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The man tied to the St Andrew’s Cross that took up most of the far wall had been screaming for almost ten minutes, but Veronica kept the strokes coming: that was what she was paid for.

He had been sheepish when he had made his appointment, as they so often were, but to his credit he hadn’t buckled yet. By the end of an hour’s session, she prided herself on being able to reduce men to quivering wrecks, but he had displayed a remarkable fortitude. As the welts rose up, crisscrossing the flesh of his buttocks with a rich scarlet lattice, she sighed.

Perhaps it wasn’t him. Perhaps it was her.

She loved her job, despite the stigma and the fact that it wasn’t as glamorous as it was made out to be. She loved the outfits, and the devotion of her submissives – even just for the hours they paid to spend with her. She loved the reputation she had built up over the past few years, and the jealousy she inspired in other, older professionals who couldn’t wrap their minds around her meteoric success. She loved the apartment it had bought and furnished.

Yes, the life of a pro-Domme had been good to her, there was no doubt about it. And yet...

And yet there was something missing. The spark had gone.

She turned her attentions back to her client. The cane swished through the air, colliding with his skin with a fierce retort that made him cry out. Five more, she thought to herself. Five more, and his session will be over, and we can all go home.

It was time to see if she could make him crack. That would make her feel better.

She rained the blows down on him, one after another, guiding the rattan with laser-precision against pre-existing welts. She wanted it to hurt.

Five...

Four...

Three...

His screams turned to choked gasps as he struggled for air against the fire that was burning over his skin. The three quick strokes had put him on the edge with their unexpected viciousness; she could see his muscles tense as he awaited the final two.

But let him wait. There was pleasure in anticipation.

Two...

Once Veronica saw him begin to relax, the knots in his shoulders falling away, she struck again, a hard blow that made the fat of his buttocks jiggle and his entire body jolt forwards.

‘Please,’ he begged her. ‘Please.’

He knew the rules. He knew what he had signed up for, and he knew how to make it stop. All she needed was that one little word...

She raised her arm up again, to deliver the final stroke, and he must have seen the look in her eyes before he closed his own in fear. ‘Please,’ he whispered again, quiet enough that it barely registered in contrast to the cries that had preceded it. ‘Mercy. No more.’

Mercy was his safeword, agreed in advance but never used before that moment. She had broken his resolve, and he had paid her for the privilege.

Yes, she still had it. There was no denying the fact.

The only question, she thought sadly as she reached up to undo his restraints and send him on his way, was whether or not ‘it’ was enough for her anymore.

The glass of wine Veronica had poured had somehow managed to empty itself more quickly than she had anticipated. The rest of the bottle, chilling in the refrigerator, seemed like half a world away at a time when she just wanted to relax and put her feet up, but there was no one to fetch it for her.

Perhaps it was time to invest in a live-in submissive.

No, she thought as she trudged into the kitchen for a refill. It wasn’t that there was any shortage of volunteers – half the men who booked appointments with her asked if that was an option – but they were hobby players, people who wanted to feel the adrenaline rush of a beating, to masturbate themselves to an orgasm, and then to go home and forget all about what had just happened. If she was going to take someone on, it would have to be someone who truly understood what it meant to give themselves up to another human being, to be capable of completely switching off their own desires and focusing entirely on her needs.

Was it selfish? Perhaps. But it would also be necessary, and none of the men at the dungeon could ever give her what she needed. Even the best of them were slobbering brutes once they hit a certain stage of arousal, and it was an inconvenience she didn’t want to deal with at home, in her own personal place of solitude.

Maybe a woman instead, she thought idly as she filled her glass with ice-cold wine. Maybe that could work.

Yes... she could see it now. An eager little thing, no older than about twenty-five, waiting on her knees when her Mistress arrived home, ready to please and serve. It sounded heavenly.

A knock on the door pulled Veronica out of her daydreams. She stashed the remainder of the wine – barely enough to be worth it – back in the fridge, and headed for the door.

There was no one there.

