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When the authorities arrived at the Slavehouse to make enquiries, it was no surprise to Miss Pearson. Indeed the only surprise for her was the time it had taken them to finally turn up. Evidently the investigation into complaints about ‘going’s on’ at her address had taken some time to gather steam until officialdom finally appeared at the gate one crisp morning in October in the shape of two male constables in uniform and a female figure in a dark trouser suit.

She had watched them on the CCTV they had set up with the remote bell that sounded in the hall, noting how full of themselves they seemed as they stood between the high well-trimmed hedges to either side of the entranceway in their neat uniforms, or in the case of the lady in plain clothes, with clipboard at the present position, looking very serious and purposeful.

Miss Pearson replied to their polite introduction on the intercom, asking them to come through the gate and up to the house.

Miss Whitworth was in the front garden, working with slaves six and thirteen on digging a new flowerbed and she came over to them as they came up the gravel drive, managing to look poised and beautiful in her white blouse and black knee-length skirt, despite the fact that her feet were sheathed in white wellingtons, shapely and fine though they were. Her cascading dark hair bounced and streamed a little in the keen autumn wind, and Miss Pearson saw her smile and nod amiably, a willowy, curvaceous figure against the dull sky. High beech trees leaned high to each side, their metallic leaves making their chaotic way down around her. Their two Alsatian guard dogs capered around her, sniffing suspiciously at the newcomers.

Miss Pearson smiled as the newcomers shot glances at the two slaves working at the flowerbed. They were of course wearing little more than the dogs, just a full leather hood with holes for eyes, nose and mouth, a stout collar, and a belt that connected to a crotch piece that housed and restricted their manhood. Their feet were bare, though calloused and hard, with toes spread out. They were both impressive physical specimens, she knew, and their hoods and collars only enhanced the effect. They looked so natural like that, she thought, and so they should after so long. In the last year Miss Pearson had never actually seen what lay beneath the vacant leather, though she knew Miss Whitworth conducted monthly inspections and health checks. It was so pathetic how lost they were without the hood now, she reflected with pleasure, how eager they were to have it fitted over their heads and locked in place again, as if the black, featureless material was in fact their real face, which in a very fundamental way, it now was. Miss Pearson was pleased to note that they did not look up, or slacken their work rate as Miss Whitworth spoke with the visitors, they continued with their task as instructed, and nothing more.

Miss Pearson smiled again as Miss Whitworth pointed out one or two features in the garden with her crop. She wondered with a wry grin whether Miss Whitworth realised that the instrument of punishment in her right hand would look odd to their visitors, or that the black leather gloves that she wore were not normally associated with gardening. She sighed. Things got to be such a habit; it was difficult to think back to what was considered appropriate and normal before.

It was largely because of Miss Whitworth and the good use of that crop that they had made such fine progress in the garden. Most of the things she had worked so hard on (or made slave six and thirteen work so hard on) were to the rear of the building in the sprawling, terraced expanse that went down to the river, but there were still little walled beds with interesting shrubs, and fruit trees from a previous incarnation. Arching over all were the great beeches, framing the large house as they came up to the porch and Miss Pearson could see them looking up at them as they came on, their faces resolutely official and reserved.

She met them at the door, dressed in tight black woollens, with a little lace choker and hair up in an artfully conceived bun that set off her elegant neck perfectly. Really, her dolly was getting so good at dressing her, there would soon be no point going anywhere for professional help. Another bill saved, she thought, pleasantly.

They introduced themselves as Detective Sergeant Bell and Constable Curren, with the woman in plain clothes styling herself a ‘social facilitator’ by the name of Cara Stein.

Miss Pearson shook their hands with modest warmth and then motioned them into the room immediately to their right, which was evidently the dining room. The pleasant chamber contained a table capable of seating eight, and there was plenty of room for the four of them to sit at a comfortable distance from each other.

Miss Whitworth smiled pleasantly and left them to it, absently tapping her crop against the leather glove on her other hand as she went back outside.

Miss Pearson took up her usual position at the head of the table, with Miss Stein to her right, and the two constables to her left, with their backs to the light. They glanced around them quickly as they sat down, taking in the elegant effect of the dark polished wood against a tawny carpet, with matching dresser and eye-catching artefacts against the far wall. Opposite the window a series of three beautiful paintings depicting a sleeping woman at one side, a questing knight at the other, with thorny thickets and enchanted figures in between were hung in sequence. Miss Pearson noted with pleasure however that the object held the gaze of the two policemen longest was an ebony figurine, a lovely carving of a standing female with her arms arching above her head to make a perfect enclosing semi-circle, her shapely legs together, and a spiral pattern in the pentangle made from her waist, flaring hips, and two lines connected back to her sex.

“Ethiopian,” said Miss Pearson, helpfully, “a beautiful piece, is it not?”

There was a general, if uncomfortable murmur of assent to this question, and Miss Pearson was much gratified by their discomfiture. It is difficult to look upon an image of the Goddess without feeling unsettled, stirred, affected by her energy, she thought.

“Now,” said Miss Pearson, pleasantly, “how can we help you? Will you take any refreshment?”

There was another murmur, this time negatively charged.

“We don’t want to trouble you,” said the social worker, in a voice that was pathetically eager not to give offence.

“Just a quick chat, that’s all,” said Constable Curren, with a lopsided smile.

