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I love horror stories.

All of them.

Even those machismo heavy adventures, where the women are no more than eye-candy to be terrified by big strong men and I’m compelled to re-visualise the story and its characters, to turn it on its head and have the men not only tormented and terrified by either one lone and commanding woman or a bunch of them, but dominated also.

No surprise then – and being a lover of things Victorian - that I should take the whip into my own hands and start a collection of stories involving fantasy female-supremacy and abject male submission set in the reign of Queen Vic herself.

I will draw heavily on my knowledge of such stories from the period to create these pieces and hope they give much pleasure to women and men of a similar mindset to me from all walks of life and all backgrounds.

Though, as you might have already guessed, any enjoyment men themselves might take from my fantasies in text is not an overriding priority.

Please enjoy.

Hortense Quartermain

Porth Levon

2018 
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They would have made a most curious sight.

Disturbing to some.

Deeply so to others.

And, of course, to those who walk amongst us – women as well as men – those fellow-travellers whose somewhat... warped ...sexual alignment responded to such scenarios, it would likely have proved a sight guaranteed to... stimulate ...rather than appal.

For the man crawling naked upon all-fours at the side of the imposing and stern faced woman clad in modish and tight jodhpurs and shiny boots - this in the, thankfully for him, enclosed and unobserved garden - such was certainly not the case. 

With haunches raised that his knees might be far enough from the immaculate green turf to match the speed of the female walking him, there could be no doubt in the mind of any curious onlooker able to witness the phenomenon and the expression of purest misery etched into the features of the collared man upon the end of the leash held firmly in her hand that this was not some voluntary piece of play between them. 

And then his expression changed to a grimace of physical rather than mental discomfort as a tug on the lead ensured he raised his pace still further to match the woman’s stride.

Had those curious onlookers been favoured with an insight into this... human hound’s mind, they would have been made aware that, far from being the kind of man who relished such playacting – and even paid a small fortune to be on the receiving end of it – he was actually questioning how he had allowed her to take his manhood from him in the most emphatic and irrevocable of ways.

“Pyatka!” came the order from above as she stopped and, though his own tongue was different from the native Russian of the woman asserting her rights as his owner, he recognised the simple command she had instilled in him with such singular brutality and instantly lowered his forehead to the grass upon which stood the short heel of her leather riding boots.

“Khoroshiy mal'chik,” came what was obviously praise of some kind that he chose to interpret as “Good dog”. Though, right or wrong, it was no less demeaning to him as he sensed her tie his lead to the arm of a wooden bench and seat herself that she might bask with her pet in the heat of the mid-afternoon sun.

Hating her, but in thrall to the body that so enamoured him, he was grateful to the snap of her fingers that gave him permission to rise up on his haunches.

A position he found not only more comfortable but one that offered him the opportunity to gaze upon the wonder that was his owner’s superstructure .

Even if it did mean braving the utter contempt for him he could see in those glittering eyes, as it competed with the sheer joy she took from humbling a man of his race age, and position.

Settling down upon his haunches in the pose she insisted upon, his demoralised and yet strangely energised eyes drank in the sight of this woman he despised and he berated himself yet again for allowing the sight of her to affect him in such an utterly debasing and unworthy way. A cold and heartless variety of what he had always considered in his ignorance of the world and the faraway Steppes from whence she had sprung, a cold and heartless people. A woman responsible for his current predicament  and one who had achieved what he had considered the unthinkable – not that he could recall ever having given such a prospect any thought prior to meeting her – and lowered his standing in her regard to little more than that of a housetrained and pitiful cur.

A woman from the Russian Steppes who had assured him his humanity would not only remain a memory but one he would soon have no desire to revisit when he had spent longer in her...

Service.

That being so, and his earlier incredulity that such a thing was possible in his regard having given way to a nauseated belief in her prediction; why would his cock harden so readily whenever he came near to her presence?

As if he truly were the canine she insisted him to be and he wished to thank the owner who had shown him his true nature by wrapping his arms about her powerful thighs in their jodhpurs and humping his arousal against the outside of an equally powerful and shapely calf.

“Takaya khoroshaya sobaka dlya vashego russkogo mastera,” she said, reaching out to ruffle his hair in a playful manner he had yet to see from her.

Then, as she realised his knowledge of her tongue took him only so far:

“That means, in your inferior English,” she told him, “that you are being such a good dog for your Russian master.”

His whole body quivered with a mixture of shame and the most molten anger at having him refer to him in such a way.

And yet, there he remained. On his haunches before her. Hands pulled up to his chest and flipped downwards after the manner of a dog begging its owner for the last of the scraps as his thoughts acknowledged:

How else should she describe such a... creature?

