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Preface

It is the year 1869 in the Gynarchy timeline, and the territorial struggle between gynarchies and androcracies has largely stalemated, with male rule in Asia and parts of East Africa, and female rule everywhere else.

The gynocratic part of the world has seen great changes in the modern period, with rise of republicanism and widespread democratisation. In many places, the status of the male has risen. While still considered inferior to women, males are afforded more rights and a greater say in many countries. This is however, not without controversy, and a central feature of the politics of this era is the struggle between egalitarians fighting for more equal gender relations and conservatives pushing back.

The technology level of 1869 in the Gynarchy timeline corresponds roughly to the 1940s of OTL[1]. The lack of a European dark age allowed Europeans to arrive at the industrial revolution earlier, but with fewer male decision makers (who on average are more tolerant of risk), the pace of technological progress in the industrial age is somewhat slower than OTL.

[image: ]World map 1869. Gynarchies in pink, Androcracies in Blue.

More detailed information on the geography and history of the Gynarchy world can be found on https://clnorthbridge.wixsite.com/cl-northbridge-books/gynarchy-universe

This web site is work in progress, and will be for a long time, but shed light on timeline of this world. The site also contain similar background material for my other series, The Ladies of Hera.


Egalitarian Rising

The Nea Britannians

Ariana, Nea Britannia [OTL Albany, New York], May 15, 1869

Downtown Ariana was crowded – more than usual for a Saturday. In addition to the shoppers that regularly found their way into the center of the city, there was also another set of people that had come to attend the political rallies ahead of the election that were to be held next week. Nea Britannia was a proud democratic republic, and its elections were boisterous affairs.

While proud of the democracy, Alicia could restrain her enthusiasm for the spectacle as she together with her slave Cedric navigated her way through the crowd gathered in River Park. The crowds had come to hear a speech by a candidate from the Temple Party, which was not an experience Alicia intended to share with them. She knew well which party she would vote for, and it was not Temple, which only seemed to care about their purist religious issues and sensitivities. And neither would she waste time listening to an old lady moan about those issues from a stage.

Rather, Alicia had been in town to buy a new dress and a pair of shoes, and with that accomplished, she was trying to get back to her car on the other side of the park. She figured it was best to take the pathway furthest from the stage, but there were plenty of people there too, even if not as crowded as nearer the stage.

Most of the people in the park were women, as one would expect for a political event in a country in which only women could vote. This was the case in Nea Britannia as it was in most of the Gynocratic World; only the most liberal countries allowed male suffrage, and Nea Britannia was not one of those, at least not yet.

Nevertheless there were males in the crowd too, making up maybe one quarter of the congregation. Most of those were slaves, whose female owners had brought them along, and the rest were free males who for some reason sympathised with Temple’s agenda. The male mind was easily swayed by simple messages.

In the sunny spring weather, the ladies wore mostly summer dresses in light colours and heels. So too with Alicia, though she had opted for low heel boots to make the city walking easier. She led the way, followed by Cedric, who carried the bags.

As they had come about half way through the park, the crowd suddenly erupted in cheers. Alicia turned her head towards the stage. It was maybe 150 meters away, but clearly visible, being a slightly downhill. A lady was taking the stage, accompanied by a loud fanfare. While it was difficult to be certain from the distance, Alicia strongly suspected it was Nyx Smallgarden, a high-profile Temple Ecclesian[2] [MP] from Ariana.

After waiting for the applause and cheering to die down, the woman started speaking, confirming Alicia’s suspicion. Loudspeakers carried her voice throughout the park, making it clear it was indeed Mrs Smallgarden speaking.

-”Fellow Artemisians, and fellow Nea Britannians,” she started. Alicia had to listen to the speech whether she wanted to or not.

-”I am so happy to see so many of you here today as we approach one of the most important elections in the history of our republic. Our faith is threatened as never before, and we need to come together and fight back, to protect what is dear to us!”

Mrs Smallgarden paused to allow for applause.

-”The last twenty years we have seen Artemisian instruction almost disappear from school curriculums, we have seen some of our most precious temples fall into disrepair, and we have seen our priestesses’ responsible voice in matters of state unfairly marginalised. For years we have had a prime minister who does not even attend pain sacrifices[3].”

-”But as you all know,” she continued, “if we do not stop it, worse is to come. Prime Minister Noble and the Liberal Republicans are entering this election on a program of male suffrage and male emancipation. A known recipe for decay and anarchy, and a rejection of the values and principles that have underpinned gynarchic civilisation for millennia….”

Alicia and Cedric had made their way to the other side of the park and the crowd when the speaker launched into her diatribe on the evils of male emancipation and gender equality. On this, she had a point, Alicia admitted to herself, if one looked beyond the hyperbole. What the Prime Minister had proposed was nowhere near gender equality, but it did nevertheless make Alicia somewhat uncomfortable. Free males got into more trouble than those owned by a woman, and that was a fact she observed frequently in her job.

But this would not bring Alicia to vote for Temple. There were fortunately other parties that stood for sensible gender relations without relying on purist chauvinism.

Alanatown, Nea Britannia [OTL Amsterdam, New York], May 16, 1869

Eunice West and her friend Uinda hurried down the side walk in the late afternoon sun. They were heading to the Equal Future office downtown. Both women were members of the radical party that struggled for equality between the sexes, a cause they very much believed in. It was not to do campaign work they were going, however. Tonight there would be a party there – a well deserved break in these hectic times.

The two mid-twenties women certainly planned to have a good time, and were dressed for the occasion, wearing short skirts and tops.

As they turned a corner two blocks from their destination, they were met by a shriek of agony and a view that made Eunice’s blood boil. Twenty meters down the road, a middle-aged blonde lady viciously lashed a somewhat younger-looking slave with a short, thick whip. The woman, wearing a black top, bluejeans and high boots towered over a man who was on his knees on the pavement, halfway trying to protect himself from the whiplashes with his arms.

-”Stop trying to protect yourself,” the woman yelled at him. “Take your punishment, you useless idiot.”

The man cried with pain under the assault, but reluctantly ended his attempts to protect himself.

-”Why can’t you just learn to do what I tell you?” the woman spat out as she lashed him.

It was horrible to watch. A showcase example of what an evil the slavery that Nea Britannia still permitted was. In fact, sights like this was the source of Eunice’ political engagement. Treating men – humans – like this should never be allowed.

Eunice, followed by Uinda, stormed towards the lady with the whip.

-”Stop that, right away,” Eunice ordered the woman. “You cannot treat a fellow human like that.”

-”Stay out of it, young lady,” replied the lady angrily. “I will discipline my slave as I see fit.”

She gave the man another savage lash.

-”I mean it! Stop it for fuck sake!”

Eunice grabbed the whip-hand of the lady, preventing her from landing the next blow on her slave’s back.

The lady turned her head and stared icily into Eunice’s eyes.

-”Do not speak to me in that way, young lady! And let go of my hand, or I will use the whip on you too,” she said in a controlled but furious voice.

-”No way, you bitch!”

Eunice tightened her grip on the blonde lady’s arm.

The lady pushed Eunice away with her shoulder, and yanked her arm free with force, taking Eunice by surprise, even though the lady was half a head taller than Eunice. With her hand free. the lady landed another two strokes of the whip on her slave, producing renewed cries of pain.

This time Uinda intervened as Eunice got back up on her feet. Uinda pushed the blonde lady, almost causing her to lose balance. She took a few steps back, and turned towards Eunice and Uinda. She snapped her whip in front of them.

-”I warned you, girls,” she said threateningly.

After a few seconds of stand-off, a deep voice interrupted.

-”Mistresses! Do not continue this.”

Eunice looked over her shoulder. Approaching from behind her was a tall, bald man wearing a beige short-sleeved shirt and black trousers. A policeman.

-”Please calm down, Mistresses. We do not want anyone to get hurt,” he appealed to them.

-”It is a bit late for that,” said Eunice sarcastically and pointed to the man cowering on the pavement. His shirt had become untucked from his shorts, revealing part of his back and two red welts from the whipping.

-”That is my slave, and he gets hurt when he displeases me,” the blonde lady pointed out acerbically.

-”I mean of course that we do not want any of you Mistresses to get hurt,” clarified the policeman. Not that it felt like it was any danger of that happening any more. The presence of the policeman had instantly calmed both sides. While he was a slave, the policeman still had authority to arrest ladies breaking the law.

-”That man is just as human as we are,” protested Eunice. “She can’t be allowed to treat him like that.”

-”He is my slave,” said the blonde lady calmly.

The policeman kneeled down next to the slave to confirm that.

-”Is that correct?” he asked him. “Are you her slave?”

-”Yes,” replied the man, while trembling and looking fearfully up at his mistress.

-”Then it is her right to discipline him,” said the policeman to Eunice and Uinda as he got back on his feet. “And you cannot interfere with her exercising that right. I am afraid I will have to ask you to move along, Mistresses.”

-”This is crazy,” replied Uinda. “How can you uphold this system?” she pleaded with the policeman. “You know damn well it could be you getting whipped like that. It is evil.”

-”It is the law, Mistress, and I uphold the law. It is what separate us from anarchy, Mistress. Please move along, now.”

Eunice and Uinda shook their heads in disgust, and reluctantly started walking away, realising there was little they could achieve here.

They had barely walked a few meters when they heard the blonde lady loudly command her slave.

-”Lick my boot, slave!”

Eunice had no doubt this was something the lady did to provoke the two activists. Rub in her victory over them. Eunice tried to ignore her, but when they had come 30 meter down the road, Eunice could not avoid giving her antagonist a glance over her shoulder.

She saw the blonde lady posing triumphantly with her hands on her hip, while her slave obediently licked her boot. Bitch!

It ruined Eunice’s party mood, and it did not help when Eunice heard the whipping resuming as she and Uinda turned the next corner.

Ariana, Nea Britannia [OTL Albany, New York], May 16, 1869

Cedric opened the door for Alicia and held out his hand to help his mistress out of the car in the driveway in front of what amounted to a small mansion on the outskirts of Ariana. Alicia was visiting her mother, and Cedric, as Alicia’s only slave, would accompany and attend her during the visit.

It was common for Cedric to accompany Alicia socially like this – their relationship, like many Nea Britannia mistress-slave relationships, was akin to a marriage in the androcratic world, except that here the woman was the one indisputably in charge. He was her companion and life partner, but he was also subordinated to her. He was responsible for almost all the house chores, he had to obey her and even submit to her discipline. But that was not a big worry. Alicia was seldom too harsh with him.

Cedric followed Alicia up the stairs to the entrance, one step behind her. Alicia rang the doorbell, and gave Cedric a smile while they waited for the door to be answered.

-”We’ll stay an hour or two at most,” she told him.

Before he could answer, the door opened. It was a young man neither Cedric nor Alicia had seen before. In his early twenties,  he was fairly handsome by the look of it.

-”Please, do come in, Mistress,” he said to Alicia. “Mistress Brianna is waiting for you on the patio on the backside.”

Noticing that the visitors wondered who he was, the young man added “I am Tanner, by the way. I started in Mistress Brianna’s service this week. I am honoured to meet you, Mistress Alicia.”

Tanner dropped to his knees and kissed Alicia’s foot as she came into the entrance section.

-”Well, it is lovely to meet you too, Tanner,” replied Alicia and smiled. “But it is no need to be this formal with me.” She signalled for him to get up on his feet again.

He did, and then took Cedric’s stretched hand.

-”I am Cedric. Mistress Alicia’s slave. Nice to meet you, and welcome to the family.”

-”Thank you, nice to meet you too.”

Figuring Alicia did not have anything Tanner needed to take to the wardrobe for her, he accompanied the guests through the lounge and out on the patio.

Brianna was sitting on a garden chair on the patio, wearing sunglasses and a white dress and sipping a drink. She got up from the chair as her guests arrived, beaming.

-”Ah, there you are.”

She hugged first Alicia and then Cedric as they greeted her back, and then offered them to sit on chairs next to hers.

-”I love your dress,” Brianna told Alicia. “Is it new?”

-”Thanks, mum. Yes it is. I got it yesterday. First time I am wearing it.”

-”You look good in it.”

-”I agree with your mother,” concurred Cedric. “A good buy.”

The purple dress did sit very well on her.

-”You are so sweet,” replied Alicia

Brianna then addressed Tanner, who was waiting by the patio entrance.

-”Tanner! Bring Alicia and Cedric something to drink, will you? They are having what I am having.”

-”Of course, Mistress,” the boy replied and disappeared indoor.

Alicia followed him with her eyes, and when he was inside, she said to her mother.

-”It appears I am not the only one who got herself something new...Have you gotten yourself a pussy boy?”

Alicia was using the somewhat vulgar expression for a young, handsome slave held by a woman of means, whose main task was to serve her sexually. Not a standard practice, but not that uncommon either among those who could afford it. There was no convention of females owing their males sexual fidelity in the gynarchic world, even if the women themselves frequently demand it from their chattel. And hence there was no social stigma associated with acquiring pussy boys.

-”Well, I still have my needs, and I can afford it. So I thought why not. Besides, Cliff and Bran are always so busy” replied Brianna, referring to her two other slaves.

-”Anyway, he is very helpful, and very obedient, if you know what I mean. I do not regret buying him.”

-”Well, if he makes you happier…” Alicia was clearly a bit uncomfortable thinking about what her mother did with Tanner.

Cedric was less so. While Brianna was 54 years old, she still looked very good, so he figured the pussy boy had not done too badly regarding his mistress.

-”So where did you get him?” asked Cedric. He was not required to address the ladies as ‘mistress’ all the time in an informal setting like this.

-”I bought him at the slave market down in New Themiscyra [OTL New York City]. A graduate from the NT Servant school.”

This told Cedric that Tanner had been through a two year school to become a personal servant. And most likely that the boy came from a family of fewer means. Most of the students on such schools were sons of women in need of money, who chose to sell their sons to the school rather than to emancipate them at maturity.

Cedric, in contrast, had been emancipated when he reached 20, as the majority of young men in Nea Britannia were. His slavery to Alicia was something he had chosen. He had voluntarily surrendered his freedom to become a slave of the woman he loved, which was also a common path for men in their 20s and 30s. The calm and safety of bondage under a woman one cared for and who cared back was preferable to being a free, but second class citizen in a gynarchy.

-”Well, I suppose that means he can do some useful work for you too, then,” said Alicia.

-”Oh, he can and does,” replied Brianna as the boy in question came out with drinks for Alicia and Cedric.

-”By the way, how is your campaigning going? It must be busy.” Alicia asked.

-”It is going well. And yes, it is busy. This is my last day off before the election. From here on I will be out there every day.”

Brianna was a serving Ecclesian [MP] and on the ticket for the upcoming election. She was also the leader of the Center party, a smallish, moderate party hoping to attract voters alienated by the political polarisation in Nea Britannia.

-”You must look forward to when it is over?” inquired Cedric.

-”Yes and no. It is exhausting, but it is fun too. We might become part of government this time around, as I am sure you have picked up. That is really motivating.”

-”Yes I think chances are good. I am rooting for you.”

-”Thank you Cedric. If only you could vote.”

-”Let’s not go there, mum,” interjected Alicia. She was not as liberal as her mother on the subject of male rights, and the two had had loud arguments over it before.”

-”You are right, dear,” agreed Brianna.

-”How are things at school?” she asked Cedric, changing the subject to Cedric’s teaching job.


Revolutionaries

Northern Woods, Nea Britannia, [OTL Adirondack, New York], May 18, 1869

Eunice put down the book she was reading when she heard knocking on the front door of the cabin. The door opened, and she could see it was Alan, the bearded co-leader of Eunice’ Equality Front cell. He waved his hand to signal for Eunice and the other four Front members in the room to come outside.

Eunice and the four others – all men – scrambled to get out of the cabin in which they had spent the last night. They had come here the evening before, a trek of 20 km on foot through the wilderness from the nearest town, a trip that had taken almost five hours. But the effort gave them the seclusion they needed. The remote mountain cabin near the border with Vesterelfland, Nea Britannia’s northern neighbour, was probably known only to a handful of people, and most of those were at the cabin now.

As Eunice and the men came outside, they discovered the number of people knowing about their cabin had increased. On the edge of the small clearing outside the cabin were five men they had not seen before, chatting with Diana, the other co-leader of their cell. Some of the men were sitting on a few wooden boxes of differing sizes.

Eunice and her colleagues followed Alan towards Diana and the men.

-”There they are. Meet Cell 14,” Diana said to the men she was with.

-”Guys, these are our friends from across the border, who are providing the supplies we need for our struggle,” she then said to the others.

Putting her arm over the shoulder of the man next to her, she presented him as FQ, leader of a section of the Egalitarian Vanguard in Vesterelfland, and then let the other members of his party present themselves, as did Eunice and her colleagues. Eunice noticed the Vesterelfers used a two letter combination as their names. Probably not abbreviations for their real names, she figured. She had heard the Egalitarian Vanguard was paranoid on security, and withholding real names was probably part of that.

Eunice had heard a lot about the Vanguard but had never before knowingly met any member of the group. Like the Equality Front in Nea Britannia, the Vanguard was fighting for a just world, in which men and women were treated the same and given the same rights. The Vanguard was however an international outfit, with chapters in many countries, and it had a reputation for being rather more radical and even violent in its methods. The group was accused of fatal terrorism in various European and Terra Novan countries, though Eunice found it more likely that those were false flag operations to discredit the group. She knew well that opponents would do anything to discredit the Front, so surely the Vanguard would be victim of the same.