“As we said on the phone,” said the other member of the party, with a more pleasing gravity, “we have received a number of complaints...” Detective Sergeant Bell took out his notebook and examined it with a frown, the correct page being kept by a fitted rubber band.

“I am sorry that you have been troubled,” said Miss Pearson, sincerely. “How have we managed to give offence, Sergeant?”

“They, er, mostly concern persons seen in rather inappropriate attire, Miss,” said the policeman, clearing his throat, “that is to say, immodest attire.”

“Immodest?” said Miss Pearson, with an uncomprehending smile and graceful shrug of her shoulders. “I am not aware of anything like that being permitted on these premises.”

“Well,” he replied, clearing his throat again, looking at his colleagues for some help. He was evidently in his fifties, perhaps not far off retirement, yet he did not seem to have met with anything quite like this before.

“The poor men in the garden, for instance,” offered Ms Stein, in a placatory tone, holding up her hands to forestall any aggressive connotations.

“Oh, the slaves,” said Miss Pearson, in a surprised tone, “their dress is unusual, I quite agree, but inappropriate or immodest, I would respectfully say not.”

The three officials looked at each other, rather taken aback.

“For goodness sake, they are collared like dogs,” said Constable Curren, with feeling, permitted by his elder colleague’s silence to offer his thoughts.

“And their faces,” agreed Ms Stein with an appealing shudder, “hooded like I don’t know what!”

“And ‘slaves’ we do not countenance, Miss Pearson,” said Detective Sergeant Bell, with a certain satisfaction, as if he had at last pinpointed something solid to hang his reputation on. “Wilberforce ended slavery.”

“Indeed,” replied Miss Pearson, coolly, “and you are free to emancipate this house in exactly the same way, Constable, if you can find anyone who wishes to accompany you out of the gate. We do not practise anything so unnatural here, I can assure you.”

“Nothing unnatural...” said the younger officer, letting his breath escape in a low hiss.

“This house,” returned Miss Pearson, with icy precision, glaring at Constable Curren, “is natural in a deep and enduring way that history recognises, and to which reality bears a deep and wonderful accord.” She looked at all of them in turn with unhurried, elegant gravity. “We do not educate here; we do not judge. We have no philosophy. We do not seek understanding. We only express what it is truly in us, our ancient and fundamental identity, and let others do the same, without seeking in any way to disturb it with any secondary human process, or comprehensible ideology. We are natural creatures in a way that you cannot even comprehend.” She glanced at Constable Curren again. “Do not talk to me about what’s natural, young man.”

Constable Curren stared at her, frowning, obstinate and ignorant, while Miss Pearson regarded him with the utmost coolness.

“But,” started Sergeant Bell, shaking his head as if to clear it, “the collars...”

“And the hoods,” said Ms Stein, with an apologetic shudder, “what do they express, exactly?”

“That, you cannot know, I suppose,” said Miss Pearson, with a sigh, “unless you wear and embrace them with the love and fullness that they are worn and embraced here.”

“Degraded, faceless creatures,” protested Constable Curren, heatedly, “not even human...”

“Oh,” said Miss Pearson, with a smile, “they have left their humanity behind, to be sure, or they strive as best they can to do so. They spend their days trying to do that. To be one with something greater. The foundation of every true religion, Constable. To touch eternity.”

“Rubbish,” snorted the young man, testily.

“And they do not babble words that they learned from a book, either,” continued Miss Pearson, unperturbed, “but they find within themselves wellsprings of wonder and spiritual transport that are real and enduring and timeless. True religion is submission, Constable. Submission to something greater than yourself.”

“Huh,” said the young man, looking quickly away.

“Constable” said Ms Stein, soothingly, with a placatory gesture, “everyone is allowed their deeply-held beliefs. Remember our society does not judge on matters of personal conscience.”

“Hmm,” said Detective Sergeant Bell, looking from one woman to the other, confused.

“Nor on religious dress, either, I take it, Ms Stein,” said Miss Pearson, looking at the social worker, pleasantly.

“Not in private, at least,” she agreed, nodding.

“I am glad that we have established that much,” said Miss Pearson, with a slight smile. “Are you sure that I can’t offer you some refreshment?”

“No, no,” said Detective Sergeant Bell, clearing his throat, “we shan’t be much longer.” He stared at his notebook again, frowning heavily, aware that things had not progressed as he had intended. The other two waited respectfully to him to offer a new direction that might have a little more success.

“Now,” he said, eventually, tapping the notebook, “these complaints.”

Miss Pearson waited patiently along with the others, a faint smile on her beautiful, angular face.

“You seek to excuse them on religious grounds, Miss Pearson?”

“These complaints accuse those who made them, Sergeant, as people who seek to repress the lawful right of individuals to express a religious tendency within the bounds of their own home and the right of associates of the same mind to do so without molestation.”

“Ah,” he said, frowning again.

“Honouring the Great Goddess is the oldest religion there is, Sergeant,” said Miss Pearson firmly, “so we can hardly be accused of being interlopers.”

“Yes,” he said, looking round the room. He looked at Miss Pearson and gathered himself with another clearing of his throat. “Along with the more specific complaints, Miss Pearson, your neighbours have expressed a great many, well, suspicions.”

“That I can well believe, Sergeant.”

