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Given to Miss Tate

It all began so innocently…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Everyone ran for it.

*                                                      *                                                           *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes?” she said, peremptorily.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Miss Pearson let out an irritated hiss.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m s-sorry,” begged the man.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Miss Tate frowned and put her hands on her hips.

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

“He’s boring me, too, now, honey.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeth, Mithtreth.” it lisped, endearingly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Gone, I take it, girls?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“And good riddance.

“Definitely, Miss Pearson.”

“I am retiring for the night.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Miss Whitworth.

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

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

*                                          *                                               *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

At his crotch, his prick started to swell

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

“Yes,” said her eyes, silently.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“A padlock, if you please.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Y-yes,” breathed the man.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How does that feel, slave?”

“W-wonderful!”

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

“It feels wonderful, what!!??”

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

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

She straightened up and looked at her companions.

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

“Yes Ma’am,” they chorused, eagerly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What is your name?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“All right,” she said, “have him.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She got to her feet and addressed Miss Pearson.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Up!” she hissed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Open,” she snapped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She had given it to Miss Tate.

The End

*

Seeds of the

FORBIDDEN

Book Two of the Slavehouse Series

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

·         




Chained Inside

Book Three of the Slavehouse Series

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The maid curtseyed adoringly and went out.

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

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

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

Miss Stein laughed with her.

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

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

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

“But they didn’t complain?”

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

“Amazing,” murmured Miss Stein.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Greatly,” agreed Miss Stein.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Twenty-eight!?”

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

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

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

“And I mean to do that.”

Miss Stein paused a moment.

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

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

“I see,” said Miss Stein, quickly.

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

“Of course.”

There was a brief, uncomfortable silence.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She paused for a moment to collect her thoughts.

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

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

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

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

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

“And they cannot find it on their own?”

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

“Have we always been the same, too?”

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

“Yes, I believe so; fundamentally.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She sipped at her cup and frowned, remembering.

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

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

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

She sighed with mock weariness.

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

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

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

Miss Stein waited for her to go on.

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

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

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

“Ah.”

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

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

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

“Strange.”

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

“I see.”

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

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

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

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

“To be honest, at that time, no.”

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

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

“A what?”

Miss Pearson smiled.

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

“Ah.”

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

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

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

“Ah.”

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

“I can imagine.”

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

“And yet...”

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

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

Again, Miss Pearson laughed.

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

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

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

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

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

“Dangerous.”

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

“No,” admitted Miss Stein.

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

She laughed at that, shaking her head.

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

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

Miss Pearson looked at her interviewer with a wry smile.

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

The social facilitator smiled and shrugged.

“I have absolutely no idea, Miss Pearson.”

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

“Oh.”

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

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

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

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

“Goodness.”

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

Miss Pearson smiled.

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

“Incredible.”

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

“And you agreed?”

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

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

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

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

“But what happened in particular?”

Miss Pearson frowned a little, and pursed her lips.

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

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

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

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

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

“And you have not contacted him again?”

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

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

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

“I believe that,” said Miss Stein.

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

“How do you know that?”

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

“Oh, that is romantic!”

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

The ladies were silent for a moment.

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

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

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

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

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

“You are very welcome, Miss Stein.”

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

*                                                           *                                                                       *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes?”

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

Miss Whitworth could have laughed out loud.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He looked up at her, uncomprehending.

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

“Well, I didn’t .....!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They all laughed at that.

“All right, I’ll send him to you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He grunted once in reply.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She put the mixture next to her slave and pointed.

“Eat it,” she snapped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The End

·        

The

Darkest Truth

Book Four of the Slavehouse Series

Detective Sergeant Lawrence Bell could not make up his mind whether it had been a gesture of the utmost generosity on the part of Miss Whitworth when she had squeezed his arm so tenderly in the hospital cafe, or whether it had been an overture of malicious and unwholesome intention towards him. Certainly her expression was to some extent mischievous as he remembered it, though he acknowledged to himself that each time he saw her beautiful features in his mind’s eye, which was practically all the time, he had, no doubt, added something of his own to the memory.

Though he remained uncertain on this point, another meeting with the bewitching woman approached with a sort of dread inevitability that communicated somehow with a part of him that took no heed of rationality, nor seemed much connected any other aspect of his life, past or present.

He had taken up police work much like his father had, with unswerving dedication and integrity. His mother had encouraged it, too, being content to assist her husband in his duties by providing a well organised, stable home to come back to. His father had been such a fine man, and with Lawrence being an only child there was never any doubt in anyone’s mind that police-work would be his calling as his father before him, least of all in the mind of Lawrence himself.

Although on the whole, he had few regrets, it had proved difficult for him to replicate his father’s achievements. Most notably his inability to attract and marry a suitable wife. The sort of woman his mother exemplified were very hard to find in the modern age, and those girls who did come his way did not stay long, unwilling to become accessories to his moral crusade on the streets.

However, it was only now, years later, that his total confidence in the worth and wisdom of his life had begun to fail. The tender touch of Miss Whitworth’s arm was all it had taken to bring on a crisis in this respect.

He did not seek to fool himself. There was more and worse crime on the streets than ever before. He had not changed anything, or solved anything in the way he had dreamed of at the beginning. His name was not on any honour roll, to be remembered for years to come. Nor had his father’s been, come to that.

Retirement was not far away, and the future suddenly stretched away into a terrible emptiness.

Into that emptiness, a bright, beautiful, sensual figure now stood: Miss Whitworth.

When he thought of her, nothing else existed apart from the all-consuming power of her subliminal appeal, the dark, aching gravitation that seemed to suck and pull at his soul with irresistible force. She filled the void to its uttermost limits, and he felt a swelling, wondrous sense of gratefulness to her that consumed him completely. He had not even known that such power of presence existed.

It seemed as if he had endured an age of indecision when he finally sent Miss Whitworth a text message asking to see her again, though in reality it was only a matter of a couple of days. This in itself was a marked departure from his normal habits. He had never sent a text in his life before. His mobile had been more or less a redundant curiosity. It took him a while to send, and he was mindful that it was somehow an adolescent thing to do, or a feminine, but he simply did not have the gumption to actually ring Miss Whitworth straight out. Perhaps it was more than that, too, he reflected, as the text message swished away. It seemed a more polite way to communicate than interrupt her life with the insistent, impertinent ringing of a telephone. Already, from the very start, he was seeing the world differently than he had before. He would have phoned the Chief Inspector without worrying about it if were convenient, but he blanched at the idea of annoying Miss Whitworth.

He stayed at home, pacing up and down, waiting for a response. He would normally have gone out on his day off, fishing or walking in the park, but he recognised that these occupations had just been a way of surviving from day to day. The enthusiasm vanished as soon as something deep inside him was touched. The entire sum of his professional, bachelor existence had been rendered meaningless by that one tender touch on his arm, that single, warm gesture from Miss Whitworth.

After nearly sixty years, his life hung on a text message from a girl, like an adolescent boy. He recalled with some embarrassment his patronising comments to young male colleagues when they were dictated to by their wives or girlfriends, accounting himself superior for his refusal of such fleshly compromises.

When the texted reply came, he jumped at the emphatic ‘beep’. His hands were trembling as he pressed the ‘read’ button, noting that it had indeed come from her.

All it said, in the peremptory style of that mode of communication, was:

Good. 1400. My place.

His stomach lurched. Her place. The house of Miss Pearson. Two hours from now. He heard a voice in his head, voices from long ago, things that he had himself said, warning voices, the voices of wisdom, all strident and panic-stricken, repeating over and over that he was being a fool and that he was being seduced by evil.

He understood them, heard them, and even whispered the words to himself as he stood there in his front room. He even believed them to be true. He decided that he would not go, though there was nothing wrong with going up stairs and working out what he would have worn, had he have gone.

Obviously he could not go in his police uniform. It was hardly an official visit. Pity. He always felt so much more certain of himself in uniform. Many officers couldn’t wait to get home and take off their official garb, but Mr Bell removed his only with the greatest reluctance as he came home from his shift.

Would the rather drab corduroys and grey cotton shirt that he currently wore be acceptable, or perhaps his one and only suit for weddings and funerals would be better?

He tried it on and stood in front of the small mirror in the hall. He simply did not know what would be best. He knew how to approach every normal occasion, but he was not used to dressing for a woman like Miss Whitworth. In the end he decided that anything other than the suit would be disrespectful.

He looked at himself, and stepped closer to the mirror to gaze into his own eyes. They were scared, trapped, haunted eyes, the blue full of clouds and shadows and darkness. He told himself to text her immediately and put an end to all this foolishness. He steeled himself, put the suit away and went down to get the phone. He tapped out an apologetic cancellation, his heart beating hard in his chest. He hesitated over the ‘send’ button. He tried to gather all his will together and glanced round his sitting room for inspiration. All the detritus and significant things of his life, all lending their support to strengthen his identity, remind him who he was, what he stood for, and who he had always been.

But as his mind worked along these familiar channels, the image of Miss Whitworth arose also, and the pressure on his arm he felt again, as if it were really her slim, beautiful fingers bestowing the gentle, warm benediction once more, and her inscrutable smile so close and so beautiful. Her presence dismissed all the other influences with consummate ease, reducing them to a total irrelevance, and he was suddenly alone with her, and nothing else in the world existed, or ever could exist.

He pressed the ‘delete’ on the phone, and sat there shaking all over. He simply could not resist her.

So it was then, that Mr Bell arrived in good time at the gate to Miss Pearson’s Slavehouse, getting out of his one and only luxury, his Audi A6, dressed in his one and only suit.

He heard the barking of a dog, and shuddered a little, but a female voice at the intercom reassured him that it was safe to continue. He recognised the voice of Miss Whitworth, a slightly husky contralto. The sound went through him like electricity, leaving him feeling slightly dizzy as he got back into the car and drove through the remotely operated gate and up to the house.

