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    [bookmark: _Toc518739125]A new day 

    Milana sat on the side of her bed sipping coffee from a mug while she enjoyed the view from her bedroom window. It was a spectacular view, with the sun was rising over the mighty Atenian Alps far to the east, the mountain range dominating the eastern part of the Queendom of Antibrote. Beneath the mountains were cultivated fields, stretching all the way from Milana’s window to the foothills of the mountains. 

      

    What satisfied Milana most about this view was that it was all hers. Everything she could see was part of her vast plantation. It covered as far as she could see on the plains, more than 200 km2. It also covered some of the valleys carving into the Atenian Alps – these were used as grazing grounds for her adjoining cattle ranch. 

      

    Milana allowed herself a few moments every morning to savour of what she had achieved while getting her morning dose of caffeine. But not for too long. There was plenty to do as the Mistress of such a huge estate. 

      

    Milana stretched her hand holding the mug in the direction of John, the house slave who had brought her the coffee a few minutes earlier. He took the mug and hurried out of the room to attend to his other duties. 

      

    As he left, his Mistress got to her feet and walked in her naked splendour over to the walk-in wardrobe to find her outfit for the day. 

      

    At 107 years old (55 Earth Years) Milana was well above median age of Hera’s youthful populations. But that could not be inferred from her appearance at all. Longevity technology allowed her to keep the beauty of her youth for a century or more. 

      

    With high cheekbones, a thin nose and round pouty lips, Milana’s face was indeed beautiful. Combined with her long blonde hair, a perfect hourglass figure and firm, ample breasts she looked like a Goddess. Her beauty was exceptional, even by the very high standards of Hera. 

      

    [bookmark: _Toc518739126]The plantation 

    20 minutes later Milana was ready for the day. She always took her time to find the right outfit and to perfect her make-up. An immaculate appearance was important to impress her authority over her underlings in Milana’s philosophy.  

      

    Today, Milana went with a white shirt, cream jodhpurs and knee-high black riding boots, a favourite combination of hers. As always, she also carried a crop – both a symbol of her authority and a handy tool for motivating slaves. 

      

    Milana started her workdays touring her estate and getting up to speed on what issues her employees and slaves were dealing with. The slaves started their days at least an hour before Milana did, and the work on the plantation was already well under way when Milana walked the hundred meters from the estate mansion to the operations building. 

      

    The operations building was the heart of Milana’s plantation. It was in this building most of the machines and vehicles used on the estate were stored and maintained, and it was from here they were controlled. Most of the work of cultivating and harvesting the vast fields of the plantation was carried out by autonomous vehicles.  

      

    A similar level of automation was applied in the nearby storage silos. Their robotics could easily interact with the harvesters, and also with the autonomous freight units on the magnetic monorail track that terminated next to these buildings. The rail track connected Milana’s plantation with Sappho, the biggest colony in this part of Antibrote, and a hub for processing. 

      

    While the heavy automation significantly reduced the need for human labour on the plantation, it did not eliminate it completely.  Slaves were needed to program, operate and maintain the vehicles and machinery, and overseers/managers were needed to supervise the slaves and ensure production proceeded according to Milana’s orders. 

      

    Milana had a total of eleven slaves working on her plantation, and she employed two overseers, Suzanne and Monica, to supervise and motivate the slaves. 

      

    The two overseers were responsible for managing each their part of Milana’s estate. Suzanne was in charge of the plantation itself – 140 square kilometres devoted to the cultivation of cotton, wheat and maize. Monica was in charge of the cattle ranch, which had 2000 heads of cattle grazing in the valleys of the nearby mountains. 

      

    The slaves were usually split evenly between the ranch and the plantation, but when need arose, they could be allocated differently. 

      

    Milana entered the operations building, where she soon found Suzanne. The young overseer had just finished instructing three slaves of their tasks, and she smiled when she saw Milana approaching. 

    -“Good morning, Domina,” she greeted her employer. 

    -“Good morning, Suzanne,” Milana replied, smiling back. 

      

    Suzanne looked very good wearing a black top, tight blue jeans and brown thigh-high boots with heels. Her long black hair was in a tight ponytail, and she wore an eye-catching glossy cherry red lipstick matching her fingernails. 

    [image: ] 

    Suzanne might not look like she was working on a farm, but manual farm work was not her task. Suzanne was there to manage the slaves that actually did the work. She was the feminine authority to direct them and motivate them. 

      

    And for this purpose, her appearance was perfect. It revealed her female curves, and thus accentuated her sensuality. At the same time, she radiated authority, reinforced by the single tail whip hanging from the belt around her waist. It triggered both desire and fear in her male charges – a perfect combination of motivation for the slaves.  

      

    -“What’s the status?” asked Milana. 

    -“We are doing very well – we got more done yesterday than I planned, so we can expect to complete the harvest of the northern field tomorrow,” replied Suzanne. 

    -“That’s great work, Suzanne,” said Milana. “I don’t know what I would do without you.” 

      

    Before Suzanne could reply, Milana moved on. 

    -“Do you have any issues you need my help with?” 

    -“Not at this point,” replied Suzanne. “I am in control.” 

    -“But we should maybe discuss what to do with the south west field,” she added. 

    -“Good point,” replied Milana. “I will probably be too busy to do that today, but we should sit down around this time tomorrow.” 

    -“Sure,” said Suzanne. 

      

    -“I’ll head over to Monica then,” said Milana and started walking towards the exit door. “I’ll be back in a couple of hours. See you then.” 

    -“See you!” 

      

    Suzanne really was an excellent manager, thought Milana as she exited the operations building. Only 57 years old (29 Earth Years), she had been Milana’s overseer for 5 years now, and results had consistently been above expectations. She knew farming better than anyone, and her ability to handle slaves and organise them their work was superb.  

      

    The slaves truly loved her. They did everything to carry out her orders, and productivity of slaves handled by Suzanne was always high. 

      

    If there was a fault in Suzanne, it must be that she was too fond of the slaves. She often sounded far more affectionate and caring when talking to slaves than what was customary for Heran overseers. And on some occasions Milana even suspected Suzanne was infatuated with one of the slaves. 

      

    Milana was also well aware that Suzanne took maximum advantage of her privilege to use the plantation slaves for her pleasure in her spare time. Every night she took two or three slaves to her quarters to fuck them. Likely, no slave on the plantation went two weeks without servicing Suzanne’s sexual needs at least once.  

      

    But it did not affect her job performance negatively. While she was affectionate for the males in her charge, Suzanne always demanded their maximum effort, and she did not spare them from the whip if they fell short of her expectations.  

      

    In some ways, Suzanne reminded Milana of herself in her younger days. Milana had also started her career as an overseer at a plantation after completing her education at age 46 (24 Earth Years). Like Suzanne, Milana had excelled in that position. Plantation management came natural to her, as did handling slaves. 

      

    However, their view on males clearly differed. While for Suzanne they were an object of desire, Milana saw them as livestock. Useful for labour and toiling, but not worthy of any feelings from their Mistress. At best, Milana might use them as fuck toys when she felt horny.  

      

    Milana’s romantic interests were exclusively towards females. Their grace, beauty and intellect made them far more desirable to Milana than any male. 

    




 

      

    [bookmark: _Toc518739127]The Ranch 

      

    Milana made her way out of the operations building and up on a small platform next to a monorail line. A small passenger car was waiting for her there, and she took a seat inside it and pressed a button that got the car moving. 

      

    Since the ranch was more than 10 km away, Milana had built a small rail to transport people and equipment between the main plantation and the ranch. The single train on the rail consisted of a small passenger car and a larger goods car. It was fully automated, and took about 2 minutes between the two stations. 

      

    Milana looked out the window as the train accelerated to cruise speed. Outside was a vast field, white from cotton crops soon to be harvested. This part of her land was the first real estate she purchased when she set up the plantation almost 40 years earlier. 

