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    It was 06.00 in the morning and the alarm rang, waking Karl from his deep sleep. He rubbed his eyes, and looked around. Being waken so abruptly, it took a few seconds for him to remember where he was and what he needed to do. 

      

    He was on his mattress in the slave dormitory; surrounded by seven other slaves still sleeping on their mattresses. The alarm had sounded only in Karl’s earpiece, and the other slaves were undisturbed. With disappointment, he had to conclude he was still on Hera, not on Earth as he had just dreamt. 

      

    And on Hera Karl had duties. Karl rose carefully to his feet and quietly made his way out of the dark room, trying not to wake the other slaves. He succeeded in that, and closed the door behind him as he entered the central room of the slave quarters. It was a dimly lit room with grey walls and no windows. The only furniture was a small table and a few chairs in the middle of the room. The walls were likewise sparsely decorated. Two screens covered part of one wall. As always, one screen showed a roster of slaves and tasks for the day, the other showed either female supremacy propaganda or educational material. Apart from the screens, the only other wall fixture was a large propaganda poster featuring a large Venus symbol and a depiction of naked, kneeling male kissing his Mistress’ boots, with the legend “Serve and Obey!” 

      

    In addition to the door to the dormitory, there were two other doors: One leading to the slave toilet and shower facilities, and one, consisting only of metal bars, to the rest of the complex. Karl went to the showers. 

      

    He was already naked, apart from the metal braces he wore on wrists and ankles, and his metal collar. This was all he had worn as long as he had been in this place – by now almost two decades. He pushed the button of one of the showers and stepped into the beam. The cold-ish water completed Karl’s waking process, and after a quick wash and drying, he was ready to start his duties. 

      

    Today it was Karl’s task to serve the Madame on morning shift. He had to be ready and waiting before she arrived. That required getting up early; therefore this task always befell slaves that had just had a recovery day, as was the case for Karl. 

      

    Work in a Pleasure House was taxing, and each slave was therefore given a recovery day every 14th day. It wasn’t quite a day off, as he still had to work all day, but it mainly involved cleaning and other domestic work, rather than serving customers. That, in turn, meant that he was free to sleep all night, and could wake up reasonably rested. That was the best part of recovery days in Karl’s mind. 

      

    At precisely 6.15 Karl heard heels clicking in the hallway outside the slave quarters, and a few seconds later he could see Mistress Constance, one of the three Madams of the house. She was a slender and tall young Woman with long flowing red hair. In black thigh high boots and a black vinyl body with long sleeves, she wore what was for her a typical job outfit. Attached to a belt around her waist were the typical tools of her job: Handcuffs and a whip. The glower on her face revealed she was in her typical morning mood. 

      

    Karl fell to his knees as Mistress Constance unlocked the door to the slave quarters with her wrist unit. 

    She stepped in front of him, and Karl kissed her boots, one kiss on each. 

    -“Good morning, Mistress” he greeted her. 

    -“Get to work, slave,” she barked at Karl. “Start by recovering the night bitches, then make me breakfast. And be quick about it!” 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Karl instinctively and got to his feet. 

      

    Mistress Constance turned and walked out of the slave quarters with quick steps, turned a corner, and down the hallway between the playrooms. Karl followed her. 

      

    The playrooms were at the heart of the business of the Pleasure House. This was where the customers would take the pleasure slaves to enjoy them. In this establishment, there were ten spacious playrooms. Each were lavishly equipped with beds, sex furniture and a Jacuzzi. There were also a variety of restraining contraptions and cages in the rooms, as well as large selections of punishment implements, allowing Ladies to satisfy their more sadistic desires.  

      

    The playrooms were all accessed from a middle hallway with five doors on each side. Eight doors were open, and two doors were closed, indicating they were still in use. Some customers preferred to stay the night, and Constance and Karl were not about to disturb them.  

      

    Most customer left when they were satisfied, but a few would do so after the Madame for the evening went off shift. That left what Constance termed “night bitches to be recovered” – fellow pleasure slaves still restrained in the playrooms that were vacated during the night. 

      

    Constance’s wrist unit told her in which rooms they were, and when Karl followed her into room 7, he saw two of them. One, Ethan, was in a whipping frame, suspended in a spread-eagle position, with tight chains attached to his ankle and wrist braces. He had been savagely whipped, judging from the marks on his torso. The other slave, Fred, was lying on his back on a narrow bench, with hands and feet fastened to the feet of the bench near the floor. He was gagged with a chindo gag. The customer had clearly left him the way she had ridden him. 

      

    Constance released both of them with a few clicks on her wrist unit. All restraining devices in this place had locks that were computerised, and the Madams could therefore easily operate all of them from their wrist units. Customers would similarly be able to control all the locks in the room they rented. 

      

    Ethan, the slave in the whipping frame, fell to the floor, no doubt exhausted from both the whipping he had received and the long suspension that had followed. Karl hurried over to him, to help him to his feet. He had to help them to the slave quarters, and administer recovery pills, pills containing a cocktail of drugs and nano agents that would boost their energy and healing process. Combined with a sufficient time to rest, that would strengthen them enough to serve this evening’s customers. 

      

    -“Get moving, bitches! Back to the slave quarters,” Constance ordered impatiently.  

    Karl got Ethan on his feet, and he had the strength to walk with Karl’s support. Fred did not need help – the customer had not been nearly as rough with him. The three slaves hurried back to the slave quarters, under the gazing look of Constance. 

      

    They stopped right outside the slave quarters, where there was a dispenser unit for recovery pills. Karl pushed the button on the device twice. The dispenser produced two pills, and Karl gave one each to his fellow slaves, before helping them into the slave quarters itself. 

      

    Karl asked Fred with a low voice who their customer had been. Most customer visits were by regulars, and the pleasure slaves frequently exchanged information about experiences, so they knew what to expect if they were chosen by a particular Lady. 

      

    -“She called herself Mistress Anita,” replied Fred. “I think I may have served her once before, but it must be well more than a year ago. 

    Karl had not heard of her before. Clearly not a regular. 

      

    -“Don’t think I have encountered her,” said Karl. 

    -“She’s can go both ways. She gave me a very good time, but I doubt Ethan will say the same,” said Fred, and Ethan nodded in agreement. 

    -“Let’s get you some rest,” whispered Karl, and opened the door to the dormitory. He helped Ethan down on a mattress, while Fred found his unassisted. 

      

    Karl then left the room and hurried back to Mistress Constance waiting in the hallway between the playrooms. She tapped her crop impatiently on the side of her boot while she waited for him, but did not berate him for lack of speed when he showed up. She just gave him his next assignment. 

      

    -“Get the bitch in the cage in room 3!” 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” Karl instinctively replied and went to room 3 as directed. There he found Tom, another one of his colleagues, trying to wiggle out of a very small cage that had just been unlocked. Karl helped him out and up on his feet. Tom had some cane marks and welts on ass, but nothing major. He did not need further assistance. 

      

    They walked out to the main hallway, where Constance pointed her crop at Tom. 

    -“Go to your quarters,” she told him. Then she pointed the crop at Karl. 

    -“You! Breakfast! Now!” she barked. 

      

    Karl literally ran to the kitchen, but did not avoid a smack on his ass by Constance’s crop as he passed her. He knew from experience she could be really testy before breakfast, and did not want to give her any excuses to beat him more. 

      

    **** 

    Ten minutes later Karl served Constance her breakfast in a dining/relaxation room next to the reception lounge, which would hopefully improve her mood. He did not stick around to see, however, as Constance immediately sent him away to start cleaning the playrooms and prepare them for today’s customers. 

      

    *** 

    Karl was washing the floor of one of the playrooms when Constance came to inspect an hour later. He heard her steps as she went into each of the other unoccupied playrooms to assess his progress before she entered the room he was cleaning. 

      

    She stood in the entrance for a few seconds and gazed at Karl with her stern blue-green eyes. The look on her face indicated the breakfast had not done much to improve her morning mood. She was holding the crop with both hands, flexing it in front of her bosom. 

      

    -“You are working too slow, bitch,” she said with an angry voice. “You should have finished two rooms by now.” 

    -“Sorry, Mistress,” said Karl meekly, and with a little fear in his voice. He knew punishment was coming. 

    -“You need some motivation! Down on the floor! Ass up!” 
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    Karl obeyed and went down on all four, pressing his nose against the floor and sticking his ass up, knowing it would be worse if he did not do as she ordered. 

      

    Seconds later, he felt the stinging impact of Constance’s crop on his ass cheeks. He whimpered as he absorbed the pain, then the next stroke followed. Constance rapidly delivered 20 strokes, all making loud claps as they hit Karl’s rear end, echoing through the room. 

      

    It was painful, but Karl had had much worse. His own noise was limited to a few whimpers.  

    -“Now thank me, and get back to work,” said Constance after she finished her strokes. 

    Karl kissed her boots, and said “thank you, Mistress,” as ordered. 

    -“When I get back here, I want to see much better effort from you,” she said and left the room with quick steps. 

      

    Karl got up on his feet again and resumed the cleaning work with a little snivel. Knowing he had disappointed Mistress Constance was as bad as the pain from the beating. Karl, as most other slaves on this planet, desperately wanted to please his Mistresses. After years of conditioning – or even brainwashing, he saw pleasing Women as his main purpose. He adored Women, in particular his owner and the other Madams in charge of him at the Pleasure House. Karl saw them as completely superior to himself, and did not question their right to beat him or keeping him as a slave. 

      

    It had not always been like that. There had in fact been a time when Karl would never let himself be controlled by a Woman, let alone beaten and humiliated in the way he just been. Quite the opposite, back on Earth, where he was born, Karl had been quite a player. With his handsome look and a charming, playful personality, he had gotten almost every girl he wanted. And there had been a lot them. He even achieved a reputation as a heartbreaker – not that he cared back then. 

      

    Karl had almost everything going for him back on Earth. Born into a wealthy family, he was the heir to the family business, and money had never been a problem for him. A natural athlete, he also had a promising career as a handball player. In his early twenties, however, he realised he would never be among the very best, and he ended the sports career in order to go to business school in preparation for taking over the family business. 

      

    Yet, Karl was too restless and adventurous to settle on this path. Shortly after completing his business degree, he left it all.  Space and the mission to colonise new worlds had always fascinated Karl, and when he found an opportunity to be part of one of these colonisation expeditions, he took it. Karl applied to be part of the third colonisation expedition to the planet Hera in the Epsilon Eridani system.  

    As the expedition was going to a planet that already had well established colonies, he could join the expedition without skills critical to the colonisation effort. He did well during interviews and selection process, which he easily passed. 

      

    His family tried to talk him out of it, but Karl was determined to take what was probably a once in a lifetime opportunity for an adventure of this kind. Karl’s younger brother would have to take over the family firm. 

      

    It was a fateful decision, which led him to the situation he was in today. The day after the expedition ship left Earth was Karl’s last conscious day as a free man. He entered the cryo-freeze unit as the spaceship accelerated out of the solar system in late 2173. When he woke up, 41 Earth Years later, he was on planet Hera, and about to be trained as a slave. 

      

    It turned out that as the spaceship had approached Hera, while Karl and most other expedition members were still cryogenically frozen, the expedition leadership had learned that Hera was governed according to principles of female supremacy, and that the Herans required all newcomers to integrate in their system and submit to their laws. 

      

    With nowhere to go, awareness of the Herans considerable military potential and instructions from Earth to stay friendly with the Herans, it was probably an easy decision for the female expedition commander to surrender the expedition to the Herans. It was a decision that sealed the fate of Karl and every other male member of the expedition. 

      

    The first months on Hera was the hardest. Karl and the other males of the expedition were put through a harsh and rigorous training regime to turn them into obedient slaves subservient to Women. Amazon-like Guardesses pushed them through an exhausting program of little sleep, hard labour and plenty of humiliating tasks. They would cruelly punish the slightest infraction or failure to meet the standards they set. Even with perfect performance, there would be daily discipline beatings.  Every day for months on end, until each man broke down and accepted his status as a slave. 

      

    In Karl’s case the training lasted three months. And it made him into the man he was today. Perfectly aware that he was inferior to Women in any way that mattered. He was imbued with a strong desire to serve them, to obey them and to not disappoint them. He loved them and he feared them, and would do anything they ordered. 

      

    Yet, Karl was not happy – at least he had been happier on Earth. He longed for the freedom he had back then, to do what he wanted, and not to be beaten every day. Serving Women gave him satisfaction, but Karl still wished the Women would treat him as something more than a slave. 
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    Karl had been cleaning and preparing the playrooms and the equipment in them for four hours when he finally decided to report to Mistress Constance he was done and ready for inspection. Mistress Constance had checked up on him again a few hours ago, and had been sufficiently satisfied not to give Karl another motivational beating. Now, after having been assisted by two other slaves for the last hour and a half, he was reasonably sure he could pass inspection. 

      

    Karl used an interactive screen on a wall in the hallway between the playrooms to message Constance about completion of the work. Using fixed interactive screens was the only way he could reach her, as the pleasure slaves were not equipped with their own wrist units, and unescorted males were not allowed in the reception area, where Mistress Constance now was.  

      

    Having sent the message, Karl and his two colleagues assumed a kneeling position in the hallway, awaiting the inspection. 

      

    A few minutes later, the slaves heard the door to the reception lounge open, along with several female voices laughing and chatting. Soon after, Mistress Constance appeared together with the other two Madams of the establishment, Mistress Laura and Mistress Nina. 

      

    Laura and Nina had been keeping Constance company in the reception lounge, and had come with her to inspect the slaves’ cleaning. As Laura and Nina were not on duty, they did not wear dominatrix outfits. 

      

    Mistress Laura, a tall, longhaired brunette, wore a short pink tube dress and high heeled sandals. Her beautiful face had mild features, yet she had an unmistakable air of authority. While the three Madams were equal partners, Laura was the one that brought in most resources and experience when they established the Pleasure House. Karl always had the impression she was the first among equals. She was also the oldest of the three, but still a couple of years younger than Karl, even when subtracting the years he spent frozen in transit from Earth. 

      

    Nina, the youngest of the three, came in a black camisole, tight blue jeans and black knee high boots. She had semi-long blond hair that just reached her shoulders, framing a very attractive face with high cheekbones, intense blue eyes and full, red lips. 

      

    Mistress Nina was Karl’s owner. Eight years after Karl’s enslavement, she had bought him. At that point Karl had been doing a variety of jobs, none in any area in which he had any particular expertise. He had been a secretary, a gardener and a construction worker. Not having excelled in any of those jobs, it was Karl’s impression that Nina had bought him for a relatively low price. 

      

    Nina had however had a plan for her purchase. She had right away put Karl on a training program to become a pleasure slave. For the rest of that year and much of the next, Karl learned how to please a Woman in a great variety of ways, and practiced them all to perfection. Most of that training was in a simulator, though from time to time Mistress Nina assessed his skill level in the flesh. 

      

    Any time not spent learning or practicing to give Women pleasure, was spent exercising to maintain the appeal of his own body, or to serve Nina as her house servant. 

      

    It soon became clear to Karl that he was to be only one ingredient in a bigger business venture. Nina had another slave going through the exact same training program. And when Nina’s friends and future business partners, Laura and Constance, visited, Karl learned from their conversation that they trained two or three slave each in the same way. 

      

    After about a year of training their slaves, the three Ladies moved with their slaves to their present location, the colony of Latoreria in the Queendom of West Artemisia. They opened the Pleasure House, and staffed it with their slaves. That was 18 years ago (9 EY), and Karl had been there ever since. 

      

    *** 

    The three Ladies stopped their conversation when they approached the slaves. Mistress Constance stepped in front of Karl and grabbed his chin, forcing him to look her in the eyes. 

    -“You are finally done now, are you?” she asked him. 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Karl, feeling the urge to look down to avoid Mistress Constance’s intense stare. 

    -“About time,” snapped Constance and slapped Karl hard on the chin with her free hand. “Let’s see what you managed.” 

      

    -“We’ll help you. I’ll start on this end,” said Nina to Constance and walked towards room 1. 

    -“…and I’ll start from here,” said Laura and went into the room opposite. 

      

    The Ladies split up and inspected three or four rooms each, spending about a minute in each room. 

    Karl waited nervously for their verdict. He was reasonably sure it would be to the Ladies’ satisfaction, but there was no guarantee they would not find anything he had overlooked. And if they did, punishment would follow. 

      

    Five minutes later the Ladies had covered all the rooms, and they were all back in the hallway. 

    -“Anything?” asked Constance. 

    -“No, my rooms were fine,” replied Laura. 

    -“Mine too,” said Nina. 

    -“And mine were ok too,” said Constance.  

      

    Karl sighed with relief in his mind.  

