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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 lives of one or a few protagonists 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. All dates in the book refer to the Heran calendar and are given on the format YYY/M/D 
 
      
 
    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 year 111, corresponding to 2192 on Earth. In this year, a second colonisation expedition from Earth reaches Hera. The new expedition is a Chinese venture, and with China having tense relations with the sponsor nations of the original expedition to Hera, the scene is set for a confrontation. The newcomers have however no idea about the nature of the Heran society they are about to encounter. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Entering the world of Female Supremacy 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Captured and Interrogated 
 
    Outside Southern Atena Colony, 111/5/2 05:15 
 
    Zhang Qiang scanned the surroundings from his lightly armoured vehicle. He led a patrol of three men reconnoitering outside the perimeter of the newly established Chinese colony on Hera. Making contact with the enemy was quite likely, and even the objective of his mission. Zhang and his men were to gather information on the size and the composition of the force of “native” Herans that had arrived near the colony the day before. 
 
      
 
    The “natives” were descendants of a colonisation effort that had landed on Hera half a century ago (in Earth Years). That expedition had been mostly composed of Westerners, and given tensions over the last decades between China and the Western Confederation; the natives could not be expected to favour China. Furthermore, they had objected to the Chinese expedition landing on the planet, and now they had sent a force here, according to observations from space. 
 
      
 
    Zhang was now 8 km from the colony, and was nearing the place where the Heran force was thought to have landed. He would have to proceed very carefully from here. It was not given that the Herans would attack him if spotted, but it seemed probable under the circumstances. 
 
      
 
    A loud explosion interrupted Zhang’s thoughts. For a few seconds the noise and light of the explosion drowned all other impressions. Disoriented, Zhang could see the front of the vehicle was largely missing, replaced by mangled metal and fires. Both the other patrol members lay on the floor, bleeding and likely dead from the injuries. The air was harder to breath, with the oxygen-poor air of Hera now circulating inside the vehicle. 
 
      
 
    Zhang realised the vehicle was now a death trap, and he had to get out of it. He tried to open the back entry hatch, but it was jammed. After trying to force it open for some time, Zhang realised he could make it out through the hole in the front of the vehicle if he rushed past the flames. He gathered his strength and leapt over some debris before making his way out through the hole the explosion had torn open. 
 
      
 
    Zhang fell over as he hit the ground outside. He was about to get on his feet when he realised he was under fire. Sand kicked up a few meters in front of him as bullets hit the ground, and the sound of gunfire was unmistakable. 
 
    -“Place your hands on your head and stay where you are,” a voice called out somewhere in front of him.  
 
      
 
    For a second Zhang thought of where to run, but then concluded he would not get far. He placed his hands on his head. Dying here served no purpose. As a prisoner, he would be allowed to return to his side once this conflict was resolved. 
 
      
 
    Zhang saw the silhouettes of three soldiers appear in front of him in the early dawn light. As they got closer, he could see they had all feminine forms. Three women. 
 
    -“Lay down flat on the ground, face down,” a female voice ordered him. 
 
    Great. He had been captured by women. This would be embarrassing. 
 
      
 
    Femdom Guard forward base, Southern Atena, 111/5/2 06:32 
 
    Two female soldiers dressed in tight, body-hugging, black uniforms dragged a handcuffed Zhang out the vehicle in which he had been transported after his capture. They were both tall and blonde, wearing their hair in ponytails. They wore facemasks covering half their faces, presumably to supply extra oxygen when outside in the Heran air. 
 
      
 
    The two women forced him into a large tent, where another woman was waiting for them. She was dressed in the same black uniform as the others, and her long black hair was flowing freely. She did not wear a facemask, however - the air in the tent must have been oxygen enriched. Zhang could feel breathing was easier and that he felt less tired. 
 
      
 
    Unlike the other women he had seen so far, this one was of Asian ancestry. As he was thrown to the floor, she addressed him in accented Chinese. 
 
    -“My name is Mistress Victoria, and we are going to have a conversation now. I advise you to cooperate and answer all of my questions.” 
 
    -“As long as they are reasonable,” replied Zhang. 
 
    -“I decide what is reasonable, male,” said the woman with a stern voice. 
 
    -“What is your name, and position within your expedition?” she asked. 
 
    -“Zhang Qiang, section leader, security division. 
 
    -“What was your mission this night?” 
 
    -“I am sorry, but that is not something you can ask me as a prisoner of war.” 
 
    -“I advised you to answer everything,” she told Zhang before addressing the two women that brought him there in English: 
 
    -“Undress him and string him up, girls. He wants it the hard way.” 
 
      
 
    One of the women forcefully grabbed Zhang’s arms from behind and forced him up in a standing position. While Zhang did not really try to resist, he got a sense of her strength, and was left with the impression that it would be hard for him to match her. 
 
      
 
    The other woman produced a knife, and approached him from the front. She cut up his clothes and then ripped them off, while her colleague held Zhang firmly in place. Even his underwear was given the same treatment, and Zhang was left completely naked. 
 
      
 
    The soldier behind Zhang then unlocked his handcuffs, but his relative freedom was short-lived. She, and her colleague, forced Zhang over to a kind of metal frame near one of the sidewalls of the tent. The frame was rectangular, 2 meters tall and 1 meter wide, and each corner had a metal chain tether attached. The two women attached first his hands to the corner tethers, then his feet. Once he was secure, one of the Heran soldiers pressed a button on the side of the frame that tightened all the tethers simultaneously. In a few seconds, Zhang was lifted off the floor and forced into a spread-eagle position in the middle of the frame, with the tethers so tight that they stretched his limbs uncomfortably – almost painfully. Furthermore, he found being strung up like this in front of the women very humiliating. 
 
      
 
    Victoria appeared in front of Zhang, holding a bullwhip in her hand. 
 
    -“You will now learn that your non-cooperation is very painful,” she told him. Then she addressed one of the other women: “Allie, give him a taste.” 
 
      
 
    <Crack> 
 
    Zhang felt immense pain in his back as a single-tail whip cracked, and yelled out. 
 
    <Crack> 
 
    A second lash connected with his back a second later, equally painful. But slightly more prepared, Zhang suppressed his urge to cry out again. 
 
      
 
    Allie did not relent, however. She rhythmically cracked her whip over Zhang’s back 
 
    <Crack> 
 
    <Crack> 
 
    <Crack> 
 
    <Crack> 
 
    For Zhang, the pain became harder to bear, as each stroke wore him down. 
 
    <Crack> 
 
    <Crack> 
 
    It was too much for him. He cried out 
 
    <Crack> 
 
    <Crack> 
 
    <Crack> 
 
    <Crack> 
 
    Zhang cried as Allie kept going for another four lashes before stopping. 
 
      
 
    In front of him, Victoria smiled wryly as she waited for Zhang to compose himself. When his noises of anguish died down, she walked up to him, grabbed his chin with her gloved hand, and moved her face close to his. 
 
    -“This is merely a small taste of what I have in store for you when you don’t answer my questions or when I think you are lying,” she told him. 
 
    -“Now I ask you again, what was your mission tonight?” she continued. 
 
      
 
    Zhang hesitated as he quickly thought through his options. He could improvise a lie, but he would need more time to think of a plausible one. He could spill it; it was probably rather obvious he was reconnoitring. But that would be treason to his comrades.  
 
    -“I have nothing to tell you,” he told Victoria. 
 
      
 
    -“Stupid male pride,” said Victoria. 
 
    -“Allie, give him fifty.” 
 
    Zhang gasped when he heard it. He could not bear fifty of those lashes. 
 
      
 
    Before he could reflect more on it, the first lash cracked on his back. If anything, it was even harder and more painful than the first series. 
 
    And the lashes just kept coming, one every few seconds. Zhang yelled out, tried to wiggle, doing everything he could to avoid the painful lashes. But there was nothing he could do. He was completely immobilised, and Allie showed no mercy. 
 
    It was unbearable. And just to force him to say something they probably already knew. 
 
      
 
    After about 30 lashes, Zhang decided it was not worth it. At least not the nature of his mission. It was too obvious, and it would not do much damage to his comrades. 
 
    -“Please stop! I’ll talk.” 
 
      
 
    -“Keep going to fifty,” said Victoria 
 
    Zhang’s eyes lit with terror. 
 
    -“Please, I am begging you,” he pleaded between his cries of pain. 
 
    -“I will tell you about my mission.” 
 
    Victoria said nothing, and Allie kept lashing him. 
 
    Zhang despaired and kept pleading, but the Ladies were immovable. The soldier whose name Zhang had not picked up was clearly amused as she watched this from the side, playing with a whip in her hands. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Finally, after fifty lashes, Allie stopped. Zhang was crying with pain, and breathing heavily. He slowly composed himself. 
 
    -“You had something to tell us, I believe,” said Victoria. 
 
    -“I will tell you what my mission was.” 
 
    -“Go on.” 
 
    -“I was there to make reconnaissance of the Heran force outside our colony.” 
 
    -“That was pretty obvious. Be more specific,” said Victoria. 
 
    -“I was making an arc 10 km out from the colony, between hills 160 and 231. Mission to bring information of size and composition of the force, without revealing myself.” Zhang felt uncomfortable telling the enemy this, but rationalised it would not help them much. 
 
      
 
    -“Very good,” replied Victoria. 
 
    -“Now, let’s talk about reconnaissance missions in the neighbouring sectors,” she went on. 
 
    -“Please, don’t ask me to betray my colleagues.” 
 
    -“Are you saying you are not going to cooperate?” inquired Victoria sternly. 
 
    -“Please, I can’t be a traitor” 
 
      
 
    Victoria grabbed his chin again and told him “Listen, we captured you, and you are now our slave. Your loyalty is now to us, not the invading patriarchists. You will show your loyalty by answering all of my questions.” 
 
    -“What, I am not your slave,” objected Zhang. 
 
    -“You are and I am going to teach you.” 
 
      
 
    Victoria walked around the frame and took position two meters behind Zhang and uncoiled her bullwhip. Zhang panicked and started pleading. 
 
    -“Please, don’t whip me. I will tell you all you want. Please.” 
 
      
 
    Victoria did not listen. She raised the whip over her head and brought it down on Zhang’s back with ferocious power. The pain was incredible. The whip was heavier than that of Allie, and Zhang could feel it. He yelled out with pain and pleaded, “Please, stop!” 
 
    Victoria, however, showed no more mercy than Allie had. She swung the whip over her head again, and delivered another blow to Zhang’s back. And another one. And another one. 
 
      
 
    Twenty lashes later, Zhang was crying. Victoria walked in front of him again and asked 
 
    -“Are you going to answer all my questions now?” 
 
    -“Yes,” sobbed Zhang. 
 
    Victoria slapped his face. 
 
    -“That is ‘Yes, Mistress”, she corrected him. 
 
    -“Yes, Mistress”. 
 
      
 
    Zhang answered all Victoria’s questions from this point onwards. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The Amazons Triumph 
 
      
 
    Alce Palace, 111/5/3   09:00 
 
    Duchess Linda I of Alce was watching a Hera News Service broadcast from her office together with her female palace staff. There were only five of them, reflecting the small size of the Duchy of Alce. Both the colony of Alce and the Duchy surrounding it had been founded only a year ago. With a little more than 400 Lady Citizens and 1100 slaves, an administration of five Ladies supported by 17 slaves was sufficient. 
 
      
 
    Their attention was focused on the news, and no one said anything. Official news services on Hera were seldom exciting, but now they were dealing with events that would determine the fate of the planet and the Queendom, and pretty much every Lady on the planet would be paying attention.  
 
      
 
    A new colonisation expedition from Earth was in orbit around Hera, and a week ago, they had landed colonists and started constructing a colony on a remote part of the continent of Atena. The colonisation expedition had been sent by China, a power that was known to be suspicious of the Herans, and the Herans interpreted the unilateral Chinese move of constructing a new colony on the planet as a hostile act. 
 
      
 
    Over the last few days, there had been skirmishes between the Amazons, the elite of Hera’s military, and the Chinese colony, and judging from broadcasts earlier this morning, there had been significant fighting this night. Information on the outcome of this was eagerly awaited. 
 
      
 
    The familiar face of the news presenter appeared on the screen. 
 
    “Good Morning! I am Amanda Lee, and this is the 9 o’clock news update. Our main story is the Amazons’ decisive victory over the Earth invasion force this night. We go right to our reporter Laura Garcia, embedded with the Amazons in Southern Atena.” 
 
      
 
    The screen view changed to a panoramic scene of the Chinese colony. Prominently in the center of the colony, a Heran flag was flying, and black clad Amazons could be seen patrolling. The reporter provided the voice-over. 
 
      
 
    “As you can see, the flag of Hera is flying over the colony the invasion force established here only a week ago. The Femdom Guard, spearheaded by the Amazons, overran the colony in a night assault and is now in full control of the area. All Earth forces on the ground have surrendered to the Guard, and we can only conclude this must have been a terrible blow to the Invasion Force. Several hundreds of their numbers have been captured this morning. 
 
    We will now talk to Commandress Sonia Andromache who led the Amazons in tonight’s action…. 
 
      
 
    A sense of relief washed over Linda as the view shifted to the interview. 
 
    Our girls are winning this. 
 
      
 
    Femdom Guard forward base, Southern Atena, 111/5/3 17:10 
 
    Zhang found himself naked in a small cage, no more than 50x50x100 cm3. It was too small to allow any other positions than those involving bending his knees under his chin. His hands were handcuffed to one of the bars, and he had been gagged. He had been in this cage since his interrogation the day before, and the position was really getting to wear on him.  
 
      
 
    Twice his gag had been removed to allow him some water. This was the only thing he had received to sustain himself for more than a day. These Herans were far more brutal to their prisoners than Zhang had ever expected. Not that he had expected gentle treatment, but they were Westerners, and he had thought they would at least pretend to stick to their lofty ideals of human rights. 
 
      
 
    He had been savagely beaten, they had told him he was a slave, and they now certainly treated him as one. The Western ideals were certainly not followed here.  
 
