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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. The age of a Heran is thus twice the number of years as someone of similar age 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 300, corresponding to 2289 on Earth. At this point in time, Hera has been fully terraformed, and its atmosphere and biosphere are similar to those on Earth. The Herans have practiced female supremacy for generations, and the concept of males having any rights is by now completely alien to them.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Femdom Day 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Practice 
 
    Royal Palace, Evandra, 300/3/1, 16:30 
 
    Louise cracked the bullwhip perfectly on a slave shackled to a pole in the middle of the palace court yard.  
 
    –“Perfect!” said Sabrina, her Court Mistress. “You will do great tomorrow”. 
 
    Sabrina was referring to the Femdom Day celebration, in which Louise would play the main role. As Queen Louise II of North Afrodite, her personal punishment of males in the stadium would be the main event of tomorrow’s celebrations. Louise had therefore practiced her whipping technique in every available break this week in order to avoid any mistakes on the big day.  
 
      
 
    Court Mistress Sabrina had mentored her, as she was getting far more practice in the art of whipping in her job than Louise did as a queen. Sabrina was also an old friend of Louise’s, their friendship predated Louise’s election to Queen, and Sabrina was also a trusted advisor to the Queen even though she was not formally part of the government. 
 
      
 
    It was time to get back to business. Louise slipped into her business attire, a pink blouse and a knee-length black leather skirt, which she had removed for the whipping exercise. Together with her knee-length boots her outfit was completed, and gave her the confident and dominant look the Herans found appropriate in royalty. It was less appropriate for outdoor whipping sessions in the hot climate of North Afrodite’s capital Evandra, but worked well inside the air conditioned royal palace of Evandra. 
 
      
 
    Louise had a meeting with her energy minister in an hour and she needed to review the material that had been forwarded her. She went to her office and directed the computer system there to display the relevant material. Then she ordered her office slave to bring her refreshments before diving into the material. 
 
      
 
    Meanwhile, Sabrina returned to her duty of managing the royal court and its slaves. The court was in need of an additional slave wardress to supervise some of the palace’s many slaves, and Sabrina would interview two girls for this position today. 
 
      
 
    Royal Palace, Evandra, 300/3/1, 18:25 
 
    Louise’s meeting with her energy minister was coming to an end. Victoria Black, the 152 year old energy minister was 60 years older than the Queen, but still a remarkably beautiful and youthful looking Woman, as was common among Heran Women, for whom longevity treatments were universal. She had been in politics since before Louise was born, and had held many ministerial posts, but she had failed to be elected queen in the election back in 250. She had not tried again in 280, when Louise had been elected. While not particularly close to Louise, Victoria was one of the most important members of her government. She was recognised as one of the most competent managers in the Queendom, and she held great influence in the Senate. This was the reason Louise had made her part of her government for the past 20 years. That, and the fact that she shared many of Louise’s political points of view. 
 
      
 
    Among other things, Louise and Victoria were both passionate in their support for expanding Heran power beyond the planet of Hera. This was normally a subject dealt with only at imperial level of government, but just now it was an issue that required attention also at the Queendom level. 
 
      
 
    An imperial expedition to support the Heran colony on the planet Leda in the Tau Ceti system required additional slaves, and the queendoms were asked to release slaves for that purpose. The Empress had asked North Afrodite to contribute 200 slaves, and Louise was ready to deliver. It needed Senate approval, however, and Louise was eager to know if she could count on it.  
 
    -“The bill will be passed. The purple faction will not oppose it since it was requested by the Empress, and without them, the opponents can’t hope to get a majority,” said Victoria. 
 
    -“I am so happy to hear that. Thank you so much for your support on this,” replied Louise. 
 
    -“It was my pleasure,” said Victoria and smiled. 
 
    -“But I should run back to the department now.” 
 
      
 
    Louise extended her hand, and Victoria took it in hers and kissed it, as was the formal way of greeting and bidding farewell to royalty on Hera. 
 
    Victoria then made her way out of the office.  
 
      
 
    With some time to spare, Louise figured she could get in another whipping practice. She called the Wardress on duty in the palace slave stable and asked her to prepare a few slaves for whipping. Louise was doing all she could to ensure perfect performance tomorrow. 
 
      
 
    Royal Palace, Evandra, 300/3/1, 18:32 
 
    Louise entered the palace courtyard wearing the same outfit she wore for business except replacing her blouse with a black leather bustier. She also wore her royal tiara, as she would do in the events tomorrow. In her hand was a coiled up 3 meter bullwhip, giving her a dangerous look.  
 
      
 
    Shackled to each their poles in the courtyard were three slaves waiting for Louise. Two of them turned their heads as she came, and Louise could see in their eyes that they feared what was about to happen. Quite a few of the palace slaves had been volunteered for Louise’s training sessions, and most of them had been badly beaten. 
 
      
 
    Lucy, one of Sabrina’s slave Wardresses, greeted Louise by curtsy and kissing her hand. Lucy was wearing the palace Wardress uniform – thigh high PVC boots, and a short body-hugging PVC dress with short sleeves, all in black. The dress came with a belt around the waist, on which the Wardress attached equipment such as handcuffs and whips. 
 
      
 
    -“I picked these three slaves for you, my Queen. They are fairly strong, and have not received heavy punishments lately. They should be able to take a good lashing.” 
 
    -“Thank you, Lucy. You are always spot-on with your slave picks,” said Louise as she cast a look at the slaves. 
 
     –“I will let you know when I am done with these slaves. I might take them to my quarters this evening if they hold up well.” 
 
    -“And let Sabrina know I am here when she is available” Louise added. 
 
    -“Certainly, my Queen,” said Lucy, curtsied and left. 
 
      
 
    As the sun was setting, Lucy uncoiled her whip a few meters behind one of the slaves.  
 
    -“Slave! I am going to give you 50 lashes. You will count for me!” Louise barked to the slave. 
 
    -“Yes, Mistress” was the meek reply. 
 
    Louise swung the bullwhip over her head and landed its whiplash on the slave’s upper back with a crack. The slave let go of a little grunt and counted “One, Mistress”. 
 
    The length of the whip fell to the ground before Louise took a new swing, similar to the first. 
 
    -“Two, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    The third swing landed on the slave’s ass and left a fierce red line. The slave yelped with pain before saying “Three, Mistress”. 
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    After the tenth lash, Louise upped the pace. The whip was swinging over her head, and she delivered series of eight to ten lashes without letting the lash fall to the ground. The slave struggled to count, but managed barely to hang on until 50. By then, his back and ass was criss-crossed with welts, some of them bleeding. His knees had weakened and he was quietly sobbing. As the 50th lash cracked across his ass he was crying.  
 
    -“50, Mistress”. 
 
      
 
    -“Very well, slave. I will move on to your colleague,” said Louise and walked five meters to position herself behind the second slave. 
 
    -“I will give you 50, just like your sobbing colleague there. You will count!” she informed him. 
 
    -“Yes, Mistress” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Louise launched straight into rapid series of ten lashes without letting the whip touch the ground except between series. This slave was stronger, and managed to keep count fairly well, but his backside ended up just as welted and red as that of the first slave. 
 
      
 
    Louise then moved on to the third slave and informed him straight-forwardly that he would take 50 and count. Just as with her previous victim, Louise went straight to series of rapid lashes. Two minutes later the slave’s back was covered in red welts and a little blood, just like the two others. The slave was keeping the count, but a sob could be detected in his voice.  
 
      
 
    As Louise started the last series of ten lashes, Sabrina came in to the court yard, wearing a red latex dress and matching thigh-high boots. She said nothing, just admired the Queen’s graceful movements as she whipped males. Only when Louise finished did Sabrina let her presence be known.  
 
      
 
    –“You hardly need me here anymore, my Queen. Your handling of the bullwhip is as good as mine.” 
 
    -“I am not sure about that, but I am definitely getting better. But I still want your advice, and your company.” 
 
    -“That will be my pleasure, Queen Louise,” responded Sabrina with a smile and took Louise’s hand and kissed it. 
 
    -“I have given them 150 lashes, and I was planning to do another 150 after a little break before calling it the day. So...have you found your new slave Wardress?” 
 
    -“Almost. There are two candidates that stand out. I just have to choose between those two. One is an expert with the whip – I think she is better than me after having seen her performance at the interview just now. It is amazing how well they teach them at Mistress School these days. The other one has an aura of authority that is remarkable for her young age, and she is quite mean with the cane too.” 
 
    -“Why don’t you hire both? The cost of slave Wardresses are not that high,” Louise suggested. 
 
    -“Yes, I might just do that. I think both can make a valuable contribution to your court.”  
 
      
 
    Switching subjects, Sabrina asked 
 
     -“How did your meeting with Domina Black go? What is the status on support for the Ledan expedition?” 
 
    Louise filled her in on the details and they discussed next steps, before Louise suggested they start on the whipping again. 
 
      
 
    Louise stood behind the first slave and announced:  
 
    -“You will get another 50. Count!” 
 
    -“Yes, Mistress” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Louise swung her whip over her head and gave him a five-lash series. The slave stuttered the count.  
 
    Louise raised the whip and gave him another five, and then another five. The slave struggled to count, and lost the strength of his knees. Sabrina went with firm steps, heels clicking, over to the slave and grabbed his chin and raised it, forcing him to look into her eyes. She gave him three slaps in the face and then barked at him:  
 
    -“You will stand up like a man and take the whipping from your Queen. You are a disgrace for this court. She is practicing for an important event, and you are failing your duty to help her. If you don’t get on your feet and count properly I will personally cane you every night for the next month.” 
 
      
 
    Louise smiled and raised the whip again.  
 
    –“It might actually be realistic for him to collapse like this. I am sure some of my victims tomorrow will react the same way,” Louise pointed out to Sabrina.  
 
    –“But do cane him afterwards – such weakness cannot be tolerated in my court,” she added as Sabrina moved away from the slave. 
 
      
 
    Louise’s whiplash hit the slave’s back with a good crack, and was followed by nine more cracks in the same series. The slave took it standing and managed to keep count. Sabrina’s pep-talk had clearly improved his motivation. 
 
    -“Excellent swing,” Sabrina commented. 
 
      
 
    The next series of ten ended at eight with the whip entangled around the slave, who was now again struggling to count as he cried from the pain. –-“Still not perfect,” said Louise as she disentangled her weapon.  
 
    She then launched another salvo, but after six lashes the slave lost the strength of his knees again as well as the count, sobbing profusely. 
 
    -“That’s it! You will regret this when you are under my cane, starting tonight.” Sabrina told him angrily. 
 
      
 
    Louise carried on whipping him, counting herself. She delivered them all in one long series, completing the 50 lashes promised. 
 
    -“What a weakling! I hope this one is better,” said Louise as she walked over to position herself behind slave number 2. 
 