“There has been talk for instance...” he referred to a list in his notebook, screwing up his eyes..” of occasional screams, shouts and more generally the sounds associated with battery and assault, sometimes late into the night?”

“Never at night,” said Miss Pearson, “unless our boundaries are tested. Dogs patrol the garden after dark, and we have suffered the odd incursion from time to time.”

“Ah,” said the Sergeant, nodding.

“No doubt people desperate to gather more suspicious material.”

“Probably,” he acknowledged, with a toothy, yellow grin. “But during the day..?

“We are a disciplined house here, Sergeant, and maybe we are little old fashioned in that respect,” said Miss Pearson, firmly, “but we follow the precepts of schooling in the old style, and it works for us.”

“Ah,” he said, frowning at his list again, “I see. And all your associates are fully in agreement with this regime?”

“Indeed they are,” said Miss Pearson, with a chuckle.

“Miss Pearson,” started the Detective Sergeant, looking at her directly, “would you have any objections to us interviewing your associates to establish that for ourselves?”

“None whatever,” returned Miss Pearson, pleasantly, “you may interview them without me being present, if you wish.”

“Thank you,” said the Sergeant, “and would you also conduct us on a brief tour of your house? We do not have a warrant, but it might go a long way towards allaying the fears and suspicions of....well...”

“The neighbours,” finished Miss Pearson with a cold smile.

“Just as you say,” admitted the Sergeant.

“And the Social Services,” put in Miss Stein, nervously.

“Naturally.”

“Well, that’s fine then,” said the Sergeant, all of a sudden business-like and chirpy, “we’ll do the tour, and have a word with whoever we meet with.”

“Sergeant Bell,” said Miss Pearson, icily, “this is not only a place of residence, but a place of worship. Certain areas are held as particularly sacred to us. If you wish to enter them, I would respectfully require you to treat them as such, which among other things requires you to be correctly attired.”

“Correctly attired, Miss Pearson?” asked the Sergeant, his bouncy optimism subsiding a little.

“Ms Stein may remain clothed as she is,” said Mistress Pearson, with a kind smile at the lady in question, “but in our places of worship you and Constable Curren must divest yourselves of any indication of male authority, which certainly includes your uniforms. I will permit you to retain your underpants, and go without collars and hoods for a brief visit.”

“What?” said Constable Curren, aghast?

“You will be entering a space that is dedicated to Female Authority and the Divine Figure of the Great Goddess,” said Miss Pearson, with a snap in her voice, “and you will respect that space as you go in, or you will not enter at all. Just as if you were entering any consecrated place.”

The two men looked at Miss Pearson and then at themselves, confused.

“Or perhaps you will consent to allow Ms Stein to inspect our sacred place in your stead,” said Miss Pearson, “While you remain here to conduct your interviews.”

“Ah,” said Detective Sergeant Bell, grasping at the compromise, “perhaps that would be best then.”

“I could send two of my male associates to you for questioning while we are away, perhaps?”

“That would be fine,” agreed the Sergeant, sounding very relieved. Constable Curren let out a long breath and nodded his agreement.

“Good,” said Miss Pearson. “Ms Stein?”

She led the social facilitator out of the room, leaving the two policemen in the dining room.

“A moment, if you please,” said Miss Pearson as she stepped into the hall. She opened the opposite door and issued some instructions concerning the forthcoming interviews. Miss Stein got a glimpse of a young blonde in a blue velvet dress sitting comfortably in one corner at the end of a sofa, with a tall girl in black latex serving her from a tray. The serving girl turned to Miss Pearson hurriedly, showing a white plastic pinafore and hooded face, and curtseyed sweetly to her. The sitting figure, all girlish animation, nodded and smiled to Miss Pearson, and then the door was closed and they resumed their passage down the hall.

Miss Stein shook her head and said nothing as they moved on, their heeled shoes clicking down the gleaming wooden floor. The impact of seeing the serving girl’s outlandish appearance was somewhat muted by the experience of seeing the male slave earlier on, and also perhaps helped by Miss Pearson’s explanation of what the strange attire signified.

Miss Stein stepped on behind her beautiful guide and enjoyed the heavy scent of fresh flowers from the well-stocked vases as she passed by. She wondered how valuable the porcelain was. They looked oriental, with remarkably detailed dragon designs on them. The paintings were more recognisable, scenes of Arthurian legend mostly, gilded ladies with knights at their feet, and nymphs in a beautiful pool, encouraging a knight into their liquid embrace.

They went past another door to the right that Miss Stein guessed by the enticing smells communicated with the kitchen and then stopped by a doorway adjacent to that which plainly led out to the back garden. It was decorated with a sun motif that had within it a beautifully serene Female face.

Miss Pearson paused and turned to the social worker for a moment. “The Saxons brought their deities with them from Ghent, long ago, Miss Stein,” she said, with a faint smile. “An Unseen Mother, and Female Sun.”

“Ah,” said the social worker, interested, “I didn’t know that.”

Miss Pearson’s smile broadened a little, and she opened the door, revealing a narrow staircase spiralling sharply down in the darkness. She snapped on the light.

“Take care on the way down,” she warned, stepping carefully in her heeled shoes.