She caught a faint whiff of perfume in the air, and heard footsteps clicking down the corridor; a woman in a long brown coat was walking away rapidly. ‘Hey!’ Veronica called out, but it was no use. Her caller either hadn’t heard her, or hadn’t cared.

For a moment, she allowed herself to think that the woman might have just got the wrong flat, but then she looked down. A small but elaborate basket of cut flowers sat on her doorstep, complete with a card.

Odd.

She brought the flowers inside, and set them on the kitchen counter. They were pure white lilies – her favourite – and beautifully arranged: whoever the mysterious woman was, she had excellent taste.

She took a long sip of wine and turned her attentions to the note. It was thick card, embossed with a stylish logo she wasn’t familiar with: two Fs, back to back. The whole thing seemed to be designed to give off an air of class and sophistication.

She approved wholeheartedly.

Veronica turned it over and over in her fingers, taking in the exquisite detail before she opened it up to see what it said inside.

Miss Veronica Amstell, it read in flowing cursive.

We have been watching your work, and find ourselves impressed with your obvious talents. The Flowers would like to invite you to join our organisation.

A car will be dispatched to you at eight o’clock tomorrow evening, along with our representative. Should you choose not to accompany her, we invite you to enjoy these lilies with our compliments.

We trust that you will make the right decision.

In your service,

The Flowers

X

Veronica read the note quickly, and then again several more times. Even out loud, she couldn’t understand it.

The words made sense, obviously – in fact, they were almost brutally plain in their simplicity – but it was all but incomprehensible. Who were the Flowers? How did she know who she was? What did they mean, they had been watching her work?

She finished her glass, refilled it, and carried the note back into the living room.

It was crazy, obviously. She couldn’t just get into a car with a strange woman without knowing where she was going, to meet a group of strangers who had apparently been paying attention to her without her noticing. It would be insane. Borderline certifiable, in fact.

But still...

She hadn’t felt a rush of excitement in weeks, not the way she had when she had received that note. There were people out there – perfect strangers, as far as she knew – who had seen her work at the dungeon and enjoyed it, enough to send her a token of appreciation and an invitation to... well, God only knew what. Probably some kind of scene party.

It almost seemed rude not to take them up on it.

But it was more than that, and she knew it. In that note, she had found a sliver of hope that maybe, just maybe, there was something else that life could offer her. It was strange, of course, but perhaps a break from the norm was just what she needed.

The note and its contents didn’t leave her mind for the rest of the night.

If she had tried to convince herself that she wouldn’t take the note seriously, it hadn’t lasted long. The day had ticked by achingly slowly, the seconds dragging their feet as she waited for the visitor to arrive.

She had prepared herself for it well, dressing in smart black – serious, but nothing too obscene. It was important to make the right first impression.

Veronica played the card over and over in her fingers, looking for any clues. Google had, somewhat unusually, turned up nothing of note: after the eighth page of florists, she had given up. Veronica had considered asking around her circle of friends to see if anyone had heard of them, but thought better of it. If the Flowers were so keen to keep themselves secret that they didn’t even feature online, perhaps it was best that she didn’t go spreading their name around the scene.

The second hand of her watch ran its laps ceaselessly.

Fifty-seven.

Fifty-eight.

Fifty-nine.

The knock startled her with its eerie precision. Veronica felt her breath catch in her throat: while it had all been a fantasy before, now it was apparently a reality.

On the other side of the door, excitement awaited her.

She chided herself for being melodramatic, but the feeling remained. She let out a deep sigh and tried to calm her heart rate, and then pulled open the door.

The girl standing there was really quite astonishingly beautiful. Her long blonde hair cascaded in loose waves over her shoulders, giving her a sweet and innocent look that only framed the coy smile that made her face beam. She was dressed somewhat conservatively, in a simple white blouse and knee-length black skirt, but traces of kink had manage to creep in regardless, like waves lapping at a seashore. Veronica could see that her hands were covered by what appeared to be black leather gloves that disappeared beyond the shirt cuffs, and in the narrow gap between her stylish boots and the hem of the skirt it wasn’t difficult to spot a touch of latex – stockings, perhaps. This was a woman who, despite her simple dress sense, was obviously not ashamed or embarrassed by the presence of sexuality.

