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    London Bridge tube station, 3/10 2228, 22:40 

    Blake was on the platform waiting for a train that would take him the last leg of his journey back home. He had come all the way from Santiago, Chile, where his work had taken him this week.  

      

    As a management consultant, he worked all over the world, and the last couple of weeks, he had spent most of his time with a client in Santiago. Despite the long hours it demanded, Blake was quite fond of his job. He liked to travel and to see the world. The fact that his job was also very well paying made it even better.  

      

    The job in Santiago had gone well for Blake and his team. The final report had been submitted yesterday, and the presentation of it had been very well received. They had finished a day early, and this had enabled Blake to catch an earlier plane home.  

      

    It was a smooth trip. The scramjet from Santiago had taken only an hour. Blake had arrived at London’s airport on the artificial Anderson Island in the Thames Estuary shortly after seven this morning, and from there, he had gone straight to his girl-friend Hannah’s apartment here in central London.  

      

    It was a surprise she had much appreciated, and he had spent the entire day with her, as she took the day off work. They had spent all of the morning in her apartment - in her bed to be more precise. They had not seen each other for ten days, and the sex had been great. 

      

    In the afternoon they had enjoyed a lovely autumn day together outside, and the evening had been concluded with a dinner at a posh restaurant. 

      

    It had been a great day, but it was time to go home. Blake had a wife waiting for him, and he needed to get home at a time roughly corresponding to that of his original travel plan, which meant about now. That meant he was a little late, but not too much yet. The tube was very fast. The old London tube system had been fully upgraded to vacuum technology, and the trip would only take 15 minutes once the train arrived. 

      

    Blake felt a little bad for seeing other women. He did love his wife Sophie. She was beautiful, smart and was really everything Blake was looking for in a woman. Yet it was somehow not enough. Blake had his needs, and variety was one of them. He could not keep to only one woman, and that’s why he had his affairs.  

      

    Hannah was not the only one. He also had Madelyn, who he saw whenever he was in New York. Then there were the various one-night encounters he had when chance offered. There had been quite a few of those, and it could have been many more if not for Blake’s busy work schedule. 

      

    Blake did not have any problem attracting girls. He had heard himself be described as charming many times, and few could deny he had good looks. 1,85m tall, he had dark blond hair, well defined facial features and a well-toned body. He worked out regularly, and it showed. He looked younger than his 35 years, although that was quite common with medical longevity treatments widely available. Blake got a lot of female attention, and he did not resist it. 

      

    As Blake saw it, he did not really hurt Sophie. He was meticulous to keep his affairs secret, and as long as she did not know about them, no harm was done. 

      

    As always, when Blake came home from his work trips, he looked forward to see his wife again. Even if he had his affairs, he still loved her, and he loved the time they spent together. A weekend together with her was exactly what he wanted now. 

      

    He longed for the warm embrace she would give him when he came in the door. It would not be long, for now the train was finally coming. 

      

    Heathrow, London, 3/10 2228, 23:05 

    Blake made his way up the escalator from Heathrow Central tube station. He was now just a five minute walk from his house, where his Sophie would be waiting for him. 

      

    He walked with quick steps through the residential streets of his neighbourhood. He was late enough as it was, and he did not want to worry Sophie.  

      

    It was a pleasant, but not very exciting neighbourhood. The buildings in Heathrow were all rather new, unlike many parts of London and its surroundings, where facades hundreds of years old still prevailed. Heathrow had not been developed as a residential area before the early 22nd century. Before then, it had been the site of the London’s main airport, until it was moved to a more suitable location for scramjets on Anderson Island. 

      

    While Heathrow thus lacked some of the charm of older London boroughs, there were in Blake’s mind features that made up for it. The houses here were both large and fully modern, which made them a lot more comfortable to live in than what you would typically find closer to the center of the city. And access to transport was excellent, which was a big plus in Blake’s line of work.  

      

    Blake turned a corner and he could see his house 100 meters up the lane. With 200 square meters on three planes, and a big garden, it was only average for the neighbourhood, but it had more than sufficient space for him and Sophie. 

      

    He checked his wrist unit for time just before unlocking the door: 23:10. He was a bit later than he should have been, even if he had told Sophie he would take the evening flight home from Chile. 

      

    Blake & Sophie’s house, Heathrow, 3/10 2228, 23:10 

    Blake opened the door and stepped inside the hallway. He took off his outer clothes and called for his wife. 

    -“Hello!” 

    He heard no reply. He opened the door to the hall and called again. 

    -“Sophie?” 

    Still no reply. Blake went through the hall and into the living room. There he found Sophie standing next to the coffee table, with arms crossed. Dressed in a short purple dress and heels, and with her smooth blond hair resting on her shoulders, she looked beautiful - beautiful but angry. 

      

    -“Have you had a good week?” she asked with a hint of sarcasm in her voice. 

    -“It went very well,” said Blake. “But can I ask why you seem so upset?” 

    -“I know you have been sleeping around, you bastard,” Sophie replied angrily. 

    -“It’s not what you think,” started Blake as he approached Sophie. 

    -“Don’t give me that shit,” his wife interrupted him. “I know exactly what it is. What I want to know is for how long this has been going on, and how many you have been sleeping with.” 

    -“It was only this one time,” Blake tried to excuse himself. 

    <SMACK> 

    -“Liar!” Sophie shouted, and gave him a slap on his cheek with her flat hand. It really stung. 

      

    Enraged and almost instinctively, Blake slapped her back. Not very hard, but plenty sufficient for her to feel it. 

    Sophie let out a short scream in response to the pain and surprise, and took a few steps back. She looked at Blake with furious eyes. 

      

    -“How dare you hit me?” she yelled at him. “Cheating on me wasn’t enough?” 

    -“I am sorry, Sophie, but you hit me…” Blake started replying. 

    -“I can’t talk to you anymore,” Sophie interrupted him. “I don’t even want to see you now. I am going to bed. Don’t follow me. You’ll sleep in the basement.” 

      

    Sophie left the room with quick paces, and disappeared up the stairs to the top floor. Blake was alone in the living room, not knowing what to do. It was the first time they had a major fight. They had had minor spats before and Blake had always managed to smooth those over with his charm, but this looked like a tougher nut. Blake feared for the future of his marriage. Right now it seemed hopeless trying to reason with Sophie.  

      

    He could only hope she would be more approachable tomorrow. With nothing else to do, Blake headed down the stairs to the basement floor. Blake had fitted out part of this floor as a guest room with a separate bathroom. The bed there was made, and Blake had the toiletries from his work trip. He went to the bathroom to prepare for the night. 

      

    Five minutes later Blake was ready for bed. While he was stressed and upset from the fight, he was also exhausted from what had been a long day. He soon fell asleep.  

      

    Blake & Sophie’s house, Heathrow, 4/10 2228, 08:20 

    Half asleep Blake tried moving his arms from the uncomfortable position they were in over his head. He couldn’t - they were stuck. He struggled some more, and slowly woke up to realise he was handcuffed to the headframe of the old-style bed in the basement’s guest room. 

      

    How could this have happened? 

    He remembered the fight last night. Was this something Sophie had done to punish him? 

      

    Blake called for Sophie. First with a voice normal voice, then with a louder voice. There was no answer. He heard nothing at all from the rest of the house. He called again a couple of times, as loud as he was able to, but still no answer. No sound at all 

      

    While the sound isolation in this house was decent, Sophie should be able to hear him when screaming at the top of his lungs. Blake started worrying if Sophie had left the house. Or if something serious had happened. Could Sophie have been kidnapped while he had been cuffed to his bed? 

      

    Concerned as he was over this possibility, he tried to see if he could free himself. The handcuffs proved to be rather solid and tight. He could not free his hands in any way. Blake then tried to work the metal head frame of the bed. He attempted to knock out the bar he was cuffed to, but with no luck. He could not get anywhere without moving the whole bed. 

      

    Blake & Sophie’s house, Heathrow, 4/10 2228, 09:15 

    After trying to free himself for almost an hour, Blake heard noises from upstairs. Someone was walking around in the house, and judging by pace and weight of the steps, it was probably Sophie. 

      

    Blake started calling for Sophie again, from the top of his lungs. This time he got a reaction. He heard her walking down the stairs to the basement. 

      

    -“Stop yelling, Blake,” she told him from beyond the door. “You are driving me crazy with your noise.” 

    -“Please let me out, Sophie,” said Blake. “I am so sorry. I know there is no forgiveness for what I did, but please let me out so I can at least try to make it up to you.  

    -“I don’t want to see you anymore. You can stay were you are,” she replied. 

    -“And you are right,” she added. “There is no forgiveness.” 

    Blake heard her go up the stairs again. 

      

    -“Sophie, you can’t keep me locked up here,” he shouted. 

    -“Just shut up,” was her curt reply. 

    Blake did as she told him. Annoying her more right now would probably not lead to anything good. Instead he went back to searching for ways to free himself on his own. 

    




 

    [bookmark: _Toc518738384]Sold 

      

    Blake & Sophie’s house, Heathrow, 4/10 2228, 13:45 

    Blake had tried for hours to free himself from his imprisonment with no luck. He had tried everything short of trying to destroy the whole bed by banging it against the wall. He had refrained from that due to the uncertainty of whether he could actually free himself and the noise it would make. Blake suspected his most realistic prospect in regaining his freedom was to wait for Sophie to come to her senses. Destroying the bed was unlikely to hasten that process. 

      

    He had tried to move the bed to the door. That way he had learned he was indeed locked in the room as well as being chained to the bed. 

      

    Blake had given up freeing himself. He had moved the mattress and himself back on the bed, and lay down to wait, wearing only the underwear he slept in. He was getting really hungry by now, and was thinking about asking Sophie for food. 

      

    Then he heard the doorbell upstairs. Sophie went to answer the door. Blake shortly considered if he should call for help, but decided against it. Sophie was not insane, and she would let him out sooner or later. No need to make an embarrassing scene for a stranger, or worse, someone they knew. 

      

      

    Blake could hear the noises of the outer door being opened, and someone entering. As there were no other sounds in the house, he could just about hear what was being said. 

    -“Hi Elizabeth! So good you could come on such a short notice,” he heard Sophie greet the visitor. 

    -“It is so nice to see you, Sophie. I am sorry for what happened.” 

      

    It was Elizabeth, one of Sophie’s friends. Blake had only met her a few times, and he knew very little about her. He did remember her very well, however. She was one of Sophie’s best looking friends, and her body was really fit. Especially her knockers were worth a second look. Blake might well have made advances on her if she had not been one of Sophie’s friends. 

      

    Their conversation continued as they moved into the hall on top of the stairs down to the basement. 

    -“That’s ok,” said Sophie. “I have come to terms with it. I just want to move on and get the best deal I can out of it.” 

    -“That’s good to hear. I think this will be a very good deal for both us, and he will get exactly what he deserves.” 

      

    Blake wondered what this was about. Were they talking about him? 

      

    Sophie spoke again. 

    -“I have to confess I was surprised by how much you are willing to pay. I had expected less than half”  

    -“He is a very attractive specimen physically, and the market has really picked up lately. I would never want to short-change you, so I am paying what he is worth,” replied Elizabeth. 

      

    -“I know I can trust you,” said Sophie. She paused a little, and then continued. “He is down in the basement. Shall we go down? Do you have everything you need?” 

    -“I am ready. Let’s go down.” 

      

    Blake heard the ladies stepping down the stairs. Their conversation had sounded very odd to Blake. It sounded like Sophie was pimping him out to Elizabeth, but it couldn’t be. If it was, it did not sound bad at all. 

      

    The door opened, and from his position lying on the back on the bed with his hands cuffed over his head, Blake could see Sophie and Elizabeth entering the room. 

      

    Sophie was casually dressed in jeans and a tank top, and wore her hair in a ponytail. Yet she looked hot as always. Both garments were of the tight variant, and combined with the heels she was wearing they made her curves very visible. 

      

    Elizabeth was rather formally dressed. Her brown hair was arranged in an updo, and she wore a white blouse, a black pencil skirt, dark stockings and knee-high black leather boots. The outfit did not do her any disfavours. Her breasts were as eye-catching as ever. 

      

    Sophie spoke to him. She did not look upset anymore. Her face and voice was quite neutral. 

    -“Blake, it is over between us. I am selling you to Sophie. She is here to pick you up.” 

      

    -“What do you mean you are selling me?” 

    -“It means you will be her property from now on. She can do what she want with you. I don’t want you here anymore.” 

    -“That’s nonsense. You can’t do that. And if anyone is moving out of this house it is you. I own this house,” said Blake both confused and angry. 

      

    Sophie did not reply. She turned to Elizabeth and said “Let’s just put him under.” 

      

    Elizabeth walked with firm steps to the bed and put her right hand down on Blake’s right thigh, just above his knee. Blake had tried to roll away from her, but she had been too quick. She used her weight to hold his foot in place, and Blake’s attempts to kick her away were futile. 

      

    Before Blake had the chance to try something else, she pressed something on the middle of his thigh using her left hand, and it stung him. It looked like it was an autoinjector of some kind. 

      

    Elizabeth then withdrew from the bed, and shortly after Blake’s vision started getting cloudy. He suddenly felt very tired. She had no doubt drugged him with something. It soon went black for Blake.  

      

    Warehouse, London, 4/10 2228, 20:05 

    Blake woke up slowly. He lay on his side in a fetal position, with his arms behind is back. He tried to move, but could not. Both his hands and his ankles were tied together with tight cuffs. Furthermore, he quickly realised, he was inside a small cage. Too small to either stretch out his legs or even sit up properly. 

      

    Surveying his surroundings, he registered that his cage was alongside the middle of a wall in what looked like a storage room of maybe 15x15 square meters. The ceiling was high up – at least 4 meters. 

      

    There were cardboard boxes and metal containers all over the room, stacked in shelves along the walls and in the center of the room. In one of the corners, Blake saw a small forklift parked. Alongside the wall where his cage was, there were a few similar cages, but they were all empty. On the wall to the left of him, there was a wide gate leading out of the room, but it was closed. From the ceiling, a few lamps provided somewhat dim lighting. 

      

    The room felt a little chilly. Probably because Blake did not have any clothes on. He was completely naked. 

      

    Blake started to recollect what had happened earlier that day. What had his wife and her friend done to him? This was going way too far. It was crazy. And frightening.  

      

    -“Help!” Blake called out in the empty room. “Please help me!” 

    He waited for ten seconds, but could not hear anything. 

    He tried again, as loud as he could. 

    -“HELP!” 

    Still nothing. 

      

    Blake tried banging the wall with his elbow. It was solid concrete, and the little noise he made would not be noticeable on the other side. It was no use. 

    He then tried shaking the cage, hoping that he could move it along the ground that way. But the cage would not move. 

      

    Blake did not know what he could do. He tried calling for help again, maybe once a minute for a little while. 

      

    After five or ten minutes the gate along the left wall suddenly started opening. A man entered from what looked like a wide corridor outside. The man was dark haired, average height and of medium build. He wore only a pair of work trousers and shoes, and his upper body was bare apart from a collar around his neck and cuffs around his wrists, both in black leather. 

      

    -“Please let me out of here,” Blake said to the man as he approached the cage, not feeling very optimistic. 

      

    -“I am sorry,” the man answered. “Mistress does not allow me to release other slaves from bondage on my own.” 

    -“This is crazy,” said Blake. “You have to let me out of here. I don’t want to be part of what ever game you have going on here.” 

    -“It is no game,” said the man. “You are Mistress Elizabeth’s slave now, just like I am.” 

    -“What do you mean by that,” Blake asked with desperation in his voice. 

    -“It means just what I said. Mistress Elizabeth owns us as her slaves, and we have to obey her. She bought you this morning, I was told.” 

      

    -“This is fucked up. She doesn’t own me. We have laws against things like that in this country.” 

    -“Mistress makes all the laws here. The sooner you accept that, the better. Resisting her will only bring trouble.” 

      

    Blake found the conversation frustrating. This man was out of his mind, and he was clearly not going to help. 

      

    As Blake paused, the man spoke. 

    -“You must be hungry and thirsty. While I am not allowed to let you out, I can bring you some food and drink.  Would you like that?” he asked. 

    -“Yes, please,” Blake answered. He was really hungry. 

    -“Just wait here a little,” said the man and turned towards the gate. 

    -“I am not going anywhere,” replied Blake with angry sarcasm. 

      

    As the man turned, Blake could see his back. It was a shocking sight. His back was criss-crossed with red welts. It looked like he had been whipped - severely.  

      

    To Blake the situation he was in looked worse and worse. Whatever was going on here could not be good. What kind of abuse would he be subjected to here? 

      

    The man disappeared out the gate, and Blake had a little time to collect his thoughts. Blake steeled himself. He was not going to give up hope. He had to stay alert and get as much information as he could. If an opportunity to escape came about, he should be prepared to seize it. For now though, it was probably best to play along with this weirdo who was tending to him. 

      

    Half a minute later, the man came back with a bowl of soup and a bottle.  

    -“I didn’t get your name earlier,” said Blake as the man came towards him. ”I am Blake, by the way.” 

    -“I am Jason,” he replied. 

      

    -“I noticed your back looks pretty rough, Jason” said Blake as Jason came up to his cage. 

    -“Mistress administers strict discipline,” replied Jason and put the bowl and the bottle on top of a box next to the cage. 

    -“Elizabeth did that to you?” asked Blake. 

    -“Yes, she whips me once a week. Or whenever I displease her,” replied Jason. “You can probably expect similar from her too, now that you are her slave.” 

      

    A chill went through Blake’s spine. 

    Jason passed the soup bowl through a small opening in the cage at the bottom in front of Blake’s head. The opening was just big enough to fit the bowl, and probably placed there for this exact purpose. He then passed in a water bottle, which was opened and had a straw in it. 

      

    -“How am I supposed to eat this,” asked Blake. There was no spoon, and even if there had been, his hands were cuffed behind his back. 

    -“You have to eat doggy-style,” was the reply. 

      

    Blake decided to start with the water and took a sip from the straw. 

    -“So what keeps you here, Jason,” asked Blake. “You have a Mistress who whips you horribly and it doesn’t look like you are restrained. Why don’t you run away?” 

