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 Introduction 
 
      
 
    This story, and others in the same series, takes place in a future where humanity has moved beyond the confines of the Earth and has started colonising other worlds, both in our solar system and around nearby stars. 
 
      
 
    On one of these worlds, a planet called Hera, a group of female supremacists managed to gain control of the colonisation expedition and its colonies early on. Under their rule, the human colonists on Hera built a society based on female domination. In their society, only women can be citizens, and all men are slaves – indeed the word “male” is considered synonymous with slave among the Herans. 
 
      
 
    Throughout this series of books, I intend to give the reader glimpses of life in this society and life in societies elsewhere in the universe affected by the Herans through short stories. These short stories typically cover a short period in the life of a protagonist at a given point in Hera’s timeline.  
 
      
 
    The first book of this series describes the origins and nature of the Heran society. This provides context for all subsequent books in this series, although each book can be read on a stand-alone basis. 
 
      
 
    Before the story starts, one should note that the Herans have developed their own time keeping, suited to their planet. The length of the Heran day is longer than on Earth, and on Hera it is divided into 26 hours, which are almost the equal to Earth hours in length. The year on Hera is only 174 days (188 Earth-days), thus slightly more than 6 months on Earth.  
 
      
 
    The Heran calendar starts with year 0 when Hera was first colonised by humans. This corresponds to 2135 on Earth. This story take place in the immediate aftermath of the take-over, in year 4 – 2137 on Earth, before female domination was universally accepted by the Herans. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Enslaving her boyfriend  
 
      
 
   
  
 

 New Management 
 
    Tara’s life had recently been turned upside-down. A month ago, she had lived with her boyfriend Luke in a standard apartment in the Eden colony, on the planet Hera. While the colony was only four years old (2 Earth Years), life had started to settle into a routine.  
 
      
 
    Tara worked as a chemical engineer, and her work was crucial in the production of materials for the expansion of colonies and infrastructure on the newly colonised planet. 
 
      
 
    Luke worked in one of the construction teams that actually built the new infrastructure, or more correctly, controlled the machines that built it. 
 
      
 
    They had become a couple back on Earth in the training period before the journey to Hera, and they had thus been together for all their time on the new planet. While the initial crush had worn off, their relationship was strong and affectionate. 
 
      
 
    Then came the revolution. Tara did not remember much of the night of the revolution itself, since both she and Luke had received a dose of sleeping gas in their apartment, knocking them out for the duration. When Tara woke the next morning, she had found herself locked up and Luke missing. Attempts to communicate with the outside did not work, and Tara found the whole experience very upsetting. 
 
      
 
    Only in the evening that day, when she was finally let out, did she learn what had happened. The Vanguard, a secret female supremacist organisation, had taken over control of Eden, and was implementing a new order of female rule on the planet. They had arrested all men, and were in the process of taking control of the other colonies on Hera. 
 
      
 
    Over the next days, Tara learned more of the Vanguards plans for Hera and its small human society. She did not like it at all. She found it far too extreme. All rights and power would be given to the women on the planet, and all men would become slaves. While the previous colonial management had its failings, and probably needed replacement, the Vanguard’s government seemed much worse. They were outright cruel to the male half of the population. 
 
      
 
    Two factors gave her some hope, however. First, she would be given custody of Luke after he had been through some training program. Second, the Vanguard had promised elections after one year, which would enable the Herans to vote them out of power. Yet, Tara found it disturbing that quite a few female colonists seemed intrigued and even enthusiastic about the new order. 
 
      
 
    Now, twenty days after the revolution, Tara received a message she had been waiting for. Not in words she saw as appropriate at all, but it did say she would get to see Luke again. It read: 
 
      
 
    Your application for taking custody of your personal slave is approved. You can pick him up at any time after 16.00 today in street 5, Living module 4. 
 
      
 
    So they labelled Luke a slave. But at least she would get to take him home. 
 
      
 
    At precisely 16.00 Tara came to Living Quarter 4, a module of Eden that had been unused since the newest colonies were populated a year ago. At least Tara had thought they were not in use. Quite clearly, the Vanguard had been using them for something recently. 
 
      
 
    Tara was met by Heather, the leader of the construction team Luke worked in. Tara had never seen Heather like she now looked. She looked like a dominatrix. Heather wore a short black pvc dress, thigh-high boots and carried a riding crop. 
 
      
 
    Heather did not give Tara a chance to ask about the outfit. 
 
    -“You are here for Luke. Come with me,” she said and took Tara into one of the individual apartments of the module. In the apartment, there were several cages, some occupied by naked men. In one of them was Luke. Heather unlocked this cage and barked, “Get Out” to Luke. Luke, handcuffed at the back, humped out of the cage. 
 
      
 
    Tara was too shocked by what she saw to say anything. They were keeping the men in cages. Heather carried a whip, and had apparently been using it too, judging from the look of some of the men in the cages. The Vanguard was even crueller than she had imagined. 
 
      
 
    Heather spoke first as she gave Tara the keys to Luke’s cuffs. 
 
    -“Over the last week, Luke has been taught to be more respectful towards women and his proper place in our new order. We have had a great time here, and it will be my pleasure to start working with him again tomorrow, when we are moving to a more normal schedule,” she said and continued 
 
    -“However, Luke is not fully submissive yet, so if you want, I will be happy to help you complete his training as a slave.” 
 
    Tara was now angry as well as shocked. 
 
    -“I do not want your help in any such thing. What you are doing here is outrageous. I want to take Luke home right now, and I want you to stay out of our way!” 
 
    -“Very well. As long as Luke shows up for work tomorrow, you can take him where you want,” replied Heather 
 
    Tara helped Luke on his feet. 
 
    -“Let’s get home to the apartment.”  
 
      
 
    When they came back to Tara’s habitation unit, she uncuffed Luke and asked him what had happened since they had been separated. 
 
    Luke relayed what he had experienced. He had woken naked in a cage at some point after the revolution. He had been kept in this cage for what must have been many days. Without daylight, it had been hard to keep track of time. The cage had been moved around with forklifts many times between different storage rooms. At some point, his cage had been placed together with what appeared to be all males on Hera, caged like himself. That was when he realised the scale of the events. 
 
      
 
    Eventually he had been moved to the apartment where Tara found him. He had been there most of the time since the revolution night. There, Heather had kept and dominated him and four other men. She kept them in the cages for most of the time, but would frequently take them out to be caned or whipped while being taught extreme subservience. He had been forced to do various humiliating tasks. It seemed to him that Heather had attempted to break them down. And from what Luke could judge, she succeeded on some of the other men. They were completely subservient to her and obeyed her every whim. 
 
