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Preface

Although the technology companies of California's Silicon Valley have changed the world, the valley’s ugly side is its hostile environment for even the most talented women. Few people know of the one major exception, Athena Technology (AT), based in the redwood forest of the Santa Cruz mountains overlooking the Valley. Athena is a secretive female-led firm staffed by many of the most accomplished women in tech.
Athena is named after the Greek warrior goddess of wisdom, the patron of ancient Athens after whom the city was named. Much as Athena defended her city’s flourishing democracy and culture, AT prospers by using ultramodern science and engineering in the defense, space, energy, conservation, and similar sectors to benefit America.
Athena started in 1979 in the intellectual ferment of Silicon Valley's early days. Deborah Crown, a visionary and dominant young businesswoman from a wealthy California family, met and partnered with her future husband David, a brilliant and submissive young male engineer. Deborah developed a business model based on strict female supremacy, with dominant women ruling male slaves. Athena recruited young women worried that male-dominated firms would not hire them or treat them fairly, and submissive men wanting to work in a female-led environment. Because slavery was illegal, she developed contracts that made men employees, but required them to obey female authority and accept discipline. Athena quickly became known as a great place for capable women and submissive men.
Today, Athena is a modern Queendom led by its absolute ruler, Deborah's daughter, the beautiful and powerful Queen Morgan and her brilliant and cruel young protege Lady Emily.
The first book in this series, Silicon Valley Queendom, describes Athena's formation and growth into a paradise for powerful women and a world leader in technology. This is the second book in its story.




Chapter 1: Future Matriarchy?

Congressman Paul Barlow looked out from the podium at the huge meeting hall of San Francisco's Moscone Convention Center. The annual conference was a fixture of Silicon Valley's thriving technology industry. In addition to tech workers, attendees included people from the associated financial and media industries and others interested in tech. All day the attendees had watched presentations, visited booths, discussed new developments, and otherwise immersed themselves in all things tech. It was now time for the major event.
"Good evening. It's a pleasure to welcome you to the 45th annual Future of Technology lecture.  This is a special night, because once a year we ask one of our area's leaders in technology to think 'outside the box' about where they think the tech world and industry will be going in the future."
"Tonight's speaker is Morgan Crown, CEO of Athena Technology. As most of you know, Athena is based in the mountains overlooking Silicon Valley. Some people joke that Athena is a Queendom, with Morgan as its queen, looking down on everyone else in the Valley. Be that as it may, Morgan is a towering presence in our community. I have had the pleasure of interacting with her in many ways, including her sharing her knowledge and insights with the House of Representatives' committee on science and technology, which I have the honor of chairing."
"Morgan is a Valley native, born and raised here by her parents who founded Athena. She received a bachelor’s degree in electrical engineering from Stanford and an MBA from Berkeley. She became CEO after her parents' tragic death in 2015, and has led Athena brilliantly since. She serves our community in many roles, including chairing the White House committee on technology policy. She has received numerous honors, including being knighted by the king of the Netherlands. For the fifth year in a row, the magazine Technology Review has chosen her as the nation's most influential woman in tech."
"Athena Technology is named after the Greek warrior goddess of wisdom, the patron of ancient Athens after whom the city was named.  Many people joke that Morgan is today's incarnation of the goddess."
"Please welcome Morgan Crown, whose talk tonight raises the provocative question 'Is Matriarchy Tech's Future?' "
A spotlight focused on Morgan as she strode confidently up the stairs to the podium, to a loud round of applause.  Huge screens at the front and sides of the room projected her image, together with her name, position, and talk title. As usual, she exuded elegance and power. She wore a long black evening gown with a dramatic deep V-neck and tantalizing high leg slit, that showed her superb figure. Her black high heels matched the gown, and she accessorized the outfit with the silver necklace that Athenian women wore as part of their uniform. Her trademark long red hair and dramatic makeup completed the look that made her stand out instantly from male tech leaders.
Morgan admired her image on the huge screens, knowing the effect her beauty, sexuality, and power projected to the audience. She knew she had their full attention. She had prepared this talk carefully, relishing the opportunity to tell the tech community she had lived all her life in how she expected it to evolve.
"Thank you, Paul, for that kind introduction. I thank the committee for the opportunity to speak tonight, which is an honor. Speaking to you has special resonance, because 25 years ago my mother was the first woman to give this lecture, after 20 previous male speakers. Thus, she was the first speaker in this series to explore issues related to women in tech."
"Our industry was originally patriarchal. Its amazing early accomplishments were marred by a culture of blatant sexism and misogyny. The Valley was largely a frat-boy’s club where bad behavior was often normal, tolerated, and even applauded. Women were relegated to minor roles. My parents founded Athena as an alternative with a very different culture - a female-led firm staffed by accomplished women. As you know, their approach was very successful."
"However, even today, strong elements of patriarchal culture survive. Women still complain of limited opportunities, mistreatment, and a hostile culture. Only two years ago when my company introduced a high-tech system for wilderness search and rescue that succeeded dramatically, we had to defend our invention from baseless sexist cyberbullying."
"Tonight, I will explain my belief that within twenty years the situation will reverse, with the tech industry becoming matriarchal."
"The largest factor will be simple demographics. Women are increasingly expanding their role through society, including moving into leadership. The most obvious way to see this is in education. Today, women constitute about 60% of college enrollments. This trend occurs in both undergraduate and graduate programs, with women earning the majority of degrees at all levels.  47% of U.S. women ages 25 to 34 have a bachelor’s degree, compared with 37% of men.  University leaders, including presidents of our top universities, are increasingly often women."
"Already for six years, women have outnumbered men in medical schools, with this year 55% of students being women. Similarly, for the past nine years women have outnumbered men in law schools, with this year 56% of students being women.  Women form almost 40% percent of practicing lawyers, compared to 31% in 2010. About one-third of all federal judges are women, and that number is rising. Women fare even better in state Supreme Courts, making up 41% of the justices."
"Most immediately relevant to us is that the share of computer science and engineering degrees going to women has increased at the most selective American universities over the past 20 years, and is approaching gender parity."
"Thus within a few years the tech work force will be primarily women. As this group rises, our leadership will similarly change, moving from patriarchy to matriarchy. Inherently, this is not a problem, any more than it was 40 years ago when the tech workforce was primarily male."
"Becoming a matriarchy will, however, change many of the ways we do things. Our experiences at Athena give a good idea of some of these changes."
"Fundamentally, technology isn't gendered. Chips work the same for women and men. Computer programs run the same for women and men. Hence in Athena, we use tools similar to our male-led competitors, and similarly are highly successful via innovation, creativity, technical skill, and hard work."
"But our matriarchal corporate culture differs from the male-led firms. Our image in the tech world as a good place for women draws promising students who express concerns about being a young woman in the patriarchal firms.  They want to be in a calmer and more collegial organization than male-led firms. People visiting us often mention that our offices have a different feel from patriarchal firms - we're quieter, with calm voices instead of loud ones yelling and screaming. We walk the halls calmly and chatting quietly, rather than striding aggressively and talking loudly."
Many men in the audience chuckled approvingly at this characterization of some Valley firms.
"Thus, we operate differently than some of the male-led firms. They talk about 'moving fast and breaking things.' We're more constructive - we move fast and build things."
This observation brought applause.
"Similarly, our goals differ. Some male-led firms boast of 'disrupting' organizations. We're about helping them. We're partners in search and rescue with the Los Angeles sheriff's department, the National Park Service, and other groups, not rivals. We help the organizations we work with, not harm them. We respect, learn from, and build on their expertise with our new insights and tools."
"This style also attracts many outstanding men, who like our special spirit and are comfortable with female leadership. After all, Athena was started by my mother, a female MBA who was the first CEO, and my father, a brilliant engineer whose invention launched the company and served as chief engineer."
"I could give many other examples of how Athena's approach has been successful. A few months ago, we announced a major agreement with the Dutch, Belgian, German, and Polish air forces to integrate their air and missile defenses.  Our software will allow each country to choose and operate its own hardware seamlessly with the others, so an attacking Russian force will face a fully integrated defense. We could not have done this if we tried to 'break' or 'disrupt' four skilled military organizations."
"We have nothing to fear and everything to gain by Silicon Valley becoming matriarchal. The Valley will continue to lead the world in technological innovation. In addition, we will do even more good for society. On average women tend to be more collaborative, whereas men tend to be more individualistic. Hence as we become increasingly female-led, we will increasingly turn to helping society address complex problems like energy, the environment, transportation, housing, and the like. Our leaders will increasingly devote time to public service. These changes will raise the public's view of our industry. Hence, I predict that the first woman to become governor of California will be from the Valley, and bring our can-do spirit to state government."
Morgan's smile made it clear whom she had in mind, and many in the audience nodded approvingly.
"In summary, Silicon Valley's change to matriarchy is inevitable, given the changing demographics of the workforce. That will make us stronger, more admired, more useful to society, and a more attractive place for both women and men to work. We will illustrate Barack Obama's assessment that  'I'm absolutely confident that if every nation on earth was run by women, you would see a significant improvement across the board in just about everything.' " 
"Thank you, and I am happy to answer questions and take comments."
The question period went well. As usual, people were impressed by Morgan's poised presentation and insight. Women loudly agreed. Although many men were uneasy with her argument, no one identified any flaw in it.  The session ended with a standing ovation.
◆◆◆
 
Afterwards, Morgan and Paul crossed the street and rode the elevator to the lounge on the 39th floor of the Mariott hotel, which offered stunning city and Bay area views. On this clear night, the lights of the area were visible in all directions. They ordered wine and settled into a dark alcove, where they could enjoy the view and talk privately without being overheard.
"You were masterful as always, Morgan. I loved both the talk and that wonderful outfit. You really looked like the goddess reincarnated. Dressed that way, you had the men in the palm of your hand even before you started talking."
"That was the idea, Paul. Fortunately, several of the men serving me have fashion training and pick perfect clothes for me."
"Your slaves." Paul knew almost everything that went on in the Valley, including much more about Athena than an outsider should. Morgan accepted this, which made talking to Paul easier.
"Of course. I'm glad you also liked the talk. As a dominant woman I welcome matriarchy. Still, I wanted to get across that the numbers show that it's coming whether men like it or not."
"You made the case well, and that tech will be the better for it. The whole frat-boy thing is stupid and embarrassing. I like how your people stood up to that idiotic blogger. Presumably they also had a hand in exposing and discrediting him."
Athena engineers had responded effectively to sexist cyberbullying attacks on their newly developed wilderness search and rescue system, debunking the attacks via a media blitz.
"Officially, the Times identified the blogger as a rich lawyer and convicted rapist. We might have helped a bit." Morgan grinned and raised her glass.
Morgan was pleased but not surprised by Paul's view. She'd long known that many men in tech were uncomfortable with the industry's worst aspects. She raised the obvious issue.
"Since you feel that way, here's a delicate question. Rather than just waiting and hoping for the best, we could do things to advance the change to matriarchy. How would you feel about that?"
Paul smiled. "I'd happily support your run for the governorship. You'd be excellent and a distinct improvement over the incumbent."
"If I run, I'd love your help and support."
"You'd have it. Like me, you enjoy your wealth and power, but want to use them to make the world better. Still, you and Athena have benefitted from being out of the limelight. Are you willing to accept scrutiny of your female-led aspects?"
"I'm mulling over that," Morgan admitted. "I'll welcome your advice."
"I'm happy to help in any way I can."
"Thanks. On a personal note, Paul, you did well, only a few months after losing Fiona." Paul's wife of many years had recently died in a kayaking accident. "I also miss her a lot. We met in the Women in Tech group and got pretty close."
"I know," Paul said, "and appreciate your support over these months. She spoke very highly of you. In fact - I know this sounds spooky - she talked about you only a week before the accident. She said that if anything happened to her, she hoped I'd remarry to someone special, like you."
"That's very flattering," Morgan said. "I guess she sensed our attraction to each other."
Paul had been trying for some time to muster the courage to raise the issue with Morgan. He was incredibly drawn to this amazing woman, but also terrified by her. Most women would be flattered by interest from a respected congressman, but Morgan was in another league. This seemed like the best chance he would get.
"I agree. Is it too soon to discuss it?"
"I don't think so," Morgan said. "Fiona was very practical, and often urged me to get married. I explained that I'd never be happy unless my husband were deeply submissive. She said she was very pleased with her female-led relationship with you, and that there were many other wonderful submissive men."
"Now that I'm available, would you consider me?"
'That would solve my biggest problem,' she thought. 'I need an heir to follow me in ruling Athena. A perfect solution is to marry Paul and have a daughter. He's a fine man and would be a good husband and father. Besides, having him as an advisor would be great for Athena.'
Morgan had seen this coming for some time. She loved having power over men, which her mother and then she had used to build Athena into a powerhouse. She liked and respected Paul, whom she could easily enslave, and would enjoying having him as a slave.  Still, he deserved warning of what that would involve.
"I would, very happily. But do you really want that? You're a respected public figure whom people admire and defer to.  You have a nice lifestyle."
"True," Paul admitted thoughtfully.
"Getting involved with me would be the complete opposite. You know enough about Athena to know how I live. As you said introducing me, I'm essentially a queen.  I'm very dominant and have a large staff of men serving me who are essentially slaves. I treat them harshly, like real slaves, not a BDSM game. I'm sadistic and love humiliating them and making them suffer. You'd have to fit into my world, which would be degrading, painful, and tough. Athena recruits talented young people with the skills we need, like any tech firm. We then train the women to rule and the men to serve. The men's training is pretty harsh."
'She's thought this out in advance and is being honest,' Paul thought. His logical mind told him to back off. But he was drawn irresistibly to this beautiful cruel goddess despite the danger. It was like how he felt when his kayak was being drawn by the current into a deadly rapid.
"I understand that, and appreciate your honesty and warning. But I'm awed by you and would be willing to try very hard."
"Are you sure, Paul? There's also your career to consider. You're doing brilliantly in the House, and your name is surfacing as a possible cabinet member or a candidate for governor or even president. If word got out that you were submissive to me, it would hurt you and likely end those chances."
'She's right,' Paul thought. He had always focused on his career, and been very successful.  But Morgan would come ahead of it.
"I'm willing to risk that."
"All right, think it over for a few days and if you're still interested, let me know. You could spend a weekend in my palace, seeing how you'd live. It would be very humbling. You'd go from being a respected congressman to a slave serving his queen."
Paul bowed his head and said, "I'm willing to try, your Highness," in a submissive tone that she'd never heard him use before.  Morgan was amused but not surprised that he knew and used her title.
'The title is pretentious,' Paul thought, 'but she's essentially a queen in her company. So if that's what she wants, I'll do it.'
"Very well, slave," Morgan responded in her best haughty regal tone. She pointed to her feet. Paul dropped to the floor and kissed her elegant shoes passionately.
"That's a good start, slave. When you come to my palace, we'll teach you to do that perfectly."
Paul felt a mixture of excitement and fear as the chance of serving Morgan started to feel real. He'd dreamed of this for a long time. 'Could he meet her high standards and survive her cruel dominance?'
"Yes, your Highness."




Chapter 2: The Queen

Morgan shifted her top-of-the-line mountain bike into lower gear as she started up the final steepest portion of the rough trail to the top of Spyglass Hill. As in everything she did, she pushed herself to the maximum, in this case trying to beat her previous best time for this stretch. A few minutes hard riding brought her to the top, thirty seconds faster than before. She vaulted off the bike, leaned it on the bike rack, and took her water bottle from its holder.
Sitting at the picnic table, she caught her breath and removed her helmet, releasing her long red hair. After taking off her sweaty gloves, she took a long drink of water and relaxed in the warm sunshine.  She looked around, savoring the damp earthy smell of the forest and the magnificent view of the Valley and San Francisco Bay below. Silicon Valley icons including Stanford University’s red roofs and Apple’s spaceship-shaped campus were visible. 
Spyglass Hill was the highest point in the vast Athena complex at the crest of the Santa Cruz mountains, which had been her family's vacation estate for more than 100 years. When her mother and father started Athena in 1979, during the early Valley technology boom, they located the firm on the estate.
Morgan enjoyed being essentially queen of much of the surroundings. Around her were green hills covered with redwoods and fir trees, with only two major clearings. One included a modern laboratory and office building complex, where most of Athena's mistresses and slaves worked. Outbuildings included the stable housing carriages that provided on-site transportation. It also had stalls for ponyboys - male slaves who pulled the carriages while spurred on by mistresses' whips. Morgan loved commuting to work this way.
The other clearing housed a gleaming white stone mansion with an ornamental pond and garden in front, surrounded by majestic redwoods. It was three stories high, with an imposing central section and symmetric wings. As the company grew, media described her parents, Deborah and David Crown,  as Silicon Valley royalty. Employees started unofficially calling her mother – the CEO – 'Queen' or 'your Highness.' Soon Athena became ‘the Queendom’ and the mansion became ‘the Palace.’ When a new lab building was built, the palace became exclusively the Queen's residence.
When Morgan inherited her mother's position after her parents died in a car crash, the titles came with it. She liked the unofficial title of Queen and felt it appropriate. At age 44, she lived and acted like a queen. She ruled hundreds of employees and controlled hundreds of millions of dollars.  She interacted with political, scientific, military, and economic leaders in the U.S. and foreign nations. She had more actual power than most reigning monarchs.
Morgan sought and enjoyed power, and was confident that she used it wisely. She realized that thinking of herself as a queen was arrogant, but it came easily. Having been born and raised to rule made her comfortable with power and authority, so she exercised them easily.
She loved living in the palace, where she had grown up.  Tradition permeated it, and she kept it that way. Family photos, portraits of famous Californians, wooden paneling, and the overall feel symbolized stability at best.  Thus, her situation differed from the other wealthy tech leaders. They lived ostentatiously, flaunting the wealth they had made in tech. In contrast, with her long family history, Morgan saw no need for that and lived quietly. She wasn’t a snob; her father, the brilliant engineer whose product launched Athena, came from a humble background and Morgan admired him almost as much as her mother. Still, she knew that her inherited wealth was a reason, in addition to Athena's matriarchy, that the leaders of the patriarchal firms resented her.
Approximately forty staff worked in the palace to satisfy her every wish and need. It was like living in a five-star hotel as the only guest. In addition to superb food and housekeeping service, specially trained male slaves pampered her with personal service. They bathed and dressed her, did her hair and makeup, and helped in every imaginable way. She lived like a queen, and to her pleasure foreign royal guests she hosted said the palace service was better than in their palaces back home.
Much of that reflected the palace's discipline rooms, up to the standards of San Francisco's finest houses of domination, where slaves were disciplined regularly and punished harshly for even the most minor failings. Morgan had her own discipline room, where she enjoyed disciplining slaves daily. She had grown up in a female dominated world, beginning with her parents' female-led marriage. She liked men and thought they were useful, but needed to be guided and controlled. This view, combined with a deep sadistic streak, led her by teen years to the world of female dominance and male submission.  Domination was a key part of who she was. She agreed with the psychologists that dominance and submission was a healthy and deeply held sexual orientation.
Today would be a special day, because she would discipline Congressman Paul Barlow. This would start the process she hoped would turn him from a friend to a slave and both a submissive husband to father her heir and a valuable advisor. She had gone for a hard morning ride to put her at her best arrogance and energy level. Now she would return to the palace fully energized, so her slaves could prepare her for the upcoming special session. She felt the warm wetness of arousal, and pleasured herself to increase its intensity.  After climaxing, she was ready.
◆◆◆
 
Mounting her bike, she raced down the rough trail at breakneck speed, bouncing over rocks and roots. As always, she relished the thrill of adventure and risk. She quickly reached the smoother part of the trail, and blasted at full speed back to the palace.  She passed the cottages in which some of her senior executives, members of the Council of Ladies, lived. As she approached the palace, three slaves waiting by the ornate double doors knelt. They wore the male slave uniform of metal collar, black long pants, and short-sleeved white polo shirt with the company's Athena’s head logo.
The slaves had been waiting patiently to follow the ritual that Morgan required when she returned from a ride. Morgan liked rituals that specified precisely how slaves should serve, so that she had no need to issue commands. In her view, slaves should know what to do and when, and perform it perfectly. To ensure this, Morgan disciplined and punished slaves as needed, with help from Mistress Damiana, the brutal overseer who supervised palace slaves. As a result, the palace slaves were well trained, obedient, and careful. She loved having intelligent and capable men whose function in life was to serve her.
Morgan parked her bike and dismounted.  The slaves admired her skin-tight sleeveless short bodysuit. As she often did, Morgan had chosen bright purple, the traditional imperial color since ancient times.
Pedro, who directed the palace garage, crawled to her and kissed her bike shoes. She nudged him upward with her shoe and he knelt with bowed head. Morgan smiled at the hint of the chastity cage barely noticeable beneath his pants. She knew that, in her presence, he was especially feeling its constriction.
"How was your ride, your Highness?"
"Excellent, slave. I'm pleased with how you keep my bike in perfect condition."
"It's my privilege, your Highness. I assume you rode the Spyglass trail, which is rough on the bike."
"It certainly is. I'm thinking of having a carriage road built to the top. It's so steep that it would be fun to whip ponies up it."
"I'm sure they'd be thrilled to pull you up it, your Highness," Pedro shuddered mentally, but replied humbly.  All slaves did two weeks a year of pony duty, so he had visions of being whipped up a road much steeper than any of the current carriage roads. Presumably Morgan, who delighted in working ponies as hard as possible, would have the road built as steep as possible. He changed the topic quickly.
"May I clean the bike, your Highness?"
"Yes, slave. Get to work."
Pedro knelt and started licking mud from the bike's wheels and frame. Morgan had instituted this degrading gesture of submission and liked watching it. Afterwards, he would take the bike to the garage, wash it down, clean it with bike cleaning fluid, and inspect and adjust all its components. He kept the bike in perfect condition, just as he did for Morgan's car and the other palace vehicles. Morgan enjoyed his superb service and loved having a master mechanic who idolized her and would do anything for her.
Morgan then settled happily into one of the comfortable chaise lounge chairs by the doors and stretched out her legs. One slave, Brian, presented a cold bottle of Gatorade properly with both hands, that she gulped thirstily. The other, Gary, removed her helmet and gloves, and wrapped her in a warm towel.
“That towel feels great – did you heat it?”
“Yes, your Highness.”
“Good. My bike shoes need cleaning.”
The two slaves knelt and started licking mud from her shoes. Swallowing smelly wet mud with its gritty taste was unpleasant, but years of boot and shoe cleaning had taught them to tolerate it. They enjoyed the degrading ritual as part of serving the Queen they worshiped. Similarly, Morgan relished the feeling of power when a slave worshiped her boots or shoes and licked them clean.
Now that she’d cooled off and her shoes were clean, she kicked Gary away and rose to go upstairs. Gary followed her obediently through the doors and up the wide stairs. In her royal suite, she headed for the luxurious bathroom.
“I’m going to get a quick shower before dressing for my session. Attend me.”
“Yes, your Highness.”
When she got out of the shower, Gary was kneeling with a warm towel. He knew exactly what Morgan expected, without instructions. He rubbed her with her favorite bath oil, dried her gently, and wrapped her in a plush bathrobe. He guided her to a chair, and combed and blow dried her long red hair.
"Would you like your wonderful black House of Harlot catsuit, your Highness?"
"Yes, slave. And my discipline boots."  These made a stunning ensemble.
"Dress me!"
Morgan stood up. Gary sprinkled talcum powder on her naked body and spread it gently all over. His hand motions were soft and arousing. She enjoyed the process - as did he.  Next, he opened the cleverly hidden back zipper and spread powder into the arms and legs. Kneeling, he held the right leg open.
"Please slide your leg in, your Highness."
Morgan's strong toned leg slid in smoothly.
"Now the other, your Highness."
Gary pulled the suit's legs up to her waist and opened the arms.
"Your arms, your Highness."
He slid the suit around her, zipped it up, and smoothed it to remove any wrinkles. Morgan inspected and loved her image in the mirror. As always, the catsuit aroused her. The latex made her skin feel warm and her body look flawless. The sense of power was incredible.
"You look stunning, your Highness. May I polish the latex?"
"No. I'll grant my guest that honor."
Gary knelt and slipped on matching black boots with shiny gleaming metal trim including spiked high heels. She reserved these for disciplining slaves, because they were covered with small sharp studs to inflict pain when she kicked a slave or he worshiped them.
Gary loved pampering Morgan as much as she enjoyed his devoted service. Without permission, he kissed her toes passionately. Morgan kicked his face angrily with a sharp boot toe, making him grunt with pain.
"Did I request that, slave?" Morgan asked harshly.
"No, your Highness. I humbly apologize. I was so excited by your power and beauty that I forgot my place."
"You did, slave. You're fortunate that I require you to wear that belt."
Personal slaves who attended the Queen or her Ladies wore a shiny steel chastity belt around their waists, with a steel cock enclosure in front and a steel anal plug behind. The belt reinforced their submission and ensured proper behavior even while bathing or otherwise closely serving the superiors. Gary gave the only possible answer.
"Yes, your Highness."
Morgan, who always welcomed a reason to punish slaves, wanted to. However, her logical mind prevailed. He needed to finish preparing her for her session, which he always did very well.
"I should punish you, slave, but will grant mercy just this once."
"Thank you for your kindness, your Highness."
"All right, slave. Prepare me."
Gary ushered her to a chair and covered her below the neck with a black makeup cape. With practiced ease, he applied full dominatrix makeup - dark eye liner, black lipstick, and black nail polish. He then gathered her long red hair into a sleek high ponytail that would not get in the way during an intense discipline session.
Morgan rose, inspected herself in the mirror, and was pleased. She exuded the full sexuality and power of the ideal dominatrix, which would both excite and terrify Paul. He was used to interacting with her as a tech executive, but this would be his first encounter with her as a brutal, haughty, dominant women. 'He'll either run away, or it will change his life,' Morgan thought.
"Very well, slave. You're dismissed. I'll relax in my chambers and prepare to give my guest a beating."




Chapter 3: Enslaving the Congressman

Paul Barlow loved driving his black Ferrari sports car along Skyline Boulevard, the winding road through the redwood forest along the crest of the Santa Cruz Mountains. He was excited and afraid. A few weeks earlier, he had asked his old friend Morgan, whom he had long admired, to consider him for a possible female-led relationship.
She agreed to let him try to meet her exceptionally high standards, but warned that she lived as a queen, served by a large staff of male slaves. Fitting into her life would involve changing from a respected public figure to one of a stable of harshly treated slaves. The more he considered it, the worse this sounded. However, any chance of a relationship with Morgan, whom he viewed as almost a goddess, seemed worth trying.
The uniformed slave guard at the Athena compound's entrance checked his identification, recognized the name on the driver's license, and smiled. He'd wondered who would come on a quiet weekend, and been ordered not to say anything to anyone about the visitor. Now he realized why.
"Good morning. It's unusual to admit a male who's not one of our slaves, but I have instructions. Turn right and continue to the palace. Mistress Damiana, the palace slave overseer, will meet you at the door. Be careful to kiss her boots and obey her quickly and perfectly - she's really brutal."
Paul didn't like the sound of that, but felt committed to the visit. He had some experience with female domination at a few fetish parties over the years, but this sounded much more serious. Intellectually he knew that Athena was a major step up from recreational domination, but had tried not to think about that, despite Morgan's warnings. He'd soon find out just how serious Morgan and Athena were.
A five-minute drive through the forested complex brought him to Morgan's magnificent three-story palace. Paul recognized it as a mansion built during the age of the robber barons, the industrial and financial elite who enriched themselves while building California into the economic giant it remained today. He admired the building as he parked in front of the high double doors. 
At the door stood Mistress Damiana, looking every bit as fearsome as he had heard. She was a tall and muscular Asian beauty with long black hair, winged eyeliner, bright red lips, and sharp red nails. She wore the Athenian women's uniform of tight white silk blouse, tight knee-length black leather pencil skirt, together with high heeled black boots with gleaming sharp silver spurs and metallic silver stiletto heels.  The uniform projected a perfect combination of cool professionalism and female dominance.
As he got out of the car, Damiana eyed him with cold and terrifying contempt. Without a word, she pointed an elegant long finger to the ground.  Paul instantly dropped to the ground and crawled quickly to her. Once at her feet, he kissed each boot toe once, and remained with his face on the ground. As he cowered in fear, Damiana waited for what seemed to Paul like a long time. Eventually she put a toe under his chin and pulled upward.
In a harsh tone, she ordered, "On your knees and looking down, slave. You will obey my orders and speak only when ordered to. Is that clear?"
Paul knew to say the absolute minimum. "Yes, Mistress."
"I have received special instructions about you. Whatever status you may have elsewhere, you're just a useless untrained slave here. You don't even have the benefit of the training we give all new slaves. Thus, for starters, the Queen has ordered that you are to be hooded and collared."
She roughly pulled a black leather hood over his head and tightened its zipper, and then tightened a stiff black leather collar with a leash around his neck so that he could barely breathe.  Her actions showed her contempt for all men, including the one she was abusing now.
"The hood has eye and mouth covers, that I can close to prevent you seeing and talking. The collar has a tag with your slave number, 11. Here you are an inferior creature with no name and no face, only that number. So, what are you?"
"Slave 11, Mistress."
Despite Damiana's arrogant attitude, Paul appreciated the hood, which he assumed Morgan had ordered to maintain his privacy. This way few of those he encountered in his slave role would know who he was. '11' was her joke, because he represented California's 11th congressional district.
"Now, slave, crawl behind me to the Queen's discipline room."
Paul dropped to all fours and followed as best he could as Damiana strode quickly to the door. The leash pulled on his throat uncomfortably as he tried to keep up. That became even harder as she walked up the stairs and dragged Paul upward, with no regard for his comfort. Once on the second floor, she pulled Paul down a wide corridor decorated in tasteful California style, including what from a quick glimpse appeared to be original Ansel Adams prints of famous nature scenes.
They soon reached the discipline room. Paul had been in dungeons at fetish clubs, but this was much more impressive. It was a large well-lit room with an elegant comfortable throne. The throne faced a large picture window that gave light and a view of trees, while maintaining privacy. The equipment included an X-shaped Saint Andrew's cross, a whipping bench, a bondage wheel, and two cages - all made of shiny brightly polished metal. Racks held a terrifying array of punishment instruments including crops, canes, whips, and floggers.
Damiana pointed with a cane. "Strip, slave. Quickly. Fold your clothes neatly and place them on that shelf."
Paul did as he was ordered.
"Why aren't you in chastity, slave?" Damiana asked angrily, oozing contempt.
"I apologize, Mistress. I was not instructed about that," Paul said, trying to sound apologetic.
"You shouldn't have needed instructions, slave. All Athenian slaves are caged."
Taking a metal chastity device from a shelf, she grabbed Paul's penis. She roughly forced his balls and then his penis through the back ring. She then tucked his penis into the cage and slid the cage back until its pins locked into the holes on the ring. The resulting click told Paul that he was caged until released. He felt spikes in the cage that that would cause painful stings when his penis got hard.
"That's better, fool. Now kneel, face on the floor, at the foot of the throne. Grovel quietly, without moving, until her Highness comes - if she bothers to waste time on you."
Damiana cracked her cane harshly on his butt as he crawled to the throne. Once there, she kicked him with her pointed boot toe. After drawing the picture window curtain and putting the room in darkness, she strode out of the room and closed the door. She enjoyed leaving Paul in fear, knowing that Morgan would 'welcome' him with a harsh beating.
◆◆◆
 
With Damiana gone, Paul waited in the dark on the cold hard floor. For years, he had fantasized about serving Morgan, and now it was about to happen. He was both afraid and excited. He dearly wanted to please her, but knew he might not. Perhaps no man could.  Still, he rationalized, she was giving him a chance and he would do his best.
Time passed slowly and he had no way of knowing how long he had been waiting. He wondered, 'Am I being monitored by camera to check if I obey orders?'
Eventually he heard the tapping of high heels, and the door opening. The curtain opened and the room grew bright. He carefully did not move and kept his face on the floor. The booted figure - hopefully Morgan but he knew not to look - moved to the throne and sat down. Then, to his thrill, he heard the calm, educated, and imperious voice he loved.
"What is this object on the floor?"
As he expected, Morgan was treating him as a slave, introducing him to life as her submissive. Paul knew to respond with abject humility.
"Slave 11, your Highness."
"What are you here for, slave?"
"To serve however you order, your Highness."
"Very well, slave. Kneel up and you may look at me."
Paul rose to his knees and was stunned.  Morgan always looked great, but in her dominatrix outfit, she looked more powerful than he had ever seen her.
"Do you like what you see, slave?" Morgan asked coldly.
"Very much, your Highness. I love seeing you in mistress attire," Paul said sincerely. "You are the incarnation of Goddess Athena."
"And you are the incarnation of a lowly male slave," she replied with amusement. "Nude, caged, hooded, and leashed. How does it feel?"
"Terrifying, exciting, and very natural, your Highness. I belong at your feet."
"Correct, slave. You are under my complete control. You exist only to serve me in any way that pleases me. Is that clear?"
"Yes, your Highness."
"Let's start training you.  Begin by worshipping my boots, which cover the lowest part of my body. Grovel at my feet and very slowly and very lovingly lick every part of my right boot. First the upper, and then the shaft. If you miss a spot you will be punished."
Paul began worshipping the boot and grew excited. He loved the feeling and smell of the leather and the sharp studs, and felt his aroused cock pushing against its cage.  He breathed deeply, panting with passion, and felt that he could do this forever. He desperately hoped that Morgan would consider his worship acceptable.
As he licked, Morgan pushed his head down with her left foot. She was aroused, as she often was by boot worship. She felt and enjoyed her wetness. 'He's doing well,' Morgan thought. 'Despite being a major public figure, he's fully accepting my dominance. This might work!'  Of course she wouldn't admit that to him. Instead, she took her favorite riding crop and started beating his back. Pushing the boot into his face, she demanded, "More passion, slave!" Paul licked harder as he moved up the boot, working his way around and eventually reaching its top.
"Not bad for a new slave," Morgan said grudgingly. "You only missed a few spots." In fact, she didn't think he'd missed any, but that wasn't the message she wanted to send. Paul couldn't tell if he had missed some, or she was toying with him. Either called for the same slavish response.  "I'm sorry, your Highness. I'll do my best."
"You'd better, slave." She tilted her boot, exposing the sole, and ordered, “Lick it clean! Slow careful strokes!” Morgan pushed the sole hard into his face and spat on his head in feigned anger, snarling, “You’re missing some, slave, do better!” He worked even harder, focusing on the beautiful red sole and trying - with only partial success - to ignore the rain of painful blows on his back. He could tell that Morgan was hitting harder with successive blows. In a strange way, the pain excited him even further.
He was not allowed to stop once he finished the sole. Instead, Morgan ordered harshly,  "Now, suck the heel clean, slave. Deep throat it! Then do the other foot.”
Prompted by Morgan's crop, Paul worked as hard as he could and eventually finished the left boot. He waited, panting, for Morgan's evaluation. She waited to make Paul's fear built up.
"That's acceptable, slave. I gave you an easy task - those boots were relatively clean, since I've recently used them in indoor sessions. Next time I'll challenge you, like the slaves who licked the mud off my bike shoes after this morning's ride. Aren't you grateful?"
"Very much, your Highness. I would be honored to clean any footwear you require."
"Exactly, slave," Morgan replied, liking his answer. "Now show your reverence by kissing every part of the boots you just cleaned. I want slow, deliberate, and respectful kisses that I hear and feel through the leather."
Paul set to the task eagerly, showing his passion and submission. Morgan watched with amusement and pleasure, and decided to admit it.
"Well done, slave. Next, take the boot polish from the shelf and polish them." She pointed with her crop. "I want to I see my reflection!"
"Yes, your Highness." Paul wondered if that was possible, or an unachievable goal that he would fail to meet and be punished. Still, using his hands was a relief after the tiring tongue and mouth work. After a few minutes of hard work, he thought he was finished, and stopped.
"I hope this is acceptable, your Highness."
"For your first time, it is, slave. Now, take the latex polish and the cloth and polish my catsuit. I want every inch gleaming!"
Paul set to work eagerly, thrilled to touch her stunning latex-covered body. Morgan also enjoyed the polishing ritual, which bonded her to her slave. When he finished, she was pleased that without being ordered Paul dropped to the floor and groveled at her feet. Morgan inspected herself in the full-length mirror and admired how her catsuit shone in the bright sunlight from the window and contrasted perfectly with her red hair.
'Paul's done enough for his first session and done well,' Morgan thought. Still, to preserve her authority, she didn't compliment him. Instead, she sat back down on the throne and put her boots on his back. She scratched hard with her spike heels and boot studs, happily cutting across the red welts her crop left on his back. Paul grimaced at the pain but, to her pleasure, stayed silent and didn't move, accepting her abuse.
Satisfied, she touched the bell button on the throne's arm. Gary, who had kneeling outside the door available for instant service, appeared and bowed.
"This creature is my new slave, called 11," Morgan ordered coldly, showing little apparent regard for Paul. "Clean up his back, give him some Gatorade, and then lock him in the cage. Bring him to my quarters at noon."
Paul kept his head down, not daring to look as Morgan rose and strutted regally out of the room, high heels clicking on the floor. He realized that despite their cold tone, her orders showed mercy, giving him hope. It sounded like he'd passed the first of many tests. Despite the pain and humiliation she inflicted this morning - or perhaps because of it - he desperately wanted to be her slave.




Chapter 4: Planning Matriarchy

Queen Morgan relaxed happily on her comfortable throne on her palace patio, enjoying the view of Silicon Valley and San Francisco Bay.  Her feet rested on one slave serving as a foot stool, and another knelt holding a tray with a wine bottle.
She enjoyed working both in her chambers at the palace and her office at the lab. The palace was her private world, where she lived. She was an all-powerful queen, surrounded by mistresses and slaves who were there to satisfy her wishes or needs. They interacted with her daily and their world revolved around her.
In contrast, in the lab she was a tech CEO. She sat at a large desk, in a building with hundreds of Athenians working on a wide variety of projects. Although she was their leader whom they respected and ultimately reported to, their daily work generally did not involve her. Research, coding, administration, seminars, experiments, and other activities went on without her daily involvement.
The warm sunshine and fragrant breeze, together with a glass of fine wine, reinforced her good mood.  Although she always enjoyed dominating and beating men, today's session had left her in an especially pleasant 'domme space' high. The session had been extraordinary not in what happened - she regularly disciplined slaves who worshiped her boots and otherwise adored her - but in who the slave was. Her successful start to enslaving a talented and powerful man, who had a reasonable chance of becoming president of the U.S., felt wonderful.  As if she didn't want the session to end, she was still wearing her black latex catsuit that had awed Paul, relishing its power.
 
She snapped her fingers and the kneeling slave holding a tray with a wine bottle crawled quickly to her and refilled her glass. Morgan was playing a sadistic game she enjoyed, in which the slave had to hold the tray in his arms as they tired, knowing that if he dropped the tray he would be punished. It amused her to watch his arms start to shake as he tried desperately to not drop the tray, and only relieve him at the last moment.
 
"Slave, I have two guests coming in fifteen minutes. Put the bottle on the side table, and set up a buffet lunch." He was expected to know what the Queen liked for lunch.
 
"Yes, your Highness."
 
◆◆◆
 
Morgan required absolute punctuality from her slaves, and so was pleased when Gary led Paul into the patio exactly at noon. Both slaves dropped to the floor and kissed her boots.
 
"Thank you, Gary. Dismissed."
 
Once Gary left, Morgan looked at Paul carefully. His bare back showed bright red welts from her crop and boot heels, overlain by white areas where Gary had applied ointment.
 
She had decided that in private, she would handle Paul somewhat less harshly than she had earlier. She had thought carefully about their unusual situation. Until today, they had interacted as friends and equals - an important CEO and a respected congressman.  Today, in the palace, they had interacted as mistress and slave. Morgan decided that although slaves were normally treated as having no feelings worth consideration, she would give Paul some compassion.
 
"How does your back feel, slave?"
 
Noting how Morgan addressed him, Paul responded appropriately.
 
"It still hurts, your Highness. But Gary's ointment helps."
 
Morgan was surprised she had to explain the obvious. "This is not a BDSM game, slave," she announced in a stern tone that drew his attention. "Discipline is supposed to hurt and humiliate. Its purpose is to teach slaves fear and obedience."
 
Sheepishly, Paul conceded her point. "Of course, your Highness. I understand."
 
"Good. Moreover, as we'll show you, punishment for bad behavior is much harsher than regular discipline."
 
That sounded scary, but Paul knew to agree. "I understand, your Highness."
 
"You'll see that soon, slave. Now, since we're alone, kneel up and let's remove your hood." Paul rose and Morgan unbuckled and removed his black leather hood. He was delighted and grateful.
 
"Thank you, your Highness."
 
"How do you feel wearing it, slave?"
 
"More like an object than a person, your Highness. It makes me feel scared and degraded. But I very much appreciate you’re keeping me anonymous."
 
"I think that makes sense until we resolve our relationship, slave. For a while let's assume that you're visiting on weekends to explore a possible female-led relationship. You'll get a sense of what serving me would involve, and I'll get a sense of what owning you would involve.”
 
“We could change that schedule, your Highness, if it pleases you. As I was driving here, I got a call that next week’s hearings are cancelled because the key witness is sick. Between that and the summer recess I don’t need to go back to Washington for six weeks. Would you want me to stay?”
 
“Do that, slave. We can decide much faster whether to continue this experiment to fruition, or end it with us just remaining friends."
 
"I fully agree, your Highness. This morning's session was exciting, but much more intense than I expected."
 
Morgan realized that although Paul had a general sense of Athenian slavery, he did not fully appreciate its brutality. She provided a quick reality check.
 
"Actually, slave, it was much milder than our new slaves go through. All slaves - even those older than the 20-somethings that make up most of our usual incoming groups - go through two months of tough training.  Their first session is much harsher than this morning's. After an introduction to boot worship, they are disciplined with the full range of instruments. They are fed a short quick meal and then have another full session. In a typical day they are disciplined several times, and punished harshly for any mistakes. You'll be exposed to a much easier and less intense program. Be sure to remember that."
 
"I will, your Highness," Paul said, sounding as submissive as he could. 'Can I do this, and do I really want to?' he wondered.
 
"See that you do, slave. It's lunch time. You are to kneel and wait on me and Lady Emily Ito, who will be joining us. Do you remember her?"
 
"Yes, your Highness. She assisted you the last two times you testified before my committee, and I saw her on television defending the Searcher project. In both, she came across very well. I also read her books and was impressed."
 
"Correct. She's also very dominant. Even before she joined us, she'd been a successful professional dominatrix while in undergrad and grad school. I recruited her to bring in some fresh ideas, and she's done incredibly well. Recently, I promoted her to be my deputy CEO. She's aware of your situation."
 
◆◆◆
 
Paul had previously met Emily only in professional settings, dressed in business attire and groomed conservatively. She had come across as a highly intelligent junior executive, with whom he enjoyed chatting.
 
Today, she was stunning, projecting female power that excited him. She was beautiful, with long straight black hair, striking dominatrix makeup, and a trim athletic body that her tight-fitting Athenian uniform showed perfectly. Paul suspected that she wasn't usually that formal on weekends, except when summoned by the Queen. He was amused that she curtseyed to Morgan, as a lady-in-waiting would to her queen. Clearly Emily idolized her mentor, Queen Morgan.
 
As she came to the table, Paul dropped to the floor and kissed her gleaming, freshly shined, boots.
 
"So, this is slave 11, your Highness. I vaguely recall meeting him somewhere," Emily said. "I see you have already taught him basic courtesy."
 
'She's pretending to have forgotten our meetings in Washington when Morgan testified before my committee,' Paul thought. 'Now she's the mistress and I'm the slave. Submitting to her feels strange, but I'll go along for now. I guess that's part of being a slave here.'
 
"We started this morning," Morgan replied. "He's made a good start but has much to learn."
 
The women enjoyed an excellent lunch of salad, cheese, and fruit. Paul's kneeling while the women ate emphasized his slave status.
 
Once the women finished lunch, Morgan ordered, "Slave, clear the table." Paul did it, but without the grace expected of Athenian slaves.
 
Emily said with pretended severity, "Your table service needs work, slave. We expect service like in a five-star restaurant. Mistress Lisa, who directs palace operations, will fix that. She's famous for high standards - two dozen lashes if you drop a glass,  four dozen if it breaks.”
 
"Yes, my Lady," Paul agreed, pro forma. He was starting to accept that Athenian titles, which seemed pretentious in the outside world, seemed realistic within Athena.
 
Emily liked that he got her title correct. She realized that he was used to Washington where officials had titles, even if he was addressed as 'congressman' rather than 'slave.'
 
"OK," Morgan said, "let's get to business. I'd like a private, informal discussion. Slave, remain kneeling but participate as appropriate."
 
"When I prepared my 'Future of Technology' lecture I explained that the tech world was evolving toward matriarchy. I anticipated lots of criticism, but didn't get it. As I expected, women happily agreed. Surprisingly, although many men were uneasy with the argument, none had substantive criticism."
 
"Agreed," Emily said. "I listened to the people in the audience around me, and at an after-party. They accepted your analysis, mostly based on the increasing number of women in tech. They were amused by your trial balloon about running for governor, but most liked the idea."
 
"Glad to hear it," Morgan smiled. "So, when Paul and I went out for drinks afterwards, I broached a question I'd had in the back of my head. Rather than just waiting and hoping for the best, we could do things to advance the change to matriarchy, and shape it. How would you feel about that?"
 