The sight that greeted Miss Stein in the cellar was breath-taking. Miss Pearson had switched off the light in the stairway before muttering something under her breath and opening the door at the bottom. The candlelit space rose before her eyes therefore as a softly awakening dream of flickering gold, with gilded, scented tapers guttering slightly to each side of an ornate high-backed chair, the fitful light hinting at strange shapes and metallic forms in the shadows to each side. Above the chair the eye was drawn to a life-size bass relief image that was similar in form to the ebony figurine that stood on the dresser in the dining room, except that this one was formed in gold leaf, magnificently replicating the arching arms, full breasts, and spiralling groin motif in graceful, fiery curves.

“Goodness,” said Miss Stein, wondering why she was suddenly whispering.

“It does have that effect, doesn’t it?” said Miss Pearson, quietly. “It is a special place.”

At that moment, there came a low, prolonged groan from somewhere off to the left, full of agony and despair.

Miss Stein froze and put a hand to her mouth.

“What on earth was that?” she asked.

“That,” said Miss Pearson, with a smile, “is slave thirty-three.” She chuckled at the social worker’s bemusement. “Come. I’ll show you.”

She led Miss Stein across to the left, taking up a candle and lighting it on her way, shielding it with her hand as the flame flickered and grew. The fitful light illuminated little at first, but as the social worker followed Miss Pearson towards the corner of the cellar she was shocked to see a man held in some sort of wicked contraption that locked him in an upright position, with his genitals connected to his wrists with an iron frame. He was obviously struggling to keep the frame steady in order to minimise the pain to his cock, but it was impossible to do it for very long, and as they approached the man looked at them through the eyeholes of the inevitable hood, and moaned a despairingly at them. A large gag filled his mouth and prevented him from articulating anything beyond bestial sounds.

“Oh,” said Miss Stein, startled.

“The girls call this the ‘music player’,” said Miss Pearson, with a smirk, “and it is rarely unoccupied. Male pain is prayer here, Miss Stein, a hymn to the Goddess, and this creature gladly offers Her its praises.”

“Gladly? But he is in such pain!”

“Of course,” said Miss Pearson, “pain, as I have said, is a true measure of worship, don’t you think? You have heard of the Sun Dance, I suppose?”

“The name is familiar,” admitted Miss Stein, “but I don’t know...”

“It was the means by which men of the North American tribes would submit themselves to terrible agony in order to see visions, Miss Stein, the means by which a human could approach the Divine. Pain is the key to so much.”

As if to underline it, the slave groaned again as the frame bit into his genitals. The frame jerked unsteadily up as the prisoner strained to take the weight, the tendons standing up along his forearms. Miss Stein saw that the ring locked around behind his balls was lined with wicked teeth.

“How long will you keep him suffering there like that?” she asked, putting her hand to her mouth.

“He would be very disappointed not to last a bit longer for us yet,” said Miss Pearson. “Look into the eyes, deep inside, and you will see that the overriding need in there is to endure for us, suffer for us, and worship us. He wants so much to do his best for us.”

“Us?”

“Oh, yes,” said Miss Pearson, “very much ‘us’. In you, the slave only sees another Female, another Wonderful Incarnation of the Great Goddess. Go closer and see. You are Divine to him.”

Miss Stein looked at the beautiful figure of Miss Pearson in the flickering glow of the candle and hesitated.

“Go and see,” said Miss Pearson, with an encouraging gesture.

Miss Stein looked at the slave and stepped closer, fascinated despite herself, and looked into the captive eyes of the man suffering in the diabolical contraption.

“You think you are just an ordinary woman, one of a million millions of others,” continued Miss Pearson, “but you are mistaken. There are no ordinary women. See what his eyes are saying. See how magical and powerful you actually are.”

The man’s gaze was indeed an intoxicating mixture of agony and adoration as she stood in front of him, a reverential love edged with despair, a hopeless yearning for the unattainable perfection of her Divine Form.

“I, - well,” said Miss Stein.

“You are his magic. His everything. Don’t you feel it?”

“Yes,” said Miss Stein, biting her lip, “a man has never looked at me like that before.”

“It is your birth right, Miss Stein. As a Female.”

“T-this, is a strange place,” said the social worker, after a long pause, looking confused.

“Yes,” said Miss Pearson, “we have come so far from what is real in modern times, that the truth is a strange country. But a wonderful country, as I think you will agree. It is a glimpse into the distant past, and I like to think, into the future, too.”

“I think,” said Miss Stein, holding her hand to her head and smiling apologetically, “that I would like to return to the normal world again, Miss Pearson. I am feeling a little lightheaded...”

“Of course,” said her host, with a warm smile, “it can be overpowering here, even when you’re used to it. It’s an intense place.”

Miss Stein nodded and allowed Miss Pearson to escort her to the cellar door as the captive male groaned in pain again. She thought that there was an edge of whimpering disappointment to the sound now, too, as she followed Miss Pearson up into the harsh glare of electric light, and out into the bright, elegant hall above. She supposed that their visit down in the darkness had been like a brief, wonderful vision for him, female faces suddenly glowing in candlelight, and that their departure would make the shadows that much the deeper after they had gone. The thought of the captive down in the holy place with only the memory of their faces before him for comfort made Miss Stein’s heart flutter strangely, and she really felt as though she needed to sit down.