      
 
    It also seemed strange that all the Heran personnel he had seen were women. He knew Westerners – if he could call the Herans that – employed women in military roles, but a 100% female military was not expected at all. 
 
      
 
    And now came another pair of them. Two Heran soldiers entered the tent Zhang’s cage was in, and came towards him. Without saying anything, they lifted his cage and carried it out of the tent. They placed it on some kind truck lift, which then took him between the tents of the base. He could see several airships docked in front of him, and he appeared to be heading towards them. 
 
      
 
    The lift truck arrived on the open space beneath the airships. Here Zhang saw a sight that brought his mind to even deeper despair. All across the field were cages similar to his own, occupied by men, stacked in height. From their facial features, he could tell they were from the Chinese expedition. There must have been several hundreds of them. Most if not all of men of the newly established colony. 
 
      
 
    If they were all here, it must mean the colony had fallen. Which meant the expedition was in serious trouble. True, there was still the Eternity, the space ship, which still held most of the Expedition members. But most of those were still cryogenically frozen, and furthermore, they were without most of their militarily trained personnel and equipment for building a colony. 
 
      
 
    The prospect of returning to his own side through a prisoner exchange in the near term seemed very remote now. He dreaded the prospect of staying prisoner to the brutal Ladies here. 
 
      
 
    His cage was stacked on top of two other cages. From this position, Zhang made eye contact with the occupants of some of the neighbouring cages. He couldn’t do much more than that, however. They were all gagged, and almost immobilised in the small cages. Communication beyond conveying their state of worry and fear was not possible. 
 
      
 
    After a few minutes, Zhang saw truck lifts loading cages into the airships’ cargo holds. His turn would be coming soon. 
 
    Wherever they would be going, it couldn’t be worse than this place. 
 
      
 
    Alce Palace, 111/5/3   20:00 
 
    Back in her living quarters, Linda was enjoying a massage from one of her personal slaves as she again watched a news update. A visibly excited newsreader delivered the message. 
 
      
 
    “Good Evening! Hera continues to go from victory to victory today. Only half a day after we heard of the decisive victory achieved by the Femdom Guard on the ground in Atena, we now have confirmed that a small force of Amazons have taken control of the Invasion Force’ ship, and that the entire Invasion Force has surrendered. The day ends in a complete victory for the Queendom of Hera, and we can all celebrate. 
 
    We will now go to Femdom Guard headquarters for more details….” 
 
      
 
     Linda was astonished. While she had been certain the Femdom Guard was capable of fending off the threat, she had never thought they could capture the entire Chinese expedition. There would be a lot of captives to deal with now… 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Induction for males 
 
      
 
    Alce Prison, 111/5/7   09:30 
 
    Zhang had yet again arrived in a new place. Over the last couple of days he and his fellow expedition members had been moved around quite a bit. First he had been lifted away from the battlefield in an airship ride that lasted almost half a day. He had then arrived in what must have been a Heran colony, where he spent two days in some kind of prison. 
 
    He had then been taken on another half-day airship lift across the sea to a second colony, and then moved by rail to a third colony, where he was now. He had only arrived this morning. 
 
      
 
    An automatic fork lift had moved him and ten or so other caged captives from the rail car and into a room in what was apparently a prison. There was nothing in the room apart from the cages that held Zhang and the other captives. 
 
      
 
    The treatment he had received during this journey had actually been an improvement compared to the days right after his capture, although this was a very low bar. He was now in a somewhat bigger cage – big enough to sit in, and to lie down without having to bend his legs too much. He was still gagged and handcuffed, though. He had received water and food three times a day in the form of a bland high-energy bar, and he had mostly been within colonies, in air with normal oxygen content. These factors had allowed him to recover some of his energy, but it had done little for his hope. 
 
      
 
    What he had seen on his journey had only confirmed that the “natives” of Hera had built a society much bigger and more sophisticated than what the expedition had thought. Winning or even holding their own in a war against such a society seemed like a lost cause. His captivity thus seemed like a permanent thing. 
 
      
 
    Then there was the nature of this society. After his capture, he had noticed the Heran military was 100% female. During his journey over the last few days, it was obvious that anyone in a position of power on this planet was a woman. The only Heran men he had seen were those that had given him food and water in the prison, and some that had helped moving his cage. They had been completely subservient to their female superiors, and these female superiors were more often than not carrying whips. 
 
      
 
    Zhang had not had the opportunity to ask anyone why this was. He had been gagged most of the time, and while he could make muffled sounds, it served little purpose. The captives’ noises were usually ignored. And Zhang had only observed one instance when they weren’t. One of the other captives had been particularly eager to draw attention to himself, as two women were in the room where the captive’s cages were stored. He got their attention, but probably not how he intended. They had opened his cage and hauled him out of it. But instead of removing his gag and let him speak, they had given him a savage beating with canes. Only satisfied when the captive’s ass was purple, they forced him back in the cage. Having seen this, Zhang had no plans asking question on his own. 
 
      
 
    From what he could see, men on this planet were at best servants for the women here. Victoria, his interrogator had probably meant it when she told Zhang he was a slave. Enslaved, with no prospect of escape, light years from home. Zhang saw little hope. 
 
      
 
    Then there was the question of his expedition’s women. While not many had been in the ground colony, there had been at least some, and the Herans would presumably have captured them too. He had not seen any women among the captives. If the female captives were given higher status and better treatment than male captives were, maybe they could do something to improve the situation for their male compatriots at some point… 
 
      
 
    Zhang’s train of thought was interrupted by the sound of heels clicking against the floor. Two women entered the room, and moved in front of the cages. They were a sight to behold. The first was a tall blonde, about 1.80, wearing her long hair in a ponytail. She had a beautiful face, with gentle features and red painted lips. She wore a very tight black latex dress. Her nipples were protruding in the front, and the dress otherwise left very little to the imagination regarding her enticing curves. Thigh-high boots of black patent leather covered her long feet. In her elegantly manicured hands with red nails, she held a bullwhip. 
 
      
 
    The second woman was equally stunning, and looked even more menacing. At more than 1.90, she was taller than any woman Zhang had seen and most men too. Her outfit revealed well-toned muscles, yet her forms were decidedly feminine, with a very ample bosom, and an hourglass figure. Her face looked determined, yet attractive. She wore red lipstick and her free-flowing black hair reached down to her shoulders. She wore a body, thigh-high boots and long gloves, all in black leather. In one hand, she held a dressage whip. 
 
      
 
    This second woman spoke first. 
 
    -“I am Mistress Michelle, and this is my colleague, Mistress Annette. We are here to teach you about your place in the Queendom of Hera, of which you are now subjects. 
 
    You have all been enemies of Hera. Your expedition launched an invasion against our planet, and as you well know, that invasion was soundly defeated, and the entire expedition has surrendered to the forces of Hera.” 
 
      
 
    While Zhang had not had much hope for the rest of the expedition, hearing of its fate was still disheartening. 
 
      
 
    Michelle continued 
 
    -“Fortunately for you, Hera is a forgiving society. We will integrate all expedition members in our Queendom with equal rights to us natives. You need however to be aware, that unlike societies on Earth, ours recognises the natural superiority of females over males. Only women can have citizen rights, and you, as all men, are slaves. It is your duty to obediently serve all women.” 
 
      
 
    Shocking as this was to hear, it did not really come as a surprise to Zhang, given what he had seen over the past days. 
 
      
 
    Annette took the word. 
 
    -“Mistress Michelle and I will provide your induction course. You will need to pay close attention to everything we say, and to obey our every order. Should we find your performance lacking, or if we detect disobedience in any way, you will be severely punished.” 
 
      
 
    The look on Annette’s face left Zhang in no doubt she meant what she said. After a little pause, she continued 
 
      
 
    “Before we start your training, you need to know some ground rules. 
 
    1)   You are hundred percent obedient to us or all other women. You do exactly as we say with no hesitation, and do not resist us in any way. 
 
    2)   You speak only when spoken to, or when allowed to speak by a Lady. You do not talk to each other, and you are only allowed to communicate in English. Always address Ladies as ‘Mistress’. Rudeness is completely unacceptable. 
 
    3)   Etiquette: You greet or thank a Lady by kissing her boots, one kiss on each. Not greeting a Lady when you see her or not thanking a Lady when showing you attention is considered extremely rude.” 
 
      
 
    -“Do not forget these rules,” said Michelle. “You will regret it very much if you do.” 
 
      
 
    -“It is only appropriate that we start this session by you greeting us,” said Annette. She went over to Zhang’s cage and opened it. 
 
    -“Crawl out, slave, and greet your Mistresses,” she ordered him. 
 
      
 
    Zhang started crawling out, but with his hands cuffed on his back, it was slow and awkward. 
 
    <Swish> 
 
    Michelle’s dressage whip struck painfully across his back. 
 
    -“Faster, slave,” she shouted. 
 
      
 
    Zhang tried to speed up and reach Michelle’s boots 2 meters away, but it only resulted in him falling forward on his chin. 
 
    <Swish> 
 
    <Swish> 
 
    Michelle lashed him harshly with her whip 
 
    -“Get up on your knees, you stupid slave, and greet me.” 
 
    <Swish> 
 
    -“Keeping your Mistress waiting is absolutely unacceptable.” 
 
      
 
    Zhang managed to start crawling again, and reached Michelle’s boots, but not before taking another few of her savage strokes. Red lines started appearing across his back. 
 
      
 
    Zhang bent down to kiss her boots. He was already terrified of the Lady towering over him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Induction for females 
 
      
 
    Alce palace, 111/5/7   12:00 
 
    Linda was in her office, meeting with Elizabeth, her newly appointed Head of Integration. The filling of this position had become an urgency with the capture of the Chinese expedition. Almost 4000 Ladies would have to be integrated in the Heran society, and almost 4000 males had to be trained as slaves. With a total Queendom-wide population of only 17,000 Lady Citizens and 45,000 slaves, this would require significant effort. 
 
      
 
    -“So what do the plans look like at this stage?” asked Linda. 
 
    -“The newcomers will be spread out all over the Queendom. Every Duchy will receive some of them. We hope if they are spread out, integration will go quicker,” answered Elizabeth. 
 
    -“Do we know what that means for Alce yet?” 
 
    -“Yes, we do. We will receive 140 Ladies and 133 slaves. In fact we already received the first batch of slaves this morning.” 
 
    -“Frozen?” asked Linda. She knew most of the captured expedition members were still cryogenically frozen. 
 
    -“Temperate and awake, actually. They were among those captured on the ground in Atena. But dealing with the extra slaves isn’t much of an issue. Our prison service is experienced and already trains almost a hundred slaves a year. They will not struggle with the extra batch, but even so, we will hire a few more slave trainers.” 
 
      
 
    -“Yes, I expect the Ladies will be a greater challenge,” commented Linda. “What are the plans on that area?” 
 
    -“We are thinking we should get citizens to volunteer as mentors for the new Ladies to help them settle in and to learn about our society. We don’t have much more than that planned at this time,” replied Elizabeth. 
 
    -“How long before they are coming?” 
 
    -“They will arrive on the 10th, and then they will need another ten days or so to defreeze.” 
 
    -“Well, that gives us some time to organise something. Will language be a problem?” 
 
    -“No, we don’t think so. From interviews with captives, we have learned all the expedition members are fluent in English. Apparently their original plan was to join our society and swamp us by numbers.” 
 
    -“That didn’t quite turn out the way they expected,” said Linda with a chuckle. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Alce cryogenics lab, 111/5/17 
 
    Veronica opened her eyes. She felt both tired and disoriented. Lying motionless, she slowly registered her surroundings. She was inside a capsule, but could see out through a window in front of her face. Her capsule was indoor somewhere, and it was surrounded by other capsules. 
 
      
 
    Veronica started to realise what was going on. She was defreezing after the space journey. It was a new experience. Veronica had not been through cryo-freeze before. To her, it felt like waking up from really deep sleep, with a feeling of exhaustion lingering on. And a feeling of her body being paralyzed. 
 
      
 
    The last Veronica could remember was lying in this capsule back on Earth. That must have been 35 years ago by now. Yet to her, it felt like it was yesterday. Or a week at most. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly Veronica saw someone was in the room outside her capsule. A woman in a white coat was smiling at her. A Western woman. A bit unexpected, but there would surely be an explanation. 
 
      
 
    -“Hi there,” the woman said in English. “It looks like you are waking up.” 
 
    -“Yes,” was all Veronica could say with a weak voice. 
 
    -“What is your name”, the woman asked. 
 
    -“Veronica,” answered Veronica. She even used her English name among her Chinese colleagues, and using it when addressed in English went automatic. 
 
    -“Hi, Veronica. Nice to meet you. I am Alice,” said the woman. 
 
    -“I will help you defreeze and get on your feet. But now I need you to just rest and let the warming work on you,” she said. 
 
    -“Mmhmm”, said Veronica and closed her eyes again. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Alce cryogenics lab, 111/5/19, 15:20 
 
    Alice led Veronica down the hallway. For the first time since she had opened her eyes, Veronica felt that her strength was approaching normal. She felt great, and she was excited that she was now about to learn more about how the expedition to Hera was progressing. 
 
      
 
    Veronica had not been told much during the defreezing process – little more than that all was well and that she should get more rest. It was clear, though, that she was on Hera. Most of the faces managing the defreezing process were Western, and could not have been part of the expedition. Hopefully, the information meeting she was now about to attend would give some answers.  
 
      
 
    Alice showed Veronica the door to a meeting room, and Veronica entered. In the room were four other Chinese women and one Western woman. They had clearly arrived just before her. The Western woman smiled at them and opened the conversation: 
 
    -“Welcome to Hera, Ladies. I am Alexandra, and I am here to help you settle on Hera. Shall we start by introducing ourselves?” 
 
    Veronica and the other women introduced themselves as Veronica - 32 year old biologist, Lucy - 31 year old geneticist, Karen – a 35 year old geologist, Monica – a 40 year old research administrator and Katie – 38 year old nuclear technician. They all used their English names. 
 