      

    Constance addressed Karl and his two colleagues. 

    -“Slaves, go back to your quarters to eat and prepare. We open in one and a half hour.” 

    -“Thank you, Mistress,” they replied in unison and then got up on their feet. 

      

    Constance turned to her friends and thanked them for helping her with the inspection. They were apparently on their way out. 

    Nina saying “I see you back here at 4 o’clock,” was the last part of the conversation Karl heard as he hurried back to the slave quarters. 
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    The door to the slave quarters opened, and Mistress Constance entered with firm steps, prompting a nervous silence among the slaves there. 

    -“It is time,” she shouted. “You have one minute to get ready.” 

      

    Her orders triggered frenzied activity in the slave quarters, as those slaves who had not completed the task already, hurried to do the final touches to make themselves presentable for customers. Karl and six of his colleagues lined up in the middle of the room and watched in silence as four other slaves dried themselves and applied deodorant and cologne as fast as they could. One even brushed his teeth as well. They had still been in the shower when Constance appeared - a little bit earlier than expected. 

      

    The slaves had had a bit more than an hour to themselves, in which they were expected to eat, work out and prepare themselves. It was sufficient time, but not all the slaves had allowed a margin for Mistress showing up early. 

      

    Mistress Constance tapped her crop impatiently on her boot as she watched the slaves. She glanced at her wrist unit every few seconds, no doubt keeping track of the time. Any slave that failed to be in line when the time was up would surely feel her crop. 

      

    But they all made it. There could not have been more than a second left, when the last slave joined the line, but Constance did not remark on it. 

      

    All she did was point to the door with her crop. 

    -“Move, bitches,” she said. 

      

    The slaves knew where they were going. Karl, being first in the line walked out the door, with ten other slaves following. Mistress Constance walked alongside the line. 

      

    Karl walked down the hallway between the playrooms, and continued past them. He then turned a corner and continued down a corridor, which ended in the room that was known as the show room. 

      

    With white walls, high ceiling and ample lighting, this was a bright room, despite having no windows. On the left side of the room were a few lounge chairs and a coffee table. On the right side of the room were cages. Fifteen in all, lined up against the wall. It was in these cages Karl and the other slaves could expect to spend most of the rest of the day. 

      

    Karl took his place in front of the first cage, and knelt, facing the cage. The other slaves followed on and assumed kneeling positions facing each their cage. Constance monitored them without saying a word. 

      

    When all slaves were in position, she walked over to Karl, and locked the metal braces on his wrists together behind his back using a padlock. She then did the same with the braces on his ankles. Finally, she placed her boot on his back and gave him a forceful push. Karl fell forward into the open cage door, and unable to catch his fall, he hit the opposite cage wall with his face. 
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    Karl wiggled his way up in a kneeling position inside the cage, the position he knew he was expected to maintain while he was in the cage. He then watched as Mistress Constance gave the same treatment that she had given Karl to all the other slaves in the room. They all had their wrists and ankles locked together before being shoved into cages. 

      

    After having pushed all eleven slaves into their cages, Constance walked back to Karl’s cage – the first in the line, to close and lock the door. She then continued along the line of cages and locked them all. 

      

    Mistress Constance went back towards the corridor she had come from. 

    -“The shop is open. Enjoy your day, bitches,” she told the slaves. 

    Mistress Constance then departed the room. 

      

    It was completely silent except for the clicks of Constance’s heels as she made her way down the corridor towards the reception lounge. The slaves all sat quietly in kneeling positions with their hands chained together behind their backs. This was how their Mistresses expected them to remain as long as they were in these cages, and they all knew better than to disappoint them. 

      

    About half of the 14 hour shift that lay ahead of them would usually be spent in the cage as they waited to be chosen by customers. The boredom of waiting for customers was an often overlooked feature of life as a pleasure slave. Males on Hera were often fascinated by the pleasure slave position. It was at once coveted for the very frequent opportunities to serve the superior gender sexually, but at the same time feared, as it was well known that pleasure slaves were beaten and punished far more than other types of slaves. With sadism being near universal in the sexuality of native female Herans, it was unavoidable. 

      

    Indeed, for this reason, pleasure slaves hardly ever received the discipline beatings that were common for other slaves. These were the regular, usually weekly, beatings males received to maintain their obedience and focus their minds on service to females.  

      

    As pleasure slaves were usually beaten on a daily basis as part of their job, discipline beatings were considered unnecessary in their case. Most of their customers applied the whip on them, though the severity varied. Some only used the whip to control and direct the slaves, whereas others would severely thrash the slaves for their enjoyment. And if a customer for some reason was dissatisfied with a slave, the Madams would be sure to dish out punishment afterwards. 

      

    When Karl realised years earlier that Mistress Nina was going to make him a pleasure slave he had been quite pleased and had looked forward to all the sex. Now, being an experienced pleasure slave, he was more ambivalent about it. He loved the sex, yes, and he also took pride in contributing to Nina, Laura and Constance’s success in business. But he often wished he had another job when he suffered in the whipping frame or on the spanking bench. 
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    It took half an hour before the first customer arrived. The door to the reception lounge opened down the corridor, and the slaves could hear a Lady approaching, escorted by Mistress Constance. Karl glanced at the customer as she appeared in the show room, while making sure to keep his head down as was the etiquette.  

      

    It was a middle-aged woman of Chinese origin, wearing a white summer dress and black knee boots. Her medium-length black hair was pulled back in a ponytail, revealing an attractive face. 

    At about 170 cm, she was short compared to most Heran Women, indicating she was probably not born on the planet. 

      

    Karl knew her. The sight of her instilled fear in Karl and the other slaves. It was Mistress Veronica, a regular customer, and known among the pleasure slaves for her sadistic tastes. Anyone picked by her could expect to return to his cage covered in whip marks if he was even in shape to be returned to his cage. 

      

    Karl had experienced her whip as late as last week, and he was relieved when she walked past his cage. He was not going to be her victim today. She did not need long to decide, however. She was familiar with the Pleasure House’s selection of slaves, and she had probably made up her mind before she entered the room. 

      

    Veronica pointed to two of the cages with her crop. 

    -“I am going to have those two today,” she said to Constance. 

    -“No problem, Veronica,” replied Constance. “I will have the bitches brought to your room while you change, as usual. Now, let’s find you a room.” 

    -“Excellent,” said Veronica and smiled. 

      

    Constance led the way, and the two Ladies left the room. Karl looked at his colleagues in the neighbouring cages. They looked as relieved as he was. He knew that would not be the case for Tom and Marc, however. They were facing a session with Mistress Veronica. 

      

    A minute later, Mistress Constance returned to the show room, this time with Ethan in tow. He served as the Madam’s personal slave today. Most likely, he had been picked for this role to allow him an easier day after the harsh treatment he had received last night. His body was still covered with welts and scars. Even with recovery pills, it would take at least two days to remove the marks of the beating he had received. Without, it would have taken two weeks. 

      

    -“Tom and Marc are going to room 2,” Constance informed Ethan. 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” he replied and disengaged the breaks on the wheels on Tom’s cage. All the cages in the room where wheeled, which allowed for easy transport. 

      

    Ethan then did the same with Marc’s cage before he pushed it into Tom’s cage, and then steered both cages out of the showroom. Mistress Constance monitored her slave without saying anything, and followed him out of the room. 

      

    Another half hour of waiting followed for the slaves in the show room. Only the occasional clank of a chain as a slave shifted his position slightly broke the silence until the door to the reception lounge opened again. 

      

    This time Mistress Constance escorted in a rather talkative party of four young Ladies. Four beautiful Girls dressed in light summer clothes took some time as they surveyed the selection of slaves, while they commented on what they saw, and what they were looking for. 

      

    It was not their youthful looks that gave away their age to Karl. Much older Women could look as they did with modern longevity technology. It was rather the style and content of their conversation. It appeared they were students at the local university branch who had decided to have some extra fun in the lunch break. They were probably around 40 years old (20 EY). 

      

    After about 10 minutes, they had selected one slave each. Karl was to his disappointment not one of them, however. They looked like someone he would enjoy serving. 

      

    The Ladies left with Mistress Constance, and shortly after, Ethan came to collect the cages with the selected slaves. 

      

    Another wait followed. After twenty minutes the silence was broken by sounds from the other end of the corridor. It sounded like one of the doors to the playrooms were opened and shut, and was followed by the sounds of a Lady’s heels walking in the hallway. That must be Mistress Veronica finishing her session, thought Karl. 

      

    He was proved right a few seconds later. The Woman opened the door to the reception lounge, and engaged in conversation by Mistress Constance. She did not bother to close the door right away, so Karl could hear what they were saying. 

      

    -“You finished. Did you enjoy?” asked Constance cheerfully. 

    -“I had a really good time as always, Constance,” replied Veronica. “Your bitches are excellent.” 

    -“Thank you! It is always nice to hear that.” 

    -“I may have been a bit rough with them, though. I think I will have to pay the extra fee this time as well. 

      

    The Pleasure House charged customers an extra fee if they left the slaves they used in need of a recovery period before they could serve other customers. Veronica had beaten the slaves severely, as she always did. 

      

    -“No problem, Veronica. I know that’s how you like it,” replied Constance. “I will only charge you for one of them, anyway. The other one was just borderline. He can be back in business shortly.” 

    -“Thanks, I appreciate that,” said Veronica. 

      

    Constance could make these calls as she knew exactly what shape the slaves were in. All the slaves in the Pleasure House – and elsewhere on Hera – had received implants that monitored their health real time. This allowed the information system of the house to accurately evaluate how much more the slaves could take or how reduced they were, and to supply the house Madam with this information. 

      

    The system would also warn customers if they subjected the slaves to excessive harm, a feature Karl was very glad existed. Without, the risk of a Lady causing permanent damage would be too great.  

      

    Karl couldn’t hear more of the conversation, as the door to the lounge shut. A few minutes later, however, he could hear movement from the playroom area again – that was Ethan recovering Tom and Marc. 

      

    It took maybe another 15 minutes before Ethan came to the show room. He brought only one cage - Tom’s cage. Karl could see Tom had been badly beaten. There were heavy welts and cane marks on his bottom, and various whip marks elsewhere on his torso. Clearly, he had been through an ordeal. But since he was here, he was still considered fit to serve other customers, and he would soon feel better as the recovery pills he had no doubt been given started to work. 

      

    The fact that Marc was not being brought back was worse. This meant he had been punished too much to serve customers. That was however not an uncommon outcome of Mistress Veronica’s visits. 
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    Mistress Constance and a tall brunette in business attire entered the show room. It looked like this was a customer coming straight from work – or more probably taking a break from work. She looked formal wearing her hair in a bun and dressed in a white blouse, a black high-waist pencil skirt and knee-high boots.  

      

    It was not a Woman Karl had seen before, so she was probably a new customer. She had elegant and gentle facial features accentuated by mild make-up. She was beautiful, though not remarkably so. Back on Earth, decades ago, Karl would have thought of her as an innocent Girl incapable of doing harm. His time on Hera had however taught him such assumptions were often wrong. 

      

    As it was, Karl would get the chance to find out what kind of Girl she was. Having spent two and a half hours in the cage, it was finally about to become Karl’s turn. 

      

    After spending a minute examining the slaves available, the Lady pointed at Karl and Fred. 

    -“I want those two,” she said to Constance.  

    -“Good choice, ma’am,” said Constance. “They won’t disappoint you.” 

    -“Call me Jessica, please,” said the customer. 

    -“No problem, Jessica,” replied Constance. “Now let’s find you a room. This way.” 

    -“Thanks,” said Jessica and followed Constance out of the show room.   

      

    A few minutes later Ethan came to move Fred and Karl’s cages. After disengaging breaks on both cages he pushed Fred’s next to Karl’s, and then pushed both cages down the corridor leading out of the showroom. He then turned right, into the hallway between the playrooms. Ethan opened the door to room 5, and moved in the two cages, leaving them in the middle of the room. 

    -“Good luck,” he said quietly to Fred and Karl before he left the room. 

      

    Playroom 5 had red walls, and somewhat dim lighting, but was otherwise similar to the other playrooms in terms of equipment and layout. Karl and Fred were alone in the room. Mistress Jessica was most likely behind the door leading to the changing room to the left of them, and the two slaves could only sit obediently and wait in their cages for the Mistress. 

      

    After ten minutes or so, Mistress Jessica emerged from the changing room. She looked rather different from the formally attired Lady she had been in the show room. Still wearing her knee high leather boots and stockings, the rest of her formal outfit had been replaced by a black vinyl underbust corset, leaving both her shaven sex and her breasts exposed. Gone was the mild look. She now wore a dark purple lipstick and dramatic eye makeup that gave her a severe appearance. 

      

    A short single tail whip in her right hand completed her look. Karl was in no doubt of her dominance as she walked towards him and Fred with firm, confident strides. She stopped in front of their cages and unlocked them, using her wrist unit. 

      

    -“Crawl out and greet your Mistress, bitches,” Jessica ordered the two slaves. 

    With hands and feet chained together, Karl and Fred wiggled on their knees out of the cages and towards Jessica. In front of her, they bent down and kissed her boots, one each. 

      

    -“Good afternoon, Mistress,” the slaves greeted her. 

    Jessica grabbed them both by the hair and pulled them up on their knees, forcing them to look at her. 

    -“This is going to be good,” she told them. “You are so going to make me cum, bitches.” 

      

     She studied the two slaves for a few seconds. Then she threw Fred back on the ground, and said to Karl. 

    -“And it is going to be you first. You come with me.” 

      

    Jessica looked at Fred on the floor, and gave him a lash with her whip. 

    -“Get back in your cage, bitch!” 

    Fred crawled back as quickly as he could while Jessica turned back to Karl. Still holding him by his hair, she forced him along across the room. Karl did his best to cooperate with her, but with his ankles chained together, she was more dragging him than he was walking. 

      

    She stopped next to a spreader bar on the floor with chains attaching it to the ceiling. There she threw Karl to the ground. 

    -“Place your legs on the bar,” Jessica ordered. 

      

    Karl did as she said. Jessica bent down and unchained his ankles for a second, only to attach his ankle braces to the spreader bar. She then pressed on her wrist unit, and the spreader bar was slowly pulled up towards the ceiling, lifting Karl from the floor upside down. When it stopped, Karl’s head was about a meter above the floor. 

      

    Karl could only admire the body of the Woman dominating him as he was hanging by his feet. Standing two meter tall in her heels, with her hands resting on her hips in a dominant pose, she was an imposing figure. She was slim but had well-toned muscles. And having been dragged across the room by her, Karl could testify she was strong. 

    Her well-proportioned rounded breasts looked simply gorgeous. And her alluring pussy was impossible to look away from, only a meter away from Karl’s face. 

      

    Jessica noticed where Karl had his eyes. 

    -“You like the view, whore?” she asked him. 

    -“Sorry, Mistress,” Karl tried to excuse himself. “I didn’t mean to…” 

      

    <SNAP> 

    Her whip cut him off. Karl felt the sting where the whip impacted on his thigh. 

    -“You’re a naughty little whore, aren’t you,” said Jessica. “You need to be punished.” 

      

    -“Yes, Mistress,” Karl replied meekly. It was no point in trying to talk himself out of anything. He knew his customer wanted whip him for her own pleasure, and it was his duty to give her what she wanted. 

      

    <SNAP> 

    Jessica’s whip hit him again, and Karl whimpered as it cut into his back. 

    -“Beg me to give you the whipping you deserve, bitch,” Jessica demanded. 

      

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

    She gave him another two lashes on the back to emphasise her demand. 

      

    -“Please whip me, Mistress,” begged Karl, trying to sound sincere without being too pathetic. 

      

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

    Jessica delivered three sharp lashes on Karl’s ass in quick succession. 

    -“You don’t sound passionate enough, bitch. Tell me again,” she ordered. 

      

    -“Please, Mistress, whip me,” Karl implored her, giving up any attempt not to be pathetic. “I deserve to be punished.” 

    -“That’s better, bitch,” said Jessica with a sadistic smile. “I will give you what you crave.” 

      

    <SNAP> 

    Another lash impacted Karl’s behind, and he yelped. 

      

    -“I am going to make your ass the same colour as my lipstick,” Jessica told Karl. “What do you think about that.” 

    -“Thank you, Mistress,” replied Karl. “That is what I deserve.” 

      

    -“Indeed you do,” said Jessica, and launched a series of vicious lashes on Karl’s ass. 

      

    Karl could instantly tell she increased the strength in her blows, and his pain level increased accordingly. He groaned with pain. Even if she didn’t use her full strength, it was still immensely painful. 
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    After twenty or so cruel lashes on the ass, Jessica changed her target to Karl’s torso. Standing right in front of him, she energetically lashed his back from close range, ensuring each lash wrapped around Karl’s side and stung him on the front side too. Karl groaned and whimpered with each stroke. 

