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Constable Melville Curren unconsciously checked his appearance in the polished glass of the revolving door as he approached the grand entrance of the place he had chosen for his moment of destiny with Miss Tate. The spring sun dazzled overhead, but he ignored it. The weather was an irrelevance to his ultimate purpose today.

He checked his jacket pocket for the tell-tale bulge of the tiny jewellery box that contained the ring. It was only since meeting Miss Tate that he had even owned such a jacket. It had been strictly casual outside of police business before but it had quickly become obvious that to attract a girl of Celia’s tastes and expectations that he needed to make more of an effort with his appearance.

In fairness, an improvement on this front had not proven to be difficult. He was a well-made and nicely proportioned man, with a frank, intelligent countenance, and youthful, dark, slightly spiked hair that matched his dark brown eyes. He had not minded wearing a suit and tie, when it came to it, though he had baulked a little at the price. His wages did not allow him to spend three figure sums on clothes without shaking his head.

However, he had not hesitated to purchase the suit. He had never pursued anything with such conviction and determination as he had pursued Miss Tate, despite the peculiar circumstances of their meeting. He had accompanied his colleague Sergeant Bell and a social worker to the house of a certain Miss Pearson, in response to complaints from neighbours relating to distasteful and unusual practices amounting to an offence of public decency.

It had been immediately apparent that the social model pertaining there was indeed of a very unusual kind, with the male residents in complete subjection to the female contingent, to the extent that they bore a remarkable resemblance to the worst excesses of the type of enslavement so vigorously opposed and defeated in the Nineteenth Century in the British Colonies.

However, it was also quickly established that the males had submitted to this extreme discipline voluntarily, and continued to view it in the most positive and praiseworthy terms, despite all good sense (as accepted by the majority) arguing entirely against it.

Since Ms Pearson’s social arrangement contradicted no serious legal principle, the police had no grounds for prosecution. In addition, Ms Pearson had declared her household to be arranged around an ancient matriarchal religion, which invoked a whole raft of legislation, designed to protect minority views from discrimination, and effectively from the point of view of the authorities, closed the case.

Miss Tate was one of three ladies taking advantage of the gender dynamic at the house of Ms Pearson, though her exact involvement in the unusual practices there was not clear to Constable Curren.

He liked to think, and persuaded himself of this view, that Celia was merely a lodger there whilst she pursued her training as a barrister. He had come to the conclusion that it was a duty as well as his most treasured desire to shield her from any further contact with the establishment of Miss Pearson, and bring her into his sane, safe, and right-thinking society. He had a property that was his for a very reasonable rent through the police force, and it was all waiting for her to bring it to life.

It was unfortunately true however, that he had not made a great deal of material progress in his pursuit of Miss Tate. She had generously agreed to meet him for coffee for a while, and gradually progressed to lunch, but he had shared no intimacy with her to speak of. He had paid the bill on each occasion, and he had got very little in return, except of course to be in her glorious presence. She allowed him the coolest peck on the cheek at the end of the meal every now and then, but it was a strangely chaste and respectful business, as if he were kissing the hand of a priest at church. He had been raised a catholic, though it meant little to him.

She was interested in everything that he did, particularly delighting in his anecdotes from his police work, of which of course he had a ready supply.

She laughed often, and it seemed to him that a light that was almost divine seemed to sparkle in her blue eyes. Indeed to him, it might as well be divine. She was fast becoming the keystone to all his ambitions; the essential part without which all the other interlocking pieces would be effectively meaningless.

Despite her vivaciousness however, he could not sense any amorous chemistry on her part and was entirely in the dark as to her real feelings for him. This was something that he urgently needed to remedy; hence, the ring.

When she arrived at his table still in the skirt and blouse that she wore for her college work, everything progressed much as it had done before. The Grand Hotel was a place in which they had eaten before, and was plainly one of Miss Tate’s favourite venues. If Celia noticed something especially tense in her companion’s manner, or heard a nervous undertone in his conversational gambits, she gave no sign, merely laughing brightly as usual, and putting her slim, beautiful hand over her mouth at the more salacious or sensational details.

At last, when Miss Tate had finished her shrimp salad, he screwed up his courage and slid the tiny box over the table without a word.

She looked down at it and smiled slowly, giving him a mischievous look. She reached for it and opened it, her eyes intent, with a glint that might have been greediness as she stared down at the sparkling single diamond set in an elegant gold band.

“Oooh!” she said, happily, “whatever is this for, Melville?”

He found that he had difficulty articulating the words. It was going so well that he did not want to say the wrong thing. She was obviously delighted with the ring. Surely she knew? he thought.

“It’s, it’s an engagement ring, Celia,” he stammered, going red.

She looked at him wide-eyed, still with a smile, and leaned across to him.

Her blue eyes seemed wide enough to swallow the world as she came close.

Melville Curren stared back, still not knowing what her decision would be, feeling as though his entire life rested on the next five minutes.

“Aren’t you supposed to kneel?” she whispered, with a gleeful giggle.

He said nothing for a moment, swallowed twice, looked furtively round at the other tables to see if anyone was watching. One or two caught his eye, then he glanced quickly away again.

“That’s for a m-marriage proposal, Celia,” said Melville, with a pleading lilt to his voice.

Miss Tate’s smile broadened into a grin of pure pleasure.

“Come on, Melville,” she purred, giving him back the ring, “do it for me.”

“What here?” he asked, looking round him again as he took the little jewellery box.

“Of course,” she said, obviously enjoying herself.

Constable Curren looked at her, searching for some hint that he was going to be spared, but there was no hint of it in her amused, beautiful countenance.

Ah well, he thought, moving his chair back as unobtrusively as he could. Nothing for it. He absolutely had to do it. A little humiliation would be a small price to pay for an engagement to her. In a way, it was appropriate. He did worship her and was desperate for her to accept him.

His face a stinging red, he ignored the amused stares that he was sure were coming his way, and he got down on one knee beside Miss Tate, offering her the jewellery box with a trembling hand.

She grinned down at him, not taking the box.

“Both knees,” she said, with a glint of challenge in her eye.

People round him began to titter and Melville flushed an even deeper red as he obeyed her and got down on both knees.

“Please,” he said, trying to muster up a manly, but quiet voice, “will you be engaged to me, Celia?”

Miss Tate leaned slowly down to him, close enough to whisper in his ear.

