extent that it would be quite a shock to see them without their gleaming black latex hoods now. Miss Stein had been told that they greatly disliked being without their hoods, seeing it as a fundamental part of their slave identity. It was as though they had given up their individuality to their female owners, sacrificed it for a greater purpose. She had to admit that she found the idea deeply stimulating.

Dolly sallied out again, after enquiring in her lisping, slightly muffled voice if they required anything else, stepping gracefully through the communicating door that led to the hall and then the kitchen.

“What about Dolly?” Asked Miss Stein. “I imagine that she was glad enough of the chance to express herself when the opportunity came?”

“Oh, Dolly?” replied Miss Pearson, with a smile, “actually, it was quite the reverse.”

“Really? She seems happy enough now.”

Miss Pearson took a moment, with her customary poise and lack of haste, the smile still on her lips.

“Oh, the tears and the tantrums we had, Cara,” she said, as if savouring a fine wine, “the resistance and the pain.”

“There really is no trace of it now.”

“No,” agreed Mistress Pearson, “there is still the tear falling inside, though, still a sense of humiliation and degradation.” She tittered maliciously. “Which of course is perfect. What is a sissy without the odd tear for her former upstanding independent male existence.”

Miss Stein smiled at her, thinking about that. It did give her a little sadistic glow, she had to admit.

“Our purpose is not to make men happy by enslaving them, after all,” continued Miss Pearson, “but to subjugate, control and exploit them as units of labour and objects of pleasure for ourselves. The fact that they also seem to love it most of the time is merely a convenient coincidence.”

“Yes,” agreed Miss Stein, nodding. It was an amazing turnaround in her own mind. Six months ago she would have found the whole thing totally selfish and unsupportable. Now it seemed entirely correct.

“Dolly is very much a case in point, Cara,” she said. “Normally we are plagued with males falling over themselves to become our property. Dolly was not like that. I actually went after her.”

“Oh,” said Miss Stein, surprised.

“His was such a lovely soul,” said Miss Pearson, wistfully. “Everyone loved him. It attracted me so powerfully.” She turned to Cara, with a wicked smile. “We are stimulated by goodness, you will find. We like to feed on it.”

Miss Stein looked at her, wondering if she had actually become associated with a coven of vampires.

“Oh, he wasn’t a charity worker of anything,” continued Miss Pearson, smiling at the worried look on her young friend’s face, “he wasn’t a ‘do-gooder’. He didn’t wear the T-Shirt and parade himself about being kind to the poor, or even giving to beggars. Nothing like that. People who do those things don’t often have any light in them at all, no actual warmth. They just do it to make themselves look good, or feel better about themselves.”

“But Dolly did have this warmth.”

“Oh, yes,” said Miss Pearson, with a little chuckle, “Dolly was full of it. He really was a very fine human being. It was while we were waiting for a train that I realised it. At Waterloo Station.”

“Really?” Asked Miss Stein, wondering where on earth this conversation was going.

Miss Pearson laughed gently at her bafflement.

“There was a news stream playing out on a big screen, Cara, and it was the usual mixture of politics, war, disaster and famine. I think a plane had come down with no survivors and they were interviewing some of the relatives. No sound, of course, just pictures.”

“I know the sort of thing.”

Miss Pearson looked at her.

“Have you ever wept in a place like that, dear?”

“Wept!? In public? I should think not.”

“Of course not,” agreed Miss Pearson. “Of the whole jostling crowd most were not even looking. Of those that were, I could see boredom, disinterest, morbid fascination at the wreckage. But one was tearful and trying to hide it. Hid it effectively from everyone else, mostly because they were taking no notice, but not from me. I have become very adept at spotting true goodness. It is a shy thing, Cara, a lovely shy, warm thing, full of gentle light and tenderness. It is incredibly rare and easy to miss, till you know exactly what to look for and to keep your eyes open.”

Miss Stein frowned.

“I’m wondering if I have ever seen it.”

“You probably haven’t, dear. It is very uncommon and very unobtrusive, as I have said.”

“But Dolly, or whatever his name was then, did display it.”

“Indeed, he did. I can hardly remember what his old name was, to be honest. But I do remember getting on the same train and following him down the aisle, trying not to make it too obvious.”

“Where was the train going?”

“Oh, somewhere down towards the South Coast, I imagine,” said Miss Pearson, with a dismissive wave of her hands, “I can’t remember exactly, but I do recall knowing even then what his true destination was going to be.”

“Grovelling at your feet,” said Miss Stein, with a chuckle that was half a shudder of excitement. She had no idea how Miss Pearson would accomplish it, but that was half the fun!

“Exactly,” said Miss Pearson, with a chuckle. “And I could sense that it was going to be such a pleasurable journey! I sat down next to him, even though there were other seats available, and I could sense his intense discomfort at my presence. He gave me a sort of lopsided, welcoming smile and it was plain that he had no idea what to say to me, or what to do. I think he would have given me a thousand pounds in cash there and then to sit somewhere else, but of course this is a polite country and courtesies have to prevail.”

Miss Pearson smiled to herself.

“Of course I knew that he was not the standard young man from a sexual point of view. I scared the crap out of him. But what exactly was he? This was going to be crucial, of course. You have to be a bit of a detective at these moments, look at the subtleties, Cara. I noticed that the hair on the back of his hands was sticking straight out, like on a nail brush.”