      
 
    - “You will have to get used to being a little older,” said Alexandra. “The year on Hera is only about half of that on Earth, so you are all between 60 and 80 here. If it is any consolation, I am 62.” 
 
    Alexandra continued. 
 
    -“I am sure you are very curious to know how the journey went and what the future holds for you here on Hera.” 
 
    The Ladies nodded. 
 
      
 
    -“Your starship arrived here in the Epsilon Eridani system about 3 months ago (Months are the same here as on Earth.), and a month ago the ship arrived in orbit around this planet. Your expedition and the Herans then came to an agreement of letting the expedition’s members settle on Hera and integrate into its society. 
 
    You have, as you have probably figured out already, been moved in your cryogenic units to the planet surface and defrozen here. And from here on starts your life in this new world.” 
 
      
 
    Monica raised her hand and asked, “Why is it only us here and where is the rest of our expedition?” 
 
    Alexandra replied, “Being in small groups like this was thought to be the best way of easing your introduction to living on Hera. The rest of the expedition is spread around in the colonies of this planet, being inducted like you are here. Several of them are in this colony too, just in other induction groups.” 
 
    -“Why aren’t we being assembled in the units as planned by the expedition?” Monica followed up. 
 
    -“In part because you will be spread around Hera according to how your skills and interests match the requirements of Hera, something the planners of the expedition could not have predicted. But also because there were some misunderstandings during the initial contact between your expedition and Hera.  Your expedition leaders took a very aggressive approach and attempted to conquer part of Hera despite our offers of peaceful integration. This led to conflict and unfortunately some deaths on both sides. Fortunately, cooler heads prevailed, and after the initial skirmish, the expedition accepted the offer of integration. Under these circumstances, integration is urgent to prevent future conflict, and splitting your old units is seen as necessary to speed up integration. In addition, our societal organisation on Hera makes it necessary anyway.” 
 
    The Ladies waited for further explanation. 
 
      
 
    Alexandra continued. “The society here on Hera is very different from what you are used to in China or indeed anywhere on Earth. Hera is built on the principle of female supremacy. Women hold all positions of power, and men are required to obey women at all times. In fact, as women our main tasks are to manage the males on the planet and maximise their efforts to develop this planet. The men live to serve us as slaves.” 
 
      
 
    The Ladies looked at each other with shock and a few smiles. 
 
    -“Does that mean the men on our expedition will have to do as we say now?” Lucy asked. 
 
    -“Yes it does. They and all other men on the planet. I realise this will seem very strange and even outrageous to you, but having grown up with it I find it natural and would not have it any other way.” 
 
    -“How do you get them to agree to this? I know my colleagues would never agree,” said Lucy 
 
    -“A combination of love and discipline. Our slaves are taught to love us deeply and put women above their own desires. And any disobedience is dealt with by the whip.” 
 
    -“Are you actually keeping them as slaves and whipping them?” 
 
    -“Yes, and most are quite happy with that situation. Well trained slaves are not whipped very often.” 
 
    -“Is this what you will do to our male colleagues as well?” wondered Katie. 
 
    -“Yes, they will be trained as slaves.” 
 
    -“Good luck with that” said Lucy. “They won’t let themselves be held down by women.” 
 
    -“They won’t have a choice. Our slave trainers are experts. They always succeed. Remember these ladies also defeated the expedition’s troops in the initial conflict.” 
 
    -“So the soldiers here are female too?” 
 
    -“All of them. While most slaves are devoted to us, we don’t trust them with weapons.” 
 
    -“You said they defeated the expedition troops” interjected Katie. “Was there a war?” 
 
    -“Yes, unfortunately. The expedition leadership wanted to take our land with force, and we were forced to react. Our elite military units fought back and forced the surrender of the expedition troops. But that should if anything prove that women make just as good if not better soldiers than men.” 
 
    She continued: “You will soon see that women really are superior in most aspects. Living in a society that fully liberates women makes it obvious that it is a more rational way to organise than what is traditionally practiced on Earth. The amount of progress we have had in a century of female rule is tremendous.” 
 
    -“I don’t think it is right of you to enslave our men. It will be completely against their will. Our will too.” Katie steered the conversation back to the slavery issue again. 
 
      
 
    -“I understand your sentiment, Katie,” Alexandra started. “But with a little time, all of them will learn to accept it, and most of them will even like it. And so will you ladies, once you realise the benefits of this society. Remember, we have practiced this system for more than a century – 60 Earth years, and we see consistently that both women and men are happier in this system once they have settled in. Just be open minded, and give the system a chance. You did after all choose to come to our world to settle.” 
 
    “I am certainly curious to see how this work,” said Veronica. 
 
    “Me too,” said Lucy. “There are a couple of my colleagues I’d really like to see as slaves.” 
 
      
 
    -“I have to disappoint you for now. You won’t see your male colleagues for another while yet, their slave induction will take at least a couple of weeks. But you will be issued slaves that are readily trained,” said Alexandra. “As soon as you take our oath of loyalty to Hera and Queen Megan,” she added. 
 
    “I don’t want any slaves,” said Katie. “Nor am I taking an oath to a state that practice slavery.” 
 
    -“That is your choice to make. As a woman, you are free to choose. And you can change your mind later if you want. ” 
 
    -“What does the oath mean?” asked Veronica 
 
    -“It is what makes you a Heran Citizen. You declare your loyalty to the government of this planet, and in return, you get Citizen Rights. You get the state’s protection, you can participate in building the colony, travel where you want, use state slaves and you can own personal slaves. And also you are guaranteed one personal slave,” answered Alexandra. 
 
    -“And if we don’t swear loyalty?” 
 
    -“You don’t get the citizen rights. You can live as a free woman and engage in economic activities. But you can’t participate fully in civic society and you can’t own slaves.” 
 
    -“When do we have to decide on that?” 
 
    -“Whenever you want. Tomorrow if you’d like to. But now I suggest we get you settled in your apartments, and then we meet for more questions afterwards over dinner.” 
 
      
 
    Alexandra brought the newcomers out of what seemed to be the biggest building of the settlement, and over towards a nearby cluster of similar buildings that appeared to be living quarters. As they walked on the street, Alexandra explained the ladies that the colony of Alce was covered by a transparent dome, that allowed for an Earth-like atmosphere and easy breathing on the inside.  
 
      
 
    She then led them into one of the buildings. Inside, two almost naked males met them. They hurried over to the Ladies, fell to their knees and  kissed the boots of first Alexandra, and then the other ladies. 
 
    Alexandra clearly was not joking about male slavery thought Veronica. 
 
      
 
    They were in the foyer of what appeared to be a small apartment block. 
 
    -“This is where you will live until you decide what to do here on Hera,” said Alexandra. “The doors on the sides lead to your apartments, whereas this foyer is the common area. As you can see, it also comes with two slaves, Joe and Claude. While the government owns them, they are tasked with servicing this building and the Ladies who live in it. If you need anything or have any questions, let them know. And if you are not satisfied with their service, let me know. Now, let me show you your rooms.” 
 
      
 
    Alexandra led them into the first apartment and showed them around inside. It was huge, at least 200 m2 over two floors. It was fully equipped, with three bedrooms, two bathrooms, kitchen and a huge living room. The conveniences and functionalities of the apartment was fully computer controlled. Downstairs was what Alexandra called a playroom. This contained several cells and cages as well as restraining devices. Alexandra explained that this was for disciplining slaves. 
 
    The main bedroom came with a big wardrobe section. There were some clothes there, which Alexandra said should fit the newcomers, but they could go shopping for more later. 
 
      
 
    As they finished the tour of the apartment, Alexandra gave Veronica and her colleagues each their wrist computer, which was set up to control each of their apartments. She also showed them how to operate them and how they could be used for communication with each other and Alexandra.  
 
      
 
    Veronica was to stay in the apartment they had just toured, and Alexandra went on to show the others to their apartments. 
 
    Alexandra suggested they would reconvene in an hour and a half, giving the Ladies time to freshen up. Dinner orders could be placed with the house slaves. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Welcome dinner 
 
      
 
    Alce Guest Houses, 111/5/19, 16:05 
 
    Veronica studied the apartment in more detail, in particular the wardrobe. It contained a couple of tops, skirts, dresses and stockings. Most of it decent-looking, not too overtly sexy. There were also 5-6 pairs of boots and shoes mostly with high heels. That seemed to be fashion here. Almost all ladies wore heels. Even herself – she wore a low-heel black boot she had been given at the cryo-clinic. 
 
      
 
    After surveying the apartment and the wardrobe, Veronica went to the bathroom to freshen up. As everything else in the apartment, it was big and lavishly equipped. She took a shower and she discovered as she dried that she also had a make-up table which was fully equipped with cosmetics. That kept her occupied for another 20 min as she prepared to look good for the dinner.  
 
      
 
    After finishing her preparations, she was wearing a purple dress and knee-high black boots. She went over to Lucy’s flat. Lucy was the only one among the women from the expedition she knew from before. They had gotten along well in the past, but they had not been close. 
 
      
 
    Veronica knocked on Lucy’s door and heard a “Come in” from inside. She entered. Lucy was sitting in the living room painting her nails. Lucy signalled Veronica to sit down with her. 
 
    -“I love the accommodation here,” said Lucy 
 
    -“Yes, I had expected to live for years in a crowded base having only the supplies we brought from Earth. Can’t complain on the living standard.” 
 
    -“What do you think of our hostess?” asked Lucy. 
 
    -“Alexandra seems nice. Not sure what to say about the Herans overall. A society with slavery seems a bit weird.” 
 
    -“It is certainly something new. But it is kind of cool to have women ruling the men.” 
 
    -“I agree to that, but I think enslaving the men is going too far. From what Alexandra said I understood they are beaten too.” 
 
    -“Come on. They can take whatever girls can give them.” 
 
    -“I hope so. I am anxious to see how they are treated.” 
 
    -“We have seen one example. The slaves in the hall.” 
 
    “Yes,” said Veronica. “I am going to talk to them.” 
 
    “Ask one of them to come in here. I need to place my dinner order,” added Lucy. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Lucy went back to the foyer and looked around. No one to see. Then she remembered. Use the wrist computer. She found a menu with the option “Order slaves to apartment 2,” which should be Lucy’s apartment.  
 
      
 
    Veronica returned to Lucy’s apartment, and she was barely inside before she heard knocking on the outside. 
 
    She opened and found one of the slaves outside. 
 
    -“I was ordered here, Mistress Veronica. I am at your service,” he said. 
 
    -“Come in,” she told him. 
 
    He followed her into the living room, where Lucy was sitting on a sofa. He then dropped to his knees. 
 
      
 
    -“Are you really a slave?” Veronica asked. 
 
    -“Yes, of course Mistress. I am a male. 
 
    -“So all men are slaves here?” 
 
    -“Yes. Is it not like that on Earth?” 
 
    -“No, it is not. Both men and women are free.” Veronica paused. “Do you wish you were free?” 
 
    -“No, Mistress. Males need women to guide us and discipline us. I can’t imagine being without my Mistresses’ discipline. Earth must be chaos.” 
 
    -“That is kind of true,” said Lucy. 
 
    -“So you actually want to be a slave?” Veronica asked. 
 
    -“Yes, Mistress. I live to serve women.” 
 
    -“But don’t they beat you?” 
 
    -“Only to maintain my discipline and when I have deserved punishment. And sometimes for Mistress’ entertainment.” 
 
     -“Isn’t it painful?” 
 
    -“Yes. But I know it is for the best.” 
 
    -“How long have you been a slave?” Veronica asked. 
 
    -“For 22 years. Since I was 30.” 
 
    So he is about 25 in Earth years Veronica thought. 
 
    -“And before that?” 
 
    -“I was a boy. In school. Before I graduated to slavery.” 
 
      
 
    This one must have been brainwashed into accepting slavery all his life Veronica thought. That would not be the case for the males of the expedition. 
 
    -“Do you know anything about men being newly enslaved.” 
 
    -“I heard the Amazons defeated an invasion from Earth. I suppose they will enslave the prisoners. But haven’t seen or heard anything more.” 
 
    -“I think we will get to know more from Alexandra” said Lucy. “Let’s dismiss this slave with our orders.” 
 
      
 
    Both Veronica and Lucy ordered prawns and sent the slave away. 
 
      
 
    -“He seemed content with the situation,” said Lucy. “I don’t think it is too bad for them.” 
 
    -“He has been indoctrinated all his life. While he may like it, I am not so sure about our men.” 
 
    -“Well, I am going to give it a chance. I wouldn’t mind having men waiting me.” 
 
    -“Yes, that is nice. But I am not sure if we can see the Herans as our friends.  It sounds like the Herans have won a war against us and we are now their prisoners. We are just better treated than the men.” 
 
    -“Maybe the men are prisoners, but we are not. We even get to use their men as slaves.” 
 
    -“I don’t know what to think,” said Veronica. 
 
    -“It is because your boyfriend is one of the slaves, isn’t it? You were going out with one of the guys in the security team before we left Earth I remember,” suggested Lucy 
 
    -“No, I broke up with that cheating bastard. If there is someone who deserves to be a slave, it is him,” replied Veronica. 
 
    -“So there is at least one thing for you to like about the Heran system then,” joked Lucy 
 
    -“I guess there is,” said Veronica with a smile. 
 
    The conversation then drifted to other topics before they headed out in the foyer to be taken to dinner. 
 
      
 
      
 
    In the foyer they found the three fellow expedition members as well as Alexandra and three other Heran ladies. All were dressed in beautiful evening dresses. 
 
    Alexandra started addressing them all:  
 
    -“Then we are all here. My friends and I thought we’d take you to a little welcome dinner here on Hera. You haven’t quite been given a proper welcome here yet, so we think it is about time. We will be taking you to Victoria’s, one of the few restaurants we have here in Alce. The house slaves have forwarded your orders there.” 
 
    She continued: “But before we go, let me introduce you to my friends, Jane, Melanie and Yvonne. They have been so eager to get to know you.” 
 