      

    After working two decades as a manager/overseer on a plantation in her native Queendom of Scythia, she had quit to become Mistress of her own plantation, a decision she had never regretted. The interior of Antibrote was opened for settlement about the same time, and a lot of good land became available. Milana had not hesitated to move in order to get her hands on some of that land – the very land she was now traversing. 

      

    Starting with a big loan and only two slaves, she had started small, but had expanded fast. The plantation was very profitable from the start, and Milana soon got the funds she needed for expanding it. She bought adjoining land, more slaves and machinery. After only fifteen years did the estate reach its present size, one of Hera’s biggest. 

      

    The ranch, which Milana now was approaching, had been one of the last additions. The valleys of the Athenian Alps were not as suited to crops as the plains to their east, but they were more than adequate for livestock grazing. And livestock rearing was a very attractive option back then, as developments had just made it a lot less costly. 

      

    The Heran terraforming project had finally brought oxygen levels in the Heran atmosphere close to that of Earth, making it easier for animals to thrive outside protective domes. This meant a ranch needed little infrastructure apart from the station itself, and Milana had taken advantage of this to set up another profitable part of her empire. 

      

    Minutes later the train reached the ranch - the end of the line. Milana stepped out of the of the passenger car and onto a small platform just outside the operations building.  

      

    Like its counterpart in the plantation, this building housed the machines used for running the ranch, and it was the place from where those machines were controlled. 

      

    Milana entered the building, and came straight into the vehicle garage. It was a large hall, mostly empty, as most of the vehicles were in use. Still about ten vehicles a various kinds were there. 

      

    A few meters away, a slave was servicing one of the many herding vehicles on the ranch. He was dressed in what was standard attire for slaves on Milana’s estate: Work boots and blue work trousers. This left his muscular upper body was bare. 

      

    This was both practical when working in the warm climate of Antibrote, and it was also aesthetically pleasing. While Milana was not particularly attracted to men, she could still appreciate the appearance of a well-exercised male, and she insisted on this dress code for her male chattel. 

      

    The slave fell on his knees as soon as he saw who had entered the room. 

      

    -“Slave, tell me where I can find Mistress Monica,” demanded Milana. 

    -“I think she is in her office,” the slave answered nervously. 

      

    -“Get back to work!” Milana told him, not even looking at him. She headed for the door on the opposite side of the garage.  

      

    Half a minute later, Milana entered Monica’s office. It was quite spacious, with a big, heavy wooden desk opposite the door, and a small sofa section next to it. Big windows on the wall next to the sofa section gave lots of natural light in the room. On one of the wall was a long rack holding whips and other punishment instruments. 

      

    Behind the desk sat Monica. She looked up and smiled as she saw Milana enter. 

    -“Domina, I had just finished here and was just about to call you.” 

    Monica turned off the screen on her desk and got on her feet. She wore knee-high black leather boots, blue jeans and a black strapless leather corset. Her long straight reddish brown hair covered most of her right shoulder, and stood in contrast to her pale face with thick red lips and intense blue eyes. 

    -“I just came to catch up with you before doing a little inspection from above,” said Milana. While she could do these catch-up meetings on a call, Milana preferred to do them face-to face. That let her satisfy her need for control and to see everything for herself. 

      

    -“How is it going today?” she asked Monica. 

    -“We had a little set-back last night. We lost three animals to a rockslide in Doublepeak Valley,” replied Monica, now with a more sombre tone. 

    -“Again? It is not even two weeks since the last rock slide.” 

    -“Yes, the south side of the valley is dangerous this time of year. I have ordered the slaves to keep the cattle away from the southern slopes for the next weeks. I figure it is water freezing in cracks high up in the mountain sides that is the cause.” 

      

    -“Good decision,” said Milana. “That sounds plausible. Wonder why this is suddenly becoming a problem.” 

    -“I think it is the vegetation, Domina,” replied Monica. “It is not that long ago since the vegetation reached the upper part of the mountains, and their roots are probably making more cracks in which water collect and freeze.” 

    -“That makes sense,” said Milana. “I am going to have an extra look up there on my inspection trip.” 

      

    -“I have told Rocky and Sam to look into this and come up with a solution that can secure the valley floor against these slides. They are usually inventive enough to come up with something,” added Monica. 

    -“Sounds like you are in control, Monica,” said Milana. “Anything else I should know or you want to discuss before I take off?” 

    -“No, not that I can think of,” answered Monica. “I can expect you at 12 for the discipline session?” 

    -“Yes, I will be back in time for that. I will see you then,” replied Milana with a wicked smile. 

    -“Have a nice flight, Domina,” Monica smiled back. 

    -“Thanks,” said Milana and headed out the door.  

      

    Milana had full confidence in Monica. While she did not have the same agricultural expertise as Suzanne and Milana herself had, Monica was a very smart girl, and could figure out most problems as they presented themselves - or make the slaves figure them out. 

    She was a stern disciplinarian, and a competent handler of slaves. The young woman had in the two years she had been in Milana’s employ proved she met Milana’s high standards. 
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    A minute later, Milana was seated in the pilot seat of her helicopter, sitting on a pad next to the operations building. It was not a big vehicle; it had only two passenger seats in addition to the pilot seat, and no cargo capacity to speak of.  

    Milana strapped in, and started plotting her flight path in the helicopter’s computer. The helicopter was fully autonomous, and it would flawlessly fly the course Milana plotted, save a few modifications for safety. Still, at any point Milana could take the sticks herself to override the computer, something she did on almost every trip. 

      

    A minute later, the helicopter took off. It took Milana in a north-westerly direction above the vast fields of her estate. For the first few kilometres, the ground below was white with cotton. Soon it gave way to the brown and yellow of wheat fields that had been harvested or were about to be. A few harvesters where moving slowly and systematically across the ground to complete the harvest. It was just what Milana expected to see. 

      

    Milana continued on her path across the northern fields of her estate until she neared the small river separating her lands from those of Lady Eryn Redcastle. Her estate was among the biggest in Antibrote, close in size to Milana’s plantation, the biggest. 

      

    Milana’s relationship with her neighbour had not been the best. Eryn was for the most part absent from her estate. She was heavily into politics, and spent most of her time in Antibrote City, the capital of the queendom, as a representative in the Assembly of Ladies. She had even served one term as an imperial Senatrix in Eden, the imperial capital. 

      

    Milana had in fact only met Eryn a few times in person, mostly when Eryn was seeking support for her political ambitions. Milana was an influential woman in Sappho, the local duchy, and politicians tried to keep her on side. Eryn was no exception in that regard, but Milana had found her aloof and arrogant. Milana had been seldom given her any support of substance. In most elections, she had supported Eryn’s opponents.  

    In return had Eryn had never lifted a finger to advance Milana’s interest in the Antibrote assembly. 

      

    And with this cool starting point, they now had a direct conflict that had been developing over the last year. Last spring, the river separating their lands had changed its course after a flood. The river course shifted westwards, leaving a square kilometre more land on Milana’s side of the river. Who had the right to this land was now a matter of contention between the two plantation Mistresses. 

      

    Milana wanted to reach an agreement on this issue, however, and she hoped she could make progress later today. Lady Eryn had accepted an invitation to discuss the issue face-to-face in Milana’s mansion this afternoon. It would be their first meeting since this conflict began. Until now, they had communicated only through written messages. 

      

    Milana flew south along the river, and soon came to the piece of land that was the source of the conflict. An overgrown patch of field and former riverbed next to the river. Neither estate had planted anything on the land, and it was covered in weeds. 

      

    Milana continued along the river until she reached the southern border of her land, and then turned eastwards across her southern fields. Ahead of her were the Atenian Alps, rising thousands of meters above the plains with snow-covered peaks. A few kilometres away on her left hand side, was her mansion, sitting in the middle of the vast wheat fields of her estate, on a plain stretching well beyond the horizon. It was a similar sight on her right hand: A plain covered by cultivated fields as far as the eye could see, with the odd building here and there. 