-”As you all know,” said Alan when they had all greeted each other. “Our struggle is nearing a decisive phase, and a more perilous phase as the reaction will turn to ever more brutal means to stop us. And we need to be prepared for this.”

Diana continued.

-”And the Vanguard is here to help us with that. We need arms, and we need to learn how to use them. For when the time comes we will need to defend ourselves. We are therefore fortunate that our friends in the Vanguard can help us with this.”

Eunice felt uncomfortable. While Alan and Diana’s words made sense, she abhorred violence.  Using firearms was not how she wanted to fight for the cause. Hopefully, this was only a last resort.

On Diana’s encouragement, FQ opened one of the crates, and revealed ten submachine-guns, then another, containing ten rifles.

-”This is of course only the first consignment, there will be more to come,” said the man. “But it is sufficient to start training.”

Eunice noticed he did not look like a typical Vesterelfer who typically had Nordic features inherited from their Scandinavian forbearers who settled that land. This man looked darker. And there was also something with his accent that told Eunice he might not originally be from Vesterelfland.

-”That is excellent, and we are more than grateful for this,” said Diana to FQ, and then turned to the wider group.

-”So now you know what we will do after lunch. We learn to use these things.”

The Equality Front men cheered. Eunice remained quiet. She had no desire to use weapons or even train to use them. But it seemed like the cause demanded it.

Shangjing, [OTL Beijing], May 20, 1869

Ren Zhaohui, an experienced agent of the IIS – the Imperial Intelligence Service – stood in a windowless office of the IIS building in the outskirts of Shangjing, the Serican capital. Closing fifty years’ age his hair had started greying, and he had long since began wearing glasses.

Having been a field agent for twenty years, Ren’s job was now mainly office-bound, supporting and leading certain “special operations” from the head quarters. That suited him well. It let him avoid the risk and stress of being in the field, while at the same time allowing him to apply his skills and experience to even more important tasks in the service of the emperor.

For the last two years, those tasks had concerned Northern Terra Nova, and that was why he was now briefing Tang Bao, the IIS director for Northern Terra Nova.

-”Please sit, down,” said the man seated behind the massive desk and pointed at two smallish chairs in front of the desk, next to Ren. Tang, who had been the Northern Terra Nova Director for decades was even more experienced than Ren. Dressed in a blue robe, with a trimmed mustache and his long hair in a topknot, Tang followed traditional Serican styles[4]. Ren, on the other hand, had his hair cut short, a habit he had picked up when working in Gynarchic countries, which was gradually becoming accepted also in Serica.

Tang looked at Ren for a few seconds after Ren had sat down, and leaned forward.

-”I understand you are making progress in Nea Britannia?”

-”That is correct, sir,” replied Ren. Our ring in Vesterelfland has made contact with groups sympathetic to our cause in Nea Britannia over the past few weeks, and I have arranged for them to receive whatever support we can give them.”

-”Material support?” asked Tang for clarification, using a euphemism for weapons.

-“That too,” confirmed Ren. “But most of all they need guidance. They are very naive in their political approach.”

-”So you think they can actually achieve a proper realignment of the country?”

-”Not really. We have the same challenges in Nea Britannia as we have in Vesterelfland and elsewhere. But I won’t dismiss the chance, if given enough time. We have to try anyway.”

-”Well you do that,” smiled Tang. “As long as you ensure they sow some chaos along the way.”

Both men chuckled. The ultimate goal of IIS’ “special operations” in the Gynarchic World was to turn countries there androcratic, or at least neutral on gender relations – if such a thing was possible, and thus more friendly to Serican foreign policy goals. But many, including Tang, had severe doubts of whether this was possible. There was no known examples of a state flipping between gynarchy and androcracy except when in the border zone between the two spheres, and then almost exclusively due to military conquest.

And Nea Britannia was deep in the Gynarchic World, far from any androcratic entity. Tang and his like-minded colleagues therefore thought the more practical goal should be to merely destabilise the gynarchies rather than the impossible goal of overturning them. Hence a fondness for inciting violent action by dissident groups.

Ren, on the other hand, would not let go of the ultimate goal. But then, that did not necessarily conflict with the aim of creating chaos.

An intercom on Tang’s desk buzzed, and a short, quiet message followed. It was too muffled for Ren to understand, but Tang did, and replied with a short “Come in”.

Five seconds later, a short woman in a long green dress entered the office carrying a tray with two cups. She curtsied deeply and kept her head lowered, not making eye contact with the men there. Nor did she say anything. She just calmly served tea to the two men in the room.

Ren and Tang had temporarily paused their conversation while the tea girl was in the room. Not out of respect for the woman, but out of the habit of not talking work when someone unauthorised might hear.

Ren studied the delicate-looking woman as she served them. She looked so utterly subjugated and unthreatening. Probably afraid of the two men. However, one could easily underestimate women when living in a firmly androcratic country like Serica. But Ren, with all his interactions with gynarchies, knew well what women were capable of when given power. They would enslave their men without a second thought. The benign ones would maybe allow their males some freedoms, but they would never allow men to fully control their lives. The story was the same all over the Gynarchic World. Good thing women here in Serica knew their place.

And to make sure it would stay that way, it was important to be vigilant. An earlier assignment with counter intelligence had taught Ren the extent to which gynarchic powers tried to infiltrate his own country. In particular, the countries of the Malay Archipelago [OTL Indonesia and Philippines] and Nachonia [OTL Australia] had large populations of Sinican decent from which they recruited agents that could easily blend in both in Serica [OTL Northern China] and Sinica [OTL Southern China]. The woman now serving them was unlikely to be one of them – anyone in the IIS building was heavily vetted. But one could never be too careful.

The woman, having finished serving, curtsied and left the room.

-”Anyway,” said Tang when the door clicked shut. “Tell me - How do you manage to build the networks you have in Terra Nova? Our people tend to stick out a bit in that part of the world.”

-”Well, it is probably best to leave the details out,” answered Ren. “But let’s just say the cooperation with the Gedrosians[5] has been very fruitful.”

The Shadow War

Excerpt from “Peace and Progress:World of the 19th Century”, Sphinx Publishing House, Alexandria, 1909

...The end of the South Indian War in the 1820s ushered in a period of relative peace in Asia and the rest of the world. Big wars between major gynarchic and androcratic powers were avoided as both sides realised territorial changes could only be bought with blood – too much blood. Trade between the two halves of the world increased as well, incentivising continued peaceful relations. And perhaps more importantly, gender relations in some countries, particularly in the gynarchic world, moved in an egalitarian direction. The institution of male slavery was weakened in many places, allowing men more rights and liberty, which eased interaction with androcratic countries.

This did not mean that either side had given up on converting the other to their world view, however. Instead, it was the start of the so-called Shadow War, the cloak-and-dagger games that gynarchies and androcracies engaged in to further female and male rule, respectively, a practice that has continued up to present day.

This included as well as pure military or industrial espionage, efforts to sway policy choices, economic manipulation and attempts to foment unrest and rebellions. Methods included sabotage, assassinations, blackmail, spread of propaganda and disinformation, and even acts of terrorism.

Overall, these efforts had a mixed record of success. Some targetted countries were certainly weakened and lost social cohesion under sustained pressure, but there is no evidence of any country realigning between gynarchy and androcracy or to a neutral status as a result of covert effort.

Indeed, frequently these efforts backfired in the context of shaping the targetted countries’ governance closer to ones own, as repression of the inferior gender tended to increase when the superior gender felt under attack.

The main players in the Shadow War on the androcratic side was the most wealthy and populous states, Serica, Sinica, Delhi and Deccan, and various smaller frontline states, such as Gedrosia, Khorasan, Kimikia, Cumania and East Java.[6]

Cooperation between the intelligence services of these countries was extensive. Front line states usually supplied infiltrators and human intelligence sources as cultural background and appearance frequently allowed them to blend in to nearby gynarchies more easily.

The larger states tended to supply funds and technical resources, and otherwise focussed more on cryptography, code breaking and signals intelligence….

New Jobs

Ariana, Nea Britannia [OTL Albany, New York], May 21, 1869

In an office building in the city center, Alicia along with three other women entered the office of Cora Anassa, chief of the National Police branch in Ariana, and Alicia’s immediate superior. The glass window on the door into the office had curtains drawn, and it was only upon entering the office Alicia could see that alongside Cora another woman waited for them. Alicia recognised her as Lydia Grace, head of the National Police’s Northern Region.

Around 50 years old, Mrs Grace had her brown hair tied in a bun at the back of her head and wore the same uniform as the other women in the room, beige shirts and black leather skirts.

-”Thank you for coming,” said Cora as the four National Police Agents entered the room and closed the door behind them. “Please sit down.” She gestured for them to sit on the chairs in the spacious office.

After Alicia and the other agents had found their seating, Cora continued.

-”As you can see, Mrs Grace has come up from New Themiscyra, and she will explain.”

Cora took a step back and let the Regional Head take over.

-”Thank you, Cora”

She let her eyes gaze over the four agents.

“Needless to say, what I am about to tell you is strictly confidential. The intelligence service is discovering ever more indications of what we fear is a mounting threat to our national security. In particular, weapons appear to be smuggled across our northern and western borders to Vesterelfland, and we believe the recipients are extreme egalitarians and even androcrats within Nea Britannia.

To address this, we are now establishing a task force to investigate the matter and handle the threat, and we want the four of you to join this task force….”

Alicia thought it sounded like an interesting assignment as Mrs Grace went on to explain how they would be in charge of the efforts on the northern border, and what was known so far. But it was worrying to learn how far some people apparently were willing to go to achieve their political objectives.

Ariana, Nea Britannia [OTL Albany, New York], May 21, 1869

Cedric was setting the table in Alicia’s downtown apartment. As always, it was his task to prepare dinner before Alicia came home from work, and today he had also done some substantial cleaning of the apartment since his classes at school finished early. Alicia was a stickler for hygiene and cleanliness, and she demanded Cedric kept the apartment spotless.

And he did what he could to keep up with her standards. While waiting for the pie in the oven to cook, Cedric had both washed all the floors and done a fair amount of dusting. Now the pie was ready. It was kept warm in the oven while waiting for Mistress to come home. It was excellent timing when Cedric heard the front door open; he had just finished setting the table.

-”Hello,” she greeted him from the entrance, sounding cheerful and happy to be home.”

-”Hello, Mistress. Perfect timing – dinner is ready now,” Cedric greeted her back.

-”Great, that sounds lovely. Thank you, Cedric.”

Cedric went on to pour drinks while Alicia removed her outer clothes at the entrance. A glass of water for each of them, and an additional glass of wine for his Mistress; she liked to enjoy a treat at the end of the work week.

Cedric had noticed Alicia spent a bit more time in the entrance than usual, when she called on him.

-”Cedric, come here a little!”

She sounded rather less cheerful than when she greeted him.

Cedric rushed to the entrance, and found Alicia standing with her hands resting on her hips and a dissatisfied look on her face. She wore a pink blouse, a dark skirt, nylons and boots.

-”Cedric! The top of the wardrobe closet is dusty. This is not the first time I have pointed this out to you. I know you have had half the day at home. I expect better from you.”

Cedric blushed in shame. He knew he had forgotten that spot when he dusted. For some reason that spot had escaped attention quite a few times, and he knew it annoyed Alicia.

-”Sorry, Mistress. I should do better. Please let me tend to it right away.”

-”I am not sure this will do Cedric! Your cleaning has been sloppy several times lately. I think you need a lesson this time.”

She looked very determined, and Cedric knew she would not be swayed if he tried. In any event, he knew he had disappointed her and deserved what would happen next.

-”Yes, Mistress.” He bowed his head.

-”In my room, now!”

Cedric walked to his mistress’ bedroom, with Alicia following right behind. While he was frequently invited to share her bed, the room was not considered ‘his’, as he had his own, smaller bedroom where he slept whenever Mistress wanted her the big bed for herself.

The room was bright, spacious and orderly, with a large window out to the city below.  A big double bed, perfectly made, filled part of the room, as did wardrobe closets and a make-up table. But enough floor space was free for the room not to feel cramped for what Alicia was intending.

-”Strip, and assume the position!” came the order from Alicia.

Cedric quickly removed all his clothes, folded them neatly, and put them on a spare chair standing next to the make-up table. He then placed himself in a position bending forward with his bottom sticking up, supporting himself against Alicia’s bed.

Meanwhile, Alicia had opened one of the closets, and found two canes, one of which she placed on the bed, the other one was in her hand. She had also removed her blouse, and was now only in her bra and her skirt. Her long blonde hair was in a pony tail reaching down to the back of her black bra. She looked at him with icy blue eyes.

Alicia flexed the cane and slowly walked behind Cedric in his exposed position. He knew not to follow her with his eyes.

-”It has been too long since I disciplined you last, and your standards are slipping.”

-”I am sorry, Mistress.”

-”I know you are, slave, and I know you want to do your best. But you need these reminders to be at the top of your game, don’t you?”

-”Yes, Mistress.” Cedric’s voice was subdued and almost cracking. He knew Mistress was right, but the pain that she was going to inflict upon him would be terrible.

-”You will get fifty strokes, and you will count every five. You will thank me afterwards. Understood?”

-”Yes, Mistress!”

Cedric closed his eyes, and braced himself for imminent impact.

The cane swooshed and cracked on Cedric’s rump, producing the sharp pain he had expected. He exhaled and took several big breaths.

The next stroke, equally hard, was even more painful, just as he knew it would be. And the third even more so. Only after seven or eight strokes did the pain level stabilise, to what was an excruciating agony, but somehow just about tolerable when knowing he would receive a finite number of strokes.

***

Cedric groaned loudly with pain as the last stroke sliced into his by now red welted ass.

-”Fifty!” he almost shouted. “Thank you, Mistress.”

-”Well done, slave. You can thank me properly now,” said Alicia with a milder voice than she had used prior to the punishment. Cedric had atoned for himself by taking the punishment, and he had learned his lesson, and Alicia’s tone with him changed accordingly.

Cedric went down on his knees in front of her and kissed her boots profusely, saying “Thank You, Mistress! Thank you for disciplining me!”

She knew he meant it sincerely. While he might hate the pain as it was going on, she gave him redemption through the ordeal. Alicia did it because she loved him, and wanted to make him a better male, and she knew Cedric understood that and loved her for it.

Alicia was admiring Cedric’s ass welt-decorated ass, as her slave kissed her boots beneath her. She was warm, and even sweating a little from the exertion of beating him, and she was feeling horny. Alicia was a sexual sadist, and beating a man into submission and seeing his beautiful welted ass while he was crawling beneath her had a certain effect on her. She slipped her hand inside her skirt and massaged what was there a little while enjoying the sight.

But soon she wanted more.

-”It is time you show your Mistress even more appreciation,” she said and grabbed Cedric by his hair, forcing him up, before she pushed him down on the bed. She quickly removed her own skirt and panties, then crawled up on the bed, and on top of her slave.

She sat down, placing her vulva on his face, and gave the order.

-”Lick me”

Alicia moaned softly as Cedric eagerly complied. Looking over her shoulder, she noticed his stiff member – confirmation that he was enjoying it is as much as her.

Alanatown, Nea Britannia [OTL Amsterdam, New York], May 25, 1869

Alan sighed as he received the message from the foreman at the construction yard. He wanted to protest, but knew it was no use; it would only earn him the label ‘troublesome’, which would not advance his future prospects.

-”I see,” he just said, and turned to walk away.

Alan had just been told his services for the construction company would not be needed the next months, and thus that he was out of a job. The company had a preference for enslaved workers, and Alan had now been replaced by men who had surrendered their autonomy to women.

-”Check back in a month or two,” the foreman called after Alan as he walked away. “It may well be not all of the new guys are suited for the job. Then there may be an opening for you.”

-”Thanks,” said Alan, suppressing his anger and irritation, barely bothering to turn.

He knew it was not the foreman’s fault. He had no problem with free males, and was probably  wishing for his freedom himself. But he had to do as he was told by his owner and by company management – which was one and the same in the foreman’s case. And if she told him to replace free males in his crew with slaves of her acquaintances, that was what he had to do.

There was little to do, other than to go home, a good 40 min trek to the other side of town, so Alan started walking. He would rather go for a drink – he had his wages for his last week of work in his pockets, but there were few opportunities for that in this part of town.

The establishments around here, like many in the country, practised policies of not allowing unescorted males onto their premises. Uncontrolled and unsupervised males could be a disturbance to the more important female clientele, apparently.

Alan passed a tavern that was an example in case as he reflected on it. A sign next to the entrance on the corner of a block spelled out “No unescorted males”. Through the windows Alan could see most of the tables occupied by guests enjoying the lunch menu and refreshments. At least three quarters of the guests were female, the rest slaves who had been let in because they were accompanying their mistresses. The serving staff was all male, of course, likely they were slaves as well.

Nea Britannia was a society that distrusted free males. Males that were owned and controlled by women were somehow better males in the eyes of majorities of both genders, for some reason. Well, the reasons were clear to Alan. Old superstition and prejudices, combined with indoctrination from an early age was why this was so. But knowing why did not make it any less frustrating.

That men, when trusted and given opportunities, are as self-restrained, intelligent and capable as women was obvious. And that women could be vicious and stupid just as much as men was equally obvious. There was no reason men could not be treated as equal to women. But most people in this country refused to see it. He hated them for it.

There were exceptions fortunately. Alan was fortunate to have Diana, his girl friend, who could see the obvious like himself. She would never suggest he should give up his autonomy to become her slave, and she was just as exasperated as he himself was over the selfishness and malice of the women who perpetrated the system of male enslavement. And she equally resented the discrimination that society practised against free males. Diana saw him as her equal, and Alan did likewise.

