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 Introduction 
 
      
 
    This book, and others in the same series, takes place in a future where humanity has moved beyond the confines of the Earth and has started colonising other worlds, both in our solar system and around nearby stars 
 
    On one of these worlds, a planet called Hera, a group of female supremacists manage to gain control of the colonisation expedition and its colonies early on. Under their rule, the human colonists on Hera build a society based on female domination. In their society, only women can be citizens, and all men are slaves – indeed the word “male” is considered synonymous with slave among the Herans. 
 
      
 
    This book tells the story of how this world came about, seen through the eyes of some of the Heran colonists. 
 
      
 
    In other books of this series, I intend to give the reader glimpses of life in this society and life in societies elsewhere in the universe affected by the Herans through short stories. These short stories typically cover a few days in the lives of a protagonist at a given point in Hera’s timeline. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Pre-story information 
 
    The star system Epsilon Eridani 
 
      
 
    The star around which Hera orbits is Epsilon Eridani, a star visible with the naked eye on the southern hemisphere, located in the constellation Eridanus, or The River. It is a young star, slightly smaller than our sun (Sol) and it is located 10.5 light years (LY) away from Earth. 
 
      
 
    Distance from Sol: 10.5 LY 
 
    Mass: 0.82 Sol 
 
    Radius: 0.74 Sol 
 
    Energy Output: 0.34 Sol 
 
      
 
    In this story, Epsilon Eridani is assumed to have a planetary system as listed in the table below. The planets here denoted d, e and f as well as the asteroid belts are probably real, based on current understanding of the observations of this star. The three inner planets are purely fictional. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Satellite 
  
      	  Orbit 
  
      	  Description 
  
     
 
      
      	  Epsilon Eridani a 
  
      	  0.2 AU 
  
      	  Radiated rock, Mercury-like 
  
     
 
      
      	  Epsilon Eridani b 
  
      	  0.6 AU 
  
      	  Terrestrial 
  
     
 
      
      	  Epsilon Eridani c 
  
      	  1.2 AU 
  
      	  Cold, dead rock, Mars-like 
  
     
 
      
      	  Asteroid Belt 
  
      	  3 AU 
  
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Epsilon Eridani d 
  
      	  3.5 AU 
  
      	  Gas giant 
  
     
 
      
      	  Epsilon Eridani e 
  
      	  20 AU 
  
      	  Gas giant 
  
     
 
      
      	  Asteroid Belt 
  
      	  25 AU 
  
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Epsilon Eridani f 
  
      	  35 AU 
  
      	  Small gas giant 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    The planet Hera 
 
    Eridani b, which is named Hera in this story is situated in the habitable zone around the star, which is closer than to the star than in our own solar system. Hera’s orbit is comparable to Venus orbit around the sun. 
 
    The planet is smaller than Earth with about half it’s surface area, but quite dense, giving Hera surface gravity comparable to Earth. 
 
      
 
    Eridani b (Hera) 
 
    Distance from star: 0.6 AU 
 
    Radius: 4,465km (0.7Earth) 
 
    Gravity: 8.94 m/s/s (0.91 Earth) 
 
    Surface : 0.5 Earth 
 
    Rotation: 25h 53 min 
 
    Year:  174 days (188 Earth-days) Divided into 6 months of 29 days each. 
 
    Satellites: 0 
 
      
 
    Hera is a geologically active planet with plate tectonics like Earth. The planet is however dominated by oceans which cover 88% of its surface. Its land masses consist of 3 continents and two micro continents as well as smaller islands. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Continent 
  
      	  Area 
  
      	  Comparable to 
  
     
 
      
      	  Artemisia 
  
      	  14.7 mil km2 
  
      	  Slightly bigger than Antarctica 
  
     
 
      
      	  Atena 
  
      	  8.1 mil km2 
  
      	  Slightly bigger than Australia 
  
     
 
      
      	  Afrodite 
  
      	  5.4mil km2 
  
      	  Between Australia and India  
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    As humans arrive on Hera, they find an atmosphere comparable to Earth in the Devonian era. While the atmosphere is survivable for humans with 15% oxygen, 0.22% CO2 and 84% nitrogen, it is uncomfortable and exhausting due to the low oxygen content. 
 
    The mean temperature is 20 degrees Celsius, 6 degrees over Earths’s. There are no ice caps on the planet, even on the poles. 
 
    Life has developed on the planet, but not very far. Microbial and primitive plant-like life is found in the oceans and on land. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Map of Hera, Year 4 
 
      
 
    [image: J:\annet\Eridani\Maps\Hera - physical clean.png] 
 
    Timekeeping 
 
    The Heran year, which is about half a year on Earth, is divided into 6 months each of 29 days. The months have not been named; they are numbered 1 to 6. A given date in the Heran calendar is on the format (YY/M/DD). 
 
      
 
    The day is divided into 26 hours, each of which are almost the same as Earth hours – only 16 seconds shorter.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Note on technologies 
 
      
 
    Stun Gun: The only weapon brought by the colonists is the non-lethal stun gun. It shoots a projectile disassembling into two connected darts in its trajectory. These darts give the victim an electric shock to incapacitate as well as tranquillisers. The combined effect of the weapon is to incapacitate the target immediately, keeping it unconscious for about 1 hour. Being hit by this weapon is only in extreme cases deadly, but usually very painful. The weapon is accurate to a range of 100 m. 
 
      
 
    Longevity treatment: Medical progress allows people to retain youth and vitality for longer. By periodic (every 5 years) treatments of series of injections, the body, cells can be renewed thus delaying the onset of old age. The treatment does postpone death, but the main effect is to retain a vigorous and youthful body into advanced ages. 
 
    Treatment typically starts at age 25, and a typical treated person compare to a non-treated 25-35 year-old until age 70 (136 Hera-years), and compare to a non-treated 40 year-old until around 100 (194 Hera years). At this age the body is less responsive to the treatment, and aging progress rapidly. Typical age of death is 110-120 years, but cases of ages up to 150 (291 Hera years) have been noted. 
 
      
 
    Artificial womb: Advanced medical technology allows for reproduction independent of human bodies. With eggs and sperm as inputs, healthy babies can develop in artificial wombs. This allow women to reproduce without going through pregnancies, something that is particularly useful in a colony with scarce labour.  
 
      
 
    Wrist computer/wrist unit: The equivalent of mobile phones has evolved to a very small loudspeaker/microphone place in the ear, with activation from a personal computer worn as a wristwatch. The communication does require a radio network, however.  
 
      
 
    Cryogenic Freeze: Human bodies can be put in stasis using cryogenic freezing. This will completely suspend the aging process while frozen, but also render the subject inactive. Cryogenic freezing is used mainly for long distance/duration space travel. All the colonists are therefore physically of the same age as when they left Earth. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The Empire of Femdom arises 
 
    Strike planning 
 
    Canteen, Eden Colony, 3/4/11, 15:30 
 
    Megan was heading for the canteen. The tall brunette hurried as she knew she was a little late for her lunch date. Megan was meeting her friend Lydia. 
 
      
 
    Megan found Lydia waiting just outside the canteen. Lydia, a petite woman, with long red hair, was dressed in jeans and a white tank top, something that her mostly indoor job and the informal atmosphere in Eden allowed. 
 
      
 
     The canteen, which doubled as venue for town hall meetings, was a huge hall excavated into the side of a cliff. The size of the room, coupled with the low number of diners at this hour, afforded the two friends some privacy for their conversation. 
 
      
 
    Being close friends, Megan and Lydia met regularly for lunch and had done so for years, even back on Earth all those years ago. It did not really feel like many years, but that was the effect of having been cryogenically frozen during the journey to this planet.  
 
      
 
    After having gotten their servings, the two women sat down at a table near the wall far from the other late diners. 
 
    -“How are things in high management?” inquired Lydia as they sat down. 
 
    -“Not much new. Still the same quarrel about priorities between the team leaders with me sitting in the cross fire,” Megan answered. 
 
    -“But at least things get done. The new colonies will be operational any day now,” she added. 
 
    Megan’s position as colony manager for Eden made her part of the leadership of the expedition. As such, she was in charge of the colony of Eden, and responsible for coordinating between the leaders of the various work groups stationed in the colony. 
 
    -“Evans isn’t helping it, though,” she said referring to the expedition commander. “His idea of leadership doesn’t involve taking actual decisions, so it is hard to settle the issues.” 
 