      

    About 15 kilometres away on her right-hand side was a large cluster of buildings of various sizes. That was the town of Sappho. It was still a rather small settlement compared to others on Hera, but it was growing quickly.  

      

    Only 40 years ago (20 Earth Years) this entire area had been a wilderness. A mix of grass covered plains and small forests. There were even some patches covered by native Heran flora, still resisting the onslaught of the Terran species introduced by the colonists. That was when Sappho had been founded and the interior of Antibrote had been opened for settlement. Now, a few decades later, it was all farmland interspersed with human infrastructure. 

      

    Ten minutes later, Milana reached the foothills of the mountains, and the helicopter manoeuvred its way into the Doublepeak Valley, the trouble spot of Milana’s ranch. It was a relatively wide valley, cutting through the mighty mountains, which rose steeply more than two thousand meters above the valley floor on both sides. The valley floor was covered with grass and bushes, and had a small stream running in the bottom. The lower sides of the valley were quite densely covered with green bushes, while the upper sides were more sparsely covered, with rock visible between clusters of vegetation. 

      

    Nevertheless, it was greener higher up than it had been before. The flora was conquering ever more land. Milana flew closer to the mountainside. She saw quite a few dangerous-looking cracks as she traversed the valley. Monica was right. The vegetation was causing the rockslides. 

      

    Milana continued surveying the valleys for another half an hour before she returned to the ranch. 

    




 

    [bookmark: _Toc518739129]Weekly Slave Discipline 

      

    Milana was back at the ranch, and made her way from the helicopter pad towards the punishment area, a tile-covered square in front of the slave stables on which a range of restraining devices had been fitted to facilitate discipline and punishment of males.  

      

    She expected to find Monica preparing for the weekly discipline of the ranch slaves there, and that was exactly what she saw when she rounded the corner of the slave stables. 

      

    Monica was shackling a male to a simple wooden column serving as a whipping post, with five other slaves already secured on similar whipping posts on the square. The slaves were all naked, their sweat gleaming in the sunlight.  

      

    Three of the slaves carried whip marks on their backs that could not be more than a day or two old, bearing evidence of Monica’s strict regime of discipline. 

      

    The slaves all kept quiet, but looked apprehensive – they knew well what was in store for them. 

      

    Milana was very satisfied with what she saw. Subdued males in fear of their Mistresses was a key ingredient in keeping productivity high on her estate. Monica was clearly up to her job. 

      

    -“You are just in time, Domina” said Monica. She was wearing the same outfit as she had earlier in the morning, with the addition of a pair of long black leather gloves. “The slaves are all ready.” 

    -“Very good,” replied Milana. “What is on the program for this session?” 

    -“I thought we could use snake whips for the regular discipline. Then we will add caning or cropping for those in need of extra motivation.” 

    -“Sounds like an excellent plan,” said Milana while putting her long hair in a ponytail. She found that more practical for the kind of activity she was about to take part in.  

      

    -“Great! The tools are over here, Domina,” said Monica and pointed to a small table a few meters away. On top of it, six coiled snake whips had been laid out. Next to the table was a pipe vase filled with canes. 

      

    Milana followed Monica over to the table, and the two Ladies picked up a whip each and uncoiled them. Milana swung her whip in the air and cracked it a few times. It made delightful loud cracks, and Milana noticed with satisfaction that the slaves grew even more nervous as they saw her practice with the 3-meter long instrument. 

      

    When Milana was satisfied with her practice strokes, she nodded to Monica. “Let’s begin!” 

      

    Milana and Monica positioned themselves behind the slaves. The slaves formed a line, with about a meter and a half between each slave. The Ladies stood a few meters apart, such that each of them had three slaves within range of their whip.  

      

    Without saying anything, Milana raised the whip over her head and threw a lash at the back of the middle slave in front of her. The whip gave a loud crack as it impacted the slave’s back. The slave jerked but stayed silent.  

      

    Without letting the whip fall to the ground, Milana threw another lash as soon as the whip swung back around her back, this time at the left-most slave. He reacted much the same way as the first victim, jerking but holding quiet. 

      

    Again, without pause, Milana then threw a lash at the third and right-most slave in front of her, who both jerked and groaned as the lash cut across his back with a noisy snap. 
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    In the same fashion, Milana swung the whip, now directed at the first slave again. To the right of Milana, Monica was lashing the slaves in front of her, in a very similar manner. The noise level was significant as the two Women energetically wielded their whips. 

      

    Soon, fresh red stripes started appearing on the backs of all six males shackled in front of them. Several of them shivered, and groaned with pain as their Mistresses applied their merciless discipline. 

      

    The males’ reaction told Milana that she was achieving the purpose of this session. It was to remind the slaves of her power over them, and to ensure they feared her. Males work harder, and are more obedient when in fear of their Mistresses. And they need constant reminders to ensure they stay that way. It was basic learning in Heran schools. It was also something Milana believed wholeheartedly after decades managing male chattel. 

      

    The males in front of her were not punished for any mistake they had made or disrespect they had shown. They were being disciplined to ensure they maintained a healthy respect and fear of their Mistresses, and thus maintained maximum usefulness. On Milana’s plantation, discipline beatings were weekly, in line with recommendations from slave management research institutions. 

      

    While the discipline beatings were first and foremost a maintenance task to optimise productivity on the plantation, it was also a task Milana found enjoyable. Whipping males was the most direct manifestation of her dominance and superiority, and Milana found it highly invigorating. It also pandered to the sadistic desires Milana, like most other Ladies born on Hera, had. 

      

    The Ladies whipped the slaves non-stop, and by the time each slave had received about twenty lashes, none of them were able to keep quiet. Their groans and even screams filled the air. 

      

    -“Silence!” shouted Monica. “Domina Milana doesn’t need to hear your pathetic whimpering. When you have the honour of being disciplined by your Owner in person I expect far better from you!” 

      

    The slaves managed to dampen the noise level, but keeping complete silence when struck by Milana and Monica’s vicious whips was impossible, and the moaning continued. Milana didn’t mind. The sounds of slaves in pain fed her sadism and only made the scene more enjoyable. It made her want to hit the slaves even harder. 

      

    After three or four minutes of continuous whipping the slaves were covered in red stripes - some across their backs and others wrapping around their torso, ending in a red stain where the popper had impacted. Several slaves were bleeding. The cruel snake whips were quick to cut skin, and all the slaves had received over fifty lashes. 

      

    -“I think this should be sufficient, Domina,” said Monica. 

      

    -“I agree,” said Milana. She had been about to suggest the same herself. It was time to stop. While it had been very enjoyable, the slaves should not be weakened too much. That would negatively affect their performance. 

      

    -“We will then proceed with the additional punishments,” announced Monica. “There are two of them that has earned a little extra attention from us. Jake spent way too much time on his tasks this morning. He will have to answer to the cane. And then there is Sam. He nearly destroyed one of the shepherd drones with his recklessness earlier this week. I have of course given him a good caning for that, but I believe it is only appropriate that you give him a thrashing personally, Domina.” 

      

    -“Most certainly,” said Milana and cast her eyes at the slave in question. It was a tall and muscular slave with blond hair. He looked distinctly uncomfortable with his back covered by welts from the whipping Milana had just given him. Now he realised there was even worse to come. 

      

    -“We can fix them over here,” said Monica and pointed to a long metal bar fixed just 10 cm over the tile floor about five meters in front of the slaves. Five pairs of manacles were attached to the metal bar. “That will allow the others to see what happens to disobedient slaves.” 

      

    -“That is just what they need,” said Milana. The two Ladies walked over to each their slave on the whipping posts. While Monica freed Jake, Milana unlocked the Sam’s manacles. She then grabbed the hair of the tall slave and forced him to bend down. 

    -“Down, slave!” she hissed at him, before dragging him to his new post. He meekly followed Milana, offering no resistance. He had been conditioned as a slave all his life, and defying a Woman was something he would never even consider. Least of all his owner. 