As Mr Bell stood by the door and looked around he could not see another soul. The dog must be round the back, he thought, breathing a sigh of relief. He faced the door, a solid affair of brass and mahogany, and scolding himself for being lily-livered, pressed the bell.

He was prepared for the sight of Dolly in her latex and heels, but to his surprise and relief it was Miss Whitworth herself who answered the door. In his excited and confused state he did not wonder if it had been by design. He only took in the sight and presence of the beautiful woman who had so haunted his thoughts and dictated his steps of late. She was dressed in a short leather skirt and a tight, white blouse, her face beautifully made up with understated touches, framed by that loose, flowing, midnight hair. Calf length boots completed her outfit.

“Mr Bell,” she said, warmly, “you are very welcome.”

“T-thank you,” he said, hardly able speak.

Miss Whitworth paused for a moment, a ghost of a smile on her lovely features. She stepped towards him and gracefully, unhurriedly brushed a finger slowly along his cheek.

He started at the touch, but did not draw away.

“Come,” she said, softly, and led the way inside.

She led him down the hall that he remembered from his previous visit and the contrast between that occasion and the present smote him powerfully. Then he had been on official business, full of officialdom and pomp, inspecting the premises with a view to legal proceedings; now he was following a beautiful woman into an unknown future, a passive, obedient, reduced figure, his heart in his mouth. The paintings that had meant nothing to him the first time, the naiad pool and knight, the Pre-Raphaelite beauties with liquid, sensitive eyes, the Arthurian scenes, all these affected him deeply now and he felt as though he had entered a sacred space, transformed into a magical landscape by Miss Whitworth, as if the very air was the stuff of poetic inspiration and myth.

She led him up to a landing, passed a door to her right, and entered another. Inside was a small sitting room that evidently had a bedroom adjoining. It spoke powerfully to Mr Bell of organised, yet soft and graceful femininity, the colours warm and the upholstery comfortable and harmonious. Yet he had little attention to spare on them. He was taken up by the proximity of Miss Whitworth, who, having closed the door gently till it clicked shut, had turned to examine him, perfectly poised and self-possessed.

The same could not be said of the ageing policeman. His heart beat hard in his chest, and he found that he couldn’t speak. Miss Whitworth smiled softly and again brushed his cheek with one slim, tapering finger. She regarded him for what seemed like an eternity. He could do nothing but stand as if transfixed by her gaze.

“Are you really so lonely, Mr Bell?” she whispered at last, looking full into his vulnerable, frightened eyes.

“Y-yes,” he admitted, thickly, and he felt tears prick at the corners of his eyes. To tell her a lie seemed unthinkable.

Miss Whitworth smiled tenderly.

“All alone in that house, with no love?”

In answer, tears welled up at the corners of Mr Bell’s eyes, spilling down his worn, weathered cheeks.

Miss Whitworth’s smile widened and her eyes glittered. She so loved tears. She loved to see her slave’s weep, for it was obvious when they did, even behind their rubber faces. Through the tiny eye holes, she could still see them glisten, whether it was tears of pain or adoration, or both. She loved to see how deeply she was touching them. Tears of despair, too, she enjoyed, when the realisation first entered their submissive hearts that they were enslaved beyond any hope of escape and formed for all time as property to Superior Females, chattels, objects, possessions, and no more.

Enjoying the moment she clasped his head gently with her two hands and exerted the slightest downward pressure. Mr Bell sank slowly to his knees in obedience to her unspoken command. Miss Whitworth had to fight the urge to chuckle as he looked up at her from his subservient position, frightened at her power, but enthralled and inspired by it also, his face still framed by her two hands in a tender, gentle embrace.

She reflected that it was a wondrous thing that her lightest touch should so far outweigh Mr Bell’s physical strength. There in a nutshell was the mystical power of the Feminine, before which no male strength could prevail. It was so amusing to prove it, time and again, and see the surprise, defeat, and adoration in a man’s eyes as he felt it overcome him, inducing his surrender into subspace, where he became entirely subservient and malleable to her will. The thrill of that dominating power was what she lived for, and it never failed to fill her with the most delicious pleasure, as if every fibre of her body tingled with sweet remembrance and awakening joy, like a Goddess rising from sleep to claim her natural place in the pantheon of heaven.

She smiled down at him and stroked his face, knowing that the blissful knowledge of subspace would take root in him now, the sweet guiding principle that every sub was governed by; however he might struggle and deny it in the early stages. None ever escaped is tender, addictive embrace. Once the pervasive bliss of subspace had illuminated and awakened a man’s soul to what subservience to a woman could achieve, no other feeling could ever come close.

Miss Whitworth smiled as the tears flowed once again, and she gently pulled his head into her groin, enclosing him in her warm, curvaceous body, his face against the smooth, moulding touch and smell of the black leather of her skirt. He let out a sigh that seemed to come from some deep well inside him, and his prick stirred in his trousers, excited by her fragrance, and the warmth of her touch.  Miss Whitworth put her hand to her mouth to stifle a laugh. Goodbye, Mr Bell, she thought, still tenderly stroking him.

After a while, she gently eased him away and turned his chin up so that he looked up at her. She leaned down over him till there was only inches between them. The fear-tinged adoration in his blue eyes was priceless.

“Would you like to be mine?” she whispered.

“Yes,” he croaked, immediately, holding up his hands as if in prayer. A part of Mr Bell’s consciousness was appalled and astounded at this, but it was a part that somehow did not seem to have control of his movements or speech. Something new was dictating his behaviour. His carefully constructed personality, formed over the long years of dignity and progress as a police officer, all his experiences, opinions and expectations were sloughing off him like an old, wrinkled skin, melted by passion and longing, leaving behind a vulnerable, aching essence that was formed not of words or principles, but was a thing of pure need and emotion. Suddenly there was no past, and no future for Mr Bell; everything meaningful was in the present, and the power and beauty that radiated from Miss Whitworth possessed and upheld him utterly, forming him anew as if in a blissful, ecstatic furnace, transforming and amazing him with a natural, inevitable flow that carried him effortlessly along in its warm, wonderful embrace. It was an exquisite relief to give himself up to it, to surrender all that he had been or ever would be to the overwhelming, divine presence before him, to worship and acknowledge her power with every fibre of his cleansed and purified soul, to be utterly subsumed. His hard cock jerked and throbbed in his trousers, as if in honour of his surrender, in tribute to her femininity.

Miss Whitworth was slightly disappointed at the ease with which she had achieved the enslavement of Mr Bell. She enjoyed the ones that tried to resist and deny the truth; she relished the fight, the struggle that she always eventually won. It was always most amusing to pit herself against a proud male that valued his individuality and freedom, and over time watch it slowly crumble before her into nothing. She did not mind being patient. It was always worth the wait. With such a one she could amuse herself with reminding the slave of his pathetic challenge to her in the beginning, after years of the most profound enslavement of mind, body and spirit.

She supposed that Mr Bell’s resistance had become hard and brittle over the years, and had shattered all at once; where the ego of a younger male victim might be much more resilient. Ah, well, she thought, enjoying the adoration of the older man, they all end up the same way, however they approach it.

“You would truly like to belong to me?” she whispered again, stroking his face. “To serve, and try and please me all your days?”

“Yes,” he said, thickly, and then the tears came in great sobbing rushes.

She held him to her stomach again, whispering words of comfort and encouragement, stroking his head, while he cried himself out.

“There,” she said, kindly, after he had snivelled to a standstill, ‘are you all right now?”

“Yes,” he said gratefully.

‘Yes, what?”

He stared up at her for split second in confusion and then, with a rush said:

“Yes, Mistress.”

“That’s better,” she said, with a smile. “Now, slave, get undressed for me.”

Mr Bell obeyed her, standing up on trembling legs, taking off the layers of clothing in a close parallel to the way his psyche had shed its outer layers, piece by piece, till the naked essence was all that remained, the naked truth. He hesitated at his underpants, which contained a still semi-hard prick, but a curt gesture from Miss Whitworth conveyed to him that complete nakedness was required.

“Now kneel again and face the mirror, slave,’ she said, with a slight curl of disgust on her lips at his swollen member.

“Yes, Mistress,” he croaked, automatically, obeying her.

He was ashamed of the pathetic spectacle that confronted him in the reflecting glass. He was such an unappealing sight, all fat and white flesh, and he fully expected Miss Whitworth to ask him to leave immediately and never come back. The thought unnerved him so profoundly that he had difficulty breathing for a moment.

Miss Whitworth had no intention of doing any such thing, however. She was well used to pathetic male bodies. Her two house slaves had been trained and toned by her strict dietary and exercise regime over months, but they had not much been much better at the beginning than Mr Bell.

She appeared in the mirror, coming up to stand behind him. In her slim, beautiful hands were a rubber, folded hood, and an unbuckled collar. He quailed at the sight, but was intensely drawn to them, too. The old, rational part of him argued shrilly for him to run, but his new, submissive core burned far too hot to be denied now.

“Don’t worry, slave,” she said, enjoying his evident trepidation, “this won’t hurt a bit.”

Miss Whitworth adored this part and always took her time, watching the effect in the mirror. She enjoyed so much the way the now useless and meaningless features disappeared as she lowered the gleaming hood, smoothing them, overwriting them with an ageless, expressionless blackness that spoke such volumes about his new role, his life to be. Everything in his past was wiped, all the little experiences and emotions that had contributed to his old face were utterly replaced by the shiny, impersonal latex, moving ever downwards, like a program being slowly deleted, line by line, reformatted, a black page ready for her to write what she would, and create whatever she wanted.

It made her wet every time, and her arousal tingled right through her lovely body as she worked the rubber further and further down over her new slave’s head. At last is was fully down, and Mr Bell’s old features were completely obscured behind the impersonal black material.