“Book a room, Melville.”

*                                                                       *                                                                       *

The Slavehouse of Miss Pearson is approached from a secure, gated entrance up a pleasantly winding track in between tall beeches that frame a beautifully kept, understated garden. Miss Stein had guided her little car up the gently ascending contours and parked by the large rather gothic-looking house many times now since the day that she had accompanied two police officers to undertake an investigation into the peculiar social arrangement of this place. It had never lain comfortably on her mind, with a subliminal, transgressive undertow that attracted and repelled her in equal measure, but this was the first time that she had found herself drawing on the strength of its essential integrity to balance the depressing ache that she had brought with her.

She found herself calmed and comforted by the neat, organised arrangement of the garden, and had there been one of the house slaves working in his leather hood and brief attire as she drove up she would have smiled at him as she went past.

Notwithstanding her continuing duties as a social worker, the Slavehouse of Miss Pearson had become the main preoccupation of her life. Her original interest, she had persuaded herself, was academic rather than personal, but she did not pretend, after many weeks of pleasant and stimulating association with the establishment, that her attachment was entirely intellectual in character.

She still recognised that the well-organised and enduring social structure prevailing there was of a type that was at once ancient and very modern, a matriarchal arrangement that was a monument to the distant past, and perhaps a vision of the future, too. She still believed that an excellent thesis was there to be written on the subject. It was the depth of her desire to produce this work and so legitimise the system of Miss Pearson that betrayed how intimately she had become involved with it. She found herself fighting back tears as she stood at the front door and rang the bell.

“Now, Miss Stein,” said Miss Pearson, once Dolly had shown her into the comfortable lounge, “whatever is the matter?”

Miss Stein smiled wanly in reply and accepted the tacit offer of a place on the elegant sofa where the older woman was sitting.

It was such a tonic to see Miss Pearson. She was always so well dressed and poised, so confident and generous of spirit. The green eyes that could flash with such pitiless fire were warm and concerned now, and Miss Stein found herself having to wipe her eyes again.

“I’m sorry, Miss Pearson,” she said.

“Call me Sabrina,” she said, kindly, “I think we are done with formalities.”

Miss Stein stared at her for a moment.

“Cara,” said Miss Stein, with a timid smile.

“Ah, a lovely name.”

The two ladies shared the warm, intimate energy for a moment before Miss Pearson’s brow furrowed slightly.

“Now, dear, tell me everything.”

“It is the thesis,” said the younger woman, with a tremble in her voice, “the idea has been rejected.”

“Ah,” said Miss Pearson, her frown deepening, “that’s a shame.”

“Yes.”

“Rejected by a man, I suppose?”

Miss Stein snorted

“Yes, as it happens.

“What a surprise.”

They shared a bitter laugh.

“A Dr. Leonard Gorget. He called it ‘sensationalist, degraded and unhinged’.”

Again, the ladies shared a laugh, and this time there was something genuinely mirthful about the sound, though it was difficult to say exactly what was funny about it.

“Sounds to me as if you hit a nerve, at least,” observed Miss Pearson, recovering her poise with a sigh.

“I wanted to hit him somewhere,” said Miss Stein, bitterly.

“Now, Miss Stein,” said the older woman, with mock surprise, “you have obviously been mixing with bad company of late.”

Cara giggled at that.

“If only he were one of Your slaves…”

“Well,” said Miss Pearson, with a shrug and a flash of fire in her green eyes, “you could always make Mr Gorget one of yours.”

Miss Stein looked at her hostess, shocked.

“I think not.”

“As you wish, dear.”

Cara considered for a moment.

“Even if I found within myself the strength and the will to do it, and discovered in him a suitable weakness, I would not wish my thesis to be accepted under those terms, Sabrina. It is important to me that my work is judged purely on its academic merits, and nothing else.”

“And do you think that it has been judged purely on those terms and rejected in good faith, Cara?”

Miss Stein paused, frowning.

“No, I don’t think it has.”

“Do you believe that your work is of acceptable quality, and the subject matter of suitably academic interest?”

“Of course,” she replied, readily.

“Then you see, it has not been judged fairly, Cara, has it? If you wish to see it accepted, then you must fight fire with fire.”

“By doing what, exactly?”

Miss Pearson looked at her, amused.

“Your thesis concerns the merits of a society that is based upon the natural superiority of Femininity over Masculinity, does it not? It would hardly be an endorsement if you could not persuade a male mentor to accept its argument as something worth exploring academically, would it, Cara?”

“No, I suppose it wouldn’t. But he seems pretty sure of his opinion.”

Miss Pearson raised her eyes to the ceiling in mock exasperation.

“I suppose you went to the interview in something shapeless that hid all your nice curves?”

“Well, I applied by post, actually,” said Miss Stein, feeling a little foolish, “just left it in his pigeon hole, you know…”

“Hah!” said Miss Pearson, shaking her head. “Does he even know what you look like?”

“Probably not,” admitted Miss Stein.

“Then correct that omission at once, is my advice, Cara. And make the old fool feel it.”

“I suppose,” said Miss Stein, uncertainly, “I could ask for an appointment…”

“Piffle,” said Miss Pearson, with a dismissive wave of her hand, “pay him a visit whenever you like.”

“I might like, but he won’t,” said Cara, shaking her head, appalled at the very idea.

“Rubbish,” said Miss Pearson, firmly. “You will just have to dress the right way, dear. He won’t know what hit him.”

Cara giggled at that.

“Especially if I go in with thigh high boots and a whip.”

“Indeed!”

They both laughed as they imagined the scene.

“Speaking of dress,” said Miss Pearson, recovering herself, “it’s high time that You participated a little more in our ways and tried one or two changes of image, Cara, in order that You understand the dynamic more deeply.”

“Oh,” said Miss Stein, “I don’t know.”

“What’s the harm in trying on a few new clothes?” asked Miss Pearson, with a disarming smile. “It’s the sort of tonic you need after your disappointment. What could be nicer than a girly afternoon with a wardrobe full of nice things?”

“All right, Sabrina,” she said, after a brief hesitation.

“Excellent,” said Miss Pearson, with a smile so wide that Miss Stein just had to smile back.

Miss Stein was not used to making an effort with her appearance. It was not that the effort was not worth making. She was not ugly, and, despite her total lack of make-up, her face was not irredeemably plain. Her figure was trim, but made shapeless by the loose blouse and trouser suit that she habitually wore.