"That's an interesting idea," Emily said. "Like in Asimov's book 'Foundation.' They thought they knew where the future was headed and tried to steer it."
 
Paul wondered if he should remain silent, but figured the Queen wanted him in the discussion. He raised a hand, and she gestured for him to speak.
 
"That makes sense, your Highness. I see two approaches. The first is to promote women's advancement in tech. That can be done in many ways, including supporting talented young women. I'd suggest a competitive fellowship program for top graduate students that would give them the funding and freedom to make major advances. It would be easy to set up and create a cohort of young leaders."
 
"I like that," Emily said. "Like the National Science Foundation Fellowships, but for young women. I had one in grad school, and it really helped launch my career."
 
'He's a very smart and talented guy who'll be good to work with,' Emily thought, 'so it'll fun dominating and humiliating him.'  When working as a dominatrix years ago, she was surprised and delighted that that many intelligent and capable men wanted to both serve and interact with her. The best was when a professor whose book she’d read became a regular client. They had many serious discussions, and he gave her thoughtful advice and feedback on her thesis.
 
"The second approach is more complicated, your Highness," Paul continued. "You would be an excellent governor, but would have a much better chance of election if you had a clear set of plans and goals to present to the public. I liked how your speech argued that female leadership would 'help society address complex problems like energy, the environment, transportation, housing, and the like.'  I recommend a program to develop specific plans."
 
"That's interesting, slave," Emily said. "I had a similar idea. As you both know, I came to Athena after several years at TRAN, a think tank organization focused on defense topics. TRAN has a permanent staff and a program to bring in young researchers. We could start a similar institute to develop approaches to societal problems, coming from women's perspective. Unofficially, the results and staff would also be a basis if the Queen decides to run for governor."
 
"I agree with both your analyses," Morgan said. "Emily, please develop both the fellowship and institute plans into initial concepts. I'm sure Paul would be happy to contribute his experience to help."
 
"Of course, your Highness."
 
"In fact," Emily said, "I've done a bit of thinking about the institute already. Perhaps it should be the 'Deborah Crown Center for Social Policy.' It could be housed on the east side of our complex, which is undeveloped. It would be a beautiful site, close enough to benefit from everything at Athena, but separate. We'd have no trouble attracting top young women."
 
"I like that idea," Morgan said. "Give me a rough budget estimate. It wouldn't be cheap, but we've done very well financially in the past few years."
 
"Properly formulated, your Highness,” Paul said, "it would also stand a good shot at federal funding. I could sponsor a bill based on the idea that most such organizations are male dominated and hence don't reflect women's needs and priorities."
 
Emily liked the idea. "That would be very helpful. It would give the Center additional credibility if all the initial funding wasn't from Athena. With federal funding, we could probably get other donors aboard."
 
"Excellent," Morgan said happily. "I apologize for dragging you in here on Saturday, but it was when Paul was here. I'll let you get back to enjoying this nice weekend."
 
"It's my pleasure, your Highness." Emily rose, curtseyed, and left.
 
◆◆◆
 
"You were helpful, slave," Morgan said. "I appreciate it.  You're here both to be trained as a possible slave, and to give me the benefit of your insight and expertise. It'll be a new experience. We've had senior people join us from other tech firms, but they weren't public figures and so came in through our regular slave training program."
 
"I'm sure we can work it out, your Highness."
 
"I agree, slave. But you must maintain that positive attitude as the training gets much harder."
 
Paul didn't know if he could, but said, "I'll do my best, your Highness."
 
"Good. Since you had a rough morning, the rest of your day will be easier. Mistress Lisa will start your training. Afterwards Marco, her PA, will give you a tour of the palace and show you your quarters. I'm afraid that they're not as nice as your mansion in Pacific Heights."
 
"I understand, your Highness."
 
"Good. Feel free to ask Marco questions - he's been ordered to help you."
 
"I appreciate that, your Highness."
 
"He doesn't know who you are, slave 11, so keep it that way."
 
“Yes, your Highness.”
 
“Since you'll be with us for six weeks, slave, here's the plan. Initially you'll be trained by Mistress Lisa in domestic and personal service. This will be close to the normal slave experience. If Lisa informs me that you've mastered the rudiments of service and your male clumsiness is partly cured, I'll grant you the privilege of training to serve me. That will be much more exciting for you, but also much harder. I'm used to a very high standard of service and expect you to rise to it. That will involve serious discipline. Is that clear?”
 
Morgan wanted to make it clear that Paul’s advancement was by no means guaranteed. He would have to earn it by hard work and submission. She hoped that he would succeed, because he would be a great asset to both her and Athena overall.  Still, although Paul was well meaning, the transition to slavery might be more than he could accept or handle.
 
“Yes, your Highness.”
 
'Interesting,' Paul thought. 'Using her title is starting to feel natural.'
 
“Good. Mistress Lisa will be here shortly. For now, grovel and wait.”
 
Morgan pointed at the floor, and Paul groveled at her feet. She put on his black leather hood and tightened it firmly. She then put her booted feet on his back, scratched his red and welted skin happily with her spike heels, and relaxed with another glass of wine.
 




Chapter 5: Slave Training

Morgan looked down with amusement at Paul, who groveled uncomfortably on the hard floor at her feet. Despite the pain, he knew not to move or respond as Morgan happily probed the cuts on his back with her sharp spike heels. She was showing him that despite their long friendship in the outside world, here he was just another slave and that it would be difficult for someone in his situation to fit in. With his face pressed to the floor, he could not see her cruel satisfied smile and cold sharp eyes, which would have terrified him even further. 
After a few minutes, he heard the click of high heels, but knew not to look up.
“Good afternoon, Mistress Lisa.”
“Good afternoon, your Highness. You look wonderful in that catsuit. You should wear it more often.”
“I love it, but can’t wear it to work, of course. I do wear it sometimes when I discipline slaves. I suppose I could wear it around the palace.”
“Why not your Highness? It’s your palace.”
Lisa was an attractive middle-aged blonde whose common sense and practicality Morgan admired. Before joining Athena, she had run a successful boutique hotel on California’s north coast. Morgan had vacationed there and told Lisa how much she liked it. Lisa said she loved running the hotel, but found the performance of much of the staff frustrating.  She wanted to discipline them, but then they would quit. Morgan offered her the job of running her palace where she could discipline her staff as she wished. Lisa happily sold her hotel and had been contentedly running the palace ever since.
After Lisa's first year at Athena, Morgan asked Lisa to also take charge of training new slaves when the head trainer retired. This job was crucial because its goal was to train slaves to serve the mistresses, while also performing their duties as engineers, programmers, and the like. Lisa liked men, and recognized their value to Athena, while recognizing their limitations. So, she enjoyed training them in rituals and practices to a high standard. One of her proudest moments was when the Crown Princess of the Netherlands said she wished her palace ran as well, but didn’t because she was not allowed to physically discipline her servants.
Lisa was intrigued when Morgan told her a week ago that she would be individually training an older slave. She was not offered details and so did not ask for them, but hoped that they would be forthcoming. He had to be someone special, because it was the first time she'd been asked to do this.
“Are you ready for this new slave?”
“Certainly, your Highness. I gather this is an unusual situation - an older male who wants to become one of our slaves.”
“Correct. Because he has a distinguished career in the outside world, I warned him that it would be challenging to make the transition and that he'd face tough standards. Naturally, I don’t expect you to give him special consideration.”
“Of course not, your Highness. Is he to be kept wearing that hood?”
“For a while, if it’s not inconvenient. He’s well-known outside so I’m letting him stay anonymous, at least for a while.”
“That’s not a problem, your Highness. I prefer hooded slaves. It's easier to treat them as objects, so their training goes much better.”
Paul knew that Morgan was making a point of talking about him as though he were not there, objectifying him. It was degrading, but also exciting, emphasizing his submission.
“Good,” Morgan said. “I assume you’ll give him the usual training.”
“Of course, your Highness. But it'll be tougher for him because he’ll be alone. When I’m working with a group, some manage to slack off.”
“I’m sure you’ll do the right thing. Please keep me posted on how he’s doing.”
“Certainly, your Highness. Shall I take him now?”
“He’s all yours.”
Paul felt a strong pull on the metal ring at the back of his hood that yanked him to his knees. For the first time he saw Mistress Lisa. She was in uniform, but without dominatrix makeup, making her look more like an executive than a dominatrix. He admired her cool indifference as she clipped a leash to his collar. He was just the latest in hundreds of slaves she’d trained over the years.
“Crawl behind me, slave,” she ordered, and pulled Paul out of the room. From the corner of his eye, he noticed Morgan watching with regal contempt. He barely managed to keep up as Lisa strode quickly down the corridor. Once they reached the stairs, he learned that crawling down stairs was much harder than crawling up them. As she dragged him down, he slipped and crashed to the floor at the base of the stairs.
“Get up, clumsy slave,” she ordered angrily and kicked him. She dragged him along the corridor into a large room that contained various furniture groupings, including a kitchen, dining area, and living area. Lisa settled into a comfortable throne and Paul knelt at her feet.
“Slave, this my training room for teaching domestic service. Whatever duties you are given at Athena, whether in an office, a lab, or otherwise, you always will be serving a mistress. She will expect quick, proper, and smooth service. When men come to us, they are typically clumsy, crashing around like buffaloes. I'll teach you to serve smoothly, often in response to gestures rather than spoken commands.”
“I'll also teach you to serve immediately and unquestioningly. In the outside world, you probably asked questions and considered whether to follow orders. Here you obey them immediately and without question. Slaves are like appliances - push a button and they work. A washing machine doesn’t ask why the clothes need washing; it just does it. If it doesn’t work, we fix it.”
Paul thought her appliance analogy showed how she viewed men. Her calm no-nonsense tone was ominous. It didn’t sound like there would be mercy for even minor infractions or failures. She expected total obedience, quite different from the deference he was used to. 'Like my army days after college,' he thought.
“Are those points clear, slave?”
“Yes, Mistress.”
“Good. Remove your clothes and climb onto the whipping bench.”
She pointed to a bench with a hump at one end. Paul climbed onto the bench, so that his butt was on top of the hump and perfectly accessible for punishment. She efficiently restrained him by closing straps around his wrists and ankles. Then she pulled a strap across his back and tightened it so hard that he could barely breathe.
“Since this is your first whipping in this room, I'll use my lightest cane. You are to count each blow, as in ‘one, thank you Mistress’ and so on. Otherwise, you are not to speak or make a sound. Is that clear?”
“Yes, Mistress.”
He watched Lisa select a cane from a rack of punishment implements. She then walked behind him. He felt her touching his butt lightly as she lined up the cane. He waited nervously, knowing that she was letting the suspense and fear build up. Suddenly, he heard a swoosh and a loud crack, and a line of terrible pain extended across his butt. It took him a second to remember what to say.
“One, thank you Mistress.”
An ominous few seconds of silence followed. Before coming to Athena, Paul had read up about BDSM, and learned that dominatrices typically waited 5-10 seconds between blows, to force the submissive to process the pain and build up fear for the next one. Another blow crashed down, harder than the first.
He grunted from the pain and forced out “Two, thank you Mistress.”
As the blows continued, Paul found it harder to not cry out, but knew that it would be a big mistake. He realized that Lisa had deliberately not told him how many strokes to expect, leaving him in suspense and fear.
“Twelve, thank you Mistress.” Paul felt his body shaking after each blow, and knew that he couldn't hold out much longer.
To his immense relief, Lisa announced calmly, “That's enough for now, slave.  You'll receive several beatings like this daily until your performance is perfect.”
“I understand, Mistress. I'll do my best to please you.”
“See that you do, slave.”
She released the straps and - to his surprise - helped him off the bench. He was grateful, but realized that it was to prevent him from injuring himself and disrupting his training, rather than from deeper concern. She didn’t want a potentially useful object unnecessarily damaged.
Paul was very aware of his two sore areas. His back still hurt from Morgan’s beating, and now his butt hurt from Lisa’s caning. He’d been warned that Athenian slaves were treated harshly, but was now starting to realize what that involved. Even worse, both Morgan and Lisa had warned him that today's discipline would be relatively light, because this was his first day. Since it was only early afternoon, more pain would likely be forthcoming. He hoped he would hold up under this kind of treatment. It was harsh, but also exciting.
◆◆◆
 
Lisa returned to her throne, sat down, and beckoned Paul with one finger. He crawled to her and knelt at her feet. She tapped her boot toe with a riding crop, so he dropped to the floor and kissed first one and then the other toe. He then stayed down with his face to the floor. She happily pushed his head down with a boot.
“Good,” she said, “you know what to do. Greeting a mistress is the most basic slave ritual. You're clumsy, as usual for new slaves, so let’s improve it. The ritual involves several movements, each of which you need to do gracefully. Stand up.”
“Now, sink to your knees very slowly. Concentrate on making every move graceful. No sudden motion.”
Paul lowered himself as smoothly as he could. His sore butt and back didn’t help, but he knew she'd have no sympathy or cut him slack.
“Not bad, slave,” Lisa admitted. Paul was much smoother than she expected, given his middle age. “Have you done yoga or another movement exercise?”
“Some, Mistress.”
“Good. That will save me time and save you some beatings. First, let's concentrate on making it smooth. Only then will we worry about speed. We'll go through a cycle of ups and downs. When I snap my finger, you go up. When I snap it again you go down. Understood?”
“Yes, Mistress.”
She snapped her fingers, and Paul rose as smoothly as he could. After a few seconds, she snapped again, and Paul dropped to his knees. She repeated the cycle ten times, leaving Paul quite tired. Even worse, his knees and lower back were hurting from the repetitive motion, combined with pain from the earlier beatings. He tried to ignore his pain and focus on satisfying the stern mistress.
“That’s a good start, slave. Your mistress will expect you to move both smoothly and quickly, so let’s work on speed. Maintain the smoothness, but go faster.”
She snapped her fingers, and he dropped quickly to the floor. To his surprise, Lisa slapped his face smartly with her riding crop. Being hit with a crop was degrading and stung, but less painful than the two previous beatings.
“That was fast, but clumsy. I want the same smoothness as before, but faster.”
She snapped her fingers again, and Paul rose, trying desperately to balance speed and smoothness.
“That’s better, slave. Let’s work on that some more.” She led him through ten up and down cycles. About half the time she was unhappy and slapped him with her crop. He was unclear what made some acceptable while others weren’t, but did his best to please her. Eventually, she stopped hitting him and seemed satisfied.
“Not bad for a first day, slave,” she said grudgingly. “We’ll keep at it until it’s perfect. Next, let’s work on dropping to the floor and then boot kissing. Drop to your knees, then all the way to the floor, and finally kiss each boot tip. It’s an extension of what we’ve just worked on, done the same way - smoothly  and swiftly."
She snapped her fingers. Paul went to his knees, then to the floor, and kissed each boot tip. He now thought consciously about each step of the motion. He realized that his transition from kneeling to prostrate was the clumsiest.
“How do you think you did, slave?”
“I was clumsy, Mistress. I’ll try to do better.”
“That’s good, slave. You’re now thinking about your service. Let’s practice getting it smooth and then worry about speed.”
“Yes, Mistress.”
She snapped her fingers and Paul rose. She snapped again, and he went down, focusing on the transition. She directed him through another ten cycles. He was pleased that she only cropped him twice.
“That's better, slave. You're less clumsy than I expected. Now let’s work on speeding them up, but don’t try to go too fast at first.”
After ten cycles, Paul was doing well. Lisa ordered more speed, and he did another ten.  Lisa was pleased and saw no reason not to admit it.
“You're doing well, slave. In a few days, this should be perfect. Let’s do the last stage of the ritual and then call it a day. Enter the room from the door, drop to the floor, crawl to mistress, and kiss her boots.”
Paul was exhausted and sore all over, but was encouraged by her evaluation and that this would be the last set of drills.
“Yes, Mistress.”
Lisa pointed to the door. Unsure whether to walk or crawl, Paul gambled on walking, which would be easier on his sore knees, and was not reprimanded. He stood at the door until Lisa snapped her fingers. He dropped to a crawl, realizing with pleasure that he now did it smoothly. Once at the throne, he kissed her boots and waited in proper prostration.
“That was a good first try. Let’s see five more. If they’re good, that will be it for today.”
Concentrating hard despite his sore knees, Paul carried out five crawls that Lisa found acceptable. While doing these, he realized to his surprise that he admired and respected Lisa and her strict training methods. He deeply enjoyed kissing her boots respectfully at the end of each crawl.
“I'm pleased with you, slave,” Lisa conceded. “You've been working hard and it shows. Although I normally discipline slaves in training twice every day, I'll skip the second because the Queen already disciplined you.”
“Thank you, Mistress,” Paul said sincerely. “I very much want to reach the standard the Queen will accept. Although it’s painful, I already see how much your training is doing for me.”
'Do I really mean that?', Paul wondered. To his surprise, he realized he did. 'Athena's system is working - I'm feeling more and more submissive.'
“I appreciate your honesty, slave. You have the maturity to appreciate what we're trying to accomplish. We'll work hard for the next few weeks. This will be painful for you, but if you continue to take this constructive attitude, the Queen will be happy with the results.”
Lisa tapped her cellular phone. Within a minute, a slave entered the room in perfect form, exactly as Lisa was teaching Paul. He dropped to the floor, crawled to her, and kissed her boots reverently.
“Slave 11, this is my personal assistant, Marco. He'll show you around the palace and take you to your quarters. Feel free to ask him any questions. He'll bring you back tomorrow morning. Get your pants on, and off you go."




Chapter 6: Slaves



Once in the hall, Marco introduced himself.
“Hi, I’m Marco, Mistress Lisa’s PA. I’ll host you while she’s training you. I gather you got here this morning.”
He spoke perfect English with a slight Italian accent, consistent with his dark good looks.
“That’s right. I’m slave 11 and required to wear this hood. I hope that’s not a problem.”
“Not at all. We obey mistresses without question. No need to explain.”
Despite giving the approved answer, Marco was curious about his new charge and wondered how to identify him. He must have close ties to the Queen or one of her Ladies.
“Thanks for being understanding. It’s what you'd guess. I’m under consideration for joining Athena, but I’m known in the community, so I’m supposed to be anonymous until a decision's made.”
“Sounds good to me. Let’s start by showing you around. I assume Mistress gave you a good beating, so once we get to the slave quarters, I'll clean it up."
"Thanks - I'd appreciate it."
They walked down the hall and exited through the main door. Paul enjoyed seeing the mansion's impressive exterior close up. Earlier he'd been too terrified by Damiana to notice anything else.
“As you may know, the palace was originally the Crown family's vacation home. Queen Debbie - Queen Morgan’s mother - established the company here in the 1980s. When it got too big for this building, a lab complex was built two miles away, but still on the estate. Most Athena people work there. This building's now exclusively the Queen‘s residence. The staff, headed by Mistress Lisa, serve her and maintain the palace. I’m one of about 30 slaves assigned here.”
“The wing we just left is the residence, where the Queen and her mistresses including Mistress Lisa live. The center part has offices, the kitchen, and ceremonial areas like the large dining room. The other wing is where we slaves live."
They walked along the front of the palace, passing an attractive ornamental pool and fountain, and entered the slave wing. Marco led him up to the second floor and into a long corridor.
“Each slave assigned to the palace has a room here. Some like me live here full-time, and others are here only during their shift, that typically runs for several days at a time.”
Marco opened the door, showing a comfortable small suite with a bedroom, bathroom, and living room. There was a small desk with a computer and bookshelves. Framed prints on the wall showed scenes of Venice.
“This is mine."
"Are you from Venice? I love that city."
"Yes. I grew up in a beautiful palazzo on the Grand Canal that belonged to an old noble family, whom my family had served for generations. The Contessa ruled the family and servants with an iron fist. I really admired her, so I studied business at university and planned to follow my father, serving as her business manager when he retired. She was beautiful, intelligent, elegant, and powerful - a lot like Queen Morgan - who ran the house as a matriarchy."
Paul was struck that any discussion about Athena featured Morgan. She was the rock on which the Queendom rested.
"Sounds like a novel."
"Unfortunately, the Contessa died suddenly, and her son took over. He had huge debts and sold the palazzo to pay them. The Contessa left me a nice bequest, so when I graduated, I took time off to travel. I happened to stay at a small hotel that Mistress Lisa owned, up on the north coast. I enjoyed the hiking and beach, and the hotel was great. She ran it as a matriarchy, controlling her mostly male staff, which made me feel at home.  She was intrigued that I'd grown up in a female-led household and had planned to serve the Contessa.  Since she was selling the hotel and coming to work at Athena, she offered me this PA job. I came here, went through slave training, and have been serving her ever since."
"Do you like working here?"
"Very much. I think matriarchies are the best way to run an organization, with the right women in charge. The Queen and Mistress Lisa are outstanding leaders.  In that spirit, pull down your pants and get on the bed, so I can treat what Mistress did to you."
In the past Paul might have been reluctant, but after a morning of being treated as a slave he complied without question. Marco examined the welts with a practiced eye.
"Looks like a good beating, but it's usually much worse."
"Mistress Lisa said that since it was my first day, she'd use the light cane. Still, it hurts a lot."
"It's supposed to hurt," Marco explained calmly. "We get two dozen lashes every week just for maintenance discipline. You'll get used to it."
"How do you feel about that?" Paul asked. As part of wanting to fit in at Athena, he wanted to know how an intelligent slave like Marco viewed things.
"It reminds us to accept mistress' authority without question. In play BDSM, mistresses shout at slaves and threaten them. Here they give quiet orders that we obey naturally. So, we work smoothly as a team, with the mistresses in charge."
He gently rubbed ointment on Paul's welts, which reduced the pain almost immediately.
"Thanks - that feels better already," Paul said gratefully.
"A slave at the lab came up with it - it's a custom mixture designed for impact injuries.  We use a lot of it, so we're making a version to license to a BDSM supplier."
"Good idea," Paul said. "Athena's so secretive that I didn't know what to expect, so I'm intrigued by what I'm seeing. For example, these rooms are much nicer than people would expect for slave quarters.”
“True,” Marco grinned, “but the basement's very different. There are dark and cold cages, and you sleep on the floor with at most a blanket if you’re lucky. Damiana, who oversees us slaves, makes us sleep there if we misbehave. I expect she’ll send you down there for at least one night as part of demonstrating her authority. Do your best to avoid it.”
“I’ve met her, and will try not to offend her,” Paul said fervently.
“That's not easy, since she looks for reasons to punish. Anyway, downstairs is the slaves' common area,” Marco explained as he led Paul down the stairs to a dining room. "We take turns bringing food from the kitchen and setting up a buffet. On nice days like today we eat outside.”
Marco led Paul to a brightly lit and well-equipped exercise room suitable for many users.
“Here's the gym, which we use seriously. Damiana enforces strict standards. We're weighed once a month, and punished for going over our allowed weight. We also have to pass a physical every six months. If Damiana got tired of overseeing slaves, she'd make a fortune as a personal trainer.”
The exercise room opened to an outdoor fitness area. Paul was impressed to see a volleyball court, basketball court, climbing wall, and fitness area. Men dressed only in black shorts were playing a spirited game of volleyball, while others were climbing and using the fitness equipment.
“This looks like a summer camp,” Paul commented.
“But a special one,” Marco grinned. "Let me show you." He waved to a man doing pull-ups, who came over to join them.
“Jeff, this is a new slave, named 11, who will be spending time with us learning about Athena. I’m showing him around. Can he help you bring dinner from the kitchen?”
“Glad to meet you, 11. Meet me after discipline at 6:45.”
As Jeff headed back to his exercise, Marco asked, "Did you notice anything about him?”
Paul had registered several things. He was puzzled by the reference to 'after discipline,' but focused on the most obvious.
“The welts on his back look like he’d been beaten recently. In fact, almost everyone looks that way.”
“You got it. That's mostly weekly discipline, but supervisors give additional punishments they think are needed.”
“I assume that’s Mistress Damiana.”
“In general, yes. Fortunately, I work for Mistress Lisa. She disciplines hard, but much less so than Damiana.”
"It also looks like Jeff was branded.”
“We all are.” Marco took off his shirt, showing letters branded above his nipples. "When we finish initial training, we're branded with 'AT' in an all-hands ceremony. It's a big deal. We crawl through a gauntlet of mistress who whip and kick us to get to the branding chair. We're expected to handle the pain without complaint."
"How about the 'P'?"
"Slaves who are part of successful projects are often honored by their supervisors with brands, like 'UA' for the project that developed a battlefield intelligence system for Ukraine. Mistress Lisa awards 'P's for special contributions to palace operations."
"And Jeff's nipple rings?"
"Those mark the Queen’s personal service slaves. They live in her chambers for several days at a time, so they're instantly available, and spend the rest of the time with us.”
◆◆◆
 
Marco continued the tour, leading Paul past the fitness area to a site with picnic tables.
"Like I said, this looks like summer camp,” Paul commented.
"Not entirely. Look over there. When we have dinner outside, Damiana does the day's discipline beating in front of us. As you'll see, it's scary."
Marco pointed to a semicircle of benches facing a wooden structure.  Paul looked in puzzlement, and then realized that it was a set of three pillories, wooden frameworks with holes for securing a person's head, hands, and feet. He'd read about these in accounts of punishments in colonial times.  A slave, wearing only shorts, knelt in front of each pillory. They were trembling, fearful of what was to come.
Marco and Paul joined the slaves who were arriving and sitting down quietly on the benches. Their expressions showed that they weren't looking forward to the disciplining.
After a few minutes, Damiana strode to the pillories. An attractive younger Black woman, also in uniform with the same arrogant bearing, followed her. Paul noted with puzzlement that she carried a red leather Hermès Birkin handbag, which cost about $20,000 and was a mark of highly successful women. It seemed a strange accessory to bring to a whipping.
As the mistresses appeared, the slaves knelt in front of their benches and bowed their heads. Paul did the same after observing the others. 'I'm starting to act like a slave,' he thought. 'Maybe I'll make it here.'
"That's Magdalena," Marco whispered. "Damiana's assistant. She's also very tough."
Magdalena strutted to behind the first slave and kicked him hard with the sharply pointed toe of one of her high-heeled boots.
"Up on the pillory, scum," she ordered. The slave, who knew the drill, rose quickly and placed his head and wrists in the pillory holes. Magdalena slammed the top crosspiece down and latched it, locking the slave in place. She then kicked his ankles, and he quickly moved them into holes on the bottom crosspiece, where she locked them.  It took her only a minute to do the same with the other two slaves.
Magdalena then stood back, allowing Damiana access to the slaves. Opening the Birkin bag, she presented a coiled red bullwhip. Damiana took it and turned to the kneeling slave audience.
"Good evening, slaves," she announced as if they had come voluntarily. "It's discipline time, the best time of day. Don't you agree?"
"Yes, Mistress!" the slaves responded with feigned enthusiasm. Although they were used to being flogged, watching others being flogged was unpleasant enough without having to appear to enjoy it.
Damiana turned to the first slave on the right, flipped the whip end back over her shoulder, wound up like a tennis player, and struck furiously. The tip whooshed through the air and struck the slave's upper back with a terrible crack. His body, restrained only by the wrists and ankles, shook violently forward and backward. A vertical bright red stripe appeared on his back. With effort he managed to grunt, "One, thank you Mistress."
The brutal blows continued at 10-second intervals until "Twelve, thank you Mistress."
Damiana handed the whip to Magdalena, who took over whipping. She used a sidearm swing, which produced horizonal welts that cut across the vertical ones. Soon the slave's back looked like a checkerboard as he shook under the flogging. Paul was impressed that the slave managed not to scream or beg for mercy throughout the 24 stokes. He knew he could not do as well.
As the brutal beatings continued, Paul watched with mixed feelings. The scene before him, outdoor beatings on a perfect summer evening, fit perfectly into the female domination fantasies he had tried to suppress for many years. The sight of two beautiful and powerful mistresses, dressed in leather and boots, whipping helpless and bound slaves, together with the steady loud 'crack' of successive blows, excited and aroused him. His hard penis strained against the spikes in the chastity cage, causing painful stings.
At the same time, he felt pity for the three slaves. He hadn't enjoyed his beatings earlier in the day, but this was much worse. Damiana's hatred and contempt for the slaves, whom she viewed as worthless creatures, showed clearly. Although discipline was her job, she was inflicting pain mostly for her own pleasure, out of pure sadism. In contrast, Lisa's beatings had been part of training him as a slave, and Morgan's had been to teach him to serve her.
The mistresses repeated their tag-team beating for the other two slaves, although the third slave broke down after 17 strokes and screamed in pain during the final seven.
Once all three had received their full discipline, Magdalena released their ankles and then head and wrists. They dropped to the ground, groveled at her feet, kissed her boots, and thanked her for disciplining them.
Damiana turned to the audience and pronounced, "Slaves Ken and Toshiro have taken their discipline well, and are dismissed." She kicked them and they crawled away.
"However, this pathetic creature, Joel, disgraced himself by screaming. He will spend the night in a basement cage, in chains, reflecting on how to behave better next week."
She reached down, held his collar, pulled him roughly to his feet, and smacked his face harshly with her leather-gloved hands. Magdalena took handcuffs from the Birkin bag, and cuffed his wrists behind his back. She then secured his ankles with fetters connected by a short chain. To increase his pain, she snapped clamps with a connecting chain onto his nipples, and tightened their screws as far as possible. 
Damiana then attached a short chain leash to Joel's collar, pushed him down, and pulled him roughly toward the palace. He tried to crawl as best he could with his chained ankles as Magdalena kicked him from behind. Clearly, he was in for a very rough night.
◆◆◆
 
Paul was still processing the intense discipline session, trying to sort out his mixed feelings, when Jeff came to him.
"Let's get dinner from the kitchen. They'll have it on two carts, and we bring them back and set up the table. It's easy."
He paused for a second, remembering that Paul was new to Athena.
"I hope the whipping didn't wreck your appetite. It's tough but part of life here. The regular discipline hurts, but it makes us better slaves and keeps everything running smoothly."
Paul admired the calm way Jeff accepted what they'd just watched.
"I'm OK, thanks. I've read femdom books, watched videos, and been to play parties, but today's my first experience with the real thing. I knew it would be more intense but didn't appreciate how much."
"I understand - we all go through that when we come here. Think of female domination as a mountain. Watching videos and reading about it is like looking from a distance. Play parties are harder but not too hard, like starting up a gentle approach trail. Today you went to the next level, starting up the steep slope, and discovered how much tougher it was."
"That's a nice analogy. How about your situation, serving the Queen?"
"It's scary and dangerous - she expects perfection and is very tough if we don't deliver. Serving her is amazing. In terms of the mountain, it's like being on top. Everything's more intense - the views are better, the colors are brighter, the air smells cleaner, and so on. I feel like I'm serving a goddess, and am thrilled by it."
"How does that actually work?"
"We work two days straight, living in her chambers, doing anything she requires.  Basically, we're like the ladies-in-waiting queens traditionally had. The two days are intense. We then get two days off, and then three days of easier duty. For example, I do three days in the accounting office."
Jeff paused, and asked, "I know you're here under a special arrangement. Are you interested in serving her?"
Paul saw no point in denying what Jeff had figured out.
"Ideally, yes."
"Well, our current group - six personal slaves - are pretty stretched to meet her needs, so more would help. The problem is that even among Athenian slaves, few meet her standards. From what I've heard, you're a smart, talented guy, so if you work really hard, she might accept you."
◆◆◆
 
Next morning, Paul woke up, puzzled as to where he was. It took him a moment to realize that he was in his room in the slave quarters. It was like a college dorm room - plainly furnished, but practical. The only decoration was a stunning photo of Morgan wearing a tight black leather outfit and high boots, highlighting her long red hair and perfect makeup.
He was puzzled by unfamiliar sensations, and then realized that his collar and chastity cage were still locked on him. Only Lisa could remove them.  His legs, lower back, and arms were sore from the repeated kneeling, crawling, and bowing exercises. His upper back and buttocks were even sorer from the beatings. Still, they were less sore than he might have feared, which was encouraging.
After showering and shaving, he opened the cupboard and found perfectly fitting uniforms. He was surprised, but then remembered the forms he filled out before coming, which included information including sizes.
He put on his hood, which he was allowed to remove in his room, and went down to breakfast. Slaves were eating at outside tables, enjoying the cool of a sunny summer morning. Marco had gone early to serve Lisa, but Paul had been ordered to come later, at 10:00.
This gave him time to chat with the other slaves. They'd been told that he was under consideration as a possible slave, and instructed to be helpful.  When he introduced himself as "11," they accepted him and didn't comment on the hood. They chatted in a friendly way, with the camaraderie of teammates. He noticed the absence of attempts to show superiority toward the others, which were typical among Silicon Valley males. Morgan had talked about this in her lecture, which the patriarchal firms accepted as a feature of their corporate culture.
A slave whose collar identified him as 'Pedro' asked how Paul felt after his first day in Athena.
"Impressed and scared. I'd heard vague talk about slavery in Athena, but hadn't realized how intense it is. I was amazed by the tough discipline last night."
"You'll get used to it and regard it as normal," Pedro said. "It’s good for all of us."
"How's that?" Paul asked.
"Discipline makes sure we instantly submit to our mistresses. Once you’re here a while it becomes second nature. It makes a much better dynamic than in the patriarchal firms where everybody throws their weight around, trying to establish authority. Here it’s simple, because we know our places. This is an absolute matriarchy, with the Queen on top. She’s brilliant. Many people outside Athena say she's the best CEO in tech.  It seems that way -  things work really well and we're growing steadily."
Paul noted his reverence. Everyone viewed Morgan as essentially a goddess.
"Beneath her are Ladies, then other mistresses. They're organized in groups with leaders, like in any tech firm.  Below them are slaves who report to them."
"I gather most people are at the lab."
"Yeah. That functions like any tech firm, except with mistresses and slaves. The palace is different, because everything we do is for the Queen. We make life easy for her, so she can devote all her time to leading the company. Lisa's in charge, with several mistresses directly reporting to her. You saw Damiana in action last night."
"I did and was scared," Paul admitted honestly.
"That's her job. But the others aren't as brutal."
"How do you feel about the way you're treated?"
"It's OK. The mistresses are strict, but value us. Many of them grew up with horses as young girls, learning to control animals much bigger than themselves. To get the best performance, they learned to both manage them and take good care of them."
Paul was amused at the analogy and accepted it. He lived in one of San Francisco's wealthiest neighborhoods, so had heard much about horse culture.
"They often think of us that way - we're horses and they're riders. They discipline us and make sure we obey instructions, but take care of us. We have nice rooms, good food, and good healthcare. Although we're slaves in that we obey orders and are disciplined, we're well paid."
"You're OK with it?" Paul thought of British TV shows about upper class households and the relation between the upstairs elite and the downstairs workers who kept the mansion running. Morgan's mother and Morgan had created an analogous matriarchy that worked amazingly well in modern society. 'And I want desperately to be part of it,' he mused.
"Yes. They're dominant women and we're submissive men, so the relation comes naturally."
"I gather you like that."
"Very much. Women tend to be calmer, more cooperative, and make better leaders. Of course that relies on having the right female dominants. Many women couldn’t handle it, but here they chose mistresses who aren't too abusive and understand our value. It works - my friends in the patriarchal companies complain about their superiors and companies much more than we do."




Chapter 7: Training Continues

When the group broke up after breakfast, Paul returned to his room.  He practiced yesterday's maneuvers, entering from the bathroom and approaching Morgan's photo as though she were there. He crawled across the room, dropped to the floor, and kissed her imaginary boots. He soon felt the difference in how smoothly and quickly he executed these maneuvers, compared to how clumsy he had been the day before.
He then turned on a tablet computer that had been left in the room while he was at breakfast. A spectacular picture of Morgan appeared, standing by a copy of the famous statue of goddess Athena that graced Athens' acropolis in the 5th century BC. She wore a skin-tight short purple leather dress, matching thigh-high purple boots, and her favorite silver necklace with a pendant of the owl symbolizing Athena’s wisdom. Paul had usually seen her in business attire, but for this internal audience she flaunted sexuality and power.
Morgan's picture excited and aroused Paul. 'I miss her so much,' he thought, 'she's in her chambers, but I can't  go see her.' He understood that even as Queen, she had to meet her subjects' expectations. She already was raising questions by bringing him for individual training when she had hundreds of slaves available. Taking him into her chambers would raise even more notice. Maintaining distance also reinforced that he was being assessed to see if he was suitable for her.
The video began with Morgan speaking.
"Welcome to Athena Technology. I'm Morgan Crown, chief executive officer, and am delighted that you'll be joining us. You've each been carefully selected for our special community. We're unique in the tech industry due to our system of dominant women leading submissive males. This started when my mother Deborah Crown, a visionary and dominant young businesswoman, met and partnered with my father, a brilliant and submissive young male engineer. It gives us a special culture with a calmer and more collegial organization than the male-led tech firms. As a result, we're routinely ranked as the best place to work in Silicon Valley."
"Over the next two months, you'll learn about Athena and working here. Women will learn to lead, and men will learn to serve and follow. This will be exciting and challenging for you."
"Your tablet contains material that will be covered in your training, both about your duties and the company. The tablet's yours, so you may annotate the material and add your own notes and files. It also contains material about the two cultures that overlap in Athena. For the tech world, you'll find valuable books, including ones describing two of our greatest predecessors, Bell Labs and Hewlett-Packard. For the world of female dominance, you'll find inspiring factual and fictional accounts. Although you may not have time to read all of them during your busy next two months, I urge you to at least sample them, and read them fully later."
"I wish you the best of luck, and successful completion of your training. If so, I look forward to publicly inducting you into our community."
Lisa then appeared on the screen.
"Slave 11, your situation's unusual, because you're training alone. Fortunately, from our first day it's clear that you'll have no trouble absorbing this information without class. I expect this, and am happy to help if needed."
Paul enjoyed the manual and learned much. He'd already gleaned what he could from the little that had been published and Silicon Valley gossip. His excellent staff researcher had also prepared a report, drawing on hard-to-access government information and her network of other staffers. Even so, the manual showed that Athena was much more successful than anyone outside, even knowledgeable Valley insiders, realized. It was easy to see why Athena's mistresses and slaves, who were talented tech industry hands, idolized Morgan.
◆◆◆
 
With ten minutes left, he walked to the training room door, which took about five minutes and waited outside. It had been made clear to him that at Athena punctuality was required and strictly enforced. Slaves arriving a minute early or late drew discipline. At precisely 10:00 Paul knocked on the door.
He was thrilled to hear Lisa's calm but authoritative voice announce, "Enter, slave." He entered, bowed, dropped to his knees, and crawled to her throne. As required, he kissed each boot toe and remained groveling at her feet.
"Well done," she said approvingly. "Have you been practicing?"
"Yes, Mistress, last night and this morning."
"I'm pleased, slave.  Let's do that a few more times, and then move on."
She directed him through his 'enter, drop, crawl, and worship' series ten times. He did well and wasn't cropped even once.
"That’s good, slave."
"Thank you, Mistress." Paul was pleased by her approval. 'It's not just avoiding punishment,' he thought. 'I like serving her and want to please her.
Submitting to her feels natural and right.'
"Let’s move to the next level. Now that you’ve learned how to present yourself to a mistress, let's learn to serve her."
"The first skill is presenting things. On the table there's a tray with a glass of water. Crawl to the table and rise smoothly to your feet. Then smoothly lift the tray with both hands. When possible, present what you're delivering on a tray with both hands. Walk to me using smooth measured steps, making sure to spill nothing. We're trying for what a waiter at a first-rate restaurant does. Visitors often comment that our slaves behave this way."
Paul followed instructions as best he could.
"Now, since I'm sitting, kneel and present the tray. If I don't take the glass, stay kneeling quietly, without moving. Keep your head bowed. You're furniture, so stay still until I require something of you."
Instead of taking the glass, she picked up a folder on the table by her throne and studied it. After a minute or two, Paul found the pose uncomfortable. His knees hurt, and his arms grew tired. Lisa showed no interest in him. Eventually she reached over, lifted the glass, took a drink, and returned the glass to the tray. Paul realized that if he dropped the tray he would be punished severely, and even worse if the glass broke. He desperately tried to control his shaking arms.
Lisa had done this hundreds of times.  She watched Paul’s arms shake. When she knew he couldn't hold it longer, she took the glass, drank it, and replaced it on the tray. She then ordered him to return the glass and tray to the table. Paul stood up gently and returned to the table.
"Good," Lisa said. "That's the basic maneuver. We'll practice this many times. Return to me with the tray. After I drink, bring the glass and tray back to the table."
"Yes, Mistress."
"In this application, slave, there's no need to say 'yes.' When delivering drinks, food or other things you remain silent, because you're furniture. Is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress."
As they repeated the process many times, Paul became more comfortable with delivering, bowing, and waiting.
◆◆◆
 
"Now, let's work on waiting at table."
She sat at a table on the other side of the room, next to a serving table with plates of rolls and bread.
"Your next skill is serving food. Place the roll on the cutting board, slice and butter it, then bring it to me. I want smooth quiet efficiency - no noise and no disturbance. Your goal is to be invisible."
Paul sliced the roll and buttered it. However, as he moved it to the plate it fell.
"Disgraceful," Lisa said with feigned contempt. "I was beginning to trust you! Now I see you're as useless as the other creatures that I've trained over the years. Remove your pants and get on the whipping bench."
Paul draped himself over the bench, and Lisa secured his wrists, ankles, and waist.
"I'll use a heavier cane today."
She took her mid-weight cane and presented it to his mouth.
"Kiss it, slave, and thank me for the discipline you're going to receive."
Paul kissed it, realizing that in a strange way he enjoyed the ritual, although he feared the upcoming pain.
"Thank you, Mistress, for disciplining me. I will learn from it and be better."
"If you don't, I have an even heavier one."
Paul heard her move behind him with deadly quiet as she prepared, followed by the whoosh through the air and the brutal impact on his rear. He grunted, but managed not to cry out.
"One, thank you Mistress."
Then came the ominous few seconds of quiet, followed by a harder blow.
"Two, thank you Mistress."
The beating went on, with each blow harder and more painful than the previous one. His whole body shook in agony. He knew that Lisa was enjoying the beating. She was less sadistic than some other mistresses, but still enjoyed punishing men. The difference was that she had an educational purpose beyond pure pleasure.
"Twelve, thank you Mistress," Paul croaked out in pain.
"Let’s see if that’s enough for you to get the message. We'll spend the next hour setting up and delivering simple orders."
By the end of the hour, Paul was delivering things to the table successfully.
"The next level is clearing plates. You present food to the mistress from her left side, and remove used plates and other items from her right. This is done silently and efficiently, not disturbing the mistress. Again, act as though you were invisible.  A good slave waiter is one that at the end of a meal mistress barely recognizes."
◆◆◆
 
After another half hour, Lisa pronounced herself satisfied for the moment.
"We'll now go to my quarters, slave. Today you'll help Marco serve my lunch. That's preparation for tomorrow, my weekly lunch with mistresses who report to me. The standards of that service are much higher, because Mistress Damiana will be there. She'll give you two dozen lashes when I'd give you a dozen, and use a harder implement. Is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress, I saw her last night, so I know what you mean."
"Excellent, slave. Bring your leash from the punishment rack."
Paul was unsure whether to walk or crawl. He crawled to the rack, returned with the leash in his mouth, and presented it from a kneeling position.
"Correctly done," she said. "When you don't need your hands to carry something, crawl."
She attached the leash to his collar and led him out of the room. He admired how smoothly and quickly she walked in high heels, using the classic model's runway walk, placing one foot in front of the other. It was part of the elegance that characterized the mistress' superior attitude and dominance.
He crawled behind her, working hard to keep up. When they reached her chambers, Marco was kneeling outside. He opened the door, bowed as he entered, and smoothly dropped to his knees.
"Attend me," she ordered Marco imperiously and led him to a luxurious bathroom. Marco turned on the water, and Lisa extended her hands and washed them. Marco carefully dried them.
"Are you ready for lunch, Mistress?"
"I am, slave."
Marco followed her to the table, pulled out her chair, and seated her. Paul admired his smooth motions and figured he had learned that in the Contessa's palazzo.
Paul, unsure what to do, knelt quietly on one side. Lisa nodded approvingly.
"Very good, slave, That's what you're supposed to do. Bring me a glass of white wine and a suitable lunch."
Paul rose smoothly to his feet, walked silently to the serving table, and followed the drill he had practiced. He filled a glass, carried it on a tray, and placed it on the lunch table. He then returned to the serving table and carefully set up a plate of fruit, cheese, and a green salad. He then served it properly.
"I'll now catch up on correspondence."
She snapped her fingers and pointed to another room. Guessing what was expected, Paul crawled there and returned with her laptop computer. She ate quietly and worked on the computer, answering email and reading documents. Paul knelt beside her, not moving although his tired knees hurt.
After Lisa finished lunch, she showed a soft side.
"Slaves, I'll relax in my chamber for a few minutes. You may serve yourselves."
"Thank you, Mistress," Paul and Marco said. They filled plates at the food table. Marco gestured for Paul to follow him to a small bedroom.
"This is a slave room for when one of us is required to stay overnight. We're allowed to eat at the small table."
Marco gestured for silence, indicating that Lisa should not be disturbed. They set their plates down and enjoyed lunch. After half an hour, Paul was puzzled by a sharp pain in his neck, and realized it came from his collar. Marco touched his own collar to show that he felt the same.
"That's Mistress, summoning us."
Lisa waited in the dining room, carrying Paul's leash.
"Marco, go through today's correspondence on my computer and prepare responses for my consideration. I'll take 11 back to the training room."
In the training room, Lisa seemed as full of energy as in the morning.
"Next, slave, we'll work on table setting. I assume you know the rudiments - positions of knife, fork, spoon, etc."
"Yes, Mistress," Paul said, grateful that he at least knew that.
"Good. We'll work on the next level - salad plates, wine glasses, water glasses, and the rest. These skills are expected of all slaves regardless of their duties. In fact, all slaves serve for two weeks each year in the mistresses' dining room at the laboratory. They're expected to keep their skills fresh and will be in serious trouble if they aren't."
They practiced table setting for two hours, going to more complicated topics such as placing salad bowls and soup bowls.
"These complexities are crucial, especially serving the Queen. She routinely hosts women of importance, including royalty. She's pleased that distinguished guests are quite satisfied. The Queen‘s personal slaves are trained to an even higher standard than others. She'll expect that of you and be very unhappy if you fail to meet it. You don't want to find out what happens if she's displeased."
"I understand, Mistress."
'He's a bright boy,' Lisa thought, 'and will be suitable for the Queen.  Still, whipping is the best way to be sure.'
"Let me emphasize that with your second daily whipping, slave."
Paul had hoped that it wouldn’t happen, but knew that was too much to expect. By now the ritual was familiar. He mounted the bench, was secured, and given another dozen lashes. However, Lisa had more in store.
"I'll show you something you need to learn, slave. I'll strike from a different position so that the cuts cross each other. That makes them more painful. The best whippings are when we alternate right and left-handed mistresses, or a mistress strikes from both sides. Fortunately, I do that well."
She crossed to his other side, and gave him another dozen lashes.
"Punishment is a science in Athena, because male submission relies on discipline."
"I understand that, Mistress. I wasn't aware of it before, but it's it been made clear since I came. I'm grateful for what you're teaching me, and know that I have much to learn to reach what the Queen requires.”
“That's true, slave, but you're learning fast. I was concerned whether you could handle the discipline, but you're in good condition for your age and absorb pain and suffering reasonably well. I assume you participated in sports.”
Paul was impressed with this analysis, and saw no harm admitting the truth.
“You're correct, Mistress. I'm a runner, kayaker, and backpacker, all of which involve endurance and tolerating discomfort and even pain.”
“I'm not surprised. The Queen wouldn't have let you try to join us if she didn't think you had a reasonable chance. Presumably she also warned you of the challenges you'd face.”
“She did, Mistress, clearly and forcefully.”
"OK - we'll call it a day. I've learned that I can only cram so much into a day, even using a cane or whip."
"Thank you, Mistress."
Having trained hundreds of slaves, Lisa never picked favorites. She viewed them as generic creatures that training and discipline would turn into good slaves. Still, because she was impressed with Paul's attitude, she decided to give him advice.
"I believe you were instructed to bring exercise clothing, slave. When you return to your quarters, get some aerobic exercise. Soon you'll need it."
Paul wondered about this. Nothing so far seemed aerobic, but Lisa clearly was doing him a favor by warning him.
"I'll do that, Mistress."
"See that you do, slave. Off you go."
◆◆◆
 
Paul returned to his room and changed into running gear. As he headed out the door, he noticed two slaves running and joined them. They welcomed him with quizzical looks, since he was running with a hood on. But having been informed of his situation, they accepted. They jogged at an easy pace from the palace into the nearby woods. The trail immediately started climbing. To his pleasure, Paul managed to keep up. At the top of the hill, they stopped and, although he didn't bring a water bottle, the others shared theirs.
"Thanks," Paul said. "Mistress Lisa told me to get into aerobic shape, but I don't know why."
"She’s right," both said almost simultaneously. They were among the many that Lisa had trained, and accepted her authority completely.
"Can you tell me why I should get into aerobic shape?"
"Because Mistress told you so," they laughed.
Paul didn’t like that. In the outside world, orders required justification rather than just authority. Here, however, authority was enough.
On the return run downhill Paul was sweating less and breathing more easily, which gave him more opportunities to observe the others. He noticed the deep welts on their backs but knew they hadn’t been punished last night. When they settled down on benches outside the slave quarters, he tried to learn more.
"It looks like you’ve been disciplined recently," Paul said.
"Yes, a few nights ago."
"You’re running well. Do you work the day after a beating?"
"Absolutely. A little slowly, but fine. As you probably figured out, discipline's a science here."
Paul was impressed at how well they understood and accepted the system.
"You get good food and accommodations, so that you can work as well as possible and are disciplined as hard as possible to make sure that you do."
"That’s a good summary," one of the slaves said.
After cooling off, Paul went to his room, showered, and read the manual for about an hour, until discipline time. He joined the other slaves and watched Damiana administer ferocious discipline. He was less shaken up than he had been yesterday. He knew that he was being conditioned to accept life in Athena just as the other slaves did.
◆◆◆
 
On the next day, he and Marco served Lisa and other mistresses at their weekly lunch. Damiana made a point of placing a whip on the table, to immediately discipline any infraction. Fortunately, although she was looking for something to punish, Paul didn’t give her a reason.
After lunch, the other mistresses left. Lisa indicated with a quick finger motion for Paul to stay, and smiled approvingly.
"You're doing well. You may worship my boots."
"Thank you, Mistress," Paul said and enthusiastically got to work. Lisa got as much pleasure from having her boots worshiped as he did from worshiping them. She smiled happily, closed her eyes, and enjoyed his groveling service.
"Nicely done. If I didn't already have an excellent slave, I'd consider you."
"I'd be honored and thrilled, Mistress," Paul said, "but Marco's much better."
"You're correct. I don’t think any American could reach his level. His family have been in service for generations. They're born and raised from childhood to serve, and their masters are born and raised to rule."
"Our mistresses have to be trained to rule, although some have instincts in that direction or dominatrix experience. Similarly, our males require training and discipline. Although they're submissive to begin with, they don't really know what that means until they come to us."
"That's certainly true for me, Mistress. This week has opened my eyes to true submission to dominant women."