Which was when, that final, demeaning and debasing word bouncing from one wall of his skull to the other and then back again, that he felt... 

It.

A sensation he not experienced until now – despite the nature of the treatment she had already handed out to him.

A sensation that what remained of his manhood told him to fight with all his fibre and puissance.

Or at least that amount still available to be summoned after her dominance of him.

And a sensation – to his utter horror – he already knew, in both heart and sickened mind, that he would be unable to offer even a mildly serious challenge.

Which was when, oblivious to her reaction and all the consequences likely to befall him, that he lunged forward to thrust his muzzle into the apex of thigh and waist as if he and his desperate tongue had just appeared from the desert and her Russian cunt was the oasis he had been seeking.

As he took in her scent in a near delirium of submission, he fully expected her to be pulled up short by the chain she still held in her hand and which served as his leash.

Expectation not met, he grew bolder and extended that same desperate tongue that he might taste that with which his olfactory senses were already familiar; senses in a condition of erotic and submissive overload as the liberty was not just permitted but...

Indulged!

To his amazement – and an even greater sensation of pure abasement towards her – the hand that had been stroking his thick brown hair resumed its ministrations and, this time, was accompanied by words said in as soothing and delighted a tone as he had thought possible in such a harsh language; though had he been aware of their content he might not, perhaps, have felt as thrilled by the contact of his nose with her cunny as he did:

“Vy, nakonets, opredelili sud'bu i moye gospodstvo. Sobstvennost' vysshey ruckly khozyayki.”

Ignorance of her meaning meant nothing to him at this point – and still less when he felt the leather-upper of her boot go between his legs and gently caress the underside of his ball-sac.

A sac, and the straining cock above, that were now her property in much the same way as the boot providing him his pleasure... 
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1865 was the year his practice in London began to flourish. Its success a mixture of his own gifts as a doctor and the fact that he had been well-born and was entirely independent of his profession as a means of keeping himself. He was not a man without self-awareness and, had he been asked, would have acknowledged the truism that, had he been born a poor man with the finest mind to see the inside of a doctor’s practice, the level of his success would have been far different.

And he a sight more humble.

But that was not the case and, subsequently, through his being well-known as the first and only son of a titled-man – with all the intros to society such a connection provided – did no harm to his cause and allowed him to practice his profession solely and entirely because he took a pride in his ability to ease the pain of others and unlike most men of his age and standing - who left him with contempt for the useless existence of fashionable and idle young man they were happy to follow - determined he would not be joining their ranks. 

A fate of which the merest contemplation left him feeling somewhat depressed and indisposed, so great was his disgust at the living of such aimless lives.

Even if he was prepared to accept many of those same social advantages that allowed his less... focused ...contemporaries to lead existences of such a kind and allow him to adopt such a superior air.

It also helped, of course, that his father’s money and reputation had secured him a handsome establishment in a portion of the city that, while fashionable, was not so lofty as to offend the somewhat Spartan and puritanical sensitivities touched upon above.

Along with a steady and growing footfall towards his doors of those with money enough to pay his fees – fees that soon ensured he was able to take on a junior-partner who, though not as well-qualified, was certainly able enough to take on the less... engaging ...patients that came his way and provide in the process a  medical presence whenever he was called away or felt the need for time to himself.

A need he was beginning to feel more and more now that, and from one end of the week to the other, the road and pavement outside his door was besieged with carriages, 

Just the same, popularity or not, he would not allow just anybody onto his lists and many of the occupants of those handsome methods of transport found themselves disappointed. For his was no faddy quack-show and he would not corrupt either his or his establishment’s reputation simply to receive a fee from some attention-seeking Dowager or those whose ailments were of their own making. Gout itself sought relief from him in vain, were it upon the foot of some dissipated and Port swilling Duke who had the means of giving himself relief from his agonies simply by undergoing a period of abstention from those beverages and rich foods causing his problems.

In short, his financial condition and social standing allowed him to be...

Choosy.

To admit to his lists only those whose conditions either excited his curiosity or triggered the compassion with which he had always responded to genuine suffering.

Be they titled or gutter-born.

Even if it was unlikely many of the other would even think it worth crossing his threshold upon hearing of his fees.

And so it was that, one day while returning on horseback toward the city from Vauxhall upon the southern bank of the Thames; and a visit to a patient in whom he was deeply interested and for whom he had ordered the quiet and purer air of a suburban residence away from the bustle and smog of metropolis and its densely populated centre; he espied a curious looking inn that had escaped his notice, though he had travelled this same route many times.