    -“I would never run away from my Mistress,” answered Jason. “I love her.” 

    -“And even if I did run away, she would catch me again,” he added. 

      

    The man appeared insane to Blake. But he continued conversing. 

    -“And how long have you been owned by Elizabeth?” 

    -“I have been her slave for five years now.” 

    -“And how did it happen?” 

    -“I signed a contract making me her slave.” 

    -“So this was voluntary for you?” 

    -“Yes…” 

    -“I hope you realise that is not the case for me,” Blake pointed out. 

    -“Mistress makes the rules. It is not for me to judge,” replied Jason. 

      

    This was not getting anywhere. Blake switched subject to obtain some information. 

    -“So where are we, by the way?” 

    -“We are in London,” replied Jason. “But I have to go now. Mistress doesn’t like that I chat with other slaves rather than attending my duties.” 

    He walked towards the gate. 

      

    Just before he exited, Jason turned around for a second. 

    -“You will get a chance to relieve yourself in the morning. If you have to pee during the night, use the empty water bottle.” 

    Jason then exited the room, and the gate came down. 

    -“Great,” Blake said to himself. 

      

    Not a lot of information to be gained, Blake thought. But enough to know 

    Sophie and Elizabeth had apparently been serious when they spoke of selling him. And enough to know Elizabeth was dangerous. What kind of sick bitch was she? And did Sophie know what she was doing? 

    And Jason – while he clearly wasn’t the power behind this, he was just as sick as Elizabeth. 

      

    But there was nothing Blake could do about it. Not know. And he was really hungry. He stuck his face down in the soup bowl and started lapping in. 
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    Warehouse, London, Day 1 (5/10 2228), 10:20 

    Blake had been awake for a few hours with nothing to do but reflect on the situation he was in and what might come next. He was still restrained and trapped in a cage. 

      

    One thing he had started to consider was if this was all a play. Something Sophie and Elizabeth had set up to give him a real scare as punishment for his infidelity. If they had, it was working. The last 24 hours had been frightening. 

      

    He hoped this was the case. The alternative, being the captive of a sadistic maniac and her deranged minions, looked a lot worse. 

      

    Suddenly the gate opened, and the clicks of high heels against the floor could be heard as a woman entered the storage room. It was Elizabeth. Wearing a corset, long leather gloves, a pair of shiny leggings and knee-high leather boots, all in black, she looked like a dominatrix. The coiled-up bullwhip hanging from a clip on her corset and the long dressage whip in her hand confirmed that impression. 

      

    Blake immediately felt anxious. Was she here to whip him? 

    The treatment she apparently had given Jason was something he’d very much wanted to avoid himself. 

      

    Yet, while he feared what might be in store, Blake could not deny the sexiness of the woman now approaching his cage. The feminine hip sways that accompanied her confident steps were seductive and alluring.  Her large breasts were barely covered by the corset she wore, and the cleavage was impressive. 

      

    Her already beautiful face was complimented with perfect make-up, and the glossy red lipstick she wore made her luscious lips irresistible. An elaborate updo hair style added to her elegance. 

      

    -“Good morning, slave,” she greeted him with a smile. “Have you adjusted to your new role yet?” 

    -“Please let me out, Elizabeth” said Blake. “I had enough of this. Whatever lesson you and Sophie wanted to teach me, I have learned. You scared the shit out of me.” 

    -“First, that is Mistress Elizabeth to you, slave,” she corrected him.  

    -“Second, I am not letting you go. You are a slave, and you better get used to it,” she told him as a matter-of-fact. 

      

    Blake felt despair. Would this never end? 

    -“What do you want from me?” he asked. “I’ll do whatever you want if you let me out.” 

    -“I want your obedience, slave,” she replied. “I want your unquestioned obedience to me or any other Mistress that I might sell you to.” 

      

    -“And we are going to work on that today, slave,” she continued. “But first we need to clean you up. You need to be presentable for your Mistress.” 

      

    Elizabeth disappeared behind a stack of boxes for a few seconds, and then emerged with a water hose in her hands instead of her whip. She turned it on, and a powerful beam of water hit Blake inside the cage. He groaned as the ice cold water forcefully impacted his body, and tried as best as he could to protect himself from it. It was dreadfully cold, and Blake soon stared shaking as the water beam danced across his body. 

      

    Elizabeth appeared quite amused as she hosed down her captive, and tried to ensure not a single part of him was left untouched. 

    -“Turn around!” she ordered him. “We need to clean your other side as well.” 

      

    Blake ignored her, trying to keep his back to the water beam to minimise his discomfort. 

      

    -“This will not stop until you are fully clean. Turn around if you want it to stop,” Elizabeth informed him. 

    The logic got through to Blake. He wanted it to end, and turned to let Elizabeth hose down all of his body. 

      

    -“Now you are all good and clean,” said Elizabeth to the shaking man inside the cage half a minute later. “You can have a bathroom break before we continue.” 

    She disappeared behind the boxes again, and emerged carrying the dressage whip. 

      

    Elizabeth tapped her wrist unit a few times. It was a small and elegant device which was on the outside of her glove. The head end of Blake’s cage opened like a door. 

    -“Crawl out, slave,” she ordered him. 

      

    Dripping with water and shaking with cold, Blake wiggled himself out of the cage. With both his wrists and ankles cuffed tightly together, this was not a trivial task in the small cage, but fifteen seconds later he was on his knees outside the cage. 

      

    Finally out of the cage, thought Blake. He was unsure if this was an escape opportunity, however. With the restraints he was in, he could not get anywhere fast. Maybe there was an opportunity to overman Elizabeth, but again the restraints made that seem like an unlikely prospect. Never mind that he knew the woman was physically very fit, and might well be a match for him even without him being restrained. 

      

    -“Follow me,” said Elizabeth. “The bathroom is this way.” 

    Blake rose up to a standing position, intending to jump after her. 

    <SWISH> 

    Blake felt a sharp sting as Elizabeth’s dressage whip impacted his back. He was not prepared for the pain and collapsed down on his knees again. 

    -“You don’t stand in my presence, slave,” she told him sharply 

      

    Blake stared at her in disbelief over the violence she had inflicted upon him and bewildered of how he was supposed to follow her without getting up on his feet. 

      

    Reading his mind, she told him: 

    -“You’re supposed to be smart. I am sure you can find a solution.” 

    She walked a few steps ahead, and turned, indicating she was waiting for Blake to follow. 

      

    Blake struggled to find a way to move. He was frustrated and increasingly angry over the humiliation he was subjected to. 

      

    -”If you spend much more time on this, we have to forego the bathroom break,” Elizabeth warned him. 

      

    Blake finally found a way of moving that sort of worked. From a sitting position with his arms on his back, he managed to hump along backwards using his arms and legs. It was not very comfortable, but he managed to move. 

      

    -“This way”, said Elizabeth pointing towards the gate with her dressage whip. 

      

    Half a minute later Blake had made it through the gate. He was in a long corridor, about 4 meters wide. There were several other gates, similar to the one he had just come through on both sides of the corridor, no doubt leading to similar storage rooms. 

      

    Elizabeth pointed to a normal sized door on the opposite side about fifteen meters away. 

    -“That’s where you are going,” she said. “Now get moving!” 

      

    <SWISH> 

    She struck him with the whip on his thigh. It stung like hell, and Blake felt anger building up inside. But he kept going. He needed a break now. 

      

    Five meters from the door she struck again. 

    <SWISH> 

    <SWISH> 

    The pain burned across his upper arms and back.  

    -“This is too slow,” she told him sharply. “Get moving!” 

      

    The pain and the humiliation was too much for Blake to hold back. 

    -“Leave me alone, you fucking bitch,” he shouted. “It fucking hurts.” 

      

    <SWISH> 

    <SWISH> 

    <SWISH> 

    <SWISH> 

    <SWISH> 

    <SWISH> 

    Her response was immediate. She lashed him viciously half a dozen times all over his body. He collapsed in cries of agony and went into a fetal position trying to protect himself from her blows. 

      

    -“Never disrespect me, slave!” she thundered. “Never ever!” she added as she gave him another half a dozen. 

      

    -“You will be punished for this after your break” she told him. 

    -“Now get your fucking arse in the bathroom, slave.” 

    She kicked him hard in the buttocks. 

    -“You have five minutes,” she added. 

      

    Blake’s anger was overcome by his fear. Elizabeth could clearly not be trifled with. He humped as fast as he could towards the door, opened it and humped inside. He closed the door. 

      

    It was a simple small toilet room. No windows or anything that looked like a possible escape route. Just a water closet, a sink, a mirror and the usual basic toilet accessories. Blake got up on his feet, and could see in the mirror red welts had appeared were Elizabeth’s whip had struck him. He was still shaking and wet from the cold water. 

      

    *** 

      

    A few minutes later, Blake opened the door after having completed his business. He had also had a chance to dry himself. He humped out on the corridor the same way he had come in. He did not want to provoke Elizabeth into giving him further lashes. 

      

    -“There you are, finally,” said Elizabeth. “Then we can start your lesson.” 

    -“Follow me back to your room, and be quick about it,” she added. 

      

    Blake humped after her as fast as he could as Elizabeth leisurely walked towards the gate. 

      

    Well inside the storage room, Elizabeth told Blake to stop, and then took position three meters in front of him. 

    -“What you most need to learn, slave,” she told him, “is respect and obedience for Women in general, and me as your Mistress in particular.” 

    -“The way you addressed me outside, was unacceptable, and you need to be punished for it, which we will come to,” she continued. 

      

    The thought of receiving more lashes with the whip filled Blake with dread. Yet the anger he felt at the humiliating and condescending way Elizabeth was talking to him was just as strong. He said nothing. 

      

    -“Your first lesson is the most basic way for a male to show his respect for his Mistress. You do this by kissing her boots,” Elizabeth went on. “And I therefore think it would only be appropriate for you to crawl over to me, kiss my boots, beg my forgiveness and ask me to punish you for your disrespectful behaviour.” 

      

    This was just too humiliating. No fucking way was he going to ask for that whip. 

    -“I am not doing that,” Blake said. “You’re going to whip me anyway. Just get on with it.” 

      

    -“You will do as I say!” 

    Elizabeth took two steps towards him and raised her whip. 

      

    <SWISH> 

    She brought it down with full force across Blake’s chest as he sat on the floor. Like before, the sting was unbearable, and he cried out. 

      

    -“You are only making it worse for yourself.” 

    <SWISH> 

    <SWISH> 

    <SWISH> 

    <SWISH> 

    Elizabeth furiously lashed Blake, and he again retreated into the protective fetus position amid cries of pain. 

      

    After what were probably twenty lashes or more, Blake was overcome with agony. 

    -“Please, no more,” he cried. 

      

    -“Will you do as I say?” asked Elizabeth and laid another stroke across his back. 

    -“Please, I’ll do anything,” Blake begged. 

    -“Let’s see if you mean it.” 

      

    Elizabeth stopped her assault and walked a few paces back and turned. 

    -“Crawl over here and beg me to punish you,” she ordered. 

      

    The beating he had just received had taken away all of Blake’s concerns about humiliation. He started wiggling as best he could towards Elizabeth’s boots and kissed them. 

    -“I am sorry for my behaviour, and please punish me,” he said quietly. 

      

    <SWISH> 

    The whip burned across his ass yet again. 

    -“You address me as ‘Mistress’, slave,” she yelled at him. 

    -“I am sorry for my behaviour, please punish me, Mistress”, Blake said with a somewhat louder voice. 

    -“Very well, slave. I shall,” she announced. 

      

    -“Come with me,” said Elizabeth and grabbed Blake by his hair. She dragged him along, and he tried as best as he could to crawl with her. He could not quite keep up, and it was painful as his naked skin rubbed and bumped against the concrete floor. 

      

    She dragged him around the shelf standing in the center of the room, and dropped him. She then walked to the nearby wall and pressed a button on a panel there. The hum of a motor could be heard and Blake could see a hook hanging from a chain being lowered from the ceiling. It stopped a foot above him. 

      

    Elizabeth placed her dressage whip leaning against the wall and walked over to Blake again. She forcefully grabbed his ankles and lifted his feet such that the chain between his ankles cuffs were caught by the hook. 

      

    -“Don’t move!” she said and went back to the panel on the wall, this time to raise the hook again. 

      

    Seconds later, Blake was hanging upside down, swinging gently. His head was a meter above the ground. He could see Elizabeth walking over to him again. 

      

    She removed the cuffs holding his wrists together behind his back. 

    -“I will need a little better access to your back,” she told him, and attached the cuffs to a clip on the lower rim of her corset. 

    From another clip, she unclipped her bull whip. 

      

    Blake watched with resignation and fear as she took a few steps away from him and uncoiled her bullwhip, while he was rotating slowly where he was hanging. Elizabeth let the thong and fall of her whip nonchalantly fall to the floor. The two meter long whip looked brutal. Blake knew it was about to get very painful, but he was powerless to stop it. The Woman with the whip held all power. 
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    Elizabeth raised the whip and swung it over her head. She then launched it towards Blake. 

    <CRACK> 

    It cracked on his back, and Blake cried out. It was much more painful than he had prepared for. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    The whip hit again, a little to the side of the first impact, and just as painful. He groaned. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    Blake got his third searing stripe across his back, and the pain was unbearable. His rotation allowed him to get a glimpse of Elizabeth as she prepared for the next lash. She smiled. She was clearly enjoying this. 

      

    As she swung the whip, her face tightened in concentration, and moments later, the whip delivered another shock of pain to Blake. 

    <CRACK> 

    This time it hit his side. Blake cried out again with pain.  

      

    Elizabeth’s face relaxed into a smile again. Blake was in little doubt this Woman was a sadist. She was beautiful and incredibly sexy, but also a sadist. And she was completely in charge. 

      

    -“This is what you get for disrespecting a Woman,” she told him. 

    She took a step forward, and launched the whip against Blake. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    It hit with full force on his side and wrapped all around his back with the cracker lashing his chest. It was much worse than the previous lashes. The pain was unbelievable and Blake howled. 

      

    -“I hope you learn from this lesson,” she said as she forcefully yanked the whip back in preparation for a new lash. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    Another wrap-around lash, with all the agony that entailed. Blake could not take it. It was too painful. He had to get away from here. 

    -“Mercy! Please!” he begged her. 

      

    -“There will be no mercy…” 

    <CRACK> 

    “…before your punishment is complete,” Elizabeth told him as she delivered yet another lash wrapping around his torso. Blake cried again. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    Elizabeth went on giving him another lash in the same fashion. 

    -“Please stop!” Blake begged, almost sobbing. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    But Elizabeth was unyielding. She carried on punishing Blake, ignoring his pleas. 

      

    And there was nothing Blake could do about it. Elizabeth proceeded to give him twenty more lashes. Blake was howling and crying throughout, desperate to escape the pain. 

      

    -“I have now punished you for your transgression,” she announced. “I hope you will learn to be respectful towards Women from now on.” 

    Blake only snivelled in response. 

      

    Elizabeth carefully rolled up her whip in a coil and attached it to the clip on her corset again. She then walked up close to Blake. 

      

    -“I will show you some mercy with the restraints,” she told him. “You can have your arms tied in front.” 

    -“Lift them up,” she told him as she unclipped the handcuffs. Blake meekly did as instructed. 

    Elizabeth fastened the handcuffs tightly on Blake’s wrists in front of him. 

      

    -“I will now let you down,” said Elizabeth and walked over to the wall panel. “When you get down, I suggest you show your Mistress gratitude for teaching you this lesson.” 

    The motor started humming, and Blake was slowly lowered to the floor. 

      

    Blake made no effort to move as he came down. He felt exhausted from the beating he had just taken, and he felt the searing pain from welts all over his upper body. He just lay as he landed, panting heavily. 

      

    Elizabeth came over to him and freed his ankle cuffs from the hook. Blake noticed her breath was also going a bit faster. The whipping had not been without effort for her either. 

      

    -“Get on with it,” Elizabeth ordered as she stood towering over Blake, flexing the dressage whip she had picked up again. 

    Blake started kissing her boots. 

    -“Thank you for teaching me,” he said with a low voice. “Thank you for teaching me, Mistress.” 

      

    Elizabeth was so incredibly arrogant, and the way she talked to Blake and what she made him do would normally have infuriated him, but not now. The beating had crushed Blake’s willingness to resist her. He just wanted to avoid the fury of her lashes, and doing exactly as she told him seemed like the best way to achieve that. He felt completely defeated. 

      

    -“You should know, slave, although you may not perceive it that way, I am actually doing you a favour teaching you these lessons,” Elizabeth said to Blake. Her voice was a lot milder that he had heard it until now - almost compassionate. 

      

    Blake looked up at her with both fear and disbelief in his eyes. 

      

    -“I am not going to keep you long. I will soon sell you to another Mistress. And she may well be far harsher than I am. The sooner you learn subservience to Women and your proper role as a slave, the better for you,” Elizabeth explained. 

    She tapped her boot with her whip, indicating for Blake to resume kissing it. He did, and she continued. 

    -“The punishment you just received may seem very harsh to you, since you are new to it, but trust me; it can be a lot worse.” 

      

    Sensing Elizabeth was now a little more approachable, Blake dared ask her a question 

    -“Why are you doing this? Why are you making me your slave?”  

      

    <SWISH> 

    She flicked her whip on Blake’s behind. Not as hard as previously, but it was still a painful sting. 

    -“Your manners, slave,” she told him. “Address me properly.” 

      

    -“Why are you making me your slave, Mistress?” Blake corrected himself with a whimper. 

    -“That is because I see slavery as the only way to guarantee appropriate and civilised behaviour from men. Free men are rude, disrespectful and sometimes outright dangerous to Women. I do not want to be around males who are not slaves,” she replied. 

    -“But you are not planning to keep me,” Blake pointed out with some desperation. 

    -“Yes, but you are going to be someone else’s slave. That is just a way I make money. I am a slave trader. I buy males and sell them at a profit.” 

      

    -“Who do you sell slaves to, Mistress,” Blake asked and kissed Elizabeth’s boots a few times to ensure he appeared respectful. 