      

    Jessica had given Karl close to hundred lashes when she suddenly paused. She was panting heavily.  

    -“Lick my cunt, you filthy whore,” she shouted at him. 

    She grabbed Karl’s hair with her left hand and pulled his head into her crotch, and held it there firmly. 

      

    -“Lick!” she repeated, and hit Karl on the ass with her whip. 

    Karl obeyed instantly, and his tongue started stroking Jessica’s pussy with long slow licks. Her pussy was already wet. 

      

    Jessica moaned at the first lick. She clearly enjoyed it, but that did not stop her whip. She continued to whip Karl’s ass with her right hand, while holding his head secure in her crotch with her left hand. 

      

    -“This is what you crave for, whore, isn’t it?” 

    <SNAP> 

    -“Come on, lap it up!” 

    <SNAP> 

    -“Lick my cunt until I come all over you, bitch!” 

    <SNAP> 

    -“If you don’t do a good job, I will have to punish you more.” 

    <SNAP> 

      

    Karl didn’t reply to her taunts. He concentrated on her physical pleasure while trying to resist the urge to twitch in response to the whiplashes on his back. 

      

    He did well on both accounts. Jessica moaned frequently and increasingly more intense as Karl worked on her clit with his tongue. Karl knew she was very aroused and he would soon make her come if she let him. 

      

    And she did, but not without giving Karl a serious dose of whipping. As her moans became more frequent and powerful, so did the strokes of her whip. 

      

    -“That’s good, bitch.” 

    <SNAP> 

    -“Serve your Mistress!” 

    <SNAP> 

    -“Don’t stop!” 

    <SNAP> 

    -“There, yes!” 

    <SNAP> 

    -“Don’t stop!” 

    <SNAP> 

    -“Keep licking, whore,” 

     <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

    -“Yes!” 

    <SNAP> 

    -“Yes! Give it to me, bitch!” 

    <SNAP> 

    <SNAP> 

    -“Yes!” 

    <SNAP> 

    -“Yes! Yes! 

    <SNAP> 

    -“Yeeeeesss….” 

      

    Jessica’s loud moan announced her orgasm. She stopped whipping Karl, and instead used both her hands to press Karl’s head against her crotch while rubbing her clit against his nose. 

      

    Her climax lasted ten seconds or so, after which she just pushed Karl away. She looked at him with a haughty smile for a second and then turned her back on him and walked towards Fred’s cage. 

      

    Fred, a slave with short black hair and light brown skin was kneeling inside his cage. The kneeling position hid his height – at 190 cm, he was as tall as Jessica had she been without heels. Fred was a well-exercised slave and sported a muscled upper body and a decent six-pack. He also sported a very visible erection. 

      

    -“I see you liked the show, bitch,” commented Jessica as she approached his cage.  

    Fred just looked down. 

    -“It’s your turn. Get out of the cage! 

      

    Fred crawled out of the open cage, but not fast enough for Jessica. 

    -“NOW!” she bellowed and gave Fred a very hard lash across his back with her short single tail. 

      

    -“You’re a lazy little whore. You need to be punished,” she told him. “Get your ass over to the stockade!” 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Fred and hurried to comply. He leapt to his feet and over to a pillory five meters away, and placed his neck and arms on its lower board. Jessica followed him more leisurely pace, and lowered the upper board over him and locked him in. 

      

    -“I am going to cane you, bitch,” said Jessica. “Just like you deserve.” 

    -“Thank you, Mistress,” replied Fred as Jessica went to pick up a cane from a nearby vase. 

      

    Jessica selected a thin, whippy cane and made one practice stroke, cutting through the air with an ominous swish. She appeared satisfied with the feel and the sound, and walked back to take position behind Fred. 

      

    -“Your ass is nowhere near red enough for my taste, bitch” said Jessica as she tapped Fred’s buttocks with the cane. 

    -“Sorry, Mistress,” replied Fred. 

    -“Don’t worry, I will fix that soon enough,” 

    Jessica raised the cane. 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    Jessica brought the cane down hard on Fred’s ass, but he managed to stay silent. 

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    Another stroke followed a second later. 

      

    -“This should teach you to obey orders faster, whore,” declared Jessica. 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Fred with a low and tense voice, revealing the pain he was in. 

      

    He did not get any sympathy from Jessica. 

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    Another eight hard strokes followed in quick order. Fred whimpered and squirmed, and Karl could see his ass turning red, especially on his right buttock, where the whippy cane did most damage. 

      

    -“Don’t move, bitch,” Jessica ordered and launched another series of cruel strokes. She delivered at least twenty on Fred’s ass, before stopping for a moment to study the effects. Fred groaned loudly. 

      

    -“That looks better,” commented Jessica. “I think we are getting there, bitch, but you still need a bit more.” 

      

    She raised her cane yet again, and began another furious thrashing of Fred. The strokes were even harder than the previous series, and soon she had Fred howling with pain. Helplessly locked in the stockade, he could do nothing to escape her cane.  

      

    He had probably taken another fifty strokes when she stopped. His rear end was covered in welts, and his skin was probably close to breaking. 

      

    -“That is how I like to see your ass, bitch,” said Jessica smiling. “I think you have learned your lesson.” 

    -“Yes, Mistress! Thank you, Mistress!” replied Fred with a sob. 

      

    Jessica put the cane down, unlocked the stockade and lifted its upper board. 

    -“I am going to fuck you now,” said Jessica. “You will show me what a good little whore you are.” 

      

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Fred as she grabbed his hair and forced him along with her to the bed. There, she threw him down on the mattress. 

    -“Get hard, NOW,” she told him. 

      

    She didn’t need to. Fred was semi-erect already, despite the beating he had received. Full erection came in seconds after Jessica’s order. Pleasure slaves had lots of training in getting hard quickly, and it was not often they would fail a Lady on that account. 

      

    Jessica walked over to a rack on the wall holding a selection of whips, and picked up a crop before returning to the bed. Fred was lying on his back on the bed with his big cock pointing upwards. 

      

    Jessica climbed into the bed and sat on the slave’s chest, straddling him. She hit his thigh with her crop, and stared into his eyes. 

    -“Let’s see what you can do, whore,” she said and moved a little backwards, such that her crotch was over his cock. She the grabbed his cock and slid it into her pussy, moaning in the process. 

      

    She then leaned forward, grabbed Fred’s wrists, holding them down above his head, and slowly started riding his cock. 

      

    Karl, still hanging upside down, watched as Jessica raped Fred. She rode his cock with powerful, gyrating hip movements, while holding him down. Occasionally, she hit his thigh with her crop. 

    She moaned gently as she fucked him - she was clearly enjoying what she was doing.  

      

    Jessica enjoyed the slave this way for quite a while. Her moans became deeper and more passionate as she did, and she started riding Fred harder and harder. She was nearing a climax. 

    She grabbed Fred’s hair with her hand and pulled is head up from the mattress while maintain her rhythm. 

    -“Make me come, you fucking whore,” she screamed at him, and then moaned deeply. 

    She slapped him hard on the cheek with her other hand. 

    -“Make me come!” she repeated, and slapped him again. 

      

    Another moan. 

    -“Yes!” Jessica screamed. “Yes! Yes!” 

    A long moan followed. She leaned back a little, closed her eyes. Her rounded mouth was slightly open. She was coming.  

      

    Karl sincerely enjoyed the sight of female orgasm. Somehow, a Woman became even more beautiful when she was climaxing, and he never tired of the sight. Moreover, seeing it also gave Karl the satisfaction of knowing he and his colleague had achieved their purpose. 

      

    When Jessica was satisfied, she unceremoniously dismounted the slave beneath her. Fred was still rock hard, as was expected. Pleasure slaves were not supposed to come unless specifically ordered to do so by their customers, which almost never happened. Being able to hold back their orgasms was one of the most important skills for the pleasure slaves, and one that was thoroughly emphasised in their training. It was therefore a rare occasion when a slave failed to hold back, and the only orgasms the slaves experienced were from masturbation on their recovery day. 

      

    Jessica hit Fred on his thigh with her crop. 

    -“Get back in your cage!” she ordered him. “I am done with you, bitch” 

      

    Fred obeyed quickly and scurried into the cage, which Jessica then locked. She went to the changing room, closing the door behind her.  

      

    The session was over. Karl and Fred exchanged looks – they knew well not to chance speaking to each other before safely back in the slave quarters. Mistress Jessica had been a new acquaintance, but a quite typical customer. Sadistic, but mainly seeking a good fuck and pussy licking. Both pain and pleasure for the slaves. 

      

    After 15 minutes, Mistress Jessica again appeared from the changing room. She looked exactly as she had when Karl first saw her in the show room, dressed in a white blouse and a black pencil skirt, and wearing mild make-up. She walked towards the exit with quick steps, probably going back to work. Still, she looked at Fred in the cage and Karl hanging from the ceiling as she made her way to the door and smiled at them. She must have liked their performance. Karl felt happy. 

      

    *** 

      

    Another 15 minutes later, Karl and Fred where back in their cages in the show room. Mistress Constance and Ethan had come shortly after Mistress Jessica had left. Constance had quickly determined the two pleasure slaves were fit for further service and unlocked their restraints, such that Ethan could help them get ready again. Ethan had provided them with lotion for their welts and helped them back into their cages before pushing them back to the show room. 

      

    Only five cages were occupied, including Karl’s cage. Clearly, there had been several customers coming while Fred and Karl had served Mistress Jessica. It looked like it would be a busy day, which was good. It meant good business for the Madams. 

      

    Karl waited in his cage for twenty minutes before something happened in the show room again. It was Ethan, pushing in place another two cages with slaves back from having served customers. Following him was Mistress Nina. Mistress Nina was dressed in a strap-less black leather minidress and thigh-high leather boots, and wore her hair in a very tight ponytail. 

      

    Mistress Nina’s outfit indicated she was on-duty. She would usually wear clothes that were more casual otherwise. That meant it must be around 16.00, which was the time the Ladies changed guard. 

      

    The three Madams took shifts as the Hostess of the Pleasure House. Each day, one Madame was in charge on the morning shift, and another Madame ran the show on the evening shift. The third Madame had the full day off. Still, the off-duty Madams were often in the Pleasure House keeping the on-duty Madame company and helping her. 

      

    As Ethan pushed the cages into position, Mistress Nina walked around in the show room inspecting the slaves in the cages. She did not say anything. When Ethan had finished, she smacked his thigh with the crop she was carrying. 

    -“I want room six prepared immediately! Get to it!” she ordered him. 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Ethan and hurried out of the room, followed by Mistress Nina in a more leisurely pace. 
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    Two hours later, Karl was still waiting in his cage. There had been quite a lot of traffic, but none of the customers had chosen him for a while. Six Ladies had paid the show room a visit, all taking one or two pleasure slaves to satisfy their desires.  

      

    There were only three other slaves on display in the show room together with Karl when the seventh Lady showed up, escorted by Mistress Nina. The new customer was short by Heran standards, but still as tall as Karl in the heels she was wearing. She had long wavy blond hair flowing freely framing an attractive face with blue eyes, a straight nose and thin red lips. She wore a white camisole and a pair of black wet-look leggings that showed off her perfect curves. 

      

    Karl thought he had seen this Lady before, but he could not remember where. He did not think he had had her as a customer earlier, so it must have been from somewhere else. 

      

    The Lady stood in front of the four occupied cages, which had been moved next to each other and studied the slaves in the cages. After ten seconds, she pointed her finger at Karl. 

    -“I will take that one,” she said to Mistress Nina. 

    She then looked at Karl again and smiled. It made Karl feel good. He instantly recognised her warm smile. He had definitely seen her before. 

      

    -“Very well, Ma’am,” said Nina. “I will show you your room, and we will bring him to you there. Please follow me, Ma’am.” 

    The Lady left the show room with Mistress Nina. 

      

    Just as she left, did Karl figure from where he knew her. She had been on the star ship that brought Karl to Hera. She was on one of the ship engineers. He remembered her name: Marianne. She had been one of the targets for his flirting back around the time they left Earth, but he never managed to get all the way with her. While she had seemed interested, she had played hard to get, and the expedition’s departure had put an end to his efforts before he could convince her. 

      

    But here she was again. Marianne looked a bit different than Karl remembered her – but she was still as lovely as she had been back then. Her smile was the same. Karl looked forward to serving her. 

      

      

    A minute later, Karl’s cage was in playroom 9, and he was waiting for Marianne to emerge from the changing room.  He was excited. This session could be very enjoyable. Marianne was so sexy. And Women born on Earth, like Marianne, were usually less sadistic than those born on Hera, as they had not been exposed to the Heran lifestyle all their lives. They preferred more of the painless type of intimacy.  

      

    It did not take long before Marianne appeared from the changing room – completely naked.  Her wild hair flowed down on her shoulders and almost down to her ample breasts. She had a pronounced hourglass figure and long legs. A perfect body, thought Karl. In her hand, she held a short crop. 

      

    Marianne smiled as she walked over to Karl’s cage and opened it. 

    -“You remember me, slave?” she asked as she opened the door. 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Karl, and kissed her beautiful, red nailed toes. Their history from before Hera was no reason to break protocol. Unless Marianne ordered him to do otherwise, Karl would behave as submissively as he would to any other Lady. 

    -“I thought I would give you a chance when I saw you in the show room,” said Marianne. “You must have waited decades for this,” she chuckled. 

    -“Thank you, Mistress,” replied Karl and kissed her foot again, passionately. 

      

    Marianne smacked Karl’s bottom with her crop. 

    -“No need to wait, come here,” she said and walked over to the bed and sat down on the edge. 

      

    Karl followed on his knees, not moving very fast as his ankles and wrists were shackled together. When he was a meter away from her, she spread her legs, revealing her gorgeous shaved pussy. 

    -“Let’s see what you are good for,” she said and smacked him again with her crop. 

      

    Karl crawled in between her legs and placed his head directly in front of her sex. He began kissing her softly. Starting with her upper thighs, he kissed the area around her pussy, moving closer and closer, before he started placing kisses on the pussy itself. 

      

    Marianne made mild noises of content, but suddenly Karl felt the sharp sting of her crop on his ass. 

    -“Enough foreplay! Lick me properly!” she commanded. 

      

    Karl took the hint, and gently stroked his tongue against Marianne’s pussy from the back up to the clit. 

    -“Aaahh. You’re really good,” said Marianne with satisfaction. “Keep doing that.” 

      

    Delighted with the encouragement he received, Karl continued his mission to satisfy Marianne. He licked her pussy softly, and gradually applied more pressure with his tongue, taking cues from Marianne’s moaning and the occasional flick of her crop. 

      

    Karl enjoyed himself immensely. Sensing the pleasure Marianne took from his efforts was exhilarating. Her pussy tasted delicious and her scent was intoxicating. Karl had to concentrate to stay focused on his task of pleasing her. Keeping her at a high level of arousal without pushing her to come right away required concentration. 

      

    And he managed. With years of experience as a pussy slave, he could tell when he needed to change tack, so he could keep a Lady aroused for a long time. Long build-up made for powerful orgasms, and Karl wanted to give Marianne her best orgasm ever.  

    He had her moaning for more than twenty minutes before she demanded he take her to the top. 

      

    -“I want to come now,” she panted. “Suck my clit, slave.” She emphasised her demand with two smacks of the crop on Karl’s ass. 

      

    Karl obeyed. He put his lips to her clit and started gently sucking. Marianne’s reaction was immediate. Her rapid moans told Karl she was past the point of no return on the way to her climax. 

    -“Fuck, this is good!” Marianne yelled and moaned with intense pleasure. 

    She pushed Karl’s head firmly into her crotch and grinded her pussy against his face. Karl did his best to keep his tongue on her clit, and give it the stimulation it needed to spike Marianne’s orgasm. 
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    He succeeded. Marianne kept his head in her crotch for almost half a minute while absorbing her orgasmic pleasure with loud moans. When she was satisfied, she let go of Karl’s head and leaned back on the bed. Karl kept his position on his knees between her legs next to the bed. 

      

    After another half minute Marianne spoke to Karl, still in her relaxed position, not looking at him. 

    -“That was magnificent. Your Mistresses must have trained you well 

    -“Thank you, Mistress,” replied Karl. “Yes, they have.” 

    -“You must be grateful to them for having given you these skills, aren’t you?” 

    -“Yes, Mistress.” 

      

    -“Get on the bed,” said Marianne after a few seconds. “I can’t wait to try out your dick after I catch my breath. 

    Karl looked down on his fully erect member and awkwardly climbed into the bed next to Marianne, restrained as he was. 

