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    [bookmark: _Toc518738698]Mistress Kate 

      

    Lauren’s apartment, Day 93 (5/1 2229), 09:05 

    Blake was in the cage in Lauren’s dungeon that had been his home since his escape attempt. He had been awake for more than an hour, but no one had let him out.  

      

    This had not been uncommon the last two weeks. Since Mistress Lauren had decided Blake should be chained or otherwise restrained at all times, there was less work he could do, and that meant Blake was often left in the cage for long periods. 

      

    Finally the door to the dungeon opened. It was Mistress Lauren and her friend, Mistress Kate.  

      

    Blake had seen Kate twice in Lauren’s house in his time as a slave. The second time was only a few days ago, when Lauren brought her into the dungeon to inspect Blake. They had taken Blake out of his cage, and Kate had put Blake through his paces. She demanded push-ups and sit-ups from him until he was exhausted and then some, and she had finished it up by giving him a whipping with a dressage whip before locking Blake back in his cage. It appeared to Blake that Kate considered buying him from Lauren. 

      

    The two Ladies walked with confident steps towards Blake’s cage. Lauren looked business-like, with a pink satin blouse, and a high-waist black pencil skirt, dark stockings and knee-high boots. As always, she was a stunning, if intimidating sight. 

      

    Her friend Kate wore a casual red dress and black over-the-knee boots. Maybe in her late thirties, she was about 165 cm tall and had a slim figure like a fashion model. Her walk reminded Blake of a model on a catwalk.  

      

    With rounded cheek bones, a slim nose and thin lips, Kate’s face had soft features. Yet, her hard grey eyes hinted that not everything was soft about her. 

      

    Kate had long blond hair, which she wore in a ponytail. She was pretty, though not quite in the same league as Lauren. 

      

    -“I have sold you to Kate, slave,” Lauren told Blake matter-of-factly. “From now on, you will work for her, take your orders from her, and receive discipline from her.” 

    -“Greet your new Mistress,” she ordered. 

      

    Kate put her foot close enough to the cage that Blake could kiss her boot, which Blake did. 

      

    -“I expect your absolute obedience, slave,” Kate said. 

    -“Yes, Mistress.” 

      

    -“I recommend you have him in chains while you move him,” Lauren said to Kate. “You can borrow a set from me.” 

    -“Not necessary,” replied Kate. “I brought my own.” 

      

    Kate opened the large hand bag hanging over her shoulder and pulled out a set of shackles. 

    -“Knowing he has already attempted to run away, I am not taking any chances,” she said. 

      

    -“Looks like you are very well prepared,” said Lauren. “Let’s just get him ready, then.” 

      

    Lauren unlocked Blake’s cage. 

    -“Get out of the cage, slave,” she told him. 

      

    Blake crawled out, and Kate put him in the shackles she had brought. She cuffed his wrists together in front of him, and his ankles were chained such that he could take only small steps. A chain running between the wrists and the ankles ensured Blake could not lift his hands higher than his belly button. 

      

    Despite her slim build, Kate proved both firm and forceful as she restrained Blake, and did not indicate in any way that she might be softer on him than his previous Mistresses, Lauren and Elizabeth. This only confirmed Blake’s impression of her from a few days ago. 

      

    As Kate shackled Blake, Lauren removed Blake’s shock collar, and Kate replaced it with one of her own, complete with a leash. 

      

    -“Ready to go,” said Kate. “I know you have a busy schedule, Lauren, so I am going to take him home right away.” 

      

    The Ladies moved towards the dungeon door. Kate pulled Blake’s leash; forcing him to follow. 

      

    -“We should catch up when you have more time,” Kate said to Lauren. 

    -“Definitely,” answered Lauren. “Maybe we can go for a coffee next week. And if you need any help with your new slave, let me know.” 

    -“Thanks. I am sure I will be fine. You’re probably sick of dealing with him after what he did,” replied Kate. 

      

    -“I am not above coming over to give him a good thrashing,” said Lauren. 

    -“I will keep that in mind,” said Kate with a smile. “I am sure that can be useful from time to time.” 

      

    Kate pulled Blake through the front door. 

    -“Bye, and see you soon,” said Kate. 

    -“Bye, Kate, and thanks again for the trade.” 

    -“Not at all, I should be thanking you.” 

      

    Lauren smiled and closed the door. Kate proceeded into the elevator with Blake in tow. She pressed the button for the ground floor, and then turned to face Blake who was standing shackled and naked before her. 

    -“On your knees, slave. In my presence, you are always on your knees if you are standing still,” she commanded arrogantly. 

      

    Blake fell to his knees quickly. 

    -“Sorry, Mistress,” he said. 

      

    It was Blake’s intention to be obedient to his new Mistress. That was the best way to avoid punishment he had learned in his time as a slave. Besides, he was used to being humiliated like this by now. It even felt sort of natural. 

      

    Kate opened her bag. In it she found what first looked like a very short crop, but it turned out to be extendable like a telescope, and she was soon armed with a meter long crop. 

      

    She gave the kneeling Blake, two smacks on his buttocks. 

    -“That’s for not kneeling,” she told him. 

      

    The elevator was soon down on the ground floor, and Kate pulled Blake out of the elevator and then out of the building and onto the street. It was cloudy weather, but as always, the dome over the city kept the temperature pleasant. 

      

    The shackles allowed Blake only to take small steps, and he struggled to follow the pace Kate set for him. 

    -“Faster, slave,” she demanded after half a minute on the street. “I don’t have all day.” 

    She gave him three whacks with the crop. 

    [image: J:\annet\Eridani\graphic\Silhouettes\Book Illustrations\P52.png] 

      

    Blake tried as best he could to keep up with Kate, but her pace was just a little too fast, and she regularly yanked his leash and applied the crop vigorously on his ass to the mild amusement of people passing on the streets. 

      

    After ten minutes of walking in this manner, Blake tripped and fell to the ground after Kate had tugged his leash. Kate reacted furiously. 

      

    She kicked his back hard with her boot, and launched into a frenzy with her crop; whipping his ass with full force. 

    -“Get up, you lazy bastard,” she yelled at him. “Don’t you dare lying down without my permission!” 

      

    Her crop stung painfully, and Blake scrambled to get on his feet as fast as he could to stop her assault.  

      

    He wished he could run away from her. Being on the open street made it seem tempting, but he knew it was impossible. The shackles prevented him from getting anywhere very fast, and he could not expect anyone on the streets in this city to help him. He had no choice but to take the pain and humiliation inflicted upon him by the petite but fierce Woman who now owned him. 

      

    Kate’s apartment, Amazon Island, Day 93 (5/1 2229), 09:30 

    After another ten minutes of hobbling along, driven by Kate’s whip, Blake arrived in front of the building in which Kate lived. Kate opened the front door by touching a scanner with her wrist unit, and took Blake into the lobby inside, tugging his leash. 

      

    The lobby consisted of an elevator in the far end, and front doors for two apartments, one each side. Kate walked to one of the doors and opened it with her wrist unit. 

      

    -“Get in here, slave,” she told Blake and pulled his leash, leading him into a small entrance section. 

      

    The entrance section contained only a wardrobe and three doors to the rest of the apartment – one of which was open. Through this, Blake could see what seemed to be the living room. 

      

    -“That part of my house is for Ladies only,” said Kate noticing where Blake was looking.  

    -“Ladies and my domestic slave,” she added. 

      

    -“You will stay in this part,” she said and opened the door on the left. 

      

    She revealed what looked almost like a medieval dungeon. The walls, floor and ceiling were all grey, and looked like unpainted concrete.  There were no windows. It was not a large room – about 3x6 square meters.  

      

    At the short wall on the far side were four large cages that looked like they were fixed to the wall behind it. Cubes with sides 1.5 meter, two stacked on top of the other two, they covered the wall, stretching all the way up to the rather high ceiling. All the cages were empty. 

      

    In the rest of the room there were a few restraining devices. A pair of shackles were hanging from the ceiling in the middle of the room. A St. Andrew’s cross with straps was on the wall to the right. To the left, in the corner closest to the door, was a caning horse. 

      

    In the corner to the right of the door, looking somewhat out of place, was an ordinary chests of drawers. 

      

    -“This is where my slaves stay, so this will be your home” said Kate. 

    Blake knelt as Kate stared talking, keen to avoid a rebuke like he had received in the elevator. 

      

    -“In my household, you are nothing but a working slave,” Kate started explaining. “Your sole purpose will be to bring me income through the toil of your labour. I will allocate you to activities where you can bring me profit, and you will obey the orders of the task Mistresses in charge of you.” 

      

    Her voice was full of contempt for him. 

    -“Lauren might have used you for various domestic duties if I know her right, but you will not have to worry about that here. You are only in this house to sleep and to be disciplined.” 

      

    -“Is that understood, slave?” 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Blake with a hint of disappointment. It seemed there would be no sexual side to being Kate’s slave. 

      

    -“Good,” said Kate, not sounding very sincere. 

      

    -“A few things to know when being my slave.” 

      

    She pointed to the lower right cage. 

    -“That is your cage. That is where I will keep you whenever you are here. 

    I also have two other slaves in my household. 

      

    Kate pointed to the lower left cage. 

    “Andrew, my domestic slave is in the cage next to you, and the top left cage is occupied by Ross, who is a working slave like you. Neither of them are here now, as they are both working.” 

      

    -“You will get two meals a day, one before going off to work, and one after. In the morning, before going to work, you will have 15 minutes in the slave bathroom across the entrance to prepare. Clothing for the day, should you need it, will be found in the drawer there.” 

    She pointed to the drawers. 

      

    -“I will discipline you three days a week,” she added. 

      

    -“Apart from this, all you need to know is that you obey my every order, and treat me with the utmost respect. I know Lauren has taught you how to treat Women with respect, so I expect you to know this.” 

    Her voice did not reveal any emotion, but her face made it clear she had nothing but contempt for the male beneath her. 

      

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Blake and kissed Kate’s boots. 

    -“I can see she has taught you,” said Kate. 

      

    -“Before I put you to work, I want to make sure you have the right amount of fear and respect for me. Today will therefore be all about discipline.” 

      

    A chill went through Blake. It looked like it was going to be a rough day. 

      

    -“I want you over the horse. Give me your hands.” 

    Blake stretched out his hands, and Kate unlocked the shackles they were in, and then proceeded to remove the shackles around his ankles. 

    -“Bend over the horse,” she ordered. 

      

    Blake complied, and Kate strapped his hands and legs to the caning horse’s legs. When she had ensured the straps were tight enough, she simply left the room. 

      

      

    Five minutes later, Kate was back in the dungeon. She was now wearing a shiny black catsuit instead of her red dress, but was still wearing her black leather boots. 

      

    Dressed in black from neck to toe, and holding a long dressage whip in her hand, she looked sinister. 

      

    Kate took position behind Blake, and being bent over the caning horse, he could see her between his legs. She had placed her hands on her hips. 

      

    -“Do you have anything to say, slave?” she asked. 

    -“Sorry Mistress?” Blake was not sure what she wanted him to say. 

      

    <SWISH> 

    The dressage whip flicked painfully across Blake’s ass, and he gasped quickly for air. 

      

    -“How about, ‘please discipline me Mistress’?” 

      

    <SWISH> 

    -“Or please teach me to fear you, Mistress?” 

      

     Kate let Blake know what she expected to hear accompanied by powerful slashes of her whip. 

      

    -“Please discipline me, Mistress,” Blake quickly repeated. 

      

    <SWISH> 

    The whip burned across his ass again. 

      

    -“I will, don’t you worry,” said Kate. 

    <SWISH> 

    -“I know discipline is especially important for you.” 

      

    <SWISH> 

    -“You tried to run away from your previous Mistress after all,” 

    <SWISH> 

    -“And to make sure you never…” 

    <SWISH> 

    -“…ever…” 

    <SWISH> 

    -“…ever…” 

    <SWISH> 

    -“…try anything like that again,” 

    <SWISH> 

    -“…my discipline will be relentless.”  

    <SWISH> 

      

    Blake cried out with pain as Kate emphasised her point with her whip. 

      

    -“You will learn, slave,” 

    <SWISH> 

    -“That I am your Mistress,” 

    <SWISH> 

    -“And you can never get away from me,” 

    <SWISH> 

      

    Blake was in agony. He knew the dressage whip to be quite painful even when applied with minimum strength, and Kate was applying it rather forcefully. 

      

    <SWISH> 

    <SWISH> 

    <SWISH> 

    -“And where is your gratitude?” Kate demanded. 

    <SWISH> 

    -“You are supposed to thank me for disciplining you!” 

    <SWISH> 

    <SWISH> 

      

    -“Sorry, Mistress,” Blake stuttered between moans. 

      

    <SWISH> 

    -“Thank you, Mistress.” 

    <SWISH> 

    -“Better!” Kate commented. 
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    Kate walked up in front of Blake, and grabbed his hair, forcing him to look up at her. 

    -“I will now give you hundred more lashes. Afterwards, you can thank me.” 

      

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Blake meekly. 

    Kate let his head go, and took position behind him again. Then her assault started. She whipped him continuously, delivering a hundred lashes in a minute, not giving Blake any respite. It was a minute of intense suffering. The pain was immense, and Kate had Blake crying, begging for mercy, and finally sobbing. 

      

    After Kate had delivered the hundredth stroke, or so – Blake was not sure if she had been counting – she went to him and grabbed him by the hair again. 

      

    -“What do you say, slave,” she asked. 

    -“Thank you Mistress,” Blake sobbed. “Thank you for disciplining me.” 

    -“You are welcome. Now kiss my boot.” 

      

    Kate lifted her foot a little under Blake’s head – just enough to allow Blake to stretch down and kiss it. 

      

    -“I will leave you here to meditate over my superiority and your position as my slave,” said Kate and opened the door to the entrance. “I will be back in a few hours to continue.”  

      

    Kate’s apartment, Day 93, (5/1 2229), 22:15 

    Blake had been locked in his cage in Kate’s dungeon a few hours earlier after what he hoped was the last discipline session of the day. 

      

    During the day, Kate had given him a total of four beatings. First there had been the dressage whipping he received when he arrived. Then, at noon, Kate had put him on the cross and flogged him. 

      

    In the afternoon, she had returned to give him a vicious single tail whipping, and finally, just a few hours ago, she had thrashed Blake with a cane while making him kiss her boots. 

      

    Between the beatings she had not let him out of the restraining devices. Only after the caning had he been put into his cage, which had been a relief for Blake. Both because he was getting numb from being restrained in standing positions for the whole day, and also because it gave him hope there would be no more beatings today. 

      

    After a day as her slave, Blake was in no doubt Mistress Kate was a very harsh Mistress. She beat him at least as hard as Mistress Lauren did, and so far, more frequently. Kate also seemed to perceive the beatings somewhat differently than Lauren. While Lauren in part beat her slaves to maintain their discipline and submissiveness, her sadism played a bigger role. She did it for her own pleasure, and whipping sessions were often part of sexual scenes which were frequently enjoyable for slaves as well as the Mistress. 

      

    In Kate, there was no sexual side to her sadism, at least as far as Blake could tell from the first day. She seemed to regard beatings purely as a useful and fun tool to keep males obedient and in fear. And Blake had to agree she achieved her objectives in that regard. Blake was terrified of her, and he felt genuinely submissive to her, as had also happened when Mistress Lauren had given him particularly harsh beatings. 

      

    A few hours after the last beating, the submissive feeling lingered on as Blake felt his aching and sore ass and back side every time he moved. 

      

    Blake wondered if he should try to sleep when the door to the dungeon suddenly opened. It was Mistress Kate again. This time she was leading in a man by a leash attached to a collar around his neck.  

      

    The dark-haired man appeared to be in his mid-thirties, about 180 cm tall. His face was average-looking, but he had an impressive upper body – muscular with defined abs, which was clear to see, as the man only wore jeans. 

      

    His collar was the same type as the one Blake was wearing, and the man was also hand-cuffed, both signs this was one of Kate’s other slaves. 

      

    -“Trousers off!” she ordered him. Kate spoke with an English accent that was very close to Received Pronunciation, but with a hint of East Midlands. 

      

    The man did as he was told, and stripped naked in a few seconds. Kate then undid his handcuffs, and ordered him to stand in the middle of the room and raise his hands. Again the man complied, and Kate went over to a panel on the wall and pressed a button that made the shackles in the ceiling lower. 

      

    Kate then fixed the shackles around the man’s wrist and went back to the panel, raising the shackles again. She only stopped when he was standing on his tip toes. 

      

    Kate then left the room, not saying a word. She was gone half a minute, and in the meantime, neither Blake nor the man had dared speak to each other. 

      

    When Kate returned, she brought yet another man, fully naked. She was pulling him by his ear with one hand, and in the other hand, she carried a snake whip. 

      

    This man was average built – not as muscular as the first slave, and his skin was somewhat pale. He had dark blond hair, and like almost all slaves he had seen, wore it very short. 

      

    She led him straight to the cross. The man looked at Kate with pleading eyes as she strapped him to the cross. 

      

    -“You know you need this, Andrew,” she told him with a cold voice. “Just as much as the other slaves, you need to be reminded of my strength.” 

      

    -“Yes, Mistress,” he answered quietly. 

      

    Kate checked that he was securely fastened to the cross, and then positioned herself in the middle of the room so that both the newly arrived slaves could see her. 

      

    -“Tonight I will give each of you 50 lashes as part of your discipline. Ross will have an extra 25 for his failure to show me proper respect this morning.” 

    She uncoiled her snake whip as she spoke. 

      

    -“You will notice my new slave Blake is present to witness your discipline. He has already been disciplined today, and he will now have the pleasure to see you get your deserved reminders of Mistress’ superiority. From tomorrow onwards, he will work in the warehouse alongside Ross. Andrew, you will ensure that sufficient food and clothes for two working slaves are maintained in my dungeon from now on.” 

      

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Andrew. 

      

    -“Andrew will be disciplined first,” Kate announced and swung her whip over her head a few times, before landing it on Andrew’s back with a loud crack. 

      

    Kate proceeded to give him 49 more lashes over the next three minutes in a measured pace, while Andrew counted them out loud amid groans of pain. 

      

    After the fiftieth lash, Andrew thanked his Mistress for disciplining him, and Kate moved on to Ross. 

      

    -“You will count to 75, slave,” she instructed him, before launching her whip against his back side. She went on to lash him in the same pace as she had Andrew, but she seemed to go harder on Ross. She put more strength in her lashes. 

      

    Loud cracks echoed in the room every time she hit him, and the slave groaned with pain but did not scream, nor did his voice crack as he counted. 

      

    At 75, he too thanked Mistress Kate for her discipline. 

      

    -“Get down on the floor and thank me properly,” Kate told him as she unfastened him from the shackles above. He fell down on his knees and kissed Kate’s boots. 

    -“Thank you, Mistress,” he repeated as he kissed her. 

      

    -“That is enough,” said Kate after a few seconds. 

    She grabbed his hair and led him to the cages. 

      

    -“Get in,” she ordered. 

    Ross jumped up into the upper cage opposite Blake’s cage, and Kate locked him in it. 

      

    Kate then went over to Andrew, and unfastened him from the cross bearing his name. 

    -“You will sleep here tonight,” she informed him. “Get in your cage.” 

      

    He looked rather disappointed as Kate pushed him into the cage next to Blake’s, and locked the cage door. 

      

    Kate then headed out of the room, but returned only seconds later, carrying cans and bottles. 

      

    -“Your supper,” she said. 

    She delivered two to each of her caged slaves; one water bottle, and one can of slave food. 

      

    Kate picked up the snake whip from the floor, where she had left it while untying the slaves, and headed to the door again. As she exited, she turned off the lights. 