He whimpered as he looked through the eye slits for the first time, seeing a body with a gleaming black head staring back at him in the mirror. A stranger. A new person. Someone with tiny holes for eyes, and larger hole for a mouth and nothing more. She drew the laces tight at the back of his head, stretching the shiny material till it lay like a second skin over his cheeks. Then She made a knot and reached for the collar, drawing it around his neck, securing the hood in place, and snapping it shut with a padlock.

“There,” she said, with deep satisfaction. “That’s better, isn’t it, slave?”

Without waiting for an answer, she crossed to the chest of drawers again and rummaged around for a moment. It had deeply affronted her sense of propriety to have an unhooded slave in her apartments, and consequently a great pleasure to rectify the situation. One more thing remained. She smiled wickedly as she found what she was looking for, a plastic device incorporating a ring and tube, with a little padlock attached.

Mr Bell found that he was weeping again as he looked up at her through the tiny eyeholes. She filled his field of vision completely as she turned back towards him. Nothing to either hand was visible.

“Now, slave,” she said, stroking with pleasure his new, featureless black cheek, “we have one more thing to fit you with. We need to take control of your useless little dicklette. Can’t have you spurting without permission, now can we?”

She laughed at his whimpering plea for mercy and squatted down between his legs, which he had obligingly opened to their fullest extent. She expertly chose the correct size of ring to go behind his ball sack, slipping it round before fitting the locking piece. She fed his hardening prick into the tube before it could swell completely, and pushed the locking bar from the ring through the corresponding hole in the tube. This had a space for a padlock which prevented it from being pulled out again, and this she utilised immediately, snapping the lock closed and arranging the man’s genitalia as comfortably as she could in its new, plastic prison.

“Hmm,’” she said, getting up and putting the key on the dressing table, “that is  much better, isn’t it, slave?”

She laughed at the less than enthusiastic response from Mr Bell.

It was so satisfying to transform a walking affront to feminine power into its right and proper state, kneeling naked at her feet with hood and collar and chastity lock.

“What is your name?” she asked softly, leaning down towards him again.

Mr Bell looked up at her in confusion. He knew that it was not ‘Mr Bell’ anymore.

“S-slave?” he asked, timidly.

“It’s a little bit of a trick question,” she said, “because slaves of course do not have names. But they do have numbers. Do you want to know what your number is, slave? It is written on the back of your hood.”

“Yes, p-please, Mistress,” he croaked, tears in his eyes again.

She laughed.

“You are 34,” she said, with finality. “From now and forever, that is your true name. You are mine to take and I take you. 34, You belong to me, now and forever. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“What is your name?”

“34, Mistress.”

“And who do you belong to?”

“You, Mistress.”

“Good.”

She stepped across to a chest of drawers and took out a chain lead with a leather grip. This she attached to the ‘D’ ring at the front of her new slave’s collar.

“Up,” she commanded.

He responded as if he were remotely controlled, getting awkwardly to his feet, his whole body shaking.

Miss Whitworth led him by the lead, out of her rooms and down the hallway. She was met by the youthful and energetic Miss Tate, who beamed brightly at the two of them as she hurried by with a gushy hello for Miss Whitworth, and a cruel laugh for 34.

“Sissy,” said Miss Whitworth, with an indulgent smile, then she jerked on her slave’s lead and led him on, down the curving staircase that led to the hall. 34 panicked for a moment, thinking that she might be taking him outside, but she turned to her right, through a small passage that led to the garage, and up again, to the accommodation above the car bay.

This was the heated, pleasant space where the slave cages were installed in two rows of three with a passage in between. One was occupied by the resting slave 13, who had been on night duty, the others were empty. Miss Whitworth looked inside the occupied cell and saw that her slave was sleeping soundly. She smiled and did not disturb him. She turned to 34 and put shapely finger to her ruby lips to indicate that she required quiet, and then pointed to the floor.

34 lowered itself to its hands and knees immediately and obediently entered the middle cage of the side opposite the sleeping man. Miss Whitworth took off his lead and then closed the stout iron door with the wooden surround, then locked it with a stout padlock.

34 looked at her through the bars of its cage and whimpered a little as Miss Whitworth reached through the iron rods to reassure him with a tender stroking of his rubber hood.

“Now,” she said, kindly, “this is all new to you, slave, and it will all be quite uncomfortable to begin with, the hood and collar, the chastity device and the cage, but you will quickly adjust. I will return to check on you in an hour or so and we will see how you are doing, all right?”

34 nodded gratefully.

“Thank You, Mistress.”

“Good,” she said, getting up. “Soon all this will seem entirely normal. Now say thank you properly.”

She put the toe of her right boot through the bars at the bottom of the cage door and was gratified to see her new slave immediately put his lips to it, kissing the leather with a pleasing enthusiasm and sincerity. She held her boot there for a while, enjoying the spectacle, and then abruptly took it away.

“Enjoy yourself, slave,” she said, sadistically, and then with a last wicked smile, strode out of the room on her elegant heels.

Mr Bell, or more properly now, ‘34’, whimpered at her departure, watching her lock an adjoining door before disappearing elsewhere in Miss Pearson’s establishment to the sound of retreating footsteps.

He could hear the breathing of 13, and sounds from further away, a scuffle and knock, as the life of the Slavehouse went on through the afternoon.

This was an ideal time to think through the dramatic changes that he had undergone, to try and make sense of them, to come to terms with them. But the arguments in his head led nowhere. There was no rational explanation for his predicament, no way of justifying it by any logical system of values he had ever heard of. It was simply a thing of the unconscious, beyond thought, and beyond understanding, just as the beauty and power of Miss Whitworth was beyond comprehension, beyond description.

34 whimpered a little and gave himself up to the sensations of sweet enclosure and confinement all around him. Everything was a cage; the chastity device, the collar and hood, the cage itself, and they were all locked. The satisfaction and warm fulfilment he derived from this was similar to the way he had felt when Miss Whitworth had held him tenderly to her groin, as if the cage was imbued with her dominant personality. The collar and hood were her hands, the cock cage somehow an even more powerful embrace, impossible to remove.

He began to think of ways of escape, the means by which the locks might be broken and his former life resumed. As he considered this, the thought of his empty flat smote him with a terrible aching loneliness, and he dismissed it from his mind as something too painful to contemplate.

He saw that the locks that secured his collar and hood, his chastity device, and his person were nothing in themselves. If he asked her to remove them he knew that she would, though perhaps she might be a little affronted and hurt. Essentially, they did not hold him.

It was the captivity of his soul that was the foundation of his enslavement. He had surrendered it to Miss Whitworth, and she had taken possession of it with a natural authority that had astonished him. Nothing in his upbringing or education had prepared him for the way in which this thing had happened, nor allowed for such a powerful, transcendent experience in the utter surrender of his ego to a Dominant Female.

He might break out of the cage, or remove the collar and chastity lock, but he did not want to do so. His soul belonged to Miss Whitworth, and it burned with adoration and worship of her.

He settled down in the warm, enclosed environment, the heat from the radiators at each end of the block like the warmth of Miss Whitworth’s hands holding his head. He let out a long, heartfelt sigh of pleasure and relaxed.

*                                                          *                                                          *

Miss Stein had now visited the Slavehouse of Miss Pearson on a number of occasions but these had all taken place at a quiet hour of the afternoon during the week, in order that she could gather material for her book.

Up until now, apart from glimpses of the slaves attached to the establishment,  her notes had all been concerned with second hand accounts, and theoretical impressions.

It was obvious that a more intimate encounter with the practical activities at the Slavehouse was essential for her research, and Miss Stein readily accepted Miss Pearson’s invitation to attend one of her regular evening functions.

She had originally visited the singular house on official business, as a social worker accompanying two police officers sent to investigate a number of complaints from neighbours and to look into other unsavoury rumours concerning the large, secluded residence.

The visit had not led to any prosecutions, but the unusual social arrangement prevailing there had piqued her interest and seemed to offer an object of professional study that she hoped might one day lead to an acceptable and original academic thesis. Her own personal fascination with the exceptional practices and ethos of the house she put to one side as something meaningless in the context of her study.

Miss Pearson, for herself, considered the possibility of thus treating her peculiar domestic arrangements in a serious and respectful way to be entirely positive and progressive. She was convinced of the merit of her system, and imagined that such an academic approach would only confirm what was already obvious to her everyone intimately connected with her household.

Miss Stein glanced down at herself as she approached the door. She had been in much consternation about what to wear, though Miss Pearson had not specified any particular style or limitations in this respect. She suspected very strongly that none of her available clothes would be entirely in keeping with the occasion.

In the end, she had put on a simple beige knee-length skirt and a white blouse, tights and strappy white heels. She felt poised and feminine as the door opened at her approach, without being tarty. She checked her watch and saw that the was roughly on time, at five minutes past five. It would not do, she thought, to be early.

She had seen Dolly, the maid, in her latex finery before, but it was still a shock to the senses to behold the full force of her beautiful outfit. From head to toe, the maid was a walking testament of her submissive identity. From the hood that incorporated a maids frill, to the corsetry that enforced a feminine shape around the taffeta dress, the long gleaming gloves, the skirts that belled out attractively with white lace trim, the stockings and wicked heels, locked in place with little ankle padlocks. The maid curtseyed sweetly.

“Mith Thtien,” she lisped, endearingly, “pleath follow me.”

The padlocks at her ankles tinkled against the steel buckles as she walked in small, teetering steps down the hall, showing Miss Stein into the sitting room, the first door on the left, where she had been previously to conduct her interviews.

Miss Pearson looked beautiful in a black satin dress that had something of the Victorian governess about it, rising gracefully with a smile for Dolly, and then moving to meet Miss Stein with her hand extended.

“I have asked you to attend a little before the start of the proceedings, Miss Stein,” she said, motioning for her to seat herself, “I thought you might appreciate having a little foreknowledge of what is likely to transpire here.”

“Thank you,” said Miss Stein, “that would be most appreciated.”

“Would you care for refreshment, dear?” she asked. “Tea or coffee, or a little wine, perhaps?”

Miss Stein hesitated. Alcohol might soothe her nerves.