He had reached the embankment at Chelsea, and a spot where the gaily coloured residencies were set back from the road by walled gardens and could only be viewed through the grills of their iron gates, when he spotted it and – curious as well as thirsty – he pulled up his horse for the purpose of rest and refreshment after his ride.

As well as the opportunity to satisfy his mystification for having yet to spot such a delightful looking hostelry on the many and varied occasions upon which he must have passed it in just such a condition of fatigue and with an equally dry-mouth. 

Before long, he had been greeted with great courtesy by the Landlord and found himself occupying a window-seat with a welcome pint of Porter to quench his thirst and a glass of wine to be savored more leisurely. 

As he sat in a window-seat - the inn’s only customer it seemed - and allowed the Porter to acquit itself, his thoughts were fully occupied with a variety of personal concerns; he had received a letter from his mother only that morning, and the condition of the patient he had recently left was precarious in the extreme; though his thoughts soon returned to the more immediate.

It was, he told himself, a delightful little place and he was on the point of congratulating himself for the second or third time when the sound of wheels attracted his eyes away from the flowers he could see opposite in the front-garden of a villa. 

Upon looking out, he saw a well-kept and maintained, if entirely innocuous, carriage draw up at the villa he had been scrutinising. 

Then, as he took another swallow of Porter, the carriage doors were opened by two figures who were, he thought, obviously servants. 

Servants clad in uniforms – if they could be described in such a way – that immediately struck him as...

Odd.

The servants arrayed in this curious way, he saw, were both of the male sex and he could see at once that the one nearest to his vantage point was certainly a retainer and, given his fellow on the other side of the carriage was kitted out in much the same fashion, he saw no reason to assume a reason why they might be following different professions. 

Fashions themselves that caught his attention and ensured his ever-present curiosity was peeked. 

It was not, after all, every day that one came across men attired pink from head-to-tail in...

Pink.

A most unmanly colour for a man, considered the doctor – whichever line he followed – and a choice that led him to the conclusion their employer was a “Mistress” rather than a “Master”.

Everything was pink!

And the same shade of that less than masculine colour into the bargain.

Coats and shirts, trousers and even shoes.

“Perhaps their Mistress – if it is a mistress;” he thought, “is an actress of the more flamboyant type who thrives on the kind of attention flunkies dressed in such a way would be sure to  fetch her.”  

He chuckled to himself as the coachman retook his seat above the horses and imagined their employer deciding to powder their cheeks, that their sallow complexions might be forced to complement their ensembles more closely.

While he had amused himself with the strange spectacle, another man wearing the dreadful pink – a larger man of forbidding countenance which made the incongruity of his livery all the more obvious - had stepped from the house and was shown into the carriage. But, after having shown him in, the other servant in pink did not close the door behind him and simply waited. Bearing erect but completely and deferentially still. As if, in fact, he were some indentured creature awaiting the arrival of a powerful and despotic owner or knowing his behaviour and comportment were under scrutiny somehow from within the house.

Again, the good doctor chuckled at both the situation and the fanciful nature of his own thoughts.

At the expiration of a quarter of an hour or so, however, the servant closed the door and re-entered through the iron-gate before closing it, carefully and deferentially, behind him. 

Which was the exact moment the pink-liveried driver urged the horses forward. 

Only to stop suddenly when his passenger burst from the interior and rushed to the gate to rap upon it loudly and, it appeared to the amused doctor, desperately; turning his face hurriedly around as he did so and hiding to the side of the gate that he might not be seen when it opened. 

Only now, however, the pink had disappeared and been replaced with more sober and monochrome clothing with no sign of any colour whatsoever.

Then, when nothing appeared forthcoming from the house, and wringing his hands agitatedly the whole time, the quick change artist in question suddenly had a change of heart and dashed back into the carriage while slamming the door shut behind him.

A signal, it appeared, for the coachman to urge the horses forward and take them at a fair lick in the direction of Knightsbridge and Hyde Park.

“What on earth goes on with your neighbours,” our doctor called to the innkeeper, who had observed the same spectacle and simply continued to polish his glasses, unmoved.

"Well, sir," he replied, “I can’t rightly say I know. But they've been there now a matter of six months or around, I’d say, and you've seen almost as much of them as I have. I believe the whole crew of them, servants and all, is foreigners as far as me’n my patrons can work out.”

"And do they all wear clothing of such a hideous colour?”

"Always, sir. We calls ‘em, the ‘the mad pinkies’. “

The doctor allowed himself a chuckle, delighted to have come across such an oddity in the middle of his working week, and especially so given it was so amusing.