She looked at her young friend, smiling.

“Er, OK…” said Miss Stein, not comprehending at all. “What does that tell you?”

“Hairs normally lie flat against the skin, of course, Cara,” she went on, enjoying the moment like Miss Marple in an Agatha Christie novel, “or raised slightly, but these were sticking straight out. That meant that they had been plucked at some stage.”

“Oh,” said Miss Stein.

“Now, some men might trim the hair in that place, but pluck it? That would require the purchase of some wax strips because you’d never get to the end of it with tweezers. This man had at some stage used wax to rip out all the hairs on the back of his hands.”

“Oh,” said Cara, “that’s clever of you, Sabrina.”

“And I noticed something else as well,” continued Miss Pearson, her eyes glittering, “the tiny, nearly invisible residue of red paint on some of his fingernails.”

“Ah.”

“You would never spot them under normal circumstances, but if you really look, the evidence was there.”

“Therefore,” said Miss Stein, mimicking Miss Marple with a primly raised finger, “he was a secret sissy.”

“Indeed,” said Miss Pearson, clapping her hands together. “You can’t imagine the buzz that it gave me. I love sissies of course, but this one had that essential goodness in him, too, such a powerful aphrodisiac.”

“Why, I wonder?” Asked Miss Stein.

“Because it’s such a pleasure to feed on it, consume it, darken it, of course. Don’t we LOVE to corrupt men with our feminine wiles? Oh, I was SO excited!”

Miss Stein wondered at that for a moment, thinking it hardly in line with any sort of normal morality, but she had to admit that the idea had a most delicious attraction that made her shiver with pleasure. She had never cast herself in the role of femme fatale, but there was certainly something deeply appealing about it, the fact of it, the power of it.

“But how did you ever broach the subject?” She asked.

“Well,” said Miss Pearson, “I didn’t use much subtlety. I leant across to whisper in his ear and said something like ‘I want to make you wear my panties.”

“Ohhhh!” Said Miss Stein laughing, “you are incredible!”

“He was shocked of course, but I stared into his eyes and held him there, letting the thought sink in, letting him know that I was absolutely serious. I said that I knew exactly what to do with boys like him. What they needed. He was pretty much rigid with shock, gone quite white in the face, even though I could feel his heart going bang, bang, in his chest. His mobile was on his lap, and I picked it up. He made to prevent me but he was much too slow. I punched my number into his phone, saved it to his contacts, then sent myself a message so that his details would appear on my phone. All this time, he hadn’t said a word, just looked around guiltily to see if anyone was watching. The train slowed down to the next station just then, and after giving him back his phone with a wicked smile, I left him to it. Done.”

“And he’s been your bitch ever since,” said Cara, admiringly. “You really are incredible.”

“Oh, but you are missing all the best parts, dear,” said Miss Pearson, “it wasn’t nearly as straightforward as all that. Not like most of these numpties that we break between our fingertips in five minutes. Nothing like that. This was one of those drawn-out epic struggles, Cara. Of all the slaves that I have on our books, Dolly is the one that I would never sell, trade, or do without. She is my most intense achievement and the sight of her never fails to bring me the most profound joy.”

“So what made this case so special?” Asked Cara.

“The goodness in him,” said Miss Pearson, “as I have said. That was what made it so delicious.”

“The goodness he still has?”

Miss Pearson snorted.

“She’s a cock hungry, self-centred little slut now, who doesn’t care a toss for anything except eating men’s cum and getting fucked in her shaven, slack little ass.”

“Oh,” said Miss Stein, with a shiver of pleasure, “that’s a shame, then.”

“Oh, yes, a terrible shame, Cara.”

She laughed wickedly, her eyes sparkling with glee, and Miss Stein joined in with her almost against her own inclination.

“But you can’t simply change someone’s character like that, can you?” Asked Miss Stein, frowning. “Especially if it is so genuine and essential. You can’t destroy goodness in someone.”

“I didn’t destroy it, Cara,” she said, running her tongue over her lower lip, “I ate it.”

Miss Stein knew her friend too well to think that she had lost her grip on reality, but her choice of words certainly seemed bizarre.

“Ate it? Ate it how?”

Miss Pearson smiled a slow, creamy smile.

“SLOWLY…..”

They both laughed again at that, it sounded so sinister and inviting.

“I do over dramatise it a bit, Cara,” admitted Miss Pearson, but that’s how it feels sometimes. It’s so intense.”

Cara Stein waited for her to go on.

“Of course, he texted me.”

“Of course.”

Miss Pearson reclined back, a smile on her face.

“These days, of course, you can find out a lot about people from their online profile. It was easy to see that he was a student at the local university, studying theology, of all things.”

Miss Pearson guffawed at that, holding a hand in front of her mouth self-consciously.

“I mean it was perfect,” she said, trying to get the better of her mirth.

Miss Stein chuckled along with her.

“Sounds like it.”

“Though I knew he was struggling with it, mind you, all that theorising and philosophising. For him, it was a simple expression of the soul, a warmth in the heart.”

Miss Pearson sighed.