      

    Milana forced him down on his knees and shackled his hands to the metal bar. The short chains left him no choice but to stay on his knees. 

      

    -“On all fours, head down” ordered Milana. The slave did has he was told, and assumed a position that left his rear end very vulnerable. 

      

    Three meters away, Monica had already fixed Jake to the metal bar in a similar fashion, and she walked over to the vase with the canes and picked up two. She then walked over to Milana and gave her one. 

      

    Milana made two practice swings with the cane in the air while Monica went over to Jake again. It gave a lovely swishing sound as it cut through the air. 

      

    Monica addressed the slaves at the whipping posts. 

    -“Pay attention, slaves! This is what happens to lazy and careless slaves.” They had seen it many times before, but constant reminders were the name of the game 

      

    She looked at Milana. 

    -“After you, Domina.” 

    Milana tapped her cane on the buttocks of Sam. 

    -This will teach you to be more careful with my machines,” she told him with a determined voice. 

      

    She then raised the cane behind her head and brought it down on the slave’s ass with full force. Sam groaned loudly, but he did not move. Milana raised the cane again and brought it down on his ass equally hard two seconds later, and then again and again. She relentlessly assaulted Sam’s rear end with vicious, steady, full-force strokes. Welts started to raise almost immediately, adding to the welts caused by the whipping just before. The slave’s groans soon turned into screams. 

      

    This was a good caning. The cane felt just right; it transmitted the force from Milana’s arm to the slave’s ass perfectly. She knew every stroke was immensely painful to him, and it felt good. 

      

    This was supposed to be very painful. This was no longer just discipline; it was punishment. It was to correct specific unwanted behaviour in the slave. Good punishment was severe punishment. It should leave a deep impression on both the slave being punished, and on his fellow slaves witnessing it. 

      

    This caning would certainly succeed in this regard, and it also gave Milana the enjoyment of seeing a male utterly broken and humbled by her hand. 

      

    After about thirty strokes, the slave fell to the ground after a particularly hard blow. Milana gave him no rest. She kicked him hard in the side. 

    -“Get back in position,” she ordered. “I am not done with you.” 

      

    The weakened slave obeyed slowly. As he did, Milana cast her eyes on the other slaves. They looked terrified. 

      

    Once Sam had assumed his position again, Milana continued her cruel punishment of him. She caned his ass non-stop without mercy. Her slave cried with pain but managed to keep his position, fearful of what she would do to him if he collapsed again. 

      

    But Milana was tireless in her punishment, and after about a hundred strokes, Sam fell to the ground again. His ass was covered in red welts turning purple. His skin had broken several places and blood was running down his legs. 

      

    Milana decided he had had enough. He would remember this thrashing for a while. 

    -“I hope you learn from this,” she spat at him. “Now thank me, slave!” 

    She placed her boot in front of his face. 

      

    Sam kissed the toe of her boot, sobbing with pain and humiliation. A properly humbled male, though Milana with satisfaction. 

    As the slave kissed her boot, Milana addressed Monica. 

    -“I think this bitch has received his lesson now. Please do the other one.” 

      

    -“With pleasure,” replied Monica and turned to face Jake kneeling before her, and placed the tip of her cane on his ass. She then raised it, before bringing it down again with terrific force. The slave screamed with pain as the cane impacted his rear.  

      

    -“Silence, slave” ordered Monica as she raised the cane again. Seconds later, another cruel stroke landed on Jake’s ass, accompanied with a muffled groan as he tried to suppress the noises he was making. 

      

    Then came the third, fourth and fifth blows in a steady pace, five seconds apart. Monica caned slower than Milana, but it enabled her to put even more force than Milana into each stroke. Results soon became visible on the slave’s bottom. Welts as vicious as those seen on Sam appeared after just a few strokes. The noises from Jake made it very clear how painful it was. 

      

    Milana kicked Sam who was lying prostate beneath her. 

    -Continue! Lick my boots clean! Show your gratitude!” 

    He had paused from kissing her boot, something she would not allow. Besides, her boots had become dusty while touring her estate, and now was a good time to get them cleaned as she enjoyed the spectacle of Monica punishing a slave.  
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    Monica was quite a sight as she thrashed her victim. Her long flowing reddish hair was in constant movement as she swung the cane with expert technique. Baring her teeth, Monica’s face revealed both determined aggression and a little enjoyment as she carried out her task. Her outfit, a black leather corset, blue jeans and black leather boots and gloves accentuated both her dominance and her beauty. 

      

    Milana noted with pride that in Monica, like in Suzanne, she had an exemplary overseer. Beautiful and dominant, they projected Milana’s authority over the slaves perfectly. The males under them were both terrified of their power and cruelty, and in awe of their beauty. Saying they were in love with their Mistresses would not be an exaggeration. They would do anything the Mistresses demanded of them - exactly how Milana expected it to be. 

      

    Monica did indeed demonstrate her cruelty as the caning continued. Savage blow after savage blow steadily turned Jake’s ass into a bloody pulp. His skin broke early on, and blood splattered as Monica delivered her merciless strokes. Monica continued without any regard for neither that nor Jake’s sobbing and groaning. She utterly destroyed his ass over the next five minutes. 

      

    When she finally stopped, she turned towards the slaves at the whipping posts, menacingly pointing the cane at them. 

    -“This is what happens to lazy slaves.” 

      

    -“I think it is time for the slaves to thank us for this lesson,” said Milana and walked over to Monica. 

    -“You heard her,” said Monica looking at the slaves. “Down on your knees and show us your gratitude!” 

    She unlocked the manacles of all the slaves at once, using an app on her wrist unit. 

      

    The slave at the whipping posts were quick to obey, and fell into kneeling positions in front of Milana and Monica and started kissing their boots. The two slaves that had been caned were slower, weak from the punishment. But they managed to muster the strength to crawl the short distance and join their colleagues in expressing their submission at the Ladies boots. 

      

    -“This was an excellent discipline session, Monica. I really enjoyed it, and it I think it was really useful for the slaves,” said Milana as the Ladies received boot worship from six slaves. 

    -“I am glad you liked it. It is always great when you can join us like this.” 

    -“My pleasure,” replied Monica. “I should be going now, though. I am going to get some exercise before lunch. I’ll see you there?” 

    -“Sure. I will get the slaves sorted first.” 

      

    Monica addressed the slaves. 

    -“That’s enough, slaves. Get dressed, and get back to work!” 

      

    The slaves crawled a little away from the Ladies and then got on their feet before they hurried into the slave stables. The Ladies said farewell, and Monica followed the slaves into the stables while Milana headed towards the rail terminus. 

    




 

    [bookmark: _Toc518739130]Relaxing 

    Milana was in her wardrobe at the mansion getting dressed. She had just had a 45-minute workout session in the basement gym, followed by a shower. Milana put on a short red dress, which she combined with a pair of black leather boots with high heels. 

      

    She then spent a few minutes in the bathroom putting on makeup before making her way to the dining room. 

      

    The dining room was a spacious room with high ceiling and brightly painted walls. In the far end of the room was a large panel of windows, offering a view to the mountains in the distance. An elegant long table, big enough to seat twenty Ladies was placed in the middle of the room. Chandeliers provided lighting in the room, and several works of art decorated the walls. Slave John stood motionless next to the door leading to the kitchen, dressed in a white short-sleeved shirt and white trousers, the standard attire for house slaves in Milana’s mansion. 

      

    Suzanne and Monica were already there, sitting at the end of the table near the windows, engaging in lively chatter. Milana had lunch with her two overseers almost every day. Only when work or other commitments came in the way did she have to skip, but that was seldom the case. Milana appreciated these lunches as she found the company of these Women far more intellectually stimulating than that of the male slaves. Her overseers were not only her employees; they were also her friends. 