    -“Wealthy Ladies from all over the world, really. You’d be surprised of how much demand there is these days,” she replied. 

      

    -“But enough chit-chat,” Elizabeth said to close the conversation. “You have received your lesson now, and I will take you back to your cage.” 

    She grabbed Blake’s hair and pulled him up on his knees. 

      

    Her rough manhandling of him was a demonstration of how much power she now held over Blake. 

    -“Crawl along, and be quick about it,” Elizabeth ordered him. “Now that your hands are in front, I expect you to be a lot faster.” 

    <SWISH> 

    She lashed him with the dressage whip to make him move. 

      

    Blake crawled as fast as he could towards his cage, while Elizabeth monitored him. 

      

    -“While you are in your cage, you can reflect on what you now have learned,” she told him. “Always be respectful to Women. You kiss their boots and address them as Mistress to show it.” 

    -“When I see you later tonight, I expect you to remember this,” she added. 

      

    -“Get in the cage,” said Elizabeth as Blake approached the cage. 

    Blake crawled in, and Elizabeth closed the door behind him. 

      

    Blake followed Elizabeth and her enticing swaying hips as she walked towards the gate. As she exited, she turned. 

    -“Jason will soon be along with food for you,” she told Blake.  

    She then disappeared, and the gate came down. 

      

    Blake was left to reflect on what he had just experienced and what his future might bring. None of it was very uplifting, and the aching pain from his welts did not make matters any better. 

      

    Warehouse, London, Day 1 (5/10 2228), 19:40 

    Blake had recovered somewhat from this morning. He was still as covered in aching welts, and some of them had turned purple. But he had recovered from the state of complete submissiveness he had entered during the beating. With the passage of a little time, he was again determined to find some way out of this, when the opportunity offered.  

      

    He had no intention of showing his independent spirit. For now he would do what he could to placate Elizabeth – incurring her wrath would not lead to anything good. But he would be looking for opportunities. 

      

    Blake had also received food and drink, which had also helped his morale, even if he humiliatingly had to eat it like an animal. Twice during the day Jason had brought him food – a bowl of vegetable soup both times. That seemed to be a culinary specialty here. 

      

    Jason had been quick in and out both times, so Blake had not had a chance to have much conversation. But Blake had had plenty of time to reflect on his first meeting with Elizabeth as his Mistress. 

      

    It had been terrifying. She had sadistically beaten him blue and purple and humiliated him thoroughly. She had appeared all-powerful, and Blake was now truly afraid of her – which was no doubt her intention.  

      

    Yet, Blake also found himself attracted to her. Her stunning appearance had made its mark, and part of Blake looked forward for her return, even if the logic part of his brain told him it would likely be painful. 

      

    Blake’s meeting with Elizabeth had also provided some hint of the forces behind his enslavement. She left a clear impression that his enslavement was due to being male. That seemed to fit with the philosophy of these Femdom movements that had appeared over the last twenty years – at least the more extreme ones. 

      

    These movements were something that had come about due to what had become known as the Heran Revelations. Gradually, over the past decades, the true nature of the societies that had developed on the colonies on Hera in the Epsilon Eridani system had become known on Earth. Apparently, they were based on female dominance and even universal male slavery.  

      

    The female dominant society there had been resilient enough to last since its founding almost a century ago, and it had proved strong enough to defeat an armed expedition to the planet by the Chinese. 

      

    The Herans had long kept secret the unusual way of organising their society, but for the last twenty five years, radio transmissions from Hera had arrived that made it clear that Hera was a planet ruled by Women only. 

      

    On Earth, some had embraced the Heran model as an example to follow on Earth as well. These groups had never become more than a political fringe, but they had transformed the concept of Female Dominance – or Femdom – from a sexual kink into a political ideology. And some of these groups had become political parties, though their electoral success had been limited to a handful of representatives in a couple of countries. 

      

    As far as Blake knew, none of these parties advocated male slavery officially, but there were radical fringes within them that did.  

      

    It now looked to Blake that Elizabeth and her customers, whoever they were, would be adherents to this more radical variant of the femdom ideology. 

      

      

    As Blake was pondering how widespread radical femdom could really be, the gate to the storage room he was in opened. Elizabeth entered and walked towards his cage, filling the otherwise silent room with the noise of her heels against the floor.  

      

    Blake was filled with apprehension. Elizabeth was wearing the same sexy outfit as earlier today, and the beauty of the approaching Woman was most alluring. But he saw she was holding a wooden cane. And he knew what sadism she was capable of. He was not going to give her any excuses to unleash it. 

      

    -“Get out of the cage, slave,” she ordered and opened the cage from her wrist unit. 

    Blake obediently crawled out as best he could with his ankles and wrists restrained. 

      

    -“Tonight I am going to fulfil a promise a made to Sophie yesterday,” Elizabeth declared. “I promised her I give you a good caning for your unfaithfulness to her before I dispose of you.” 

      

    The words filled Blake with dread. He had never been caned before, but he had no reason to doubt it would be as painful as the whipping this morning. Especially if Elizabeth was administering it. 

      

    Elizabeth grabbed Blake by his hair, pulled him up in a half standing posture before pushing him towards the cage. 

    -“Get bent over the cage,” she ordered him. 

    Blake had ended up leaning over the cage as the result of her push, making the order redundant. 

      

    Elizabeth bent down behind him and fixed his ankle cuffs to the cage with a padlock, and then she went around the cage and grabbed the short chain between Blake’s hand cuffs and pulled it downwards. 

    -“Stretch forward all you can, slave,” she demanded of Blake. 

      

    Blake stretched down over the cage half-heartedly, but combined with Elizabeth pulling is arms forcefully; he ended up hugging the cage rather tight with his body. 

      

    Elizabeth fixed him in place by padlocking his handcuffs to a horizontal bar in the cage. It was quite uncomfortable, especially for his genitals, squeezed between his abdomen and the top of the cage. 

      

    Elizabeth stood up in front of him. 

    -“I am going to give you fifty strokes, slave. And afterwards you will thank me. Is that understood?” 

    -“Yes, Mistress”, Blake replied with resignation. 

      

    She walked around the cage and positioned herself behind Blake. She picked up the cane from where she had placed it while restraining Blake and tested it by a few strokes through the air. 

      

    Blake could not see it, but the sound of the cane cutting through the air made him shiver. 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    The first stroke came out of the blue, and made Blake yell out his pain. It was torturous. He could feel the impact burning across his ass. 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    Two seconds later, another came. It was a different pain than what he had experienced from the whipping, but equally intense. 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    A third stroke came, and it was rapidly becoming unbearable. He cried with pain again. 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    It came on top of one of the previous strokes, making it even more painful. He wiggled and twisted all he could, but his restraints were firm. He was getting nowhere. Blake could only scream. 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    -“Five,” Elizabeth announced amid Blake’s screams. 

    -“Try to take it with some dignity. Your next Mistress will not be impressed by this behaviour. 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    The pain was the same, and Blake was unable to hold back his cries. 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    -“Please stop, I can’t take this,” Blake sobbed. 

    -“Yes, you can,” replied Elizabeth resolutely. 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    -“Remember this is for the betrayal of you wife,” she reminded him.  

    -“Or former wife I should say,” she corrected herself amid his screaming. 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    -“This is a very mild punishment when considering the crime” 

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    -“So be grateful, slave,” she demanded. 

    -“That was ten,” she added. 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    Elizabeth continued punishing Blake for a full fifty strokes, and Blake’s screams filled the room throughout. 

      

    By the end of it, Elizabeth was panting from her work-out. She looked down on her victim. Blake was shivering, and moving as much as his restraints would allow. When his last scream died down it was replaced by a mix of heavy breathing and sobbing. His buttocks were red and swollen, and criss-crossed by purple welts. 

      

    -“That was fifty, slave,” Elizabeth announced. “Let me take a picture of you for Sophie to enjoy. 

    Blake registered a flash going off behind him while processing his immense agony. 

      

    -“I am sure you are happy to hear that I have now honoured my part of the contract with Sophie, slave,” Elizabeth told him. “She can now delight in the knowledge that you have received a well-deserved punishment for what you did her, on top of the considerable sum I paid for you.” 

      

    -“I suppose in some months she can also cash out your life insurance. She will be a very wealthy Woman even without the cash and the house you are leaving her with. That is well deserved, isn’t it, slave?” she asked him. 

      

    -“Yes, Mistress,” Blake replied with a whimper. 

    -“And if you want to further please her, you should go on to be a good slave for your next Mistress,” she continued. 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” Blake replied again. 

      

    -“Well, enough fun for you tonight,” said Elizabeth. “Let’s get you back in the cage again. But remember to thank me first.” 

      

    Elizabeth removed the padlocks fixing Blake to the cage. Blake went down on his knees and bent over to kiss Elizabeth’s boots. He was again feeling completely defeated by the powerful Woman towering over him. At this moment, he would mindlessly do whatever she demanded. 

      

    -“That’s enough, slave,” Elizabeth said after a few kisses. “Get back in the cage.” 

    Blake wiggled into the cage, trying not to let his aching behind touch anything. 

    -“Good night, slave,” said Elizabeth and walked out of the room. The gate came down and the lights went out. 

      

    Fifteen minutes later Blake was still snivelling as he tried to process what he had been through. From beyond the room he was in, he heard the muffled but unmistakable sounds of a whipping. The sound of a whip cracking, and the screams of a male. Blake was apparently not the only male tortured here tonight. 
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    Warehouse, London, Day 2 (6/10 2228), 9:55 

    Blake had been awake for many hours already. It had not been easy to sleep after the beatings he had received yesterday, and he was still aching terribly. 

      

    The gate opened. It was Jason this time. He was in work trousers with nothing on his upper body as usual. And he was coming with breakfast. 

      

    It was the customary vegetable soup and water, but this time accompanied by a few sandwiches. 

      

    -“I brought some extra food for you. You are going on a long trip, and you should eat well,” he told Blake 

    -“Where am I going?” asked Blake. 

    -“I don’t know, but I presume Mistress has sold you, and you are going to your new owner.” 

      

    Thinking about what he heard the night before, Blake asked: 

    -“Are there other slaves here than me and you?” 

    -“I am sorry, Mistress won’t let me speak to you about these things.” 

    -“Never mind, then,” said Blake. 

    Jason was not the most interesting conversation partner he had found. 

      

    Blake started eating, and Jason left the room again. As Jason left, Blake noticed his back. The marks he had seen earlier were still there, but had started to heal. He couldn’t see any new marks. He was not the one getting whipped last night. That meant there must be at least one other slave here. 

      

    Warehouse, London, Day 2 (6/10 2228), 10:40 

    Blake had finished his meal and Jason had come back to escort Blake to the toilet. His restraints had been kept on the whole time, and Blake had not had any opportunity to get away. 

      

    Jason had now taken Blake to a new storage room nearby. It was similar in layout to the one he had spent the last two days, but it was largely empty. The only items in the room were what appeared to be five white plastic boxes of roughly 1 x 1 x 1.5 cubic meters each. 

      

    -“These are slave transport containers,” explained Jason as they walked into the room – that is if one could count the jumping Blake resorted to with his ankles cuffed together as walking. 

      

    Jason walked up to one of the boxes and slid open what proved to be the cover for a small button panel on the side of the box. He pressed one of the buttons, and the box separated into two parts by a dividing line running diagonally from one of the bottom corners to the opposite top corner. The upper half of the box was raised above the lower, and the inner part of the lower half was revealed. It contained what looked like a seat. 

    -“I need you to take a seat here,” said Jason, indicating for Blake to place himself in the device. 

      

    Blake was not eager to comply. Who knew what would happened to him if he went into that device?  

    He briefly considered if he should resist, but dismissed it. He was restrained, and could not move very fast. And Jason would probably try to stop him – everything Blake had seen of him indicated he was fully loyal to his Mistress. While Blake could possibly overcome Jason in a fair fight, this wouldn’t be one. Blake was restrained. 

      

    While Blake hesitated, Jason urged him to cooperate. 

    -“Please. If I don’t get you ready for travel in time, Mistress will punish us both.” 

      

    Jason had a point. Being too slow could have consequences. And Blake would end up in that transport container or whatever it was anyway. 

    Blake jumped over to the device, and sat down on the seat. The seat actually felt quite comfortable. 

      

    Jason proceeded to strap Blake to the seat with straps that were ready fitted on the device. Three straps over each leg, and two across his torso. The latter two also covered Blake’s arms, which were still cuffed together in front of him. Jason tightened the straps sufficiently to leave Blake very little opportunity to move anything except his head. 

      

    Jason then fitted Blake’s penis into a plastic tube. 

    -“This unit automatically remove all your waste products. That is useful for long trips,” he explained. 

      

    Jason pressed a button on the outside of the box, and the upper half of the box slid into place again, closing the box with Blake inside. Just the top was open, and Blake had to tilt his head backwards to see Jason’s face. 

      

    -“Now you are almost ready,” said Jason. “Notice the two straws in front of you. They contain food and water for the trip, respectively. Just suck, and you get what you need.” 

    -“I am going to close this now. This is fully sound proof, so you can’t attract attention by making noise once it is closed,” he continued. “Don’t worry about air – the unit ventilates.” 

    Blake replied with a grunt. 

      

    -“Good bye, and good luck where you are going. It was nice meeting you,” said Jason and the lid started closing. 

    -“I wish I could say the same to you,” mumbled Blake as a reply. 

      

    With the lid closed it became completely dark and quiet. And rather claustrophobic. Blake hoped it would not be a long stay in here. 

      

    In the box, Day 2 (6/10 2228), 20:30 

    Blake was not sure how long he had been in the box – or the slave transport unit, as they called it. His guesses were anywhere from three to twenty hours. It was almost impossible tell. It was pitch dark, he could not move, and he could not hear any sounds apart from his own breathing. 

      

    His only clue was his biological clock – his feeling of hunger and sleepiness. They indicated it should be late evening now, but they could be distorted by having had no light. 

      

    Blake also wondered where he might be now. He had felt the box move several times. He was quite sure he had been flown somewhere. The acceleration and deceleration of a plane had been unmistakable. He figured the flight had been at least half an hour, and that meant he could be almost anywhere on Earth now. 

      

    He had been moved since the plane ride, but wherever he now was, he had been immobile for a while now. 

      

    Suddenly the top of the box opened, and light flowed into the box. With his eyes having adapted to complete darkness, the light was blinding Blake’s eyes. 

      

    -“Are you alive and ok?” a Woman’s voice asked. 

    -“I think so,” said Blake. “Where am I?” 

    -“You’re in Durban, boy,” was the answer. 

    -“Can you please let me out of…” 

    Blake’s question was cut off by the top lid closing. It was again pitch dark and silent again. 

      

    Nothing happened for ages. But then, the box was being moved again. Apparently the end destination had not been reached quite yet. 

      

    Southern Ocean, Day 4 (8/10 2228), 17:40 

    As far as Blake could tell, he had been aboard a ship for days now. He could think of no other explanation for the gentle rolling he had felt for a small eternity. 

      

    The boredom was horrible. There was absolutely nothing to do, apart from taking a sip of that bland-tasting liquid that Jason had called food for the trip. That, and thinking about what lay ahead of him. 

      

    Based on what Blake had learned from Elizabeth, it would probably involve some radical femdom bitch who would expect him to behave like a slave under her whip.  

      

    Right now, that did not seem so bad. At least he would get out of this claustrophobic box. And maybe, there might be an opportunity to escape.  

      

    Amazon Island, Day 5 (9/10 2228), 07:00 

    The ship journey had ended a while ago, maybe a few hours. Blake had felt the box being moved after that. He guessed he had been unloaded from the ship. Since then he had been stationary. 

      

    The top lid of the box opened, and the light that entered the box again blinded Blake. 

      

    -“You ok?” he heard a male voice ask, amid some noise in the background. Everything sounded very loud after days of hearing nothing. 

      

    -“Please get me out of here,” said Blake. 

    The voice did not respond, but the box opened. The light got even more intense, and Blake struggled to see anything at all. 

      

    Someone started untightening the straps that held him in place. A female voice from a few meters away spoke. 

    -“That is the other one from Elizabeth. Put him in the cage on the left, slaves.” 

    -“Another one?” asked another female voice. “She must have been really productive this spring.” 

    -“Yes, this is number twenty one from her this year. That is more than we import from any other slave trader,” replied the first voice. 

      

    As the last straps were unfastened, Blake’s eyesight had adapted sufficiently to make out that it was being done by a man wearing working clothes. 

      

    Once unfastened, the man helped Blake up on his feet, and then lifted him over his shoulders, using a fireman’s lift. There was not much Blake could do to resist it, numb as he was from days in the box, and still wearing the handcuffs and ankle cuffs Elizabeth had put him in. 

      

    The man let him down after having carried Blake ten meters or so. Only as Blake’s feet touched the ground did he discover that he was being put down in a cage that opened from the top. But there was little he could do about it in his state. A second later, he was lying in the cage and the lid was being closed and locked. 

      

    Only now could Blake properly assess his surroundings. He was in a large room with a high ceiling that looked like part of some sort of logistics facility. In the middle of the room he could see the box he had been transported in – and three more of the same type. There were quite a few other goods crates in the room, and on the opposite wall, there were three openings leading into what looked like shipping containers. 

      

    Next to where he was, there were two other cages of the same type Blake was in, but they were empty. Ten meters away, alongside the wall, there was another set of three cages, and these were occupied. Each cage held a naked man, restrained in the same fashion as Blake was. Their faces looked resigned. 

      

    There appeared to three men working in the room. Two of them were driving small forklifts a bit further away, the third one – the man that had carried Blake – was doing something with the box that had brought Blake here. 

      

    In addition there were two Ladies in the room, who seemed to be supervising the men there. They were standing close together ten meters away from Blake, conversating. 

      

    One of them, a dark-skinned girl with straight black hair down to her shoulders, was dressed in a black tube top, red skirt, and red, high heeled sandals. The other, a blonde, wore a pink camisole, blue jeans and knee high, black leather boots. Both of them looked like they were in their 20s, and both of them carried riding crops. 
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    The man that had carried Blake came over to them, bent his head and offered something. 

    -“The keys, Mistress,” he said. 