    -“Good night, slaves,” were her parting words. 

      

    It was completely dark in the room. No one said anything, but from the sounds it was obvious Ross and Andrew had started on their meal immediately. Blake followed suit. He had not eaten since the morning, and he was very hungry by now. 

      

    After a few minutes of gorging on slave food and water, Blake heard a voice from Ross’ cage. 

    -“Welcome to Mistress Kate’s stable,” he said. “I am Ross, and below me is Andrew. Was Blake your name?” 

    -“Yes, I am Blake,” replied Blake after swallowing. “Hello.” 

    -“Did she give you a rough start?” asked Ross. 

    -“You can say that,” answered Blake. “She seems to be a very harsh Mistress.” 

    -“She is,” said Ross. 

      

    -“We shouldn’t be talking like this,” interrupted Andrew. “You know Mistress does not allow us to talk to each other like this.” 

    -“I suppose you are right, Andrew,” said Ross. “Sorry.” 

      

    With that the conversation stopped. Blake had not learned much, except that Kate seemed to have her slaves on a very strict regime –stricter than that of Mistress Lauren. Ross seemed like an approachable guy, though, so hopefully he could catch up more with him tomorrow. 

      

    With nothing else to do, Blake finished his slave food, and tried to find a comfortable position to sleep in. It was not easy, covered in welts as he was, and only the hard cage floor to lie on. But he was tired, an sleep came soon. 

    




 

    [bookmark: _Toc518738699]Mistress Corinne 

      

    Warehouse G2, Amazon Island, Day 94 (6/1 2229), 09:00 

    The next morning Blake had been woken by Mistress Kate unlocking the slave’s cages. The three slaves had then taken turns eating, going to the bathroom and getting dressed.  

      

    Only Ross and Blake had gotten dressed in fact; they were each given a pair of work trousers, while Andrew remained naked. Andrew had been let in to the main part of Kate’s apartment to do domestic work. Ross and Blake had been taken out of the house by Kate, and led to a warehouse near the harbour. Kate had driven the handcuffed and leashed slaves through the streets with her crop. 

      

    Blake now found himself kneeling on the floor inside the warehouse in front of Mistress Kate, and another Woman, who had just been introduced as Mistress Corinne. 

      

    Corinne was a blonde girl in her late twenties. She had a cute face with soft, rounded features, blue eyes with long lashes. Her luscious lips were painted with eye-catching pink lipstick. Her long straight hair was falling on her left shoulder. 

      

    Corinne wore a casual outfit consisting of a white halter top, skinny blue jeans and knee-high black leather boots. Women on Amazon Island nearly always wore high-heeled boots of some kind and carried a whip. In Corinne’s case, it was a riding crop. 

      

    Corinne stared at Blake as the more formally dressed Kate spoke. Kate’s hair was arranged in an updo, and she wore a white blouse, a pencil skirt of black leather, stockings and boots. 

      

    -“Mistress Corinne is the manager of this place, and while you are here, she is your Task Mistress,” Kate told Blake. “You must obey her every order, and she has my permission to discipline and punish you as she sees fit. She will also inform me about your performance and behaviour, and should it be anything less than 100%, I will punish you too.” 

      

    -“With that, I leave you to Mistress Corinne,” said Kate. “I will pick you up in the evening.” 

      

    -“Welcome, slave,” started Corinne. There was a hint of French in her accent. “What we do here is to receive imported goods from abroad, and make sure they go to the right recipients on Amazon Island.” 

    -“Your job will be to move individual crates from the large containers, which are from over-seas to the correct smaller containers for transport to Amazon Island destinations,” she continued. “Ross will do the same – so he will walk you through it – I have better things to do.” 

      

    -“Ross! Get over here! Now!” Corinne yelled out. 

    A few seconds later, Ross came on a powered pallet jack. 

      

    -“Yes, Mistress?” he asked. 

    -“Show Blake how you do your job. You two will be working in parallel from now on. And be quick about it. I want to get rid of the backlog that has built up while you were working alone by the end of the week.” 

      

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Ross. 

      

    -“Get moving then,” ordered Corinne. 

    She hit Blake on his back with her crop. 

    -“You better pay attention now,” she warned him. 

      

    -“I will be in my office,” Corinne said and headed up a set of stairs that led to what looked like an office with a view out to the storage hall. 

      

    Warehouse G2, Amazon Island, Day 94 (6/1 2229, 13:00) 

    Blake and Ross were sitting on one of the pallet trucks with a can of slave food each. Corinne had just been down in the storage hall to provide the food, and then gone to the outbound containers to check progress in their work. 

      

    -“Are we allowed to talk here?” Blake asked quietly enough that Corinne would not hear. 

    -“Sure. Corinne is cool. She isn’t too fuzzed about proper slave protocol like Mistress Kate is. Corinne lets us do what we want as long as we get the job done and we show her respect,” replied Ross. 

    -“Oh, I got the impression she was quite strict,” said Blake. 

      

    -“Nah, that is just because you are new. Corinne can even engage in a friendly chat with a slave. Mistress Kate would never do that. But don’t get me wrong,” Ross added. “Corinne will whip the hell out of you if you screw things up or disrespect her. But as long as you behave and perform, she is nice to be around.” 

      

    -“The previous manager here was much worse. She was a complete bitch. She beat me almost as much as Mistress Kate do.” 

      

    -“So Mistress Kate is bad?” asked Blake. 

    -“She is a cruel bitch,” replied Ross. “If you didn’t pick up on that yesterday, you will soon. She beats her slaves harder and more often than any other Mistress I know, and she generally treats her slaves worse than animals.” 

    -“You are unlucky she bought you,” Ross added, and then asked “Who was your last Mistress, and how was she like?” 

      

    -“She is known as Lady Lauren among the Women, and she is on the city’s executive committee. 

    -“Yes, I have seen her on TV,” Ross interjected. “When I was under my previous Mistress, before she sold me to Mistress Kate.” 

      

    -“She looked really hot. How was it to be her slave?” asked Ross before Corinne came back and cut off their conversation. 

      

    -“Lunch is over, slaves. Get back to work. You can gossip later,” Corinne said. 

    -“You have made acceptable progress so far, but you have much left, and I expect you to progress even faster now that Blake is proficient with the pallet truck.” 

      

    -“Yes, Mistress,” said Ross and got on his feet. 

      

    -“Let’s go,” he said to Blake. “We’ll catch up later.” 

      

    Kate’s apartment, Day 94 (6/1 2229, 22:00) 

    Blake and Ross were back in Kate’s dungeon. They had received their evening slave food portions, and they were eating in the dark as Mistress Kate had turned off the lights in the dungeon for the night. 

      

    -“So tell me more about Lady Lauren,” said Ross. “Did I hear you right earlier when you said she fucked you?” 

      

    Blake and Ross had tried to continue their lunch conversation during the rest of the work day, but with the work seldom letting them both stay at the same place for more than a ten seconds at the time, the discussion had not advanced far. 

      

    -“She did a few times,” replied Blake. “But mostly she had me lick her pussy.” 

      

    -“Lucky you,” said Ross. 

      

    -“Won’t we get in trouble if we talk here in the dungeon?” asked Blake. 

    -“I won’t tell if you don’t tell,” said Ross. “Mistress Kate doesn’t have surveillance in this dungeon, and Andrew isn’t here to rat us out.” 

      

    -“What do you mean by that?” asked Blake. 

    -“Andrew is completely brainwashed and controlled by Mistress Kate. He will let her know about any infraction committed by us. Or himself for that matter.” 

      

    -“I see. But why isn’t he here now?” 

    -“He is probably serving his Mistress in her bedroom,” replied Ross 

    -“You mean Mistress is using him sexually?” 

    -“She rapes him or whip him. Probably a bit of both.” 

      

    -“Does she do that with you too?” asked Blake 

    -“Of course she whips me, yes, but never anything sexual. She only uses Andrew for that.” replied Ross. 

    -“He used to be her husband, you know,” Ross added after a pause. “They were a married couple before they came to Amazon Island. Before then he was her submissive husband. Now she has reduced him to a slave without a will on his own. 

    -“Even if he is the only man getting sex in this house, I do not envy him,” he continued. “She is really brutal with him. If they have had a passionate night, he will inevitably be covered in bruises the next morning. And she keeps him in the house for domestic work all day. Which means he is always close by if she feels the need to punish.” 

      

    -“Mistress Lauren was not exactly gentle either,” said Blake. Any sexual act on her side was always accompanied by a whipping or a caning. But if she wasn’t too severe, it was really good.” 

    -“I bet. She is one sexy Woman,” commented Ross. 

    -“She is. I kind of miss the time when I was in her good graces.” 

    -“You screwed it up? Is that why she sold you?” 

      

    -“Yes,” replied Blake, and told Ross how his escape attempt had ended in failure, and of Mistress Lauren’s retribution. 

      

    -“It wasn’t very smart going to the police,” said Ross. “They are never going to help a male escape slavery.” 

    -“Thanks, I have figured that out by now. My excuse is that I had only been on this island for two months, and I had just learned that my slavery was illegal according to Amazon Island laws. I came here involuntarily.” 

      

    -“You did not come here on your own? What happened?” 

      

    Blake told the story of how his wife had sold him into slavery. 

      

    -“That’s interesting – and scary,” commented Ross afterwards. “I had heard stories that there were slaves here that had not come voluntarily. So you are one of them.” 

      

    -“I am,” replied Blake. “But you don’t exactly sound like a happy slave either.” 

      

    -“No, I have had enough,” said Ross. “But in fairness, I did come here of my own free will. I came three years ago with my then girlfriend. We were both into femdom, and we thought the idea of Amazon Island sounded really cool. So we moved, and I became her slave. It was really great in the beginning. She was a strict Mistress, but she knew how to press my buttons.” 

    -“Then I guess she started losing interest in me,” he continued. “Two years ago she sold me to Mistress Kate. And she is just too cruel for my taste. All work and no play. If this continues I will end up as broken as Andrew.” 

    -If I had the option now I would go home,” Ross added. “But I don’t. I am under a contact which can only be terminated with Mistress’ approval. And asking her for that is just an application for more punishment.” 

      

    -“Have you thought of escaping?” asked Blake. 

    -“It has crossed my mind, but I don’t see how it can be done. As you found out, it is not enough to escape Mistress’ house. You have to get off the island as well.” 

    -“But anyway,” Ross added. “We shouldn’t discuss such things. If we are overheard we’ll be in deep shit.” 

      

    -“Ok, let’s get some sleep instead, then,” said Blake. He was feeling quite tired after the long day. “Good night.” 

    -“Good night.”  

      

    Blake did not wait long for sleep to come. 

      

    Warehouse G2, Amazon Island, Day 108 (20/1 2229), 17:50 

    Blake was in Mistress Corinne’s office in the warehouse. He was naked and bent over a chair. Behind him stood Corinne beating his ass with her long riding crop. The beautiful Task Mistress was dressed in boots, black leather leggings and a purple halter neck top. Her long blond hair flowed freely, and she wore her trademark pink lipstick. 

      

    <SMACK> 

    -“Ninety eight, Mistress” 

    <SMACK> 

    -“Ninety nine, Mistress” 

    <SMACK> 

    -“Hundred, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress” 
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    Blake had managed to keep the count throughout the punishment amid groans of pain. 

      

    -“Get down on the floor and thank me properly,” Corinne ordered. 

      

    Blake hurried off the chair, got on his knees in front of Corinne and bent down and kissed her boots. 

      

    -“I am sorry for my mistakes, and thank you for punishing me, Mistress,” he said. 

      

    -“Very well. I hope you have learned from this, and that you won’t repeat them,” Corinne answered. “Get back to work now.” 

      

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Blake and got on his feet and hurried out of the office. 

      

    This had been the first time Corinne had punished Blake. Blake had confused two shipment orders, and much of the afternoon’s work had gone to waste. When Corinne discovered what he had done, she had immediately ordered him to her office for correction. 

      

    But apart from this incident, Blake had found it pleasant to work under Corinne. Sure, she could be bossy, and the girl clearly saw males like Blake and Ross as inferior to herself, but on this island that applied to most females.  

      

    The important thing was that she allowed the slaves some fun and breaks as long as they got the job done, and that she was not excessively brutal in her discipline. 

      

    She was excellent in those regards, and Blake had never seen her punish without a reason. 

      

    Blake got on great with Ross, now his colleague. The two of them had similar views on many issues, both what happened on Amazon Island, and on politics in the wider world. It was great to have Ross as a conversation partner in the breaks. 

      

    All in all, the days working in Mistress Corinne’s warehouse was probably as good as he could have hoped for as a slave. 

      

    This did not make up for the nights spent in Mistress Kate’s dungeon, however. Her discipline was brutal. Three evenings a week she whipped her three slaves savagely, to maintain their obedience and submissiveness, as she put it.  She applied full force and would never stop before her victims were thoroughly marked by her implements. 

      

    And she would use the slightest excuse to give her slaves extra punishment. A failure to thank her quickly enough for her discipline could result in an extra 50 cane strokes. If she deemed a slave to not have been sufficiently submissive in the tone of his voice could mean 25 lashes with the bullwhip. 

      

    Apart from keeping the slaves submissive, and making them work for her benefit, Mistress Kate seemed to show no interest in or concern for her slaves. This was unlike Mistress Lauren. Strict as she was, she did at least show some affection when her slaves pleased her. 

      

    In a few hours, Mistress Kate would come to take Blake and Ross back to her dungeon. The thought of it filled Blake with dread. Tonight was discipline night. 
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    Warehouse G2, Amazon Island, Day 129 (10/2 2229), 12:45 

    Blake and Ross had just started their lunch break. Work had been tough today, as both of their bodies were aching from the discipline session with Mistress Kate last night. It was one of the most severe sessions Blake had had. 

      

    Mistress Kate had given him almost 200 lashes with the bullwhip, and 100 strokes with a heavy cane. Ross had received a similar treatment, and both had their back sides covered with red and purple welts. Their asses were just as bad, and both of them ate standing to avoid the agony of sitting. 

      

    They were alone in the warehouse. Mistress Corinne had left to have lunch with a friend, and the two slaves had been locked in the main storage room with orders to continue work once lunch was consumed. 

      

    -“Last night was really bad,” said Ross after he had taken the first mouth-full from his can of slave food. “I am hurting all over.” 

    -“Me too. I thought I was going to die. I just wish I can get away from her,” replied Blake. 

    -“I have been wishing that for two years now,” said Ross. “And I think it is finally going to come true soon.” 

      

    -“What do you mean?” asked Blake. 

    -“Do you remember just after you came to Mistress Kate - you asked me if I had tried to escape?” Ross spoke with a noticeably lower voice now. 

      

    -“Yes?” 

    -“Well, I wasn’t completely forthright back then. I have actually done a bit more than briefly considering it. I have a plan. And I have done a bit of preparation.” 

      

    This was getting interesting, Blake thought, and waited for Ross to continue. 

      

    -“I couldn’t be sure that I could trust you right after you came, but I am going to take that chance now. I want your help and I want you to join me escaping from this island. We stand a better chance if we are two,” said Ross. 

      

    -“I am intrigued,” said Blake. “So what is your thinking?” 

      

    -“Come with me. I’ll show you,” said Ross and gestured for Blake to follow him. They mounted each their powered pallet jack, bringing their lunch cans with them. Following Ross, Blake drove to the opposite corner in the room, stopping next to a crate. 

      

    -“Take a look,” said Ross and drove his truck under the crate, lifted it, and moved it to the side. 

      

    Ross revealed a hole in the floor, which also seemed to go under the wall. It looked just big enough to fit a man. 

      

    -“I am through this wall. What’s left is only to widen the hole in the wall and penetrate the surface outside,” Ross explained. 

    -“How did you do this?” asked Blake 

      

    -“The concrete in this wall is in a poor state. It’s brittle. So using a set of cutlery I managed to get my hands on was sufficient for hacking it apart and digging,” Ross replied. “The dirt and residue I put in the crate there.” 

      

    -“But how could you avoid detection?” asked Blake amazed of what he saw. 

      

    -“I used breaks like this, when the Task Mistress is out for lunch. The previous Task Mistress here went out almost every day for at least an hour,” replied Ross. “I was always careful to cover it up well in time before she came back. I started working on this in June last year, and I was almost done when she was replaced by Corinne in November. Since then it has been much slower.” 

      

    -“Because she doesn’t leave as often?” 

    -“Yes. She is a nicer Mistress than the previous one, but she makes it harder to escape. And when you came in, I had to put the whole thing on ice until now.” 

      

    -“But do you know what to do once you complete the hole?” asked Blake. 

    -“Actually, yes,” replied Ross. “Have you noticed when Mistress Kate brings us down here in the morning that there are some boats moored to a small pier one block away?” 

    -“You can see it through the side street on your right hand just before we get here,” he added. 

      

    -“Yes I have seen those,” said Blake. 

    -“I hardly ever see anyone using them, and I have been working here for over a year. I hope we can borrow one of them to go over to Marion Island. It is 20 km or so across. It should be doable if the weather isn’t too bad.” 

    -“The boats are outside the weather dome, and so is the hole I have been digging. That will make it hard for anyone inside the dome to hear the boat,” Ross added. 

      

    -“And what do you do about the collars we are wearing?” asked Blake. 

    -“We’ll have to leave them on until we get there. But that is ok – Mistress Kate does not have a system for automatically shocking us if we run away. That is not practical when we are working outside the house. If the plan works, we are far outside her range by the time she knows we are missing.” 

      

    Ross had really thought this through. This plan could have potential, thought Blake. 

      

    -“What do you think?” asked Ross. 

      

    -“I am all in. The sooner I can get away from this place the better. How can I help?” 

      

    -“For now, just cover my work while I dig. If you make an extra effort in the lunch breaks she is out, Corinne won’t notice that I am spending my time on something else,” replied Ross. “I figure I need three or four lunch breaks to complete the tunnel.” 

      

    -“I can do that,” replied Blake. 

      

    -“Also, look out for crates that may contain clothes we can use. The temperature outside the weather dome is seldom more than 10 degrees, even now in the summer, and there is the wind to consider as well. We need something that can keep us warm and dry,” Ross added. 

      

    -“Will do,” said Blake and finished his can of slave food. “Let’s get the most out of this break.” 

      

    The two men went to work. 

      

    Warehouse G2, Amazon Island, Day 153 (6/3 2229), 12:35 

    -“I expect you to empty this container by the time I am back,” Mistress Corinne told the two slaves in her charge, and pointed to a large shipping container they had just started on.  

    -“I have not been impressed with your performance lately when I have been out,” she continued. “You have been far too relaxed, and that is not going to continue. If I still find crates in this container when I am back, I am going to punish you severely. Is that understood slaves?” 

      

    -“Yes, Mistress,” Ross and Blake answered in unison. 

      

    Corinne looked them in the eyes for a second and then turned and exited the main storage room. The door closed automatically behind her, and as did all doors and gates to this facility. They could only be opened using her wrist unit. 

      

    Blake was quietly excited for yet another opportunity to work on their escape. This was the fourth such occasion since Ross revealed his plan. Blake had found new optimism in the last few weeks, as he now viewed a realistic chance of escaping captivity. 

      

    Working on the escape had already resulted in one punishment beating from Mistress Corinne for slow work, and based on what she said before she now left, there would probably be another later today – emptying that container in time would be hard even if they worked 100% on it. But it was completely worth it. A chance to escape slavery permanently was worth countless beatings. And the punishments dished out by Mistress Corinne were only a drop in the ocean compared to what Mistress Kate put them through anyway. 