      
 
    Louise swung the bullwhip over her head and delivered 50 lashes straight in one series. Most of them gave aloud crack as they impacted the slave’s already welted backside. By the end of it, his back was even more welted, and thin trickles of blood came from several of the welts. He had managed to stand up, however, and keep the count too. 
 
      
 
    -“That was perfect! Fifty in a row, and excellent execution. You can’t top that. You are absolutely ready for the arena tomorrow,” Sabrina praised and added, “Good slave too. Much better than that pathetic mess”. 
 
     She glanced at the first slave. 
 
      
 
    -“Yes, I think he deserves a visit to the royal boudoir tonight.” Louise replied. 
 
    -“Ooh. I envy him that.” 
 
    -“You will have to satisfy yourself with the slaves tonight I am afraid.” 
 
      
 
    Louise knew Sabrina fancied her, but Louise was mainly into men. Not that she had not had her moments with girls, but her preference in bed was men. Sabrina, Louise’s closest friend, had been one of those girls – they had made out after a few drinks on a couple of occasions. They had had some serious discussion on their relationship after one of those event, and had agreed to stay close friends. Sabrina would continue to flirt with Louise, and Louise would mostly let it pass, but every now and then she would indulge Sabrina with some girl-play. 
 
      
 
    Louise had worked up a sweat after the last whipping and said:  
 
    -“I can’t top what I just did, so I’ll retire now. Would you do me the honour of whipping slave number 3?” she asked Sabrina, and added, “So I can see again how a more experienced whip Mistress does it.” 
 
    -“That will be a great pleasure.” 
 
    Sabrina grinned as she received the bullwhip from Louise. 
 
    Sabrina raised the whip over her head and set about whipping the slave without letting her whip fall to the ground. She started slowly, and the slave started counting. 
 
    -“Good initiative, slave. If you take the whipping well, I will rape you tonight,” said Louise to the slave. 
 
      
 
    Sabrina increased the pace as she progressed, and the last 20 were delivered at maximum speed and force. The slave cried loudly, only interrupted by the jolts as the whip hit, but somehow he managed to count every 5th lash, and stayed on his feet until 50. 
 
      
 
    -“That is how the expert does it. I still have a little to learn before I can catch up with you, Sabrina,” said Louise 
 
    -“Well, I do get a lot of training in my job,” replied Sabrina as she coiled up the whip.  
 
    -“This was fun. Do you want to catch dinner with me and Mistress Linda before you retire?” asked Sabrina. 
 
    -“I had planned on a quiet evening on my own, but a little company for dinner sounds tempting. I’ll join you,” answered Louise and then called up Lucy. 
 
      
 
    -“Lucy, I am done whipping now, please come and pick up the slaves. However, I would like the two slaves opposite the entrance in my room tonight. Can you fix it?” 
 
    -“Certainly, my Queen,” was the answer. 
 
    -“Ok, let’s meet here again in half an hour – that is just enough to freshen up. We are going to Andrea’s,” said Sabrina. 
 
    -“Sounds good!” 
 
    Louise and Sabrina left the slaves in the courtyard tied to each their whipping posts.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Evening fun 
 
      
 
    Royal Palace, Evandra, 300/3/1, 21:10 
 
    Louise returned to her private quarters. She was in a good mood, and ready for some fun. As she entered the hallway inside her quarters she saw two cages holding two of the males she whipped this afternoon. The males were naked but gagged. They had been cleaned and the blood was gone, but their welts were highly visible, some turning purple. Lucy knew how to present the slaves to Louise’s liking.  
 
      
 
    In Louise’s opinion, this was the best perk of being a Queen. She had free access to the royal palace’ large slave stable, and she could each night choose from a bigger variety of top trained slaves than most other Women on the planet. And she also had staff to do the more laborious job of supervising the slaves and ensuring their performance never dipped. 
 
    Not that being a slave Wardress in the royal palace was a bad job. It was in fact a position highly sought after among young Ladies, in part due to the fact that it also came with the perk of enjoying the palace slaves.  
 
      
 
    Louise went straight past the caged slaves and into her bedroom wardrobe. There she changed her red evening dress and knee high boots into something more appropriate for late evening activities. She kept the boots and her stockings, but changed the dress. Instead she put on a small black leather corset with suspenders. It left both the breasts and crotch exposed. She then did a refreshment of her make-up before returning to the hallway.  
 
      
 
    Picking up a crop on the way, she was now fully ready for some fun. 
 
    She walked slowly around the cages tapping the tip of the crop in her palm, inspecting the two slaves.  
 
    –“I gave you a good whipping earlier today. And since you took it reasonably well, you have earned the chance to please me here in my chambers. You’ll better not disappoint me. The punishment for failure will be severe.” 
 
      
 
    She opened the cages. 
 
     –“Get out, slaves!” 
 
    The slaves obeyed. Louise then removed their gags as she informed them: 
 
    –“There is one thing that needs to be done before we proceed to the play room. The boots I am wearing have been worn outside, and need to be cleaned. I suggest you get started with your tongues.” 
 
      
 
    The slaves hurried to obey, and Louise had a slave licking each of her boots. After a minute, she had enough. 
 
    -“That is enough, slaves” she exclaimed and gave each a whack with the crop on their asses.  
 
    –“Follow me!” 
 
      
 
    Louise led the slaves into her playroom, which was next to the bedroom. The playroom was well suited for nightly games. It had two big beds fitted with restraint. It contained crosses, benches and stockades for restraining slaves for punishment or other enjoyment, as well as shackles hanging from the ceiling for the same purpose.  
 
      
 
    -“Let’s start with some discipline. That always get me in the mood,” Louise told them as they entered the room. 
 
    -“I will start with you,” she told one of them and grabbed his hair and violently yanked him into a stockade. She clapped it shut over his head and arms and looked at the other slave.  
 
    –“You will kiss my boots while I discipline him!” 
 
      
 
    The slave fell to the ground, eager to obey as Louise swung her crop against the slave in the stockade. Louise whacked his ass repeatedly in a brisk pace. The slave wiggled and let out grunts of discomfort. 
 
    -“Mmmm...This is delightful. I want more of this,” purred Louise. 
 
      
 
    She started hitting the slave harder. She now cropped him with full force, adding new welts to the slave’s already red ass. The slave cried out with pain. 
 
      
 
    -“I am getting wet. Slave, start licking my pussy,” Louise commanded the slave at her feet. He sat up between her legs and placed his tongue on her pussy and started licking. Louise grabbed his hair and held it tight into her crotch with one hand, while continuing cropping the slave in the stockade with the other. The strokes on the slave were just as hard, but longer between as Louise absorbed the pleasure of a slave tongue playing with her clit. The slave in the stockade was crying with pain. 
 
      
 
    After a couple of minutes Louise was moaning with pleasure.  
 
    –“Let’s take this to bed” she said and led her pussy licker by his hair to the nearest bed. Louise sat down on the edge of the bed and signalled for the slave to kneel on the floor between her legs and continue licking her pussy from that position. She leaned back and pulled the slave’s head into her crotch. The slave was well trained in pussy licking, and Louise laid back enjoying his efforts, encouraging him every now and then with a whack of the crop. Louise started moaning in enjoyment.  
 
      
 
    Both slaves were fully erect, even the one in the stockade, now recovering from the savage whipping. He had a full view his Mistress sexually enjoying herself, and the image was overpowering the effect of the beating he had just received. Louise kept herself at the edge for 20 minutes as she instructed her pussy licker to move between playing with her clit, licking and kissing her lips and tongue-fucking her pussy. Finally, as the slave sucked her clit vigorously she could not hold back anymore. She was going to come, and she was going to come soon.  
 
      
 
    She cropped the pussy licker furiously as her moans turned into screams and ordered her pussy licker,  
 
    -“Don’t stop! Don’t you dare stop!” 
 
     A few seconds later the orgasm came violently. Louise screamed out as she continued whipping her slave until the orgasm subsided.  
 
    When it did, Louise laid back relaxing and told her pussy licker:  
 
    -“You did well, slave. Now, lick up my juices.” 
 
      
 
    Enjoying the soft touch of his tongue on her pussy for another minute, Louise let her slave finish his job. Then she stood up, grabbed him by his hair, and led him to a cage and ordered him in:  
 
    -“Get in the cage, slave. I am done with you for tonight.”  
 
    She gave him a kick, before locking him in the cage. 
 
    Louise then turned towards the slave in the stockade. 
 
    -“But I am not done with you yet”, she said seductively. 
 
    -“I get really turned on seeing a slave properly disciplined with welts covering his body. Especially when I made them myself. I think I will have to rape you, slave.” 
 
      
 
    She opened the stockade, pulled the slave out by his hair and led him to a bed. 
 
    -“Lay down, face up” she ordered him and he obeyed. 
 
    She proceeded to fix his manacles on hands and feet to tethers in each corner of the bed, fixing him in a spread-eagle position. The slave’s penis was still erect, but Louise decided a little reinforcement of the erection would be appropriate. She climbed on top of the slave, sitting with her pussy on his face and facing his feet. 
 
      
 
    -“You will lick my pussy while I play with your dick” she told him, and he immediately started his task by giving Louise long, delicious licks. Meanwhile, Louise stroked the slave’s cock a few times, and the effect was immediate. He was rock hard in ten seconds. But the pussy licking was far too good to break off. She sat on his face for another ten minutes grinding her pussy against his face before she was ready to fuck him. 
 
    Louise announced to the slave: 
 
    -“I will fuck you now, slave. You will not cum.” 
 
    -“Yes, Mistress” he replied as she moved off his face and impaled herself on the slave’s rock hard penis. 
 
      
 
    It felt wonderful in her wet pussy. Louise started riding him. First slowly, but more intense as it progressed. She picked up the crop lying on the bed and gave the slave a few whacks every now and then. The feeling of power that came from wielding the crop added to Louise’s sexual pleasure. She started moaning, and added force to her hip movements. This in turn increased the pleasure, and Louise was getting closer to come. She kept herself at the edge a few minutes by long forceful hip movements and frequent application of the crop on the slave’s thighs. 
 
      
 
    Then, triggered by the groan of the slave as one particularly hard whack hit home, Louise tipped over the edge. An orgasm was coming, and she increased her frequency of both hip movements and the crop in response. Louise struck the slave furiously all over his exposed face and upper body as the thundering orgasm rippled through her body. Screaming at first, then panting heavily she enjoyed the orgasm as it took its course and then subsided 
 
    . 
 
    -“Mmmm, that was good, slave” she purred as she withdrew from his still hard cock. 
 
    She moved over his face and ordered  
 
    –“Clean my juices, slave”.  
 
    The slave eagerly complied, horny as he was when not allowed to cum. After a minute she told him to stop: 
 
    -“Enough fun for you, slave. Back in the cage.”  
 
    She undid his tethers and led him into his cage. 
 