      
 
    Tara relayed her experiences over the previous days, and they then discussed what to do. They decided to make it work as best as they could, and wait for the change that was bound to happen after elections. The Vanguard would surely wear out its welcome by then.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Back to work 
 
      
 
    The next day, Luke went to work with the construction team, and Tara went to her new job in overseeing the production of isolation materials. Her work place was in a big excavated hall in the centre of the Eden colony, and the hall was shared with various other manufacturing and research teams in the colony.  
 
      
 
    At first there were only women working in the hall, as it had been since the revolution, but an hour into the workday several groups of men were led into the production hall by female colleagues. Tara noticed the women were not dressed in the casual way that was common in Eden. The Ladies wore skirts, dresses and high heels or boots. Not like the dominatrix outfit Heather was wearing last night, but well into the territory one would call sexy or even provocative. As they settled into their work places, it was clear the women were leading the work, and men obeying their orders. 
 
      
 
    Next to Tara’s work bay was Jana, an electromechanical engineer, and a friend of Tara’s. After Jana had delegated tasks to her two male colleagues, she walked over to Tara for a chat. Jana, like the other women now in charge of men, looked very good in pumps, a black pencil skirt and a revealing white top.  
 
    -“Are you part of this too?” Tara started. 
 
    -“The Vanguard you mean? No, I wasn’t part of it. But I am willing to give it a try.” 
 
    -“Do you know what they are really up to?” countered Tara. “Last night I finally got Luke back, and they had whipped him and treated him like a slave for almost 2 weeks! It is insane”. 
 
    -“Well, it seems quite a few of the guys are OK with it. Just ask Jeff and Pierre on my team. They are so sweet. We work so well together now. I restarted working with them yesterday, and we got more work done in a day than ever before,” replied Jana. 
 
    - “No wonder the way they are threatened with beatings” 
 
    -“Well, yes, but they are even more motivated by love. The combination of strict discipline and some female curves have enticed their submissive love for women. It even gives them pleasure to obey me.” 
 
    -“That sounds like Femdom propaganda.” 
 
    -“Ask them, then,” replied Jana. 
 
      
 
    Tara asked the diligently working colleagues of Jana if they liked their new position in the colony or would like to return to normal order.  
 
    -“No, mistress” was the immediate reply to Tara’s surprise. 
 
      
 
    -“To be fair, not all the guys are like this. Yet at least. The Vanguard gave us inexperienced Ladies the most compliant males to work with. Others that require more discipline are mostly handled by the Vanguard themselves,” said Jana. 
 
    -“Are males still held by the Vanguard?” asked Tara. 
 
    -“I think so. But some of them are have begun working at least. Over there for example. That is Suzanne Black, our group leader. She was part of the Vanguard before the take-over. I think the males in her charge may be more resistant.” 
 
      
 
    As on cue, a demonstration was already developing as they looked toward Suzanne 30m down the hall. One of her male colleagues was objecting to one of her instructions and shouting back. The response was quick. Suzanne gave him a hard face slap and barked in his face  
 
    -“How dare you talk back to me?” She proceeded to place her knee in his stomach, causing him to collapse. With the man gasping for air on the floor, Suzanne picked up a cane saying, “You need to be taught a lesson”.  
 
      
 
    She then hauled his upper body over a nearby chair, positioning him with his ass exposed. For the next minute, Suzanne caned him viciously. When satisfied she told him, “I hope you learned your lesson. Now kiss my boot and ask for forgiveness.”  
 
    The male complied as Suzanne towered over him, wearing black boots, shiny black leggings and a tight red top showing her cleavage. 
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    Tara was shocked to see one of her fellow colonists punished and humiliated like that. As the punishment started, she was about to go over and make Suzanne back off, but was stopped by Jana.  
 
    -“Don’t cause a scene. It won’t help either you or Luke. Some of the guardesses are reluctant to leave males with women that are resisting the new order. You shouldn’t be seen as one of them.” 
 
    -“But this is just wrong!” 
 
    -“As I said, the guys grow to accept it and even like it. They will be happier for it.” 
 
    -“How can you be so sure?” 
 
    -“I joined up on the femdom courses on offer. The Vanguard women had been doing this for years. They had even trained quite a few men as submissives before the take-over. I was amazed at how effective their techniques are.” 
 
    -“Did you try them?” 
 
    -“Yes, as part of the course”  
 
    -“So you have beaten men like that woman over there just did?” 
 
    -“Yes, a few times. But it is as much about enticing them with sensuality. It is important to dress sexy and behave seductively. Seductively dominant that is. The male mind will give in when subjected to the right amount of dominance and sensuality. Then they break down and become comfortable with the idea of being ruled by women.” 
 
    -“That sounds like brainwashing.” 
 
    -“That may be right. But it makes everybody happier. The males are overjoyed for serving us, and we can be pampered Mistresses. Something had to be done anyway. The way Evans was ruling put us on the path to a dystopia,” said Jana referring to the pre-revolution colonial leadership. 
 
      
 
    -“I agree with that” conceded Tara, and continued “But this is extreme, and it isn’t right for the majority of us I think, and it certainly isn’t right for either me or Luke.” 
 
    -“Well, approach it with an open mind. I did, and I and I am happy for it. At least go to the courses to see what it is about.” 
 
    “I am not so sure. It just doesn’t seem right. Anyway let’s get back to work,” said Tara, closing the conversation. 
 
      
 
    Later, in the evening, Luke and Tara came back to their apartment. It was quickly apparent Luke’ behind was sore. 
 
    -“What happened?” asked Tara. 
 
    -“Heather caned me...that bitch. She didn’t like my work and decided to beat me up in front of the crew.” 
 
    -“I can’t believe it! I saw something similar happen in the production hall today. This has to stop. We have to stand up to them.” 
 
    -“No, please. She will just beat me more.”  
 
    -“Are you afraid of her? Can’t you defend yourself? You are not in chains anymore.” 
 
    -“One thing I noticed over the past two weeks is that those Guardesses are strong. I saw quite a few guys trying to stand up to them, and were all beaten down and severely punished. And out in the construction yard, there are several of them, and they carry whips and guns. Fritz on my team tried to push away one of the Guardesses when she was giving him an order today, and they whipped him badly. What I got was nothing compared to his beating. Frankly, yes, I am afraid of them.” 
 