      

    -“The tunnel is pretty much ready to be used now,” said Ross with a low voice a minute after Mistress Corinne had disappeared. “I will spend just a little time to make the hole in the surface on the other side big enough and to find something to cover it with. Then I will sneak over to the boats to see if any of them look usable.” 

    -“Ok,” said Blake. “Be careful and avoid being seen. I will work full throttle on the container.” 

      

    Warehouse G2, Amazon Island, Day 153 (6/3 2229), 13:35 

    Blake was working as fast as he could moving crates out of the shipping container and into various smaller transport containers. He was starting to get a little worried for Ross – he had been gone for quite a while on his 

    reconnaissance mission now. 

      

    Just then, Ross appeared on his powered pallet jack. He drove it up next to Blake’s. 

    -“I thought you were in trouble,” said Blake. 

    -“Sorry it took time. There were actually someone at the pier when I went. A Mistress and a slave went out with one of the boats. I had to wait until they were far enough out before I could go in to have a closer look,” said Ross. 

      

    -“So what did you find?” 

    -“It looked good,” replied Ross. “There are at least two boats there I think we can ‘borrow’ without trouble. Old-style open boats with outboard motors – no key needed. 

      

    -“Also, it is fucking cold out there,” Ross added. “Even when the sun is shining. It has been so long since I have been outside the weather dome that I had forgotten how it felt like. We really need clothes.” 

      

    -“Well, we should be good on that front,” said Blake. Over the last weeks, he had opened crates going to outlets selling outdoor clothing. He had taken some of the items in them, hoping it wouldn’t be noticed. And with hiking shoes, jacket and trousers as well as woollen underwear for both of them, Blake thought they would be equipped to face the harsh climate of the Southern Ocean. 

      

    -“I think we are ready to make our bolt for freedom,” said Ross. “But we have to get the timing right. I think we need to do it at a time when we have the cover of darkness.” 

      

    -“You don’t think it is better to go when Mistress Corinne is going out for lunch?” asked Blake. 

      

    -“No, the pier and the sea outside is visible from quite a few office buildings and apartment blocks along the shore. It is too much risk of getting caught if we do it in daylight.” 

      

    -“So we need Mistress Corinne to be distracted in the evening hours then?” 

      

    -“Yes. And we also need it to be nice weather, or we won’t make it across alive. This means we can’t wait too long. Autumn has started and the weather is only getting worse. After April it is too late.” 

      

    -“I see,” said Blake. “Let’s keep track of the weather each day then, and then pounce once Corinne looks away on a good evening.” 

      

    -“Exactly. We’ll even go tonight if we get the chance,” responded Ross. “Now, let’s try to clear this container before Mistress is back.” 

      

    Ross and Blake worked for ten minutes, before they were interrupted by Mistress Corinne returning from her break. She went straight for the container, and established right away that the slaves had failed to empty it. 

      

    -“In my office! Right now! Both of you!” she ordered. 

      

    Blake knew he was in for severe punishment. But he would get through it. And then he could look forward to the escape. 

     

    Warehouse G2, Amazon Island, Day 177 (30/3 2229), 18:55 

    March had been a frustrating month for Blake and Ross. They had a plan for escaping that was just waiting to be executed, but they never seemed to get the chance.  

      

    The weather had been bad for much of the time. Too windy for Blake and Ross to dare go out on the sea in an open boat.  

      

    And on the few days with calmer weather, Mistress Corinne just didn’t get the necessary distractions for an escape to be attempted. 

      

    Blake had started airing thoughts for Ross if they should risk being less discriminating on the weather, and Ross said he had been thinking the same. 

      

    Fortunately they did not have to do that. Today, had been a remarkably calm day weather-wise, and it now looked like they were getting the break from Corinne that they needed. 

      

    After having received a phone call in her office, Corinne had announced to the slaves that she would be gone for 15 minutes, and then quickly left. 

      

    -“This is it,” said Blake. “The weather is good today. Let’s go.” 

    -“This is as good chance as we’ll ever get,” concurred Ross. 

      

    Blake got onto Ross’ pallet truck, and he took the two of them to the hole. Blake jumped off the truck, and Ross removed the crate covering the hole. Blake then opened the crate from the top.  

      

    On top of a pile of dirt and pieces of concrete were the winter clothes he had set a side. He took them out of the crate and tossed them on the floor, and then began getting dressed. Ross did the same. 

      

    Two minutes later, both of them were dressed in grey and blue hiking outfits. 

      

    Blake nodded to signal he was ready.  

    -“Crawl through and wait for me on the other side,” said Ross. “I will try to cover our tracks on this side.” 

      

    Blake jumped into the hole and crawled under the wall. As he did so, he noticed Ross moved the crate to partially cover the hole, but leaving just enough space for him to squeeze into it next to the wall. 

      

    The tunnel Ross had dug was just wide enough to squeeze through. Blake had to struggle for half a minute to get through the thinnest point, defined by a square opening between exposed rebars.  

      

    Once he was through, he could easily crawl out on the other side. Blake removed the sheet of tarp covering the opening, and he stood up, taking a breath from the cold air outside the weather dome.  

      

    Blake was standing in a 2 meter wide alley between two warehouses. Ten meters away from him up the alley was a glass wall marking the edge of the weather dome which shielded most of the city from the environment outside. The glass wall stretched all the way up to the roofs of the buildings on each side, on which the proper dome rested.  

      

    Further up the alley, on the other side of the glass wall was an elevator shaft and some other technical installations obscuring the view to the streets beyond. 

      

     Ten meters down the alley in the opposite direction was the edge of the quay and the sea. The quay made a buffer of a few meters between the shoreline and the buildings alongside for several hundred meters. 

      

    50 meters away was a small pier that had half a dozen boats moored to it. Blake could not see anyone there, which was good. 

      

    It was twilight, but it was a clear day, so Blake could just about see the contours of Marion Island in the south. He could also see a source of light on the east end of the island – that would be Transvaal Cove, the island’s settlement. 

      

    As Blake studied his surroundings, Blake appeared from the hole. 

      

    -“I hid the pallet jacks behind the shelves. That might buy us a little time before she realises we are missing,” said Ross. “Let’s hurry.” 

    Ross led the way to the pier, and Blake followed him.  

      

    At the base of the pier they stopped for a few seconds in the shadow of the closest building to make sure no one was there to see them. 

      

    Ross then darted over to the closest boat on the pier, with Blake close on his heels. It was a simple white 20-foot boat of plastic with an outboard motor. 

      

    -“We can take this one,” Ross said as he unmoored the boat. “Jump in.” 

    Blake climbed on board and took a seat in the middle of the boat, and shortly after, Ross took his seat next to the engine at the back. 

      

    Blake pushed the boat away from the pier and Ross started the engine, which made what Blake thought was a horribly loud noise for an escape vehicle. 

      

    But soon enough, the boat was heading south towards Marion Island, and the sound became less of a concern to Blake. It looked like they had gone undetected so far, and with every minute, Amazon Island was farther away. 

      

    Blake felt really lucky he met Ross. Not only was he one of the seemingly few slaves who shared Blake’s desire for escaping slavery. He also happened to have a dug an escape tunnel, and he also had some maritime experience – at least enough to know how to start this boat. Things were really looking good. 

      

    Southern Ocean, Day 177 (30/3 2229), 19:20 

    Blake and Ross were halfway between Amazon Island and Marion Island, and it was now too dark to see either island directly, but they could clearly see lights from the settlements on both islands. 

      

    On Amazon Island, human light sources covered practically the entire island, whereas on Marion Island only the easternmost tip gave off light, as that contained its only settlement, Transvaal Cove, with the rest of the island being a nature preserve. 

      

    With current and wind blowing from west, Ross tried to aim a bit west of the settlement to ensure they would have a chance to reach land with oars should they run out of fuel. 

      

    The weather was getting worse. The moderate breeze that blew when they left had now become a strong breeze, and the sea was quite choppy. Blake and Ross would have been thoroughly wet from spray had it not been for their clothing, and they were both freezing on their hands and ears, which were exposed. 

      

    Off Marion Island, Day 177 (30/3 2229), 19:35 

    The wind was approaching a gale, and it had now started raining. Blake was certain that had this been the weather before they set out, they would not have gone through with it. 

      

    But that did not matter now. They were going to make it. They were too close to fail now. Blake estimated they were only 2-3 km from the island; they were close enough to just discern its contours against the background in the faint light from a half moon. 

      

    Lights from Transvaal Cove were visible beyond a headland a bit east of their current heading. 

      

    -“I am going to take us closer to the coast first, and then follow it to town,” shouted Ross over the noise of the engine and the winds. 

    Blake nodded in reply. 

      

    A few minutes later they were 50 meters or so form the shore, and Ross turned to follow the coast, with the lights from the town guiding him. 

      

    The rain was getting worse, and the wind picked up further. Clouds were partially obscuring the moon. Waves were breaking hard against rocks on the shore. Blake was getting anxious. He no longer felt safe in the boat. 

      

    -“We should go ashore here and walk the last bit,” he shouted to Ross. 

    -“Agree,” he replied, and turned the boat towards the shore while reducing the throttle.  

      

    They carefully approached land. Visibility was only a few meters, and they could only hope they would get to the beach before they hit something else. 

      

    Suddenly the boat bumped into a rock and Blake fell off his seat. Moments later a large wave flushed over the boat, and Blake went overboard and into the water.  

      

    Fortunately, he discovered after a second, it was less than a meter deep. He got up on his feet, only for another wave to flush over him. 

      

    After another moment to recover, Blake waded ashore. 

      

    -“Ross, where are you? I am ashore,” he cried out at the top of his lungs.” 

      

    -“Me too,” came the reply from about ten meters away. 

      

    The two men made eye contact and trudged ten meters inland to put some distance between themselves and the waves. 

      

    -“I was flushed overboard,” said Ross. “You too?” 

    -“Yes. But we are both ashore. That’s the important thing,” replied Blake. “We are free now. Finally.” 

      

    -“We may be free, but we are also soaked. And I am getting cold,” said Ross. “We need to get to town fast.” 

      

    Blake nodded. There was not a patch of dry skin on his body, and he was already shaking from cold. 

    -“Let’s head for the lights, he said. 
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    Marion Island, Day 177 (30/3 2229), 20:00 

    Blake and Ross held a decent pace on their walk to the Transvaal Cove settlement. The terrain was reasonably flat, and mostly grass covered. There were few obstacles to slow them down.  

      

    Keeping a good pace also helped keeping their bodies warm, but it was not sufficient to offset the effect of the wind and being wet. They were freezing. 

      

    They had walked 2 or 3 kilometres, and now approached a two-storey building that was separated from the town itself by half a kilometre or so. There were lights coming from some of the windows, and Blake and Ross had decided to see if there was someone there who could help them. 

      

    Blake did know a little about Marion Island and what he could expect to find there, but not much. He had of course seen the island and its snow-dotted peaks many times from Mistress Lauren’s apartment, but most of what he knew he had learned from Ross. Ross had been on the island once before, together with his former Mistress. 

      

    With almost 300 square kilometres, Marion Island was the bigger sister of Amazon Island, and together the two made up the Prince Edward Islands. South Africa still retained full sovereignty on Marion Island, unlike Amazon Island, which was ruled locally by the Charter City of Amazon Island.  

      

    Most of Marion Island was however a nature reserve. Only the area around Transvaal Cove on the north east coast of the island was inhabited, and the town of Transvaal Cove had a few hundred inhabitants. 

      

    The most important economic activity on Marion Island was tourism. And the biggest source for tourism was by far Amazon Island. The Marion Island Nature Reserve was the only destination for proper outdoor experiences within reasonable distance from Amazon Island, as Amazon Island itself was fully urbanised. 

      

    A daily ferry service between Amazon Island and Transvaal Cove allowed inhabitants of Amazon Island to reach Marion Island to go hiking in pristine sub-Antarctic wilderness. This was what Ross had done on his previous visit to Marion Island 

      

    Neither Ross nor Blake knew what kind of government presence they could expect to find in Transvaal Cove. Given the low population it was unlikely to be much, however. 

      

    The men were now in front of the building. A sign over the front door read “Marion Island Nature Reserve Park Service”. 

      

    Blake tried opening the glass door, but it was locked, and the office behind it was dark. He then knocked on the door a few times. 

      

    Ross suggested they go around the house and knock on the windows that were lit, and they were about to do that when the lights came on in the front section. 

      

    A barefoot Woman wearing blue jeans and a black camisole came towards them. She opened the door. 

      

    She wore no make-up save for her black-painted toenails. She had an attractive face, with thick lips and high cheek-bones, though it had a certain roughness about it, like one get spending much time outdoors in a harsh climate. Her semi-long blond hair was in a ponytail. 

      

    -“What can I do for you?” she asked 

    -“Our boat capsized, and we need…” Blake started before he was interrupted. 

    -“You need dry clothes and heat. Come on in. I’ll help you,” the Woman said. She spoke with distinctively South African accent. 

      

    Blake and Ross entered, and followed the Woman through the office after she had closed the door behind them. The two men were so wet they left a trail of water on the floor. 

      

    -“You certainly look like you are shipwrecked. First you need to get out of your clothes. You can change back here,” said the Woman as they came into what looked like a changing room. “I will find some clothes you can borrow.” 

      

    Blake and Ross started undressing, and the Woman disappeared behind a corner. Blake struggled a bit with the undressing. It went a lot slower when he was as cold and wet as he was. Ross was as slow. None of them said anything. 

      

    The Woman came back when Blake had stripped down to his shorts. She carried two towels and two sets of clothes, all neatly folded. 

      

    -“These are reserve uniforms for the park service that you can borrow,” she said and put it all down on the bench that ran along one of the walls in the room. 

      

    -“I am Jana, by the way,” she introduced herself. 

    -“I am Blake,” said Blake and stretched out his hand. Jana shook his hand briefly. Ross then offered his hand and presented himself. 

      

    Blake hesitated a little taking off his shorts, waiting for Jana to leave them again, but Jana took a seat on the bench. 

    -“I don’t mind. You don’t have anything I haven’t seen,” she said when she noticed his hesitation. 

      

    Blake stripped all the way, and then picked up a towel to dry himself. He did not mind either. 

      

    -“So what happened?” Jana asked. 

      

    Ross answered. 

    -“We were in an open boat when we were surprised by the storm. We then decided to land at the closest point, but a big wave made our boat capsize just as we came in, so we both went in the water.” 

      

    -“We then started walking to town, but stopped here since we saw lights,” added Blake. 

      

    -“And you came from Amazon Island I can see,” said Jana. 

    -“Yes, how so?” asked Blake. 

    -“Your backs,” she answered. “Men from elsewhere normally don’t wear stripes like that. Even when they misbehave.” 

    She smiled wryly. 

      

    Ross and Blake’s backsides were as always marked by Mistress Kate’s latest whipping, and when they were naked drying themselves, there was no hiding it. 

      

    -“So why were you out in a small boat at night?” 

      

    -“We ran away,” replied Blake. “We were held in slavery, and we escaped. Now we need to get back to our home countries.” 

      

    -“So you had enough of the femdom lifestyle?” asked Jana. “But couldn’t you just get out with a plane rather than risking your lives at sea? Slavery there is voluntary I understand.” 

      

    -“It is not that simple,” replied Ross. “We are not allowed to terminate slavery contracts without Mistress’ consent.” 

      

    -“And in my case I didn’t come voluntarily. I was kidnapped,” added Blake. 

      

    “I see,” said Jana. “The slaves I have spoken to earlier all seemed happy with their situation. I guess that is not always the case. 

      

    Living so close to Amazon Island, it seemed plausible to Blake that Jana would have met quite a few slaves. 

      

    -“No worries though. I will help you. You can sleep here tonight, and tomorrow we’ll see what we can do to get you repatriated,” said Jana 

      

      

    Blake and Ross finished drying themselves, and started putting on the clothes they had been given. 

      

    -“Let’s go to my living room, that’s the warmest room here,” said Jana as they were almost dressed. 

      

    Blake and Ross readily agreed, and Jana took them to her living room before she proceeded to the kitchen to prepare food. She came back a few minutes later with a few sandwiches, and ate together with the two men. 

      

    The three of them talked for a few hours afterwards before they all retired for the evening. 

      

    Blake and Ross conveyed the stories of how they had ended up as Mistress Kate’s slaves and of their escape. Jana listened with interest and seemed genuinely concerned for them. She repeated her promise to help them. 

      

    Blake and Ross also learned a little about Jana and what she was doing. She was a biologist and she had been on Marion Island for ten years now working with the Nature Reserve. For the last three years she had been the chief warden, and she had a staff of two to help her manage the park. The other two stayed in their own apartments in town. 

      

    She was very familiar with Amazon Island and the femdom ideology which was practiced there. After all, most of the visitors to Marion Island were from there, and when Jana needed a break from the work in the park, she went to Amazon Island. It was a proper city, was more vibrant, and offered so much more in entertainment options than tiny Transvaal Cove. 

    She also had friends there. 

      

    While Jana did not come across as a supporter of femdom ideology, she had at least a degree of sympathy for it. She thought it was cool to have a place where Women were fully in charge, and enjoyed her visits there. 

      

    She did not have any plans to move to Amazon Island, however. She was an outdoor-girl, and enjoyed her current job and lifestyle too much to move to a city.  

      

    Overall, Blake had a good impression of Jana. She was a capable and caring Woman. She had saved them from the elements, taken them into her home, and she seemed sincere in wanting to help them. 

      

    Blake thought it had been great talking to her in the evening. It was the first time in half a year he had talked to a Woman who treated him as an equal. 

      

    Warden’s residence, Marion Island, Day 178 (31/3 2229), 09:30 

    Blake woke up from the sounds of Ross getting dressed. The two of them had slept in a small two-bed guest room in Jana’s apartment. There was a window in the room, and judging from the light outside, Blake figured it was already late in the morning. 

      

    Blake had not had slept this long in the morning since before he was captured. He felt very well rested. 

      

    Ross left the room, heading for the shower as Blake got out of bed and started getting dressed. 

      

    A minute later, Blake went to the living room, waiting for the shower to free up. There he met Jana. She was wearing grey hiking pants and a pink thermal underwear top. 

    -“Good morning!” she said. “Did you sleep well?” 

      

    -“Very well, thank you!” replied Blake. 

      

    -“I let you sleep long. I thought you needed a little rest.” 

      

    -“Much appreciated,” replied Blake. “Have you been up long?” 

      

    -“Since six o’clock. I am always an early riser,” said Jana. 

    -“Speaking of which,” she continued, “I have gotten in touch with the proper authorities this morning. There will be someone here to help you later today. I will be here in the office today to do some paper work and to keep you company.” 

      

    -“Thank you,” said Blake. “You have been very good to us.” 

      

    -“Nothing out of the ordinary,” she replied. “And while we wait, do find yourself something to eat in the kitchen if you want breakfast.” 

      

    -“Will do, thanks,” he replied. “….right after I have had a shower.” 

    Ross had just come out of the bathroom, and Blake wanted his turn.  

      

    Warden’s residence, Marion Island, Day 178 (31/3 2229), 12:30 

    Blake and Ross had spent most of the early day catching up on news and world events. As slaves they did not carry wrist units, and their access to internet connected devices were severely limited. Now they could use the screens in Jana’s house, and they took advantage of that to the full. 

      

    Blake made some searches on himself and his wife Sophie. There were a couple of news articles from half a year ago about his disappearance and they revealed that the police were without clues to what had happened.  

      

    The police was confident Blake had come to London after his departure from Chile due to his public transport usage. There were however no witnesses who had seen him, and they therefore knew nothing of his intentions or whom he had met, making it difficult for the case to progress. 