She had not been fortunate in her amorous liaisons at college. She never had the confidence of many of her classmates, and had moved unobtrusively through the grades. The night she lost her virginity was a drunken, fumbling episode that was painful both physically and emotionally, leaving a disgust and fear where there should have been something far more positive.

After that, she had thrown herself into her work, gotten good grades, and gone straight into the social services, where she was earmarked as one who might rise and do well.

Miss Stein was therefore rather apprehensive, despite the warm confidence of Miss Pearson, as she followed the older woman up the stairs and walked a little way down the upstairs landing towards the back of the house. The apartments of Miss Tate and Miss Whitworth, she knew were in the other direction, one on each side, but Miss Pearson had the whole rear of the upper storey, a spacious, elegant combination of two rooms, with a connecting door. There was a balcony, too, looking out over the grounds down to the river, which she surmised would be very pleasant, if the weather was right for it.

The decor was similar to that in the rest of the house, not overly cluttered, spare and refined. On one wall was a remarkable painting of a Goddess, life size, dominating the living space. She was dressed for war, with spear and shield, and a Grecian helmet on her head, though her modesty was protected only by a simple robe, falling to the ground and concealing her feet. A stylised owl was perched on her shoulder. Her proportions were perfect, and the whole image radiated elegance, beauty, and power.

“Athene,” said Miss Pearson, seeing her companion pause to examine the painting. “Goddess of Wisdom, primarily, and of war.”

“Ah,” said Miss Stein, nodding, “she gave her name to Athens, didn’t she?”

“Indeed, Cara,” said Miss Pearson, “it’s a little ironic when you think about it. The first democratic country, where only males had a vote, nevertheless depended on the favour of a Goddess for its existence.”

“At least we have the vote today,” mused Miss Stein.

“Hmm,” said Miss Pearson, unimpressed, “I’d rather be like Athene and have nothing to do with pathetic male attempts to shape the world at all.  Above all their petty squabblings, beautiful and divine.”

Miss Stein looked at her in confusion for a moment. She was about to say that her hostess wasn’t actually divine, but looking at her in her immaculate make up and perfect attire, she was suddenly not so sure.

Miss Pearson smiled at her hesitation and stepped into the spacious bedroom, which was big enough to accommodate two large wardrobes. She opened the nearest one and pursed her mouth, putting her head to one side.

“Now, Cara,” she said, “no one can see us. Take off those things and let’s do this properly.”

Miss Stein hesitated for a moment, but persuaded herself that this was indeed germane to her academic project. After all, it would offer and insight into the way that fetishistic clothing of the sort often employed in the Slavehouse actually worked from the point of view of the wearer.

She took off her jacket and laid it carefully on the bed. She hesitated at the buttons of her blouse.

Miss Pearson smiled kindly at her.

“I totally understand, dear. It was impolite and inconsiderate of me to put you in this sort of situation.”

“No,” said Miss Stein, quickly, feeling for her, “it’s my own stupid embarrassment…”

“No,” said Miss Pearson, firmly. “I was going to advise and suggest, but I think on the whole you would be better just left to yourself.” She smiled warmly. “Try on whatever you want, and I’ll come up after a while and see how you are getting on. We are both about the same size, I think.”

“Oh,” said Miss Stein, relieved, “that would be very kind. But surely these are your clothes?”

“Ha!” said Miss Pearson, with a dismissive gesture, “what is the world coming to that ladies can’t share clothes?”

“Well,” said Miss Stein, excited despite herself, “if you are sure.”

“Of course, just help yourself. No one will bother you here, Cara. Just let me know if you need any help with anything.”

With a last, encouraging smile, she left Miss Stein to it.

Miss Stein waited a moment to gather herself in the sudden silence, and then turned slowly to look inside the wardrobe that Miss Pearson had opened. The contents simply gleamed, from the thigh high boots at the bottom of the walk-in compartment, to the shiny, hanging tops and dresses, looking like the discarded shells of some alien, deadly insect, glistening black with red or green iridescent markings.

She reached out a tentative hand and ran her fingers down the wrinkled, glistening folds of a garment that was as long as an ankle length dress, incorporating a hard, enameled corset, beautiful with whirling designs and spiralling patterns in gold, like an exoskeleton, she thought, continuing the insect theme.

She took it out, and hung it up on one of the hooks screwed into the door. It looked unearthly, like the suit of a superhero. Or a super crook, she whispered to herself, with a little chuckle, fingering the garment.

She glanced round and saw that there was a full length mirror in one corner. She went across to it, taking the dress, and draped it under her chin, trying to get a sense of what I might look like if she put it on.

It was a stunning image. She was so unlike herself that she had to laugh and cover her mouth with her hand. Instead of the shapeless trouser suit and bilious blouse, there was suddenly a sleek and arresting figure gazing back at her. Even her face, which she had always regarded as unremarkable and did not bother to generally try to improve and her untidy brown hair suddenly seemed things worthy of notice by some subliminal association.

She put the dress back into the wardrobe and went through some of the other articles.

Her eye was attracted more and more however to the boots at the bottom of the wardrobe. She lifted a pair of thigh-high PVC stilettos and giggled at the sheer audacity of them, the dazzling effrontery and full-on sexuality.  It was not the normal thing to start with the footwear, but Miss Stein persuaded herself that they were so strongly associated with the popular figure of the Dominatrix that she really ought to try them on at least, and see what might go with them.

She sat down on the bed, took off her flat court shoes, and then got out of her suit trousers, leaving her legs and feet bare.

Her hands were shaking slightly as she took up the right hand boot and slipped her foot hesitantly into it, the long latex tube unzipped all down its length along the inner side.

It took a little work trying holding the latex sides apart so that her toes could enter the shoe portion of the boot, but they were about her size and only a modicum of effort was required for her foot to slip snugly into place.

Then came the difficult process of zipping them right up to her thigh. She needed to get both hands down to the the beginning of the fastening in order to move the zipper correctly, but then the boot kept falling out of shape the moment she let go of it. Little by little however, she worked the zip up to the point where she could get hold of it with her leg out straight and it went easily with a single drawn out scraping sound, right up to the top. She giggled at the transformation, her leg now a gleaming, incredibly sexy vision, from the flare of the opening at her thigh, to the deadly, pointed toe and stiletto heel.