“Oh, it was SO beautiful, Cara. Of course, we had all the polite rejections, and explanations of why he couldn’t continue contact, and I must say they were all very well worded and sensible, but I didn’t pay them any heed. I said, ‘fine’, every time knowing full well that he would have to come crawling back. But each time he contacted me, I made him send me something get back in my good graces: a nice picture of him in panties, or some humiliating truth about him, like the fact that he first wore his mother’s underwear as he was growing up.”

“Oh,” said Miss Stein. She had heard of it of course, and knew about it from a psychological point of view, but it was still something of a shock.

“Oh, yes,” said Miss Pearson, with a chuckle, “he was very much an average sissy in that respect. But still the denials came, the determination to live a spiritual life, the superiority of love, etc, etc. He was so powerfully appalled by sexual desire, the way it emptied his heart. The way it made him unemotional. The way it made him selfish and sensual, destroying his soul in the fires of lust. Again and again, he offered himself totally to me, begged me to consume him and alter him, purify him with sex and make him my creature. Always by text. He dreaded a physical meeting.”

“And of course, you consented,” said Miss Stein, after a slight pause.

“Oh, it was certainly not that simple, dear,” said Miss Pearson. “It was only on the odd occasion that we achieved that sort of intensity. He was the typical ‘binger’ if you like, and what made him even less likely to fall for my fatal charms permanently was the certain knowledge that it was not healthy for him to do so, that I imperilled his soul, an agent of the Devil sent to tempt him into evil. Empty, deathly, addictive evil.”

She shuddered with pleasure at the recollection.

“So how did you….well….”

“Break him?” Asked Miss Pearson, with a sadistic glitter in her eye. She smiled. “Eventually he came to the Slavehouse.”

“Ah.”

“He was used to short, intense bursts of sexual activity. He’d wear panties and a bra, shove something up his backside, and then wank himself furiously. After that, the underwear would be thrown away and he’d run a mile.”

“But that doesn’t happen here,” said Miss Stein, gravely.

“No,” agreed her friend. “Oh, Cara, can you imagine how it felt to put him in a bra, fasten it round him, and watch him tremble with such deep and distressing, terrifying pleasure? Then put a collar around his neck, and manacle his wrists so he couldn’t take it off, couldn’t wank? Oh, the fear in his eyes when he realised that he no longer controlled when the pleasure was going to end! The fear and the pleasure. But I wanted more than that, of course. I wanted to see despair.”

She chuckled throatily, and Miss Stein felt a wave of wicked pleasure through her own sex and body.

“Imagine him, all nicely shaven and mine, kneeling in a lovely white and lacy bra that he couldn’t take off, collared and manacled, helpless in my power, a furnace of lust and pleasure burning through him. Kneeling at my feet, Cara, begging me to give him release, but no, I was having far too much fun watching him tremble and whimper, letting the wonderful bliss of subspace ache and glow through his psyche, letting it take him over completely, subsume him, overthrow his pathetic ego, and dissolve away all his finer feelings, his tenderness and love, to be replaced with lust and sexual hunger. Like a terrible poison, it ran through his veins and destroyed everything but itself, every stimulation and reward that contradicted it, every impurity.  After a while, he knelt as a pure and refined creature, absolutely bound and obedient to me, focused on me, owned by me, controlled by me.”

Miss Pearson sighed.

“That is what makes life worth living, when you are worshipped like that, don’t you think?”

Miss Stein thought of the kneeling slave at her feet and had to admit that it was an incredible feeling.

“And that was the moment he was broken?” She asked.

“That was the first time that I actually created ‘Dolly’ if you like,” said Miss Pearson, “the birth of a single, coherent enslaved identity; but I knew that it would not be the end of the story. He was far too resistant to immediately collapse into a permanent submissive mush, as so many other males do. Once they experience that wonderful bliss, there is no going back, but in Dolly’s case, I knew that it would not go like that. Eventually, the sexual energy would lapse, and immediately that happened, the more beautiful light of spiritual love would once more become his focus.”

“Bless him,” said Miss Stein. “He really sounds nice.”

“Oh, yes, he was such a nice, selfless, generous person, Cara,” said Miss Pearson, “but now he’s a degraded cock slut and sissy slave. He was mostly concerned with helping other people; now he’s obsessed with pleasuring hard penises and swallowing cum.”

They laughed together at the sheer wickedness of it.

“Hmmm,” said Miss Stein, wriggling slightly on her chair as she got the better of her mirth. She shouldn’t really find any of this stimulating. “So how did you accomplish it?”

“We have a special weapon now, Cara, and I am a great believer in it. It is perfect for slaves with an identity crisis, ideal for owned bitches who think that they are only owned on the weekend and then their normal selves again in the week. In a one to one session we can bring temporary pleasure, but once we are not present, they can fall victim to any number of backsliding doubts and confused thinking. With this simple precaution, we are never absent, and it quickly brings the sweetest of all emotions in a slave, pleasure mixed with despair. The certain knowledge that they belong to us, their future belongs to us, and their old lives are never coming back.”

“What’s that?” Asked Miss Stein.

Miss Pearson smiled and rang the little silver bell.

Miss Stein smiled back and waited for Dolly to once more enter the room with her swishy, jaunty step.

“Mithtreth,” she lisped, dropping a neat curtsey.

“Show Miss Stein your lock, dear,” said Miss Pearson.