      

    -“Domina, I didn’t know it was a formal occasion,” said Suzanne when she saw Milana approach in an elegant dress. Suzanne and Monica were wearing blue jeans, as they had earlier in the morning. 

    -“It’s not,” replied Milana with a smile. “It’s for my meeting with Lady Redcastle later this afternoon. How do I look?” 

    -“Absolutely gorgeous,” said Monica. 

    -“It’s perfect,” offered Suzanne. 

      

    -“Thanks,” smiled Milana as she took a seat next to them. She had looked in the mirror, so she knew they could not be lying. 

      

    Milana turned her head and looked at John. 

    -“Slave, bring us the food now. And bring a glass of wine for me. Something that works with the food.”  

    Suzanne and Monica already had their drinks. 

      

    John disappeared, and a few minutes later, he was back with a trolley with the Ladies’ meal. He humbly served each of the Ladies an elaborately arranged plate of lamb rack and vegetables. It looked delicious. He then served Milana with her requested wine, and took his position next to the wall again. 

      

     John was a skilled cook – far better than the average house slave. The meals he made would not be out-of-place in an upscale restaurant. Milana had payed a stiff price when she bought him years ago, but his cooking skills justified it.  

      

    The Ladies did not pay attention to him, however. They continued their conversation as they enjoyed the food. They first discussed Milana’s meeting this afternoon and what she could hope to achieve, but soon the talk drifted into vacation plans and general gossip. 

      

    Almost an hour later, Milana, Suzanne and Monica finished the Lemon sorbets John served for dessert. Suzanne and Monica went back to manage the slaves in the fields, while Milana remained in the mansion. 

      

    She now had two and a half hour until Lady Eryn would arrive, and Milana knew just how she wanted to spend the time. 

      

    -“Slave!” she addressed John. “Tell Mike to receive me in the spa.” 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” answered John and disappeared into the kitchen. 

      

    Mike was another of Milana’s three house slaves, and his skill set made him useful in the spa. He was trained as a beautician, and he could also give very good massages. 

      

    Milana went down the stairs to the basement floor, where the spa was located next to the gym with changing room and showers in between. The large spa contained two swimming pools, two steam baths, as well as massage benches and relaxation areas. It was bigger than was needed, as the only regular users were Milana herself, as well as Suzanne and Monica, whose living quarters were not quite as luxurious as Milana’s. 

      

    Milana entered the changing room, where she undressed completely before entering the spa area itself. 

      

    Mike was already waiting for Milana when she entered. Wearing only a pair of black knee-length shorts, he was dressed as Milana expected of him in the spa. It revealed his slim but muscled upper body, and with short brown hair and a young-looking face, he was a handsome slave. 

      

    -“I will have a short dip first, then you will give me a thorough massage before preparing me for my visitor,” Milana instructed him matter-of-factly. 

    -“Yes, Mistress!” 

      

    Five minutes later, Milana climbed out of the cold pool, having swum a few laps. Mike waited next to the ladder and gave her a large towel, which she wrapped herself into on the way into the steam bath. 

      

    After ten minutes in the steam, Milana’s body was warm and relaxed, and she was ready for the massage. She left the towel in the steam bath and walked over to one of the massage benches. 

      

    -“I want you to give me a thorough treatment. Use your strength, and pay lots of attention to my back,” Milana ordered as she lay down on the bench.” 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” the slave replied and started rubbing her shoulders. 

      

    Milana thought nothing of being naked around her slave. It was nothing sexual about it to her. He was mere property, like the bench she was lying on. And while she had used him as a sex toy from time to time, that was all he could be to her – a toy, like a vibrator. And as with other toys and tools, Milana did not feel any need to be modest around him. 

      

    Milana knew of course that seeing her naked was a very sexual experience to Mike. Like the other house slaves, he was deeply in love with her, as he had been conditioned to be. But Milana also knew he was completely obedient, and would not make any advances on her. And if he did, there was always the whip. So Mike was allowed to enjoy the sight of his Mistress naked, while Milana enjoyed his warm hands. 

      

    And it was very enjoyable to Milana. Mike worked every muscle on her back systematically with his strong hands, and Milana slipped into a bliss of pleasure and relaxation. She could lie like this for hours. 

      

    Milana almost lost track of time as she delighted in the treatment she was receiving. It was well over an hour later when Mike nervously asked her a question. 

    -“Would you like to prepare for your guest now, Mistress? She might be coming soon.” 

      

    Milana looked at the time on her wrist unit. The slave was right; it was time. She sat up on the bench. 

    -“Yes, slave,” she answered. “I need the full treatment. Nails, hair and face. My guest is a very important Woman, and I should look my best.” 

    -“Yes, Mistress.” 

    Milana walked towards the door to the beauty salon, and Mike followed. 

    




 

    [bookmark: _Toc518739131]Lady Eryn 

      

    Milana received an alarm on her wrist unit as she walked up the stairs from the basement floor. It indicated a helicopter was arriving. That must be Eryn, thought Milana. 

      

    She was ready to receive her. After the spa and beauty salon, she felt refreshed and supremely confident. Her look was perfect. Mike had arranged her hair in a beautiful updo. He had given her a manicure and applied facial makeup with expert skill, and it matched her red cocktail dress perfectly. 

      

    Milana called up John on her wrist unit. 

    -“Lady Eryn is arriving. Meet her at the helicopter pad and show her in. I will receive her in the east lounge.” 

    He acknowledged with a “Yes Mistress.” 

      

    Milana then made her way to the east lounge. The east lounge was a room Milana often used for receiving formal guests when there were not too many of them. It was a quadratic room with a high ceiling. With windows facing south, the room had ample light, but not a very interesting view. The burgundy walls had several landscape paintings, however. In the center of the room, there was a coffee table with four chaise longues arranged around it, and this made it practical as a meeting room. 

      

    Milana took a seat on one of the chaise longues, and waited for her guest to arrive. 

      

    Two minutes later, the door to the main hall opened, and Lady Eryn entered with John and one of her own slaves in tow. 

      

    -“Mistress Milana, your guest Lady Eryn is here,” announced John. 

      

    Milana rose to her feet to greet her guest. Eryn was an impressive sight Milana had to admit to herself as she approached her. Like Milana, she wore her blonde hair in a fancy updo. Her face was gorgeous. Blue eyes with long lashes, high cheekbones and full lips. She wore a dark purple-red lipstick that was an excellent match for her long purple dress. A split in the dress revealed that underneath, she was wearing black leather thigh high boots, matching her long black opera gloves. 

      

    As the Ladies exchanged kisses on the cheeks to greet each other, Milana caught the subtle scent of the very alluring perfume Eryn was wearing. Milana found herself somehow attracted to Eryn, despite how difficult she had been in the past. 

      

    -“Welcome, Lady Eryn. I have very much looked forward to meet you. I hope you travelled well,” Milana greeted her. 

    -“Thank you so much,” replied Eryn. “The trip went very well. I am honoured to be invited.”  

      

    -“Great,” said Milana. “Let’s take a seat and enjoy some refreshments before we get down to business. Does a Riesling sound tempting?” Milana pointed to the chaise longues. 

      

    -“That would be very nice,” replied Eryn. “But do you have somewhere I can keep my personal slave while we are here? A cage or a cell?” 

    -“Of course,” said Milana. 

    She turned to John. 

    -“Place Lady Eryn’s slave in one of the cages in the dungeon,” she ordered. “Then serve us with drinks.” 

      

    -“Yes, Mistress,” answered John and led the other slave out of the room. 

      

    The Ladies took a seat on each their chaise longue. Eryn looked at Milana and smiled. 

    -“You look stunning,” she said. “Your dress is gorgeous.” 

    -“Thank you. So do you,” reciprocated Milana. “I love your style.” 

    Eryn was far more charming than Milana could remember from any previous meeting she had had with her. 

      

    -“You know, I have been looking again at some of your proposed solutions to our little dispute, and I am confident we can find a solution that will satisfy us both,” said Eryn. She went straight to business. 