      

    This meant that his girl-friend Hannah had not come forward, and that – no surprise - Sophie had not admitted Blake had made it to their house. 

      

    The articles made some speculations to what had happened to Blake ranging from suicide to kidnapping for ransom. 

      

    The searches Blake made on Sophie did not reveal much. Apart from her mentions in the articles on his own disappearance, he found only her updates on social and professional sites. These indicated Sophie still lived in their house and worked in the same place.  

      

    There was one new thing about her, though. She apparently had a boy-friend. It hurt Blake when he read it. He felt jealous and he actually missed her. Blake was a little surprised over this emotion. He should by all accounts hate her and not care what relationships she were in. How cruel had she not been selling him off to slavery? 

      

    Yet, knowing that she was with another man triggered a button in Blake. Apparently some average-looking government bureaucrat. What could he possibly offer Sophie? 

      

    Blake decided not to spend more time finding information on his wife’s boyfriend. It only upset him. 

      

    Blake did not get to do any more searches, however. The internet connection was cut. That had happened to Ross as well. The two of them checked with Jana, and she told them she had lost connection too, and she had notified the telecom provider of the problem. Her wrist unit was still working though, but she needed it for her work. 

      

    Not able to get more information, Blake and Ross, talked about what they had found, and what their plans were when they came home. 

      

    Ross was only aiming to go back to a normal life. He had not been subject to anything that were against the local laws, and he did not intend to do anything in retaliation for what had happened on Amazon Island. He was in any event not opposed to femdom, he had just found life under Mistress Kate to be too much. 

      

    Blake, on the other hand, was determined to do what he could to bring those who had enslaved him to justice, and bring light to the fact that involuntary slavery existed on Amazon Island. In particular, he wanted Mistress Elizabeth’s network to come to the attention of the police. 

      

    Blake was a bit more hesitant when it came to his wife, but she too would need to be held accountable for what she did to him. 

      

    Neither Ross nor Blake had sent any messages to the rest of the world yet. They were still a bit too close to Amazon Island to want to do something that might allow someone there to pinpoint their position. 

      

    Warden’s residence, Marion Island, Day 178 (31/3 2229), 15:30 

    Blake and Ross were in Jana’s living room playing cards to pass time as they waited for the authorities to arrive. Jana entered the room from her office. 

      

    -“They should be here any minute now,” she told them. “The boat just arrived.” 

      

    -“They came by boat?” asked Ross. “Exactly who are coming to see us? And why would they be coming by boat?”  

    Ross and Blake had tried earlier in the day to ask Jana what authorities they coming to them, but Jana had been rather vague in her answers. 

      

     Jana looked at the floor and hesitated for a few seconds. Then she looked up at them again. 

      

    -“Ross, Blake, I am sorry I have not been entirely open with you on this,” she started. 

    -“The authorities I have contacted are from Amazon Island, and they are the ones coming.” 

      

    Blake and Ross looked at Jana with open mouths. Surprise and betrayal were written all over their faces. 

      

    -“It’s for the best,” said Jana. “I have given it a lot of thought, and it has to be this way.” 

      

    Blake was feeling a sense of panic. 

    -“We need to get away from here,” he said. 

      

    -“No, please listen to me,” said Jana. 

      

    Neither Blake nor Ross had any intention to do so. They were already on their feet. Ross walked quickly towards the door to the front office and Blake followed. 

      

    -“Do not go through that door,” Jana ordered with authority in her voice. 

      

    Ross simply ignored Jana, opened the door and started running for the front door. 

      

    Blake, however, hesitated a little. Half a year on Amazon Island had taught him orders from females were to be followed. After a second of thinking he overruled this instinct and started running after Ross. 

      

    He did not get far, however. Two meters into the office he felt a knock in his back, and he was pushed down to the floor. Jana had tackled him from behind, and now she was sitting on top of Blake as he witnessed Ross disappear out the front door. 

      

    Blake tried to fight and throw her off for a few seconds, but to no avail. Her thighs squeezed tight on his torso, and he could not move her. She grabbed one of his arms and twisted it behind his back, making resistance all the more painful. 

      

    Blake realised his chance to get away had passed. He stopped fighting. Jana was not taking any chances, however. While still sitting on Blake’s back and holding his arm, she reached to a drawer in her desk with the other hand. She opened it, and pulled out a pair of hand-cuffs. 

      

    Jana fixed the hand-cuffs around Blake’s wrists. 

    -“This is the first time I use these,” she said. “I have police authority on this island.” 

      

    -“Why are you doing this?” asked Blake resigned. 

      

    -“It is the best for everyone,” she answered. “I have been on Amazon Island enough times to know that men are very happy as slaves for Women when they are properly trained and treated. 

    -“If the two of you went out in the wider world to create a scandal, everyone would suffer. It could cause the charter of Amazon Island to be revoked, and that would also be the end of the community and the park here on Marion. It would not be a disaster.” 

      

    -“But we were held as slaves,” pleaded Blake. “I was kidnapped, and held against my will.” 

      

    -“I know, that was bad, and it gave me second thoughts. But I talked to my friends, and they assured me every male can learn to accept and enjoy slavery under a Woman. When I contacted the Amazon Island police, they could confirm they would see to it that you would get the training you need and also be put in the care of another Mistress,” Jana answered. 

      

    -“Please, I don’t want to go back to that place,” said Blake, not feeling reassured at all. 

      

    -“It will be all right,” said Jana. “They gave me their word, and I am going to visit you, to see that they keep it.” 

      

    Desperate, Blake tried another argument. 

    -“Ross got away, so you still get the scandal. There is no point of holding me. Please let me go. I won’t tell anything to anyone if you let me go.” 

      

    -“Don’t be silly. Ross won’t get far. We will track him down in no time. He has nowhere to go,” she replied. 

    -“You are going back, no matter what you say. You need to accept that. You should know not to argue with a Woman,” she added with a stricter voice. 

      

    -“Sorry, M…” Blake replied, stopping just before he instinctively used the title which he had been taught to refer to Women over the last months. 

      

    -“Say it,” said Jana. “Use the correct way of addressing me.” 

      

    -“Sorry, Mistress.” 

    -“Very good,” said Jana and patted Blake’s head. “Accept you are a slave, and everything will become better. 

      

    At that moment, the front door opened, and four Women dressed in black leather coats and boots entered. Blake recognised one of them as the blond policewoman who had caned him when he had gone to the police last year. 

      

    Jana, who had until now been sitting on top of Blake rose to her feet. 

    -“I am sorry, but they tried to flee when I made the mistake of telling them that you were coming,” she told the policewomen. “I stopped this one, but the other one ran out of here just a minute ago.” 

      

    -“Yes, we saw someone leaving from here just as we approached,” replied one of the policewomen. She looked Asian, and wore long straight hair in a ponytail. “He ran inland, away from town.” 

      

    -“He won’t get far. I will help you track him down,” said Jana. “There are not many places to hide, and I know every one of them.” 

      

    Blake knew that was true. He had seen the terrain surrounding them in the daylight, and there was no vegetation taller than grass. It was very easy to spot someone from a distance here. 

      

    -“Let’s go right away,” said Jana. “Just take care of this one first,” she said and pointed to Blake on the floor. 

      

    -“I can take him back to the city while the rest of you search for the last one.” said the blonde who Blake recognised.  

    -“Sounds good,” said the Asian policewoman who seemed to be in charge. “Cora, take this slave back, while the rest of us search for the other slave.” 

      

    Cora went over to Blake, who was still on the floor, face down. She bent down over him, and placed her knee with most of her gravity on his back. Blake was kept firmly in position as Cora replaced Jana’s handcuffs with her own; Cora then put Blake in ankle cuffs as well. 

      

    -“Get up,” she told Blake, and pulled him up by his hair. She then grabbed his arm and marched him out the door. 

      

    Behind them, Jana was putting on her outer clothes and explaining the policewomen how they would find Ross. 

      

    Cora led Blake outside and then into a standard person transport vehicle. As almost any road vehicle in the 23rd century it was driverless. She pushed Blake into the passenger compartment and then followed herself. Then, with the push of a button and a voice command, Cora instructed the vehicle to take them to the harbour. 
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    Transvaal Cove Harbour, Marion Island, Day 178 (31/3 2229), 15:45 

    After a three-minute ride, the vehicle arrived at the small harbour in Transvaal Cove. Cora had not spoken to Blake at all, just watched him with menacing eyes. Her look scared him. He knew she was going to hurt him. 

      

    He also knew the next minutes might be his last chance of getting away from her. It was only Cora escorting him. Blake had no doubt she was a strong Woman, and he knew that he himself was cuffed and hobbled. But she was only one. 

      

    And it had to be now. On this island, as opposed to the island she was taking him to, Blake could hope people would help him escape slavery. Though this could not be guaranteed, as Jana had just showed him. 

      

    Cora opened the door stepped and out of the car. 

    -“Get out!” she ordered Blake, and Blake followed her out. 

      

    Blake looked around. Behind him was Transvaal Cove town. It was little more than a cluster of low-rise buildings separated by a few streets. 

      

    In front of him was the harbour. It was not very big – moorings along a few short jetties and protected by two breakwaters. There were maybe fifteen vessels of various sizes in the harbour – most of them fishing vessels. 

      

    There were not many people in the harbour. Blake could just see three near what appeared to be the terminal building for the ferry service. 

      

    It was overcast, and a light breeze was blowing, and there was a drizzle in the air. 

      

    Cora grabbed Blake’s left arm and forced him to walk alongside the quay towards a boat marked “Amazon Island Police”. 

      

    Blake decided it was now or never. He quickly figured he could push Cora over the edge of the quay four meters to her left and into the water. That would buy him enough time to disappear in the town, even if the ankle cuffs slowed him down. 

      

    They were twenty meters from the police boat when Blake decided to strike. He sharply moved to the left, pushing Cora in the same direction with his shoulder against hers. Cora was taken by surprise, and Blake forced her towards the edge. 

      

    But it was not enough. A meter and a half from the edge, she managed to take a step back, and Blake’s shoulder lost contact with her. Blake almost fell over the edge himself when the resistance she provided disappeared. 

      

    Cora struck Blake in the back with her right hand – half way a punch and half way a push. It knocked the already unsteady Blake to the ground. 

      

    -“There is no fucking way you can pull something like that on me,” Cora said in low but angry voice. “I know you’re a troublemaker. Don’t think I will let down my guard.” 

      

    She kicked Blake as he was on the ground. Her boot impacted his belly with considerable force and knocked the wind out of him. 

      

    -“Get up!” she ordered him. 

      

    Struggling to breathe after her blow, Blake could not get on his feet immediately, and Cora kicked him again, this time in his thigh, adding to his pain. 

      

    Cora then grabbed Blake by his hair and forced him to crawl after her for the remaining meters to the gangplank connecting the police boat to the quay. Reduced after her initial blow, Blake could do little to resist. 

      

    Cora dragged him over the gangplank, across the deck and into the front cabin of the 40 foot boat. Blake tried half-heartedly to resist as Cora dragged him towards two cages in the cabin. He had given up hope he could escape from her. 

      

    Cora pushed Blake to the floor with her foot, and pulled out a riding crop from her boot. Only now did Blake notice that her black leather boot included a purpose-designed pocket for holding a crop. Ladies from Amazon Island always seemed to have a whip close at hand. 

      

    -“Get in the cage!” she ordered and raised the crop over her head. 

    Before Blake could react, she brought it down with full force on his back. 

      

    Blake knew he had to obey. There was nothing to gain by resisting further. He hurried into one of the cages as fast as he could, as Cora gave him a barrage of strokes with her crop. 

      

    When he was in, Cora closed the door and locked it with a padlock, before she turned to the boat’s control system to instruct it to take them to Amazon Island.  

      

    The computer piloted boat unmoored itself and started moving out of Transvaal Cove Harbour. 

      

    Police Station, Amazon Island, Day 178 (31/3 2229), 17:05 

    Blake found himself naked and locked in a small prison cell in the same police station he had gone to when he tried to escape Mistress Lauren a few months ago.  

      

    It was a bleak room with white walls and no windows. There were no fixtures apart from a sleeping bench, a sink and a toilet. The short wall facing the hall between the cells consisted of vertical metal bars, and constituted the door to his cell. 

      

    Blake could therefore look into the cells opposite his own. There were no one there.  

      

    Cora had brought him in here fifteen minutes ago. She had hardly said a word to him for the whole trip from Marion. Just curt commands to make Blake move where she wanted him. Blake had made no further efforts to resist her. 

      

    Even so, Cora had applied her crop liberally as she marched Blake through the city from the harbour to the police station. Blake could only assume she would have been harsher had he tried to defy her. 

      

    Once in the station he had been ordered to strip, and then placed in this cell. 

      

    Blake sat naked on the bench with his face buried in his hands, despairing over his situation. He did not know exactly what would happen to him, but he knew it would be bad. 

      

    In any event, he would be punished for escaping. From his experience with Mistress Lauren, he knew he was unlikely to be shown any mercy. And when the punishment would end, he would probably face an even stricter regime than before.  

      

    If there was any truth in what Jana told Blake just before she handed him over to the police, he would get more training and a new Mistress, but that gave little hope. It would probably just mean more attempts to brainwash him through whipping by an even harsher Mistress. 

      

    Blake heard a door open, and the heels of a Lady’s boots clicking against the floor. Blake leaned towards the bars, and he saw Cora coming towards his cell. 

      

    She had taken off the leather coat she was wearing when she arrested him, and was now wearing her regular uniform of white shirt, black skirt and black knee-high boots. Her lipstick had been refreshed; her gorgeous lips were cherry red, the same colour as her nails. 

      

    Cora looked at Blake with the same menacing look that had unnerved him on trip from Marion Island, and to emphasize the point, she had in her hand a big bullwhip. 

      

    -“I thought I taught you a lesson in obedience and loyalty to your Mistress the last time you were here, boy,” she said as she unlocked his cell. “Clearly it did not work. I should have beaten you harder.” 

      

    -“Get up,” she told Blake as she came into the cell. Blake did as he was told. He knew she would beat him severely.  

      

    Cora took Blake by his hair and forced him out of the cell. 

      

    -“Give me your hands,” she ordered him in the hall outside the cell. 

    Blake obeyed again. He knew only cooperating completely with her would let him avoid extra punishment. 

      

    Cora detached a pair of handcuffs from the belt around her waist, and attached it to one of Blake’s wrists. She then lifted Blake’s hands over his head, pulled the handcuffs behind a bar over the cell door and fixed the cuff to his other wrist. In heels, she stood taller than Blake and could easily reach. 

      

    Blake could feel the subtle arousing scent of Cora’s perfume as she restrained him. It was a very attractive Woman who was about to whip him. But Blake’s mind was dominated by fear. 

      

    Cora took her position behind Blake. Blake turned his head to look at her, and saw her running the length of a 2-meter bullwhip through her fingers. 

      

    -“This is to teach you never to run away from your Mistress again,” she said and raised the whip over her head and moving her left foot half a step forward. 

      

    Blake looked away, and half a second later he felt the full force of the whip impact diagonally across his back. It was every bit as painful as he remembered it from previous encounters with bullwhips. 

      

    Three seconds later, she struck again, just as hard. Blake groaned loudly as he felt the whip burn across his back. 

      

    And after another three seconds, Blake yelled out his pain as the whip again impacted his back.  
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    And it continued this way, seemingly forever. Cora’s whip stuck Blake’s back with full force in a regular rhythm. Cora was a strong Woman, and the whip was heavy. It was as painful as any whipping Blake had taken before, and he screamed continuously. He soon lost sense of where he was, only consumed with the intense pain of the whip. 

      

    Mid-way in the punishment, which lasted at least 15 minutes, Cora stopped to gag Blake. 

    -“I can’t listen to your noise, slave boy,” she told him. 

    Blake sobbed as Cora put a ball gag in his mouth. 

      

    At the end of the beating, Blake’s back was a bloody mess. He fell to the floor when Cora removed his gag and released him from the handcuffs. 

      

    -“Kiss my boots,” she told the defeated man on the floor. “Accept that you are nothing but a slave.” 

      

    Exhausted from the whipping he had received, Blake slowly did as she told him, placing a kiss on each of her boots. 

      

    -“Get back in the cell,” Cora ordered him. 

    Blake crawled in on his hands and knees, still sobbing. 

      

    -“You are lucky, slave, that the warden lobbied on your behalf,” said Cora to Blake. “She insisted we send you to a Mistress that can train you to overcome your desire to run away.” 

    -“You better learn from her,” she continued. “If I ever see you back here for escaping, I don’t know what I will do to you, but you can be sure this whipping will be nothing in comparison. Is that understood, slave?” 

      

    Blake just nodded in reply, terrified of Cora. 

      

    Cora slammed the cell door shut, and locked it. She then left the room with quick, determined steps. 
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    Police Station, Amazon Island, Day 181, (3/4 2229), 13:40 

    Blake was sitting on the bench in the cell. He was bored. Nothing had happened for the past two days, and there was nothing to do in the cell. 

      

    Three times a day he was given a bottle of water and a can of slavefood. Had it not been for this, Blake would have thought they had forgotten him in the cell. 

      

    I wasn’t all bad, though. At least he was not being beaten anymore. Blake had received plenty of that the two first days here. Cora and the Asian policewoman from Marion had interrogated him extensively on how Blake and Ross had conducted their escape.  

      

    Most of that time, he had spent strapped over a table, while the female interrogators beat answers out of him with canes. Blake had not provided them with much of a challenge. He told everything he knew as soon as they asked him, not holding anything back. There was nothing to win by being difficult. He knew Ross’ attempt to get away was doomed, and Blake was not going to take extra beatings only to keep alive an illusion that Ross had any chance. 

      

    Even so, Blake received many strokes as the policewomen ensured they got every detail of the escape plan and execution. 

      

    At the end of the second day of interrogation, Cora casually confirmed Ross’ fate. 

      

    -“By the way, in case you are interested. We caught your friend just an hour after we got you. Thought you might find that interesting,” she had said as she left Blake in his cell after completing the interrogation.  

      

    Cora had not spoken to Blake since then and neither had anyone else. He had just been left to the boredom of the cell. 

      

    Until now. The door connecting the cells to the rest of the police station opened, and two Ladies entered. It was one of a policewoman he had seen a few times over the last days – a black girl. With her was a Woman Blake instantly recognised. 

      

    It was Mistress Elizabeth. The Woman who originally enslaved him. She was as beautiful and intimidating as ever. She was wearing a black short-sleeved blouse, white jodhpurs and black over-the-knee leather boots. Her arms were covered by long black leather opera gloves. In one of them she held a crop. A flogger was clipped to her belt. She looked both stylish and ready to punish. 

      

    -“Here he is, ma’am,” said the policewoman as they approached Blake’s cell. 

      

    Elizabeth looked at Blake in the cell. 

    -“So we meet again,” said Elizabeth to Blake. “Have you missed me?” 

      

    Blake swallowed. Before he could answer, Elizabeth continued. 

    -“I hear you have been a troublesome slave, Blake. I am going to put an end to that. I am going to teach you once and for all to accept your station as a slave.” 

      

    The policewoman opened the cell door, and Elizabeth stepped just inside the cell. 

      

    -“Now greet me, slave”, she ordered. 

    Blake fell to his knees immediately and kissed her boots. 

      

    -“At least you know how to behave when you are watched,” Elizabeth commented. “I will make sure you remember it all the time.” 

      

    As Blake kissed her boots, Elizabeth fitted a collar around his neck, to which a leash was attached. 

      

    -“Enough,” she said and yanked the leash. “Get moving. Your training will start today.” 