    -“I will leave both of you here for the night in case I need you more.” She said and left for bed. 
 
    As it was, she did not need them. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The big day 
 
      
 
    Royal Palace, Evandra, 300/3/2, 06:00 
 
    Louise woke up in her bed. This was the big day. The celebration would only start at 10.00, but there would be a lot to prepare even if most would be taken care of by her staff and slaves. Just dressing and make-up would take more than an hour, and she preferred to do that herself, even though she had slaves that could assist. The hair however, had to be done by a specialist slave. 
 
      
 
    Louise had looked forward to this. Femdom Day was the most popular and important day of celebration on Hera. It would be fair to say, however, that the popularity of the day was largely confined to the Ladies of Hera. The slave population feared the day, as few slaves escaped beatings on Femdom Day.  
 
      
 
    Heran slavery was mostly pragmatic, and slaves that were not under a training regime or had been sentenced to punishment would usually go through most days without beatings. The aim was always to keep the slaves as productive and willing to serve as possible, and this was best achieved by one to five discipline beatings a month. 
 
      
 
    However, with sexual sadism widespread among the Ladies, they would often give slaves more than the recommended dose of discipline, and never miss a chance to punish their slaves for mistakes. 
 
      
 
    Femdom Day was a day the Ladies could revel in their sadism, and this was a big reason for its popularity. The day commemorated Femdom’s ascendency on Hera, and was a celebration of Female Dominance. Punishing males was a major part of the celebration, and more slaves were whipped and caned on this day than any other day of the year. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The celebration begins 
 
      
 
    Royal Palace, Evandra, 300/3/2, 09:15 
 
    Louise admired herself in the mirror. She wore a gorgeous long black dress with a high split and bare shoulders, and matt black leather boots with high heels. Her red nails were perfectly manicured, and she wore dramatic facial make-up with deep red lips. Her blond hair was arranged in a beautiful updo, and topped with the royal tiara. She looked amazing, and felt fully ready to display her beauty and superiority in front of an audience. 
 
      
 
    Sabrina entered the room. 
 
     –“Wow! You look amazing, my Queen!” 
 
    -“Thank you, Sabrina! You look absolutely gorgeous yourself,” Louise replied. 
 
      
 
    Sabrina would take the role as Ceremony Mistress in the celebration, and she looked the part perfectly. Wearing a body, thigh-high boots and opera gloves, all in black leather, her eye watering yet sinister appearance was emphasised by her make-up with blood red lips and purple eye-shadow. 
 
      
 
    -“We should leave for the stadium now, my Queen” said Sabrina. 
 
    -“Lead the way,” replied Louise as they started walking to the transit system. 
 
      
 
    All significant locations in Evandra were linked by a very fast underground transit system based on single person carriages. It was far quicker than surface vehicles, and the Queen preferred the transit system to the slower royal transport vehicle. It took Louise and Sabrina less than a minute to get to the stadium were the celebration would take place. 
 
      
 
    Evandra Stadium, Evandra, 300/3/2, 10:00 
 
    Evandra sported a brand new stadium built only 4 years earlier with room for 30,000 spectators. This was quite more than enough for a city of 25,000 in a queendom of 210,000 citizens, but given the rate of population growth, it was only prudent to build big. At the current pace, the population doubled every 20 years. 
 
      
 
    At 10.00 precisely Sabrina walked into the middle of the arena. The stadium was almost full, and spectators still kept trickling in. She addressed the audience via the stadium audio system. 
 
    -“Welcome, Ladies, to the Femdom Day celebration of Evandra. I am Sabrina, your Ceremony Mistress for today. I hope you will enjoy the spectacular show we have in store for you, and join in our celebration of the dominance of the female gender. 
 
    To start off our program, we are honoured to be led by the most prominent of this Queendom’s many strong and beautiful Ladies. Let’s welcome our guest of honour, our Queen, Her Majesty Louise II of North Afrodite!” 
 
      
 
    The tunes to the royal anthem played up, and into the stadium came a mobile throne carried by ten strong, handsome, naked slaves. On the throne sat Louise, legs crossed. In her hand was a coiled bullwhip. Ladies around the stadium cheered. The throne came to a halt in the middle of the stadium, and Louise walked down from the throne, stepping on the back of a slave who functioned as a stair for his Queen. 
 
      
 
    Sabrina curtsied and kissed Louise’s hand, then stepped aside for Louise to address the audience. 
 
      
 
    -“Thank you, Sabrina, for your lovely introduction. And thank you, Lady Citizens, for taking part in this important celebration. It is now 300 years since Women first set foot on this planet, and shortly afterwards they liberated themselves from the patriarchal legacy from Earth. This is what we are celebrating here today.  
 
    Back then, our mothers fought a struggle of liberation and a struggle for the superiority of the female gender to be recognised. We Herans may now take the liberty they won for granted. It is now unthinkable for any Woman on Hera to be ruled by men. Male slavery and submission is firmly guaranteed here, but we need to remember this is not the case elsewhere in the universe. 
 
    Earth, the cradle of Womankind, is still in the dark ages. Women are at best equal to men there and at worst they are mistreated and subjugated in patriarchal societal orders. This is also the case in most human colonies elsewhere. Let us not forget our sisters on Leda, pioneers from this planet who have made it their mission to build a second Femdom world. Their colony is threatened by other human colonies that follow the same sinister societal systems that keep Earth in its dark age. Only the feminine strength of these brave pioneers are keeping the light of Femdom alive on that planet. In order for them to prevail, it is our duty to send them the assistance they need. So I hope some of you will join the relief expedition that will ensure another world is brought under enlightened Femdom governance. 
 
    But while we keep the challenges of our sisters on other planets in mind, let us celebrate what we have achieved on Hera and the glory of Womanhood. I declare Femdom day 300 started, and as is the tradition, I will now whip a male, the most basic demonstration of female superiority. Sit back and enjoy the show, Ladies!” 
 
      
 
    A Guardess led a male by a leash to Sabrina and Louise. When close to the Queen, she yanked the chain so the male fell over and kicked him. 
 
    -“Beg the Queen to whip you” she barked at him. 
 
    The male complied, and crawled over to Louise, kissed her boot, and asked her to whip him. This male had probably not done anything warranting a punishment. He would simply be punished for being male. He had been selected by lottery, and it was considered a great honour to be whipped by the Queen as the opening of Femdom Day. At least, his Lady owner considered it an honour. 
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    The Guardess picked up the leash again and led the slave to a whipping post 10 meters away, and shackled his arms to it. Even though the male probably would obediently take the whipping without resisting, he would still be restrained. The ethos of Femdom Day was not one of voluntary male submission, but rather the forced submission of males to the superior female. 
 
      
 
    Louise positioned herself behind the male and uncoiled her bullwhip. The murmur of the audience disappeared as Louise raised the whip. One second later, the tip of the 3 meter bullwhip cracked perfectly on the slave’s back side, and his body jolted with the infusion of pain. Four seconds later the second lash fell on the slave’s upper back, and more followed in an increasing pace. After fifteen lashes, Louise began giving the slave a continuous lashing, not letting the whip fall to the ground between the lashes. 
 
      
 
    20,000 Ladies in the audience followed attentively as Louise whipped the male. They were comfortably seated, as the stadium afforded a lot of space per spectator. This was the main reason for its low capacity compared to its size. Each seat even included a slave cage, which allowed attending Ladies to bring a personal slave. Not that they needed to – stadium slaves were available to serve most of a Lady’s needs.  
 
      
 
    Most of the Ladies in the audience wore bikinis, the most comfortable dress in this open-air arena, though some Ladies would sport more elaborate outfits to look more dominant in tune with the theme of the day. All wore high-heeled boots, however. On Hera, this was considered one of the most important fashion symbols of female dominance, and could almost be considered mandatory to wear on Femdom Day. 
 
      
 
    Down in the arena, Louise was delivering her final lashes to the slave. He had been whipped for five minutes, and had probably taken 200 lashes. His backside was welted and bloody, and his knees were no longer supporting him. While he had cried loudly two minutes earlier, he was now only sobbing. 
 
    Louise gave him one final lash and said, 
 
    –“Take him down, and let the games begin!” 
 
      
 
    The audience gave a big cheer as the Guardess freed the slave from the whipping post and let him fall down on the ground. The Guardess directed two other slaves to carry him out of the arena. Meanwhile, Louise left the arena for the royal lounge, and left the show to Sabrina. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Male Dressage 
 
    Evandra Stadium, Evandra, 300/3/2, 10:15 
 
    -“We give our thanks to her Majesty for the lovely opening of this day. We Herans celebrate Female Dominance through sports, and following tradition, the finals in some of our most important sports are part of the Femdom Day celebration. We will now first see the male dressage finals. Throughout the year talented girls have competed in male dressage all over our Queendom, and now, four of the best will compete in the final of the North Afrodite male dressage championship.” 
 
    Cheers and applause from the audience let Sabrina pause a little before she continued: 
 
    “While we prepare the arena for this event, let me introduce you to the finalists.” 
 
      
 
    Four girls in their 30s (16-20 Earth Years) dressed in jodhpurs, white shirts, black high-heeled leather boots and black leather opera gloves came out into the arena. 
 
    -“Patricia Valkyrieville,” said Sabrina, as the first brunette girl curtsied to the audience, “is last year’s champion and is defending her title for the last time as she will turn 40 next year. She already has two Afroditean championships, and is studying management here in Evandra.” 
 
    -“Beatrice Dragon is this year’s youngest finalist, and has impressed in her first year of adult competitions. She is 32, and has just started a mathematics degree in Cyrene,” said Sabrina as the Asian girl curtsied. 
 
      
 
    The third girl, a blonde, and the fourth girl, another brunette then curtsied as Sabrina introduced them. 
 
    -“Jane Grace has been in the finals the past six years, and is the champion of 297. She is 38 and has just joined the Queen’s prison service. 
 
    Athena Andromache is in her first finals after impressive performance throughout the year in the qualifying rounds. She is 35 and studying psychology here in Evandra. 
 
    Give them all a warm welcome, and I will assure you these girls will display some of the best femdom spirit on the planet.” 
 
      
 
    The audience cheered, and the girls went to their starting positions to prepare for the event. The male dressage events were always organized in heats of four. Four Mistresses were demonstrating their ability to coerce four different males to complete an obstacle course.  
 
      
 
    The heat would consist of 4 rounds, letting each Mistress complete the course with each of the four males. The winner would be the Mistress with shortest overall time to complete the four rounds, subject to penalty time additions given for errors made underway. 
 
      
 
    To add to the Mistresses challenge, the event organisers would promise (and give) privileges to males completing the competition on the longest total time, as well as additional punishment for the quickest male. This served to incentivize the males not to fully cooperate with their Mistresses, and the Mistresses would have to overcome this obstacle with their authority. 
 