    -“Well, I am not. And I will certainly have a word with Heather. You are after all supposed to be MY slave in their worldview, so I will tell her not to beat you.” 
 
      
 
    Later that evening Tara called Heather to confront her. 
 
    -“You beat my boyfriend today. What gives you the right to do that?” Tara started. 
 
    -“His work was substandard and he needed to be made an example of. Besides, this will train him into a more accepting attitude of the new order.” 
 
    -“He is my boyfriend and I will not allow you to treat him like that.” 
 
    -“While I think you are making a mistake, he is yours, and I will respect your decision.” 
 
    -“You’d better. So you promise he won’t be harmed anymore?” 
 
    -“As long as he is suitably respectful toward women and obey orders, he will not be beaten.” 
 
    -“What do you mean by that?” 
 
    -“That means he stick to the etiquette rules he has been taught over the past days. He knows them. Let me know if you have any further problems.” 
 
    -“I will,” said Tara and ended the conversation. 
 
      
 
    Tara reported the outcome of the chat with Heather to Luke and enquired about the etiquette rules. Luke told her that males were required to greet women by kissing their boots and addressing them as Mistress. While Tara found this to be humiliating, she agreed with Luke that they could go along with it until a chance to reverse the new order came. At least as long as Luke was not beaten. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Tara’s first slaves 
 
      
 
    Over the next couple of months, Tara and Luke settled into a routine in their jobs. Tara continued working next to Jana and did notice that Jana’s crew was very effective. From what she could see, it also did seem plausible, as Jana claimed, that the slaves genuinely loved Jana and took their motivation from that. Only once did she see Jana actually beat her charges, but their chats revealed that they were beaten once a week after work in order to maintain their discipline and submissiveness. 
 
      
 
    Even the rougher Suzanne only rarely beat her male charges these days – they had apparently been broken into submissives. 
 
      
 
    Among Tara and Luke’s friends, views on the new order were a mixed bag. Some were positive and welcoming of the new regime, while others were reluctant or negative. They could only maintain contact with their female friends as well as two couples, since all single males where held as common slaves in Eden’s slave holding facility. Of the two couples, one, Laura and Felipe, were as negative to the new regime as Tara and Luke. On the other hand, Linda and Hans were more positive. It appeared Hans had long since fancied strong women, and Linda was learning to appreciate the advantages of being in charge, and the increased dedication of her husband. 
 
    The presence of positive views in their circle helped mellow Tara’s stance on the femdom regime. 
 
      
 
    Two months later, the colonial Labour authority asked Tara to supervise the expansion of production of metals for rail tracks to connect the colonies on Hera. As part of this, Tara would be given more staff to manage. Two days later the reinforcement came. First Charlotte, a metallurgist came with one man, who turned out to be her husband, Bill. She was clearly a dedicated femdom practitioner. She wore knee-high black boots, stockings, a short red leather skirt and a red leather top.  When they introduced themselves, she made Bill kiss Tara’s shoes. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Charlotte answered all questions for both of them as they chatted to get to know each other before starting work. It appeared neither of them were into femdom before the takeover, but they had soon taken up the practice as Charlotte was eagerly supporting change when it came, and was enthusiastic about a society based on female superiority when that appeared possible.  The Femdom Vanguard had easily broken Bill in the opening days of the revolution, and when Charlotte got him back as an eager submissive, their dedication to the new regime and the femdom lifestyle was in no doubt. 
 
      
 
    As they chatted, a Slave Wardress came, leading three males chained together. As was usual for the Ladies volunteering to manage the colony’s common slaves, she was dressed as a dominatrix when on duty. The blond Lady wore black, high-heeled thigh-high boots, black leather body and black leather opera gloves. In her hand was a menacing whip.  
 
      
 
    The Wardress unlocked the chains of her prisoners and informed Tara that these slaves had been allocated Tara’s production program, and that they had all been broken in and should not be expected to cause any problems. Every morning, Tara or Charlotte would have to pick them up at the slave holding facility. If there were any problems with the slaves, they should inform the Guardesses at the facility. 
 
      
 
    As the Wardress left, the slaves kissed the feet of Charlotte and Tara and presented themselves for service. This felt awkward for Tara.  
 
      
 
    After briefly questioning the new team members about their previous work experiences, she started instructing them in their tasks. Fortunately, Charlotte had the most relevant experience, and it was natural to give her a leadership role.  A good thing, as anything else would be troublesome under the circumstances. 
 
      
 
    Over the next weeks, the team appeared to work very well, and made good progress. Tara’s style was much the same as it had always been. She treated everyone as her equal and she gave her instructions in a gentle way.  
 
      
 
    Charlotte was more forceful with the males, but she did not beat them. Not that it was necessary – they all performed very well. From what Tara gathered, the males got their disciplinary weekly beatings in the slave holding facility. While Tara tried to ignore it, the slaves would greet her every morning by kissing her shoes and they addressed her as Mistress throughout the day. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 First Caning 
 
      
 
    One month later came what would be a turning point in Tara’s life. In order to finish a production schedule, Tara and Quentin, one of the common slaves stayed late after the others had been dismissed for the evening. Just before preparing to leave, Quentin approached Tara and confessed he had failed to monitor the production process properly in the late hours, and thus the production of most of the day had gone to waste. He asked Tara to punish him for his failure. 
 
    -“While you did a stupid thing, I am not going to beat you. It won’t bring the losses back”, replied Tara 
 
    -“Please, Mistress. I need to learn from my mistakes. And males learn best from pain.” 
 
    -“You know already what you did was stupid.” 
 
    -“Please, Mistress. I failed you, and I will not have peace in my mind before I have felt your just retribution.” 
 
    He was almost crying as he added. “If you don’t punish me I will have to report my mistakes to the Slave Wardress, and she will punish me harshly. But I need you to punish me to take away my shame.” 
 
    Tara looked at him and started to take pity. He really wanted punishment from her. His eyes were of total devotion. 
 
      
 
    -“Very well then” said Tara. “I will punish you”.  
 
    Tara walked over to a nearby quiver of canes and picked up one. Help-yourself quivers of canes were all over Eden these days. 
 
    -“How many whacks do you deserve then?” She asked him. 
 
    -“However many you please, Mistress, but other Mistresses give about 100 strokes for an offence of this severity.” 
 
    -“100 it is then. Bend over!” said Tara and thinking it would soon be over. 
 
    -“Do you want me to count, Mistress” asked Quentin 
 
    -“Please do.” 
 