      

    Elizabeth pulled Blake out of the cell by the leash. Blake got up on his feet, but he had to crouch as Elizabeth held him on a very short leash from waist height. 

      

    Elizabeth then thanked the policewoman, and led Blake out of the police station and out onto the street, yet again to be paraded naked through the city of Amazon Island.  

      

    Elizabeth’s apartment, Amazon Island, Day 181 (3/4 2229), 15:20 

    Elizabeth led Blake into an apartment on the fourth floor of a building 15 minutes’ walk from the police station. 

      

    -“This is my new place here on the Island,” Elizabeth told him as she led him through the living room. “Do you like it?” 

      

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Blake. From what he had seen so far, the apartment was very spacious, although not as big as that of Mistress Lauren, and tastefully furnished. 

      

    -“It is nice, isn’t it,” said Elizabeth as she led Blake into another room. It was her dungeon. With several restraining devices in the room as well as cages and racks with punishment implements, it could not be anything else. 

      

    -“It also comes with a place to keep slaves, as you can see,” she continued. “This is where you will stay. It is perfect, isn’t it?” 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Blake. 

      

    Elizabeth took a seat on top of one of the cages. 

    -“As I have just been walking outside,” she told Blake, “you should clean my boots. With your tongue.” 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” said Blake and got down on his knees in front of her and took one of her feet gently in his hands. He started licking her boot, beginning with the heel. 

      

    Blake suspected there would be lots of rather pointless and humiliating tasks like this in his future, along with punishments. He’d much rather have humiliation than punishment. 

      

    -“Did you enjoy the view when we were walking?” asked Elizabeth. 

    Blake was confused at first. There had not been anything extraordinary to see on the way from the police station, just regular streets.  

      

    Then he realised what she meant. Forced to walk crouched behind her, he had an excellent view of Mistress Elizabeth’s amazing posterior, as she hauled him along, and he had hardly looked at anything else. He feared she was about to use this as an excuse for punishment. 

      

    -“I could see where you were looking,” she said. 

    -“I did enjoy it. Sorry, Mistress,” he replied and immediately continued licking her boots. 

      

    -“Don’t worry. It is ok to admire your Mistress’ beauty, slave,” Elizabeth said. “In fact, you should do that as often as you can as long as you are respectful. Fully absorbing the beauty of your female superiors will help you appreciate female supremacy and your position as an obedient and loyal servant. Craving the Women you serve will make you more loyal. That, along with the whip, of course.” 

      

    -“And loyalty – or the lack of it, is after all why you are now in my possession,” she said. “You have probably figured that already. You are still Mistress Kate’s property, but you will stay with me until I am sure you will never think of escaping again.” 

      

    Elizabeth tapped her crop on the shaft of her boot, signalling to Blake that he should give it more attention. Blake moved his tongue to where she had indicated. 

      

    -“It is quite clear you are in need of more thorough training,” Elizabeth went on. “You may seem obedient most of the time, like now, diligently licking my boots. But the moment you think you can run away, you will. I am going to put an end to those rebellious instinct of yours. When I am done with you, you will want to be a slave. I will break you down completely, and rebuild you as a devoted slave.” 

      

    -“I hope you appreciate what I am doing for you here, slave. I am going to dedicate a lot of my time to this,” she added after a little pause. 

      

    -“I am, Mistress,” replied Blake. “Thank you, Mistress.” 

    Blake’s responded almost automatically what he thought the Mistress wanted to hear, and kissed the tip of her boots. 

      

    -“I am not sure you mean that, slave,” said Elizabeth. “But in a few weeks, you will.” 

      

    Elizabeth struck Blake’s back with her crop. 

    -“Lick my soles,” she ordered him. Blake moved his head to reach under her soles with his tongue. 

      

    She looked down on him with a wicked smile.  

    -“I am going to enjoy breaking you. I work only for fun these days you know. And breaking you definitely goes into that category.” 

      

    Blake kept licking the soles of her boots, fearful of what she was going to do to him. 

      

    -“Hurry up!” she told him and hit his back twice with the crop. ”Finish your job.” 

    Blake licked as fast as he could.  

      

    Twenty seconds later, she stopped him. 

    -“Enough,” she called and placed her boot in his face, pushing him away. 

      

    She inspected her boots for a second or two before muttering “This will have to do.” 

      

    -“Get on all four, slave, middle of the floor. Arse up,” she ordered Blake. “It is time to start your training.” 

      

    Blake did as she said, as Elizabeth picked up a single tail whip from a rack on the wall. 

      

    Blake watched her as she took position behind him and threw the whip over her shoulder in preparation for whipping Blake. Her eyes met Blake’s and she gave him a haughty look. Blake looked away, and moments after, he felt the searing pain of the whip impacting his back. 

    <CRACK> 

      

    He groaned and gasped for air. 

    <CRACK> 

    The lash hit again, equally painfully. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    And again, barely a second later. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    Elizabeth whipped fast and hard, and the pain quickly became unbearable for Blake, even as hardened as he was after half a year as a slave. 

      

    He moaned and wailed and wiggled. He was unrestrained, but he did not dare get up on his feet and try to run away. But the pain was too intense to stay put, and he instinctively tried to move out of the whip’s path. 

      

    <THUD> 

    Blake collapsed to the floor with pain. Elizabeth had kicked him in the belly and completely knocked the wind out of him. 

      

    -“Stay still,” she ordered him sternly. 

    Blake gasped for air, but Elizabeth showed no mercy. 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

      

    She again began lashing him intensely as he lay on the floor. 

      

    -“Get your arse up again,” she ordered amid the lashes. “You will take your punishment like a man.”  

      

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

      

    Blake struggled to obey. He fought the pain, and managed to push his knees under himself, and his bottom up in the air. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

      

    Elizabeth immediately hit it with a series of agonising lashes. Blake cried with pain, and instinctively began wiggling again. 
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    -“Stay still!” Elizabeth bellowed. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

      

    Another series of lashes followed. 

      

    Blake could not obey her. His body was shaking, and he could not stop himself trying to wiggle away from the whip. 

      

    <THUD> 

    Elizabeth delivered another powerful kick to his abdomen, and again he collapsed. 

      

    -“Stay still, slave!” 

      

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

      

    -“You can’t take it like a man, so will stay under my boot.” 

    Elizabeth placed her boot on Blake’s neck and pressed it to the floor. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

    <CRACK> 

      

    She relentlessly whipped his back and ass in a furious pace. Blake was in serious pain. He screamed with agony, and then broke down into sobbing. He was powerless to stop her. His suffering had no effect on her. 

      

    The whipping went on for several minutes before Elizabeth finally moved her boot away from Blake’s neck. 

      

    She squatted in front of him and took him by his hair and lifted his head up so their eyes met. She smiled at him. 

    -“That was fun, wasn’t it,” she said. “Get used to it, because we are going to do this a lot. I am going to break you.” 

      

    She stood back up. Still holding Blake by his hair, she forced him up in a kneeling position. 

    -“Some cage time for you is in order. Get in there.” 

    Elizabeth pulled Blake towards the cage she had been sitting on earlier, and Blake moved after her 

      

    She pushed Blake in with her foot and closed and locked the door. 

    -“Titus, my house slave, will provide you with some sustenance and ointment for your back,” she told him. “Do not try to communicate with him. From now on, you will only talk to me, and only when I give you permission. Is that clear?” 

      

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Blake.  

      

    -“I will be back for you in a few hours.” 

    Elizabeth left the room, leaving Blake in the cage. There was not a rebellious thought in his mind. He was thinking of the brutal Woman with fear, mixed with admiration and attraction. As always, the whipping had put him in a submissive mind.  

    




 

    [bookmark: _Toc518738704]Breaking 

      

    Elizabeth’s apartment, Day 182 (4/4 2229), 20:50 

    Blake was in his cage in Mistress Elizabeth’s dungeon. He had only spent 30 hours in her possession, and he already thought of the cage as ‘his’. Most of those 30 hours, he had spent locked in this cage. He had only been let outside when Elizabeth came to punish him. 

      

    Yesterday she had come back in the evening to cane him after the initial whipping. Today she had taken him out of the cage three times to be whipped. Once with a flogger, once with a dragon tail whip, and once with the same single tail she had used on him yesterday. 

      

    On all occasions she had been cold and merciless. She had restrained him and beaten him with full force, leaving him a sobbing wreck before putting him back in his small cage. There he had been left to nurse his wounds and ponder what she would do to him next and for how long she would treat him like this.  

      

    Titus, Elizabeth’s tall black house slave, came to his cage a few minutes after every beating with a can of slavefood, a bottle of water as well as a tube of ointment. As Mistress Elizabeth had ordered, Blake never spoke to him, and Titus never said anything to Blake. 

      

    The ointment Titus brought really helped with the pain from the welts left by the beatings. It was a nano-healing cream, a relatively new innovation that contained nano agents to assist the body’s healing process.  

      

    Blake realised, however, that Mistress Elizabeth probably only allowed him this so she could beat him harder and more frequently without completely destroying his body. 

      

    The door to the dungeon opened, and as Blake feared, it was Elizabeth. She wore a bodysuit, thigh-high boots, and long opera gloves, all in black leather. In her hand was a thick cane.  

      

    Blake shivered with fear as she approached his cage. A smile graced her glossy cherry red lips as she noticed. 

      

    -“Time for more fun,” Elizabeth said. 

    She bent down in front of the cage and unlocked it. 

      

    -“Get on the horse,” she ordered Blake. 

      

    Trembling, Blake obeyed as quickly as he could. He crawled over to the spanking horse a few meters away and took position on top of it. 

      

    Elizabeth started strapping his hands and feet to the device, carefully making sure every strap was tight. She put extra straps around Blake’s torso and thighs, making sure he would have no opportunity to move. 

      

    When she was satisfied, she positioned herself a meter in front of Blake. Blake lifted his head to see her. She smiled at him. 

    -“I am really going to enjoy myself now,” she said. “Caning you makes me wet. Did you know that?” 

    -“No, Mistress,” answered Blake quivering. 

      

    Elizabeth moved a step closer to Blake. Her crotch was now 10 cm in front of Blake’s face. 

    -“I get turned on by putting males like you in their place with a good caning. Hearing the cane swish through the air. Hearing it crack as it impacts your behind. Hearing you whimper and seeing welts raise on your arse. It makes my pussy very wet.” 

      

    Blake felt his member growing. He was almost trembling from fear and anticipation of the pain Elizabeth was going to inflict on him, but hearing her sensuous voice talk about her pussy was still having an effect. 

      

    Blake was very attracted to Elizabeth, even as scary and brutal she was. She was gorgeous. Her body was perfect, and this was very apparent in the dominant outfit she was wearing.  

      

    -“Do you want to kiss my pussy before I cane you?” she asked. 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” answered Blake, intoxicated by her presence. 

    -“Go on, then.  

      

    Blake leaned his head forward and softly kissed the leather that covered her crotch. 

      

    -“Enough,” Elizabeth said after a few seconds. “It is time for my fun.” 

      

    She took a step back, and then walked away to take position behind Blake. Blake followed her with his eyes as long as he could in his restrained position. She swished her cane through the air a few times as she walked, instantly reminding Blake of what was to come. 

      

    Two seconds later it came. 

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    Blake yelled out with pain. It was a very hard stroke. 

      

    -“Count!” Elizabeth ordered with a stern voice. 

    -“One, Mistress,” Blake responded once he recovered. 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    The next stroke came almost immediately. Blake cried out again, before managing to whimper “Two, Mistress.” 

      

    The caning continued to one hundred, and it was as severe as the previous punishments. 

      

    Elizabeth’s apartment, Day 188 (10/4 2229), 17:25 

    Blake was trembling in his cage. Mistress Elizabeth would soon be here to give him a beating. 

      

    While Blake had no way of telling time without a wrist unit in the windowless dungeon, but his inner clock told him it was time. 

      

    Mistress Elizabeth had established a regular program of four punishment beatings a day, and Blake was instinctively anticipating when the time was coming for another beating. 

      

    Mistress Elizabeth had broken him, Blake had to admit to himself. The frequent beatings over the past week had kept him in a permanently submissive state. While he desperately wanted to get away from her whips and canes, he did not think of escaping Elizabeth herself. He did not want to do anything to disobey her. He fully accepted her as his Mistress and superior. 

      

    Even as much as Blake feared her punishments, he somehow also looked forward to them. It meant he got to be in Elizabeth’s presence, and to admire her beauty. 

      

    And it was the only occasions of any length Blake was allowed out of the boredom of his tiny cage. The only other occasions were when Titus let him out for hygiene breaks twice a day, which were never more than a few minutes. 

      

    There had been two occasions during the week when Blake had had the pleasure to behold Mistress Elizabeth without receiving pain. On Tuesday she had brought another slave into the dungeon and given him an hour-long session of punishment and humiliations before taking him out again. And on Wednesday she had brought yet another slave in for the same treatment. Blake had not seen either of the two slaves before. 

      

    It seemed like Blake was not the only one being trained by Mistress Elizabeth. But while she had whipped the two slaves very hard, and both of them left the dungeon with welts and bruises, Blake thought it was not quite as hard what he himself received from Mistress Elizabeth. 

      

    As Blake anticipated, the dungeon door soon opened, and Mistress Elizabeth entered the room. She wore a short red latex dress, and black thigh-highs. She was alone. Which meant the only one she would punish was Blake. 

      

    Blake braced himself for the pain to come while he admired the powerful beauty approaching his cage. 

      

    Elizabeth’s apartment, Day 195 (17/4 2229), 18:20 

    It was two weeks since Blake had been put in Mistress Elizabeth’s custody, and he had spent the entire time in her dungeon.  

      

    Right now he found himself in the middle of the dungeon, kneeling in front of Mistress Elizabeth, with his forehead pressing against the floor. 

      

    The punishment regime of the second week had been much like the first week. Blake received four beatings daily, and was kept in a constant state of submissiveness, fear and agony, even if the healing cream did something to ameliorate the latter. The beatings were as hard and merciless as they had been from the start. 

      

    The main difference was that Mistress Elizabeth showed more of her sexual side during punishment sessions. What this meant varied. Sometimes Mistress Elizabeth wore an outfit that revealed her magnificent breasts. Sometimes she allowed Blake to kiss her crotch or her ass. After one session, she put her hand in her panties and masturbated. Then she told Blake to lick her fingers clean.  

      

    It was never more than teasing, and she always let Blake know how much punishing him turned her on. And it was working. Blake craved her. He wanted to see more of her, to hear her voice, to feel her, to smell her, and to taste her. He craved her attention, and he even wanted to satisfy her sadistic desires. 

      

    Blake had similar feelings toward Mistress Lauren when he was her slave, but the feelings he had towards Mistress Elizabeth were somehow more intense. With Mistress Lauren, he felt a strong sexual attraction, but in the end it had not been enough to keep him from attempting to escape. 

      

    The submissiveness he now felt for Mistress Elizabeth was stronger. He was as smitten by her beauty, her sexuality, her strength and her confidence. She had beaten any thought of resistance out of him, and he was completely surrendering to her. 

    Mistress Elizabeth had made Blake want to be her slave. She had made him finally accept femdom. 

      

    What happened now only reinforced his desire to submit to her. In front of Blake stood Mistress Elizabeth. She was naked, only wearing a pair of boots. In her hand was a bullwhip with which she had savaged Blake’s back. 

      

    It was the first time Blake had seen Elizabeth naked, something he had dreamed of since he first met the Woman he then knew as his wife Sophie’s friend. Her body was as gorgeous as the tight outfits she often wore had indicated. Large breasts, well-toned muscles, a perfect hourglass figure, and an irresistible clean-shaven pussy. 

      

    -“Kiss my boots,” Elizabeth ordered. Blake complied, willingly but slowly. 

    He was exhausted and in severe pain from the whipping she had just given him.  

      

    For this whipping he had not been restrained. Rather, he had been ordered to stay on all four on the floor to present an easy target for her bullwhip. He had done as she demanded for as long as he could. But half-way through the session, the power of her lashes became too much to bear, and he had collapsed on the floor. 

      

    Mistress Elizabeth had ruthlessly continued the whipping until she was satisfied, and had probably given him 200 lashes in total. She had left Blake feeling completely defeated, and he was in awe of the powerful Woman towering over him. 

      

    -“With this whipping, I think you have been sufficiently chastised for your escape attempt, slave,” she announced. “I believe you have also started to appreciate my superiority. Isn’t that right?” 

      

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Blake between planting kisses on Mistress Elizabeth’s boots. He meant it. He did no longer questioned her superiority, nor her right to keep him as a slave. 

      

    -“Of course, you do. But we need to ensure you fully and permanently appreciate and devote yourself to female supremacy. We also want to make you submissive to females in general, not just to me. You will therefore stay with me as a personal slave for another couple of months or so while I train you.” 

      

    -“Thank you, Mistress.” 

    Blake felt grateful Elizabeth would let him serve as her personal slave. 

      

    -“My regime is very strict. The cage will still be your home, and you will be disciplined daily. More often if I am in the mood. And I expect you to work. You will assist Titus in his house chores.” 

      

    -“I will do anything you ask, Mistress.” 

    The prospect of her discipline was only slightly discouraging Blake. It would be less intense than what he had received until now, and besides, receiving her whip was a natural part of their relationship.   

      

    -“Yes, you will. If you do not, you will most certainly regret it.” 

      

    Elizabeth’s apartment, Day 203 (25/4 2229), 12:10 

    Blake was dusting in Mistress Elizabeth’s living room. As Blake had experience as a cleaning slave under Mistress Lauren, Elizabeth had given Blake the responsibility to keep her apartment clean at all times. 

      

    It was boring work, but Blake found motivation in that it was to serve Mistress Elizabeth. The submissiveness instilled in him during the initial punishment weeks was still strong, and Blake was still in complete awe of Mistress Elizabeth. 

      

    The way she treated him made sure of that. Mistress Elizabeth applied daily discipline sessions, and they were as hard and merciless as the punishment sessions in the first weeks. She applied her canes and whips with full force, and usually had Blake sobbing before she was satisfied. 

      

    But she also ensured his sexual appetite was stimulated. She always wore tight and provocative outfits, often very revealing, and teased him with her body. Sometimes she invited him to kiss a particular part of it, usually her rear end. 

      

    Elizabeth had also instituted a ritual after the discipline sessions, where Blake thanked his Mistress for the discipline and professed his loyalty and service to the superior female gender. This took the form of Blake first licking Mistress’ boots thoroughly while repeating mantras of female superiority and his own servility. Blake would then be allowed to move on to worship the feminine, embodied by his Mistress, by kissing her legs, her hands and her ass. Finally he would place one kiss on her pussy, though it was usually covered. 

      

    Blake really liked this part of the discipline session. It gave him some of the intimacy with Mistress Elizabeth that he craved. She might be brainwashing him, but he did not care. 

      

    Control was tight, however. Elizabeth kept Blake naked apart from a shock collar at all times, and she locked Blake in the cage whenever she left the house. It was not necessary, though. Blake had no intention of trying to escape, but his Mistress was clearly not taking chances. 

      

      

    -“Slave, get over here,” Blake suddenly heard from behind. 

    He turned his head and saw that Mistress Elizabeth was in the room. She had come without him noticing. 

      

    She looked like a Goddess. She wore only a black leather corset, stockings and red knee-high boots. The corset could not quite contain her voluptuous breasts, which only made them more appealing. 

      

    She held a dominant posture with legs apart and hands resting on her hips. This was emphasized by a riding crop in one of her hands. Her delicious shaven pussy was fully visible, and she made no effort to conceal it. 