As if to prove it, around her neck there sat a solid steel band that seemed to have no hinge. Whoever, she was, she was collared.

Owned.

‘Miss Amstell?’ she asked, in a voice that told Veronica she already knew the answer. If the note she received yesterday was anything to go by, the girl might have known everything about her. It was impossible to tell.

Veronica nodded.

‘My name is Celine. I believe you’re expecting me. I’ve been sent by the Flowers. There is a car waiting, if you’d like to accompany me?’

Her tone was formal and respectful, but not cold: she seemed happy to be here, carrying out the instructions of whoever was behind all this. There was a relaxed, happy look behind her eyes that betrayed the stiff demeanour of politeness.

Last chance, she thought. Last opportunity to bail.

‘I’d love to, Celine,’ she said.

The car was parked outside, a professional-looking limousine in an almost iridescent black. It shone under the streetlights as Celine opened the rear door and allowed Veronica to enter, before climbing in beside her. As soon as the door closed, the driver – hidden behind a solid partition, rolled all the wat – started the engine and pulled off towards their destination.

Once they had arranged themselves, they sat in silence. While Veronica burned with questions, Celine remained perfectly still, her hands folded in her lap, as though waiting for orders. The content smile never left her face.

Eventually, Veronica couldn’t take it any longer. ‘So...’ she began, and then found her voice trailing off. What to ask first? There were so many options, and they all jostled for her attention.

Celine looked at the other woman and smiled. ‘You must have a lot of questions,’ she said eventually.

The casual ease with which she said it made Veronica laugh. ‘You could say that. All this... it’s very... God, I don’t even know the word.’

‘Odd?’

‘I was going to say exciting. But odd works too.’

Celine nodded. ‘My apologies. We’re a very old institution, and sometimes we find ourselves getting a little caught up in our own routines. I hope we didn’t alarm you too much?’

‘No, no,’ Veronica said quickly. ‘If I’m honest, I’m enjoying it. I just don’t know quite what it is I’m enjoying, you know?’

‘I understand,’ Celine said, and then paused. ‘The Flowers have instructed me to answer any questions you might have about them, and about tonight. My only aim is to make this as enjoyable an evening for you as possible. Consider me at your service, Miss Amstell.’

‘You keep calling me that. Why?’

Celine unfolded her hands. ‘I was instructed to show you the appropriate amount of respect,’ she said. ‘The Flowers attach a lot of importance to correct protocol. Is there something else you’d prefer to be called?’

‘Miss will do,’ Veronica said, feeling a slight twinge beneath her skirt in the way she hadn’t in months. There was something about the completeness of Celine’s devotion that made her want to exploit it, to demonstrate her power. ‘Or Miss Veronica. Either is fine.’

‘Yes, Miss Veronica. Thank you.’

Oh yes, she thought. If this is what being a member of this little club is like, you can sign me up right now.

‘I have a few questions,’ she said, clearing her throat.

‘Please, ask away.’

‘Firstly, where are we going?’

‘To the Clubhouse. The Flower Club.’

‘Which is where, exactly?’

For the first time, Celine seemed uncertain. ‘I can’t tell you that,’ she said. ‘I don’t know the answer.’

‘You don’t know where we’re going?’

‘No, Miss Veronica. I don’t need to know the exact location. It’s not information I’ve been trusted with.’

‘Can we ask the driver?’

She shook her head. ‘I’m afraid not, Miss.’ She reached across and flicked the switch that would have brought down the partition into the front of the limousine. Nothing happened. ‘See? It’s been disabled. It’s only a half hour drive or so. It shouldn’t take long, then all your questions will be answered. I promise.’

It could wait. There were more pressing things to deal with. ‘Tell me about the Flowers,’ Veronica said. ‘Who are they? What are they?’

Celine paused again, as if struggling to find the words. ‘That’s... complicated,’ she said at last. ‘It’s hard to explain properly.’

‘Try.’