Chapter 8: Next Steps

Morgan Crown was in a marvelous mood. She had started the day with a fast morning mountain bike ride, followed by a luxurious bath and pampering session with her personal slave Gary. Now, she stood in her large dressing room trying on a dress from her new summer wardrobe. She admired herself from all sides in the full-length mirrors. The dark green dress, a tightly fitting midi length with a halter neck, showed her toned and tanned upper body, arms, and legs nicely. It was comfortable while projecting elegance and power.
“This is wonderful, slave,” she said to Gary, who knelt by her side. “You made an excellent choice.”
“Thank you, your Highness, I knew it would look good on you, since everything does.”
“True, but your choices are always great.”
All her personal slaves had good taste, but Gary’s fashion sense was the best. His mother had been a successful model, and Gary had studied fashion in college. Serving at Athena let him  combine these skills with his natural submissive instincts. Thus, he loved Athena and serving the Queen.
Morgan had treated herself to a new summer wardrobe after Athena had a very successful spring. She enjoyed clothes and appreciated their power. She was beautiful and elegant, knew it, and used it to best effect.
Although Athenian uniforms were attractive and flattering, she sometimes tired of them. In the lab she wore uniform, following her mother‘s policy. However, in recent years, she had started not wearing uniform in the palace, which made her stand out from the other mistresses. She was concerned that this might not be viewed favorably, and asked Gary for advice. Gary had a good feel for everything in the palace.
“People like that you’re dressing differently, your Highness. It’s your palace. They know it and like you to be special. There's no resentment from the other mistresses and slaves. They look up to you with complete reverence.”
Gary was right. To her delight, mistresses and slaves complimented the outfit.
“Excellent, let’s try the shoes.” Gary slipped on green Jimmy Choo stilettos that matched her outfit perfectly.
“Those were a good choice, slave.”
“Thank you, your Highness. That’s what I’m here for.”
Morgan walked to the covered patio overlooking Silicon Valley, which she loved. It contained a dining area, where she breakfasted almost every day, and a comfortable throne and surrounding chairs for small meetings. Jeff, another of her personal slaves, was waiting on his knees. He rose, pulled out a chair, and seated her at the table.
“What may I serve, your Highness?”
“Just tea. I'll eat in ten minutes."
Her computer was on the table, as per her standing instructions, She spent several minutes perusing email. After determining that nothing required immediate action, she nodded and Jeff served breakfast. She ate slowly while catching up on the morning's news.
◆◆◆
 
At exactly 10:30, as instructed, Mistress Lisa and Lady Emily appeared. Jeff dropped to the floor, kissed their shoes, and ushered them to the patio. Both curtsied to Morgan, now seated on her throne.
"Good morning, your Highness."
"Good morning, Lady Emily and Mistress Lisa. Thank you for coming."
"It’s our pleasure."
Morgan gestured them to sit down and got straight to business in her usual direct way.
"Mistress Lisa, please give us your assessment of how slave 11 is progressing."
"Very well, your Highness. He's willing and learning fast. Although he's older than our usual, he approaches training with maturity and intelligence. He's completed domestic service training and will begin personal service training tomorrow. As we discussed, I'll direct the initial training and turn him over to you when you wish. We'll cover generic topics - clothes, bathing, makeup, hair and the like. The specifics will reflect my tastes, but he should have no trouble transitioning to yours."
"It sounds like you think he'll do well here."
"I have no concerns, your Highness. He takes discipline well and respects authority. He very much wants to be accepted into your service and will do what's required. I think he'll be a fine personal slave. He won't yet have the polish of someone like Gary or Jeff, which takes considerable time. But you'll get someone intelligent with a wider range of experience than from a younger slave."
"Could training going so easily be a problem? Might he not fully appreciate what slavery here involves?"
"That shouldn't be a problem, your Highness. I discipline him twice a day. In addition, he's watched Damiana's brutal weekly discipline."
"That should make things clear to him."
"It might even be harder than that, your Highness. Damiana resents his being given special treatment. She's expressed considerable hostility toward him, although he hasn’t done anything bad. She wants to subject him to a harsh session, and I reluctantly agreed."
"I see no harm in that," the Queen smiled. "He’s a strong boy, and won’t break.  Knowing what Damiana can do will prepare him for serious discipline in case a need arises."
"I think that’s wise, your Highness."
"Good. I appreciate the summary. You may return to your duties. I'll call in a bit when I want him sent up here."
Lisa curtsied and left. Morgan turned to Emily, who had been listening carefully. "What do you think?"
"That's very encouraging, your Highness. Paul's strongly interested in you and seems willing and able to undergo the rigors of our slavery."
"That's my feeling, too," the Queen said. "But I want to be careful to avoid wishful thinking. Many people would be surprised that a powerful and successful congressman would voluntarily submit to a dominant woman."
Emily smiled. "That’s true, your Highness, but those people don’t know you. We both know you'd have little trouble subjugating any male that interested you."
"That's been my experience," Morgan said with characteristic honesty. As a Queen, picking a mate was a matter of policy, not romance. Using her beauty, strength, and power, she could have her pick of men. She was looking for the right one to father her heir and preserve Athena's matriarchy. If he brought valuable skills, even better. She liked Paul, but didn't love him. He would be a useful tool for her and Athena. In contrast, he loved her in a classic romantic way. The difference in their outlooks was profound. She was Queen and he would be her slave.
"For today's business, I think it would make sense to have Paul here. Although he's still learning to be a slave, his wisdom and experience will be valuable."
"I agree, your Highness."
◆◆◆
 
The Queen phoned and asked Lisa to send number 11 up.  Two minutes he later appeared at the door. With perfect poise, he dropped to his knees, crawled to Morgan, and kissed her boots. She nudged him toward Emily, where he repeated the service.
"That’s good, slave.  Mistress Lisa is training you well."
"I'm doing my best, your Highness.  She's an excellent teacher."
"You're here to join discussions as a participant rather a slave. Remove your hood, but remain kneeling."
"Thank you, your Highness."
The Queen gestured to Emily.
"I'd first like to discuss our proposed programs to promote matriarchy. Do you have the initial memos I requested?"
"Of course, your Highness, for both components."
"The Athena fellowship program is simpler, so let's concentrate on starting it as soon as possible to generate interest and encourage applications."
"That's feasible if we act promptly, your Highness," Emily answered. "Here's a memo with initial thoughts." She handed the Queen and Paul folders.
"Holly and I have developed an initial budget,"  Emily said, referring to Athena’s CFO. "They'd be 4-year fellowships like those awarded by the National Science Foundation. The other costs won't be large, your Highness. We'll accept the applications online. The organizational matters can be easily handled by our office. We'll need honoraria for a panel to evaluate the applicants."
"That sounds reasonable."
"I’ve written an initial program description with emphasis on the advertisement and the subject areas."
The Queen and Paul turned to the appropriate page of the memo.
"My draft says 'we invite exceptionally talented and independent young women to apply for fellowships giving them freedom to chart their graduate careers in science, engineering, mathematics and public policy. Our goal is to increase the number of young women in these areas by giving them the opportunity to grow into successful scholars and community members who will contribute in the private sector, government, or otherwise.' How does that sound?"
"Good," the Queen said. "I assume the stipends will be generous."
"Very much so, your Highness, better than any other offer even the best young women will receive."
As a male and essentially a slave already, Paul was unsure of the protocol and remained silent while the women spoke. He wanted to show appropriate humility, but they had invited him to participate. He decided to take the chance.
"May I speak, your Highness?"
"You may, slave."
"There is something you might consider, your Highness," Paul said, carefully saying 'you' rather than 'we' to emphasize his inferiority.
"Your talk about the future of Silicon Valley emphasized what women's collegiality and cooperation bring to Athena. So, you could say that you're looking for outstanding young researchers who will bring both scientific accomplishment and a spirit of collegiality and cooperation to their research and other endeavors."
"I like that, slave," Emily said, enjoying addressing the congressman as 'slave.'
"I’ll revise the draft and have another in a day or so. In the meantime, your Highness, please review the budget plan. I assume from your speech that you want maximum publicity for the program."
"Absolutely", Morgan said. "We want Athena fellowships to be ones young women strive for, reflecting well on both them and us. Are there other issues that require attention?"
"Not at this stage, your Highness."
"I also have initial thoughts for the Deborah Crown Center for Social Policy," Emily said. Taking copies from her briefcase, she handed them to Morgan and Paul. "For planning, I assumed that we'd have four long-term staff members and a dozen young researchers. I asked the architect to plan a site on the east side of our complex, which is in the memo. I used my experience at TRAN to estimate the salary and operating costs, which scale with the number of people you chose to plan for. If these seem reasonable, I can do a more detailed cost plan and a plan for recruiting staff and organizing its operations."
"Thank you, Lady Emily," Morgan said. "Both programs should be successful and give us useful visibility and ideas for promoting matriarchy in Silicon Valley."
'And in helping you run for governor,' Emily thought but didn't say it. Morgan's smile indicated that there was no need to. 'She's an experienced CEO and Paul's an experienced politician, so both know what's involved.'




Chapter 9: Utsubo

"There's now a more complicated and highly sensitive topic to discuss," Morgan said. "Slave, this involves a highly classified national security matter. Utsubo is a joint project involving our government, Athena, and the Japanese government. Have you heard of it?"
"No, your Highness."
"Then we'll brief you. This is a very important project for Athena and our country. Whether or not you join us, I expect you to obey full security measures, and know that you will."
"Of course, your Highness."
"Lady Emily, please show our guest in."
Emily walked to the hall and gestured to a beautiful young Asian woman approximately Emily’s age. Like most Athenians, Fumiko Nakamura had never been in the palace. Her training had been in the lab complex, a modern Silicon Valley facility.  She was thrilled to be in the palace, and had not minded waiting outside the Queen’s chambers until summoned. In Japan, she had been raised to respect authority, including appearing before it at her best.  Inspecting herself in a hall mirror, she liked what she saw. Her uniform was tailored for perfect fit and her freshly polished boots gleamed. She wore the silver necklace with the owl pendant symbolizing Goddess Athena’s wisdom, that the Queen had presented at the welcoming ceremony for new mistresses. Her makeup was chosen for her Asian skin tone, and her long black hair shone.
She liked the feeling of the palace, whose paneled walls, Persian rugs, classic furniture, and decorations conveyed history and tradition. She was especially intrigued by a framed magazine cover from more than twenty years ago. It showed the Queen - then age 24 - beside her mother and father in this building. The headline read 'Silicon Valley Royalty – Debbie and David Crown rule from Athena Technology’s mountain castle.' A subhead read 'How a young couple built a tech powerhouse.'
Being Japanese, Fumiko tried to preserve the best of traditions while combining them with modern values. As a samurai descendant, she had a strong sense of duty and leadership, but without the excesses of the past. She was glad Japanese were no longer raised to go to war and die for the emperor, and did not feel that samurai should have the right to execute commoners. She wished that the samurai had not been officially abolished, but tried to maintain their best traditions.
Emily led her into the Queen's presence.
"Your Highness, may I present Dr. Fumiko Nakamura from our Tokyo office."
Fumiko bowed to waist  level.  Morgan smiled. She had spent enough time in Japan to recognize the deep bow that a samurai would give to her lord.
"Welcome, Mistress Fumiko. Thank you for making the long trip on short notice."
In perfect and almost accentless English, Fumiko responded. "I'm honored to be here, your Highness. I recall briefly meeting you during my training."
"I recall that meeting and I have heard much of you since, Mistress. It's a pleasure to have you here."
"Thank you, your Highness."
"This slave is called '11.' We don't need his name for our purposes, but he has considerable experience with the U.S. government and may be helpful in our discussions. Please bring him up to speed by briefly reviewing the project and the difficulties that made you fly across the ocean."
"Of course, your Highness."
"Years ago, I was a postdoc at the Japan Institute for Strategic Studies. By chance, I hosted a counterpart, now Lady Emily, whom I already knew casually. We had similar interests and backgrounds, since we're both from samurai families and our grandfathers served together in the Imperial Navy in WW II. Lady Emily was working at TRAN, a think tank in Pasadena, studying applications of new technologies to warfare. She focused on the U.S. defending Asia, particularly Taiwan, against China. I was exploring how Japan could defend itself against China.  Our challenge is that we have superb technology and skilled people, but compared to China we have a smaller - though more capable - military, a smaller population, and a smaller gross domestic product."
"We also face a geographic challenge.  Japan is a long chain of islands. Thus, as we learned the hard way in WW II, Japan is easy to attack and difficult to defend. In war with China, we would be vulnerable to attack almost anywhere and would have to defend almost everywhere."
"Thinking this over, it seemed to me that we should exploit our strength in technology and robotics to build an unmanned underwater defense system. This would be controlled from on land and consist of installations with advanced sensors and weapons. Chinese invaders would not know how many installations existed and where they were, and so would have trouble preparing to counter them. Although some planners favored the alternative of building a much larger navy to counter China’s, that would require more people, be hideously expensive, and not exploit our advantages. It would also concern our neighbors, given our aggression in WW II, which a defensive system would not."
"Lady Emily and I found that among our common interests, we both enjoyed female dominance. We went to several parties and became close friends. One night, after a BDSM party and cups of sake - our national beverage is much stronger when hot - I asked Lady Emily to assess my defense concept. To my pleasure, she liked it."
"Over the next few days, she helped me draft a memo proposing the system. She suggested calling it 'Moray' after the eel that hides underwater amid rocks, but is very dangerous if disturbed. In Japanese, it's called 'Utsubo,' the 'gangster of the sea,' and is famed for its unpredictable temperament and sharp teeth."
◆◆◆
 
"I took the plan to my superiors, who liked it. I was instructed not to discuss it with anyone, including Emily. We presented it to the highest level of the Maritime Self-Defense Force, as our navy is called. They liked it as alternative to building a much larger fleet. I was pleased by this reception, especially because Japan can be very patriarchal. They were surprisingly receptive to a new idea from a young woman only two years past PhD with no naval experience."
Emily smiled and broke in. "An important factor might be worth mentioning. May I?"
"If you wish, my Lady," Fumiko bowed. Emily liked that Fumiko used her title, showing proper respect to a superior of her own age, without resentment. The Queen's decisions, like hiring her at a high rank, were rarely questioned.
"Fumiko's grandfather was Japan's finest submarine commander in WW II, and one of the finest submarine captains in any navy in any war. He has the unique accomplishment of sinking two aircraft carriers, one American and one British. Sinking a carrier is the height of a sub captain's career, and sinking two is extraordinary. So, a suggestion from Fumiko would be considered seriously, especially because her grandfather was known for imaginative new tactics."
Fumiko bowed again and resumed.
"Utsubo was approved rapidly.  Given its cost, the Self-Defense force sought cooperation from the U.S. Navy, who have much experience with underwater facilities. The U.S. Navy agreed, and recommended that Athena serve as prime contractor, handling planning, software and communications, and subcontracting hardware including weapons to a Japanese company. All this must be done secretly to prevent the Chinese from easily locating and eliminating the installations in the event of war."
"To my surprise and honor, I was offered a position with Athena to coordinate the project. This was done in secrecy. Arrangements were made with Lady Tamar while she stopped in Tokyo on another trip."
"Slave," Morgan explained, "Lady Tamar is head of software and led development of Israel's Iron Dome missile defense system." Paul was unsure how to acknowledge the Queen's explaining something to a slave, so simply bowed his head.
"I have a small staff and coordinate between the U.S. and Japanese sides," Fumiko continued. "We also help in planning using concepts from air defense. For secrecy, my office has an innocuous name with no relation to Athena. Communications are highly confidential. I interface with Lady Tamar, who I gather is on travel and cannot participate in this meeting."
"Correct," the Queen said. "At some point after joining us, Lady Emily casually mentioned that she had spent time with you. I was curious what she was doing there. Sniffing around established that she had helped write your initial Utsubo memo. Still, I gather that until a few days ago she did not know that the project was operational."
"That's true, your Highness," Emily said. "I'm glad, as it indicates that our security is good.  I had no need to know about it."
"Now that Lady Emily is Deputy CEO, I asked her to help address the problems you have found in the last month."
"I agree, your Highness, and am very sorry to be here. Under the highest secrecy, sensor and weapon systems development are going forward. However, although our major contractor for the installations is fully qualified and presented an excellent plan, for some reason construction has recently become extremely slow. I have been pressing for action, but it does not happen. This is a sensitive topic, because the company, Japan Sea Systems, has many highly placed friends in government. I have visited repeatedly and am very unsatisfied with the explanations they have given."
Fumiko had enjoyed visiting the shipyard, which was covered to hide what was going on from spy satellites. The installations were large vessels, about twice the size of a bus, with rounded upperworks that made them look like giant turtles. The shape made them hard to detect with sonar, and they were made of ceramic material that had little magnetic signature.  Construction had been moving quickly, but for some reason had recently slowed to a crawl.
"I am sufficiently concerned that I took the liberty of investigating within Japan Sea Systems. I found that one of the highest officials of the company, Kenji Abe, the president's son, is causing the delays. He routinely demands further tests or reports, to the frustration of his subordinates who are keen to get to work.  I thus did something unethical. I arranged for my assistant Masaru, an attractive young woman, to befriend the gentleman."
"He revealed that his father is close to retirement, at which point he will become president. He plans to end Utsubo in favor of a larger surface ship fleet, which will be more profitable for the company. This will be more expensive, but he believes the company has the political influence to sell it. Hence, he is stalling the project. I'm unsure what to do. Although I have good relations with senior officers in Maritime Self-Defense, making an accusation of this magnitude would be hard, especially because the information came in a somewhat unethical fashion."
"After mulling this over for two weeks and being unable to develop a solution, I reluctantly reported this to Lady Tamar, who passed the information upward."
Everyone in the room sat quietly.
"Thank you, Mistress," the Queen said graciously. "That was a very clear presentation. Be assured that no blame falls on you. The question is not how we got here, but what to do. Are there suggestions?"
The group thought quietly, but no one spoke. When no mistresses spoke, Paul decided it might be proper for him to, despite being a slave.
"Your Highness, the most obvious approach is government-to-government. This would involve explaining the problem to the U.S. Navy, presenting as much of the story as possible. What we know by informal means could not be included. The Navy would pressure its Japanese counterpart to speed up, but would not be able to explain how the problem arises. There will be a great deal of finger pointing between the Japanese Navy and contractor, and at best slow action."
"I agree, slave," the Queen said. She liked how Paul presented a thoughtful analysis with appropriate slave humility, demonstrating how she hoped he would fit in at Athena.
"Lady Emily, what are your thoughts? You often have creative solutions."
"Your Highness, since Mistress Fumiko has identified the person causing the problem,  addressing it there would seem to be our best bet."
The Queen nodded. "Mistress Fumiko, what do you know about the gentlemen?"
"His image is not good, your Highness. He is a wealthy playboy with very little actual accomplishments or experience, but he has an important position and will inherit a major company.  Interestingly, given our interests in Athena, it's worth noting that he's heavily involved in our BDSM scene. As a dominant male, he tends to be obnoxious when he's consumed too much alcohol, and has been involved in scandals involving injury to his women partners. In many ways, he is the worst kind of upper-class Japanese male."
"Interesting," Emily said thoughtfully. "That would seem to be offer an opportunity. Perhaps you and I should discuss this privately. I’m sure her Highness has better things to do."
"I agree," the Queen said. "I’m sure you two samurai can come up with a creative solution."
Emily and Fumiko understood that the Queen was looking for a plausibly deniable solution. They were being encouraged to act without concern for legality so long as they did not get caught.




Chapter 10: Cousins

Emily led Fumiko down the wide central stairway and out of the palace. They walked down the sidewalk along the manicured lawn, enjoying the view of the pond and garden. The colorful flower garden gave Fumiko a feeling of almost being in Japan. Like everything about the palace, it exuded a sense of peacefulness and stability that she found satisfying. She was pleased to be part of Athena and to do whatever she could to help it, especially because what she was doing for Athena also served Japan.
The morning had been Fumiko's first view of Athena's highest level. She was excited to interact with the Queen.  Like most low-ranking Athenians, she had little direct experience with Morgan and viewed her as a remote and almost divine ruler - in some ways like Japan's Emperor. In person, the Queen's power, intelligence, elegance, and grace came across. She presided over the meeting with the ease of having been born and raised to rule. She made Fumiko feel welcome despite her lower rank, listened carefully to her report, quickly sized up the situation, considered options, and delegated solving it to her and Emily.  It was easy to see why she commanded admiration and respect both within Athena and the wider tech world. Morgan reminded Fumiko of great female rulers like Cleopatra and Elizabeth I, whom since childhood she had idolized and hoped to emulate.
Fumiko was delighted to be working with Emily, who seemed like a cousin. They had similar samurai family backgrounds, educations in political science, and world views. They had interacted in the past, been separated by the demands of working on classified topics, and now reunited. It felt like they had never been apart.
"You’re staying with me, so we’ll have lots of time to catch up. My cottage is a short walk away. My slave has taken your bag and will unpack it and lay out the contents for you. He’ll do a wonderful job, as he always does."
"That’s great, my Lady.  Actually, how should I address you?"
"In private, call me Emily."
"Thank you. It seems strange - someone I’ve known for years, then lost track of, pops up above me in this wonderful company."
"It’s mostly dumb luck," Emily said, "It could have been the other way around. The Queen was looking to bring in young blood high in the company. She heard me talk about technology and innovation in warfare and invited me to interview. I did well and to my surprise, she offered me a job with a seat on the council of Ladies. I could imagine the same happening if she'd visited you in Japan."
"Thanks, that’s kind of you. I gather you’ve been doing brilliantly."
"Again, mostly luck. When I interviewed, I talked about the need to do new things, and the council members asked for examples. I’d been volunteering with Los Angeles County search and rescue and been thinking about using drones and AI. I didn’t have a specific plan, but had general ideas.  So when asked, I said something almost coherent. The Ladies liked the idea and approved it."
"The Queen really wanted Searcher to succeed, because she wants to diversify into new areas. Athena is prospering doing defense and proprietary stuff, but she also wanted publicly visible successes.  She gave me funding and a team of two mistresses and four slaves, all of whom were really good. They got Searcher up to speed, and our first deployment helped find some missing Boy Scouts, which got us great publicity."
"I saw your press conference and interviews. You were really good!"
"Thanks.  By now it’s a successful product. Lots of U.S. and foreign organizations are using it.  After I worked on some other projects, the Queen invited me to become Deputy CEO."
Fumiko, who was used to Athena's secrecy, wasn't surprised that the 'other projects' weren't explained.
"Since becoming DCEO, I've learned a lot about the company. But even I wasn’t told about your project until recently. It's one of the 'black' projects that are 'need to know.' "
Fumiko grinned. "Officially, my group isn't part of Athena, but a small firm called Transpacific Technology Collaboration. I came here for initial training with my assistant and two slaves. We knew each other from the BDSM world. She's a network operations expert. One boy is into underwater technology, and the other is a communications and computer guy. So, between us we have most of the needed skills."
"After training we were assigned for a few months to Lady Tamar's  group. It turns out that there’s lots in common between air defense and underwater defense. The weapons and environment are different, but the basic approaches are similar."
"That’s funny," Emily said. "You'd done your training and were working for us in Tokyo by the time I joined.  I now remember a funny incident. I was talking to the Queen, and she mentioned having been in Japan and meeting the Emperor and the Prime Minister, but wouldn't say why. I said what a huge honor that was even for Japanese, much less gaijin. I’ve never met either one."
"Neither have I," Fumiko said. "Grandfather did when he sank the carriers. They gave him the Order of the Chrysanthemum, our highest military award.  He'd convinced the admirals to modify his sub for long range, that let him penetrate the Indian Ocean where the British didn't expect Japanese warships. They were careless and had an aircraft carrier sailing without escorts.  After he sunk it, he wasn’t sure they’d sent an SOS. So, he radioed the Royal Navy saying that a Japanese sub had sunk an aircraft carrier, gave the latitude and longitude, and told them to pick up the survivors.  The Brits suppressed the story publicly, but it got around. After the surrender, grandfather talked with a British admiral who said he appreciated his sporting spirit, and treated him to dinner. That sort of thing made his reputation and probably helped when I started pitching Utsubo."
"I’m sure it did! I’m glad we'll have a chance to chat. My cottage is one of those around the palace that the Queen lets Ladies live in. It’s considered part of the palace, so maintenance, ordering supplies and food, and anything I want is done through the palace."
"Sounds wonderful."
"What's even better is that the Queen‘s personal slaves are trained to be comparable to the staff in royal palaces in Europe or Japan. Those being trained are given to Ladies living in the cottages.  Mine, who'll serve you while you’re staying with me, has been with me for two years and is incredibly good."
◆◆◆
 
Their short walk through the woods brought them to a traditional-looking log cabin.
"Come on in," Emily said, as they entered. Ethan had been waiting by the door on his knees. He dropped and kissed each of their boots.
"Welcome, Mistress Fumiko. Lady Emily has told me about you. I will be happy to provide any service or assistance you request."
Fumiko smiled broadly and replied, "Thank you, slave."
Emily led Fumiko into the great room with its high ceiling and large rock fireplace. It opened to a deck with a hot tub, picnic table and chairs, and a panoramic view of the valley below. Fumiko admired the room and the samurai sword hanging above the fireplace.
"That's my grandfather‘s katana.  It’s been in our family for hundreds of years. Grandfather brought it when he emigrated to the U.S., and my father gave it to me once I was living on my own. Do you have your grandfather’s?"
"Certainly. It hangs in my office and is a great conversation starter when navy people visit. There's a scary story about it.  At one point under depth charging by British destroyers, someone freaked out, started screaming, and tried to open the hatch. Of course, that would have sunk the sub. Granddad instantly beheaded him with this sword, which he kept on the bridge. It steadied the crew, showing that the captain was in control. They waited it out for six more hours before the British decided the sub was probably sunk, and went away. Grandfather said he wasn't proud of it, but it saved everyone else on board's lives."
"He was probably right," Emily said. "Although the samurai have been abolished, we come from families who know the importance of duty and that certain things need to be done."
Emily didn't elaborate, but thought back to her time in Pasadena where homeless drug addicts camped on a trail above town were harassing women. The police were powerless to do anything because the encampment was just outside the city limits. After meeting a young woman who had been threatened and barely escaped, Emily acted. One night, dressed in black, she took the sword, headed up the trail, and beheaded the two leaders of the harassing group in their tents while they slept. This crime was never reported because the rest, terrified by finding their leaders' dead bodies and severed heads, vanished. There was much speculation among the police and citizens about what happened, but no one knew.  Emily never told anybody and felt no guilt.
"This is your room," Emily said, opening a comfortable guestroom. "Your bathroom's there, and Ethan has put away your clothes and toiletries. He does a much better job than I would. I used to just dump things. Now I’m used to having them arranged perfectly."
Emily showed her the the rest of the house. "My study's over here, and the kitchen's there. Feel free to take anything you want. I don’t know what schedule you’re on and whether your flight was tiring."
"Not at alI. I got incredibly lucky. As part of our low profile in Japan, I usually report orally to Lady Tamar when she's in Tokyo. She's there every two months while travelling to Thailand for a project she doesn't discuss. We meet in the Athena plane at the airport, so she never officially enters Japan. When I reported our problem, the Queen summoned me and had the plane fly me here. It’s my first time on a private aircraft and it's the most comfortable flight I've ever had."
"I know," Emily said. "I love the plane. I use it when I travel with the Queen as her assistant. Anyway, down the hall there's a bedroom for Ethan and any other slave that happens to be here, and the discipline room."
"This is wonderful. You've got so much space, compared to my little apartment in Tokyo."
"Totally! Actually, before I joined Athena I had a little place in Pasadena, about the size of my living room here. My girlfriend Erika also lives here. She's away, setting up the Searcher system for national parks in Europe. I miss her a lot but it's a great opportunity for her. Speaking of which, how about you?"
"I'm getting pretty close to Seiya, who's Kenji Abe's number two on Utsubo. He's nothing like the boss - a nice guy and keeps pushing Abe to stop blocking progress."
"Interesting," Emily mused. "Do you think..."
"No! He's too loyal to involve in what we're doing, but will be thrilled if Abe's no longer in charge. Anyway, thanks for letting me stay with you."
"It's my pleasure. Another advantage of working here is secrecy, since far fewer people will see you. I'm sure you noticed that you won't be visiting the lab during your time here."
"I assumed as much," Fumiko said.
Emily led Fumiko to the deck. "This is my favorite place to think. It's like the Queen's, but she’s on a higher floor. See what you recognize."
Standing at the edge of the deck, Fumiko admired the view.
"This is great. I see the Bay. The red roofs are Stanford and the donut's Apple. I don’t know the others."
"Let’s get a snack and talk seriously," Emily said. She touched a button on her chair. Ethan appeared instantly and bowed. Emily pointed to Fumiko.
"What would you like, Mistress?"
"Something cold and a snack, slave."
Ethan bowed again and withdrew.  Two minutes later he brought a tray with lemonade, glasses, and a selection of cheese and fruit. After he served them, Emily waved him away.
"Normally, I have him kneel and wait on me. But since we’re talking highly classified stuff, it’s best that he leave. I trust him and have no concerns, but let's take security seriously.  You noticed that the Queen didn't have slaves in the room except for 11, who's in an unusual situation."
"Can I ask about him?" Fumiko asked curiously. 
Emily thought for a second about what to say. "He's a potential slave who's very enamored of the Queen and could be an incredible asset to us. He’s being trained to see whether he might be suitable. I can’t say more."
"I understand." Fumiko accepted Emily's authority, and almost said "My Lady."
◆◆◆
 
As they sipped lemonade and nibbled on cheese and fruit,  Emily got down for business.
"I think the Queen wants us to resolve the problem unofficially without a trail or conflict between Athena, the U.S. Navy, Japan Sea Systems, and the Japanese Navy."
"That makes sense," Fumiko said. "We're political scientists and have thought about such matters. We're well read, including Machiavelli. We're from samurai families, so she expects us to decide what to do and do it without asking for permission or assistance. Then if something goes wrong, no blame falls on her. I suspect she'd have no reluctance to sacrifice either or both of us."
"I agree," Emily said, "and I don’t hold it against her. For her, Athena comes first. It’s complicated because she owns Athena. She's very patriotic and wants to do best for the U.S. She assumes that you want to do what's best for Japan."
"Of course. We remember the original kamikaze, the typhoon that destroyed a Chinese invasion fleet. We consider ourselves culturally superior to Chinese, but worry about their enormous size and assets."
"Agreed, so what do we do about our problem?"
"Well," Fumiko said, "a direct approach from the U.S. Navy to the Japanese Navy won't work, because Japan Sea Systems is well connected."
"So, we should resolve the problem via its source, Kenji."
"I see two options," Fumiko said. "First, change his behavior by bribing, convincing, or intimidating him.  He's wealthy and trying to get richer, so bribing won't work. I considered blackmailing him via the BDSM scene. It would be easy to track and film him as brutalizes a  female submissive.  We could threaten to expose him with the video."
"Do you think that would work?" Emily asked. 
"No, for two reasons. First, we have a bad tradition of abuse of women by powerful men, so he'd shrug it off.  His friends are powerful enough to ensure that no charges are brought. Second, he could say that the video was faked.  The woman’s testimony would count little against a senior industrial figure with friends in the police and security services. Japan has a long tradition of covering up misbehavior by highly ranked individuals."
"Don’t be apologetic," Emily laughed, "such things happen here.  So, what does that leave?" She knew what Fumiko would say.
"We remove him from the picture, by taking him out of his position or otherwise."
"Agreed," Emily said, "and otherwise means killing him.  The only viable action is illegal. It sounds like illegality does not concern you."
"No, it doesn't. This is crucial for Japan. We face danger from China's rising power, and must confront them. We can't allow people making decisions for personal gain to prevent that. Since I see no way to remove Kenji from his position without killing him, we have to kill him. Fortunately, his BDSM activities provide an approach."
"Agreed." Emily said. "Ideally, he should appear to die in the course of a BDSM activity,  perhaps a session that went wrong. He was abusing a female submissive who killed him. This would give the police and politicians a strong incentive to suppress the story and not pursue it aggressively. Perhaps a video could reach the police, which would strengthen their desire not to pursue this investigation."
"That would be important," Fumiko said. "Although Japan has little crime, our police are efficient and have modern methods."
"We have to plan carefully," Emily said. "When do you leave?"
"Tomorrow night."
"Good, that gives us time. Let's relax for the rest of the day. Tomorrow, when we're well rested, we can start planning."
"That sounds fine."
"Great! Let's relax like Athenians. Tomorrow's Ethan's weekly discipline day, so I'll move it up to today. Let's give him a good hard beating in the discipline room, and have him give us a nice boot worship session. Then we can mellow out in the hot tub with drinks and girl talk."




Chapter 11: Personal Service

Paul entered Lisa's chambers, knelt, and kissed her boots.  She snapped her fingers and led him, crawling, to her dressing room. It was elegant and attractively decorated with photos of California's north coast. Paul assumed it reflected her good taste and Marco's perfect housekeeping. 
"It’s time for the next step, slave," Lisa said. "Your domestic service is adequate. Next, which is harder, is personal service.  You've been married, I gather."
"Yes, Mistress."
"However, slave, you probably had little to do with your wife’s personal matters. Strangely, men tend to be unfamiliar with women’s clothes, hair, makeup, nails, and other crucial attributes.  Historically, upper class women had maids.  But in Athena, men serve as maids. I'll teach you the rudiments before I turn you over to the Queen."
"To begin, slave, study my closets and dresser. I'll open them and you peruse what I wear and how it's organized. Look carefully and ask any questions you wish. Start with my clothes and then the contents of my bathroom. When you're ready, tell me and I'll see what you've learned. Is that clear?" 
"Yes, Mistress."
After 15 minutes, Paul thought he understood where different articles of clothing went.
"I think I’m clear on this, Mistress."
She opened her dresser and placed the shelves' contents on the rug, then did the same for her closets.
"Now," she said, "replace things where they were."
Paul realized in horror that while looking, he hadn't assimilated her system.
"Do you need help, slave?"
"Yes, Mistress."
"So, you didn't really look. I'm disgusted." She slapped his face with her riding crop. "As I suspected, you lived with a woman for years but didn’t observe how she put her clothing away. That's disgraceful."
"She didn't let me have anything to do with it, Mistress."
"She was wise, slave. Let's review. How could you not have noticed? Underpants in the top drawer, bras in the second, socks in the third, and stockings in the fourth."
"Yes, Mistress. I'm sorry."
"You should be, fool." She slapped him again with her crop. "Now, put things away properly."
Once he did that, Lisa ordered, "Now the closets, slave. Surely you know what to do."
Paul hadn't observed what went into the three closets.
"I don’t recall exactly, Mistress. They were very different."
Lisa slapped him again, even harder.
"Fool, don’t you remember which was in which closet? It's simple. Uniforms in the left, fetish and dress wear in the center, casual wear in the right. In casual wear it's skirts and dresses on the left and pants on the right."
Embarrassed, Paul replaced things as best he could. Lisa corrected every error with her crop.
"That's barely acceptable, boy. I'll empty the closets again and I want you to arrange each one properly. Women organize clothing by function and type so they can choose the right ones for the occasion."
For the next 15 minutes, Lisa directed him as he rearranged her closets and dresser, explaining what went where.
Paul was amazed. He threw his pants in a drawer and shirts in another, but that was about it. Lisa‘s clothing was neatly folded or hung, and organized by categories, colors, and seasons. She could instantly pick an appropriate outfit. Embarrassed, he recalled that Fiona also had a place for everything, and everything in its place.
After they carefully went through Lisa’s closets and drawers, she put everything on the floor and had Paul return it. This time he did better, so fewer pieces were misplaced and drew a painful cropping.
"You’re starting to get the idea, slave. Fortunately for you, I'm merciful. The Queen will expect perfection, so you better learn what to do before you enter her service. Is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress."
"Now, let’s look in my bathroom. Look carefully at what's in each cabinet, and this time remember it. They're organized by obvious categories."
Paul realized that at the first level it wasn't hard. Bath products were in one cupboard, and beauty products in the other. But beyond that it got complicated. He tried to memorize what went where. Lisa took everything out, put them on the counter, and Paul tried to return them. He got the general categories right. Most things went into the correct cupboard, but beyond that he made many mistakes and was cropped accordingly.  Eventually he realized that one shelf was for hair products, one for makeup, one for nails, and so on. By the third repetition he was doing reasonably well.
"That’s better, slave," Lisa said. "The Queen may do things differently, but she'll follow the same functional categories. Historically, a queen would have ladies-in-waiting who understood her needs precisely. However, using a crop, you'll get it fast. The sooner you get it, the less painful it will be."
"Yes, Mistress," Paul replied, trying to hide his apprehension. 'This was going to be much harder than he'd anticipated,' he thought. 'Could he learn to do it acceptably?'
◆◆◆
 
"Now, we'll start on personal service. One of your primary duties for the Queen is to help her look as good as possible. You admire women's perfection, don't you?"
"Of course, Mistress."
"It doesn't come easily, but involves much work. Although every 14-year-old girl succeeds, for some reason males have trouble understanding it. Have you done your wife’s nails?"
"No, Mistress."
"How often have you seen her do them?"
"Hundreds of times, Mistress."
"And it never occurred you to help?"
"No, Mistress." Paul answered, embarrassed that Lisa was correct.
"Like most males, you're lazy and take our beauty for granted. It's time you learned what's involved. Let's start with the easiest, painting fingernails and toenails. I have many colors that I match with my outfits. I assume your wife did that."
"Yes, Mistress."
"Did you look at how she was doing it or ask?"
"No, Mistress. I took it for granted." As Lisa continued, Paul felt even guiltier. Athena expected much better behavior from males than was common elsewhere.
"Exactly, now you'll learn that with the help of my crop. Is that clear, slave?"
"Yes, Mistress."
"I've chosen a color. Get to work."
She placed her right hand on a small pillow, and Paul set to work. 'How hard can this be?', he thought, and started painting her nails. What looked simple when Fiona did it was much harder than he expected. He got polish on Lisa's finger, and was promptly cropped. Polish dripped to the floor, triggering a cropping and an order to get down to the floor and lick it up. He did so, despite the polish's foul taste, and got a kick while down there. He rose again and eventually completed all five fingers.
"That's pathetic, but typical for a first time," Lisa grumbled. "Now do the other hand better - polish on the nails, not the fingers or the floor."
"Yes, Mistress."
He did better on the left hand, and was cropped less. Still, he felt like a clumsy fool.
"Now, toes." She kindly raised her foot on a stool rather than forcing him to kneel and do it on the floor.  The toenails were easier, because she put a towel beneath her feet, so splatter didn't end up on the floor. He received less criticism and fewer crops and slaps.
When he finished, Lisa inspected her nails and nodded.
"Not bad, slave. You'll get there eventually."
"I’ve always liked how women’s nails project power, Mistress."
"That’s the idea, slave. Our nails are predator's claws, like a tigress. Bright red nails imply blood and power. Don't you agree?"
"Very much so, Mistress."
"Did you ever ask how your wife achieved her nails' color and shine?
"No, Mistress. I took it for granted."
"Well, you're paying for that now. You should've been a better husband. Since most males are like you, we teach personal service."
"Thank you, Mistress. I understand."
"All right," she said, "that’s enough for today. Return to your room. Once you've cleaned up, get out for exercise. Fortunately, you seem to be in good condition."
"Yes, Mistress. I run with slaves most evenings."
"Good. Stay at that level of fitness, since you may need it soon."
"Yes, Mistress." Paul wanted to know why, but accepted that if she wanted him to know, she'd have told him. 
◆◆◆
 
The next two days were more complicated versions of the same program - storage in the morning and nails in the afternoon. On the third day, things got more complicated.
Lisa removed her outer clothes and ordered, "Dress me!"
Paul had never done this for Fiona, and didn't know what was involved.
"Come on, slave, it’s easy. I’m wearing uniform, which is simple. I've taken my clothes off, so you don’t need to choose them. Just put them on me, very gently. Start with my blouse and don't pinch my skin. I'm a goddess whom you worship by dressing."
Paul did his clumsy best, feeling like a fool. He loved seeing mistresses in uniform, but hadn't thought about what was involved in wearing it.
"Next, help me into my skirt."
He picked it up, unzipped it, and helped her into it. Kindly, she had left her stockings on, so he didn't have to deal with them.  Last came her boots. He placed her feet on a stool as gently as he could, and slid the boots on, avoiding any disaster.
After three cycles, Lisa was somewhat satisfied.
"That's barely acceptable, slave, so it's enough for today. We'll repeat this tomorrow. Uniform is the simplest outfit I wear.  Once you've learned to dress me properly in it, we'll do more complicated outfits."
"Yes, Mistress," Paul said, trying to sound enthusiastic.
"Of course I could dress myself, but you're my slave. Your function is to pamper me, to make my life as comfortable as possible."
"I understand, Mistress. I'm honored to serve you."
As always, they ended the day with a beating. Paul now accepted the beatings as normal and understood their function of teaching him to be a better slave.
The next day was more challenging. He spent the morning helping Lisa into dresses and skirts. These were more exciting than uniform, because he rarely saw her in them. It got even better when she went from casual dresses to formal dresses requiring many more adjustments and care to ensure the perfect look.  Although he was slapped for even trivial errors, Paul enjoyed the dressing ritual, especially for a formal event.
Eventually they started with jewelry. Lisa explained which types of jewelry went with which outfits.  They began with necklaces and bracelets, and eventually graduated to earrings. These took more care and resulted in more slaps, but he mastered them. By the end of the afternoon, he'd dressed Lisa in several outfits. 
They then started accessories, focusing initially on handbags. He'd naïvely assumed that women had only one or two handbags, and was stunned how many Lisa had. Each went with different outfits. Again, this was something he'd taken for granted. Lisa explained that a woman’s outfit consisted of clothing, shoes, accessories and then, of course, cosmetics.
"Surely you’ve realized how much better we look than men," Lisa said.
"Of course, Mistress."
"We invest care in every aspect of our appearance, and it shows.  We're superior beings. Men are more like animals."
Paul didn’t like the analogy, but knew it was correct.
"That’s true, Mistress. Men have few clothes and put little thought into them. Women have an enormous range of clothing, accessories, and cosmetics, and put great thought into them. The effect is dramatic."
"It's especially true in Athena," Lisa said. "Because we rule and men serve, we dress to project leadership and authority. Our men are inferior creatures whose function is to serve. They dress and look almost interchangeably. Don’t you agree, slave?"
"I do, Mistress."
"Good. Tomorrow we'll go to the next level.  First, you'll practice serving me - bathing me, drying me, and pampering me.  That's challenging and easy to get wrong. If I'm unhappy with your treatment, you'll feel it instantly. After that, we'll move to hair and makeup, the final touches that make a woman look perfect. How do you feel about this training?"
"It’s difficult but exciting, Mistress. I'm thrilled to help you or any other mistress to whom I’m assigned look better. I now understand how women look so good, the complexities involved, and how we inferior males can help."
"Correct," she said. "I'm teaching you in a few days the rudiments of what women learn over years. The Queen will impose much higher standards, so the results will be even more impressive. You've seen how stunning she looks."
"Certainly, Mistress. I'm always awed by her."
"That's the right attitude, and will help you. I'll tell the Queen in two days that you're ready to start learning with her, if she's ready for you."
"Thank you, Mistress.  You've opened my eyes to the world of women in a way that I never did while married."
"That's common, slave. In Athena, men's function is to serve women by making their lives easier and more pleasant. We're female supremacists. We believe that women are superior, so men serve them. Our company's success shows that it works.  I think the Queen articulated that very well in her lecture. What do you think?
Paul realized that Lisa had figured out who he was. "It sounds like you know who I am in the outside world, Mistress."
"Of course, slave," she said. "I had no problem with the hood and the anonymity, but it couldn’t go on. Marco was curious and identified you in two days."
"How, Mistress?"
"He recorded some of your conversations and ran them against voiceprint compilations on the internet. Because of the Queen‘s implicit instructions, he told only me, and I haven't distributed this information. However, I’d be surprised if other people haven’t figured it out. I assume the Queen will at some point reveal your identity. Have you discussed this?"
"No, Mistress," Paul admitted. "That's the Queen‘s decision to make."
"Of course, slave. Presumably she'll reveal it if you meet her standards to join us."
The next two days were challenging and exciting, but fun. Paul loved pampering Lisa after she bathed - drying, combing, and brushing her hair and doing other things expected from a personal slave. Lisa also gave him makeup lessons that went well. He wasn't up to professional standards, but by the end of the second day, he did a credible job.  Now that he knew the basics, the Queen and her slaves would teach Paul exactly what she wanted.
"The palace slaves are outstanding," Lisa explained proudly. "Presumably you noticed that Marco's branded with a 'P,' for distinguished service in the palace."
"That’s impressive, Mistress."
"I agree, slave. For that matter, your performance reflects well on you. You've learned complicated concepts reasonably well. I've informed the Queen that you're ready to move to her household."
"Thank you much, Mistress. I'm deeply grateful for what you’ve done for me."




