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*
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*
Mistress Janet Davis sat behind her desk in the library, wondering why one of the phone lines had been in use for so long.  The line in question was the one that was used to make appointments for her slaves to be picked up and delivered to the mansion; and calls were short and direct.
Instead, this call had been going on for minutes, and Janet was determined to find out from Tina what the problem was.  She rose from her desk, and walked in her high heels to the library doors.  Janet opened them, and strode over to the small alcove that Tina used to make her appointments for her clients.
“No, Mistress Janet is not interested in seeing you, ever!  Can’t you stop calling!”  Tina spoke loudly into the phone, before she slammed the receiver down in it’s cradle, only to turn around and see Mistress Janet staring at her.
“Tina, what’s this all about?” Janet demanded.
“Nothing, Mistress,” Tina replied.
“Who was calling, Tina?”
“Nobody that you want to see, Mistress.”
“In the library, Tina.  Now!” Janet ordered.
Tina followed behind Mistress Janet to the library, and closed the door behind them.  Mistress Janet sat behind her desk first, and Tina sat in the leather chair directly in front of her.
“All right, Tina.  Who was on the phone, and what is this all about?” Janet demanded.
“Nobody that you want to see, Mistress.  Please!”  Tina repeated.
“If you don’t answer me, I swear I’ll take you down to the Dungeon and make your day very unpleasant,” Janet threatened, “now who was calling, Tina?”
“All right then!  It was Mistress Lauren,” Tina answered, “I was trying to protect you, Mistress.”
Janet sat back in her chair, stunned.  All of the anger that she had expressed to her devoted slave Tina evaporated in a heartbeat.
“Tina, I’m sorry that I threatened you just now, I apologize.  How long has Lauren been calling?”
“For the last two weeks, probably since she recovered from the car accident that we rescued her from last month.”
“What does she want?” asked Janet.
“Lauren told me that she wants to thank us for saving her life, and to apologize for trying to kill you,” Tina answered.
“She told you this?”
“Yes, Mistress.”
“How often does she call?”
“Once, sometimes twice a day.”
“And you’ve been shielding me from her calls all this time?”
“Yes, Mistress,” Tina confessed, “I’m sorry for concealing this from you.”
“Tina, I thank you from the bottom of my heart for trying to protect me from Mistress Lauren.  I’m not even going to punish you for stopping her calls.  We both have suffered from the extent of her evil,” said Janet.
“Yes, Mistress Janet.”
“However, I am still Mistress of this house, and it should have been up to me to talk to Mistress Lauren.  Do you have her number?”
“Yes, Mistress Janet,” Tina answered.
“Good, I want you to call her back and arrange for an appointment, preferably tomorrow morning at 10 AM.  If she’s so anxious to talk to me, then we can see her in the morning.”
“Yes, Mistress Janet.”
“Tomorrow I don’t want you in your Maid’s uniform,” Janet ordered, “this is going to be strictly business.  I want you to wear your beige business suit, in fact I want you to go upstairs now and try it on to make sure it still fits.”
“Yes, Mistress Janet.”
“I’m going to wear my blue DNKY suit as well.”
“Yes, Mistress.  You look very good in that one.”
“Thank you, Tina.  Tomorrow I will call you into the library to recount what Lauren and Tiffany did to both of us.  You are to just recall what happened, and nothing else.  Do you understand me?” Janet questioned.
“Yes, Mistress Janet,” Tina answered, “I shall obey all of your orders.”
“Thank you, Tina.  You are devoted to your Mistress, the same way I was devoted to mine.  I would have probably done the same thing had I been in your place.”
“Thank you, Mistress Janet.”
“Tina, one more thing.  How long have you known that Mistress Erica and Alana Peters were the same person?” Janet questioned.
“Ever since that first day when Mistress Monique brought her here, Mistress.”
“How did you know?” Janet asked.
“Your body language, Mistress.  The way you looked and talked to her.  I used to react just like that towards my first Mistress, Marina.  She still sends chills up my spine.  I both loved and feared her when she held the whip.”
“I felt the same way towards Erica.”
“There was one other clue, Mistress Janet.”