      

    The blonde picked up a set of keys from his hand. 

    -“Carry on, slave,” she told him. “Prepare the transport units for return and then feed the new slaves.” 

      

    Blake had seen enough to conclude that these girls had about the same amount of respect for men as did Elizabeth. He decided not to provoke them into using their whips by asking for his release. Instead he watched the work going on in the room. 

      

    After a short while, the dark-skinned Lady left the room, and the blonde placed herself in front of the cages, and addressed the males held captive. 

      

    -“Welcome to Amazon Island, boys. I am Mistress Gabrielle. I hope you had a pleasant trip and that you look forward to your new lives as slaves here. You will all shortly be given food and drink. Afterwards, we will deliver you to your new Mistresses, so you need to be on your best behaviour to make a good first impression.” 

    -“Is that understood? Any questions?” she asked. 

      

    She let her eyes wander across the cage males, while flexing her crop. After a few seconds, a question came from one of the other cages. 

    -“Can we please be let out of the cages?”  

      

    -“I meant serious questions,” she said slightly annoyed. 

    No one dared say anything.  

    -“Very well,” she said after a few seconds. “Enjoy your meals.” 

      

    Gabrielle walked away from the slaves, and directed her attention to an incoming conversation on her ear piece. 

      

    Blake had just received the answer to where he was: Amazon Island. Blake had heard of the place as it had been in the news a couple of times over the past years. 

      

    A decade or so ago a cash strapped South African government made a deal with a femdom NGO that allowed for the establishment of a charter city on Prince Edward Island in the Southern Ocean in exchange for a concession payment. 

      

    The deal had been controversial at the time, as the hitherto uninhabited island had been part of a nature reserve, but objections had been overridden by a government determined to raise revenues through the establishment of several charter cities on its territory. 

      

    These charter cities, including the one on Prince Edward Island, were allowed full autonomy, including full control over revenues and local laws, and in return the South African government would receive a small percentage of revenues raised and lease for the land. 

      

    Thus, the NGO was allowed to construct a city where it could implement a femdom system.  

      

    Years later, the city named Amazon Island, along with the island itself, appeared in the news again due to its extreme success. Despite its remote location, it had managed to attract thousands of inhabitants quite a lot of business. The city’s system and laws that ensured female dominance had attracted femdom adherents from all over the world, and its business-friendly policies had allowed them economic success. 

      

    From what Blake understood, the economy on the island was driven by production of digital goods and online services, including a lot of adult content videos. 

    Regardless, the deal had proved very lucrative for the South African government, and Blake seemed to recall having heard a couple of months ago that the government and Amazon Island were negotiating over expanding the city to cover land also on a neighbouring island.  

      

      

    It made sense that his destination was Amazon Island, and Blake wondered why he had not thought of it earlier. It was a magnet on femdom enthusiasts, and the place on Earth that would be most sympathetic to Women holding men as slaves. 

      

    But did they actually allow slavery here? 

    What Blake had read and seen about Amazon Island indicated otherwise. Their system ensured only Women could hold power and limited suffrage to Women, but it did not take away men’s freedom over their own lives. 

      

    And surely allowing slavery would bring the city in trouble with the South Africans government. A government in the 23rd century could never condone slavery on its territory.  

      

    Yet, whether it was allowed or not, slavery was apparently practiced here.  

      

    As Blake pondered this question, food was delivered into his cage. It was a simple bowl of porridge. The menu here was apparently just as interesting as it was in Elizabeth’s dungeon. 

      

    Amazon Island, Day 5 (9/10 2228), 11:00 

    Blake was alone in the storage room. The workers and Gabrielle had disappeared an hour ago, and the three other caged males had been moved out of the room a bit earlier. 

      

    Blake heard steps. A few moments later, he saw Gabrielle, and one of her slaves appearing from a corner. 

    -“It is your turn,” she said to Blake as she approached his cage. 

    She opened to top of the cage. 

    -“Sit up,” she ordered Blake, and Blake got up. 

      

    Blake noticed she was holding a ball gag in her hand. 

    -“Open your mouth,” she instructed. 

    Blake opened his mouth a little, and Gabrielle put the ball to his mouth and forcefully pressed it in. She then tightened a buckle behind his neck. 

    -“Get down again,” she ordered, and almost slammed the top lid in Blake’s head as he ducked. 

      

    Gabrielle locked the cage and turned to her slave. 

    -“Let’s go,” she told him. 

    The slave drove a pallet jack under Blake’s cage and lifted it 

      

    With Gabrielle in the lead, her slave drove Blake’s cage out of the logistics facility and out on the streets outside. Once there, they navigated the streets for maybe twenty minutes. 

      

    This was the first daylight Blake had seen for almost a week. Above him, between multi-storey buildings he could see the sky. It was overcast, and it looked like it was rather chilly weather. But he did not feel cold. The part of the city they walked through was covered by a transparent dome high above the buildings. The temperature was maybe 20 degrees, and Blake did not freeze despite being naked. 

      

    The streets they walked through were laid in a regular rectangular pattern, but the buildings they separated came in diverse forms and sizes. Some blocks were occupied by small parks with grass and a few trees. 

      

    The streets were about six meters wide, and were quite crowded with pedestrians. Blake saw no vehicles apart from one goods transporter. On a small island like this, the need for vehicles was probably limited. 

      

    The thing Blake found most striking on the trip through the streets of Amazon Island was the people they passed. Subjugation of males was clearly nothing out of the ordinary in this place. Not a single person, man or Woman gave any hint of surprise on seeing Blake being rolled through the streets in a cage, naked and gagged. 

      

    Most of the Women Blake saw on the streets appeared dominant. Half of them carried whips, but even those who didn’t, somehow seemed to exhibit a sense of superiority in their walking, talking and manners. Most of the Women wore normal clothes, though he saw a few in the fetish outfits. 

      

    The men, on the other hand, appeared deferential to the Women. While most moved around freely, there were some that were led in a leash by Women. In one instance, Blake saw a Woman beating a man with a crop.  

      

    Apart from this, the people he saw acted as in any other place. They hurried to their destinations, they visited the rich variety of shops, bars restaurants and other businesses facing the streets, or they strolled around for leisure. 

      

    At the end of the trip through town, Blake found himself in front of a tall building built alongside a steep hill. Gabrielle and her slave took him inside this house and into an elevator. The elevator then took them to the top floor. 

    




 

    [bookmark: _Toc518738387]Mistress Lauren 

      

    Lauren’s apartment, Amazon Island, Day 5 (9/10 2228), 11:30 

    Gabrielle entered the door to the only apartment on the top floor, and was followed by her slave pushing the cage containing Blake. Another man, dressed only in shorts was holding the door. 

      

    The man holding the door led them through the hallway and into the huge living room of the apartment. The room was at least hundred square meters, and was sparsely but elegantly furnished. The opposite wall was covered by floor-to-ceiling windows with a beautiful view out to the sea. 

      

    -“Good morning! Finally you are here. Come in!” said the Mistress of the house. She walked towards the newly arrived with a smile. 

      

    Appearing to be around 40 years old, she was a gorgeous Woman. Long, wavy black hair adorned her beautiful face. Her full red lips and her piercing blue eyes, framed by long eyelashes, contrasted against her pale skin. 

      

    She wore a crisp, white short-sleeved blouse, covered by a black leather corset under her bosom. The blouse was unbuttoned just enough to get a glimpse of an inviting cleavage. Tight, beige jodhpurs revealed the enticing curves of her hips and thighs, and elegant, over-the-knee boots in black leather with 5 inch heels added both grace and authority to her appearance. 

    Her authority was further emphasised by the dressage whip she held in her delicate hand with merlot red nails. 

      

    -“Good morning, Lady Lauren,” said Gabrielle. “As you can see, we have the slave you ordered.” 

    -“Yes, that is the one I ordered,” said Lauren after glancing quickly at Blake. “I have been looking forward to getting this one in my stable.” 

      

    -“Do you want us to take him out here?” asked Gabrielle. 

    -“Please do,” replied Lauren. 

      

    Gabrielle unlocked the cage and told Blake to get up. As Blake struggled to get on his feet with his restraints, Gabrielle nodded to her slave. 

    -“Help him!” she ordered. 

      

    The slave grabbed Blake, lifted him out of the cage and let him down on the floor. While Blake landed on his feet, he did not manage to keep his balance, and fell over, face first. He came crashing down on the floor, unable to use his hands to soften the impact. The landing felt like a punch in the nose. 

      

    Annoyed, Blake started to get up, but Lauren placed her boot on his neck to stop him. 

    -“Stay down there, slave” she told him. 

      

    Blake obeyed. Doing as he was told was likely the best course of action. He had no doubt the Ladies would use their whips if provoked. 

      

    -“Here is the key to his cuffs,” said Gabrielle and handed a key to Lauren. “You can of course keep them and the gag he is wearing.” 

    -“Great,” replied Lauren. 

      

    -“And I am sure you are aware of it,” Gabrielle went on, “but I need to inform you just in case. This slave has not been trained, and strict supervision is recommended.” 

    -“Of course,” said Lauren. “That is part of the fun,” she added with a wicked smile. 

      

    -“Good. Then I leave him in your charge. If you need help or have any questions, please let me know.” 

    -“Thank you, Gabrielle, I can take it from here,” said Lauren. “I have received your invoice, and you will have your payment by the end of the day.” 

      

    -“Great,” said Gabrielle. “I will let you enjoy your new slave.” 

    -“Good bye, and thanks again,” said Lauren. 

    -“Good bye!” 

      

    Gabrielle and her slave left the apartment, taking the cage with them. Lauren’s slave followed them to the door. 

      

    Lauren took her boot off Blake’s neck and squatted down in front of him. 

    -“So, slave, are you excited about meeting your new Mistress?” 

    Her accent was American, but not very pronounced. 

      

    Blake tried to answer, but the gag stopped any meaningful sounds coming out of his mouth. 

      

    Lauren unbuckled the gag behind his neck and removed it.  

    -“You don’t need this right now,” she said and rose up again. She towered over the slave on the floor. 

      

    -“Do you know how to greet your Mistress?” she asked Blake. 
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    Blake had a hunch of what would be the correct answer. He leaned forward and kissed her boots. 

      

    -“Very good, slave,” said Lauren. “I see you have already learned a little.” 

      

    The slave that had escorted Gabrielle out returned to the living room, looking to Lauren for further instructions. 

    -“Leave me while I am getting acquainted with my new slave, Jeff,” she told him. 

    Jeff left the room through one of the other doors. Blake kept kissing Lauren’s boots as she waited for her slave to disappear. 

      

    -“You can get up on your knees now, slave,” Lauren instructed Blake.  

    She bent down and grabbed his hair, pulling him up on his knees. Blake was only able to offer her a little assistance as she did so. Lauren was apparently stronger than her feminine appearance would betray. 

      

    -“So, I understand you call yourself Blake. Is that right, slave?” she asked him as she grabbed his chin, steering his face to look into hers. 

    -“Yes, that is my name,” Blake answered. 

    -“It suits you,” said Lauren. “I think I will let you keep that name.” 

      

    -“I am Mistress Lauren, by the way,” she continued, “your new owner.” 

    -“I am pleased to meet you, Mistress Lauren,” replied Blake. 

    -“And I am pleased to meet you, slave. It makes me very happy to see you have good manners. You know how to greet me and you know how to address me properly. That is not always the case for new slaves.” 

      

    Blake did not reply, and Lauren continued. 

    -“You will find that while I am a strict Mistress, I also know how to reward slaves who please me. Having good manners is a very good start.” 

      

    Lauren walked around Blake, and put her arms over his shoulders from behind. Her hands explored his naked chest, and she put her head next to his ear. Her long hair tickled Blake’s skin, and he could feel the alluring scent of her subtle perfume. 

    -“You will also find that I am a highly sexed Mistress, and I use my slaves to satisfy my desires,” she whispered into his ear. 

      

    Blake found the Woman embracing him incredibly attractive, and her enticing talk made him horny. He felt an erection building. 

      

    -“Looks like you are rather comfortable with that,” said Lauren with a low sensuous voice as she noticed his erection. “I think slavery will be a very happy existence for you.” 

      

    Turned on, and falling under her spell, Blake was wondering if she might be right. With Lauren as his Mistress, this might not be so bad. 

      

    Lauren let her hands explore Blake’s body for a few more seconds. 

    -“We might explore this a little further later today,” she whispered before she withdrew. 

      

    She started circling Blake, her heels clicking against the floor. 

    -“First we need to ensure you know your station as a slave,” she told him. 

    -“I expect my every order, my every word to be obeyed,” she continued. “I will punish you severely if you fail to do so. Do not doubt that for a second.” 

      

    <SWISH> 

     It burned across Blake’s back as Lauren flicked her dressage whip to emphasize her point. Blake groaned. It was just as painful as when Elizabeth had done that to him days earlier. 

      

    -“Furthermore, in case you ever consider rebelling against me, you will wear this collar.” 

    Lauren picked up a metal collar from a nearby shelf. 

    -“This will give you a very painful electric shock whenever you leave my apartment or when I want it to do so. I suggest you don’t provoke me to test it.” 

      

    She opened it, and placed it around Blake’s neck. It clicked as she locked it. It was a tight, but not too uncomfortable fit. 

      

    -“To help you remember your position as a slave, you will receive regular discipline. Starting tonight, you will be beaten once a week, like the other slaves in my house,” said Lauren as Blake felt out his new collar. 

      

    Blake’s hope of a comfortable existence dissolved. 

    -“There is nothing quite as effective as a welted ass to remind a male he is a slave,” she continued. 

      

    -“But that is tonight,” said Lauren. “Now it is time for you to see your quarters and get acquainted with your tasks. Jeff will show you.” 

    -“Jeff! Get back here,” she shouted. 

      

    While waiting for Jeff to get back, she informed Blake further. 

    -“As a slave in my house, I expect you to spend all your time productively. This means you will do domestic chores when I do not have other tasks for you.” 

      

    Jeff entered the room. 

    -“Yes, Mistress? 

    -“Jeff, show my new slave Blake to his quarter, get him in a presentable state, and give him a run-down of how we do things in my house. Then assign him jobs from the task list. Note that Blake shall never leave the house, and he shall always be chained when work does not require otherwise,” Lauren instructed. 

    -“Certainly, Mistress,” replied Jeff. 

      

    Lauren then addressed Blake. 

    -“Jeff is in charge of domestic work and keeping my house spotless. As such he is entitled to assign you and the other slaves tasks and to give you orders.” 

    -“If you fail to complete tasks as instructed by him, I will punish you as if you disobey my own orders,” she added. 

    -“I understand, Mistress,” replied Blake. 

      

    -“Good!” said Lauren. “I will let you get on, then.” 

    She gave Jeff the keys to Blake’s restraints. 

    -“Here. You might want to put him in more practical restraints when he is working. Off you go!” 

      

    -“Thank you, Mistress,” replied Jeff, and turned to Blake. 

    -“Follow me,” he told him. 

    Blake hopped after Jeff towards a door on the opposite side of the room. 

      

    Jeff opened the door, and Blake entered. He then found himself in what seemed like a sort of hallway. It was maybe six meters long, and at the short wall on the opposite end was a desk, a large screen, and next to these, what looked like a dispenser machine. On each side of the hallway there were three doors, and each had a little window covered with metal bars – like one would expect to find in a prison. Otherwise, the walls were painted grey, and there were no windows. 

      

    -“Welcome on board,” said Jeff cheerfully. “What do you think of her? She is hot, isn’t she?” 

    -“She is hot, yes,” replied Blake. “If it wasn’t because she wants to keep me as a slave, I would be thrilled to spend time with her.” 

    -“Ah, not too keen on being a slave, yet?” asked Jeff rhetorically. “Don’t worry. You will learn to love it. Mistress Lauren is the best Mistress there is. You are lucky she bought you. You have seen how sexy she is. Just wait till she decides to reward you, it is pure heaven.” 

      

    -“I suppose she wouldn’t be my last choice for Mistress if I have to be a slave,” said Blake. 

    -“She shouldn’t be that at all. Just stay obedient and subservient to her. She is strict, but she is fair. And she does let slaves have a good time every now and then,” replied Jeff. 

      

    Jeff changed subject. 

    -“Anyway, I should get you up to speed. This is the slave quarters, and this is where we spend time when not working for Mistress.” 

    -“We each have our own cell. This is mine.” Jeff pointed to the first door on the left, “and these three belong to Frank, Ivan and Erik.” Jeff pointed at the three cells on the right. 

    -“They are at work now. You will probably meet them tonight,” he added. 

      

    Jeff opened the door to the middle cell on the left, next to his own. 

    -“This will be your cell,” he told Blake. “Come on in and have a look.” 

    Blake hopped over to the door. 

      

    Inside was a small cell of 1.5x2.5 square meters, with most of that space occupied by a narrow bed. There were no windows, and the bare walls were painted grey. In the ceiling was a single lamp. In the far end of the room was a door. It was half open, and it looked like there was a small toilet room behind it. 

      

    -“As you can see, this is pretty decent accommodation for slaves. We even have our own bathrooms. I bet this is a couple of steps up from how you have been living until now,” said Jeff. 

      

    -“I guess,” replied Blake. He was less than impressed with the standard, but he couldn’t argue that it was better than the cages in which he had been held in since his enslavement. 

      

    -“Most slaves live worse than this,” Jeff added. “My previous Mistress just kept me in a cage.” 

      

    -“Have you been a slave for long?” asked Blake. 

    -“I would say eight years. That is when I came to Amazon Island. I sort of was a slave for a couple of girl-friends before that, but in hindsight, that was just play. Slavery only got real when I came to a place where femdom is the law,” replied Jeff. 

    -“Did you come here of your own free will?” asked Blake. 

    -“Yes, I wanted to start over with a genuine femdom experience after my last girlfriend broke up with me. I travelled down here and put myself on the slave market, and I became a slave a day later. First I served Mistress Anna for a year, and then she sold me to Mistress Lauren, who kept me since.” 

    -“Real femdom slavery was exactly what I needed,” he continued. “I never regretted it….well except maybe one or twice when Mistress gave me a particularly severe punishment.” 

