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Ann-Marie Rabbitte, Chief Administrator at the Dark Haven Finishing School for Young Ladies, was far from pleased. Why the hell did everything have to happen at once around here, she wondered, and why the hell did it always fall to her to untangle the ensuing mess when it did? 

Her assistant, Mai, was passable as a tea and coffee maker, but when it came to helping in an administrative capacity, she was about as useful as a wooden frying pan. She wasn’t a stupid girl by any means, just easily distracted, and distractions in such a sexually-charged environment were ten a penny.

“Mai, make me some coffee,” snapped Ann-Marie, glaring at her so-called helper.

Mai knelt beside her boss’s cluttered desk, her mind a million miles away in some exotic daydream. “Sorry, Madam Ann-Marie?”

“I said, make me some coffee, and be quick about it.”

“Yes, Madam Ann-Marie.”

“And when you get back, I want you off your useless arse and at least trying to help me with some of this work.” 

She studied the calendar on the screen before her, and continued, “We have three inmates arriving tomorrow. Two of them are heading to the Finishing School, compliments of that judge—he’s overdoing it, by the way—and the other is going straight to the Correctional Centre. That one is booked in for a week of special treatment, and I want you to go over there and ask Madam Keith what her plans are for that.”

“Yes, Madam Ann-Marie.” 

“On top of that crap, Tanya is coming back from Madam Ambrose’s place, and he is still as awkward as ever at being a girl; so Madam Ambrose says anyway. Guess who Madam Lilas has lumbered with the job of improving her? Yeah, it’s me, so it is. Typical. Plus I’ve never actually met her; she hasn’t been here since I arrived.”

“Yes, Madam Ann-Marie.”

“I never get a break, slut. Never. If it’s not one thing, it’s another. If it’s not dealing with idiots, it’s sorting out a pile of shitty paperwork that someone else has screwed up. I should just leave and set up my own something-or-other. I am better than this, Mai. This place is full of assholes, so it is.”

“Yes,” mumbled the beautiful Asian slave, her head spinning.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Madam Ann-Marie.”

“What are you agreeing with, bitch? That I am better than this, or that all the others are assholes?”

“I don’t know, Madam Ann-Marie,” whispered Mai, lowering her eyes in embarrassment. “I lost you at the bit where you said Tanya was coming home, Madam.”

“Well, you can say that I am great if you want, but you can’t say that the others are assholes, okay?”

“Yes, Madam Ann-Marie.”

“Or I’ll have to flog you. I have a new whip, by the way.”

“Yes, Madam Ann-Marie.”

“Stop saying that.”

“Sorry, Madam Ann-Marie.”

“Where’s the coffee?”

Mai rose and, not for the first time, Ann-Marie marvelled at just how beautiful the slave actually was. Dressed only in white thigh-length PVC boots, white PVC panties, and colour-matching collar, she positively dripped submission. Her gorgeous jet black hair, large soulful eyes, and doll-like features made her an object of desire for every visiting Master—not to mention Mistress—to the establishment.

“Where are your nipple-rings, bitch?”

Mai blushed. “Nipples sore, Madam Ann-Marie,” she whispered.

“Do we need to have you re-pierced?”

“No, Madam Ann-Marie.”

Ann-Marie nodded. “Have them back in tomorrow. No excuses. Where’s the coffee?”

Mai smiled, unable to help herself.

“Oh, and Mai. When you get back, I want you under this desk ... on all-fours ... and your tongue in my slit.”

“Yes, Madam Ann-Marie.”

“Gotta get some use out of you, bitch, so there.”

Mai’s squeal of delight, as she made to leave the room, announced the arrival of a familiar face; a face that poked itself around the door of Ann-Marie’s office, and favoured her with a broad smile.

“Afternoon, Ann-Marie. We’re back,” smiled Ed Bury, Headmaster of Dark Haven. “Good to see you.”

“About time,” scowled the administrator. “Is Madam Lilas with you?”

“Well, don’t act delighted to see me, or anything. Are you not going to ask how the auction went?”

“No. Is Madam Lilas with you?”