“Perhaps a small glass,” she said, with a strained smile

“Good,” said Miss Pearson, with a warm smile, “I’ll join you. Red, or white?”

“Er..Red, if you please.”

“Excellent,” said Miss Pearson, approvingly. She looked at Dolly, who had remained in the doorway, as if anticipating such a commission. “Some red wine, Dolly, if you please,” said Miss Pearson, kindly.

“Yeth, Mithtreth,” came the reply, with a curtsey.

Miss Pearson smiled as Dolly went out and then was silent for a moment as if to collect her thoughts.

“The evenings at this house are special times,” said Miss Pearson, presently, “and we often host events that attract a dozen or more people. Tonight is one such occasion.”

“Thank you for inviting me, Miss Pearson.”

“Oh, it’s my pleasure. On the weekends we mostly do training days and we offer the ritual chamber out for bookings, but you will witness those events in due course, I hope, if this evening doesn’t put you off.”

“I am sure it will be good material for my book, in any case,” said Miss Stein, with an ironic smile.

“I am sure,” agreed Miss Pearson, her smile altogether more wicked. “Now, as to the schedule for today. First, we have our daily ritual in the sacred place, which is strictly a house affair, at around seven ‘o clock. Our house slaves and all the live-outs attend that can do so.”

Miss Stein gave an interested but uncomprehending look in reply.

“This is done whether we have guests or not, and is a time for the strength of this house to be affirmed and renewed,” continued Miss Pearson, “an essential daily focus for slaves and their owners alike.”

“I can imagine,” said Miss Stein, very humbly.

“We do not permit outsiders to witness these events under normal circumstances, Miss Stein, but you may do so today, in view of what you seek to achieve here.”

“That is much appreciated,” said Miss Stein, sincerely.

“I have seen to it that the slaves understand your presence there, Miss Stein,” continued Miss Pearson, “and foresee no great difficulty for this one necessary intrusion.”

“Thank you, Miss Pearson.”

“The ritual is so intimate and personal to us, you see. They are our slaves and we are their Goddesses. There is a pure energy created by that mutual belonging that would be disturbed by anyone who did not share it completely. But this will be worth it, I hope, and the slaves understand it.”

“I am touched by your generosity,” said Miss Stein, “and that of your slaves also.”

“They depend on the energy and validity of the ritual, just as we do. It sustains and defines us, and is a very powerful and beautiful thing.”

“One treads carefully in such deep places,” said Miss Stein, respectfully, in a hushed tone.

Miss Pearson smiled warmly at her in reply.

“Thank you, dear. I am sure it will be fine.”

At that moment, there was a ringing at the bell in the hall.

Miss Pearson smiled, but did not stir from her seat.

“Do not be troubled, Miss Stein,” she said, “We have three live-outs coming for the ritual today. Dolly will see to them.”

“Could I ask where they go? To the cages?”

“They might be caged later, if they are staying overnight,” said Miss Pearson, “or before if they have been here all afternoon for discipline, but now they will be taken down to the sacred place, to kneel before the image of the Goddess, and await our arrival.

“Discipline?”

“Oh yes,” said Miss Pearson, “we often have to take corrective measures and the best place is down below, before the Goddess, and out of the range of inquisitive ears. This must be done before the ritual can commence. Only those who are scourged of their disrespect can attend the ritual.”

“I see,” said Miss Stein, “and then they are left in the quiet to await it?

“Unless the music player is occupied, of course,” said Miss Pearson, with a chuckle.

“Ah.”

“But the sound of male pain is quite appropriate there, and adds to the atmosphere.”

“And is it...er...occupied, at present?”

“Not just now,” said Miss Pearson, with a wicked smile, “but after the ritual, 3 will be installed there, I think. He has been such a good boy.”

“3? He must have been with you for some time.”

“Oh, yes,” said Miss Pearson, “he has been of inestimable value to our project from the beginning. He designed and constructed the wonderful conversion of the garage upper level, with all the plumbing and cages, and has done countless other tasks of a lesser nature. He did that in addition to his normal work as a roofer.”

“Sounds a very useful character,” said Miss Stein. “Did he start off doing ordinary work here and then become interested in submission?”

Miss Pearson smiled again.

“Bless you, no, dear,” she said, “it would make a lovely story, but rather an unlikely one. We advertised on the Internet.”

“Oh.”

“I needed someone fairly quickly, and couldn’t afford to wait for a happy chance to intervene. Many of our slaves came to us via that route, and continue to do so. It is a powerful tool for us.”

“I see.”

“Even so, with ‘3’ we were lucky,” continued Miss Pearson, “he is a genuine submissive where so many are not.”

Again the doorbell rang, and again, Miss Pearson did not stir from her chair.

“But you did not find it appropriate to keep ‘3’ permanently on the premises?” asked Miss Stein.

“No. He is divorced, with children by various mothers. He has to earn a good living to pay all his dues to them.” Miss Pearson smiled with regret. “We adhere to such unnatural and pretentious arrangements in normal society. It is no wonder that there is so much discord.”

They sat for a moment longer in companionable silence. Miss Stein glanced at her watch. It was approaching half past five. Her stomach contracted a little and her heart fluttered somewhat at the prospect of an evening at the Slavehouse, but she told herself that it was a necessity for her research.

“You shall have the opportunity to see some of our female friends who regularly attend our little gatherings, together with their slaves, if they are generous enough to bring them.”

“Sounds like quite a crowd,” said Miss Stein, looking around her.

“Oh, we manage somehow,” returned Miss Pearson, somewhat quickly, “this is a large house. We generally open the dividing doors to the study towards the back, and may even spill out into the garden, if the weather is fine.”

“I see,” said Miss Stein.

At this juncture, Dolly re-appeared with a tray comprised of an opened bottle of red wine and two narrow stemmed glasses.

“Thank you, Dolly,” said Miss Pearson, as the maid carefully set the glasses down and poured a measure into each. The maid curtseyed again and went teetering out on her punitive heels.

“Here’s to education,” said Miss Pearson, archly, raising her glass.

“Education,” echoed Miss Stein, and took a sip.

It was smooth and subtle and warm to the palate. The sort of wine one could drink a great deal of without realising its strength.

“Very nice,” said Miss Stein, appreciatively.

“There is a small alcove behind the throne in the cellar,” said Miss Pearson, with a smile. “The only thing I kept of the original fittings.”

Miss Stein laughed.

“I don’t blame you.”

The two ladies enjoyed another sip of wine and a comfortable silence again ensued for a moment. Miss Stein loved the unhurried poise and elegance of the occasion, such a contrast with much of the brash exchanges and constant noise of the sort of society she was familiar with.

“It is something wondrous how these males abase themselves so completely, and give up everything for a female, is it not?” she offered, after a while. “Their surrender seems so...extravagant.”

“Indeed,” said Miss Pearson, “but it is not so unusual, if you think about it. Consider how desperate and all-consuming is the male’s need even in the mainstream view. Without that motivation, their lives are meaningless, on the whole. What is the point of acquiring wealth and competing with other males if it is not to attract a more beautiful mate?”

“But they seek to master us,” said Miss Stein.

“Because they are terrified of us,” said Miss Pearson, with a giggle. “And with good reason, the poor dears.”

“They have kept that fact well hidden, then,” said Miss Stein, with feeling.

“Indeed, Miss Stein, but it is well hidden no longer.”

There was another pause while both ladies considered the implications of that remark, sipping at their wine.

“And once it is discovered, it cannot easily be undiscovered?” said Miss Stein, quietly.

“Indeed not,” agreed Miss Pearson, “certainly in this age of information. Where there is no suppression of data, the truth comes.”

“These are exciting times for women, the way you describe it.”

“Oh, yes,” said Miss Pearson, with a broad smile, “very exciting.”

“Would you describe yourself as a feminist, Miss Pearson?”

“No,” said Miss Pearson, with an expression of distaste, “I certainly would not. Feminists got it completely wrong and set us back decades.”

“I thought they had some legitimate points.....”

“They tried to make themselves like men, to be treated as men, and to deny their innate beauty and power to an extent that even male panic has not attempted to do. At least men never actually tried to de-feminise their women in private, even if they surrounded them with elaborate fortifications based on lies.”

Miss Stein said nothing, surprised, and waited for her hostess to continue.

“It was ridiculous and misguided in the extreme,” Miss Pearson went on, “inspired by the male view of the world, the world of rationality and measures and qualifications. They wanted to be weighed on the scales of men, a disgusting absurdity.” She shook her head and distress and disgust.

“We are mystery and life, beauty and the unattainable, unfathomable, inexplicable. We are at the centre of everything. It is an abhorrent travesty to imagine that we can be valued in the same way as men.”

She looked at Miss Stein, and her eyes glittered suddenly with anger.

“We are not men’s equals. We are superior beyond imagining, if we discover our strength. The strength of femininity. That is what brings people to this door. That is what you are here for, though you may consider it an academic exercise.”

Miss Stein put her head to one side and smiled nervously.

“I seek academic recognition, Miss Pearson, for what you demonstrate here. And I admit, it fascinates me.”

“Of course, it does,” said Miss Pearson, with a wolfish smile.

At that moment, they heard the front door open and, a moment later; Miss Tate came striding brightly into the room.

“Miss Pearson,” she said, with gushing respect, “and Miss Stein again, how are you?”

“Fine,” said Miss Stein, looking at the youthful figure and blonde halo of the beautiful young girl. Her blue eyes sparkled with mischief and glee and she seemed the very essence of youthful vitality. She often wore light blue, Miss Stein had noted, and today was no different, except that it was a blue corset this time, with a light, belled out matching dress, as if she were on the set of a film between the wars.

Miss Pearson frowned at her slightly.

“Be seated a moment, Sissy,” she said, “and look after Miss Stein while I get changed. I’ll send Dolly with some more glasses.”

“Yes, Miss Pearson,” she returned happily, not sitting down.