“What was that?” Janet asked.
“You talk in your sleep, Mistress.”
“Thank you, Tina.  Tomorrow is going to be a rough day for both of us.  Call Lauren, and we will both have to confront our demons.  I wish to be alone in the library for now.”
“Yes, Mistress Janet.”
When she was alone, Mistress Janet got to her feet and looked out of the library windows at the grounds of her estate.  Even though she had won the competition years ago with Tiffany, she still had a hard time believing that she had inherited Erica’s legacy and estate.  Erica had awarded her an estate worth millions of dollars in cash, stock, and real estate.  She had even set aside money for the inheritance taxes.  Janet had begun her new life as a Mistress with a clean slate.
Janet then walked over to the leather footstool, and felt the flood of memories overtake her.
She recalled how, after she had returned from being used by Mistress Stephanie, Erica had bound her to the footstool, and then placed a ball-gag in her mouth.  Erica next had cruelly fondled and pinched her, arousing her in her helpless bondage.  Then Erica had placed a buzzing dildo in her sex, and ordered her to keep it inside her.  Finally she had started to beat her with a riding crop, making her orgasm, the dildo shooting out of her.
Janet remembered how the next day Andrea had shaved her sex, and Janet cried when she was driven away, asking why she couldn’t be a better slave.
Lastly she remembered Erica’s parting words to her in the library:
“But you survived, Janet.  There are many responsibilities that you will have as Mistress, both good and bad.  You will be holding a person’s very life in your hands, and you will be responsible for it.”

*
*
*
Janet had an unsettled night, her dreams composed of the horrible memory of Lauren’s leering face as she was whipping her; while Janet’s mouth was filled by the ball-gag and she was unable to plead for mercy and her life.
Finally at 3 AM she had been screaming, and she was awakened by Tina standing over her calling her name repeatedly.
“Janet, wake up!  Please!” Tina begged her Mistress.
“Mercy!  Mistress, please, mercy!” Janet cried as she struggled out of the dream and back to consciousness, finally waking up.
“Janet!”
“Tina, what happened?” Janet questioned as she sat up in bed, and looked at the digital clock on her night-table.
“You must have been dreaming about the night when Lauren was trying to beat you to death, Mistress.  You were talking and screaming in your sleep, you were pleading for mercy, again and again,” Tina answered.
“Sit on the bed with me, Tina.  Thank you.  Maybe you were right all along, I should never have agreed to a meeting with Lauren.  Perhaps my slave is smarter than her Mistress,” said Janet.
“It’s all right, Mistress Janet.  I’ll always be here for you,” Tina replied as she sat next to Janet on her bed.
Tina had not turned on the bedroom’s lights, so the only illumination came from lightning from an approaching storm.  In the distance Janet could see the flashes of lightning; and the rumble of thunder as the storm steadily drew closer.
“Mistress Janet, I think that you should know that all those years ago, Mistress Stephanie went to great lengths into finding a maid for you.  I heard from other women that Stephanie interviewed and rejected many potential candidates before deciding that I was to be your slave,” said Tina.
“No, Tina.  Mistress Stephanie never told me about how she chose you.  Thank you for telling me that story.”
“Thank you, Mistress.”
“Tina, I want to get up, wash my face and get a glass of water.  Then I want you to join me in bed for the rest of the night.  I don’t want to be alone.”
“Of course, Mistress, thank you.”

*
*
*
Seated at her library desk, Mistress Janet should have felt totally confident about herself.  Instead, she was quaking with fear.  For years she had avoided all contact with Mistress Lauren.
Then, last month, during a thunderstorm a car had sped past them as they were driving home.  A half-mile up the road the car had slid off the road, and hit a tree.  The female driver was unconscious, and there was gasoline everywhere.  Janet had picked up a rock and shattered the driver’s side window.  Since auto glass is composed of layers of glass and plastic, she had to reach inside and had cut her hands on the remaining glass.  Janet opened the car door and she was able to reach the driver.
Janet and Tina had pulled the woman (and her purse) to safety just as the car erupted in flames, and it had been sheer coincidence that a police car on the way to another storm related call had arrived on the scene.