    The Ladies exchanged names and kisses on the cheek before Alexandra urged them on. 
 
      
 
    Victoria’s Restaurant, Alce, 111/5/19, 18:20 
 
    After a few minutes stroll, the Ladies entered Victoria’s Restaurant. At the entrance they were greeted by a slave. He kissed Alexandra’s boots, as she was the leader of the party, and then showed them to their table. Another humble slave came to take their drink orders before the Ladies started chatting. The Herans were very friendly and sincerely interested in the expedition members, and had many questions about them as well as life on Earth and in the expedition. It did not take long for the Chinese Ladies to warm up, and they were soon involved in interesting conversations; the Chinese also had many questions about the Heran society. 
 
      
 
    Time flew as the party enjoyed the good food and conversation. As the deserts where served, Veronica was engaged in a conversation with Katie, Alexandra and Yvonne, and the subject of taking an oath to Hera came up. 
 
    -“I am a bit reluctant regarding this oath. While you have all treated us Ladies very well, I am concerned that the men on our expeditions won’t say the same. After all, you see them as enemies you have defeated in battle that you can now enslave. And that battle was fought against my nation. That makes it difficult for me to take an oath of loyalty to Hera,” said Katie. 
 
      
 
    Katie had clearly been thinking some of the same thoughts Veronica had. 
 
    Alexandra answered her:  
 
    -“That is a very understandable concern. You have loyalties toward China in a conflict with Hera. And when you see it that way I can sympathise with your view. But you should not think of it that way. I would rather see the conflict in terms of Matriarchic Herans vs Patriarchic Herans. Earth is far away. It takes half a century to communicate with them. Here we are only Herans. While we natives are descendent from an expedition sent by the Western Confederation, we don’t see ourselves as Western. When you arrived in this star system, you became Herans too. Herans of Chinese descent, but still Herans. And the conflict we had at the time of the landing was the forces of the existing matriarchic order defending itself against an armed minority trying to impose patriarchy.” 
 
      
 
    Alexandra paused before continuing. “You can be both Chinese and Heran. The loyalty oath only means you put Hera first, and you kind of have to do that given the impracticalities of communicating with Earth.” 
 
    Veronica thought Alexandra made a good argument, but Katie was still a bit reluctant. 
 
    -“I still have a problem with you placing my countrymen in slavery. And your own men too. I don’t think it is right,” Katie said before she inserted -“Sorry that I am so critical of your system. Please don’t take it personal.” 
 
    -“No offense taken” said Alexandra. “All ladies are entitled to speak their views.” 
 
      
 
    Yvonne countered, “Slavery is supported by the Heran’s, and if it should cease to be supported, it will end. If you talk to our slaves, you will see that most of them feel it is right to enslave them.” 
 
    -“That is because you have indoctrinated them from birth,” said Katie 
 
    -“That may be so, but that does not change the fact that they are happy with their current status. In a few months, so will most of the new Chinese slaves.” 
 
    -“I am not so sure.” 
 
    -“You just need a little more time here,” said Alexandra. “You have only been awake for two days here, and it is all a bit of a shock. Give it a couple of weeks and you will get more comfortable with how it works here.” 
 
      
 
    Veronica though Alexandra and Yvonne made some good points, but did not say anything. Katie did. 
 
    - “I doubt it will change anything, but I will do as you say and withhold judgement for now. I would like to speak to some of the slaves, though.” 
 
    -“I tried the ones at the house. They say the same as what Yvonne just said,” said Veronica. 
 
    -“I will take you around the town to see how things work here over the next couple of days. You will have plenty of chances to talk to slaves,” added Alexandra. 
 
      
 
    Victoria’s Restaurant, Alce, 111/5/19, 22:30 
 
    After almost 5 hours, the meal ended. They all left the restaurant, and said goodbye to Alexandra’s friends on the street. 
 
      
 
    As they walked back to the apartment, Veronica chatted with Lucy, and learned Lucy was ready for a big step. 
 
    -“I am going to ask Alexandra tomorrow if I can take the Heran oath,” said Lucy. 
 
    -“You are?” 
 
    -“Yes, unless I somehow change my mind over night. I think we should see ourselves as Herans, now that we are here. And the system of female superiority really appeals to me. So yes, I am going for it.” 
 
    -“I am glad for you. If you feel it is right, you should go for it. I am considering it myself too,” said Veronica. 
 
    -“Why don’t you take the oath too then?” 
 
    -“I am still not as certain as you are. I need to see more before I decide.” 
 
      
 
    They arrived back at the apartments, and Alexandra informed them about the next day. She intended to take them around Alce to see daily life and industries. And in the evening, she promised to take them for a special treat. She then wished the Ladies good night and said she would return to her own quarters. 
 
    With an agreement to be ready at 09.00 the next morning, the Ladies went each to their apartment. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Life in Alce 
 
      
 
    Alce Prison, 111/5/19   23:10 
 
    Zhang was in his cage, witnessing the punishment of one of the other slaves. Mistress Annette had chained the slave to a contraption that kept the slave on his knees, bent forward with his head close to the floor and his ass exposed. Mistress Annette was now mercilessly beating his ass with a crop. Red marks shaped by the crop began appearing on the slave’s behind. 
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    Beatings such as this was a regular feature of the slave training Zhang was undergoing. Along with the other slaves-in-training, he was beaten twice a day, merely to reinforce discipline and submissiveness according to his Mistresses. In addition, there were punishment beatings, one of which he was now witnessing. These were awarded for anything the Mistresses perceived as rude or unsatisfactory from the slaves, and with the Mistresses demanding perfection at all times, punishment beatings were quite frequent 
 
      
 
    The slave now being punished had merely failed to be in the required position in front of his cage when Mistress Annette came for the evening inspection, and the Mistress had not taken any mercy on him. The slave was undoubtedly sore from the evening discipline session an hour before, as was Zhang. All ten slaves had received fifty lashes with the dressage whip, and its vicious bite could still be felt in the welts across his back and ass. 
 
      
 
    Yet, the slave was moaning rather than screaming from the beating he was receiving. The constant beatings somehow taught the slaves to absorb the pain. The beatings hurt as much as they ever had, but the screaming that had accompanied their first beatings was less common now, and came only during the hardest punishments. 
 
      
 
    Zhang started to reflect that this harsh regime was starting to become the new normal for him. He had only been in this prison for twelve days – he had counted, but it felt like months. And he started to grow used to it. While very painful, and something he dreaded, the beatings were something he had come to expect, and accept. Zhang also found himself seeing Mistress Michelle and Mistress Annette as his superiors. It had somehow become natural that they were ruling Zhang and his colleagues. Zhang ascribed it to the spirit-breaking routine of each day. 
 
      
 
    The typical day would start when one of the Mistresses woke the slaves in their cages and released them to attend to their personal hygiene. Then followed the morning inspection and discipline session. Afterwards, the slaves would be assigned various tasks to complete, often related to cleaning and maintaining the Prison facility or the Mistresses personal possessions, and usually in a humiliating manner. Sometimes the one of the Mistresses would stay and supervise the slaves, providing extra motivation with her whip; sometimes they would leave the slaves to do their tasks alone. 
 
      
 
    When the allocated time for the given tasks were up, the Mistress would be back to inspect the work and punish them for performance she deemed unsatisfactory. Then new tasks would be given, and this process was repeated until evening. The only respite was a 15 minute break in the middle of the day, when the slaves were fed. 
 
      
 
    Then came the evening discipline session, which also included extra punishments for infractions not dealt with during the day. After this session, the slaves were given half an hour for personal hygiene and to prepare for the evening inspection. Finally, after the evening inspection, the exhausted slaves-in-training were allowed to sleep in their cages. 
 
      
 
    Apart from each other, Mistress Michelle and Mistress Annette were the only people the slaves saw in the prison. The slaves’ existence revolved around these two Ladies and their commands. The two Mistresses ordered all work activity, inspected the work, and administered punishment and discipline. 
 
      
 
    Even so, for much of the time they were not even present. Zhang knew that they oversaw other slaves elsewhere in the prison, and he supposed they had some free time as well. 
 
      
 
    While this gave the slaves plenty of time alone and unrestrained, they did not see the relative freedom afforded by these situations as an opportunity to escape or to rebel. Zhang and the others had no doubt there would be many locked doors to get past, and nowhere to go even if they got past them.  
 
      
 
    And then there was the sheer terror of the Mistresses’ wrath. The punishments they inflicted on anyone they deemed disobedient made the discipline sessions seem like gentle patting. Especially Mistress Michelle. Over the first few days, some of Zhang’s fellow expedition members had tested her limits on occasions, and regretted it sorely. She had caned their asses bloody in the most brutal manner, and scared all of them from trying anything similar. 
 
      
 
    The slaves did not even talk to each other when left alone. The second day of their stay in Alce Prison, the slaves got some kind of chips operated into their necks, and these chips apparently monitored everything the slaves did. If anyone had been talking, the Mistresses would always know the next day, and punishment would be forthcoming.  
 
      
 
    Mistress Annette finished the slave’s punishment with a series of rapid strokes of the crop delivered with maximum force. She released the slave from his restraints, and the slave immediately kissed Mistress Annette’s knee-high boots. He knew better than to anger her with forgetting to thank her for her attention. 
 
    -“Thank you, Mistress, for punishing me,” he said. 
 
    -“That’s enough, slave. Get back in your cage,” she told him. 
 
      
 
    The slave quickly obeyed, and crawled into his cage. Mistress Annette locked it, and walked out of the room. Zhang watched her as she left. The tight pencil skirt she wore did nothing to hide the curves of her very beautiful posterior and movements of her hips as she confidently headed for the door. 
 
      
 
    Her walk was very sexy. As was her outfit. As always, everything about her and Mistress Michelle was sexy. That was the one upside of being on this planet and in this prison. He got to see these very attractive Ladies wearing incredibly sexy outfits every day. 
 
      
 
    Yet, while he could not deny the Mistresses’ sex appeal, Zhang’s feelings towards them were dominated by fear. Fear of their disapproval. Fear of the punishments they could and would inflict on him. 
 
      
 
    The lights went off. Another day of slavery had passed. 
 
      
 
    Veronica’s apartment, 111/5/20   07:00 
 
    Veronica woke well rested at 07.00. (A Heran day is 26 hours). Shortly after, she got a message on her wrist unit. It was one of the house slaves asking if she wanted breakfast in bed. She thought over it for a second and told him to come in. He came in a served Veronica a delicious breakfast in bed before leaving. Veronica was starting to appreciate the comfort of having slaves.  
 
      
 
    Alce Guest Houses, 111/5/20, 08:45 
 
    Veronica was fully dressed and ready in the foyer, waiting with the other Ladies for Alexandra. Since they would be out in the warm weather of Alce the ladies had dressed lightly. Yet, Veronica, had wanted to adapt a little to Heran fashions, and wore black knee-high boots with heels to go with her miniskirt and top. It made her feel more like a Mistress. When she met them, it appeared most of her colleagues thought the same way and had also gone for boots. Only Katie went for sandals. 
 
      
 
    The Ladies chatted about last night until Alexandra showed up just before 9.00. She too was dressed in just a short dress and high-heeled boots. Her right boot had a pocket holding a riding crop.  
 
    -“Good morning, ladies, and thank you for a lovely evening yesterday,” Alexandra greeted them. 
 
    Veronica and the others reciprocated. 
 
    -“I am glad you took my advice to dress lightly – it will be warm today and we will spend some time outside.”  
 
    She paused a little and continued.  
 
    -“We will first see the mineral processing plant in Alce town before moving out to the field, where we’ll visit a farm and a rail construction crew, as these are currently some of the main economic and development activities in our duchy.” 
 
    -“But before we head off, I have a little announcement for those who haven’t heard yet: Monica has decided to become a Heran citizen, which I was absolutely delighted to hear. She will be taking the oath with several of your expedition colleagues at the Duchess’ palace in two weeks. It is still room for the rest of you to join, Ladies.” 
 
    Lucy took her offer.  
 
    -“I would like to take the oath too, Alexandra. I want to be a Heran Citizen.” 
 
    Alexandra smiled even more.  
 
    -“Of course you can. I am so happy to hear that. You won’t regret it a second.” 
 
    Waiting a few seconds she moved on: “I won’t nag you more on the oath, Ladies. Let’s go and see Alce.” 
 
      
 
    Alce Mineral Processing Plant, 111/5/20, 10:40 
 
    First stop on the tour was Alce Mineral Processing Plant, an important industrial enterprise in Alce. This plant received rare mineral ore from mines in the region via driverless trains, and processed it into metal, supplying industries in other colonies in Artemisia. The plant itself was fully automated, and the staff’s tasks were mainly to monitor its operation and adjust as necessary. The staff was composed of 22 male slaves, and was managed by a management team of five Ladies who also owned the plant. 
 
      
 
    Kasey and Zoe, two of the owners, gave the visitors a tour of the plant during which they learned about the plant and its operations as well as the daily life of the people working there.  
 
    -“How did you come to own this plant,” asked Veronica as the tour neared its end. 
 
    -“We started it ourselves,” answered Zoe. “Kasey and I were working for a rare minerals mining company when we realised there was little processing capacity in this region, even as it is full of minerals. So we ganged up with three friends from school who had experience in running a processing plant and set up this business. We provided some equity from our savings, and getting a loan was no problem.” 
 
    -“Was that to buy the slaves?” asked Lucy. 
 
    -“No it was for constructing the plant itself,” replied Zoe. “The slaves are mostly rented. Only three of them are owned directly by us. Taxes on large slaveholdings makes it uneconomical for us to own them all.” 
 
    -“So who are you renting from?” asked Veronica 
 
    -“About half are rented from private citizens, the rest are rented from the state,” answered Kasey. 
 
    -“Why would Ladies rent you their slaves? Don’t they need them themselves?” asked Lucy. 
 
    -“Many slaves are kept as a pure investment objects. They have skills that are useful for particular jobs, and they generate an income by being rented out to those who need their skills. These Ladies probably have other slaves to tend to their personal needs,” explained Kasey. 
 