      

    She gave Blake a sultry look. Blake could not comply fast enough. He left the duster on the shelf he was working on and hurried over to where Mistress Elizabeth was standing in the middle of the room. There he fell on his knees and kissed her boots. 

      

    -“How can I serve you, Mistress?” he asked. 

      

    -“You can provide me with a little entertainment,” she answered and grabbed him by his hair. 

    -“Come along,” she said, and forced Blake to crawl after her towards one of the chairs in the room. 

      

    -“Lean over the chair,” she ordered. 

    The daily discipline session was in the evening, but Mistress Elizabeth could decide Blake needed a beating at any point. She had once earlier in the week given him a beating in the middle of the day, so this was not out of the ordinary. 

      

    Blake leaned over the back of the armchair as instructed. Behind him, Mistress Elizabeth raised the crop, and then brought it down hard on Blake’s buttocks. 

      

    It stung as her crop always did, but Blake managed to avoid making noise. Elizabeth waited a few seconds, then she hit Blake again. She gave Blake twenty strokes in a leisurely pace. The strokes were hard, and they would definitely produce welts on his ass, but Blake knew well that Elizabeth could beat him harder. 

      

    -“That will do for now,” said Elizabeth after the twentieth stroke. It surprised Blake a little. He had expected more. 

      

    -“Get down on the floor and show me respect and gratitude.” 

      

    Blake got off the chair and went down on his knees in front of Elizabeth and started kissing her boots. 

      

    -“Thank you for disciplining me, Mistress. And thank you for teaching me to submit to female superiority”, he said with a low voice between kisses. 

      

    -“I think you have made very good progress so far, slave,” said Elizabeth with a friendly voice. “You seem keen to serve, and you obey me instinctively. I think you are starting to genuinely accept femdom and your proper place as a slave.” 

      

    Blake was thrilled to hear praise from his Mistress. 

    -“Thank you, Mistress. I fully accept I am your slave. Please believe me.” 

      

    -“I believe you, slave,” she replied. “That is why I will give you a reward.” 

    She sat down in the chair over which Blake had just been spanked. 

      

    -“Get in front of me,” she ordered Blake. 

    He crawled around the chair to kneel in front of her. 

      

    Elizabeth was sitting almost at the edge of the chair while leaning back. Her legs were wide, and when in front of her, Blake looked straight into her alluring pussy. 

      

    -“I will allow you to worship my pussy,” said Elizabeth. “I want you to show your deepest reverence and care for the most sacred part of your Goddess.” 

      

    -“And I want you to make me come,” she added and hit Blake on his back with her crop. “Get started.” 

      

    Blake was both excited and anxious. Excited because this was what he had dreamed of doing for the last couple of weeks. Anxious for his fear of not pleasing her. Failing when he got this opportunity would be terrible. 

      

    Blake leaned forward and softly placed a kiss on Elizabeth’s pussy lips. They were already wet – probably a side-effect of the cropping she had just given him. 

      

    He placed a few more gentle kisses on and around her pussy, and was relieved and delighted to hear Elizabeth’s faint moans. 

      

    Blake then gave her pussy a long, soft stroke with his tongue from bottom to top, and Elizabeth moaned again. She was aroused, and responded well to what Blake was doing.  

      

    His anxiety started to evaporate. He was horny, and his instincts took over. Blake’s tongue blissfully played with Mistress’ pussy. He licked it and kissed it softly and passionately, fuelled by the increasingly louder moans from the Woman he now saw as his superior Goddess. 

      

    It did not take more than a few minutes before she came. She put her hand on the back of Blake’s head and pressed his face into her pussy while moaning loudly and frequently. 

      

    Blake almost came himself with his face buried in her crotch, listening to her sounds of pleasure. 

      

    After her orgasm subsided, Elizabeth pushed Blake’s head away. 

    -“Mmmm…That was good! You did well, slave,” she said. “Now you should thank me for the privilege you received.” 

      

    Blake immediately showered her boots with kisses. 

    -“Thank you, Mistress. Thank you for allowing me to worship you.” 

      

    Elizabeth looked at Blake with satisfaction while he worshipped her boots. After a minute she signalled for him to stop by beating his ass with the crop. 

    -“That’s enough, slave.” 

      

    She stood up.  

    -“I hope you enjoyed it. Now back to work,” she said and walked out of the room. 
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    Elizabeth’s apartment, Day 210 (2/5 2229), 19:05 

    Elizabeth came into the dungeon. She had been out the whole afternoon, and she had locked Blake in his cage before she left. 

      

    -“I have a special guest coming this evening,” Elizabeth told Blake as she unlocked the cage. “You will serve us, so I need you to be presentable and to be at your most submissive behaviour.” 

      

    She opened the cage door and Blake crawled out. 

      

    -“Get yourself cleaned up and put on a pair of shorts,” she told him. “Then do an extra round to see that the house is perfect. My guest is here in half an hour. 

      

    -“Yes Mistress,” replied Blake and headed to the slave bathroom. 

      

      

    Twenty five minutes later Blake was standing in the living room waiting for the guest to arrive, hoping there was nothing he had forgotten to check. Mistress Elizabeth had not had him serve her guests before, or even interact with anyone but herself, apart from his limited contact with Titus. Blake was eager not to disappoint his Mistress. 

      

    He was also curious who the guest was. Mistress had not given any clues, but maybe it was someone he knew from before. It could even be Sophie – she was Mistress Elizabeth’s friend after all. 

    That it was Sophie was rather improbable, but Blake could not suppress the tiny hope that it was her. While Blake was devoted to Mistress Elizabeth, he had come to conclude he really missed his wife too, and he wished he could make it up to her. 

      

    Mistress Elizabeth entered the living room from her bedroom. She had made her hair in a smart updo and changed into a new outfit. In a red sweater, a short black leather skirt, stockings and black over-the-knee boots she looked both elegant and casual.  

      

    Blake was about to go down on his knees to show respect for his Mistress, when the doorbell rang. 

      

    -“That is our guest. Answer the door, slave,” said Elizabeth. 

    Blake headed out to the hallway and the front door, intrigued to find out who the guest was. Elizabeth followed a few meters behind. 

      

    Blake opened the door and the guest was indeed someone Blake had met before. But it was not Sophie. In the corridor outside stood Jana, the park warden from Marion. 

      

    She looked different than on Marion. In blue jeans, a black leather jacket and black knee-high boots, she definitely looked sexier. The make-up she wore added to that. Her blonde ponytail was the same, however. She smiled and she looked really good.  

      

    -“I told you I would come to check up on you,” she said before Blake could decide how to react.  

      

    Blake hesitated for another second.  

    -“Now, aren’t you going to greet me properly?” asked Jana. 

      

    That gave Blake the clue he needed. He went down on his knees and kissed Jana’s boots. 

      

    -“Welcome,” said Elizabeth as he did. “He is normally quicker than this. I guess he was surprised seeing you.” 

      

    -“Come right in,” said Elizabeth after Blake had kissed both Jana’s feet. 

      

    Jana stepped into the hallway, and the two Ladies exchanged kisses on the cheeks and presented themselves. 

      

    Elizabeth then led Jana into the living room and offered her a seat in the sofa. Blake followed the Ladies and took a kneeling position next to the wall. 

      

    -“So you are the Woman who recovered the fugitives?” asked Elizabeth as they got seated.  

      

    -“Yes, I did. It was a bit of a dilemma for me, whether to help them get to the mainland or get them back here. In the end I concluded everyone would be better off if I returned them here.” 

      

    -“You definitely did the right thing. At least Blake is happier here than he would be anywhere else,” said Elizabeth and then turned her head towards Blake. 

    -“Isn’t that right, slave?” she asked him. 

      

    -“Yes, Mistress,” Blake replied. 

      

    -“That is what I wanted to see,” said Jana to Elizabeth. 

      

    -“Of course,” replied Elizabeth. “And I am sure you will be delighted when you see what Blake has achieved. He has fully accepted his slave status, and he takes pleasure in serving.” 

      

    -“That is so good to hear.” 

      

    -“But before you inspect the slave, can I offer you a drink? White wine, perhaps?” 

      

    -“That sounds lovely?” replied Jana. 

      

    -“Two glasses,” said Elizabeth with a louder voice while looking at Blake. 

      

    Blake got up on his feet and hurried to the kitchen while the Ladies continued their conversation. 

      

      

    Two minutes later Blake came back to the living room carrying a tray with two glasses of white wine. He went down on his knees next to the sofa Jana was sitting in, and held the tray up so she could take her glass. 

      

    -“You are such a good slave,” she said and picked up the wine glass. 

      

    Blake did not answer. He knew not to take part in the Ladies’ conversation unless explicitly invited to do so. Instead, he held the tray next to Elizabeth’s chair so she could get her glass. 

      

    -“So you knew him from before?” 

    Jana continued the conversation the Ladies had when Blake was in the kitchen. 

      

    -“You can say that,” replied Elizabeth. “I was the one who enslaved him in the first place. Until two months ago I worked as a slave trader based in UK. His wife, who is a very good friend of mine, sold him to me after she caught him having an affair.” 

      

    -“That was an interesting alternative to divorce,” said Jana with amusement. 

      

    -“Modern Women have options,” replied Elizabeth with a smile. 

      

    Blake retreated discreetly to the wall a few meters away from the Ladies, and took a kneeling position.  

      

    -“But you then sold him to someone?” asked Jana. “Did you have him for long?” 

      

    -“I only had him for a few days, then I sold him to a Lady here on Amazon Island via a slave import agency. That is how it is in the slave trading business. You sell your slaves with a profit as soon as there is demand for them.” 

      

    -“I didn’t know such a business even existed. Who buys your slaves? I thought the slaves here on Amazon Island came here voluntarily, on their own.” 

      

    -“Most are volunteers, of course,” replied Elizabeth. “But some Ladies find satisfaction in owning a slave who did not choose to become one, and others want the challenge of breaking an unwilling slave into obedience. I was in the business of providing slaves for such Ladies.” 

      

    Elizabeth took a sip of her wine, and added, “But Amazon Island was not the only destination for my slaves. About half the slaves were shipped elsewhere. Wealthy Ladies from many parts of the world bought slaves from me.” 

      

    -“Women are secretly keeping slaves in the rest of the world too? I had no idea.” 

      

    -“It is quite widespread, actually. The popularity of femdom has grown for decades since the start of the Heran Revelations, and male slavery along with it. Most slaves are of course volunteers, but over the last few years, demand for captured slaves has peaked. Most slaves are kept in secret, though, as it is illegal in most countries for now – especially when it comes to involuntary slaves.” 

      

    -“So you think that will change?” 

      

    -“I think it will. I think in time, all Earth will have Femdom laws, just like on Hera. Just look how femdom movements and parties are growing around the world. It is a question of time before some of them will be in a position of power, and they will lead others to follow. 

      

    -“Time will tell I suppose,” said Jana. “It would be cool if you are right, though.”  

      

    Jana switched back to Elizabeth’s former occupation. She seemed fascinated by the subject. 

    -“But how did you get the slaves you were selling? Were they all bad husbands?” 

      

    -“Quite a few were. Sophie, Blake’s wife, was not the only Woman to sell me her husband. In general, I took men who deserved punishment. Either I got tips from the Women they wronged, such as their wives, or I found out from my own encounters with them. Then I would find a way to snatch them without raising suspicion. That would usually be by seducing them and inviting them to join me at a more secluded place.” 

      

    -“So how many men did you enslave?” 

      

    -“In total I sold two hundred and thirty six slaves over five years. But that include twenty or so semi-volunteers.” 

      

    -“Semi-volunteers?” Jana wondered. 

      

    -“Yes. I worked as a dominatrix as well – that was my official occupation, and an excellent match to my slave trading business. Some of my clients wanted to serve me permanently as a slave, and I let them - for a few months. When I tired of them I sold them rather than releasing them.” 

      

    -“That is an amazing number. You must have made a lot of money.” 

      

    -“I am comfortable,” nodded Elizabeth. 

      

    -“And you never had trouble with the law?” 

      

    -“Not until recently. And that is the reason why I quit. Police raided the warehouse I used for my business while I was abroad in February. If I were to continue, I would have had to set up my business all over again. So I decided to quit while I could, and retire here to Amazon Island.” 

      

    -“Is the police looking for you.” 

      

    Elizabeth shook her head. 

    -“I doubt it. The warehouse was rented in my slave’s name, and there was nothing to link me to it.  Only my personal slave, who they arrested, but he won’t tell. I trained him to be loyal. He would rather die than betray me” 

      

    -“Sounds like you came out clean then. So what do you do now?” 

      

    -“I still work a little as a dominatrix, and then of course I have the project of making Blake a happy and devoted slave. It is just for fun really. I have enough money,” replied Elizabeth. 

      

    Blake listened interested to the conversation. He learned a lot about Mistress Elizabeth that he had not known. She never told him, and he knew it was not his place to ask. 

      

    -“I think that is really exciting what you have been doing. You deserve to take it a bit easier now,” said Jana. 

      

    -“I don’t regret it,” replied Elizabeth. 

      

    -“It also looks like you are really succeeding with Blake.” 

      

    -“He will be a perfect slave in a few weeks. He always had it in him.” 

      

    -“Do you mind if I ask him a few questions?” 

      

    -“Not at all. That is why you are here. You want to ensure he is doing ok,” replied Elizabeth. “I’ll excuse myself, so that my presence won’t affect his answers.” 

      

    Elizabeth left the room. 

      

    -“Come here,” said Jana to Blake, and Blake scurried over to her. He knelt in front of her. 

      

    -“That’s cute,” said Jana with a smile. “Mistress Elizabeth has certainly improved your discipline.” 

      

    -“But are you happy now? Or do you wish I hadn’t returned you here?” 

    The question made Blake think for a second or two. If he said he was unhappy, would Jana help him get away? Was this a final chance to say no? 

      

    Probably it was not. Jana had been persuaded to turn him in before, and would likely be so again. But she did seem concerned about his well-being. 

      

    It did not really matter, however. Blake was happy. He no longer wished to be free. His purpose was to serve females. Being Mistress Elizabeth’s slave was exactly what he wanted. 

      

    -“No, Mistress Jana,” replied Blake. “I am very happy, and I am grateful you returned me.” 

      

    -“Are you sure? It is not something you are saying because you are afraid of Mistress Elizabeth? What you tell me will stay between us.” Jana gave Blake a final chance. 

      

    -“I am very sure, Mistress,” replied Blake. “Mistress Elizabeth has helped me find my calling. My purpose is to serve Women.” 

      

    Jana beamed. 

    -“I am so happy to hear that, slave,” she said. “I knew it was for the best to return you. But it feels better knowing that you see it that way too.” 

      

    -“I almost feel like kissing you. But I think you should have a more suitable reward. How would you like to lick my boots clean?” asked Jana. 

      

    -“I would like that very much, Mistress,” replied Blake. 

      

    -“Go ahead,” said Jana, and Blake put his tongue to Jana’s almost completely clean boots. 

      

    Jana let Blake spend a few minutes licking her boots while she let him know how his former colleague, Ross had done. Apparently, he was now about to be returned to Mistress Kate, after a stay with a re-education expert like Mistress Elizabeth. 

      

    Then Mistress Elizabeth came back in the living room. 

      

    -“I think you have done a wonderful job with him, Mistress Elizabeth,” said Jana when she saw her. “He has the right attitude.” 

      

    -“I am glad you think that,” said Elizabeth. “Though I would be surprised if you found otherwise.” 

      

    -“But his training isn’t finished yet,” said Elizabeth. “And since you are here, Jana, would you like to discipline him with me before we have supper?” 

      

    -“I would love to,” replied Jana smiling. 

      

    Elizabeth then spoke to Blake. 

    -“Slave! Ask Mistress Jana to discipline you.” 

      

    Blake stopped licking Jana’s boot, and kissed it once instead. Then he asked “Mistress, Jana, please discipline me and help me accept female supremacy.” 

      

      

    Five minutes later, Blake was strung up in the middle of the dungeon, his hands shackled to the ceiling, and his feet to the floor. Behind him stood Jana, testing a snake whip by cracking it in the air. It gave loud snaps every time, revealing something about both the quality of the whip and skill of the user. 

      

    -“Don’t worry about being rough with him,” said Elizabeth. “His discipline should be harsh.” 

    She stood three meters in front and to the right of Blake. 

      

    Both Ladies wore the same outfit as they had in the living room, but Blake was now fully naked. 

      

    <SNAP> 

    Jana’s whip suddenly cracked on Blake’s back. It was hard, and it was painful. Blake let out a whimper.  

      

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

      

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

      

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

      

    Jana followed up with a series of lashes, elegantly hitting Blake both forehand and backhand. Blake groaned. Jana was surprisingly harsh and skilled with the whip. 

      

    -“Very good!” said Elizabeth. “I can see you have used the whip before.” 

      

    -“I have spent most weekends for the last ten years on Amazon Island. I have whipped a few males in my time,” Jana answered before she launched another series of lashes on Blake. 

      

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

      

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

      

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

      

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

      

    Blake was biting his teeth and trying to absorb the pain from the lashes without making much noise. He wanted to show Jana he could take a good whipping with dignity. 

      

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

      

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

      

    But it was hard. Her whip cut agonisingly into his back over and over again, wearing down Blake’s resolve. 

      

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

      

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

      

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

      

    Blake could no longer suppress his whimpering. 

      

    Elizabeth noticed. 

    -“It is kind of cute. He tries to stay strong and take it in silence, but he is struggling,” she said. 

      

    Jana continued whipping him. 

      

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

      

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

      

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

      

    -“Go harder on him. Make him cry,” said Elizabeth. “I want him to know female power cannot be resisted.” 

      

    Jana giggled, and then increased both the strength and frequency of her lashes. 

      

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

      

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

      

    It was too much for Blake. He could not stop himself crying out with pain, and both Women started laughing. 

      

    It was not enough to stop them, however. Jana went on to whip him for several more minutes, and for the last minute, Elizabeth joined in with another snake whip, which she applied from the front, wrapping around Blake’s back.  

      

    [image: ] 

      

    The pain of two Mistresses whipping him at the same time was excruciating, and by the end of it Blake was sobbing. 

      

    Blake collapsed exhausted to the floor when Elizabeth unfastened his hand from the shackles in the ceiling. Yet, he found strength after a few seconds to crawl over to Mistress Jana to show his gratitude. 

      

    He gently kissed her boots 

    -“Thank you for disciplining me, Mistress,” he said. “I am grateful to receive correction and guidance from the superior gender.” 

      

    Blake kissed her other boot. 

    -“Females are superior to males in every aspect. As a male, I will always serve and obey females,” Blake proclaimed meekly.  

      

    -“We have a little ritual after discipline,” explained Elizabeth as Blake continued to worship Jana’s boots. “The male must profess his loyalty to the female gender and to Femdom.” 

      

    -“Sounds good to me,” said Jana. “All men should do that once in a while.” 

      

    After a minute of worship, Elizabeth let Blake know it was enough when his kisses neared Jana’s knees. 

      

    -“Blake will need a little time to recover after this session, so I will lock him in the cage while we eat,” Elizabeth told Jana and signalled for Blake to crawl into his cage. “I have another slave who can serve us supper. Let’s me show you the dining room.”  

      

    Elizabeth locked Blake in the cage, and the two Ladies left the dungeon. 

      

    Elizabeth’s apartment, Day 275 (6/7 2229), 09:15 

    It had now been three months since Blake had been put in Mistress Elizabeth’s charge. That was more than a third of his time as a slave. 

      

    Blake was thoroughly convinced slavery under Mistress Elizabeth was the best thing that had happened to him. He adored her, and he wanted to serve her any way she wished. Under her guidance, he had also come to accept female supremacy.  