“Is 33 joining us this evening?”

“Not today,” said Miss Tate, quickly, with a nervous flush.

Miss Pearson got up and studied her young protégé closely.

“Still in training in your quarters?”

“Yes, Miss Pearson. I hope to be able to show off the results before too much longer.”

The older woman smiled at her endearing sincerity.

“That is well. We are all wondering what has become of the poor dear.”

Miss Tate smiled back, a bright and wicked grin that sparkled in her eyes.

“Hopefully it will be worth the wait.”

Miss Pearson smiled again, and with a polite goodbye to Miss Stein, unhurriedly left the room.

“Well!” said Miss Tate, at last sitting down on the sofa next to their visitor, “this must be tremendously exciting for you, Miss Stein.”

“Scary, and yes, exciting.”

“Of course.”

Miss Stein edged away slightly on the sofa. Miss Tate was uncomfortably close, and she exuded a sensual willingness for intimacy that she found faintly disturbing.

“You seem very happy,” she commented, a little afraid of sharing a silence with her young companion.

“Oh, yes!” said Miss Tate, “life is SO wonderful!!” She looked at Miss Stein for a moment. “I have come so early into my vocation, discovered who I am so young.”

“That is fortunate.”

“I have a slave of my own to train who adores me utterly,” she said, with a giggle, “so what could be better than that?”

“As you say.”

“And,” she said, with conspiratorial wink, “Do you remember Constable Curren?”

“The young police officer that came with me and Sergeant Bell for the inspection? Yes, of course.”

Miss Tate giggled and hugged herself for a moment.

“Miss Pearson doesn’t know yet,” she said, “but he has proposed an engagement.”

“That’s quick work,” said Miss Stein, thinking to herself that it was entirely understandable. Miss Tate really was an exquisite creature, and what young man would not seek to make her his own?

“Oh, it’s not quick work for me,” she said, airily, with another burst of giggles.

“Are you going to accept him?”

Miss Tate looked at her in surprise.

“Of course not, Miss Stein. I am going to enslave him.”

“Ah, of course.” She had to stop herself saying poor man. She was not even sure of whether it would necessarily be a bad thing anymore for the young policeman. This Slavehouse had a way of turning the most accepted social norms completely upside down.

“How are you going to accomplish that?”

Miss Tate looked at Miss Stein, and this time there was steely humour in her blue eyes.

“He is already enslaved.”

“Ah, of course.”

“It will only need me to peel away a few layers of inherited rubbish.”

“Yes.”

Miss Tate continued to look at Miss Stein with uncomfortable intensity.

“I think  Miss Pearson sees me as her eventual successor here,” she said.

“You could very well be right, I’m sure,” agreed Miss Stein.

At that moment, Miss Whitworth came through the door from the hall, looking poised and purposeful as usual, still in her leather skirt, and tight, white blouse. She held her habitual instrument of discipline in her right hand, a riding crop with a little leather loop at the end. She was slightly flushed, as if recovering from an exertion.

Dolly followed close behind, with some extra wine glasses.

“Hi Bren,” said Miss Tate, with a broad grin, “how’s Mr Bell?”

“Caged,” said Miss Whitworth, with a curl of her lip as she sat down opposite the two other ladies.

“Oooh,” said Miss Tate, happily, “good.”

“Dolly,” said Miss Whitworth, motioning to the maid, “pour me a glass would you?”

“Yeth, Mithdreth,” came the reply, with an awkward curtsey.

“And me,” said Miss Tate. Again the maid performed her humble gesture, turning to the younger girl, before performing the required service.

Miss Stein was still a little in shock.

“Mr Bell?” she asked, in a hushed voice. “The policeman?”

“Yes,” said Miss Whitworth, thanking Dolly with a nod as she filled up her glass, “or 34, as he now is.”

“Mr Bell??  I can’t believe it. But he’s old enough to be...well..”

“Our Father?” said Miss Tate, with wicked grin. “It’s an amusing thought, isn’t it? Poor Daddy grovelling at his daughter’s feet, begging for her attention.”

The two ladies laughed, but Miss Stein was too horrified to join in.

“That’s what male authority is worth, Miss Stein,” said Miss Whitworth, her dark eyes flashing, “just blown up, egotistical, bags of wind, all of them.”

There was a tense silence while Dolly filled up Miss Tate’s glass. The young girl looked at her hungrily as the latex clad figure poured the wine, enjoying the way she struggled to keep her balance on the high heels locked round her ankles, and the tremble of fear and tension in her every movement as she  concentrated hard on her task, as if terrified of a mistake.

“We bring them down to size,” said Miss Tate, coldly, as Dolly offered Miss Stein the bottle, silently entreating her to have a little more. Though Miss Stein was loath to put the maid under any more pressure, she did need the effects of the wine and indicated her consent with a warm, encouraging smile.

“Oh, indeed,” said Miss Whitworth, with a chuckle, “and how small they actually turn out to be, Sissy.”

“Especially once we’ve stamped on them,” agreed Miss Tate, and once again the two ladies shared a lilting, sadistic laugh, Miss Whitworth’s contralto combining well with Miss Tate’s higher register.

“W-what will you do with Mr Bell now, or ....‘34’, I should say?” asked Miss Stein, concerned for the policeman. He had seemed harmless enough, and very respectable on that day when they had all gone together to answer a number of complaints from neighbours.

Miss Stein remembered well how they had gotten absolutely nowhere with their enquires. Miss Pearson had been more than equal to any of their question and concerns, and once it had become clear that everyone in the house had been adult, consenting, and unharmed, the whole thing had just petered out into nothing.

Though not quite petered out. She had returned, curious to know more. Mr Bell appeared to have been unable to forget the experience also, and Mr Curren seemed emotionally entangled with Miss Tate.

“Oh,” said Miss Whitworth, with a swish of her crop, “I haven’t decided yet. He’ll contribute financially, of course, like all rest, and no doubt be of use to us as our pet policeman. He’ll be taught the basic positions, and some doggie ones, I think, in due course.”

“Oh, yes,” enthused Miss Tate, “teach him how to beg nicely on his hind legs in his uniform!”

The two ladies again shared an easy, comfortable laugh without any contribution from Miss Stein.

At that moment, the hall door opened and Miss Pearson stood in the doorway. At once the two ladies fell into a respectful silence. Miss Stein couldn’t help staring her. She was a vision of gleaming black curves and poised, forbidding beauty. Her hair was still bound into a severe bun, which accentuated the classic bones of her face, her body was armoured with a latex top secured by a corset chased with gold filigree. Her legs were encased in thigh high PVC boots, glittering in the light. Long gloves encased her arms.

“Ladies,” she said, pleasantly, and turned back into the hall. At once Miss Tate and Miss Whitworth rose to follow, one in a swish of blue material, the other striding more purposefully in leather skirt and blouse.

“Miss Stein,” said Miss Pearson, kindly, putting her head slightly on one side by the door, “You must come too.”

The lady in question got up, and put her glass down, regretting that she had not had a little more of the intoxicating drink. She felt hardly insulated enough to go with the other ladies to the ritual chamber, but after all, she reminded herself, it would be excellent material for her book.

They all went along the hall, with Miss Pearson and Miss Stein bringing up the rear.

“Don’t worry,” she said, encouragingly, to her nervous guest, “you are not required to participate. Merely observe and remain quiet.”

“Will 34 be there?” she asked, her voice shaking a little.

“The new slave? No, he has yet to earn that honour, Miss Stein.”

“Oh.”

Miss Stein said no more at that point, as they had begun to descend the stairs to the cellar space, and care was required in heels to avoid a stumble.

Miss Stein wondered what was going through the minds of the male slaves already down there, hearing their owners coming down the wooden steps.

The ritual chamber was just as Miss Stein remembered it from before, a shadowy, candlelit void, with a single, emphatic focus in the shape of a life size bass relief of a female form, gilded with gold leaf, her arms forming a perfect semi-circle above her head, and a spiral pattern curling inwards at her groin. Her face gleamed and flickered in the light of the tapers to each side, resonant with beauty and confidence. Below and in front of that remarkable work of art stood an ornate, high backed chair, raised like a throne on a small dais. To each side, fading into the shadows were the gleaming lines of unknown instruments, and icons set in niches lit by tiny candles.

On the stone floor before it, five male figures were prostrated, their foreheads in the dust, keeping quite still as the ladies entered.

Miss Pearson stepped past the slaves without glancing at them, and settled herself down in the great chair, her leather and PVC garments gleaming in the guttering light.

Miss Whitworth stood to her right, and Miss Tate to her left. Half hidden in shadow, the combined force of their graceful forms with the glorious gold figure above Miss Pearson exuded a power that seemed heavy and puissant enough to feel like a physical blow, or a flow of gusting air.

The black pillar candles gave out a subtle, heavy scent, giving a church-like atmosphere, the smell of holiness.

They stood there a moment in silence.

Almost imperceptibly, Miss Pearson gestured with the finger of one hand. At once there came a soft, ringing bell from one corner, a metallic, but soothing sound.

Miss Stein glanced across, surprised, but as her adjusted eyes could make out a figure from the direction of the sound and guessed that it was Dolly.

“Ancient One,” began Miss Pearson, in a sonorous tone that rolled around the stone chamber, “we acknowledge you.”

There came a low assenting murmur as this, though Miss Stein couldn’t catch the words.

“Prover of Life, Source of all Aspiration, Gatherer of Souls, we acknowledge your place at the centre of all things.

Again the murmur.

“Great Goddess, Spirit of Life, move in us and keep us. Accept now through us, these assenting souls. Find them pleasing and palatable, we pray.”

At that, one of the slaves began to move, crawling towards Miss Pearson, his hooded features spilling the candlelight as he approached. Miss Pearson extended a booted foot, and the slave kissed it reverently.