      

    Milana leaned a little forward to signal interest. Eryn continued. 

    -“I am willing to give up the land on the east side of the river for a monetary compensation, as you suggested. However, I have another proposal for you.” 

      

    John entered the room carrying a tray with two glasses and a bottle as she explained. 

      

    -“I would like an alliance between us,” continued Eryn. “There are many things I can do for you in Antibrote, and I could really use your support here in Sappho. If we can work out something on that basis, I will gladly gift you the disputed land to seal the deal.” 

      

    Milana had not expected such a proposal, but it sounded intriguing. There was some political distance between her and Eryn, but that might be overcomable. Milana started answering as John placed two glasses on the table and started pouring wine. 

      

    -“That sounds interesting. What concretely are you suggesting? 

      

    Eryn was interrupted by the noise of glass breaking before she could answer. John had clumsily knocked over one of the wine glasses with the bottle, and it shattered on the floor. 

      

    Milana could not believe the lack of grace shown by her slave in front of her guest. She expected better of him. A correction was needed. 

      

    -“Excuse me,” she said to Eryn, picked up her crop lying on the table and got on her feet. 

      

    She grabbed John by his hair, just as he put the bottle down at the table, and dragged him a few meters away from the chaise longues. There, she threw him down on the floor. 

    -“What do you think you are doing?” she spat at him. 

      

    <SMACK> 

    She hit him hard on his side with her crop. 

      

    -“I am sorry Mistress…” 

    The insolent little slave was trying to talk himself out of punishment. Milana was not having any of it. 

    <SMACK> 

    <SMACK> 

    Two hard stokes on his ass cut him off. He groaned with pain. 

      

    -“Oh, you will be sorry,” said Milana. 

    <SMACK> 

    <SMACK> 

    <SMACK> 

    -“Very sorry indeed.” 

    Another three blows landed on John’s back and side. 

      

    -“I expect far better from you, slave,” continued Milana as she energetically thrashed the slave on the floor in front of her. 

    <SMACK> 

    <SMACK> 

    <SMACK> 

    <SMACK> 

    <SMACK> 

    <SMACK> 

      

    John twisted and tried to shield himself from the brutal assault, but this only angered Milana more. She kicked his back hard, and he cried with pain. 

    -“Don’t move!” she ordered angrily. “You will take your punishment,”  

      

    <SMACK> 

    <SMACK> 

    <SMACK> 

    <SMACK> 

    <SMACK> 

    Milana gave her slave another series of hard lashes with her crop. They landed all over his body, as he instinctively squirmed trying to avoid the pain. 

      

    <THUD> 

    Milana kicked him again, this time in the thigh. He groaned, and stopped moving. Milana used the opportunity to deliver a series of cruel lashes on his ass. 

    <SMACK> 

    <SMACK> 

    <SMACK> 

    <SMACK> 

      

    John howled with pain and started squirming again. 

      

    <SMACK> 

    <SMACK> 

    Milana delivered another two stokes, before bending down to grab the slave by his hair. 

    -“I have had enough of this. You will take your punishment,” she told him as she pulled him up from the floor and onto his knees in front of her. 

    -“Pull your trousers down,” she ordered him. 

      

    John, terrified of his Mistress obeyed immediately. He loosened the belt and pulled the trousers to his knees. 

      

    Milana grabbed his hair again, and pulled him towards her such that he was forced down on his hands and knees. She then straddled his neck, and squeezed it between her thighs. He was trapped. 

      

    Milana noted welts had already appeared on John’s exposed rear end. But she had no sympathy. She then raised her crop, and started a ferocious assault on John’s buttocks and thighs, putting her full might behind every stroke. 
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    John screamed, and tried to twist, but it made no difference. His movements were not enough to stop Milana landing twenty-five very hard lashes on his rear end. 

      

    It was exactly what he deserved, thought Milana before she realised she had a guest to entertain. She had almost forgotten Eryn in her zeal to correct John. His punishment would have to continue at another time. 

      

    Milana released his head from between her thighs, and pushed him down on the floor again. 

    -“I am not done with you yet, we will continue this later,” she told him. “But now you will clean up your mess, and return to serve us properly.” 

    <SMACK> 

      

    Milana emphasized her point with yet another stroke of her crop. 

      

    As John squirmed on the floor, trying to pull his trousers back up again, Milana turned to apologise to Eryn. 

      

    -“I apol…” she started, but stopped, surprised to see Eryn standing right in front of her rather than sitting on the chaise longue. 

    Eryn was staring directly into Milana’s eyes for a second, with a hungry look. Then she put her hands on Milana’s cheeks and pulled Milana closer to her until their lips met. 

      

    Eryn kissed Milana. Softly and gently. Milana was caught completely by surprise by what happened. But she liked it. She liked it a lot. Eryn’s lips felt so good, and soon Milana was kissing her back. 

      

    Eryn’s tongue probed its way into Milana’s mouth, where it found a willing play partner in Milana’s tongue.  

      

    After a minute of passionate kissing, Eryn withdrew. 

      

    -“You are so sexy when you punish your slave,” said Eryn with a low voice. “I just could not resist you.” 

      

    -“I can’t resist your lips,” replied Milana and started kissing Eryn again. 

      

    Milana felt very attracted to Eryn. She was somehow different from her previous encounters, and Milana felt like she was developing a crush for the Woman she was now making out with. 

      

    After another minute of hot kissing, Eryn withdrew again. 

    -“I want to see you complete the punishment of your slave,” she whispered. “Let’s go to your dungeon.” 

      

    -“Anything to make you happy, Eryn,” replied Milana and gave her another kiss on the mouth. She then pointed her crop at John, who was tiding up the shattered glass next to the table. 

    -“Leave that, and take off your clothes immediately,” she ordered. “You are going to the dungeon.”  

      

    Eryn started kissing Milana’s neck from behind while they waited for John to get undressed. It was the most delightful sensual feeling. Milana felt she was getting wet. 

      

    -“Punish him hard,” whispered Eryn. “I get so turned on seeing a Woman who can really give a male what he deserves.” 

      

    -“Slave, to the dungeon now!” commanded Milana as soon as John was naked. John complied immediately, and walked hurriedly to the dungeon at the end of the hallway outside the lounge. Milana and Eryn followed, holding hands. They exchanged kisses and a few words along the way. 

      

    -“I hope you have a bed in there. We are going to need it after you feed my sadism,” said Eryn lustfully. 

    -“You are not going to be disappointed,” replied Milana. 

    




 

    [bookmark: _Toc518739132]Fun in the dungeon 

      

    Milana and Eryn entered the dungeon, a somewhat modest room compared to most others in Milana’s mansion. About 6x10 meters, well equipped, and at least 3 meters up to the ceiling, it was nevertheless more than sufficient for Milana’s needs. As the plantation slaves were kept and disciplined in their own stables, the dungeon in the mansion was mainly used for disciplining and punishing Milana’s house slaves, or when Milana was in the mood, to satisfy her sexual sadism. 

      

    The room had red walls and was dimly lit by six lamps fixed on the walls. There were no windows. In one corner, there were five cube-meter-sized cages, ideal for holding males. One of them contained a male – Eryn’s slave. Various restraining devices were fitted around the room - two St Andrew’s crosses on one wall, three spanking benches of various designs, and a stockade. Several pairs of manacles were hanging from the ceiling in one corner, matched by manacles fixed to the floor directly underneath. 

      

    The bed that Milana had promised Eryn was there, could be seen next to the wall opposite the entrance. It was a sturdy double bed with a padded top side. Fetters were fixed to each corner of the bed. Next to the bed was a rich selection of whips and canes on display – some hanging on the wall, others lying on a shelf beside the bed. 

      

    In the middle of the room was John, waiting naked on his knees. He knew how he was expected to behave in a situation like this. Milana wasted no time, and walked straight to him. 

      

    -“Beg me to punish you, slave,” she demanded, standing a meter in front of him. 