      

    Women are superior to men, something which was demonstrated daily for Blake. Men’s role is to obey and serve. 

      

    Mistress Elizabeth had run the same harsh regime for months. Blake spent all his time working for her or being locked in a cage. Once a day he was disciplined – always harshly. Sometimes, when Blake did a mistake, there were also extra punishment sessions. 

      

    At times, Elizabeth invited other Women to take part in the discipline of Blake. She wanted him to accept the superiority of all Women, not just herself.  

      

    There had been four visits by friends of Elizabeth who Blake had never met before. All of them had eagerly disciplined him when Elizabeth asked them. 

      

    Mistress Jana had visited two more times, and she had had a great time whipping Blake with the snake whip yet again and also giving him a caning. She really seemed to hit it off with Mistress Elizabeth. 

      

    Mistress Kate had also visited, twice. She was as cold as she had always been, and she had whipped Blake as mercilessly as she had before. This time, though, Blake felt he thoroughly deserved it. He knew he had caused her major embarrassment by running away from her. He had been disobedient and disloyal, and neither was acceptable from a slave. 

      

    Blake had apologised profusely for what he had done to Kate, begged for forgiveness and asked that she punished him for it without being prodded by Elizabeth to do so. 

      

    Mistress Kate did give him vicious punishment beatings, but there was not a hint of forgiveness in anything she said or did. Mistress Kate hated him. 

      

    The last visit from Kate was only yesterday, and Blake’s buttocks were very sore after the savage caning she had given him, even if healing cream had been applied as soon as she left. 

      

    Blake lay on his stomach in his cage to avoid touching anything with his swollen rear end, when Elizabeth entered the dungeon. 

      

    She was wearing an elegant outfit with a tight red leather top with sleeves and a matching pencil skirt, and exposed skin around the waist. 

    A pair of knee high vinyl boots and a riding crop in her hand finished off her look. 

      

    -“I think you performed very well last night, slave,” she said as she unlocked Blake’s cage. “You again asked Mistress Kate to punish you for what you did to her, even though you know how cruel she is. I think this shows how far you have come in accepting female superiority and your own role as a slave.” 

      

    Blake really appreciated the praise from Mistress Elizabeth. 

    -“Thank you, Mistress. I betrayed her, and I deserve the punishment,” replied Blake.  

      

    -“So you do,” said Elizabeth. “And the fact that you know it shows how far you have come.” 

      

    Blake crawled out of the cage and kissed Mistress Elizabeth’s boots good morning. 

      

    Elizabeth looked down on him. 

    -“I think you are ready now. You are as committed to female supremacy as myself, and you are comfortable in your role as a slave. You will be a loyal servant for any Woman that owns you.” 

      

    -“Thank you, Mistress,” whispered Blake. Her approval filled him with joy. He had passed her trials, and she finally saw him as worthy. He felt an urge to celebrate and let out his emotions, and did it in the only acceptable way he knew. He passionately kissed Elizabeth’s boots again. 

      

    -“However, the question is which Woman,” Elizabeth continued. “Mistress Kate owns you, but I doubt she trusts you or even wants you back except to destroy you. So I will try to persuade her to sell you to another Mistress.”  

      

    -“Can that Mistress be you, Mistress,” asked Blake. He was not sure Mistress Elizabeth would approve of him making a direct request like that, but he really did not want to part with her. 

      

    -“It is cute that you ask, slave, but I don’t think I need you,” she replied. 

      

    Mistress Elizabeth did not need him. The response hurt, and Blake’s face revealed his feelings. 

      

    -“You are really smitten with me, aren’t you?” she asked. “I thought I taught you to revere all Women.” 

      

    -“I do revere all Women, but you are special. You are my Goddess. You made me the slave I am and you taught me the truth about female superiority. And your strength, beauty and intelligence surpasses that of all other Women. Except Sophie, there is no other Woman I rather serve.”  

      

    -“It is ok to feel that way, I am your Mistress after all. I don’t need you, though, so you will go. But is Sophie still on your mind?” 

      

    -“Yes. I loved my wife, and I still do. I really miss her. I want nothing more than a chance to make it up to her and atone for my actions. I did not respect her as I should have, and what I did to her was horrible.  

    I know I don’t deserve it, but I dream of serving as her slave.  

      

    Blake wasn’t sure how Elizabeth would react to his candidness. Fortunately she took it well. 

      

    -“It is good that you want to make up for yourself, but I am not sure she will ever go near you. She made that pretty clear when she sold you.” 

      

    -“I know, Mistress. Sorry.” 

      

    -“Anyway, I will find a Mistress to buy you. Now get to work, slave. The dungeon needs cleaning.” 

      

    Elizabeth hit Blake with her crop to get him moving. 

    




 

    [bookmark: _Toc518738706]The Test 

      

    Elizabeth’s apartment, Day 278 (9/7 2229), 20:20 

    Blake was strapped to the spanking bench in Elizabeth’s dungeon. It was time for the daily discipline session, and Elizabeth stood in front of him flexing the dressage whip she was considering to apply for this session. 

      

    She looked both hot and dangerous as she always did before discipline sessions. This time she was wearing a tight black wet-look tube dress and black thigh-high leather boots. Her dark hair was pulled back in a tight ponytail, and her pale skin contrasted with her glossy cherry red lips and nails. 

      

    -“I was thinking a little about our conversation the other day, slave,” said Elizabeth. “And I have decided I might put in a good word for you with Sophie.” 

      

    -“Thank you, Mistress,” replied Blake both grateful and surprised. 

      

    -“Don’t get your hopes up too soon, slave,” she warned. “She has decided to take up a femdom lifestyle, and she might need more slaves. But there is no guarantee she will even consider you.” 

      

    -“Before I bring it up with her, however, I need to be absolutely sure you are sincere in your desire to serve her and obey her,” Elizabeth went on. “You will have to submit to a test of your commitment to her.” 

      

    -“I will do anything,” said Blake. 

      

    -“You will then undergo a full punishment week,” said Elizabeth. “You will be on a punishment regime as harsh as that of the initial week when I broke you. I will beat you four times a day at minimum, and keep you in bondage for the duration. 

    There will be no rewards along the way. No skimpy outfits from my side to motivate you – only cold hard punishment for a full week.” 

      

    Blake shivered as he thought of repeating the harsh experience of his first week under Elizabeth. As much as he desired to please her, he would rather not go back to that. 

      

    Elizabeth continued. 

    -“The main difference, however, is that this time it is voluntary from your side. You will have to ask to be punished at the start of every day. Should you fail to do so, or ask for mercy during the day, the punishment will cease. But any chance that I will recommend you for Sophie will then be gone.” 

      

    She waited a few seconds to let Blake absorb what she had just said. 

    -“Are you willing to go through a test like this?” she then asked. “Just for the possibility of being Sophie’s slave?” 

      

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Blake. He knew it would be painful – very painful, but he knew he would never forgive himself if he let this opportunity pass. Nor would he want to disappoint Mistress Elizabeth by showing lack of commitment to the Women in his life. 

      

    -“Very well, slave,” said Elizabeth. “We will start right away, then.” 

      

    She place her boot on the bench, right in front of Blake’s nose. 

    -“Ask for it!” she demanded. 

      

    Blake kissed the boot. 

    -“Please punish me, Mistress. Please punish me for what I did to Sophie.” 

      

    Elizabeth removed her boot and took position behind Blake. She said nothing. 

      

    She raised the whip over her head and brought it down on Blake with her usual forcefulness and started the first of what was to be over thirty punishment beatings over the next seven days. 

      

    Elizabeth’s apartment, Day 285 (16/7 2229), 21:30 

    Blake was again strapped to the spanking bench in Mistress Elizabeth’s dungeon, about to receive what he hoped was the final punishment session of his test. It was his fourth beating today, and it was now seven days since he had accepted this test of his commitment.  

      

    The week had been exactly as Elizabeth had described it. Almost continuous harsh punishment. She beat him four or five times every day for ten minutes or more. Sometimes for half an hour.  

      

    She used her full range of implements: Canes, crops, floggers, tawses, paddles and a variety of whips. She almost had a new implement for every session. In one session she dropped her implements altogether, and simply punished Blake by slapping his face. 

      

    Similarly, Elizabeth varied how she restrained Blake for his punishment. From tightly securing him to the spanking bench, to the relative freedom of merely being chained to the wall with a one meter leash and ordered to present his back for punishment.  

      

    There was one common feature of all the beatings, however. They were all full force affairs that left Blake a battered wreck, and feeling utterly defeated. 

      

    Between the punishments, Blake was for most of the time put back in his cage, where he would try to nurse himself with the ample healing cream that had been provided for him. Often, however, Elizabeth just left him in the restraints he was in between sessions. 

      

    Elizabeth had been cold as ice throughout the whole week. She barely said anything to Blake – only sharp commands to make him move in the positions she wanted him to be in. 

      

    The only way she allowed him to touch her was to kiss her boots when he asked for another day of punishment each morning. 

      

    As she had announced, her dress for the punishment sessions this week were not revealing – she did not show any skin apart from her face and hands. It did not stop Blake from enjoying the sight of her however. The outfits she wore made her look very dominant, and they were usually tight enough to reveal the shape of the breath-taking body they covered. 

      

    The outfit she wore today was no exception. A black PVC pencil dress with long sleeves, combined with knee-high boots in patent leather made her look powerful and menacing. 

      

    Seeing her walk in front of him inspired both fear and admiration in Blake. His attraction to Mistress Elizabeth was undiminished, but the last week had significantly increased the fear component of his feelings towards her. The pain she had inflicted upon him was tremendous, and at times he had seriously considered throwing in the towel. It had simply been unbearable. 

      

    This week Blake had had the option to call off the punishment, and it had made his ordeal a real test. But he had passed it. Never had he called for mercy, and every morning had he asked for another day of punishment. Motivated by his desire to serve Sophie as a slave, and to not disappoint Mistress Elizabeth, he had taken his punishment. Usually with screams and moans, but always able to absorb it. 

      

    Now he only had to take this final caning. Blake’s body was battered from the week behind him. He was covered in welts and bruises, and he was shaking in anticipation of what was to come. But he was determined to see it through. He would not give up on the finish line. 

      

    Behind him, Elizabeth raised the cane.  

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

      

      

    With a determined expression she brought it down on Blake’s ass.  

    Very hard as always. Blake groaned and gasped for air. 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

      

    Three seconds later the cane struck again. Elizabeth caned him in a steady rhythm, a stroke every three-four seconds. 

      

    It did not take long before Blake was crying and screaming from the forceful strokes. It had no effect on Elizabeth. She relentlessly continued to cane him in the same pace. Blake was strapped tight to the bench, and no amount of shaking and wiggling could get his ass out of the cane’s path. 

      

    Ten minutes later Blake had taken more than hundred and fifty strokes. He was bleeding from his ass cheeks, and sobbing between the screams he let out every time another stroke hit. Elizabeth was unfazed and had no plans to stop. The caning continued without mercy. 

      

    It was almost half an hour later before she finally delivered her last stroke – probably more than five hundred in total. Blake’s ass was smeared with blood from open welts, and some of the blood had found its way to the floor and walls around them. 

      

    Blake was quietly sobbing. He had been close to passing out from the intense pain. It had been his most intense punishment session ever. 

      

    -“You did well, slave. Very well,” said Elizabeth as she was wiping blood off the latest cane she had used with a cloth. She had used five canes for this session, and broken two of them. 

      

    -“You accepted my test, and you passed it,” she continued. “I promised you I would recommend you as a slave to Sophie if you did, and I intend to keep my word.” 

      

    Blake was almost too exhausted and dazed from the ordeal he had been through to absorb what she had said, and he hardly had energy to respond. He merely whispered “Thank you, Mistress.” 

      

    Elizabeth loosened the straps that held Blake to the bench, and helped Blake to the floor. 

      

    She placed her boot next to his face, and Blake kissed it. She must have known he would struggle if she had ordered him to crawl over to her. 

      

    Elizabeth let him recover for a minute at her boot, before ordering him to the cage. 

    -“Get back in the cage, slave. Apply a lot of healing cream and get some rest. You will be back to the regular regime tomorrow, and I expect you to work.” 

      

    Blake summoned what he had left of strength and crawled into the cage. 

      

    Elizabeth’s apartment, Day 298 (29/7 2229), 14:40 

    Blake was in the kitchen cleaning it when Elizabeth entered. 

      

    -“Ah, there you are. I have something to tell you,” she started before Blake could get down on his knees to greet her. “You are one lucky male. I have spoken to your former wife, and she is indeed willing to take you back as a slave.” 

      

    Blake was overjoyed. This was the message he had impatiently awaited for two weeks. Elizabeth had not said anything about it before now, and when Blake asked her a week ago, she had told him off and given him a cropping for speaking out of turn. 

      

    But she had not forgotten him, and the news she gave him was the best he could have hoped for. 

      

    -“Thank you, Mistress,” Blake said almost in ecstasy.  

      

    He was now down in front of Elizabeth, and kissed her boots passionately. 

      

    -“Mistress Sophie made it clear she has not forgiven you, and that she no longer sees you as her husband. But she is willing to let you redeem yourself by serving as her slave. Should you fail to please her, she won’t hesitate to send you away.” 

      

    Blake had not hoped for anything more. 

    -“I will do anything she requires from me. I will serve her with unquestioning obedience.” 

      

    -“I think you will,” said Elizabeth. “And if you don’t, you will answer to me. And what I will do to you then will make the punishment week look mild.” 

      

    -“I know, Mistress,” said Blake. 

      

    -“Mistress Sophie will move to Amazon Island in September. She will buy you from Mistress Kate then. In the meantime, you will stay with me.” 

      

    -“Thank you, Mistress.” 

      

    -“Now get back to work!” 

    Elizabeth ended the conversation with a short command. 

      

    Blake went back to cleaning the kitchen feeling elated. In a month’s time, he would be going back to Sophie, as her slave. He had not treated her with the respect she deserved in the past, and now that he had learned how to serve the superior sex, he could try to make up for it. 

      

    It would be sad to no longer be Mistress Elizabeth’s slave, even if it would be more than compensated for by serving under Sophie. Blake had strong feelings for Elizabeth, and he knew it was an honour to serve such a formidable Woman. 

      

    Blake hoped and expected he would continue to see Mistress Elizabeth from time to time. She was after all a good friend of Sophie and would hopefully visit. Time would tell. 

    




 

    [bookmark: _Toc518738707]Mistress Sophie 

      

    Outside Sophie’s apartment, Day 336 (5/9 2229), 19:10 

    Blake and Elizabeth stood outside the building of Sophie’s new apartment, waiting for the door to open. Sophie had arrived on Amazon Island two days before, and she had rented an apartment on the northern side of the island. 

      

    Blake and Elizabeth were there for a welcoming and housewarming party for Sophie, and it would also be the setting for the handover of Blake to Sophie.  

      

    They had just been ferried by a driverless taxi from Elizabeth’s apartment near the south eastern coast, a few kilometres away. It was a bit longer than Elizabeth wanted to walk in her heels, and besides they were a little late. 

      

    Blake had been brought here naked apart from a pair of shorts, and lead in a leash by Elizabeth. His hands were handcuffed behind his back 

      

    Elizabeth came dressed in a white top, a black leather skirt and boots. In addition to the enslaved Blake in a leash, she had brought a gift bag for the hostess. And as always she carried a crop. 

      

    Elizabeth pressed the doorbell, and a few seconds later, Sophie’s voice could be heard from the speaker next to the door. 

    -“Come in, it’s on the third floor. It’s open.”  

      

    Elizabeth opened the door, and entered, leading Blake along with her. 

      

    After a short elevator ride, they were outside the door of Sophie’s apartment. It was open, and Women chattering and laughing could be heard inside. Elizabeth walked in with Blake in tow. 

      

    They walked right through the small hallway, and came into a sparsely furnished living room. 

      

    In the middle of it, among three other Women, Blake saw her for the first time in almost a year. It was Sophie. She was as beautiful as he remembered her. Her straight blond hair reached down a little beyond her shoulders, framing her lovely face. Her blue almond eyes, and her matte burgundy lips were irresistible. 

      

    She wore a little black dress and of course high heeled boots, the universal fashion item of this island. 

      

    She smiled broadly when she saw Blake and Elizabeth coming, or more correctly, she smiled when she saw Elizabeth coming. She did not even look at Blake. 

      

    Sophie went over to Elizabeth and gave her a hug. 

      

    -“Welcome to Amazon Island,” said Elizabeth. “I am so glad you are finally here.” 

      

    -“Me too, I am so excited,” said Sophie. “And it is so good to see you.” 

      

    Blake sat down on his knees as Elizabeth and his other Mistresses had taught him. It should not appear as he was part of the conversation or in any way equal to the Ladies, and he could avoid that by placing himself lower than the Women. 

      

    -“You should meet the girls,” said Sophie to introduce Elizabeth to the other guests. 

      

    -“You have of course met Ashleigh,” said Sophie and smiled to a long haired brunette in a purple mini dress. Blake had not seen her before. 

      

    She waited for Elizabeth and Ashleigh to greet each other with a hug, before introducing the last two. 

      

    -“This is Kira and Linda.” 

      

    Elizabeth exchanged hugs and kisses with the two Women. 

      

    Blake had seen Linda before. She was a work colleague of Sophie back in London, who he had occasionally seen on social events. Back then he would never imagined her as a dominant, but seeing the cute red head here, in a black leather dress, made it clear she probably was. 

      

    The last Woman, Kira, was a tall Lady with Asian features, wearing a little black dress. Blake had not seen her before. 

      

    Blake also noticed there were two males in the room, kneeling next to one of the walls and looking at the floor. They were not being presented to Elizabeth, but Blake figured they must be either Sophie’s slaves, or slaves of some of the guests. 

      

    -“As you probably guessed, Kira and Linda are the work colleagues who decided to join me here on Amazon,” said Sophie to Elizabeth. 

      

    -“And girls, this is Elizabeth,” she said to the others. “My old friend who enslaved my former husband and convinced me to take the leap and come down here.” 

      

    The other Women smiled and voiced their approval. 

      

    -“It was the least I could do for my friend,” said Elizabeth. ”I think it is so great you all came down here. It is a great place to be. The weather could be better, but it is the one place on Earth Women can reach their full potential. And have a lot of fun.” 

      

    -“We are definitely going to have fun, starting tonight,” replied Linda with a grin. 

      

    -“Speaking of fun, I have brought some gifts for our hostess.” 

    Elizabeth nodded in the direction of the slave she held in her leash. 

    -“First of all, a slave. Every Lady on Amazon needs at least one slave. So here is Blake, your former husband, trained to obey your every command.” 

      

    Blake leaned forward and kissed Sophie’s – Mistress Sophie’s – boots, just as Elizabeth had instructed him before they went. A feeling of fulfilment went through Blake as he did so. Finally getting to demonstrate his submission to Mistress Sophie was most gratifying.   

      

    Sophie’s friends clapped and laughed as Blake delivered the kisses. 

      

    -“Thank you so much. I know how much effort you have put into this,” said Sophie to Elizabeth, and then addressed the other Ladies.  

    -“I was a bit sceptical when Elizabeth first proposed I take him as a slave. But she assured me he has changed, and that he is now a devoted and obedient submissive who will do anything to serve me. So I decided to let him have a chance to prove it for me.” 

      

    -“I have no doubt he will serve you loyally. I tested him well,” said Elizabeth. “And to ensure it stays that way…That’s where the second gift comes into play.” 

      

    She handed her gift bag over to Sophie, who opened it, and took out a long, brown, coiled-up bullwhip. Sophie held it up to let the other Ladies study it. 