      

    -“I don’t think it is right for me,” said Blake. “I have no desire to give up my freedom, and I am here because I was kidnapped.” 

    -“Yes, you may have a longer way to go on this than I did,” replied Jeff. “But I think you will learn to enjoy complete service to a Woman once you have experienced it “ 

      

    -“Anyway, we should chat more later,” said Jeff. “We need to make you part of our roster and get you into the routines.” 

    -“Generally, we work between 07.00 and midnight, and we spend the remaining time resting in our cells. We get three meals, at approximately 08.00, at 12.00 and 18.00, which we consume at a convenient break in our work. Apart from this, we do work or tend to responsibilities as set out by the work schedule, or attend to any specific tasks set out by Mistress herself,” he explained. 

    -“As per Mistress orders, you will be kept in the house at all times, so your tasks will be limited to mainly domestic work. Do you have any experience in this regard?” asked Jeff. 

      

    -“No,” replied Blake. 

    -“Nothing at all?” 

    -“Well, I have done dishes from time to time, and ironed my shirts.” 

    -“I see,” said Jeff. “I will consider this when making the schedule. But don’t worry. You’ll get plenty training here.” 

      

    -“Any skills you have that you think might be of use to Mistress?” 

      

    Blake considered for a few seconds before answering. 

    -“I like to think I possess some intellectual capability, so I can be useful for work that requires thinking,” he replied. 

    -“I am sure Mistress will consider you for that, once you have earned her trust,” said Jeff. “I will let her know.” 

    -“Anything else?” 

    -“Not that I can think of.” 

      

    -“Very well,” said Jeff. “I will go work on the work schedule. Make yourself comfortable in your cell. I’ll get you a meal.” 

      

    Jeff walked to the dispenser machine in the hallway, and pressed a button. A bowl appeared under the dispenser, and the dispenser filled the bowl with something looking like thick soup. 

      

    Jeff came back to Blake’s cell with the bowl and put it on top of the bed there.  

    -“What is it?” asked Blake. 

    -“You haven’t had this before?” replied Jeff. “This is slave food, a specialty of Amazon Island. It is a stew of meat and vegetables, with nutritional additives. It provides all the energy and nutrition a hard working slave needs, and it works perfectly as a quick meal, as you can drink it.” 

    -“It is actually quite tasty,” he continued, “but when eating it for almost every meal, as we do, you get tired of it. Fortunately, Mistress sometimes lets us have leftovers from her meals.” 

      

    Blake sat down on the bed and picked up the bowl, holding it under his nose to smell it. It didn’t smell bad, but he really wanted something firmer after the boring and mainly liquid meals he had had for the last week. 

      

    -“Enjoy,” said Jeff. “I’ll be back in half an hour or so. Have a shower and shave by then.” 

    -“Thanks, I will try,” replied Blake as Jeff closed the cell door. 

      

    There wasn’t really anything to say thanks for, thought Blake, and started drinking from the bowl. He was being kept here against his will, and they were intending for him to work as a slave. 

      

    Yet, Jeff seemed like a nice guy. He came across as both more well-intentioned and more reasonable than anyone else Blake had met since Sophie sold him. Blake supposed that was why he had said thank you. 

      

    Even if Jeff was clearly a femdom follower and a loyal slave to his Mistress, he seemed like someone Blake could deal with. Hopefully the work he would find for Blake would not be too boring or humiliating. 

      

      

      

    Lauren’s apartment, Day 5 (9/10 2228), 12:40 

    Jeff opened the door to Blake’s cell. He had brought a pair of shorts which he threw over to Blake, who lay on the bed.  

    -“Your uniform,” he told Blake. “Mistress prefers us to cover our private parts when working. Most of the time, at least.” 

      

    Jeff then went over to Blake, showing the key in his hand. 

    -“Let’s get you out of those restraints. They are a bit unpractical to work in.” 

    Jeff started unlocking Blake’s handcuffs and ankle cuffs. 

      

    -“So you have work for me now?” asked Blake. 

    -“Yes, follow me and I will take you through the schedule,” Jeff answered 

      

    Jeff walked out of the cell to the screen in the hallway outside. Blake followed. 

    The screen showed the work schedule, listing tasks and responsibilities matched with slaves. 

      

    -“You will do mainly washing, dusting, kitchen assistance and some laundry services over the next period, as you can see from the screen,” said Jeff. “Washing for today is done, but I’ll show you around the house so you know what to do tomorrow. Then you will spend the rest of the day in the laundry until Mistress will see you for discipline tonight.” 

      

    A chill went through Blake. The discipline was not something he looked forward to. And he could limit his excitement for the rest of what was in store for him too. Washing and doing laundry - he was being reduced to a maid. What a waste and a humiliation, he thought. But he was not going to show it. Better to play along and find a way to escape this.  

      

    It was not the time for escape yet. While he was out of his restraints, he would not know where to go if he tried to run, and most likely run into locked doors. Not to mention that the fit-looking Jeff would likely try to stop him. And then there was the shock collar. Better to wait until he could gather more information. 

      

      

    Jeff showed Blake around in the apartment. It was huge. Besides the slave quarters and the formidable living room he had already seen, there were many rooms of impressive sizes. Kitchen, Mistress bed room, several guest bed rooms and bathrooms (all of which were Women only, Jeff told him), wardrobes, a spa room, a study, and a dining room. Daily cleaning of this apartment looked like a full-time job. 

      

    The last room of the tour was what Jeff called the Dungeon, and Blake found that to be an apt description. While it was a modern room, well-lit and with red-painted walls with many mirrors, it did contain much of the sort of furniture and equipment Blake would have expected to see in its medieval equivalent. There were a number of contraptions that looked like they were for restraining slaves I various positions. Chains and shackles were hanging from the ceiling a few places. There were a couple of cages and small prison cells along one of the walls. On another wall, there was a rack with an impressive collection of canes, whips and paddles. 

      

    -“This is where Mistress conducts her discipline and punishment sessions with slaves, as well as some of her play-sessions,” explained Jeff 

    -“Play-sessions?” asked Blake. 

    -“Yes. Mistress is a bit sadistic, so when she is in the mood, she has her fun with slaves here. That is for her sexual enjoyment, as opposed to discipline and punishment, which is to maintain and improve our service as slaves to her.” 

    -“Does she do this often?” 

    -“Depends what you mean. Punishment is to correct a slave who has done something wrong, so if you are well-behaved that does not happen often - which is fortunate, since she can be very severe in those sessions. Discipline is usually done once a week for each slave.” 

    -“Mistress do play sessions pretty much daily,” continued Jeff. “But most of them are in her bed room. Who she choose to play with among the slaves varies, so for you it can be weeks in between, or it could be daily, depending on how lucky you are.” 

      

    -“Are they painful – the play sessions I mean?” asked Blake. 

    -“It varies – there will always be some pain. Mistress will use the whip to exercise her dominance, but it is very different from a punishment session. She allows us to serve her very intimately, and that makes the whip so much easier to bear. You should look forward to it. It is ecstasy.” 

    -“I hope you are right,” said Blake, not very convinced. 

     

    -“Anyway, you need to keep this room spotless as well, and be particularly careful to clean the punishment implements,” said Jeff. He led Blake out of the room, and took him to the final destination: The Laundry. 

      

    It was a small room compared to most of the others in the apartment. It contained three combined washing machines and dryers, a sink, an ironing board, and a large number of hangers with garments hanging from several cords under the ceiling. 

    -“This is where you will work for today, so I will chain you here, as Mistress ordered,” said Jeff. He attached a long chain to Blake’s collar with a padlock, and attached the other end of the chain to a metal ring on the wall. 

      

    -“As you can see, Mistress has an extensive wardrobe, and she demands we keep it in perfect condition. Everything that is hanging behind you needs to be ironed. Try to get it done by the end of the day. Are you ok with that?” 

      

    Blake looked around. The leash was long enough that he could reach everywhere in the room. The amount of clothes was large, but was probably possible to overcome. He nodded slowly. 

      

    -“Good. I will check up on you in an hour or so,” said Jeff. “Be very careful in your work. If Mistress finds a wrinkle, or worse, if you ruin a garment, you will be in for a punishment session. It is better to spend a little extra time.” 

      

    Jeff headed out the door, and Blake picked up the first shirt hanging behind him. Ironing was about the most boring activity Blake knew, but it was at least better than being kept in a box, like he had been for the last three days. And it was a lot better than being whipped, which he had good reason to believe refusal to work might lead to. 

      

    Resigned, Blake started ironing. 

      

    Lauren’s apartment, Day 5 (9/10 2228), 20:55 

    Blake was nearing the end of the ironing job. There were just a few garments left now. Jeff had checked up on him a few times since he started, but otherwise, Blake had been left to work on his own. 

      

    The door to the laundry opened, and Blake expected to see Jeff again. This time, however, it was Mistress Lauren. She was wearing the same outfit as she had earlier in the day, and she was smiling. In her hand she held a crop. 

    -“I see you have been put to work. Very good,” she said. “Jeff told me I would find you here.” 

    -“You can take a break from the ironing now,” she continued. “It is time for our first discipline session.” 

    Lauren unlocked the leash from the wall, and started twinning it around her hand to make it shorter, forcing Blake to step closer. 

      

    <WHACK> 

    Lauren suddenly smacked Blake’s behind with her crop. 

    -“Have you forgotten your manners already, slave?” asked Lauren. “Remember to greet your Mistress!” 

      

    Blake went down on his knees and kissed Lauren’s boots. 

    <WHACK> 

    As he did, he felt another stinging impact on his ass. 

    -“That should be ‘Sorry, Mistress,” Lauren instructed him. 

      

    -“Sorry, Mistress,” said Blake. Resentment was boiling inside him. He really hated being treated like this, but he kept his cool. Telling her off would only result in worse pain. 

      

    -“Seems like you could need a reminder of what it means to be a slave. Come with me.” 

    Lauren tugged the leash and dragged Blake out the door, and along to the dungeon. 

      

    In the dungeon, she gave the leash an extra tug, and kicked Blake’s ankles, causing him to trip and fall on the floor. 

    -“Welcome to the dungeon, slave,” said Lauren as Blake turned his face towards her. “This is where we will have our discipline sessions.” She smiled. 

      

    -“This will be a weekly occurrence, but for the first month, I think we should do twice a week. You will need extra discipline in the start.” 

    Blake did not say anything, and Lauren continued. 

    -“This is to make you feel and understand that you are a slave, and that I am your Mistress. This is to build your instinct to serve and obey me. It is not a punishment. This is something I do to help you become a better slave. So this is very important. Do you understand that, slave?” 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” Blake answered. He shivered a little in expectation for the pain to come. 

      

    -“I will be gentle with you in the start, since you are not used to this,” Lauren added. Blake was unsure of her sincerity. 

      

    -“Now, crawl over to the ring in the floor over there,” said Lauren and pointed with her crop to a metal ring attached to the floor. “Then take off your shorts.” 

    Blake did as instructed, and Lauren squatted in front of him to attach his collar to the metal ring with a padlock. She then rose again, and inspected the man laying prostate in front of her. 

      

    -“I see you have what looks like cane marks on your ass, slave. Have you been caned recently?” she asked him. 

    -“The Woman who kidnapped me gave me a caning before she sent me here,” Blake replied. 

    -“Is that so? Why did she do that? Did you give her a lot of trouble?” 

    -“It was as punishment for cheating on my wife.” 

      

    Lauren gave a short snort of disapproval. 

    -“So you cheated on your wife? You richly deserved it then. And probably more. Maybe I should give you an extra punishment session?” 

      

    After a little pause, she went to a rack on the wall and picked up a flogger. 

    -“But that will have to wait. Tonight is about discipline. Since you forgot to show me proper respect in the laundry room, I think is only appropriate you practice showing me respect during this session.” 

      

    She came back to Blake again,  and was standing in front of him playing with the flogger. 

    -“Therefore, I want you kiss my boots as I flog you. Is that clear? 

    -“Yes, Mistress.” 

    -“Get on with it, then!” 

      

    Blake started softly kissing the pointy toes of Lauren’s boots. 

    <WHACK> 

    Blake felt the sting and the thud of a flogger impacting his rear end. The pain of it took him by surprise, and he groaned. 

      

    <WHACK> 

    Another lash hit. It was as painful as the first, but not as bad the caning and whipping from Elizabeth. 

      

    <WHACK> 

    Agonising as it was, it was just about bearable. Blake continued to kiss his Mistress’ boots. 

      

    <WHACK> 

    Kissing her boots actually gave him something to concentrate on that took focus away from the pain. 

      

    [image: ] 

      

    Lauren kept whipping Blake and gave him about fifty lashes, as Blake worshipped her boots. 

      

    -“You seem to have developed quite a taste for my boots already,” commented Lauren after she had delivered the last lash. “Very good!” 

      

    -“I will now complete your discipline with a caning. For this, I need you to get on the caning horse.”  

    Lauren released Blake’s collar from the ring it was attached to, and led him by the collar to a contraption a few meters away. 

    -“Get on top of it,” she commanded. 

      

    Blake obeyed and placed himself on the contraption. Lauren strapped him to the device with leather straps across his legs and torso. When she was done, Blake was incapable of moving, and lying with his rear end very exposed. 

      

    -“I will give you twenty with the cane,” said Lauren standing in front of Blake. “This will be more painful than the flogger. Afterwards, remember to thank me for this session.” 

    -Yes, Mistress,” replied Blake. 

      

    Lauren stepped out of Blake’s field of vision and took position somewhere behind him. 

      

    <SWISH…WHACK> 

    Blake felt an intense stinging pain on his ass, and cried out. 

    -“One,” said Lauren. 

      

    <SWISH…WHACK> 

    Not giving Blake any time to recover, Lauren delivered the next. The pain was excruciating.  

    -“Two!” 

      

    <SWISH…WHACK> 

    -“Three!” 

    It felt just like his last caning from Elizabeth. The pain was absolutely unbearable. Blake screamed. 

      

    <SWISH…WHACK> 

    -“Four!” 

    Lauren was relentless and merciless. She continued regardless of Blake’s crying. 

      

    Half a minute later she delivered the last stroke 

    <SWISH…WHACK> 

    -“Twenty!” 

      

    Blake was reduced to sobbing, and his ass was burning, covered with red and purple stripes turning into welts. 

      

    Lauren walked in front of him again. 

    -“Thank you, Mistress,” Blake sobbed. 

      

    She bent down and stroked his chin. 

    -“You did well, slave,” she told him. “You took the discipline without resisting, and you remembered to thank me. You are going to do very well as a slave I think.” 

      

    She moved her head closer to Blake’s and whispered into his ear with a sensuous voice. 

    -“If you continue to behave this well, I might allow you to please me properly. I reward good slaves.” 

      

    Blake was too dazed to say anything. Lauren took a step back and started loosening the straps holding Blake to the caning horse. 

    -“I will let you down on the floor now, so you can thank me properly,” she told him. 

      

    Blake processed the strong impressions he had received as she did - most of all his aching behind. When she was done, he moved off the horse and down on the floor. 

      

    Blake crawled in front of Lauren and began kissing her boots again. 

    -“Thank you for the discipline, Mistress,” he said to her. 

      

    Right now it felt like a natural thing to do. The beating had zapped Blake’s will to resist, just as those of Elizabeth had. Lauren was his Mistress, and he wanted to please her. Doubly so because she was an incredibly sexy Woman. 

      

     -”Ok, that’s enough. You should get back to work now. Put on your shorts,” said Lauren after a minute of boot worship. 

    She grabbed the leash attached to Blake’s collar and moved towards the door. Blake got up on his feet and followed her. 

      

    In the laundry room Lauren locked the leash back on the ring on the wall. 

    -“Back to your duties,” she told him. “Now you have a few stripes on your back to remind you of your Mistress.” 

    She left the room, leaving Blake to continue ironing. 

      

    Lauren’s apartment, Day 5 (9/10 2228), 23:45 

    Blake was in his cell. After he had completed the ironing in the laundry, Jeff had picked him up and taken him back to the slave quarters and given him instruction on the cleaning equipment to be used for house cleaning the next morning.  

      

    Blake had also met two of the other slaves of the house, Frank and Ivan. From the short conversation he had had with them, he understood they served Lauren for most of the time doing paid work outside the house, with Lauren picking up the pay. They had until now also done domestic work, but Blake was taking over part of that.  

      

    The last slave, Erik, worked mainly as Mistress Lauren’s personal secretary, but Blake did not get a chance to meet him this evening. He had been called to serve Mistress Lauren in her boudoir before Blake came back to the slave quarters. 

      

    Now Blake and the other slaves had retired for the evening. The slaves were expected to get up early to serve their Mistress. 

      

    Blake processed the impressions of the day as he waited for sleep to come. It had been a long day, filled with experiences he would never imagined only a week ago. He had started the day in a claustrophobic box, not knowing where he was. By afternoon, he was obediently working as a house slave for a powerful Woman, his Mistress. And in the evening, the same Woman had sadistically beaten him as part of her program to indoctrinate him as a slave. 

      

    Blake thought a lot about Mistress Lauren, and his feelings about her were conflicting. First and foremost, he resented her for denying him his freedom, beating him and forcing him into servitude – all motivated by that twisted ideology of radical femdom.  

    Her demeanour and way of talking to Blake, and other males for that matter, left a clear impression that she saw them as her inferiors, also something Blake found infuriating. 

      

    On the other hand, Blake could not deny she was a very attractive Woman, and her flirting was hard to resist. The prospect of being part of her play sessions seemed distinctly appealing to Blake. 

      

    The discipline session with Mistress Lauren had also revealed a side of Blake’s mind he did not know existed. At the end of the session, he had felt acceptance for Mistress Lauren enslavement of him. Weakened by the beating, and with the Goddess-like Mistress towering over him, he felt his submission to her was the natural order. At that point, he had seen pleasing Mistress Lauren as his number one priority, and escape was forgotten. 

      

    Blake was no longer in this mindset, but he was puzzled it had come about at all. Thinking about it, he had maybe experienced something similar when Mistress Elizabeth whipped him. Maybe these beatings had some kind of brainwashing effect on him? Was it some kind of variant of the Stockholm syndrome? 