“Now, really, you are going to have to take something, Miss Stein,” said Miss Pearson, leading her up the hall and then right into the sitting room. The blonde girl was still there, sipping daintily at a cup of something.

“Miss Tate,” said Miss Pearson, “this is Miss Stein, a social facilitator.”

The youthful blonde stood up with an energetic bounce and extended her hand. She looked stunning in her full length dress of blue velvet, with artful make up enhancing her naturally pretty elfin looks. Her large, playful eyes were a pale, pure blue that exactly matched the hue of her dress, a blue sky under the sunny glory of her shoulder length blonde curls.

“Pleased to meet you,” she said, girlishly, with a pretty curve of her red lips.

“Miss Tate,” replied Miss Stein, grasping her hand with a slightly bewildered smile of her own.

“Come,” said Miss Pearson, “you must rest.” She looked at her young associate and shook her head. “Miss Stein is rather tired.”

“Oh,” said Miss Tate, with a sympathetic frown, “I see.”

“Perhaps you would be good enough to summon Dolly, dear, while I look after her?”

“Of course, Miss Pearson.”

Miss Tate went to the wall beside the fireplace and pulled on a cord suspended there. A faint tinkling came from somewhere within the house.

“Now you just relax for a moment, Miss Stein,” said Miss Pearson, kindly, seating her on the sofa to the left of the fireplace, facing the door to the hall, “I expect your colleagues will still be conducting their interviews for some time yet.”

“Thank you,” said Miss Stein, letting out a long sigh.

Miss Pearson seated herself gracefully at the other end of the sofa, tucking her woollen skirt neatly under her legs. There were no single chairs in the room, only three long, ornate sofas, one on each side of the fire, and one in the bay window.

There were two doors, one connecting with the dining room and the other to the hall, and it was the hall door that opened a moment later to admit the tall girl in the maid’s uniform, stepping rather precariously on high heels that were locked in place with straps and tiny brass padlocks.

“Ah, Dolly,” said Miss Pearson with a warm smile, acknowledging her deep curtsey with pleasure. “Miss Stein requires refreshment.” She turned to the social facilitator. “What can we offer you? A cup of tea, perhaps? Something stronger?”

“Tea would be fine, thank you,” said Miss Stein, addressing herself to Miss Pearson. “White, no sugar, please.”

“Then tea it is.” Miss Pearson considered listing the various fine brews that were on offer at the house, but sensing Miss Stein’s state of mind, wisely forbore to confuse matters for her any further. “Miss Tate?”

“Oh, I’m fine, Miss Pearson,” said the young lady, respectfully, “I’ve still got this one.”

“And Miss Whitworth?”

“She escorted the slaves to the library a moment ago,” said Miss Tate, “and then I think she went back out into the garden.”

“Ah.”

“I think she was a little annoyed.”

“Well,” said Miss Pearson, with a smile, “she has found the disruption to her routine rather upsetting, I expect.”

“Oh, I am sorry about that,” said Miss Stein, taking the hand away from her eyes.

“It is nothing,” Miss Pearson assured her, “but we like regularity here, especially regarding the slave’s routine, and Miss Whitworth looks after that side of things.”

“Except for slave thirty-three,” said Miss Tate, with a sweet smile.

“Yes,” said Miss Pearson, rolling her eyes good-humouredly, “of course.”

“Why not slave thirty-three?” asked Miss Stein, remembering the number of the slave in the cellar.

“Because slave thirty-three is mine,” said the young girl, with a smile of such delightful wickedness that all three ladies laughed, Miss Stein somewhat to her own surprise joining in with a lilting chuckle.

“Perhaps a cup for Miss Whitworth, then, Dolly,” said Miss Pearson a moment later with an amused sigh, “just in case she comes in, and one for me, too, if you please. And perhaps a selection of biscuits.”

“Yeth, Mith Pearthon,” lisped the maid, with another sweet little curtsey, and then she hobbled out on her teetering heels, closing the hall door behind her.

“So you do not only have male slaves, then, Miss Pearson?” asked Miss Stein, in the easy silence that followed Dolly’s departure.

“Well...”

There was a bout of chuckling again at this, which Miss Stein eventually echoed as the reason for the merriment occurred to her.

“But she looks so feminine,” protested the social ambassador, “or he does, I should say.”

“It is a maid,” said Miss Tate, with a wicked smile, her blue eyes glittering intently.

“Though once a ‘he’,” agreed Miss Pearson, giving her younger colleague a waspish glance. “Before we made certain adjustments.”

“Certain ‘adjustments’?” queried Miss Stein.

“Oh he still has his original parts,” said Miss Pearson, “though locked away and minimised as far as possible. The breasts are surgically enhanced, and we have done a few things with the buttocks. The corset completes the figure shaping, hormonal treatments have all helped. Indeed they are required by the doctor overseeing the gender reassignment.”

“The doctor?” asked Miss Stein, surprised.

“Oh, yes,” said Miss Pearson, “we have to adhere to medical advice to keep our Dolly healthy and progressing as we would like. There was not much point in hair transplants or throat modification of course.”

“No,” said Miss Stein, thinking of the latex hood and leather collar. “Nor permanent make up, I suppose!”

“Indeed not,” said Miss Pearson, with a chuckle.

“A very specialised end product you have made of him, then,” said Miss Stein. “Very difficult go elsewhere.”