      
 
    The slave presented his ass and Tara started giving him soft whacks as he counted. After five, the slave said, “Mistress, I have been conditioned to take harder strokes.” 
 
      
 
    Tara felt a bit annoyed being instructed. She decided if this male wanted it harder, she would give it harder. She had seen other Ladies do it, so apparently the men could take it. 
 
    Tara took a good swing with the cane and brought it down with full force. 
 
    -“6, Mistress” the slave squeaked just before the next came down.  
 
    Tara delivered a rapid full force caning over the next minute. The slave quickly lost count, but Tara kept on until she reached what she figured would be 100.  
 
      
 
    At the end, the slave was reduced to a sobbing wreck with a severely bruised ass. 
 
    -“Did you get what you wanted?” asked Tara condescendingly. 
 
    -“Yes, Mistress. Thank you Mistress” Quentin stuttered between the sobbing. 
 
    -“You have given me my just punishment, and a heavy burden is off my shoulders,” he continued, looking at Tara with devotion. 
 
    Tara sat down next to him and asked,  
 
    -“This is really something you crave for, something that makes you happy?” 
 
    -“Yes Mistress. It really means a lot to me.” 
 
    -“You are really happy as a slave?” 
 
    -“Yes Mistress. Very much. I truly take pleasure in serving you.” 
 
    -“Do you love me?” 
 
    -“Of all my heart, Mistress.” 
 
    -“And you would do everything I ask of you?” 
 
    -“Absolutely, Mistress.” 
 
    -“How weird, but sweet you are” said Tara and gave him a kiss on the forehead. 
 
    -“Now, get back to the facility for the night,” she said, preparing to go home. 
 
      
 
    Back in the apartment that evening, Tara told Luke what she had experienced. 
 
    -“You caned him?” asked Luke angrily. 
 
    -“He insisted that I did, and I think he really wanted it.” 
 
    -“I can’t believe you did that. I thought you were against this shit.” 
 
    -“I am starting to think that femdom might be good for those that want it. Who are we to deny them if they want to be slaves?” 
 
    -“You’re starting to sound like their bullshit propaganda. I hope you are not turning into one of those femdom bitches,” Luke shot back. 
 
    -“I don’t think that is fair, Luke.” 
 
    -“You fucking caned a guy. That makes you a bitch.” 
 
    -“Don’t you call me a bitch.” Tara got angry. 
 
    -“I will stop calling you one when you stop acting like one.” 
 
    -“Just stop it, Luke.” 
 
     Luke did not say anything and left the room. They did not speak more to each other that evening, and Tara went to bed feeling angry over their conversation. With both parties expecting an apology from the other, the sour atmosphere continued the next morning. 
 
   
  
 

 Enjoying a slave 
 
      
 
    Throughout the next day, Tara agonised over yesterday’s fight. It just kept nagging in the back of her mind. As evening came, she did not look forward to going home. When the team was preparing to finish the day, Tara decided to act on an impulse. She asked Quentin to help her finish some checks after the other left. 
 
      
 
    When they were alone, Tara took him into her office next to the work hall and asked, “Do you want to serve me?” 
 
    -“Yes Mistress” he replied. 
 
    -“I want you to pamper me tonight. Start by giving me a foot massage,” she said and removed her shoes. 
 
    Tara knew that other Ladies used slaves for personal service. Tonight she felt it was her turn. 
 
    “Give me compliments,” she ordered him as he was rubbing her feet.  
 
    He responded by complimenting her beauty, her kindness, her smarts and strength of mind. When satisfied with the foot massage, she stripped down to her black bra and panties and ordered the slave to massage her whole body.  
 
      
 
    Thoroughly enjoying the treatment for 20 min, she started feeling horny, and told the slave. “You are going to get lucky tonight slave! I will allow you to lick my pussy.” She took off her panties, found a comfortable position, and then ordered the slave to start. 
 
    Cunnilingus was a treat Luke would rarely give her, and now she intended to enjoy it.  
 
      
 
    Holding back her orgasm, she made Quentin work for over half an hour before she could not hold back anymore, and came in a powerful orgasm. How she had missed it. There was nothing like a good pussy lick. 
 
      
 
    After enjoying the post orgasm for a few minutes, she decided to give the slave a little payback. “With this reward I suppose the punishment of yesterday loses some of its effect. Bring me a cane, so I can reinforce it,” she told him. Quentin ran out and came back with a cane. 
 
    - “Now, kiss my feet as I cane you!” 
 
    The slave complied, and Tara proceeded to give him 25 semi-hard strokes. When she was done, she ordered the slave back to the facility. 
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    Back with Luke the same evening, the atmosphere was still tense. That night, Tara lay awake thinking. She started to wish they had a femdom lifestyle. Both men and women seemed happier when it worked. Tara decided to look into it the next day. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Seeking advice 
 
      
 
    The next day Tara talked to Charlotte at work and also called her friend Linda, asking them how she could make Luke as obedient and happy in bondage as their men. Both of them gave the same answer. She would have to bring him to that state herself by strictly disciplining him and playing on her sensuality.  
 
      
 
    However, it would probably take a lot more than it did for Linda’s and Charlotte’s slaves, as Luke appeared more resistant than their men did. Both suggested Tara take femdom courses. 
 
      
 
    Unfortunately, no courses were running at the time, but individual Ladies might volunteer to train newcomers, her friends suggested. 
 
    Then Tara came to remember, Heather. She had offered her help when she had handed Luke over to Tara months ago. Tara called Heather and asked if they could meet after work. Heather agreed. 
 
      
 
    They met up in an office later that evening. 
 
    -“It is about Luke. You offered your help in training Luke when you released him to me earlier. Is that offer still valid?” asked Tara. 
 
    -“It most certainly is. But you do know it involves discipline right,” replied Heather. 
 
    -“I know. And I am accepting it might be necessary. Quite a few men seem to want it.” 
 
    -“They most certainly do. And Luke will too after he has been properly trained. They all get there after a while” 
 
    - “Yes, I have started to see that. I want to get him there.” 
 
    -“Do you want my help in making that happen?” asked Heather. 
 
    -“Yes, Heather, I would like you to help. And I am so sorry I was rude to you when you offered it earlier.” 
 
    -“Nothing to be sorry for, Tara. It was all too new for you back then, as it was for many women. I am just glad you have come around to be able to see sense in our methods. You will be so much happier.” 
 
    -“Thanks Heather. I really appreciate it.” 
 
    -“When shall we start?” asked Heather. 
 