It would be good to see her now, and share the latest injustice that had befallen him, He could rely on her sympathy, and her efforts in the struggle against the system.

Alan passed around the next block, and saw another strong symbol of the injustices that permeated Nea Britannia: A polling station. Today was election day in Nea Britannia, an exercise that was deeply unfair, and an event that would be unlikely to make a difference in Alan’s mind. Unfair because only women could vote, and unlikely to make a difference because hardly any of the parties available supported the changes needed to build a fair society. While some parties advocated allowing males more rights, it was for the most part just a cosmetic easing of the oppression. Most of them still envisioned a society lead by women, with men doing their bidding.

On this, Diana and Alan were not completely in sync. She believed they could achieve things through this election, and had wholeheartedly campaigned on behalf of Equal Future, the party that went furtherest in promoting equality and male rights. Alan loved the passion she showed for the cause, but feared this approach would be futile.

Alan cast another look at the community center that served as polling station. There was a short queue outside. All women of course. There was even a sign put up where the queue began reading ‘unauthorised males no entry’. How could Diana or anyone else believe a system like that could produce a good outcome?

The Election

New Themiscyra, Nea Britannia [OTL New York City], May 26, 1869

It was four o’clock in the morning at the Red Opal Hotel, one of the more fashionable venues in the city. The big restaurant area on the ground floor was still full of people, even at this late hour, although there were somewhat fewer people now than there had been two hours earlier. Spirits were nevertheless high, and talk and laughter fuelled by wine and beer drowned out the background music.

It was election night, and this was where the Center Party had organised its election night party. Most of the party’s Ecclesians were there, including Brianna and all the rest of the party leadership. As was a large number of junior party members and campaign workers. All party representatives and most of the other members were female, and that was apparent. Women in  their best evening dresses were most numerous. However, many of the women had brought their slaves, and some of the party members present were free males, so there were still quite a few wearing suits, in addition to the all-male serving staff in hotel uniforms.

The conversions at the tables and at the bar were dominated by the women. Even if the Center Party advocated more egalitarian gender relations, the men present still knew not to speak out of turn. That was what culture and manners dictated, and the fact that all positions of power in the party where held by women tended to reinforce this.

Brianna had been moving from table to table throughout much of the night to connect with a wide array of party members. She had just sat down at a table with two other Center Ecclesians, and what she presumed was four junior party members and their two slaves. She knew at least two of the women from before. Brianna had just sent her slave Bran to the bar to get her another glass of wine before she sat down.

-”Congratulations,” Brianna said beaming. “It looks like it will be a very good night for us.” Results had been ticking in throughout the night, and so far, they indicated the Center Party had done a very good election, increasing its vote share from 7% to maybe 10-11%.

Those at the table cheered with agreement and congratulated Brianna. Brianna went on to shake hands with the two young women she did not know from before at the table, and learned they were indeed new party members.

As they made small chat, Bran came back with a wine glass for his Mistress. Bran was Brianna’s longest serving slave; she had had him for more than 30 years now. He was only her junior by only a few years, and his hair, once blonde as Alicia’s, had started greying. He was not as athletic as he used to be. But it was not his looks that made Brianna keep him around, and he could do far more than fetching drinks. He was in fact a senior campaign manager for the Center Party, and had been a party member as long as Brianna had. Dependable and hard working for the Center cause, he was a rock and an ally for Brianna in politics.

Brianna was about to introduce her slave to the women at the table when she was interrupted by a woman taking the microphone on the stage to announce that much of the vote counting had been completed, and that a prognosis on the final results were to be announced by the Broadcasting Service.

The music from the loudspeakers near the scene were replaced by the voice of a female radio announcer, and the noisy talking and laughter in the room disappeared quickly.

-”….With 82% of the vote counted our statisticians have made a final prognosis for the result of the ‘69 election. We expect deviations from this prognosis to the final tally to be no more than one seat per party. The prognosis is as follows:

Frigg Party – 6.2%, 12 seats

Temple Party – 15.8%, 33 seats

Republican Action Party – 25.1%, 51 seats

Center Party – 9.4%, 19 seats

Liberal Republican Party – 27.7%, 60 seats

Equal Future – 10.6%, 22 seats

Other parties and independents – 5.2%, 4 seats”

Brianna immediately felt a bit disappointed, as earlier predictions had Center at least a percentage point higher, but she did not show it, and rose up to cheer the result, as did nearly everyone else in the room.

And as the celebration died down after half a minute, the voice of a male analyst on the radio confirmed the likely results were indeed cause for celebration in the Center Party.

-”...and if the vote count come in as we have predicted here, it is Brianna Blackcastle and the Center Party who have most reason to cheer. Even if their numbers are a little weaker than we predicted earlier tonight, they have still made healthy gains from the last election. And more importantly, with an Ecclesia composed according to these numbers, it will be impossible for either the Action block or the Liberal block to form a majority without support from Center, meaning Blackcastle can now decide who will be Prime Minister for the next four years.”

-”Indeed,” replied the program host. “And who they will choose is not obvious here.”

-”That is correct,” replied the analyst. “While the party does stand for moderately improved male rights, joining the Liberals in a coalition that also include Equal Future will create challenges when it comes to economic policies…”

The radio was disconnected from the sound system, And the woman on the stage took over.

-”There you have it ladies – and men. We are having a great night tonight. Let’s enjoy it and celebrate as we wait for the final score.”

Brianna realised this election was on the way to become a dream scenario for her party. They were in a queens-maker position, and they would be able to demand significant concessions for supporting whichever government would next be formed. And they would probably be part of that government. She could be Justice minister or Finance minister in not too long.

-”Do you have your speech ready,” asked one of the women next to her, abruptly ending Brianna’s train of thought. Brianna was expected to speak when the final results were in.

-”It still needs some polishing,” Brianna answered with a smile. “I should probably do that polishing now,” she added. “I might have to deliver it soon.”

Brianna nodded to Bran, and then rose from her seat.

-”Excuse me ladies, I’ll have to go prepare for the end of this night. I will see you later.”

Bran rose as well, and followed Brianna to the hotel room on the tenth floor. He wrote most of Brianna’s speeches, and he would now help her tweak the speech for tonight to the results they expected.

Nea Britannia Political System

Excerpt from “The Political Geography of Northern Terra Nova”, Athena Publishing Group, Massalia, 1868

Nea Britannia is a Gynocratic Republic with an Ecclesian system, meaning that the head of state and government (both rolled into one in the role of the Prime Minister) depend on the support of a majority of the Ecclesia (the legislature) to retain her position[7].

The Ecclesia is elected every four years through universal female suffrage with proportional representation.

The Nea Britannian Ecclesia has since the 1760s been dominated by its two oldest surviving parties, the Liberal Republicans and Republican Action. While their combined share of polling has slipped in recent decades, the two have together always occupied more than half the seats in the Ecclesia since the parties came to being in their current form a century ago.

Both parties see themselves as heirs of the Republican Party, which ruled during and in the aftermath of Nea Britannia’s Republican revolution in 1701, until internal ideological splits tore the party apart in the 1760s. The liberal wing of the old party reformed as the Liberal Republicans, while the conservative wing merged with former parts of the old, defunct monarchist party to form the Unity Party, which later took the name Republican Action.

The Liberal Republicans has since then been the major party on the center left, advocating strong secularism, low tariffs, free market economics tempered with moderate redistribution and science-based governance. In recent years the party has also become increasingly egalitarian, and is advocating more rights for males, including male suffrage.

Republican Action, the mainstay of the center-right, has since its founding  drifted from a party of high tariffs, low taxes and support for Orthodox Artemisian religious interests, to positions closer to the Liberal Republicans, though with more emphasis on free markets, and less on redistribution. However, Republican Action is strongly in favour traditional gender relations, with the male population firmly controlled. This has lately put it on a divergent course from the Liberal Republicans.

The two main parties are joined in the Ecclesia by four smaller parties which have come into existence over the course of this century:

	The Temple party is a religiously based party that appeals first and foremost to the Purist quarter of Nea Britannian voters, but has in later years won votes also within the Orthodox majority. The party strongly defends the status of religion in Nea Britannia and the rights and privileges of Purists and Orthodox temples. Temple Party see female supremacy and traditional gender relations as imperative and argues for a roll-back of male rights. On economics the party is tending collectivist, supporting significant redistribution, thus setting it apart from Republican Action 
	Frigg Party is a regionally based party, catering for the interests of Friggsland, the formerly independent north eastern region of Nea Britannia. While not advocating independence for Friggsland (this is a minority view in the party, however), it does aim to increase Friggsland’s autonomy and to secure it a greater share of national budgets. On economics and gender relations, the party is centrist, preferring free markets with moderate redistribution and a status quo on male rights. 
	Center Party was originally a splinter from the Liberal Republicans. It favours similar economic policies, though with a preference for a stronger state. The Center Party is strongly secular, and is in favour of a moderate expansion of male rights. 
	Equal Future is the newest party in the Ecclesia, and was formed to push for equal right of the genders and the abolishment of male slavery. The party is strongly secular, and strongly collectivist, arguing for a strong state to provide for the needs of all inhabitants. 


...

Alanatown, Nea Britannia [OTL Amsterdam, New York], May 26, 1869

-”I get so fucking furious about this!” shouted Diana and threw the newspaper she had been reading back on the table. “Why don’t more women see what a cruel system we have? Why do they not vote even for those who want to take the slightest steps to end it?”

She had just been reading about the election results, and was disappointed with the outcome, to put it mildly. Equal Future, the party she and everyone else in the room had put their hopes in, had failed to make the gains they had hoped for, and the prospects of male emancipation looked uncertain.

-”That’s what I said. The election won’t solve a thing. Equal Future is too cautious anyway, and even if they get into government their agenda will be watered down even more,” said Alan. He was always dismissive of the democratic route to change, and not even a member of Equal Future, like the other six Equality Front members who had gathered in Diana and Alan’s apartment. The downtown Alanatown apartment was sort of an unofficial headquarter for Equality Front Cell 14

-”So what do you suggest we do instead then,” asked Eunice. She was as disappointed in the election as everyone else, but was interested to hear if Alan could say something constructive.

-”We need to take more decisive action to force people to see what evil they are participating in,” he replied.

-”You mean…?”

-”We have the arms and equipment now. We can make our point more forcefully now. You have tried convincing the voters for long enough. And where has it gotten us? Barely a tenth vote for liberation. We need to step up our game.”

Eunice noticed two of the other front members nodded in agreement as he spoke. But Diana contradicted him.

-”We are all upset, but we should not get ahead of ourselves here. It is pretty dramatic what you are suggesting. The party can still achieve something in the Ecclesia. We don’t know who will be in government yet. We need to stay the course.”

-”All I am saying is that it is a waste of time. At best they will gain a few symbolic male rights.  The institution of male slavery is not going anywhere,” countered Alan.

Tacitly he accepted Diana’s request that he hold back, at least for a while, and everyone in the room knew it. While Alan and Diana were co-leaders of the cell, Diana ended up having the final word if the two were in disagreement. Such a dynamic was a bit peculiar in a group so dedicated to equality and male emancipation. It was probably an effect of all of them having grown up in a gynarchy, thought Eunice. Some habits were hard to root out. In this case, she was glad, however. Alan was advocating violence, so all the better if Diana could temper him.


Negotiations

New Themiscyra, Nea Britannia [OTL New York City], May 28, 1869

Brianna was in a conference room in an annex of the Ecclesia building in New Themiscyra. Sitting on one side of the table, together with fellow Ecclesian and Center Party deputy leader Millie Longditch and a male secretary, they faced a similar-sized delegation of the Liberal Republicans, headed by Prime Minister Chloe Noble on the other side of the table.

The Prime Minister, always known for her immaculate appearance, had perfect make-up and long, straight blonde hair. Her blue eyes stared straight into Brianna’s.

-”I don’t think we can concede much more on this issue,” she said. “If we do, we’ll lose EF, and then we are back to square one.”

-”Then I am afraid we will have to insist on more cabinet posts,” countered Brianna. “We need real influence in this government. And if you can’t offer us that, we will need to look at other options.”

Brianna kept her polite tone as she negotiated with the Prime Minister, but she was determined to get it her way. Brianna negotiated from a position of strength, and both sides knew it. The Prime Minister and the Liberal Republicans could not get a majority for their preferred government together with Equal Future without the support and participation of Brianna’s Center Party.

Brianna, on the other hand, had the option to turn to Republican Action and Temple Party to see if they could offer more.

The current sticking point, the issue of male rights and the future of male slavery, was not really a show stopper for the Center Party. While Center did support greater male rights, they preferred not to go as far as the Liberal Republicans and Equal Future, who had gone to the polls on a program of almost equal rights between the sexes, and severe curtailment of the institution of male slavery. Brianna and the Center Party would nevertheless make concessions here if necessary, but they would certainly make sure they got as much as possible in return, and that was why Brianna played hard ball.

-”You know how difficult that would be,” said Mrs Noble. “As the biggest party, there are limits for how much we can give away and still retain the confidence of the party organisation.”

-”Well, I too have to consider what my party can accept,” countered Brianna.

Mrs Nike, the adviser sitting next to Chloe, leaned over to whisper something in the Prime Minister’s ear. The Prime Minister nodded. She then spoke to Brianna.

-”It is clear all sides need to make sacrifices for this to work. We have some ideas that we’d like to propose, but we need a little time to calibrate them properly. I suggest we talk more tomorrow. Would it suit you to meet here again tomorrow at noon?”

-”It certainly will. I look forward to it,” replied Brianna with a smile.

With that, the four women in the room rose and shook hands, while the two male secretaries – one on each side of the table – remained seated, hurriedly scribbling their final meeting notes.

Once they had exited the room and built up a little distance to the LibRep delegation, Millie whispered to Brianna.

-”Well done. I bet they will find a way to cough up those cabinet spots tomorrow. Wonder which ones.”

-”Agree,” replied Brianna. “But we need not sell too cheap here. Republican Action is sure to offer a lot to snatch the Prime Minister post.”

-”Yes. I just hope Mrs. Noble can offer more. I’d really want to avoid being in the same government as Temple.”

-”Me too,” concurred Brianna.

She and the Center Party was closer to the LibReps than any other Ecclesian Party, but LibRep’s partner Equal Future was less palatable with their rather extreme views of male liberation. Still, even they were better than the rabid religious chauvinism of the Temple Party, an unavoidable feature of a governing coalition centred on Republican Action.

Brianna was a pragmatist, however, so she would want to gauge which side could make the better offer for Center, and choose her partners based on that, regardless of her personal tastes.

Near Cantion North, Nea Britannia, [OTL Warrensburg, New York], June 3, 1869

Alicia, leading a party of three male police troopers, made her way up a forest trail in the early morning. At just before 6 am, the sun was up, but had not been for long, and it was still a bit chilly. Walking kept Alicia and her men warm, however, which was good as the short-sleeved shirts of their uniforms did not protect well against the morning chill.

For this mission, they all carried weapons – submachine guns. While Alicia hoped they would not be needed, she could not risk coming unprepared. If their intelligence was right, there was a good chance they would uncover weapons smuggled in illegally from Vesterelfland today. And people smuggling military grade weapons might cause serious trouble if they chose to resist.

The tip-off that had triggered today’s action had come from the Vesterelfland national police. Apparently, a group they had under surveillance in their own territory made regular border crossings to Nea Britannia, suspected of smuggling arms. And since the police forces of Vesterelfland and Nea Britannia cooperated closely, the Vesterelfers had been quick to warn their Nea Britannian colleagues. While Vesterelfland was far more liberal than Nea Britannia on matters of male rights and limiting male slavery, the country had no interest in destabilising its neighbours, and did not support extreme radical male emancipation groups.

Therefore, the Northern Border Task Force now knew that the smugglers from Vesterelfland likely had delivered their contraband to a hiding place in the woods east of Cantion North, where Alicia and her men now were. A number of remote cabins in this area near the Vesterelfland border had been deemed the most likely destinations, and five of them had been selected for this morning raid. Alicia’s party was one of five in the forest, and they would ensure all five places were hit at the same time.

Alicia’s target, a hill top cabin, was coming into view about 100 meters ahead as they reached a clearing in the woods. The last small stretch would be in the open, as the trees had been cleared around the cabin.

Walking out into the clearing, Alicia could see Lake Andiatarocte [OTL Lake George] down in the valley beyond the cabin, and Talamfora on the other side. The scenic lake was a border tripoint, reminding Alicia they were not only near Vesterelfland but also the contrasting queendom of Talamfora [OTL Vermont, New Hampshire & Southern Maine]. Whereas Vesterelfland was famous – or infamous rather – for the freedom it offered its males, Talamfora was the opposite. Maybe the most conservative polity in Northern Terra Nova, it still practised mandatory male slavery. It was illegal to emancipate males there, and any male without a female owner within its borders was liable to be enslaved. And their women were well known for the harsh manner with which they treated their chattel.

The Talamforan regime was too harsh for Alicia’s tastes, but at least they did not have the slightest problems with the crime and chaos that followed an egalitarian approach, such as that of Vesterelfland, and which was now increasingly apparent also in Nea Britannia. During a holiday in Talamfora a few years ago, Alicia had noticed the difference to what she was used to in Nea Britannia and its other neighbours, Vesterelfland and Freyasland. Talamfora’s towns and cities looked immaculate. Clean streets everywhere, not a broken window or a speck of graffiti on the walls of their buildings, even in the less prosperous places. And street crime was barely heard of. Every spot in that country was safe, even if it is not particularly wealthy.