“Just as well, then,” said Miss Pearson, “that it does not wish any such thing, Miss Stein.”

“Yes,” said Miss Stein, respectfully acknowledging the sincerity of Miss Pearson’s point. She looked up as a tall feminine figure with dark hair passed in front of the bay window. A moment later and they heard the front door open in the hall.

“Ah,” said Miss Pearson, “I think Miss Whitworth might be ready to join us.”

The accuracy of her guesswork was borne out a moment later when the graceful figure of her colleague entered the sitting room, her tumbling auburn hair a little chaotic after the wind outside, but none-the-less attractive for that. She still carried her crop in her gloved hands.

“Are they still talking?” asked the brunette, exasperated. “Hello, Miss Stein.”

“Miss Whitworth,” said the social facilitator, recognising her from earlier on at the gate. She started to rise but Miss Pearson forestalled the movement.

“Please don’t trouble yourself, Miss Stein,” she said, “you need to rest a little still.”

“They will be so confused by it all, the poor dears,” said Miss Whitworth, sitting at the other end of the sofa occupied by Miss Tate, and putting her crop and gloves down beside her. “They haven’t strung a sentence together for months. I hope they’re all right.”

“Oh, they’ll be fine,” said Miss Pearson, waving a hand, “they see things very simply. It is the poor police that will be confused.”

The ladies tittered together pleasantly, and Miss Stein found herself joining in once again.

“Tea is on the way,” said Miss Pearson, sensing that Miss Whitworth was still a little distressed. The girl oversaw every aspect of the slaves’ day so closely that to leave them in the care of someone else obviously upset her, especially someone who didn’t understand them.

“I am sorry to have troubled you,” said Miss Stein, sincerely, addressing Miss Whitworth.

“Oh,” replied Miss Whitworth, putting her elegant, pale face to one side, “it is something that had to happen, I suppose.” She smiled kindly, her soft, beautiful face creasing pleasantly below high cheekbones, and crinkling at her brown eyes. “At least they had the good sense to send a woman along with the constables.”

“Yes,” said Miss Stein, “I can see that it would have made things much more difficult all round.”

“Indeed, it would,” agreed Miss Pearson, “and we are grateful to you for treading so gently in our house, and being so respectful of our life here.”

“Well,” said Miss Stein, frowning. “We are trained not to take our preconceptions with us to a job.” She smiled at Miss Pearson. “Though coming here was quite a challenge in that respect.”

“We challenge you, Miss Stein?”

“Yes, you do, in a very profound way. Indeed, yes. I find that I am challenging myself after a visit here.”

“That’s interesting.”

“You see, there is nothing in the manual that quite covers it.”

There was a brief silence, and then, led by the mischievous expression on the social ambassador’s face, a pleasant round of refined laughter arose from the four ladies together, mingling into a sweet, natural music.

As the laughter died away into amused sighs, they heard the clicking of heels from the hall and the maid came in with the tea, still managing an engaging curtsey as he entered the room. Miss Stein was worried that the maid would spill or drop something on those punitively high heels, but he teetered unsteadily but efficiency round, depositing a cup and saucer on a little table by each lady. Indeed he must have been very efficient to have made the tea so quickly, she thought.

Miss Stein smiled her thanks when her turn came to be served, and although the maid couldn’t smile back with his face a blank canvas of gleaming latex, he tilted his head slightly to indicate his appreciation. Miss Stein watched him put a plateful of biscuits near Miss Pearson, noting how the latex uniform really made the best of his enhanced figure, with the corset nipping his waist into very pleasing curves, and the collar setting off the bare section of his cleavage to wonderful advantage. She had to admit that out of probably very poor raw materials, the ladies here had really made something remarkable.

They seemed to sense it to, the ladies watched maid’s awkward yet pleasing progress with evident satisfaction, enjoying the spectacle as the feminised figure curtseyed to Mistress Pearson, then went out again, with a final curtsey by the door. Mistress Pearson, in particular seemed to enjoy it, and let out a delighted laugh as the maid closed the door.

“Dearest Dolly,” she murmured, smiling, reaching for her tea.

No sooner had Mistress Pearson lifted the saucer and put the cup to her lips however, they heard a much clumsier clomping of boots from the hall and a rough knocking at the door.

Miss Pearson got to her feet in one unhurried, fluid movement, and went to open it.

Detective Sergeant Bell was outside, with the taller figure of Constable Curren fidgeting behind him.

“We have, ah, concluded the interviews,” he said, uncomfortably.

“That didn’t take long,” observed Miss Pearson, with the barest hint of a smirk, “why don’t the two of you come in and sit down for a moment?”

“Well...”

“Miss Stein is feeling a little weak,” said Miss Pearson, “perhaps you might allow her time to recover, Sergeant.”

“Oh,” he said, surprised, “yes, of course.”

Miss Pearson and the Sergeant stepped back from the hallway door as Miss Whitworth went past them into the library, crop in hand.

“Please come in and sit down, gentlemen,” said Miss Pearson, with a warm smile.

There was a little confusion as the two men came into the sitting room, trying to work out where to sit. Miss Tate had stood up to greet them, but Miss Pearson had put her hand on Miss Stein’s shoulder to prevent her doing the same.