She reached down and did the same with the left hand boot, her efforts more effective the second time around, and her movements more assured.

She got up, stumbling a little on the stilettos at first and at the strange feel of the boots against her calves and thighs, and crossed to the mirror.

It was more than she could ever have imagined. She had expected her legs to look sexy; that was inevitable. She was not prepared for the total transformation that confronted her. The gleaming, wicked boots overrode every other garment she had on effortlessly. The diaphanous blouse might have been shapeless, but it seemed to collude by force of contrast with the tight, dynamic lines of the boots as she stood and gazed at herself in shock and wonder. Her neglected face and hair took nothing away from their power. They gave out an ambience so trenchant and beautiful that the rest of her image faded almost to nothing. She began to see how they could easily become a fetish objects as she posed and turned in front of the mirror. They were works of art in themselves, unforgettable, unattainable, immaculate.

Miss Stein’s mind raced along with her heart as she tried to rationalise it, account for it, categorise it. No coincidence that these boots symbolised Dominant Womanhood; they seemed the very the essence of femininity, the wicked voluptuous arch between toe and heel, the deadly stiletto spike, the long, gleaming lines that complemented and brought out the slim, soft curves of her thighs, the pale skin against glittering black.

And like a female, they dominated the scene, and made everything around them look boring and drab. What other image can outshine and transcend something beautiful and feminine?

Miss Stein went across to the wardrobe again, conscious of the fact that the boots were making her move differently, her whole body poised and balanced and she found herself accentuating the movement of her hips, acutely aware of her physicality.

She felt a little giddy and lightheaded with the power of it but that did not stop her investigating some of the other garments in the wardrobe, looking for a top that would complement the boots.

There were quite a few to choose from, some of them corsets with suspender drops, some with crotch pieces and shoulder straps, some complete dresses with short skirts that would end above the boot tops, showing a few inches of thigh.

It was one of these that Miss Stein chose, a PVC top that had shoulder straps, covered the breasts, and the tops of her thighs. She had to get out of her blouse, and also take off her bra, for the white material would not go with the black ensemble.

It took a while for her to wriggle into it, but she was indeed about the same size as Miss Pearson, for it fit her snugly enough after a few minutes of adjustment and readjustment. She was very aware of the need for precision, though it was an unconscious understanding, as if she were laying a magic spell that needed everything to be in exact alignment in order for the enchantment to blossom properly.

When she looked in the mirror again, she found that she was looking at the face of a stranger. A rather severe face, she thought, with a challenging glare in her brown eyes that she did not recognise. It was as if the clothing had altered something more than her appearance. She found that her hands were on her hips, and she stood straight, with a much better posture than she normally managed. Her whole body was taut, her muscles tensed, complementing the smouldering accusation in her face.

She did not giggle; she just stared at herself for a long time. It was as though this woman in the mirror was accusing her, staring at her with disdainful disapproval, almost disgust.

At that moment, Miss Stein heard footsteps coming up the stairs and then there was a gentle knock at the bedroom door.

“Cara?”

“Oh,” said Miss Stein, opening the door, and returning somewhat to her normal manner, “come in, Sabrina.”

“Ahhhh,” said Miss Pearson with satisfaction, as she entered and saw Miss Stein. “That’s much better. Don’t you look wonderful, Cara?”

Miss Stein blushed like a school girl. The strange feeling of character shift had dissipated.

“But, we must add one or two things more, dear,” she said, with a wicked smile. She went to a chest of drawers and picked out a pair of PVC gloves that plainly went above the elbow.

Miss Stein did not protest as her hostess helped her put them on. They did indeed go very well with the dress and boots.

“Now,” said Miss Pearson, “come and sit down.”

She was pointing at her dressing table.

Miss Stein complied with a smile. She had gone this far, after all.

Miss Pearson tied her guest’s hair back tight to her head, then worked on her make-up, gradually building up the layers, smoothing away imperfections, generating startling contrasts. Her eyes became slanted and wicked in smoky, smoldering pits of shadowy colour, her lips full and red, and her cheekbones defined and subtly framed with blusher.

Miss Stein watched all of this with girlish excitement, though no great emotion. She had experimented with such things years ago, when she went through an adolescent, romantic phase, and did not much associate herself with such things anymore.

It was the wig that seemed to change everything. One minute, she was in the process of being transformed by Miss Pearson, the next, it was like the last piece that suddenly made everything come to life.

Miss Pearson had selected what had already become in the popular imagination, a dominatrix hairstyle. Miss Tate had her hair in something similar, precision cut fringe and straight, short bangs to each side, looking severe, robotic. Miss Tate’s hair was blonde; the wig was the deepest black.

Miss Stein gasped.

Someone entirely new gazed back at her, full of confidence, and disdainful power. Beautiful. There was no other word for it.

As she got sinuously to her feet and checked herself in the full length mirror, the contrast with her usual appearance could not have been greater. The sort of poise and elegance that Miss Stein so much admired in Miss Pearson was looking back at her in the mirror.

Just standing, moving, breathing; it was all different. She had not refused to believe that wearing different clothes made you feel different, but this seemed another order of transformation altogether.

“Beautiful,” said Miss Pearson, approvingly. “How do you feel, Cara?”

Miss Stein could not stop a broad, gleeful smile creep across her face, and the two ladies chuckled together, sharing a total feminine understanding.

“Thank you so much, Sabrina,” said Miss Stein, “this really is something I had to experience for myself.”

“It’s my pleasure, dear,” said her hostess, warmly. “You really look wonderful, I must say.”

Miss Stein nodded her thanks, and turned back to look into the mirror. When she did so, her lips hardened into a thin line, as if that were the expression that the image demanded, and obtained.

“I was wondering, Cara,” began Miss Pearson, hesitantly, “before you left..”

“Yes?” said Miss Stein, turning to her. She was surprised at how the thought of going straight back to her old image and persona gave her a pang of disappointment. She was also surprised at Miss Pearson’s evident indecision and prevarication. She was usually the most decisive and clear minded of women.

“You see, I’ve recently been approached by a potential….addition…to our little community, or at least the outreach of it,” she began, “but it is a case that involves certain ‘complications’, shall we say.” She looked at her guest. “Complications that you might be ideally suited to assist him with.”

“Really?” murmured Miss Stein, mystified.