Janet was in shock from helping rescue a complete stranger; but more shocks were in store for her.  An ambulance arrived and they placed the woman on a stretcher, and began treating her injuries.  Then another EMT began to clean and dress Janet’s wounds, bandaging her bleeding hands.
When an EMT asked if she would like to know the name of the woman she had rescued, Janet agreed.
“Her name is Lauren Singer, ma’am.  You’ve saved a life today.”
Janet had gone all white and had nearly fainted, and she had been driven to the hospital in the same ambulance with the still unconscious Lauren Singer.  Tina had followed behind in the Toyota.
She had saved the life of the woman who had tried to kill her years earlier.  Now she was going to talk to her in person.

*
*
*
Lauren was punctual and on time.  A car pulled up to the gates at exactly 9:45 AM; and Tina had opened them for her guest.  Janet watched on her computer screen (since the entire estate was covered by CCTV cameras) as Lauren pulled up to the landing, parked and exited her car.
She then walked up the steps, and rang the bell, and Janet turned the screen off.  Her entire attention must now be focused on her guest.
Janet got to her feet, and stood at the library windows, waiting.
“Come,” said Mistress Janet Davis when she heard Tina’s knock on the library door.
The library doors opened to admit both Tina (who was smartly dressed in her beige business suit, as ordered) and Mistress Lauren Singer.  They both walked to Janet’s desk.
“Mistress Janet, Mistress Lauren to see you,” said Tina.
“Thank you, Tina.  I wish to be alone with my guest,” Janet instructed.
“Of course, Mistress Janet,” Tina replied, taking a small bow as she left them alone and closed the doors behind her.
“Good morning, Mistress Lauren,” Janet began, “you may take a seat.  Tina tells me that you want to talk to me.”
Janet watched as Mistress Lauren sat in the same chair that Janet had sat in before Mistress Erica.  She was in her forties, still attractive, but aging.  Janet had to remind herself that Lauren and Erica had been slaves to Master Daniel together in the early 1980s; according to Erica’s diaries.  A secret that she would have to keep from Mistress Lauren.
“Good morning, Mistress Janet.  You aren’t going to offer me something to drink?  Coffee?” asked Lauren.
“Do you seriously believe that I would offer you friendship and hospitality after you tried to kill me?” asked Mistress Janet, steel in her voice.
Janet walked over to her desk and seated herself directly in front of Mistress Lauren, her eyes boring into her guest.
“This isn’t a television soap opera where what you did years ago can be magically forgotten.  My back, and mind, still have the scars of my beating at your hands,” said Janet.
“I’m sorry I tried to kill you, Mistress Janet.  You didn’t deserve what I tried to do to you.”
“It wasn’t just me.  Your evil influence also extended to harming Tina.  Do you know what you did, Lauren?” Janet demanded.
“Yes, Mistress Janet,” Lauren replied.
“I’m not going to tell you, Lauren.  I’m going to let my Maid do the talking.  And you’re going to listen, damn you!”
“Yes, Mistress Janet.  I’ll listen to whatever both you and Tina have to tell me.”
“Tina,” Janet said to the intercom, “please come into the library, thank you.”
“Yes, Mistress,” was the reply.
A few seconds later there was a knock on the door, and Tina walked inside and closed the library doors behind her.  She walked up to Janet’s desk, and Janet motioned for her to take a seat next to Lauren.
“Tina, could you describe to our guest what happened the night I went to  a party at Lauren’s house with Tiffany?” asked Janet.
“Yes, Mistress Janet.  Mistress Janet and Tiffany went to a party at Lauren’s house and I stayed up all night waiting from them to come home.  Before dawn I got a call from Mistress  Stephanie saying that Mistress Janet had been injured and she on her way over with her slave Camille and medical equipment.  Shortly afterwards, Mistress Janet arrived home, obviously hurt and dazed.  When I removed her coat the back of her blouse was soaked through with her own blood.  Mistress Janet had been horribly whipped,” Tina explained, choking back tears.
“What happened next?” Janet questioned.