    -“As soon as possible. I would even start tonight” 
 
    -“No problem. Let’s go right to it.” Said Heather. 
 
      
 
    Tara nodded and Heather continued:  
 
    -“What we want is to bring the male submissive in Luke’s mind to the surface. It will come out if he is subjected to a stable environment of female superiority and discipline, combined with a good dose of female sensuality and beauty. Males always respond well to visual impressions. And pain.” 
 
    She went on: “If applied consistently, Luke will reach a stage where he will feel a deep love for the women dominating him and he will crave to serve us. I am sure you have seen this in the broken-in slaves.” 
 
    “I have. And I so wish for Luke to be one of them,” replied Tara. 
 
    -“He will. When I trained him earlier, he became significantly more submissive. The freedoms he received after the training stopped has however cancelled much of the effects of the training. Of course, he is submissive and respectful around me, but I suspect that is mostly fear,” said Heather and continued:  
 
    -“So in order to get him back on the right path, we need to put him on a very strict regime as a slave, and after a month or two, we may have a proper submissive on the other end.” 
 
    -“But first we need to get you some equipment and some good outfits. You need canes and whips to teach him his place. And you also need to dress for it, so we take care of the sensual side. Let’s go shopping tomorrow. Can you take the day off?” 
 
    -“That should be alright. Charlotte is capable of supervising my crew.” 
 
    -“Excellent. But for tonight we will have to do with what I have. I have some whips and canes in my apartment you can borrow. And also a slave to practice on. Come with me.” 
 
      
 
    Tara nodded and went with Heather to Heather’s apartment.  
 
    In the apartment, Heather presented Tara to the different punishment implements and how to use them. Once Tara was familiar with some of them, Heather said it was time to change into play-clothes and test it out on her slave. Heather dressed up in a corset and thigh-high boots, all black, and Tara borrowed a PVC mini skirt, a matching top and some high-heel sandals that almost fit. 
 
      
 
    The slave in Heather’s apartment was sitting naked in a cage in a corner. Heather explained that while she did not own him, the slave holding facility staff let volunteering Ladies borrow slaves for a few days to assist with their training, and that was an arrangement Heather often took advantage of. 
 
      
 
    Heather opened his cage and ordered the slave out and to take position on a punishment horse next to the cage. Once there, she strapped him to horse. Over the following hour, Tara practiced using the various punishment implements with the slave as a live target, while Heather gave her useful tips and advice. By the end of it, it was clear Tara was proficient in inflicting pain using crop, cane and dressage whips, but she would need more training using single tails. Both Tara and Heather was worked up with the exercise, and Heather confessed she got horny seeing Tara punishing her slave, and that she needed some satisfaction before continuing.  
 
      
 
    Heather then released the slave from the horse and led him to a couch by his hair, sat down and forced his head in between her legs facing her uncovered pussy.  
 
    -“Lick!” was the short command she gave him.  
 
    The slave complied, and after a minute, Heather was moaning with pleasure. 
 
    -“This is delicious!” she said between the moans. “You should try this to afterwards, Tara”. 
 
    -“I wouldn’t mind,” said Tara, feeling a bit horny herself too. 
 
    After another few minutes, Heather was moaning even loader as she reached her orgasm. 
 
    -“Now serve Mistress Tara” Heather ordered the slave after she recovered from the orgasm and gave him a whack with the crop.  
 
      
 
    Tara was already removing her skirt and panties. She was wet. Tara lay down on the couch, spreading her legs, and the slave stuck his face in between her legs. The licking was delicious. This slave must have had good training. Tara’s level of excitement rose very quickly, and after two minutes she was close to coming. At that point, Heather rolled over next to Tara and gave her a deep French kiss. This tipped Tara over the edge. She came with a powerful orgasm that lasted for almost half a minute.  
 
      
 
    As Tara recovered Heather told her:  
 
    -“You just looked too sexy getting your pussy licked. I just had to kiss you.” 
 
    -“mmm…that was so good” replied Tara and sat up.  
 
    She leaned over, gave Heather a kiss in return, and said, “You can do that anytime you want. Mistress.” 
 
    Tara leaned back again and closed her eyes, enjoying the moment. 
 
      
 
    A minute later Heather said:  
 
    -“I think we are ready to take it to Luke.” 
 
    -“I think so too” said Tara. 
 
    -“Tonight we put him into bondage, and tomorrow, after you get your equipment, we put him through his paces. For now, keep what you are wearing and you can also borrow my crop and a couple of canes.” 
 
    -“Thanks. I can’t wait.” Said Tara. 
 
    Heather ordered the slave back in the cage and locked it. They were getting ready to leave. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Enslaving him 
 
      
 
    As they walked over to Tara’s apartment, Heather reminded Tara to be firm with Luke over the next few weeks. 
 
    -“He is not to experience anything but female superiority, and any attempts on his part to rebel or disobey must be punished immediately. You will do your part at home, and I will see to it that he gets it at work.” 
 
      
 
    It was 22.30 when they arrived in Tara’s apartment, and Luke was home playing a computer game. As he heard the noise of the ladies entering, he rose, turned and was startled as he saw both Tara and Heather in dominatrix outfits. 
 
    -“Aren’t you going to greet your wife when she comes home?” Heather barked at him. 
 
    -“Sorry Mistress...” he started muttering before he decided to stand up to Heather. He started again:  
 
    -“You can’t boss me around here. This is Tara’s place. I am not at work.” 
 
      
 
    Tara walked over to him and slapped his face.  
 
    –“Heather is here as my guest, Luke. And you will treat her with respect. She has kindly offered to help us ease into the femdom lifestyle, and I have accepted her offer. You must learn to obey both of us.” 
 
    -“What is the matter with you, Tara? You’re not into this, and you see as clearly as me how wrong that lifestyle is,” replied Luke.   
 
    As he was speaking, Heather stormed over to him, pushed him into the wall and told him harshly:  
 
    -“Do not talk back to your Mistress! You obey her without question. And you will address us both as Mistress! Now get down on the floor and greet us properly!” 
 
    A startled Luke fell down on his knees and started kissing their boots. His fear of Heather was evident. 
 
    Heather remarked to Tara, “Your slave is quite disobedient. I think he needs to be punished.” 
 
    -“You are quite right, Heather. He has disrespected both of us, which is unacceptable,” replied Tara. 
 
    Heather grabbed Luke’s hair and pulled him into the punishment room of the apartment. Tara had received a new apartment a month earlier, and all the new apartments for Heran ladies now came with a punishment room with a cage and restraints. Tara’s room had not been used for punishments before, but it was about to be. 
 