The contrast to less attractive parts of Nea Britannian cities, places where Alicia’s job often brought her, was striking. Run-down and unsafe, with building walls covered by graffiti made by males with too much freedom but yet demanding more, these places symbolised what had gone wrong in her country.

Alicia focused her attention on the mission. 30 meters from the cabin, Alicia made a hand signal for her men to halt, and then more signals for them to split up in two groups and circle the cabin separately to look for anything suspicious from a distance.

They executed quickly and silently, with their weapons ready. They did not see anything of note. There was no sign of life from the cabin, Alicia established after they had scouted it.

She, and her men then approached the cabin, and she knocked on the front door. No answer, and no sounds from inside. After a minute waiting, she ordered her men “Take down the door.”

One of the men produced a small ram from his backpack, and easily knocked in the door with its flimsy lock. The men then barged into the cabin to overpower anyone who might be hiding inside. There were none, Alicia could see when she entered two seconds later.

On the other hand, they appeared to have found what they were looking for. In the main room, barely a meter from the front door, were several stacks of wooden boxes. Weapon- and ammunition crates by the look of it, and soon confirmed when Alicia started opening the boxes. Hand grenades, rifles, submachine guns and even a machine gun. And plenty of ammunition. Some of the boxes also contained plastic explosives, judging by the labelling on the items inside.

Whoever had put them there had not even bothered to hide them. Too bad they weren’t around. Alicia would have loved to ask them some questions. But at least the Northern Border Task Force now had confirmation the threat they were investigating was real. Whoever was getting these weapons could make serious trouble. They’d better be stopped.

International relations of Nea Britannia

Excerpt from “The Political Geography of Northern Terra Nova”, Athena Publishing Group, Massalia, 1868

Neighbours

Nea Britannia is bordered by three countries – The Republic of Freyasland in to the south west, The Queendom of Talamfora in the north east, and the Queendom of Vesterelfland in the north and west.

Freyasland is the most important ally and trading partner of Nea Britannia, and has been so since the republican wars of the 1700s, when the radical republican governments of both nations waged war on their more reactionary neighbours. Both nations have retained their republican form of government and have very close relations. Freyasland, being richer and more populous is frequently considered the big sister of the two. It is also somewhat more egalitarian, affording its male population more rights than has Nea Britannia so far.

Nea Britannia’s relations with Talamfora are more tense, a legacy from the wars in the 1700s, when Nea Britannia repeatedly sought to overthrow the reactionary queendom. While ultimately unsuccessful in conquering Talamfora, the Nea Britannians did succeed in overrunning Talamfora’s ally Friggsland, which is now part of Nea Britannia.

After hundred years of peace, relations are now courteous, if not trustful, as the deeply conservative, and not quite democratic governance system of the Talamforan queendom is at odds with the ideals of its republican neighbour. While Talamfora has an elected Ecclesia, real power in the country rests with the unelected queen and her court.

Talamfora is among the most conservative nations in Northern Terra Nova in other matters as well, with a prominent place of religion (Purist Artemisianism) in society, and strict, traditional gender relations, including mandatory male slavery.

The Queendom of Vesterelfland has long had amicable and peaceful relations with Nea Britannia, and significant trade cross the border between them. Vesterelfland reformed its queendom to a constitutional monarchy early in the age of revolutions, and thus never became a target of the radical republican governments of that era.

In the present era, Vesterelfland has become a beacon of egalitarianism, and is arguably the most egalitarian country in Terra Nova, with males born free and allowed to vote in elections. While this contrasts to the more conservative approach of Nea Britannia, this has so far not stopped the significant cooperation between two nations….

[image: ]Map of Nea Britannia

Alanatown, Nea Britannia [OTL Amsterdam, New York], June 5, 1869

All nine members of Equality Front Cell 14 had gathered in Diana and Alan’s apartment this Saturday, and they were all in the living room listening to the radio. It was the three o’clock news service, and tuning in to that was almost a fixed feature of the Saturday meetings. Most of the cell members did not have a radio on their own, and the broadcasts from NBBS – the Nea Britannian Broadcast Service – was a welcome source of up-to-date news and information relevant to the group’s agenda.

All in the room listened quietly as the female voice on the radio conveyed the relevant news of the day. It was considered impolite to comment while the others were listening, so no one said anything.

-”…The seizure at Cantion North is the first of its kind in Nea Britannia, and proof that we now face an unprecedented threat to internal peace in our nation, said Colonel Lydia Grace, head of the National Police’s Northern Region at the press conference yesterday. She did not want to reveal who, if anyone, the National Police suspect might be the intended recipient of the weapons, but did confirm radical male groups are a possibility in this regard.

This has not stopped political circles from speculating. Temple Party Ecclesian Nyx Smallgarden called for increased surveillance of male emancipation groups, and for the forcible enslavement on any free male committing violent crime in an interview earlier today, a view that met strong rebukes from the Liberal Republicans and Equal Future….”

Eunice shook her head as she listened. She had been deeply sceptical about the Equality Front getting arms from abroad, and it now sounded like her fears were getting closer to being borne out. The weapon seizure at Cantion North was probably not linked to their own Cell 14 – Cell 14’s weapons had come at the cabin in the Northern Woods, a good distance away from Cantion North. But it still seemed likely that the Cantion North weapons were for some other Equality Front chapter. Police and the rest of Nea Britannian officialdom would be more suspicious of them now, and the population more fearful. This would not be good for the cause.

-”...and this concludes this NBBS news service. Our next update will be at 18.00. Thank you for listening,” finished the voice on the radio.

Alan turned the radio off.

-”That is what I told you. Equal Future will not achieve anything worthwhile. We need to take matter into our own hands!”

Alan apparently focused more on the news of a break down in negotiations between Equal Future, the LibReps and Center on forming a new government, that had been reported on in the start of the news broadcast, than on the weapon seizure, which had featured at the end.

Center was no longer talking to Equal Future and the LibReps, and was evidently pursuing talks with Action instead, something which if successful would certainly be a significant setback for the Cause.

-”It does not look good,” concurred Diana. “And that thing in Cantion North shows they are coming after us.”

-”The Cantion North weapons – were those for us?” asked Owen, the youngest member of the cell.

-”Not Cell 14, if that’s what you meant,” answered Diana. “And if you mean Equality Front in general, I don’t know. And I could not tell you if I did,” she added. “But the police finding weapon caches meant for the Cause is never good news.”

-”What we are now facing,” said Alan, “is a government of Action and Temple that will put liberation in reverse. In time they will move us back to mandatory slavery and mandatory attendance for pain sacrifices. Public male whippings back in the penal code. And what the police is doing now is nothing compared to what will happen once Temple is in charge.”

-”We need to put pressure on them now to stop it,” said Uinda.

-”Exactly,” said Alan, almost shouting. “We need to use what we have before it is too late.”

It seemed clear from the reactions that most in the room supported Alan on this. This worried Eunice.

-”Are you saying we should start a war? You must know we can’t win against the police and the army.”

-”Not a war,” replied Alan. “We are not strong enough for that – yet.”

-”But we can put pressure on the oppressors. Let them know they can never feel safe as long as they uphold the unjust system. We can become invisible avengers of the oppressed, staying low, and when we get the chance we strike to deliver justice.”

-”Would you have us kill people?” asked Eunice.

-”Preferably not. But if necessary, in limited numbers, yes. As long as they are part of the oppression.”

Alan paused for a few seconds and scanned the faces in the room.

-”Does anyone here disagree with this?” he asked.

No one said anything. Not Eunice either. While she had big reservations about using violence, she found it hard to argue convincingly for another path at this point. And Alan seemed to have the rest of the room with him in any case.

-”I think we need to consider Alan’s ideas now,” said Diana. She too had been reluctant to follow her lover’s more radical path, but she now appeared to change her stance. “We will not achieve anything through the Ecclesia in the next period, and the damage to the cause from that will be immense. We have to look at other approaches.”

Eunice did not like it, but she had to admit Diana and Alan might be right. Maybe it was impossible to advance the Cause without a more violent course.

New Themiscyra, Nea Britannia [OTL New York City], June 8, 1869

Carey Ironfist, Leader of the Republican Action party and finance minister smiled to Brianna and put her tea cup back on the desk.

-”That is the one thing we can’t give you. Neither Temple nor most of my party will stand for it. Especially under the current circumstances. We cannot concede any new male rights now.”

Brianna had just aired the possibility of limited male franchise as a policy of a new government of her Center party and Republican Action. The concept of allowing males – slaves and free – to vote for a male representative assembly that functioned as an advisory body for the female-elected Ecclesia had been implemented in Nea Britannia’s southern neighbour Freyasland and many other Gynarchic countries. This was also the Center Party’s moderate solution to allowing males more of a say while protecting female supremacy.

As expected, it was a no go for the more conservative politician Brianna was now negotiating with. The grand coalition of Liberal Republicans and Republican Action that was currently ruling Nea Britannia had broken up over the issue of male rights, with Republican Action standing for a more restrictive line when it came to males. Brianna understood there was little they could give on this issue. At best they would agree not to take away male rights or introduce new and harsher measures to control the male population.

-”We are, however, willing to compensate you with more cabinet posts,” continued the finance minister. “You can have my current job, if you wish.”

Brianna exchanged a glance with Millie, sitting next to her, and could see she was thinking the same as her. Even if Mrs Ironfist expected to be the Prime Minister in the new government, being offered the Finance Ministry was more than either of them had expected.

But it was not enough to sway Brianna.

-”Thank you, that is most kind of you to offer. But do you promise more than you can keep now? I am sure Temple will have opinions on this too.”

-”They will, of course. But at the end of the day, no one is more keen than them to avoid a government that will take our nation into the chaos of radical gender equality. They will give up Finance if that is the price.”

-”You may be right on that – you know them better than I do. But note that putting our mark on government policy is more important than cabinet posts for us. And for us, it is important with reforms that can go some way to placate both sides on this issue.”

-”I am sure we can find some moderate measures to address this part of your platform,” replied the Finance Minister. “But male franchise is not on the cards in a government of Republican Action.

After a pause she continued.

“Ultimately, you have to decide if this is a deal breaker for you. If it is not, then we are ready to start more detailed negotiations.”

“Indeed,” said Brianna. “We will take take this back to our party and consider it. Now we know better what can be achieved. Thank you for being candid.”

-”Thank you, the same. I hope we will hear back from you soon.”

-”You will,” said Brianna and got up from the lounge chair she had occupied.

She and Millie then walked back to their offices.

It seemed Republican Action was willing to offer as much as expected, and then a little more. But a government with them was still plan B. Primarily she was talking to them to get leverage for renewed negotiations with the LibReps.

New Themiscyra, Nea Britannia [OTL New York City], June 10, 1869

Brianna was in her office in the Ecclesia building and just back from lunch with three of her colleagues, when the intercom on her desk buzzed. A second later, the voice of Cliff, her slave and personal secretary came through. He was seated at a desk outside Brianna’s office, as a gatekeeper.

-”The Prime Minister is on the line, Mistress. Shall I put her through?”

Brianna clicked the ‘speak’ button and answered.

-”Yes, please. Put her through.”

-”Yes, Mistress.”

Brianna calmly sat down on her chair again, then picked up the receiver of the phone on her desk.

-”Prime Minister?”

-”Hello, Brianna. You have a few minutes?”

-”Of course, Chloe. I always have time for the Prime Minister.”

They had both been in the Ecclesia long enough to be on first name with each other. And especially now that they had spent a lot of time together with on-and-off government negotiations.

-”That’s good, Brianna. Anyway, we have another offer for you, that I hope you can accept. To save us some time, I thought I’d run the outline of it by you, before we call in formal meetings. I want to know if we can get an agreement on something resembling what we now have.”

-”I am listening.”

Brianna spoke calmly, but inside she was quite hopeful. She had a feeling the woman in the other end had now softened sufficiently to give in to most of Brianna’s demands. Her open flirtation with Republican Action should surely have helped.

-”Ok, we propose the government adopt as policy the following:

	Referendum on full male suffrage for the Ecclesia. If that fails, we will instead establish a male assembly as per your program 
	Males are born free. They can only become slaves by voluntarily submitting to a Mistress and signing a contract of slavery. 
	Corporal punishment of males only allowed as judicial punishment for serious crime and as discipline in contractual slavery. 
	The entire bureaucracy, including top positions, shall be open to male talent 
	We will not pursue trade agreements with Andro-world nations 
	No tax rises, but we will all fund the five top spending priorities you put to us a week ago 
	EF will get their pension increases. 
	Funding will be from cuts in defence and borrowing. 
	Otherwise things stay the same from the last proposal 


In terms of positions, I stay on as Prime Minister. You get six cabinet ministers, while LibRep takes eight and EF gets four. Of your six, you will get at least either finance or interior.”

-”How does that sound?”, asked Chloe after a pause.

-”I think this is something we can work with,” said Brianna after a few seconds pondering. “I think I can sell that to my party.”

-”Excellent,” replied the Prime Minister. “I suggest you and your negotiation team meet with us and EF tomorrow, then, and we can finally hammer it out.”

-”That sounds very good. Let my secretary know the details, and we’ll be there.”

-”Of course. See you tomorrow.”

-”I look forward to it.”

Brianna hung up and leaned back in her chair, smiling. This was it. The Prime Minister had caved, and Brianna was going to lead Center into a government where it would wield an outsized influence. With a fifth of the Ecclesian strength, she would have a third of the cabinet. They would allow male rights to advance almost as far as it had in Vesterelfland, but in return, virtually all Center’s priorities would be satisfied.

Brianna could hardly wait to tell the her colleagues and celebrate. But she would have to wait – at least on telling most of them. The Prime Minister’s call was informal and off the record, so she should not spread the word before the offer was formally made during negotiations tomorrow.

But Brianna was determined to celebrate and she knew how. She clicked the ‘speak’ button on the desk intercom.

-”Cliff! I want you to pour me a glass of Aquitanian Liqueur. And when you come into my office, lock the door behind you.”

-”Yes, Mistress.”

While she waited for her slave to enter, Brianna brought out her purse mirror to refresh her lipstick. She used a deep purple shade on her lips, and seeing herself wearing it in the little mirror made her feel powerful and sexy.

Her brown, wavy hair was flowing freely, and reached just down to her shoulders. She wore a black top, covered by a burgundy business suit jacket, and below that, a short black skirt, nylons and knee high burgundy leather boots. Brianna admired herself for a few seconds. She did indeed look good, and knowing that set her even more in the mood for what she had planned.

She put her mirror and lipstick back in the hand bag next to her desk, and then made another step of preparation. She lifted the hem of her skirt a little, and removed her panties, putting them in the bag.

Just as she had done that, the door to Brianna’s office opened, and Cliff entered. He was smartly dressed, wearing a blue shirt, a dark suit jacket and matching trousers. He was slim built and wore his dark blonde hair very short, a crew cut. Cliff was otherwise quite average-looking for an early forties male.

Cliff carried a tray with a glass of Brianna’s requested drink, and elegantly balanced it on one hand as he locked the door behind him.

He then approached Brianna’s desk, bowed his head, and put the tray on the desk next to her.

-”Your drink, Mistress.”

-”Thank you Cliff. I now want you to take off your jacket, and get down on your knees, under my desk.”

-”Of course, Mistress.”

Brianna took a sip of the sweet liqueur she had been served, while she watched Cliff remove his jacket, folding it once and hanging it on the armrest of a chair. She smiled seductively to him, and the look on his face told Brianna that he very much wanted her.

Cliff got down on his knees and crawled under Brianna’s desk from the front. Brianna parted her legs slowly, letting him see her neatly trimmed womanhood.

-”You know what I want, slave. Get to work,” she told him.

She then felt his head come between her legs, and a second later, a delicious soft kiss on her vulva. Brianna moaned softly to let her slave know he was on to something, and then took another sip.

Brianna sank down in her chair a little as she enjoyed Cliff’s tongue caressing, kissing and licking her pussy for several minutes. He was maybe not as skilful as Tanner, who had been trained specifically for the task now being preformed, but Cliff was still plenty good enough, and was sufficiently experienced to know exactly what Brianna liked.

This was very good, though Brianna and closed her eyes a little. But she still knew how to make it even better. She took yet another sip of the liqueur and put the glass down, then opened one of the desk drawers. There she found a short riding crop, which she picked up, moaning with pleasure as she did so. Boys always performed better when they were reminded who were in charge.

Brianna pushed the chair away from her desk slowly, so Cliff could follow without disengaging from his duty. She needed room for swinging her crop. When Cliff was fully out from under her desk, she smacked the crop on Cliff’s bottom. Not too hard, but enough for it to sting.

“More, slave. More!” she ordered him, and moaned loudly as she felt his tongue swipe across her clit.

Explosion

New Themiscyra, Nea Britannia [OTL New York City], June 12, 1869

Alicia walked through the streetscape of the national capital, noting it somehow felt different than the rest of the country, and Ariana, her home city in particular. A bit alien even. The buildings here were a lot taller, and the streets more crowded. The crowds were also different in composition –  a lot more diverse. Many spoke other languages than British[8] or Norse, which were the only languages she would hear at home. In particular, Greek, the lingua franca of the Gynarchic World, was used, but other more exotic languages could be heard as well. And many looked different as well. Whereas most were of Western European heritage, like in Ariana, here in New Themiscyra there were women and slaves who clearly hailed from other parts of the world as well.

While Alicia found the differentness of New Themiscyra interesting, the crowding and the pace of traffic was stress inducing. Fortunately, the particular street Alicia was now walking was less crowded than the main streets. It ran alongside a small park, which meant the towering buildings lined only one side, and did not block view of the sky and the sun.