She sighed. ‘We started as an organisation devoted to celebrating womanhood. Femininity. In a world ruled by men, we were the light in the darkness. To many, we still are.’

‘It all sounds a bit cloak-and-dagger.’

Celine shrugged. ‘It is, in a lot of ways. But that’s not the whole story. We select what we believe to be the best and the brightest – and the most naturally dominant, those most capable of making a difference in the world – and we ensure that they never want for anything. We give them all the resources they need to reach their true potential, and then we reap the rewards.’

‘What kind of rewards?’

‘All kinds. Money. Power. Technical innovations.’ Celine smiled. ‘You would be surprised at the things we have access to, thanks to our members. If it existed, we’d make the Illuminati look like a preschool talent show.’

‘So how do you fit into all this?’

‘Miss?’

Veronica gestured to her neck. ‘The collar. It doesn’t seem like you’re the dominant sort.’

Celine reached up a hand, still clad in its leather glove, and touched the tight metal band. ‘No, I’m not. It’s part of the uniform.’

‘The uniform?’

‘Only a select few are chosen to be served,’ she said. ‘The rest of the organisation lives to please them. The collar is a reminder of that. Of our position in life.’

‘Serving?’

‘Yes Miss. Beyond the demands of the Flowers, we do not exist. We do not need to.’

Mmm...

Veronica felt a twinge beneath her skirt. There was something about the devotion that Celine showed and her acceptance of her place that just felt right. Could this be what she was looking for? Someone who was willing to completely devote themselves to her wellbeing, to forgo her own needs entirely to please the right Mistress?

The wetness growing between Veronica’s legs said yes.

‘You said it’s part of the uniform,’ Veronica said, trying to keep her mind focused. ‘What’s the rest of it?’

‘It varies, Miss,’ Celine answered. ‘Outside the club, we’re expected to dress well, without drawing attention to ourselves – with the exception of the collars, obviously.’

‘Obviously. And inside?’

Celine gestured to the leather gloves she was wearing. ‘May I, Miss?’

Veronica nodded. The younger girl pulled off the gloves, stripping away their dull black to reveal shiny black underneath: a coating of latex that covered her hands completely.

‘You have to wear gloves?’ Veronica asked, confused. After everything, it seemed like a bit of an anticlimax.

‘Not gloves, Miss,’ Celine said, unbuttoning her shirt. As she did so, Veronica saw for the first time what lay underneath.

A black sheen coated Celine’s entire body, a figure-hugging catsuit that extended right the way from her fingertips to her neck, and down past her stomach below the waistline of her shirt. It wasn’t like any catsuit Veronica had ever seen before, however: there were no buckles, no zippers, and no straps of any kind. The material was stretchy and smooth, without any seam that she could spot, and wrapped itself around Celine’s curves perfectly.

Without even asking, Veronica was sure that it carried on downwards, covering her thighs and calves in its tight embrace, stretching right the way across her toes and the delicate arches of her feet.

It was impossible, but it seemed to be one continuous piece of latex with no end in sight.

‘Is that...?’ she asked, her voice trailing off, and Celine nodded.

‘Yes Miss. One piece. One of our members invented it a few years ago.’

‘How does it work? How do you get it on?’

‘We don’t, Miss. Get it on, I mean.’ She paused for a second, seeking an explanation that would make sense. ‘It’s not an outfit in the conventional sense. It’s bonded to us, permanently.’

‘What do you mean?’ Veronica asked, more quietly than she had intended.

‘We receive it when we first enter into service, Miss,’ Celine explained. ‘It’s a sort of... mesh, I suppose. When it touches skin, it spreads out and latches on. Forever.’

‘Is it... is it painful?’

Celine smiled. ‘No, Miss. Not at all. It’s... soothing. It’s a constant reminder of your place in life, that your only worry is to focus on pleasing the Mistress who has been assigned to you. Plus it reacts to how you feel. If you stay calm and relaxed and submissive, it’s fine.’

‘And if you don’t?’

‘It tightens. Becomes uncomfortable to wear.’ She paused for a moment. ‘We’re forced to remain in a state of obedience, even when we’re alone.’