“Yeth, Mithtreth.”

She reached under her skirt and pulled down her panties slightly, then raised the frilly hem to reveal her crotch area.

Miss Stein smiled slightly to see that Dolly’s little penis was encased in pink plastic,  reducing it to a tiny protuberance. A tiny pink padlock kept it firmly in place.

Miss Pearson reached across to flick it with her long-nailed finger.

“Locked and secure. Doesn’t that feel nice, Dolly?”

“Yeth, Mithtreth.”

“Good girl, I’ll have a reward for you later.”

Dolly beamed at that.

“Mmmm,” she said.

“Dismissed.”

Dolly went back towards the kitchens with an even more jaunty step than before.

“That reward being…?”

“Cock, of course,” said Miss Pearson. “We have a ‘Glory Hole’ in the slave bathroom, and there is never a shortage of male slaves dying for Dolly to suck them off through it.”

“Of course,” said Miss Stein. She thought for a moment. “So locking up their cocks like that has a profound effect. Obviously, it stops them wanking.”

“It is so much more than that, Cara,” said Miss Pearson, enthusiastically, “much, much more.”

She looked at her young friend.

“It’s not surprising that you would assume that a chastity device is exactly what it says it is. A device to ensure that chastity is maintained, but that is actually quite wrong. There are many ways to bring a penis to ejaculation even when secured in these devices. Achieving an orgasm is much harder, but not impossible.”

“Oh,” said Miss Stein, surprised.

“It is quite exquisite, actually,” said Miss Pearson, “one of the manifold attractions of these devices. We can apply one of our ‘Magic Wand’ vibrators to the casing of the cock tube and tell him it’s never coming off and this is the only way he’s ever going to cum again, etc, and before long, he’ll explode while still locked inside. Makes a mess in the tube, but most of it comes out just the same as if it were fully erect, but that can be cleaned and the overall discipline maintained.”

“And the fact that the penis is prevented from being fully erect must be very painful and frustrating?”

“Oh, yes,” agreed Miss Pearson, “especially when I ensure that every orgasm is ruined, allowing the release of the cum from the ball sacks, but not allowing orgasm to occur, milking it without ever really letting them spurt. It is an art form and a very rewarding one. The slave ends up with empty balls, which is healthy, but no satisfaction, his need to orgasm still very much present and dominant.”

Miss Pearson sighed.

“That is truly one of the regular highlights. The way they whimper and plead for orgasm, for release, for proper ejaculation. The tears and despair when they realise it is not going to be granted.”

“But you do let them cum properly sometimes,” said Miss Stein, “I have seen it in the ritual area?”

“Oh, yes, on special occasions like that, Cara, you are right. But that is not very often, to be honest. It makes it an incredibly special moment for them, and one that has to be earned by hard work and good service. Dolly is only allowed to cum she’s being fucked in her ass pussy, like any other sissy.”

“So, if these devices are not primarily for chastity, what is their purpose?” Asked Miss Stein, with a slight frown.

“Ah,” said Miss Pearson, “there are so many great advantages, though I have never actually set them down in list form. Let’s see. The first one, I suppose, is that they can never forget. Never forget that they are owned property, never forget who they are, and never forget us, their Owners.”

“They would surely not forget that anyway?” Asked Miss Stein, tentatively.

“Oh, you would be surprised, Cara,” replied her friend. “Once they have been caned, penetrated and drained of cum they are empty of all enthusiasm for a while and could well go days thinking that they would certainly never go back for any more punishment. Many of them make solemn vows to themselves that they will never again be so humbled and exploited. They put us out of their minds with any number of distractions. Yes, they eventually have to return to us and admit their place in life, but there can be long intervals between.”

“But with a chastity device fitted, it is not so easy, I see that.”

“Impossible!” Said Miss Pearson, with a happy clap of her hands. “Totally impossible. With a chastity device installed, they are never comfortable, both from a mental and physical point of view. Even when they are physically adjusted to the device and the initial soreness and blistering heals up, the cage is difficult to get entirely into a comfortable position. Every time they move, every posture they make, every normal thing that they do, the device makes itself felt, forces itself into the forefront of their mind, and they cannot ever escape the knowledge of its presence. They cannot remove it, since it is locked in place, and they dare not try and break it open, rightly fearing our terrible wrath.”

“They must be reminded every time they go to the toilet, at least,” said Miss Stein, with a giggle.

“Oh, yes, forced to sit down like a girl,” agreed Miss Pearson, laughing along with her, “but that is only the most obvious reminder, Cara. It is on their minds constantly, anyway. Think of how humiliating it would be for their friends, family or workmates to realise that they are wearing a chastity device? Think of constantly terrified they must be that it might inadvertently become known?”

“Of course,” said Miss Stein, “and it must make quite a bulge under their trousers.”

“Yes, it makes a difference,” agreed Miss Pearson, “but with some practice, it can be quite well hidden most of the time. And male friends don’t tend to look there. Females will probably think that he is just well endowed! This doesn’t stop him being extremely self-conscious about it, however. It is a constant worry and he is always adjusting his trousers and posture to minimise the chance of discovery.”

“Again, impossible to forget for an instant.”