    -“I don’t think we need those,” said Marianne referring to the locks keeping Karl’s hands and feet chained together. She unlocked them using her wrist unit. 

      

    -“Worship my feet,” ordered Marianne and found a comfortable position, putting a pillow under her head. 

    Karl was happy to obey. He took her right foot in his hands, and started massaging it. He lifted it up a little and kissed it as well. 

      

    -“This wasn’t the life you expected when you signed up for coming here, was it?” asked Marianne as she enjoyed the treatment she was receiving. 

    -“No, Mistress,” replied Karl. 

    -“Neither did I,” said Marianne. “But I think it turned out pretty well.” 

    -“And I think it was good for you too,” she added. “You have become a very good slave.” 

    -“Thank you, Mistress,” answered Karl. He often had his doubt about the desirability of slavery, but if he could serve a Woman like Marianne, he had no problem with it. 

      

    Karl put down Marianne’s right foot and lifted her left foot, to give it the same treatment of massage and kisses. 

      

    -“You know, I almost fell for you back just before we left Earth,” said Marianne. “But I am glad I waited until you acquired the skills you now have. It was worth the wait.” 

    -“I am happy you enjoyed it, Mistress,” said Karl. 

    -“I bet you are,” replied Marianne and closed her eyes, enjoying the massage. 

      

    -“I want more now,” said Marianne a minute later. “I want you to fuck me. Show me that you are as good with your dick as with your tongue.” She spread her legs. 

      

    Karl, still fully erect from the powerful cunnilingus session moved between Marianne’s legs, leaned over her and slid his penis into her. Marianne moaned as he did so. Her pussy was warm and wet. He started thrusting, slowly at first. 

      

    <SMACK>  

    He felt a sharp sting on his ass. Marianne had struck him with her crop. 

    -“You don’t get to fuck me without kissing me,” she told him. 

      

    Karl did not need long to respond. He lowered his face to meet Marianne’s and kissed her on the mouth passionately, while still maintaining his rhythm. Marianne reciprocated. This was not something Karl experienced often. Most Women on Hera would restrict male kisses to the lower part of their bodies. But every once in a while a customer wanted the pleasure slave to kiss her like they did on Earth. And Marianne was such a customer. 

      

    It was a very powerful experience for Karl. He was properly making love to Marianne, who he had just decided was the most desirable Woman on Hera. He kissed her passionately, while thrusting his cock into her pussy. Karl realised soon he had to concentrate to not lose control. He could come if he was not careful, and that would be a disaster. He did not want to give Marianne anything but the perfect experience. 

      

    He took care to hold back a little, and focus on Marianne’s pleasure. The occasional smacking of her crop on his ass also helped his concentration.  

      

    Marianne seemed pleased. She moaned between her lustful kissing and perfectly supported the rhythm of his thrusts. Although Karl was on top, she was the one in control. With her crop, she enthusiastically directed Karl’s rhythm, and she had him give her a good long fuck. Marianne seemed to enjoy every second of it.  

      

    Karl certainly did. It was the best fuck he had ever had, and he had had a lot. The sensation of his cock moving inside Marianne was wonderful. His desire for Marianne was immense, as was his urge to give her pleasure. Succeeding in that was the best of all. 

      

    After extended lovemaking, Marianne suddenly announced her desire to come by cropping Karl’s ass. 

    -“Make me fucking come, slave,” she almost shouted. “Faster!” 

      

    Karl increased the frequency of his thrusts, and Marianne responded immediately with a long and deep moan. Her climax was imminent. Seconds later, her orgasm announced itself with another long moan. Karl continued his movements to prolong Marianne’s pleasure, while admiring the beauty of her face as it was consumed with pleasure. 

      

    As in the cunnilingus session, her orgasm was long lasting. It was at least twenty seconds before she let Karl know she was satisfied by hitting him with the crop again. 

    -“That’s enough slave,” she told him. “Pull out.” 

      

    Karl did as he was told, sat up on his knees and withdrew his rock hard penis from her pussy. For a minute, he sat on his knees between her legs in the bed and admired the beautiful Woman relaxing. He was in love. He wished Marianne were his permanent Mistress. 

      

     -“Mmmmh, that was wonderful, slave,” said Marianne after a while. “But I need to go now.” 

    She sat up in the bed, and smacked Karl’s thigh with her crop. 

    -“Let’s get you back in the cage for your Mistresses,” she told him. 

      

    Karl obeyed instantly, and climbed out of the bed and the crawled into his cage. Marianne walked up to the cage, attached the locks that fixed Karl’s wrists and ankles together and then locked the cage door. 

    She then walked to the changing room without saying anything more. 
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    Two hours later, Karl was yet again in his cage in the show room. Traffic had stayed high, and it was quite a busy evening in the Pleasure House. Karl had not been chosen by any of the customers since his session with Marianne, and he had had lots of time to think about Marianne and his session with her. And he could think of little else. He had a severe crush on her, and fantasised how it would be to be her permanent slave. Maybe Marianne, impressed with his skills, could buy him from Mistress Nina. 

      

    Karl was shaken out of his daydreaming by the steps of yet another customer being escorted to the show room by Mistress Nina. He instantly recognised the customer. It was Mistress Penelope. She was a regular. Tall and strong, she was known to often be rough with the slaves of the Pleasure House. 

      

    She had shoulder-length black hair flowing freely. Her face, while beautiful, had a rather arrogant expression.  

      

    Her dress reflected her intimidating reputation. She wore a tight, short black wet-look dress, which was complemented by black leather thigh-high boots with high heels. 

      

    Mistress Penelope needed only a few seconds to decide. 

    -“I am going with that one,” she said and pointed the crop she was holding at Karl. 

      

    Karl felt a surge of anxiety as he realised he had been selected. He hoped she would be gentle. 

      

      

    A minute later, Ethan pushed Karl’s cage through the door of playroom 4. Mistress Penelope was standing in the middle of the room, waiting for him. Her outfit was the same as in the showroom, and she was flexing her crop in her hands. 

      

    -“Leave him there, and get out!” she told Ethan when he had just entered the room. 

    Ethan hurried out of the room and closed the door behind him. 

      

    Penelope walked over to the cage and opened the door. 

    -“You’re lucky tonight, bitch,” she said. “I don’t have time to give you a warm-up whipping.” 

      

    She dragged Karl out of the cage by his hair. At more than 2 meters, Penelope was a tall Woman even by Heran standards, and that she was much stronger than Karl was beyond doubt. She could throw him around like a rag. 

      

    -“You better get hard quickly,” she told him and pulled him to a padded bench near one of the walls. Once there, she unlocked the restraints connecting Karl’s wrist braces and ankle braces. Then she threw him onto the bench, and locked the braces to clips on the feet of the bench, immobilising Karl facing upwards with his back on the bench. 

      

    Penelope picked up her crop from the floor, where she had left it while securing Karl to the bench. She then lifted the hem of her dress, revealing she wore no underwear, and mounted Karl on the bench. 

      

    Karl was fully hard already. While Penelope was intimidating, she was also very sexy. That was sufficient stimulation for a trained pleasure slave. 

      

    Penelope slid Karl’s cock into her pussy, moaning softly as he did so. Her pussy felt warm and tight. She started to ride his cock with slow but powerful movements. Karl pushed against her movements, but there was otherwise little else he could do. Penelope was in full control, and she decided how she wanted to fuck Karl. 

      

    Her movements grew faster and more powerful as it progressed. Penelope closed her eyes, and moaned every once in a while. Being fucked by her felt good, but Karl had little active participation in it. He had no say in the matter as she raped him. With little to focus on apart from making sure he did not come, Karl’s thoughts started drifting, and he was soon imagining it was Marianne riding him. It made Karl’s experience even more pleasurable. 

      

    After a while, sudden pain ended Karl’s fantasy. Penelope beat him repeatedly with her crop on his legs, and started riding him even faster. 

    -“Faster bitch, faster,” Penelope demanded from him between hedonistic moans. 

      

    Karl could tell she was about to come. He tried to endure the cropping and resist her powerful hips as best as he could while Penelope pushed herself into orgasm. It didn’t take long. Penelope announced her climax with a deep moan of supreme satisfaction. 

      

    Then it ended rather quickly. Penelope rode Karl for another ten seconds before she stopped and dismounted him. She pulled down the hem of her dress, looked at her wrist unit and gave Karl a sinister smile. 

    -“You should have kept me on the edge for longer, bitch,” she told him. “Now I have time to punish you for not performing better.” 

      

    -“Sorry, Mistress,” replied Karl with fear of what was going to happen next. 

      

    Mistress Penelope released Karl’s limbs from the feet of the bench using her wrist unit, and then pulled him up in sitting position by his hair. She studied him for a few seconds still holding him by his hair. Then she pulled him forward once again, forcing his face down on the bench. 

      

    -“I see someone has already decorated your back pretty well,” said Penelope, referring to the whip marks from Karl’s session with Mistress Jessica earlier in the day. “But I think your ass needs a little more colour.” 

      

    Not waiting for Karl to answer, Penelope tugged Karl’s hair and forced him off the bench. 

    -“Move, bitch,” she ordered and gave him three painful strokes with her crop. She dragged him along to a spanking bench, and pulled him over it. 

      

    Karl moved his hands and feet in position, so that Mistress Penelope could easily fix his braces to the bench. Penelope proceeded to do just that, and she then immobilised him further by tightening a strap across Karl’s back. 

      

    Karl prepared himself for the coming ordeal as Mistress Penelope went to the other side of the room to fetch a cane. This was the worst part of being a pleasure slave. He knew it was going to be hard. Mistress Penelope never held back.  

      

    Karl thought of Mistress Marianne again. He couldn’t imagine her giving him a caning just for pure sadism. She would maybe punish him if he deserved it, but not to derive enjoyment from it. She wasn’t like that. If only she could be his owner. 

      

    Mistress Penelope found her position behind Karl, and tapped his ass with the thick cane she had found. Karl braced himself. 
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    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    Karl felt a deep, searing pain as the cane impacted his ass. He groaned.  

      

     <SWISH…CRACK> 

    A few seconds later, the second stroke came. Equally hard, just when the immediate shock of the previous stroke had subsided. It was immensely painful. Karl groaned again, like a hurt animal 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    An overlay of the first stroke. Karl yelled with pain as Penelope again waited a few seconds to let him fully absorb the agony of the stroke. 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    Another painful stroke delivered with considerable force hit Karl just above his thighs. Again he howled. He felt tears coming. 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    It was unbearable. Karl had taken more than his share of beatings in his time on Hera, but full force caning was something he could never get used to. They were simply too painful. 

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    Another overlay stroke. Karl could only cry as he absorbed the shock of the impact.  

      

    <SWISH…CRACK> 

    Mistress Penelope relentlessly continued. One stroke every five or six seconds at full force.  

      

    What followed was five minutes of hell for Karl. Fifty strokes later, he was a sobbing mess. His ass was covered in welts. At one spot, the skin had split, and blood was visible. 

      

    Mistress Penelope went over to Karl and placed the cane on top of his back. 

    -“That was delightful, slave. But I have to leave you now. I have a party to catch,” she said. 

      

    With that, she simply walked towards the exit door. On the way, she picked up her handbag and her crop from where she had left them on a small table. Just before the door, she stopped in front of one the many mirrors in the room. She refreshed her lipstick, and then she left the room. 

      

    Karl was left on the spanking bench with a severely aching backside, relieved that his ordeal was over. He could only hope he did not have to go through something similar later tonight. 

      

    After a few minutes, Mistress Nina entered the room, followed by Ethan. Nina walked over to the spanking bench and examined Karl for a few moments. 

    -“You’re going to need a little treatment for that butt of yours,” she said. 

    -“And since it is rather late, and since I am such a merciful Mistress, I am going to let you have the rest of evening off to recover,” she continued. 

    -“Thank you, Mistress,” Karl responded with a snivel. 

      

    Nina released his braces from the spanking bench with her wrist unit, and started undoing the strap holding down Karl’s torso. 

    -“You can get down on the floor and thank me properly, slave” she replied. 

      

    As soon as he was free, Karl crawled down on the floor as fast as his aching bottom allowed for, and started kissing his owner’s boots. 

    -“Thank you, Mistress,” he repeated between the kisses. “You are so kind to me.” 

    He meant it sincerely. Mistress Nina was from time to time much more lenient than he expected, and this was one of those times. Mistress Nina was a good Mistress, even if she employed him in such a rough occupation. 

      

    -“That’s enough,” said Nina after a few seconds of boot worship. “Enjoy your evening.” 

    She then addressed Ethan, standing next to the door. 

    -“Help him back to the slave quarters and give him a pill and some lotion. Then prepare this room,” she instructed him. 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Ethan and went over to Karl to help him up on his feet. 
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    Karl woke from an alarm sounding on his earpiece. He was on a mattress in the slave quarters, and the lights had just switched on automatically. Around him, nine other slaves were waking up. 

      

    Karl felt quite rested. His early evening had allowed him to get plenty sleep. As soon as he had gotten his recovery pill and some soothing lotion for his backside, he had a quick evening meal and then hit the mattress. 

      

    He had to sleep on his belly; his ass was hurting too much when he went to sleep. But now it was only aching mildly. The recovery pill had done wonders over the night. The cane marks were still very visible, but most of the pain was gone. 

      

    Karl rose to his feet and followed the herd to the showers. The morning shower served both to freshen up for the day and to catch up on experiences from the previous day. The conversation in the showers always revolved around the customers, and how they had treated the slaves. Highly visible marks on the slaves’ bodies were also typical topics. 

      

    Over the 15 minute shower break Karl learned that he probably had only the second toughest experience at the hands of Mistress Penelope last night. The unenviable honour of having had the hardest time went to Marc, who had been whipped to shreds by Mistress Veronica.  

      

    Mistress Veronica had used the slaves in what seemed to her favourite way of achieving sexual pleasure: Mercilessly whipping one slave while having her pussy worshipped by another. When she had had Marc in the frame in front of her, she had been at her most ruthless. Marc had to be taken out of service for the rest of the day. But like Karl, he had taken recovery pills, and he was now fit to serve despite his scars. 

      

    There had been quite a few good experiences too. The girl gang that came in early in the day had been fun to serve. And several of the Ladies coming late in the evening had settled for sex without too much violence. And Karl had of course had his session with Mistress Marianne. He really hoped that could be repeated soon. 

      

    Having finished his shower and dried, Karl went into the middle room of the slave quarters, ready to serve. On one of the screens in the room he could see his first assignment. He had been tasked to clean punishment implements. 

      

    Karl made his way out of the slave quarters, and down the hallway beyond it. Just before he came to the playrooms, he entered the room behind a door labelled “Supplies”. 

      

    It was a relatively large and well-lit storage room with no windows. Two of the walls and much of the center of the room were covered by shelves and racks stocking a substantial number of whips, canes, paddles, floggers and other punishment implements of a large variety. The rest of the room contained some open floor space, a small bench, a sink and a cabinet stocked with disinfectants and cleaning equipment. 

      

    A pile of implements covered part of the open floor - used punishment implements Karl was tasked to clean. Those were the implement that had been used by customers the day before. During the day, used implements from the playrooms had been deposited here after use, and replaced by the implement on the racks and the shelves. Karl now had to clean the used equipment, and stock them with the other whips and canes. It was a manual job that could probably have been automated, but the Pleasure House had enough slave labour to make that unnecessary. 

      

    Karl started sorting the various implements in the pile. If he could do one type of implement at the time he could work more efficiently. He spent a few minutes sorting before he heard the clicks of high heels against the floor outside, and seeing the door to the room open. 

      

    It was Mistress Laura. Dressed in a sleeveless black latex body, with matching elbow-length gloves and knee-high patent leather boots, it was clear she was the Madame on duty. 

      

    Karl stopped what he was doing immediately, and positioned himself on his knees in front of Mistress Laura. 

    -“Good morning, Mistress,” he said and planted one kiss on each of her boots. 

    -“Good morning, slave,” replied Laura with a neutral expression. She studied him for a second. 

    -“Go back to work,” she ordered him. 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Karl and started collecting canes from the pile. 

      

    Mistress Laura walked around in the room and stopped to examine a few of the whips hanging from the racks. She did not say anything. Then she observed Karl for a little while as he was working. 

      

    -“I expect you to be done here at 11.00 at the latest,” she finally said. “Is that clear, slave?” 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Karl. That was not an unreasonable deadline. 

      

    With that, Mistress Laura left the room, and Karl continued his task for the next few hours. 
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    Karl’s chin crashed into the bars of his cage in the showroom. Behind him, Mistress Laura locked the cage door. She had just pushed him into the cage, forcefully as usual, to remind him of his place. She then proceeded to restrain and lock Ethan in the next cage in a very similar fashion. 