    -“And in a similar way, the state slaves earn rent too, providing the state with an income source on top of taxes and slave sales,” added Alexandra. 
 
      
 
    -“Do you own slaves personally?” Monica joined the conversation. 
 
    -“Sure, I have four,” said Kasey. 
 
    -“And I own five,” said Zoe. “Only one of them work here at the plant.” 
 
    -“Do you beat your slaves?” asked Katie. She had been silent until now. 
 
    -“I most certainly do,” answered Zoe. “Having disciplined and motivated slaves is very important to me.” 
 
    -“Me too,” added Kasey. “I discipline mine at least twice a week.” 
 
    -“There are very few Heran Ladies who don’t discipline their slaves at all. Almost everyone beat her slaves at least once a month. It has to be done to be keep the slaves happy and motivated submissives,” elaborated Alexandra 
 
    -“I can’t believe that makes them happy,” said Katie with disapproval. 
 
    -“Would you mind if I talk to them?” she then asked Zoe and Kasey. 
 
    -“Not at all,” Zoe answered. “Just don’t distract them from work for too long.” 
 
    -“I won’t,” said Katie and headed towards two slaves 30 meters away. 
 
      
 
    -“Do you beat the slaves you rent here at the plant too?” asked Monica as Katie left. 
 
    -“We don’t do regular discipline beatings. That’s for the owners, or for the state prison service in case of the state slaves. But sure, if they need to be punished for mistakes or transgressions, we’ll give them a whipping,” answered Zoey. 
 
    -“It is not very often we need to do that. Maybe once a week or so,” added Kasey. 
 
    -“Do you enjoy punishing slaves?” asked Monica 
 
    -“I enjoy it when I am in the mood for it”, said Kasey. “But I am doing it often enough for it to become a chore sometimes. 
 
    -“I really enjoy it,” said Zoe. “I love the feeling of power that comes with showing males their proper place with a good whipping. I feel really feminine when I do it.” 
 
    The Herans concept of femininity had diverged somewhat from that of Earth, thought Veronica as she listened. 
 
      
 
    Katie returned to the group after having talked to some slaves. 
 
    -“What did they say?” asked Veronica. 
 
    -“They said they were happy slaves. Though, I am not sure it is because they really mean it or it is because they fear the consequences of telling me anything else.” 
 
    -“It is hard to convince you then,” said Zoe. 
 
    -“I guess it,” is replied Katie.  
 
      
 
    -“Girls, we have to move on. We have more on the program,” announced Alexandra. She thanked Zoey and Kasey for the tour, and led the Chinese Ladies out of the plant and into a vehicle outside. When all were seated, she gave her instructions to the slave chauffeur. 
 
      
 
      
 
    South Slope Farm, north of Alce, 111/5/20, 11:45 
 
    They then drove out on the farmland. Alce was surrounded by farms, and the climate and terrain in this part of Artemisia was as well suited to farming as you could find anywhere on Hera. After a little tour through the countryside, Alexandra took them to the main building of what turned out to be a huge farm, covering almost 100 km2.  
 
      
 
    Here they met with Tracey, the owner and manager of the farm. From her they learned the farm was almost as much about research as food production. Most of the farm area was cultivating cereal crops that had been genetically modified to thrive on Hera, but the farm was also dedicating part of its area to try newly developed crops in order to find those that were even better suited to the Heran environment. The farm was closely cooperating with research labs on this area. 
 
      
 
    The farm was also raising livestock, again modified variants that were more adapted to Hera. Lucy and Veronica took great interest in the work that was being done on the farm, as this was in their expert fields. They had many questions for Tracey as they toured the farm. 
 
      
 
    While many machines were available to assist farm work, farming was relatively labour-intensive compared to other more automated industries on Hera, and the farm, therefore, had as many as 50 slaves, some of whom Tracy owned personally, whereas the others were rented from the state or private Mistresses. Most of the slaves were farm hands, but a few were working as research assistants. To manage the slaves, Tracey employed five female overseers. There were also another three Ladies doing research work on the farm. 
 
      
 
    As the Ladies were returning to the main buildings after their tour of the farm, they witnessed the overseers in action. 20 meters from where their rover stopped, two overseers had eight slaves strung up with their hands chained to a beam high up, such that their toes were barely touching the ground. The overseers wore black leather bodies and thigh-high black boots. In their hands, they had fearsome 3-meter long bullwhips. They were swinging them with full force against the strung-up slaves, both front and back as the slaves rotated from the hits. The slaves’ naked bodies were already welted by the time the tour party arrived, and some had started to bleed. Their screams were loud. 
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    The Chinese Ladies watched the sight for minutes in disbelief. This was the first time they had seen a proper Heran style slave punishment. Despite what she had heard earlier, Veronica hadn’t imagined the slaves would be treated this harshly. 
 
    -“They must have done something really bad. This is a serious punishment,” remarked Tracey. 
 
    -“Aren’t you afraid they will get injured or worse? Is this safe?” asked Karen. 
 
    -“I have full trust in my girls. They won’t damage my property, and they know what to do to maintain discipline. I have no doubt in my mind those males deserve everything they are getting right now.” 
 
    -“How often are they getting this treatment?” asked Veronica. 
 
    -“A whipping this serious is probably only once a month or so. Otherwise, lesser infractions are dealt with a few times a week, and in addition, we have the slaves on a weekly discipline schedule. Some of the less well-trained slaves are disciplined more frequently. The average slave here is probably beaten two or three times a week. We find that to be close to optimal.” 
 
    The tone of her voice was very business-like. She clearly found this very natural. 
 
    After another minute of witnessing eight males be brutally subjected to female power, Tracey said, “This will go on for I while, and I know you ladies have a busy day. Can I offer my guests a lunch based on the finest produce from this farm before you move on?” 
 
      
 
    The Ladies went for a very tasty and generous lunch in the main building, served by male slaves. They had yet to see Ladies doing manual work on this planet. Except whipping that is. 
 
      
 
    South East of Alce, 111/5/20, 14:25 
 
    The Ladies had been driven to the wilderness south east of Alce, where they eventually hooked up with a track laying crew. They were laying rail tracks from Alce to a new colony named Mytilene under construction on Artemisia’s south cost. The crew consisted of four women supervising 15 slaves. All work was done using robotic construction and track-laying equipment. The slaves were operating the machines under supervision by their Mistresses. 
 
      
 
    It appeared the crew was led by a legend. Heather Wilcox had been an active member of the Femdom Vanguard, the organisation that had started the revolution against patriarchy on Hera. After those glorious days, she had worked tirelessly to improve the infrastructure in the new paradise she had helped found. As such, she had worked for a century laying tracks across Hera by driving slave teams such as the one she was leading here. By now, she was 179 years old, one of the oldest Ladies on Hera, but still looked remarkably beautiful and young, thanks to the longevity treatment everyone on this planet received. Before longevity treatments were available, she could have passed as a 40-year-old on Earth. 
 
      
 
    When the touring party arrived, Heather gave them a warm welcome and entertained the visitors while the other women oversaw the slaves’ work. Heather could give a good account of the infrastructure of Hera and the challenges of creating it. As often happened, Heather would also have to tell her war stories from the revolution. 
 
      
 
    After 45 minutes of Heather’s stories and wisdom, Alexandra thanked Heather and indicated that the party had to move on for the next post on the program.  
 
    -“It’s time for me to get back to work too,” said Heather. “It was very nice to meet you all. I really hope you will enjoy life here on Hera. Have a safe trip back to town.” 
 
      
 
    The visitors prepared to leave when Veronica noticed a slave approaching Heather. 
 
    -“Mistress Heather, I report for discipline,” he said. 
 
    -“Very good, Luke” Heather replied. “Now bend over.” 
 
    James complied. 
 
    -“You will get a 100 with the crop, as Mistress Tara instructed.” 
 
    Heather grabbed Luke by the hair and forced his head between her strong thighs, locking his head firm. She then started whipping his ass harshly with her crop, with Luke counting every 10th stroke, accompanied with a “Thank you Mistress”. 
 
      
 
    Veronica kept watching this display of female dominance, reflecting on how accepting males on this planet appeared to be of these painful humiliations. They thought nothing of it, finding it a natural part of their existence. The way both women and men on this planet saw their roles was just very different to how they did on Earth. 
 
      
 
    Towards the end of the whipping, Luke’s voice became weaker, but he managed to take the cropping without screaming. 
 
    When they reached 100, Heather let his head loose, and Luke fell on his knees kissing Heather’s boots and saying “Thank You, Mistress Heather, for disciplining me.”  
 
    Heather ordered him back to work. Then, having noticed Veronica was watching, she winked and told her: 
 
    - “His Mistress and I have a long history together. She made me promise to give him daily discipline whippings, and I am keeping my promise. Luke is such a well-behaved slave.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Pool Party On Hera 
 
      
 
    Alce, 111/5/20, 15:45 
 
    Alexandra had driven her guests back to Alce town. She had dropped them off at their apartments to freshen up, letting them know that the surprise was next on the program, and that they would need to bring swimwear.  
 
      
 
    Now, 30 minutes later, Alexandra accompanied by her friends Jane, Melanie and Yvonne came on foot to pick up the Chinese Ladies. The Heran Ladies came lightly dressed in miniskirts and bikinis, but still wearing boots. Veronica, Lucy, Monica, Karen and Katie came in light dresses and skirts. All of them had bikinis under. 
 
    Alexandra revealed what the afternoon and evening had in store: 
 
    -“Ladies, you are going to experience one of the best things about being a Heran Lady. We are going to have a pool party. Follow me.” 
 
      
 
    As they walked, Veronica asked Melanie where they were going. 
 
    -“We are going to the prison. They have perfect facilities for a proper party there, and we get all we need there. We can do these things at home, but to do it properly, we have to rent a space at the prison.” 
 
    -“Why the prison?” Veronica asked. 
 
    -“You will understand perfectly in a few minutes,” was the answer. 
 
      
 
    The nine Ladies entered a big building. The sign over the main entrance read ‘Duchy of Alce Central Slaveholding Prison’.  
 
      
 
    They came to a reception area, which was manned by two slaves. Alexandra ordered one of them to bring them to the on-duty Prison Wardress. After kissing Alexandra’s boots, he led them into a big office with an open door. The office was dominated by one big desk in the far end, but that was not the main attraction. Two males were shackled to the wall on the right side, and the On-duty wardress was busy flogging one of them. She was an imposing figure. At more than 1.90 in her heels, she was taller than any of the males, yet proportionally built and very well shaped. She wore thigh-high high-heeled black boots, stockings, a dress and long opera gloves, all in black leather. Her black hair was pulled tightly back into a ponytail. She used all of her considerable force as she lashed one of her male subject with a flogger. While he was gagged, his muffled screams made his discomfort very apparent. 
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    The slave from the reception addressed the Prison Wardress. 
 
    -“Mistress Michelle, there are visitors for you.” 
 
    Michelle looked over and smiled when she saw whom it was. 
 
    -“Alexandra, so good to see you. I see you have brought our new friends. You are all very welcome here.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle took a pause in the slave flogging and went over to the Ladies to greet them. After having kissed the cheeks of all of the newcomers and exchanged a few words, Michelle told them: 
 
    -“You are lucky to have Alexandra organising this for you. By bringing you this early, you will be able to choose between the best pleasure slaves.” 
 
    Alexandra interjected, “I haven’t told you much about what you will experience yet, so I think this is the time to let you know what we are going to do. This is what will happen now: We will now go into the prison and pick those slaves we want serving us for the evening. These will be pleasure slaves, they look good, and they are highly skilled in pleasuring women. We will then take them to a private section of the prison we have rented, and there they will serve us as we enjoy the poolside for a few hours while we still have sun, and then we will continue with massages and spa treatment before we return to the poolside for a proper party. Our private area will have rooms where we can sleep – or just enjoy slaves in private.” 
 
      
 
    Veronica found the evening plan very appealing. Pampering, partying, and probably good sex. Coming from a space journey it had been decades since she had any of those. Now was about time. It looked like the other Chinese women felt the same way based on their smiles.  
 
      
 
    -“I can guarantee you will get good slaves,” said Michelle. “I have personally tried all of the pleasure slaves in this facility. Now let’s show you ladies what we can offer.” 
 
    Michelle hung the flogger she was carrying on a hook on the wall and picked up a crop instead. She gave the slave she had been flogging a hard whack with the crop and told him she would be back to finish him off in a few minutes. Her pleasant and welcoming demeanour was not extended to slaves, Veronica noticed. 
 
      
 
    Michelle led the Ladies out of the office and into the prison itself. After turning a few corners, they were in a long room filled with cages just big enough to hold a male. 40 on each side of the room, stacked in two storeys. About 50 of them were occupied. 
 
    -“This is where we have our pleasure slaves. These are all trained to the highest standard. Take your pick ladies. You can take two each,” said Michelle. 
 
      
 
    The Ladies, led by the native Herans set about inspecting the naked slaves in the cages. All of them were fit and good looking, although many had marks from whips and canes on various parts of their bodies. After a minute or so, the Ladies started one by one to let Michelle know which ones they wanted for the evening. Veronica eventually settled on a medium sized but well-built tanned male and a blonde hunk.  
 
      
 
    Michelle opened their cages using the functionality of her wrist computer and ordered the slaves out. She grabbed the leashes attached to their collars and gave them to Veronica.  
 
    -“This is Mistress Veronica. She will be your Mistress tonight,” Michelle told them. Addressing Veronica, she said: 
 
    -“If there is anything about them that displeases you, you let me know. I will sort them out.” 
 
    The slaves kissed Veronica’s feet and said in unison, “I am your slave, Mistress Veronica.” 
 
    Michelle then moved on to hear Lucy’s choices.  
 
      
 
    Alce Prison, 111/5/20, 16:05 
 
    All the girls had picked slaves for the evening, except Katie. She had first picked two slaves, but then changed her mind. 
 