      

    Blake fell asleep before he could figure out anything more. 
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    Lauren’s apartment, Day 6 (10/10 2228), 12:10 

    Blake was in Mistress Lauren’s boudoir doing the final touches in its cleaning. The room was, as the rest of the apartment, of an impressive size. Most of all, it reminded Blake of a suite in a top-rate luxury hotel. 

      

    It contained a huge bed, large wardrobes, a make-up table with a large mirror, a small sofa section, and a small bar with a decent selection of beverages. The room was also connected to a sizable separate bathroom. 

      

    Distorting the hotel-room impression somewhat, there were also some items which revealed Mistress’ darker side. In a corner there were three cages just big enough to fit a man – similar to the cage Mistress Elizabeth had held Blake in after his capture. On one of the walls was a St Andrews cross, complete with restraints. And at one place, there were shackles fixed to both ceiling and floor - no doubt placed there to restrain a man. 

      

    Otherwise, it was a bright room, with white ceiling and walls. One of the walls was dominated by large windows. The view outside was somewhat inhibited by windy and rainy weather, but the sight of waves crashing into the cliffs beneath the house was quite dramatic. 

      

    Suddenly, the door out to the hallway opened. It was Mistress Lauren. Wearing black knee-high leather boots, stockings, a grey pencil skirt and a black shirt she had a sexy, but business-like appearance.  

      

    -“Not finished cleaning yet, slave?” she asked sharply. 

    -“Sorry, Mistress,” Blake replied quickly, surprised by her sudden appearance. 

    -“Well, you are still new in the job,” said Lauren and walked towards Blake. 

      

    Blake fell on his knees, and when Lauren stood in front of him, he kissed her boots. 

    -“Good boy,” said Lauren. “The discipline last night clearly helped.” 

      

    -“Up on your knees again, slave,” Lauren told him after he had planted a few kisses on each of her boots. Blake rose up on his knees. 

      

    Lauren put her hand on his cheek. 

    -“You know, slave, I do not have any appointments now, and I get really turned on seeing a handsome male obediently doing chores for me,” she said. “I think you deserve doing something a little more exciting… Something that would really please your Mistress. Would you like that?” 

    Lauren almost whispered. 

      

    Blake felt his member growing under his shorts, the only garment he was wearing. This could be his chance to experience the more fun side of femdom slavery. 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” he answered. 

      

    Lauren bent her knees, lowering herself to the level of Blake, and looked intensely into his eyes with her piercing blue eyes. 

    -“Do you want to please me fully, to bring me to ecstasy by giving in to my every desire?” she whispered. 

    She moved her head closer to his, as if she was about to kiss him with her delicious red lips. 

      

    She was irresistible. Her look, her voice and her curvy body oozed sex. Blake wanted her badly. 

    -“Yes!” he answered. “Yes, Mistress!” 

      

    -“You are going to delight me so much,” she whispered and rose to her feet, not giving Blake the kiss he was expecting. 

    -“Get rid of that cleaning equipment and your shorts.” 

      

    Blake obeyed as fast as he could. He moved his cleaning trolley out on the hallway, stripped and came back in the boudoir. 

      

    -“Slave, I am going to have to chain you up here while I prepare and slip in to something more appropriate for the occasion,” said Lauren. “Give me your hands.” 

      

    Blake complied, and Lauren proceeded to pull down the set of shackles hanging from the ceiling and fix them around Blake’s wrists, and then she fixed fetters attached to the floor around his ankles. Blake was left in a spread-eagle position. 

      

    Lauren then went over to a night stand next to her bed and found a blindfold in the drawer. She came back to Blake and carefully fitted it over Blake’s eyes. 

      

    -“A Lady needs to keep some mystery,” she said. “I don’t want you to see me while I prepare.” 

    -“Of course, Mistress,” replied Blake. 

      

    Lauren then left Blake alone with his anticipations. Blake could hear her walk around behind him, changing clothes and spending time at the make-up table.  

      

    While he was a bit nervous for what Lauren might do when she had chained him up like this, Blake was impatient for action. After what he figured was ten minutes, he spoke. 

    -“You will look hot whatever you’ll wear, Mistress.” 

      

    -“Silence, slave,” Lauren dismissed him. 

    Half a minute later, she left the room, leaving Blake to guess what she was up to for a minute, before she returned. 

      

    -“The wait is over, slave. I am ready now.” 

    Blake’s erection had softened while waiting, but Lauren’s sexy voice brought it to life again. 

      

    Listening to the clicks of high heels against the floor as Lauren approached him was equally enticing, as was the sweet scent of her perfume he could enjoy as she untied his blindfold. When the blindfold came off, Blake was treated to a breath-taking sight. 

      

    In front of him, Lauren stood in her naked beauty. Her body was perfect: Enticing curves, large firm breasts, and a shaven and deliciously inviting pussy. 

      

    She only wore a pair of long gloves and thigh-high boots with high heels, both in black leather. Her long hair was flowing over her shoulders, and framed her angelic face. Her status as the Mistress was unmistakable, however. In her hand she held a short bullwhip. 

      

    Blake admired her beauty for a few seconds before he noticed an unwelcome addition. On the floor, behind Lauren, was another slave sitting on his hands and knees. Blake did not recognise him. Having another man involved in what was about to happen was not something Blake wanted at all. But Mistress Lauren was in control. Blake did not feel he was in a position to object. 

      

    Lauren grabbed Blake’s chin and leaned close to his face. 

    -“You are going to please me now, slave,” she told him with her sensuous voice. 

    -“Let me down from here, and I will do anything you want,” Blake replied. 

    -“Oh, you’re perfectly positioned already, dear,” said Lauren. “You see, I am a little bit sadistic, and I want you to satisfy me by taking a good whipping while I get my pussy licked.” 

    -“And as you see, I brought Erik. He is an excellent pussy licker.” 

      

    Blake did not answer. This was not what he had hoped for. It was just going to be another whipping. His despair probably showed, and Lauren smiled as she walked around Blake to take position behind him. A large mirror had been placed on the wall in front of where he was restrained, and Blake could see Lauren as she tested her whip by cracking it in the air. It gave a loud crack. 

    -“I love the sound of this whip,” said Lauren. 

      

    Lauren looked at Blake through the mirror with lustful eyes for a second. Then she launched a series of lashes against Blake’s back. 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

      

    Blake groaned with pain as he felt the burning stripes she had placed on his skin. 

      

    -“Yes!” exclaimed Lauren. “This is perfect.” 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    She gave Blake another three, and he moaned again. Whatever Jeff had said about the whipping during “play sessions” not being so bad, was bullshit in Blake’s opinion. Lauren’s lashes were hard, and this was really painful. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    -“You know, slave, I love whipping you,” Lauren told Blake as he noisily struggled to absorb the pain of the lashes. “It is somehow more satisfying to put you to the whip than the other slaves.” 

      

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    -“I guess it is because you did not become my slave voluntarily,” she continued and let out a soft moan of enjoyment. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    -“Just a week ago you were a self-important, arrogant male. Now you are being put in your proper place under a Woman’s whip.” 

      

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    Lauren let her whip dance across Blake’s back with loud cracks, breathing heavily, almost moaning. Blake’s groaning transformed into screams as the pain got more intense. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    -“Please, Mistress,” Blake cried between the lashes. “It is too painful.” 

      

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    -“Your pain is what satisfies me, slave,” Lauren replied with a lustful smile. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    She gave Blake another hard lash that made him scream before turning to Erik. 

    -“You, get between my legs, and lick me!” 

      

    Erik crawled up to Lauren and positioned himself sitting between her legs. He bent his head backwards and approached Lauren’s pussy with his tongue from below. 

      

    -“Mmmm…yes,” said Lauren and moaned as his tongue made contact. “Lick it well.” 

    Erik eagerly started worshipping his Mistress’ pussy. 

      

    Lauren raised her whip over her head, and gave Blake another series of lashes. 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

      

    Blake screamed with pain again. 

    -“Mmmm…This is so good,” said Lauren. “This is wonderful.” 

      

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    -“Mercy, Mistress. Please!” Blake cried as the whip tore into his back. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    Lauren just ignored him. Moaning and absorbed in her own enjoyment, she continued whipping Blake while grinding her pussy against the slave sitting below her. 

      

    For Blake, the pain was unbearable. But there was nothing he could do. Wiggling did not let him avoid her lashes, and his pleading only seemed to turn her on more. 

      

    Lauren sounded like she was close to orgasm, and Blake hoped that would give him reprieve. But it just kept going. The Mistress moaned and whipped continuously for almost ten minutes before she came with a long scream. 

      

    As she came, Lauren dropped the whip, and used both hands to grab Erik’s head and force it against her pussy, while grinding it against his face. 

      

    -“Mmmmh… That was so good,” she whispered half a minute later and let go of Erik’s head. 

      

    Blake watched it via the mirror while he recovered from the whip assault he had just been subjected to. His mind was in chaos. He felt overwhelmed by the feeling of pain and humiliation, but also intense attraction and admiration for the Woman that had inflicted it upon him. And a fair bit of envy of Erik, who had been allowed to worship Mistress Lauren’s pussy. 

      

    Lauren walked around Blake and positioned herself half a meter in front of him. She grabbed his chin, forcing him to look into her eyes. 

    -“That was wonderful, slave,” she told him. “You are perfect for this. I love whipping you. I will make you my whipping boy from now on.”  

      

    As Blake considered with dread the implications of what she had just said, Lauren gave him a quick kiss on the cheek. 

      

    -“I will let you down now, so you can thank me,” said Lauren and started unlocking the shackles that held Blake in place. 

      

    Blake fell to the floor as his wrists were freed. The experience had left him exhausted. 

      

    Lauren stood in front of her two slaves on the floor. 

    -“What do you say, boys?” she demanded. 

      

    Erik crawled towards her, bent down and started kissing her left boot. 

    -“Thank you for letting us please you, Mistress,” he said. 

      

    Blake took the cue, and started kissing Mistress’ right boot, repeating what Erik had said. As after the discipline yesterday, this felt natural for Blake. In his whip-drunk state, Mistress Lauren‘s superiority was beyond doubt. 

      

    -“Enough slaves, you did well,” said Lauren after a few seconds.  

    -“Get back to work now,” she continued. “Blake, get Jeff to give you something to make your back feel better, then continue your chores. Erik, run me a bath. Get moving.” 

      

    Erik bounced to his feet, and ran towards her bathroom. Blake was slower, drained as he was from the whipping, but moved as fast as he could towards the door out to the hallway. 

      

    Lauren’s apartment, Day 6 (10/10 2228), 13:00 

    Jeff had just applied some ointment to Blake’s back, which was criss-crossed by welts and whip-marks, and they were now taking a meal-break together in the slave quarters. 

      

    Blake was still very marked by what he had just been through. It was the worst whipping he had received so far, and even so, Blake had been surprised at the level of damage he saw when he studied his back in the mirror of his bathroom. His attraction and admiration for Mistress Lauren was still there, but it was now again mixed with and overshadowed by resentment and fear. 

      

    Jeff and Blake now discussed Blake’s experience. 

    -“This play-session thing was not at all as good you led me to believe. She whipped me far worse than in the discipline session last night,” said Blake to Jeff. “It was a play-session I just had?” 

      

    -“Yes, it sounded like a play session,” replied Jeff. “But she usually does not apply the whip as intensely as she did on you. Looks like you got special treatment this time.” 

      

    -“I can’t survive that kind of treatment,” said Blake. 

      

    -“I know you are feeling very weak right now after what was a terrifying experience for you. But you can take it. You’re stronger than you think. And it will become easier. The more she beats you, the more tolerant of her beatings you become,” replied Jeff. “Besides, it will probably be more pleasant next time. Erik surely had a good time based on your description. Maybe you get his role next time.” 

      

    -“She said she loves whipping me so much she wants to make me her whipping boy,” Blake countered. 

      

    Jeff took a sip from his bowl. 

    -“I suppose you will have to take her whip a bit more, then,” he said. “Mistress does exactly what she wants.” 

      

    Blake did not find any comfort in that. 

      

    -“Don’t despair,” said Jeff. “She will not use you that way forever. I have been her slave for seven years, and I know her. Her sexual appetite is immense, and she needs variety. She is bound to try you out in other ways of sexual service.” 

      

    -“Does she pick me as the whipping boy because I am the only real slave here?” asked Blake. 

    -“What do you mean?” asked Jeff back. 

    -“I was kidnapped, and came here against my will. The rest of you volunteered to come here, and signed contracts for your slavery.” 

      

    -“That is true,” answered Jeff, “but it does not make us less true slaves.  We cannot terminate our slave contracts without Mistress’ consent, so we are her slaves as long as she wants. And the laws of Amazon Island respects slave contracts. 

    -“So I don’t think that is why she wants you as the whipping boy,” he concluded. “I think you just somehow stimulate her sadistic instinct.” 

      

    -“Have you or any of the other slaves been her whipping boy?” 

    -“None of the current slaves, as far as I know, though we have all taken her whip in a sexual context many times,” answered Jeff. “But she did label a slave she had a few years ago as whipping boy. He got a lot of play-time with Mistress, but he also took more than his fair share of the whip.” 

    -“What happened to him? Where is he now?” asked Blake. 

      

    -“Mistress got bored of him at some point and sold him. Which happen to most of her slaves,” replied Jeff 

    -“Does she buy and sell slaves often?” 

    -“She buys about half a dozen a year, and sell as many. Most she keeps half a year or so before she gets rid of them. Some she sells, other she give away to her friends as gifts. Those who are essential in running her household, like me and Erik, she has kept for many years, however. 

    -“Do you figure she will sell or give me away in half a year?” 

    -“Probably. Unless you prove to have skills or something else she does not want to be without.” 

      

    -“So where does she get the money for her slave shopping and opulent life style? This apartment alone must be worth a fortune?” asked Blake, changing subject somewhat. 

    -“Mistress is majority owner and chairwoman of the pharmaceuticals group Hathix. She is worth billions.” 

    -“I think I have heard of that company. Is it based here on Amazon Island?” 

    -“Yes, they moved headquarters here to from the US a few years ago,” replied Jeff. “Mistress oversaw that as the CEO of the company. Since then she has scaled back her direct involvement in running it, but remains chair of the board. She now has more time to take part in governing Amazon Island.” 

      

    -“Mistress is part of the island government as well?” Blake asked, sounding more than a little impressed. Mistress Lauren was clearly powerful also outside her household. 

    -“Yes, she has always had a central role in the executive committee. She was in fact one of the founders of the charter city here, and her money contributed a lot to making the city such a success, rumours say,” replied Jeff and finished his bowl of slave food. 

    -“But I need to get back to work, I can tell you more later,” he said. “You should too, unless you want Mistress to give you an extra beating,” he added.  

      

    Blake had not eaten as quickly as Jeff, but now made an effort to catch up. 

      

    Lauren’s apartment, Day 7 (11/10 2228), 15:40 

    Blake was in the laundry room, chained to the wall. Having spent most of the day until now cleaning rooms, his task was now to polish a good portion of Mistress Lauren’s impressive collection of shoes and boots. 

      

    Mistress had been out of the house for most of the day, as had the other slaves except Jeff, and the door to the laundry room was open so that Blake could call for Jeff if need be. This could only be done when Mistress was away, as she did not allow for slaves to yell across the house when she was present.  

      

    Blake was cleaning a pair of red pumps when he noticed a shadow moving on the floor. He looked up. Mistress Lauren stood in the door looking back at him. Her hands were resting on her hips, and in one of them she held a black rubber-coated cane. She wore knee-high black leather boots with high heels and tight black vinyl corset. Apart from that she was naked.  

      

    She smiled at Blake and stepped into the room. 

    -“Boot-cleaning slave,” she said. “Just what I need now. The boots I am wearing need a cleaning. Do them first.” 

      

    Blake crawled over to her, and was about to apply his brush on the boots, which did not look particularly dirty, when Lauren interrupted him. 

    -“Not so fast, slave. For boots I am wearing, you use your tongue only.” 

      

    She was here to humiliate him. That bitch. But there was nothing he could do about it, so he obeyed. He started licking the gorgeous pair of stiletto boots with long strokes. 

      

    -“I want them perfect,” demand Lauren. “Don’t miss a spot.” 

      

    Blake did his best. He carefully tried to not leave any leather untouched by his tongue. Lauren helpfully lifted her feet to allow Blake to lick the soles and the heel. Humiliating as it was, Blake played along to avoid giving Lauren excuses to beat him, even though Blake knew well she did not need any. 

      

    After a minute or two, Lauren ordered Blake to stop. 

    -“I don’t think you did a very good job, slave. I should punish you for that.” 

    -“But I won’t,” she continued. “Not if you please me right now. Do you know how you can do that, slave?” 

      

    Blake feared he knew the answer, but did not dear to suggest it. 

    -“I don’t know, Mistress.” 

    -“I thought you were smarter than that, slave,” said Lauren. “You are going to take a caning for me.” 

      

    -“Face the wall, slave. Keep your chin on the floor, and your ass up!” Lauren ordered him. 

      

    Almost panicking over the pain he was about to receive, Blake considered trying to overman Lauren, but he knew that would not get him far even if he succeeded. He was chained to the wall, and Jeff would undoubtedly assist his Mistress if she needed it. There was no option but to obey her orders. 

      

    Blake assumed the prostate position Lauren had demanded, and then Lauren pulled down his pants. Blake felt acutely vulnerable. 

      

    Seconds later, Lauren’s cane confirmed his vulnerability beyond doubt. It loudly imprinted a red stripe across Blake’s buttocks. Blake gasped for air. 

      

    The first stroke was followed up by dozens more, of equal severity. Lauren mercilessly thrashed Blake’s ass with hard strokes. 

      

    His screaming and pleading could not stop her. Blake’s wiggling was kept in check at first by her stern warnings of extra punishment if he did not stop, and then her boot on his back pressing him to the floor. 

      

    While Blake could not see her, he had no doubt that Lauren was enjoying what she was doing. Between the cracks of the cane, Blake heard her soft moans of sexual enjoyment, which grew louder as she masturbated with her left hand and the right hand swung the cane. 

      

    Finally, after Blake had received almost a hundred strokes did she come, which gave relief in the caning. 