30 meters ahead, Alicia saw her destination. Upper Park Cafe was where she was going to meet her mother for a coffee while she was in the capital. Alicia had been in the city for the last two days for work meetings, and she had delayed her train ticket back to Ariana until this evening, so she could meet with Brianna before going home. Brianna, busily negotiating her own accession to government, was in New Themiscyra more or less permanently.

The cafe had plenty of outdoor seating, and Alicia soon saw her mother seated at one of the outdoor tables. She waved and smiled to Alicia, and Alicia smiled and waved back. The waiter at the entrance had noticed the exchange, and bowed his head as Alicia entered and greeted her with a “Welcome, Mistress.”

Brianna got up from her chair and gave Alicia a good hug,

-”So great that you could come. It has been too long since I have seen you now.”

-”You too. Great that we both found a way to make time.”

Mother and daughter exchanged updates on their work and life. Neither had brought their slaves with them. Cedric, Alicia’s slave was taking care of the house and his work back in Ariana, while Brianna had her Cliff here in New Themiscyra, but he could not be given a break from his work. Brianna’s other two slaves, Bran and Tanner, were in Ariana, though Brianna considered to bring Tanner to New Themiscyra – for “entertainment”, as she put it.

The conversation soon turned to Brianna’s politics, however, as it naturally would, with it being central in the news these days.

-”I hear you will soon enter government,” said Alicia. “Finance Minister, if I am to believe the press.”

-”Well, I can’t confirm anything at this point, but that is a distinct possibility,” replied Brianna with a sly smile.

-”I just hope you can find a way of making that happen without bringing in those extreme egalitarians in Equal Future. It is not going to end well if they get their hands on the wheel.”

-”Don’t worry so much. They can be quite constructive when you sit down and talk to them. They only want what they think is best for the country, and they even have a few good points.”

-”Please, Mother. Just look at what is happening where….”

Alicia was interrupted by a sudden loud boom. The ground shook, and some glasses and cups fell to the ground breaking. It startled and terrified guests and staff of the cafe alike, as well as those passing by on the side walk.

Some screamed, others nervously looked around, trying to assess what had happened.

”What was that?” was a phrase often repeated in the next seconds. Then some clues started emerging. Smoke and dust came drifting out of a nearby street perpendicular to the street of the cafe. A loud voice called out:

-”Explosion on Victory Street!”

-That is just around the corner over there,” said Brianna and pointed to where the smoke and dust was coming from.

-”I better get to the place and see if I can help,” said Alicia. “Get back to your apartment, Mom. You should be somewhere safe.”

Alicia had already risen from her chair when her mother urged her to be careful.

New Themiscyra, Nea Britannia [OTL New York City], June 12, 1869

Alicia was sweating from the labour of doing heart compressions on a seemingly lifeless woman on the sidewalk outside Victory House, the now heavily damaged building that housed the Republican Action party offices. Around her were others – men and women alike – chaotically searching for and providing first aid to survivors of what had been a terrible blast that had struck the building minutes earlier. The air was heavy with dust and smoke created by the explosion, and the street was full of rubble and glass that had once been part of the struck building. The building itself was still standing, having avoided collapse, but much of the walls facing the street had been torn away, and fires were burning inside.

Bodies and bodyparts could be seen both inside the mangled building and outside it, and some of those receiving first aid were probably already dead.

Emergency services had started arriving, and the sirens of their cars dominated the sound picture along with shouts of those needing help and those coming to their aid.

Two male medics with a stretcher came running to Alicia and the lady she was trying to keep alive.

-”Please, let us take over, Mistress,” said one of them, and started checking pulse and breathing of the bloodied woman before Alicia could answer. Alicia rose up and withdrew a few steps not to be in the way of the medics. She did not say anything, herself a little shocked by the impressions of the scene of carnage around her.

Alicia looked away for a few seconds, surveying the rest of the street. Firemen and women had arrived and were starting to enter the stricken building itself, and police had started cordoning off the street at the end of the block. And closer by, other teams of medics were starting to attend to the wounded.

-”You did well, Mistress,” Alicia suddenly heard behind her. “She is alive and I think we can save her.”

The medic leaning over the woman almost shouted out the uplifting message.

-”Thank you,” muttered Alicia, and watched the medics carefully roll the woman onto the stretcher.

***

A few hours later Alicia was still on Victory Street, but now half a block away from the blast site, just inside the police cordon. The emergency responders had arrived quickly on the scene, and were within an hour sufficiently numerous and organised to no longer need the services of an off-duty police officer from out-of-town.

Alicia had nevertheless hung around, just in case she would be needed, but also to learn more about what had happened. There was not all that much to learn, at least not yet. Speaking to some of the officers manning the cordon, they all but confirmed what Alicia strongly suspected. The blast had been caused by a bomb. But who was behind it, and why, was not clear at this point.

Alicia looked at her wrist watch. It was still time to make the train back to Ariana, and she should soon make her way to the train station, she figured. But first she would call her mother. Make sure she was OK, and let her know Alicia was OK. And convey her hope that their next meeting would not be cut short in such a manner.

Alicia saw a phone booth across the street, and made her way towards it.

Alanatown, Nea Britannia [OTL Amsterdam, New York], June 13, 1869

Most of Cell 14 was gathered in Diana and Alan’s apartment, this time on a Sunday, as the leaders and many of the members had been not been available on Saturday. They had just listened to 3 o’clock news service, in which the bombing of the Republican Action offices in New Themiscyra dominated. At least a dozen people had been killed, and almost fifty wounded, many of them seriously. This included some of Action’s top politicians, including a junior cabinet minister.

Speculation on who was behind was rife, but the most common theory – especially on the conservative side of the spectrum – seemed to be that male emancipationists were to blame. From what Eunice could gather, and to her dismay, it was a fair probability they were right.

-”Terrible as this is, we can only hope this can be a catalyst for change,” said Diana after the broadcast had ended.

-”Yes, something like this has to happen to force people to change their ways,” concurred Alan.

-”What good can possibly come out of this?” retorted Eunice upset. “Scores of people are dead, and many think we did it. And hate us for it!”

She was far more emotional than the others in the room, in particular Diana and Alan, who did not seem disturbed at all by the news.

-”It has to get worse before it gets better,” said Alan annoyed. “And status quo is unacceptable.”

-”That may be, but this is making it worse than status quo, and unlikely to ever make it better!”

-”We all agreed last week that taking action was the only option for us. This is what action looks like.”

What Alan said all but confirmed Eunice’ dreaded suspicions.

-”Are you saying we are behind this attack?”

-”Well, not any of us personally, but this was certainly done in name of the Cause.”

-”So you know who did it?” asked Eunice while she noticed Diana, who was sitting next to Alan in the sofa, elbowing him and giving him a disapproving look.

-”I can’t tell you that. And I think it would better if we don’t talk about this any more.”

Alan was now visibly upset and uncomfortable. And his request was promptly ignored. It was all too clear he at least knew something and possibly had a role in what had happened.

-”If you know something, why have you not discussed it with the rest of the cell?” asked Uinda sharply. “If you are involved in something this drastic, we all need to know.”

-”We did discuss it last week, and no, you don’t need to know,” replied Diana. She was considerable cooler than the others in the room. “We agreed action was needed when we discussed last Saturday. And we can’t discuss every plan with every sympathiser of the Cause. That way we would never get anything done and we would have a massive security risk. Especially when it involves other cells.”

-”But we did not sign up for terrorism,” Eunice shouted back.

-”It is called fighting for freedom and justice,” retorted Alan, equally shouting.

The discussion soon deteriorated into a heated shouting match, and the fronts were clear. Three of them, Eunice, Uinda and Marvin were opposed to the Victory House attack, and livid that their Equality Front was behind it, while the other six, lead by Diana and Alan defended it as necessary for the cause.

Finally, Diana rose above the fray and called for a halt.

-”Shut up!” she shouted on the top of her lungs, and it worked. The others stopped to listen.

-”This discussion is not getting anywhere. What is done is done, and we can’t change that whether you like it or not. But fact is, every one of you were here last weekend and agreed action was needed to save the Cause. And now action has been taken. We are all in it. We have to go forward with this in mind. We may err, and we both can and should discuss future actions and strategies, but we have to make it our baseline that we have all committed to a course of action. Is this clear to everyone?”

Everyone in the room nodded, though some more reluctantly than others. Eunice too nodded her agreement. What Diana said was true. But she was disgusted. The organisation she had joined because it fought for justice and liberation also turned out to be an organisation of extreme violence.

Shangjing, [OTL Beijing], June 14, 1869

Ren entered Tang’s office.

-”You asked to see me, sir.”

-”Yes, do come in Ren. Sit down, please.” Ren gestured towards a chair in front of his desk.

“Can I offer you tea?”

-”Yes, please,” answered Ren.

-”That is good, for I already ordered it for you,” said Tang and waved in the tea girl who had approached the open door behind Ren.

As Ren made himself comfortable in the chair, the diminutive woman in a yellow gown silently put a tray with two cups and a tea can on the desk, poured tea in the cups, and then retreated, all the while with her head lowered.

When she had closed the office door, Tang spoke.

-”I wanted to hear from you again how our operations in Nea Britannia are going. I understand there has been success.”

Ren understood right away that the Director for Northern Terra Nova had picked up the news of the bombing in New Themiscyra. That was not an item that was making headlines in the Serican press; at most it was mentioned in notice form in the few newspapers that had foreign correspondents. But the director was of course well informed of events that was relevant for his work.

-”Well, I guess we can call the bombing in New Themiscyra a success,” said Ren. “Though we have to look at how the aftermath plays out before we can say for sure. Short term we expect Republican Action and their anti-male allies to receive some sympathy, from which they may benefit politically. But if, as we hope, this is only the opening shot in a civil war, it is well worth it.”

-”So we – by which I mean our local sympathisers – were behind this?”

Tang twirled his moustache as he spoke.

-”I can’t say with 100% certainty yet that this was the work of our people,” answered Ren. “But it is certainly consistent with what we have advised them and equipped them for.”

-”How do you assess those eliminated? How will their absence change the dynamic of local politics?”

-”The most important casualties so far were two Ecclesians and Catherine Harper, the vice minister of defence in the outgoing government. Mrs Harper was seen as a potential future leader of Republican Action, though she was viewed as a relative moderate on gender relations. Her loss is likely to polarise Nea Britannia further, as it will pull Action towards a harder stance on male slavery. While we may not agree with that goal, it does serve our aim of making civil strife more likely. The Ecclesians were both hard-liners, but will surely be replaced by other hard-liners.”

-”And what do you expect to happen on the egalitarian side?”

-”From what little I have heard so far, they are expressing sympathy for their attacked rivals – at least the mainstream moderates,” Ren said before clearing his throat.

“Those, eh, outside the mainstream, might be planning the next strike.”

-”Sounds excellent,” said Tang with a smile. “I shall eagerly wait to hear how this develops. I understand it is still early days, but I would like a report in writing when the situation is clear enough to assess properly.”

-”That I shall give you,” said Ren and took his first – and last – sip of the tea that had been served at the start of the meeting. “Let me get back to you in a few weeks.”

-”Very well,” said Tang and nodded calmly.

Ren understood the meeting was over. He rose up, bowed, and exited the room.

Walking down the corridor towards his own office, he mulled the report he had given. Ren had more doubts about what had happened in Nea Britannia than Tang wanted hear, and he had held back on those. A constellation of parties favourable to advancing male rights looked set to form the next government in Nea Britannia, but now that might be put in jeopardy. While such a government taking power would be a far cry from the goal of flipping Nea Britannia, it would be a step in the right direction in the long game.

Ren could only hope that step would not be missed.


Tip

Ariana, Nea Britannia [OTL Albany, New York], June 17, 1869

It was a late afternoon in the National Police office in Ariana when Cora, Alicia’s immediate superior called the members of the Northern Border Task Force into her office. Cora was brief and seemed somewhat anxious as she rounded up the four women, and Alicia could sense she was about to deliver important – and probably sensitive – information.

Cora closed the door to her office as soon as Alicia, the last to enter was inside, and started talking right away.

-”We have received a lead that may well be very important for our work,” she said, visibly making an effort to speak slower than she probably wanted.

-”We have received a tip that seems credible about a group that is receiving smuggled weapons and is conducting training with said weapons up in the Northern Woods. We have an exact location, and the tip says they will be there this weekend. The tipper even suggested some of them might be involved in the Victory House bombing.”

Alicia could feel the excitement building in herself and among the other ladies in the room as Cora paused for a second. Not only was this a potential coup for the task force, but it could also possibly lead to the capture of the perpetrators of the worst terrorist attack seen in Nea Britannia.

-”Obviously, this is something we will need to look into, and if the tip turns out to be real, we must find how best to exploit it. Time is limited, so I want full focus from you on this over the next days, and probably a lot of late work.”

The last bit was was hardly necessary to say. Alicia and the others knew how much this could mean, and were prepared to put in whatever effort was needed, and to start immediately.

-”What kind of tip did we get and who is the tipper?” asked Bridget, the most experienced of Alicia’s colleagues on the task force. At forty years, the tall brunette woman still looked ten years younger, and was considered one of the best analytical minds in the office. She characteristically cut to the chase right away.

-”We don’t know who the tipper is at this point. The tip is an anonymous letter from someone who appears to have been part of the group in question or otherwise knows some of its members closely. It is probably better you all read the letter yourself before we go on. I have copies here.”

Cora distributed a copy of the letter to each of the women in the room. It was a lengthy letter Alicia noticed right away. Three densely written pages, and another page containing a map. This clearly contained detailed information.

The women spent ten minutes reading the letter mostly in silence before Cora interrupted them when she thought they had had sufficient time to absorb the most important information.

-”You can read it more carefully later on. It is clear that we have two tasks that we need to get started on as quickly as possible. First, the letter mentions one Alan Miner that may be connected to the bombing. We need to find out everything we can about him without alerting him. I would like Bridget to take charge of that, if that is OK with you.”

Cora looked at Bridget, who nodded back.

-”Yes, Ma’am,” she replied determined.

-”It would of course also be useful to see what we can learn about the tipper and his or her identity, and this may naturally fall into the investigations Bridget and team will make.”

Bridget nodded.

-”Then,” continued Cora, “we also have a location up in the wilderness that may turn out to be very important. We need to scout this place and see what is going on there without alerting whoever is there. And then possibly prepare for a raid there. I would like Alicia to take the lead on that. “

-”Absolutely!” replied Alicia with some excitement. She had hoped there would be a task like that for her, and it came as delivered.

Alanatown, Nea Britannia [OTL Amsterdam, New York], June 18, 1869

Eunice opened the door to her apartment to let her guest in. Uinda was on the way up from the ground floor, having just been buzzed in. She lived just two blocks away, and the two of them often hung out together.

Normally on Friday nights, they would hit the town together, but Eunice doubted that would be the case tonight. She was just not in the mood for going out.

But she would not mind a drink, so Eunice poured two small glasses of sweet white wine, and while she did so, Uinda entered.

-”Wine?” asked Eunice, and held up a glass before waiting for an answer.

-”Yes, please,” said Uinda and took the glass.

-”You dropped the mountain trip as well?” Uinda was referring to their Cell 14’s weekend excursion to the mountain cabin.

-”Yes, I was not in the mood to go after last weekend.”

-”I know what you mean. I feel the same.”

-”And I am not sure we are wanted by Diana and Alan any more. Doubt they trust us now. At least not me.”

-”We had a disagreement. They will get over it. They have to. We have to stick together.” Uinda was trying to cheer up Eunice.

-”I don’t know. I don’t think it will end well, with what they have done.”

Eunice was staring emptily into the air as she spoke.

-”Don’t give up, Eunice. The Cause needs us now more than ever.”

-”Yes. But I am not sure we are advancing the cause if we go down their route.”

Uinda was about to reply but stopped to think for a few seconds before saying quietly

-”I see what you mean.” She continued after another pause. “But what are we to do then?”

-”I don’t know. But I am not taking any more mountain trips with them.”

Both girls took another sip of wine.

Northern Woods, Nea Britannia, [OTL Adirondack, New York], June 20, 1869

Alicia looked at her wrist watch. It was 04.28. Two minutes before she would give the signal to move. She was kneeling next to a big rock in the forest a few hundred meters from the site that was the target of the operation. It was before dawn, but the morning twilight brought ever more light and one could now easily see all but the most shaded parts of the terrain. Emerging bird song added further evidence that day was coming.

Surrounding Alicia was half of the strike group: Three female officers and twelve male troopers of the National Police, heavily armed and speaking in hushed voices not to alert the target of the raid. They had been here for half an hour now, waiting for the exact time for their part of the operation to start.

Half a kilometer away, on the opposite side of the target was a similar-sized force, waiting for the signal to move on the target from the opposite side, a signal Alicia was about to give. She moved closer to Dunn, one of the troopers, who was carrying a portable radio on his back, and picked up the receiver.

She pressed the ‘speak button’.

-”Nu Beta, this is Nu Alpha.”

Ten seconds passed before she heard a crackle, and then the voice of her colleague Bernice replying.

-”Nu Alpha, this is Nu Beta.”

-”This is Nu Alpha. Is Nu Beta ready to move?”

-”This is Nu Beta. We are ready to move.”

-”Nu Beta, move on target as planned at 04.30.”

-”Nu Beta acknowledge.”

-”Nu Alpha out.”