As she watched each slave worship at the feet of Miss Pearson and then crawl backwards, Miss Stein realised that the three ladies were the other side of a great divide. They were not priestesses only, but embodiments of what the slaves worshipped. They were living divinities in that sense, and needed no liturgical interpretation to make clear the meaning, the focus of the slave’s worship stood before them, real and living and powerful.

What was the need for interpretation and belief, if the divinity was right in front of you, feeding and filling your soul? The object of your worship was just as real and present as the heavy smell of holiness that came from the tall, dark candles. They were one and the same.

Miss Stein noticed that two of the slaves bore the signs of a severe beating around the buttocks, with red welts and angry lines running in a myriad of shallow, crossing angles. For a moment, she wondered at who could have administered this discipline, but then remembered how Miss Whitworth had been a little flushed when she had come into the sitting room, still holding her crop.

She winced at the beaten flesh, and wondered how anyone could stand that sort of pain. She knew the answer they would give, though, as if she was hearing it from their own lips, muffled and awkward from behind their hoods. The pain of those blows, agonising as they must have been, was infinitely preferable to being shut out of the ritual, cut off from the sustaining source, cast out into the terrible darkness of feminine displeasure.

Maybe they desired the pain, if they had transgressed. The soundproofing round the doors that connected the cellar space must be effective, she thought, for nothing of that procedure to have penetrated through to the sitting room. Surely they must have cried out, unless they had first been gagged?

Perhaps Miss Pearson would allow her to witness such a thing, in due course. The prospect appalled and excited her in equal measure.

“18”, said Miss Pearson.

Miss Whitworth came forward to meet the slave that crawled into the light before Miss Pearson. She crouched down, putting her crop under her arm, and put something like a plate down on the stone floor. Then she reached for the slave’s crotch. The slave straightened up on his knees to allow her access. Miss Stein noticed that she was wearing black leather gloves that reached almost to the elbow. She took a key from a fine chain round her neck and unlocked something with an audible snap between the slave’s legs. Then she worked at something and pulled it free, putting it down on beside the plate, out of Miss Stein’s sight.

Miss Stein could clearly see the number ’18’ marked on the back of the slave’s hood as Miss Whitworth began to work what was obviously his cock.

It hardly seemed a moment before the slave jerked and groaned, and spurted jet after jet of cum down toward the floor, presumably onto the plate Miss Whitworth had put there for the purpose.

“T-thank You, Goddess,” said the slave, in a sobbing voice, his whole body quivering.

Miss Stein was shocked at the intensity of the man’s gratefulness. He seemed on the point of bursting into tears. She wondered how long he had been kept frustrated and locked in the chastity device.

Miss Pearson smirked and pointed down.

“Eat it.”

“Y-yes, M-Mistress.”

The three ladies looked on with amused satisfaction as 18 bent to the task, licking at the streams of cloudy fluid like a dog finishing a meal. Miss Stein was a little disgusted at how degraded the man had become, but it excited her also. The females were statuesque, beautiful and poised in that sacred space and the males grovelled to them in a shared, unutterably blissful transport that was incredible to witness.

“Good boy,” said Miss Pearson, as the last of the cum was cleaned up.

“Thank you, Mistress,” said the slave, with an edge of weariness in his voice.

Miss Pearson lifted herself out of the throne with a single, graceful movement and then stepped down to where 18 was prostrated before her. She crouched down and took 18’s head in both her gloved hands, lifting it so that she could look straight through the eyeholes of the hood, right into the slave’s eyes. She stared intently there for a moment or two, a cruel smile hovering around her lips, her eyes glittering greedily.

“Hmmm, exquisite.”

She straightened up and the slave’s head went down again to the dust at her feet. She looked over the other slaves and her gaze settled on the one with ‘3’ marked on the back of his hood.

“Ladies,” she said, “3 will have the honour tonight.”

The tiniest whimper escaped the slave’s mouth and Miss Pearson smiled.

“It is playing us music already.”

The other girls tittered at that, as they moved toward the prostrate figure.

Miss Whitworth reached down and clipped a chain lead on the slave’s collar.

“Dogwalk,” she snapped, and jerked on it as she moved across to the shadows on the left of the cellar, the slave crawling on hands and knees behind her. Miss Tate skipped ahead of them and attended to the candles, bringing a flicking, gathering illumination to the wicked contraption that was humorously referred to as the ‘music player’.

Miss Stein had witnessed its use on a previous visit, and shuddered a little as the two ladies made the slave stand up, and then locked him into the evil contraption with practised ease, obviously enjoying the slave’s trembling, silent distress as the padlocks snapped closed.

It was such a wicked but seductive sight, the slight, beautiful hands of Miss Whitworth and Miss Tate, moving into place the much stronger limbs of slave 3, easing and cajoling them into the chains, locking them in place. Miss Stein remembered that 3 was the handyman and his forearms with ridged and hard with corded muscle. But muscle was meaningless before their feminine touch, the gentlest pressure overcoming his pathetic resistance. It was so wonderful to see grace and beauty mastering brute strength so naturally and completely.

The ‘music player’ was basically consisted of an upright frame to which the occupant was fixed with bands of steel, leaving only his arms free. Each wrist was locked to the point of a triangle, across the level part. The pointed angle that remained ended in a small hinged circle of steel that had tiny spikes inside. This went behind the victim’s scrotum, and was sadistically locked in place. The only way to minimise the pain was to hold the frame perfectly still. Any movement of the arms would result in the spikes digging into the scrotum and shaft of his penis.

The last, cruel refinement was to fit a solid bar between the victim’s collar and the flat side of the triangle, between the wrists, to ensure that the arms were always kept extended, making it impossible to keep the triangle still for more than a few moments at a time. There were different lengths of bar, depending on how severe the ladies wished the fiendish device to be, or a reflection on how strong the occupant was. Miss Stein thought that the bar was longer than the one she had seen previously.

Miss Tate gleefully snapped the hinged, spiked circle closed with her slim, elegant fingers round the slave’s scrotum, fitting it behind the chastity device, and she giggled as the man groaned in pain as the spikes dug into the stretched skin.

Miss Whitworth fitted a ball gag into the man’s mouth, secured it at the back of his head, and then ran a gloved finger tenderly down the taut material of his hood.

Miss Pearson stood nearby, enjoying the spectacle. She stepped forwards as the girls finished their work, and looked into the slave’s distressed, timorous eyes.

“Suffer for us, slave,” she whispered, with a cold smile.

As if in answer, 3 groaned, a deep and agonised, hopeless sound, and the ladies giggled together.

“That’s it,” she said, approvingly, stroking his blank, rubber face, “such a good boy.”

Tears began to form at the man’s eyes, and Miss Pearson’s smile grew wider.

“Exquisite,” she whispered.

Leaving their victim to suffer in the cruel contraption, the ladies turned back to the remaining slaves.

“Let 18 go to the cages,” said Miss Pearson, pleasantly. “13 is on duty, if I am not mistaken, Brenda?”

“Yes, Miss Pearson,” she replied.

“So take 6 then, for the evening.”

“Thank you, Miss Pearson.

“And Miss Tate? Will you be bringing 33?”

“No no,” said the young lady, colouring a little, “he is still confined to my quarters for the time being. It’s really no problem. I’m sure it will be crowded enough.”

Miss Pearson looked at her for a moment, and then nodded.

“As you wish.”

Miss Tate’s prediction was more than borne out a little while later as the guests began to arrive in twos and threes at the Slavehouse. Hardly had Miss Whitworth put 18 into a cell over the garage and received his grateful bootlicking thanks through the bars, and the doorbell rang, and continued to ring. Slave 34 was fast asleep, and Miss Whitworth smiled at that as she left, locking the door to cage chamber behind her.

Dolly was extremely busy answering calls and Miss Stein quickly became muddled as to who was who as she was introduced and presented to each Domme in turn. There did not seem to be much organisational effort apart from the buffet laid out in the dining room and the gathering quickly took on the character of any other sort of party, if one discounted the fact that all the females were sitting or standing, and the males were on their hands and knees, mostly naked, or nearly so, hooded, leashed, chained, or otherwise marked with their owner’s identity, contributing nothing to the conversation.

Some slaves merely provided a footrest for their owner as she sat and chatted pleasantly with the ladies beside her; some knelt and offered a plate full of chicken wings or vol-au-vents, or a hundred other things that had taken their owner’s fancy. Some were made to beg and take food with their mouths straight from their owner’s hands, to general merriment, and some were permitted to eat at their own pace from a bowl on the floor, although they did not use their hands to take food.

Miss Stein noted that there was little other regularity as to behaviour and type. Each seemed to dominate their slaves in their own way and both Domme and sub came in all shapes and sizes. She had been used to the obvious physical attractiveness of the three Mistresses of the Slavehouse, but many of the other women were not so well favoured, though they were dressed attractively enough. Likewise, the house slaves were toned for their work after long experience of the strict regime of Miss Whitworth, but some of the slaves before her sight now were not in the best shape, many being rather flabby.

One thing that every lady had in common however was an indefinable poise and confidence, regardless of their physical attributes. They moved unhurriedly, without anxiety, and their eyes were knowing and full of wicked humour. The slaves were nearly all hooded, and so had no expressions, and Miss Stein could not ascertain their feelings, whether of fear or adoration, or mostly likely something of both, she thought. Certainly they took no part whatsoever in the interaction between the ladies, and gave no indication that they even heard what was being said, only coming to life when directly addressed, or played with by their owner, usually to a chorus of laughter.

Of the entire gathering, Miss Stein thought that she was clearly the most uncomfortable, and Miss Pearson came to sit by her after the inevitable meet and greet that a hostess was obliged to perform as if she knew exactly what she was feeling.

“Well, Miss Stein,” she said, a little breathlessly, “I imagine that you will have something to write about?”

“Oh, yes,” said Miss Stein, with a nervous smile, “I am sure I could write a book already.”

The other lady smiled her appreciation.

“Thank you, dear. But you haven’t got a drink, or something to eat?”