      
 
    -“But enough of my bitching. How are things in your department? Do you like your new boss?” Megan asked Lydia. 
 
    -“I really like Adrienne. We get along really well. Her becoming my boss has not changed a thing in that regard.” 
 
    -“That’s good. With the small size of your team, personal chemistry is a must.” 
 
    Megan referred to the communication team, of which Lydia was a member. This team was responsible for running radio communication with Earth and running the internal communication networks on Hera. As long as the internal networks were running smoothly, labour requirements were low, and staffing of the team was accordingly small. 
 
    Most of the team’s efforts went into running the radio communicating with Earth. This radio allowed the colony to report on progression and news back to Earth, as well as receiving news from Earth – at least as far as you could call 21 year old (10.5 EY) information “news”. 
 
      
 
    -“In fact, I think Adrienne likes us a lot too,” said Lydia, and added, “I think we have a new recruit.” 
 
    -“That would be great,” said Megan with a smile. “And good timing too. We need to think about how we can make our move soon. If we wait too long it will be much harder to succeed.” 
 
    -“I think we need a lot more people than we have now to succeed. Or some event that can improve our odds with fewer,” cautioned Lydia. 
 
    -“I think the thing we need now is a proper plan,” said Megan. “Once we have that it is easier to figure how many we need.” 
 
    -“We should start working on plans then. Bring it up on the next Vanguard meeting,” replied Lydia. 
 
    -“I will,” said Megan. 
 
      
 
    The talk about the Vanguard was why Megan and Lydia had sought privacy for their conversation. One had to be cautious when part of a conspiracy. For that was how anyone outside the Vanguard would see it. The Vanguard’s aim was after all to overthrow the colony management and to introduce a new regime. 
 
      
 
    The Vanguard had its origin back on Earth, before the great journey to Hera had taken place. It grew out of a network of life-style dominant Women and their subs who desired to create a true female dominant society. When plans for the colonisation mission to Epsilon Eridani was announced in the early 2090s, the network decided to get as many as possible of its members as part of the expedition. The idea was that if they could make up reasonable proportion of the small population on a distant colony, they would be able to influence or even decide how the fledgling society would develop.  
 
      
 
    Most of younger members of this network who had relevant backgrounds and education applied to be part of the Epsilon Eridani expedition when recruiting started; Megan and Lydia among them. Most failed to be accepted, but when the 1002 expedition members had been selected, there were 15 Mistresses and 17 subs from the network among them. These 32 formed the original Vanguard, a secret organisation dedicated to creating a female-ruled world out of reach from anyone who could interfere. 
 
      
 
    Now, 3 years after the colony had been established, the Vanguard had still not attempted to make a move. The organisation had grown a little, through recruiting expedition members not part of the original network, and could now count 20 Mistresses and 24 subs. 
 
      
 
    The main venue for this recruitment was the Kink Club, one of several clubs that expedition members had set up to allow them to share their hobbies and passions with like-minded. The Kink Club was, as the name suggested, a club for those that shared an interest in sexual kinks. However, the Kink Club also served as camouflage for Vanguard meetings. 
 
      
 
    Time had come for the Vanguard to take it a step further. 
 
      
 
    Town Hall, Babylon Colony, 3/4/19, 12:00 
 
    Tania watched as Expedition Commander Evans cut a symbolic ribbon stretching across the hall. This was the symbolic opening of the Babylon colony, which was now ready for permanent settlement. 
 
      
 
    Tania would be one of those settling the new colony. She was quite excited about that. She had been named Colony Manager of the new colony, and that would be a welcome step up after having managed logistics on Eden. She had to thank Megan for her ferocious lobbying on Tania’s behalf. The position might well have gone to someone else if she had not had an ally in management as her advocate. 
 
      
 
    On the other hand, she would miss Eden. It would be harder to participate in the Vanguard gatherings being stuck 200 km away; at least before proper rail links between the colonies were completed. Then again, the gang at Eden was splitting up on different colonies anyway. Two other colonies were being completed simultaneously with Babylon. Evans was on a tour of ribbon-cutting this month. Yesterday he had opened the colony of Athens, and in a few days he would go to open Mountainside. 
 
      
 
    At least she wouldn’t be alone out here. Maria and Lene as well as two subs from the Vanguard were also posted to Babylon. Maybe they could organise some play time at some point. 
 
    And it would be great to have her own colony to run, Tania thought as she raised her glass of mock Champagne with the others at the opening ceremony. 
 
      
 
    Lydia’s apartment, Eden Colony, 4/1/20, 20:34 
 
    Megan knew she was a little late as she rang the doorbell to Lydia’s apartment. Tonight it was a meeting – officially to plan the next event for the Kink Club and unofficially a Vanguard gathering. Lydia’s apartment, as all the other apartments in Eden, was spacious enough to host the meeting. Space was not lacking on this planet. 
 
      
 
    Lydia’s slave Jim opened the door and let Megan in. He had been Lydia’s slave back on Earth too, where his background as construction engineer allowed him to pass selection for the Epsilon Eridani expedition. On Hera, he was part of one of the construction teams, but when he had time off, he would spend it serving Lydia. He was the only male in Lydia’s apartment this evening. The Vanguard, true to its ideology, did not involve males in its decision processes, and Jim was there only to serve the Ladies. 
 
      
 
    As Megan entered the living room, she found twenty women waiting for her - all the Mistresses of the Vanguard. It was a quite diverse gathering as they came from many different nationalities back on Earth. Age-wise they were all between 65 and 75, but subtracting the 35 years they spent in stasis during the journey, they had only aged for 30-40 Earth-years. On top of this, longevity treatments ensured they had the bodies of 25-year-olds. 
 
      
 
    Lydia, the hostess, welcomed Megan and suggested they start the meeting as they were now all here. Megan nodded and started: 
 
    -“Welcome all to this Vanguard meeting. And a special welcome to Adrienne, we are overjoyed that you want to be part of our project.” 
 
    -“My pleasure” smiled Adrienne, a French brunette, between welcome wishes from the other Mistresses. 
 
      
 
    Megan then went straight to the top agenda item: 
 
    -“As you probably have anticipated, we need to decide if this is the moment to strike. The latest developments have really emphasised the need for female rule and I think a lot of the colonists may support us now. Any views?” 
 
    Kyoko, a petite Japanese woman, and the colony’s psychologist, spoke first: 
 
    -“I think we are seeing a lot of anxiety in the colony now. Especially the women are feeling unprotected. With the acquittal of Meyer, many feel law and justice is not present in this colony. This is compounded by being stuck where we are, with nowhere to go. I think there would definitively be support for some change at least.” 
 
      
 
    Julia, a nuclear engineer working on the colony’s fusion reactor took the word. 
 
    -“I went to the meeting regarding the outcome on the rape case yesterday, and my reading of the mood is that a clear majority of the women here would like some serious changes in how things are run. Everyone feels unsafe when Meyer and his fan club can get away with what they did. They have behaved this way long before the rape, so it is not a one-off. I don’t feel safe myself either.” 
 
      
 
    Patricia, a physicist added: 
 
    -“When Commander Evans can’t address this problem he needs to be replaced. He even headed the tribunal that acquitted Meyer. I was at the meeting too, and I agree with Julia, most of the women want him gone. I bet most of the men would want him gone too – they have seen better bosses.” 
 
      
 
    -“That may be true, but I doubt they would want us to replace him,” cautioned Lydia. 
 
    -“That doesn’t matter. The important thing is that the women will support a move now. So my vote is firmly in favour of striking now,” retorted Patricia. 
 
    -“I agree,” said Deanna, a logistics manager. “As much as I hate taking advantage of what Meyer did to poor Stephanie, we have what may be a unique chance to rally the support we need for our cause. I vote in favour too.” 
 
      
 
    -“We seem to have started the vote already,” said Megan. “Let’s do the round.” 
 
    After all 21 Ladies had put forward their view, Lydia said: 
 
    -“I count 16 in favour of striking now, and 5 undecided. None against.” 
 