“You are familiar with the sort of problems that a broken home and abusive parents can endanger, I know,” said the Miss Pearson, not even waiting for her nod of acknowledgement, “and the sort of alienation that is the result. The truancy, anarchic behaviour, health issues, etc.”

She paused, and Miss Stein said nothing, just waited for her to come to the point.

“In this young man’s case,” she went on, her face taking on a concerned, sympathetic look, “he appears to be on medication for panic attacks caused in the main, I think, by problems of this sort.”

“Ah,” said Miss Stein, sympathetically, “that is depressingly common. I’ll certainly pass his name to the social services. Of course, there’s no guarantee that I will be assigned to his case, you understand.”

“Of course,” said Miss Pearson, smoothly, “I’ll give you the details. But perhaps you would like to undertake an initial assessment yourself? I only mention it because he happens to have made a visit to us this afternoon.”

Miss Stein’s eyebrows had shot up.

“Well…” she said, uncertainly, looking at herself, “I’ll need to change…”

“No need, dear,” said Miss Pearson, “you don’t need to officially introduce yourself at this time. I would just value your opinion, if that is all right?”

Miss Stein thought about it for a moment, her face confused, but she shrugged and nodded after a short pause.

“If you wish it, Sabrina. I suppose it won’t do any harm.”

“Thank you,” said Miss Pearson, with a smile, “Don’t come down. I’ll bring him up. My little parlour will serve, I suppose?”

“Yes,” said Miss Stein after another hesitation. “Ideal in fact.”

“Good.”

“Er, Sabrina?” asked Miss Stein, as her hostess opened the door that led to the landing.

“Yes, dear?”

“Would you give me a little time to change into my ordinary things? I feel a that I might come across as a little bit, er, threatening?“

“I don’t know a great deal about this young man, but I do know that he doesn’t react well to government agencies,” said Miss Pearson, with a chuckle, “I think you’ll have a much better chance just as you are.”

And with another reassuring smile, she went out and stepped unhurriedly downstairs.

Miss Stein stood for a moment, her thoughts confused and contradictory. She was glad of any opportunity to assist a young person find their way in society, and it was undeniable that she was reacting positively to the fetishistic image that Miss Pearson had encouraged her to explore, but the two feelings did not seem to naturally coincide at all.

She knew how to approach an interview of this sort with a troubled soul, of whatever age or gender, but her tried and trusted technique was a function of her normal, unempowered image, an exercise in unthreatening, sympathetic reassurance and unhurried discovery. A gradual building of trust.

She was at a complete loss as to how to approach the same situation in thigh high PVC boots, matching dress, and femme fatale make-up and hair. It was impossible to be the passive, unobtrusive soul that had worked so successfully for her in the past.

She was conscious of a certain irritation towards Miss Pearson, wondering how she had not appreciated how hard this would be for her, and what an invidious position she had placed her guest in.

She looked round the sitting room and seated herself at the end of a sofa. She was aware that she had leant back comfortably and crossed her legs, which was not a natural position for her. Nevertheless, she did so, draping her gloved arm over the cushioned arm of the sumptuous furniture. There was something arrogant about the posture that was not her normal style at all. She giggled suddenly at the effrontery of it. She was so used to being unassuming and demure.

Miss Stein found herself luxuriating in the novel feel of the latex garments, running her fingers down the gleaming fabric. She reflected that her nails should really be longer, and painted red, or black to harmonise properly with the look.

She paused in these exciting reflections as she heard the distinctive sound of heels ascending the stairs.

She got to her feet, unconsciously adjusting her short skirt and boot tops, as the door opened and Miss Pearson came through.

Miss Pearson paused for a moment, once again seeming to be prey to some uncharacteristic uncertainty.

“The young man,” she began, carefully, “will be with us in a moment.”

“Very well,” said Miss Stein, frowning. There was evidently more to the situation, and she waited patiently for Miss Pearson to get round to it.

“You comprehend, Cara,” she went on, “that we do not maintain the usual, artificial relationship between the sexes under this roof, but strive to be as natural as possible.”

“Yes,” said Miss Stein, readily, a shiver going down her spine. She began to suspect where this was leading, and she found that she was both excited and afraid.

“The young man, therefore, is not clothed. Nor is he permitted to stand in our presence without special permission. He is collared, and I will lead him into this room by a chain leash.”

Miss Stein swallowed, nervously, but before she could frame a protest, Miss Pearson held up her hand.

“I know that this is not the normal way that you approach these situations, Cara, far from it, but the subject of your inquiry is still as needy, as damaged and as worthy of your help as anyone you have worked with so far. It is just the context is different.”

Miss Stein digested this for a moment, frowning, and saw no obvious flaw, though she was sure that there must be one somewhere.

“Now, Cara,” she went on, soothingly, “you must remain in your chair, and do not stir as I lead the subject in. To do so would be an anachronism. Merely sit comfortably and prepare your questions, do you see?”

“Yes,” said Miss Stein, and after a pointed look from Miss Pearson, she seated herself much as she had before, much to the older lady’s satisfaction.

Miss Stein waited, with her heart beating hard in her chest, as Miss Pearson went out briefly, and uttered a soft word ‘Dogwalk’.

When she came back, she was leading a young man on his hands and knees by a chain lead attached to a collar fastened snugly around his neck. The crawling figure was naked, just as Miss Pearson had promised, and Miss Stein had to look away from the manhood caged inside iron rings and secured with a padlock at his crotch, even though she had seen such wicked contraptions employed at the slave house before.

The man kept his eyes down and remained silent, coming to a stop when Miss Pearson uttered the word of command, ‘wait’. On this order he stayed on his knees but straightened his back, his hands resting on his parted thighs.  He kept his eyes lowered however, and no expression except nervous excitement showed on his bowed face. His breathing was somewhat light and quick, and his whole body trembled slightly.

“Meet Mistress Cara, slave,” said Miss Pearson, in a soft voice, and she held out the loop of leather at the end of the chain lead to Miss Stein, a ghost of a smile playing around her lips.

Miss Stein found that she had taken the lead into her hand, much to her own surprise.

“Just say ‘wait’ to him, and call for me, if you have any difficulties, dear,” she whispered, giving her arm a friendly squeeze.

Then she went out.

Though Miss Pearson had advised her to prepare her questions, there had been little time to do so, and she was totally at a loss of how to proceed. The man kneeling at her feet was plainly distressed in any case, and she knew that before anything meaningful could be accomplished in terms of therapeutic conversation she first had to calm him.