“Oh, it’s all right. I’ll go when it’s died down a little.”

Miss Pearson put her hand on Miss Stein’s knee.

“Maid,” she called, addressing a young man put into a lovely pinafore and blonde wig.

The man abruptly spun round and dropped into a curtsey before her.

“Mith Pearthon,” he said, in the lispy speech that seemed to be a common part of sissy maid training.

Miss Stein was a little surprised that it was not Dolly and looked around for her. She needn’t have worried. The house’s maid was very busy elsewhere.

“Some red for Miss Stein. And a selection from our table, slave.”

“Yeth, Mithdreth.”

Miss Pearson turned back towards her guest.

“It’s just as well one or two of the ladies have brought their own maids, isn’t it?”

“It certainly is,” said Miss Stein, feelingly. “Thank you for seeing to me.”

“Ah, well can’t have a lady going without, can we? Not here at any rate.”

“No,” said Miss Stein. She was impressed that the whole gathering, menu, arrangements and occasion were entirely geared towards the pleasure of women. There were no clashing male elements, or any dispute as to the direction and character of the evening. Miss Stein was so used to giving way to men over so many issues. The few attachments she had formed with men had been an endless series of compromises in which she felt she had given up far more than she had gained.

In the Slavehouse, it was utterly reversed. The man got nothing, the women, everything, and yet, impossibly, each seemed fully satisfied and happy with the arrangement. The slaves who held the plates for their Mistresses did it with reverence, those who were fed like pets ate gratefully, with a sincere ‘Thank You, Mistress’, and those merely kept on leads at their Owner’s feet seemed to bask in their presence, motionless like an opium-eater, high on the natural and all-consuming drug that Mistresses called ‘sub-space’. Get a man to experience it, they would say, and he was owned from that moment.

“Well?” said Miss Pearson, leaning in slightly towards her guest to make herself more easily heard over the hubbub of female conversation. “What did you think of our ritual?”

“Beautiful,” said Miss Stein, without having to think about it. “But a thing to experience, not write about.”

“Ah,” said Miss Pearson, nodding, “that is true. We do not deal in beliefs or theories here. It is not so easy to put us on a page.”

“Nevertheless, I will try,” said Miss Stein.

She thought for a moment.

“Is one slave allowed to cum during every ritual, Miss Pearson? Or is it not always done?”

“Not always,” said her beautiful hostess, “it depends on many factors. 12 had been in chastity for three months, and he had done well during that time.”

“Three months? That seems like a long time.”

“Oh, indeed it is, and it takes a while to work up to that sort of denial,” agreed Miss Pearson, “but 12 has been in training for a year and he is very well adjusted to it.”

“Could I ask what 12 does in terms of occupation?”

“He is a priest, Miss Stein.”

Miss Stein had thought that she couldn’t be shocked by anything at the Slavehouse after her recent visits, but this left her momentarily speechless.

Miss Pearson smiled at her guest’s obvious surprise.

“He came here a good while back out of a concern for our souls,” she said, with a giggle. “And he ended up losing his.”

“What a triumph that must have been,” said Miss Stein, earnestly.

“Oh, it is always sweet to enslave another male,” she said, “but some are sweeter than others, I agree.”

This brought on another giggle that Miss Stein surprised herself by joining in with.

At that moment, the wine arrived for Miss Stein and a plateful of nibbles from the buffet, brought by the maid Miss Pearson had addressed earlier. There was a short interlude where Miss Stein tried to find a place on which to put her plate, not liking to place it on the sofa, a predicament made worse by the fact that she was also holding a wine glass.

Before Miss Pearson could intervene, however, a woman sitting in the next chair had witnessed her difficulty and taken steps to alleviate it by lifting her booted feet off the slave that was serving as a footrest, and commanding him to move across beside Miss Stein by nudging him painfully with her stiletto heel and jerking on his chain lead.

“Please,” said the lady, a woman of large proportions with unblinking dark eyes set in a round face, “feel free.”

Miss Stein could hardly refuse such a generous gesture in such circumstances, and found herself in the strange position of putting her plate down on the slave’s naked back which was now conveniently situated right by the armrest of her end of the sofa.

Miss Pearson chuckled at her guest’s discomfort and put an encouraging hand on her arm.

“Just pretend it’s a table, dear,” she said. “Effectively, for the moment, that’s all it is.”

“Yes,” said Miss Stein, smiling gratefully. She turned to the woman who had supplied the furniture, and said her thanks.

“You can put your wine there, too,” said the woman.

Miss Stein hesitated, then placed her glass in the plate, again with a gesture of thanks. She was so afraid that the slave might twitch or move, and spill some of it, but she did not want to cause offence. She was not afraid for herself, but for the slave, remembering the ugly weals and stripes on the buttocks of some of the slaves at the ritual.

“We were speaking of 18, I believe, Miss Stein?” said Miss Pearson, smoothly.

“Oh, yes,” said her guest, turning away from her living table and what it bore for the moment. “I was wondering how you managed to enslave a priest. I would think that his views would hardly allow for such a thing.”

“Oh,” said Miss Pearson, with a bright smile, “he came to us with his words, his ideals, and other inherited religious rubbish. Many males have them, in varying degrees of depth, but we do not participate in their debates. It is not an intellectual struggle, Miss Stein, but one of need.”

“I see,” said Miss Stein.

“He kept coming back and back,” said Miss Pearson, smiling, “talking and talking and talking, saying that he was not going to go away until he had rescued us from Satan, but we knew why he was there time and time again, even if he did not.”

Miss Pearson laughed out loud, a delighted, tinkling sound.

“The only chance he had was to run, and run far, into the wilderness, where they put up walls of stone against the sensual enticements of femininity.” She signed and laughed at the same time. “I doubt even there if they escape us. What do they dream of out there, in the loneliness and the cold but a woman’s arms and a tender touch?”

“They will say they do not, no doubt.”

“No doubt,” agreed Miss Pearson, with a smirk. “But 12 did not need to dream. He came to see me, time and again, and each time he got more and more desperate. His arguments had no effect on me, because I did not seek to dissuade him.” Miss Pearson smiled at the memory. “I just served him tea, and waited.”

“I see.”

“He joked about the tea. Said he was more used to wine. But I was the intoxication, Miss Stein, and little by little he fell under its sway.”

Miss Pearson clapped her hands together lightly and closed her eyes at this.

“Imagine it, Miss Stein,” she said fervently, “an intoxication that cannot be denied! His senses were smitten, engorged with passion for with me. His eyes, of course, his ears, ringing with my sweet voice. My scent, too, allured him, so feminine and delicate. What defence could he raise, the poor man? I was in his head! What a delicious thing is memory and imagination! Even running, I would be with him every step of the way. And what is the image that will chase a female from a man’s mind, Miss Stein? We are the ultimate image. We efface all else. Nothing can withstand us.”

“And eventually,” said Miss Stein, timorously, having eating one or two mouthfuls of chicken, “he knew your touch, too?”

“In due time,” agreed Miss Pearson. “Those that deny themselves the longest, fall the hardest, and he had spent so long doing that. Oh yes, he felt my melting touch in due time, and we had tears, as you can imagine. Such tremblings and whimperings. We are well used to them, Miss Stein.”

“These things run so deep,” observed, Miss Stein, biting her lip.

“Oh, yes, and such things are so beautiful and exciting, like the sun shining through after decades of cloud, his cold and empty heart suddenly burning for us, awakened into life in answer to our power.”

“What a feeling that must be.”

“Oh, indeed,” said Miss Pearson, laughing suddenly, “and after my touch, there was one sense remaining. Taste.”

Miss Stein smiled at her hostess’s laughter, not entirely sure she comprehended.

“The taste of my boots, Miss Stein,” said Miss Pearson, seeing her uncertainty, “the kiss of my cane, and maybe the flavour of other things....” She laughed again at the thought.

“I see,” said Miss Stein, imagining a priest kneeling at her feet, licking the heels and toes of her boots. It was a strangely unsettling thought. “All this is quite amazing.”

“Isn’t it?” agreed Miss Pearson, taking another sip of wine. “But you are not eating anything, dear?”

“Oh,” said Miss Stein, and moved to rectify matters, choosing some marinated prawns. “Thank you.” She surprised herself by forgetting for a moment that her table was actually a living human being. It was so easy to slip into the way of thinking of the Slavehouse, their strangely enticing values so opposed to those she had inherited.

She looked round briefly as she ate, disturbed by a burst of giggles to her right. A slave was being tormented by several Mistresses, made to lick the soles of their shoes in turn, and poked and taunted as he did so. Another slave was on his haunches nearby with his mouth permanently open, a receptacle for the cigarette ash that his Mistress casually flicked in, hardly even bothering to look at him as she did so, her attention on the poor wretch being humiliated in front of her.

Miss Stein felt slightly queasy at this and turned back to her hostess.

“But 12 is a live-out still, Miss Pearson?” she asked, trying to ignore the laughter and taunts of the ladies nearby.

“Yes,” said Miss Pearson with a wicked smile, “I keep him up to his old lies, spouting rubbish from the pulpit. It amuses me. Our pet priest. We even go and listen to him sometimes.”

“What?” asked Miss Stein, aghast.

Miss Pearson giggled politely at her guests surprise.

“That person is still inside him,” she explained. “After being allowed to cum, quite often you can still see the remnants of what they once were, if you look deep enough. I love to look into 12’s eyes and see the naive religious idiot still clinging on in his memory, though of course it is becoming weaker and weaker.”

“Only after cumming?”

“Yes, and only fleetingly,” said Miss Pearson, “a maximum of about forty five minutes before his new true self reasserts itself fully. With most of them it is about twenty. There is only total adoration to see there after that.”

“Like a chemical imbalance?”

“Exactly. That is why chastity is so important to a slave. Too much cumming confuses.”

“So you see something of the former personality at those times?”

“With certain slaves, yes, if they originally had a strong ego. 12 is one of those.”