    -“I think we have a mandate, then,” said Megan. “We’ll need to work on detailed plans until next meeting. Good thing Adrienne joined us. Her scheduling of night duties will come handy.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Megan’s apartment, Eden Colony, 4/2/26, 23:00 
 
    A few of the Vanguard Mistresses met at Megan’s apartment to discuss the status of their preparations. Present in addition to Megan were Lydia, Kyoko, Julia, Suzanne and Natalie 
 
    Megan was talking: 
 
    -“I got confirmed from Adrienne the night duty schedule for next month. We have a favourable roster on the second night of the month. Julia will be watching the reactor, Lydia will monitor communications, and most crucially, Suzanne will be sitting at overall base surveillance.” 
 
    Suzanne, an electronics engineer, collected her long blonde hair in a ponytail as she added, “Yes, that is together with George. But I don’t think that will be a major problem. I have the sleeping gas already.” 
 
    -“Good” said Megan. “We are ready to go 4/3/2 then. Unless anyone of you have an objection?” 
 
    The Ladies present shook their heads. 
 
      
 
    -“How is the preparation of the strike team going?” Megan asked Natalie, a blond Eastern European beauty, whose stunning looks belied her special forces past. On Hera she was a mechanical engineer, but her military past was what made her such an important member on the Vanguard, and the leader of what was to become the sharp end of the organisation. 
 
      
 
    -“I think it is going reasonably well. It has been hard to find time and space for training, but we have managed some, and it is probably sufficient. The girls are all fit and eager to learn, so we’ll be ready after another few sessions,” replied Natalie. 
 
    -“Remember to check out the cages before show time. They are supposedly stored in the warehouse next to the metals workshop,” Megan pointed out, referring to a large number of man-sized cages produced by one of the male Vanguard members in preparation for the coming action. The production had been camouflaged as cages for agricultural purposes.  
 
    -“Sure.” 
 
      
 
    -“I think we are ready to go then. Anything else we should discuss?” Megan enquired as a wrap up. 
 
    The Ladies shook their heads. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Striking 
 
    Base control and surveillance office, Eden Colony, 4/3/2, 01:45 
 
    Suzanne looked at George as he read a book on his wrist computer, and then looked at her own wrist to check the time. The time had come. 
 
      
 
    She said: 
 
    -“I am going to get some coffee. Do you want any, George?” 
 
    -“No thanks,” came the reply after a few seconds. 
 
      
 
    She got up from her chair and headed towards the door. As she got behind George’s back, she fished up a spray box from her pocket. It contained sleeping gas. She then silently turned and walked back to George before putting her elbow around his neck with one hand and spraying his face with sleeping gas using the other hand. 
 
    Taken by surprise, George tried to resist for a few seconds, but he was soon unconscious. 
 
    With George lying motionless on the floor, Suzanne turned her attention to her wrist computer, and sent a simple message to Natalie: “Go!”  
 
      
 
    Communications central, Eden Colony, 4/3/2, 01:45 
 
    Lydia was alone in the communication central. Her task was to monitor the incoming information feed from Earth, communications from other colonies, and to handle any disruptions in the internal communications networks, however unlikely they might be. 
 
      
 
    However, just this night disruptions would be a tad more likely. Lydia intended to cause them. 
 
      
 
    Lydia watched the clock on the wall turn 01:45. That was the start signal. Lydia went into the technical room and disconnected the fiber leading to the living quarters, and then removed access to the colony radio network for all wrist computers except those belonging to the Vanguard members. 
 
      
 
    The Eden colonists were now without communication technology. 
 
      
 
    Base control and surveillance office, Eden Colony, 4/3/2, 01:51 
 
    Eleven women in black catsuits showed up outside the surveillance office, where Suzanne greeted them. These were all the Vanguard Mistresses of Eden not tied up on the colony’s night duty roster. They had seventeen Vanguard subs in tow. 
 
    Suzanne addressed Natalie, who was leading the group: 
 
    -“Please help yourselves. The stun guns are innermost on the left,” she said and pointed to the open door of an equipment storage right next to the office. 
 
    -“They are the only weapons in Eden” she added. 
 
    Without saying anything, the Ladies entered the storage and armed themselves. 
 
      
 
    Two minutes later, they were outside again, and Natalie commanded her group: 
 
    -“Let’s split up. You know where your targets are. Heather’s group in the power plant, Milana’s in the workshops, and my group hunts down the fire watch.” 
 
      
 
    With that, they disappeared from the surveillance office, leaving Suzanne with the subs. 
 
      
 
    Base control and surveillance office, Eden Colony, 4/3/2, 02:10 
 
    Suzanne got a call on her wrist computer from Natalie: 
 
    -“All targets not in the living quarters are neutralised. Initiate the lock-down. And send the subs to meet us outside the living quarters and have them bring the hand-cuffs from the storage.” 
 
    -“Will do,” Suzanne replied. 
 
      
 
    Suzanne then sat down in front of the interface of the base control computer and simply pressed enter to execute the command she had already prepared. The effect of the command was to lock all fire doors in the living quarters without setting off the fire alarm. This effectively imprisoned the sleeping population of Eden. 
 
      
 
    She then sent the subs to meet Natalie and the team. 
 
      
 
    Warehouse at metals workshop, Eden Colony, 4/3/2, 02:17 
 
    David, a Vanguard sub, programmed orders for the robotic forklifts in the warehouse. 300 cages were to be brought to the living quarters. Those were the orders of Mistress Megan, and he was determined to carry out the order. This was probably the most important night in the Vanguard’s history, and there was no way he would fail his Mistresses. 
 
      
 
    After a few minutes, the trucks were moving cages. At least he had done his part.  
 
      
 
    James Green’s apartment, Eden Colony, 4/3/2, 02:42 
 
    Patricia opened the front door with a universal key, while Deanna aimed her stun gun into the apartment, ready to shoot. 
 
    There was nothing to see from outside. The two Ladies went silently into the apartment, heading for the bedroom. There they found the apartment’s owner sleeping, as had been the case in all the apartments they had visited so far this night. 
 
      
 
    Patricia went over to the sleeping man and sprayed his face with sleeping gas. After waiting for the chemical to take effect, the Ladies exited the department and headed to a group of Vanguard subs. 
 
    Deanna addressed them: 
 
    -“Slaves, this section is now complete. Get the males stripped and put in cages.”  
 
      
 
    Joachim Eber’s apartment, Eden Colony, 4/3/2, 04:34 
 
    Joachim woke up from his sleep by sounds coming from the passage outside his apartment. A chronic light sleeper, it did not take much to wake him up, and ruin his night sleep. 
 
    Joachim looked at the time and cursed. Who was active in the living quarters at this time? 
 
    Now that he was awake, and in need of a leak, he thought he might as well check it out. Joachim headed first to the bathroom, and a minute later, he headed towards the front door to see who was out there. 
 
      
 
    He did not get that far. Just before he reached the door, it swung open, and he was facing two women dressed in black catsuits. One of them was aiming a gun at him. For a second they stared at each other, both parties surprised by the encounter, before the woman pulled the trigger. 
 
      
 
    A bolt of pain shot through Joachim, and he fell to the ground. As he was drifting into unconsciousness, he vaguely heard one of the women say to the other: 
 
    -“Check if there are any more in there.” 
 
      
 
    Jane North’s apartment, Eden Colony, 4/3/2, 06:26 
 
    Jane was up early this morning. A type-A person by nature, she wanted to get to the lab early and start the day’s work. Being a type-A person on Hera was not optimal, as the longer days here made her exhausted towards the end of the day. Type-B persons were better adapted to the day-rhythm here. But she could pull her weight if she just started early enough, and that was why she was up now. 
 
      
 
    Having just gotten dressed, she heard noises from her front door. As she turned to see what it was, the door opened, and two women dressed in black stepped in, both armed. One had semi-long blond hair, the other had a long black pony tail. Jane recognised the blond one as Heather, leader of one of the construction teams, and living in one of the apartments in the neighbouring street. Jane had seen the other one before too, but could not remember in what context. 
 
      
 
    Heather spoke: 
 
    -“Sorry to disturb, but we have an emergency. We need everyone to stay in their apartments and lock the doors until further notice” 
 
    -“What is it?” asked Jane, both scared and surprised. 
 
    -“Can’t tell at the moment. Just please do as we ask. Everything will be clarified once the threat is dealt with,” was the answer. 
 
    -“We need to move on.” The brunette added. 
 
      
 
    -“What threat? What is it?” Jane pleaded. 
 
    -“Please just stay indoors a few hours,” replied Heather as the two women exited the door again. 
 
      
 
    Jane remained in the apartment, stunned. She was scared; the explanations she had gotten were not satisfying at all. What kind of threat were they looking for armed?  
 