Chapter 12: Punishment

After showering, Paul relaxed in his room. He spread out a towel on the bed and was happily recovering from the hard day of training and discipline. He enjoyed the open air on the welts on his back, and realized to his amusement that he now felt comfortable wearing only his chastity cage and metal collar. After only a few days, he was adapting to slavery.
Reading on the tablet computer, he was part way through Anne Rice’s classic 'Beauty' series,  an exciting story of erotic domination and submission set in a fantasy medieval queendom. He was fascinated and aroused by the descriptions of slaves used as 'ponies', harnessed like animals to pull carriages for their owners. He had heard vaguely of this at Athena, and had seen a carriage at a distance. He wondered whether when Rice was writing, she had known that a real female dominant Queendom was evolving in California.
Suddenly, the door crashed open. He was surprised, although he knew that the slave room doors could not be locked. Mistress Damiana and her assistant Mistress Magdalena stood in full uniform, brandishing crops.
“Get up,  slave,” Damiana snarled contemptuously. “Put on your hood. Then give us your running shoes, shorts, and a pair of socks. You're coming with us for discipline.”
“We're disgusted by your arrogance. You shouldn’t be here at all, but since you are, we'll teach you proper humility. You'll learn what being a slave really involves.”
Paul knew that he had done nothing to deserve additional discipline.  However, Damiana disliked him, so he expected that at some point she would act against him. Because nothing had happened, he had been feeling less concerned, but now realized that was a mistake.
Damiana attached a leash to his collar and pulled him to the floor.
“Follow me, slave, quickly. You’re going for discipline on the crosses in front of all the other slaves. We’ll show you how special your status is. At least with that hood on, nobody will have to look at the face of such an ugly creature."
Damiana pulled him down the hall and Magdalena kicked him periodically with her sharp toed boots. He was dragged down the stairs to the first floor, along the corridor, and out the door to the exercise area. Many slaves were exercising and looked curiously at him being pulled along. He saw sympathy in their faces, because they knew he had done nothing wrong, but that made no difference to the brutal overseer.
He was dragged to the punishment crosses. Two slaves were  kneeling in front of crosses, waiting for their weekly discipline. Damiana pulled him up, and attached his wrists and ankles to the third cross.
“We'll punish you in an hour, so hang there and contemplate your stupidity and bad behavior. You'll be apologizing for your behavior soon. Is that clear?”
“Yes, Mistress.”
Paul knew there was nothing for it but to go along. He didn't know why they wanted his running gear, but figured he’d find out soon. Being displayed on the cross wasn't that unpleasant. He didn’t like it, but knew worse was to come.
Because he had no sense of time, he simply waited, trying to prepare for the agony he would endure. Eventually, the other two slaves were put up on crosses. The mistresses set to work on the first slave, each giving him twelve hard lashes. The victim shook in agony but managed somehow to stay quiet. He knew what happened to those who cried out. When the mistresses finished with him, they started on the second slave. Paul could not see much of what was going on. He could only turn his head a little, but he heard the loud cracks and agonized grunts, the familiar sounds of a disciplinary beating.
After the second slave’s beating, Damiana came to him, and turned to the slaves kneeling in front of their benches.
“This worthless creature was brought here for special individual training, not as part of a regular training class. So, he hasn't learned proper humility. He thinks he's special and immune from normal discipline. We'll now show him that that's not the case, by giving him four dozen lashes.”
Paul was terrified by her announcement, but there was nothing he could do. He tried to prepare mentally for the doubled beating, but knew it would be bad.
A rain of whiplashes on his back started. They were perfectly timed and much harder than any beating he had yet experienced. After each dozen, the mistresses switched sides, so he received two dozen on either side. His back felt shredded. He was sure it was full of blood and skin fragments.
For the first thirty lashes he managed to keep quiet, but at that point he started shaking and screaming in agony after each blow. The blows got harder, and went on and on and on. Paul had been injured several times in his outdoor pursuits, but had never felt this level of pain. The fact that it was being deliberately inflicted made it even worse. Eventually the beating stopped. Damiana walked in front of him and jammed her whip into his mouth.
“Hold that, slave. If you drop it, you’ll get another four dozen." Paul could not imagine what that would be like, and managed somehow to keep his mouth closed.
Damiana turned again to the assembled slaves. “This is just the beginning of his lessons in humility. After he kisses our whips properly, we'll take him down to a basement cell and leave him there for the night."
“Tomorrow, we'll teach him even further that whatever his situation is outside Athena, here he's just another useless slave who needs to be taught obedience and submission."
The slaves watched, showing no emotion because the slightest appearance of sympathy or support would earn them lashings.
The mistresses released the other two slaves from their crosses, and sent them off with well-placed kicks, crawling to their dinner. Then, they turned their attention to Paul.
Magdalena released his ankles and then his wrists. Paul knew that was a small mercy, because the opposite order could cause him to fall and break his ankles or legs.
"Now, slave, you're going to the basement to spend the night in a cell in preparation for an even worse day tomorrow. Your poor performance doesn't deserve food, so there won't be any."
Paul didn’t care. He was in such agony that he couldn't imagine eating. They dragged him to the door, along the corridor, and down the stairs into the basement. He moved as best he could, given that his body felt totally unresponsive and slow.  The cracks and kicks kept him moving, though much slower than the mistresses demanded.
◆◆◆
 
Eventually, they reached the basement, a cold dark area lit dimly with a few ceiling bulbs.  He saw a row of cages, only half a person‘s height, so the prisoner could not stand up. The mistresses opened the door, kicked him in, and closed and locked the door.  The cage felt even worse than he expected. He realized to his horror that the floor was covered with a plastic mat like that used in doorways to remove mud from shoes. The mat had regularly spaced small spikes, not sharp enough to break skin, but enough to inflict steady pain. To make things worse, Magdalena sprayed cold water on him with a hose, leaving both him and the floor wet and cold.
"Make yourself comfortable in there," Damiana sneered. "It’s better than you deserve. In the corner there’s a bucket for your needs. On the door there's a watering trough. Memorize their locations because the lights are about to go out. You'll stay here for as long as we deem it appropriate."
Not knowing what to say, Paul decided that "Yes, Mistress" was best.
"You're learning, slave," Damiana said. "By the time we free you from the cage, you'll have learned a lot more."
The mistresses walked away with their spike heels clicking on the concrete floor. Paul shivered in the cold. Although he'd heard that blankets might be given as a special mercy, they obviously did not plan on that.
For hours, he tried to find a comfortable position, either sitting up, lying on his side, or lying on the other side. None made the slightest difference. He felt pain from his back, which was bloody, as shown by the blood on the floor spikes. He also felt pain from the spikes, and pain on his buttocks from the discipline he had received earlier in the day.
Lying miserably in the cold wet cage, Paul felt he would give anything to leave Athena. He hated how he was being treated. He knew he had done nothing to deserve It. The problem was that Damiana hated men, and the Queen valued her as part of a good cop, bad cop team. She struck fear in slaves so they would obey Lisa’s instructions during training.
He wondered if Morgan had approved this punishment. Sadly, he realized that she must, because a slave she chose would not have been punished this harshly without her approval. Presumably Morgan had allowed it to avoid appearing to show favoritism. She also had to convince the other mistresses and perhaps even the other slaves that Paul was worthy. She was using the solution to most problems in Athena - use the whip, and if that was not enough, whip harder.
This didn't bode well for tomorrow, but Paul couldn’t think of anything to do about it. He tried desperately to sleep, but couldn't. Eventually, the pain tapered off a little. He realized that unlike after the previous beatings, no healing ointment had been applied. Damiana and Magdalena intended him to suffer as much as possible.
Eventually, the pain decreased enough that he could feel hunger and thirst. He crawled to the front of the cage and by feel found the watering trough. Because it was attached to the cell bars only a few inches from the floor, the only way to drink was to bend over and lap like a dog. At this point he didn’t mind the degradation. He knelt and started lapping. To his pleasure, he tasted what seemed to be a sports drink, which would give better recovery from the brutal treatment than plain water. He drank some, but left most of it, having no idea how long he would be trapped in the cold, wet, and dark cage. Eventually, lying on his side with his head on his arms to keep at least his head away from the spikes, he drifted into some sort of sleep.
Suddenly, he heard the clank of metal and tried to process it. His aching body dominated his tired mind, so it took him what seemed like a long time, but was only a few seconds, to realize that the basement door was being opened.  He heard the terrifying sound of high heels as the mistresses approached. They shone a bright light into his face, and opened the cage door.
"Get out!" Magdalena ordered.
He crawled out and groveled at her feet as she attached his leash.
"It’s a new day, and a new challenge for a slave that needs disciplining. Put on your shorts, socks, and running shoes."
Paul looked and realized they had been left by the cage door.
"Quickly, fool!" Damiana ordered. "Mistresses have better things to do than wait for you."
She strutted down the hall rapidly, dragging Paul's battered body as he tried to keep up, crawling. Magdalena followed, kicking.  They dragged and kicked him up the stairs and outside. No one was around, since the other slaves had already had breakfast, but none was offered to him. He was pulled along the front of the palace toward the main door.




Chapter 13: Ponyboy

Mistress Damiana dragged Paul to one of the carriages that the Queen and her ladies used to travel to and from the lab. He'd heard vaguely of them and seen one at a distance. Close up, it looked as exciting as in the stories he'd been reading. 
The carriage was a gleaming black metal and wood vehicle with the Athena emblem on either side. It had two passenger seats and a sunshade above them. Harnessed to it were two slave ponies, wearing black shorts and running shoes. Shiny black leather harnesses and metal fittings connected them to a yoke with which they pulled the carriage. Their arms were bound behind their backs, and black artificial tails attached to butt plugs came out of their shorts. Stiff posture collars held their heads high. Leather headpieces acted as bridles, allowing the mistresses to control them with reins running into their mouths. Their ears were covered, and their eyesight was restricted by blinders, so they could only look straight ahead. They would get their directions entirely from the mistresses.
Queen Morgan and Lady Emily sat comfortably in their seats. Damiana went up to them.
"I have a slave for pony training, your Highness. Would you mind dropping him off at the stable?"
"I'd be happy to," Morgan said. Neither she nor Emily gave any sign of recognizing Paul. They noticed that his butt and back showed red welts from beatings. In addition, his whole body showed smaller marks from the spikes on the mat in the cage.
Damiana led him behind the carriage and clipped his leash to a ring. Paul would have to follow. If he fell behind, he would be dragged and possibly injured. Damiana pulled his hood's earmuffs down, so he could hear loud noises but not understand what the Queen and Emily were saying. Once his ears were covered, they spoke freely.
Following protocol, Emily waited for the Queen to speak first.
"I suspect Damiana's bringing Paul to our carriage is no accident."
"I agree, your Highness. She wants to humiliate him further and show us how harshly she treated him last night. Does that bother you?"
"No. This is a testing time for Paul. I hear he's doing well. Lisa's satisfied with his performance and says he’s ready to serve in my chambers when I want him. He’ll need further training, but my slaves can do that and I’ll supervise."
"I assume Damiana came up with the idea of sending him for pony training, your Highness."
"Of course, and I agreed to keep her happy. I'm not worried. Paul's a marathon runner, so he's used to working hard and enduring pain. I think he’ll be a good pony and get on fine with the pony mistress."
"I agree, your Highness," Emily said. "Let’s watch him on the ride."
Paul felt lucky that his eyes were not blocked, so he could see what was going on. If he was blindfolded, he would have been likely to fall. Emily cracked the whip above the ponies' heads and the carriage started moving. The heavy carriage with two passengers moved at a speed Paul could easily keep up with.
He now realized why Lisa had urged him to exercise. She probably knew that this was coming, although she couldn't tell him, and wanted him prepared. Being trained as a pony did not horrify him as much as Damiana expected. From reading Anne Rice's 'Beauty' books, Paul found the idea exciting in an erotic way.
Under normal circumstances, Paul would have enjoyed running through the woods on a summer day. The road ran through an attractive redwood forest. A comfortable breeze made the exercise pleasant.  Of course, his sore buttocks and painful back made it harder.  He'd already learned to run with a collar and chastity cage, so those did not inhibit him unduly.
Suddenly, Paul tripped on a muddy patch, and everything turned bad. He fell, scraping his knees. The carriage dragged him by the neck, too fast for him to get up. He was on the verge of panic.
Emily heard him fall and looked to the Queen for what to do. Morgan grinned fiendishly and said, "Wait - let him suffer." After a minute she said, "Stop." Emily pulled the reins and the ponies stopped. Paul finally managed to get up, muddy, breathing hard, and in pain. To his horror, Emily and Morgan didn't even look back to see his situation. Instead, the whip cracked and the carriage started moving.
After a few minutes, the carriage started up a hill and slowed. He heard the whip cracking on the ponies' backs, and the carriage sped up. Paul had to work to keep up. At the top of the hill, the carriage stopped for what seemed like several minutes. Presumably Emily was giving the ponies a break, not out of mercy, but to ensure the best performance. The whip cracked in the air again, and the ponies started moving. After about ten minutes, the carriage passed the lab facility. It then turned onto a secondary road, went by a series of outbuildings, and stopped in front of what looked like a large garage with several open doors. Paul assumed it was the stable, where carriages were stored and maintained, and ponies were stabled.
◆◆◆
 
A mistress came out to the carriage and curtsied to the Queen. Paul watched her with admiration. She was tall, with long muscular arms and legs, and straight platinum blonde hair. Her makeup and nails were done in matching glossy black. Her athletic body nicely filled out a gleaming black leather catsuit and boots with a crop in a holster.
After a conversation that Paul could not understand, the mistress unclipped his leash from the back of the carriage. The carriage turned and headed back to the lab. Paul dropped to the ground and kissed her boots. She nudged him to his feet with her crop, and removed his ear covers, allowing Paul to hear.
"Welcome to the stable, slave. I'm pony mistress Kennya, in charge of training. Normally ponies are brought in groups for training. You'll do the same course, only faster because I only have you to deal with. Is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress."
"Good," she said. "Let’s get you cleaned up and ready for work. I gather you haven't had breakfast."
"Yes, Mistress."
"Ponies need to be fed to work hard.  I'll lead you to your stall and give you something."
She led Paul on a leash through the main doors, into a corridor with larger versions of horse stalls, set up for humans. Each contained a bed, a small table, and a dresser. Instead of doors, there were cell bars. She opened a stall and led him in. Another mistress came over and placed a bowl of what smelled like soup on the floor, together with a bowl of water.
"This is pony food. Drink it now."
Since no spoon was provided, Paul knelt and lapped it up. It tasted good to his empty stomach.
"Lie down on the bed and I'll clean up your cuts."
He felt his back being cleaned and soothing ointment rubbed in. It already felt better.
"Let's get you started. Did you observe the ponies on your trip here?"
"A little, Mistress."
"Good. We'll set you up. Remove your shorts and follow me."
She led him, nude except for his collar, chastity cage, and running shoes, past the stalls to a large room. He saw cubbies along the wall. Each had hooks with leather gear hanging from them, and shelves with other items.
"I'm told," Kennya said, "that you're slave 11. So, you'll live in stall 11, and your tack is in cubby 11." She led him to the cubby.
"First," she ordered, "put on the shorts."
Paul admired the calm authoritative way she gave orders and expected immediate obedience, but without anger or hostility.
He took a black pair of running shorts with a large opening at his buttocks, and put them on.
"Ponies have tails, so get yours. Give it to me, bend over, spread your legs, and put your hands on your knees."
He bent over and felt her fingers spread lubricating cream into his anus. He felt a large object being forced in. It was painful when the widest part went in, but not unduly. Since his wife had enjoyed anal play, Paul was used to and aroused by the penetration.
"Straighten up, pony. Turn and face me. You now have your tail."
"Next," she said, "take your harness from the bottom hook and present it."
He removed the harness, turned to face her, and presented it with both hands. His training in presenting objects to mistresses was clearly appropriate. She lifted the harness over his shoulders and tightened the straps that held it to his chest and back. Paul cooperated, accepting her authority and control. The straps' tight fit ensured that when the harness was clipped to a carriage yoke, he would pull efficiently.
"Next is the head harness, your most important equipment. Take it from the middle hook, turn around, and present it."
Kennya unclipped rings on the sides of the chin and put the harness over his head. She tightened straps at the top of his head, clipped the chin rings, and tightened the straps. Finally, she opened his mouth, inserted the bit, and tightened so it would stay in. Paul realized that the bit would let a mistress control him without words and stop him from talking. He enjoyed how she manipulated him, as though he was a four-legged horse.
Kennya rubbed his head and said, "Good boy." He bowed his head politely.
"Last," Kennya announced, "is your posture collar. Take it from the third hook and give it to me." She put it around his neck and buckled it tightly. The high black leather collar would keep his neck straight, yielding the rigid heads-up look expected for ponyboys.
"The collar ensures that you display suitable pride. Ponies have the honor of serving her Highness and her Ladies. All slaves, whatever their other duties, are trained as ponies and do several weeks a year of pony duty.  You will look forward to it and be proud. Is that clear?"
Paul nodded after trying to get out, "Yes, Mistress," which was unintelligible given the bit in his mouth.
She clipped a leash to his chest and led him to a full-length mirror by a window. Paul contemplated himself in full pony gear. The polished metal fittings on his head and chest harnesses gleamed in the sunlight and contrasted with the black leather straps. The black tail was impressive. He enjoyed the sight.
"You look like a fine pony," Kennya said happily. "Let's get you training." 
She led him out of the building to an exercise area.
"This is the training area. You'll get to know it well. First, I'll teach you the appropriate pace. Ponies generally work in pairs, so you must travel at the same speed."
She took him to a rotary apparatus with long metal arms coming off a central post. She pushed his back into one of the arms, and clipped the arm to both sides of his harness.
"I'll start this apparatus now and you must match its speed or be very uncomfortable. The spikes on the arm will push hard into your already cut-up back if you go too slowly. If you go too fast, you'll be pulled back. Concentrate on matching the arm speed. To start, I'll keep the arm weight small. I'll blow this whistle once to start and twice to stop."
Each time he circled Kennya whacked his buttocks to keep him moving. Given what he had been through in the last day, this was not unduly painful.
After a few minutes, Kennya said, "Good. You have control over your speed. Are you a runner?"
Paul nodded, "Yes."
"That helps. You're used to pacing."
For the next hour they alternated between slow and fast paces.
"This is going nicely, pony. It’s time for the real thing."
She took him into a cart smaller than the carriage that he had been pulled behind that morning.
"This is a cart for one pony. I'll start by teaching you a very important thing."
She clipped blinders onto his hood.
"Ponies don't decide where to go. They're completely under the mistresses' control. You don't look where to go, and you don't turn on your own. All those commands will be communicated to you by the bridle and the whip."
She harnessed him to the cart's yoke.
"Now, pony, let's start with the basics.  To start when you're stopped, I'll crack the whip either over your head or on your back. If you're well behaved, usually over your head. You move out immediately at a slow pace. If I want you to speed up, I'll whip you or command 'faster.'"
"You'll get your other commands via the bit. A pull to right tells you to turn right, pull to the left says turn left.  A slow pull backward indicates to slow down, and a sharp one indicates to stop. You don't question or think about commands, just obey."
Paul nodded.
"Good, let’s get started." Kennya climbed into the seat and cracked the whip over his head. Paul moved out. He felt pressure on the right side of his mouth and turned right. The pressure ceased and he saw that he was following the road. The road headed into the woods and Paul enjoyed pulling. He felt he was doing something useful or at least not pointless. The road clearly been built and graded so that ponies could follow it easily.  In a few minutes it merged with a larger road that he suspected was the one he had been on.
Once on the major road, the whip cracked over his head, and he started moving at the required faster pace. No further commands came, so it seemed that he was doing the right thing.
Paul found pulling the carriage harder than running, but not dramatically. Having his hands behind his back felt peculiar and uncomfortable, but he quickly grew used to it. The fact that it was a nice day made pulling the carriage reasonably pleasant. As the mistress had said, it was easy to take pride in being a pony.
As the ground began to rise, he realized they were approaching the hill that the carriage had come over coming from the palace.  He tried to maintain his pace, but realized he must be slowing since the whip cracked over his head. Shifting to a faster pace wasn't fast enough, because the whip cracked on his back. He picked up the pace significantly, which seemed to satisfy the mistress.  When they reached the top of the hill, he was panting and tired. Thankfully, both sides of his mouth were pulled back sharply, and he stopped. It had been easier this morning being pulled behind the carriage, because he had not had to pull any weight.
He felt motion in the carriage behind him, and Kennya appeared in front. "This is Halfway Hill on the main road, halfway between the palace and the lab. Often ponies are allowed to stop here for a moment to catch their breath."
Paul was breathing hard and nodded after trying to get out, "Thank you, Mistress," which the bit in his mouth made unintelligible.
"I have a choice, pony," Kennya smiled. "I can turn back and you can spend the night in my stable, or I can continue to the palace and return you to Damiana."
Paul's heart sank. Another night in the cage would be awful. He suspected that Kennya was playing with him.
"Would you rather go back to Damiana?" Paul shook his head as hard as he could in the pony harness.
"In that case, pony, l'll take you back to the stable. You're learning fast, so we can do serious work tomorrow. In addition to training you for speed and strength, I'll train you for grace. I use the best ponies for distinguished visitors, especially if they have experience with ponies.  As usual at Athena, we try to show how well we do. I have several highly trained ponies, and you could be one. Would you like that?"
Paul could not figure out a response, so stayed quiet.
"If you weren't here for a special purpose, I'd ask to have you as a full-time pony. Nonetheless, I'll train you as close to that standard as I can. In a good day of hard work, we’ll get you partly there. I'll return you tomorrow night to the palace, and if your performance is to today’s standards, it'll be with a good report."
"I'm sure Damiana will be delighted how well you've done," she grinned. Kennya obviously disapproved of Damiana's pointless sadism. In her view, ponies were inferior beings, but useful. Hence, she used her riding crop as an instrument of correction and training, much more than discipline.
Paul decided to stay quiet. Kennya turned him and they started back to the stable. Paul thought this might have been a very good day despite its awful beginning. A report to Morgan that he had become an excellent pony could help him.
For the rest of the day, Kennya trained him, and he became increasingly comfortable as a pony.
He spent the night in his stall, after a meal of pony stew and water. It was a huge advance from the previous night in the punishment cell.
◆◆◆
 
The next day. Kennya was even better than her word.  After they trained until mid-afternoon, he was ordered to rest in his stall for an hour. Then the other pony mistress brought him to a carriage with only one slave harnessed to it. She harnessed him into the other position carefully, clearly wanting to make sure that everything was just right. Once he was harnessed, Kennya came to him and rubbed his nose as if he was a real pony.
"Have a good trip back to the palace, pony. I look forward to having you here on your regular duties."
She mounted the carriage and cracked a whip over their heads. They started moving, and shortly arrived at the main lab building. Kennya pulled up to the main door. To Paul's surprise, Morgan and Emily came out. Kennya curtseyed and ushered them to the carriage. They inspected the ponies, which seemed to be normal since the other pony was not bothered by it. 
"I see that 11 is one of our ponies," the Queen said.  "How was his training?"
"Easy, your Highness. He's strong and willing, no trouble at all. He’s a good pony."
"That’s what I expected. Did he explain that he's a marathon runner?"
"Not explicitly, your Highness, but I can see it. Watch him on the way to the palace. I think you’ll be pleased."
"I will, Mistress, and thank you for training him."
"It's my pleasure, your Highness. That’s what I’m here for."
Kennya opened the door for each of them and Morgan and Emily climbed in. A minute later, a whip cracked over Paul and the other pony's heads, and they started pulling.  Paul kept perfect pace with the other pony as they drew the carriage down the road. He was grateful that by assigning him to serve the Queen and Emily, Kennya showed that he'd become a good pony whom she trusted.
Emily and Morgan watched Paul carefully as he and the other pony pulled the carriage.
"He looks good," the Queen said.
"I agree, your Highness," Emily replied. She decided to address the elephant in the room. "Might I respectfully inquire into his future?"
"You may. If he does well training in my chambers, he can stay. He'll be a personal slave and a valued advisor."
"There are historical precedents," Emily said. "Many slaves were highly valued by their masters. Cicero's slave invented shorthand and was a political advisor. Jefferson and many others had skilled slaves who kept their plantations running. The question, your Highness, is whether he goes beyond being a slave."
"Between us and not for discussion with anyone else, I expect this will grow into a very strong personal relationship."
"For as long as I've been here, your Highness, and presumably before, people have been concerned about succession.  You’ve made clear it isn't a subject to discuss, but it's hard not to think about it. I thought about it even more during our time in Holland with the Crown Princess. Her father and mother, the king and queen, were very concerned that she marry an appropriate partner."
"So, when you explained your plans for promoting matriarchy outside Athena to the Council of Ladies, I think their lukewarm response was because they felt succession was a much more important issue."
"I know that, but wasn't ready to bring it up until I saw how Paul was doing."
"I understand, your Highness. The Ladies would be happy to see you married and very happy to see an heir. Naturally, the decision about succession is yours. We all have opinions, but as the monarch you'll decide. You also face the question of his senior position in Congress. I assume you wouldn't want him to give that up."
"Of course not. He'll be valuable in many ways, including our plans to promote matriarchy."
"Another question, your Highness, if you envision marrying Paul and having him father your heir, is how to make the other mistresses comfortable with that. History shows that even absolute monarchs can't effectively govern without their community's support."
"Of course not. One of my goals in having Paul here was for people to start considering succession. I'm sure it's being talked about much more than six months ago."
"Absolutely, your Highness. Of course, since you haven't identified Paul to the group, they have no way of evaluating it. How will you handle that?"
"I'm not sure, and want your advice. For planning purposes let's assume that there'll be an engagement."
"I think that would be good. Paul is very capable and is learning to respect our system and style of leadership. It would be very hard for you to do better."
"I agree."
"An option to consider, your Highness, is to explore these issues with the Council. They'd give you input on how they feel about the marriage, and how to explain it. Obviously, explaining the planned marriage within Athena and in the outside world would be different."
"Agreed. I appreciate your courage in raising the topic. I was mulling over how and when to start such discussions. For the moment, please don't discuss this with anyone else."
"Certainly, your Highness."
When the carriage reached the palace, Morgan got out and stopped in front of Paul. She rubbed his nose and smiled. Paul had passed this test.




Chapter 14: Casting the Die

“Thank you for coming,” Morgan told Emily and Fumiko when they arrived at her palace suite's patio. This was her favorite spot for secret meetings, because far fewer people were around than in the lab building. 
Emily and Fumiko sat in comfortable chairs facing her throne. Paul knelt at her feet, with his head bowed. In an elegant black summer dress and matching sandals, Morgan looked relaxed, but was deadly serious. The dark stormy day, with rain pelting the patio windows, matched her mood.
Morgan had been mulling over the Utsubo situation for several days in long discussions with Paul. This was the most serious challenge Athena had faced during her reign. If Utsubo succeeded, it would be a triumph for Athena. Once deployed, the Japanese Navy would announce it, warning China of Japan's formidable defenses. In addition to the considerable profits that Athena would earn, more would likely be forthcoming. The U.S. Navy had indicated that they would contract for a similar system to help defend Taiwan.
However, Utsubo was now in trouble. Neither of the options available were attractive. If no action was taken, the project would grind to a halt and collapse. Morgan felt that although Athena was not at fault, it would be blamed because both the Japanese and U.S. navies would need to blame someone, and Japan Sea Systems was too well connected. This would be Athena's first major failure, and their competitors would exploit it.
Acting might be even worse. If Athena acted illegally to save Utsubo and was caught, the consequences could be disastrous to both the company and Morgan. Most of the patriarchal tech world was hostile to female-led Athena, and would be delighted at the opportunity to damage or destroy it.
Given these issues, Morgan decided to personally review Emily and Fumiko's plan and decide whether to go ahead. She would try to be dispassionate and not be influenced by her high opinion of the two young mistresses. They were outstanding examples of the young women she recruited and valued - intelligent, responsible, and committed to Athena.
“I've asked you here to apologize and to change my view. A month ago, when we discussed the problems with Utsubo, I charged you with finding a solution and indicated a desire not to be informed of your actions. I realize that was wrong. Now that you're close to action, I'd like to know more." 
“Are you sure, your Highness?” Emily asked. "Although we'll do our best, we can't guarantee success. Serious consequences may occur if we fail. Hence it may be best that you not know what was going on. Please forgive me if I’m speaking too frankly.”
“Absolutely not, Lady Emily.  Since you joined Athena, you have said unpleasant things that you thought needed to be said. I value that both you and Mistress Fumiko were trained as policy analysts, and to give your superiors your best assessments rather than what they might wish to hear."
“Thank you for being understanding, your Highness.”
“With that out of the way, please describe your plan.”
“Your Highness, in this situation the choice is not between good and bad, but between bad and worse. As we discussed a month ago, the problems stem from Kenji Abe, son of the president of Japan Sea Systems, who oversees the project. Although the planned weapons and communications are coming along well, Abe's been stalling. Rather than robotic defenses, he wants to build a large fleet that would be more profitable."
"Since formal complaints would have no effect, one obvious course of action would be to bribe Abe.  This won't work because he's already wealthy and his goal in stalling is greater wealth."
"Another option is blackmail, because he's unpleasant and unpopular. Our best approach is from his participation in the Tokyo fetish scene. He regularly attends BDSM parties and enjoys dominating young women. These sessions often evolve to brutal treatment, leaving the women injured. He starts with mild domination. If the woman's willing to go further, he invites her to a private apartment close to the party venue that he's fitted as a dungeon."
"Please be explicit about his abuse, Lady Emily. We're all experienced in BDSM."
"The worst complaints result from beating with a whip whose strands are metal chains.  The women almost always require medical attention and take many weeks to months to heal."
Morgan smiled sadistically. "I have a chain whip that I love using. It's my harshest punishment tool. After a few strokes, the slave’s back is shredded bloody and ripped to the bone. Hence although I enjoy it, I give no more than three strokes, to avoid permanent damage. As you may recall from training, chain whips are prohibited for any mistress except me. I know that's hypocritical, but my chain whip is too exciting to give up."
"Then you understand the problem, your Highness. The women complain to the club, which can do nothing. They can't regulate activity off their premises. The women haven't complained to the police because the encounter started consensually. They went willingly to a dungeon, and the concept of withdrawing consent isn't easily explained to a police officer, especially because of Abe's wealth and social stature."
"Agreed."
◆◆◆
 
"As a result, your Highness, we have concluded that removing Abe from his position is the only solution."
"By removing, you mean eliminating," the Queen smiled.
"Yes, your Highness."
The Queen was impressed by Emily's matter-of-fact proposal for murder. She knew that Emily was sadistic, from the harsh beatings she gave slaves.  A year ago, she realized that Emily had an even colder ruthless core. After Athena had defended the Dutch government against a dangerous conspiracy, the Prime Minister asked for advice as to how to deal with the plotters. Emily bluntly suggested that 'fatal accidents' would best resolve the problem, and her advice was followed. Morgan would have been even more impressed if she knew that Emily had killed two men a few years earlier.
"And you'll do it yourselves?"
"Yes, your Highness. We recognize the risk of direct involvement in murder, but the alternative would be worse. Other people would have to be involved, and even the Japanese yakuza mobsters wouldn't be willing to kill such a high-profile person."
"Do you agree with Emily, Mistress Fumiko?"
"I do, your Highness. The larger a conspiracy, the more likely it is to be detected. As of this morning, only two people know fully of this plan. You're now the third."
Morgan noted that Fumiko didn't consider Paul, a slave, as a person.
"That's good security."
"We've done our best, your Highness.  Several people have contributed aspects. My associate Masaru, who's befriended Abe, doesn't know our plan. She hasn't allowed the relationship to go far.  She's not been intimate or been with him except at the fetish club, despite his desires to do both. Her maintaining contact is necessary to know what he's doing on the day we plan to act."
"How do you plan to cover your tracks?"
Emily smiled happily. "Your Highness, a little while ago, you kindly procured Chinese and American passports for me under other names from our friends on the east coast, without asking why."
"Ah, yes. I assumed you had something like this this in mind."
Two years earlier, Morgan had accepted a request from the super-secret U.S. National Security Agency to help the Dutch government. She had not asked for anything in return, and now called in the favor. NSA grudgingly provided a real U.S. passport and a very high-quality forged Chinese passport indistinguishable from the real thing, while carefully not asking what they were for.
"Our plan is simple, your Highness. I'll travel to Korea on the American passport. After a few days, I'll travel to Tokyo using the Chinese passport. In Tokyo, I'll go to the fetish party, if we expect Abe to be there. I'll meet him and show interest in submitting. I should come across as an experienced submissive. I think there’s a high probability that he'll invite me to his dungeon, and we'll take it from there.  Naturally, I won't be able to bring obvious weapons, but from my martial arts training, these are my primary weapons."
Emily held up her hands. "I'll also have other devices. I'll be in contact with Mistress Fumiko, who'll be outside the building and can assist me on very short notice. She also has martial arts training. Although Kenji brings bodyguards to the BDSM parties, we expect that he doesn't bring them to his dungeon because they'd be witnesses to a crime.  Even if they're there, I’m confident of our ability to overcome them and depart safely."
"That sounds optimistic," Morgan said doubtfully. She liked Emily's enthusiasm but still...
"True, your Highness, but we think Kenji and his bodyguards are so used to dominating submissive women that our attack will be a complete surprise. Overall, we think the simplicity of the plan offers a high chance of success."
"All right," the Queen said. Emily admired that she raised no moral issues. She was comfortable sanctioning one or more murders, and raised only practical questions. Emily had seen her act similarly during the Dutch operation, supporting her view that although the Queen had inherited her position, she fully lived up to it.
"And the bodies?"
"We'll leave them. The police will find them in a dungeon, which will force them to be careful. Investigating leads to the fetish club and to his bad reputation. That will likely induce them and the family to bury the matter quietly without serious investigation. We'll clean up the site, leaving little physical evidence. We'll be wearing gloves. I'll wear them from the time I enter the fetish club as part of my submissive outfit."
"That’s good."
"We think a coverup is the most likely outcome. In the unlikely event of a serious police investigation, we've created another level of complexities. An investigation of hotels near the club could lead to me, but I'll have registered with my Chinese passport. For the last several weeks I've been working to add a Chinese accent to my Japanese, so I sound like a well-educated Chinese speaking Japanese.  As you know, relations between Japan and Korea aren't good, so the Korean police will probably not go out of their way to help the Japanese. Similarly, the Chinese will probably not be helpful.  We think there’s a good chance that the police will conclude that Abe was murdered by a Chinese agent to sabotage a project at Japan Sea Systems. There's no obvious reason why an American company would sabotage an ongoing project with their Japanese counterpart."
"That’s quite clever," the Queen nodded. Emily viewed that as high praise.
"Actually, the cover stories were Mistress Fumiko's ideas. She's done considerable thinking about Japan's relationships with these neighbors. Neither are good."
"Another part of my cover is the website of the  lady I'll pretend to be," Emily said. "She's a Chinese sex blogger and fetish model who reports on her activities both in China and elsewhere in Asia. Mistress Erika has made a convincing website that appears to be based in China. Once the police find this, they'll likely have little desire to dig further. To the Japanese and Korean police, this will look like a cover for a Chinese secret agent."
"I'm impressed," Morgan said. "I think you two have planned carefully and have a high probability of succeeding. I can't think of a better alternative."
Emily deeply appreciated her words.  "Thank you, your Highness. We're trying to follow Athena's tradition of careful planning leading to success. As the British Army 6p rule says - 'Proper Planning Prevents Piss Poor Performance.' "
"I think you've done that well. I assume you'll put this into motion shortly."
"We will, your Highness," Fumiko said, gratified by the Queen's approval. "I'll return to Tokyo tomorrow night and resume normal duties. This visit here will appear routine since I've it done twice in the past few months."
"And I'll travel to Korea the day after tomorrow, your Highness," Emily added. "I'll spend several days in Seoul doing what my Chinese persona would do, touring sites and attending a BDSM party. I'll then travel on my Chinese passport to Tokyo. I'll spend a day getting acquainted with the area around the club and dungeon, both on foot and by public transportation. I'll be incognito, not visit family and friends, and do my best to act Chinese. Fumiko will meet me and let me know if it appears that Kenji will be at the party. If so, I'll go there and do my best."
"I know you both will," the Queen said. "I and Athena are fortunate to have you." Emily and Fumiko recognized her sincere tone and were grateful.
"Thank you, your Highness," Fumiko said with matching sincerity. "Our ancestors were trained to serve the Emperor. They were taught that 'duty is heavier than a mountain, while death is lighter than a feather.'
"
The Queen liked that these two talented and brave young women viewed her as their Empress.
"I appreciate that, and look forward to a major success. Unfortunately, you'll never be able to tell anyone about it, and even within Athena it can never be recognized."
Smiling at Emily and Fumiko, she tried not to think of the fact that the penalty for premediated murder in Japan was death by hanging.
When the two mistresses left, the Queen turned to Paul.
"What do you think, slave?"
"Your Highness, alea iacta est."
Julius Caesar had famously said 'the die is cast,' after making the irreversible decision to lead his army into Italy, starting the civil war that led him to the throne.