Satisfied that everything seemed to go as planned so far, Alicia again looked at her wrist watch, as the seconds hand made the last round before it would start for real. They were well prepared, even if time had been short. They had good intelligence on the target, which was a cabin in the middle of the forest. For 30 hours, it had been observed and listened to by an observation post set up the night before, and it had been established that the cabin was indeed occupied by a group of 10-15 people, who were armed, and seemingly exercising their shooting skills at daylight. They did not seem to do any outside activities at night, however, and probably not even having anyone on night watch. But it was hard to be sure, as the dense forest made observation at a distance difficult, and the need not to alert the target made the observation team reluctant to go too close.

The seconds hand made the full round, and it was now exactly 04.30. Alicia raised her hand and waved her men and women forward. They all came to their feet and walked quickly and  silently through the forest in direction of the cabin that could not yet be seen, weapons ready. Alicia, and most of the her force carried submachine guns, but two of the troopers hauled a heavy machine gun, which would give them the upper hand in any serious firefight. Hopefully, neither that nor the submachine guns would be used. But knowing that the cabin’s inhabitants were armed with military grade weapons they would take no chances and came prepared.

Two minutes later the red painted cabin could be seen at a distance among the trees in front of Alicia. No sign that anyone had detected Alicia and her crew, and they continued towards their target.

After another half minute, they had almost reached the clearing around the cabin, and Alicia could see Bernice and her team on the other side of the cabin taking up positions near the edge of the clearing. Alicia signalled for her people to do the same. No sign of any night watch posted by those in the cabin – and if there was any they would have noticed by now. They were all asleep inside the cabin, as Alicia had hoped. They might be armed with military grade weapons, but they certainly did not practice military grade security.

But Alicia was not going to let her guard down. Her force would stick to the plan. She signalled the assault team to move forward. Mara, the leader of the assault team, hurried across the clearing towards the cabin door with her four men. Mara and three of the men took position against the wall on both sides of the outer door, weapons ready, while the fourth trooper readied the ram he was carrying. At Mara’s signal “Go!”, the trooper knocked in the door with one powerful blow, and the assault team stormed in, calling for the immediate surrender of those in the cabin.

Alicia, signalled for another team of four men to follow her towards the door. They would go in as the immediate follow-up.

Northern Woods, Nea Britannia, [OTL Adirondack, New York], June 20, 1869

Alan woke from the thunderous noise that suddenly filled the cabin. Tired as he was, it took him several seconds to realise what was going on. The cabin was a chaos. Full of people, with men and women shouting.

-”Down on the floor! Hands on your head!”

Alan soon concluded something had gone very wrong. The security forces were here to arrest them, and by now there was no way to resist them. Alan and his comrades had been caught in bed. Literally.

A National Police trooper, clearly not satisfied with Alan’s reaction to his order to get out of bed and down on the floor, grabbed hold of Alan and pulled him out of bed, throwing him on the floor.

-”Hands on your head. Do not move,” he ordered loudly.

“Stupid gynarchist puppet,” though Alan, but found his urge to get up and punch him easily overruled by the fear of what might happen if he did.

Alan noticed the other three Equality Front men in the bed room had chosen a similar course of action, complying with the Police’s orders. Three men in the beige and black uniforms of the National Police guarded over them with menacing submachine guns. From beyond the room he heard a woman call “All clear. All suspects under control!”

Seconds later, another woman, wearing the same uniform as the men in the room, kneeled down on top of Alan, putting her knee in his back, and forcefully brought his hands together, handcuffing them. After having handcuffed him, she grabbed Alan’s hair, and forced his head up, forcing him to look at her. She had reddish blonde hair tied in a bun, and a beautiful face with fierce green eyes. She wore red lipstick. She looked pensively at Alan’s face for a few seconds.

-”Alicia! Come take a look at this,” she shouted to someone outside the room. She did not let go of Alan’s head, forcing it to keep its current upright, but twisted position.

After a few seconds, Alan could see the woman that had been called standing in the entrance to the room. She was another good-looking woman wearing the National Police uniform. Somewhat similar in appearance to the woman on top of Alan, she too wore red lipstick and had her hair in a tight bun, but it was a distinctly brighter shade of blonde.

-”It is him, isn’t it?” asked the woman sitting on Alan.

-”Yes, that is him,” the woman in the entrance agreed.

Those women were apparently looking for him. It did not give Alan a good feeling.

Interrogations

Ariana, Nea Britannia [OTL Albany, New York], June 21, 1869

The arrests yesterday had been a real coup. They had captured eight men and four women, all alive. Probably a whole terror cell and then some. Among them were also an Alanatown city council member from Equality Front, something that would certainly cause a stir when the press got whiff of that.

Interesting as it might have been to talk to that woman, that was not something Alicia would get to do anytime soon. The women taken at the raid had been transferred to a female detention center to be interviewed there. What was on Alicia’s agenda for today was to interrogate Alan Miner, the most prominent of the male captives. And that suited Alicia well. The interrogation methods that could be applied to male suspects were far more effective than what were allowed on females. The probability of getting useful information out of the male was thus far higher, and the results would come quicker.

She met Bridget outside the interrogation room, and greeted her good morning with a smile and a quick hug. Bridget was Alicia’s partner in this interrogation, which she had been on many previous occasions too. The two of them cooperated well and were usually successful working together.

Both of them looked immaculate in their uniforms with crisp, ironed shirts, tight leather skirts and boots polished to shine. Hair was worn in severe fashion, with tight ponytails or buns, and make-up had been freshly applied. Classic looks with eye-catching red lips, pale skin and dramatic dark eye shadow to emphasize their femininity and power. All to impress upon the prisoner, when he got to see them, that he was in presence of someone far superior to him.

The two ladies walked into the backroom, where they could see the interrogation room through a one-way mirror. The prisoner was already there, in front of the desk in the middle of the room, naked and kneeling on the floor. His hands were cuffed together behind his back, and likewise were his ankles shackled together. A blindfold covered his eyes. Next to the wall, a few meters away, was a fully uniformed female guard, armed with a baton, watching the prisoner.

Alicia recapped what they knew about this man as she studied him. Alan Miner, a free male living in Alanatown, with a staggered employment history, mostly in construction. He was in a relationship with a woman who had not enslaved him, and who had also been arrested in the Northern Woods. His woman was active in the Equal Future party, though he was not.

And then, a still anonymous tipper had named him as a leader of a group plotting future terrorist actions, and suggested he had been involved in the Victory House bombing. This was at least partially corroborated by Alan being found together with other suspicious characters at a site teeming with illegal weapons.

-”Ready?” asked Bridget.

-”Yes,” replied Alicia. They had planned how to run it the evening before, and she knew what to do. The ladies walked out of the backroom, and then into the interrogation room itself.

As they entered the room, the guard greeted them with a nod. Bridget nodded back.

-”Thank you. We will take it from here.”

-”Yes, ma’am!”

The guard then exited the room.

Alicia and Bridget then slowly paced around the prisoner, who was kneeling blindfolded. Not seeing them or what was coming, but hearing the clicks of their heels against the floor would serve to build up his fear.

Alicia readied herself by taking her short, thick single tail whip out of the holster attached to her belt. It was her favourite for interrogation work, and she expected she would soon need to use it. Then she stopped, right behind the prisoner, while Bridget came to a halt right in front of him, resting her hands on her hips, which were as wide as her shoulders.

Alicia ripped the blindfold off the prisoner’s head. He looked confused for half a second, but then locked in a stare on Bridget, standing in front of him. He was not allowed to keep it for long, however. After two seconds, Alicia, standing right behind his back, raised her hand and slapped his cheek with full force, almost making him fall over.

-”A woman is in front of you! What do you do?” Alicia shouted to him.

The prisoner regained his balance and just looked straight ahead, saying nothing. He was clearly trying to play tough, like rebellious males often did. That approach was not going to get him anywhere, though. Alicia knew she would break him, like she had broken others before him.

-”You greet her you imbecile!” she roared and accompanied her order with four hard lashes of her whip on his rump.

-”Kiss my boots!” Bridget clarified for him.

He hesitated for a while, clearly in pain from the lashes he had received, and Alicia pounced on him again, to make sure he landed on the right decision.

She launched a barrage of lashes on his backside and bottom, and threw in a kick against his side for good measure.

-”You will greet us, male!” Alicia demanded while she lashed him.

Meanwhile, Bridget slowly readied her weapon of choice, a thick, heavy leather strap hanging from her waist belt.

The sight of that combined with Alicia’s “encouragement” was apparently enough to sway his mind. The prisoner bent down to kiss Bridget’s boot, and muttered “good morning, Mistress.”

Alicia stopped lashing him, and took a few steps to place herself next to Bridget in front of the prisoner, to let him kiss her boots too, which the prisoner did, if unenthusiastically.

As the prisoner got back up on his knees after having greeted both women, Bridget took a step forward and grabbed his unkempt, medium length hair. She jerked his head backwards and upwards, making him to look up at her. She bent down over him, moving her face to within inches from his. She forced him to look into her glittering dark eyes, shadowed and menacing as midnight.

-”You, male, will be completely at our mercy from now on, for as long as we deem it necessary,” she told him calmly but firmly. “We can do whatever we want with you, and we will. A male who takes up arms against the superior sex, like you did, forfeits any rights. I can assure you that you are in deep, deep trouble.”

She raised her right hand, holding her strap, and launched it towards the prisoner’s arse. It landed with a loud crack on his already bruised buttocks, causing him to let out an agonised howl.

-”Your only way out is your complete cooperation,” Bridget continued. “Mistress Alicia and I have a lot of questions for you, and your job is to answer all of them as truthfully and accurately as you can. Should you choose not to answer any question, or worse, we catch you lying to us, I can guarantee it will be very painful for you.”

Bridget delivered another hard lash on his buttocks to emphasise her point.

-”Very painful,” she repeated.

-”Is this understood?” asked Bridget.

The prisoner did not answer, but Alicia noticed he was gently shaking. He was scared, yet he still chose to defy them – for now.

Alicia cracked her whip over his back.

-”Mistress Bridget asked you a question, male!”

She lashed him again.

-”Answer her!”

After another two rapid strokes, he painfully cried out “Yes, I understand!”

Alicia did not leave him be. She hit him with three more rapid lashes.

-”Who are you speaking to?”

-”I understand, Mistress,” the prisoner corrected himself while moaning from the pain of the lashes.

It earned him a small respite, but his spirits visibly deflated when Bridget calmly remarked

“It seems this male needs a more thorough understanding of what will happen when he does not answer timely and politely. Let’s get him over the horse.”

Alicia could tell he would not resist them for long.

Bridget grabbed his cuffed hands, and twisted them behind his back as she frog-marched the prisoner to the wooden punishment horse standing in one end of the room. His resistance was feeble enough that Alicia did not have to help Bridget making him move.

The male interrogation room was richly endowed with ways of restraining males and instruments to make them talk. The room even had had a prod connected to a battery that could be used to deliver painful electric shocks to males, a recent invention. But Alicia and Bridget preferred the old and tested method of using whips and canes and therefore wanted to constrain the prisoner in a way that would leave him fully exposed to such tools,

Half a minute later, the prisoner was bent over the punishment horse, with both his hands and feet shackled to the horse’s legs. He was tightly fixed, leaving him hardly any room to move or wiggle.

-”We promised it would be painful for you if you fail to answer our questions or show us the respect we are due,” Alicia told him. “Now you are going to find out.” Alicia raised her whip hand. Now he was really going to feel it.

***

Alicia watched with professional detachment as Bridget was giving the prisoner yet another round of the strap. Her colleague swung the heavy leather implement with usual enthusiasm, and Bridget had started working up a little sweat.

The prisoner responded in line with expectations. He howled and cried with agony, and was clearly in more pain than he thought he could take, which was exactly what Alicia and Bridget intended. The state he was in was perfect for information extraction. Reduced by pain and fear, but still responsive and coherent.

Alicia watched and listened for signs that he might be moving away from that state. Any indication that he might be zoning out or change consciousness. Or that his screaming went too hoarse.

He did sound a bit hoarse.

-”Let’s take a break to freshen up a little,” Alicia suggested to Bridget. “The male could use some liquid.”

-”Sounds good,” replied Bridget, and ended her assault on Alan’s back side with an extra hard strike of the strap that gave a thud that almost echoed in the room. Alan responded with a hoarse, agonised groan.

Bridget attached the strap to her belt, and picked up a towel from a nearby chair. She tapped her face to remove sweat, and then did the same on her neck and chest, which was exposed from having the top three buttons of her shirt unbuttoned.

Meanwhile, Alicia yanked up the prisoner’s head by his hair, and poured water into his mouth from a cup. She pretty much forced him to drink, though he was not resisting at all. He gulped it down.

-”Shall we hear if he is ready to give the full truth now, or shall he learn more of consequences first?” asked Bridget. She was now in front of the one-way mirror, using it while giving her make-up a little refresh.

-”Oh, he should definitively have another round of consequences first,” replied Alicia with a smirk, as she wiped blood off the prisoner’s arse with a towel. Best to make sure he was completely broken – he looked like he could take another round and stay with them.

The prisoner winced as he heard Alicia’s reply. He was clearly of a different opinion.

***

Alan gasped with pain as the thick, heavy whip once again impacted his by now thoroughly welted arse. The pain was excruciating. He had suffered the torture of these two women for what was probably hours now. They were absolutely unrelenting, beating him for any mistake they saw in his conduct or confessions, of which there were many.

They had worn down his defences one by one. Alan’s initial strategy of not saying anything had not lasted long at all. Their vicious whips had soon convinced him he had to say something, to at least get some respite. He had then tried to answer some of their questions, but to omit or lie about details he knew would be damaging to front members still at large.

That had not worked too well either. The women seemed to know whenever he was holding back or lying, and they had punished him thoroughly for it each time. Apparently, they already knew the answers to many of the questions they were asking, and were asking them just to give themselves an excuse to beat him more.

Alan could simply not resist the agony he was subjected to. While he had been beaten quite a few times in his younger days, he had not received corporal punishment for many years, and that had likely made him softer. He was simply no longer tough enough, and this punishment was too intense.

So he had started to give more and more true details, telling himself that each detail did not mean much. But now he realised he had pretty much given the whole story away. He had betrayed the cause. Yesterday’s Alan would have despised himself for the this weakness and meekness he had displayed in the hands of the oppressors. But Alan of today felt nothing of the sort. He just wanted to make the agony end, by any means possible.

Still fixed tightly over the punishment horse, Alan was sobbing as Mistress Bridget thrashed his arse with her strap. Alan yelped each time the vicious strap sliced across his bottom, then continued sobbing.

After the last lash, Mistress Alicia, who stood in front of Alan, grabbed his hair and pulled his head upwards. With her other hand she pulled out a small wooden shelf at the elevation of his neck from the frame of the punishment horse he was straddling. She then let go of his hair, such that his chin came to rest on the small shelf  - the chinrest.

Mistress Alicia placed a small stool directly in front of Alan and sat down on it. He looked fearfully at her. She looked disdainfully back at him. Her face was beautiful, but severe, with dark red lips and icy cold blue eyes, highlighted with refreshed eye shadow. Alan was terrified of her and looked down instead. The lady would not let him, however. With firm fingers she pulled his eyelids up and compelled him to look at her.

-”Now you can try again,” she said calmly. “Tell us exactly what happened and who were present at the 7th June meeting in New Themiscyra. This time without the ‘I don’t remember, Mistress.”

She imitated his sobbing voice with her last words.

Alan knew he would do as she instructed. He would share whatever information he had. The ladies practically knew everything anyway. What he said now would not make any difference for those he had betrayed. But it could save him from pain.

Alan sniffled, then started speaking.

-”I came to the apartment on Harbour Road at around 10 am, and most of the New Themiscyra Cell people were already there….”

Ariana, Nea Britannia [OTL Albany, New York], June 21, 1869

Alicia opened the door to her apartment. It was eight o’clock in the evening – another long day at the office, but very much a successful one. What she had achieved in the interrogations was more than could have been expected. And as it often was, interrogating males had been highly stimulating for Alicia. She loved the feeling of power as she made males bend to her will and spill their secrets under her whip.

It was not a sexual feeling as she was doing it, she was far too obsessed with the job and achieving its required results as it was ongoing. But afterwards, thinking of what she had done, made her wet. She now needed release, and she was going to get it.

Alicia knew Cedric had dinner waiting for her, but that would have to wait. She would require some of his other services first.

-”Slave, get over here at once,” Alicia shouted once she had closed the door behind her.

Cedric came at once. Before he had a chance to say anything, Alicia ordered him:

-”Get down and greet your Mistress properly.”

Cedric obeyed immediately and went down on his knees to kiss Alicia’s boots. This was not something Alicia demanded of him often, but now that she was aroused, she wanted to revel in her superior status to him, and to send him a message that she expected complete and grovelling obedience from him tonight.

-”I want you naked and ready in my bedroom in ten minutes,” she told him. “On your knees.”

-”Yes, Mistress,” he replied and disappeared from Alicia’s view.

Alicia then made her way to the main bathroom in the apartment, after a little detour to her wardrobe. She freshened up, and changed into an outfit that was more suitable to the activities she had in mind: A corset, thigh high boots and long gloves, all in black leather.

She was soon ready, and a last look in the mirror made her arousal reach new heights. With her blonde hair in a tight pony tail like at work, deep red lipstick and armed with a riding crop, she looked like a goddess. Her slave would soon feel that she was.

Alicia entered her bedroom, and found Cedric waiting naked on his knees two meters inside. His cock was stiff as a rod, evidence that he had as high anticipation of what was going to happen as she did.

Alicia liked what she saw. Her slave took pleasure in serving her, as it should be. And she was now going to give him what they both wanted. A demonstration of her total superiority over him. He was going to feel her power, and completely submit to her. This was about her, and his job was to serve her.