    Still, better to do what they said. She went to the front door and locked it. 
 
    I should check with my colleagues if they know what is going on, Jane thought. She tried to call up a few of her colleagues she knew to be early risers on her wrist computer. There was no answer. Only a message telling her there was no network. 
 
      
 
    This did not make her any calmer. Whatever was happening, she hoped it was over soon. 
 
      
 
    Communications central, Eden Colony, 4/3/2, 06:32 
 
    From the messages she had received from the strike team, it was clear that the Vanguard take-over was proceeding largely as planned. That had taken away some of the apprehension Lydia felt this night. 
 
      
 
    It was now time for Lydia to address her main task, namely to keep the other colonies blind of what was happening in Eden. She entered send on the message she had just typed to the other communication centrals. 
 
      
 
    It read 
 
    “Communication network on Eden has broken down and we are addressing the issue. Expect communication with individual wrist units in Eden to be down for the next 24-48 hours. Links to Eden communication central are still open, so call me if there are urgent issues. 
 
      
 
    Lydia” 
 
      
 
    Living quarters, Eden Colony, 4/3/2, 07:55 
 
    Natalie was standing in the alley between sections 34 and 35 in the living quarters, together with the rest of her section, which was made up of Patricia, Deanna, Milana and Kyoko. The other Mistresses of the Vanguard strike team formed another unit working in parallel.  
 
      
 
    Natalie’s section had just finished clearing apartment section 34, or street 34 as it was known among the colonists. They had just ordered their slaves to clean up after them; IE put the incapacitated males left there into cages. 
 
      
 
    It was time-consuming work – they had been doing it for more than 5 hours now and still had a good bit left. But rewarding. The fruits of their labour could be seen down the alley in the form of 20 or so cages, each holding a naked male captive – the future slave population of Hera. Just the thought of it gave Natalie a power rush. She really liked her job right now. 
 
      
 
    Nevertheless, they would need to speed up their pace now. Natalie addressed her section: 
 
    -“We are changing tactics a little from now on. We are behind schedule and pretty much everyone are awake. From now on, we shoot everyone with the stun gun and sort them out later. All clear on that?” 
 
    -“Yes” came the unison reply from the squad. 
 
    -“Good. Let’s prepare for the next section. As usual, Patricia and Deanna on the left, Milana and Kyoko on the right.” 
 
      
 
    As the Ladies lined up in front of the fire door blocking access to section 35, Natalie called up Suzanne with a short message: 
 
    -“Open section 35 now.” 
 
      
 
    5 seconds later Natalie’s section charged in. 
 
      
 
    Tania’s office, Babylon Colony, 4/3/2, 09:02 
 
    “Eden is secured. Expect Babylon operation tonight to be on schedule. Will contact you when I have more details. 
 
    Lydia” 
 
      
 
    Tania sighed in relief as she read the short message on her wrist computer. Since she got up this morning, she had waited nervously for the message that confirmed the mission was on track. The message from communications earlier this morning about network issues on Eden made success seem probable, but until now, she had to deal with that lingering feeling that they were heading for disaster.  
 
      
 
    All she now had to do was to go through the day as nothing had happened. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Figuring out what happened 
 
    Jane North’s apartment, Eden Colony, 4/3/2, 09:30 
 
    Jane was drinking tea together with Tina and Jennifer, two of her neighbours on Section 19. They had rung her doorbell one hour earlier after having discovered a locked fire door was blocking the only exit from Section 19, and all other inhabitants of the section gone. 
 
      
 
    Jane had informed them about her encounter with the two armed women and their message of staying in the apartment, and they decided to all stay in Jane’s apartment until the situation was over and keep each other company. 
 
      
 
    Their discussion over the tea revolved around speculations of what was happening. 
 
    -“What I find most mysterious is why the men are gone. We are 3 girls and 6 boys on this street, and all the guys are gone and all the girls are left….” said Tina before she was interrupted. 
 
    The screen in the living room suddenly flashed a message reading “Important message”, accompanied by a voice saying “Important message to all personnel.” After two repeats, the face of Megan Watson, the colony manager appeared on the screen. 
 
      
 
    The three women turned their attention to the screen, and Jennifer muttered something about “finally some news”. 
 
      
 
    -“Colonists of Hera,” Megan started. “I am deeply sorry for all the disruption and anxiety you have been exposed to this morning. I will now give you some clarification of what is happening.” 
 
    As has become increasingly clear over the last year, and especially the last few months, governance is failing and justice is lacking in our colonies. The rape of Stephanie B and the subsequent acquittal of her assailants show only too well the impunity that rules here. We, the Heran women, no longer feel safe in our small community under the current regime. 
 
    This ends here! We will no longer accept this. This is why the Vanguard, an organisation dedicated to introducing female-only rule to Hera, has taken steps to forcibly change the government of our colonies. The current expedition leadership headed by Commander Evans has been detained along with all males in the colony. The expedition leadership has been replaced by that of the Vanguard as a temporary measure. 
 
    I thus address you here not only as colony manager, but also as leader of the Vanguard, and interim leader of the Hera expedition. As such, I hope you will support our efforts to bring justice and good government to Hera. We are convinced female domination is the only way to secure this, and the principle aim of my interim leadership is to organise the colonies according to principles of female dominance or femdom.  
 
    Hera is a young colony and a very small community, far away from the rest of humanity. This is a golden opportunity to lay the foundations of a better society based on new ideas that would be strangled by entrenched male chauvinist interest anywhere else. Again, I urge you to join the Vanguard in this quest for a better world 
 
    Should you, however, not agree with our goals, do not despair. The Vanguard will seek a mandate for its course, and will govern for maximum one year before elections to form a more permanent new government of Hera will be held. So should we prove as uncaring and incompetent as those we replace, you can throw us out then. 
 
      
 
    Until the revolution is completed, however, the functioning of this colony will be disrupted, something for which I apologise deeply. You have been under lock-down since tonight, and this will unfortunately continue until the situation is fully under control. We will do everything in our power to end this as quickly as possible, and we endeavour to have you all out by tomorrow. I hope you can forgive me for this temporary restriction of your freedom in the knowledge it will give you more freedom long-term. 
 
    Food will be provided for you during the day, and feel free to contact Vanguard staff for requests. Wireless communication within Eden colony will be restored shortly. 
 
      
 
    As for the males, they will be kept in detention and be under close supervision to ensure they do not interfere with the revolution and to ensure they remain a productive part of our society. They will be taught proper respect and humility towards women and learn to be willing servants for you, the Ladies of Hera. 
 
      
 
    And for those of you who have men you hold dear, you will be granted custody of them as soon as the situation permits. 
 
      
 
    I hope this message has given you some comfort and answers after what must have been a very stressful morning. More information will be provided over the coming hours. You will all be visited by me or another Vanguard representative during the day, and we are happy to answer questions then. 
 
      
 
    Thank you for your patience. 
 
      
 
    The screen went back to its default picture. 
 
    -“Well, that answered our questions, but gave rise to a million more” said Jane after a few seconds. 
 
    -“I think this sounds kind of cool,” said Jennifer. “Some change was needed, and I’d like to see women in charge for once.” 
 
    -“I think this colony just went to hell,” said Tina. “We haven’t been here 4 years yet and now we have a bunch of feminist nutters making a coup.” 
 
    -“You are being too negative”, replied Jennifer. “I don’t know who the rest of the Vanguard is, but Megan has always seemed reasonable to me. It can’t be too bad with her in charge.” 
 
    -“I agree with Jennifer on Megan”, added Jane. “But this whole revolution seems way too drastic for my taste. This is disturbing.” 
 
      
 
    The discussion went on for the rest of the morning. 
 
      
 
    Storage room 13, Eden Colony, 4/3/2, 10:12 
 
    James was slowly gaining consciousness. It was pitch dark. Around him, he heard a few groans and the occasional metallic clang. He tried to sit up, but found his head bumping into metal bars stopping him from reaching his preferred sitting position. He attempted to move in other directions, only to be stopped by metal bars, and quickly concluded he was in a cage. A small one at that, and he was naked too. 
 
    -“What’s going on?” he called out. “Anybody there?” 
 
    -“I am here, but I don’t know what is going on,” came the answer from about 3 meters away. It sounded like John, in the mechanics team. 
 