“Impossible. And this constant physical and mental impediment serves another purpose, too. By being reminded of the device, by association, of course, they are reminded of us. We are the keyholders, after all, we installed the device and locked it on their cocks. Some slaves describe it like our gloved hands constantly gripping them, as if there is actually a physical link that is always there. The cage is not just a physical restraint that gives constant pain and discomfort, but an extension of our Will, a statement of our intentions towards them.”

Miss Pearson nodded slowly and looked at her young protege with eyes that glittered with amusement.

“And what a wonderful agent of our Will it is, isn’t it? The device has no mercy. It doesn’t care about how painful it is. It doesn’t care about how distressing it is. It simply clamps their dick in its unyielding embrace and keeps it there. It is so transformative. That is the second great effect of a chastity device there, Cara. It is constantly effective, for one, and secondly amazingly transformative. It is not a powerful presence for nothing, but works a subtle and life-changing magic.”

“By keeping us on their minds all the time?”

“It has an effect on almost everything that they do, Cara,” said Miss Pearson. “And all of these effects are beneficial to their training, beneficial to us.”

She paused for a moment.

“It is almost as if wearing the device gives them an intense feeling of vulnerability. Something that they are not used to. They have to be careful about everything in case their shameful secret is discovered. One of our slaves used to ride a powerful motorbike, for instance. Something of an identity thing. That ended the moment his device was installed. I did not instruct him to do so, you understand, but it was only a few weeks later that he sold his prized machine and took up with a car for safety, and not a very showy car either. He had to resign from his patch club, having no machine, and suddenly, nothing in common with them. To start with, getting astride a motorcycle with a chastity device is not easy and requires some embarrassing manoeuvrings to get anything like comfortable. Possible to do when no one is watching, but impossible otherwise. The other factor is that he no longer had a death wish. He valued his life now, as being something that belonged to someone else. Risking damage to it, was suddenly deeply disrespectful to his Owner. And he could never lose sight of that fact anyway because he was locked in chastity.”

Miss Pearson chuckled over that.

“Oh, there were some tears and begging and grovelling over that,” she said. “He was so sorry to have to sell his motorbike. It was like his essential male character. He didn’t beg to be able to keep his bike, you understand, Cara, he begged to be released from the device. He knew that the two things just couldn’t ever go together. I of course laughed and refused, knowing that the device was just doing its job, depressing and removing the elements of his life that were incompatible with enslavement to me, training his mind to let go of contradictions, release himself from old attachments that inhibited my intentions towards him, destroying distractions. In time, he realised that it was a necessary process, though a painful one for him.”

“And we enjoy male pain,” said Miss Stein.

“Oh, yes,” agreed Miss Pearson, “and mental pain most of all, psychological reprogramming, mind fucking, and attitude adjustment. For all these things, Chastity devices are the most incredible tools.”

“I begin to see that,” said Miss Stein. “He would begin to see friends and family less often. Become more solitary. More focused on us.”

“Exactly. His whole life is affected by a little plastic or steel tube locked around his prick. Changed for our benefit. Mercilessly, inexorably altered. We only need to refuse him release for its insidious power to work, like a poison dissolving him inside, rewiring his brain. It is a painful process, a traumatic process, and his male ego will do anything to try and avoid it. Uselessly of course. Their own will is doomed.”

“Do some actually just remove them themselves?”

“Oh, yes,” said Miss Pearson, with a slight frown. “They try all the tricks. Some try and tamper with the padlocks, or make a gap in the device that they try to retract their little penises from. They are so desperate to escape from that terrible, continuous erosion of their ego, that life-changing power. Over time I have become wise to it all. I use steel security seals now, for instance, rather than padlocks. All too easy to force little padlocks open with a screwdriver or a knife, then snap them shut again when required.”

“Oh, that’s devious,” said Miss Stein, shaking her head. “How would you ever know that it had been tampered with, Sabrina?”

Her friend laughed.

“Easiest thing in the world, dear,” she said. “I can spot it a mile off. Someone trapped in a chastity device is always one of two things; either completely under its spell and pleasingly grateful and obedient, or whining and begging to be set free. In both cases, they are in almost constant contact. These states alternate all the time. I reward the positive moments, and ignore the negative, enjoying each one equally. I actually love the negative ones because that is when I feel most like a Total Bitch, refusing them mercy and watching them crumple up inside as the realisation hits home that there is no escape for them, ever. Then the next moment they are full of the most pleasing emotions of worshipful adoration again. It really is quite the most exciting and rewarding ride.”

“But it is not so if they find a way to escape?”

Miss Pearson snorted.

“Escape from chastity is always temporary anyway, even if they find a way to do it for themselves. They always beg to be locked again, and they very often tell me exactly how they escaped so that I can prevent it next time. They need to feel secure.”

Miss Stein smiled slightly. The power they wielded really was incredible.

“But to answer your question, Cara, once the device is off and they come out from under its dark dominion, the extremes are gone. Suddenly they hardly contact you, and the language is neutral, of the minimum.” She laughed, then, but with an edge to it. “And they think they can fool us! Huh!”

She snapped Her fingers.

“We see right through them.”

“Did Dolly try and escape at all?”