    John knew his best course of action was to obey his Mistress at once, and he did. He kissed her boots and begged. 

    -“Please punish me, Mistress. Please punish me for displeasing you.” 

    -“Get over to the cross,” Milana ordered him once he had placed a few kisses on her boots. She pointed to one of the St. Andrew’s crosses with her crop. 

      

    Again, John obeyed immediately. He moved quickly over to the indicated cross and placed himself in a position to be easily fastened to it. Milana followed him, and forced his hands and feet into the fetters of the cross and locked them. There was no escape for him now. 

      

    In the meantime, Eryn had found a seat on the bed, and she gave Milana a wicked smile as Milana walked towards her. 

      

    -“I was thinking of using a stock whip for his correction,” Milana said to Eryn. “What do you think?” 

    -“I think that would be an excellent choice,” replied Eryn. 

    -“Then I will use this one,” said Milana and picked up a vicious-looking meter and a half long whip. 

    -“It looks so hot,” whispered Eryn. 

      

    Milana took position behind John. 

    -“Now you will get what you deserve,” she said and swung the whip over her head before launching it at her slave’s back. It impacted with a loud crack, and John whimpered. Milana could hear Eryn moan on the bed. 

      

    Milana went on to deliver a full set of lashes swinging the whip overhead. After about twenty lashes, John was screaming in pain every time the whip ripped across his back.  

      

    To her right, Milana could see Eryn’s slave looking at the spectacle from the cage he was locked into with a very worried look on his face. Understandable, as it was a good chance he would be next, thought Milana. 

      

    To her left, on the bed, Milana could see Eryn had pulled off her long gloves, and her right hand had found its way under her dress by the way of its split. She was masturbating with passion, making delightful moans. 

      

    Milana continued whipping John. Lash after lash impacted his back and ass, and his screaming became ever more desperate. His back turned into a mess of red stripes and welts. 
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    On the bed, Eryn’s moans became ever more intense. In between, she urged Milana to be even more severe. 

    -“Whip him harder! “Make him suffer!” 

      

    Milana did exactly as Eryn requested. She craved to see her sadistic guest come. Milana put even more power into her lashes. John was crying. 

      

    And it did the trick. Shortly after, Eryn gave out a long, continuous moan – the beautiful sound of the ultimate female pleasure. Milana stopped whipping John, and turned instead to enjoy the sight of Eryn leaning back on the bed, basking in her orgasm with closed eyes and a rounded, open mouth. She looked gorgeous. She was still wearing her dress. Her hair was still perfect, and even her make-up had mostly survived their earlier snog.  

      

    Milana went over to the bed, and Eryn recovered from the orgasm smiling. She got up from the bed. 

      

    -“That was so hot,” said Eryn, and kissed Milana passionately for a few seconds. 

    -“You are so sexy when you whip that male.” 

    Milana responded by kissing Eryn back. It was the start of a passionate exchange of kisses. Eryn’s lips were simply delicious, and her perfectly shaped body was so captivating. Milana started exploring Eryn’s body with her hands as they made out, but she was interrupted when Eryn wanted more sadism. 

      

    -“Would you mind if I whip your slave?” she asked seductively. “I would just love to use that lovely stock whip.” She referred to the whip Milana was still holding in her hand. 

      

    Milana would have liked to continue making out, but she couldn’t resist Eryn. 

    -“And I would love watching you use it,” Milana replied. 

    She handed the whip to Eryn. 

      

    Eryn placed herself behind John. She gave Milana a sultry smile, then swung the whip over her head and cracked it in the air.  

    -“I love that sound,” declared Eryn as John shuddered in fear. 

      

    She then took aim at John’s back. Swinging the whip from the side, she delivered ten harsh lashes on his back in short order. John screamed with agony. She then let the whip fall to the ground. 

      

    -“It is so hot in here,” said Eryn. “I am going to make myself a little more comfortable.  She placed the whip on a nearby spanking bench and pulled down the zipper on her back before elegantly slipping out of her dress, letting it fall down on the floor. 

      

    Eryn picked up the whip again and went back to the slave, wearing nothing but her black thigh high boots. She started whipping John again with hard lashes in a ferocious pace. 

      

    She looked breath-taking, thought Milana. Her body was as gorgeous as the tight dress she had worn had suggested. Well-toned and with big firm breasts and alluring wide hips, she showed off her formidable strength as she thrashed Milana’s slave. It was arousing to watch. 

      

    Milana felt like undressing too. She removed her dress, bra and panties. She kept only her boots, her stockings and her black garter belt. Those items were too sexy to remove right away. 

      

    Milana went back to enjoy the sight of Eryn beating John for another minute. At the St. Andrew’s cross, John was shaking uncontrollably and crying as Eryn delivered her final lashes. 

      

    -“That should teach you never to displease your Mistress,” Eryn told him. 

    John was too traumatised to respond, and Eryn didn’t wait for any response. She then turned to face Milana who sat on the bed, and smiled as she noticed Milana had undressed. 

      

    -“You look even hotter without the dress,” Eryn said as she walked towards her.  

    -“You too,” replied Milana. “I need to have you right now.” 

    She got on her feet and kissed Eryn on the lips, long and passionately. Eryn dropped the whip, and kissed her back. 

      

    Milana pushed Eryn down on the bed and followed on top, still keeping their lips locked together. They kissed on the bed for minutes, but Milana wanted more. She started working her way down Eryn’s fabulous body with kisses. First her neck, then her breast, then her belly. Small moans of pleasure from Eryn encouraged Milana to continue. Milana moved further down, to Eryn’s beautiful, clean shaven pussy. She carefully circled it with soft kisses, to Eryn’s audible delight. Just as Milana was about to plant a kiss on the pussy itself, she felt Eryn grip her feet. 

      

    -“You can’t have all the fun,” she said and moved them closer to her head. She indicated for Milana to straddle her, which Milana did, placing her pussy directly above Eryn’s head. 

      

    Milana then placed a wet kiss on Eryn’s inviting pussy and followed up with a long lick across it. Eryn reciprocated and with soft kisses on Milana’ sex. Milana immediately wanted more. Both the sweet taste of Eryn’s pussy, and the delightful feeling of Eryn’s lips and tongue on her own pussy. 

      

    And she got both in a wonderful way. Eryn built it up slowly – first only occasionally touching the pussy with her kisses, then soft kisses and licks on the pussy lips that gradually became firmer, and finally giving Milana’s clit the attention it craved. Eryn was really good. Almost as good as trained cunnilingus slaves. 

      

    Milana worked on Eryn’s pussy in the same way, and with similar skill. Milana knew she was good, and Eryn’s moans indicated she agreed. 

      

    Milana lost sense of time as she made love to Eryn. It lasted and lasted and it was pure heaven. The tender brushes of Eryn’s tongue against her clit, the gentle sucking of her pussy lips, the enticing scent of Eryn’s wet pussy, and her feminine moans of pleasure made the experience divine. 

      

    Eventually, it was too hard to hold back the orgasm. Milana knew she was nearing a point of no return, and she could hear from Eryn’s moans it was the same for her. Their moans became louder and more intense until they both reached climax. It was one of Milana’s most powerful orgasms ever. She lost all sense of her surroundings as she absorbed the waves of pleasure as they rippled through her body. 

      

    As Milana came to herself again she lay down next to Eryn. Eryn kissed her on the mouth. 

    -“That was one of my best, ever,” she told Milana. 

    -“Me too,” replied Milana. 

      

    They lay on top of the bed together, recovering for about a minute before Eryn spoke again. 

      

    -“You know, I think my slave too deserve some punishment,” she said to Milana. “He can sometimes be disobedient.” 

    -“You should punish him, then,” said Milana, while wondering if there was no end to Eryn’s sadistic needs. “Everything you need is here.” 

    -“Don’t mind if I do”, Eryn replied with a smile.   

