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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

*

Now read the powerful, concluding instalment of the Slavehouse Series… Slavehouse Series:

TAKEN… (Slavehouse V)

As an academic, Miss Stein believed in words, ideas, and ideals. At the Slavehouse of Miss Pearson, she formed what she liked to think of as a scholarly interest in form of lifestyle pertaining there. It was an interest that induced her to go time and time and time again - researching, taking notes, going deeper and deeper, enquiring further into the alluring, ancient power at the heart of the strange establishment. She was appalled….and then she was interested…and then captivated…until finally, in a dark awakening that words could never describe… 
…she was taken.

TAKEN… (Slavehouse V myBook.to/slavehouse-conclusion

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