      
 
    To enforce their authority, the Mistresses were equipped with a dressage whip and a small quirt. The Mistresses also had the right to each select one of the males for a 10 minutes punishment session after the competition. These rules were known to the males, and the risks of displaying disobedience were thus clear to them. 
 
      
 
    Stadium slaves had finished setting up the obstacle course in the arena. One minute before start, a Guardess brought out four naked males in leashes, and released them to kneel in front of each their Mistress. 
 
      
 
    Watching from the royal lodge, Louise asked Cassandra, the duchess of Evandra who she thought would win this year. Cassandra was an ardent follower of male dressage, and she had won a championship herself 40 years earlier. She couldn’t take part in the competitions anymore, as the age limit was set at 40, ensuring it was a competition only for young Mistresses. 
 
      
 
    -“I have put money on Athena. She has been the most impressive this year, and I think she can carry it all the way in. Patricia and Jane have lots of experience, so they can never be discounted, but Athena just seems to be able to instil a fear in slaves that is hard to match. The dark horse in this I think is Beatrice. It is her first year, so not much is known about her except that she is a prodigy. She has a really strong arm and has that cold demeanour slaves fear so much. But I don’t think she has the experience yet. In a few years, however, she will dominate this event.” Cassandra opined. 
 
    -“You are the expert. I thought it would be between Patricia and Jane yet again. And I had to make a little wager on Jane. She is after all an employee of mine now. From what I hear, she is showing her skills in the prisons too,” said Louise. 
 
    -“No wonder. I bet at least half your prison service staff were active in male dressage at championship level. It demands the same skillset. I would have been there too if I didn’t go into politics, you know.” 
 
    -“And knowing you, you would be having the time of your life.” Louise retorted with a chuckle. 
 
      
 
    In the arena the competition started. The girls barked orders to their slaves and provided encouragement by liberally using their whips. Progress through the course was slow for all the girls at first, but rapidly gained pace as they broke the will of the males to stand their ground. In the first round Patricia came in first followed closely by Athena and Jane. Beatrice, leading the apparently most resistive male fell behind, but managed to limit her rivals lead to a manageable level by ferociously punishing her male for his intransigence. Her dressage whip never took a pause for the last three minutes of the round, leaving the male’s back red with welts. 
 
      
 
    Watching from royal lounge, Louise found the sight both inspiring and erotic. In the arena a small girl (by Heran standards) of 1.80m and only 32 years (16 Earth years) was firmly in charge of and punishing a 2 meter tall male of twice her age. It was beautiful to watch. Not just the girl herself, who was a stunning Asian beauty. It was the situation of her absolute domination of her male charge – so very appropriate on Femdom Day. 
 
      
 
    -“Looks like Patricia is doing well again” said Louise to Cassandra as the round finished, “But I bet the treatment Beatrice gave her charge was noticed by the other males and will make them think twice of defying her in the next rounds.” 
 
    -“Yes, she got a chance there to really show off her whip arm. She’ll be a strong contender even if she is last now. In particular since it seems Patricia got the weakest-willed male this round. She will find the next one more challenging.” 
 
      
 
    After a brief intermission the second round was on. The girls progressed quicker through the course than in the first round, as the males had learned the price of too much resistance. Nevertheless, by more subtle disobedience, they would slow down the Ladies to different degrees. Athena came in first this round, marginally ahead of Beatrice. Then followed Patricia and finally Jane. Jane had the same stubborn male that challenged Beatrice in the first round, and he gave Jane similar problems. The combined score after two rounds put Athena in the lead, followed by Patricia, Beatrice in third, then Jane, however still close enough that all could win. In male dressage competitions it was common that some males would become remarkably cooperative in the final rounds as they realized they would not win the privileges of being the slowest and would do anything to avoid the girl’s wrath. 
 
      
 
    The third round saw Jane finish first with what was the weakest slave, followed by Athena and then Beatrice, and finally Patricia, who now had to deal with the stubborn male. Patricia furiously beat her slave, but while his will to resist was mostly overcome, he was by now so weakened that he could not achieve the speed Patricia needed. Beatrice was also using her whips relentlessly as her weakened male struggled to obey her orders. 
 
      
 
    The total score before the final round saw Athena with some distance ahead of Jane, followed closely by Beatrice on third and finally Patricia. 
 
    -“Looks like your tip was spot on. Athena will be hard to catch now, even though I still retain a little hope for Jane,” commented Louise. 
 
    -“Yes, she’s got a good chance now. I am just worried that she now has the most stubborn male in the last round, and he can almost smell his prize for being the slowest. And those of Jane and Beatrice are weaklings that are by now mostly interested in avoiding their lashes. The only thing stopping them from cooperating fully are their weakened states and the fear of punishment for being the quickest. Only Patricia can be discounted as the winner at this point.” Cassandra replied. 
 
    -“Yes, too bad. She has been the Mistress of this sport for the last couple of years. She was a bit unlucky with the draw, but with the young stars she is up against, it would have been difficult anyway.” 
 
      
 
    On the arena the fourth and final round was about to begin. All the males were exhausted by the exertions and beatings of the previous round, and their will to resist was mostly gone. The girls’ whips were therefore crucial motivation in this final round. Beatrice, now in charge of least resistant male, had the advantage of her slave being in the best shape before the round. Having seen her punishment for defiance in the previous rounds he made every effort to please her. Beatrice took the lead from the start, and only increased it as the lap progressed. Beatrice won a clear victory in the last round. 
 
      
 
    Jane and Patricia were fighting for the second place, both vigorously whipping their charges with quirts to encourage them to take out their final reserves. Second place narrowly went to Patricia ahead of Jane. Not far behind came Athena. She had the most difficult male, but made the best of it. Skillfully using her dressage whip and the authority of her command as well as threats of further punishment she managed to coerce the male into keeping up with Jane and Patricia. 
 
      
 
    In terms of total time it was a cliff hanger, however. Athena almost managed to retain her lead from the previous rounds, but she finished 1 second behind Beatrice. Thus, 32 year old Beatrice was the new male dressage champion of North Afrodite. 
 
      
 
      
 
    -“That was so close. I guess we both lost money here.  How much was your damage?” asked Louise.  
 
    –“I had 5000 credits on Athena. Her talent is dazzling, but so is that of Beatrice. What she did here was extremely impressive. A well-deserved win. She and Athena are the best girls in this sport for a long time. With those two we will be nearly invincible in the imperial tournaments for the next years,” replied Cassandra 
 
    -“I only lost a 1000. But at least I now know how to recover them in the Imperial tournament. I can’t wait to watch these girls boss around some pathetic dressage slaves in Derinoe.”  
 
    -“What are the girls winning this year?” asked Cassandra. 
 
    -“500,000 for the winner, 250,000 for number two, 150,000 for number three and 100,000 for fourth,” said Louise before continuing  
 
    – “I’ll have to go to the medal ceremony.” 
 
      
 
    Down in the arena the other girls congratulated Beatrice on her win, while the males were herded into cages by the Guardesses and left there to await post-race punishments. 
 
      
 
    Louise stood at a podium in the middle of the arena in her black dress and boots. Next to her was a small table with medals. First up on the podium was Beatrice. Even after one and a half hour of competition and no time to freshen up, her attire of boots, jodhpurs and shirt looked immaculate. A few drops of sweat could be seen on her forehead, but otherwise it didn’t look as the effort had taken any toll on her. She curtsied, took Louise’s hand and kissed it. 
 
      
 
    -“Congratulations on your well-deserved win. I, along with everyone here, was very impressed with what you did,” Louise told her. 
 
    -“Thank you my Queen” Beatrice smiled back. 
 
    Louise hung a gold medal on Beatrice and gave her a small golden cup topped with a Mistress swinging a whip over a slave. 
 
      
 
    Sabrina addressed the stadium audience.  
 
    –“Please join the Queen in congratulating Beatrice Dragon as the new Mistress and champion of male dressage in North Afrodite.” 
 
    The audience gave wild cheers. 
 
    Next up was Athena. Dressed as the other girls in dressage attire, she wore natural makeup and had her long hair in a ponytail. She looked disappointed, though that didn’t hide her beauty. She curtsied and kissed Louise’s hand. 
 
    -“Congratulation with second place, though it must be bitter being so close. You are still one of the two best male dressage Mistresses I have seen.” Louise offered. 
 
    -“Thank you, my Queen. Next time I will win.” 
 
    -“I have no doubt” said Louise and placed a silver medal around Athena’s neck. 
 
    She was followed by Jane and then Patricia in the medal ceremony.  
 
      
 
    With the remaining medals distributed, Sabrina addressed the audience: -“Here you see them all together. The four best male dressage Mistresses in North Afrodite, and probably on all Hera, as I am sure will be proved in the imperial tournament in Derinoe next month. Give them a good cheer, they have given you a spectacular show, and they will now give you some more. There are still the post-race punishments.” 
 
    The stadium roared its approval. 
 
      
 
    5 minutes later the girls had informed Sabrina of their picks for post-race punishment. This feature of the competition ensured the girls could make credible threats of extra punishment all through the race, and it also gave the girls an opportunity to make their names known and feared with other slaves eligible for future competitions, as the races, including the punishment session, would be shown to slaves participating in future competitions. 
 
    Sabrina announced to the audience:  
 
    - “Beatrice Dragon has chosen to punish slave D, Athena Andromache has chosen to punish slave B, Jane Grace has chosen to punish slave D, and Patricia Valkyrieville has chosen to punish slave A.  
 
    -“Athena, Jane and Patricia will punish their picks simultaneously for ten minutes. Thereafter will slave D be held for another ten minutes so Beatrice can give her punishment. The slaves will then be returned to the prisons.” 
 
    She addressed the Guardesses: 
 
     -“Guardesses, prepare the slaves.” 
 
      
 
    Three Guardesses dressed in black latex bodies, boots and gloves opened the cages and pulled out the males, before securing them to each their whipping post. 
 
    A mobile rack with a wide variety of punishment implements had been placed nearby and Athena, Jane and Patricia selected their tools. Jane selected a heavy cane, while Athena and Patricia both went for 1,5m single tail whips. The Ladies then positioned themselves behind each their slave. 
 
      
 
    Sabrina announced, “Let the punishment begin.” 
 
      
 
    All three Ladies simultaneously started their assault, both verbal and physical on their victims. 
 
    -“How dare you fail me like that in the final heat, you pathetic wimp” thundered Athena as she delivered full force lashes on Slave B’s back as fast as she could. 
 
    -“You could easily have run faster. Your intransigence was nothing but malicious, and now you are going to pay for it. You crossed the wrong Mistress,” she continued as she lashed him. The slave soon lost the strength to stand under the vicious assault, and hung only from his shackled hands.  
 
      
 
    Slave B had indeed gone as fast as he could in the last heat, but weakened from the punishment and exertion in the previous heats, it hadn’t been enough. He knew better than to try to explain that to Athena, and meekly took the punishment instead.  
 