      

    Eryn got out of the bed and studied the punishment implements on the shelf next to it for a few seconds. 

      

    Then she picked up a 130 cm long dressage whip. 

    -“I love these,” she said and took a few swings in the air. “They sound so cruel.” 

      

    She then went over to her slave’s cage. Milana looked to her wrist unit and opened the cage with it just as Eryn arrived in front of the cage. 

      

    -“Get out of the cage, and undress,” she told her slave sternly. 

    He obeyed immediately, looking very afraid. Understandably so, thought Milana. As he took his shirt off, it was obvious that it had not been long since he had last felt Eryn’s whips. His back was covered in welts and red stripes. 

      

    Eryn grabbed the slave’s hair and dragged him along to the stockade on the opposite side of the room, and locked him in. 
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    -“This is for your disrespect and lack of obedience earlier today,” said Eryn as she took position behind the restrained slave, and flexed the dressage whip. She looked at Milana, and smiled at her when their eyes met. Then she raised the whip, and brought it down hard on her slave’s ass – the first stroke in a cruel punishment. 

      

    Eryn lashed his ass and his thighs, the hitherto least damaged parts of his backside. They did not stay that way for long. In less than a minute, his ass and thighs were covered in red stripes. Her slave’s groans and howls mixed with the distinct sound of the dressage whip cutting through the air. 

      

    Eryn was relentless. Her strokes were delivered in a high pace, yet she followed through every stroke, ensuring maximum pain. She continued for several minutes without pause. The slave wiggled in the stockade and cried ever more desperately, but it had no effect. He had no choice but to take her punishment. 

      

    Milana watched with interest. Eryn was clearly having a good time. She was breathing heavily from the exertion, but Milana could also hear moans of enjoyment every now and then. After a few minutes of whipping, Eryn started playing with her breasts using her free hand. 

      

    Milana found watching this beautiful Woman playing with herself while thrashing her slave very arousing, and soon Milana too was playing with herself. But not for long. Milana wanted more direct action with Eryn, and she knew how she wanted it. 

      

    She got out of the bed and walked over to John, still fastened to the St. Andrew’s cross. He had recovered somewhat from the brutal whipping he had received earlier, but his back was covered in welts turning purple, and his strength was undoubtedly much reduced. It did not matter to Milana. He still had to perform his duty for his Mistress. 

      

    She unlocked the fetters, and John fell to the floor, where he kissed the toes of Milana’s boots. 

    -“Thank you for punishing me, Mistress,” he said meekly. 

    The slave knew what was expected of him. 

      

    Milana let him worship her boots for half a minute before she grabbed his hair and pulled him up to the height of her hips. She then forced him to look into her eyes. 

    -“This is your lucky day, slave,” she told him. “You will serve your Mistress sexually. You better not disappoint.” 

      

    She then threw him back down on the floor and beat him with her crop. 

    -“Get over to the bed! Now, slave!”  

    John crawled as fast as he could towards the bed, and Milana followed leisurely. She then opened a drawer in the shelf next to the bed, and picked up a harness with a dildo – a chindo. 

      

    -“You’re going to need this…” she said and strapped the device around his head such that the dildo protruded from his chin. 

      

    -“…and some of this,” she added, and pulled a stimulant injector from the drawer. She put it on his neck and hit the trigger. It would give his body an injection of drugs and nano agents that would allow him to regain strength quickly. 

      

    -“On the bed, face up,” was her next order. John, as always, obeyed as fast as he could. Once he was in place, Milana pulled out fetters from the bed’s corners and locked them around John’s ankles and wrists. Then she tightened them, leaving John fixed in a spread-eagle position in the middle of the bed. 

      

    John was almost ready to be used now, but there was one thing missing, though Milana. She put the tip of her crop under John’s partially hard but un-erect cock, and lifted it up a little. 

    -“This is not good enough.” 

    <SMACK> 

    She hit his thigh with the crop. 

    -“Next time I look at you, you better be hard!” 

      

    Milana was not worried he would not be. The combination of the stimulant she had given him and his view of her naked body was certain to get him prepared in short order. 

      

    Milana turned her attention to Eryn and her slave. The slave looked close to passing out. He was quietly sobbing in-between the yelps he uttered whenever the whip connected with his ass. His ass and thighs were a complete mess with welts and small wounds. 

      

    Eryn was whipping him in a slower pace, but as hard as earlier. The pleasure she took from beating her slave was even more evident now. Her free hand was now in her crotch, and she was masturbating as she whipped the slave, moaning loudly.  

      

    Milana did however get eye contact with Eryn after a little while, and Milana made a beckoning sign accompanied with a seductive look. 

      

    Eryn winked as a response, and gave her slave three more extra hard strokes before declaring, “I think that should be sufficient, slave.” 

      

    Eryn walked towards Milana, not bothering to release her slave from the stockade. 

    -“Mmm…A male to rape. Just what my wet pussy needs,” said Eryn when she saw John chained to the bed. 

    She kissed Milana passionately on the mouth. 

      

    Milana took Eryn’s hand and led her the last two meters to the bed, and got on top of it. John was now hard, and the two Ladies mounted him – Eryn on his face, and Milana on his cock. 

      

    Milana slid the cock inside her pussy as Eryn did the same with the chindo. Milana was very horny, and her pussy was wet. The feeling of a warm hard cock inside her was wonderful. Milana moaned gently. 

      

    It only got better from there. She felt Eryn’s soft lips on her own. The sweet vanilla-like taste of her lipstick. The subtle flowery scent of her perfume. Her warm and playful tongue probing into her mouth. The desire Milana felt for Eryn was immense. 

      

    Milana kissed Eryn back intensely. She started fucking John, moving her hips with rhythmic movements, slow but powerful. Eryn began fucking John’s face. The movements of the two Women soon fell into synchronisation as they made love to each other.  

      

    Waves of pleasure rippled through Milana’s body as her pussy pushed against the cock inside her. Together with Eryn’s divine kisses, they pushed Milana’s arousal to new heights. She began fucking John a little faster, and with more gyrating movements, stimulating her clit. 

      

    It was pure heaven. Milana soon felt she could come any time, but she did not want to. She wanted the feeling to last, and she did not want to leave Eryn behind.  Milana held back just enough to maintain the status quo. 

      

    The next minutes were a bliss of pure enjoyment. Eryn and Milana fucked John violently, while making out fervently. Both Women moaned loudly and frequently. 

      

    Eryn increased the frequency of her movement even more, and Milana followed. Milana could sense Eryn was about to come, and just the thought of it brought Milana on the same path. 

      

    The world around faded away as Milana lost awareness of everything except the intense pleasure of her orgasm. For a full half minute, she savoured the sexual ecstasy before it subsided.  

      

    It looked like Eryn was coming to herself after a similar experience. Milana kissed her softly on the mouth, and received a satisfied smile in return. 

      

    Milana too felt satisfied. Both she and Eryn dismounted the slave. They did not need him anymore. Milana picked up her crop and gave him a whack on his thigh. 

    -“Get out of the bed,” she ordered him. “Place yourself in one of the cages.” 

      

    Milana then lay down next to Eryn on the bed and placed her head on Eryn’s shoulder. Eryn tilted her head towards Milana and kissed her. 

    -“That was wonderful,” said Eryn. “Best sex ever.” 

      

    Milana delighted in hearing Eryn’s praise. She was falling in love with her; she had to admit to herself. 

    -“Me too,” she replied. “I wish it could last forever.” 

      

    The women cuddled without saying anything for half a minute before Eryn spoke again. 

    -“It may not last forever, but we can do it again. Whenever we want.” 

    -“I would really like that,” replied Milana 

    -“Regardless of my alliance proposal, I want to see you more. As often as I can,” said Eryn, and added, “I think I love you.” 

      

    Nothing could have made Milana happier than hearing that.  

    -“I love you too,” she replied. 

    The alliance was sealed, no matter what the terms would turn out to be. 
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    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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