      

    -“Aaaah! That was delicious, slave. You made your Mistress come again,” said Lauren between heavy breaths. 

      

    She sat down on his back, straddling Blake. 

    -“I think you deserve a little reward for that, slave. 

    She held her left hand in front his face. 

    -“Can you smell my pussy juice, slave?” she asked seductively. 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” Blake replied, completely subdued by the caning. 

      

    -“Do you want to taste it?” 

    -“Yes, Mistress!” 

    Blake was in the same submissive state of mind as after the previous beatings. At this point, Lauren was his Goddess, and he wanted to do anything to please her. Accepting her reward felt like an honour. 

      

    Lauren stuck her fingers into his mouth, and Blake sucked them softly. In his current state, tasting her like this was a real reward. 

    




 

    [bookmark: _Toc518738389]Reward 

      

    Lauren’s apartment, Day 9 (13/10 2228), 21:45 

    Blake was in the room he dreaded most, the dungeon. Fortunately, he was here now only to clean it. Mistress Lauren had used it as the scene for the weekly discipline of two of the other slaves earlier this evening, and she had drawn a little blood doing so. 

      

    As it was Blake’s responsibility to keep the dungeon clean, he therefore had to do cleaning at this late hour. He could easily visualise what had happened here earlier evening. 

      

    Mistress had let the dungeon door open, so Blake had listened to the sounds of the sessions. Loud cracks of whips and canes, and muffled groans made it clear that Mistress did not spare the rod for the other slaves either.  

      

    The terrifying sounds reminded Blake of his own ordeal in the dungeon yesterday. Mistress had taken him there for some “pleasure play”. 

    That had meant putting Blake in a stockade and thrashing his back and ass with a flogger. As in Blake’s first play session, Lauren had brought another slave, this time Jeff, to lick her to orgasm while she whipped. 

      

    While Lauren looked hot, as always, it had been all pain and no play for Blake. The play-sessions had been daily so far, and Blake absolutely dreaded them.  He had not had one today, though, which was why he froze with fear when he heard the clicks of Lauren’s heels approaching in the hallway outside the dungeon. 

      

    Lauren entered the dungeon. Wearing a short black vinyl dress, long gloves and thigh-high boots, both in black patent leather, she looked like a classic dominatrix. The crop she held in her right hand only emphasised this impression. It was the same outfit she had been wearing for the discipline sessions earlier in the evening. 

      

    She had a determined look on her face as she walked towards Blake. She will demand her play-session now thought Blake. He was sure she was going to whip him. It filled him with terror, but he could not think of any way of avoiding it. At least not anything that would not result in even more severe punishment a little later. 

    Blake fell to his knees. 

      

    -“Kiss my feet, slave,” ordered Lauren when she had come up to him, and Blake immediately obeyed. 

    -“Good slave,” she told him.  

    -“I have come to play with you,” she continued. “You have been very good so far, and I have had so much fun playing with you. So I have decided you deserve a proper reward this time.” 

      

    What she said raised Blake’s hopes a little, despite the experiences he had had so far in Lauren’s captivity. Her irresistible sex appeal just had that effect. 

      

    Lauren walked over to a spanking bench a few meters away, and took seat on top of it. 

    -“Crawl over here,” she ordered Blake. 

    Blake did as she told him, and as he did, Lauren pulled up the short skirt of her dress, revealing her magnificent, naked pussy. 

      

    -“I will allow you to worship your Mistress’ pussy today, slave,” she said. “This is your reward for being a good slave.” 

      

    Blake crawled in between the leg rests of the spanking bench and stood up on his knees between Lauren’s legs. 

    -“Thank you, Mistress,” he said. 

    It looked like this session might be more enjoyable after all. 

      

    -“You are welcome, slave,” Lauren replied. “But remember, even if you are being rewarded, it is still all about my pleasure, and should you fail to consider that, there will be punishment and fewer rewards like this.” 

    -“Yes, Mistress.” 

      

    <SMACK> 

    Lauren hit Blake’s back with her crop. 

    -“Now, lick me,” she ordered. 

      

    Blake pushed his face into Lauren’s crotch and started softly kissing her upper thighs and outer lips. It did not take long for Blake to get turned on in this setting. He was between the legs of maybe the most sexy and powerful Woman he had ever met, about to lick her pussy. Her scent was intoxicating. 

      

    But Blake was determined to make Lauren’s enjoyment first priority. Leaving her unhappy would surely result in a whipping, something Blake was desperate to avoid. Blake also had a tiny hope that he could perform so well that Lauren would rather have him lick her pussy than serve as a whipping boy. 

      

    Blake considered himself well more than average capable of giving a Woman pleasure, and this would be the time to make his skills in this regard count. 

      

    Blake teased Lauren with kisses for a few minutes, and was rewarded with approving noises from his Mistress. Ensured she was warmed up for it, Blake moved to the next stage. He ran his tongue softly over Lauren’s pussy, from the bottom upwards. 

      

    Lauren gave a short moan, encouraging Blake to continue. Blake licked her pussy again several times with long gentle strokes. 

      

    Lauren approved. 

    -“Mmmh…That is good, slave,” she whispered. 

      

    Hearing those words delighted Blake. He intensely wanted to give her enjoyment. Both due to his own future prospects, and because licking her pussy was an immense turn on for him. He was rock hard. 

      

    Blake varied the long strokes with short brushes across her lips, soft kisses, and gently sucking her clitoris. 

    It worked. Lauren moaned louder and more frequently. Every now and then, she gave him a smack with her crop on his ass, urging Blake to continue what he was doing. 

    [image: ] 

      

    It grew more and more intense, and Blake surrendered to his instincts. He no longer thought consciously how to please his Mistress. Immersed in her pussy, he kissed and licked and tongue fucked her wildly. And Lauren loved it. 

      

    Finally Lauren came over the metaphorical edge as Blake gave her clit a long kiss. 

    -“There,” she panted. “Don’t you stop!” 

      

    <SMACK> 

    Blake felt her crop impact his bottom. 

    Then he felt her hand on his neck, pushing his head against the pussy he worshipped. 

      

    Blake had no intention to stop. He kept kissing and sucking her clit, and she moaned louder and louder, while simultaneously cropping Blake harder and harder. 

      

    Blake hardly noticed. He passionately wanted Lauren to come, and her crop only intensified this desire. 

      

    And she came loudly, screaming from pleasure. Blake kept pressing his mouth on her clit while she rode the orgasm. 

      

    Lauren composed herself, and pushed Blake’s head away from her crotch, then came down from the spanking bench. 

      

    -“Not bad, slave,” she said. “I hope you enjoyed yourself.  Now thank me.” 

    Blake hesitated for a second in the sexual daze he was in, before bending down to kiss Mistress Lauren’s boots. 

    -“Thank you, Mistress,” he said. 

      

    -“Get back to work,” said Lauren and turned and headed out of the room. 

      

    Blake was alone again, but now had a strong erection as he picked up his cleaning equipment. This had been a type of play session he could get used to. Sure enough, Lauren still treated him as a slave and humiliated him, but it did come with the massive upside of getting to lick a sex Goddess. Right now, Blake’s thought of escaping were far from his mind. 

      

    Lauren’s apartment, Day 14 (18/10 2228), 18:15 

    This was Blake’s tenth day as Lauren’s slave, and somehow he was starting to get used to it. He was getting the hang of his chores, and was getting more effective at performing them. This resulted in him getting more of them – as a slave he was not expected to have much free time. Still, he could take longer meal breaks, and could go to bed a little earlier.  

      

    The beatings were also more manageable. They were still dreadfully painful, Blake was now somehow a little more tolerant of them. Not enough to stop him screaming or begging for mercy, but enough to delay these reactions. Having come through earlier beatings in one piece also gave him confidence, and Blake was no longer as hopelessly terrified of Mistress’ whip as he had been the first couple of days. 

      

    Blake had been beaten daily since he came, and all apart from the first beating had been play-sessions. Mistress Lauren told Blake he had dispensation from discipline sessions, as he as whipping boy received sufficient reminders of his slave status through play-sessions. 

      

    And it was hard to argue against that. Mistress Lauren involved Blake in a play-session every day, and she whipped or caned him every time, often severely. 

      

    It was not all pain, however. About half the time, Lauren would exploit Blake sexually too. Most of the time, that meant pussy licking, but on one occasion she had fucked him. 

      

    Blake enjoyed these sessions. However, the play sessions took only a fraction of his time. Most of the time he was a slave doing the job of a maid. Blake did not have freedom to do what he wanted or go where he wanted. This, combined with the severe beatings that were also part of the play-sessions, made Blake think often of escaping. 

      

    He had not come up with a way of escaping he considered to have reasonable probability of success yet. He had determined the most promising occasion – it would be when he was doing cleaning in the middle of the day. At that point, Jeff was usually the only other slave in the house, and Mistress was frequently out of the house as well. When cleaning, he was not chained or locked up, also an important consideration. 

      

    There were however two obstacles he had not figured out how to overcome. First there was the collar Blake was wearing. He had no reason to doubt Lauren when she told him it would shock him the moment he stepped out of her apartment. So he had to get out of it or deactivate it somehow. 

      

    Second, there was getting out of the apartment itself. The front door was constantly locked, and only Lauren and Jeff could open it with their wrist units. 

      

    Potentially, also the windows could be broken and used to get out, but that approach looked less promising, as all windows in the apartment faced the sea, which was beneath a high cliff. 

      

    And should Blake find a way to overcome these obstacles, it was still not clear to him what he could do if he got out of Lauren’s apartment. He would still be on an island crowded by Women – and men – who supported male slavery, and whether it would be possible to find a way off the island before getting recaptured was uncertain. 

      

    Not knowing yet how to deal with these challenges, Blake would continue to behave as an obedient slave, while trying to figure out what to do. At least that approach seemed to be working so far. Lauren often praised him for his obedience and adaption to life as a slave. 
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    Lauren’s apartment, Day 26 (30/10 2228), 06:55 

    Blake was making the bed in his cell. He had to ensure the cell looked immaculate before the workday started, otherwise he risked punishment from Mistress. The workday would start at precisely 07.00, when Jeff would open his cell door. 

      

    Jeff was early this day, and opened Blake’s cell five minutes early. 

      

    -“Good morning. I want to discuss some new tasks for you, Blake,” he said. 

    -“Good morning. What would those be?” asked Blake. 

      

    -“It would be useful if you can wait on Mistress and her guests when the other slaves are busy with other tasks. Mistress has given her approval for utilising you in this way, and I wanted to check if you think you are capable of handling that task.” 

    -“I think so,” replied Blake. “It’s just bringing whatever they order from the kitchen and clean after them?” 

      

    -“That’s usually it, yes,” said Jeff. “But you need to be somewhat graceful about it, and to show humbleness in front of Mistress’ guests.” 

    -“I don’t think that will be a problem,” answered Blake. 

      

    -“Great. I will probably slot you in for some visits next week, then.” 

    -“No problem,” said Blake as Jeff left the cell. 

      

    Thinking about it, Blake looked forward to be given the chance to wait on Mistress. Some variation from the boredom of cleaning would be welcome, and it might also be a chance to learn a little about Mistress and her friends. Just seeing more of his beautiful Mistress without her whipping him would be a plus as well. 

      

    Blake was in a good mood when left his cell to find his cleaning equipment. 

      

    Lauren’s apartment, Day 32 (5/11 2228), 11:20 

    Blake was cleaning the windows in the living room when Jeff approached him. 

      

    -“Mistress is back from her shopping trip in five minutes, and she is with her friend, Mistress Erin,” he said. I need you to get the cleaning equipment out of here and be ready to serve the Ladies.” 

    -“Sure,” replied Blake. 

      

    Blake finished the window he was working on and put his equipment back in a cupboard. Serving Mistress and her friend would be a welcome break from the cleaning. 

      

    A few minutes later, Blake was waiting for the Ladies on his knees in a corner of the living room, when he heard them arrive at the front door and their lively chatter. 

      

    Soon after, the two elegant Ladies came into the living room. Mistress Lauren looked stunning as always. Today she wore a white shirt, black leather leggings and knee-high boots with high heels.  

      

    Her friend, Mistress Erin looked equally stylish. She also wore knee-high leather boots, and matched it with white jodhpurs and a black corset top. Erin appeared to be of mixed Asian and European origin, and was blessed with the attractive features that often come from that combination. With a thin nose and high cheekbones she had a beautiful face, complemented by the natural style make-up she was wearing. She had long, straight black hair, which she wore in a ponytail.   

      

    The two Ladies both came with shopping bags from high-end fashion boutiques, which they left on a small table near the door to the entrance hall. 

      

    -“What would you like to drink?” asked Lauren. 

    -“A cappuccino would be nice,” replied Erin. 

      

    -“Slave, bring us two cappuccinos,” ordered Lauren and showed Erin to a sofa section near the windows out to the sea. 

      

    Blake leapt to his feet and went to the kitchen to get the Ladies their order. The kitchen was equipped with a sophisticated coffee machine that produced perfect drinks, and it enabled Blake to come back to the living room holding a tray with the requested beverages a minute and a half later. 

      

    The Ladies were sitting in the sofa section next to the windows, looking out at the sea outside. The weather was clear today, and view was great. The peaks of Marion Island, the only neighbour of Amazon Island were visible 20 km to the south. 

    Blake bent down on his knees in front of the seated Ladies holding out the tray, and the Ladies picked up a cup each. 

      

    -“I haven’t seen him before. Is that a new slave?” asked Erin. 

    -“Yes, I bought him last month,” replied Lauren. 

    -“Can I have a look at him?” 

    -“Of course,” replied Lauren. 

    -“Slave, present yourself to Mistress Erin,” she then ordered Blake. 

      

    Blake crawled up in front of Erin and kissed her boots before lifting his head. 

    -“I am most pleased to meet you, Mistress Erin,” he said to her. “I am Blake.” 

      

    Erin grabbed Blake’s chin and pulled it closer to her. She studied his face and body for ten seconds before she pushed Blake down to the floor again. 

    -“Lick my boots clean!” she ordered him. 

      

    Blake complied, and started cleaning Erin’s boots with his tongue. He was getting used to humiliations like this from Lauren. Doing it for her beautiful friends was no worse. 

      

    -“He looks handsome and strong, and he seems to be obedient too,” Erin said to Lauren. “Looks like you made a good buy. Did you pay much for him?” 

    -“Well, he was imported, so yes, he was expensive.” 

      

    -“Imported as in captured abroad?” asked Erin. 

    -“Yes, the networks that supply them have become quite good now.” 

    Lauren took a sip from her cup. 

      

    -“Lauren, are you sure it is a smart thing for you to have slaves that were brought in against their will?” asked Erin. 

    -“Men should not be allowed to choose whether they will be slaves or not. It is quite clear by now that the Heran model we try to emulate is built on mandatory male slavery,” replied Lauren. 

      

    -“I know, and I agree with you, Lauren,” said Erin. “But you have to think of the risks. If the rest of the world finds out about involuntary slaves here, there will be serious repercussions. Femdom movements around the world will take a hit. South Africa may demand greater say in the running of the island.” 

    -“If an ordinary Lady is found to hold kidnapped slaves we may stave it off by calling her a bad apple and expelling her,” Erin continued. “But if you, a member of the Executive Committee, were to be exposed, it wouldn’t be that simple.” 

      

    -“Nobody will find out,” said Lauren. “There is no way for slaves to get off this island, and I never even let him outside.” 

    -“I suppose you are right. But you have to be careful. You can’t be seen as breaking the law. The police will be forced to take action against you, if they find out.” 

      

    -“It will be all right,” said Lauren. “We both know imported slaves have been used on this island for years, and it has never caused us any issued, even if not strictly according to the law.” 

      

    -“Anyway, he looks like a good slave,” said Erin and took another sip from her cup. She looked down on Blake.  

    -“Maybe I can borrow him one day.” 

    -“Maybe.” 

      

    Blake listened to their conversation with interest as he lay beneath them cleaning Erin’s boots with his tongue. It sounded like Lauren’s enslavement of him was not legal even here on Amazon Island. That could be important if he managed to escape from this apartment. 

      

    -“While we are on this subject, I have actually been thinking on how to change legislation to make it easier to hold imported slaves,” said Lauren. “You think that can be done?” asked Erin. “The South Africans would never accept that. It was hard enough getting them to accept our system of voluntary slaves” 

    -“I think they can be persuaded to overlook a few tweaks if they are not too obvious and they are accompanied by generous gifts to the right individuals,” replied Lauren. “I think we at least can change it so that Ladies owning imported slaves can be shielded from prosecution should they be discovered, even if we can’t prevent the males being emancipated.” 

    -“I will need your support for this in the legislative council, though,” Lauren added. 

      

    -“Sounds interesting,” said Erin. “Let’s look into this in detail after the meetings this afternoon.” 

      

    After a month Amazon Island, Blake was not shocked to hear the Ladies express their complete disregard for the rights and opinions of men. They were discussing how to make enslavement of males easier, as if he was not there. These two Ladies were part of the elite ruling this island, so their attitudes mattered, and they were shaping laws. 

      

    Finally, Erin made an acknowledgment of Blake’s presence. She looked down at her boots with inspecting eyes. 

    -“That will do, slave” she told Blake after a second. 

    Blake backed away from her. 

    -“Thank you, Mistress Erin,” he said in response. 

      

    -“You can leave us, slave,” said Lauren. “See to your other duties. I will call you if we need you again.” 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Blake and left for the kitchen where he would assist Jeff preparing Mistress’ lunch. 

      

    -“His manners are very good for only having been here a month,” said Erin to Lauren. “You are a good slave trainer.” 

    -“I have my methods,” Blake heard Lauren say before he had left the room. 

      

    Lauren’s apartment, Day 32 (5/11 2228), 11:45 

    -“Jeff, is my enslavement under Mistress Lauren illegal according to the laws of Amazon Island, given that I haven’t signed a contract?” asked Blake as he was peeling potatoes in the kitchen. 

    -“I suppose it is,” replied Jeff. “But Mistress makes the laws in this house, and it is not my place to question them. Nor is it yours.” 