But how to do it? She was sitting like a stranger to herself, all glittering latex and sensual curves spiked with dangerous, forbidding sexuality, holding onto a chain lead that led to a collar fixed around the neck of a kneeling man. She felt as though she needed to learn a new language, a new vocabulary attuned to a form of interaction that she simply had no experience of.

The man’s distress called out to her in words that needed no vocabulary, however, and she found herself replying in kind. She leaned forwards and gently raised the man’s face by putting a gloved hand under his chin, and looked reassuringly into his eyes as they met hers.

She saw that he could not resist glancing quickly up and down, taking in her image from boot-heel to black hair, lingering for a split second on the way the latex fabric strained against her small, pert breasts before locking once more on her eyes as she gazed down at him.

Miss Stein was used to guarded expressions and suspicious eyes. She knew all the degrees of superficiality, untruth and self-righteous pomposity that often came with a victim’s complex psychology. She felt herself prepared for the tears, the hand-wringing and the attention seeking. Over time, she gone the same way as every other perceptive operative in her field, finding sincerity so rarely that she was on the verge of presuming that it did not in fact exist at all. She was not prepared therefore for what she saw in the kneeling man’s eyes.

They were like clear windows, big and pure and wide, with tears glistening at the corners. She could see right down into their depths, like sunlight through a tropical sea. There was wonder there, colours of amazement, and Miss Stein realised that it was his reaction to her, his overwhelming appreciation of her presence that glowed in his eyes like blue fire. But more than this, stronger by far, was the desperate appeal that ached like a dark, sunless well at the centre, the yearning emptiness that groaned and wailed and called for her, begged for her.

Miss Stein suddenly had no need of questions, except one. She could see that all his difficulties and problems and guilt and all the rest of the psychological claptrap that well-meaning but ignorant people had afflicted him with had come down in the end to a single question. A single need. His need for Her.

She could cure him with a word, a gesture. She could feel it, as the moment stretched out. He would extend it forever if he had to, she knew that. It was stop momentous a question to put by, or postpone.

But it was momentous also for Her. She wondered whether Miss Pearson had carefully arranged the whole thing.

The man before her had found his way through to a single question, like a lover asking for his beloved’s hand, and now Miss Stein was challenged to make reply in the same primeval language.

But it was not the role of lover she was being asked to take on, she knew that. It was much more than that. She was being asked to be a Goddess, an Owner of souls. Did she want to remain as Miss Stein, the academic, well-meaning but ultimately rather unempowered social worker; or would she be Mistress Cara, taking on the ancient, mysterious power of Divine Femininity?

She decided that she was not really ready for such a step, that it was not really in her to do it. One of the house Mistresses could perform that function much better than she.

But he was not looking at them now. He was looking at her, with an intensity that demanded her notice, refused her objections, negated her hesitation. The clothing too, would not let her retreat, would not allow weakness.

She smiled slightly at him, and leaned forwards with the slow inevitability of a tectonic shift. For the first time in her young life, she felt turned on.

“Would you like me to own you?” she whispered, her brown eyes glittering.

When Miss Pearson knocked and entered her sitting room sometime later, she was very gratified to see the slave licking and kissing the boots of Miss Stein, his tears splashing onto the gleaming fabric. Cara looked up at her, her face flushed and excited.

“Now you will be able to write about it,” said Miss Pearson, with a chuckle.

“I don’t know, Sabrina,” said Miss Stein, “shaking her head. This is beyond words.”

*                                                                       *                                                                       *

Constable Curren waited nervously in the hotel room. The policeman had been nervous at the front desk when he had booked it, worried in case there would be some sort of moral objection. It was surely obvious what he wanted it for. As it happened, no one raised an eyebrow. He was neatly dressed and well spoken, and that seemed to be the main qualifications required at the Grand Hotel. Moral fibre didn’t seem to come into it.

He wondered why Celia had needed half an hour before meeting him there. It did make things a lot easier from the point of view of obtaining the room, but surely the girl didn’t think she needed to attend to her appearance, or change her clothes. She looked gorgeous enough in her office attire.

When there was finally a knock on the door, his heart thudded in his chest and his hand trembled slightly as he let her in.

She had not changed her appearance; nor did she give any sign as to what she had needed to accomplish in the half hour she had been away.

So much was riding on the next few minutes for him that he felt slightly lightheaded. He glanced at Miss Tate. She seemed entirely at ease, even smiling slightly as if she were enjoying his discomfiture.

“Now, Melville,” she said, when he had closed the door behind them, “let’s do it all again without those dreadful people watching us.”

Constable Curren nodded and smiled a rather lopsidedly. He was confused. Miss Tate had seemed to enjoy the public spectacle. Why had she not given her decision there and then?

“Celia,” he said, in a husky, insubstantial voice, “will you be engaged to me? Engaged to be married?”

“Why, of course, Melville,” she said, with a beaming smile.

“Oh!” he exclaimed, and a supernova of joy burst through his heart.

“But,” she said, stopping him advancing on her with a playful gesture, “you have to ask me properly.”

He looked at her and smiled ruefully, the wonderful feelings not allowing him to feel at all put out by her strange insistence on the correct form of proposing.

He sighed and got down onto one knee.

“Melville,” she said, moving closer to him, and filling his senses to overflowing with her beautiful face, glorious hair and alluring scent. He tried not to look at the hint of cleavage where her blouse buttons were undone at the top. She bent down to whisper in his ear.

“I want you naked.”

He started in shock, but had to smile at the mischievous look on her face, the hint of pleasures that awaited, the double bed ready to one side, a thousand variations crowding in on his mind. Naked was good.

“All right, Celia,” he said, and he got up to do as she asked, fumbling with his clothes till he was down to his boxer shorts.

She motioned for him to take them off, too.

“It’s going to be mine after all, very soon,” she purred, with a giggle, “let’s see it.”

He chuckled along uncomfortably, but did not disobey. Things were not going the way he imagined them too, but he knew that he had to go along with whatever she said at this point. A wrong move could wreck the whole thing. She has said YES!!!!

Miss Tate looked at his cock and balls with a discerning eye. They were halfway between limp and hard, the embarrassment of the exposure working against the stimulus of her proximity.

“Mmm,” she said, a smile curling at the corner of her lovely mouth, “now kneel and ask me properly, Melville.”