Ed frowned. What now, he wondered? Mentally counting to ten, he said, “Yes, she’s unpacking. What’s the panic?”

“Three arrivals and a return, all due tomorrow, and I am supposed to sort it all out on my own. That’s the panic. I need help, Mr. Bury. I’m up to my arse here, so I am.”

“Hmm. Sir John told us you were coping really well with the responsibility of running the place, Ann-Marie. He was very impressed when I spoke to him.”

“And he would know? How?”

“He said that he ...”

“He was here once,” interrupted Ann-Marie. “For, like, five minutes. Did nothing to help. Got in the way. Completely useless.”

“What do you want Lilas for?” sighed Ed, trying to change the subject.

“I want to talk to her about a raise. Also, I want some real help in here ... someone qualified; someone who can do bookkeeping and stuff. Mai is useless. Well, at most things anyway, but I want to keep her as well.”

Ed nodded. “Lilas is a bit worn out right now. It was a long journey, and not exactly an easy one.” 

“And I want my title,” continued Ann-Marie, basically ignoring him. “I want to be recognised as a Mistress here. ‘Mistress Ann-Marie Rabbitte of Dark Haven’. I need some proper respect. Enough messing about. 

Oh, and now that you are back, I want Monica as my play-slut. You said I could train her. Then, out of the blue, you take her off with you to that damned slave auction. I wanted to go to that, by the way.”

“You couldn’t. We needed your expertise here while we were away.”

“Whatever! Anyway, you promised me Monica. You are back now, so when do I get her?” 

Ed coloured, feeling both irritated and uncomfortable. “I’m afraid we have a bit of a problem on that issue, Ann-Marie. I’m sorry.”

“What problem?”

“Well, it’s Monica. She won’t be coming back here, at least not for the foreseeable future, I’m afraid.”

“Huh? Why not?”

“She’s heading to The Plantation for a spell. She was less than respectful, to say the least, to one of the Sheikh’s guests. Caused quite a rumpus. Ghazwan does not take kindly to any form of bad behaviour from a slave, and it turned into quite an embarrassing situation, as you can imagine.”

Ann-Marie nodded, taken aback.

“She was given a choice,” continued the Head Master. “Cool her heels, and reflect on her wrongdoings during a spell at The Plantation, or be returned to the magistrate here for proper sentencing. She chose The Plantation. I am sorry, but, as I said, I doubt if we will be seeing her for quite a while.”

Ann-Marie nodded again, a look of sadness crossing her face. “So, I guess I’m stuck with Mai then?” she muttered.

Ed rolled his eyes. He again counted to ten, and went on, “Anyway, what I wanted to speak to you about was a job that Lilas has for you.”

“Another one? Another bloody job? What is it?” spat Ann-Marie.

“She received a call from an old business acquaintance of hers while we were away—a Mrs. Maidstone—who seems to be having quite a bit of bother with her daughter. Apparently, the girl has been getting into a lot of trouble of late—anti-social behaviour, petty theft, and so on—and Mrs. Maidstone is running out of both contacts to call and strings to pull in relation to keeping the law out of the picture.”

“Well for those rich people, isn’t it?” cut in Ann-Marie. “They never have to face up to anything ... always able to find a way of dodging the bullet.” 

“Anyway,” said Ed. “She asked Lilas if we could provide a bit of guidance, shall we say, for the girl. She knows about the Finishing School, and she thinks a spell in the company of the pupils might provide her daughter with a few guidelines in relation to proper behaviour and so forth.” continued the Head Master. “Etiquette, manners, deportment, and the like, you know?”

“So?”

“So, Lilas seems to think that you might like to act as the girl’s mentor outside of the classroom, especially seeing as that other thing you were looking forward to has fallen through for the moment? Nothing intense, mind you. Just observe her, offer a bit of guidance and support.”

“Do I get my Mistress title for this?”

“If you handle the situation okay, then possibly.”

“Do I get a raise?”

“Possibly.”

Does it mean that someone else gets the

















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Dorothy’s Tale

Slaves of Dark Haven 4






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