Chapter 15: Tokyo

Four days later, in Tokyo, Emily started the day by checking out walking and public transportation routes from the BDSM club and Abe's dungeon to her hotel. She then went to Ueno park, the large popular park famous for galleries, museums, a zoo, and a lake with boat rentals.  She strolled on the tree-lined walking paths of the green oasis in the heart of the great and crowded city. She visited the National Museum of Japanese culture, which she always enjoyed. Finally, she paid tribute to the bronze statue of Saigo Takamori, one of Japan's most famous samurai, whom she was sure would approve of what she was about to do.
She then met Fumiko at the café in the center of the park. They embraced, although it had been less than a week since they last met. They acted like old friends enjoying a casual lunch in the warm sunshine, rather than plotters about to undertake a dangerous operation.
"Are we ready?" Fumiko asked, hiding her excitement.
Imitating an upper-class British accent, Emily declaimed a modified version of Shakespeare's famous lines:
"She which hath no stomach to this fight,
Let her depart; her passport shall be made
And crowns for convoy put into her purse.
And Athenians in the Valley at their desks
Shall think themselves accursed they were not here
And hold their techhood cheap whiles any speaks
That fought with us on this wonderful Tokyo day."
"Perfect," Fumiko grinned. "My grandfather loved that speech and gave it to his crew. That’s not as crazy as it sounds. Before the war, the Japanese and British Navies were close, and he'd trained in England.”
Emily got to business.
"Do we expect Kenji at the club tonight?"
"Yes. Masaru called him this morning and asked about his plans. She said she wasn’t feeling well and couldn't come. Her not being there will make it easier for you to approach Abe."
"That’s fine. I'll have no difficulty recognizing him. He’s good looking in a nasty way."
"Sounds good. Let's test the hardware."
Fumiko opened the designer handbag that marked her as a proper young Japanese career woman. Reaching into the bag, she touched a stud on the the metal collar that Emily would wear that evening, and a video signal appeared on her cell phone.
"Great, the video's coming in nicely. Here's a cheap untraceable burner cell phone. We each have one, with the other's number on speed dial. You also have an emergency number for my senior male slave. I haven't told him about our plan, but I said that a distinguished visitor from headquarters will be here, so if she needs assistance to drop everything and provide it. He's a capable boy. You shouldn't need him, but if you do say that you're the mistress from California and need help right away. I ordered him to stay in this area tonight. I didn't specify why, but he knows the area. He attended the BDSM parties until about a month ago, when I told him to stop going."
"Excellent," Emily said approvingly.
"I'll be outside the club. I'll follow you to the dungeon but stay outside, with my sword."
"How can you carry it?" Emily asked. "It'll draw attention."
"Not at all," Fumiko laughed. "Many conventions and trade shows are held in this area.  So, many people carry poster tubes, though mine will probably be the only one with a sword inside. I'll know from the video and audio link how you're doing. I'll be ready before violence starts, and will come when you call or if I think I'm needed."
"Sounds good."
They settled down to a pleasant lunch. After an hour they split up, and Emily headed to her hotel for exercise in the well-equipped gym, followed by a refreshing bath. She had a light dinner, in preparation for the upcoming physical activity.
◆◆◆
 
The club opened at 9:00, so Emily arrived around 9:30. She was dressed to appear as a submissive young woman seeking a dominant male. She wore a gleaming metal collar with studs, a tight-fitting sleeveless white silk blouse with a deep open neck, and a black leather corset and miniskirt. As accessories, she wore long black leather gloves, wide shiny metal bracelets and high-heeled boots with metal fittings.  Fumiko had helped her choose makeup that added to the submissive image. Because there were many clubs in the area, her outfit would have drawn little attention on the street, but she wore a long black leather coat over it anyway.
After entering, she enjoyed the loud music and fetish atmosphere, which primed her for her task. Although she had never been in this club, it felt familiar, so she was excited but not afraid. She knew that Fumiko was watching the video from the camera in her collar, and was close enough to help if needed. Emily was confident that she wouldn't need help, but was glad it was available.
Morgan was also watching the video, transmitted to Athena's facility via an encrypted and ultra-secure virtual private network.  Emily had discouraged Morgan from watching, since it implicated the CEO in the planned killing. However, Morgan couldn't be dissuaded. Emily assumed that it reflected a combination of her hands-on CEO approach, her desire to see the Utsubo problem resolved, her deep sadism, and hatred for men who abused women. Morgan wanted to kill Abe herself, but knew that wasn't practical - she was too high-profile and foreign to get away with murder in Japan.
Emily followed male dominants into a room containing bondage equipment - crosses, whipping benches, pillories, and cages.  People were 'playing' at them or relaxing at tables with drinks and snacks. A trampling area was in use, with a row of women being walked on by males. Well-stocked racks contained disciplinary tools.
She easily identified Kenji, sitting at a prominent table. He was a tall, attractive, man, dressed fully in leather. Sitting on either side were shorter but strong looking bodyguards. 'They look tough,' Emily thought. 'Hopefully he won't bring them to his dungeon.'
She sat down in his line of sight and relaxed with a nonalcoholic drink. After an appropriate interval, she caught his eye and smiled. When he nodded, she bowed her head to send the appropriate message.
It got through. Kenji gave a wolfish smile and beckoned her to his table imperiously.
'Bingo,' Emily thought. 'Let's get to work.'
She walked to his table with her head bowed, projecting submission. As she reached the table, she dropped to her knees and bowed deeply. He gestured down with his hand, and she lowered her face to the floor in front of his boot.
He tapped his foot sharply on the floor and drew it back. Emily kissed the floor with a long, loving, kiss. His foot pressed her head down to the floor. He then tapped the floor with the other foot and Emily kissed that piece of floor. She then felt his boot touch her chin and raised her head.
"Who are you?" he asked in a commanding voice.
"I hope to be your slave, Lord. I would be thrilled to serve you."
"I will permit that, slave. Bring me a glass of red wine. I want you on your knees going to the bar and returning."
"Yes, Lord," Emily said. She rose to her knees and headed to the bar. She returned the same way, holding the glass in front of her with both hands.
Morgan watched with admiration as Emily enticed Abe. She was sitting relaxed on the throne in her study. It was 5:30 AM in California, so she had gotten up early and was still in comfortable pajamas. Paul knelt next to her, holding a tray with a steaming mug of hot chocolate.
"Emily's very convincing," she told Paul. "She's never been submissive, but she's faking it well. Lisa would enjoy seeing her serving as a slave, doing what Lisa teaches slaves to do."
Emily knelt before Kenji and waited, as he showed no interest in the wine. Emily knew this trick, having done it often to male slaves. The idea was to wait as the slave's arms tired and began to shake. The Master, in this case, or Mistress could be merciful and take the glass before the slave dropped it, or wait for them to drop it and punish them.
Emily was strong, but could not hold out forever.  As she expected, Kenji waited for her to drop the glass. She managed to do it in a controlled way, so that it didn’t break as it spilled. With impressive anger, which would have terrified Emily if she didn’t realize it was fake, he slapped her cheeks hard, first with his gloved right hand and then the left.
"What a clumsy creature you are, slave,"  he snarled. "You're useless. Get out of my sight."
Emily was pleased. 'He accepts me as a submissive,' she thought. She knew how to play this game.
"Please forgive me, Lord," she begged abjectly, sounding very convincing. "Please don’t dismiss me. I'll accept whatever punishment you think appropriate."
"All right, bitch, I’ll give you one chance. Take off that sweaty corset and top, then crawl to the Saint Andrew's cross."
Emily disrobed as ordered, deliberately giving Kenji the best possible view of her perky breasts. She was amused to note the approval that he tried to hide. She dropped to the floor, crawled to the cross, and knelt at its base. Kenji followed, kicking her butt harshly with his boots.
"Up," Kenji ordered. "At least you had the sense to wear bracelets." He clipped both bracelets to the upper arms of the cross. "And your boots have nice D-rings." He clipped them to the bottom of the cross.
"I will teach you to obey your Lord. You will thank me after each stroke."
"Yes, Lord."
Emily saw that he was using a serious whip for her first flogging. Kenji was clearly an experienced player who did not fool around. She would have to be very careful.
Fortunately, she had prepared for this with Fumiko. At first Emily had trouble taking the pain and hated it. But after a series of sessions, Emily was used to being beaten and toughened to the point that she could take it and remain functional. She thought with amusement that 'in the old days all dommes first trained to be submissive, but I'd avoided that until now.'
Kenji beat her back harshly, carefully timing strokes to let fear build up. Emily was glad she'd prepared and could handle the painful punishment. It went on and on.
"12, Thank you, Lord."
"13, Thank you, Lord."
Just as she did when punishing, Kenji increased the power between strokes. Emily fought hard to avoid screaming, which she knew he would use as an excuse for further punishment.
"24, Thank you, Lord."
"Have you learned your lesson, bitch?"
"Yes, Lord. Thank you for punishing me."
He released her from the cross and sat down in a comfortable chair. His guards remained seated at the table, watching but not participating.
"Now," he said in a harsh commanding tone, "apologize. First, worship my boots."
Emily thought Abe's boots were less attractive than a woman’s, lacking the long slim shape and impressive high heels. His looked like ugly work boots with a deep tread. Fortunately, they appeared not to have been worn outside recently, so the tread was clean. Emily licked with pretended enthusiasm, running her tongue deep into the treads. Although slaves loved worshiping her boots, she found nothing sexually attractive in worshiping Abe's. She did it out of duty. Besides, boot licking was easier than being whipped.
'I'm a samurai,' she thought with amusement, 'doing my duty for my Empress.'
To her pleasure, Abe seemed pleased and impressed.
"That’s good, slut. You like that, don’t you?"
"Very much, Lord," Emily lied convincingly. "I would love to lick your boots all day."
"Perhaps I'll grant you that privilege. Now that you’re done with the sole, lick the upper and work all the way up."
Emily did, which was easier and less unpleasant than licking the treads.  When she finished, she waited until he tapped the other boot with his whip, and switched to that boot. Again, he seemed pleased.
"That is an acceptable apology, slave. I grant you the privilege of kissing every square centimeter of my boots, very slowly and very lovingly. I want to hear the kiss and feel it. You're a slave showing total submission to her lord. Is that clear?"
"Yes, Lord." Emily started kissing the boots' polished surfaces with apparent passion. They had a pleasant masculine smell, but not the excitement and allure of a woman's boot. When she finished, she again placed her face on the floor and waited. Kenji put his boots on her back and enjoyed using her as a footstool, an object rather than a human.
'It's only fair,' Emily thought. 'I've done this many times to male slaves, relaxing with them under my boots.'
She was used to the ritual and understood its purpose. If she were not an experienced mistress, serving as furniture would create the sense of submission it was supposed to.
◆◆◆
 
Emily relaxed, using controlled breathing. 'This is going well,' she thought. Kenji chatted with his bodyguards, ignoring Emily to show that she was furniture unworthy of attention.
"All right, slave," he said.  "Tell me more about yourself. What’s your name?"
"Your slave is called Chango, Lord, but it would be grateful for any name you might choose to give it."
Emily used slave protocol to see if he responded. He did.
"Well said. I'll call you 'bitch,' which is all you deserve. Do you agree?"
"Your bitch agrees, Lord."
"I haven't seen you here before, bitch. Is this your first time?"
"Yes, Lord."
"Where are you from, bitch?"
"Beijing, Lord."
"Why are you here, bitch?"
"I'm a sex blogger and fetish actress, Lord. I travel and review the fetish scene in various cities for my readers. When opportunity arises, I also participate in fetish films. I'm very submissive and enjoy serving dominant males wherever I travel."
Emily was pleased that Kenji was showing such interest. 'He's hooked,' she thought.
"Do you know who I am, bitch?"
Emily fed his ego perfectly.
"No, Lord.  Only that you're powerful and experienced. The type of male I always seek to serve."
"You've come to the right place, bitch. I enjoy meeting bitches at parties and disciplining them. How do you feel about that?"
"I seek harsh discipline from my masters, Lord. I’m grateful to them, because punishment makes me a better slave."
"Let’s see what you can take.  Get that skirt off and let's try out your butt."
Emily removed her skirt, and Kenji pointed to a whipping bench. She crawled as quickly as she could to it, reinforced by a series of harsh kicks. After she draped herself over the bench, Kenji attached her wrist, bracelets, and boots, using more force than needed.
An excited and admiring crowd gathered around to watch Abe, who was famed for his brutal beatings. Emily could see how much he enjoyed this role.
"Now, let’s go harsher."  He spoke loudly so the audience could hear, produced a cane as thick as Emily‘s arm, and showed it to her. "See this, bitch? Let's see how much you can take. I'll find out if you are as experienced with harsh punishment as you claim."
She took a deep breath and braced herself as cane blows started raining on her bottom. They were amazingly painful. Fortunately, she had prepared with heavy pain sessions back in California. She had not been instructed to thank him, so she concentrated on not screaming. She lasted for twenty blows before giving up and starting to scream and shake.
"Good, bitch. I like to hear screaming. If you don’t, I’m not sure I’m getting through to you. I want you to acknowledge my superiority."
"Yes, Lord."  Emily grunted in pain as he continued to 36 blows.
"You are a strong bitch," Kenji said with apparent admiration, although she doubted it was sincere. He released her from the bench and she knelt before him, concentrating on maintaining correct submissive form despite her agony.
"You took that well, bitch. My friends who produce fetish films are always looking for new talent. One of their biggest challenges is finding bitches who can take real punishment.  Come with me to my dungeon, and we'll see how you do.  If you can handle really heavy punishment, my friends will offer you a contract. How does that sound?"
'Scary,' Emily thought, but knew the right submissive answer.
"I would be honored to serve you, Lord, in any way you wish. May your slave bitch know your name?"
'If I were really interested, not asking his name would seem strange,' Emily thought.
"No, bitch," he said firmly. "You're not worthy of that. Perhaps in the future, I'll grant you that privilege."
"Yes, Lord. I understand," Emily said, pretending appropriate humility.
"Let’s get you out of here, bitch."
He snapped his fingers and one of his guards attached a metal leash to Emily‘s collar and jerked, making sure it was firmly attached. Abe pushed her harshly to the floor.
"Crawl behind me, bitch. Quickly!"
"Thank you, Lord. Submission is my function in life."
He pulled her out of the room and to the stairs instead of the elevator. As an experienced mistress, Emily knew that dragging slaves up and down stairs was degrading and unpleasant for them.  He pulled her down two flights of stairs to a large black Toyota in front of the building. Emily suspected that it was parked illegally, which the police ignored due to his importance. He dragged her to the rear of the vehicle, opened the trunk, and pushed her in roughly.
Although most women would have been terrified by being forced by men into a car trunk, Emily was not.  Her training included many useful skills, including getting out of a locked car trunk. She touched one of the studs on her collar and felt a light vibration, indicating that video and audio were being transmitted to Fumiko and Athena. Abe had no idea that she was neither scared nor alone.
"Here's the point of no return," Morgan told Paul. "In the dungeon, she could have escaped easily.  Now she's committed."
Paul was struck by her serious tone, because he hadn't heard her in a commanding role before. He knew she'd led dangerous operations, but she'd mentioned them only vaguely and he knew not to ask for details. He gave what he thought was the best answer, showing confidence.
"I'm sure she'll do fine, your Highness."
"I think so, too, slave." Both knew that even with well laid plans and excellent people, things could go wrong. Best not to think about that.




Chapter 16: Samurai

After a short drive, which Emily knew was only about three blocks, they arrived at the building with Abe's dungeon. The trunk was opened and she was dragged out. She was relieved to see Kenji motion to the two goons, who headed off.  With her martial arts skills and Fumiko's help, she had been reasonably confident of dealing with all three men, but it might not be easy. Abe alone would pose little challenge despite his height and strength.
'He's overconfident,' she thought. 'He's a man used to dominating women, and has no idea that a small woman can kill him. It's strange, since Japan is the home of martial arts, that let smaller people overcome bigger ones.'
So far, she felt little hatred of him, since he seemed no worse than the average male dominant. In his dungeon, things would likely be different. He dragged her up two flights of stairs and opened a heavy metal door into a well-equipped dungeon. The walls were painted black, and featured large photos of Abe beating submissive women. He gestured to her to sit in a comfortable chair with arms, which Emily knew could be used to tie someone to.
"Have you seen this room before, bitch?" In his own dungeon, his voice was even more arrogant. Emily was sure that he knew its power. She felt a tinge of fear, but knew how to suppress it. She knew that women without her training would be terrified.
"I don’t know, Lord. It seems familiar but I’m not sure why."
"My friends often film here, so you've probably seen it in male domination and female submission videos. I often appear in them."
Looking around, she saw the swimming dragon emblem of Japan Sea Systems.
"I like the dragon," she said with pretended admiration. She didn't admit knowing what it symbolized.
"We're an old family, and that's our emblem. We've owned slaves for many years. Domination comes naturally to me."
Emily was pleased with Kenji's being talkative and seemingly friendly. 'I must be providing more satisfaction than many of his other female slaves,' she thought.
"Before we start, bitch, would you like a glass of wine?"
"Thank you, Lord, but I don't drink alcohol before sessions."
"That's wise, bitch. I should do the same, but don't."
"May your bitch ask what you plan, Lord?" Emily said, pouring on the submissive protocol, which he clearly expected and loved.
To her surprise, Kenji answered honestly.
"My favorite instrument of discipline is my chain whip. Have you ever seen one?"
"No, Lord," Emily lied. "It sounds very scary."
"It is slave, which is why I like it."
He took the fierce looking whip from the rack and showed it to her. After running his fingers through the metal tails, he handed it to her.
"The tails are metal chains. It's the harshest punishment instrument I know of."
Watching the video feed from Tokyo, Morgan told Paul, "I can relate to that. The difference is that he injures his submissives, while I stop short of that. He's an evil man using power without responsibility."
'Now's the time,' Emily thought. She would not consent, putting Abe in the wrong if he ignored her. She fingered the whip and acted very scared. She backed away from him, dropping the whip.  She held up her hands in what looked like an attempt to protect herself, but was actually to touch a stud on her left bracelet, summoning Fumiko.
"I’m sorry, Lord, but I’m not ready for that. It's too intense for me. I've enjoyed meeting and playing with you, but I'm going to leave."
Fury spread over Abe’s face, replacing the cool, calm, superior expression.
“I’m disgusted, bitch. I thought you were better than the other bitches who claimed they were hard players and wimped out.  You're as weak as the rest. I'm going to put you on the cross and teach you a lesson with the chain whip. When I’m done your back will be shredded and you’ll go to the doctor just like the others. For fun, before I start I’ll show you what happened to them.”
Emily was disgusted, but spoke calmly since this was being recorded and would make the case that she wanted.
“This has been fun, Lord, but that would be going too far. If you do that, I'll go to the police.”
“You don’t know who I am," Abe sneered. "If you did, you’d know the police will do nothing to me. They'll do what I tell them. My father owns one of our biggest companies, and I'm his successor. I know everyone important, including the Prime Minister. The other bitches knew who I was, and didn’t even bother with the police.”
'Perfect,' Emily thought. That's what she wanted on tape. 'Now to push him all the way.'
“I'm leaving now,” she said, and turned toward the door.
“No, you’re not, bitch,” he said in fury. He grabbed her shoulders and tried to spin her around. Emily could have stopped him, but didn’t.  She wanted viewers to see that Abe had been at fault.
He started pulling her toward the cross. She kicked hard into his groin area, and he doubled over. She then kicked first one shin, and then the other, immobilizing him. Finally, she closed her eyes and touched a stud on her collar that activated a pepper spray dispenser. Abe lay helpless, coughing, blinded, and choking.
◆◆◆
 
Fumiko raced into the room, sword in hand.
"Perfect," she said admiringly. "Your sensei would be proud."
She extended her arm, presenting the sword to Emily. "You should have the honor of beheading him."
"No," Emily said taking the sword. "We can do much better. Help me get him on the cross."
Fumiko was puzzled, but obeyed her superior. Emily cut off his shirt with the sword. Then, with effort given his size and weight, they dragged him thrashing to the cross, gagged him, attached his wrists and ankles, and secured a waist strap.
"Excellent," Emily said. "Let's look around and then finish him off."
She inspected the room and found what she expected. A video camera was mounted to film what happened to the person on the cross. Next to it, she saw a removable memory drive.
"That should have videos of him torturing the other women," Emily said. "Did you bring your tablet?"
"As you ordered, my Lady." Fumiko smiled happily. She took off her pack, removed the tablet, and attached the drive. With a few quick strokes she copied the drive's contents onto the tablet.
"That looks right," she said. "The files have women’s names."
She tapped a few keys and a video started, as they expected. It showed Abe smiling at the camera, turning to the woman, and displaying his chain whip. He explained with terrifying calmness what he planned to do to her and turned to the cross. He started thrashing, taking his time between blows. The helpless woman shook and screamed as the metal chains shredded her back, splattering blood after fewer than a half dozen blows. By the 10th blow, white bone fragments were visible. By the 15th she had stopped shaking and seemed unconscious. Abe turned to the camera with an evil smile and gave a thumbs up
"Perfect," Emily said, concentrating on the task and trying not to think of the agony the woman endured. "Now that we have records of how he operates, we'll do the same to him. I wish we had time to torture him slowly, so he feels the fear he imposed on his victims, but we don't. I'm happy to do it myself so you will bear no blame."
"That would not be proper," Fumiko said calmly. "Legally we are equally guilty, so I will participate."
Watching the video from Emily's collar, Morgan was pleased at how smoothly and calmly Emily and Fumiko operated. Although their emotions and adrenaline must be running fast, they followed the carefully prepared plan. Morgan knew not to relax until they were done, but they were over the worst. Getting Abe under control was the most dangerous part, and they'd done it. She looked forward to the final stage.
Emily took the whip and steeled herself. She'd beaten many men over the years for discipline or pleasure, but had never set out to seriously injure, much the less kill, them. She would not have done this just to protect Athena‘s business interests. Rather, she was killing Abe because of his violence against women. If he had not killed one already, it was just a matter of time.
She wound up the whip and smashed its chains into his back with full force. Its power and the damage it did stunned her. She had never seen a whip do so much harm. As in the video, his back was shredded almost instantly. He shook violently, but the gag muffled his screams.  Because he was stronger than the women, it took a little longer to achieve the same effects. Still, after a dozen blows exposed bone was visible. Having seen what he did to the women, and knowing that he planned to do the same to her, she felt no pity or guilt.
She handed the whip to Fumiko, who set to work with grim determination. After a dozen of her blows, Abe seemed unconscious. Fumiko went calmly to him and tested his neck for a pulse. Finding none, she nodded.
Formally, she turned to Emily and announced, "We have done our duty, my Lady, for Athena, for Japan, and for women."
"I agree," Emily said. "Let’s think carefully. We're both wearing gloves. Is there anything we have to do before leaving, to not leave evidence?"
"No, my Lady. We'll take everything we brought, and leave nothing."
After a second, Fumiko continued thoughtfully. "I'd looked forward to beheading a traitor who put his financial interests before the nation. Still, your solution is better. The police will find his body on the cross with the chain whip next to it. On the computer, they'll find videos of his beating women terribly. They'll easily establish that he brought a woman here from the BDSM club, and conclude that something went wrong and she got the better of him.  Once they explain this to his father, he'll tell them to drop the matter. The press will only be told that he died, with no further explanation."
"That makes sense," agreed Emily. "Given the videos of what he did to the other women, the simplest explanation for his death, which I expect that both the father and the police will accept, is that a woman dispensed her own justice. Investigating further could not be done without exposing Abe’s conduct."
"OK. I wish we could go out to celebrate, but that's too risky.  Let’s go our separate ways and follow the plan."
The two hugged and then headed into the night.
◆◆◆
 
Emily relaxed in her hotel room with a long, hot, bath. The excitement of the evening slowly dissipated, and she carefully considered what she had done. She felt comfortable with killing Abe, just as she had with the two men she had killed years ago in Pasadena. They were dangerous men who abused women. Because they got away with it, would likely have evolved to killing women. She understood that it was important not to become enamored of killing, but didn't think that she was guilty of that. She viewed herself as a superhero like Batman, who took the law into her own hands, when the law could not act. She went to sleep easily.
In California, Morgan reviewed the video. She was impressed by how convincingly Emily had presented herself to Abe as a submissive and enticed him to take her to his dungeon. She liked how Emily and Fumiko had worked quickly like a commando team, subduing Abe and chaining him to the cross. She was awed to watch them coldly and efficiently beat him to death. The scene aroused her, and she watched it several times. It appealed to her sadism, her sense of justice, and her relief at having a major problem resolved. However, she also felt uneasy. Although she had approved the operation and was thrilled at its success, watching two of her best young people carrying out cold-blooded murder gave her pause. She knew she would be thinking about this often in the next few weeks.
Fumiko celebrated alone in her apartment with a small bottle of heated sake and her favorite ice cream. She went to work the next day in her group's suite in an ordinary modern office building. The small group, listed as Transpacific Technology Collaboration, was officially not part of Athena, and the suite's decor showed nothing about what it actually did. The common areas were decorated with pictures of iconic Japanese and American scenes, including Mount Fuji and the Golden Gate Bridge. Offices were decorated to personal taste.
Fumiko's office featured her grandfather's sword and pictures of her climbing in the Japanese Alps and Nepal. She worked quietly, trying to act normally despite the previous night's events, and prepared a memo listing the steps needed to get Utsubo back on track. Although it was really for his successor, she addressed it to Abe, in case it came to the police's attention.
Exactly at noon, following the office schedule she had set up, she walked into the conference room. Masaru and the four male slaves rose from their seats and bowed deeply. Fumiko ran the group in some ways like Athena, but not fully. They wore business casual outfits rather than uniforms, and followed modified mistress-slave protocols. These seemed natural, because in Japanese businesses inferiors bowed to superiors and used honorifics.
Daily at noon, two of the slaves brought lunch from the restaurant on the building's first floor, and served it to the mistresses sitting at the head of the table. The group reviewed and planed work, then ate.
"Reports?" Fumiko said.
"The BDSM club's Facebook page is lively this morning, Ma'am," Masaru said. "The police are interviewing people who were at last night's party. They’re asking about a female submissive, whom nobody knew. She sessioned with Abe, and then they left together with his bodyguards."
"Poor girl," a slave said. "Once they got to his place, he probably cut her up badly, just like the others." The group sat quietly. They were all experienced in BDSM, and knew how much harm a brutal and unethical dominant could do.
Another slave raised his hand, and Fumiko signaled him to speak.
"There's confusion at JSS, Ma'am. Abe didn't come in this morning. About an hour ago, police showed up and searched his office. They wouldn't say why."
The group discussed these reports carefully. They all disliked Abe and knew from their JSS colleagues that he was stalling Utsubo. They voiced polite concern, while hoping silently that something had happened that would end his obstructionism.
After lunch, Fumiko went back to work on her memo. In midafternoon, her phone buzzed.
"Hi, Fumiko, it's Seiya."
Seiya was Abe's deputy, whom Fumiko liked and respected.  He shared Fumiko's enthusiasm for Utsubo, was frustrated by his boss' stalling, and had been pressing for action. They met frequently to deal with Utsubo matters, and had been on several quasi-dates.
"What's up?" Fumiko pretended no knowledge.
"Big news. We were informed an hour ago that Abe's dead."
"I'm sorry to hear that," Fumiko lied.
"As am I," Seiya said, equally dishonestly. "Abe-sensei - the president - just called me. I'll be taking over Utsubo."
This was what Fumiko had hoped for.
"You'll do a great job, Seiya. I'll enjoy working with you."
"Likewise.  Can you and Masaru come here tomorrow afternoon, maybe at 2:00?  I'll spend the morning reviewing where we are and what we need to do to get caught up."
"Great - I'm troubled by how far behind schedule we are."
"It's not that bad, Fumiko. Kenji was too busy partying to visit the shipyard, and had no idea what was happening there. So, the shipyard manager and I agreed to keep working without telling Kenji. The prototype is almost ready for sea trials, and #2 through #10 aren't far behind."
Fumiko was stunned. It had never occurred to her that such loyal company men would circumvent their boss. Her already-high opinion of Seiya went up even further.
"I'm surprised and thrilled."
"We felt guilty, but we think the China threat is real and urgent. We also decided to keep building the other hulls, #11 to #20. They're coming along well."
In other words, the twenty units of Utsubo phase 1 were well on their way. Building the hulls was the time-consuming part. Once built, fitting them with controls, sensors, and weapons was much faster.
"That's great! I'm so relieved.  I'll see you tomorrow. Can I take you to dinner afterwards?"
"That would be wonderful."
Fumiko sent email to her group announcing that she had just been informed of Kenji Abe's death and would meet his successor to move Utsubo forward. She copied it to Emily via the secure Athena link, adding what Seiya told her about the project's status.
To her satisfaction and that of everyone else involved, Utsubo was back on track in a few weeks. She knew that she could never talk about what had happened to Abe, and tried not even to think about it. Keeping such a huge secret felt strange.
She felt better when an elegant gift box from one of Tokyo's best jewelers arrived at her office. It contained a stunning gold and jade brooch pin featuring the head of a moray eel, whose open mouth showed its famous razor-sharp teeth. The gift card read simply "In Gratitude, MC."




Chapter 17: Proposal and Acceptance

"We're here!" Morgan announced cheerfully. The trail climbed a steep set of switchbacks to ascend the hill, then turned sideways. Paul followed, carrying a large pack designed for picnics. The upper part contained plates, tablecloths, and utensils. The lower part was an insulated container for food and drinks. The heavy pack slowed Paul up, but he shortly reached the turn.
In front of them was a beautiful shady grove of tall redwood trees. Morgan led him along the trail to a small stream. Brightly colored flowers covered both banks, and the cool air was filled with bird calls.
"This is Queen's Creek, slave," Morgan explained. "It's one of my favorite places in the complex. I’ve told everyone that it’s restricted for my use. Let me show you why."
She led Paul to the water and followed it upstream for about a hundred yards to a small pool.
"This is the source. It comes straight out of the hillside with super clean water. Follow me and I’ll show you what I’ve had done to enhance the site."
Going downstream took them down a small rise, to a meadow with a magnificent view of the Bay and Silicon Valley.
"Although we have lots of great views from the complex, this is my private hangout. I had that picnic table installed, and had trees cut to keep the sight lines open."
"Put the pack down on the table and let’s talk."
Morgan sat on one of the benches and gestured to her feet. Paul, who was now completely attuned to her gestures, knelt, bowed his head, and kissed her hiking boots. Kneeling before her felt natural. He accepted her as his queen, and that he was her slave. He worshiped her and was thrilled to be in her presence.
Serving her had gone well. Gary, Jeff, and her other personal slaves had accepted him cheerfully and helped him learn her exacting requirements. Having another slave reduced their work. They were glad that Morgan and Paul were developing a romantic relationship, which they thought the Queen needed. They were pleased when Morgan started having Paul sleep in her bedroom with a chain cuffed to one ankle. The chain gave her the option to allow Paul in her bed, make him sleep on the floor, or lock him in a cage. Sharing her bed quickly became the norm, and their enjoyable lovemaking assured both of them that marriage would be fun.
Morgan grinned happily.
"Well, slave, you’ve been serving me for three weeks now. It’s time for the conversation we knew we’d have soon." She gestured for him to speak.
Paul thought he knew what was coming, but was careful not to step out of line. Morgan was quick to harshly correct behavior she considered inappropriate or presumptuous. Both knew that they were discussing not only romance, but also the politics of Athena's future.
"I agree, your Highness."
"By now you know what serving me would be like. You’ve also learned how I would involve you in Athena matters, to benefit from your expertise. If we marry, this is pretty much how things would be. In the outside world we'd be a power couple of a CEO and a congressman. Within Athena, you'd be a slave serving the Queen. What do you think?"
"That's what I hoped for, your Highness. I'm comfortable with how we're doing things. You're amazing, and I’m thrilled to serve you. This is much more intense than my female-led relationship with Fiona, but I expected that. She'd have enjoyed this type of relationship, but we didn’t have a palace or a stable of other slaves to make it possible."
"What issues do you think we'd need to work out, slave?"
Although Morgan addressed Athenian males as 'slave', she wondered whether to continue that with Paul if they got married. Probably sometimes, and not at other times. She enjoyed the rituals of high protocol, but sometimes let them slip.
Paul had been thinking about this for some time. Since the first few days at Athena, slavery felt natural. He could accept it as the price for marrying this extraordinary woman. She had made it clear that submission was not negotiable.
"I think there are two broad issues, your Highness. The first and simplest is my congressional duties. I assume you'd want me to continue."
"Of course. You're an excellent congressman with prospects to go even higher, so I wouldn't deny your services to the district and the nation. I'd expect you to continue your congressional duties, just as you do now. As a congressman, you could help Athena in many ways, as an advisor and in helping promote matriarchy outside Athena."
"In that case, your Highness, I have to stay resident in the district, so I'd keep my San Francisco home, and use it for entertaining and other events."
"Agreed. I'd expect you to live in the palace only some of the time."
"The second class of questions, your Highness, relate to personal matters. I presume that in addition to my charm, you're looking to produce a daughter to inherit your throne. As a politician I'm comfortable discussing this. One of the things that makes Athena work so well is that you're an absolute matriarch, but that raises obvious questions about succession."
"Of course. I’ve given it thought, and it sounds like you also have. Why don’t you go first?"
"I'd very much like to be a parent, your Highness, and would enjoy helping raise children. I recognize your need for a daughter to succeed you. I’m comfortable with you making sure the first child is a daughter. I'm also comfortable with you raising her based on your experience growing up as a Queen‘s daughter."
Morgan was delighted by Paul’s short and clear formulation of this issue. He understood what was involved in marrying de facto royalty. Legally, Morgan was a citizen like any other, but within Athena she was a queen. She ruled that way and was treated accordingly.
"I’m glad you understand it. These issues would be spelled out in a prenuptial agreement. It will prescribe that if I die before our daughter reaches age 21, you'll continue parental duties, while Lady Emily serves as Regent, ruling Athena until our daughter was of age."
"I'd leave you a portion of my fortune, with the majority going to our daughter or daughters. Although I own Athena personally, my accounts are separate, distinguishing between my personal fortune and the much larger sum that's Athena's. I'd be fully transparent with you about the financial details, trusting that you'd do what's best both for our daughters and for Athena."
"I'd do my very best, your Highness," Paul said sincerely.
Morgan knew Paul well enough to trust him. He was consciously accepting Morgan not just as his wife, but as his Queen. He was agreeing to his role in Athena's matriarchal system.
"I know you would, and that that would be very good."
"Thank you, your Highness."
"On a minor note, let's agree on modes of address. In Athena, especially when others are present, I'll address you as 'slave', so we're in protocol and I'm 'your Highness.' In private, if I address you as 'Paul', you may call me 'Morgan.' Naturally, in the outside world we'll be 'Morgan' and 'Paul.' Is that acceptable?"
Paul flashed his winning smile, which Morgan liked and was such a political asset to him.
"Absolutely, your Highness."
"I think, slave, that - as proper in a female-led marriage - I've proposed and you've accepted. Do you agree?"
Paul smiled again.  "I do, your Highness."
"Excellent! I'm very happy. I’m sure you've read all the pop psychology about how hard it is for powerful women to find suitable husbands.  In our case, we have the further complexity of wanting a female-led marriage."
"I'm very happy, your Highness. I'm sure it'll work very well."
"So am I."
◆◆◆
 
"There's another complexity that I put off raising until we agreed that we'd like to marry," Morgan said.  "Emily, wearing her political scientist hat, reminded me that even absolute monarchs are constrained by their community's opinion. So, I need implicit approval from the mistresses. If there's strong opposition, we'd both find it very hard. One of the things I wanted you to do while you were here was make it possible for me to argue that you understood the submissive role of males in Athena. I think most of our mistresses will accept that. I'm slightly concerned that some may be uneasy with a male in a position of power."
"Is that an issue, your Highness? First, your father was in a similar situation with your mother and that worked very well. Second, since as Queen you make all decisions, I'd have no power."
"That's absolutely correct. Still, some mistresses may have trouble being so logical. Damiana, as you've learned the hard way, hates men and she's not unique. Some mistresses have had bad experiences and retain hostility. I don't have to defer to them, but I'll try to win them over."
"I understand, your Highness, politics is the art of the possible."
"Emily has suggested that I first raise this with the Council. I'm confident they'll approve. They're very concerned about succession, but had no easy way to bring it up without appearing to criticize me. I'll explore with them how to convince everyone in Athena that the marriage will be good for us all."
"That sounds wise, your Highness."
"Good slave," Morgan smiled, indicating that she didn't need to address Paul that way anymore.
"Here's what I propose. We'll regard ourselves as engaged, but not announce it until I've discussed it with the Ladies and secured their approval. Jointly with them I'll decide how best to announce our engagement. Once it's been done internally, we'll announce it to the outside world. We'll plan on a regular wedding on the outside and a ceremony within Athena. Is that acceptable, slave?"
"Very much so, your Highness. I remember the scenes in the TV show 'the Crown', where the future Prince Philip pledges to obey Queen Elizabeth at their wedding."
"We'll have fun thinking of how to do this. I don’t know if you know, but last year Lady Emily and I attended the wedding of the Dutch Crown Princess to a handsome and charming pilot. The couple discussed this matter, but it turned out there was no problem because as an officer of the Royal Dutch Air Force, he was sworn to obey the orders of the monarch, which the Crown Princess would shortly be. In our case, I expect you to vow to obey me."
"That sounds good, your Highness."
"I knew this conversation was coming. I feel better for having had it, and am very happy with the outcome. I assume you feel the same."
"Very much so, your Highness. I expect things to work out very well."
"As do I, slave. To show your commitment to our female-led marriage, thank me by worshiping my hiking boots."
She pointed a finger downward, and Paul started licking the mud from her boots' treads. It didn’t taste very good, but he'd gotten used to it. He preferred licking clean indoor fashion boots, but was happy to serve Morgan however she wished. Licking her muddy boots showed his devotion through service.
"That's good, Paul," Morgan said happily. "Once you’re done, let's have the nice lunch you carried up here."
Paul set the table and served lunch. They ate together, celebrating their engagement. They talked almost as equals.
"I love seeing you in this environment, Morgan. It seems so natural. You're perfectly adapted to your Queendom."
"In many ways, yes. But remember that the tech world's still patriarchal. A lot of them resent me and Athena and would like to see us fail. They'll pounce on any mistakes we make. Once you're publicly part of Athena, you'll feel it. As the old Valley line says, 'only the paranoid survive.' "
"Uneasy lies the head that wears the crown," Paul quoted from Shakespeare. "Of course, I'll do anything I can to help."
"I know that and appreciate it," Morgan admitted honestly. She was thrilled to have found the partner she needed.
After lunch, Paul packed up and prepared to leave.
"Not so fast, slave," Morgan announced, returning to protocol. "I want to show you another thing here at Queen's Creek that I like. That big tree is one of my favorite whipping posts. I'll secure you to it and discipline you, just as I'll continue doing once we're married."
Paul had learned to accept regular beatings and knew that Morgan would continue them if they were married. He didn’t like the pain, but knew that Morgan was deeply sadistic and loved beating men. Thus, he accepted beating as part of the ritual of submission.
"As you wish, your Highness."




Chapter 18: Queen's Council

The seven members of the Council of Ladies rose and curtsied as Morgan and Emily entered and sat down in response to her slight hand gesture. Morgan and Emily sat at the front of the elegant redwood table, and the others sat in comfortable chairs on the other three sides. The Queen's conference room was dominated by a large world map with colored tags in different places that marked various projects. Framed photos  on the walls reflected the wide range of company projects.
Morgan used the Council, her senior leadership team, to discuss major issues facing Athena. Although it was advisory, she listened carefully and had never gone against their advice.  Hence although the Council members trusted and respected her, she wanted and got their candid opinions.
This meeting was unusual in that she herself would be the topic. She had sensed unease in the Council arising from Paul's presence in the palace, which she had not explained. The Council were also concerned about her recent suggestions that Athena should promote matriarchy in the outside community. This would be a change from long-standing policy of keeping a low profile.
Morgan looked carefully at each member, conveying the seriousness of this meeting.
"Thank you for coming today, Ladies. This is a meeting we all knew would come at some time."
"I haven't been explicit with you about my plans for succession when I'm no longer Queen. This wasn't from a desire to hide plans, but because I was unclear myself."
"As in so many ways, my mother handled this very well in founding Athena. At a young age she met and married her husband, whose invention was our first product. She found a partner who was submissive to her, accepted female authority in general, and had enormous technical skill. He also, I can safely say, was an excellent father to a daughter."
"I haven't had such fortune until very recently. As you'd expect, a wealthy and powerful woman attracts many men, most of whom would be unsuitable as my partner."
"In the past year, however, I've developed a close relationship with Congressman Paul Barlow, who as you know represents San Francisco and part of the Bay Area. He has special interest in and support for technology enterprises. Approximately a year ago, his wonderful wife, a close friend of mine, perished in a kayaking accident. Paul and I became close, and he invited me to give the annual Future of Technology lecture in San Francisco. We'd already met professionally at tech related events, including testifying before his committee."
"During our discussions, I learned that in addition to being a highly intelligent, capable, charming, and responsible man, Paul was oriented towards submitting to dominant women. His happy marriage had been female-led, and he hoped for a similar new relationship."
"The possibility of our getting together naturally arose. I discouraged it for several reasons, including the fact that it would be difficult for him to transition from a leadership position in Washington to a submissive male in Athena. However, he expressed interest in trying and willingness to make the adjustments necessary if he and I developed a partnership."
"We agreed that Paul would spend some time anonymously at Athena. He's spent the past six weeks with us going through a customized version of our training for new slaves. He also underwent initial ponyboy training, and did very well in all of these."
"For the last three weeks, he's been living in my chambers, serving as a personal slave. That let us explore a long-term relationship. We've enjoyed the experience and agreed that we'd like to marry."
"Naturally, there are complex issues involved, because we're both in positions with major responsibilities. We believe that these can be reconciled."
"I'm aware that my marrying would raise questions and complexities for Athena. Accordingly, I'd like to discuss these with you. As always, I value your honest assessment and thoughtful questions. I can accommodate whatever format you prefer. I can leave the room, so your discussion is private. Paul is prepared to answer any questions or concerns you may have. He's waiting outside the room and will come in if you request."
"Although at Athena major decisions are ultimately mine to make, I will not act if you collectively oppose it. Before turning the floor over to you, I remind you that this company was built under my mother‘s leadership while my father was chief engineer. Hence operating as a female-led organization does not preclude high-level male involvement, so long as the males accept female leadership."
"At this point, I'll ask Lady Emily to preside."
◆◆◆
 
The group sat quietly trying to formulate their questions and concerns. Morgan realized that if this sophisticated group at Athena's heart were unsure what to ask and how to proceed, that would be even more the case for other mistresses.
Amy Parker, the brilliant head of hardware, raised her hand and Emily motioned her to continue.
"First, your Highness, we're very happy for you. The difficulties of female CEOs in finding suitable partners are a long-standing topic here in the valley. It's wonderful that you've developed a relationship with someone whom I and everyone else here admire and respect. I've met him only casually and don't have a sense of his personality, but I've never heard anything negative. Beyond the romantic, he'd be an enormous asset to us. I'm comfortable accepting your judgment on this matter, as on so many others." 
"Naturally you'd want a detailed prenuptial agreement protecting both your personal interests and the company's. This group can review parts of it without intruding on your privacy. Beyond that, I wish you both the very best, and am sure that if you marry, you'll be very happy. Naturally I hope and expect that your daughter will acquire both of your best attributes, and lead Athena successfully when her time comes."
Holly Espinoza, the CFO, spoke next. "I'm also very pleased by the Queen’s news. Before business school, I did an undergraduate degree in classics. A recurrent challenge in the Roman empire was succession when the emperor had no suitable offspring. Often the emperor selected, and sometimes legally adopted, his heir. Although sometimes it worked well, it was always a complicated process. However this works out, I'm confident that our wise Queen can arrange appropriate legal arrangements."
Next came Agnes Jones, head of marketing. "I'm delighted both for the Queen’s personal happiness and for having Paul Barlow involved. Having a male involved in Athena at a high level should pose no difficulties because his advice, like that of us in this room, is simply advice to the Queen. I expect that he'd offer valuable advice that the Queen will find helpful."
'This is going well,' Emily thought. 'But that's not surprising. Everyone in the room admires, respects, and trusts the Queen. The big question hasn't come up yet.'
Marie Duval, head of personnel, posed the question Emily feared. "I join everyone in congratulating her Highness and expect that this will come out well. However, there is a potential problem. We know and trust her Highness and accept her judgment. However, many other mistresses - most in fact - have not had our close interactions. Still, it's important that they support this marriage."
"In general terms, our mistresses, especially the younger ones who are the largest fraction given how fast we've been growing, have three approaches toward men, depending on their backgrounds.  One group are essentially dominatrices, either lifestyle or professional.  They're used to controlling men and regard them as valuable, though inferior. Another group are essentially big sisters.  By virtue of their personality, talents, character, or appearance they're good at leading men. Both groups will likely have no objections to the marriage and view it as a good thing."
"However, the third group are essentially misandrists. Many dislike and are suspicious of men, often because of past experiences. Some may suspect that the congressman‘s interest is due to the Queen‘s fortune. In general, they feel that the world would be better off without men, but those they tolerate should be subject to strict discipline. It will be harder to convince them of the logic of the marriage, despite the obvious fact that Athena will be much better off once our Queen has a consort and even more so a daughter. Convincing this group may take some effort."
"I can think of a possible solution," Tamar Ronen said. "Having grown up in the land of the Bible, I recall that Jacob worked for seven years as a shepherd to get permission to marry his beloved Rachel. I can't see that our Queen would need a shepherd, or that our site is suitable for grazing sheep, but performing a task might help convince the skeptics. There are similar Greek legends in which a king required the hero to kill a dangerous lion in exchange for his daughter’s hand.  Although I know of no lions in the Santa Cruz mountains, the precedent might be useful."
"Actually," Emily said, "I've thought of that approach. I briefed you last month about the Queen's plans for outreach programs to promote matriarchy. As several of you noted, the fellowship and center programs will divert significant financial and personnel resources to new enterprises. Paul has been involved in the initial planning and offered valuable advice. His involvement would help both programs greatly, at no cost."
"I like that," Marie said. "In announcing her engagement, the Queen could state that the congressman will contribute his expertise to new outreach programs, without being specific. Since we don't currently have much effort in that area, everyone will accept that this will help us. Moreover, since these are legally charitable enterprises from which Athena derives no income,  no conflict-of-interest issues arise."
To Morgan's pleasure, heads around the table nodded.
"May I take that as approval, Ladies?"
"Very much so, your Highness," Amy said, and the others agreed happily.
"Thank you. In that case, let me share an idea Emily and I have been pondering. Crass as it sounds, our wedding would also be a useful opportunity to promote our matriarchal outreach effort."
"There's no need to be sheepish, your Highness,"  Marie stated with French worldliness. "Royal weddings are usually affairs of state with an agenda beyond the couple. They often involve political goals like forging alliances or consolidating power."
"Fair enough," Morgan laughed. "Emily has pointed out that our new Crown Center facility will be completed by June, and would be a beautiful site for an outdoor wedding. There will be lots of news coverage, which will nicely promote the Center. The Center will have its own entrance and parking, so there's no security risk."
The group happily approved the idea.