Constable Dobson felt vulnerable and strange as he knelt before her once more, exposed and weak, but he kept up a manly dignity as best he could. He did not attempt the one-knee option; he knew that she would demand that he be fully on his knees. She smiled at that and stared down at him, her arms crossed as he repeated the momentous question.

“Yes, of course I will be engaged to you,” she said, taking the ring from the box and slipping it on her finger. It was a single diamond and looked exquisite on her slim, tapering third finger.

Melville couldn’t believe that life could hold any more joy than what he was feeling at that moment, and he got up to kiss her.

“Stay,” she said, sharply, putting a hand on his shoulder to keep him kneeling, “I have something for you to wear, too.”

He remained where he was, confused.

She reached behind her to a large handbag that he realised was not the tiny, elegant pouch that she had had previously. She took something out that dangled in her hand like a dark, curling snake.

He flinched back, but her hand was resting reassuringly on his shoulder, and he saw that it was a strip of leather, studded with tiny spikes along most of its length. It was a collar. A collar for a dog. A collar for a…..

“No’” he said, in a strangled voice, trying to rise.

“Melville,” she said, softly, looking directly into his eyes. “Don’t you love me?”

“Y-yes, of course I do, C-Celia,” he said, huskily, “but not…”

“Oh, come on, Melville,” she said, brusquely, “this has got to work both ways. You claim me in the way that you wish, why can’t I do the same?”

He looked at her, confused by her beauty and intoxicating presence, and confused by her argument. It did seem reasonable when she put it like that, and yet, a collar??

“Classic give and take,” she continued, “that’s all I’m asking you for. Isn’t what I want important?”

“Of course, it is, Celia,” he spluttered.

“Don’t you love me enough, then?” she asked, looking hurt. “Aren’t I worth a little compromising?”

“You are worth more than the world and everything in it,” said Constable Dobson, gushingly.

“Then show it,” she said, gently, “do it for me. Make me happy before yourself.”

He hesitated.

“I just have to wear it? Nothing else?”

Miss Tate made a ticking noise with her tongue.

“I’m asking you to please me, Melville,” she said, “the one you say you love, and the one you say you would do anything for. Are you willing to do that, to win my hand?”

He stared up at her, and swallowed nervously.

“Yes,” he whispered.

“Good. Thank you, Melville,” she replied, with a smirk.

She took the collar and put it round his neck, fastening it tightly closed with neat, scarlet tipped fingers.

“There,” she said, warmly, cupping his head in her hands and leaning down to stare into his eyes, “that’s not so bad, is it?”

Constable Curren looked up at her, his eyes locked into hers. Miss Tate had to stop herself bursting out laughing. She had seen it so many times, but it was really too sweet. The eyes going big and vulnerable, like a puppy, the intense, open adoration and yes, tears beginning to form at the corners. The stronger the emotion, the deeper the surrender, the deeper the surrender, the stronger the emotion, round and round, feeding on itself as he stared up at her, down and down, further and further into an unbelievably blissful, peaceful place that he had not even known existed.

Miss Tate smiled and stroked his face. She loved what subspace did to a man. It made him so compliant, adoring, subservient, and sweet.

She let the moment draw out as he discovered the wonderful experience of surrender to her, allowing it to fully imprint itself on his consciousness. She looked down and smirked to see that is cock was hard. His body and soul were loving it. His mind was confused, amazed, afraid, but that was perfectly natural. His social assumptions and cultural inheritance had no name for what he was feeling, no context in which to understand it.

She did not greatly worry about his mind. Body and soul would suffice for the moment, they were what dictated everything.

Another thing that she loved about subspace was that it was irreversible. There was no way for him now to forget or deny what he had found in himself. No way to undiscover it.

“Good boy,” said Miss Tate, softly, “you are pleasing me so much.”

He looked up at her with miserable adoration, despair mixed with hopeless worship. She laughed for pure delight. It was really so priceless.

“Now,” she said, reaching for another implement in her handbag, “seeing as you are doing so well, will you do something else for me?”

She didn’t really have to ask. Constable Curren seemed somehow doped, or inebriated. This was actually very close to the truth. He was drunk on her, enthralled and hardly knew himself.

“Open your legs,” she ordered, and sank to her haunches as he did so, holding some metallic instrument in her hands. She ‘tsked’ at his erection, still quite hard and bent it painfully between two hands.

“Relax,” she admonished.

He did not protest or move as she pushed one of his testicles through a steel ring, then pushed the other. Once they were through, she crushed his semi flaccid prick back into his ball sack and then allowed it up again inside the ring, pulling the skin through till the ring sat nicely behind his balls. This made his prick swell and harden again but Miss Tate was patient and gradually bent it back till it was small enough to go into a tube of spiralling chrome steel, with a cage at the end of the same shiny material. When it was inside, she connected it with the ring and secured it with a padlock.

“There,” she said, with satisfaction, admiring her handiwork, “that’s better.”

Constable Curren looked down at his caged cock as though he wasn’t really seeing something real. He had proposed an engagement with Miss Tate, with a view to his dream of making her his wife, but instead of that, he was kneeling before her in collar and chastity lock. He shook his head slowly as if to clear it, but it did no good. He gorged himself on the warm, enclosing energy of surrender, and felt entirely at peace.

Miss Tate stood over him, looking down at him with his head bowed, collared, naked, and locked into chastity for her. She smiled gleefully and shuddered at her own arousal. Really, life held no greater pleasure than this, for either of them. Sexual pleasure came and went, but the joy of surrender, and the joy of ownership never palled. It was the ultimate engagement.

She reached for her phone and flicked the protective cover open. She whispered into it and the recognition software acknowledged her request and dialled the number automatically.

“Miss Pearson?” she asked. “We have 35. I’ll present him tonight.”

Somewhere in the back of his soporific, pleasure engorged mind, Constable Curren reflected that he was finally getting an evening date with Celia. He didn’t care where it was, or what would happen. It would be with her, and that was all that mattered.

When the taxi dropped them at the Slavehouse of Miss Pearson, Miss Tate took Constable Curren upstairs at once and made him strip off again. He was actually relieved to do so. His normal clothes felt odd and inappropriate. He was totally in a daze and did not resist as Celia fitted a leather hood over his face and locked it in place with his collar as he knelt before her.