“And what of the older and more sober looking gentleman – if a man dressed in pink could ever be described in such a way? Does he always change in the carriage?”

“Always, sir. He puts the pink outfit on in the carriage ‘fore he goes in the house and soon as he comes back takes it off and changes when he’s back in the carriage again."

“But why in the name of good-sense does he not dress himself inside the house itself?”

“That I can't tell you, sir. Only that it's just as you see. Each ‘n every day. The whole place and the people inside it – save for... her – are pink of colour.”

“Her?” asked the doctor, intrigued further by the suggestion his suspicions of a ‘Mistress’ might prove correct.

His enquiry was deftly avoided...

“An’ if those people aren't mad after that,” the landlord continued as if he hadn’t heard him, “then I’m the Viscount Palmerston. What else can be the explanation?”

“It seems very like it, indeed,” answered the doctor, noting the evasion but not pursuing it at this time. “But do you mean to say that everything inside the garden wall is pink? Surely you must be exaggerating a little?”

“Not a bit on it, sir! The coachman, who can't speak much English, sir, is allowed in here for a drink now and then. He don't live in the house, you see, and is idle most of his time. Well, he told me himself, one day, that every article in the house was pink, from the garret to the drawing-room, and that everything outside it is the same colour as well. You’ve been staring at the pink blooms in the front-garden for yourself. I can swear there’s no exaggeration, cos I saw inside myself.”

His head tilted to one side in the way of a dumbfounded canine as he considered his experience.

Then:

“An’ a stranger sight surely no eye ever saw, I might tell yer.”

“I’m sure... But tell me, how did you manage to get into this...enchanted castle ...to observe this in the first place?”

“I didn't get in sir, I only saw it outside, and from a place where you can see for yourself too, if you have a mind. When first the people came to the place over there, you see, old Jed - the sexton and bell-ringer of the church you see next to it - began to talk of the strange goings on he’d seen from the belfry.”

The doctor, seeing how proud the man was to be imparting something of interest to a gentleman gave him an approving smile and urged him to go on:

“Anyways, my curiosity took me there one day to look for myself. Blest if I ever heard of such a strange sight! No wonder they calls them the mad pink folk.”

“Well, you've roused my curiosity,” said the doctor. “Now that you have, I do, as you intimated, have a desire to see this wonder for myself.” 

At this, the landlord got an anxious look upon his face and tried to withdraw his words, but the doctor – who was as single-minded and obdurate as he was inquisitive – simply thanked him for his hospitality and returned to where his horse remained tethered, hoisted himself into the saddle and took himself off back towards the city.
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For the next two days, he was unable to concentrate on any other subject fully without the episode of the “Pink” house and its inhabitants intruding upon his more everyday thoughts and the prosaic if important duties – at least to the patients who had come to him with their maladies and their guineas – of his growing patient-list.

Jed's belfry, and the prospect of paying it a visit – even if it meant allocating his duties for the day and travelling out of his way to do so – was becoming more prominent in his thoughts and he knew, understanding all too well the pull his curiosity could arouse once engaged, that he would not be long in succumbing to the desire.

And so it was that, on a Wednesday evening, just as the sun waned in its heaven, he returned from having paid his country patient his usual visit and again alighted at the inn.

Only this time, with a request to the landlord to have his horse put in the stable for a bit.

“I'm going to have a peep at your pink-house,” he said in a low voice, though the inn was curiously devoid of the drinkers one might have expected were necessary to keep the hostelry profitable. “Do you think I shall find old Jed about?”

The landlord, though still as affable and welcoming as the doctor recalled him being upon his first visit, seemed beset by some underlying agitation but, telling himself it was no doubt due to problems that were one of his concern – the curiously absent drinkers perhaps – the doctor pressed on.

“So long as it is not an inconvenience to the good man, you understand?”

“No, doctor, that shouldn’t be a problem to him,” answered the landlord after only a split-second’s hesitance. “I saw him at work in the churchyard not half an hour ago, but at any rate he won't be farther off than his cottage. If you’d be so good s to keep an eye on the bar for me, I’ll nip over and tells him as you’re coming.”

He pointed through the front-window and to his left:

“It’s that same cottage you sees lying there just against the yard wall by the church cemetery.”

The doctor eyed where he indicated then watched his back make its way across the road and disappear into the grounds of the church and welcomed him back not more than a few minutes later.

Leaving him to tend the hostelry that remained stubbornly free of customers. 

“You’ll find him a bit of a surly ol’ bugger,” he was informed. “But he warms up after a bit an’ least he’s expecting you now.

The doctor gave his thanks, and with a promise to return for both his horse and a Porter followed by a glass of wine, made his way to where the landlord had indicated.