      

    In the meantime, Karl wiggled himself up in a position sitting on his knees, the position he was expected to be in while waiting for customers. Karl was in a good mood, and he was looking forward to serve the Pleasure House’s guests. Most of all he looked forward to serving Mistress Marianne again. He was certain she would return, maybe even today. 

      

    Marianne had been in his thoughts all day, making the boring cleaning work he had performed all morning far more enjoyable. He had even finished it quite a bit faster than usual, and he earned a rare word of praise from Mistress Laura when she inspected his work. 

      

    Mistress Laura soon finished caging the last slaves. She turned and started walking towards the exit, inspecting the caged slaves passed them. Suddenly she stopped and took two steps towards one of the cages and hit it with her crop. 

    -“Get in proper position, bitch,” she yelled at the occupant. 

      

    All the slaves hurriedly made sure they presented themselves exactly as their Mistresses had taught them. While Karl could not see him, the slave who had displeased Mistress Laura must also have managed to assume the required position quick enough. Mistress Laura merely gave the slaves an icy look and then left the show room. 

      

    A few minutes later, the first customers arrived. Mistress Laura escorted in the first two to the show room. It was Mistress Victoria and Mistress Cindy, both regulars of the Pleasure House.  

      

    Mistress Victoria was the one whom Karl had served most often of the two. Karl usually enjoyed his sessions with her, even if she had a sadistic side. Letting her long red hair flow freely and dressed in tight blue jeans, a white camisole and a pair of brown knee high boots, Mistress Victoria looked hot as always. 

      

    Mistress Cindy was also a frequent customer of the Pleasure House, though Karl had not served her more than two or three times. The slaves of the Pleasure House knew her as fun to be with, but occasionally very sadistic. Her appearance did not reveal this side of her, however. With her shoulder-length brown hair in a ponytail, and a smile on her young face she looked very sweet. Her outfit, a magenta blouse, a white miniskirt and white sandals looked stylish. 

      

    -“You are first today, Ladies,” said Laura. “You can choose from the full range.” 

    -“Excellent,” replied Cindy looking very satisfied. 

      

    Victoria and Cindy studied the slaves with hungry looks. Both of them had tried all the slaves of the house, and they knew well what they wanted.  

    -“I’ll let you pick,” said Cindy to Victoria. 

    -“Let’s take that one,” said Victoria and pointed to Karl. 

      

    -“And you Cindy?” inquired Mistress Laura. 

    -“We just need one bitch for now,” she replied. “We’ll take another one if we wear him out.” 

    -“So you are going together? Just one room for you?” 

    -“That’s right,” replied Cindy with a broad smile. 

    -“Congratulations!” beamed Mistress Laura. “I think you will make such a great couple.” 

    -“Thanks, I think so too,” said Victoria, provoking a little laugh from the two other Ladies. 

      

    -“Let’s find you a room right away,” said Mistress Laura. “I hope you have a really good time. I will have the bitch sent to you right away.” 

    The three Ladies left the room, as Laura inquired the guests how it had started between them. 

      

    Two Mistresses at the same time, thought Karl. This was going to be both fun and challenging. 

      

    Two minutes later, Marc, Mistress Laura’s servant for the day, pushed Karl’s cage through the door of playroom 1. He left Karl and the cage a few meters inside, and then left the room. 

      

    Karl had to wait there for a few minutes. Occasionally Karl could hear Victoria and Cindy laughing in the changing room. It sounded like they were already having a good time. 

      

    Eventually the door to the changing room opened. Mistress Victoria appeared first. She wore just a black leather bustier and matching knee high boots. In one hand she held a crop, the other held Mistress Cindy’s hand. 

      

    -“Come on, I want to use the bitch now,” Victoria urged Cindy. Cindy followed, wearing nothing but a pair of thigh high red patent leather boots. 

    -“I am not holding you back,” replied Cindy. 

    The Ladies soon spotted Karl in the cage.  

      

    -“There he is, ready for use,” said Cindy. “Get comfortable on the bed, dear, and I will make him lick you good.” 

      

    Mistress Victoria gave her lover a passionate kiss, and walked over to the bed. In the meantime, Mistress Cindy opened the cage and released Karl from his restraints, using her wrist unit. 

      

    Karl crawled out of the cage and kissed Mistress Cindy’s boots. 

    -”That’s a good bitch,” said Cindy with a smile. She then grabbed Karl by his collar, and dragged him towards her girlfriend lying on the bed. 

    -“You are going to lick Mistress Victoria now. You better do a good job,” she told him. 

      

    Mistress Victoria lay on the bed ready to receive. Her knees were bent such that her feet rested on the edge of the bed. She had spread her legs, and Karl looked straight at her inviting pussy. She supporting herself on her elbows, and she had raised her head enough to watch Mistress Cindy approach with Karl in tow.  

      

    -“Come here bitch,” Victoria said to Karl when he reached the bed. “You know what to do.” 

      

    Mistress Cindy let go of Karl’s collar, and Karl leaned up between Victoria’s legs while still kneeling on the floor. He kissed her pussy. Karl heard a mild noise of satisfaction from Victoria, and he started gently exploring her pussy with his tongue. She was already wet, and she responded quickly to Karl’s efforts with further sounds of approval.  

      

    Karl moved on to kissing her labia, but just as he did, he felt a sharp pain on his upper thighs. It was the unmistakable sensation of a flogger impact.  

      

    -“Do your job, bitch,” demanded Mistress Cindy from behind as she swung the flogger. 

      

    Karl continued with his kisses, but was soon interrupted by another lash from the flogger. Karl kept up what he was doing, trying to ignore the pain of the lashes. He was used to this situation. It was widely believed among Heran Ladies that males performed better cunnilingus when whipped simultaneously, and consequently Karl had often received the whip while licking pussy. 

      

    Karl wasn’t sure if it there was any truth to this belief. He had noticed the Ladies he served often became more excited when he was whipped, as the case was with Mistress Victoria now, but he suspected that had more to do with their sadism being stimulated. 

      

    Even with the whipping, Karl was having a good time. Mistress Victoria’s pussy was delicious; licking and kissing it was exhilarating, as were Victoria’s moans of pleasure. At times, he imagined it was Mistress Marianne he was serving, but Cindy’s whip quickly reminded him where he was. 

      

    After a couple of minutes, Cindy stopped whipping him. Instead, she crawled up on the bed next to Victoria, and leaned over her to kiss her on the mouth.  The two Ladies kissed passionately as Karl skilfully licked Victoria. His goal was to keep her arousal high without tipping her over the edge. 

      

    Again, Karl started imagining he was serving Marianne, and without Cindy’s whip, he lost focus for a few seconds too long. He failed to pick up how close Victoria was to the point of no return, and he pushed her beyond it. A deep moan from Mistress Victoria made him realise she was about to come very soon. 

      

    -“Whip him,” Victoria whispered to Cindy between moans of pleasure. “Whip him hard.” 

      

    Mistress Cindy got up from the bed and started lashing Karl’s ass with her flogger. She used a lot more force than she had earlier, and it was quite painful. But Karl did not let that stop him. Now that the orgasm was coming, Karl had to make it powerful and long lasting. He pressed his tongue against Victoria’s clit, letting her rub against it. 

      

    And he succeeded in this. Mistress Victoria’s came hard. She screamed with pleasure as the orgasm rippled through her. It lasted well more than ten seconds. Between her legs, Karl let out muffled cries of pain as Cindy’s whip tore into his ass. 

      

    As the orgasm subsided, Mistress Victoria pushed Karl’s head away from her crotch. Mistress Cindy grabbed his collar and pulled him back down on the floor. 

    -“Kiss her feet,” she ordered him. 

      

    Karl obeyed, and kissed the pointy toes of Mistress Victoria’s boots as she relaxed for half a minute. Then Mistress Victoria suddenly sat up on the bed and kicked Karl away. She looked lovingly at Mistress Cindy and rose to her feet. She kissed her on the mouth. 
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    -“Your turn!” Victoria told Cindy. She pushed Cindy down on the bed. 

      

    -“Finally,” replied Cindy. “I am going to enjoy this.” She sat up on the edge of the bed, grabbed Karl by his hair and pulled his head into her crotch. 

    -“Lick, bitch,” she ordered him as she lay down on the bed. 

      

    Karl eagerly went to work again. Cindy’s well-trimmed pussy was wet and every bit as inviting as Victoria’s. He started caressing it with long swipes of his tongue. 

      

    <SMACK> 

    It did not take long until he felt the sting of a crop on his backside. Mistress Victoria stood behind Karl, intent on assisting Cindy the same way Cindy had assisted her. 

      

    Karl steeled himself and continued licking. He managed, but he could not stop himself from yelping or jolting every once in a while when Mistress Victoria gave him a particular hard swat. Fortunately, it did not affect Mistress Cindy’s experience. Rather, going by her moaning, she enjoyed it even more when Karl reacted to the pain. 

      

    Mistress Cindy seemed to be having a very good time, leaning back with closed eyes emitting noises of pleasure. She stayed that way for a very long time as Karl worked diligently with his lips and tongue to keep her at maximal arousal. Karl did not lose focus this time – Mistress Victoria’s vicious crop made sure of that. 

      

    In the end, it was Mistress Victoria who forced the conclusion. She suddenly delivered a rapid series of five very hard strokes with her crop on Karl’s back and ass, then grabbed his hair and pulled him out of Mistress Cindy’s crotch. 

    -“Move away, bitch!” she told him. “It is my turn.” 

      

    She then climbed into the bed and mounted Mistress Cindy, placing her own pussy in front of Cindy’s face while bending forward lick Cindy’s pussy. Mistress Victoria then greedily began licking her girlfriend’s sex. She then stopped briefly, closed her eyes and moaned as Cindy started kissing her crotch. 

      

    Victoria opened her eyes and looked straight at Karl kneeling on the floor next to the bed. She grabbed the crop and hit him twice on his overarm. 

    -“Don’t just sit there! Kiss her boots, bitch!” she ordered Karl before again focusing her attention on Cindy’s pussy. 

      

    Karl did as he was told, and carefully started kissing Mistress Cindy’s gorgeous high red boots dangling over the edge of the bed. In the corner of his eye, Karl watched the two Women passionately make out in a 69 position. 

      

    It was not a long wait for the climax. After a minute, Mistress Cindy’s loud and frequent high-pitch moans announced her orgasm. It was a most enjoyable sound, though Karl, even if he was not the one triggering it. 

      

    As Mistress Cindy’s orgasm subsided, Mistress Victoria made it clear what she wanted next. 

    -“Let’s rape the bitch,” she said. 

      

    She dismounted Cindy and picked up the crop lying next to her on the bed. 

    Mistress Victoria pointed the whip on Karl. 

    -“On the bed, slave, next to us. Face up.” 

      

    Karl leapt to his feet and climbed into the bed, and assumed a face-up position as directed by Mistress Victoria. Having licked pussy for the better part of the last hour, his prick was erect and hard. 

      

    Mistress Victoria did not waste any time; she mounted Karl’s cock immediately and began riding it. Fucking him with strong, rhythmical hip movements, she was soon moaning as intensely as when Cindy licked her minutes earlier.  

      

    It did not take long before the sight of Victoria riding Karl enticed Cindy to join her. Mistress Cindy moved over to Victoria, standing on her knees, squatting over Karl. She began kissing Mistress Victoria. First softly and tenderly, but as Victoria kissed her back, it soon became lustful and passionate. 

      

    Mistress Cindy sat down on Karl’s face. Her pussy pressed against his mouth and nose as she made out with her girlfriend. Karl responded almost instinctively. He began licking as best as he could. It was difficult, however, as Cindy rested her full weight on him. She didn’t seem to care, however. Her focus was fully on Mistress Victoria  

      

    After a few minutes, however, Mistress Cindy sat up a little and took pressure off Karl. Her pussy was still just over Karl’s face, and it was perfectly positioned for Karl to service it. Karl made the most of it, switching between kisses, long firm licks and tongue fucking to maximise her enjoyment. 

    At the same time, Mistress Victoria pleasured herself on Karl’s cock, riding it hard.  

      

    The two Ladies enjoyed each other and their sex slave in this position for a while, but it soon became difficult for them to hold back their impending orgasms. Even Karl struggled to contain himself as he served the two over-sexed Women, but his training won out. 

      

    Mistress Victoria was the first to come. Her moans became louder and more frequent, and she started riding Karl harder and faster. It culminated in a long moan as Victoria absorbed the intense pleasure of her climax. As she did, Mistress Cindy too passed her point of no return. Her high-pitch moans grew frequent, and she started pushing her pussy against Karl’s face again. While somewhat shorter, Cindy’s climax was as intense as Victoria’s. 

      

    As their orgasms subsided, the two Ladies rolled off Karl and laid down in bed next to each other in an embrace. 

      

    -“I love you,” said Cindy to Victoria. 

    -“I love you too,” said Victoria. 

    The two Ladies kissed. 

      

    -“Do we need him anymore?” asked Cindy and looked at Karl, still lying on the bed half a meter away. 

    -“No, let’s get rid of him,” answered Victoria. “Wait here,” she added. 

      

    Mistress Victoria then sat up in bed and picked up her crop. 

    -“Get back in your cage, bitch,” she ordered Karl sharply. 

      

    Karl complied quickly and scurried off the bed, across the floor and into the cage. He was not fast enough to escape a smack from Mistress Victoria’s crop before leaving the bed, however. 

      

    Mistress Victoria got out of the bed and walked over to the cage, and locked it. She then pushed it towards the door, opened the door, and then pushed it out on the hallway outside, before leaving it and returning to the room. Karl had been discarded like a room service leftover. 

      

    He did not have to wait long in the hallway, however. Ten seconds later, Marc came to push the cage towards the slave quarter, so that Karl could clean himself before returning to the showroom. 

      

    -“How was it?” asked Marc with a low voice as he moved the cage. 

    -“They were good,” replied Karl in an equally low voice. But it would have been better if it had been Mistress Marianne, Karl thought for himself. 
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    Karl had waited several hours in his cage in the showroom for the next customer requiring his services. Every time he had heard Mistress Laura approach with a new Lady, Karl had intensely hoped for it to be Mistress Marianne. So far, he had been disappointed. 

      

    Then, suddenly, Marianne stood in front of his cage. She looked as beautiful as yesterday, wearing a white summer dress and matching high-heeled sandals. There was a radiant smile on her gorgeous red lips. This was what Karl had longed for all day. 

      

     -“I’ll take that one,” said Marianne to Mistress Laura. 

    -“Excellent,” replied Mistress Laura. “We’ll bring him to your room right away. Do you want any others?” 

    -“No, just him.” 

    -“Then let’s find you a room,” said Mistress Laura, and indicated for Marianne to follow her. 

      

    This could not be better, thought Karl. Mistress Marianne would not have picked him again if she did not like him. He could not wait for Marc to push his cage to Marianne’s room. 

      

      

      

    Three minutes later Karl was in his cage in the middle of playroom 3, watching Mistress Marianne appear from the dressing room. Like yesterday, she was completely naked, carrying only a short crop. Karl felt his member growing just looking at her goddess-like body as she approached. 

      

    She unlocked his cage with her wrist unit. 

    -“You did well yesterday, slave,” Marianne said with a smile. “I wanted to see you again.” 

    Karl crawled out of his cage. 

    -“I am so happy you came back to me, Mistress,” he said. He kissed her feet. 

    -“There is no one I would rather serve than you.” Karl kissed her feet again. 

      

    -“That’s so sweet,” said Marianne.  

    -“Well, now is your chance to show it, Casanova,” she continued. “Worship me!” 

      

    Karl began kissing her feet again. Starting with her toes, he showered her feet with kisses. He then started working his way up her legs, all the while planting gentle kisses on her silky smooth skin. With his ankles and wrists still shackled together behind his back, his movements were a little awkward, but it did not take away his enjoyment of the situation. Worshipping Mistress Marianne felt so right. 

      

    His lips reached her thighs, and Karl stood up on his knees for better reach. His mouth steadily approached Marianne’s most sacred parts. 

      

    <SMACK> 

    Mistress Marianne delivered a stinging swat of her crop on Karl’s bottom. 

    Karl yelped, and looked at her face. She smiled. 

      

    -“Not so fast, boy,” she told him. “I want you to pay attention to the rest of my body first.” 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Karl. 

      

      

    <SMACK> 

    She hit him again. 

    -“Get on your feet, slave,” 

      

    Karl rose up on his feet. He was so used to working in restraints that he did it effortlessly in one smooth movement. As he got up, Marianne pulled him towards her, placing Karl’s face in her neck pit. 