Chapter 19: Leadership

Morgan sat pensively at her desk in the lab building on a winter day, contemplating the rain pelting the picture window showing dark clouds hanging over Silicon Valley. 
The rainy day reminded her of a similar day five months earlier, when she approved Emily and Fumiko's daring plan to kill the executive who was blocking development of Utsubo, the underwater defense system Athena was developing for the Japanese Navy. She sent them to commit premediated murder, for which the penalty in Japan was death by hanging. They succeeded and escaped without consequences.
Still, she was troubled both that she was responsible for a death and by the risk she had taken to two of her finest employees. 'I love being Queen,' she mused, 'but is killing and risking lives going too far?' She wanted to discuss this with someone who could understand and relate to her concerns, and help her sort through them.
'Who should I talk to?' she had wondered. Emily was too young and enthusiastic to appreciate her doubts. Paul was sorting out their relationship, that involved his unquestioning obedience.  So, she unburdened herself to Lady Tamar Ronen, who led Athena's software group. Tamar, who had been a career officer in the Israeli air force before joining Athena, had dealt with similar issues. Morgan thought back to that discussion.
"You're questioning your role as a leader, Your Highness. You see this as the first time you sent people to kill, at risk of their lives. And you're uncomfortable with it."
"Exactly."
"I have a few thoughts, your Highness. First, you've done similar things. You sent my team to Ukraine to develop a battlefield intelligence system. They were at risk - their work site was bombed and shelled. Their results targeted Russian forces, destroying many tanks and killing their crews."
Morgan thought carefully. "It feels different, somehow. Less direct. Our people weren't doing the killing."
"How about Amy's people?"
Lady Amy Parker, Tamar's counterpart, headed the hardware group. She had gone to college on a Navy ROTC scholarship, and served as weapons officer on a destroyer. This gave her knowledge of and enthusiasm for weapons, which was quite helpful in landing military contracts for Athena.
"With your approval, your Highness, they modified short-range British rockets for longer range, so they were safer for the Ukrainians to use. While modifying them, they fired a fair number and destroyed many tanks. Amy was our best tank killer."
"I didn't know she'd been there. I wouldn't have let her go."
"She knew that, your Highness, so she didn't tell you she was going."
"I guess the Japan situation wasn't that different," Morgan admitted, "but it feels that way."
"That's natural, your Highness. It was much more personal for you."
"I assume you thought through these issues, when you were involved."
"Yes, your Highness. I helped plan raids against well-defended high value targets. My superiors asked me to assess the danger to our pilots. If I said it was too dangerous, they'd have canceled many missions. The issue is what's 'too dangerous'. You accept the risk of losses if it’s not too high, relative to the gain if the mission succeeds."
"That's a tough call to make."
"Absolutely, your Highness," Tamar said somberly. "I knew the pilots and their families. I agonized and did my best. Sometimes I was wrong." Morgan could tell that she was speaking from the heart.
"For Japan, Emily and Fumiko planned carefully to minimize the risk and maximize the chances of success. As a leader, you had the moral courage to trust them, knowing that they were doing something important and taking the risk knowingly. You did very well, your Highness."
"Thank you, Tamar. That’s very helpful." Morgan had not heard Tamar speak so candidly before.
"Your Highness, let me go further. You'd like to see lessons from Athena applied in the broader society. You feel that what we - mostly you - have learned about the benefits of matriarchy would benefit society. You're leading us into being more active. When you supported Ukraine, you moved us from a defense contractor selling equipment to the riskier role of being actively involved. The same occurred with the Dutch waterworks project, and now Utsubo."
"As you move into these roles, you'll face greater leadership challenges. Moreover, I gather from your Future of Technology speech, which I enjoyed and agreed with, that you're considering running for governor. If so, you'll face more tough decisions. You'll have to take positions on capital punishment, police shootings, and other complex and difficult issues. You'll face new situations requiring leadership. I'm sure you'll handle them well."
"Thank you. I really appreciate that advice."
◆◆◆
 
Morgan’s reverie was interrupted by her PA. Greg entered her office and bowed.
"Your Highness, Mistress Fumiko is calling on the secure video link from Tokyo and requests urgently to speak to you."
"Please connect her."
Fumiko's face appeared on the screen, and she got straight to the point.
"I have important news, your Highness. A Chinese battle group is heading toward Japan. It contains two aircraft carriers and their escorts. The navy do not think this is an attack, but rather intimidation. Still, the government wants to show the people that we are not afraid of China.  It plans to reveal Utsubo's existence and explain that our underwater defenses could do enormous damage to an attacking fleet."
"I think that would be a big mistake," Fumiko added.  "We're not fully deployed yet, and there’s no sign that the Chinese know what we are doing. But once Utsubo becomes public, they'll watch us carefully. We’ll still be able to complete the deployments without them knowing where the installations are positioned, but it'll be much harder."
"However, the government has overridden the navy and will make it public. A senior admiral will make the announcement, and we're invited to participate. That speaks well for us, since we're being treated as a partner rather just a contractor. I think you should participate."
Morgan consulted with Emily and decided to participate in the press conference. With her usual enthusiasm, Emily wanted to come, but Morgan forbade it.
"Only a few months ago," she told Emily, "you committed a high-profile murder in Tokyo. Someone might recognize you from the BDSM club. The police aren't pursuing the matter, but will have to act if someone reports seeing the woman who sessioned with Abe."
Emily didn’t like it, but knew Morgan was right.  "You're correct, your Highness. I accept your judgment."
Within a few hours Fumiko was informed that Morgan would be coming. Fumiko was pleased, because the Queen would present a strong positive impression to the public.
Fumiko met Morgan's plane at the airport and accompanied her to her luxurious hotel. Fumiko was pleased that on the plane Morgan had immersed herself in the details of Utsubo. She asked Fumiko many questions, and soon was ready to hold her own in discussions with Japanese Navy officers or the media. 
On the next afternoon, Admiral Hirasawa, Morgan, and the U.S. Naval attaché to Japan met the media in a packed Defense Ministry conference room. The naval officers were in uniform. Morgan, experienced in dressing for television, wore an elegant purple business suit and matching high heels that set off her long red hair, together with her customary silver Athenian necklace.
The Admiral explained that there was no cause for alarm. The Chinese fleet was in international waters, where they had a right to be, and the Japanese government did not interpret this as a hostile act. Moreover, Japan had strong naval defenses. In addition to its modern fleet, a new system called Utsubo had recently been installed. It consisted of unmanned underwater installations with sophisticated sensors and powerful weapons, that could work jointly with manned surface ships and submarines. It was purely defensive and posed no threat to anyone except a force attacking Japan, which Utsubo could destroy. Although he was revealing its existence for the first time, he would not answer specific questions about it. He explained that Utsubo had been jointly developed by the Japanese and U.S. Navies with coordination provided by Athena Technology. 
Morgan was asked various questions, including, "What can you tell us about Utsubo?"
"As the Admiral indicated, its specifics are classified. I can say that it is a revolutionary new system, with the special advantage that an enemy will not know where or what weapons await him. Hence it is named after a Moray eel, which remains hidden underwater beneath rocks until it attacks with ferociously sharp teeth."
"What's Athena's role?"
"We have extensive experience helping democratic nations build defenses against air and missile attacks. Although Utsubo is underwater, the issues of locating defensive systems, choosing appropriate weapons and sensors, and coordinating the defensive systems are similar.  We're honored to help Japan defend itself."
◆◆◆
 
After the press conference, a reporter came to Morgan and introduced herself.
"Hi, I'm Judy Silverman from the New York Times."
Judy was a dark-haired woman about Morgan's age, dressed in a conservative suit, who exuded the propriety her distinguished newspaper expected. She spoke in a friendly girl-next-door way. Morgan recognized her as the author of a thoughtful series of articles and a successful resulting book 'Tarnished Gold' about California's problems.
"It's a pleasure to meet you. I enjoyed your book and thought it deserved the Pulitzer."
"Thanks - I was surprised and thrilled to get it. Anyway, I'm delighted to meet you. I've been curious about Athena since reading my colleague Gil Dawson's coverage of the dispute about your Searcher system a few years ago."
"His articles were thoughtful and fair. He did a great job debunking the sexist troll who criticized us."
"I notice you stayed out of it and let your younger colleagues do the interviews."
"Why not? They built Searcher and made it work, so they deserved the credit and limelight."
"I like that view, but that's unusual for a Silicon Valley leader. You're different in many ways from male tech CEOs. Would you be amenable to my interviewing you for a long profile?"
"I'd be happy to," Morgan said. Until recently she'd avoided publicity, but since she'd soon announce that she was running for governor, this was a great opportunity. "Where and when's good?"
"I'm based in LA, so need to get back soon."
"Perfect. Probably the only thing I have in common with male CEOs is having my own plane. Fly back with me day after tomorrow and I'll give you as much time as you'd like during the flight."
"Thanks, that will give me a day for research to formulate questions."
◆◆◆
 
Admiral Hirasawa had arranged a formal dinner for those involved in Utsubo. Although he had not met Fumiko before, he had been briefed well.
"It’s an honor to meet you, Dr. Nakamura. Your grandfather is a hero to all of us. I am amused that his granddaughter is involved in designing robotic underwater systems."
"I think he would approve, Admiral. Even he could not stay underwater for 10 years, but Utsubo can."
"Fair enough," the Admiral smiled. He gestured to a young woman in naval uniform, who came quickly.
"Dr. Nakamura, may I present my aide, Commander Mizuho Tsuboi. Mizuho, this is Dr. Fumiko Nakamura, granddaughter of Captain Hitoshi Nakamura."
Tsuboi's eyes widened, and she bowed more deeply than Mizuho's status required. "It is an honor to meet you. We have all studied your grandfather‘s exploits. I feel a bond to him, since I have served on submarines."
"I’m impressed. I didn’t know the Navy allowed women on submarines."
Tsuboi smiled politely with obvious pride. "I have the honor to be the first woman qualified as a submarine officer. The Admiral was my captain and very supportive. When he was promoted to command the submarine force, he asked me to come with him. I have worked for him ever since."
"It sounds like you are happy as a woman in the navy."
"Very much. Some men hold old attitudes, but now women are common.  I was in the first group admitted to the naval academy. We are doing well in the navy and get together regularly. Now that Utsubo is publicly known, my friends would love to meet you."
"I'd love to meet them."
"Let’s do that. By the way, your Utsubo pin is beautiful," Tsuboi said, admiring Fumiko's gold and jade Moray eel pin. "It looks very expensive."
"I think it was," Fumiko admitted. "Ms. Crown, the CEO, gave it to me. A nice part of having a woman boss is the tasteful gifts we get, like our silver necklaces."
◆◆◆
 
Morgan and Admiral Hirasawa got on well and had thoughtful discussions over a fine dinner. The Admiral was a short tough-looking man who projected the image of an old seadog, but was friendly, polite, and thoughtful. He was knowledgeable about Morgan and Athena.


"You have an impressive image. Friends in the Pentagon - male and female - say that you're the best CEO in tech and are known within Athena as 'the Queen.' I hear that Athena is often called 'the Queendom' and is considered the best tech firm to work with. It certainly fits our experience with Utsubo - Athena is a pleasure to work with."
"I'm glad to hear that," Morgan said. "Fumiko calls me - not to my face - 'the Empress'. I suspect that sounds silly to you."
"Not at all. You lead and rule like an Empress. We Japanese are comfortable with monarchy. Ours is the oldest in the world, stretching back almost 3,000 years. The Emperor is head of state, and his wife is the Empress. There is public support for changing the law to allow female succession. Then if the oldest child is a daughter, she will become the reigning Empress."
Morgan was pleased that he considered the title acceptable.
"In that case, I admit to liking being called Queen or Empress."




Chapter 20: New York Times

Judy had never been to the private airplane terminal at Tokyo International Airport, which had its own train stop. She got out and entered an attractive modern building, with minimal security delay. Flying this way emphasized how well the rich lived. From years of experience, she recognized that she was getting the red-carpet treatment because the long interview would be great publicity for Morgan, introducing Athena's CEO and soon-to-be candidate for governor of California. 'That's the news business,' she thought. 'We use them and they use us.'
A friendly young man in Athena uniform asked, "Are you Judy Silverman?"  When she said "Yes," he dropped to the floor and kissed her shoes. He then rose and introduced himself.
"Good afternoon, Ma’am. I'm Greg, Queen Morgan’s PA. May I take your bag?"
She had spent the previous day researching Athena, including talking to her Times colleague Gil Dawson. Gil knew Athena better than any other journalist, from reporting about it and living with an Athenian engineer. She'd learned that in Athena's female supremacist world, submissive men performed duties for women, like carrying bags.
"Certainly," she said, and handed over her suitcase. Judy thought she could get used to this mode of travel. Greg led her to a large Boeing business jet with the Athena's head emblem on its tail.
Greg led her forward through the spacious cabin, decorated in attractive earth tones, past several rows of typical airline seats.  He pulled a curtain aside, revealing two luxurious first-class style seats.
"You and the Queen will sit here during takeoff and landing, Ma'am."
They continued forward past a dining area on one side of the aisle, and a lounge on the other.
"This is the Queen's dining area. I assume you'll want to do your interviews here. I'll set up audio and visual recording."
"Thank you," Judy said, pleased that Greg understood the mechanics of dealing with the media.
He then opened another curtain and led her to two doors, one marked with a crown.
"As you’d guess, Ma’am, that’s the Queen‘s suite, and you have the other. They're soundproofed so you can sleep or work effectively."
He opened the left door and Judy was impressed. She had served in the press pool that traveled with the president on Air Force One. The president had a luxurious suite, but news people stayed in ordinary airline seats. Here, her suite featured a comfortable-looking bed, large desk and easy chair, and dresser. Judy admired the tasteful decor, with walls and carpet in soothing earth tones. Photos on the walls included one of a young Morgan with her parents, at the Acropolis in Athens. Others showed Morgan receiving a medal from the Ukrainian president, and being knighted by the king of the Netherlands.
"I assume you have clothes and toiletries for the flight in your bag, Ma’am."
"Yes, I do."
"I'll put them away for you, clothing in the dresser and toiletries in the bathroom." He opened the door to a bathroom.
"Thank you," Judy said. She loved this service. Although the Times was considered the pinnacle of journalism, she had never flown in such luxury.
"It’s my pleasure, Ma’am," Greg said. "You're the Queen‘s guest."
Greg knocked on the door of the Queen's suite and spoke into an intercom.
"Your Highness, Ms. Silverman is here."
"Excellent." Judy recognized the Queen‘s voice. The door opened and Morgan appeared. She wore a purple cashmere jogging suit with the Athena emblem that looked elegant, comfortable, and expensive.
"Welcome, Judy. Let me show you more of the plane while Greg sets up your suite."
'Royal purple,' Judy thought. She recognized that Morgan's hospitality was carefully choreographing her entire experience and setting the tone she wanted for the interview. Still, she was impressed. Despite being a seasoned journalist, she was feeling Morgan's spell, promoting herself essentially as royalty. 'I understand what she's doing,' Judy thought, 'but I like her.'
◆◆◆
 
Back in the lounge area, Morgan got to business.
"I’m happy to do the interview however you wish. It's a ten-hour flight, so we have several options. Let's interview for an hour or two, then break for dinner and talk further if you’d like."
"That’s very kind of you. I appreciate the offer to record video. The Times puts lots of content online, so an interview with video is better than audio alone. Before we start, how should I address you? I could use 'Morgan', 'Ms. Crown', or 'your Highness.' "
"All are fine with me."
"'Your Highness' seems natural sitting on your plane, being pampered by your staff. However, our editorial people don’t allow unofficial titles, so 'Morgan' is simplest."
"That’s fine, and I’ll use 'Judy.' Let’s sit down."
They settled in comfortable chairs while Greg set up the cameras.
"We’re ready, your Highness. Please speak briefly, so I can set the sound levels."
Once that was done, Greg placed glasses of water in holders on the chairs. He gave thumbs up, bowed, and withdrew.
Judy started the interview, expecting that Morgan would present herself very well. She was right.
"I’m Judy Silverman, and I’m on the private aircraft of Morgan Crown, CEO of Athena Technology. Morgan is a leader in the tech industry, and its most influential woman. She serves the tech community in many roles, including chairing the President’s commission on technology. Her company, based in a beautiful complex in the mountains overlooking Silicon Valley, is the largest and most successful female-led tech enterprise."
"Eight months ago, Morgan gave the annual Future of Technology lecture in San Francisco. In it, she argued that in the future Silicon Valley will be matriarchal - led by women - which would be the opposite of its early days and today that were patriarchal - dominated by men."
"In this interview, we'll discuss Morgan’s role in the tech industry, what makes Athena so special as a female-led firm, and how she envisions the industry’s future."
"Thank you for agreeing to this interview, Morgan. This is the most pleasant setting in which I've ever conducted one."
"It’s my pleasure, Judy. We've got a long flight across the Pacific, so we've lots of time to talk."
"Let’s start with origin stories, both yours and Athena's. There's not much information about them available."
'Most of that's by design,' Morgan thought but wasn't about to say. 'There's a lot we're not ready to publicize.'
"You're right. My mother was writing a book, but died before she finished. She talked to me a lot about it and left a good first draft, which I hope to finish someday but haven't had the time."
"I grew up as a Silicon Valley princess, because my parents were among the group who started companies in the 1970s. I played with and went to school with kids like me. We were surrounded by the energy and enthusiasm of those exciting days. Our parents were public figures, and we enjoyed their wealth. We played with the latest computers before they were available in stores, hung out in country clubs, sailed on the Bay, hiked and skied in the Sierras, and that sort of thing. We expected to make careers in tech, following our parents' footsteps."
"The interesting origin story is actually my parents'. That generation of tech founders were strong-willed, talented, and dynamic. The unusual thing about Athena was my mother. In those days the Valley was a patriarchy, so almost none of the founders or major figures were women."
"Mom got there because of her family situation. They had started one of the first banks in California, that financed gold rushers in the 1850s. Over the years they became part of the California establishment and socialized with people like Senator Stanford. My grandfather was an officer of the bank. In the 1960s, he was among the first to see the tech revolution coming and financed startups that became major companies."
"My mother, Debbie, wanted to get into tech when she was in high school. She started sniffing around for summer jobs and other opportunities, and was furious when no one wanted her.  She complained to grandfather, who explained that there was a silly prejudice that girls couldn’t do tech. When Mom said that she wanted to anyway, grandpa told her to start a company. He said, 'You're clever and energetic, so figure out how to get into tech. I have confidence in you, so if you come up with a good idea, the bank will back you.'"
"Mom took that to heart. She went east for college at Wellesley, where ambitious young women were encouraged. After studying both physics and women studies, she came back and went to business school at Stanford. She went regularly to a weekly tech lunch with students and faculty, who presented their ideas and discussed how to turn them into marketable products. They knew that people like them were starting very successful companies."
"Mom enjoyed describing those days. Most of the speakers were in T-shirts, shorts, and sandals. Almost all were men, and the few women dressed the same way. Mom made a point of coming in a designer business outfit - Armani, I think - killer high heels, jewelry, and full makeup.  She asked insightful questions about both the technology and its possible business aspects. Soon everybody knew her. Rather than blend into a male world, she deliberately stood out as a woman."
"One day, a young electrical engineer named David presented his invention, called an array processor, that did certain calculations much faster than the computers available. It would be valuable for radar, which he knew well from serving in the Air Force in Vietnam. It could also be used in sonar and in exploring for oil."
"Mom realized that this was what she was looking for. She took David to lunch at the student center. They sat in the warm sun and talked. David - who became my Dad - was awed that this beautiful woman was interested in him. He said it felt like a rom-com movie. After about an hour, Mom suggested they go into business. She would ask her father for the venture capital to get started."
"Over the next few days, they developed a business plan, and within a week they had the loan. They agreed that Mom would be CEO and Dad would be chief engineer. So, from the beginning, the new company would be female led."
"Mom suggested recruiting young women who wanted tech careers, but were afraid of firms that were hostile to women. A female-led firm would also attract talented men like my father, who were turned off by the macho frat-boy attitude of the other firms. They would be happy to let capable women run the business, so they could focus on the tech itself."
"They named the firm after the ancient Greek warrior goddess of wisdom, who was the patron of the city of Athens during its golden age. The name reflected the fact that the firm was female-led."
"Grandpa liked with what they were doing. For a site, he offered Mom the family estate in the Santa Cruz mountains. It had been their vacation place for more than 100 years, but wasn’t used much anymore."
"Mom and Dad married, after agreeing that it would be a female-led marriage. Dad felt natural as a submissive husband, and Mom enjoyed dominating him. It was a happy marriage and soon I came along."
◆◆◆
 
"Over the years, Athena prospered. Its first years were built on the array processor, and then on computers including the array processor that were even faster. Dad's engineering group also came up with other neat devices."
"So, Athena’s corporate structure - women leading and men supporting - is an extension of your parents’ marriage ethos," Judy said.
"Absolutely. Another great idea came by chance. While vacationing in Yellowstone National Park, Mom and Dad had dinner with the Chief Ranger. Forest fires had burned a large area in the park that summer. Mom asked what the biggest barrier to firefighting was. The ranger explained that it was coordinating the many federal and state agencies involved. Each had their own equipment, methods, and computers. Mom looked at Dad and he nodded."
"Mom asked whether the ranger would want software to allow the different groups to work together. The ranger said it would be wonderful, but surely would be difficult and expensive to create. Dad said that Athena would do it for free. A few weeks later, people from Athena got to work at park headquarters. By next summer’s fire season, the system called 'Joint Firefighter' was working, and the different agencies involved were thrilled. Yellowstone got the system for free, and the others bought it. It was an easy sell because it cost much less than the duplicative equipment it saved agencies from having to buy."
"This project had a huge effect on my parents' thinking, because it showed how much good Athena could do for society by helping organizations deal with technological challenges. That emphasis became part of our corporate culture, and made us different from most other Valley firms. They boast that they 'move fast and break things,' but we 'move fast and build things.' They pride themselves on 'disrupting' organizations, but we pride ourselves on helping them."
"Over the years, Athena grew and was very successful. After Stanford, I joined full time. Then one day my parents were killed in a car crash, and responsibility for the company came to me. It was terrifying at first, but I quickly grew to enjoy it.  Fortunately, my parents had prepared me. They were Marvel comics fans, and often reminded me of the line from Spiderman that 'with great power comes great responsibility.' "


'That's more than a business history,' Judy thought. 'It's a creation
story. Determined daughter, wise father, love, partnership, and a company named after a goddess. It inspires loyalty, pride, and inevitability. Morgan's using it to position herself and Athena as inheritors of California’s history, Silicon Valley culture, and their matriarchal future.'
"That's an amazing story, even by Silicon Valley standards," Judy said. "I hear you took charge beautifully. When I called around, someone very senior in the Pentagon said, 'if you have something techy that's hard to do, need it done right and quickly, and are willing to pay through the nose, they're your girls.' She also said that of the major tech firms, Athena was the best to deal with and the best at keeping quiet about it. She also said that you were the best CEO in tech.”
"That's good to hear," Morgan said. "We've always had good relations with the government. Mom and Dad said that just as the goddess protected Athens' democracy, our duty was to help the nation. In addition to what we do for the U.S., we help allies, either in response to U.S. government requests or with its approval."
"So, the project with Japan is typical?"
"Yes. The U.S. Navy asked us to help Japan develop underwater defenses. We agreed because it's defensive and conceptually like the air and missile defense systems we've worked on with many countries."
◆◆◆
 
"I'd like to follow up on what makes Athena special as a female-led firm."
"Technology isn't gendered. Chips work the same for women and men. Programs run the same for women and men. So, our tools and methods are like our male-led competitors'. Like them, we do well by being innovative, creative, skilled, and working hard."
"The difference is corporate culture. We draw bright women who want more opportunities and a more collegial environment than at male-led firms. We also attract outstanding men who like that environment and are comfortable with female leadership. How we do business comes from that culture, because on average women tend to be more collaborative, whereas men tend to be more individualistic."
"That's well put," Judy said sincerely. "Someone told me that Athena is an absolute matriarchy with you as Queen. How do you respond to that?"
"That’s accurate," Morgan smiled. "I own all the stock.  My mother insisted on that when she started the company. She thought many first-rate tech firms were ruined by short-term stockholder thinking. She wanted to invest in long-term projects without worrying about how they affected the books on a quarter-by-quarter basis. The results were impressive, so I’ve continued it."
"How do your employees feel about that?"
"They like it. We're the only major tech firm that doesn’t lay off people when the tech industries aren't doing well.  Not answering to stockholders buffers us from the boom-and-bust cycle. We don’t grow as fast during boom years, so we don’t get rid of people when things turn bad. We get great people, many of whom are drawn by how we take on long-term projects."
"We have far less employee turnover than other firms. People come to us to make a career and stay, rather than jumping to the next company as soon as possible. We’re rated the highest of the big firms as a place to work, and want to keep it that way."
"Not answering to stockholders also lets us live our values. We're committed to supporting democracy. We don't do business with countries we disapprove of, so we lose some business."
Judy was impressed by Morgan's argument.  'Beautifully done,' she mused. 'Morgan presents herself not as an authoritarian matriarchal autocrat, but as a leader protecting employees from layoffs and the company from short-term thinking. She presents her control as benevolent monarchy with long-term vision.'
"How do men feel about women holding the leadership positions?"
"They’re fine with it. They know it when they join us. But our salary ladder is on performance, so you don’t need to be a supervisor to climb fast. Our staff are paid at least as well or better than their counterparts in the patriarchal firms. Some men that were very senior on the tech side of another company hit the point where they weren't going to go further except by moving into management. They had no interest in doing that, so they joined us."
"As a result, most men we get are tech rather than management oriented. They’re following tradition, since that was my father‘s view. He wanted to invent things and improve them. My mother ran the business and grew it. Everybody liked that arrangement, and I've continued it."
Judy pursued this issue. "So, the men have no objection to being supervised by women?"
"It doesn’t seem to bother them. Many men are comfortable with female leadership. There’s a stigma about that in the Valley because of its patriarchal roots. But remember that many marriages are female led. And almost everybody, male or female, grew up in a family dominated by their mother. So, if you were happy growing up, and you’re comfortable with talented women, a female-led environment probably won’t bother you. My mother realized this even before she started talking to my father about starting the company."
'She makes the case for female leadership beautifully,' Judy thought. 'She turns what could have been a sensitive question about men working under female leadership into a case for Athena’s culture. She doesn’t dodge or soften it; she frames it as natural.'
"That makes sense. Incidentally, I'm ready for dinner."
"Absolutely," Morgan said, and snapped her fingers. Greg appeared instantly from behind the curtain and bowed. Morgan pointed to the table, and Greg presented menus. Once Judy and Morgan made selections, he headed aft to the galley.  The women moved to comfortable seats at a spacious wood table, and enjoyed the view of the Pacific below. A few minutes later,  Greg brought wine and appetizers.
'Impressive,' Judy thought. 'She commands, men obey, and everything works smoothly. She's not just arguing for female leadership, she's demonstrating it.  And I'm starting to see things her way.'




Chapter 21: Tech's Future

After a fine dinner, by far the best Judy had ever had on a plane, they resumed the interview.
"Morgan, I'd like to go back to your speech that argued that Silicon Valley's future was matriarchal. Can you explain what you meant?"
"Certainly. The Valley grew up in the 70's and 80's when almost all students getting degrees in computer science, engineering, and the like were men. This led to a patriarchal culture and bad behavior. Of course, not everybody behaved this way - some distinguished leaders treated women well. Still, many companies were famous for abusing women.  We’ve all seen the stories and movies."
"Of course," Judy answered.
"But those numbers are changing fast. Now, many college campuses are majority female, as are medical and law schools. So, demographics imply that tech will become increasingly female. I don’t think there’s any downside to this. The Valley was incredibly innovative when it was patriarchal, and will stay that way as it becomes matriarchal. Athena shows that a woman-led firm can thrive."
"From your speech," Judy prompted, "you think tech becoming matriarchal will have major consequences."
"I do. In general, with obvious exceptions, women are more oriented towards addressing societal problems and using tech to help society. You can see this in Athena's recent projects like Utsubo, where we help Japan defend itself."
"My mother and father were keen from the beginning on supporting democracy. So, the Ukrainians asked for help as it became clear that Russia would invade. They didn’t know if they could pay, but we said 'yes.' We didn’t even ask the U.S. government to pay. We just asked if they had no objection. They encouraged us to help Ukraine and hoped they could get us contracts to support what we are doing. But our agreement was made quickly by word-of-mouth, between me and the Ukrainian president."
"What did Athena do?"
"We created a battlefield information system better than anything out there. In addition to traditional sources of information from the military, it's crowd sourced in real time. It accepts phone calls or text messages from citizens - like 'we've seen so many Russians at a particular place.' That goes instantly into the system together with satellite and unit reports. Similarly, it does damage assessments, and gets that information instantly out to the Ukrainians at all levels, including small units. The 'fog of war' is a huge problem for commanders, and this helps the Ukrainians see through it."
Judy pressed for more. "I've heard rumors that you went well beyond that, and participated directly."
Morgan smiled, "Yes and no. We did other things. The most important was quick modifications to anti-tank weapons that let them to strike tanks at larger distances and thus with greater safety to the soldiers firing them. We took them to the battlefield and operated them. We weren't fighting on a regular basis, but testing and perfecting the modifications required active involvement."
"I can’t imagine the Russians were happy with that," Judy noted.
"They weren't, but we don't do business with them. We don’t approve of their dictatorship and so weren't doing business with them even before they attacked their neighbor. Here again, I have the advantage of not answering to stockholders."
'Clever,' Judy thought. 'She's showing that her matriarchal leadership isn’t soft or weak. It’s quick to act, willing to take risks, and value driven.'
"Do you answer to anyone?"
"Legally, no.  In reality, I only do what our people are comfortable doing. If I order people to do something that they're opposed to, like helping the Russians attack Ukraine, some people would quit, and others would sabotage it. My deputy CEO, who comes from a political science background, pointed out that even monarchy can't function without consent of the people."
"My mother handled this by forming the senior management into an advisory council. I don't have to follow their advice, but I’d be a fool not to. They're savvy and experienced people who've been with the company for many years and deeply understand what we’re trying to do."
◆◆◆
 
Judy now felt ready to go into deeper questions. "I’ve also heard that you're thinking in terms of speeding the transition to matriarchy in Silicon Valley."
Morgan had expected the question. "Yes. We're starting two programs this year."
"One will give generous fellowships for graduate study. Some older male faculty members still think that even super talented women are less independent than their male counterparts. So, this fellowship will let them to be as creative and independent as they can. In addition to supporting their studies, we'll give them the opportunity to learn about the tech industry. They're under no obligations to us when they graduate. If they're interested in joining Athena, we'd welcome them, but it will be their choice."
"We've just finished evaluating the applications and are stunned by the quality. They're an extraordinary group of young women that you'll hear a lot about in the years to come."
"The other project is creating a center for social policy named after my mother. We'll recruit young researchers to think about how the tech industry could contribute to important problems like transportation, environment, health, education, and the like. They'll take a fresh look at how to do things. The strength of the tech industry is asking 'is there a better way to do this?' and often there is."
"The argument for the new Center is simple. Many of society's institutions do well, but some don't. Part of the reason is that they were developed with almost no input from half the population. The Center will examine issues where a female outlook may be useful."
"I like the idea," Judy said, "but it sounds very vague and pie in the sky."
"It isn’t," Morgan answered, not taking offence. "We’ve been thinking about this since my Future of Technology speech."
"Afterwards, I got several requests from young women who wanted to work in these areas. One was key in developing our new search and rescue system. Her background is operations research, which means how to make work things better. The thing she dislikes most about the Bay area is its traffic congestion. She wanted to figure out how optimize traffic lights and bus and train schedules to transport people faster. I agreed and she met with the mayor of San Francisco, who likes the idea. When we form the Center, her project will be one of the first."
"About the same time, one of our network engineers came to me with another proposal. She has friends in the San Francisco police who want to improve policing. They'd read about the battlefield information system we developed for Ukraine and pointed out that the police could use a similar system. Police wear body cameras that could be merged with other video cameras and digital maps of the city with information about buildings, traffic, etc. This would help figure out what to do in complicated situations. We took the idea to the mayor of San Francisco and the police chief. Both liked it, especially when I explained that Athena would develop the system at no cost to the city. We'll design a system with them."
"This will also become a project of the new Center. Neither project will have immediate financial benefit to Athena. We're putting in our own resources, and the city will work with us."
"We'll shortly announce the Center and invite applications. We think that there are many young women interested in using their skills to benefit society, and this will give them a great opportunity. These two examples show the advantages of taking a fresh look and having women involved. When you watch police shows, which are mostly produced by men, you see people running around with guns. Our program with the San Francisco police will be the opposite - less shooting and chasing but more thinking and coordinating."
'She's made a very good case,' Judy thought.
◆◆◆
 
"I have two other questions before we stop. In your lecture, you mentioned that you expected the first female governor of California to come from Silicon Valley. Pretty much everyone in the audience interpreted as that you're interested in the job. Are you?"
"I would be if I can benefit the people of the state. At Athena, I have freedom to put our technology to work for the public good. The question is could I accomplish more as governor, given the constraints of the political system?"
"Let's end with a personal question. You're often called the most eligible single woman in California. You're wealthy, intelligent, and attractive. You check off every box for an ideal mate. Several people mentioned to me that you seem close to Congressman Paul Barlow. Is that something you're comfortable talking about?"
"I'm comfortable saying that Paul is an intelligent, attractive, and decent man. He introduced me at the Future of Technology conference. I've testified before his committee in Washington. We sit together on the President's technology commission. We know each other well, and I was close to his wonderful wife before her untimely death. Beyond that I'd only say despite Athena's software sophistication, we've stayed out of the dating business, although enormous amounts of money are being made by computer dating firms. We have little confidence in our ability to predict how women and men will work out together."
"Fair enough," Judy said. "I'll let my readers and viewers infer what they wish."




Chapter 22: A New Dominatrix

With the recording off, Judy and Morgan relaxed. Despite having considerable experience interviewing and being interviewed, both had prepared diligently and thought carefully about what to say. Still, it had been tiring.
Morgan snapped her fingers. Greg brought glasses of wine on an elegant tray and presented them as smoothly as in a fine restaurant. Judy again marveled at the quality of the service. Morgan really lived like a queen.
“Thank you, Greg,” Morgan said and dismissed him with a wave of fingers.
“That was fun,” Morgan said. “I enjoyed talking to you. Is there more we should cover?”
“There is,” Judy replied. “But off the record. They're things I doubt my editors would print.”
Morgan guessed where Judy was going, but played along.
“Go ahead.”
“I’d like to know more about the men working at Athena. I gather that's something you don’t talk about much.”
“True, but we’re off the record, correct?”
“Absolutely.”
“I can tell you how it works, but I’m not much on the underlying psychology. Our system follows my mother’s plan. When I got involved with Athena, I liked having submissive men around and took them for granted. I'd say there are two factors. First, studies have found that about 25% of males have fantasies of submitting to powerful women. There’s a whole culture of dominatrices and BDSM in which men submit. Second, many men and most women feel that women are generally better leaders.”
“I hear that males at Athena are called slaves and treated that way. Is that true?”
Morgan expected to be questioned about this by the media. She'd thought about what to say, depending on the sophistication of the interviewer. Judy, a Times woman, was at the top of her profession, so Morgan replied accordingly.
“Yes and no,” Morgan said. “We have a special corporate culture. Internally, I’m called 'the Queen.' It’s not a legal position, of course, but it’s our tradition. If you joined us - which I'd like -  I'd address you as 'Lady Judy.' We'd address the young Japanese woman who helped me at the press conference as 'Mistress Fumiko.' She'd bow to you and courtesy to me. All of us women would address Greg as ‘slave.'”
“That seems strange,” Judy said.
“Again, yes and no. Have you attended BDSM parties or had experience with female dominance?”
“No,” Judy said sheepishly. “I’ve thought about it, but never had the courage to try."
“You’d enjoy it,” Morgan said. “Women are in charge. Submissive men kneel before them, serve them in every way, kiss their boots, and so on. The women treat the men as slaves, and abuse them, including punishing or disciplining them. But it’s all consensual. The men typically pay well for the treatment, enjoy it greatly, and return repeatedly.”
“We treat our men in a similar way. Women outrank them and provide leadership, and men obey. Men serve women in their professional capacities - programmers, hardware people and the like - and also provide personal service.”
“Greg served us nicely, "Judy noted. “Very few men do that as gracefully.”
“He’s been trained to do it, like all Athenian males. Since this trip was short, I didn’t bring a full staff. So, Greg did my hair and makeup, and the other chores that traditionally a queen has ladies-in-waiting for. At home I have a full staff, so Greg’s main job is my PA. He’s got an MBA and lots of experience. He sets up my schedule, works with me on what to say, and so on.”
“Interesting,” Judy said.  “Do you think of him as a slave?”
“Yes, under our system. By historical standards, no. He’s well paid and has good benefits, including retirement and healthcare. He can leave at any time and take his pension with him. He stays because he likes the job, including its submissive side.”
“Do you whip or beat him?”
“Yes. That’s part of his submission and my dominance. It’s ritualized discipline that we both enjoy. It sounds strange if you’re not into BDSM, but for us it’s normal.”
“Are there legal issues?”
“No. He signed a contract accepting physical discipline. It's like sports in which physical contact is normal. In fact, contact sports cause routine injuries, which doesn’t happen with us. Our discipline can be painful, but doesn’t produce injuries.”
Judy was impressed with Morgan’s calm and thoughtful discussion. She often had domination fantasies, and admired the beauty and power of dominatrices. She’d read about BDSM, but never had the courage to explore it. She feared that it would look bad to the Times, where a reporter’s credibility was crucial.
◆◆◆
 
Morgan enjoyed Judy’s expression. She knew the request that would come, and did.
“I feel silly asking, but could I try a little with Greg?”
“Certainly,” Morgan said, “you're my guest.” She grinned and snapped her fingers.
Greg appeared almost instantly and bowed.
“Slave,” Morgan said in an imperious voice, “remove your shirt and worship Mistress Judy‘s shoes.”
Without hesitation, Greg took off his shirt and crawled to Judy. He started licking her shoes with long slow licks.
To her surprise, Judy enjoyed his attention. She felt like a character in a kinky novel. As an experiment, she tilted her shoe upward. As she had hoped, Greg started licking the sole clean. Judy knew what to do next and lifted her foot, exposing the spike heel. Just as in books, Greg enthusiastically sucked the heel.
Judy felt excited, but also somewhat silly. She ordered as harshly as she could, “Other shoe, slave,” and pushed him to her other foot. Greg happily switched and went back to work.
Morgan watched with amusement and asked, “Do you like it?”
“Very much,” Judy admitted. “But I feel silly.”
“Why?” Morgan asked. “You’re a powerful, intelligent, and attractive woman. It’s perfectly natural to use your female power. As you can see, Greg enjoys serving you. Watch this.”
“Footstool,” Morgan ordered. Greg dropped fully to the floor, presenting his bare back to Judy. Now fully in the spirit, Judy put her shoes on his back.
“Good,” Morgan said. “Now scratch with your heels.” Judy did and enjoyed making red marks on his back.
Morgan laughed. “Your dominant side came naturally because it’s always been there."
This intrigued Judy, who had made a point of downplaying her sexuality.  Female journalists were always suspected of using sexuality to get stories. As a result, Judy dressed in a businesslike way and avoided romantic relationships in the media or with newsmakers. It made her personal life less interesting than she would like, but helped professionally. This encounter was different from anything she had ever done.
“There’s nothing to worry about," Morgan said. "You're among friends. Nothing that you’ve done is even remotely wrong. You've done a detailed interview and are now on your own time. If you choose to interact with a man who's interested in you, what business is that of anybody else?”
Judy wasn’t sure the Times would see it that way, and knew that her gossipy colleagues wouldn’t. Still, she was more excited sexually than she had been for a long time and wanted to keep going. She decided to take the chance.
“Would you let me beat him?”
‘Did I really say that,’ Judy thought. ‘Is this getting out of hand?’
“Why not?” Morgan said. “As you’d guess, the plane's set up for that.”
Morgan, who knew Judy was likely to get cold feet, acted promptly.
“Slave, it’s whipping time. Crawl to the wall in Mistress Judy’s suite."
Obeying immediately, Greg started crawling up the aisle.
“Too slow, slave!” Morgan complained with pretended anger.
“Mistress Judy, get that lazy creature moving with a few good kicks.” Morgan ordered with such authority that Judy obeyed without thinking. She stood up and started kicking Greg forward. ‘I'm kicking him hard with my shoe's pointed toes,’ Judy thought. ‘I should feel guilty, but I don't. I love this.’
Greg crawled into the suite and stood by the forward wall. Judy had noticed that that this wall wasn’t decorated, unlike the others, and now realized why. Greg raised and spread his arms, so his wrists touched two fittings. He spread his legs similarly.
“OK, Judy, now you can have fun,” Morgan said. "Clamp his wrists and ankles." With a sense of excitement, Judy closed the straps and tightened the buckles as hard as she could.
“Now the waist,” Morgan said. Judy noticed a fitting and realized that it was a strap like a seatbelt. She pulled it out and strapped it around his waist. By now, she didn’t need instructions, and tightened it as hard as she could. Greg grunted as he was forced against the wall.
Smiling, Morgan reached into what Judy had thought was an umbrella stand and presented a riding crop.
“Will this be your first whipping?” Morgan asked.
“Yes," Judy admitted. "I never thought I’d say this, but I’m looking forward to it.”
“That’s the spirit," Morgan said encouragingly. “This is a nice toy to start with. You can inflict a lot of pain without permanent damage. Let me show you.” She laid the crop horizontally across Greg’s upper back and tapped gently.
“Beat his upper back like this.” She swung her arm back and whipped it forward rapidly. The crop cut through the air with a whooshing noise and impacted his back with a loud crack. Morgan pulled it back, and Judy was impressed by the bright red welt that resulted.
To her surprise, Greg grunted out, “One, thank you mistress.” Judy liked that he had to express gratitude for the beating.
“You want horizontal stripes across his back, starting from mine and going down about halfway. Don’t beat the lower back. “
She handed the crop to Judy. “First line it up the way I did, then pull it back and hit.”
Judy did it with a sense of unreality. She was thrilled to see the new red stripe, and realized with embarrassment that she felt wet as she got aroused.
“Two, thank you mistress.” Greg said.
‘I'm beating a man who's never done anything to me.' Judy thought. 'I love it, which means I'm a sadist.‘
“Good,” Morgan said. “Continue down his back. Keep two things in mind. First, wait about five seconds between blows. That gives him time to process the pain and fear the next blow. Second, as the crop hits his back, snap your wrist. That makes the blow harder and more painful. Try to make each blow harder than the previous one.”
With rising excitement, Judy followed Morgan’s instructions, Greg’s body shook after each blow. Judy was impressed that he didn’t cry out and kept the count going.
After twelve strokes, Morgan said “You’re doing very well. Would you like to keep going?”
‘I really shouldn't,' Judy thought, 'but I want to.’ 
“If it’s OK with you. I didn’t expect to enjoy this, but I love it.”
“That’s what I expected,” Morgan said. “Give him another twelve.”
As Judy continued, she could see Greg weakening. He grunted harder and shook more after each blow. After eighteen, she looked to Morgan, wondering whether to continue. Morgan smiled cruelly and nodded to keep going.
At 24, Judy caught her breath. She felt wonderful and remembered reading that during scenes, dominatrices spoke of being in an altered state called 'domme space'. Judy now appreciated what they meant.
“Nicely done,” Morgan said. “As we both suspected, you're a natural dominatrix.”
Judy didn’t disagree. She now accepted what her instincts should have told her. She had been fascinated by BDSM and repressed it. In hindsight, she should have started long ago.
“OK,” Morgan said, "release his restraints, starting with the ankles and working your way up.” Judy did that, enjoying Greg‘s shaking and sweaty body. She rubbed her fingers over the red welts on his back and enjoyed the feeling of warmth.  'She'd done this to him!'
When she released his wrists,  Greg dropped to the floor and kissed her shoes. In a humble tone, he said, “Thank you for disciplining me, Mistress.”
Judy wasn’t sure what to say, so gambled on, “It was my pleasure, slave.” She was pleased that Morgan nodded approvingly.
“Off you go, slave. Have a flight attendant treat your back." As Greg crawled away, Morgan pantomimed a kick. Judy kicked Greg‘s butt with her shoes' pointed toes, producing satisfying grunts and making him move even faster.
◆◆◆
 
Morgan led Judy back to the lounge area where they sat down. She pressed the call button, and a uniformed flight attendant appeared.
“Champagne for both of us,” she ordered. When it arrived, Morgan raised her glass and toasted, “To an impressive new dominatrix.”
“Thank you,” Judy responded, touching her glass to Morgan’s. "I appreciate your guiding me through an amazing experience. I now need to figure out what to do, given that.”
“I don’t think you'll want to give up BDSM.”
“Certainly not,” Judy said. "You've opened a new world for me.”
"There's an obvious possibility," Morgan said. "We could use you at Athena. We're raising our public profile, so your skills would be very valuable. We can outbid what the Times pays and let you integrate BDSM into your life. You’d be Lady Judy, one of our top people."
"That’s a kind offer and I appreciate it. There’s another option. As we discussed, it sounds like you're planning to run for governor."
"I am," Morgan said. "Off the record, I'll announce my engagement to Paul Barlow soon. At the wedding I'll announce my run for governor."
"As you probably know," Judy said, "news people often embed themselves in a campaign. Would you like me to cover yours? I'd be a fly on the wall, and you'd indicate what was on the record and what wasn’t."
"I'd like that," Morgan said. "I'll put you up in a guest suite in my palace, which we use for distinguished visitors, including royalty. It comes with a wonderful slave like Greg, who's like a lady-in-waiting. He'll pamper you like royalty, including bathing and dressing you, and doing your hair and makeup. He can also help you pick out more attractive clothes."
"That would be fun," Judy replied. "I could get into that."
"At first, your coverage should focus on my run for governor and not delve deeply into Athena. We prefer not to discuss our femdom. We also do lots of classified work that can't be revealed."
"I could live with that," Judy said. "The protocol is that we prepare a short memo, and I'll ask for approval. That should be easy. This request would go to the San Francisco bureau chief, who was very happy with Gil Dawson‘s reporting about your Searcher project."
"That works for me. Put something together and let’s go through it."
"I have a big question," Judy said, "and you know what it is. Can you go through a campaign without getting asked about female dominance and male slavery at Athena?"
"Probably not," Morgan said. "I’ve discussed this with my council of Ladies, and they're comfortable with my giving vague answers. If I'm elected, then it might be time to be somewhat more explicit. I'll have a major legislative agenda, which the media will focus on. At that point, I think revealing more about Athena can be done without great harm. People that would be offended by it wouldn’t have voted for me anyway."
"I agree," Judy said. "I doubt it will hurt you. The history of politics is full of the acceptance of things once regarded as scandalous. Some people opposed John Kennedy because he was Catholic. Others were opposed to divorced people. For some time, adultery and out of wedlock children were disqualifying, but no longer. I suspect consensual BDSM will follow the same pattern. Paul, who I assume you plan to turn into a slave husband, could explain the male standpoint."
"That's what I had in mind. Paul‘s vows will include obeying me. In the past, it was perceived that the wife's duty was to obey her husband. Now, at least in Athena, the husband‘s duty is to obey his wife."
"When the time comes, we'll give you the first exclusive interview with Paul. You can do it before the wedding and release it with the gush of publicity that the wedding produces."
"So, you view the wedding as legitimizing matriarchy to the public."
"I do. Patriarchy has long been legitimized. So, outside of cultural biases, I can’t see why matriarchy shouldn’t be legitimate. We've come far with the patriarchal system, so adding women’s contributions can only strengthen things. I plan on bringing into government good ideas from intelligent and thoughtful women that can help solve problems and make society a better place."