Surprised as he did so to feel his pulse-rate accelerating but pressing on just the same.

The church was an old, ivy-wreathed, structure with a square Norman belfry and a large surrounding of old grey headstones that were unkempt and overgrown with grass. It was essentially a country church, and a country churchyard, that was a near replica of a thousand other places of worship the doctor had seen on his travels but, where it differed from those others was its eccentric location so close to the borders of a mighty city.

At least such were his thoughts, until he recalled that the mighty city had crept into the country, year by year, until it had covered with stone and mortar the lowly site of many a cottage home, and swallowed up many an acre of green meadow and golden corn.

He allowed himself a rueful smile.

Was he not on his way back from visiting a patient in the country who had been only too eager to beleaguer his ears with complaints on that self-same, and “so-called”...

“Progress!”

He found Old Jed himself sitting in the middle of the graves, the top of one tombstone forming his seat as he engaged his time in scraping the moss from a headstone that seemed, to the doctor, inclined to tumble over at any precarious moment; its already eroded inscription all but obliterated by a growth of green and slimy-looking moss.

“Good-day, friend, you are still busy, I see?”

Old Jed gave him a cursory up and down look that was neither derogatory nor appreciative and, thought the doctor, would not be sycophantic towards a gentleman of any strip.

The sexton, he told himself, was unlikely to ever  be described as a “forelock-tugger” and appeared every bit as “surly” as Grainger had described him.

After a few seconds, the doctor decided to fill the silence that had fallen between them.

“One would fancy that stone so old now that the living had entirely forgotten their loss. But that would make little sense, would it not? Given you are currently occupied in the cleaning of it.”

“You’d be wrong then, sir,” he was contradicted, the old sexton’s voice firm and polite, if not what the doctor would describe as friendly exactly. “The cleaning's only a notion of my own cos I find myself idle at this time.”

The doctor smiled both his understanding and his approbation and, encouraged, the older man continued:

“When I was a lad, you see, sir, I had a sort o' likin' for this stone, Lord only knows why and I’ve still to come up with a reason that pleases me. But, you see, even though I tend to it, I’ve forgotten the name o’that unfortunate who lies beneath it an’ its made me curious. That’s why I’m trying to clean it up enough to be able to see the name again after all these many years.”

“I can well understand that sentiment, my friend,” said the doctor in his most engaging tone. “After speaking to your landlord across the road – Mr Grainger, I believe - I must confess my curiosity is running high also.”

“Is that a fact,” answered the sexton, his own tone non-committal at this point. “Mr Grainger said as much not seconds ago.”

Unperturbed and determined by dint of his own nature to see the thing through rather than give up on it, the doctor persevered:

“What I would like is to have a look at these ‘mad-pinkies’ of yours, Jed, and Mr. Grainger tells me if you were to allow me into the belfry I would be sure to see something queer up there.”

Suddenly, the old man’s face broke into a huge grin, suspicion of his visitor gone now that he had recognised that same desire to solve a mystery that had, if not troubled him, demanded a resolution.  

“By Jove you can, sir!” he replied, rising from the headstone with alacrity, “I often spend an hour watching the mad folk myself, and I swears, if they had my old church and yard they'd have ‘em decked out in pink - belfry and all!” 

They both laughed at such an outlandish prospect.

“You follow me, sir,” said the sexton as if a new lease of life had been bestowed upon him and led the way into the tower.

Of course, the doctor’s first look upon their reaching of the summit was in the direction of the strange house.

A first look which immediately drew from him an ejaculation of astonishment as he peeped through one of the crevices. The belfry was elevated considerably above the premises in which he was interested, and not at a very great distance. The grounds beneath them lay spread before their hungry eyes like a map.

He scarcely knew how to commence describing it to himself, and would later confess to having absolutely no idea how he would have described such a scene as that which absorbed both his thoughts and his vision to others.

It was something he had never seen to this point or even imagined. 

The mansion itself was a square and handsome building of two stories, built in the Corinthian style a with pillared portico and pointed windows. 

But it was not the style which attracted the vast lion’s share of his attention and kept his eyes riveted to the view presented them.

That accolade was due to the universal covering of pink which gave the impression of some huge household blancmange set down into a landscape of normal colours and shades that were reduced to a secondary role next to the curiosity they found themselves surrounding

Everything – everything – was pink!

From the extreme top of the chimneys, to the basement, the roof and its tiles, together with the window-sills, everything was pure pink.

With everything in the same shade!

The back garden could not be observed and old Jed assured him it was private to prying eyes – though he had heard that there the pink directive had
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