“Oh, yes,” said Miss Pearson, “he did everything to get out of it. These were quite early days, you understand, so I was learning, too. We tried all sorts of devices. Some of them were genuinely too uncomfortable or did too much damage. Some of them were too easy to escape from or didn’t allow sufficient access for cleaning. Most of them were really meant for a few hours of wear, not weeks and months of discipline. But gradually we got there.”

“And all that time, Dolly’s behaviour was changing, her lifestyle-altering, her very character altering.”

“Yes,” said Miss Pearson, with a grin. “A chastity device is most comfortable when it hangs freely between the legs when the victim is naked. Therefore it encourages intimate, undressed moments. When Dolly was put into a bra and suspender belt and nothing else, for instance, the chastity device was no problem. It approves of that sort of dress, dictates that you don’t wear trousers. Do you see how brilliant it is for sissies? They can wear a nice frilly skirt and be comfortable, or try and wear male clothes and suffer the consequences. It’s like the device has a voice that complains severely when constrained by masculinity, but lets out a sigh of relief when femininity rules posture and clothing.”

“That is a nice effect,” agreed Miss Stein, laughing.

“We had such outbursts of weeping and pleadings,” said Miss Pearson with a sigh, reminiscing. “But the process was an inevitable one. Slowly his memory of spiritual moments began to fade, and the sexual reward system took him over more and more by subtle degrees, becoming more and more fixated on carnal pleasures, and the chastity lock was so effective at ensuring this discipline was always enforced.”

“How long did it actually take?”

“Well the process never really ends, Cara, though Dolly is more or less the finished object. That doesn’t mean that her old ego and spiritual memory is utterly eradicated. After she is allowed to actually orgasm on very rare occasions, I like to look deep into her eyes and see the despair again, the remnant of her old character whimpering helplessly in the darkness, nevermore to return. It is quite exquisite. It is not long before the normal Dolly is back again, of course, a few minutes before the hunger for cock comes on her again, and the enjoyment of her submission to me.”

“In a way, I suppose she is at least not conflicted now,” said Miss Stein, musingly.

“That’s true. Before I took a hand, it was very much a double life she was leading. Now she’s just a slut.”

They both giggled at that.

“So it was months at least, then?”

“Oh, yes, months, indeed. I think it was a good year, actually before I could see that something had broken inside, some inner resistance finally has given way. I think it was the crucifix dildo the actually did it.”

“The what?”

Miss Pearson smiled wickedly.

“Dolly was very partial to religion, Cara. He was studying theology, after all, remember. It is just as well to take these ridiculous inclinations head-on, and there was no better way than use of a dildo that was in the shape of a crucifix, with Jesus on the cross. All black rubber and easily insertable. “

“Ooooh!” Said Miss Stein, “I didn’t think those sort of things really existed.”

“They certainly do,” confirmed Miss Pearson, “and it was such fun to use it on Dolly. “I made her lick it and suck it to start with of course, but I think it was actually taking it up her ass that broke something inside her. When she orgasmed to Jesus being shoved up her sissy pussy. Of course, I laid it on thick as ‘Jesus fucking her ass’, but it evidently had a profound effect on her. I think it sullied the whole purity of that aspect of his spirituality. After that I suppose, every time there was mention of that name, it brought her an erection, or attempted erection, and the memory of her ass being invaded with a powerful orgasm to follow!”

“Hardly the sort of thing to encourage a pious soul,” agreed Miss Stein, shaking her head.

“Then I made her use it on herself,” said Miss Pearson, “so that she was putting her old self and former patriarchal values up her own ass, where they belonged, and where they have stayed ever since. When I brought her to orgasm with the crucifix dildo, she came over her favourite bible passage in her own New Testament, then licked it up off the damp paper, leaving lipstick and cum smeared everywhere. Then I closed the book and let it dry. The significance was obvious. There was no opening the page again. No going back.”

“Very powerful stuff.”

“Oh, it is powerful, and fundamental, and wonderful, Cara. Such wonders of pleasure and joy on all sides. Once it is discovered, it cannot be forgotten.”

Miss Stein nodded at that, all too well aware of her own recent transformation from well-meaning social worker to slave-owning Dominatrix.

“So obviously he never did get his theology degree.”

“That very existence entirely died. He has no life now but the Slavehouse. He is not one who can live in the normal world anymore. He has no employable skills for the outside. No qualifications that mean anything. In this house, he has the life he secretly dreamed of, but he is entirely trapped by it.”

“That must go for all the slaves who are permanently within this place?”

“Yes, true,” agreed Miss Pearson, “but especially true in Dolly’s case.”

She looked at her young friend.

“Dolly is one of the lucky ones. She gets to stay here all the time. Most of our slaves live outside.”

“Yes, there would hardly be room for them all, I suppose.”

“Nothing like it, but the outside slaves perform very important functions. Mostly concerned with revenue, of course. In order to be effective financial slaves, they need to pursue rewarding careers in terms of salary. Fortunately, though we take all walks of life here, it seems as though the more powerful sorts of men in public are often most prone to seeking female authority in private. That is a very convenient statistic for us.”

“Do they all have chastity devices installed?”

“ALL,” confirmed, Miss Pearson. ‘I am a total believer in them. With no control over his orgasms, the male psyche experiences far too many sexual fluctuations and confusion to be able to provide the sort of constant service we desire. With a chastity device installed, he is always our creature, and it benefits everyone.”