Miss Stein frowned, trying to understand.

“So what do you see in such a slave’s eyes, Miss Pearson?”

Her hostess broke into a wide, gleeful smile at that, and her eyes glittered with amusement and malice.

“Despair, Miss Stein,” she said, with a shudder of pleasure. “Desperation, hopelessness, defeat. We look into a slave’s eyes after cumming and see our victory again and again. After a while, of course, there is nothing there at all, even the memory of his former ego is gone. 6 and 13 are like that.”

“And you make 12 go on being a priest?”

“I admit,” said Miss Stein, with another chuckle, “it is sadistic. But it’s so much fun. And he gets a good salary, of course, which obviously goes to us.” She sighed with pleasure. “All those stuffed shirts and stiff collars listening to him drone on, never thinking that he has a chastity device round his prick, and ‘Satan’s Slut’ tattooed over his ass!”

Miss Pearson broke into a fit of giggles at that, which Miss Stein could not help joining in with. It was so deliciously ludicrous.

Getting the better of her laughter Miss Pearson glanced up at the clock, which was reading a quarter past nine.

“Goodness,” she said, “we must start the main event.”

She got to her feet.

“Ladies,” she called, as the noise subsided. “You are all invited to enter your slaves into one of our little competitions.”

There was general excitement and laughter at this announcement.

Miss Pearson moved gracefully across the room and opened the connecting door with the study, which made a long space down one side of the house. At the far end was a barrel filled with water with apples floating at the top.

“The rules are simple,” she said, with a grin, “the slaves have to grip the apples with their teeth, and deliver them to their owner. The one that does this in the quickest time wins.”

There was a murmur at this, with a slight undertone of disappointment.

“But,” said Miss Pearson, with a wicked smile, “owners can use these, to distract the opposition.”

She held up a wicked-looking pistol and then aimed it at down the opened out space, towards the apple barrel. There was a singing thud as a bolt with a sucker at the end of it suddenly appeared at the waist of the water butt, quivering in place, hanging by the rubber end.

There was general female laughter and delighted exclamations at this, and there followed a great scraping of chairs and rearrangement of furniture as seating for the Mistresses was organised.

There were eight of these participating in the end, with eight slaves, each to go one at a time.

There were more than eight pistols, though, so some Mistresses that did not have a slave in the competition were given one. Miss Stein noticed that Sissy Tate had obtained one of the wicked looking pistols and was examining the workings eagerly. Spare charges were readily available, and Dolly together with the other maids were detailed to keep the ammunition coming.

After much further laughter and manoeuvrings the game eventually began. Miss Stein wondered at the level of noise and excitement, thinking that the wine was beginning to take effect. Then she remembered that there were some clubs that would allow a Stag do, but drew the line at a Hen Night, which apparently could get a lot wilder.

Miss Stein took some more wine, feeling the effect on herself, and found herself amused despite her misgivings at the sight of a slave, naked but for his hood and chastity device, making ready to dash to the bucket to try and win the competition for its his owner, obviously very conscious of the sucker guns pointed at him.

“Now, ladies, before we start,” said Miss Pearson, holding a stopwatch, “no shots once the slave is on its way back. We don’t want permanently impaired goods, do we?”

There seemed to be some wicked divergence of opinion on that point, which caused more hilarity.

“Get set, GO!!”

The slave dashed to the barrel, helped on his way by numerous stinging blows from the pistol bolts, and bent over to get the apple bobbing in the water.

This presented an ideal target for the ladies and soon a number of arrows were left stuck to his behind, which was a frankly hilarious sight for the tipsy markswomen. Each blow made the slave flinch and he had great difficulty in getting hold of the floating apple, which was hard enough under the best circumstances.

Once he managed to raise an apple from the water but another impact from a suckered arrow made him drop it with a ‘plop’ and a splash back into the barrel and the whole place fell about laughing.

Miss Stein found herself laughing along with the rest as the slave began to whimper and desperately move his backside to try and dodge the stinging blows that came from the pitiless ladies.

Miss Tate came up to her at that point, and offered her a shot of her projectile gun.

“Must go to the bathroom,” she explained, gushingly, “I think it’s the excitement!”

“Oh, I couldn’t,” said Miss Stein.

“Well, hold it for me, then,” said Miss Tate, with a flicker of annoyance, “I won’t be long.”

Miss Stein watched her youthful figure make a sinuous path through the baying and laughing crowd and then turned her attention back to the competition.

The whole thing was beginning to degenerate into giggly, drunken helplessness. The slave’s behind now looked like a pin cushion and Miss Pearson seemed about at the point of declaring the first heat a non-event, when the poor man eventually managed to grip on an apple and turn with it, holding his arms up to protect his face pathetically.

There were ironic cheers as he crawled up to his Mistress and offered it to her with his teeth, like a well-trained dog still with arrows stuck to his backside.

She took the apple and snapped on his lead, allowing him to curl up at her feet, out of the firing line and relieved no doubt to be no longer the centre of attention. His owner removed the arrows, and used them as ammunition for the next contender who was standing ready to dash down the room.

“Four minutes, thirty-two seconds,” called Miss Pearson, noting down the result.

Soon the next slave was on his way, and again the ladies discharged their weapons at him with giggling abandon. No projectile stuck however, though some hit the target area as he reached the apple barrel and bent over it.

Miss Stein looked around, and saw that no one was looking in her direction. To her surprise, she found herself levelling her Miss Tate’s weapon. Perhaps it was because of the wonderfully presented target, the bare cheeks just asking to be peppered; perhaps it was the wine...

Wooosh!! Her bolt sped from the pistol and scored a direct hit on the slave’s left buttock and stuck there, quivering as he let out a gasp of pain. She whooped and raised a clenched fist and laughed along with everyone else, giving herself up to the contagious sense of fun that permeated the whole room.

Dolly offered her another arrow and showed her how to push against the strong spring and reload. Miss Stein smiled at her, and took aim again...

Miss Tate went upstairs to her quarters, which comprised, as with Miss Whitworth’s apartment, a living room, bedroom, and bathroom ensuite. She smiled at the sounds of the revelry downstairs as she went through her living room and paused outside her bathroom door for a moment.

She reached across to a small table nearby and took up a clip with two rubber rings and put it across the bridge of her nose, effectively sealing off her nostrils.

Then she steeled herself and opened the door, snapping on the light as she did so.

Inside was an extremely pathetic sight. 33 was kneeling in her bath, shackled by his collar to the hand grips to ensure he could not get out. His arms were held behind his back and also shackled. He looked at her and blinked in the sudden brightness, Miss Tate seeing his eyelids flicker through the round holes of his hood.

He was kneeling in excrement and urine, some of it his own, most of it hers. Miss Tate felt herself begin to retch, even with the nose clip on. The instructions had warned her that the second stage was the worst of all in terms of grossing out the Mistress.

The first stage where she had prepared his stomach with vinegar, dog food mixed with her shit had been difficult enough, but to get him used to the smell, presence and feel of her waste was ten times as hard.

He moaned at her, a hopeless, drawn out suffering sound, as she pulled on a pair of pink marigold gloves

“Awww, poor toilet,” she said, kindly, and reached down to tease his prick, semi-flaccid in the stale urine. Under her expert attention it immediately hardened and thickened. She smiled at this and looked into his pleading eyes, still kneading it gently. It was imperative that she did not wank him to orgasm, but he had to be conditioned to be turned on by her shit, a process that was well under way, but not yet complete. The paper said one to three weeks, and it could not be safely rushed.

“Here,” she said, taking up a softened stool from the disgusting bathwater, “eat it like a good toilet.”

She held his nose to keep his mouth open, and pushed the brown mass into his mouth, smearing it all over his hood and under the material too, where dried excrement was already caked and flaking.

He gagged a little and groaned, but her hand was on his prick, slowly wanking him, and under her soft persuasion, swallowed the excrement.

“Good toilet,” she said, approvingly.

She had done this many times now, but her slave was still not a hundred percent comfortable doing it, and Miss Tate knew that more time was required before she could progress to the next stage of the training.

Miss Tate squatted over a bucket nearby and loosed a stream of excrement and urine into it, and then tipped the contents carefully into into the bath.

The slave half-sobbed and made to try and speak, but at once Miss Tate whirled round, grabbing a stained flogger from the toilet cistern, raising it as if to strike.

“Toilets don’t speak,” she hissed, warningly. “Do you understand?”

The slave answered with a single grunt for ‘yes’.

Miss Tate smiled thinly and reached down to his prick again, glad to feel it still rock hard.

“Good. Toilets swallow shit and piss, nothing more.”

She smiled again as his prick throbbed and jerked under her touch.

“Such an honour, isn’t it? To serve me so intimately. Mmmm, just like a real toilet, swallowing me every day. You are going to make me SO proud and happy!”

Tears started at the slave’s eyes at her tender words and gentle massage and she stroked the soiled material of his hood with her free hand.

“Awww, what a sweet little toilet you are!”

She spent a little more time like this, comforting and encouraging her slave, before walking back towards the door and reaching for the light.

“No need to be hungry or thirsty, toilet,” she said, sadistically, “there is plenty to eat and drink. And remember, if i find semen in the water......”

With this dread warning, she snapped off the light and closed the door. When she took off her noseclips, she thought that she could smell the foul odour on her clothes and sprayed herself with perfume to mask it.

It was a very difficult stage, as the instructions had foretold, but she did not think about giving up. The rewards would be mindblowing....

She looked at a square object by her bedside, with a loo seat set in the top, entirely transparent with an oversize mousehole cut at the front and steel rings at each side. She giggled at the sight of it. Soon, she thought, soon....

Still smiling, Miss Tate went back down to the sitting room, wondering how life could get any better.

The End

TAKEN… 

Book Five of the Slavehouse Series

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

Thank you for reading Slavehouse. I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. If you have enjoyed it a positive review on AMAZON would be so much appreciated.

Thank you

Mistress Charlotte
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