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The Mistress Game

Description

A story based on a??The Maids a4?? by Jean Genet

Jean Geneta??s 1947 play The Maids is an absurdist drama about two sisters, Claire and Solange,
who work as servants and engage in intense, ritualistic role-playing games, acting as their wealthy
mistress (a??Madamea?s) and the other maid.

The play explores themes of conflict, hatred, sadomasochism, identity and role play
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With Madame gone, the air hums with forbidden potential. Claire sheds her maida??s cap, transforming
into a predator.

Solange stood by the entrance window, watching Mistress leave. The house seemed to exhale a sigh
of relief as Mistressa?? commanding presence disappeared into the dark night.

Solange smoothed the front of her black uniform dress, the white apron crisp against her hips. The
black stiff dress tight against her pert breasts. Her nipples hardened as

Footsteps descended the stairs.
Heels clicking on wooda??sharp, precise, deliberate.

Claire appeared at the top of the staircase. She descended slowly, one hand trailing along the polished
mahogany banister, her eyes fixed on Solange with a predatory stillness.

She dropped her gaze to the hem of Clairea??s dress, then lower to the floor.
Claire circled her.

a??Turn around,a?+ Claire commanded.

a??Look at me.a?e

Solange lifted her chin. Clairea??s face was composed, but her eyes were dark, dilated. The mask of
the mistress was slipping just enough to show the hunger beneath. Claire reached up and unpinned her
own maida??s cap, tossing it carelessly onto the velvet sofa. She shook her hair out, the dark curls
falling loose around her shoulders. It was a small act of rebellion, a shedding of the uniform they shared
to claim the hierarchy of the game.

a??The silver,a?+ Claire said, her voice dropping to a whisper. a??1 saw a smudge on the creamer this
morning. You are becoming careless.a?e

a??1 will polish it again immediately,a?¢ Solange offered.
a??No,a?« Claire said.

Behind her, she heard the rustle of Claire moving. The sound of a drawer sliding open. The metallic
clink of an object being retrieved.

Solange closed her eyes. She knew the sound. It was the heavy wooden ruler
a?7?Lift the skirt,&?+ Claire ordered.
a??Lower,a?+ Claire said.

Solange tugged the drawers down, exposing her white skin to the air.
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The first strike was not a surprise, but the force of it always stole the breath. The wood connected with
the soft flesh of her soft milky thighs with a sharp *crack*. A line of fire bloomed instantly, stinging and
hot.

Solange gasped
The second strike landed higher, on the curve of her buttock.

Claire did not rush. She paced the blows, letting the heat build and suffuse Solangea??s skin. The
rhythm was hypnotica??pain, breath, count. Pain, breath, count. With each strike, the boundary
between Solange the maid and the woman playing the game blurred. The sting became a throbbing
heat that pulsed in time with her heartbeat, radiating outward until her entire body felt flushed.

a??You are wet,a?+ Claire observed suddenly. Her voice was closer now, right behind Solange.

Would you like to trained as mistress a?? maid ?
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