      
 
    Once in the room, Luke was restrained facing the wall using a set of chains attached to the wall. Heather started swishing a short single tail whip through the air and addressed Luke:  
 
    -“This is for not showing proper slave etiquette...” 
 
    Heather started whipping Luke with her whip in a quick pace. After about a 50 lashes, Luke was panting heavily and his behind was deep red. Heather stopped.  
 
    -“That should suffice. Now drop to the ground and thank me for disciplining you!” she said as she released him from his restraints. 
 
    Wise for earlier encounters with Heather, Luke complied and kissed her boots while saying, “Thank you Mistress”.  
 
    -“Now I think it is time for Mistress Tara to punish you. There is a lot of disrespect you will have to pay for.” 
 
    -“Thank you, Mistress Heather. That is right Luke. You have a lot to pay for. And we will start correcting you right now. Get over to the stockade,” Tara continued. 
 
    -“But Tara...” started Luke before Heather smacked his face. 
 
    -“That is Mistress Tara to you, slave,” she corrected him sharply. 
 
    -“Yes, Luke, you will call me Mistress Tara from now on. Our relationship will have to change along with the society around us. We will both be happier that way.” 
 
    -“I won’t be happy. I don’t approve.” 
 
    -“Silence, Luke! I don’t need your approval. You are my slave. I make the decision for us. And I know you will be happier once you learn to be properly submissive. And your learning will start now. Now get over to the stockade” 
 
    -“But...” Tara swatted his thigh with her crop. 
 
    -“NO BUT! Get over there and undress before you make it worse for yourself,” she cut him off. 
 
    Luke finally complied and started undressing. 
 
    -“Faster!” demanded Heather and lashed him twice with her whip. 
 
    Once he was naked, Heather opened the stockade, which was only 20cm above the floor, and pressed his head down into it with her boot before shutting it with Luke trapped. 
 
      
 
    Tara picked up a cane and made some practice strokes through the air.  
 
    -“I am going to cane you, Luke. I am going to cane you to teach you obedience to me and to punish you for the disrespect you have showed me lately. And I will do this again tomorrow and the day after. There will be a lot of discipline for you in the future, Luke.” 
 
      
 
    Tara paused, and two seconds later, Heather kicked his ass hard.  
 
    -“That is ‘Yes Mistress’, slave.” 
 
    -“Yes, Mistress,” repeated Luke. 
 
    -“Put your ass up so I can cane it properly,” ordered Tara. 
 
    -“Yes, Mistress.” Luke complied. 
 
    Tara started caning him. She started with a few light taps, before making them progressively harder. After a minute, her strokes were quite hard, and Luke was yelping with every hit. Tara continued at this strength for two more minutes, stroking him every few seconds. Parts of Luke’ ass was turning purple, and the noises he was making revealed more and more pain. He started wiggling and lowered his ass to avoid the cane’s impact. 
 
    -“Get that ass back up. And stop moving” Tara commanded him. 
 
    -“Please stop. It hurts so much,” Luke was pleading. 
 
    -“Good! That means you are getting through to him. Give him some more” interjected Heather. 
 
    Tara started caning him again, this time a bit harder, and soon Luke started wiggling again. 
 
    -“Don’t move,” shouted Tara and started caning him even harder. 
 
    -“Good, don’t let him get away with this. Cane him harder.” Heather gave her encouragement. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Tara, egged on by Heather, and annoyed with her slave, started caning Luke’ ass with furious pace and strength. Luke soon lost the strength to wiggle and lay flat while Tara’s cane tore up his ass. Two minutes later, Luke was crying with pain, his ass was badly bruised and even bleeding some places, while Tara was feeling well exercised. As Tara stopped caning him, Heather ordered Luke to thank his Mistress for disciplining him. Tara placed her boot in front of his face, and he licked it, and sobbed, “Thank you, Mistress”. 
 
    -“You are welcome, Luke” Tara responded.  
 
    -“I hope you will now show me the respect I am due as your Mistress.” 
 
    -“Yes, Mistress,” he replied 
 
    -“You can now retire for the night, Luke. But not in the bedroom. From now on, this will be your room, and you will sleep in the cage.” 
 
    -“Is that really necessary...” Luke started. 
 
    -“Yes, Luke” Tara interrupted him. –“And don’t question my decisions, or I will cane you more right now!” 
 
    -“Sorry, Mistress.”  
 
    Tara opened the cage. “Get in there,” she told him.  Luke meekly crept in. 
 
    Heather locked it. 
 
      
 
    -“You were really great tonight,” Heather told Tara, still in the punishment room. “I love how you firmly took control of him. You are going to break him in no time.” 
 
    -“Thank you, Heather” replied Tara. “I just have a great teacher.” 
 
    -“You are so sweet” said Heather and gave Tara a kiss on the lips.  
 
    -“I look forward to see you tomorrow. It will be so fun.” 
 
    -“Me too” said Heather. “Good night”. 
 
    -“Good night” 
 
    As Heather left, Tara headed to bed. It took a while for her to sleep, excited as she was over the day’s events, and the expectations for tomorrow. She was surprised of how much she liked the power thrill of dominating Luke. She was going to enjoy this lifestyle for sure. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 New kit 
 
      
 
    The next day, Tara and Heather met at 09.00 for their “shopping”. It wasn’t quite shopping, since Hera did not have a money economy yet, but the ladies could get what they needed from the colony’s supply stores when requested. Shortly after the revolution, Eden Fashion Board had been set up to mass produce items needed for the femdom lifestyle, and it was now possible to get the fetish clothing that had until a month ago been reserved for those ladies who brought it from Earth. It was also easy to get punishment implements and make-up.  
 
      
 
    Tara needed to build her fetish wardrobe from scratch, and Heather was looking to supplement hers with the best items of this new local supplier. 
 
    Due to great demand, each Lady was limited to three outfits per month plus shoes or boots, so Tara and Heather had to select carefully. After a couple of hours of testing, the women had made their choices. 
 
      
 
    Tara found herself a short, black leather dress, a black crotchless latex corset, and a red PVC dress. To accompany this, Tara found two pairs of long black opera gloves, in leather and latex, as well as three pairs of high-heeled boots: A pair of black leather knee-highs and two pairs thigh-highs in patent leather; one black and one red. 
 
    Heather augmented her wardrobe with two PVC corsets and a leather body. Two new pair of boots were also added, both black knee high matt leather. 
 