Alicia grabbed Cedric’s hair and pulled him forward, making him collapse down on the floor. She lashed him with her crop several times, fairly hard. He groaned in response. He had done nothing to deserve it; it was for her arousal. Expressing her dominance over a male was the ultimate aphrodisiac for Alicia.

-”Worship me,” she ordered her slave. “Show your dedication to your Mistress.”

Cedric bean to kiss her boots, starting with their toes. He then slowly worked his way up the legs of the tall boots, showering every part of them with kisses. Alicia beat him with the crop occasionally as he progressed – to keep him alert and to emphasise her dominance over him.

When Cedric’s kisses had reached above her knees, Alicia was ready and keen to move on. Grabbing him by the hair once again, she forced his head into her uncovered crotch.

-”Lick me slave!” she ordered breathing heavily. “You are going to make me come on your face now.” She smacked his arse with her crop to spur him on.

Alicia felt his soft tongue connect with her vulva. It felt wonderful, making her quiver with pleasure. She knew she would come soon.

New Themiscyra, Nea Britannia [OTL New York City], June 22, 1869

Brianna was lying naked on her bed in her apartment, receiving a massage from Tanner. She had him brought down from Ariana only yesterday in order to serve her in New Themiscyra, and she had already put him to good use. His strong hands were perfect for massage, and Brianna was in deep relaxation as she enjoyed a back rub accompanied by calm music from the gramophone.

The tranquillity was suddenly interrupted by a sharp ringing outside the bedroom. It was the phone in the hallway. The noise stopped after three rings – her slave Cliff picked up and answered.

Brianna wondered who it could be this late in the evening. With the bedroom door closed, she could not hear what Cliff said. But she would soon find out.

Ten seconds later, Cliff knocked on the bedroom door and entered.

-”It’s Mistress Alicia on the phone, Mistress. She says it is important she speaks with you now,” the slave informed.

-”Mmmm,” replied Brianna and turned sideways from her tummy-down position. “I was having such a nice time here.”

-”But I always have time for my daughter,” she said after a second. She stretched a her back a little, and then sat up on the bed.

-”Stay here, Tanner, I will be back for more afterwards,” she said to her massage slave, and then rose to her feet, and followed Cliff to the phone. She was fully naked, and saw no need to get dressed with only her slaves in the apartment.

In the hallway, Cliff dutifully handed Brianna the receiver, bowed his head and went back to the kitchen where he was washing dishes.

-”Hello” said Brianna.

-”Hi Mother. It’s me.”

-”Yes, how nice to hear from you. Though it is awfully late. What is on your mind?”

-”Yes, I know. Sorry for calling at this hour, but there is something I need to tell you before it is too late.”

-”You better say it then.”

-”It is about the government you are about to form. I understand it will be any day now.”

-”Yes. Thursday is the plan. I am not supposed to tell you, but I just did.” Brianna chuckled. “So don’t tell anyone. Anyway, what about it?”

-”Whatever you do, you can’t have EF in it.” said Alicia, saying the last bit slowly for emphasis.

-”Oh, we have talked about that before,” said Brianna dismissively. “They are far more reasonable than you fear…”

-”It is not me objecting to their politics, Mum,” interrupted Alicia. “It is just this investigation I am part of...I shouldn’t be telling you this, so I can’t give any details. But if you hook up with EF now, you will really regret it.”

-”What do you mean? Is it something criminal? I need to know what this is.”

-”Mum, I can’t tell you. But you can make your own inferences. Just take it as a serious warning. Stay away from EF.”

Brianna went silent for a few seconds while she was processing what her daughter had told her and possible reactions to it. What Alicia was pushing her to do was highly inconvenient to say the least, and it would make Brianna’s political goals and personal ambitions harder to achieve. But she trusted her daughter, and knew it would be better to take her advice seriously.

-”I hear what you are saying Alicia, and I trust you. But I can’t stop the process unless I have a tangible reason, and I don’t have that.”

-”It will be tangible soon,” replied Alicia.

-”How soon? We are going to announce on Thursday. That’s in two days.”

-”Could be a few days, could be weeks. Can you at least delay things on announcing the government?

-”That’s not going to be easy. Two days tops, I’d say.

-”I suggest you do that, Mum, and try for more if you can. Hopefully it will be enough for things to be clear.”

-”OK, I will try. For you, darling.”

-”It is for your sake, Mum, but thank you. Anyway, I need to get back to work. Love you.”

-”Love you, Alicia.”

Alicia at work now, thought Brianna. It was probably something important keeping her there. Something that would apparently affect politics.

Ariana, Nea Britannia [OTL Albany, New York], June 23, 1869

Alicia was at her office desk late in the afternoon when Bridget came up behind her and tapped her on her shoulder.

-”Cora wanted us to come to her office,” she said when Alicia turned.

Alicia nodded and got up to follow Bridget. She suspected it was about the investigation, which was better discussed in a closed-door office given how sensitive it was.

Alicia closed the door behind them once inside Cora’s office.

Cora was sitting behind her desk, and looked at Bridget and Alicia with a content expression.

-”Sit down ladies,” she said, and the two officers sat down on each their chair in front of Cora’s desk.

-”I was just on the phone with New Themiscyra, and they informed me they had made successful arrests of the terrorists we identified and their helpers. Seven males and two women are now in custody. The culprits of the terror bombing have been arrested!”

-”Yes!” almost shouted Alicia in response.

Cora smiled at Alicia’s enthusiasm and then continued.

-”They will now be interrogated, and further evidence is being gathered from the properties they are known to have used. I have volunteered the two of you to assist the investigation down there, which they are considering. I expect we will hear back from them on this tomorrow.”

That sounded exciting, thought Alicia as she listened. She wanted to pursue every last terrorist.

-”While I don’t decide this, I really think you deserve to be on the New Themiscyra part of the investigation after what you have done so far. None of these arrests would have happened without your sterling work. Good job, ladies!”

Cora beamed as she told them.

-”Thank you, Ma’am,” replied Bridget and Alicia in unison.

-”Now, as you know, one of those we identified for the capital girls was Ella Farhill, the Equal Future politician, and she is among those apprehended. So with a political dimension as well, you can expect a media storm out of the ordinary when news of the arrests are made public tomorrow. I have no doubt, of course, that that is something you can handle. Just refer to the National Police press team if any reporters approach you.”

The officers nodded.

-”Anyway, I just wanted to let you know what happened down in the capital. We will celebrate this later, but now we first have to finish the job. Keep up the good work, and keep mum about the arrests until tomorrow,” Cora said, wrapping up the chat.

Fallout

New Themiscyra, Nea Britannia [OTL New York City], June 24, 1869

Brianna arrived early in the morning at the Center Party office. Chauffeured by her slave and secretary Cliff, she stepped out of the car in front of the bland building that housed the party offices at 7.30, and walked inside while Cliff parked the car.

Brianna did not know what to expect from the day. Today was the day the new government was to be announced to the nation, with Brianna as Finance Minister, at 13.00, which should be a crowning moment for Brianna’s ambitions. But Alicia had warned her that there was a huge, if vague, risk in the participation of Equal Future in the government project –  something involving a police investigation. So Brianna had done what she could to delay the announcement of the new government by insisting on various formalities in her own party’s processes. That method had been exhausted, however, and now after a two days delay, she would have to use more drastic means if she wanted further postponement to allow time for whatever Alicia had insinuated to become public knowledge.

To insist on further delay now, or to break her agreement with her LibRep and EF negotiation partners would ruin her credibility, especially if Alicia’s case fizzled or proved to be less serious than indicated. Brianna knew that Alicia’s political instincts were less keen than her own, so Alicia might well be overestimating the impact of what ever information she was sitting on.

Therefore Brianna was inclined to let things run its course and proceed with forming the government as planned if nothing came to light during the next few hours. There was still half a day left, but that was all she would give it. And worse come to worse, it was surely possible to reverse course at a later point in time without too much damage. It was not the Center Party being investigated after all.

Coming out of the elevator at the fifth floor, Brianna saw quickly that she was not the only one coming in early this summer morning. Male functionaries occupied half the desks in the open landscape, and there were plenty of women walking in and out of their walled offices. Brianna walked towards her own office, but it only took seconds before she was intercepted by Millie, her deputy leader.

-”Good morning, Millie. How are you today?” Brianna greeted her.

-”Good morning, Brianna. A little bit stressed I have to admit. Have you heard the news?”

-”Probably not,” replied Brianna, noticing the agitated look of Millie.

-”Police has made multiple arrests connected to the Victory House bombing yesterday, which is good, of course, but the arrests include three EF members, with one of them being Ella Farhill.”

-”The one advising EF Leader Innerford?”

-”The one and only,” confirmed Millie. “She would likely have become a junior minister in one of EF’s departments. We are on track to form a government with terrorists – at least that is how many will see it.”

-”Yes, this is an issue…” concurred Brianna slowly and quietly while pondering what she heard. This was surely what Alicia had warned her about. And it was no small matter. Much of the general public and Center’s own party base would revolt if they would now be forming a government including people involved in or sympathetic to the worst terrorist atrocity in Nea Britannia’s history. On the other hand, it would be hard to throw away Center’s biggest victory, which the formation of this government would be, just because of a few rotten apples in EF that could be quickly excised. And it would be even worse to do so if this all turned out to be a mistake from the police, an institution not known to harbour much sympathy for EF’s agenda. Then again, EF involvement in all this could also be even deeper than what the current arrests suggested.

-”This complicate things greatly.” said Brianna finally. “We need to discuss how we proceed in the leadership team, can you gather the troops for 8.30, Millie, while I catch up?”

New Themiscyra, Nea Britannia [OTL New York City], June 24, 1869

Brianna walked out the meeting room where she had discussed the news of the morning with the rest of the Center Party leadership, and how the party would respond. She walked towards her own office, and found Cliff at the desk right outside Brianna’s office.

-”Please call the Prime Minister’s office, Cliff, and let them know I need to speak with the Prime Minister urgently, she told him.

Then she went into her own office and sat down at the desk there. Brianna’s office here at the party office was cramped. It had just room for a small desk, a chair and a book shelf. It was far smaller than the one she had at the Ecclesia Building, which she much preferred. That was a consequence of her party being small and not too well-endowed with wealthy donors, and luxury at the party office was never going to be a priority.

At least, her office here at party headquarter had a phone, which she now waited for to ring.

She only had to wait a few minutes. Brianna picked up immediately.

-”Hi Brianna. This is Chloe,” said the voice on the other side, confirming she had the Prime Minister on the line. “I suspect you want to talk about EF?”

-”That’s right, Chloe. This development is shocking, and it will affect our course going forward.”

-”Quite so. We have had our deliberations on our side as well in light of this,” agreed the Prime Minister.

-”Yes. And I need to inform you of the conclusions of the deliberations in the Center Party.” Brianna paused and then continued. “At this point we do not see it as possible to be part of a government that includes EF, so the press conference this afternoon will have to be cancelled, and we will inform EF of the same.”

-”I see.”

-”We are willing to postpone the formation of a new government on the basis of our existing agreement while we await facts to become clear, but I do not hold much optimism for this to produce a situation that would make it possible for us to reverse our position.

This means, of course, that a government of the Liberal Republicans and the Center Party will not have majority in the Ecclesia, and will therefore need other partners. If you find a solution to this, we are of course very interested to continue our cooperation, though we suspect this will be challenging.”

-”I understand. While I won’t say I am not disappointed, I can see why you have to pull out in these circumstances. A large part of the LibReps are also against partnership with EF now, even without their direct participation in government, so we will have to consider alternatives.

Will Center now seek cooperation with Action?”

-”While not decided yet, that is highly likely. They were after all willing to offer us significant concessions, and with EF out of the question, we have few alternatives.”

-”I appreciate your honesty. Well, give it a little time, and see if we can come up with some miracle before you go to the other side. But if not, good luck.”

-”And good luck to you too, on getting that miracle. Anyway, I guess we both have to let EF know, so let’s talk more later.”

-”Indeed. Good bye.”

The Farhill Scandal

Excerpt from “Encyclopaedia”, Elephant House, 1920

The Farhill scandal was a political event in 19th century Nea Britannia that led to the fall of what would have been the second Noble government before that government could take office in 1869, and the end of Chloe Noble’s term as prime as Prime Minister.

The scandal also led to the discrediting of the Nea Britannian male rights movement in general and of its main vehicle, the political party Equal Future, which suffered huge losses in the subsequent election four years later.

The scandal revolved around the participation of Ella Farhill, a high-ranking member of the Equal Future party, and some of her colleagues in the Victory House bombing, a terror attack in the aftermath of the 1869 general election. Farhill, who at the time was 34 years old, was part of Equal Future’s central party administration, and a close adviser to its leader Mona Innerford. While not standing for election to the Ecclesia herself, Farhill was considered a likely candidate for a ministerial post were Equal Future to enter government.

Farhill did, however, in addition to her work for Equal Future also participate in the more radical organisation Equality Front, which fought for full gender equality through information campaigns, demonstrations, civil disobedience, and from 1869 and onwards, terrorism. Farhill’ herself maintained that her role in Equality Front was that of a passive member, though other former members have asserted she was in the leadership of its Central New Themiscyra chapter.

Equal Future performed well in the 1869 election, winning 10.6% of the vote, the best ever achieved by the party, which looked set to enter government in a coalition led by the Liberal Republicans and together with the Center Party, with the two latter conceding to much of Equal Future’s agenda on male rights.

Groups within Equality Front’s membership, which were growing increasingly radical during this period, were however dismayed with the outcome of the election. They expected much bigger gains for Equal Future, the main electoral vehicle for their cause, and were disappointed with concessions they perceived the party was making in order to gain influence. Some Equality Front chapters – or cells – concluded that violent struggle was the only way to achieve their objectives and began to pursue a strategy of domestic terrorism. The first instance of this new strategy came with the bombing of the headquarters of the Republican Action party at Victory House in New Themiscyra on June 12th, 1869, less than 3 weeks after the election.

This caused major outrage across Nea Britannia, but it was not directed against any particular group initially, as no one claimed responsibility for the atrocity. This changed 12 days later, when it was revealed that elements of Equality Front were behind it.

An unrelated investigation into weapons smuggling into Northern Nea Britannia rolled up an Equality Front cell with contacts to the cell in New Themiscyra which had planted the bomb. This allowed police to roll up also the New Themiscyra cell and arrest its members.

This New Themiscyra cell, the police investigation found, was made up of men and women belonging to the same Equality Front chapter as Ella Farhill. And it was further determined that Farhill’s New Themiscyra apartment had been used as a safe house by the bombers, with traces of explosives found there.

Farhill, who always maintained her innocence, was nevertheless convicted for her role in the terror attack and sentenced to 8 years in prison, never returning to politics.

Equal Future’s leader, Mona Innerford was forced to resign over the scandal as well.

The case poisoned the cause of male rights in general and the Equal Future Party in particular.  Both the Liberal Republicans and the Center Party, which were set to form a government that included Equal Future, repudiated their agreements with them, vowing not to let a party connected with terrorism into government. It shifted the Center Party in a conservative direction, leading to its joining a government led by Republican Action under Carey Ironfist instead, thus ending the premiership of Chloe Noble.

Public opinion in Nea Britannia turned strongly against equality for males, a trend that was strengthened by further terror attacks by remaining Equality Front cells in subsequent years. In the 1873 election Equal Future was reduced to 1.8%, leaving it without representation in the Ecclesia. The other Ecclesian parties all shifted their positions to support stricter control of the male population.

Alanatown, Nea Britannia [OTL Amsterdam, New York], July 20, 1869

Alicia recognised the woman as she walked down the side walk. She was were Alicia had expected her to be, and her appearance matched that of a small photo Alicia had brought along. Alicia increased walking speed to intercept her.

Alicia stopped a meter and a half in front of the woman and asked “Eunice West?”

The woman looked up with a surprised expression.

-“Y-yes?” she sounded startled.

-”I am Alicia Blackcastle of the National Police. And I would like a little chat with you. Would you have time to take a coffee with me?”

Eunice, still looking surprised, agreed after a few seconds of hesitation.

-”I guess so.”

***

Five minutes later, the two women were sitting at an outdoor table of a nearby cafe. They each had a cup of hot brew, treated by Alicia.

-”I understand you are a member of the Equality Front,” said Alicia.

Eunice looked at the policewoman for a few seconds before answering.

-”Was is more accurate. And there was not any law against it when I was.”

-”Of course. And I want you to know you have nothing to fear from me. I just want to clarify a few things. You are not a suspect of anything.”

Eunice nodded sceptically.

-”Anyway, so when did you stop being a member?”

-”About a month ago. Just before my chapter ceased to exist. I did not like their methods.”

-”You mean terrorism?”

-”Yes. That was not what I signed up for.”

-”That is quite understandable. And I take it you had a role in your chapter’s demise?”

Eunice did not answer, looking somewhat upset.

-”Did you tip the police, maybe?”

Eunice still did not answer, but the shocked look in her eyes told Alicia she was indeed talking to the tipper.

-”We don’t need to discuss that if you don’t want to,” she continued. “I’ll just say that the National Police is very grateful for the bravery and moral steadfastness displayed by whoever chose to help us when it turned out what Equality Front really stood for.”

-”Equality Front stands for justice and humanity. It did until it was taken over by savages,”

Eunice protested. “The cause is just.”

-”...but the methods are not?” Alicia finished for her.

-”Not anymore, no.”

-”And hence your exit. But you still feel as strongly for the goals of the Front?”