    -“John?” James inquired. “It’s James. 
 
    -“Yes” was the reply. “What the hell is going on?” 
 
      
 
    A couple of other voices joined in 
 
    -“This is George from communications” 
 
    -“This is John, construction team 2” 
 
    -“Heinz, agriculture” 
 
      
 
    -“Am I the only one trapped in a cage here?” asked James. 
 
    The answers came as a cacophony of “me too”s. 
 
    -“And with no clothes?” 
 
    About ten yes’s shot back.  
 
      
 
    -“Does anyone have any idea how we got here?” asked James. “I don’t remember anything since I went to bed last night – I guess it was last night. Everything seemed normal then.” 
 
    -“It’s George. I was base control watch together with Suzanne last night. Last thing I remember was her knocking me out with gas.” 
 
    -“I remember something too. It’s Joachim from science teams by the way. I woke up around 4.30 this morning and found two girls right outside my door who shot me with a stun gun. It is a bit vague, but I am pretty sure one of them was Kyoko.” 
 
    -“Have we been placed here by the girls?” said a voice James couldn’t recognise. “Are there any girls here?” 
 
    No answer came. 
 
    -“Sounds like there are only guys here,” said John. 
 
    -“Let’s do a row call,” said James, and continued; “I am James Green, Mechanics on Eden.” 
 
    -“I am George Bury, Communications, Eden” 
 
    ….. 
 
      
 
    The row call revealed 24 male names. 
 
      
 
    Jane North’s apartment, Eden Colony, 4/3/2, 17:28 
 
    Jane, Tina and Jennifer had spent much of the day discussing the ongoing revolution, but had eventually tired a few hours ago. With time to kill and nowhere to go, they had just started a board game when the doorbell rang. 
 
      
 
    Jane went to open with the two others in tow. To their surprise they found Megan and Kyoko standing outside. They were both quite formally dressed, wearing white blouses and tight pencil skirts – Megan grey and Kyoko black. They also wore high heels and make-up. Make-up was unusual due to the dwindling supply brought from Earth. On Hera, it was only seen on special occasions and on the odd party. 
 
      
 
    -“May we come in?” asked Megan. 
 
    -“Certainly,” replied Jane. “You look very beautiful for us.” 
 
    -“Thank you. It is the most important day in the history of Hera, so we thought we should look our best.” Megan smiled back. 
 
    -“Come in and have a seat,” said Jane. 
 
    -“Before we do, we have a gift – dinner,” said Kyoko. “Do you have somewhere we can put the trolley while we talk? – we can’t stay long.” 
 
    -“Kitchen would do fine,” answered Jane. 
 
      
 
    Kyoko addressed a man that looked like one of the guys in the agricultural research team standing 10 meters from the door with a hot food trolley. 
 
    -“Bring the trolley to the kitchen, slave.” 
 
      
 
    Jane, Tina and Jennifer almost had their eyes popping out of their head. 
 
    -“Is he your slave?” asked Jennifer. 
 
    -“Yes, he is. And his slave status is voluntary, which is the case for many males on this planet,” answered Kyoko. “But let’s sit down and talk while he does his work.” 
 
      
 
    The women moved into the living room and sat down. 
 
    -“This may come as a shock”, said Megan, “but yes, we intend to make slaves of the male population.” 
 
    -“However, as you see from the example we brought along,” said Megan, “Males can willingly be made into slaves for women.”  
 
    Kyoko added: 
 
    -“This is in fact the case for most men. They carry a latent submissiveness, which if brought to the surface will make them want nothing more than serving women.” 
 
      
 
    -“This phenomenon is going to be the basis of the society we are rebuilding. Women will be superior to men and have monopoly on power and decision-making, but it will be with their consent,” continued Megan. 
 
    -“If they are consenting, why did you have to arrest them all?” interjected Tina. 
 
    -“That is a fair question,” replied Megan. “The answer is that they are not consenting yet, as their inner submissiveness has not been triggered yet. We will therefore seek to trigger this submissiveness through a little training over the coming month. Once triggered the male will never want to go back.” 
 
    -“How do you know this?” asked Jane. 
 
    -“I have actually researched this subject a lot, both here on Hera and back on Earth,” said Kyoko. My doctoral thesis was on male submissiveness, and, off the record, I also got some hands-on experience on the subject working as a dominatrix when in university.” 
 
    -“Anyway, it sounds like you intend to brainwash the men,” said Tina. 
 
    -“You may call it that”, replied Megan, “but the outcome is that they are happier. And we are happier. And Hera is better run, with none of the insecurity of the old regime.” 
 
    -“How do you know they are happier?” asked Jane. 
 
    Megan answered again. 
 
    -“Well, you could ask them. The slave in the kitchen would be happy to take your questions when we are gone. And we have quite a few others, who have submitted to the Vanguard Ladies before the revolution.” 
 
    -“Has this female supremacy stuff been tried elsewhere?” asked Jennifer. 
 
    -“Not on this scale, as far as we know,” answered Kyoko. “But it has been successfully implemented on smaller scale like households. And of course, it has been applied on part time basis by the Vanguard here on Hera.” 
 
    -“So how can you be so sure it works? Tina asked. 
 
    Megan replied: 
 
    -“We can’t be certain. But based on what we have seen, we are convinced it will work. But if we are wrong, and it all ends in disaster, we will be thrown out when we hold elections next year and the experiment ends,” adding, “And given the old regime’s performance I think it is time to experiment with something new.” 
 
      
 
    Megan switched the direction of the conversation 
 
    -“But let us ask you a little bit.” 
 
    -“What are your feelings on the old regime, the revolution and a new femdom-based society? 
 
    Jennifer answered first. 
 
    -“I am all in. The expedition was on the wrong track, and something had to change. I think you have a convincing alternative, and I excited to see how it turns out. You should have come to me earlier,” she grinned. 
 
    Jane went next. 
 
    -“To be honest, I was quite shocked to hear what happened tonight, and this whole revolution-thing seems way over the top. However, you do make a convincing argument for the new order, and while I remain sceptical, I can agree to you proceeding as long as we can stop the experiment later.” 
 
    -“Glad to hear that,” said Megan and looked at Tina. “You are also sceptical?” 
 
    -“You guessed it. While I was all for removing Evans, I think you have opened a can of worms by conducting a coup, and the colonial society will never heal now. I think your male slavery ideas are just that – slavery, cruel as ever. But given what you have done, I don’t really have any choice but to go along with your lot. It is either that or being a martyr for Evans, I guess. 
 
    But don’t expect my vote next year – if I get one.” 
 
    -“You will get to vote – at least don’t worry about that,” said Megan, and continued: 
 
    -“I am very happy to hear your feedback, even if it is not all positive. So thank you.” 
 
      
 
    -“We do need to get going however; we have other concerned citizens to talk to. But we have time for a few more questions,” said Kyoko. 
 
    -“When do we get out?” asked Jane 
 
    Megan answered: 
 
    -“We will release you gradually, until we have secured full control over the other colonies. Then we’ll let everyone out. It should be two days maximum. 
 
    We will however fast-track those of you who want to join the Vanguard and help us achieve our objectives.” 
 
    -“Can I join?” Jennifer asked quickly. 
 
    -“Consider yourself recruited,” answered Megan. 
 
    -“Just how will you take control over the other colonies?” asked Tina. 
 
    -“Much the same way as Eden,” was the short reply. 
 
    -“We have to go now”, said Megan. “Thanks for listening to us. Anyone beside Jennifer who wants to join the Vanguard?” 
 
    -“I’ll pass,” said Tina. 
 
    -“Me too. At least for now”, said Jane. 
 
    -“Well, then” said Megan. “Please have a chat with our slave.” 
 
    -“Jennifer, you can come with us.” Kyoko said, and left with Megan and Jennifer out the door. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Next targets 
 
    Vehicle Garage, Eden Colony, 4/3/2, 20:05 
 
    Nine women clad in black cat suits and armed with stun guns stood in the centre of the large vehicle garage of the Eden colony. The huge hall contained various vehicles used for construction, transport and exploration. As almost all structures on Eden, it was excavated into a hillside, but being near the edge, the outside could be reached through several large gateways. 
 
      
 
    The women circled around Natalie, who addressed them: 
 
    -“I hope you got some sleep during the day. We have more work to do tonight, and we will leave from here at 21:30. Until then we need to get three of these exploration rovers loaded and fuelled up. Each of them should carry 40 cages, as cages are not available in Babylon. The slaves are already working on this, as you can see.” 
 