‘That sounds awful.’

‘Oh no, Miss. It’s wonderful. No worries, no cares... just service. It’s what I was made for. The Flowers saw that in me, even when I didn’t.’

The wetness between Veronica’s legs was more than she could stand. Celine’s devotion was absolute, and the sight of here sitting there, her top half clad in a form-fitting latex sheath – a coating that she was absolutely powerless to take off, even if she wanted to – made her ache for more.

‘Can I see?’ she asked. ‘I mean, is that... allowed?’

Celine nodded. ‘I have been placed at your disposal until we reach the club, Miss. If you need anything from me, I will be happy to oblige.’

‘Then strip,’ Veronica said firmly. ‘I want to see everything.’

‘Yes Miss.’

Celine quickly slid her skirt down over her hips, revealing that the latex did indeed flow like ink all the way down her shapely thighs. The only break was a small slit between her legs through which a flash of pink could be seen, moist and ready to be taken; apparently underwear wasn’t part of the official uniform.

‘Should I remove the boots too, Miss?’

Veronica looked down at the submissive girl’s feet, encased in leather and covered in buckles and straps: the boots would take far too long to remove.

‘Leave them,’ she said.

She began running her hands across Celine’s body, taking in the contours and the smoothness of the latex under her fingertips. When she reached her thighs, Celine parted her legs obligingly, as if urging her on to investigate the soft folds of her vulva.

Veronica slowly traced a finger upwards, winding a path to the warmth of Celine’s sex. The higher she got, the more Celine’s breath seemed to quicken, her normally unflappable demeanour crumbling at Veronica’s touch, and as the tip of her fingertip met her lips for the first time she let out a moan of anticipation.

‘Oh... you like that, do you?’ Veronica said with a smile.

‘Yes Miss. Very much.’

Veronica didn’t stop. Her finger gently parted Celine’s lips and slid effortlessly inside, despite the girl’s tightness: the wetness of her arousal was all the lubricant she needed. Celine was dripping, and she seized on the implied invitation with glee. Veronica slipped her finger deep inside the younger girl’s pussy, first one finger and then two, relishing the dilemma it caused her: on the one hand, her demure resolve and attempts to remain steadfast and responsible, but on the other the desire that made her hips buck forward in an eager humping motion, desperate for the friction that Veronica was providing.

‘When were you last touched here, Celine?’ Veronica asked playfully. ‘When did you last have someone pay attention to you?’

‘It’s... it’s been a while, Miss,’ the girl said, struggling to form words. ‘We’re only allowed to come when the Mistresses allow it. Their pleasure always comes first.’

‘How long, exactly?’

Celine shuddered as Veronica’s fingertip caressed the soft pink nub of her clitoris. ‘Sev... seventeen days, Miss,’ she stammered.

Veronica smiled. ‘Oh, I like that. I like that a lot.’ The thought of this gorgeous, latex-clad nymph being kept in a state of arousal for almost three weeks thrilled her, and brought her cruel streak to the forefront of her mind: it seemed such a shame to waste it.

‘That’s enough for now,’ Veronica said, bringing the finger up level with Celine’s mouth. ‘Suck it, there’s a good girl. If you do a good enough job at pleasing me, maybe I’ll even give you permission to play with yourself while I watch.’

She watched as Celine took her finger into her mouth, silently and obediently, and began to suck her juices clean.

Veronica had been considering her next move – perhaps even daring herself to really put the girl through her paces and test just how devoted she could be – but it was the feel of that delicate tongue running the length of her finger that cast the decision for her. There was no way she wasn’t going to see exactly what Celine was capable of.

‘Enough,’ she said, once every trace of the girl’s scent had been removed. She hiked her skirt slowly up her legs, teasing Celine with the sight of her thighs. As much as she might have tried to project an impression of being strictly business, there was no way could hide the lust in her eyes: they followed the hemline right the way up to the bottom of Veronica’s underwear.

‘Take them off,’ she said firmly.

‘Miss?’