Constable Curren seemed in the most distress, or maybe the Detective Sergeant just concealed it better. As it was, the older man seated himself on the edge of the only unoccupied sofa, at the opposite end to where Miss Whitworth had been sitting, her untouched cup of tea was still lazily sending up curling streams of evaporating vapour from the adjacent table.

Constable Curren was unable to prevent himself smiling back at Miss Tate as she introduced herself to him, and it seemed natural to side beside her on the sofa, where there was ample room for two.

Miss Stein looked up as the sounds of footsteps came from the hall for a moment and then the front door closed. She imagined that Miss Whitworth was seeing to the slaves. She hoped that her mood had improved somewhat.

As it was, Miss Whitworth was still a little upset. She could sense the tension and distress in her slaves. Even as they knelt at her feet and exposed their collars to be leashed, she felt their relief at the connection as she snapped on the light chains, the re-establishing of that intimate and comforting attachment with their Mistress. She caressed the leather of their hoods for a moment and smiled thinly as they whimpered and grunted their appreciation.

“All over now,” she said soothingly, speaking to herself as well as her charges.    “Back to your cages. Up.”

The two slaves got to their feet and followed Miss Whitworth to the door, where, after a brief stop to put on her white wellingtons, she led them back out into the October day holding their leads in her left hand. She had the crop in her right, as usual. She knew that the best place for her slaves was back where they felt most secure and safe, where they could recover their sense of peaceful servitude and uncomplicated adoration for their Female Owners.

She turned the corner of the house, went past the library window at the side, then past the kitchen, glancing at Dolly preparing their lunch, towards the double garage. The building was almost completely separated from the house, except at one corner, where there was a connecting door that went through the kitchen. The garage was a two-storey affair, the bottom being a simple storage space for two cars, with the top designed for extra accommodation. She went into the garage and opened the door that led into the passage that had the door to the kitchen to the left and a stairway spiralling up to the right.

She tugged on the chain leads and led them up the stairs to the top level.

Originally there had been two bedrooms there with a toilet in the middle, but Miss Pearson had altered it somewhat for their unusual requirements. The first room was still a bedroom, though divided from the passage by a heavily barred gate, but the second was sectioned up into six tiny cells, with a passage in between and another heavy gate dividing it from the main passage. It really was ingenious, thought Miss Whitworth, for the thousandth time. They had so many reasons to be thankful for slave three. He was one of those males that were able to put their hand to anything. Really they were so talented and clever in their way, some of them. So useful. He had also worked out the plumbing to allow a tiny bowl and U bend in each cell to connect with the main drain in the toilet together with a simple flushing arrangement, raising the cages up slightly to achieve this. The larger secure apartment, where Dolly slept, communicated directly with the bathroom, through a new door. Inside was a rugby club style communal shower for their daily scrubbing down.

It was very gratifying to see how happy the slaves were to crawl into their cages and be locked in. She always enjoyed closing the barred gates and snapping on the padlocks, and she sensed that they did too. They could turn around without too much discomfort, and lie out flat if they lay slightly across the square space. She placed her boot by each cage entrance in turn as she always did and the slaves licked and kissed it gratefully through the bars one after the other, with mewling, adoring moans.

“Now, rest for a while,” said Miss Whitworth, kindly, “you can work again this afternoon after feeding.”

When Miss Whitworth got back to the house and removed her wellingtons, she was aware that the conversation was flowing well in the sitting room. She smiled grimly and went inside.

“Ah, Miss Whitworth,” said Miss Pearson, smiling, “I trust all is well with our charges?”

“Quite well now, I think,” she replied, with the emphasis on the ‘now’. She sat down next to the Sergeant, and took off her gloves, laying her crop beside her. The policeman had smiled nervously up as she had entered, but she had not looked in his direction.

“Sergeant Bell has pronounced himself satisfied that there is no question of unlawful coercion being practised on these premises.”

Miss Whitworth snorted.

“I should say not.” She glanced to her left as Miss Tate giggled at something Constable Curren was saying to her quietly. Miss Pearson looked across at them too, a flicker of annoyance crossing her brow.

“It just a little difficult to take in,” said the Sergeant, “for a crusty old fellow like me.”

“Oh,” said Miss Pearson, “one is never too old.”

“Never,” echoed, Miss Whitworth, emphatically.

The sergeant looked at her and met her eyes suddenly full on, deep, beautiful and brown. She smiled at him warmly. “Never too old.”

His breath seemed caught in his throat and he could not reply.

Her smile broadened for a moment, and then she reached across and gave his forearm a squeeze before looking away.

Again, Miss Tate’s pleasant titter mingled with the lower tones of Constable Curren’s voice.

“Constable Curren thinks that we are all witches,” said Miss Tate, playfully. “Though he doesn’t say whether we are good or bad ones.”

“Beautiful ones, certainly,” he said, stoutly.

Miss Tate giggled again. Miss Pearson frowned.

“Witches were all either very beautiful or very ugly,” she said, “an echo of two of the aspects of the Great Goddess. The whore and the hag. Imagine a Mother Witch and you have the three.”

“Ah,” said Miss Stein, interested.

“Just the one will do me,” said Constable Curren.

The rather disrespectful tone of this remark had the effect of silencing the room, and everyone looked elsewhere for a moment but at Miss Pearson.