      
 
    Tara also acquired a wide array of punishment implements and restraints and a good supply of makeup. She had not used much while on Hera, but thought it would now be appropriate as she was building her Mistress image. 
 
      
 
    The Ladies went back to Tara’s apartment and started prepare themselves with their new kit. Heather dressed up in her new leather body and her new boots. Tara decided to don her short dress, thigh-high boots and long opera gloves, all in black leather. Both Ladies also spent some time in front of the makeup mirror, perfecting their faces and applying deep red lipsticks and nail polish. 
 
    When done, Tara was walking around in her new outfit, admiring herself in the mirror. 
 
      
 
    -“This is the first time I have been wearing anything like this. I feel so sexy...so bad” she told Heather. 
 
    -“You look gorgeous”, replied Heather, “I can hardly keep my hands away from you.” 
 
    -“And you look stunning too” Tara reciprocated, admiring her friend’s statuesque physique in her new, sexy leather body.  
 
    -“I really admire your strong, dominant looks in fetish clothing. No wonder men so readily submit to you.” 
 
    -“Thank you, Mistress Tara. You look just as strong and dominant now that you finally have embraced femdom. I would submit to you any day,” said Heather as she moved closer to Tara. 
 
    Heather started kissing Tara’s neck and exploring Tara’s body with her hands. 
 
    -“I get so turned on seeing you developing into a strong Mistress capable of putting males in their place,” she went on as she fondled Tara. 
 
      
 
    After enjoying Heather’s caressing for a while, Tara turned towards Heather’s face and softly put her hands on Heather’s chins, leading their faces to meet and started kissing her. It started softly, but developed into a passionate French kiss that went on for minutes. 
 
    -“I have hardly known you for more than a few days,” whispered Tara.  
 
    -“But I already feel you are my closest friend.” 
 
    -“And you are my closest friend. We are going to spend a lot more time together,” replied Heather. 
 
    They looked in each other’s eyes for a couple of seconds before Heather changed subject. “We shouldn’t forget to train your slave. Let’s get our make-up refreshed and get into action.” 
 
      
 
    As Tara was fixing her make-up, Heather told her, “I think you should do this session on your own. At least try in the beginning. You showed yesterday that you are strong enough to control him. I will stay here in this room in case you need help.” 
 
    -“I am glad you think that. Thanks again so much for your support, Heather. I wouldn’t be able to do this without you,” said Tara as she was putting on the final touches. 
 
    Tara picked up several of the new punishment implements and said wish me luck as she walked through the door to the punishment room. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Enforcing the new order 
 
      
 
    Luke was sitting up in his cage as Tara entered the door to the room. His eyes betrayed fear when he saw the beautiful yet severe-looking woman that until recently had been his mild mannered girlfriend. He had never seen her wearing dominant dress like this before. Heather must be brainwashing her, Luke thought. But now that Tara was alone he would attempt to reason with her. 
 
      
 
    -“Tara, we need to talk about this” he started. 
 
    Tara cracked a whip against the floor and cut him off.  
 
    -“You will call me Mistress Tara. And I decide when we talk!” 
 
    -“Tara, this is ridiculous...” 
 
    -“Shut up! You do not talk back to me! And you will call me Mistress! Or I will beat you so hard you won’t be able to walk.” 
 
    She opened his cage and continued. 
 
    -“Get out of the cage and stay quiet. If I hear a word from you, you will regret it!” 
 
    Luke crawled out naked, revealing his ass was purple from last night. 
 
    -“Now greet me!” Tara barked. 
 
    -“I am not doing that stupid slave greeting for you,” Luke retorted and began to rise up. He was clearly braver now that Heather was not here. 
 
      
 
    However, before he could get up, Tara kicked him hard in the side so he fell over, barking “You will obey me, slave! You are so going to get it...” 
 
    She started lashing him furiously with a medium-sized flogger. 
 
    Luke cried with pain.  
 
    -“Stop it, stop it” he cried several times before he recovered enough to get on his feet and push Tara away from him. 
 
    -“How dare you? Trying to run away from your Mistress’ discipline?” said Tara as she pushed him back so he lost his balance and ended down on the floor again. 
 
    -“I wouldn’t do that if I were you. If you can’t take your discipline, I will have to call in the Vanguard ladies to break you” 
 
    -“No, please.” This seemed to strike fear in Luke. 
 
    -“Then you will take your punishment!”  
 
      
 
    She grabbed Luke by the hair and pulled him to an Andrew’s cross on the wall. He was barely resisting. She then fastened the restraints on his hands and feet. He was immobilised, standing up and facing the wall. 
 
    -“I don’t know where to begin,” said Tara.  
 
    -“Just this morning you have refused to greet me, refused to call me Mistress, disobeyed my direct instructions and you were rude to me. I don’t think you can even survive the punishment for all that in one go. I will have to punish you for weeks.” 
 
    -“Don’t do this Tara...” Luke started again. 
 
    -“You will call me Mistress!” Tara shouted back and began lashing his ass and back furiously. Luke yelped with pain. 20 seconds and 40 lashes later Tara asked, “What am I?” 
 
    -“My Mistress,” Luke responded quietly. 
 
    -“That is right. And don’t you ever forget it.” 
 
    Tara moved over to a shelf and fetched a gag.  
 
    -“For the rest of your punishment I want you to shut up. You will wear this.” She forced it into his mouth, and tightened the strap hard in his neck. 
 
      
 
    -“That’s better. Some peace and quiet. Now let’s see.....For today I think I will give you the crop, the cane and finally the dressage whip....Shall we say a 100 or 200 of each?” 
 
    Luke made unintelligible sounds behind his gag. 
 
    Tara continued:  
 
    -“But first I am going complete the flogging I was giving you.” 
 
    Tara started flogging him right away at a high pace. The flogger danced back and forth on Luke back, steadily turning it red. Luke was clearly uncomfortable trying to wiggle. However, he was securely restrained and the gag muffled his noise. After 5 minutes and probably 200 lashes, Tara was satisfied. 
 
    -“Now you will get to feel my new crop,” she told him. She swapped the flogger for a crop, and swished it in the air a little before positioning herself next to Luke. 
 
    -“I am going to enjoy this,” she told him as she took her first swat. <Smack>  
 
    Luke shook as the crop impacted his already purple ass.  
 
    <Smack>  
 
    The next stroke landed a second later and was as painful as the first.  
 