‘My panties, Celine. Take them off.’

It was hard to tell in the darkness of the car, but Veronica could have sworn that Celine blushed a little at that.

‘Yes Miss,’ she said, and with supple, skilled fingers brought the fine mesh lace down past her hips, folding them neatly on the seat beside her.

‘Do you like what you see?’ she asked playfully.

Celine nodded. ‘Yes, Miss. Very much.’

‘Good. I want you to show me just how much.’

The girl paused for a second, as though there could be any confusion as to what Veronica had meant, but if she hadn’t understood instantly she got the point soon enough: slowly, with a poised elegance, she lowered her head down to the pink slit between Veronica’s legs and began to lick.

The feeling was unlike anything she had ever experienced before. Veronica was no stranger to oral pleasure, but Celine’s tongue moved with the quiet confidence of an expert. Every slight movement sent sparks across her body, forcing her into a level of excitement she hadn’t felt in years. Celine alternated between long, slow licks designed to tease and lightning-fast circles that honed in on just the right spot, but it was more than Veronica could stand. She moved her hand to the back of the girl’s head, pushing her down and reaching for something which she could use to keep her in place: a fistful of hair did the trick.

‘No teasing,’ she said breathlessly. ‘Keep going. Don’t you dare stop.’

Celine mumbled something that might have been ‘Yes, Miss’, but it was hard to tell.

Veronica felt her resolve disappearing under the waves of Celine’s attention. As if drawn by an invisible puppeteer, she felt her free hand drawn up to her breasts and began fondling herself, squeezing and running her fingertips over her nipple even though her clothes. A moan escaped her lips, followed by another, until a steady stream of her ecstasy filled the car.

‘Faster,’ she gasped. ‘Make me come. I need it.’

Her hand clenched tightly into a fist at Celine’s head; the grip on her hair must have been uncomfortable, but Veronica didn’t care. All she was concerned about was the sensation between her legs, the mounting peak of an orgasm that threatened to rip her apart.

She felt her body tense as it began, taking everything from her, contorting her muscles into blissful curves that locked her rigid despite all her efforts. Celine carried on as ever, her attention an unbroken timeline determined to take the other woman over and beyond anything she had ever known.

‘Please...’ Veronica murmured, almost to herself, but that was all. The pleasure that pulsed through her made speech seem unnecessary.

Once the tide ebbed and began to fade and she could open her eyes again, Veronica noticed two things. The first was Celine, still kneeling in position, smiling contentedly despite – or perhaps because of – the fact that her juices were smeared liberally around the younger girl’s lips.

The second was the silence. The hum of the motor had died to nothing, and there was no sense of movement at all. The car was stopped.

‘Miss Veronica?’ Celine said at last.

‘Hmm?’ she said, still dazed from the strength of her orgasm, as Celine pressed her underwear softly into the palm of her hand.

‘You might want to put these back on,’ the girl said. ‘We’ve arrived.’

The Flowers Club didn’t look quite the way Veronica had anticipated; then again, it was hard to tell exactly what she had been expecting. From Celine’s manners and the relatively austere way she had been dressed, it would have been easy to think that the clubhouse would be a very old-world affair, like something out of a period drama. That said, the technology behind the latex outfits – not to mention the sexual liberation that the members and their servants seemed to enjoy – were the height of modernity.

She walked into the entrance hall, where a girl dressed identically to Celine took her coat with a smile and waved her through a majestic-looking side door. ‘They’re expecting you, Miss,’ she said as she hung up the jacket. ‘You’ve made quite the stir.’

Celine opened the door and stepped through it, leading the way. Veronica followed, trying not to let her nervousness show. Don’t blow it, Veronica, she thought to herself. Not now. Not when you’re so close...

The woman standing in front of her was flanked by two other girls on either side. Unlike Celine, they didn’t have any day-clothes on top of the latex: they were covered head to toe in sheer black, and it only added to their Mistress’s imposing presence. She was older than Veronica, and the other girls – perhaps in her early forties, although she wore the years well – and even though she was smiling it was clear that she was not a woman to be trifled with. She exuded dominance from every pore, with every gesture and with every word.