    Behind Natalie, several slaves were trying to fit cages into the large exploration vehicles. 
 
    -“There will be three of us in each vehicle. We also bring one slave in each to help us once there. The rest are unfortunately needed to keep this place running.” 
 
    -“Expect the game plan to be largely the same as last night, but we may make changes based on updates we receive enroute. So for now, worry about your personal preparations. That’s all.” 
 
      
 
    Tania’s apartment, Babylon Colony, 4/3/2, 24:53 
 
    Tania had been trying to get some sleep this evening to prepare for an active night and next day, but was too excited to get proper sleep. She still hoped the rest she got would count for something. 
 
    As she lay awake, she got an incoming call from Natalie. 
 
    -“We are 50 km north of Babylon”, she said. “ETA 1 hour.” 
 
    Natalie tended to be very military in her style now that she was in war mode, Tania had noticed in their recent calls. In a far more informal tone, Tania answered: 
 
    -“I look forward to see you. Welcome to my humble colony.” Then, being more informative, she added: 
 
    -“No deviation from plan so far. I will strike on your signal.” 
 
    -“Copy, out” was the reply. 
 
      
 
    Base control and surveillance office, Babylon Colony, 4/3/2, 25:57 
 
    Edward was bored as he sat in the surveillance office as night watch. Then he heard steps outside the door. As the door opened, he turned in his chair and was pleasantly surprised to see Tania, his attractive boss. He had had dreams involving her for quite a while, and now she was here, alone with him. 
 
    He admired the tall, slim figure in front of him, with a super model face and long black hair. In her hand, she was holding a spray box. 
 
    -“This is not what you hope it is, Edward,” she said and sprayed his face. 
 
    It then went black. 
 
      
 
    1km north of Babylon Colony, 4/3/3, 00:01 
 
    Natalie looked at the message from Tania on her wrist unit, and then addressed the drivers of the two other exploration rovers. 
 
    -“We are clear to go. Living quarters have been locked down, and the remaining night-duty staff are where they are supposed to be. Let’s go hunt them down.” 
 
      
 
    The rovers started moving towards Babylon.  
 
      
 
    Living quarters, Babylon Colony, 4/3/3, 05:10 
 
    Tania and Maria, two of the three Vanguard Ladies of Babylon were talking to Natalie and her warriors outside the entrance of the habitation module of the Babylon colony. Behind them, five slaves toiled away carrying unconscious males into cages, which were distributed all over the alleyway in which they were standing. 
 
      
 
    -“This was the easy bit,” Natalie told them. “Now you have to explain all these entrapped Ladies why they are being locked up, and run the place at the same time. I would love to help, but we have two other colonies to liberate. But we can leave you with some of the captured males that you think can be useful and can be controlled. We don’t need to take them all to Eden.” 
 
    -“Thanks,” answered Tania, “I think we will be all right. Kyoko and Megan will join in the explaining bit from Eden. But I’ll keep a few males if you don’t mind. I know one or two that will obey us,” she added. 
 
      
 
    Maria asked: 
 
    -“Are you going for Athens already tonight? Don’t you need some rest?” 
 
    Natalie replied: 
 
    -“We’ll get some rest during the day, and on the journey. Also, we will be picking up some reinforcements in Eden. Heather is giving some new Vanguard volunteers a crash-course.” 
 
    -“I wish I could join you,” said Maria. 
 
    -“You will get your chance,” replied Natalie. 
 
      
 
    Vehicle entrance, Eden Colony, 4/3/3, 23:30 
 
    Jennifer was excited as the exploration rover she was in exited the entry gate of Eden. The last two days had been the most eventful in her life. One day ago she had volunteered for the Vanguard, an organisation she did not even knew existed the day before. 
 
      
 
    She had now been through a day of intensive drilling in use of the stun gun and small group tactics together with 15 other volunteers under Heather, a Vanguard member with previous military experience. And now Jennifer was already heading for real action as part of the strike force heading for the Athens Colony. 
 
      
 
    Jennifer knew she should try to get some sleep on the journey, but that would not be easy. 
 
      
 
    Town Hall, Athens Colony, 4/3/4, 08:42 
 
    Natalie was sitting next to a table in the middle a large transparent dome, which functioned as the Athens colony’s midpoint and town hall. Around her was a mess. Turned-over and broken furniture littered the place. In between, Natalie’s warriors were attending to their equipment and in some cases their wounds. A few cages containing naked males could be seen in the far end of the dome. 
 
    Natalie was conferencing with Megan in Eden using her wrist unit. 
 
      
 
    -“We always knew taking Athens was going to be more difficult, without living units that can be locked down.” Natalie said, referring to the dome-based configuration of the Athens colony. Instead of excavated caves, it consisted of large transparent domes sitting on the surface. 
 
    -“But you are now fully in control of the place?” inquired Megan. 
 
    -“Yes, but we have to assume some got away. What we have gathered so far is that we are missing four males and one female, Ann Belgard.” 
 
      
 
    -“We can confirm someone got away. Lydia picked up a radio distress call from a vehicle outside Athens warning of an attack on the colony,” said Megan. 
 
    -“We have to assume Mountainside also heard that one, then. Which means they will be more prepared.” 
 
    -“Yes, we have to think carefully through our options on how to proceed from here,” said Megan and paused for a few seconds before continuing: 
 
    -“How soon will you be able to attack them if that is our preferred option?” 
 
    -“Given the distance and the terrain, we will need at least 12 hours from you give the word ‘go’”, replied Natalie. “And if you want us to go immediately, we’d need a couple of more hours to sort out the Athens colony and ourselves,” she added. 
 
    -“I see. What do you recommend?” 
 
    -“I think we should strike as soon as possible and hope they are still too confused to prepare a defence. But we should check what intel our Lady in Mountainside can provide first.” 
 
    -“Thanks, I appreciate your advice. Prepare for the attack, and I will get back to you soon.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Three down, one to go 
 
      
 
    Meeting room A1, Mountainside Colony, 4/3/4, 08:44 
 
    The colony manager and all group leaders of the Mountainside Colony were gathered in the meeting room. The atmosphere was tense and filled with uncertainty. They had been called in to discuss what appeared to be a very serious situation in the Athens colony. 
 
      
 
    Fractured information and distress calls that had been picked up this morning indicated the colony had been overrun by an armed attack. 
 
      
 
    Arriving last, Colony Manager Alex Smirnov cut to the chase as soon as he entered the door. 
 
    -“To get us all on the same page, André, can you please run us through what we know so far?” Alex nodded to man who had been on communication watch that night.” 
 
    -“Of course,” he replied. 
 
    -“We got the first message at 03:48 this morning radioed from an exploration rover near Athens saying simply ‘Athens under attack. Need help.’ This was followed by call from a radio inside the colony at 03:50 saying ‘We are under attack. Regular communication unavailable. Please advise.’ 
 
    We would expect Eden to reply to these messages, but none came. Five minutes later, we tried to contact the radio inside Athens, but we got no reply. Presumably whoever sent the message fell to the attackers. 
 
    Efforts to contact the exploration vehicle was met with silence for almost half an hour, but from 04:15 onwards we received a string of messages from it, giving details of the attack.” 
 
      
 
    André continued: 
 
    -“Apparently, there were at least 20 black clad soldiers armed with stun guns attacking; systematically incapacitating all personnel in the colony, most of whom were in the sleeping quarters at that hour. 
 
    Interestingly, it seems all the attackers were female. The people in the rover thought they recognised some of our own people among them – all women stationed at Eden, as far as we know.” 
 
    -“We radioed back that we had not been attacked, and that they could seek a haven here. This was quickly followed by similar messages from Eden and Babylon – that was the first messages we heard from them this night. We have not heard from the exploration vehicle since.” 
 
    -“We then called Eden Central around 5 to get their take on the situation and advice, but we were told to wait for them to come back to us, which they haven’t so far. We have also tried to contact Evans and other senior management at Eden, but the local network there is apparently still down, and we can’t get hold of them. 
 
    All efforts to contact Athens central directly during this period have, as you can imagine, failed. 
 
    And that’s where we are now,” concluded André. 
 
      
 
    -“Thanks, André”, said Alex. “It is pretty clear that Athens has fallen to a hostile force. The interesting questions are, however: 
 
    1) Who or what is that hostile force? 
 