      
 
    At the end of the ten minutes, he was covered in red welts from the whipping. He had lost the strength to scream from the pain and was only weakly sobbing. 
 
      
 
    Next to Athena and slave B, Jane had been caning slave D hard as she chastised him: 
 
    -“I told you I needed your best in the last heat, and what do you do? You do your worst heat,” she accused him as she was caning him as fast as the heavy cane would allow her. 
 
    -“That kind of disobedience is unacceptable!” 
 
    The slave’s ass was bleeding after only 10 strokes, but Jane would not relent. She kept punishing his ass for the full ten minutes, more than 200 strokes. He was still standing, but his ass was completely covered in blood and welts and he was crying as Sabrina had announced the end of the ten minutes. 
 
      
 
    Next to Jane, Patricia kept slicing slave A’s skin with her single tail whip, hitting his ass and back with expert precision. 
 
    -“So you thought you could avoid punishment by being the fast boy?” Patricia taunted him between the lashes. 
 
    -“You should have displayed some proper effort on my watch too then.” <Crack><Crack> 
 
    -“That speed you went through the course with the other Mistresses tells me you did not give me your best” <Crack><Crack><Crack> 
 
    -“Don’t believe for a second I didn’t notice” <Crack><Crack> 
 
    -“And don’t believe for a second you won’t be punished for it.” <Crack><Crack><Crack> 
 
    Patricia continued her chastisement until Sabrina called the end of the ten minutes. As she gave him a final lash she told him:  
 
    -“Enjoy the fast boy whipping, slave” - a reminder that he would be punished for being the overall fastest slave. 
 
      
 
    Sabrina announced the end of the first ten minutes and waited a few seconds for Athena, Patricia and Jane to give their departing strokes. 
 
      
 
    -“We say thank you to Jane, Athena and Patricia for their lovely display of female authority, and give the stage to our winner Beatrice.” 
 
    Beatrice stood by the rack and selected a cat-o-nine as Sabrina spoke. The three slaves were all still shackled to their whipping posts. 
 
    -“Beatrice will now punish slave D.”  
 
    As Beatrice positioned herself next to the slave, Sabrina announced, “The punishment will begin.” 
 
    Beatrice grabbed the slave’s chin and forced him to look into her eyes. 
 
    -“You did not do your best for me. You will be punished for that, you miserable male.” 
 
      
 
    She positioned herself behind the slave, and started a relentless attack on the slave’s back with the heavy cat-o-nine. She put her full force into each swing, and lashed him in a steady pace. She said nothing as she methodically thrashed his back. The slave’s ass had already been destroyed by the caning from Jane, but Beatrice gave the ass a few lashes too for good measure. The slave screamed loudly in the start, but was after a few minutes he was reduced to sobbing that grew weaker and weaker. After eight minutes the slave passed out, and Beatrice delivered her final lash as Sabrina called an end to it. 
 
      
 
    While the Ladies of Hera were both harsh and cruel in their treatment of males, they sought to avoid permanent damage to slaves. Punishments would therefore be stopped if a slave passed out or if the nano health monitoring system every slave carried warned against further punishment. 
 
      
 
    “What a beautiful display. These girls know how to keep the slaves in line,” Sabrina told the audience. “Let’s give it again to our male dressage Mistresses, Beatrice, Athena, Jane and Patricia.” 
 
    The audience gave cheers as the four girls waved and walked off the arena. Meanwhile, the stadium Guardesses unshackled the males from their whipping posts and manhandled them into their cages, which were then driven out. 
 
    -“Next on the program is the race, Ladies,” Sabrina announced.  
 
    –“The start will be at exactly 12.45, 20 minutes from now. Enjoy the intermission with pictures from the Femdom Day celebration in Eden.” 
 
    The big screens on the stadium showed Empress Natalie punish a male at the celebration in the Imperial capital Eden. In the arena, slaves worked diligently to prepare a race course for the next event. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The Chariot Race 
 
    Evandra Stadium, Evandra, 300/3/2, 12:45 
 
    Six chariots, each piloted by one Lady with eight strong, naked males strapped in front were at the starting line, ready for the signal. As was commonly the case, the charioteers were older and richer than most Heran Ladies. This was because they needed access to at least 8 strong slaves and preferably some reserves as well as the time to train them. This was beyond the resources of most Heran Ladies, especially the younger ones. There would, however, occasionally be charioteers who relied on borrowing slaves from friends or benefactors. Nevertheless, this made the chariot races a sport mostly for the elites, but one that was found to be an essential component of the Femdom Day due to its tradition. The Femdom Day race was the most important in the sport, and there would only be a handful of races during the rest of the year. 
 
      
 
    The race started on a sound signal, and the charioteers spurred on their charges with stock whips. They whipped the males in front of their chariots intensely as they struggled to get pole position early on. The one leading after the first few hundred meters would often keep the lead throughout the race, as overtakes were challenging on the relatively narrow track. 
 
      
 
    Due to this, chariot races were not Louise’s favourite sport. They were a bit too predictable. But she nevertheless found it appealing to watch due to their very powerful projection of female superiority. Each Lady charioteer, typically dressed in revealing leather bodies or dresses along with boots and gloves were firmly in charge of eight naked males, shackled to the chariot and gagged. She would drive them mercilessly forward with her whip, and sometime also use the whip on her rivals’ charges to gain an advantage. It would not be a proper Femdom Day without a race. 
 
      
 
    After half a lap, Catherine Ironfist had gained the leading position. Louise knew her. She was a wealthy 132-year-old plantation owner, and she had long been involved in the Queendom’s politics, often as an opponent of Louise. She had funded the campaign of Louise’s rival for election to Queen and was a previous member of the North Afrodite Senate. In Louise’s opinion she was a bitch. But an attractive bitch, Louise had to admit. While she was a frustrating opponent in politics, she had an aura of female superiority that was essentially Heran. Her authority over her male charges was unquestioned, as was her beauty. Despite their antagonism, Louise grudgingly admired Catherine. 
 
      
 
    As the race entered the 5th and final lap, Catherine was still in the lead, but she saw a challenge as Carol Winter, an industrialist heiress, drove her slaves to the max trying to overtake Catherine. With liberal use of the whip and threats of future punishments, Carol had her slaves take her parallel with Catherine 200 meters from the finish. Catherine responded by whipping her slaves harder, urging them to take out the final reserves. 
 
    She then brought out her 3m bullwhip and started lashing Carol’s slaves. Carol responded in kind, but before she could bring her bullwhip to bear, Catherine’s whip grappled the leg of one of Carol’s slaves. With a yank, the slave fell over, considerable slowing Carol’s chariot and ending the challenge to Catherine’s victory. Catherine passed the finish line with comfortable margin to number two. 
 
      
 
    Louise was down at the medal podium again. The Guardesses were rounding up the chariot slaves for the racers, as the medal ceremony was about to begin. Louise noticed the killer look Carol gave her unlucky slave who fell over just before the finish as a Guardess chained him up. Carol had given him quite a few lashes with her crop as soon as she past the finish line, but no doubt would he be in for more tonight. 
 
      
 
    Sabrina announced the winner of the race:  
 
    -“Catherine Ironfist, now three time North Afrodite champion of chariot racing will receive the cup.”  
 
    The audience cheered as Catherine walked up on the podium. She wore a black leather body with a deep cleavage, together with matching thigh high leather boots and opera gloves. Her long black hair was tied in a pony tail, and red lipstick accentuated her facial beauty. Attached to her body at the hip was the coiled bullwhip she had used to secure her victory. Catherine curtsied before Louise and kissed her hand. 
 
    -“Congratulation” said Louise as she gave the silver cup that was the prize of the race to Catherine.  
 
    –“Your skills are marvellous to watch when they are not directed at me.” 
 
    -“Thank you, my Queen,” replied Catherine,” I do my best,” she added with a smile and waved to the audience. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Battle of the sexes 
 
    Evandra Stadium, Evandra, 300/3/2, 13:15 
 
    Louise was back in the royal lodge when Sabrina announced the next event: 
 
     -“We have now come to the sport were we can prove feminine superiority in the most direct way: The battle of the sexes. As you can see in your programs, this year we have quite a few events for you to enjoy.  
 
      
 
    -“We will start with armed fights. We will have singles vs three males, singles vs five males and doubles vs eight males before we take a brief intermission. After the break, we have the unarmed fights, which this year are in the categories singles vs two males and singles vs four males.  
 
    There will be ten matches in each category, so it should be a lot of fun.”  
 
      
 
    She continued:  
 
    -“This year we had an unusually high number of volunteers – 2200 Ladies applied. We regret it is not possible to give all the applicants a match, but at least we can take heart from the fact that so many Women want to take part in this celebration of female superiority.” 
 
      
 
    The Battle of the sexes was the most time consuming event of the Femdom Day celebration, and one that every Lady in the Queendom had the opportunity to take active part in with some luck. The battle of the sexes was a series of fight between volunteer Ladies against male slaves that had been bred to be independent rather than submissive.  
 
      
 
    A number of the males in each annual class were not equipped with the genes that led to high probability of sexual submissiveness as was the case for the majority of the males on Hera. These slaves were bred mainly to satisfy Ladies who liked a challenge, but also for events like the Femdom Day battle of the sexes. The Heran army also kept a number of these non-submissive slaves for use in the training of its soldiers. 
 
      
 
    The non-submissive slaves used in the battle of the sexes were in their daily lives state slaves or slaves for private Lady Citizens. For a week before Femdom Day they were sent to a facility where they would train for the fights under direction of male veterans from the event. The males were motivated for the fight by the promise of rewards in the form a significant reduction in discipline beatings for the rest of the year, as well as other privileges if they won, and conversely, severe punishment beatings if they lost. 
 
      
 
    The Ladies they would be fighting were citizens from all sections of Heran society. They had all volunteered and applied to fight against males on Femdom Day, and due to this self-selection they were somewhat fitter than the average Heran Lady. A lottery then decided who would be allowed to appear on the Femdom Day fights. For the Ladies there were no prizes but the honour of demonstrating their superiority over males in front of the Queen and the whole Queendom. 
 
      
 
    The fights came in different variants, where the variables were whether or not the Ladies were armed with whips, and how many naked males the Ladies would fight. The fights would always include more males than Ladies in order to keep some uncertainty of the outcome. The Heran genetic programs had created Women that were physically as strong as their male counterparts, and stronger than males from other planets. In addition, all Lady Citizens had been through Mistress training as well as military service that had taught them armed and unarmed combat, whereas the males had nothing that could match that. On Hera, Women truly were the stronger sex. Thus, only their greater numbers could give the men a fighting chance. The variants of the battle of the sexes practiced on Femdom Day were calibrated such that the probability of female victories would be about 98%. 
 