    -“I am sorry, I don’t feel comfortable using slaves,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Michelle and Alexandra tried first to change her mind, but Lucy succeeded where they failed. 
 
    -Don’t be daft, Katie. You are only picking a masseur or waiter for the evening. You will regret it if you don’t. And so will they. Do you really think they would rather spend the night in these cages than partying with us girls? Go ahead and let them out!” 
 
      
 
    Katie relented, and the party went back to the reception, each Lady holding two slaves in a leash. Jane and Yvonne had crops to spur theirs on. In the reception, Michelle told them to move down the hall to find the entertainment facilities. The slaves there would show them their private space.  
 
    -“Thanks Michelle. Come and join us when you get off your shift. You are invited,” said Alexandra. 
 
    -“That sounds very tempting. I have a long shift, but I will pop in sometime in the evening. Have fun in the meantime.” 
 
    -“Thanks, we will,” answered several of the Ladies in-between their giggling and chatting. 
 
    The party moved in the instructed direction as Michelle returned to her office. Veronica could hear the muffled screams of Michelle’s office slave as they moved off. 
 
      
 
    The party arrived in the reception of the entertainment area, and Alexandra informed the reception slaves that they were there for a reservation under Alexandra Winter. The slave acknowledged the reservation, went down on his knees and kissed Alexandra’s boots, saying -“Welcome, Mistress Alexandra. Please follow me.” 
 
      
 
    The slave led them outside through a door, and onto a terrace that gave them overview of the entertainment area down below. It consisted of ten walled-off sections, that each containing a pool surrounded by a well-kept garden and a villa. 
 
    The slave led them onwards, down a stair and into one of the sections. Here he gave the Ladies a quick tour of the facilities. Outside were a pool and a Jacuzzi, sun chairs and massage benches. Inside was a lounge area with a bar. There was also a fully equipped spa room. There were ten bedrooms, each with a double bed, showers, and three cages for slaves. In the rooms, the Ladies could also find a small selection of punishment implements. 
 
      
 
    There was also a dungeon in the cellar with various cells and cages for holding slaves as well as punishment rooms with shackles and stockades. 
 
    The bar in the lounge could be manned by the slaves they brought, and it was well stocked with beverages. Food orders could be forwarded to the prison kitchen, and food could be delivered to the bar via an elevator. 
 
    After the tour, the reception slave was dismissed and he returned to the reception. 
 
      
 
    -“Let’s enjoy this,” said Yvonne and started stripping down to her bikini. All the other Ladies followed suit. The slaves were then unleashed and ordered to bring the Ladies’ clothes to their rooms. 
 
      
 
    As soon as the slaves were on their way, Yvonne jumped in the pool and urged the others to follow. Alexandra, Melanie, Monica and Veronica accepted the challenge and joined her. The other Ladies settled in sun chairs around the pool and ordered the slaves to bring them drinks. Jane had her slaves massaging and kissing her feet as she relaxed. 
 
      
 
    The Ladies enjoyed two hours of sun licking, swimming, massages and each other’s company. The Asians and the Herans had really hit it off with each other, and they pretty much picked up from their chatting and conversations of the night before. 
 
      
 
    The massages were magic. The slaves really knew their trade, thought Veronica. She enjoyed massages for at least an hour on the poolside. Even sceptical Katie seemed to fall under their spell. She was moaning quietly as one of her slaves treated her back. 
 
      
 
    The Herans had stripped completely naked to allow their slaves full access to their bodies during massages, and Veronica and the other Chinese Ladies had copied their approach. When in Rome and all that. And being naked in front of slaves didn’t feel awkward at all. They were merely their submissive servants – somehow not important enough to be considered in regard to modesty. But still capable enough to provide Veronica pleasure. Having slaves like these was heaven. 
 
      
 
    In between the massages, the Ladies had found time to eat excellent tapas ordered from the prison kitchen. 
 
      
 
    Alce Prison, Entertainment area, 111/5/20, 18:30 
 
    Time had flown, and the sun was setting. Alexandra announced it was time for the next part of the evening’s program: The Spa. 
 
    The Ladies moved into the spa room and ordered the slaves to give them the full treatment. The slaves knew what they were doing in this arena too, and Veronica thoroughly enjoyed the pampering she would get for the next 2 hours. After a range of refreshing treatments and some more massages, the slaves showed their capabilities as make-up artists. Veronica was almost awe-struck by her own beauty as she saw herself in the mirror with a perfect face, black, flowing hair, red lips and nails. 
 
      
 
    Alexandra walked to the middle of the spa room, wearing nothing but boots.  
 
    -“Time to start the real party, girls!” she announced. “Let’s go outside. Slaves, bring all your Mistresses a Penthesilea Whiplash drink.” 
 
    The Ladies were quickly served. When all had received a glass, Alexandra addressed the Heran Ladies.  
 
    -“Let’s show our friends how we enjoy this drink!”  
 
    Taking the cue from Alexandra, all the Ladies seated themselves conformably in the chairs around the pool, the Asians doing as the Herans did. Then Alexandra gave the order to the slaves: “Lick!” 
 
    A slave crept in front of each Lady and placed his head between her legs and started kissing and licking her pussy. 
 
      
 
    It felt a bit awkward at first for Veronica, but she very quickly got used to it. The slave knew how to use his tongue. Veronica, like the other Ladies, was sipping her drink while enjoying the pussy licking. Soon, the Ladies were moaning between the sips and conversation. 
 
    -“Mmmmm...This is the best drink I have ever had” said Lucy between some deep moans.  
 
    -“That is how we drink it on Hera. With a tongue on your pussy,” said Jane. 
 
    -“Yeeesss....” was the reply from Lucy, moaning even deeper. She was coming. 
 
      
 
    As she recovered, Yvonne told her, “You should punish your slave for that. He is not supposed to make you come that quickly. There are whips and canes inside.” 
 
    Lucy disappeared as Veronica enjoyed waves of pleasure. Her slave was sucking softly on her clit, and she could feel she would be coming soon. 
 
      
 
    Lucy was back, holding a crop. 
 
    -“Get down and present your ass” she ordered her slave. He obeyed, and Lucy started cropping him 
 
    -“Mmm beat him harder,” said Yvonne, moaning as she spoke. 
 
    -“Yes, beat him harder,” Alexandra chimed in, clearly struggling to hold back her orgasm. 
 
      
 
    Lucy followed their advice, and sliced into the slave’s ass with her crop, clearly enjoying herself. The moaning from several of the Ladies grew loader, and over the next minutes, several of the Ladies had orgasms. At that point, Veronica too was overwhelmed by the delicious pussylicking and the visual impressions of female domination around her. She came in a powerful orgasm. She kicked the slave away as she absorbed it. Her whole body shook. But as she recovered, she wanted more. Clitoral orgasms are that way some times. They leave a Woman wanting more. She pointed at her second slave and said, “You! Get over here and lick me!” 
 
      
 
    The slave complied right away and placed his head between her legs. 
 
    -“You are getting used to commanding slaves I see,” said Alexandra. She was standing smiling next to Veronica. 
 
    -“Oh, yes, I am so going to get some of my own after this,” replied Veronica. 
 
    -“Let me show you a way to increase your enjoyment” said Alexandra. 
 
    She had a flogger in her hand, and started lashing Veronica’s slave while he was licking her. She beat him rhythmically, and every stroke caused the slave to jolt a little, which Veronica could feel. 
 
    -“mmm, that is good” Veronica said. 
 
    -“We call it pain-enhanced licking. That is why we always keep whips in the bedroom.” 
 
    -“I love it.” 
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    Veronica enjoyed her treat for maybe ten minutes, feeling the slave’s warm tongue on her clit. She noticed she found the sight of Alexandra arousing too. She had a beautiful curvy body, which was swinging seductively as she was lashing the slave. All naked, except for her high boots.  
 
      
 
    Around her, she could see the other Ladies enjoying themselves in similar fashion. Melanie was leaning back on her chair as she was lashing a slave licking her pussy. Yvonne was pleasuring herself as two slaves were kissing her boots. Even Katie seemed to be getting the hang of it. She was lying on a sun chair with a slave between her legs moaning heavily. 
 
    Veronica came for the second time, and now she wanted to return the favour to Alexandra. 
 
      
 
    -“Let’s switch positions,” she suggested. 
 
    -“It would be my pleasure,” answered Alexandra. -“Literally” she smiled. 
 
    Alexandra leaned back on a sun chair and commanded her slaves.  
 
    -“You, lick my pussy” she commanded one of them.  
 
    -“And you, lick Mistress Veronica while she whips,” she ordered her other slave. Smiling and addressing Veronica she said, “No reason you can’t have a little enjoyment while working.” 
 
      
 
    The slaves positioned themselves and started licking. Veronica began lashing the slave in Alexandra’s crotch. The other slave sat under Veronica’s legs and stretched up to reach her pussy from below. His tongue felt pleasant on her sex, but he could not quite keep up with her movements as she was whipping the other slave. It was nice nevertheless, and Alexandra’s pleasure was the focus of this anyway. And Alexandra was enjoying herself. Closed eyes and softly moaning. She looked very sexy. 
 
      
 
    Veronica started wondering if not the Ladies on Hera were tempted by each other. That question was answered as quickly as she posed it. Just behind Alexandra, Veronica saw Jane and Karen making out passionately. They were sitting on the face of a slave each, enjoying their tongues attention to their pussies; while they were themselves busy fondling each other’s breasts and kissing. 
 
    This party was really all about female enjoyment. 
 
      
 
    After what seemed like a very long while, Alexandra came. She almost screamed as the orgasm climaxed. Just as she did, Michelle entered the area with two slaves in leashes. She was dressed in tight black latex corset with open crotch. She had matching gloves and high boots. 
 
      
 
    -“Sounds like you are having a good time here,” she said with reference to the moaning. 
 
    -“Come and join us. So good you could come,” said Yvonne and walked over to Michelle, kissing her on the mouth. 
 
    -“I wouldn’t miss a party with you girls for the world,” she replied. 
 
    -“Slave, bring me a drink” Michelle barked to one of the slaves. 
 
    Addressing Yvonne again, she said, “I am going to warm up these two slaves to my authority first. You are welcome to enjoy the sight.” 
 
    -“Oh, you know we love that,” said Yvonne. 
 
    Michelle strung up her two slaves by handcuffing them over a beam that stood out from the building next to the pool area. In the meantime, the Heran Ladies ordered slaves to move their chairs to face the strung up slaves. 
 
      
 
    Alexandra told Veronica, “Do the same as we do. Michelle is going to give her slaves a proper lection in female dominance. She is one of the best in this, so it is a perfect view when masturbating or having your pussy licked.”  
 
    Veronica did as advised. 
 
      
 
    With all positioned, Michelle uncoiled her bullwhip, and started whipping the slaves with powerful cracks. Her handling of the whip was superb. Elegance and power rolled into one, Michelle was the embodiment of female supremacy when she whipped the slaves with a bullwhip. The Ladies around announced their appreciation by moans as they were masturbating or getting their pussies licked. After ten minutes, most of the Ladies had come yet again, and slaves’ backs were red with welts, some with blood. 
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    Michelle was moaning too as she announced the whipping was over. 
 
    -“I am getting so hot from this. I need to rape them now.” 
 
    She unlocked the cuffs on one of the whipped slaves and he fell to the floor. Michelle sat on top of him, grabbed his hair and forced his head into her crotch, ordering him: “Lick”. 
 
    Michelle was already moaning, and she soon started moaning deeper. In under a minute she was climaxing.  
 
    - “Mmm. I need a drink”, she said as she recovered. She snapped her finger, and the nearest slave ran to comply. 
 
      
 
    As the evening continued, the party continued with more sex as well as whipping. The Ladies were having their pussies licked, had sex with each other, and eventually also had intercourses with the slaves. In between and during these acts, the slaves were savagely whipped, both to maintain slave motivation and for the Ladies pleasure. 
 
      
 
    Veronica had her pussy licked by at least six slaves, most of them more than once, and she had made out with Lucy, Alexandra and Michelle. Making out with girls was a completely new experience for Veronica. She had never known she could be sexually attracted to girls before, but in this place, it just came naturally. The males here were merely servants or even just tools for female enjoyment. The power and beauty of the women was what attracted Veronica’s attention. 
 
      
 
    And she had loved the experience. Feeling Lucy’s soft kisses on her lips, and lowly males’ kisses on her feet, as they celebrated their newly discovered passion for dominance. Enjoying Alexandra’s passionate French kisses while sitting on a slave’s face. Delighting in the Goddess-like Michelle’s kisses on her breasts as they shared a slave for pleasure. These had all been among the highlights of the evening for Veronica.  
 
      
 
    At the end of the evening, Veronica took her own slaves to the dungeon to play a little with canes, before taking them to her room when the party dissolved around 1 o’clock. There, Veronica raped one of them. Veronica completed the night with a glorious vaginal orgasm as she rode the slave. He had been trained not to come, and Veronica could have raped him for a lot longer than she did, but a whole evening of sexual pleasures had left her very excited, and her orgasm came quickly. Quite exhausted from the evening, she locked her two slaves into each their cages, and went to bed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Learning to whip 
 
      
 
    Alce Prison, Entertainment area, 111/5/21, 09:25 
 
    Veronica got out of her bed well rested. She unlocked the slave cages and ordered the slaves to bring her breakfast before going to the shower. Ordering the slaves somehow felt very natural now. After a night like last, the Heran life style felt more and more right for her. 
 
    She finished showering and started applying her make-up when one of her slaves informed her the other Ladies were eating together outside and wanted her to join.  
 
    -“Of course” said Veronica. “Serve me breakfast there.” 
 
      
 
    Most of the Ladies sat outside in short dresses when Veronica arrived. Some of them were a bit hung over, but the conversation was flowing. They all felt a lot closer after last night, and Veronica thought very close friendships could develop from this. In some cases, maybe even more. Jane and Karen looked like they were completely in love. 
 