      

    Karl continued worshipping Marianne from his new standing position. He kissed her right shoulder with increasing passion, and slowly worked his way towards Marianne’s neck. Between kisses, he gently sucked her skin. 

      

    Marianne let out a soft moan. She liked what he was doing, and Karl continued caressing her neck for a while. 

      

    After a thoroughly enjoyable stay in her neck pit, Karl moved down towards Marianne’s big breasts, planting kisses on her soft skin on the way. He concentrated on the right breast first, kissing and licking in a circle around the nipple before he flicked across it with his tongue. Then he kissed it passionately. Marianne moaned with pleasure. 

      

    Emboldened, Karl moved to the left breast, giving it a similar treatment. Again Marianne gave sounds of strong approval as Karl caressed her nipple with his tongue. 

      

    Karl was about to move downwards when Marianne grabbed his chin with both hands and lifted his face up towards her own. She kissed him on the mouth. First softly, then more intensely, with her tongue probing inside his mouth. Karl kissed her back. 

      

    Mistress Marianne was kissing him, thought Karl as he eagerly made out with the Woman of his dreams. He was ecstatic. 

      

    -“I want to fuck you now,” whispered Marianne between two kisses. 

    Before Karl could reply, she pushed him down on the bed behind them. She then turned her attention to her wrist unit for a second to release Karl from his restraints. Karl used his newly acquired freedom to position himself in the middle of the bed. 

      

    Mistress Marianne climbed onto the bed and over Karl. Karl had been fully erect since he saw Marianne come out of the changing room, and he was fully ready for her when she slid his cock inside her pussy. Karl moaned as he felt his cock surrounded by Marianne’s warm, wet pussy.  

      

    He had to keep full attention on her pleasure now, Karl told himself. He was determined she was going to have her best fuck ever. As far as he could help it at least. She was on top, and she was fucking him. 

      

    Marianne began riding Karl with slow but powerful movements. Karl adapted his thrusts to her rhythm, and her moans revealed her appreciation of his efforts. She took her time, building up tension in a very pleasurable way. Every now and then, she bent down to kiss Karl or let him lick her breasts. 

      

    Gradually, she increased the rhythm, and her moans of pleasure grew louder. Karl too found it intensely pleasurable, but he knew he had to keep focus.  

      

    She fucked him like this for a long time. Karl figured she was long since ready to come, but she knew how to make it last. She wanted to extend the pleasure and build up the climax.  

      

    Karl was starting to fear he might struggle to hold back his own orgasm if this went on for much longer when Marianne finally showed signs she was about to come. Her moaning grew more intense, and she made a rhythm change. From there on it went fast. Seconds later, Marianne was screaming with pleasure as a half-a-minute orgasm hit her. 

      

    Karl almost came himself when he watched the beauty on top of him in intense pleasure riding his cock hard. 

      

    When Marianne’s orgasm finally subsided, she bent down and kissed Karl on the mouth. She then dismounted him, and lied down on the bed next to him. 

      

    -“That was glorious,” she told him. “You really are a good sex slave.” 

      

    Hearing her praise was wonderful. 

    -“Thank you, Mistress. Your praise means everything to me. I live to serve you,” Karl replied. 

      

    -“As charming as always,” said Marianne with a giggle. “Now, show some more of your qualities as a slave. Massage my back while I relax.” 

      

    She rolled over on her tummy, giving Karl access to her back. Karl sat up on his knees next to her and started rubbing her upper back. 

    -“Hmmm…Not too bad,” declared Marianne. “Keep going.” 

      

    Karl continued. He was quite skilled at massages – it was not uncommon for customers of the Pleasure House to request them, and he had been well trained. As Karl worked her back, Marianne turned her attention to her wrist unit. 

      

    Karl started thinking. Mistress Marianne had come back to see him again, and everything she said and seemed to confirm she liked him and approved of his performance. Karl wondered if he could be so bold as to suggest she could make him her slave permanently.  

      

    On one hand, it was completely out of turn for a male to suggest something like this while being owned by another Woman. On the other hand, Karl had a feeling Mistress Marianne would be positive to the idea if he could only convey it to her. 

      

    After a few minutes of pondering as he massaged her, Karl decided to take the chance. 

    -“Mistress, may I speak to you frankly?” he asked her. 

      

    -“No, you may not,” answered Marianne. “Not now. I need to read this message. Concentrate on the massage, slave.” 

    Her eyes were focused on her wrist unit, reading something that was clearly more important than the thoughts of any male. 

      

    It hurt to be rejected like this by Mistress Marianne, but it was not a complete defeat. She had opened for him to bring it up later; he just had to wait his turn. He kept on massaging her back. 

      

    Five minutes later, Marianne suddenly interrupted him. 

    -“That’s enough for the back,” she told him, and rolled over again. “I need to sit up.” 

      

    She moved to the front of the bed and found a comfortable position resting her back on the pillows. 

    -“Why don’t you come between my legs,” she said to Karl, and spread her legs enough for him to put his head between them. 

    -“Your tongue was marvellous yesterday. I want some more of that,” she added. 

      

    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied Karl and moved over to position his head between her legs. He started licking her pussy with broad and gentle brushes of his tongue. 

      

    Mistress Marianne uttered soft moans of approval as he did. She was still focused on her wrist unit however; now she was typing a message. Karl concentrated on his task, which was to caress Mistress Marianne’s delicious pussy with his tongue, a task he found most enjoyable. 

      

    After a few minutes, Marianne had completed her wrist unit time. 

    -“There, that’s done,” she said, and moaned as Karl’s tongue gently brushed across her clit. 

      

    -“So you are happy I came back to see you, slave?” asked Marianne. 

    This was his chance thought Karl. He had to tell her how he felt. 

      

    Karl withdrew from Marianne’s crotch just enough to speak. 

    -“Very much so, Mistress,” he said. “Serving you has been my best experience ever.” 

    -“That is very sweet of you to say,” replied Marianne. 

      

    -“I want to be your slave forever,” Karl continued. “I love you. My highest wish is for you to buy me.” 

    He kissed her pussy. 

      

    -“That is again very sweet,” said Marianne, “But you can’t request something like that, Karl. You are a slave, and you are owned by another Mistress. You are supposed to be loyal to her.” 

      

    Karl knew he had stepped out of line, and that he would probably regret it. Nevertheless he continued. In for a penny in for a pound. 

    -“She doesn’t need to know I suggested it. Just make her an offer, and I can serve and love you like this every day.” 

      

    -“Why would I even need to buy you?” asked Marianne. “Whenever I feel like fucking you, I can just come here. I already have the slaves I need in my household.” 

      

    Karl could not answer as he felt the heavy blow of her rejection. 

      

    -“Now get back to licking, slave,” ordered Mistress Marianne and hit him twice on his ass with her crop. 

      

    Karl obeyed instantly, and let his tongue flick across her pussy, though with a far heavier mood than earlier. He almost felt like crying. 

      

    -“You know, I will have to report what you said to your Madame,” said Marianne as Karl licked her. “I do still like you, slave, so I will ask her not to be too hard on you. But you need to understand you can’t do what you did.” 

      

    -“Thank you, Mistress,” said Karl from between her legs. 

      

    -“Now, make me cum, slave,” Mistress Marianne told him after a pause of a few seconds. “I want at least one more orgasm before I go!” 

      

    Karl dutifully went to work. 
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     Karl had just finished the morning shower and was drying himself. He had not felt like sharing much of yesterday’s experiences with the other slaves. For them it had been just another day - no one had been treated too badly by any of the customers apparently. Neither had Karl – yet it had felt like one of his worst day ever. The rejection from Marianne was much worse than any bullwhip or heavy cane. But he did not expect anyone to understand that, so he had just said “ok” when asked to describe his encounters. 

      

    After he finished drying, he went to the middle room of the slave quarters to update himself on his tasks for today. Just as he started reading the screen there, Mistress Nina entered the room with brisk steps. Wearing her hair in a tight pony tail, and dressed in tight overbust corset, a miniskirt, thigh-high boots and long gloves, all in black vinyl, she looked both gorgeous and intimidating. The intimidation factor was emphasised by the severe expression on her face and the thick cane in her hand. 

      

    The slaves in the room were falling to their knees in preparation to greet her by kissing her boots, but she did not give them a chance. She went straight to Karl, and took hold in his ear. 

    -“You will come with me, bitch,” she told him with a loud, angry voice, and pulled him up on his feet and forced him to follow her out of the room. 

      

    The remaining slaves in the slave quarter could only wonder what Karl could have done to provoke this reaction from his Mistress. 

      

    Mistress Nina said nothing as she dragged Karl by the ear down through the hallway and into playroom 10. Karl knew he was in for serious punishment. 

      

    Once inside the playroom, she painfully yanked Karl forward using the grip she had on his ear, and kicked him on his legs for good measure. Karl fell to the floor. 

    -“Down, bitch,” she snarled at him. 

      

    -“Do you know why I have taken you here, bitch?” asked Nina 

    -“I think you are going to punish me, Mistress,” replied Karl. 

    -“I most certainly am,” replied his owner. “Do you know why I am going to punish you? 

    Her voice was dripping with contempt. 

      

    -“I asked Mistress Marianne to make me her permanent slave,” said Karl, not daring to even look at Mistress Nina. 

    -“That is indeed why,” replied Mistress Nina. “Now, beg me to punish you!” 

      

    Karl knew he had to do as she said. He crawled to her feet and started kissing the pointy toes of her boots. 

    -“Please punish me for my transgression, Mistress,” he begged with a meek voice. 

    -“Do you know why what you did was wrong, bitch?” demanded Mistress Nina. 

    -“I failed in my loyalty to you Mistress,” replied Karl. “I deserved to be punished very hard for that.” Karl wanted to show he knew his place. 

      

    -“Not only that,” added Mistress Nina, “bothering our customers with impertinent requests will ruin our reputation. You deserve to be doubly punished.” 

    -“I do Mistress,” admitted Karl between the kisses he showered of Mistress Nina’s boots. “Please punish me.” 

      

    -“I will give you exactly what you ask for,” said Nina. She kicked his face to make him stop his pleading, hard enough to be quite painful. 

      

    -“Get across the horse,” she ordered him. 

    Karl got up on his feet and hurried over to the caning horse five meters away. He bent over it, and aligned his hands and feet with its legs to make it easier for Mistress Nina to fix him to it. 

      

    Mistress Nina did just that when she arrived next to Karl two seconds later. She secured his wrist and ankle braces tightly to the legs of the horse. When she was done, Karl could hardly move at all. He would be defenceless to whatever punishment she had in store for him. 

      

    -“Mistress Marianne is a very caring Lady,” said Nina while slowly circling around Karl. “She requested we did not go too hard on you for what you did.” 

    -“I have therefore decided,” she continued, “to let you pay for your misdeed with only one caning. I hope you are grateful.” 

    -“I am very grateful, Mistress. Thank you.” 

    -“But this caning is going to be very severe. You will get at least 200. More if I think you need it” 

      

    Karl swallowed. This was going to hard. Agonisingly hard. 

    -“Thank you, Mistress. I deserve every stroke you give me.” 

    Karl knew that accepting his punishment was the only way not to make it worse on himself. 

      

    Mistress Nina stopped behind Karl’s exposed bottom. 

    -“Very well. We shall begin. You will count and thank me for each stroke.” 

    -“Yes, Mistress.” 

      

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    Karl felt the forceful impact of the first stroke on his ass. He yelped half a second later as his brain fully took in the pain it had generated. It was full force from the beginning. Mistress Nina did not hold back. 

    -“One. Thank you, Mistress,” Karl managed to say with a straight voice. 

      

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    A second stoke, just as hard as the first overwhelmed Karl with pain. He closed his eyes as he struggled to suppress the it. 

    -“Two. Thank you, Mistress,” he said as the worst of it subsided. 

      

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    The third stroke. Pure agony. Karl bit his lip and groaned. She had only just begun, and he was already close to his limits. 

    -“Three. Thank you, Mistress.” 

      

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    Karl groaned loudly as the fourth stroke landed on the emerging welt of the first stroke. The pain blocked out everything around him for a second. 

    -“You will learn the value of loyalty today, bitch,” Mistress Nina stated coldly. 

    -“Four. Thank you, Mistress.” Karl stuttered. 

      

    … 

      

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    Karl howled as the immense pain of yet another full force stroke hit him. He had long since been taken beyond his tolerance limits. 

    -“You need this, bitch. You said yourself you deserve this,” Mistress Nina taunted him. 

    -“Forty two. Thank you, Mistress.” Karl’s voice was breaking. 

      

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    There was no relief. The pain of the last crack had barely began to subside before the next hit him with full force. Karl howled again. He struggled to compose himself enough to keep the count. 

    -“I am waiting, bitch,” Nina arrogantly reminded him. “You know what happens if you fail to keep count.” 

    -“Forty three. Thank you, Mistress,” Karl finally stuttered with a broken voice. 

      

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    Mistress Nina barely waited for Karl to finish counting the last stroke before she delivered the next. He cried out with pain.  

    -“Forty four. Thank you, Mistress.” With a lot of effort he managed to compose himself enough to say it, knowing that failure to do so would result in Mistress Nina starting from zero again. 

      

    …. 

      

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    Karl let out a shriek amid his near continuous crying as the cane hit, as he had done for the last twenty strokes or so. His existence was a blur of agony, and he had given up trying to maintain any semblance of composure. 

    -“Ninety nine. Thank you, Mistress,” he sobbed. 
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    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    -“And one hundred,” Mistress Nina counted for him as Karl wailed with agony from the last stroke. 

    -“Only half of the mandatory punishment left. I think this is very good for you.” Mistress Nina seemed more cheerful now that she exacted part of the retribution on her disloyal slave. 

    Karl responded only with a sob. 

      

    -“This cane is rather worn out now,” said Mistress Nina and stepped in front of Karl so he could see it. There were a few red spots on it. She had drawn blood. 

      

    Mistress Nina dropped the cane on the floor in front of Karl and picked up another from a vase full of them. She made a few practice swings through the air with the new cane. 

    -“Ah. Nice and whippy. I think this will be perfect for the next hundred,” she said as the thin cane cut through the air. “Don’t you think so, bitch?” 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” Karl sobbed in reply. 

      

    -“Excellent! Let’s continue then,” said Nina and positioned herself behind Karl again. 

      

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    Karl howled as he absorbed the sting of the thin cane cutting into his rear end. 

    -“Feels lovely,” declared Mistress Nina. 

    Karl had a distinctly different impression of the cane as he struggled to say 

    -“Hundred and one. Thank you, Mistress. 

      

    ….. 

      

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    Another sharp sting added to Karl’s unbearable pain. Instinctively he jerked his arms and legs, trying to get away, but he was firmly restrained to the horse. He could not move. In his agony, he struggled even to think and speak between his sobbing and cries of pain. 

    -“Hundred and thirty six. Thank you, Mistress,” he managed to stutter in a barely intelligible fashion after a few seconds. 

      

    -“Your counting has deteriorated to gibberish, bitch,” complained Mistress Nina. “It’s pathetic.” 

    -“Sorry, Mistress,” sobbed Karl, again barely intelligibly. 

    -“Shut up, bitch.” I will do the rest of the counting myself.” 

      

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    -“Hundred and thirty six.” Mistress Nina said calmly as Karl wailed in response to the cane cutting into his bloody and heavily welted buttocks. He didn’t even register she had counted the last stroke again. 

      

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    -“Hundred and thirty seven.” 

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    -“Hundred and thirty eight.” 

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    -“Hundred and thirty nine.” 

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    -“Hundred and Forty.” 

      

    Unconstrained by having to wait for Karl to count, Mistress Nina left only two seconds between the strokes. Karl cried continuously, overcome by pain as Mistress Nina steadily counted. 

      

    … 

      

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    -“Hundred and ninety seven.” 

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    -“Hundred and ninety eight.” 

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    -“Hundred and ninety nine.” 

      

    Karl was sobbing loudly as Mistress Nina viciously punished his ass with powerful cane strokes. The overwhelming pain blocked out almost all other impressions, and Karl barely registered the count approaching the end. 

      

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    -“Two Hundred!” exclaimed Mistress Nina after delivering an extra hard final stroke, breaking the cane as she did so. 

      

    She threw the bloody and broken cane on the floor in front of Karl. 

    -“This is what happens to disloyal slaves,” she told him. 

      

    She stepped in front of him and placed her gloved right hand in front of Karl’s face. 

    -“You will kiss the hand that punished you!” she ordered. 

      

    Still sobbing, Karl did as she demanded. 

      

    -“And you can kiss my ass and thank me,” she continued and turned her back to him. She bent forward a little bit, such that her rear end was directly in front of Karl’s face when he lifted it. 