-”How can I not? What we do to our males is cruel and unjust, and one day everyone will see it.”

-”Perhaps,” said Alicia. She did not agree with this woman’s political views, but she had to admire her moral courage. She was not willing to go along with her ideological companions when they were descending to murder and mayhem. She did what she could to stop them doing further atrocities. In that she probably had few peers on either side of the political divides. Impressive indeed.

New Themiscyra, Nea Britannia, August 8, 1869

Alicia stepped out of the car, with the door held by a slave dressed in a dark blue uniform jacket. She was at one of the Ministerial Residences, in the hillsides just across the river from the capital. Behind her was a great view of the center of New Themiscyra with its high-rise buildings. In front of her was the mansion in classical style that served as the residence of the Finance Minister, now none other than Alicia’s mother.

Guided by the slave who had held the car door for her, she walked up a few steps and into the column adorned entrance section. Guarding the large front door was a sharp-looking and armed young soldier in army uniform. He bowed his head to salute Alicia as she entered.

Meanwhile, Cedric, who served as her chauffeur was being directed to where he could park the car after having brought his mistress to the front door. He would join her later.

Once inside, Alicia found Brianna waiting in a black dress, with a cordial smile. She was flanked by Tanner, Cliff and Bran, her three personal slaves, all smartly dressed.

Alicia gave her mother a good hug – it was the first time they had seen each other for almost two months. Then she let in turn the three slaves kiss her boot to greet her. Normally a bit too formal for Alicia’s tastes, but being in a ministerial residence it felt appropriate.

-”It is a nice new house you have found yourself,” said Alicia after they had exchanged greetings.

-”Haha. Yes, I can’t complain. Great view, easy access to the city and as much space and amenities as I can wish for. I would become spoiled if I stay here too long,” said Brianna

-”The boys certainly will,” she continued and looked at her personal slaves. “With all the males that are employed here, there is hardly anything left for them to do. Cooking, cleaning, gardening is all covered.”

-”You must really be enjoying it,” said Alicia to the slaves with a smile.

-”Absolutely, Mistress,” replied Cliff, grinning.

-”Anyway, we can do a tour of the place after lunch.” said Brianna. “Let’s first have an appetiser.”

She led the way into a reception room with a table surrounded by a sofa and some chairs.

Brianna then addressed her slaves.

-“Tanner, go and help Cedric find his way to us. Bran and Cliff, go get our drinks.”

-”Yes Mistress,” they replied a bit out of sync with each other, and then went each their way.

-”I do what I can to keep them busy,” said Brianna to Alicia with a wink as the women were left alone. “Idle males are not useful males.”

-”So how is the new job treating you?” asked Alicia. Brianna had been made Finance Minister in the new government a month earlier.

-”Very well! I won’t say it is not busy, but one gets excellent help and support. There are some really smart people working in the department, and they know how everything works and can advise me. So it has been really good so far.”

-”And your political colleagues?”

-”Also very good – better than I expected I would say. Of course, you know I have had my misgivings about working with some of the Temple women, but those that are in the government are, with maybe one or two exceptions, all intelligent, hard-working women who want what is best for Nea Britannia.”

Brianna and her party had, after the breakdown of the putative coalition with the LibReps and Equal Future turned to Action and Temple to govern in a coalition with more conservative policies, especially with regards to males.

This move was also in tune with popular opinion, which had moved decisively against the egalitarian agenda in the aftermath of the terrorist attack, as had the Center Party.

-”Comforting to hear. I have not been that keen on Temple myself, but they are certainly better than the alternative.”

-”Actually, the EF women weren’t bad either, at least those I negotiated with. But they clearly had some rotten apples among them,” noted Brianna.

-”So you would have preferred to work with them if not for the scandal?”

-”No, not really. Our change of policy on male issues is real, and our choice of partners reflect that. What happened last month made it clear you can go too far with egalitarianism. Males cannot have full autonomy, and our policies derive from that simple truth.”

Alicia suspected Brianna’s change of heart on the issue had more to do with the change in popular opinion, though she hoped that was not the case. In any event, that was not something she intended to probe.

Bran and Cliff came back to the room, carrying each their tray with drinks and nibbles. They first served the women, then took their own glasses and joined the women around the table.

-”So, how do you feel about being in government with Action and Temple?” Alicia asked the two. The two slaves were both part of Brianna’s political operation and party, and were very much politically aware, even if they as males could not vote nor hold elected positions. They could think for themselves and have opinions, but they would probably express them diplomatically if they differed too much from their Mistress’ view. For Bran and Cliff, that was not likely to be the case, however. They believed in the cause of the Center Party as much as their Mistress did.

Bran, the older of the two answered.

-”My experience is the same as that of Mistress Brianna. Their top people are quite smart, even if they can seem a bit one-dimensional on campaign. But I don’t have that much to do with them, as I work within the Center organisation.”

-”I was thinking more in terms of what you feel about a government that is female supremacist rather than egalitarian,” clarified Alicia

-”That is a good thing,” responded Bran. “EF was going much too far, and it would lead to chaos.”

-”Agree,” added Cliff. “Pushing egalitarianism is not possible at this moment. Nea Britannia is not ready for it now.”

Alicia sensed Cliff might be in favour of more male rights than Bran and his Mistress. But he had clearly recognised that any expansion of his rights was not going to happen soon.

Tanner then came into the room with Cedric in tow, and the others welcomed Cedric. The political talk would have to pause for a little bit.

Carawood Male Retraining Facility, Nea Britannia [Near OTL Pittsfield Massachusetts], September 29 1869

A loud siren, accompanied with sudden bright light woke Alan up from his sleep, fast and uncomfortably. He hated the horrible noise; an awful way to wake up, and a reminder that his day ahead would be equally awful.

He was in a small cell – more like a cage really. It was just big enough for a small pull-down bed, and when that bed was pulled down, there was barely room to stand next to it. Three of the cell walls were of grey concrete, the last was side was taken up by the door, made of thick metal bars. It separated the cell from the middle passage and the other similar cells on the block. In total, there were forty cells; twenty on each side of the middle passage, and all contained a male prisoner like Alan.

The layout allowed Alan to see and maintain eye contact with the prisoners closest on the opposite side. Like Alan, they were naked, apart from metal braces and collars around ankles, wrists and necks, the shackles that connected them, and metal chastity devices. Their bodies invariably had welts and bruises that bore witness of the beatings they had been subjected too, again like Alan.

Silently, they folded up their beds and blankets. Some hurriedly relieved themselves into the buckets that served as toilets for the night. None said a word. Male-to-male communication without permission from a female was punished severely in this place, and no one was eager to test their luck.

Alan too started folding up his bed. He had to be ready for when the guards came. Failure to meet their standards would be punished. All prisoners had to ready their cell for day time, and wait for the guards on their knees with heads lowered. And they only had a few minutes to complete this before the guards would arrive.

Alan went down on his knees just as he heard the clang of the door into the block open. He then heard the clicking heels of the guards as they marched down the middle passage, inspecting the prisoners as they went.

Alan peered towards them as they approached his cell, making sure he did not lift his head in the process. As usual there were six of them; Four coming down the passage, and two remaining at the door.

Their uniforms were feminine, powerful and all black. Knee-high leather boots, dark nylons, leather skirts, and black blouses covered by leather corsets. All had their hairs in a bun and wore sun glasses. Menacing whips were attached to their belts. The most visible differences between them were their choice of colours for lips and nails, as well as their physical size, and even there it was not all that much to separate them. Alan figured all of them were at least 1.75m tall, well above average for women, and close to that of men.

They looked arrogantly at the kneeling men as they slowly made their way down the passage, ensuring that each prisoner was still restrained as they required. When they came to the end of the passage, five cells down from Alan, they began releasing the prisoners from their cells in turn. Moving up the passage again, they opened one and one cell, ordered the occupant out, to kiss their boots, then attached his metal collar to a chain that connected to the previous man released.

When all the men in the block were out of their cell and chained together, one of the guards ordered with a loud, firm voice:

-”Platoon Gamma! Move! After me!”

One of the other guards, standing behind the prisoners, cracked her whip.

The prisoners complied with the orders and followed the guard. They had all been here long enough to have learned the hard way what happened to those who disobeyed. Alan knew where they were going – to the showers, like every morning.

And once there, as he expected, one of the guards would bellow that the showers were not working today either, so they would be hosed down. The prisoners were ordered to cram into the large common showers, The room easily fit all of them. Two of the guards then aimed at the prisoners with water hoses. They turned them on, and the prisoners were hit by powerful water jets. Some of the men who were not ready were knocked over, dragging others with them as they were chained together, to the obvious amusement of the ladies, who were laughing at the males. All of the men, including Alan, were soon shivering from the cold water that doused all of them. It was humiliating and very uncomfortable, but they emerged cleaner and more awake after two minutes of the treatment.

The men were then allowed another two minutes to dry themselves off with towels, before they were marched to the mess. The prisoners’ mess hall was just a big room largely without furniture. Only near the entrance was a table with stacks of bowls, piles of spoons, and another table on which there was a large container for food, with a slave standing behind, ready to serve, and a third table that was empty.

The prisoners lined up, and in fairly quick pace passed by the three tables, picking up a bowl and a spoon each, then being served porridge (as usual). When all prisoners had been served, one of the guards cracked her whip loudly to get attention.

-”Ten minutes to eat,” she shouted. “Those who finish before ten minutes will repeat the mantras for the remaining time!”

-”Thank you, Mistress!” replied the prisoners in unison, and sat down on the floor and started to eat. They had learned this was the only accepted response to being allowed eating time by the guards.

Alan put a spoonful of porridge in his mouth and started chewing. He had been here just under a month, and he was already sick of the food here – sick of everything. The “Male retraining facility” was a horrible place to be. And that was by design he very much understood. The place fulfilled two purposes. First it was to punish males who had committed what the gynarchic state viewed as a crime. Every male here was guilty of that, and that was why they were here. The second purpose was to break those same males. Grind down their resistance to the oppressive system in general, and to female supremacy in particular. It aimed to make the men accept their subordination to women and to instil instinctive obedience.

This was in preparation for what would happen after their stay here. Being convicted of serious crimes, males in Nea Britannia forfeited their freedom permanently according to the newest legislation. They were made state-owned slaves for the rest of their lives, with their emancipation expressly forbidden. After serving their term at the retraining facility, they looked forward to a life of hard physical labour on public projects – typically building infrastructure such as railroads, roads, airports and seaports.

As he ate, Alan pondered on whether this place would ever make him accept female supremacy and all the oppression that went with it. He wanted to think it would not, but over the past months he had learned that he could be forced to both say and do thing he could have sworn he never would just half a year ago. And the place did grind down his willpower, that he could not deny. His instinct to stand up to the sadistic, power hungry bitches who ran this place had been duly suppressed after some rebellious acts early on.

Savage whippings, both of himself and fellow prisoners, had taught him to fear the lady guards and to give them the respect and grovelling they demanded. To do otherwise was just too painful, and might even lead to him not surviving.

But for now at least,  his political understanding and his sense of justice was unchanged. While deterred from acting upon it, he still knew what was right, and he hoped that would not change. But he feared that was not a certainty.

Alan looked around at the other prisoners and wondered how they were faring in this regard. Quite a few of them looked like they had already been completely brainwashed. They had been here longer than Alan, and they were obeying every order as quickly as possible, kissing the guards’ boots with enthusiasm and repeating their propaganda eagerly. But then again, they might just have gotten good at playing the role that made them survive this place.

Some of them had finished eating, and had begun loudly chanting the mantras.

-”I must always obey women!”

-”I must always serve women!”

-”I must always respect women!”

-”Women are superior to men!”

-”Women lead, males follow!”

Alan cringed. The mantras were just tiresome. His tactic was to eat at just the right pace, so he would finish his food late enough to not have to join in the mantra chanting.

He slowed down his eating pace, and scowled as he noticed more and more joining in the chanting.

As his eyes wandered over the prisoners and across the room, his eyes seemingly met those of one of the guards. He did not know her name – they were all supposed to be addressed simply as ‘Mistress’ – but he had in his mind named her ‘Tits’ due to her generously sized breasts. While she was wearing sunglasses, Alan had the distinct impression she was looking right back at him, and had been doing it for a while. Her dark purple lips frowned.

-”Time is up!” shouted one of the other guards. “On your feet!”

Alan along with all the other prisoners rose up. They were then marched towards the exit, depositing the eating bowls on the empty table on the way,

The prisoners were marched outside. Alan and the others now found themselves in an open area between the main buildings of the facility. Beyond the buildings were high walls adorned with barbed wire surrounding the facilities. Farther away, he could see armed guards in military fatigues, all female.

The weather was overcast, and a bit chilly for the naked slaves. But not too cold, thought Alan, considering there would likely soon be activities to keep them warm.

‘Tits’ cracked her whip to get attention.

-”There are trenches for you to dig this morning,” she told the prisoners. “And don’t you dare give it anything less than your 100%. We will be watching you.”

-”But before we start, number 29 and 36 will have an attitude adjustment.”

Alan froze. He was number 29

-”These two appear to think saying the mantras is beneath them. They need to learn it is not. So while the rest of you start digging, you will have the inspiration of listening to what happens to those whose dedication to the superior sex is less than it should be.”

Alan was terrified. He knew he would get it hard, and there was no way out.

-”29 and 36! Kneel!”

‘Tits’ bellowed out the order.

Alan reluctantly obeyed. As did 36. ‘Tits’ calmly came over to Alan and detached the chain from his neck collar, and instead connected 28 and 30, so that the remaining prisoners were all chained together. Another guard, ‘Red’, did the same with 36.

‘Tits’ grabbed Alan by the metal collar around his neck, and forced him to move forward while holding his head down at the level of her waist.

-”We’ll have them on the pole,” she told ‘Red’,

The other prisoners were lead away to their trench digging assignment. Two of the guards cracked their whips on unlucky targets in the line, spurring them on.

-”Move it, males!”

-”Chop, chop!”

Alan and 36 soon found themselves at the pole. It was a thick wooden pole, 3 meters tall, firmly planted in the ground in the middle of the camp. Several fetters were attached to the top of the pole, hanging down alongside the trunk. And four of those fetters were used to fix the two prisoners with their front sides towards the pole.

The fetters forced Alan to raise his hands well above his head, leaving his backside completely exposed to what the Mistresses decided he would have. He was shaking. He knew the next minutes would involve terrible agony.

Behind him stood ‘Tits’. She was unfurling her long bullwhip. And in front of Alan, on the other side of the pole, was ‘Red’, doing the same as she eyed 36, who was helplessly immobilised in front of her.

-”Your enthusiasm for the mantras leaves something to be desired,” Alan heard ‘Tits’ say behind him. “And anything less than your total obedience and dedication will be punished.”

Alan then heard the swoosh of her big whip, followed by a loud crack across his back, and an intense pain to accompany it. He cried with agony.

-”This is what you deserve!”

She swung her whip again, delivering another lash. ‘Red’ began giving 36 the same treatment, in full view of Alan. The red-haired guard had a pretty face, but it was stone cold, and she was baring her teeth as she launched her bullwhip against 36’s back.

As fascinating as that was to watch, it did not keep Alan’s attention for long. The excruciating agony of his own lashing soon commanded the entire bandwidth of Alan’s mind. ‘Tits’ heavy blows to his back had him crying in short order.

After ten lashes or so, ‘Tits’ stopped to issue further instruction to the tormented prisoners.

-”Since you skipped the mantras earlier, it is only appropriate that you catch up now. For each time we lash you, you are to repeat one of the mantras. And they should be in correct order. And if you screw it up, we will stay here longer.”

-”Yes, Mistress,” Alan and 36 answered in unison with cracking voices. Alan had no will to resist. He just wanted this torment to end.

The two ladies swung their whips more or less in parallel, and struck their targets simultaneously, with loud effect.

-”I must always obey women!” the two prisoners whimpered, after groaning.

Another pair of lashes followed. Shrieks and groans, before the prisoners recovered enough to say the words.

-”I must always serve women!”

More swooshes and cracks followed. Then tormented screams.

-”I must always respect women!”

Alan was pledging to do exactly what he had sworn to always fight against. But he could not do otherwise. The pain was too much to resist.

‘Tits’ lash again viciously sliced across his back. Alan howled and breathed heavily. Then, to the arrogant satisfaction of his tormentress, he snivelled

-”Women are superior to men!”
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[1]OTL = Our Time Line, IE real world history
[2]The Parliament of Nea Britannia is called the Ecclesia, and its members Ecclesians.
[3]Pain sacrifices – ritual whipping of males - is a central component of religious worship in the Artemisian religions that are dominant in Nea Britannia
[4]Androcratic societies such as Serica (OTL North China) are less receptive of Western (IE Gynarchic) cultural impulses than in OTL. Also, Serica has not been ruled by the Manchu (like OTL China), and hence styles resemble those of the pre-Manchu era OTL.
[5]Gedrosia is a Bardian, androcratic state in what is OTL North West India and Pakistan
[6]Serica and Sinica corresponds to OTL North and South China, respectively. Deccan cover OTL south-central India. Gedrosia covers roughly OTL Pakistan, Khorasan is OTL North-East Iran and Turkmenistan and Kimikia cover what is OTL Gujarat, Rajastan along with parts of Maharashtra and Madya Pradesh in India
[7]Ecclesian system is thus the same as OTL Parliamentarism
[8]The language “British” in this timeline has evolved from a mix of Celtic and Germanic, with heavy Greek influence. It is the main tongue of Britannia, and Nea Britannia, its former Terra Novan colony.
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