      
 
    All the Ladies had had a good time. Yvonne asked if any of the slaves they had had would be coming up for auction soon. She would be interested in buying. Michelle said some of them would probably be auctioned during the next few weeks due to the market movement caused by new Lady Citizens claiming their first slaves. This prompted Yvonne to ask the Chinese if they would apply for citizenship and slaves. All of them said yes. Surprisingly, even Katie, so far resistant said yes.  
 
    -“If the men here are going to be slaves anyway, it is better if I am their Mistress. So I am in,” she said. 
 
    Alexandra was ecstatic.  
 
    -“You are all going to apply for citizenship? I am so happy for you all. I am going to get you an appointment with the Duchess as soon as possible.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle offered to give the Ladies some private classes in slave handling in the prison the next few days as an alternative to the official ones that would be offered after the citizenship ceremonies. All the Chinese Ladies accepted. 
 
      
 
    Alce Prison, 111/5/23, 10:00 
 
    Veronica, Lucy, Karen, Monica and Katie were all in the Central Prison with Michelle. All the Ladies were dressed in the Prison Guardess black leather dress uniform with matching boots and gloves. They had just had theory classes learning how men could be controlled using a combination of sensuality and strict discipline. Now it was time for practice. They were in a large punishment room, with abundant restraining devices. Michelle had brought in five slaves shackled together and held tightly in a leash. 
 
      
 
    -“These are all slaves in training, and they are to be disciplined daily. You Ladies will have the honour today.  Take them each to your corner and give them a hard discipline session. I want you to use all implement I have showed you: Cane, crop, flogger, dressage whip and single tail whip. I will help you apply the implements with maximum effect. And remember, any disobedience or disrespect from these slaves must be immediately punished.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle unshackled all the slaves, and gave each Lady a slave and told them to start. 
 
    -“Mistress Veronica, please discipline this slave,” she said as she pointed Veronica to a muscular slave. 
 
    -“My pleasure” replied Veronica. She gave the slave a whack with her crop and told him “Get over here”. 
 
    Veronica took him to a corner of the room and ordered him over a punishment horse, and then proceeded to strap him to it. 
 
      
 
    Veronica decided to start with the crop. She began smacking the slave’s ass with a long crop, going pretty hard, she thought. After a little while, Michelle came over: 
 
    -“I have a few tips for your cropping,” she said. 
 
    -“I am all ears,” replied Veronica. 
 
    -“First, slaves are not as fragile as they look. You can give them full strength. That gives them the best learning. Look at this.” 
 
    Michelle gave the slave an unbelievable hard stroke with her crop. The slave screamed out. 
 
    -“Also notice how I strike through his ass. I don’t stop and pull back the crop after impact. I carry on the stroke and completing my swing, letting his ass absorb the full impact of it.” 
 
    She gave the slave another whack, with similar effects to the first stroke. 
 
    -“Do you see?” Michelle asked. 
 
    -“Yes. Let me try,” replied Veronica. 
 
    Veronica gave the slave a smack emulating Michelle’s technique, but not quite as hard. 
 
    -“Very good. You are a natural,” said Michelle. “But you can go even harder.” 
 
    Veronica hit the slave again, this time harder. 
 
    -“That is what we are looking for. Give him 50 of those, then move on to the cane. Let me know when you get there, and I will show you how best to cane him.” 
 
      
 
    Veronica went to work on the slave’s ass, giving him hard 50 strokes in a few minutes. The slave was welted and crying when Veronica signalled Michelle that she was ready to move on. 
 
      
 
    -“You made him cry already. Very good” said Michelle.  
 
    -“Let me show you how to handle the cane.”  
 
    She picked up a cane from a nearby quiver and took a few swings in the air before positioning herself. 
 
    -“You position yourself a meter behind and to the left of the slave’s ass, and take a good swing like this.” 
 
    <Whack> The slave yelped amid his crying. 
 
    -“Also see how I carry through my swing, just as with the crop,” Michelle explained. “That ensures maximum pain and optimal male learning. Now you try.” 
 
    Veronica paid close attention to what Michelle did, and she took her own almost perfect swing at the slave’s ass. 
 
    <Whack>. The slave screamed out. 
 
    -“Wow. That is a good first try. Are you sure you haven’t done this before?” asked Michelle 
 
    -“I did a little caning at the party,” replied Veronica. 
 
    -“Just keep on what you are doing. You gave him an overlay; hitting the very same spot I hit first. That is doubly painful for him.” 
 
    “I will,” smiled Veronica. 
 
    Michelle moved on to instruct Monica, and Veronica continued the slave’s caning. 
 
      
 
    The Dressage whip and flogger were easier to handle well, and Veronica did not need instructions for those implements. The single tails required more instructions, however, and Michelle gave the Ladies a common session on how to swing it. The Ladies were quick to learn, and two minutes later they were applying the lessons onto their slave’s backs. 
 
    Veronica gave her slave 100 lashes. The slave was shaking and crying when she released him to kiss her boot. 
 
    Michelle came over, looking at the slave and told Veronica: 
 
    -“Looks like you are ready to handle a slave already. This one won’t dare to disrespect you. In the next lessons, I am going to give you some more challenging slaves.” She gave Veronica a kiss on the mouth and whispered: 
 
    -“And I would love it if you would come over tonight for some extracurricular activities’” 
 
    Veronica shuddered with excitement. This beautiful, powerful and sexy woman, an expert slave handler wanted to spend extra time with her. Veronica felt she had a special connection with Michelle on the party a few days ago. Apparently, the feeling was mutual. 
 
      
 
    Alce Prison, 111/5/23, 17:20 
 
    Zhang was on his knees. In front of him sat Mistress Michelle on a chair, watching the other slaves perform their chores of cleaning the facilities. She was, as always, wearing a very sexy outfit. A black underbust leather corset left her big, gorgeous breasts completely exposed. Thigh-high leather boots and long leather gloves completed the outfit. 
 
      
 
    Zhang worked diligently on his task, which was to lick Mistress Michelle’s boots clean with his tongue. As he worked, Michelle was playing with a dressage whip in her hands, monitoring the other slaves. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Zhang intensely wanted to ask Mistress Michelle about something he had seen earlier that day, but he did not dare. He had been there long enough to know Mistress Michelle would not tolerate a male speaking out of turn. And Zhang knew all too well what harsh punishments she would inflict on him if he broke her rules. 
 
      
 
    This morning Zhang had, he thought, seen female members of his own expedition. They had walked through a room neighbouring the room in which Zhang was locked up in his cage. And they had been led somewhere by Mistress Michelle. They had all been dressed in the leather dress that apparently was the official uniform of the prison guardesses, and Zhang could have mistaken them for guardesses, but he could clearly see they were Chinese.  
 
      
 
    Moreover, Zhang was convinced one of them was his on-again-off-again girlfriend from before the journey. He thought he recognised her voice, and the other women had addressed her as Veronica, her English name. 
 
      
 
    The sight had given Zhang reason for both hope and despair. The Chinese women all looked like they had become Herans. They dressed as Mistresses and they carried whips. On one hand, seeing the expedition’s women joining the Herans and their society based on female supremacy felt like yet another blow to his already slim hopes of escaping slavery. 
 
      
 
    On other hand, if the Herans accepted the expedition women as equals, and it had looked like they did, it would mean they would maybe be in a position to ease the existence of their male colleagues. Veronica being among them might just be his ticket out of slavery. She had always been weak for Zhang, and maybe this could be exploited if he could only get close to her. But he needed to know more. 
 
      
 
    Zhang desperately wanted Mistress Michelle to confirm what he thought he had seen, and let him know what status the Chinese Ladies had. But asking her would not result in anything but pain. 
 
      
 
    It was better to concentrate on the task of cleaning Mistress Michelle’s boots. If he failed to satisfy her, or she thought he was slacking, he would suffer. And the task itself was not unpleasant at all, save Michelle’s occasional flickering of the whip on his back. It allowed him to stay close to this powerful and very sexy woman. Even if she terrified him, and he wanted to escape slavery, she exerted considerable attraction on Zhang. 
 
      
 
    It did not even feel humiliating anymore to lick Mistress Michelle’s boots. The task would have been humiliating two weeks ago, but now Zhang instinctively saw Michelle as his superior. It just felt natural to obey her order to lick her boot, and to do strive to satisfy her when she was around. 
 
      
 
    Yet, Zhang still wanted to escape. He could not stop thinking about what he had seen and how that might give him possibilities, even as his tongue worked on his Mistress’ boot. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 New Citizens 
 
      
 
    Alce Palace, 111/6/7, 12:00 
 
    Veronica, Lucy, Monica, Karen and Katie were at the Duchess palace with about 60 other female member of the Chinese expedition. They were all there to take the oath for Heran citizenship. About 20 native Heran Ladies were also present as sponsors for citizenship, among them Alexandra. 
 
      
 
    They were all in the throne hall, looking their best in evening dresses and boots. The Duchess was seated at her throne with two naked males kneeling beside each of her boots. Duchess Linda I was a beautiful woman. Long blonde hair and a well-shaped body was accentuated by her tight black dress. The Ladies were standing facing her as the ceremony began.  
 
      
 
    Linda rose and spoke: 
 
    -“We are here today to welcome new citizens to our society. Ladies, please introduce me to the new Herans.” 
 
    Each sponsoring Lady in turn presented the names of the new citizens under her care to the Duchess. As they finished, Linda spoke again, addressing the new citizens:  
 
    -“Do you want to become Heran citizens?” 
 
    They replied in unison, “Yes, Duchess” 
 
    - “Will you loyally defend Hera, Heran society and the Queen?” 
 
    -“Yes, Duchess!” 
 
    -“Will you place your loyalty to Hera above all other loyalties?” 
 
    -“Yes, Duchess!” 
 
    -“Then you are ready to take the oath. Repeat after me...” 
 
    Linda read out the oath and the Ladies repeated it. When the oath had been completed, Linda said: 
 
    -“Please kiss my hand as a symbol of your devotion to Hera and the queen.” 
 
      
 
    The new citizen walked up to the throne in turn, kneeled and kissed Linda’s gloved hand, one by one. When all were done, Linda addressed them in a less formal tone: 
 
    -“Congratulations, Ladies! You are full citizens. We will celebrate properly tonight – I am sure you know the details. And don’t forget to check out the slaves coming up for auction in the prison this afternoon. The slave auction will be tomorrow evening, and you should ensure your first slave is one you like.” 
 
      
 
    The Ladies in the throne hall were kissing and hugging each other. As the immediate celebration died down, Alexandra told her friends, “Let’s go to the prison right away. Michelle will give us a little preview on what will be available tomorrow.” 
 
    The Ladies left the palace heading for the prison.  
 
      
 
    Alce Prison, 111/6/7, 13:30 
 
    Veronica and the other Chinese Ladies of her group followed Michelle as she gave them a tour around the prison to see slaves that would be available for tomorrow’s auction. They were in a relatively small room when Michelle stopped. Ten cages, stacked two and two, covered one of the walls. Each of those cages contained a naked slave who kept his face down. 
 
      
 
    -“These are maybe the most attractive purchases for you tomorrow,” Michelle told the Ladies. ”These are experienced slaves, and they are all thoroughly obedient. They know how to serve you, and are low maintenance.  Most are also trained in professions that can provide you a decent yield if you rent them out. The only disadvantage with these males is that many of them will likely be pricey. The state will only cover cost of your first slaves up to 100,000 credits, and that will not be enough for some of these slaves.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle led the Ladies to the neighbouring room, where ten cages were stacked in a similar way to the previous room. The main difference was that the slaves in the cages looked younger. 
 
    -“These slaves are also very relevant objects for you, especially if you like young meat,” said Michelle. “These males are fresh graduates from slave training. All of them are around 40 years – or 20 Earth years, if you like. They are all trained in both serving Mistresses and in moneymaking professions. However, they are all untested in the real world, so you can never know how well they will really perform. For that reason, they tend to stay within your 100,000 limit.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle paused a little before she continued. 
 
    -“These males are the most interesting on offer tomorrow. Please have a closer look, and don’t hesitate with questions. You will also find the booklet prospects for tomorrow’s auction handy. They contains more details on each slave. We have copies in the other room.” 
 
      
 
    The Ladies went around individually in each room and studied the slaves close up. Veronica was quite satisfied with what she saw. The slaves were all well built, and some of them quite handsome. Based on looks, there were more than a few she would not mind owning. Veronica picked up a booklet and started flipping through it. It contained pictures and stats of each slave. Quickly she noticed some of the pictures were of Chinese slaves, and one of those she recognised immediately. It was Zhang Qiang, her ex-boyfriend. Was he on auction? 
 
      
 
    Veronica went over to Michelle to inquire about the Chinese in the booklet. 
 
    -“Yes, they are also on sale tomorrow,” said Michelle. “But they have only been trained for a month, and we can’t guarantee they are fully broken into a submissive state. So we advise new Mistresses not to buy them as their first slaves.” 
 
    -“What if I have unfinished business with one of them?” asked Veronica. 
 
    -“That sounds interesting,” said Michelle with a smile. “I think we can arrange something then. Let us discuss it tonight.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Slave Auction 
 
      
 
    Alce Prison, 111/6/8, 16:15 
 
    Zhang was in his cage, but not in the usual room. The room he was now in was rather large, and contained about thirty cages, each containing a male slave. About a third were Chinese – fellow expedition members. The rest looked Western – native Heran slaves. 
 
      
 
    None of the slaves said anything. They knew well not to break the rules their Mistresses had taught them. But having listened to the talk among the Mistresses that occasionally came into the room, Zhang had gathered they were to be sold in a slave auction. 
 
      
 
    Screens placed over each slave cage appeared to give information about the slave in question. Zhang could not read the screen over his own cage, but he could read those placed across the room. From what he could see, each slave was listed with scores on strength, pain tolerance and submissiveness, in addition to data on age, origin and skills. 
 
      
 
    Reading screens of fellow expedition members, they were all listed as origin: Invasion Force, and skills corresponding to their roles in the expedition. 
 