    2) Are we and the other colonies threatened by that force? 
 
    3) Why is Eden so unresponsive? Has Eden also fallen to the attackers? 
 
    4) What do we do about it? 
 
    I have my own views, but I’d like to hear yours.” 
 
      
 
    Local construction leader Roy Gilberts was the first to answer. 
 
    -“I suspect we are in a civil war of some sort. The attackers were human, and our expedition members are the only humans on the planet. Also, expedition members were apparently identified as attackers. I guess Eden’s unresponsiveness is connected to this.” 
 
    -“I agree that it must be our own who are attacking, but why would they do that? And I find peculiar that they were all women,” Agricultural group leader Peter Ferrata chipped in. 
 
    -“You think the women are trying take control of the colonies?” asked Alex 
 
    -“If they are, they haven’t told me,” said Science/exploration leader Helene Ribe, the only woman in the room. 
 
    This provoked some smiles and laughter around the room. Alex remained serious, however. 
 
    -“I don’t think we can dismiss that outright. At least a large group of women colonists are trying to do just that, based on the evidence available.” 
 
      
 
    He continued: 
 
    -“I too agree that we are looking at an internal strife here, and it might well be that a rebel group has gained control of Eden and possibly Babylon as well in addition to Athens. Who these rebels are, and what their cause is we can’t say, but it appear they are all women.” 
 
    Roy then took the word again: 
 
    -“If you are right about the rebels controlling all the other colonies it is only a question of time before they move on us….Heck, even if they just hold Athens, they would probably strike out to get control over the other colonies.” 
 
    -“I think you make a very good point here”, said Alex. “It is likely we are under threat of an attack. And even if we are not, we might be asked by Eden to help regain control of Athens. So I think we need to arm ourselves.” 
 
    -“But we should also get Eden’s take on this. That is where our leadership is,” interjected Peter.” 
 
    -“Trust me, we are trying,” said André. 
 
    -“So let’s discuss how we can defend this colony…” started Alex. 
 
    -“Before we go that far,” Helene interrupted him. “Shouldn’t we consider staying out of this fight? We don’t even know who the good guys and bad guys are.” 
 
    -“So what do we do when we are attacked,” asked Roy. 
 
    -“We simply surrender,” replied Helene. “We can communicate our intention not to resist factions that seek control of this colony. That would take away their incentive to attack in the first place.” 
 
    -“That is an interesting point, and we will keep it as an option,” said Alex. “But I think we should arm in any event. We are in control of this colony for now, and I’d like it to stay that way.” 
 
    The men in the room murmured their agreement. 
 
      
 
    -“So, let’s plan the defence then,” said Alex. 
 
      
 
    Meeting room A1, Mountainside Colony, 4/3/4, 11:21 
 
    Roy entered the meeting room, which was now the war room of Mountainside. Alex and half of the other group leaders were there. 
 
    -“What were your conclusions,” asked Alex. 
 
    -“As you already know, we have a total of 5 stun guns here, and these are the only ranged weapons available. However, we have a large amount of explosives, and we can use these to build improvised mines, which we can deploy in and around the colony. These should combine well with the motion detection units we have.  
 
    If we get more time we can probably produce stuff like hand grenades, or even crude artillery – maybe something that could deliver grapeshot. We can also make Molotov cocktails right away. 
 
    Apart from this, we have a range of blunt and sharp equipment that can be used in close combat,” reported Roy. 
 
    -“Sounds promising,” said Alex. We should do what gives us short-term results first, since we don’t know how much time we have. I guess that would be the mines and the Molotovs.” 
 
    -“I agree,” said Roy. “I’ll get the guys started.” 
 
      
 
    Medical Ward, Mountainside Colony, 4/3/4, 14:00 
 
    Nina Muller, medical doctor, and the only Vanguard member in Mountainside, was alone in her office. She had just pressed send on an encrypted message to Lydia on Eden. She waited nervously for a few seconds, and sighed in relief when she received a receipt verification. Still, no one had thought of restricting use of the Mountainside communication network. 
 
    A good thing too. What she had just reported to Eden would be invaluable for a Vanguard attack force. Mountainside was clearly preparing a defense. From what Nina could gather, explosive mines were being prepared both inside and outside the colony. Groups of men were practicing military combat techniques. 
 
    Nina reported what she had seen in as much detail as she could. 
 
    With the message delivered, Nina leaned back in her chair for a short rest. In a few minutes, she would go out to gather more information. 
 
      
 
    Vehicle entrance, Mountainside Colony, 4/3/4, 14:34 
 
    Steve James spotted a lone exploration rover approaching the colony about 3 km out. He scanned the surrounding horizon and the surrounding terrain to confirm his sighting before calling out what he had seen. 
 
      
 
    Men working on deploying mines outside the colony hurried back, while others hurried to man defensive positions in preparation for the vehicle’s arrival. 
 
      
 
    Two minutes later a broadcast message on his wrist unit told Steve that the approaching vehicle claimed to be a refugee from Athens but that they would remain on alert until it could be confirmed. 
 
      
 
    After another four minutes, that claim was confirmed. Four men and one woman stepped out of the vehicle, unarmed. They were all known to be stationed at Athens, and their story of how they got to Mountainside added up with the facts known. 
 
    The people from the vehicle were as desperate to know what was going on as the Mountainside colonists. Steve could not give them a good answer. 
 
    “All we know is that some group of colonists are attacking the rest, and that all of the attackers are women. I guess we only know this from your own radio messages this morning,” Steve told them, adding: 
 
    -“Whatever it is, it has not happened here, at least not yet.” 
 
    -“At least good things are normal here. I have no idea what those bitches are trying to achieve, and I am not sure I want to find out.” One of the men said. 
 
    -“Let’s get you down under. I am sure there are some that would like a debrief,” said Steve.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The last stand of Man 
 
    Meeting room A1, Mountainside Colony, 4/3/4, 15:48 
 
    André ran into the war room, where Alex, Roy, Peter and Helene were present.  
 
    -“We finally got something else than stalling from Eden. Our message of going on a war footing got their attention probably. They have asked for a conference with the Mountainside leader group.” 
 
    -“Put them on the screen,” said Alex. 
 
      
 
    The screen lit up with the image of Megan Watson, the colony manager of Eden. 
 
      
 
    -“Good afternoon,” she greeted 
 
    -“Good afternoon to you too, “Alex replied. “Can you please tell us what the hell is going on?” 
 
     -“Sorry for not coming back to you earlier on your request for clarifications. The reason for the recent chaos is that our expedition has experienced a change in leadership, and communication has suffered in the process…” 
 
    -“Is the attack on Athens part of this ‘leadership change’?” interrupted Alex. 
 
    -“What happened on Athens was part of that, yes, as there unfortunately has been some resistance to the change process. But I can assure you no deaths and hardly any injuries were suffered there this morning.” 
 
    -“So who is the new leadership? You?” asked Alex aggressively. 
 
    -“I am interim leader for the Heran colonies, yes. I represent the Vanguard, a group of colonists that has been deeply concerned over the failure of leadership in the expedition, and particularly over its failure to protect the women of the colonies. The Vanguard has now replaced the expedition leadership as a temporary measure, before a more permanent new leadership based on elections can take over. 
 
    As interim leader of the Heran colonies, I ask you to lay down your weapons, and to integrate with the other colonies.” 
 
    -“So you will leave us alone if we agree not to attack you?” 
 
    -“Yes, provided you take steps to re-integrate with the other colonies.” 
 
    -“What do you mean by that?” 
 
    -“You will need to implement the same organisational change as the rest of the colonies. This means that your colonial leadership must be replaced by an all-female leadership.” 
 
    -“Are you nuts? What is the point of that?” Alex was agitated. 
 
    -“Recent events have proved that only female leadership can guide our colonies in the right direction and ensure the safety of all the colonists.” 
 
    -“I am not going to go along with that feminist bull shit!” 
 
    -“We can do this the hard way or the easy way,” warned Megan impatiently. 
 
    -“Do your worst!” 
 
    -“As you wish,” said Megan and disappeared from the screen. 
 
      
 
    -“Why did you spur her like that?” Helene asked. “If we just agreed to her demands, this war would be over now.” 
 
    -“Are you serious?” asked Alex. 
 