      
 
    The rules of the matches were minimal; the objective was only to subdue the opponents. The males would usually try to achieve that by dog piling the Ladies, whereas the Ladies would achieve victory through knock-outs, or in the variants were they had the equipment available, by restraining the males with cuffs and chains. Otherwise, anything was allowed, although the males would face punishment if they permanently injured a Lady.   
 
      
 
    Louise watched as stadium slaves prepared the arena for the events. They were setting up fences to form three fighting rings – circular areas with diameters of 15 meters. Three rings allowed for executing the matches in quick succession. As soon as one match finished the next one would start in the neighbouring ring, and the first ring could be prepared for a new fight. 
 
      
 
    Several cages, each containing the male team for a single match, were wheeled out into the arena and placed next to the ring they were intended to fight in. 
 
      
 
    -“This is my favourite event – for me, this is what Femdom Day is all about,” Louise told the other Ladies in the royal lounge. She and Cassandra had been joined by Therese, Duchess of Eris, a duchy neighbouring Evandra. 
 
    -“I agree” said Therese. “Women defeating males in fair fights proves we are stronger and that is what we are celebrating. And it is really erotic to watch, too.”  
 
    -“You know my favourite is the dressage, but I can’t argue that this event is excellent entertainment. Especially with a pussy licker between the legs as I am watching,” said Cassandra. 
 
    -“Good idea” said Louise. “Can I offer the Duchesses pussy lickers? I am definitely having one.” 
 
    Cassandra and Therese confirmed. 
 
      
 
    -“Slave, get us three pussy lickers!” Louise told the servant attending the lounge. He ran off and half a minute later returned together with a Guardess holding three slaves in a leash. 
 
    -“Here you are, my Ladies, and let me know if anything is not to your complete satisfaction.” 
 
    -“Thank you, sweetie” replied Louise and took the slaves; giving one each to each of the Ladies. 
 
    -“Let’s take a seat, Ladies. It is about to start. 
 
    The Ladies took their seats and ordered their pussy licker slaves to get between their legs and start licking. 
 
    The split in Louise’s long dress allowed her pussy licker easy access to her womanhood, and the two Duchesses both wore short wet-look dresses allowing similar easy access. The slaves went work immediately. 
 
      
 
    This was yet another perk of being Queen. While the Herans had very relaxed views on sex, engaging in sex in public was not considered appropriate. However, the privacy offered by the royal lounge allowed Louise and the Duchesses a little extra enjoyment without breaking social codes. 
 
      
 
    In the arena, the matches were about to start. In all three fighting rings a Lady was waiting for her opponents. The Lady fighters were naked except for wearing black knee-high boots. The boots had pointy toes with steel reinforcements and 3 inch heels, making the boots part of the Ladies’ weaponry. In their hands was the main weapon: A 1.5 m bullwhip with a kevlar tip. This would draw blood at first lash. 
 
      
 
    Sabrina announced the start: 
 
    -“In ring 1 we will know see Sharon Frost take on three males.” 
 
    The door separating a cage holding three males from the ring was opened, and three naked males charged out. Sharon was waiting for them in the center of the ring, with the whip ready. As soon as the males came within her reach, she swung the bullwhip with devastating power. She hit two of the males. One fell over and the other stopped his charge, and both were bleeding from the long red stripe the whip had bestowed upon them. The last male avoided the first lash by taking a more round-about route, but this gave Sharon time to take a second swing at him, and this time she hit him, grappling around his arm. A yank in the whip made him fall over, wailing in pain from the kevlar-tipped whiplash.  
 
      
 
    Sharon was ready to finish off the males. She charged the male that was still standing, giving him a lash of the whip and a well-placed kick in the abdomen. The male fell to the ground in pain, and Sharon turned her attention to her first victim, still on the ground. She gave him several hard kick with her boot, ensuring he would stay down.  
 
      
 
    She then moved on to the male felled by the grappling whip, now getting to his feet. Sharon’s single-tail made short process of him. Unable to defend against her savage lashes he fell to the ground again.  
 
      
 
    With all three males beaten to the ground, Sharon offered them a way to avoid further beating. She ordered them to lick her boots. Realising the futility of fighting on, the two males that were still conscious complied. They crawled to her and started licking one boot each, to the delight of the audience. 
 
      
 
    -“Sharon is the winner! Well done, Sharon!” Sabrina announced before moving on:  
 
    -“In ring 2, Suzanne Slavecaner will take on three males. Let’s start.” 
 
    In ring two another three males were released for a fight. Meanwhile in ring 1 was cleared for the next fight. Guardesses directed stadium slaves to drag the beaten males back into their cage, which was then replaced with a cage containing three new males for the next fight. Sharon walked out of the ring, high-fiving the next Lady fighter who was entering the ring. The ring was ready for the next fight less than a minute later. This was required as many fights could be very quick. Sharon had defeated the males in 31 seconds, and sometimes it would be even quicker. Usually it would take longer, but it was rare for a match to last more than five minutes. 
 
      
 
    In the second ring, Suzanne easily defeated the three males she was up against in under a minute. Her bullwhip had completely savaged all three of them with some particularly damaging blows.  
 
      
 
    In the royal lounge, the queen and duchesses were enjoying the show, as pussy lickers added to their pleasure. 
 
    -“Mmmm. I get so horny watching this,” said Therese. 
 
    -“Me too. I can’t get enough of this,” replied Louise with a moan as her pussy licker kissed her clit. 
 
      
 
    The remaining 1-vs-3 matches all ended in female victories. Apart from one match they were all rather one sided, as the Lady fighters subdued all opposition with their whips accompanied by a few kicks and punches. 
 
      
 
    Only in the seventh match did Zoe West run into trouble as her first lash of the whip against the charging males grappled around the arm of one of them, and yanked out of her hand as he fell. That left her without a whip as the two other males closed in. A swing kick against the knee of one of them left him disabled, but the other one was able to throw himself over Zoe and knock her over.  
 
      
 
    Wrestling on the ground, Zoe got the upper hand and was sitting on her opponent’s chest and was about to punch his face. Just then, the male that she had lost her whip to, fell on Zoe from behind. He grabbed around her arms and chest, dragging her away from his colleague. This did however leave Zoe’s feet free, and she made the most of it by kicking the male she had been sitting on. Zoe’s boot connected with his chin and knocked him straight out.  
 
      
 
    This left Zoe wrestling it out with one uninjured male trying to pin Zoe until the male with the injured knee could join in. While unable to run, Zoe and the other male were now on the ground again, and there he could help his colleague pin Zoe down until they were deemed the winners.  
 
      
 
    Unfortunately for them, he was too late. Zoe managed to release herself from the male’s grip, and gave him an elbow in the face. She then leapt on top of the injured male, giving him a series of punches in the face before getting to her feet again and picking up her whip. Her victory was no longer in doubt. She delivered a series of vicious lashes to the men on the ground until they were both cowering before her.  
 
    Sabrina pronounced Zoe the winner. 
 
      
 
    After ten rounds of 1-vs-3 fights and accompanying pussy licking the Ladies in the royal lounge were all very horny. Therese had come as they were watching the ninth match, and it seemed like it might happen at any time for the other Ladies as Sabrina announced the start of the 1-vs-5 fights.  
 
      
 
    Sabrina announced the first Lady to fight five males as Dominique Themiscyran. Dominique, a red-haired Amazon of 2m waited for the males in the center of the ring with her bullwhip ready for strike. Her hair was drawn tightly back in a ponytail, and red lipstick and purple eyeshadow gave her face a beautiful, but dangerous look. 
 
      
 
    The cage door was opened, releasing the males into the ring. The males did not charge immediately, but spread out along the fence of the ring. They were clearly preparing to fall on Dominique from multiple angles simultaneously.  
 
      
 
    Dominique was having none of it. She ran to intercept the two males running along the fence to the right of her and launched her bullwhip when they came within reach. She struck both of them, and they cried out in pain as the kevlar tip of the whip sliced through the skin of their torsos. Before either they or their comrades could react, she struck again, hitting only one of them, who fell to the ground. The other retreated towards the fence, terrified of her fearsome weapon.  
 
      
 
    The three other males, clearly taken aback by the immediate failure of their plan were in confusion. Two of them continued to position themselves along the ring fence, but one of them moved in to support the males Dominique was whipping.  
 
      
 
    The lone charge was doomed, though. As soon as he came within range of Dominique’s whip he was struck by two lashes in quick succession. The second grappled his foot, enabling Dominique to trip him over when she yanked the whip back. That left three males on the ground or pinned to the fence within the range of Dominique’s bull whip. She swung the whip over her head and landed blow after blow on the three victims in quick succession, leaving them less and less capable of resistance or even getting back on their feet. 
 
      
 
    The two remaining males tried to close in on Dominique, but as soon as they got near her range, she would crack the whip in front of them, forcing their retreat. 
 
      
 
    Having hit the males on the ground with a few more lashes, Dominique concluded they would no longer pose a threat to her, and she moved towards the two remaining males, still swinging the bullwhip over her head. The two males realised it was their last chance to act in a concerted effort, and charged towards her.  
 
      
 
    The first one to enter her range was struck down by a vicious blow, and the second backed off as her whip cracked just in front of him. Dominique continued to deliver a series of lashes to the male she had taken down, ensuring he would not get up. The final male had seen enough. He knew he would not stand a chance against this Amazon. He fell to his knees and pleaded mercy in absolute terror, demonstrating for the audience that also non-submisssive males would plead their submission after a proper show of female superiority.  
 
      
 
    Dominique ordered him to crawl over to her feet and kiss her boots. He meekly complied, and most of the stadium rose to their feet to cheer Dominique’s performance. She had subdued five males without letting even one of them get within a meter of herself. 
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    As the male kissed her boots, Sabrina pronounced Dominique the winner, and as the cheering subsided Sabrina announced the next fight: Laura Drake vs 5 males. 
 
      
 
    In the royal lounge, both Therese and Louise herself came as they saw Dominique display her dominance. 
 
    -“If the rest of the matches are as good, I am going to lose count of my orgasms today” said Louise 
 
      
 
    The next two matches did not disappoint. But in the fourth match, came the upset of the day. Cynthia Grey, a 52 (26 Earth Years) year old citizen of Evandra lost balance when she somewhat over-eagerly swung the whip, and the males rushing her held on to the advantage this gave them. While she managed to get in a few hits with her fists and boots before they piled on to her, the males eventually managed to tackle her and pin her to the ground. Sabrina had to pronounce the males winners of the match. The stadium went all quiet. 
 
      
 
    The males, clearly satisfied with themselves, were then escorted back to their cage by Guardesses. Cynthia got to her feet uninjured, but massively embarrassed. Overpowered by males on Femdom Day in front of the whole queendom did not look good at all. She would get over it, though. Set-back like these tended to spur girls on to ever more rigorous training to ensure something like that could never repeat itself. 
 