      

    -“That is beautiful,” said Ashleigh. 

      

    -“It is handcrafted,” said Elizabeth. “There is a boutique on Artemis Street that makes and sell quality whips. What they make is the best of the best.” 

      

    -“Thank you very much,” said Sophie. “I can’t wait to try this out.” 

      

    -“We should try it out right away,” suggested Ashleigh. “On your new slave.” 

      

    -“That sounds like fun,” replied Sophie.  

    -“And we should test those dressage whips you gave me as well,” she added referring to a gift she had received before Blake and Elizabeth arrived. 

      

    -“Let’s try them on my slave and Ashleigh’s slave as well,” said Kira.  

      

    -“A great idea,” said Elizabeth. “Do you have somewhere we can string them up?” 

      

    -“There are some rings and hooks on the walls and in the ceiling in the room next to my bedroom. I think the previous tenant used it as her dungeon,” said Sophie. “Maybe that can be used.” 

      

    -“Let’s go and see,” said Elizabeth. 

      

    The five Ladies went through the corridor to the room Sophie had suggested. Elizabeth had given Sophie Blake’s leash, and she was leading him. Kira and Ashleigh brought along the two other males Blake had seen in the living room, who he now figured were their slaves. 

      

    The room, about 5x5 meter was completely empty apart from the fixtures on the wall that Sophie had mentioned. It was well lit from a single lamp in the ceiling. The walls were pink. 

      

    -“This is perfect,” said Elizabeth. “We can cuff them to the rings in the ceiling.” 

      

    She bent down and unlocked Blake’s handcuffs, ordered him to rise, and then reattached the handcuffs through a metal ring overhead. Kira did the same with her slave, while Ashleigh ordered her slave to kneel in a kowtow position facing the wall. 

      

    Sophie uncoiled the bullwhip she had just been gifted and ran it through her hands, while enjoying the sight of three slaves being prepared to receive discipline. 

      

    -“I think the previous tenant was right,” she said. “This room will work great as a dungeon.” 

      

    -“Yes, you should get some equipment for it,” agreed Linda. “At least you need a cage for your slave.” 

      

    When the slaves had all been place in position, Sophie let the whip fall to the floor to her right. The other Women gathered a few meters to the left of her to give her room to swing the mighty 2.5 meter bullwhip. 

      

    <WOOSH…CRACK> 

    The whip hit Blake’s side and wrapped around his chest. It was probably not a very hard lash, but the mass of the heavy whip ensured Blake felt it as a heavy blow. 

      

    -“A good one,” Blake heard one of the Women saying, as Sophie yanked the whip back. 

      

    A few seconds later came the next lash. 

    <WOOSH…CRACK> 

      

    This time, only the popper hit Blake’s back, but it stung like hell, and Blake screamed out to the amusement and laughter of the Ladies. 

      

    -“Give him more,” one of them shouted. 

      

    <WOOSH…CRACK> 

    Another stroke hit his side and wrapped around his front, harder and more painful than the first time. 

      

    <WOOSH…CRACK> 

    Yet again, Sophie hit Blake’s right side, and the whip delivered a terrible impact as it wrapped all around Blake’s chest with the popper lashing his back. Blake screamed, and Sophie yanked the whip back 

      

    <WOOSH…CRACK> 

    The whip connected with Blake’s upper thighs and wrapped around them, perilously close to his cock. 

      

    -“It is a bit hard to handle this whip,” said Sophie to the other Ladies. “It’s longer than I am used to. 

      

    -“You are doing great,” said Elizabeth. “It requires some skill to handle long whips. You just need some practice.” 

      

    <WOOSH…CRACK> 

    Sophie hit Blake across the back. The whip painfully cut across his entire back side, from right shoulder down to left buttock. 

      

    -“I will get some. I am definitely going to learn how to use it properly,” replied Sophie. 

      

    Sophie went on to give Blake a total of twenty lashes. As she delivered the last lash, she exclaimed “I love it. Wielding it gives such a wonderful feeling of pure power.” 

      

    She then offered her guests to test the new whip. Linda eagerly volunteered to be the first, and she positioned herself behind Blake to deliver another twenty lashes. 

      

    The Ladies took turns to whip Blake and the other slaves with Sophie’s new bullwhip. Ashleigh, like Elizabeth, handled the whip expertly. She clearly had experience using the bullwhip, and the two of them delivered the most precise and painful lashings. 

      

    The other girls where clearly newer to the game, but handled the whip well enough to cause great agony for the slaves and entertainment for themselves. They were eager to learn from Ashleigh and Elizabeth, who provided tips on how to improve. 

      

    After the bullwhipping, came the dressage whips. Sophie brought to the room a set of three dressage whips which Ashleigh had provided her as a gift. The Women then set out to test the whips on the three slaves, taking turns with the whips until all of them had given each of the three slaves a good beating. 

      

    None of the girls were holding back, and Blake found it very painful, as were the other slaves judging by the noises they made. Each of them took several hundred stinging lashes before the Ladies were satisfied. Only then were they untied so they could thank their tormentresses for their attention. 

      

    However painful and humiliating it was, Blake would not have been without it. For the first time he could see the dominant side of Mistress Sophie that he never got to see while he was married to her as she ruthlessly whipped the other slaves. Feeling the sting of her whips on his own back side proved her dominant nature even more vividly. 

      

    The mix of female beauty and dominance she displayed was irresistible. The other Women there were also both beautiful and dominant, but Sophie was special. Blake loved her. He always had. And now he again had a crush on her – just like when they first met. 

      

    Mistress Sophie did not give any signs that she retained feelings for Blake. She gave him only icy looks and pain. But that did not deter Blake. He was suffering for Mistress Sophie’s entertainment. That was a reward in itself. 

      

    After the whipping, the Ladies went back to the living room to have drinks and snacks and to continue the party. The slaves were put to use to serve, to provide massages, and to be subjected to humiliations as the Ladies enjoyed each other’s company.   

      

    Blake spent most of the evening as a bootlicker for Mistress Linda. She clearly took great pleasure in having someone she probably had seen as a rather full of himself in the past now grovel at her feet. Mistress Sophie, his owner, did not have any problems with that. 

      

    From the conversations the Ladies were having, Blake learned a little about them. 

      

    Linda and Kira were both colleagues at the audit firm Sophie worked for in UK. Together with Sophie, they had left the company to set up a new business on Amazon Island to serve the local market. None of them had lived an active femdom lifestyle in London, but they were eager to take it up on Amazon Island. Kira had already acquired a slave, which she had brought here to the party. 

      

    Ashleigh was a common friend of Elizabeth and Sophie who Blake did not think he had seen before. She had long been into femdom, something her skills with the whip revealed, and she had come to Amazon Island a year ago, about the same time Blake came. 

      

    Around midnight, the Ladies decided to hit town. Mistress Sophie decided she would not take Blake along, and locked him into a closet with both hands and feet cuffed before leaving the apartment. 

      

    Blake remained there until morning, when his first day as Mistress Sophie’s slave started. 

      

    Sophie’s apartment, Day 337 (6/9 2229), 11:00 

    Blake had been awake in the closet for more than two hours. The closet was too small for him to find a comfortable sleeping position, but Blake had still managed to fall asleep a little after the Ladies left him the night before. 

      

    Blake heard Mistress Sophie’s steps approach the closet, and then the sounds of her unlocking it. The door opened, and the bright light in the room outside blinded Blake for a few moments, before he saw his Mistress standing in front of him. She wore only a white camisole and black panties. Her hair was messy, and she looked like she came straight from bed. 

      

    Sophie grabbed the cuffs on Blake arms, and pulled them closer to herself, and then unlocked them with a key. 

    -“Make me breakfast while I shower,” she told Blake. “Egg and bacon. You know how I like them.” 

    She then unlocked his ankle cuffs.  

      

    -“Yes, Mistress,” answered Blake, and tried to lean forward to kiss her bare feet. He was too slow, however. She was already heading to the bathroom. 

      

    Blake got on his feet, and ran to the kitchen. The last thing he wanted to do was to disappoint Mistress Sophie by being too slow on his first proper task as her slave. 

      

    In the kitchen, Blake opened the fridge and was relieved to find it well stocked. All the necessary ingredients breakfast ingredients were there. Somewhat less stressed, he then started cooking Mistress’ breakfast. 

      

    Ten minutes later, Blake had completed the breakfast, and set the table in the kitchen. He assumed a kneeling position next to the wall and waited for his Mistress to arrive. 

      

    It took another fifteen minutes before she came. She was dressed in a pair of black wet-look leggings and a white crop top. Her hair was out, still a little wet. 

      

    She stopped in the door to the kitchen and surveyed the room for a second. She did not say anything, but went straight to the table and took a seat. 

      

    -“May I pour you coffee, Mistress,” asked Blake once she had sat down. 

      

    -“Yes, you may, slave,” she answered. 

    Blake hurried to fill her cup. He then went back to the wall and assumed the kneeling position waiting for further orders. 

      

    Mistress Sophie started eating. She enjoyed the food and drink not saying a word to Blake. Her attention was focused on some article she was reading on a tablet. 

      

    Then after maybe ten minutes, before she had finished her meal, she turned her face to Blake. 

      

    “Blake, come over here,” she told him. “Kneel at my feet.” 

      

    Blake came over to the table and kneeled in front of her as instructed. 

    -“Kiss my feet, then give me a foot rub,” Sophie ordered him. 

      

    Delighted to receive such instructions, Blake bent down and softly kissed Mistress Sophie’s bare feet. Her feet looked perfect with red painted toenails, and they were fresh from the shower. 

      

    Mistress Sophie spoke again when Blake started to rub her feet. 

    -“The breakfast you made was good, and you have so far behaved as you should as my slave.” 

      

    -“Thank you, Mistress,” said Blake and looked up at her. 

      

    -“I expect you to continue serving me as you have done so far. It is important you remember that you are my slave, and nothing else. You are not my husband, nor will you ever be again. You are only here to serve. If I find you forget that, I will kick you out faster than you can say ‘sorry, Mistress.’ Do you understand?” 

    Mistress Sophie’s voice was stern. 

      

      

    -“Yes, Mistress.” 

      

    -“And just so you know, I will be disciplining you every day, as Elizabeth advised. So I expect your effort to be top-notch at all times.” 

      

    -“Yes, Mistress.” 

      

    -“Good. Continue.” 

      

    Mistress Sophie returned her attention to the article she was reading, and continued her breakfast. 

      

    A few minutes later, Sophie finished. 

    -“That’s enough, Blake,” she told her slave. “Clean the kitchen, and then take a shower and make yourself more presentable. You will use the small bathroom – that will be the slave bathroom in this house.” 

      

    Sophie got up from the table and left the kitchen. Blake’s slavery under Mistress Sophie was off to a good start. 

      

    Sophie’s apartment, Day 365 (4/10 2229), 19:20 

    Blake was sitting on his knees with his face pressed to the floor such that his ass presented a perfect target for his Mistress’ whip. Mistress Sophie was administering the daily discipline session in her dungeon. 

      

    The dungeon was now fully equipped with restraining devices, but Mistress Sophie often demanded that Blake take his discipline unrestrained. She said she wanted to test his obedience by ordering him not to move in the face of severe pain. 

      

    <WOOSH…CRACK> 

      

    The heavy bullwhip Sophie received as a housewarming gift from Elizabeth struck Blake’s back viciously, and Blake cried out with pain. But he held steady, and did not move. 

      

    -“Forty nine, Mistress,” he whimpered. 

      

    Mistress Sophie was much more skilled with the long whip than what she had been when she had first used it on Blake. She had often practiced with it in discipline sessions, and it was paying off. 

      

    [image: ] 

      

    <WOOSH…CRACK> 

    The final lash was as always extra hard, and was tremendously painful as it hit across Blake’s thoroughly welted back, and Blake cried out. 

      

    -“Fifty, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress,” he said when he recovered. 

      

    -“Thank me properly,” demanded Mistress Sophie. 

      

    Blake turned around and crawled to Mistress Sophie’s feet and then kissed her boots. 

    -“Thank you for disciplining me, Mistress Sophie,” he said between his kisses. 

      

    Sophie smiled as she towered over Blake. She looked supremely sexy and dominant in thigh-high boots, an underbust corset and long gloves, all in black leather.  While her sex was covered by a small black thong, her breasts were proudly on display. 

      

    It was the first time she had dressed so provocatively for a discipline session. Sophie often dressed sexy for these occasions, but until now she had always been fully covered. 

      

    Blake felt weakened and subdued from the whipping he had just received, but even so, he found himself aroused just looking at Mistress Sophie. Radiating dominance and sensuality in equal measures, she was the dominant Goddess Blake craved to serve.  

      

    After half a minute, Sophie grabbed Blake by his hair and started moving towards the door. 

    -“Come!” was all she said. 

      

    Blake crawled along with her, and was led out of the dungeon, and into Mistress’ bedroom next door. 

      

    Sophie let go of Blake’s hair and sat down on the edge of large bed in the middle of the room. She removed the thong she was wearing, revealing her alluring pussy. 

      

    -“Lick me! Make me come,” she told Blake with a commanding yet sensual voice. 

      

    There was nothing Blake would rather do. He had dreamed about Mistress Sophie using him sexually, but he had hardly dared hope for it to actually happen. 

      

    She had treated him coolly until now. She never indicated she saw him as anything but a working slave – a servant to do chores. 

      

    And it was all Blake expected. Blake was happy to serve the Woman he loved, to do his small part in bringing about a female ruled world, and admire the beauty of his Mistress whenever he saw her. 

      

    Feeling ecstatic, Blake crawled in between Mistress Sophie’s legs, and kissed her labia as she leaned back on the bed. 

      

    She was already wet. She shivered a little and moaned softly. Blake could tell she was already very horny. 

      

    Blake went straight to the routine he knew worked so well on Sophie. He had gone down on Sophie many times in their past lives and knew well how to give her what she wanted. 

      

    Long repeated licks up and down the pussy. Softly at first, then applying more pressure with the tongue, and every now and then giving her clit gentle kisses with just a hint of sucking. 

      

    Sophie responded quickly, moaning loudly and whispering “Yes, Yes!” 

      

    Motivated by her approval and his own desire, Blake continued. With his face immersed in her pussy, his member was fully erect. But it would get no attention. Mistress’ pleasure was the only thing that mattered to either Sophie or Blake. 

      

    Within minutes Blake could feel Sophie was well on her way to an orgasm. Her pussy grinded against his tongue, and she was breathing heavily. 

      

    Then she came. Blake could tell from her moaning. They were not particularly loud moans, but somehow more profound and more content. Blake pressed his tongue against Sophie’s clit, letting her grind it against the tongue to prolong the orgasm. 

      

    Half a minute later, Sophie pushed Blake’s head away from her crotch with a satisfied purr. 

    -“That was nice, slave,” she said and leaned back on the bed again. 

      

    -“Thank you for letting me serve you like this, Mistress,” replied Blake. He started caressing and kissing one of her tall boots. 

      

    -“You know, Blake, I think you are a good slave,” said Sophie after half a minute, “You are completely obedient and you have behaved better than I expected.” 

    She sat up again on the edge of the bed 

      

    -“Thank you, Mistress.” Blake continued kissing her boot. 

      

    -“I was a bit sceptical to take you back, but Elizabeth persuaded me. And she was right. I don’t regret it at all. I think what we have now is much better than what we ever had when we were married.” 

      

    -“I agree, Mistress. Now that I am your slave, I can focus exclusively on serving you rather than myself. It is more fulfilling, and I would not want it any other way.”  

      

    -“It is the fact that you have learned to see things that way that makes you such a good slave,” said Elizabeth. “And that is also why I just decided to expand the services you are to provide to me.” 

    -“Well, that and the fact that I missed a good pussy licking from you,” she added. 

      

    -“Thank you, Mistress, you are most kind. Nothing brings me more pleasure than serving you the way I just did. I am truly honoured you consider me worthy of the task,” replied Blake sincerely. 

      

    -“You are devoted, and you have the skills. That is good enough for me,” said Sophie with a smile. 

      

    Mistress Sophie seemed warmer and more approachable than ever since they had been reunited, and Blake sensed he could talk a little more freely than usual. 

      

    -“Mistress, can I ask you a question?” he asked. 

      

    -“Go ahead,” said Sophie. 

      

    -“When did you become dominant? Were you hiding your dominance when we were married?” 

      

    -“Sort of, I suppose,” replied Sophie. “I have had dominant fantasies since I was a teenager, but I had no intention on acting them out. Especially when I was married to you – you did not seem like you would appreciate to be dominated.” 

      

    -“That was what I thought back then, yes,” said Blake and looked at the floor. He felt ashamed that he would have rejected female domination in the past. 

      

    -“My decision to live a female dominant lifestyle was gradual, but it was a process that I guess started when I found out about your philandering.” she continued.  “I was seriously pissed when I found out, and I wanted nothing more than to see you punished and to get you out of my life. Then I spoke to Elizabeth about it and that got the ball rolling. She suggested I sell you to her as a slave, which would both get you out of my life and see you punished. Back then, I knew she was a dominatrix, but I had no idea she was also a slave trader. But I agreed to her idea.” 

      

    Blake listened with interest as Sophie told her story. 

      

    “And it worked out really well. You disappeared, and I knew you got what you deserved. And it felt really good. Selling you as a slave made me feel powerful and in control. It was such a turn on, and it gave me taste for more. 

    I decided to explore my dominant side. I started to spend more time with Elizabeth and I asked her a lot about what she did in her occupations – both of them. At one time she offered me to whip one of her slaves, and I accepted. And I really liked it. The feeling of power was much the same as I had when sold you.” 

      

    “I wanted more. I was ready to look for new men in my life, and now I knew I wanted submissives. Men who would obey me, and men who could take my whip. So I set up profiles on femdom matchmaking sites and went and dated a couple of guys before I finally found Thomas. We hit it off, and I decided to accept him as my sub in February.” 

      

    That was the guy Blake remembered finding out about in his internet session on Marion Island. 

      

    “Thomas will move in here in a month’s time, by the way,” said Sophie. “When his work termination period ends he will join you as a slave in my household. “ 

      

    Blake would rather not have another slave coming, especially one with some kind of romantic attachment to Mistress Sophie. It was of no consequence, however. Mistress’ wishes were all that mattered. 

      

    -“Anyway, shortly after I met Thomas, Elizabeth moved here to Amazon Island. She was really keen that I should follow her, and eventually she persuaded me. I had already cashed out the insurance on you, and living a place where femdom is practiced was tempting. So here I am.” 

      

    -“I am so happy you came here, and that you allowed me to be your slave,” said Blake and kissed Mistress Sophie’s boot again. 

      

    -“I am too. Coming here was really right for me.” said Sophie. “Not just the life style. It was also a good career move. The market here is underserved, so I have high hopes for the business I am setting up with Kira and Linda.” 

      

    -“We owe a lot to Elizabeth,” said Sophie after a few seconds of silence. “Without her you would not have been a slave, and I would not have been a Mistress. And neither of us would be as happy as we are now.” 

      

    Blake agreed with all his heart. Without Mistress Elizabeth, none of what happened to Blake over the last year would have taken place. And Blake would have been oblivious to joy of female dominance. His gratitude and love of Mistress Elizabeth was almost as strong as his love of Mistress Sophie. 
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    clnorthbridge@protonmail.com 

      

      

  

OEBPS/Images/cover00131.jpeg
D
v

THE LADIES OF HERA 9
AMAZON ISLAND PART 2

C L NORTHBRIDGE






OEBPS/Images/image00129.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00128.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00130.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00125.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00124.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00127.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00126.jpeg