‘My name is Miss Violet,’ she said, her voice soft and yet firm. ‘I’m pleased to meet you at last, Miss Amstell. Do you mind if I call you Veronica?’

Veronica shook her head nervously; she meant to brush off the request with a friendly ‘no’, to tell Violet – Miss Violet, rather – that Veronica would be just fine, but the words didn’t seem willing to come. Under her gaze, her voice seemed to freeze.

‘Good, good,’ the older woman said. ‘I think you know why we’ve brought you here.’

‘Is this an interview?’

Miss Violet smiled. ‘No, dear. All that has already been dealt with. We already know that you’re a perfect fit for us. We wouldn’t have invited you here if we didn’t.’

Veronica felt a blush spread across her face. She knew she was good at what she did – and so did her clients – but to have someone like Violet compliment her meant everything, especially in such hallowed halls. These were people who had chosen to live their lives according to their belief in their own natural dominance, and they thought that she was one of them.

Yes. She belonged here. There was no doubt about it.

‘Thank you,’ she said, but it somehow didn’t seem like quite enough.

‘You’ve met Slave Celine,’ Miss Violet continued. ‘I assume she’s told you everything you wanted to know about our organisation? About how we work?’

Veronica nodded. ‘Yes, she has.’

The older woman seemed satisfied. ‘Good. Then I suppose there’s only one more question that needs to be asked... but I would ask that you think very carefully before you answer. Do you want to become a member of the Flowers Club?’

This is it, she thought. This is the moment I’ve been waiting for.

And yet... 

For a moment, hesitation gripped her – a sneaking doubt that the life Celine and Miss Violet were offering was not right for her, a panic that she wouldn’t be able to live up to their expectations. She choked it down like a dry biscuit. It was too late to quit now.

‘Yes,’ she said, trying to sound as confident and self-assured as she knew Miss Violet would expect her to be. ‘Yes, I want to become a member.’

Miss Violet smiled. ‘I can’t tell you how glad I am to hear you say that, Veronica. You were my personal selection. I think you’re going to fit in just fine.’ She turned to the latex-clad girls who stood on either side of her.

‘Strip her,’ she said.

Veronica found herself taken aback by the order, but she allowed herself to think it might be some elaborate entrance requirement.

Then the women approached.

They fell on her like vultures on carrion, their eyes dull but their fingers eager. Her clothes were ripped from her body layer by layer. It wasn’t until she was down to her underwear that she began to struggle, fighting their grasp, but by then it was too late: with one girl clutching each arm and another holding her legs down, there was no way she’d be able to get away. Their firm grips held her in place more effectively than steel ever could.

It was only then she realised. She wasn’t being recruited to be a dominant.

She was... she was...

‘No!’ she screamed over and over, but the girls clawing at her body either didn’t hear or didn’t care: they continued with robotic precision. ‘Stop it!’ she heard her voice cry out, but it was hard to be sure she was even crying out at all.

A familiar figure stepped up in front of her, the silver steel of the collar standing out in stark contrast to the black latex that covered the rest of her body.

‘Please,’ Veronica begged. ‘Please, stop this.’

‘Don’t worry, Miss,’ Celine said as she approached. ‘It’s for the best.’

Veronica kicked and tried to pull her arms into her body, but the other girls held her tightly. Her eyes focused in on the case Celine was holding. When she pulled out a swathe of black latex mesh, Veronica scrunched up her eyes in agony, as though that would stop what she knew was about to happen.

‘Why, Celine?’ she asked plaintively. ‘Why are you doing this? You don’t have to. Help me. Please, help me.’

Celine smiled. Combined with the lamb-like docility of her eyes, the effect was oddly soothing, and Veronica found her body ceasing its struggle.

‘I am helping you, Miss,’ she said simply. ‘I promise. This is for your own good.’

Veronica spat at her. A thick globule hit Celine’s latex covering and began to drip down, but the slavegirl wasn’t the least bit perturbed. She continued as though she had barely noticed it. ‘Miss Violet and the rest of the Flowers saw in you exactly the same thing they saw in me,’ she said. ‘A dissatisfaction with life. A desire for more. A need to please.’