      
 
    Tara settled into a rhythm, landing one stroke a second. After about a minute, fresh reddish dots appeared between the purple on Luke’s trembling ass, and tears were streaming from his eyes. It was unbelievably painful, and it would continue for another minute. After more than 100 strokes, Tara switched to the cane. 
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    -“You regret your insolence?” Tara asked 
 
    Luke could not answer. 
 
    -“It is not even close to over. Meet my cane,” said Tara as she brought down the cane on his ass at full strength. She drew blood immediately, and a red welt was left across Luke’ already severely bruised ass. Blood started running from it. 
 
    Tara proceeded to cane his ass in a slow pace – only ten strokes a minute. But they were all full strength blows. Nearly ten minutes later, when Tara decided the cane had done its job, both the cane and Luke’ ass were covered in blood.  
 
      
 
    Only two months earlier Tara would have turned away in disgust if she saw such a caning being given to a man. One month ago, she had seen it a few times already and it didn’t carry the same shock value anymore, but she would have utterly rejected it as barbarism. A few days ago she had come around to accept it. Now she was giving it to her boyfriend and enjoying it. And she was not done. 
 
      
 
    -“I am going to finish you up with the dressage whip” she announced. Tara picked up the vicious-looking dressage whip and flicked it toward Luke back. It got an instant reaction as Luke’ body shuddered on the impact. The dressage whip was such a wonderful implement. Even with his ass beaten into a bloody pulp, Tara could inflict unbearable pain on Luke’s back with an effortless flick of her wrist. But this was the finale, and she could do better than that.  
 
      
 
    She raised the whip over her head a brought it down with full force diagonally across his back. Luke’s scream was loud despite the gag. It was only the beginning. Tara started whipping his back with a ferocious force and pace. She kept it up for two minutes, after which the 200 or so lashes had completely subdued Luke. He was barely screaming anymore, just sobbing. 
 
      
 
    Tara loosened his restraints while telling him:  
 
    -“This is your instalment for this morning. You will get another one tonight. When I am done with you, you will never think about disobeying me or disrespecting me ever again. Now: Thank me for your punishment!” 
 
    Luke fell to the floor, exhausted by the severe punishment. After a few seconds, he mustered enough strength to kiss Tara’s boot and whisper “Thank you, Mistress”. 
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    Tara revelled in her triumph and the intense feeling of power as she was looking down on her former boyfriend, now slave, kissing her thigh-high boot. A glimpse in one of the many mirrors in the punishment room reinforced that feeling. Seeing herself, a beautiful, dominant and sexy Mistress, whip in her hand, towering over a thoroughly beaten and defeated male grovelling under her filled her with sexual lust. 
 
      
 
    Tara enjoyed the view for more than a minute before she announced to her slave, “You are going to service me now, slave.” 
 
    She went over to the bench in the room, unzipped the side of her dress-skirt, sat down and spread her legs. As she did not wear panties, and her position revealed Tara’s beautifully shaven pussy. 
 
    -“Get over here and stick your tongue in my pussy,” she ordered Luke. 
 
    Luke complied slowly. His will to resist was all gone, but he was exhausted from his beating. He slowly put his tongue on his mistress’ pussy and licked it tenderly. 
 
      
 
    Tara relaxed in soft enjoyment. Her slave’s weak and tender tongue felt delicious, but would not be sufficient to give her orgasm quickly. It didn’t matter. Tara was going to enjoy her conquest for a long time. She had him working on her for more than half an hour, only to occasionally give him a stroke with her crop to ensure he was working properly. 
 
    Eventually the urge for more, became too great, however. She grabbed his head and started rubbing her pussy violently against his face. Tara began moaning louder and louder, and eventually came in a deep, long orgasm. 
 
    As the orgasm slowly receded, she heard Heather’s voice addressing Luke.  
 
    -“What do you say when your Mistress is giving you a treat like that?” 
 
    -“Thank you, Mistress Tara” it came quickly from Luke. 
 
      
 
    -“I didn’t see you. How long have you been here, Heather?” asked Tara. 
 
    -“Just a few minutes. I just had to see the orgasm you were having. It was just so hot.” 
 
    -“Was I that loud?” 
 
    -“Well yes. But I have to confess, I was watching you from the screen in the bedroom.” 
 
    -“How so Tara enquired?” 
 
    -“All the new flats have a camera to monitor the punishment room so we can keep tabs of the slaves. Your flat is no exception.” 
 
    -“So you saw everything?” 
 
    -“I couldn’t take my eyes off it. It was just so extremely sexy. You have grown into such a strong, confident Mistress in no time. You were completely in control of your slave. Neither he nor I were in any doubt that you were completely in charge. Just look at him now. You have such a natural talent for dominating men that I would have thought you were a veteran of the Vanguard if I didn’t know otherwise.” 
 
      
 
    Heather licked her lip. 
 
    -“Seeing you like this really turns me on. I got sooo aroused watching the whole thing. By the time you got to the cane I was masturbating.” 
 
    -“You were masturbating to me?” 
 
    Heather blushed.  
 
    -“Yes, I hope you don’t mind.” 
 
    -“Of course not. Anything for my best friend. I hope you came.” 
 
    -“You bet.” 
 
    Tara and Heather exchanged a few flirty looks before Tara stood up, kicked Luke and said, “You have had your fun, slave. Get back in the cage.” 
 
    -“Yes Mistress,” Luke responded and crawled into the cage. Tara locked it. 
 
      
 
    Tara looked over at Heather and asked: 
 
    -“Heather, would you like to join me for the next punishment of Luke this evening?” 
 
    -“Of course I would, Tara. I would never decline an opportunity to be with such a talented, sexy domina like yourself.” 
 
    -“I was hoping you could demonstrate your single tails on Luke. I just find them so sexy.” 
 
    -“I would love to. I have been itching to give him a good whipping since you banned me.” 
 
    -“That was such a mistake of me. I want you to whip him every day at work in the future. And tonight I want to masturbate to you whipping him,” Tara replied with a seductive look.” 
 
    -“You are just a perfect girlfriend” said Heather and kissed Tara on the mouth. I am going to take you to bed right now.” 
 
    Heather took Tara’s hand and led her out of the punishment room.  
 
      
 
    In the cage, Luke realised he had lost. It was no way back now. There was only slavery ahead. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Author contact 
 
    If you have any comments on the books in this series, questions about the Ladies of Hera universe or even requests for particular parts of this universe to be explored in future books, please contact the author on 
 
    clnorthbridge@protonmail.com 
 
      
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
C L NORTHBRIDGE





images/00002.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg





images/00004.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg





images/00006.jpeg





images/00005.jpeg