He was utterly pliable now, as if the drug of subspace had worked itself into the deepest recesses of his psyche. He let out the occasional moan or whimper, but that was all the resistance he could muster. She opened the door of the portable cage that was a feature of all the ladies rooms in the Slavehouse and pointed for him to go in. Dutifully, he crawled inside and she shut and locked the door behind him. With her slave safely installed in the cage, she reached through the bars and put a blindfold over the eyeholes of the hood, and fitted a ball gag for his mouth.

“There, Melville,” she said, with satisfaction, “that’s much better!”

He groaned and put his hands to the sheer material of his hood.

She chuckled and reached through the bars to stroke his head.

“It is all so new to you, I know,” said Miss Tate, kindly, “but you’ll quickly get used to it. You have already made the adjustment inside. You just need time to realise it.”

She might have added and there’s no going back, but she refrained from doing so. It did not need saying, though it amused her to think of it. No male ever escaped from subspace, once introduced to it.

“Now, be quiet and just relax,” she said, “I’ll be back to feed you in a little while.” She glanced at the chrome dog bowl that lay by the wall near the cage and giggled. Feeding time was going to be fun.

She ignored his little whimpers and occasional moans as she disrobed and went into the bathroom. 33 was lying with his head encased in a perspex box. His wrists were secured to it on each side with short chains, and the whole thing was bolted to the floor, trapping him in place. His crotch was obscured by pink, plastic incontinence panties, that nevertheless did not conceal the fact that his cock was locked into a chastity device. The box had a top in the shape of a toilet seat, with the lid down. Miss Tate smiled wickedly at the sight of it. Having the slave kept so in the dark relieved her of any self consciousness as she walked in, clad only in her sheer, see through gown.

She lifted the lid and looked down at the thing trapped inside, for all intents and purposes just part of the bathroom plumbing to her now. A rubber hood totally obscured the features, leaving only a mouth which had a generous opening and tiny eyeholes to allow it to locate her anus.

“Solids,” she said, curtly, and sat down on the seat.

Immediately, she felt lips around her asshole, making a seal. She let her stools go and they passed smoothly down and away, swallowed without chewing or any other interruption, perfectly accustomed and trained, with just the slightest gag and whimper as it swallowed and swallowed for her, till it was all gone and it was time for her to let her nectar flow. She employed a large funnel for this purpose, which her toilet put its mouth around, to ensure that nothing was spilled.

When she was done, she cleaned herself with toilet paper and stuffed it into the toilet’s mouth, which was also immediately swallowed.

She gazed down into the eyes looking raptly up at her through the tiny holes in the rubber hood, full of adoration and desperate longing.

“Good Toilet,” she said, kindly, and was much gratified to hear a whimper of adoration in reply and the unmistakable glimmer of tears.

She chuckled to herself as she closed the lid. It had taken months of effort to reach this point, but it was so worthwhile.

Later, dressed for the evening, she removed the blindfold from her new slave’s hood, though she kept the ball gag. She smiled down at him as she saw the unmistakable vacant and total adoration of a man deep in subspace.

“Feeding time is later, slave,” she said, “now be good while I’m gone.” She put the blindfold back and smirked as she reflected that the last thing he had seen was his goddess in all her glory.

The ladies of the Slavehouse were in the habit of keeping regular hours according to the daily ritual structure long ago devised by Miss Pearson. Before the taking of their evening meal, an act of worship was always performed in the holy space that was housed in the cellar, a temple of Goddess worship, but before that, they habitually met in the lounge after the day’s tedious business had been done, to relax a little, and cleanse their minds of all that was contrary to the peaceful, empowering energy of Divine Femininity.

When Miss Tate entered the lounge, the ladies all looked up to greet her, Miss Pearson and Miss Whitworth, and another Mistress that she did not recognise, dressed very powerfully in a latex dress with thigh high boots. The focus of attention was on Miss Whitworth, as she played with her new doggy slave. Miss Tate sat down and joined in the general merriment.

It really was so sweet the way Miss Whitworth had transformed him. His head was encased in a beautiful black latex doggy mask with very cute, floppy ears. His hands were padlocked into paw mitts, and each leg was bound tightly in the folded position, ankle to thigh, so that they resembled hind legs and of course prevented any possibility of standing up. Finishing the fetching ensemble was a dear little puppy tail that was attached to a lockable buttplug that opened like a flower inside his doggy anus, preventing it coming out.

“Are you going to keep him as a doggie, dear?” asked Miss Pearson, once Miss Tate had settled down and ordered a drink through Dolly, their transformed rubber maid.

“Oh, I think so,” said Miss Whitworth, laughing as it begged nicely for a toy bone she held in her hand. “This one was near retirement anyway, and we’ll still get a good settlement. Police pensions are very good.”

“Excellent,” said Miss Pearson, “and what a wonderful care home we have here.”

“I’ll say,” said Miss Tate, brightly, laughing along. She looked across at the other Domme, and saw that she was laughing too. She felt that there was something recognisable about her, but could not place her.

“What do you say, doggie?” asked Miss Whitworth, bending down to make it obvious she was addressing it. “Do you want to be my pet for the rest of your life?”

It panted rapidly in obvious agreement, remembering not to nod its head, and all the ladies laughed again with delight.

“It is amazing how quickly they adjust to it,” said Miss Pearson, recovering herself, “they really do begin to think of themselves as dogs, and think doggie thoughts.”

“Perhaps I’ll have one, too,” said Miss Tate, thoughtfully.

“Your new conquest, perhaps? Constable Curren?”

“Oh, yes!!” said Miss Whitworth, beaming, “we can get both of them to play with each other, and compete in fetching games and so on. The two policemen that came here to reform us, now two little doggies for us to train and play with.”

They all laughed, with the exception of the Domme Miss Tate did not recognise.

“Constable Curren?”

Miss Tate looked at her and suddenly the penny dropped.

“Miss Stein?”

There was a momentary silence and then everyone fell about themselves laughing. Everyone that is except Miss Whitworth’s doggie, who didn’t understand what was going on, and Dolly, who at that moment was approaching from the kitchen door with a glass on a tray for Miss Tate.

The End

If you have enjoyed the Slavehouse series, please check out these books by Dominatrix Cruella Pain, all available for from AMAZON for Kindle and other devices.

Caught in Her Web  

Mistress Misery      

The Toilet           

Miss Ballbuster       

Power behind the Veil        

Flowers of Evil                    

Thank you once again for reading Slavehouse. I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it.
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