      
 
    In the fifth match it was up Elaine Strong to restore female glory. And she did so by a spectacular performance. As she waited for Cynthia’s match to finish, Elaine, a statuesque blonde of 46 (23 Earth Years) stared the caged males in the eyes, giving them a hint of their impending demise. She would have looked quite innocent with her hair in a braid and pink lipstick if it wasn’t for the aggressiveness in her look. Her firm breasts proudly on display and whip in her hand left little doubt she would spell trouble for the men in the cage. 
 
      
 
    As soon as the cage door opened, she charged towards the males rather than letting them get to her. This took the males off-guard, and left them scurrying, forgetting their own plan of attack. One even ran back into the cage. 
 
      
 
    Elaine swung her whip as she closed in on one of the males, catching his foot and tripping him over before she finished him off with another strike of the whip and two savage kicks to his chest and head. 
 
      
 
    Turning around, she saw just in time one of the other males charging towards her and managed to avoid his lunge before grabbing his head and forcing it into a violent encounter with her knee that left him unconscious.  
 
      
 
    Elaine then threw him towards the two males that had followed on his heels. One of them, a blond one, fell over as his unconscious colleague blocked his path, allowing Elaine to deal with the remaining attacker undisturbed. 
 
      
 
    Blocking his initial attempt to hit her with her arm, she followed up with a left hook to his chin that left him dazed. Before he could recover, she knocked him over with a powerful kick in the chests. Another two kicks finished him off. 
 
      
 
    Elaine turned her attention to the blond male as he got on his feet again. 
 
    She savagely assaulted him with her whip. The first stroke left red line across his left arm and torso. The male cried out, but it did nothing to stop the second, third and fourth blow that followed in quick succession. He fell to the ground again, and was helpless as Elaine launched another series of lashes. 
 
      
 
    The final male, which had not engaged so far, did not surrender despite seeing Elaine defeat his colleagues, but tried to rush her alone. It was doomed. As soon as he entered Elaine’s whip range he was overpowered by her vicious lashes. Going to the ground in cries of pain, he got another dozen once there for good measure. Elaine was declared the winner and the stadium came back to life. 
 
      
 
    The remaining 1-vs-5 fights also ended in female victories, ensuring that the celebratory mood was there to stay. 
 
    Sabrina announced the next part of the program: 
 
     -“We have now come to the first doubles fight. One Woman is an invincible opponent for a male. A female couple is invincible for any group of males. First to show us, are Cecile and Lydia Xantippe. They will be fighting eight males.” 
 
      
 
    Cecile, a well-endowed brunette, and Lydia, a shapely Asian Lady were both waiting in ring 1 for their male opponents. They wore identical make-up with red lipstick and nail-polish, both wore their hair in ponytails and wore identical black boots. Their whips were at the ready as the cage door opened.  
 
      
 
    The eight males followed a simple strategy - they all charged straight for the Ladies. It did not succeed. Cecile and Lydia met them with a barrage of whip lashes, and their Kevlar tips badly savaged the males as soon as they got within range. Just two of them managed to get close to the Ladies, only to be knocked out by Lydia’s powerful kicks. 
 
      
 
    The rest were beaten to the ground. Some tried to get up, but the Ladies’ whips were merciless. Lash upon lash tore through their skin and sapped their strength and will to resist.  
 
      
 
    After a less than half a minute Cecile and Lydia were declared winners, something they celebrated with a passionate kiss. 
 
      
 
    And the action went on to start in ring 2. A couple that included a local news presenter, thus drawing recognition from the crowd, took on eight males and won rather easily. Female victories were repeated in the remaining 2vs8 fights to the delight of the spectators. 
 
      
 
    After declaring the Ladies winners of the tenth fight, which had been close as the males managed to temporarily pin down one of the Ladies before being driven off by the second, Sabrina announced to the audience a 15 min intermission. 
 
      
 
    - “Mmmh. I really need a break after seeing that show” said Therese. She had come several times as she had watched the fights. 
 
    -“Yeah, I am totally exhausted,” agreed Cassandra. 
 
    -“Let’s get some snacks and refreshments before the next rounds” said Louise before addressing a nearby slave:  
 
    “-Slave, bring us snacks and refreshments!” The slave scurried off immediately. 
 
    Evandra Stadium, Evandra, 300/3/2, 14:45 
 
    Sabrina announced the end of the intermission. The first singles vs two males unarmed fight was about to start in ring 1. In the unarmed fights, both Ladies and males were completely naked. Due to the lack of weapons, the males were not allowed as big numerical advantage as in the armed fights. 
 
      
 
    The Ladies entering the single vs two males fights were usually girls just qualified as Mistresses. More experienced Mistresses would usually go for something more challenging. But for the novice girls it was an excellent way to prove their superiority.  
 
      
 
    All ten fights ended in female victories, but the most engaging fight was the sixth. Corinne White, a 32 year old girl of only 170 cm (very short for Heran Ladies) faced 2 males both more than 190 cm. It looked like an impossible task for her, given the physical disparity, yet she prevailed.  
 
      
 
    Immediately as the males were released into her ring she attacked. A savage kick to the abdomen of the first male quickly knocked him out for the first half of the match. Corinne then went one-on-one with the remaining male. Agile as she was, she successfully avoided his heavier blows while delivering her own when she saw an opening.  
 
      
 
    After a minute and a half, the first male recovered from the initial blow and got up on his feet, leaving Corinne with two opponents again. They were however worn down opponents. Corinne’s agility became their downfall, as they simultaneously attacked her.  
 
      
 
    One tried to kick her, the other tried to tackle her, but she avoided both with the result that the kicker hit his comrade in the head, knocking him out. A fraction of a second later Corinne turned and delivered a vicious kick in the remaining male’s groin that brought him down in pain. Not leaving him time to recover, she finished him off with a knee to his head. To mark her victory, Corinne sat down on his face and grinded her pussy on it. 
 
    -“Taste girl power,” she mocked him as the audience went ecstatic. 
 
      
 
    The program then went on to the singles versus four males unarmed fights. This was considered the most challenging fight set-up, and the Ladies participating would generally be experienced and physically strong. Of the 10 fights, all but the first were won by the Ladies. The tenth fight was the most direct display of female superiority of all the fights. In the ring was Megan Woods, member of the Amazon Guard elite force, and she looked like an Amazon in every way. 2m tall, long blond hair severely drawn into a pony tail, a muscular yet feminine body proudly displayed without clothes. She wore deep red lipstick with matching colour on her nails. Her firm, large breasts added to her intimidating figure as she waited for her opponents, hands on the hips. 
 
    As the cage with her four male opponents was opened, she charged them immediately. While all the men were sizable, she was bigger than them all, and far more ferocious. In 10 seconds she knocked out four males with her kicks and punches. None of them had time to do anything but to attempt to put up guards against her assault, but in vain. Her strength was unrivalled, and the attempts to defend only added broken arms to her victims’ woes. 
 
      
 
    Sabrina announced the end of the event. 
 
    -“Yet again, the battle of the sexes has ended in a female victory. Let’s give a big cheer to all the lovely Ladies who just demonstrated the true meaning of female superiority.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Caning competition 
 
    Evandra Stadium, Evandra, 300/3/2, 15:30 
 
    -“Next on our program is the caning cup. For this event, the qualification rounds started 3 weeks ago with 1500 entries. Now we are down to the last 8. These 8 teams will face each other in quarter finals starting in the next minutes, to be followed by semi-finals and final,” Sabrina announced to the audience. 
 
      
 
    A competitive caning team consisted of a Mistress and two slaves, which would be matched against other caning teams. In such matches, the slaves would be locked in stockades, and the Mistresses armed with canes. The Mistresses simultaneously caned each other’s slaves, and the first Mistress to make both her opponent’s slaves cry or pass out won the match. 
 
      
 
    Behind Sabrina, Guardesses secured four slaves in stockades for the first match. Their asses were covered in purple welts from the earlier rounds over the past weeks. Slaves getting this far in the competition had to have very high pain tolerance. 
 
      
 
    The first competing Mistresses entered the stadium as Sabrina announced them to the spectators. Sophie Huntress, a stunning blonde dressed in black leather corset and skirt with matching knee-high boots entered first. She confidently strode over to the first pair of stockades, put on a pair of short leather gloves, picked up a cane from the quiver next to them and took a few swipes in the air. Next came Alana Strong, a dark-haired beauty dressed only in a black leather micro skirt, bra and thigh high boots. She entered with a cane in her hand, waving to the audience and headed to the second pair of stockades. 
 
      
 
    When both Ladies had signalled their readiness, Sabrina cracked her whip as a signal for the match to start. Immediately the two Mistresses started a caning frenzy, delivering rapid full-force blows to the male asses, both of them with considerable more force than the average Heran Lady was capable of.  
 
      
 
    Drawing first blood took a mere few seconds and within a minute two slave asses were covered in blood, hiding their welts. About this time the first slave broke. The slave being caned by Sophie uttered a long wailing groan, and the Guardess monitoring him lit a green signal light above him, marking him as done, and Sophie could proceed caning the second slave.  
 
      
 
    Twenty seconds later, the first slave under Alana’s cane had the green light coming up. His nano health monitoring system had registered him as passed out, and Alana continued on the second slave. It was not enough, however. Sophie’s advantage was enough to give her victory as a minute later her second victim started crying under her vicious assault. 
 
     Two and a half minutes after starting, the match was over. Sophie let go a roar of joy before turning to Alana, who offered a hug and a kiss as congratulations. 
 
      
 
    Guardesses released Alana’s slaves from the stockades and led them out of the stadium along with Alana, while others brought slaves for the next match to the stockades. 
 
      
 
    Sophie’s slaves would stay in the stockades until they were out of the competition as per the rules, but Sophie would be allowed to nurse their wounds until the semi-final. As Sophie rubbed lotion on her slaves’ asses, the next quarterfinals took place. 
 
      
 
    They proved to be of similar length and level of violence as her own. The Ladies were all expert caners of exceptional strength, and their slaves were among the toughest in the Queendom, and they were very evenly matched. The deciding factor would often be canes breaking or the ability of the slaves to recuperate between the matches. 
 
      
 
    When Sophie’s semi-final followed, this proved decisive. Her opponent’s slaves had not recovered from their punishing quarterfinal, and with one already unconscious at start, Sophie was able to secure her place in the final in under one minute, as that was sufficient time to cane the other slave unconscious too. 
 
      
 
    In the final Sophie was up against Xena Winter, a charismatic red-head who had been caning champion twice earlier. She wore a short red latex dress and thigh-high red boots. With a heavy cane in her gloved hand she looked positively intimidating when she came over to wish Sophie good luck. Taking Sophie by surprise, she pulled her tight and gave Sophie a passionate French kiss.  
 
    -“Good luck, Mistress Sophie” she said with a wink. 
 