      
 
    Zhang and the other slaves sat in their cages for an hour or so with nothing to do but wait. From the noises, it sounded like the room next door was being prepared for the auction. Chairs and other items were being moved around, and every now and then, a female voice would bark an order. 
 
      
 
    Then, the door to the room opened, and a group of four Ladies stepped into the room. Three Ladies wearing elegant evening dresses and heels were being led by a Prison Guardess in her black leather dress and boots uniform. 
 
      
 
    The Ladies walked around the room, inspecting the slaves while sipping champagne, and asking the Guardess more detailed questions about some of the slaves. 
 
      
 
    A second party of a similar composition joined them shortly after, also there to inspect slaves. They were followed by several other groups of prospective slave buyers as the first party finished and exited the room. 
 
      
 
    Zhang recognised several of the Ladies inspecting them as expedition members. They would occasionally make remarks about some of the Chinese males they knew from the expedition, but apart from that they behaved no different from the Heran Mistresses. They were clearly there to inspect slaves before the auction they were about to participate in. 
 
      
 
    About an hour later, a final group came to inspect the merchandise on sale. It was Mistress Annette with four Chinese Ladies in tow. Zhang instantly recognised one of them. It was Veronica, his girlfriend. She looked more beautiful than he had ever seen her. She wore a long red dress and black, knee-high boots with heels. Her black hair flowed down to her shoulders, and her lips were painted red. She was not smiling, however, her facial expression was rather business like. 
 
      
 
    Veronica walked on her own around the room inspecting the slaves, while the other Ladies followed Mistress Annette as she presented the slaves. Veronica took her time, studying several of the slaves closely. As Veronica started nearing Zhang’s cage, he couldn’t tell if she had noticed him. She had not made any gesture indicating she had. 
 
      
 
    As she came closer, Zhang tried to make eye contact. He got no response, however. Veronica merely took a quick look at him and moved right past Zhang. Zhang felt desperate.  
 
    -“Please help me” he whispered in Chinese as she passed his cage. 
 
    Veronica stopped and gave Zhang a condescending look for a second, saying nothing. Then she walked towards the other Ladies and addressed Mistress Annette. 
 
    -“Excuse me Guardess,” she said. “This slave does not show me the respect I am due and tries to speak to me. He should be taught a lesson.” 
 
    - Certainly. I will see to it right away, Mistress Annette answered. She gave Zhang an angry look. Zhang knew he was in trouble. He could tell Mistress Annette would not go easy on him. But what was worse was Veronica’s ice cold rejection of him. If he could not get her to help him, he did not know what to do. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Annette informed the Ladies in the room the auction would start shortly, and asked the Ladies to take their seat in the auction hall. 
 
    -“I will deal with the impertinent slave before it is his turn under the hammer,” she told Veronica as the Ladies left the room. 
 
      
 
    -“I can’t believe how stupid you are,” Mistress Annette told Zhang as she walked over to his cage. “Disrespecting a Lady buyer on auction day…Now you are really going to get it” 
 
    She opened his cage. 
 
    -“Get out!” she barked at him. 
 
    Zhang scurried out of the cage, and Mistress Annette grabbed his hair, dragging him forcefully out of the room. 
 
      
 
    Alce Prison, 111/6/8, 18:22 
 
    Zhang was locked in a stockade. He was still sobbing due to the pain of the caning Mistress Annette had just given him. His ass was covered with welts and bleeding from a few places. Behind him stood Mistress Annette, holding a bloody cane. 
 
    -“I hope you have learned your lesson now,” she told him. 
 
    -“Yes, Mistress,” sobbed Zhang. 
 
    -“Don’t you ever embarrass us like that again!” 
 
    -“No, Mistress.” 
 
    Mistress Annette released Zhang from the stockade. Zhang fell to his knees, exhausted from his ordeal. He nevertheless mustered the strength to kiss Mistress Annette’s boots. Not following protocol would only result in more punishment. 
 
    -“Thank you Mistress, for correcting me,” he said to her. 
 
    -“You better thank me. Now get yourself cleaned up. You are about to be sold in an auction, and you look like a mess.” 
 
    Mistress Annette pointed him to the door of a slave rest room. 
 
      
 
    Alce Prison, 111/6/8, 19:13 
 
    Zhang was back in his cage. He had cleaned the blood of his rear and applied some lotion, but it his ass was still dark purple and hurt like hell. He had placed himself on his knees, in a position that let him avoid having his ass touching anything. 
 
      
 
    Around him, more than half the cages had been removed. The auction was ongoing, and every few minutes a Guardess came to take another slave out and onto the stage next door to be sold. Shortly after, a slave would come to remove the cage he had occupied. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Annette entered the room and walked over to Zhang’s cage. 
 
    -“You’re up,” she told him as she unlocked his cage. “Get out!” 
 
    Zhang crawled out as ordered, and Mistress Annette attached a leash to the metal collar around his neck. She then yanked the leash and ordered him, “Move!” 
 
      
 
    Zhang complied and followed her out of the room and onto the stage in the next room. A tall and beautiful woman wearing a long black dress stood at the center of the stage. She appeared to be the auctioneer. The room the stage was in was quite large, and in front of the stage were at least a hundred women seated. 
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    Mistress Annette led Zhang to the middle of the stage and stopped two meters short of the auctioneer. She smacked her crop on Zhang’s ass and ordered, “On your knees, slave.” 
 
      
 
    Zhang sat down on his knees, trying to ignore the pain in his ass. The auctioneer presented him to the audience. 
 
    -“This is object A-22 in your info-booklet. He was captured a month ago and has been undergoing training since then. Unfortunately, it is my duty to inform you he is not fully trained yet, as he proved by showing lack of respect for a Lady just an hour ago. This explains the fresh cane marks on his rear. We are sorry for this incident.” 
 
    She paused a little and continued. 
 
    -“We will start bidding down at 50,000 for this male.” 
 
      
 
    The bidding started, and Zhang looked at the floor as the process went on. It did not take long. Only a few bids came, and after trying unsuccessfully to entice more bidders, the auctioneer declared, “Sold to the Lady in the red dress for 70,000 credits. Congratulations!” 
 
    Zhang looked up and saw the bidder. It was Veronica. Maybe there was a little hope after all. 
 
    -“He will be delivered to your house within 21:00 this evening. Just remember to give your address when you leave,” Zhang heard the auctioneer inform Veronica as Mistress Annette yanked his chain. 
 
    -“Move!” she ordered him and gave him two whacks of her crop. 
 
    She led him off the stage opposite of where he had come from, and into a new room.  
 
      
 
    The room contained stacks of small cages. Something like twenty of them contained slaves. The cages were so small that the slaves were in fetal position in order to fit. Even so, the slaves had been handcuffed and gagged as well. Next to one of the walls was a table with handcuffs and ball-gags laid out. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Annette dragged Zhang towards that table. 
 
    -“Now, let’s get you ready for shipment,” she told him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Enjoying Punishment 
 
      
 
    Veronica’s apartment, 111/6/8, 20:49 
 
    Veronica paced around the caged slave in the middle of her playroom wearing a black wet-look dress and her high red patent leather boots. Zhang had been delivered to her only minutes ago, and now she was savouring the moment as she ran her short single tail whip through her gloved hand. 
 
      
 
    She had been looking forward to this moment since she saw Zhang was on sale yesterday, and now it was here. Zhang had treated her so badly back on Earth. There, all she could do was to break up with him. On Hera, she could deliver proper retribution. She was going to enjoy it. 
 
      
 
    She owed Michelle the pleasure. She had offered to purchase Zhang once Veronica was done punishing him, such that Veronica would have funds to purchase a more suitable and useful slave to replace him. Michelle had even provided Veronica with a tip on how to ensure Zhang’s auction value could be kept down. 
 
      
 
     Veronica opened the tiny cage Zhang was in. 
 
    -“Get out,” she ordered him. 
 
    Zhang slowly crawled out of the cage; his efforts being made difficult by the handcuffs he was wearing. Once he was out, Veronica unbuckled his ball gag from his neck. Zhang looked up at her and was about to speak when Veronica struck his back with her whip. 
 
    -“Greet me properly!” she demanded. 
 
    Zhang’s recently acquired slave instincts kicked in and he kissed her boots. 
 
    -“Better,” said Veronica. 
 
    -“Veronica,” started Zhang before he was cut off by Veronica’s whip impacting his back. 
 
    -“That is Mistress Veronica! She shouted at him and lashed him viciously. “Don’t believe you are anything but a slave to me. I have bought you in order to punish you for being the bastard you are. Then I am going to teach you to respect me like you should have done from the start, and then I am going to sell you.” 
 
    She squatted down in front of him and raised his head by grabbing his hair, forcing him to look into her eyes. 
 
    -“I am going to punish you severely, and the only thing I want to hear from you is ‘Yes Mistress’ and ‘Thank you Mistress’. And we are going to start right now.” 
 
    -“Yes Mistress”, answered Zhang. His voice and look revealed that his will to resist was already gone. 
 
      
 
    -“Get in a kow-tow position”, said Veronica as she replaced the short whip with a longer and heavier stock whip. 
 
      
 
    Veronica’s apartment, 111/6/15, 18:20 
 
    Zhang heard the door open and the clicks of Mistress Veronica’s heels approaching. The sound induced fear in Zhang. He knew it meant it was time for another punishment. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Veronica was a very cruel Mistress he had discovered over the last week. While she didn’t whip quite as hard as the Guardesses in the prison, her regime consisted of three beatings a day and little else. The rest of the time, he had spent in the cage, except for a few hours in the evenings, when Veronica had put him to do house work. On these occasions, he would be in chains, and Veronica would be monitoring him with a whip in her hand. 
 
      
 
    He had tried a few times to speak to her or just attempted to elicit sympathy with a look, but he had gotten nowhere. Veronica had been ice cold and only given him more punishment for breaking her rules. As far as Zhang could tell, Veronica was as cruel and sadistic towards men as the native Herans if not more. Her punishment beatings were long and harsh, and she would never stop before he was crying. It looked like she was genuinely enjoying seeing him suffer. Zhang had resigned to the fact that he would be a slave forever. He only hoped the punishment regime would end. 
 
      
 
    Zhang looked up at Veronica as she approached his cage. She was wearing a black PVC cat suit with matching boots. In her hand was a vicious looking cane. 
 
    -“Get out. It is time for punishment,” she told him as she opened the cage. 
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    Veronica’s apartment, 111/6/17, 16:30 
 
    Veronica welcomed Michelle into her apartment with a kiss on the mouth. Veronica was very attracted to Michelle, and she wouldn’t let the opportunity to kiss her pass. She knew Michelle harboured similar feelings. 
 
      
 
    Michelle was here for business, however, so further exploration would have to wait. 
 
      
 
    -“Are you satisfied with his punishment?” asked Michelle. “It is no problem for me if you have him a little more.” 
 
    -“I am satisfied. He has taken a lot, and he is showing me proper respect now. It is time for me to get a real, properly trained slave now,” replied Veronica. 
 
    -“Great. So are you are going to the auction tonight, then?” 
 
    -“Indeed I am. I’ll leave in half an hour, so I get time to study the slaves on offer properly,” said Veronica. 
 
    -“I shouldn’t keep you then. Let’s get your current slave out of the way.” 
 
    -“He is right downstairs. Follow me.” 
 
      
 
    Veronica led Michelle downstairs to the “playroom”, where she kept Zhang caged. It looked like he was dozing as they entered the room, but he quickly woke up as the two women approached his cage. He looked quite scared when he realised who was coming. Veronica unlocked his cage. 
 
      
 
    -“Get out, slave!” she told him. “I have sold you to Mistress Michelle. She is your new Mistress.” 
 
    Zhang crept out of the cage, and wisely kissed Michelle’s boots. 
 
    -“Have you missed me?” asked Michelle 
 
    -“Yes Mistress,” answered the slave meekly. 
 
    -“How sweet,” said Michelle, not even pretending to mean it. 
 
    Michelle opened her handbag and pulled out a leash and a small quirt. She then attached the leash to the slave’s collar, and hit his ass once with the quirt. 
 
    -“Follow,” she told him. 
 
      
 
    -“He wasn’t good for much more than taking punishment. I hope you can train him into being more useful,” said Veronica to Michelle as they walked out of the playroom. 
 
    -“No problem at all. If I train him for a year, he will become a proper slave, and I’ll sell him for at least 100,000. With the low price we managed to get him for, this is going to be quite profitable.” 
 
    -“Not that I would ever need a profit to help you with this,” Michelle added. 
 
      
 
     The Ladies with the slave in tow stopped in the entry hall of the apartment. Zhang went down on his knees as Michelle earlier had taught him to do when his Mistress stopped. 
 
      
 
    -“You know, Michelle, I really appreciate everything you have done for me. Welcoming me with open arms, teaching me how to be a Mistress, this slave swap deal. You really care for me. I just want to say thank you,” Veronica told Michelle. 
 
      
 
    Michelle did not answer. She placed her hands gently under Veronica’s cheeks and moved her head toward her own. Michelle gave Veronica a long and passionate tongue kiss. It was soft and tender, and it lasted more than a minute. Veronica kissed her back. It felt wonderful.  
 
      
 
    -“There is nothing I wouldn’t do for you,” Michelle whispered as she finally withdrew. 
 
    The Ladies looked into each other’s eyes for a few seconds. 
 
    -“I guess I should get going. You need to make the auction in time,” said Michelle. 
 
    -“I suppose so,” answered Veronica. After thinking for a few seconds, she added: 
 
    -“I would love it if you pop in again tonight when I am back from the auction. We can test out the new slave together.” 
 
    -“There is nothing I would rather do,” answered Michelle with a smile. “I’ll see you tonight.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle yanked Zhang’s leash and led him out through the door. 
 
    Veronica followed Michelle with her eyes as she walked away with confident steps and her new slave in a leash. Michelle was well more than a head taller than her slave was, and with the quirt in her hand, she looked supremely powerful and sexy. Veronica could not wait to see her again later tonight. And she could not be happier. Coming to Hera had been a better thing than she ever had dreamed it would be. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 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 
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