“Well,” said Miss Stein, sensing it that things had progressed to a sort of natural conclusion, and feeling much better in herself, “I am quite recovered, Miss Pearson. We must leave you in peace. Unless you have anything further, Sergeant?”

“Eh?”

The Sergeant seemed rather distracted.

“I was just saying that we should leave these ladies in peace? If you’ve nothing more to add?”

“You should stay for lunch,” suggested Miss Pearson, but without much conviction.

“Oh, no,” said Miss Stein, “you have been quite hospitable enough.”

“Yes,” said the Sergeant, with a toothy grin, “yes, we are finished here now. Thank You.” He looked at Miss Whitworth briefly, smiled rather sheepishly, and got unsteadily to his feet.

Everyone followed his lead.

“Well, girls,” said Miss Pearson, after they had gone, “that went as well could be hoped for, I suppose.”

“Now perhaps we might be left alone,” said Miss Whitworth, feelingly.

“Or perhaps not,” said Miss Tate, with a giggle. “That Constable Curren was so nice.”

“Ah,” said Miss Pearson, with a sort of exasperated chuckle, “sometimes I think we have more power than is good for us. You didn’t charm the poor man, I hope? We don’t really want to encourage the police to come here.”

“Oh no,” said Miss Tate, shaking her head, “I didn’t do anything.”

“No doubt they will report to their superiors,” said Miss Whitworth.

“No doubt, Miss Whitworth,” said Miss Pearson, “though it is to be hoped they will recommend that we be left alone.”

The two younger ladies murmured their assent to this.

“I wonder what dolly is cooking us for lunch today,” said Miss Tate, after a brief pause, “it smells lovely.”

The hopes of Miss Pearson that the visit from the three officials would result in their being left alone was only partially realised. The next morning, when dolly brought in the post while they were still at breakfast, there was a letter from Miss Stein.

“What does she say?” asked Miss Whitworth, daintily eating buttered toast with a boiled egg, still in an elegant dressing gown.

“Well, she thanks us for our hospitality yesterday,” said Miss Pearson, with a smirk, “and then goes on to summarise the material points of her forthcoming report.” Miss Pearson paused, and frowned a little, reading silently. The other two ladies waited impatiently for more information, Miss Tate in particular, remaining with a coffee cup poised at her lip.

“Well,” said Miss Pearson, shaking her head, “she has obviously taken a very favourable view of our establishment here, but appears to want to discover more about us.”

“More interference,” said Miss Whitworth, bitterly.

“It would seem not,” said Miss Pearson. “She requests that she might be allowed to enquire into our affairs from a purely personal standpoint, outside of her working day, and independent of her responsibilities as a social facilitator.”

“Huh,” said Miss Whitworth, “I don’t believe that for a moment.”

“Mmm,” said Miss Pearson, thinking back to her experience in the ritual chamber in the cellar. “She was genuinely affected yesterday, I think. Her interest may be no more than she makes out.”

“Risky,” said Miss Tate, exchanging a glance with Miss Whitworth.

“But it is risky to refuse her, also,” observed Miss Pearson.

“What does she actually want?” asked Miss Whitworth, exasperated.

“Only to learn more, I think,” said Miss Pearson. “How does she put it? Let’s see..... ‘To write the first informed and balanced account of a very real but much misunderstood gender dynamic’.”

“What?” asked Miss Tate, with a disdainful laugh?

“Sounds like she took her social studies seriously, at any rate,” said Miss Whitworth, laughing with her. Miss Pearson chuckled, too, though her expression was serious.

“Plainly, she has a book in mind,” she mused, half to herself, “and it may very well be a book that will further our cause.”

“Our cause?” asked Miss Tate, raising her lovely eyebrows.

“Yes, it is time for us to speak, I think,” she said, with a faraway look, “though it is not natural for us to do so. We thrive on mystery and unknowing, energy and flux. To speak of it is vain, but we had to speak of it today, because the question was asked. And it will be asked again, no doubt, by these deluded idiots. Why not put it in a book?”

“It’ll save us having to repeat ourselves, I suppose,” said Miss Whitworth, with a shrug.

“Yes,” agreed Miss Pearson, “us and a thousand other women who discover their power; if it gets circulated.”

The End

*

After part II, do read part III – things go from bad to worse…or is that better?

Next in the Slavehouse Series:

Chained Inside (Slavehouse III)

In this, the third in the popular ‘Slavehouse series’ series (Following ‘Given to Miss Tate and ‘Miss Pearson’s Slavehouse), we have a story taking the reader ever-nearer the Heart of Female Domination darkness. It is a world unlike any other, peopled by lifestyle Dominants and their subjugated ‘creatures’… 


Miss Pearson reveals to Miss Stein something of the beginnings of the Slavehouse, when She first became aware of the real power of Her Femininity, that Dark Epiphany when She suddenly knew who She was and what She could do, and everything She had been told and formerly believed simply crumbled into dust. 


Meanwhile, in the present, Miss Tate is busy training Her first slave in the secrecy of Her ensuite apartment upstairs, and Miss Whitworth is surprised by a request to meet with Detective Sergeant Bell… 





The Slavehouse stories can each be read as standalone stories or in any order the reader wishes. This is the third book in the bestselling '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. 

Chained Inside (Slavehouse III)  myBook.to/chained-inside

*

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

Please use the form HERE:

Charlotte Benning – FemDom stories.
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