“Perhaps all men should just have them fitted from puberty onwards.”

“Ohhh, glorious day!”

They both laughed at that.

“It would stop rape if nothing else,” said Miss Stein.

“And infidelity.”

“And missing the toilet bowl, making a hell of a racket in the process.”

“Yes!”

Again they shared a comradely bout of giggly laughter.

“We can only hope, Cara,” said Miss Pearson, gravely. “At present, we are pioneers and ahead of our time, maybe a long way ahead, but things are changing so quickly. The technology is really helping us. It is revealing the truth after centuries of ignorance. We have nothing to fear from the truth, and everything to gain.”

“The technology concerning the sexual revolution of the Internet?”

“And the technology of control, Cara,” said Miss Pearson, with relish. “Men could get away with any amount of disobedience, but now a simple phone app can reveal their every move. Their traditional places of refuge from us have been steadily broken down and invaded. All the men's’ clubs, the public houses, every last vestige of places of hiding have been infiltrated by females. There is nowhere for them to go now, except the most extreme of monastic institutions, and we will invade them, too, in the end, calling them ‘sexist’ or ‘non-gender-inclusive’ or some such moralistic tripe. What we want is not moralistic or ethical in nature, though. Using such tags just serves our present purpose. What we want is dominion over men, not equality, though it cannot yet be publicly expressed.”

“Yes,” agreed Miss Stein, “morality is usually nothing more than a weapon that disadvantaged people use against the better off. They sometimes convince themselves that they actually believe in it, but you soon see how much they really know when they suddenly acquire wealth or advantage in society. Not much mention of morality then.”

“No,” agreed Miss Pearson, with a snort, “it’s all so superficial and meaningless. Our basic motivations remain the same as they have always been, and rewards systems as old as the hills impel us towards the same goals, using pain and pleasure as required to ensure our compliance.”

“Yes,” said Miss Stein, biting her lip. “That is sort of depressing.”

“Not when it is all so pleasurable, Cara,” said Miss Pearson, with a giggle. “Why does it feel so good to wear thigh-high boots? Who cares?”

“I suppose,” said Miss Stein. It was a question that actually interested her, but it hardly registered against the actual sensation of wearing them.

They sat in companionable silence for a moment.

“So Polly has fake tits? Or implants?”

“Oh, implants,” said Miss Pearson. “We went with the sort of fake boobs that just go in the bra cups at first, but it wasn’t really very satisfactory. I wanted her to feel the weight, Cara.”

“The weight?”

“Yes,” said Miss Pearson, emphatically. “The weight of femininity. The weight we women all carry. The inescapable sensual impetus of those sexualised and culturally explosive mounds of flesh that are impossible to hide, and impossible to ignore, ever.”

She looked at her young friend.

“A limp penis weighs nothing, Cara. It can subside out of sight and out of mind, if only temporarily. Men can be unsexed. We never can, despite the attempts of some cultures to eradicate our shape and hide our curves. How can you hide breasts?”

“I see what you mean,” admitted Miss Stein, biting her lip, suddenly more aware of the weight of her own pert, but substantial bust.

“Every moment of our lives, from puberty onwards, is sexualised moment. Every item of clothing we wear or don’t wear, from underwear to coat, even the bloody umbrella is some sort of sexual signal, some indication of availability or readiness for certain erotic activity. Our interest in sex might vary, but our sexual features cannot retract into nothing and disappear so easily with our mood in the same way as a penis can.”

“Except when they are locked in chastity,” observed Miss Stein, with a wicked smile.

“Yes! Exactly Cara! Then they feel a weight that they can’t remove, trapped suddenly in a permanently sexualised body. That is definitely at the heart of its appeal for me, and not generally understood. But comprehension is dawning, dear, and the popularity of locked and submissive males subservient to Females is steadily growing, on both sides of the gender divide.”

“Let’s hope so,” said Cara.

They mused in easy silence for a while, picturing a future of trained and grateful males serving liberated, naturally authoritarian females.

“But even the chastity device can be removed,” continued Miss Pearson, eventually. “The final precaution in Dolly’s case, the removal of the last shred of hope for the pathetic remnant of his male ego was, of course, the implants.”

Miss Pearson smiled.

“That was a very sweet process, Cara. Goodness, there were tears along the way with that. I always think that a sissy is never quite perfect without the tiniest tear for their lost masculinity. A despairing tear. Dolly had experienced the weight of false boobs in her bra cups before, of course, but it was always obvious that the weight was something she could take off, as well as put on again. Even when we experimented with glue it was still psychologically something that was not actually of her flesh. That all fundamentally changed with the implants. Suddenly she had that inescapable female weight, always there, that heft and power, the most obvious and symbolic outward sign of femininity: TITS.”

“They are a burden, at times,” said Miss Stein, thoughtfully. “Like a sort of gravity that endlessly pulls at everything, powerful and dangerous, and not always delivering the results that you want.”

“Too true, dear,” agreed Miss Pearson. “Even those horrific, shapeless clothes that some women wear in the Middle East don’t really interrupt that power. The bulges are still visible and men’s imagination is probably more potent than the reality most of the time. There is no escape.”