Veronica found herself wanting to scoff, but something about Celine’s words tugged at her. She was wrong, obviously – of course she was wrong, she had to be wrong – but at the same time it was as though she had just managed to graze some profound truth, rubbing away the surface to reveal the dark, unpleasant core that lurked underneath.

‘Being in control all the time is a burden that very few of us can bear,’ Celine said simply. ‘It grinds us down, day by day, inch by inch. Women like Miss Violet, who can stand the pressure... they’re special.’

‘I’m special!’ Veronica cried out. ‘For fuck’s sake, I’m special!’

Celine stroked the side of Veronica’s face again. Inexplicably, she found that it calmed her. It was a gesture filled with affection from a woman she barely knew, but it was enough. Suddenly, like a child throwing a tantrum, her struggles seemed petulant and pointless.

‘Of course you are, Miss,’ Celine said as Veronica stopped wriggling. ‘We’re all special. We wouldn’t have been chosen to serve otherwise. And here, you’ll be valued. Loved. Adored. Forever.’

There was a certain patience in her voice that Veronica didn’t understand. She was helpless, trapped by Miss Violet and her harem, but Celine hadn’t moved closer. She hadn’t attempted to slip the latex mesh onto Veronica’s naked body, even though by her own admission the suit was designed to ensure compliance. It would have been so easy for her, no matter how much Veronica tried to resist, but somehow...

Could it be that Celine wanted her to give in freely? Despite all appearances, did she still have a choice?

‘Are you... are you happy like this?’ Veronica had intended the question to sound sarcastic, as though anyone could truly be happy living a life of servitude to the whims of another human being, but she found herself unable to speak without breaking off. Instead, it sounded genuine and sincere – and honest question that warranted an honest answer.

Celine nodded. ‘More than anything, Miss. And you can be too. You just have to trust us.’

Trust us.

Trust us.

The words swam around Veronica’s head. She did trust them, didn’t she? There was something about this – something deep down inside herself, buried under the layers of the personality she had built for herself over the years.

Loved. Adored. Forever.

It would be so simple to give in, to accept that someone else was able to make decisions for her. Even the thought of it left her feeling as though a great weight had been lifted.

Wasn’t that why her clients came to her? To lose themselves in service, even for just a few hours? To be out of control, and to know that they only had to take what was given to them without question? To accept that someone knew better than they did?

Perhaps... perhaps her dissatisfaction wasn’t just boredom. Perhaps it was something more.

Jealousy.

Could that be it? Was she tired of her clients not because they had blended into one homogeneous mass, but because secretly she wished it could be her in a collar, or bent over a stool, or tied to a cross? Did she hate them because she wanted it to be her skin that burned with the sting of a crop?

Do I...?

The world swam into focus; suddenly, everything made sense. Why wouldn’t she want that? She had risen to the top, sure, but now what was left? Her life was empty and meaningless: no family, few friends, a job that didn’t give her any sort of spark.

But here... here she could be someone. Here she could have a purpose.

Here, she could live.

Her thoughts must have shown in her face: Celine gave a curt nod of her head and the girls fell away. Veronica didn’t take the opportunity to run. Instead, she extended her arms towards Celine and the latex outfit she was holding with a smile. 

It felt so good as it pressed against her for the first time. It was cooler than she imagined it would be, and as soon as she made first contact with it she knew that she needed more.

‘Thank you,’ she said as she felt a tingle spread across her skin; in a distant part of her mind, she knew that it was the material bonding to her, making itself part of her. She had expected it to hurt, at least a little, but instead she felt a blissful sense of euphoria in every part of her – a pleasure unlike any she had ever known.

She stretched her arms out, admiring the way they looked under the lights. Their black sheen seemed entirely natural, far more than her old pale skin had ever felt, and as Miss Violet approached with a solid steel band meant especially for her, she extended her neck eagerly.

At last – at long, long last – she knew she was home.
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