Chapter 23: All-Hands Meeting

Fumiko tried hard but unsuccessfully not to show excitement. As a Japanese woman, she should stay stoic, but it wasn’t easy. During training she had enjoyed lunches in the mistresses' dining room in the lab building. The food was excellent, and slaves rotated from their regular duties waited on the tables. Occasionally she knew the slave serving her table, which was fun for both of them. On good weather days like today, the glass on three sides of the hall was retracted, making an open-air restaurant with superb views of the forest, Silicon Valley, and the Bay.
Today Fumiko had a special thrill. She was seated at the front table on the right, marked by a purple tablecloth, that was reserved for the Queen and members of the Council of Ladies. The Queen had invited her to join.  Her assistant Masaru sat at the table to the left marked by a red tablecloth, which was for distinguished guests. Also there was Erika Linder, Emily‘s lover who lived in her cottage when in California. Erika had been key in developing the Searcher system, and now travelled around the world implementing it. Recently, she had spent several months working with the Norwegian park service. It helped that Erika was German and fit in naturally on the continent.
Athena often celebrated a team's major success with an all-hands meeting after lunch. Slaves also attended, standing at tables in the back of the room. Fumiko's team would be honored today, and other announcements would be forthcoming.
Several days earlier, notice was sent telling when the Queen's New York Times interview would air. Most Athenians watched and enjoyed it. Fumiko thought Morgan had done very well explaining things, without breaching confidentiality.
Judy, who had moved into the palace, also sat at Morgan's table. She loved living in the palace and being pampered by her assigned slave. He had produced a perfectly fitting Athenian uniform, with the Times logo instead of Athena's, so she fit in. She had sat in on two campaign planning meetings and was getting to know Emily and the rest of the senior staff.
Today, she looked forward to further insight into how Athena worked. It was already clear to her that it was a unique and impressive culture, blending Silicon Valley and matriarchy. She had been delighted by riding to the lab in a carriage drawn by two pony slaves, and was impressed by the lab's calm environment, which was just as Morgan described. She noticed that everyone in the dining room was in a festive mood. The Ladies at her table interacted with the comfortable ease of long-term colleagues who respected each other and the Queen. They bantered easily with the slave serving their table, whose normal job was in personnel. 'Everyone says the ceremony is amazing,' Judy though, 'but no one will tell me why. They say to wait and see.'
◆◆◆
 
Morgan, in uniform like the other mistresses, circulated from table to table. Showing easy rapport, she greeted mistresses and exchanged pleasantries. After the meal, she strode to the stage. She tapped the console and a large screen rose. Everyone quieted down.
"Presiding at all-hands meetings is one of the best parts of my job," Morgan said. "We gather to honor our colleagues' accomplishments. We can't recognize everybody’s accomplishments, because we can't spend every afternoon in all-hands meetings, so we pick a few to represent all that we do."
"I have several things to discuss. Many of you were surprised a few weeks ago to learn that we were helping build an underwater system to defend Japan.  Its origin is fascinating and deserves mention. I'll shortly invite Mistress Fumiko Nakamura to join me on the stage. Most of you don't know her, because she joined us in an unconventional way. As a postdoc in Japan, she conceived of the system. The Japanese Navy agreed on joint development with the U.S. Navy, who recommended us as contractor. We were delighted to help defend democracy in Asia, and advance our technology. I asked Fumiko to join us as project leader. She and three colleagues came here for training and a first assignment with the air defense group."
"They then returned to Japan and apparently vanished from Athena. In reality, they were hard at work in Tokyo. The project is called Utsubo, Japanese for a Moray eel, which hides underwater beneath rocks until it attacks with ferociously sharp teeth."
"Fumiko recruited additional males and her small team operated under the cover of a fictitious company. We kept our ties confidential. This changed a month ago when Japan announced Utsubo's existence at a conference I had the privilege of participating in. Since we're no longer hiding our involvement, I invited Fumiko and her associates here to be honored. They will then return to what is now officially our Tokyo office."
"Mistresses Fumiko and Masaru, please come forward."
They climbed happily to the stage and curtsied deeply.  Morgan flipped a switch, and a beautiful gold and jade brooch featuring a fierce eel appeared on the screen.
"I will present this pin to Mistress Masaru. I secretly sent one to Mistress Fumiko earlier, when it seemed unlikely that Utsubo could be recognized publicly in the near future. I only sent one because multiple people with the same pin might lead to unwanted questions."
Morgan pinned the brooch on Masura's blouse.
"We will also honor the male slave members of the team in our usual way."
Four males in uniform pants but shirtless came to the stage. Fumiko and Masaru formed one side of a gauntlet, and Emily and Lady Tamar formed the other. One by one the slaves dropped to their knees and crawled through the gauntlet, kissing the boots of each mistress and receiving four painful whip strokes on the back from her, which they endured without complaint.
Once all had crawled the gauntlet, Fumiko and Masaru walked to the branding chair. A brazier with a branding iron had been set up. Fumiko gestured for the first slave to crawl to it. He seated himself in the chair, and they strapped his arms and chest to the chair in preparation for branding.
Morgan proclaimed, "In recognition of outstanding performance, these slaves will be branded with a 'U' for Utsubo. They will also receive silver copies of the pin that I gave to their mistresses."
She nodded to Fumiko, who pressed the glowing branding iron above the slave's left nipple, filling the room with the smell of seared flesh. He winced and shook, but made no sound. Fumiko and Masaru released the straps, and he crawled away. The next slave followed.
Once all four slaves were branded, Morgan resumed, "Let's now give the Utsubo team the round of applause that they fully deserve."
The audience rose and cheered as Fumiko and Masaru led their boys off the stage.
'That was intense,' Judy thought. 'The ritual whipping and branding is brutal, but accepting it from their mistresses reinforces the slaves' loyalty beyond what money or promotions could do. Athena has a special culture that they're all bonded to, and helps them be so successful.' She'd love to write about this for the Times, but knew that Morgan wouldn't allow it.
◆◆◆
 
"I'd like to bring several other matters to your attention," Morgan said. "Some of you have seen my interview with the New York Times. For those who haven't and may be interested, a recording is available on our website."
"The interviewer, who is now visiting us, was particularly interested in new outreach programs that we're developing, so let me bring you up to date. The first is Athena graduate fellowships. These fellowships are being awarded to outstanding women beginning graduate study in areas of technology and science that we expect to greatly benefit society. The fellowships give them the freedom to innovate and be creative during their studies. I invite our first class of fellows to come to the stage."
The twelve new fellows came to the stage. Morgan introduced them, described their backgrounds and interests, and congratulated them. The audience responded with loud approval.
"This is a big step for Athena," Morgan said. "We've traditionally recruited some of the most talented young people in tech. Now we're successful to the point that we can help nurture future leaders of the tech world."
"We're also embarking on an even more ambitious project. You've seen the construction on the east side of campus. That will be the site of the new Deborah Crown Center for Social Policy. We'll invite talented young women to spend two years as Center fellows, with all expenses paid, to think about how society might do certain things better."
"When I raised this possibility, questions were asked whether we might be going a bit afield. But even as the plan was developing, I got confirmation that it was right. Two young mistresses came to me, seeking permission and support for projects with major potential benefits to society."
"Mistress Erika Linder told me that the thing she liked least about the Bay Area was traffic congestion. Given her background in operations research and optimization, she proposed to explore whether improving the scheduling of traffic lights, buses, trains, and similar things using crowd-sourced information and real-time adjustments could improve people’s commuting experience and reduce fuel expenditures and carbon emissions. I discussed this idea with the mayor of San Francisco, who was very supportive."
Morgan beckoned Erika and a tall Black woman to the stage.
"Thus, Erika and her assistant, Mistress Felicity Nagatwa, will be Center fellows. They'll be detailed from their duties to work full time on the project. They'll have offices in the new Center, and an office in City Hall so they can work directly with the city authorities."
"Less than a week later I got another impressive proposal. Mistress Esther Goldman, one of last year’s recruits, was a star volleyball player at UCLA, where she earned degrees in computer science.  She plays in a volleyball club, where she met two young San Francisco police officers. In conversation, Esther mentioned the battlefield intelligence systems that we developed for the Ukraine. It occurred to them that a similar program would be valuable to the police. Supervisors at headquarters could see data from officers' body cameras and cameras in different parts of the city. In a complicated situation, they could give an officer in the field a much more comprehensive picture of what was going on, and instructions as to what to do."
"Esther and I, together with the two young officers, met with the mayor and the police chief, who are happy to work with us. Esther will become a fellow of our new Center, and the officers will have affiliate status. I invite Esther and officers Joyce Tang and Beatrice Elkins to the stage."
"Please give a round of applause to our first Crown Center fellows. Their examples should encourage talented and ambitious women who hope to make a difference to join us and use our resources and their talent to benefit society."
After loud applause, Morgan continued.
"We're also starting a joint project with the town of Woodside. As you all know, there's an acute shortage of affordable housing statewide, especially in expensive areas like ours. We'll lease ten acres to the town for a dollar a year, and help them develop it for housing affordable by town employees and others working in town."
'Impressive,' Judy thought. 'It's not just public relations. Athena really is taking on expensive projects to better society. Morgan’s using her power for good.'
"Finally," Morgan said, "I have a personal announcement. Normally I don't discuss my private life. However, certain aspects of it are probably of interest."
"In the last few months, I've grown close to Congressman Paul Barlow, who represents San Francisco and surroundings in Congress. Paul is a leading advocate for technology in Washington and serves on the President's commission on technology, that I have the honor to chair. We've interacted repeatedly over the years, and I've been impressed with his wisdom and support for the tech industry."
"I was close to his wife, Fiona, who perished a year ago in a kayaking accident. Since then, we came to know each other better and discussed a possible future together. This would involve his joining our community, although he'd keep his seat in Congress if the voters so chose. He'd advise us on many important issues, including the new Center."
"Paul has spent six weeks with us, going through a version of the training for all new male Athenians. He's impressed everybody with his intelligence, character, and willingness to adapt to our ways."
"I recently presented my desire to marry him to the Council of Ladies, who supported the idea enthusiastically. We’re all confident that Paul will be an enormous asset to us, even beyond being an excellent husband and hopefully father in the future. I should note that I'm following in my mother‘s footsteps again. As you know, my father David founded our company with her and served it faithfully, playing a major role in our rise. I'm confident that Paul will do the same."
She beckoned with her finger. Paul, in uniform including his collar, walked to the stage, dropped smoothly to the floor, and lovingly kissed Morgan’s boots.
"Paul and I will have a public marriage ceremony in a few months, which will be our equivalent of a royal wedding. Those of you who follow such things may recall that when the gentleman who became Prince Philip married the young Queen Elizabeth II of Britain, he swore to obey her as the sovereign. Paul will do the same, promising to obey and serve me and Athena. Please welcome Paul Barlow to our midst."
The crowd rose for a standing ovation. They were thrilled that the long-standing succession problem had been resolved brilliantly.
Turning to Emily who sat next to her, Judy said admiringly, "That's the best CEO performance I've ever seen. She has a natural bond with her people."
"Agreed," Emily responded. "It was awesome. She was born and raised to lead Athena and always seems to do the right thing. She just neatly resolved the succession issue that's been everyone's biggest concern."




Chapter 24: Helping San Francisco

Jasmine Wu, San Francisco's mayor, looked happily at the crowd of news people filling the City Hall auditorium. Standing next to her on the stage were Police Chief Bill Barr and  Athena CEO Morgan Crown. Judy Silverman and her Times colleague Gil Dawson sat in the auditorium’s front row.
"The Queen's here, so this has got to be a big story involving Athena," Gil said. "Molly was off duty today. She's heard vague  gossip but the top people were quiet about what was going on." Gil lived in a female-led relationship with Molly, an Athenian engineer, in Athena’s secretive Colony housing complex.
"It's big," Judy said. "I've been watching it develop from Lady Emily's office."
'We're both so deep in Athena,' Judy mused, 'that we use their titles naturally. Of course, being inside will help the story.'
The mayor, a petite and dynamic woman, was widely regarded as one of the best mayors in the country. She was about to show why this was the case.
“Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen. This has been a terrifying day for our city, which ended well. I'm here to report on the events and how they were resolved. As you'll see, the happy outcome reflects well on our city. I'll briefly summarize what occurred, and the major participants will be available afterwards to provide further information.”
“At approximately 1 PM, three gunmen armed with assault rifles entered North Beach junior high school. They held three classrooms, containing approximately 75 children and three teachers, at gun point and demanded to speak to the principal. When she arrived, they ordered her to communicate an ultimatum to the city. They demanded $10 million and threatened that if this was not provided, they would kill the children and their teachers.”
“This demand was promptly relayed to me. I met with Chief Barr. As we have long agreed, we would not pay the ransom, because that would encourage more such demands.”
“We agreed that a police hostage negotiator would enter the building, which had already been evacuated of other students and teachers. He would attempt to convince the gunmen to lay down their weapons. Once they refused, as we expected, he explained that it would take several hours to arrange the ransom."
“At the same time, Chief Barr was organizing a rescue effort that would use capabilities and plans that had been prepared for such an event. The Chief will explain what ensued.”
The Chief in full uniform came to the podium.
“For approximately the last five months, the department has been significantly improving our ability to deal with situations like this. We are working with Athena Technology, a high-tech firm based in nearby Woodside. In a joint effort, we have developed an operations and intelligence system called 'Web Commander' that gives us powerful new capabilities. Web Commander integrates video from the body cameras officers wear, cameras in police vehicles, and video systems in public buildings or other locations that might be vulnerable to attack. In addition, we have arranged with property owners around the city to tap feeds from their video systems. This information is collated at a new operations center in police headquarters. Two of our officers, working with the team from Athena, have developed methods to synthesize this information and combine it with a wide variety of stored data, including plans of major public buildings and detailed maps of the city.
“Thus, within half an hour, we had a clear understanding of the geometry of the school’s interior, video showing the gunmen‘s locations and activities, and video from around the school. This information gave Lieutenant Kirby and the other members of the SWAT team the ability to plan a rescue. The lieutenant can describe what ensued.”
Lieutenant Kirby, a tough looking individual still wearing his tactical gear, had been standing on the side of the stage with the members of his team. He spoke to the assembly with calm assurance.
"Thanks to Web Commander, our team had much better information than we usually have when planning an operation. The system gave us the gunmen’s view of their surroundings, so we could see where to enter the building without being seen. We then mapped two routes to the area where the gunmen were holding the students. Using stored plans, the system showed us the views we would see as we entered the building and let us carefully prepare our plan.”
“At approximately 4:30 two teams of five officers each entered the building and moved quietly to where the gunmen were. We assaulted using flash-bang grenades that produce a blinding flash and loud explosions that stunned the gunmen.  Our officers immobilized and disarmed them. They are now in custody, and there were no injuries to our officers, the teachers, or the students.”
The mayor returned to the podium.
"This successful outcome is a tribute to everyone involved. The SWAT team and the other officers involved showed superb professionalism. When I took office one of my major goals was to enhance our police department's capabilities. Today’s result indicates what the Chief and his officers have accomplished. Their months of preparation and training made a highly dangerous situation look easy to resolve. Of course it wasn't. I salute all of them, and I’m sure I speak for all the residents of the city.”
◆◆◆
 
“As you've heard, our partnership with Athena Technology was crucial. My old friend, Athena CEO Morgan Crown, will explain their role.”
“Thank you, Mayor,” Morgan said. “Since my parents founded Athena over 40 years ago, one of our primary goals has been to use advanced technology to help society. Although we are best known for helping defend the nation, we also play a major role in fighting wildfires and recently search and rescue operations. In these applications we partner closely with governmental organizations to integrate our technology with their expertise.”
“This application emerged from a suggestion by Dr. Esther Goldman, a young network engineer in her first year with us. She was working on information systems that help our military and those of our allies understand a complicated battlefield, and operate as effectively as possible.  Esther was a star volleyball player at UCLA, where she earned degrees in computer science. She continues to play in a women’s volleyball club here, which by serendipity includes two young San Francisco police officers, Joyce Tang and Beatrice Elkins."
"During conversation, Esther explained what she did and the officers said that they had been wondering how the police could better integrate and control their operations in complicated situations. The three put together a proposal that Esther proposed to her supervisor, who liked it. It propagated up to me and my advisors, who also liked it. I thus approached Mayor Wu and suggested joint development of a system.”
“Essentially Athena would contribute personnel and computers, and the city would contribute the officers’ time and expertise. The mayor and Police Chief agreed, so for several months Esther and two other Athenians have been working with the police. Once the system was built and the necessary information channels developed, the police department developed a set of scenarios that might arise. We worked with them to plan how to best respond. Some of these involve scenarios like what happened today. Much thought and effort went into providing the SWAT team with information that could help them. I am thrilled by their success and proud of how Athena helped them.”
“With the mayor's permission, I’d also like to mention other joint projects that are starting or under consideration. Athena is working with the city to try to improve traffic flows and speed commuting. We are jointly developing the ability to optimize traffic signals in real time, reflecting the current situation and allowing vehicles to move through the city faster. We are also working to integrate bus, streetcar, and train schedules with the lights. Although this lacks the glamour of police operations, initial tests show noticeable improvement in traffic speeds and reductions in commuting time. Again, this demonstrates the advantage of combining our technology with the city’s expertise.”
Judy admired Morgan's presentation. 'She did everything right,' she mused. 'Showed social commitment, was generous with subordinates and partners, sent a professional but upbeat and enthusiastic message. She'll be an impressive candidate.'
Morgan stepped aside and the Mayor took the podium.
“In the interest of time, we'll take only a few questions. We'll then end the briefing, but the participants on stage will be available to answer additional questions.”
The first was for the mayor. “Does collaboration with a major tech firm pose conflicts of interest?”
“No. We have a joint development agreement, that has proved very successful. We haven't paid Athena anything and they haven't paid us anything. We have the source code and can use it as we wish. Athena in turn has the right to develop Web Commander into a commercial product. We wish them the best in this endeavor, and expect that it will be very useful to other communities' police departments.”
Another question also went to Morgan. “It's generally assumed that you plan to run for governor. How does what you're doing with the city impact your plans?”
“My interest in possibly running for governor stems from my belief that the tech industry can provide both useful systems and a useful outlook to government. We ask what the problem is, and whether new technology or new approaches can be helpful. Serving in government, I might help this process.”
"I’m afraid we have no further time for questions,” the mayor said.
“I'd like to end by following up on the final question. Morgan and I have been friends for some time. I've encouraged her to run for governor, and she'll have my full support if she does. Her fresh and dynamic outlook would be wonderful for the state.”
To everyone's surprise, the Chief weighed in.
“I haven't followed the politics of the upcoming election and don't know who may be seeking the governorship. Without disparaging anyone else, I can say that from the standpoint of law enforcement, Ms. Crown would be an outstanding governor. It's a pleasure working with her in a constructive and collaborative way.”
The audience, consisting mostly of newspeople, rose and gave Morgan a standing ovation. 'I've never seen that before,' Judy thought. 'We're supposed to be impartial, but Morgan is so magnetic that even cynical media people are drawn to her.'




Chapter 25:Royal Wedding

Morgan and Paul‘s wedding was northern California's social high of the year. Unlike in southern California where actors and directors - the cream of the movie industry - were social leaders, in northern California tech leaders were the highest stratum of society.
Morgan, Emily, and Paul carefully orchestrated the event, following Athena's tradition of careful preparation. They worked closely with the wedding planners to produce an event that projected Morgan's image as a beautiful bride, leader in a female-led marriage, brilliant CEO, and an ideal choice for governor. The plan was to combine the beautiful setting with an elegant but simple ceremony, in contrast to the lavish spectacles some other tech leaders had staged. If this played well with the public, it would be the perfect launch for Morgan's campaign.
Visiting the Athena campus was almost as much an attraction as the wedding itself. The campus was highly secure, so very few high-ranking people in the tech industry, much less members of the public, had ever been there. However, the new Center for Social Policy site was separated to allow public access while not allowing admission to the rest of the campus.
On a perfect warm and sunny spring day, the Center site was spectacular. The buildings were attractive, simple, redwood structures that fit perfectly into the forest around them. The area in front of the main building, which housed headquarters and meeting rooms, was a grassy meadow with views of the mountains, the Bay, and Silicon Valley itself. Two large tents held tables for the wedding reception. A board with photos and text illustrated aspects of Athena’s history that could be publicly discussed.
Athena was going out of its way to show hospitality. Uniformed slaves directed cars to parking spots and circulated serving drinks and hors d’oeuvres. The young women who had been chosen as fellows of the Center were also in uniform. They offered tours of the site and were happy to answer questions. Their performance was so polished that it was hard to believe that the Center was only a month old.
The guests were an eclectic mixture. The tech world was represented by Athena’s collaborators and competitors. The political world was represented by the Mayor of San Francisco, congressmen, senators, and other officials. The Governor had been invited, but politely declined in view of the rising speculation that Morgan was planning to run against him. Given Athena‘s global role, many foreign dignitaries attended. The Crown Princess of the Netherlands and her husband in dress uniform of the Dutch Air Force, were shown around by Lady Emily. Lady Amy hosted the U.S. and Ukrainian army chiefs of staff, also in dress uniforms. Mistress Fumiko hosted the U.S. Navy’s chief of naval operations, and the Japanese admiral she had met from the Utsubo project. Lady Tamar hosted her husband, commander of the Dutch Air Force, and his American, Egyptian, and Israeli counterparts. The German, Belgian, Polish, and British consuls were also present. Also present were members of the media from California and nationwide. Judy and Gil Dawson represented the New York Times.
The Center site opened at noon to give guests time to tour and mingle. The wedding was scheduled for 2:00, when a bell in the tower of the main building began to ring. Morgan had decided that even such an ultra-modern facility should have a bell tower. It offered an even better view of the beautiful surroundings.
The  young, uniformed Athenians ushered the guests to comfortable chairs surrounding the wedding site in the lush green meadow. Given Paul’s Jewish faith, the wedding was performed under a traditional canopy. Since Morgan‘s family were Episcopalians, the Chief Justice of the California Supreme Court would perform a secular wedding.
◆◆◆
 
At 2:15 the bell rang again, and Morgan entered, escorted by her maid of honor, the Crown Princess of the Netherlands in full court dress. She had cheerfully agreed to participate in the ceremony, but warned Morgan that as Crown Princess she outranked Morgan. It was agreed that such social conventions could be neglected in Silicon Valley. Paul’s best man, the senior senator from California, looked almost as distinguished.
In keeping with the valley’s tradition of not being bound by tradition, Morgan wore a stunning short white dress rather than a customary long bridal outfit. Paul, as befit a senior politician, wore a traditional gray suit. The Ladies of Athena’s Council served as maids of honor, and the bridesmen, including two congressmen, came from Paul’s worlds of environmental and tech policy.
Morgan scanned the beautiful setting and the audience contentedly. Everything seemed to be going exactly as planned. This was going to be a very good day.
'I'll start by showing that I'm in charge,' she thought. Defying convention, she opened the proceedings herself.
“Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for coming. This event is a double celebration. In addition to my marriage to Paul, it's an opportunity to introduce you to the Crown Center for Social Policy. This beautiful site has been built for this organization, which Athena is honored to endow and host.  Starting with my mother, after whom the Center is named, Athena has been very interested in using technological progress to benefit society. We've done this over the years using products of our research. Now, this Center will use the Valley's spirit of creativity and willingness to explore new ideas and methods in social policy. It follows my mother‘s legacy, in that she realized that the technological talent of the female half of our population was not being fully used. Hence, she developed Athena as a home for young women interested in tech."
"The Crown Center will follow this legacy. Historically most of our society's institutions and policies were developed with little input from women. Hence the Center will provide a base for talented young women interested in making contributions in policy. We expect that interesting and valuable insights will emerge.  The young women wearing the gold name tags are our first class of fellows. I hope you'll take the opportunity to meet them, if you haven't already, because they'll have major impact for decades to come."
The Chief Justice spoke next.
“It's an honor to perform the wedding of two extraordinary people whom I admire both personally and professionally. Morgan’s family have been a major presence in California since the gold rush. Her family founded one of our first banks and financed mining and many institutions that made the state what it is. They helped finance the rebuilding of San Francisco after the 1906 earthquake. Her great-grandfather provided crucial funding to the U.S. Navy immediately after Pearl Harbor, that allowed ship building to begin before money arrived through regular channels. Her grandfather was one of the first bankers to help the new generation of tech firms in Silicon Valley‘s early days, including his daughter's startup, Athena.”
“Paul is a newer arrival but has also left a permanent mark on the state. As an attorney for the Nature Conservancy, he arranged the complex transactions to acquire enormous tracts of land that remain public treasures. As a congressman, he plays a major role in helping the federal government adapt to and support the tech industry that is shaping California. He is also actively addressing its societal consequences, including spearheading legislation that brought Internet service to schools that couldn't afford it.”
“Since this is an interfaith couple, I will perform a secular marriage, which will be blessed by the Episcopal bishop of California, who has long ties to Morgan’s family, and Rabbi Levin, who has long ties to Paul’s family.”
“Morgan, do you take Paul to be your husband, to love and cherish?”
“I do.”
“Paul, do you take Morgan to be your wife, to love, honor, and obey?”
“I do."
Everyone noticed the different vows. When Morgan gave the text to the justice he asked if that was what they wanted. When both said yes, he agreed.
“I pronounce you wife and husband under the laws of California. You may now exchange rings.”
'Our vows and saying wife and husband show that the marriage will be female led,' Morgan thought. 'We explained this to the bishop and rabbi, who accepted that easily.'
After the exchange, the judge invited the clergymen to speak. The bishop spoke first.
“Morgan, even as a teenager, you recognized your privileged situation. You told me that your parents explained the Spiderman maxim 'with great power comes great responsibility.' I was impressed that you were recognized this duty, and pointed out that 2000 years before Marvel comics, the Gospel of Luke told us 'to whom much is given, much will be required.' You have shouldered this responsibility very well, much better than most of the Silicon Valley community."
"Paul, the Episcopal Church was formed by King Henry VIII of England. Your new wife is often called the Queen within her company, and sometimes even the Queen of Silicon Valley. She has much of the power and energy of King Henry’s daughter, Queen Elizabeth I. I wish you a long and happy marriage and am confident this will be the case - provided you have the wisdom to follow her commands.”
“I promise to do so,” Paul said with a smile.
The rabbi followed. "Morgan, your extraordinary accomplishments remind me of your equally impressive mother’s namesake. The book of Judges tells how Deborah led the Israelites against the Canaanites. She ordered her commander to lead the army against the vastly superior enemy that had nine hundred chariots. He said, ‘If you go with me, I will go. If you do not go, I will not go.’  They defeated the enemy whose chariots were stuck in the mud. Like you, Deborah was a superb leader who encouraged her subordinates to great deeds and shared credit. Paul is fortunate to have you as a leader."
"Paul, I recall officiating at your bar mitzvah. I was struck by your talent and intelligence. You have demonstrated both in your distinguished career of public service. But perhaps your greatest success is winning the hand of Morgan Crown, widely regarded as the most eligible woman in California. Our proverbs tell us that a woman of valor is more valuable than rubies. Given her power and wealth, that would be a lot of rubies. I agree with the bishop that if you follow her orders, you will have a successful marriage."
'Perfect,' Morgan thought, 'Both the bishop and rabbi were clear that I'll be in charge. To show that it's going to be the norm, I'll speak for the couple.'
"Thank you all for coming to our celebration. It's time to feast and mingle. Please take time from your busy lives and enjoy yourselves and the company of others.”
“One other thing. As a tech CEO, I prize efficiency. So, to make celebrating easier, I'd like to resolve a question about which I heard much hushed discussion as Paul and I circulated before the ceremony. Let me announce that I will be running for governor of California. With that resolved, please put politics aside and enjoy this beautiful day.”
Looking around, Morgan saw widespread approval. She smiled at Emily and Paul. 'Our planning worked perfectly,' she thought.  'People were in a good mood and primed for the announcement.  This should play well in the media."'
◆◆◆
 
The newlyweds decompressed from the busy day in Morgan’s elegant bedroom. Like many parts of the palace, it preserved Morgan’s family history. Family photos covered the walls. The bedroom furniture consisted of beautifully maintained antiques, and the only major exception was a large full screen TV.
Morgan, wearing a cashmere tracksuit, sat happily in her favorite armchair with her feet up on a stool. Paul, nude except for his chastity cage, collar and attached leash, sat on the floor by her feet, much as a dog would. He rubbed, licked, and kissed her bare feet.
They discussed the day's events happily, gratified that the careful planning and preparation had made it very successful. Eventually, it was time for San Jose public television's award-winning news program 'Valley Tech Scene.' They watched the program regularly, which was widely regarded as the best and most up-to-date source on doings in the Valley. Its presenter, a friendly Black man named Carl Jordan, was popular and knowledgeable. Morgan touched the remote control, and the program logo appeared.
“Good evening," Carl said. "Today was a momentous day for Silicon Valley. Our closest thing to a royal wedding. This wedding is important not just for the people involved but for everyone in the Valley and California. Here to help us understand it is Judy Silverman, a New York Times correspondent covering Athena."
As part of being embedded in Morgan's campaign, Judy was staying in one of the palace's luxurious guest suites and had been given a personal slave.  She was wearing one of the new outfits she'd bought on her slave's advice, and he'd carefully groomed her before the show. As a result, she was much more telegenic than she'd ever previously been.
"You look great, Judy. Suitable for today's event. Tell us what happened.”
“Morgan Crown, CEO of Athena Technology and one of the wealthiest and most powerful leaders in the Valley, married congressman Paul Barlow, one of the government's leading experts on technology. As in many royal weddings, it’s a strategic alliance. Morgan and Paul are close friends, so the marriage is romantic. But there’s no way to ignore its political consequences, especially because after the ceremony, Morgan made her long-awaited announcement that she's running for governor. Everything about the wedding was clearly choreographed to promote her to the public and support her candidacy.”
“Now that you’ve tantalized us," Carl said, “what were the event's most noticeable aspects?”
“First, the setting. It was held on Athena‘s campus in Woodside, in the redwoods high above the valley. There’s a long-standing joke that Morgan lives there because she looks down on everyone in the valley.  Her family have had the estate for more than 100 years. It’s a huge campus with very tight security that's very difficult to get into.”
"Athena has just built a new site, separated from the rest, which is the spectacular home of a new social policy center that Athena's endowing. Morgan named it after her mother, who started Athena. The center’s stated purpose is to provide talented young women a think tank to develop new approaches to societal problems, which have always interested Athena more than the other big tech firms. However, as Morgan runs for governor, it’s generally assumed that it will develop policies that she can use in her campaign and administration, assuming she wins.”
As Judy spoke, Carl projected images of the beautiful site on the screen behind them.
“What else struck you?”
"It felt like royal weddings that I’ve covered in other countries. The guests included tech industry and government leaders.  Also, there were dignitaries, senior military, and government figures from many countries. The Crown Princess of the Netherlands, who will shortly become queen, was the maid of honor. The state's Chief Justice performed the wedding.”
“Everything about the ceremony emphasized that Morgan's in charge and Paul is a commoner marrying her. It’s especially true because Athena is strongly matriarchal - run by women. Morgan vowed to love and cherish Paul, and he vowed to love, honor, and obey her. She's in charge, speaks for the couple, and he accepts it.”
Images of the vow taking appeared on the screen.
“That’s pretty clear, isn’t it?” Carl said.
“Yes, and it’s normal in royal weddings. Who's in charge is established by the time of marriage.
"I noticed," Carl asked, "that the wedding itself was actually pretty simple. What do you make of that?"
"That's how Morgan is. Although she inherited the huge estate and Athena's very successful, her lifestyle is much less extravagant than many of the other tech leaders'. The new center site is nice, but not fancy. I think the simple wedding was a deliberate contrast to the lavish events some tech leaders have staged. It implicitly showed that as governor, she wouldn't waste public money."
“Why do think Morgan announced her run for governor at the ceremony?”
"It was clever. It generated great publicity and highlighted her as a beautiful woman, not just the super-capable CEO. Holding the wedding at the new social policy center highlighted her and Athena's long interest in societal issues. Also, she showed that in addition to the brainpower and resources she brings from Silicon Valley, she has an outstanding political advisor. Paul's intelligent, popular, and well connected.”
“What do you think of her chances?”
“I’d say they’re quite good. She hasn’t held public office, but she’s been active in political and policy questions much more than other Silicon Valley billionaires. People in government like and respect her. She'd bring the can-do spirit of Silicon Valley, in contrast to the present governor who's often criticized for not doing much.”
“So, what’s your bet?
“I think she’ll win. She’s got a fantastic track record for getting things done. I can’t think of anything that Morgan Crown has wanted that she hasn’t gotten.”
◆◆◆
 
“I think Judy got us right," Morgan said, after turning off the television. “What do you think, slave?”
Calling him 'slave' indicated that she expected protocol.
“I agree, your Highness. She knows us well and explained it clearly.”
“Well, let’s start our female-led marriage, slave. Did you notice this afternoon's change in the room decor?”
Paul looked around the room, and everything seemed familiar. Suddenly, he realized the change.  A polished redwood panel, which must have been added today, held Morgan’s chain whip. It was a terrifying sight. Both the leather covered handle and the six metal chain strands gleamed. Each side of the panel had restraints for wrists, and a similar panel below had ankle restraints.
Paul knew of the chain whip's power and seen it in Morgan’s punishment room, but had never experienced it and hoped not to. Sadly, it looked like that time had come.
He looked at Morgan, who was grinning fiendishly. She loved the chain whip, and wished she could use it often, but it was too destructive. After more than a few strokes, a slave would require medical attention and wouldn't be able to perform his duties for days.
"On our first married night, slave, you'll learn my chain whip's power. As you know, it's the harshest instrument in Athena, and I'm the only one permitted to use it. Bring it to me."
Paul took the whip down, brought it to Morgan, knelt, and presented it with both hands. Morgan held it lovingly and caressed the shiny metal strands that could inflict so much pain and damage.
"Kiss it and beg me to discipline you."
Paul hated the idea, but obeyed fearfully. 'How far will she go?' he wondered. 'It can draw blood after only a few blows, and shred bone after a dozen.'
"Please discipline me with the chain whip, your Highness."
"I'll do that, slave. You need it. Wrists and ankles on the restraints."
Paul did as ordered, and Morgan locked his wrists and ankles. She stood behind him and wound up the whip over her shoulder. After waiting to build up his fear, she thrashed his back with all her considerable strength.
Despite having been whipped at least a hundred times since coming to Athena, Paul had never felt such pain. His whole body shook violently as the six metal strands lashed his entire upper back. He screamed in agony. Usually, he could endure whipping in silence, as expected of slaves, but not this.
Morgan loved inflicting such pain. She decided on one more stroke, and thrashed again. Paul screamed and shook as the whip laid a new set of deep red welts over the first ones. Morgan knew that a third stroke would produce heavy bleeding, so she stopped.
"You deserve more, slave, but I'll be merciful. I hope you now understand my power as your dominant wife."
The pain was so intense that Paul could barely speak, but knew he had to.
"I do, your Highness. Thank you for disciplining me."
"It's my pleasure, slave. Discipline is crucial in a female led marriage. I'll use this whip whenever I feel it's appropriate."




Chapter 26: Election

Judy Silverman sat comfortably at the console of CNN's Election Central.  Behind her was a huge digital map of California that would show the winner in individual counties and cities. Bright white lights shown down on her.
A few months ago, she would have been conscious of lacking the glamour of the two TV presenters sitting next to her. As a newspaper woman, she was evaluated on her writing, which she did very well. Because her looks didn't matter, she hadn’t been as well dressed or groomed as television people, whose looks were important. Now, with fashion advice from and grooming by her slave, she felt at ease.
She heard the quiet beep alerting those at the console that the display had been updated. She looked back and was delighted to see bold letters announcing, 'Morgan Crown by a landslide!'
Alan, the male presenter, gave her a happy smile showing his perfect teeth.
“This is amazing. I've never seen the governor’s race called less than a half hour from the time the polls closed. Our analysis team projects that Morgan Crown will be elected governor by a landslide, defeating the incumbent. She's won 84% of women and 68% of men, giving her 76% of the total vote. I've never seen such a lopsided result.”
“Californians are used to election surprises. We're also used to nontraditional candidates winning. We had Ronald Reagan and Arnold Schwarzenegger. Still, this is amazing. To help us understand this, we're lucky to have Judy Silverman from the New York Times, who's been covering the Crown campaign since its beginning.”
“Judy, who's Morgan Crown and how could she have pulled this off? We’ve got at least 15 minutes before any other race will have enough results for us to say anything useful.”
“I’m happy to, and appreciate the invitation. Morgan is sometimes called the Queen of Silicon Valley. She's a Valley princess, the only daughter of Deborah and David Crown, who founded Athena Technology in the early 1980's. She took over Athena after her parents' death in a car accident, and led it to successes around the world. She's often described as the best CEO in tech and the most powerful woman in tech. She's sole owner of Athena and extraordinarily wealthy.”
Ruby, the woman presenter asked. “What’s so unusual about Athena?”
“Two things. First, it’s a matriarchy - female led - in contrast to the other major tech firms that are strongly patriarchal - male led. Women hold the top positions in the company, so it’s a magnet for talented young women. Second, from its beginning, and even more so under Morgan, Athena was more interested in using tech to solve societal problems than most of the industry.”
“Can you give some examples?”
“Sure. In its early days, Athena developed software to help fight wildfires that's still used today. They developed a high-tech search and rescue system that’s used in national parks around the world. They’re working with the city of San Francisco to help the police manage crises and improve traffic flow. Most of all, they’re committed to the defense of democracy and work heavily with the U.S. and friendly nations.”
“That’s impressive,” Alan said, “but she’s never been involved in politics before. How did she do so well?"
“A couple of things. Although she’s never held elective office, she’s been involved in lots of government activities and so knows her way around. She chairs the President’s commission on technology and advises many government agencies on tech issues.”
“Most importantly she’s very smart and surrounds herself with very smart people. I was allowed to sit in on the campaign planning sessions, that were really thoughtful. Morgan doesn’t want yes-women - she encourages frank discussion.”
“Tell us about the campaign strategy,” Ruby asked.
“The basic idea was simple. The Governor is widely criticized for saying 'no' to everything. He wants to cut spending and taxes, and so doesn’t want new programs.  It’s like in Star Wars - 'always with you it cannot be done.'"
“Morgan’s deputy CEO, who’s a political scientist, came up with the simple and powerful slogan we've been hearing for months: 'Morgan will get things done!' It resonates because Morgan's known for getting things done. It’s the Silicon Valley ethos and very Californian.”
“It sure made effective advertising," Alan said. “Let’s look at a few.”
An advertisement appeared on the big screen, showing an instantly familiar face. “I’m Barack Obama. I’ve worked with Morgan for years and I’m very impressed.  She’s energetic, committed, and hard-working. As governor she’d things done.”
The next advertisement featured a military-looking man in a flight suit next to a jet aircraft. The text identified him as a retired Air Force general. “I commanded our forces in Europe. I worked closely with Morgan Crown. If we elect her governor, she’ll get things done.”
Another ad showed a uniformed senior police officer. “I’m Chief Barr of the San Francisco Police Department. We work closely with Morgan Crown. If we elect her governor, she’ll get things done.”
A fourth showed Emily in Athena uniform holding a drone, in front of a topographic map display. “On my first day at Athena, I suggested to Morgan that we develop a high-tech search and rescue system. She let me do it and it’s now used around the world. Morgan Crown gets things done.”
“There are more like these,” Alan said. “But you get the idea. Judy, why did they work so well?”
“Because they’re true. Morgan's known for getting things done. Often the government comes to her and asks Athena to something important and hard, and Morgan delivers.”
“Those are nice sound bites,” Ruby said. “But they don’t give any idea what she plans to ‘get done.' ”
“She’s put forth a detailed program,” Judy said. “She’s got a first-rate policy team. Athena sponsors a center that recruits bright young women to look at social policy issues. For this election, they focused on housing, crime, environment, education, and a few other top topics that Morgan wants to address.”
“Is she liberal or conservative?”
“In between. She’s pragmatic rather than ideological, and not easily pigeonholed. Like the ads say, she favors what will get things done. For example, she’s a strong environmentalist, but will push to relax zoning regulations to allow new housing construction. She wants prisons to focus on rehabilitation, but supports the death penalty for murderers. The information system Athena's working on with the San Francisco police will improve their response to critical situations, but also help identify and remove abusive officers.”
“I'm surprised,” Ruby said, “that gender didn’t turn into an issue. Crown is an arch-feminist, and her company is proudly matriarchal. I expected the Governor to attack her on those issues.”
“Since it was a potential major weakness, her team thought about that a lot. Their response would have been that since all the other big tech firms are male-led, what’s wrong with one being female-led? Besides, who cares? Morgan says, 'if you're lost and injured in the backcountry, do you care that the drone that finds you is made by Athena?' She doesn’t mind that her iPhone, computer, and word processing software come from patriarchal firms.”
“Fair enough. How about the fear that most key jobs in her administration would go to women?”
“She points out that most top jobs in the current administration are held by men, who haven’t done much of anything. Everyone - male and female - would be better off with better people who did their jobs.”
Alan smiled. “Those are pretty effective responses. I see why the Governor's people didn’t get into that."
"On another front, most commentators say that Morgan humiliated the Governor in the debate."
A clip from the debate appeared on the big screen. Morgan energetically attacked the Governor.
'Governor, I can’t figure out why you wanted this job. You haven’t done anything and don’t seem to have any plans to do anything. In my company or any other tech company, if a group leader isn’t doing anything we replace them.”
“What’s your take, Judy?”
“I agree. Just about everyone who watched, regardless of whom they planned to vote for, said that Morgan came off as more energetic and decisive. It’s not like the Governor was offering another vision. He wasn’t offering any.”
“Finally, since we’re about out of time, what would you expect when she takes office?”
“I expect quick action, especially on things that she can do without new legislation. She’s been reading up on Franklin Roosevelt’s first hundred days, and his approach fits naturally into her Silicon Valley mindset. One of the many things Athenians like about her is that if you present an idea to her and she likes it, she'll tell you to get to work. I expect that that’s what she’ll tell the state agencies. State government, and then the whole state, will change to a very different culture. I think many people will like it.”
◆◆◆
 
Judy left the studio and headed toward the Marriott hotel. It was a beautiful fall night with a full moon reflecting on the Bay by the ferry terminal.  She turned and walked through the financial district, admiring the towers of various businesses and high-tech firms. A pleasant 15-minute walk brought her to the Marriott.
She took the escalator down to the ballroom level. Large ‘Crown for Governor’ signs pointed to the grand ballroom. The brightly lit ballroom was decorated with huge photos of Morgan interacting with voters on the campaign trail. Judy noticed that the happy crowd was mostly young, primarily 20- and 30-year-olds. Most were women, many wearing either white Athenian uniform shirts or ‘Morgan will get things done’ T-shirts. Food and drink were flowing freely. There was a feeling of intense energy, excitement, and anticipation. People clearly expected that the event would soon turn into a victory party. 'This is a historic night,' she thought. 'California, and probably the entire country, will never be the same.'
She saw Morgan and Paul, together with their top aides, at the front of the room by the stage. As she headed toward them, a roar of cheers and applause broke out. Judy looked up to the giant screen on the stage. It announced, ‘MSNBC projects Crown wins governor’s race.'
Morgan greeted her warmly.
“That was a nice interview. We were all watching it here.”
“Thanks,” Judy said. “Is your victory speech ready?”
“Of course. But you know the drill. I have to wait until the governor concedes.”
“Shouldn’t be long,” Paul said.  “He’s probably written it already and will wait a decent interval, maybe 10 minutes, before calling you. You’ll be gracious, I know.”
“Of course,” Morgan said.
“By the way, Judy, I'll need a press secretary. Are you interested?”
Judy had wondered about this during the campaign. She was awed by the energy Morgan’s team were showing, and had to work hard to maintain the detachment appropriate for a journalist.
“It’s tempting, but the Times is part of my life.”
“Do you want to passively watch what goes on, or do you want to be part of making things happen?” Morgan asked. “You can help change the world.”
Judy had always been very careful and never taken chances. She realized that the time for a change had come. She nodded and took the plunge.
“I’m honored, Governor. Count me in.”
Using the expected title was fun for both of them.
“I’m thrilled to hear that. I can’t change things alone. I can lead, but I need many other people who're also willing to take chances. Together, we can make history.”
Almost as in a movie, Morgan's cell phone buzzed. The people around her could only hear one side of the conversation, but that’s all they needed.
“I’m fine, Governor.”
“Thank you, Governor. I appreciate the honorable campaign that you ran. Although we have different views, I never doubted that you were acting in what you thought was the best interest of the state and its people.”
Morgan turned happily to those around her and nodded.
“He’s going downstairs in his hotel and will concede in about 10 minutes. We just have to stay calm and not look too smug.”
Five minutes later, the giant screen switched to the Governor’s campaign headquarters. The Governor appeared at the podium and conceded graciously.
The Marriott ballroom erupted in cheers. Morgan went up the stairs to the podium, followed by Paul and the senior campaign staff who stood behind her. She let the cheering go on for several minutes, took a deep breath, and then gestured for silence. 'This is the moment I've been preparing for months,' she thought. 'So here goes.'
“Thank you all so much. When my husband and I got to this rally two hours ago, he told me that I was supposed to load my victory and concession speeches on the teleprompter. You’re probably not surprised that I only loaded a victory speech. I told Paul that like England’s Queen Victoria, I was not concerned with the possibility of defeat because it did not exist. I was sure of that because of the people in this room and people like you across the state who worked so hard for this moment. It's your victory.”
The crowd roared.  Morgan let the cheers go on for a while, and then resumed.
“California used to be the model for the nation of what a state's people acting together could do. We built great universities, a magnificent freeway system, and aqueducts to bring water to our great cities. We were the Golden State, that set the trends for our country and for the world.”
“But something strange happened. As a state we stopped making progress. We got stuck in our ways. We thought it was more important to not pay taxes than to have good schools and roads. We stopped believing and investing in ourselves.”
“I think what happened resulted from our successes in the private sector. We had the high-tech boom. We also led the world in aerospace and in film and other media. These were all wonderful things, but they were so successful that we took our eyes off the ball in terms of what the state as a whole needed.”
“The time has come to put some of the energy that makes our wonderful private sector thrive, into government. Working together, we can do that.”
“We can make housing available and affordable. We can fix our tax system to make it easier for middle class people to thrive. We can reduce crime. We can improve our healthcare system and schools. We can maintain a clean and healthy environment.”
“To do this we can draw on talents that haven’t been part of state government. We have a huge population of young people who aren’t bound by how things were done in the past. We have a huge pool of tech-savvy people who live in the world of changing things. And we have women, half the population, who haven’t had much role in government. Combining these strengths with the many capable people already in state and local government and other sectors of society, we'll use the Silicon Valley can-do spirit to get many things done.”
"Our new motto will be 'We'll get things done.' Let’s promise each other that."
She looked up, raised her hands, and led the crowd in repeating “We'll get things done!”
Morgan descended into the cheering crowd. She mixed easily, exchanging hugs, back slaps, and high-fives. She'd prepared carefully for this with Emily and Paul's help, reviewing the many people who had helped in the campaign, so she thanked them for their help.
Watching with admiration as Morgan worked the room, Judy thought, 'It's as though she'd been in politics for years.' She turned to Paul and Emily.
"It's amazing - it's like she's tapped a new reservoir of political energy. What do you think's going on?"
"People are ready for change, and willing to work for it. I think that's especially true for women about my age," Emily said. "Many are doing well in their careers and personal lives, but felt neglected by the political process and so tuned it out. Morgan's drawn them in and excited them. She's everything they admire - beautiful, elegant, brilliant, and dynamic. I suspect some of them will get involved with state government. It'll be like what happened with Athena - when young women felt there was a place for them, they flocked to it, and it really took off."
"I agree," Paul said. "I'm puzzled why far fewer young men respond the same way, but that's the case. So, I think Morgan's right that state government will become largely matriarchal."