      

    Again Karl obeyed, and sobbingly kissed the shiny skirt covering Mistress Nina’s shapely bottom. 

    -“Thank you, Mistress,” he said between his sobs. “Thank you for punishing me.” 

      

    Mistress Nina let Karl worship her rear and profess his regrets and gratitude for half a minute before she stepped away and turned to face him. 

      

    -“Do you think you have been punished sufficiently?” asked Mistress Nina with a sneer. 

    A shot of cold went through Karl’s spine. The answer to that question was somehow never “Yes”. He hesitated, unsure of what to say. 

    -“Lost you voice, bitch?” smirked Mistress Nina. “Afraid to speak?” 

    -“The answer is no, bitch,” she continued. “I need to be sure you learn your lesson. You will have another fifty or so.” 

      

    Karl watched with despair as Mistress Nina found a fibre cane in the vase and took a practice swing with it. But there was nothing he could do. There was no escape. 

      

    Mistress Nina took position behind Karl, and tapped his ass with the new cane. Karl felt tears building up in his eyes just from the expectation of what would was about to happen. 

      

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    Karl cried out. The unbelievably intense pain started all over again. 

      

    ….. 

      

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

    <SWISH...CRACK> 

      

    -“That should do for now,” announced Mistress Nina. She had not counted, nor had she ordered Karl to do so, but Karl was convinced she had given him far more than fifty extra strokes. He had once again been reduced to a sobbing wreck, but he manage to stutter a “Thank you, Mistress,” as he realised his ordeal was finally about to end. 

      

    Mistress Nina released Karl from the caning horse using her wrist unit. She then went over to him, grabbed him by his hair, and pulled him off the restraining device. She let go of his hair, and Karl collapsed on the floor, exhausted from the ordeal. 

      

    -“I hope you have learned now,” Mistress Nina lectured as she towered above Karl. “Your loyalty to me as you Mistress is sacred, and you will never compromise the reputation of this establishment. Is that clear?” 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” whimpered Karl. 

      

    -“Now, thank me properly for teaching you this lesson!” 

      

    -“Thank you, Mistress. Thank you for correcting me,” Karl snivelled as he kissed the toes of Mistress Nina’s boots. 

      

    Mistress Nina let him kiss her boots for half a minute before stopping him. 

    -“Enough,” she said. Karl stopped. 

    Mistress Nina walked slowly in a circle around Karl lying on the floor beneath her. 

    -“Your ass has taken quite a beating, and you are not fit to serve customers right now,” she said. “But not worse than it can be fixed in time.” 

    -“Take a pill, and recover for two hours in the slave quarters. That should be sufficient to put you on the market this afternoon. Some Ladies like their bitches well caned after all.” 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” answered Karl with a snivel. 

      

    With that, Mistress Nina simply left the room, leaving Karl where he was on the floor. From the hallway, he heard her call for one of the other slaves to assist. 

    -“You! Get the bitch in room 10 back to the slave quarters and give him a pill!” 
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    Marianne was meeting Veronica in a coffee bar on Latoreria’s high street. It was an outdoor establishment with tables on a patio next to the street, with a bar staffed by two slaves in one of its corners. The two Ladies were sitting at a table under a parasol protecting from the direct light of the sun. Despite the scorching sun, the temperature was a comfortable 25 degrees, courtesy of the transparent dome covering the town. 

      

    Marianne had only arrived in Latoreria the week before to start in her new job, and she was eager to meet with Veronica, her mentor from the period just after she had arrived on Hera 27 years ago (14 EY). Veronica was the only Woman Marianne knew from before in this town, and besides, it had been a long time since they had met now. Marianne had looked forward to catch up with her. 

      

    And catch up they did. The two Ladies spent well over an hour talking and enjoying each other’s company. As they had long since finished their coffees, Marianne suggested they get another order. 

      

    -“I feel like something sweeter,” said Veronica. “The ice cream specials here are delicious. Do you want to try one?” 

    -“That sounds very tempting,” replied Marianne. 

    -“Excellent,” said Veronica and made a signal to the bar men. 

      

    Seconds later, one of them, a dark-haired man wearing a black shirt and a brown apron, came to the table to take their order. Veronica ordered two ice cream specials, and the young man hurriedly left the table with a “Right away, Mistress!” 

      

    -“So have you had a chance to see what Latoreria has to offer since you came here?” asked Veronica as the man left. “There are quite a few good places here, even if the town is small.” 

      

    -“Not really,” replied Marianne. “I have been quite busy as you know. But I did try that restaurant next to City Hall.” 

    -“Yes, the seafood restaurant. That’s a good place,” interjected Veronica. 

    -Oh, and of course, I visited the Pleasure House,” added Marianne. 

      

    Marianne blushed a little. It was nothing out of the ordinary for Heran Women to visit such establishments, but for Marianne, who had lived most of her life on Earth, it still felt a little dirty.  

      

    Veronica grinned as she noticed Marianne’s reaction. 

    -“Of course you did. We all go there. I go regularly. It is a really good place” she said.  

      

    -“It is,” agreed Marianne. “I was surprised a small place like this has such a well-equipped pleasure house. Excellent premises and high quality sex slaves. And not very expensive either. Just like the ones run by the prison services.” 

      

    -“That’s because it is subsidised,” explained Veronica. “The Queendom pays private providers to offer these services outside the capital. They figured we can’t all live in Alce, so they do this to make living in the provincial cities more attractive.” 

      

    -“It seems to be working,” commented Marianne. 

    -“Definitively. We can’t complain in this regard.” 

      

    -“Anyway,” said Marianne changing topic slightly. “I had a funny encounter when I went there on Friday. Among the slaves on offer I found a guy who was on my expedition from Earth. He was quite eager to date me back then. A bit pushy, but cute.” 

      

    -“So you took him?” 

    -“Of course,” replied Marianne. “He was very enjoyable actually, so I decided to rent him again yesterday.” 

    -“Two days in a row,” commented Veronica with a smile. 

    -“Yes, I know…Anyway I must have made an impression on him. At the end of yesterday’s session he suggested I should buy him so he could be my personal slave.” 

    -“He what?” Veronica asked with amazement. 

      

    Marianne took Veronica through what had happened the day before. 

    -“The thing is,” she finished, “I kind of feel for him. I know it would be stupid to buy him, but I somehow feel a little bad for not doing it.” 

      

    -“You shouldn’t let this get to you,” said Veronica. “He is just a male.” 

    -“I know. But it still nags me.” 

      

    -“It’s been a while, but I can relate,” said Veronica. “You know, back in 111, when I came here, I found my ex-boyfriend from the expedition in the slave prison in Alce. It was just before us newly arrived were issued our first slaves. At that point I still had feelings for him. A love-hate thing – he was a bit of an asshole.” 

      

    -“So what happened?” asked Marianne. 

      

    -“I found the perfect way of getting over him and getting my revenge. With a lot of help from one of the prison Guardesses I purchased him as my slave and beat the hell out of him for a week. I really put him in his place, and it felt great. Then I sold him so I could get a more useful slave instead.” 

      

    -“And you got over him?” 

      

    -“Yes, it worked for me. Hardly even thought about him since. I did come across him one more time though – that was a bit of fun. He worked in a mining operation in Valkyria in which I was investing. When I saw him, I asked his overseer if I could borrow him a little, and she agreed for me to give him a special motivational session…..So I did. He will never forget my whips after that.” 

      

    -“I bet he deserved it. But I am not sure if that’s needed on Karl. He hasn’t hurt me, and I don’t take pleasure in beating males the same way you do.” 

      

    Marianne was not a sadist like Veronica was. To her, the whip was a practical tool to keep males in line, not an instrument for sexual pleasure. 

      

    -“You shouldn’t say that,” argued Veronica. “You need to show both yourself and him how insignificant he is to you. Humiliating him properly will help you both. You need to see he is as pathetic as any other male – that makes it easier to forget him. And he needs to realise he will never mean anything to you. If he doesn’t, it will only get him and his owner into trouble. It is all good for your personal slaves to have a crush on you, but less so when it is another Woman’s property.” 

      

    Marianne considered Veronica’s argument. She had a point. 

    After a few seconds pause, Veronica made an offer. 

      

    -“Let me take you to the Pleasure House tonight and help you work this out. It will be fun. Besides, I am dying to see which of their slaves this is all about.” 

      

    -“I would like that,” replied Marianne and savoured another spoon of her ice cream. 
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    It was getting late, and Karl was looking forward to get some rest in a few hours. His ass was still bruised and hurting, even if the recovery pills had been working on it for most of the day. The kneeling position he was in while waiting in his cage for new customers, with his bottom resting on his heels, provided little relief from the continuous aching. 

      

    It had also been quite busy today. Karl had served four customers so far. Despite an aching back side and the disappointment of yesterday, he had done so diligently and professionally, giving them his best. 

      

    His mood had improved since this morning. Serving Ladies intimately throughout the day was usually an uplifting experience. Having taken his punishment this morning gave him a feeling of redemption. And, having pondered what had happened yesterday, which he now had time to do while in the cage in the showroom, Karl figured there might still be a little hope. Mistress Marianne had said she still liked him after all. It could be she would decide to take him at some point. It was however clear to Karl he could not be pushy. 

      

    As Karl again pondered yesterday’s experience, Mistress Laura, the Madame on duty this evening, escorted another customer to the show room. To Karl’s surprise and delight, it was Mistress Marianne. With her hair flowing and wearing a glittery light grey top, a black leather mini skirt and black knee high leather boots, she looked like she had come from a party.  

      

    Her demeanour and her look was much more dominant than yesterday and the day before. She appeared as intimidating as Mistress Laura standing behind her in a leather dominatrix outfit.  

      

    The dark burgundy lipstick and dark eye makeup she wore gave Mistress Marianne’s face a stern expression. She carried a riding crop, which she used to point out the slaves of her choice.   

      

    With increasing disappointment, Karl watched her point first to Ethan, and then to Jay. 

    -“I want him…and him,” she told Mistress Laura. 

    -“Very well Ma’am,” she confirmed. “Anything else?” 

      

    Mistress Marianne gave the rest of the slaves a glance. 

    -“Yes,” she said. “I’ll take him as well.” 

    She had pointed to Karl, who did not know how to feel at first. Surprised and relieved she chose him after all, but also disappointed that he was not her first and only pick. 

      

    -“No problem Ma’am,” said Mistress Laura. “I will have them all brought to your room immediately.” 

      

    The two Ladies left the show room together, but just a few moments later Mistress Laura returned accompanied by Fred, her personal slave for the evening. She gave him the order to take Karl, Ethan and Jay’s cages to room 1.  

      

    Fred pushed the three cages together to form a line, and then pushed the three cages with Karl in the front out of the showroom and towards playroom 1. Outside the room, he stopped to open the door, then pushed the three cages inside. 

      

    As he was pushed inside, a scary sight met Karl. Waiting with her hands on her hips was Mistress Veronica, dressed to kill. In thigh-high boots, a crotchless corset and long gloves, all in black leather, she was an intimidating beauty. She had let her shoulder-length black hair out, and wore a crimson lipstick. A menacing single tail whip rested coiled up in her right hand, and Karl knew all too well what she could do with it. 

      

    Karl’s first thought was that there had been a mix-up of rooms. But neither Fred nor the feared Lady in front of him made any indication they thought that was the case. Fred separated the cages and placed them one meter apart from each other a few meters inside the room, and retreated out the door, visibly nervous by Mistress Veronica’s gaze. He too had experienced her whip on several occasions. 

      

    Karl and the other slaves in the cages were no less nervous. She stared at the three of them with a cruel smile for a few moments after Fred had left the room, not saying anything.  

      

    Suddenly the door to the changing room opened. Mistress Marianne entered the main playroom wearing the same boots and miniskirt as she had worn in the show room. But the top had been replaced by an underbust corset in black leather, revealing her gorgeous breasts in all their glory. And her arms were covered by matching long gloves – one of them carrying a crop. 

      

    There had been no mix-up with rooms, Karl had to conclude. And with the new style displayed by Mistress Marianne, he feared he was going to see a different side of her this evening. 

      

    The Ladies’ first words did nothing to dispel that fear. 

    -“There you are, Dear,” Veronica said to Marianne. “The slaves are here already. Some interesting choices you made. Are you ready for some fun?” 

    -“Oh, very much,” replied Marianne. “How should we start?” 

    -“Why don’t I get you in the mood by whipping a male while you get your pussy licked,” suggested Veronica. 

    -“That sounds like an excellent idea,” said Marianne. “Take that one first,” she said and pointed at Karl with her crop. “I want to see you whip him good while I get off.” 

    -“It will be my pleasure,” replied Veronica smiling. 

      

    Mistress Veronica tapped her wrist unit a few times, while walking towards Karl’s cage. All three cages then opened. 

    -“Greet me, bitch!” she ordered Karl, and Karl crawled out of his cage to kiss her tall boots. To his right Ethan and Jay did the same to Mistress Marianne’s boots. 

      

    -“Look at that,” said Mistress Veronica noticing the state of Karl’s rear end as he kissed her boot. “His Madame has caned him.” 

    -“He must have been a very naughty bitch,” commented Marianne with a chuckle. “You better keep an eye on him.” 

    -“Oh I will,” she replied.  

      

    Mistress Veronica then grabbed Karl by his hair and forced him to crawl along as she walked towards her chosen instrument for restraining him. She stopped underneath a pair of shackles hanging from the ceiling a few meters from the large bed in the middle of the room. Here she released Karl’s ankle and wrist restraints, then she ordered Karl to get on his feet and spread his legs such that they aligned with two metal hoops bolted to the floor. When Karl did so, she locked his ankle braces to the hoops, and then engaged her wrist unit to lower the shackles from the ceiling. 

      

    When the shackles had come down sufficiently, she locked Karl’s wrists in them, and then had the shackles pulled up. She did not stop before Karl was fully stretched out and facing the bed, with only his toes touching the floor. Karl had little opportunity to move, and would not in any way be able to escape or protect himself from what the sadistic Lady was about to do to him. 

      

    Meanwhile, Mistress Marianne installed herself on the bed. Reclining against a few large pillows and facing Karl, she pulled up her skirt, revealing that magnificent pussy Karl had had the honour to serve the two previous days. This time it was going to Ethan’s turn. He was lying on the bed in front of Mistress Marianne with his head between her legs. Jay was sitting on his knees next to Marianne. 

      

    Marianne gave a short order. 

    -“Pleasure me.” 

    The two slaves immediately went to work. Ethan moved his head into Marianne’s crotch, while Jay leaned over her shoulder and tenderly started kissing her neck. Soon a satisfied smile was on Mistress Marianne’s lips. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    Karl’s ogling of Mistress Marianne ended abruptly as the pain of a single tail whip cutting across his back changed his focus, making a loud snap in the process. Karl groaned. 

      

    <CRACK> 

    Two seconds later another lash impacted nearly the same place. Again, Karl groaned with agony. 

      

    Mistress Marianne moaned with pleasure. 

    -“I like what I see,” she said to Mistress Veronica standing behind Karl where he could not see her. “Please continue.” 

      

    <CRACK> 

    Mistress Veronica did not hesitate. The whip again hit diagonally across Karl’s back with a loud crack, It was more powerful than the first two blows, which could not in any way be described as light. Karl clenched his teeth trying to deal with the pain. 

      

    Mistress Veronica relentlessly continued with one savage lash after the next. Karl had not expected anything less. He knew well how sadistic this Lady was. It was more disturbing to hear Mistress Marianne encourage her sadism, which she did from the bed in-between moans of pleasure. 

      

    The excruciating agony from the whipping soon blocked out Karl’s other concerns, however.  Mistress Veronica turned his back into a mess of red stripes and welts in short order, and she soon had Karl screaming with pain every time the lash connected with his back. 

      

    In front of him, Mistress Marianne moaned with increasing passion as Ethan’s cunnilingus skills brought her closer and closer to an orgasm, but Karl barely noticed as he absorbed the pain of the whip. 

      

    After about fifteen minutes of suffering for Karl, Mistress Marianne climaxed with a long, intense scream of pleasure. As she did, Mistress Veronica launched the finale of her whipping, delivering a series of extra hard lashes in a ferocious pace. For Karl the pain was simply unbearable. He cried out and tried all he could to wiggle, but to no avail. Every single lash found its target on Karl’s back. 

      

    When she finally let up, Karl needed more than half a minute to compose himself. He was breathing heavily with occasional sobs and whimpers mixed in as he watched Mistress Marianne dispose of the slaves who had just brought her to orgasm. 

      

    -“Get back in the cages, slaves,” she ordered them and gave both of them a few whacks of her riding crop to spur them along. Ethan and Jay scurried into each their cage, and Mistress Marianne locked them in using her wrist unit. 