    -“Of course,” said Blake. “But I was wondering if I should sign a contract to protect Mistress from legal risks.” 

    -“Good point,” said Jeff. “You should let her know.” 

      

    Blake had no intention of signing a contract. His contract-less status might be his ticket away from Amazon Island if he could only manage to find a way out of this apartment and get rid of his collar. 

      

    What he had just learned from Mistress’ conversation, and confirmed from Jeff, had given him hope that it might be possible to get out of slavery. Blake started searching in his mind for possible solutions to the remaining obstacles. 
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    Lauren’s apartment, Day 65 (8/12 2228), 23:50 

    Blake was in his cell, having retired for the night. He was not sleeping, however. It was partly because of his aching behind. Mistress Lauren had given him a harsh caning as part of a play session earlier in the evening. 

      

    These play sessions were not as frequent anymore as during the first month of slavery. Now Mistress played with Blake twice or three times per week as opposed to daily in the start. It was a change that suited Blake well. He could deal with the pain from her whips and canes at that dosage. 

      

    Sometimes he even looked forward to these sessions. The whippings were of course agonising, but they were often associated with sexual activity. And the experience of licking Mistress to an orgasm was worth a little pain.  

      

    The session this evening had been both pain and pleasure. Lauren had started with a caning that left Blake’s ass raw, but then followed up with face-sitting for half an hour that ended in a spectacular orgasm for her, and she had Blake longing for more. 

      

    The pleasurable moments Mistress Lauren gave him, left Blake with a little bit of bad conscience for doing what he now was doing, and was the main reason he did not sleep. 

    Blake was finalising the preparation for his escape. 

      

    While cleaning the dungeon a few days ago, Blake had noticed a slave collar similar to the one he was wearing, but without the component delivering electric shocks. He had smuggled it to his cell, along with glue and a few pieces of plastic he figured could be useful. 

      

    Blake was now gluing plastic pieces to the collar to make it look like the shock collar he was wearing. His plan was to replace his shock collar with the fake one he was making during cleaning of the collar, which happened weekly. 

      

    If successful, Blake could probably go for days with a fake shock collar, which might give him the opportunity to escape if he could “borrow” the wrist unit of either Lauren or Jeff at the right time. Those would allow him to use the main door. 

      

    Blake did feel bad about what he was doing. He felt genuine affection for Mistress Lauren, and he did not want to disappoint her. After two months as her slave, he had come to see her as his superior, and her ownership of Blake felt both natural and safe. 

      

    These feelings were however overridden by the rational part of Blake. His feelings for her could only be some variant of the Stockholm syndrome. She was the main obstacle to his freedom, and as much as he found her desirable, he had to disappoint her in order to achieve freedom and happiness. And that meant escape was the only option. 

      

    Twenty minutes later Blake had what he thought was a passable fake shock collar. He hid it under the mattress of his bed and went to sleep. 

      

    Lauren’s apartment, Day 70 (13/12 2228), 11:20 

    Blake was as usual spending the first half of the day cleaning Lauren’s massive apartment. Unusually, this time he was quite excited about doing this duty. 

      

    It was Blake’s second day with a fake shock collar. Two days before, during cleaning of personal collars and restraints, he had successfully managed to swap his own collar with the fake one he had made. Neither Mistress Lauren nor the other slaves seemed to notice. 

      

    This meant Blake only needed a wrist unit to get through the front door to be able to escape. And this occasion was a very promising one. He was on his cleaning round, and thus not restrained. 

      

    He had just seen Mistress Lauren walking naked through the house, most likely going for the spa room, where she would be for at least an hour getting pampered. That meant her clothes – and her wrist unit – would be in her room. Blake had noticed her leaving it there when going to the spa on earlier occasions. 

      

    The other slaves were distracted with their own chores and tasks, and they wouldn’t find it suspicious for Blake to enter Mistress’ boudoir anyway – it was after all his duty as the cleaning slave. 

      

    Blake waited five minutes to ensure Mistress wasn’t coming back right away, the he entered her boudoir. As he had hoped, her wrist unit was there, on her make-up table. 

      

    Blake grabbed it, and hid it in his shorts. 

      

    Blake opened the door out to the corridor and peaked out to see if anyone were there. It was empty. Blake went through the corridor to the living room, which fortunately was also empty. He then hurried over to the entrance and produced Lauren’s wrist unit from his shorts. 

      

    He typed in the pin code, which he had memorised after seeing Lauren use it a few times, and then held the wrist unit close to the door’s reader. 

      

    It worked. The door opened. 

      

    Blake was exited, but careful enough to close the door behind him before heading to the elevator in front of him.  

      

    Amazon Island, Day 70 (13/12 2228), 11:45 

    After having walked through the city for fifteen minutes, Blake found the police station. He had walked quickly, trying to appear as if he knew where he was going in order not to arouse suspicion among people on the street. And it seemed to have worked. People ignored him, in spite of him wearing only shorts, and his back being criss-crossed with partially healed whip marks. In this city, they had probably seen it many times before. 

      

    Blake had stopped once to ask a man where he could find the police station. The man had been helpful pointing out directions, and fortunately had not asked questions about why Blake wanted to go there. 

      

    Blake entered the police station, and came into a small, empty waiting room. In the far end were two desks. Behind one of the desks sat a Woman wearing a white shirt that looked like it was part of a uniform. Her medium length brown hair was worn in a ponytail, and her eyes concentrated on a screen on her desk. 

      

    She looked up and addressed Blake. 

    -“Yes?” 

      

    Blake approached her desk. He hesitated a little before stating his purpose. 

    -“I want to report that I have been held illegally and involuntarily as a slave, and I seek to be returned to my home country.” 

      

    Blake felt a little apprehensive as he spoke. He was not fully confident he would get help here, especially since it was a Woman sitting behind the desk. The Women on this island approved of male slavery, and Blake feared in the back of his mind that he would be returned to Mistress Lauren. 

      

    Blake tried to ignore this fear. From what he had gathered, the laws of this island did not allow men to be held as slaves against their will, and the police would have to react. Besides, going to the police was his only option. 

      

    -“You want to report this as a crime?” she asked. 

    -“Well, yes. But mostly I want help to get home. If there is a British consulate here, I’d like to be put in contact…” 

    -“Have you signed a slavery contract?” the policewoman interrupted him. 

    -“No, I haven’t” replied Blake. 

      

    -“I see,” said the policewoman. “Then we will make a case out of this.” 

    She handed Blake a piece of paper and a pen. 

    -“I am going to need some details from you,” she said. “I want you to write down your name, your nationality, your address, as well as similar details for those you claim have held you as a slave. Please write this down while I get my colleague, who will take this further with you.” 

      

    Blake took the paper, and started writing down details as the policewoman left the room. 

      

    A minute later, Blake had completed the details, and the police woman came back with another policewoman. She was a tall blond Lady wearing her hair in a ponytail. Like her colleague, she wore a uniform consisting of a white shirt, black knee-length skirt, and knee-high black leather boots. 

      

    -“Come with me, boy,” she told Blake. “Leave the paper on the desk.” 

    Blake rose to his feet and followed the Woman through a corridor and into what looked like an interview room. 

      

    It was furnished only with a table, three chairs, a shelf, and a mirror. A one-way mirror suspected Blake. 

    -“Take a seat here while I get some details from my colleague,” said the blonde policewoman. 

      

    -“Sure,” said Blake. 

    The Woman left the room and closed the door behind her. Blake then heard a click, like the door had been locked. 

      

    Blake feared he had made a mistake. The policewomen’s treatment of him did not exactly indicate that they saw him as a victim. But he could only hope his impression was wrong. There was no turning back. 

      

    Five minutes later the blonde policewoman came into the interview room again. Her face had a serious expression. 

      

    -“I understand you claim you were held as a slave against your will by Lady Lauren, the Executive Council member?” she asked. 

    -“Yes. I was kidnapped in my home in London and sent here to be her slave without signing any contract.” 

      

    Blake was about to go into details of his story of what had happened to him, but the policewoman cut him off. 

      

    -“Address me as ma’am when you are talking to me, boy” 

    -“Sorry, ma’am.” 

    -“And your accusations are a very serious matter. A slave’s loyalty to his Mistress should be absolute. And you come down here accusing Lady Lauren, your Mistress, of illegal practices? That is completely unacceptable for a slave.” 

    -“But I am not legally her slave…” Blake attempted. 

    -“You are her slave! That is all you need to know,” she shouted back. 

      

    Blake made a desperate attempt to get out of this situation.  

    -“Forget I came here. I drop all charges, ma’am.  

    He rose up to his feet and started quickly walking for the door. 

      

    -“You are going nowhere,” said the policewoman. She pushed him forcefully into the wall as he tried to get past her. She then twisted his arm behind his back with one hand as the other released the cuffs hanging from her belt. 

      

    Blake half-hearted tried to resist, but gave up when he felt the full strength with which the Woman was pressing him against the wall. He realised resistance would not do him good. 

      

    The policewoman put him in cuffs, then she grabbed Blake’s chin and forced him to look into her eyes. 

    -“You need a lesson in loyalty and obedience, boy.” 

      

    The policewoman grabbed Blake’s hair and forced him to follow her to the table. 

      

    -“Bend over the table,” she ordered. 

    Blake knew she was going to beat him. But there was nothing he could do. His escape had ended here. He did as she ordered. 

      

    The policewoman undid the handcuffs from one of his wrists, and stretched his hands to one of the corners of the table, where she cuffed them together behind the leg of the table. 

      

    She then went to the shelf, where she picked up two straps. She came back to Blake and strapped his legs to the table leg diagonally opposite of where his arms where cuffed. She then pulled down Blake’s shorts. 

      

    With Blake lying fully exposed across the table and unable to move, she went back to the shelf, this time picking up a cane. 

      

    -“I will give you what you deserve now, you disloyal piece of garbage,” she warned Blake. 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    She lifted the cane and brought it down with tremendous force on Blake’s ass. She did not hold back at all, and the strength in her swing was formidable. Blake howled. 
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    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    Blake howled again. It was unbelievably painful. 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    -“This is only what you deserve,” the Woman snarled amid Blake’s cries of pain. 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    -“On this island you obey Women!” 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    -“You never go behind their back.” 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    -“And you know your place.” 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    -“And you stay loyal to your Mistress!” 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    Blake only responded with groans and screams. The caning was harder than anything he had received from Lauren or Elizabeth. He could feel his skin break and welts grow as the heavy cane repeatedly impacted his behind. 

      

    Previous canings had not prepared him for this experience. He thought he could take a caning, but he could not take this one. The policewoman continued to thrash Blake for several more minutes, and by the end, Blake was a sobbing wreck. 

      

    -“Just wait till your Mistress gets you back,” said the policewoman and left the room.” 

      

    Police Station, Amazon Island, Day 70 (13/12 2228), 12:55 

    Blake had been left tied to the table in the interrogation room for almost an hour to ponder what would be in store for him. There was little doubt in his mind the police would return him to Mistress Lauren, and she would be angry. She would surely punish him, but what then? Would he continue as before, or would she use him differently? 

      

    The door to the room opened, and Mistress Lauren came in, escorted by the blond policewoman. 

    -“Ah, I see you have given him some well-deserved correction already. Thank you,” Lauren said to the policewoman. 

    -“Yes, he is clearly in need of a few lessons,” she replied. “I trust you will put him on a stricter regime from now on, and be more careful of letting him out unrestrained.” 

    -“Have no doubt. I will keep him in chains permanently.” 

      

    The policewoman undid the straps around Blake’s ankles, and the unfastened the handcuffs to release him from the table. She then immediately twisted Blake’s arms behind his back while he was still lying over the table and cuffed his hands together.  

      

    The policewoman grabbed Blake by his hair, forced him up on his feet, and then threw him down to the floor in front of Lauren. 

      

    -“Beg your Mistress for forgiveness,” she spat at him. 

      

    Blake kissed the pointy toe of Lauren’s elegant over-the-knee boot. 

    -“Please forgive me, Mistress,” Blake pleaded with a shaky voice. “I am so sorry.” 

      

    Mistress Lauren looked down on him with icy eyes. 

    -“You will be,” she said. 
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    Lauren’s apartment, Day 70 (13/12 2228), 13:10 

    -“Thank you so much for taking care of this in a discreet manner,” Lauren told the policewoman as she left the apartment. “This will never happen again.” 

    -“Don’t mention it,” replied the policewoman with a smile. “It is the least we can do for a Lady like yourself.” 

      

    The policewoman had escorted Lauren and Blake back to Lauren’s apartment, and now she headed back to the station. Naked, in handcuffs, with a severely caned bottom and with a policewoman behind him, Blake had attracted moderate attention and a few smiles as he was led through the streets, but that mattered little to him. He strongly suspected there would be much worse to come than a little humiliation. 

      

    Lauren closed the door, and turned towards Blake, who was kneeling on the floor. Her piercing eyes looked right through him. Her red lips were curled back. She looked furious.  

      

    Wearing a white shirt, a black underbust corset, beige jodhpurs and black leather over-the-knee boots, she looked intimidating as she towered over Blake with a crop in her hand. 

      

    -“You betrayed me, slave!” Lauren told Blake with an angry voice. “In the dungeon, now!” 

    Positively scared of his Mistress, Blake hurried to the dungeon with Lauren on his heels.” 

      

    -“Get over to the cross, face to the wall,” Lauren ordered as they got into the dungeon. 

    Blake obeyed and positioned himself in front of the St. Andrew’s cross. Lauren proceeded to strap his hands and feet to it. She did it very tight, tighter than usual. 

      

    Lauren then moved over to her whip rack. 

    -“Since the police officer was so thoughtful as to cane your ass, I will give you the bullwhip.” 

    She picked up a long, vicious-looking whip. 

      

    She then placed herself two meters behind Blake and swung the whip over her head. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    The whip struck painfully across her slave’s back with a loud crack. 

    Blake groaned quietly. He was prepared for it. He taken this whip a few times before, and he knew it was one of the more painful in Mistress’ arsenal. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    Mistress Lauren delivered a second lash, close to where the first landed, and Blake groaned again. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    The third lash cracked loudly and delivered pure pain to Blake’s back. He groaned louder. He could feel the lashes were even harder than usual. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    Mistress Lauren brought her 2-meter long bullwhip down on Blake’s back with full force yet again, and Blake responded noisily. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    Blake turned his head quickly to look at his Mistress after absorbing the pain of the last lash and before she could throw the next at him. Mistress Lauren was usually wearing a smile when whipping him. This time she was not. She still looked dead serious, and intent on causing him serious pain. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    Mistress Lauren continued her relentless assault on Blake, delivering a lash every two or three seconds. It did not take long before Blake’s groans had become loud cries of pain. But they did nothing to placate Mistress Lauren. 

      

    She kept going until she had delivered more than a hundred lashes, but by that point Blake was sobbing heavily and in no state to keep the count. Between the sobs he begged for forgiveness, but Lauren ignored him. 

      

    -“This is only the beginning, slave,” she told Blake and left the room, leaving Blake on the cross. 
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    Lauren’s apartment, Day 77 (20/12 2228), 17:25 

    Blake regretted his escape attempt intensely. He realised now his life as a slave up to the escape attempt had been much better than his current prospects. He had had his own cell, relative freedom to move around inside the apartment to do his work, which while boring, wasn’t the worst way to pass the time. And he had had a beautiful, sexy Mistress that used him for sexual pleasures. 

      

    Now he had lost all of that. Well – he still had a beautiful and sexy Mistress, but she never smiled at him anymore. Whenever he saw her, she was there to cause him pain – punish him for what he had done. 

      

    He had not gotten his cell back. He now spent almost all his time in the dungeon. Either restrained on the punishment furniture there, or locked in a small cage. 

      

    He had only been taken out of the dungeon twice in the past week, both times for duty in the laundry, locked and chained to the wall there. 

      

    The time in the dungeon had been terrifying. Mistress Lauren caned or whipped Blake two or three times a day, severely every time. His ass, thighs and torso – back and front -  were constantly welted and sore. She often broke his skin. Sitting and lying down was painful. 

      

    Still, the worst was maybe the fear of not knowing what would happen next. Time between beatings were irregular, a Blake never knew when the next one would come. Blake felt intense fear whenever he heard someone touch the door of the dungeon. Which was the case now. 

      

    Blake was locked in a stockade. He could not see the door to the hallway from the position he was in, but he heard someone open it. He listened anxiously for more clues. 

      

    Heels were clicking against the floor. It was Mistress Lauren – not a slave there to feed him or clean the room. Blake started shaking. 

      

    Her steps came closer, and Blake tightened his muscles in anticipation of the pain to come. She walked around the stockade and stood in front of him. 

      

    She wore thigh-high black patent leather boots and a red latex catsuit, unzipped at the top, revealing her impressive cleavage. Her hair was falling on her shoulders. In her hand was a menacing cane, giving a clue to what flavour of pain was on Blake’s plate. 

      

    Lauren grabbed Blake’s hair and forced his head up, making him look into her face. 

    -“I am sure you will be happy to learn that your punishment is soon over,” Lauren told him. “This caning will be the last in your formal punishment.” 

      

    Blake had almost given up hope that the end would come. But Lauren dampened his optimism quickly. 

      

    -“But do not think things will go back to where they were,” she told him. “You are going to be on a much stricter discipline regime from now on, and you will never be unchained.” 

      

    “Furthermore,” she continued, “I have come to the conclusion that I don’t want a weasel slave like you in my stable, so I have decided to sell you.” 

      

    -“I expect your work and your behaviour to be exemplary for your remaining time in my service, and I warn you, I will not hesitate to punish you if it is not,” she added. 

      

    -“Yes, Mistress,” Blake replied. While disappointed Lauren would not give him another chance, he was quietly relieved. It seemed Mistress Lauren took his escape attempt as a personal insult and betrayal, and her punishment was so severe Blake was almost fearing for his survival. It would maybe be better with a new Mistress without this baggage. 

      

    -“Now for your caning…” 

    Lauren cut through the air with her cane for practice a few times, before she lightly tapped Blake’s bottom with its tip. 

      

    A few seconds later, the cane impacted with ferocious force on the same spot. It was the start of ten minutes of pure agony for Blake. 
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