Miss Stein looked absently down at the male slave kneeling at her feet, robotic in his stillness, luxuriating in his submission, collared, hooded, and taken. She smiled and felt a thrill of power go through her, heady and intoxicating.

“No escape,” she echoed.

“Dolly was in quite a state for a good while afterwards,” recalled Miss Pearson, after smiling at her young protege. “These things have quite an impact physically anyway, without the psychological implications.”

“Did you have any trouble getting the work done? I would have thought that it would only happen after weeks of gender reassignment therapy.”

“Well,” said Miss Pearson, with an impish smile, “Slave 7 is a top cosmetic surgeon….”

“Oh,” said Miss Stein, thinking that she shouldn’t have been surprised. “That’s handy.”

“Oh, yes,” agreed Miss Pearson. “He earns a fortune, and is extremely useful in various ways.”

“You’ll have to tell his story,” said Miss Stein.

“Yes, there are so many remarkable tales to tell,” agreed Miss Pearson, “they should all be told. So many different ways to fall, but always with the same destination. The same inevitable tendency. Grovelling at our Divine Feet, begging to be enslaved.”

“And we so graciously oblige them….”

They both laughed at that.

“So Dolly recovered eventually….?”

“Yes, I had her back to work sucking cock and cooking quite soon afterwards. I could see the difference in her mind you. There were no more doubts or tantrums or tearful entreaties for relief or escape. Those tits were more final and secure a victory than steel chains and an oubliette would have been. She was suddenly ‘Dolly’ and the thing she had been was entirely effaced.”

“Victory,” said Miss Stein.

“Total,” agreed Miss Pearson. “The only type of victory that satisfies, and the only one we deal in.”

“What an asset she is now,” said Miss Stein.

“That’s what all the men say at the glory hole,” said Miss Pearson, archly, “and her sissy pussy is beautifully slack and inviting after years of forced expansion. Quite like a leaky and inviting vagina.”

“Again, not retrievable,” said Miss Stein. “No way of tightening it again.”

“No way at all. And the little ‘Queen of Spades’ tattoo above her chastity device cannot be removed either. It tells the world that she prefers black cock, and so she very much does. That doesn’t mean she won’t suck a white one, she’ll suck anything, but black cock makes her especially wet. When she’s been a good girl, I’ll arrange for one of my stud males to pay a visit.”

Miss Stein laughed.

“Quite a long way from that theology student and all-round nice person.”

“Oh, indeed,” agreed Miss Pearson, laughing along with her. “She’s such a wicked, cold-hearted little thing now. She has turned into quite a sadist with new meat.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. She loves to go down to the cellar and hear the slaves groaning in pain. She is feminine now, you see, and they respond to her tits and teeny voice. Did I tell you I had her Adam's apple removed and her voice altered?”

“No, you didn’t.”

“Yes, she is obviously not a full Owner, but definitely ‘owned’. However, I find it amusing to encourage the little sadist in her. She quite often stands by me as I work on a male victim, holding the instruments. I can see she is enjoying it. Sometimes I let her take the odd swing of the cane on bare buttocks or a slave’s balls.”

“Oh,” said Miss Stein, thinking. “But she wasn’t sadistic before?”

“Not at all,” said Miss Pearson. “She would have been totally disgusted and affronted by a man kneeling in a humbler, sobbing at the pain before and probably called the police, but yesterday she whacked the exposed, bruised and helpless balls with a switch with an eager cruelty that really made me titter. I am considering letting her have a scullery slave, to help her with the cooking.”

“Oh, that might be as well,” said Miss Stein. “I don’t know how she gets around on those heels and fine sissy clothes and still does such a wonderful job in the kitchen.”

“Yes, I am thinking the same, though I will have to make sure that she is not too sadistic. You know what the kitchen staff are like at the best of times.”

Miss Stein nodded, thinking of the brutality of the average TV chef.

“She would insist on high standards, I suppose.”

“Of course,” said Miss Stein, “that goes without saying.”

They fell into a pleasant reverie, each with their own thoughts.

“Can nothing escape our orbit, nothing avoid our fatal gravity, Sabrina?”

“Nothing,” said Miss Pearson, with finality. “Once our power is discovered in ourselves, fully invoked and experienced, there is no possibility of defeat. The ancients knew it, but the knowledge was hidden by men. But the truth will out, Cara, and it is out of the bottle now. When they advanced their scientific knowledge far enough, the male certainties fell away, leaving them the children of chaos again, just as they were in the beginning. And just as then, they naturally turn to Feminine mysteries, asylums and powers, which are not theological conjectures, but real and essential truths, rising again to claim their rightful place as the divinity and focus of everything.”

“Really, this is so inspiring, Sabrina,” said Miss Stein, in a reverent whisper.

“Yes, isn’t it?” She said, smiling.

Miss Stein looked down at her slave again.

“Lick my boots, idiot,” she said and watched as he worshipped the gleaming black fabric of her booted toes, as reverent and sincere as any adherent of any religion had ever been, lost in the power of submission to her, fired with the light and passion of his own abnegation, the surrender of himself, the purity of his service.

Miss Pearson watched Cara intently, noticing the cruel set of her mouth, the sadistic pleasure that she was so obviously feeling. She smiled, her eyes glittering. She recalled that Miss Stein had been a good, warmhearted person once, too.

The End
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