      

    Mistress Marianne then got out of the bed and lowered her skirt. She looked past Karl at Mistress Veronica. 

    -“That was wonderful,” she said. “There is nothing like getting your pussy serviced while watching a beautiful display of female power.” 

    -“If there is, that must be to display your power over a pathetic male yourself,” replied Mistress Veronica. 

     -“Fuck, I got so horny from whipping him,” she added. 

      

    -“I think you should rape him,” said Mistress Marianne. “Get, comfortable in bed, and let me prepare him for you. It’s your turn now.” 

      

    -“Very generous of you,” said Mistress Veronica with a smile and sat down on the bed. 

      

    Mistress Marianne started lowering the shackles connecting Karl to the ceiling with her wrist unit. While Karl’s hands slowly descended, Mistress Marianne went over to a shelf next to the bed. After looking at the equipment there for a few seconds, she picked up one of the items and returned to Karl, who now held his hands in shoulder height. In Marianne’s hand was a chindo with harness. It was of the two way type, where one end goes in the mouth of the wearer as a mouth gag. 

      

    Marianne released Karl from his restraints and ordered him into a more submissive position. 

    -“Down on your knees, slave.” 

    Karl fell on his knees as ordered 

      

    Marianne walked behind Karl and pulled the harness over his head. 

    -“Open, bitch,” she ordered and forcefully pushed the gag into his mouth. She then tightened the harness and fastened its buckle behind Karl’s neck. Finally, she grabbed his arms and locked them together behind his back by his wrist braces. 
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    -“A bitch prepared to serve his Mistress,” Marianne announced.  

    She hit Karl hard with her crop on his ass. 

    -“Now get to work, bitch”, she shouted as Karl whimpered. 

    Karl walked on his knees towards the bed. 

      

    <SMACK> 

    <SMACK> 

    <SMACK> 

     -“Faster, bitch!” Marianne landed three savage blows on his ass and chastised him for not moving fast enough. She hit him on his on his ass, which had been so cruelly punished this morning, and it was tremendously painful. Karl whimpered again, this time more loudly. 

      

    <SMACK> 

    <SMACK> 

    Mistress Marianne gave him another two before he reached Veronica sitting on the edge of the bed. It was clear to Karl that Mistress Marianne was making a point of being as strict and demanding as possible. Very unlike the Woman he had served on the previous two days. 

      

    As soon as Karl was within Mistress Veronica’s reach, she grabbed him by his hair and pulled his head in between her legs. 

    -“Get in there, bitch,” she ordered as she slid the dildo protruding from Karl’s face into her pussy. 

      

    <SMACK> 

    Karl again felt Mistress Marianne’s stinging crop on his rear end. 

    -“Do as you’re told!” she demanded. 

      

    Karl didn’t really have any choice in the matter. Mistress Veronica still held him firmly by his hair, and started to push and pull his head back and forth, enforcing the rhythm she preferred to fuck. 

      

    In front of Karl’s face the dildo pushed in and out of Mistress Veronica’s pussy. He could sense its enticing aroma, but to his frustration, the mouth gag prevented him from licking it. 

      

    The sense of frustration was soon replaced by pain, however. Behind him, Mistress Marianne had replaced her crop with a flogger, and had started working on Karl’s back and ass. While the flogger did not deliver as sharp pain as the single tail or the cane had done, it nevertheless caused Karl great discomfort when applied to the parts of him that had been so severely punished earlier today. 

      

    Karl squirmed, groaned and whimpered as Mistress Marianne mercilessly flogged him. In contrast, Mistress Veronica uttered soft, feminine noises of pleasure as she rode the dildo on Karl’s face. After a while she let go of Karl’s head, and Karl continued to move his neck in the pace she had set for him. 

      

    Mistress Veronica reclined and enjoyed the fuck for a while before she was ready to climax. 

    -“I want to come now,” she said between moans. “Whip him harder, Mistress Marianne.” 

    She then grabbed Karl’s hair again, this time with both hands, and forced his head harder and faster in and out of her crotch. 

      

    Behind Karl, Mistress Marianne obliged Veronica’s request. She put considerable more force into her lashes, and Karl’s pain level went up accordingly. Karl screamed as the flogger hit his backside, though the mouth gag muffled the noise. 

      

    It was loud enough for the sadistic Mistress Veronica to notice and appreciate. 

    -“Yeeessss! Make him suffer!” she shouted fervently to Mistress Marianne as she violently fucked Karl’s face. 

      

    Between Mistress Veronica’s tight grip on his head and the excruciating pain of Mistress Marianne’s flogger, there was little Karl was capable of doing actively to increase Veronica’s pleasure. But it did not matter. It was perfect for Veronica. 

      

    -“Yes, yes. Fuck! This is good,” she screamed before moaning several times with her very feminine voice. 

    -“Yes. I am coming. I am coming,” she whispered a few seconds later, and the let out a long passionate moan. She had reached her climax. Mistress Marianne stopped whipping Karl. 

      

    Mistress Veronica rode Karl’s face all through her orgasm, then pushed him away. 

      

    -“That was so hot,” Veronica whispered, breathing heavily. 

    -“I am glad you liked it,” said Mistress Marianne and grabbed Karl’s by his hair. “And I am sure this little whore is glad too.” 

    -“Yes, Mistress,” Karl snivelled in agreement. 

      

    -“It was really invigorating,” said Veronica. “I feel like whipping a male now. A proper bullwhipping.” 

    Karl shuddered. He knew whomever she picked as her victim would be whipped to shreds. Mistress Veronica would show no mercy. 

    -“There is nothing to stop you,” said Marianne. “But take one of the two in the cages. I want to teach this bitch the lesson he needs,” said Marianne, referring to Karl. Karl had escaped Mistress Veronica’s bullwhip, but realised it was no reason to be relieved. Mistress Marianne had proven how harsh she could be today. 

      

    Mistress Marianne pulled Karl along to a caning horse similar to the one Mistress Nina had used for his punishment this morning. Mistress Marianne ordered him over it, and Karl complied, fearing what would happen next. 

      

    -“Yesterday I asked your owners to go easy on you for what you did yesterday,” Marianne told Karl as she fixed his limbs to the legs of the caning horse. “I have realised that was a mistake.” 

    -“You really need to learn how insignificant you are to me, and how far out of line you were yesterday, “ she continued. “I am therefore going to personally ensure you get a proper dose of punishment.” 

    -“I am sorry, Mistress,” Karl snivelled. “She punished me really hard. I have learned.” 

    He dreaded having to face yet another hard punishment, and desperately wanted to appease Marianne, even if he knew changing her mind was next to impossible. 

      

    Mistress Marianne just ignored his pleading. She walked over to a rack on the wall and picked up a long dressage whip. Karl hated the sting of those infernal instruments. 

    -“I want some extra enjoyment with this,” said Mistress Marianne and unlocked Jay’s cage with her wrist unit.  

    -“Crawl over here, slave,” she ordered him. “No need to let you sit there unutilised.”  

      

    Jay was alone in the cages after Mistress Veronica had selected Ethan as her bullwhipping victim. While Mistress Marianne had prepared Karl for punishment, Mistress Veronica had taken Ethan out of his cage and shackled his hands to the ceiling on the other side of the room. She was now pondering which bullwhip to use from the room’s ample selection. 

      

    Jay crawled over towards Mistress Marianne. 

    -“You will worship me while I whip this bitch,” she instructed him. “Start by licking my boots.”  

      

    Mistress Marianne positioned herself on the left side behind Karl. Jay crawled forward and started licking her boot. She raised her whip over her head, and then brought it down on Karl’s ass with full power. 

      

    <SWISH> 

    It stung like hell. Karl shrieked. 

    But it was only the start. 

      

    <SWISH> 

    <SWISH> 

    <SWISH> 

    <SWISH> 

    <SWISH> 

      

    Mistress Marianne delivered five more full force lashes in a rapid pace. Karl cried loudly. This treatment was extremely painful under any circumstance, but when applied to his ass that had been so severely caned this morning, it was more than unbearable. He gasped for air amid sobs when Mistress Marianne gave him a little pause. 

      

    -“Crying just after I started…Pathetic,” she commented. 

    - “Well, you need this lesson. Based on what happened yesterday, you seem to think that you are special to me.” 

      

    <SWISH> 

    Another painful stroke. 

      

    -“Well, let me assure you that you are not,” Mistress Marianne continued. 

    <SWISH> 

    -“You are merely a male… 

    <SWISH> 

    -“…and a whore.” 

    <SWISH> 

    -“To presume you are anything more….” 

    <SWISH> 

    -“…Is completely inappropriate.” 

    <SWISH> 

    -“And I intend to beat any such notion out of you.” 

    <SWISH> 

    <SWISH> 

    <SWISH> 

      

    -“You may be a good whore…” 

    <SWISH> 

    -“…but that is all you are, bitch” 

    <SWISH> 

    <SWISH> 

      

      

    Throughout the lecture, Karl cried as the agonising lashes cut into his buttocks and upper thighs. 

    The noise from Mistress Marianne’s dressage whip cutting through the air, Karl’s screaming and crying was increasingly being complemented by noise from the other side of the room. 

      

    Mistress Veronica had selected a 3-meter bullwhip and was enthusiastically applying it to Ethan’s exposed upper body. Loud cracks from the whip as well as groans and howls from Ethan added to the sound level in the room. 

      

    Closer to Karl, Mistress Marianne concluded the verbal chastisement. 

    -“I am going to teach you to fear me like any other Woman.” She shouted to ensure Karl could hear over the noise. 

      

    The physical chastisement had just begun, however. Mistress Marianne launched a vicious assault on Karl’s ass. It wasn’t a series of strokes, just a long, continuous beating that seemed to Karl to go on forever. She did not count, and he was too overcome with agony to keep track of anything. Every lash was immensely painful, and with one delivered every second or two, Karl’s existence was one of total agony, as bad as any punishment he had received before. 

      

    Instinctively, Karl shook, squirmed and try to get away from the torment, but being firmly fixed to the caning horse he could barely move. His shrieks and cries deteriorated to whimpers and sobbing as the punishment drained his energy. 

      

    After well more than a hundred strokes, Mistress Marianne took a little break, to instruct Jay, who was still licking her boots. 

    -“I want you to lick my pussy now,” she told him. “Lick it while I whip!” 

    She lifted her skirt a little, and positioned her legs further apart to allow Jay to reach her sex with his tongue. Then she raised her whip again, and brought it down hard on Karl, continuing his punishment.  

      

    Sitting on his knees between Mistress Marianne’s legs, Jay tried as best he could to obey her orders. As the Mistress moved her upper body as she used the whip, it was hard for him to keep his tongue on her pussy continuously. He made her moan every now and then, but could not make her come as long as she punished Karl. 

      

    The punishment went on for another eternity before Mistress Marianne was finally satisfied. 

    -“This has taught you your place I hope,” she said with heavy breathing after having delivered what must have been several hundred lashes. 

      

    Karl’s ass was a bloody mess. It was red with blood from several hits that had cut his skin, and a new set of welts had been created on top of those he got from the caning this morning. Karl was sobbing quietly, too exhausted to express his pain in any other way. 

      

    Mistress Marianne turned her attention to Jay. 

    -“Enough teasing,” she told him. She lashed him twice with the dressage whip, then grabbed his hair and forced his head more firmly into her crotch, grinding her pussy against it. 

    She did this for less than a minute before the increasing intensity of her moaning revealed she was coming. It was not a long orgasm, and probably a shallow one from the sound of it. But it was the closure Mistress Marianne sought. 

      

    She gave the slave between her legs another lash with the whip. 

    -“Enough, slave!” 

      

    On the other side of the room Mistress Veronica had not finished bullwhipping Ethan. She delivered one harsh lash after another with the powerful whip, each accompanied by a howl of pain from Ethan. Her victim was covered in thick red stripes all over his torso, ass and upper legs. Some of those were turning purple. But Mistress Veronica showed no mercy. The whipping would continue until she was satisfied. 

      

    Mistress Marianne released Karl from the caning horse. He sank down on the floor next to it. 

    -“I have given you a valuable lesson, bitch,” she told him. “You better thank me.” 

      

    Karl mustered most of the strength he had left and leaned forward to kiss her boot. Obedience and fear of pain was all that was in his head now. 

    -“Thank you, Mistress,” he said with a feeble voice between a few sobs. 

      

    Mistress Marianne looked down upon him with a satisfied smile as Karl kissed her boot a few more times. She then leaned on the caning horse and cast her eyes Mistress Veronica and Ethan. 

    -“Looks like Mistress Veronica is not done yet. You may worship my boot while I enjoy the show,” she told Karl. “You have deserved it.” 

    -“You too,” she said to Jay, sitting on his knees a few meters away. “Worship my other boot.” 

      

    With two slaves obediently worshipping her boots, Mistress Marianne watched for a few minutes as Mistress Veronica finished off Ethan with her bullwhip. 

      

    Mistress Veronica had saved the best for the end.  Ten lashes delivered with maximum strength hit Ethan on the side, wrapping around his chest and biting his back on the other side. Ethan screamed with agony throughout, and each lash visibly raised a new welt.  

      

    -“Ah. Just what I needed,” said Veronica after having delivered the last lash. She rolled the whip up in a coil and went over to Ethan to inspect close up the damage she had done. 

      

    -“Was it as good for you as it was for me?” she asked him mockingly. 

    Ethan uttered some barely intelligible sounds between sobs and heavy breathing. 

      

    Mistress Veronica looked at Mistress Marianne. 

    -“They always say that,” said Veronica, and both Ladies laughed. 

    -“You and your sadism,” commented Marianne. 

      

    -“Well, I am satisfied,” said Veronica and walked towards Marianne. “How about you?” 

    -“I got what I came her for,” answered Marianne. “Let’s get the slaves in the cages.” 

    She gave Jay and Karl each a stroke with her dressage whip. 

    “Enough slaves. Back in your cages.” 

      

    Karl struggled to crawl to his cage. He was weakened from the punishment and could only move slowly. Seeing this, Jay took Karl’s arms over his shoulders and dragged him to his cage before entering his own. When both were in their cage, Mistress Marianne locked the cages with her wrist unit. 

      

    -“The last one can stay where he is,” said Mistress Veronica as she walked towards the changing room door, referring to Ethan. “I doubt he will go anywhere.” 

      

    The two Mistresses disappeared into the changing room.
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    Marianne and Veronica entered the reception, wearing the same outfits in which they had arrived. 

    Laura smiled to them when she saw them coming. 

    -“Did you have fun?” she asked them. 

      

    -“Very much so,” replied Veronica upbeat. 

    -“Yes, it was good,” agreed Marianne. “The slaves were very enjoyable, but I still feel a little bad for having punished Karl that hard. He didn’t really deserve it.” 

    -“That maybe so,” said Veronica. “But he needed it.  And so did you.” 

      

    -“Veronica is right,” said Laura. “When a bitch becomes too infatuated with a Lady to conduct himself properly, he needs serious correction. And there is no better way for that to happen than for the Lady in question to give him that correction and to teach him his proper place.” 

      

    -“So we are very thankful that you spent you’re time here doing just that,” continued Laura. “And as a token of our appreciation, we are not going to charge you for tonight.” 

      

    -“That is very generous,” replied Marianne. “Thank you.” 

      

    -“And we are not going to charge you either for the damage you did to the other bitch,” said Laura and winked to Veronica. 

      

    -“Oh, you know me so well,” smiled Veronica. “Thank you so much.” 

      

    -“So, should I avoid using Karl in the future?” asked Marianne. 

      

    -“Only if that’s what you prefer,” answered Laura. “If you want to use him, I see no harm in that now that he has been properly corrected. We will of course have to take him out of service tomorrow and maybe another day, but after that, come back and enjoy him as much as you want. He will not step out of line.” 

      

    -“Great,” said Marianne. “I’ll be back. But now, let’s go and eat.” 

    She took Veronica’s hand and walked towards the door. 

    -“Thanks again,” she said to Laura. 

      

    -“Thank you,” answered Laura. “Enjoy the rest of your evening.” 

      

      

    As the entrance door closed behind Marianne and Veronica, Marianne turned and looked Veronica in the eyes. 

    -“I really appreciate you taking me here to do this,” she said. “You are such a good friend.” 

    -“It was the least I could do. And I had a lot of fun,” said Veronica. “And you really did great. It looked like you were enjoying yourself in there almost as much as me.” 

    -“I guess,” agreed Marianne. “It feels good to be sadistic every now and then.” 

    She turned her head to look Veronica in her eyes for a second. Then she kissed her on the lips. 

    




 

    [bookmark: _Toc497434548][bookmark: _Toc518739436]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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