Chapter 27: Governor

'Today the real work begins,' Morgan thought as she looked around the construction site at the northwest corner of the Athena campus.  She and other dignitaries were seated on a temporary stage, looking at bleachers that had been set up.  Beyond them was a parking area where cars and buses were arriving and unloading passengers. Behind the stage were six new houses and fourteen others under construction.
Emily, Judy, and Paul sat beside her. Also on stage were the city manager of Woodside, the CEO of the South Bay Construction company, and the chairwoman of Peninsula Housing, a nonprofit. Behind her sat the Crown Center fellows in uniform, whose white shirts made a nice visual.
‘This looks good,’ Paul thought. Morgan’s first major media event would set a tone for her governorship. He and Judy, experienced media pros, had spent lots of time with Morgan and Emily planning the event. Although it felt strange, he was getting used to being the only male at key events in involving Morgan and her team, and behaved in an appropriately submissive way.
Emily was thrilled to help Morgan, her mentor and role model. Morgan had assigned her to deal with housing issues. Because the housing crisis greatly concerned Emily, she was happy to work on it. She knew the problems it posed, especially for people of her age trying to start out. If Morgan was successful, it would set the correct tone for her governorship, and if Morgan’s governorship succeeded it would validate the idea of matriarchy in state government and society in general.
Morgan was already setting a matriarchal tone by having her administration's leadership composed primarily of women. Similarly, the uniformed male slaves directing parking the cars were wearing their collars. This was the first time Athenian males wore them in public. They would avoid the term 'slaves', but the collars would be noticed and indicate their subordinate role.
Judy watched happily as the stands filled up.  The front rows were reserved for members of the Assembly and Senate, who were in good spirits. They had been told that casual dress was appropriate. Behind them, a large media group had assembled, and television cameras were set up. The rest of the bleachers were filled by people representing many organizations concerned with housing, and members of the public who had been invited via newspapers and social media. Many people were interested in seeing or meeting the new Governor, and the fact that food would be available didn’t hurt.
Once people stopped arriving, Morgan rose and went to the podium. Even casually dressed, she cut an impressive figure. She wore a jacket and baseball cap with the Governor’s seal, as was traditional in such events. Tight leggings showed her trim legs, and she wore running shoes. Naturally, she also wore her signature Athena necklace.
“Good morning,” Morgan said in her confident CEO voice. “Thank you for coming. As you may know, I was inaugurated two days ago as Governor. However, I decided to not have the usual fancy inaugural ball. Like many of you, I come from Silicon Valley where when you get a new job, you don’t start by throwing a fancy party. Instead, you get to work. As I see it, I’ve been hired by the people of California to do a job, and should get to work rather than spending their money celebrating.”
As she expected, this drew loud applause and cheers.
“Our great state has some tough problems. I think we agree that the biggest is a shortage of housing. The reason is simple. California is a wonderful place to live, and our booming economy creates lots of jobs and opportunities. So, many people want to live here but we haven’t been building enough housing. We know the problems that result - high home prices, high rents, long commutes, and so on.”
“Everyone recognizes the problem, but it hasn't been treated with the urgency it deserves. I’ve been thinking about what to do for some time, with help from the young women in white shirts behind me. They're fellows of Athena's new Center for Social Policy. We recruited some of the finest young minds in the country to make plans to address the state’s problems. One group has been meeting with state and local government leaders, housing experts, nonprofits, and the construction and rental industries.”
“Fortunately, there's a lot of thought going on about what to do. Many groups are starting projects to address the housing crisis. We’re taking a Silicon Valley approach. We’re looking at many prototype projects, seeing how they work, and figuring out how to use them on a large scale. In addition to working with others, we at Athena are part of the project behind us.”
“We donated ten acres of land to the town of Woodside under a long-term lease in which the town pays a dollar a year. This addresses the fact that land in our beautiful mountain community is quite expensive. Let me now introduce our partners."
“First, Julia Scanlon, the city manager of Woodside.” An older woman in a sensible outfit rose to the podium.
“Like many affluent communities in California, our housing prices are too high for much of our workforce. Police officers, firefighters, teachers, nurses, and others have to commute long distances. We've been looking for a way to solve this problem, but because of the high cost of land what gets built here are luxury homes.”
"As in many such communities, there's been some homeowner resistance to building less expensive housing. The fact that Athena has given us land worth more than $35 million helps me deal with that. Opponents are hard pressed to say that we should turn down such an offer."
"After consideration, we decided to build rental housing for people working in Woodside or having accepted a job to work here. This lets us explain to the community that workplace housing will make it easier to recruit people to work here."
"Our public employee unions agreed to contribute to the mortgage loan from their pension funds. They're very aware of the demand for housing here, so it's bound to be a good investment. The town is also putting in money. We then sought out a builder and management company. The best offers came from South Bay Construction and Peninsula Housing, as they'll explain."
"Let me introduce Maria Silva, CEO of South Bay construction."
Maria was a short, dark-haired woman with the tan face of someone who had spent much time outdoors and strong arms suggesting a lifetime in construction.
"Like many builders, we'd like to help by constructing low and moderate cost housing.  However, the economics of the Bay Area, especially the high price of land, make that impossible. So, we were delighted by this opportunity to work with Woodside. First, we were given the land at no cost. Second, contracting upfront for 40 homes gives major economies of scale. The homes aren't cookie cutter, as you'll see, but have common plumbing, heating, electrical and other components. Moreover, dealing directly with the town simplifies permitting. The town gave the first house a full inspection, and after that accepted a lower level of scrutiny, since we'll use the same components, work process, and workers.  So, we can build attractive homes at lower cost. We also work directly with the town on environmental review. We've preserved many beautiful old trees and are building a wooded neighborhood."
"It was a pleasure to work with Peninsula Housing, to ensure that we satisfied their requirements. Let me introduce their director, Crystal Kahn."
A young woman wearing a blue 'Housing for all' T-shirt bounded to the podium with the energy of her age.
"Peninsula Housing is a nonprofit started by young professionals who were having great trouble finding housing that they could afford. Four years ago, we decided to put our skills to work to help solve this problem. This is our fifth project to create affordable housing. We've learned the complex procedures to qualify for state and federal subsidies. We then approach a community with a builder to develop a practical project. Here the reverse happened - the town came to us, which simplified matters greatly."
"It’s been a pleasure working with our partners: South Bay Construction, Woodside, and Athena. I could go on, but instead will call on officer Arlene Davis of the Woodside Police Department."
A young uniformed officer looked out at the audience with the commanding presence that police officers are trained to show.
"Good morning. My husband, James, is an electrician working for the town. Although our salaries are reasonable, they don’t go far enough in a wealthy community like this. We were living in a nice apartment that cost more than we could afford, where we'd never have room to raise a family. When this program was announced, we were the first to apply and got the first house. We're thrilled by it and grateful to everyone who made it possible. It’s right behind the food area, and we'll be giving tours. We invite anyone interested, including the media, to visit."
Morgan returned to the stage.
"What we’ve seen this morning is one small example of what we need to do all over the state. You can see how complicated it is and how many different pieces need to come together. Fortunately, many people are working to make it happen. One of those, who I would like to introduce next, is Madeleine Clark, who chairs the state Assembly housing caucus."
"I’m delighted to see you here getting a sense of the problem and some possible solutions. In the next few days, the Governor and I will show you two other projects:  townhouses in San Jose and an apartment complex in East Palo Alto. Projects like these are going on all over. I’m confident that we in the legislature, working with our new Governor and communities and nonprofits around the state, will make a lot happen. My staff is working with the Governor's to introduce legislation to move this process forward, starting with significant funding. The Governor has begun a program using artificial intelligence to search the state's property portfolio, and identify land that might be suitable. The association of local governments is starting a similar process. We're thrilled to have a Governor who operates on Silicon Valley time rather than government time, so we expect many projects to be approved in the next year."
Morgan returned to the podium.
"I know the food beckons, so rather than take questions, the speakers will be happy to answer questions in the food area. I encourage you to take up Officer Davis‘ offer to tour her new home.  Many wonderful people in this state can't presently afford the housing they need. We will fix that!"
Judy, who would have a major role in promoting Morgan's plans to the public, was delighted by the loud applause and cheers. 'Morgan did very well,' she thought. 'She's showing that she's a new kind of Governor, who wants to act, and will get people together to make things happen.'
◆◆◆
 
Two weeks later, Morgan faced an even larger crowd. Her on-site television and media appearances had gotten very favorable media exposure. Today’s crowd was the largest because it was the first time that media and public were admitted to the Crown family mansion. Buses provided shuttle service from the main campus entrance, because parking near the mansion was extremely limited.
Morgan was dressed in what had become her standard outfit for such appearances, jacket and baseball cap with the Governor's emblem.
"Good morning, members of the legislature, members of the media, and other members of the public. Many of you have been on the tours that I and my colleagues, especially from the legislature, have been providing to discuss some of the state's problems." 
"The most common question I get is how can the state afford to build the necessary housing, improve our schools, and do the many other things needed? I brought you here to show that this is a surmountable challenge. The home behind me has been my family's for more than 130 years. My family came during the Gold Rush and prospered. What's important is that we're not that unusual.  There’s enormous wealth in California - we're the Golden State. Our problem isn't that we can't afford to fix the state's needs. It's our unwillingness to ask the wealthy among us to pay their fair share."
"During the past Governor's term, spending on housing, schools, roads, hospitals, parks, education, and everything else the state does was cut yet again to give further tax cuts to the wealthy. You might expect that I'd support that, since those cuts saved me about $14 million. But the wealthiest Californians don't need it. I have the house behind me and a small vacation home in Mammoth. I have a sailboat on the bay and my Subaru. I don’t need another car, I don’t need another boat, and I don’t need another house. So, although I appreciate the past Governor's generosity, I think that money would be better spent on other things. I donated my tax savings to nearby school systems."
"Similar programs to benefit the wealthy abound.  Property taxes are capped, despite increases in the value of the most valuable real estate. Perhaps most strikingly, many of these benefits to the wealthiest are accomplished by sales tax on food, clothing, and medicine."
"I’m not the first person to realize that our tax structure makes no sense. So, before I outline solutions, let me introduce my friend Abigail Disney."
"Good morning. My  grandfather and great-uncle were Roy and Walt Disney,  so I'm in a very fortunate position. I agree with Morgan that it's ridiculous for people like us to get huge tax breaks. I and others in my situation, who feel the same way, call ourselves patriotic millionaires. We can pay much more tax without impacting our standard of living. I fully support the Governor's proposals and encourage everyone else to."
'That worked well,' Paul thought. 'Abigail's Disney story resonates. We want the public thinking - why shouldn't the rich help the state?'
"So," Morgan followed up, "before opening my home to you, let me outline my plan. We'll increase income taxes on those earning more than $1 million a year, or whose wealth exceeds $100 million. We'll also increase taxes on properties valued over $5 million. Even with the additional taxes wealthy Californians will prosper, and they'll have the satisfaction of doing their duty to the state."
"I hope that anyone, millionaires or otherwise, who agrees with this approach will contact their members of the assembly and urge them to support the bills that I propose. I can't do this alone. I can do this only if enough Californians tell their legislators to raise taxes on the rich."
"On that note, I invite you to tour my home. It's not all open because parts are offices and residences of people who work here. But we'll have tours of the central wing, which contains the public rooms. The guides will explain the house and its history."
"I recognize that I'm incredibly fortunate to be in this situation. My parents, who were fans of Spiderman, often reminded me as a child that 'with great power comes great responsibility.' The same is true for great wealth. I think it's fair for those of us who can afford it, to make a large contribution to help the state and the needs of all our citizens. Thank you."
The tours were a great success. Although the side wings that contained slave quarters and discipline rooms were not open, visitors saw the central wing with the grand ballroom, grand dining room, and Morgan’s office. All were beautiful decorated with historic furniture and artwork reflecting California's and the Crown family's history. Uniformed male guides wearing collars explained functions of the rooms and the artwork. An exhibit about Athena's history described some of its successes and contributions, but not slavery or punishment. The tours finished with a buffet in the grand dining room.
After the tours, Morgan handled questions from the media very well.
When asked whether wealthy people might flee the state rather than pay additional taxes, she replied  “Perhaps. Personally, living in a state with redwoods, beaches, and mountains, I have no intention of moving to Texas. I can't speak for anybody else, but I'd be surprised if many people did.”
Another common question was, "Is your willingness to increase taxes on the rich related to your feminist agenda?”
“I don’t think so,” Morgan said. “Despite the jokes that the difference between men and boys is their price of their toys, I’m not concerned. Most wealthy men understand that the state will be better off if they pay higher taxes to improve people's lives. Perhaps women are more willing to be openly public spirited. We're raised since childhood to care for others. But both my father and my mother were committed to making California better for everyone. I don’t think they were unusual."
"What matters is making the state better. I don’t care how that happens, so even if it's done primarily by committed women, we'll all be better off. Our male-dominated government worked very hard to help the rich, so it's reasonable that a female-led government should work for everybody else."
'She answers questions very well,' Paul thought with delight and pride. 'Clear and to the point, with confidence. You'd think she'd been in politics for years.'
In the following days, Morgan’s allies in the legislature received an avalanche of telephone calls and emails supporting increasing taxes on the rich. It looked like the overwhelming public support would ensure that the fair tax bill would go through.
◆◆◆
 
After a month in office, Morgan and her team settled into a routine.  She spent Tuesday to Thursday in Sacramento, at the Governor's mansion. Emily, as her chief of staff, spent her time except weekends in Sacramento together with Center fellows who had been appointed special assistants to the Governor on topics like housing, revenue, criminal justice, environment, education, or health.
In Sacramento, Morgan’s primary commitment was meeting with legislators to finalize her bills and get them passed. This was easier than she expected. The housing and the fair tax bills were supported by powerful caucuses who wanted to act but had been blocked by the previous governor. Morgan made friends by being open to changes in her proposals. She often reminded people that Franklin Rosevelt had spoken of ‘bold, persistent, experimentation’ while starting the New Deal.  For example, although her housing bill’s primary feature was a large fund for local governments and nonprofits, she accepted additional approaches suggested by housing-oriented groups. The housing bill required the tax bill to pass and provide the necessary funding.
She also learned her way around state government. She made friends by not replacing agency heads and leaving them considerable leeway. Her special assistants oversaw the agencies, but agreed with Morgan that their heads were competent and did not replace them. Morgan spent time with different agencies and got to know them and their functions. It helped that the budget she was developing, assuming the tax bill passed, would provide additional revenue to many agencies.
Morgan also made a practice of open government.  She held regular afternoon 'tea with the Governor' sessions, to which many people were invited. She also increased the frequency of public tours of the Governor’s mansion, and when time permitted, served as their guide. 
On Fridays, she returned to Athena for a long weekend that began with a conference with her senior staff. Tamar served as acting CEO and, as Morgan expected, handled the job well.  Although Tamar had not gone to business school, she had attended military staff college, which covered most of the same principles. Like Morgan and her other department heads, she was comfortable delegating responsibilities, because Athena's people were so capable.
Morgan thought that the company was not suffering from her being on leave. Tamar, with Amy’s able help, resolved the minor crises that developed without bothering Morgan. Once informed of their solutions, Morgan fully approved.
Paul spent lots of time in Washington doing his congressional duties.  Since he was advising the Governor without pay, Morgan used the company plane to bring him back and forth on weekends. Saturdays were personal days for Paul and Morgan. Daytime was spent catching up on matters that arose when Paul had not been available. His insights were valuable, and Morgan often followed them.
Saturday nights were slave nights. After a light dinner Paul helped Morgan into her favorite catsuit and studded discipline boots. After he polished her latex and worshiped her boots, Morgan took him to the discipline room for a harsh beating.  Paul accepted that he was being beaten, not from any fault, but to satisfy Morgan’s sadistic needs.
She gave Paul a hard beating with whatever instruments and on whatever parts of his body appealed to her. She enjoyed his suffering, which he usually found tolerable. However, when she had a frustrating week, she used the chain whip. Paul understood that it was his duty to let her discharge her frustration. Still, he feared and hated the intense pain, and was troubled that Morgan was using the horrible whip increasingly often. Fortunately, she had enough self-control to never go past three lashes. Thus, although Paul needed to be cleaned up and receive soothing ointment, he never required medical treatment.




Chapter 28: Execution

A guard ushered Emily into the office of the warden of San Quentin prison, the oldest and most notorious prison in California that held the nation's largest death row.
The warden, Maureen Briggs, was a tough looking and solidly built woman in uniform. Despite her hard exterior, she was soft spoken and thoughtful. Emily noticed that her shelves contained well thumbed through books on criminology and psychology. 
She smiled at Emily.  “Welcome, Dr. Ito."
“Thank you, Warden Briggs. I deeply appreciate your letting me watch today. As you know, the Governor's view, which she stated repeatedly in the campaign, is that capital punishment is the law and judges and juries have sentenced some terrible criminals to death. She's comfortable with it and doesn’t have ethical problems, especially because many of the crimes involved violence against women.”
The warden was intrigued by Emily. She saw a beautiful young woman in an elegant, tailored business suit, well-groomed with sophisticated hair styling and makeup. Still, she seemed comfortable discussing and watching an execution. Death and killing seemed not to bother her. There must be more to her visitor than met the eye.
“I totally agree. If the legislature enacts a law and the courts follow it, I don’t see why it shouldn’t be enforced. The situation is a nuisance for us. We have more than 600 really hard cases that were sentenced to death, but the last few governors couldn't decide what to do and ordered us not to execute them. We’ve got a whole wing that is supposedly death row, but nobody takes that seriously anymore. It’s been years since we executed anyone, so it's becoming a joke to criminals. I admire the Governor for having the courage to change that. She was kind enough to give me a heads up before her inauguration so we could start preparing.”
“That’s what I’m here for,” Emily explained. "The Governor knows that this is a sensitive issue, so she sent me to observe. She would have come to make sure that there were no problems, but that would have produced publicity focused on her rather than on the criminals. She fully approves of how you’re handling this, and will leave it in your hands. In particular, she supports your plan of executing inmates in chronological order with the oldest convictions first. In her heart, she’d rather do the ones that murdered women first, but knows it’s not practical."
“Please thank her, as I've already done. I also appreciate her following my suggestion that we hang them. It’s a classic western tradition and much simpler than the other methods.”
'Some people would say this discussion is callous,' Emily thought, 'but it's needed. These are vicious criminals that society needs to deal with. Ignoring the problem hasn't gotten anywhere.'
“That’s one of the reasons she sent me. I’m supposed to observe and report to her, while staying out of your way and out of the media spotlight. I’m not generally known, so the odds are good that none of the witnesses or reporters would recognize me.”
“Good,” the warden said. “Here’s the plan. I notified Gorbahl two days ago that he’d be executed today. He took it calmly. Despite having killed those poor three girls, he’s intelligent and a cool customer. He said he knew it would happen someday and in a perverse way enjoyed that he’d be the first Californian executed in decades. We moved him to the death cell next to the gallows room, where he spent last night.  I think he accepts what’s going to happen and won’t give us any trouble, but the team’s ready in case he does.”
“He’s having his last meal now. Both the press and public witnesses are arriving. Once they’re seated, the death team will bring Gorbahl to the gallows. They’ve been practicing for the last week and it’s pretty smooth. I assume you want to watch.”
“Yes, please. We want this to go smoothly in the interest of both justice and public perception.”
The gallows room was austere, with grey walls and a classic wooden gallows in the middle. Two upright pieces supported a beam to which the noose was attached.  The warden explained that there were 13 steps from the floor to the platform, following tradition.
Emily and the warden watched as the witnesses arrived. Once they settled into their wooden seats, the warden addressed them.
"The prisoner whose execution you will witness has been sentenced to death under the laws of the state of California.  This is a somber event. You have agreed to remain quiet and refrain from any gestures or activities that disrupt the proceedings."
The warden led Emily to the corridor, where the six women of the death team waited outside the death cell. All were tall and looked strong and capable.  They looked forward to carrying out the procedure that they had been practicing. Emily liked the way the warden stood back and let her team, whom she clearly trusted, do its job.
The team leader opened the door and ordered, “On your feet.” The condemned, a solidly built, middle-aged man in an orange jumpsuit marked 'Death Row,' obediently rose. Emily had seen his pictures and recognized him as an older version of the convicted killer. He didn’t resist as one guard handcuffed his wrists behind him while another shackled his ankles together.
“Let’s go,” the leader said, and led him out of the cell.  He shuffled behind her in the small steps the shackles allowed. Emily was pleased that he knew there was no point resisting, and went calmly rather than being dragged and pushed. It was more dignified for him and everyone else.
The warden led the procession down the corridor. Behind her came the team leader and the deputy leader, followed by the condemned man and the other four guards. Emily brought up the rear as the guards led the man into the gallows room.
When he saw the gallows and the noose hanging from the cross beam, he stopped, confronting the reality of what was about to happen. He looked at the witnesses who had come to watch him die and saw no sympathy. Relatives of his victims eyed him with cold hate and eager anticipation. News people watched with indifference,  mentally composing their stories.
A guard took either arm firmly and moved him forward toward the stairs. At the base of the stairs, he recovered his composure, and climbed slowly without being forced.
Once on the platform, the guards moved him onto a rectangle painted on the trap door. Two guards produced leather straps and tightly bound his ankles and thighs. Another strap was used around his chest and arms. The condemned man could no longer move and simply awaited his fate.
Emily, watching from the base of the stairs, was struck by the total silence. The ritual progressed smoothly, just as the guards had practiced many times. It seemed like a scene from a movie, but it would end with a man’s death.
The warden looked coldly into the man’s face and spoke in a strong voice.
“James Ghorbal, you have been convicted of murder and sentenced to death under the laws of the state of California. Before that sentence is carried out, do you have any final words?”
Emily wondered if he would speak angrily to those about to kill him. Instead, although he could not move his body, he turned his head calmly toward the witnesses and spoke clearly and calmly.
“I apologize for the terrible things I have done.”
The deputy team leader draped a black hood over his head. Next, the team leader set the noose around his neck and tightened it. Both guards stepped off the trapdoor. The leader placed both hands on a lever rising from the platform floor.
For what seemed like a long time, but was only a few seconds, time seemed to stand still. Then the warden nodded to the team leader, who pulled the lever. The trapdoor opened with a loud bang and the condemned man fell through it.
The rope stopped his fall after a few feet and his body shook as the noose strangled him. The shaking became less and then stopped. After a few minutes, the prison doctor looking at the readout from the sensor that had been placed above the man’s heart raised his hand, indicating that the man was dead.
The warden announced to the room in her firm voice.
“This execution has been completed. Witnesses, please quietly exit the room.”
They filed out in silence, contemplating what they had seen. Several were visibly shaken.
Emily watched with interest as the guards lowered the body and placed it on a gurney.  Although she kept her face impassive, she had enjoyed watching the execution. She would have liked to actively participate by hooding or noosing the condemned or, even better, pulling the lever. She had killed three men and had felt no guilt, because she viewed herself as serving justice. Hence watching a similar scene didn't bother her. 
As the guards prepared to leave the room and wheel away the body, Emily saw complex emotions on their faces. Presumably a mixture of pride in a job well done, satisfaction in bringing justice to a man who had murdered three young women, and the awareness that they had killed a man. Having been through similar experiences, she could relate to all three. She spoke to them.
“On behalf of the Governor, I would like to thank you for doing a difficult task calmly and well. You have served the cause of justice and the people of California. To paraphrase Churchill, Californians sleep safely at night because rough women stand ready to do violence to those who would harm us."
The guards recognized the sincerity of her thoughtful comments and thanked her.
◆◆◆
 
Back in her office, the warden asked, “What did you think?”
“I think you’ve done well. Your team was very professional. I was pleased by how calmly the prisoner behaved."
"We've worked hard to keep death row calm, despite the fact that for years the inmates have been in limbo. You probably noticed that all the guards are women, which seems to help. We've improved the food, library, and recreational facilities. Now that executions are starting, we've explained to the prisoners that if they cooperate their execution will be dignified."
"I'm glad that it works that way. We both know this is something that needs to be done."
“I appreciate you saying that. As you'd guess, our biggest fear is that once we start executing condemned criminals, we'll be accused of doing something improper.”
“I can assure you that the Governor will do her best to ensure that doesn't happen, and support you if it does. I’ve served her for years, and she stands by people who do a good job. She’s expressed the hope to me that executions will become routine and hardly newsworthy, until you have cleared out the backlog on death row."
“I’m glad to hear that. We're prepared to do it. As you may have noticed, the gallows is large enough for three hangings at a time. If the Governor approves, we could start that and move through the backlog much more quickly.”
“Please go ahead," Emily said. "There’s no need for a specific public announcement. I assume you'll just do simple press releases announcing who will be executed the next day.”
"Yes, that's our plan. Incidentally, may I ask a personal question?"
"Certainly."
"I'm impressed that the execution didn't bother you. I expected someone with no background in criminal justice and prisons to be shocked."
"Several reasons, I guess," Emily explained. "As a political scientist, I've thought about capital punishment and have no objections. From a societal view, I like the idea of a team of women executing men who have killed women. On a personal level, I come from a samurai family in Japan that served the Emperor for hundreds of years. Beheading criminals was part of their duties."
"That's interesting," the warden observed. "One of my ancestors was in the vigilante committee that formed in San Francisco when law and order broke down during the Gold Rush. They restored order by hanging and whipping people."
“Actually, that brings up a question I planned to ask. The Governor is intrigued by the corporal punishment used in places like Singapore. She's read that it's a useful alternative to jailing young offenders. Since our system for dealing with young offenders isn’t working well, how would you feel about caning them instead?”
“Actually, I’ve wondered about that myself. I think a good caning would be a better deterrent than either a short stretch in prison or a meaningless probation. I think the officers dealing with young offenders would be fine with it. The challenge would be getting it through a squeamish legislature.”
“Agreed, which is why the governor didn’t propose it in her campaign. She did say that she supported carrying out death sentences that have been imposed. To her surprise, that didn’t generate great concern. So, unless resuming executions generates intense public outcry, she’ll propose judicial corporal punishment for young offenders. She has a team researching the issue and drafting a bill.”
“I’d be happy to help. I’m impressed with the governor both in general and in her approach to criminal justice issues. She’s making a very good case for having women in charge.”




Chapter 29: Matriarchy

Lady Tamar, Athena's acting CEO, hosted a weekly Saturday evening gathering at her cottage near the palace. This evening, Ladies Amy and Marie, who lived in adjacent cottages, attended. Also present were Mistress Lisa, Lady Emily, and Mistress Erica who lived in Emily’s cottage even though Emily was in Sacramento most of the week.
Tamar and Amy’s slaves prepared an elegant picnic that they served on the patio. Dinner was timed so the group could watch 'Valley Tech Scene.' After dinner, the mistresses reclined in comfortable lounge chairs and chatted happily. The relaxed group in casual clothes hardly looked like the leaders of a multinational corporation.
The slaves brought out a large television, set it up, and knelt by the mistress' chairs with hot drinks. Soon the logo of 'Valley Tech Scene' appeared, followed by the friendly face of the presenter, Carl Jordan.
“Good evening. For more than a year since her wedding, Morgan Crown has dominated the tech news; first as CEO of Athena and now as Governor of California. As I do often, I invited Judy Silverman, who covered state government for years for the New York Times and is now the Governor's press secretary, to give her insight on this week’s news.”
“To start with, Judy, why does Morgan dominate the tech news?”
“Basically, Carl, it’s because she’s turned the state capital, Sacramento, into an offshoot of Silicon Valley. She runs the state like a tech company - and it’s working. After only nine months, state government has changed dramatically.”
“What do you see as the big changes?”
“She’s changed the state government’s culture to a can-do valley culture. Big problems had been recognized for years, but a series of governors were unwilling or unable to do anything about them. Morgan's tackling them and making major advances."
"That required a new approach to government financing. For many years the approach was to keep government small and taxes low. Under Morgan, taxes on the richest Californians have been increased, giving the state the revenue it needs for large programs. It’s a Silicon Valley approach - tell me what you want to do, and I’ll get you the resources to do it.”
“What's she doing with the new revenue?”
“Many things, but her highest priority is housing. She views the housing shortage as the biggest limitation on the state’s economic growth. Much of the new revenue is going into a fund that local governments can use to develop new housing. In its first six months, the program's generated 75,000 new homes and 100,000 new apartments. Next year those should be even more, as local governments and housing groups learn to use this resource.”
“She also pushed through an end to the state law that essentially froze property taxes,and so starved school districts of the revenue they need.  By next autumn, many districts will be much better funded and providing much better educational services.”
“Judy, the Governor's supporters say she’s already making a difference for the economy in California, although she’s been in office less than a year. Why do they say that?"
“Two reasons. One is that she’s put the state on a firmer financial footing than before, given the new tax revenue. Investors have more confidence in the state, and the state can borrow at lower rates. Second, her initiatives have changed the economic climate. The new housing initiative, and the infrastructure initiative she’s preparing, is making the state a lot more attractive to both individuals and businesses. People and firms who were thinking of moving out, aren’t doing it."
“I gather she’s pushing big changes for dealing with crime,” Carl noted.
“Absolutely. The most visible was resuming executions of death row inmates. About 600 people were on death row, and that number was steadily growing. Judges and juries were sentencing people to death, but nothing happened. Essentially these were life sentences filling up prison.  By now, most have been executed, and funds have been freed up for rehabilitating people convicted of lesser crimes.”
“She’s also started a program based on some Southeast Asian countries, that uses corporal punishment for young and first offenders. It seems to be working. Juvenile crime has dropped quite a bit, showing that a painful caning scares them more than the parole or short prison stretches they used to get.”
"There's also a program helping police departments using information systems, which Athena has working in San Francisco."
“Judy, the Governor is a committed feminist, and ran Athena as a female-led company. Is she doing that in Sacramento?"
“Absolutely. She put a team of women from Athena in key positions supervising the state agencies. She hasn’t fired their heads, who are almost entirely men. But as they retire, many are being replaced by women.”
"Is that causing problems?"
"No. Most people in the agencies are committed to their jobs and want to do them better. They joke about their new female superiors, but are pleased with the resulting energy and increased budgets that let them do more. Morale is higher than I've seen in years."
“How does this play politically?”
“Surprisingly well, starting with the election. The programs she ran on were popular with her party, who turned out enthusiastically to vote. Her pitch that women would run the government better appealed to many women who traditionally voted for the other party. That gave her a landslide victory.”
“Impressively, she’s doing even better in the polls then in the election. She’s winning over even more women and some men who traditionally voted for the other guys.  People like what she’s doing and accept her argument that female leadership works better than the male leadership we’ve had. Her position is that she’s not discriminating against men - just picking the best people she can get who happen to be mostly women. The results seem convincing.”
“There’s been lots of speculation in the media that state government is moving to a matriarchy. It sounds like you agree.”`
“Yes. In some ways it’s not surprising. Over the last two decades we’ve had a huge increase in the number of women in local government. This is just moving up the ladder. Morgan and her supporters say that’s fine, and both men and women are better off having the best people available running things."
“What's Paul Barlow‘s role?”
“Legally none. He’s Morgan’s husband and a trusted advisor, but holds no position in state government. However, as a U.S. congressman, he's secured some federal funding for Athena's social policy center.”
“How does he respond to discussions of matriarchy?”
"He says that everyone in Silicon Valley agree that Athena is very well-run. No one's said that it would be better off abandoning its matriarchal system. Since Morgan's running the state the same way, it’s not surprising that it works well, and the voters seem pleased.”
◆◆◆
 
“Although Paul isn’t officially part of Morgan’s administration, their partnership has already added another first to Morgan’s historic governorship,” Carl said. “To discuss this, we have a Zoom call in to the Stanford Maternity Hospital."
The big screen showed an  easily recognizable Morgan in bed holding a baby. Paul was kneeling next to the bed.
“Governor, it’s great to have you back on Valley Tech Scene. We and our viewers congratulate you on being the first governor to give birth while in office.”
“Thanks, Carl. It’s an easy first, since I’m the first woman governor.”
“Please introduce us to your new friend.”
“Gladly. This is Elizabeth Crown, now two days old. Paul and I are thrilled by her. I promise you and your viewers that she'll be available for interviews at some time after she learns to talk. I suspect you'll wait until she’s 18, old enough to vote or run for governor. My job is to make sure that she grows up in as wonderful a state of California as you and I did."
“I certainly hope so, Governor. We'll all be watching to see how you balance your busy public and personal lives. My guess is that you’ll do well."
Paul spoke up from Morgan’s bedside. “Carl, I think the Governor is very tired. Let's continue this another time.”
“Of course. Governor, thanks for talking to us and congratulations. We’ll check in with you in a few days when you’re ready to talk. We'll clear it with Paul first.”
“Thank you, Carl. I look forward to talking with you again soon.”
After closing the Zoom screen, Carl turned to Judy.
“Well, Judy, let’s wrap up by speculating about the future. How do you think Morgan will change the Valley and state beyond what we’ve seen already?”
“As you know, Carl, forecasts are always tricky but in the news business we’re always being asked to make them. Here’s mine."
"I think Morgan will be one of our most successful governors ever. She's reshaping state government by blending innovation with compassion. State government will work much better and become increasingly matriarchal. There’s a positive feedback loop. With Morgan leading, talented young women will be drawn to state government jobs. That will make the state government work better, which will in turn draw more talented women. Although Morgan isn't getting rid of good men, the best candidates to replace them when they retire or leave are increasingly often women. So overall, with stronger finances, housing growth, improved education, and a more inclusive government, we'll again become a model for other states."
"Middle term is trickier. If Morgan does well and is reelected - which I expect - that's seven years into the future. By then state government will be full of talented women, and I suspect we'll see a sequence of woman governors."
"One of the many interesting things about Morgan is that most successful women leaders - like Golda Meir, Margaret Thatcher, Angela Merkel - didn’t have other women around them, so leadership jobs reverted to men after their service. Morgan is very different - she's building a matriarchy which will likely last."
"In the long term, it’s hard not to notice that Morgan’s daughter has been named Elizabeth, presumably after Queen Elizabeth I, history's most successful and powerful woman ruler. Given how impressive Morgan and her mother have been as leaders, Elizabeth is likely to grow up to be another. We may be looking at the next stage of a dynasty."
"That’s a fascinating vision, Judy. Whether or not we’re looking at the start of a dynasty, Governor Crown is reshaping California in ways few thought possible. From housing to education, finance to leadership, the state's moving with new energy. Morgan may be leading us into California’s next golden age."
"That’s all for Valley Tech Scene tonight. Thank you for joining us. Congratulations again to Governor Morgan Crown and her family, and good night."
◆◆◆
 
The well-trained slaves turned off the television, and started the gas fire in the firepit. Its warm flames and the bright stars overhead gave the group the comfortable feel of girlfriends relaxing together. Seeing the newborn heir had put everyone in a good mood.
"This feels like Girl Scout camp," Amy said cheerfully. "We loved sitting around the fire and talking. The funny thing is that we joked that we should make some boys from the Boy Scout camp across the lake wait on us, and punish them if they didn't do it right."
Marie laughed. "So you wanted to be dominant women, even as teenagers?"
"Yes, though we didn't know the word. We never thought it could really happen, but here we are. All we need is s'mores."
"Good idea!" Emily said. "Slaves, s'mores," she ordered and snapped her fingers. Slaves appeared with trays containing marshmallows, chocolate bars, graham crackers, and metal skewers. Clearly Emily had set this up.
"What are these?" Marie asked. As a Frenchwoman and serious cook, she rarely encountered deserts that she didn't know of.
"S'mores are a Girl Scout classic campfire desert," Emily explained. "Like this." She put a marshmallow on a skewer and roasted it over the fire. Once it got gooey, she sandwiched it and a piece of chocolate bar between two graham crackers, and ate it enthusiastically. Lisa and Amy did the same.
Marie, Tamar, and Erika - all of whom had not grown up in the U.S. - followed suit diffidently, but were delighted with the results. Everyone had seconds and thirds, which put them in an even better mood.
"Those were great," Tamar said. "Perfect for our celebration."
"Absolutely," Emily said. "Morgan's put the succession in good shape. She needs 'an heir and a spare,' so Elizabeth should have a sister soon. Remember that she doesn't have to follow the rules of monarchy, so she can choose either as her successor, or someone else."
Amy laughed. "I expect that all her daughters will be very talented and raised to rule, just as she was. We'll probably all be drafted as 'aunts' to help."
Suddenly a bright meteor - a 'shooting star' - shot across the night sky. Everyone looked up, intrigued.
"That looks like a good omen," Marie said. "Let's toast Queen Morgan and Princess Elizabeth with the excellent French champagne I brought."
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Afterword


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, organizations, places, and events other than those clearly in the public domain, are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or locales is entirely coincidental. 

This book and its predecessor Silicon Valley Queendom, start from studies that have found that about 25% of males have fantasies of submitting to powerful women. There is an active culture of female dominance and male submission, which psychologists consider a healthy and deeply held sexual orientation. As a result, various authors have described female-dominated societies in settings including a fantasy medieval queendom, a distant planet in the future, or an isolated island or estate.  Here, I explore the possibility of a modern female-led technology company, starting with the observation that these are typically founded and led by dynamic individuals and grow into companies with very distinctive corporate cultures.  

Specifically, many of Silicon Valley's great companies, including Hewlett-Packard, Microsoft, Apple, and Google, started as partnerships between two talented and ambitious young men who tapped the intellectual ferment of the Valley. Hence, I imagine what might have happened if in the Valley's early days, a visionary and dominant young businesswoman met and partnered with a brilliant and submissive young male engineer. I envision the resulting female-led company as unconventional, but in some ways no more so than many others. 

Although the characters and practices here are fictional, they are inspired in part by those in the two cultures that overlap here. For the world of technology companies, I have drawn insight from their almost-endless media coverage and the many books about these companies and their founders and leaders. For the world of female dominance, I was inspired by books describing fictious female dominated societies including those by Anne Rice, C. L. Northbridge, and Miranda Birch, as well as websites including those of the Other World Kingdom, House of Sinn, English Mansion, and Order of Indomitus.  I derived useful insights from the websites of outstanding dominatrices  including Mistresses Morrigan Hel, Ezada Sinn, Eva Oh, and Rabinova, and podcasts like Authentically Kinky, The Masocast, and Your Kinky Friends. 

I thank Mistress Morrigan Hel and C. L. Northbridge for helpful advice and comments on the manuscript.








Praise For Author

Reviews of the earlier book in the series,  Silicon Valley Queendom:

*****
From amazon.com:

"Skillfully written. A brilliant and creative take on the Fem Dom fetish. A must read for anyone interested in the genre."

*****
From amazon.co.uk:

"This book paints a vivid picture of a world that mirrors our own, yet challenges traditional dynamics.

The name of the main character is based on my name and reflects my experience as a professional and lifestyle dominatrix. It delves deep into the psychology of control and submission, particularly from the male perspective.

Morgan Crown emerges as a powerful leader, steering a company that exemplifies a female-led society where men thrive as subordinates. The author effectively illustrates the potential of such a world, showcasing how it can be both productive and fulfilling for all involved.

Readers will find themselves captivated by the storyline, with male readers particularly drawn to the allure of this alternate reality, while female readers will appreciate the much-deserved justice served against violent men.

The book is not only engaging but also offers realistic dialogues and character insights that enhance the reading experience. Morgan Crown and her allies serve as inspiring figures throughout the narrative.

For those who enjoy BDSM and femdom themes, this book is a must-read, promising both entertainment and thought-provoking content."

Mistress Morrigan Hel (https://www.morriganhel.com ; x: msmorriganhel) on amazon.co.uk

****
A reader wrote:

"I wanted to write and tell you how much I enjoyed your novel. I've been reading a lot of matriarchy fiction on Kindle Unlimited and yours ranks amongst the best. I gave it a well deserved 5 star rating. I hope you enjoyed writing it as much as I enjoyed reading it. The addition of real world situations made the more exciting aspects more believable. I hope this is the first of many such stories, I will remain a devoted fan. Thank you for writing such an enjoyable book."




Books In This Series

Silicon Valley Gynarchy

Although the tech companies of California's Silicon Valley have changed the world, the Valley’s ugly side is its hostile environment for even the most talented women. This book gives an inside view into the exception. Athena Technology is a secretive female-led international corporation based in the redwood forest of the Santa Cruz mountains overlooking Silicon Valley. Led by its absolute ruler, the beautiful and powerful Queen Morgan, and her brilliant and cruel young protege Lady Emily, Athena is an absolute matriarchy based on strict female supremacy, with dominant women ruling male slaves. It prospers by using ultramodern science and engineering in the defense, space, energy, conservation, and similar sectors.

Silicon Valley Queendom
 
The first book in this series, Silicon Valley Queendom, describes Athena's formation and growth into a paradise for powerful women and a world leader in technology.


Silicon Valley Matriarchy
 
This book, the second in the series, describes how Queen Morgan expands her power by by expanding Athena's global reach, fending off threats to Athena, and bringing matriarchy to California. She seduces a powerful U.S. Congressman into becoming her slave husband who fathers her heir. Then, once elected Governor, she turns the male-dominated state government into a matriarchy.
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SILICON VALLEY MATRIARCHY

How A Female-Dominated Tech Powerhouse
Brought Matriarchy To California
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