    Sophie was taken aback. Annoyed at this obvious attempt to psyche her out before the match, but at the same time delighted with the attraction she felt to her opponent. 
 
      
 
    The match was about to start, so she had to put it aside. At the word go from Sabrina, Sophie and Xena exploded in a caning frenzy. The slaves’ asses were already bleeding as they started, not having had enough time to recover from the previous rounds. The slaves were also severely weakened and it took only 30 seconds before both Sophie and Xena had knocked out one slave each within a second of each other. They didn’t need much more time to knock out a second. A minute after start, both Mistresses saw their second slave pass out practically simultaneously.  
 
    The computer did however register Sophie’s slave passing out half a second before Xena’s and the victory went to Xena.  
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    Sophie was almost in tears with disappointment. Had her cane not broken after 45 seconds, she might have secured victory for herself. But she lighted up as she saw an opportunity for a consolation prize. She walked over to Xena, gave her a deep and passionate kiss, before looking her straight in the eyes saying:  
 
    -“Congratulations, Mistress Xena. Can I offer you anything to celebrate your victory?” 
 
    -“Meet me at Andrea’s at 20.00” was Xena’s short reply, delivered with a wink. 
 
    Sophie did not win, but she got a date. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Punished by the Queen 
 
    Evandra Stadium, Evandra, 300/3/2, 16:30 
 
    Sabrina announced the final event of the day: 
 
    -“Ladies, we are now nearing the end of this Femdom day celebration. You have been a wonderful audience, and I hope you have enjoyed the many powerful displays of female superiority here today. As you are surely aware of, the last event of the day is the Queen’s punishment session.” 
 
      
 
    As Sabrina spoke, five Guardesses rolled out cages with 10 males on the arena. They then manhandled the males into a variety of punishment positions for the event. Three were shackled to whipping posts with their hands high, forcing them to stand on their tip-toes. Two were put in stockades. One was tied hands and feet to poles in the ground, holding him in a spread-eagle position face to the ground. Another three were bent over a large bar with their hands and feet shackled to the ground. The last male had his collar shackled to his thighs and the ground, forcing him to grovel with his head to the ground and his ass sticking up. In the middle, the Guardesses placed a rack holding a variety of punishment implements. 
 
      
 
    Sabrina continued: 
 
    -“The males being brought out here now are all from the inner dungeons of the Central Prison. They have all been found guilty of aggravated disobedience towards Women, and four of them even participated in the rebellion at Northwood Farms last year. Rest assured, they will stay in the dungeons for many years, but now they have been taken out to be given a well-deserved punishment by our sovereign, her Majesty Queen Louise II.” 
 
      
 
    Louise made her way down from the royal lounge with confident steps and stepped out into the arena with her 3 meter bullwhip in her hand. 
 
    -“Your Majesty, the arena is yours” Sabrina exclaimed before withdrawing to the side. 
 
      
 
    Sabrina had looked forward to what she now was about to see. She loved Queen Louise, and she loved to watch the Queen punish males. The last week had been wonderful. As the Louise practiced for this event, Sabrina had seen a lot of it.  For Sabrina, this was a very erotic experience. Second only to making love to Louise. 
 
    And now she was getting wet just in anticipation of what was about to start. 
 
      
 
    Louise was standing behind the bar over which 3 slaves were secured, uncoiling her whip. Her hair arrangement looked as spotless as when the day started, and her tiara sparkled. A slight wind waved her dress mildly, revealing her long legs and her boots. The males on the bar were shaking in anticipation. Fully naked, they wore red stripes on their skin that told the tales of earlier beatings that were in the process of healing. Prisoners from the inner dungeons were whipped daily, so this could only be expected.  
 
      
 
    At a respectful distance around the punishment area stood five Guardesses in their black latex uniforms and short bullwhips ready to assist the Queen. And around them, the stadium and its audience were silently waiting for the action to begin. 
 
      
 
    Louise swung her bullwhip over her head and launched it at the three males on the bar, hitting them all in one swipe that gave a loud crack as it hit the first, and the audience cheered loudly. 
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    Louise followed up with a minute long series of lashes, which quickly had the males crying out with agony. After a few seconds break, she gave them another minute with the bullwhip. With welts raised and blood drawn, she moved on to the spread-eagled slave. Louise exchanged her bullwhip for a dressage whip, and took up position between the legs of the slave on the ground. She raised the whip, and struck his back with a sharp swish, followed by an equally swishing back hand stroke half a second later. Louise then settled into a rhythm of alternating forehand and backhand strokes delivered from above. Her movements gave the appearance of dancing, but it was a dance that was extremely painful for the slave on the ground. For almost three minutes she lashed him continuously, delivering hundreds of strokes. 
 
      
 
    His backside and bottom were all reddish pink and he was moaning with pain, as she stepped over to his side to finish him off. From her new position a meter to his left, she hit his exposed ass with the dressage whip using all her might, making the slave cry out with pain as it struck. This was followed up with another fifty strokes delivered in a similar fashion to his ass and back-side, leaving the male covered in red marks and sobbing uncontrollably. Louise gave him a good kick in the side with her pointy boot and declared:  
 
    -“That is only what you deserve, ungrateful rebel.” 
 
      
 
    The turn had now come to the male at the first stockade. She gave him five hard lashes with the dressage whip, telling him:  
 
    -“I am going to deal with you now, scum.”  
 
    She then went to the rack to pick up a leather strap. Louise walked back to the prisoner in the stockade slapping her own hand with her new weapon. Without a word she raised the strap over her head and brought in down hard on the male’s ass. The impact echoed across the stadium, as she raised her hand for the next blow. Louise thrashed the male in the stockade for more than three minutes before informing the now crying slave:  
 
    - “You are not bleeding yet. Let me fix that.”  
 
    With that she went back to the rack to pick up a heavy cane. Louise gave the male 20 cane strokes of all her might. His skin broke on the first stroke, and the subsequent 19 turned his ass into a red mess, and his cries into incoherent noise. 
 
      
 
    -“That’s more like it. I am done with you,” Louise told him and moved on to the second stockade still holding her heavy, bloodied cane.  
 
    -“I am going to make your royal audience short and sweet, slave,” she told the male locked in it. She positioned herself behind and to the side of the male’s ass and raised her cane. She then began a furious caning, that immediately got the male screaming with pain. In three minutes, she made short work of the male’s ass. The heavy cane caused instant welts and bleedings, and Louise’s assault had left more than 200 strokes on the male’s ass. Tiny blood droplets were everywhere, including some on Louise’s dress. The male, not as hardy as the competitors in the caning competition, had fainted. 
 
      
 
    Louise thought nothing of the blood as she picked up a snake whip and positioned herself next to one of the whipping post. The male shackled to it was shaking with fear, having just witnessed Louise’s punishment of her previous victims. Louise started whipping him, slowly at first, making every lash crack on his back. The whip forced a grunt from the male every time she hit him. After twenty or thirty lashes she increased the pace of the whipping, now whipping him both forehand and backhand and also increasing force. The male responded with pained howls and sobbing. 
 
      
 
    Another minute of whipping wore the male down, but before finishing him off, Louise moved to the next whipping post, assaulting the male there with the same whip rhythm. The male was caught by surprise and cried out as the whipping began. The cries deteriorated into sobbing as Louise worked his back for another minute and a half. 
 
      
 
    She then moved to the third whipping post to repeat the procedure on the male victim shackled to the post. She had him sobbing after two minutes, and then she increased the strength of her lashes to full force. The male shook violently in a vain attempt to escape her blows, but the shackles held him firmly in place to take his deserved punishment.  
 
      
 
    After half a minute, the male’s resistance broke, and he meekly took Louise’s lashes again. He was truly finished. Louise then finished off the two other males in a similar fashion. 
 
      
 
    Louise then turned her attention to her final victim, shackled in a growling position on the ground. Now armed with a crop, she approached him leisurely.  
 
    –“Finally a male who is in a position befitting of his status,” Louise said as she place her boot on top of his neck.  
 
    –“You will now take your deserved punishment like the rest,” she said and raised her crop. Moments later, she brought it down on his ass with full force resulting in a smack that echoed across the arena. Louise followed up with a barrage against the male’s ass, alternating between cheeks. After half a minute the male was wiggling and wailing. Louise pushed her heel down on his neck and ordered, 
 
    –“Do not move, slave!”  
 
    The slave was unable to comply as Louise continued the assault on his ass, and his disobedience evaporated any inclination towards leniency Louise might have had. She continued cropping him for two minutes, before finishing him off with three powerful kicks in his side. By then, his ass was covered in red and purple welts, and the kicks left him bruised. 
 
      
 
    Louise stepped away from the shackled males she had just beaten so severely and waved to the audience.  
 
    –“Justice has been served. Happy Femdom Day!” she called out loudly, and the crowd went wild, chanting “Queen Louise, Queen Louise”.  
 
      
 
    Louise received the ovations for half a minute and was then joined in the middle of the Arena by Sabrina, curtsying and kissing Louise’s hand.  
 
    –“Thank you, your Majesty, for delivering just punishment to these deserving creatures. We are all honoured to witness the feminine strength of our sovereign. A perfect finish to our celebration.”  
 
      
 
    Sabrina stood up and addressed the crowd.  
 
    -“That concludes Femdom Day show for this year. I hope you all enjoyed it, and that you found inspiration in this celebration. Once again, let’s give it to Her Majesty, Queen Louise of North Afrodite.”  
 
    Again the crowd started chanting “Queen Louise, Queen Louise” as Louise left the arena. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Rewarded by the Queen 
 
      
 
    Evandra Palace, Evandra, 300/3/2, 17:45 
 
    This day had been as successful as one could have hoped for, Louise though as she showered. Her whipping practice had paid off, and she had shown both stamina and skill in male punishment today. But Sabrina had had a major role in this success. Not only did she brilliantly organise the event, but she had also coached Louise on whipping on top of her job as Court Mistress. And she looked so hot in her outfit today. She should definitely have a reward. Louise knew just what would do. 
 
      
 
    15 minutes later, as Sabrina arrived at the palace, she was met by Lucy, the slave Wardress. 
 
    –“You are to meet at the Queen’s quarters right away” she told Sabrina. 
 
    -“Do you know what it is about?” she asked Lucy 
 
    -“She didn’t say” Lucy responded. 
 
    –“She only specified that you should come as soon as you arrived.” 
 
      
 
    That didn’t leave Sabrina any wiser, but seeing Louise was something she always looked forward to. 
 
      
 
    Sabrina, still dressed in leather body and thigh-high boots, walked in the open door to the Queen’s quarters. In front of her stood Louise, fully naked. Louise walked over to Sabrina and gave her a long, passionate kiss on the lips.  
 
    –“Tonight you will get your reward for loyal service, Court Mistress,” Louise told her with the sexy smile. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 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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