“Mistress Janet passed out, and Mistress Stephanie, Camille, and myself all cared for you for weeks.  You were delirious with fever for days, and I held your hand and spoke to you all that time.  I was the first person you saw when the fever broke and you regained consciousness, Mistress.”
“Thank you, Tina.  Let me get you some water, and you may compose yourself,” said Mistress Janet.
Janet walked to the bar, placed some ice cubes in a glass, and filled the glass with water.  She walked over to Tina, and handed her the glass.  Tina drank, and Janet handed her some paper tissues to dry her eyes.
“Thank you, Mistress Janet,” said Tina.
“You’re welcome, Tina.  When you’re able, I want you to tell Mistress Lauren what Tiffany, her protege, did to you.”
“Three months after you were whipped, Mistress Janet and Stephanie went out to celebrate.  I was alone with Tiffany, and another slave was supposed to join us.  She never came, so Tiffany used me instead.  She placed me in a strait-jacket and ball-gag; locked me in a jail cell in the dungeon, then went upstairs and began drinking.  She passed out.  I was bound, gagged and alone for four hours until Mistress Janet released me,” explained Tina, her voice breaking with emotion as she finished the contents of the glass, tears in her eyes.
“Thank you, Tina.  You’ve done very well.  You may leave us and compose yourself,” said Mistress Janet.
Tina stood up and passed the glass to Janet, and fled the library, managing to close the door behind her.  Janet placed the glass back on the bar, and resumed her seat behind her desk.  She stared directly at Mistress Lauren.
“Your evil nearly took two lives Lauren.  Thanking Tina and myself for saving yours is no compensation for what you did to both of us,” said Mistress Janet.
“I can’t offer you any more than words, Mistress Janet.  I apologize for what I did years ago, and for Tiffany’s conduct when she was under my influence.”
“If I would have known that was you in the car, I would have let you burn to death,” explained Mistress Janet.
“I don’t believe that, Mistress Janet.  Ever since you became a Mistress, you have proven yourself to be a superb Dominatrix.  That is why women want to be trained by you.  At parties, when women learn that you inherited Erica’s legacy they want you.  They don’t want me.”
“Irresponsible sadism doesn’t sell very well, does it?” Janet sneered.
“I still want to thank you and Tina for saving my life,” Lauren replied.
“All right, Lauren.  You’ve come into my house and said what you wanted to say.  Now you can get out, and if I ever see you again this side of this mortal coil, it will be too soon,” said Mistress Janet.
“I’m not done yet, Mistress Janet.”
“I just told you, get out!”
“Let me show you something first, Mistress Janet.”
Lauren opened her case, and withdrew a manila folder, which she passed to Mistress Janet.  Janet opened it, to reveal an 8 X 10 picture of an attractive young woman in her twenties; followed by her vital statistics and a brief interview and sexual history.
“Who is this girl?” Janet asked.
“My niece.  I want you to train her, just as Mistress Erica trained you.”
“No,” Janet answered.
“I’ll sweeten the offer, Mistress Janet.  In exchange for training my niece, you can have me as your abject slave.  You, Tina, even Mistress Stephanie can keep me as your slave, use me as harshly and as often as you want, without a safe-word.  Forever.  I’ll give up my title as Mistress, to become your slave.”
“Is this a trick?  Are you wearing a wire?  Are you recording this conversation?” Janet demanded.
“No trick, Mistress Janet.”
“What about Tiffany?”
“I freed her after your meeting in Greenwich last year.”
“You probably sold her to another sadist like yourself.  What about your followers?”
“I don’t have any more followers.  They all left me, and the only ones that stayed were the dregs of the D/s community.  I asked them all to leave.”
“This is all some kind of trick, Lauren.  I don’t believe you,” said Mistress Janet.
“You and Tina saved my life in the accident, a life I forfeited years ago by nearly taking yours and Tina’s by the action of Tiffany, who was my follower at that time.  I now surrender that life to you.”
“No.”
“Train my niece, Mistress Janet.  Then you can have me as your slave.  Forever.”
The End of “The Meeting” an excerpt from “Dangerous Games” Janet’s 3rd Novel
Coming Christmas 2017 