    -“The only change is that we’d get a new leader group. Ok – that mean you would have to switch back to being an engineer, but it is not like you are being paid for your jobs here anyway,” Helene retorted. 
 
    -“Says you, a woman. I bet you are with them.” Peter rose from his chair. 
 
    -“Yes”, Roy chimed in. “All that talk of just surrendering…You’re on their side. I bet you were part of this insurrection all along.” 
 
    Helene felt threatened. 
 
    -“No, I am not part of it, I swear. I just want to end this conflict,” she said with an anxious voice. 
 
    Peter had walked over to Helene and was leaning over her, saying, “I don’t find that very convincing, you bitch.” 
 
    -“Please,” Helene begged. 
 
      
 
    -“Take her outside and find out what she knows, Peter,” Alex said, before turning to Roy: 
 
    -“Now that we know who the enemy is, do we need to make changes to defensive arrangements?” 
 
      
 
    Peter dragged a screaming Helene out of the room. 
 
      
 
    Living quarters, Mountainside Colony, 4/3/4, 17:12 
 
    Nina was in an apartment with six other women of the Mountainside colony. They had been locked up there as a security and safety precaution, they were told. Security because the female population was suspected of sympathising with the feminist rebels and spying for them. Safety, because some of the men in the colony could be acting on those suspicions. 
 
      
 
    In Nina’s case, those suspicions were correct, which made Nina rather nervous. Especially as she had heard what sounded like brutal interrogations of females in the neighbouring apartments. She hoped the Vanguard would arrive before it was her turn. 
 
      
 
    She looked at her wrist unit. ‘No network access’ it said. There would be no more communication with Eden. 
 
      
 
    Meeting room A1, Mountainside Colony, 4/3/4, 21:30 
 
    Alex received a call from Roy. 
 
    -“Defensive preparations for the evening are ready now”, Roy said. “We have covered the most likely approaches with mines, and prepared a layered defence inside the caves. The dome part is just too vulnerable to be defended. The guys are armed as best as we could do, and we’ll continue working on that tonight.” 
 
    -“Sounds good,” said Alex. 
 
    -“We have also provided a fall-back option if all else fails,” said Roy. “We have mined the caves in the colony itself and prepared the available vehicles with fuel and provisions. 
 
    So if we can’t hold them back, we can make a run for it and establish a new colony somewhere else.” 
 
    -“Let’s hope that won’t be necessary.” 
 
    -“It doesn’t hurt to be prepared. 
 
      
 
    Electronics Workshop, Mountainside Colony, 4/3/5, 03:01 
 
    -“Roy, come over here.” Steve waved to his boss. 
 
    -“Outer motion detectors have picked up what appears to be six vehicles, approaching from the north, distance 5 km,“ he reported. 
 
    Roy took a quick glance at Steve’s screen and then called into his communication set: 
 
    -“All personnel: We got company. Six vehicles approach from the north, 5 km.” 
 
      
 
    Roy moved over to the men controlling the mines, sitting in another corner of the workshop. 
 
    -“Can you see them on the cameras”, he asked. 
 
    -“Yes, but they are still too far out. Hang on.” 
 
      
 
    A few minutes passed before Gary, one of the mine controllers said: 
 
    -“Fuck, they are steering clear of the mines. It is almost like they know where they are……Hang on, we may be able to hit the left-most” 
 
    -“Yes, just a little more….” 
 
    BANG! The explosion could be heard loudly even inside the workshop. 
 
      
 
    From the cameras they could see an exploration vehicle that had stopped and was on fire. It’s occupants were evacuating it. 
 
    -“I think we got their ride, but the bitches got away,” Gary said angrily. 
 
      
 
    The vehicles stopped for a little while, before three of them speeded up, heading for one of the two entrances to the cave part of the Mountainside Colony. 
 
    -“We have no mines in their path to the entrance. Gunners, prepare for assault on Entrance 2,” Roy shouted into his communication set. 
 
      
 
    The three vehicles stopped 150 meters before the entrance, and fifteen women wearing black catsuits and oxygen facemasks jumped out, just outside the effective stun gun range. 
 
    The women advanced slowly towards the entrance, taking advantage of the terrain for cover – not very skilfully, but sufficient to make hitting them at that range very hard. 100 meters away from the entrance, the defenders tried to do just that. The women took cover and started shooting back. 
 
      
 
    About the same time, the two other intact vehicles started racing forward, following the hillside in which Mountainside’s caves where carved into. Roy saw it immediately on the cameras covering the minefields. They appeared to be trying to make a flank attack on Entrance 2. Soon they would be within line of sight from the entrance. 
 
    -“Watch out for flank attack on your right, Roy called out to the gunners”. 
 
      
 
    The vehicles stopped about 100 meters from the entrance, just within effective range of the gunners there. Only two women jumped out of the vehicles. They were not engaging the defenders. They were deploying some sort of device. Roy realised what was going on. 
 
    -“Shit, they are trying to blow the wall into the labs. Engage those on your right flank now!” he yelled. 
 
      
 
    The entrance defenders followed the new order, but failed to score hits, as they had only a few weapons, and were using them at extreme range. Unfortunately, this also caused them to be more exposed to the first attack group, which stunned two defending gunners. 
 
      
 
    After half a minute the women on the flank re-entered their rovers and withdrew.  
 
    -“Damn! This means trouble,” thought Roy.  
 
    -“Prepare for attack through the lab. Molotov group and Konrad’s group: Try to hold them before they can reach the main hall,” he ordered. 
 
      
 
    BANG! A very loud explosion, accompanied by lots of smoke opened a hole in the wall to the labs. The two rovers on the flank rushed to the hole, and in the cover of the smoke, women jumped out of the two rovers. 
 
      
 
    Half a minute later, Roy inferred from shouting in the communication that the attackers were engaging the defenders near the lab. 
 
      
 
    Meanwhile, he was losing men at an uncomfortable pace at the entrance. The shooting was more effective as the women got closer, and they had a 3-to-1 advantage in weapons. While his men could pick up and reuse the weapons of stunned colleagues, they would be at disadvantage in any ranged fight. 
 
    -“Move back to second line,” Roy ordered. The second defence line was set up in the corridors and halls near the entrance, and would thus force the attackers to fight at closer ranges and possibly expose themselves for ambushes. 
 
      
 
    As the entrance defenders withdrew, communication from the lab got more desperate. There were only a few voices left, when an exhausted voice announced: 
 
    -“They have broken through. We couldn’t stop them.” 
 
      
 
     The defences had been compromised. They could be attacked from behind at any moment now. Roy turned to Alex, who had watched the action in the background. 
 
    -“We are losing here. We have to leave now or we’ll be trapped,” Roy told him. 
 
    -“Shit. Execute the escape plan,” Alex sighed. 
 
    -“All, pull back to the vehicles. Prepare to set off demolition charges,” Roy shouted into his communication set. 
 
      
 
    Most of the remaining defenders fled into the vehicle garage. 45 men boarded the prepared vehicles as demolition charges collapsed the ceiling over the main garage entrance, and a smaller charge opened an alternative exit from the garage. Seven vehicles then raced out at full speed. 
 
      
 
    At least this part of the plan worked thought Roy as they fled eastwards. 
 
      
 
    Communications office, Mountainside Colony, 4/3/5, 05:09 
 
    Natalie briefed Megan on the night’s action. The core communication equipment in Mountainside had fortunately survived the fighting. 
 
      
 
    -“It was pretty brutal here. They put up a tough fight, and pretty much blew up the place when they figured they could not hold it. We lost two girls dead when the ceiling collapsed – Gina and Jennifer. Four others are injured, and that is not counting those who got hit by stun guns,” Natalie reported. 
 
    -“That’s horrible. Are the other girls coping?” 
 
    -“It’s not our best day, but I think they are coping. They are strong. We all knew this would be dangerous,” replied Natalie and added “They also have to take care of the ladies here. They have been through a tough time yesterday, as the men turned paranoid and violent.” 
 
    -“Those brutish males deserve all the punishment that is coming to them.” Megan commented angrily before asking. “Did you take the entire colony?” 
 
    -“Yes, we are in control of Mountainside. We did not, however, capture all the males here. We hold 70, and have found one dead. The rest presumably fled with 6-7 vehicles we saw heading east after they collapsed part of the ceiling. Probably at least 40 of them.” 
 
    -“We will have to deal with them later. We need to consolidate our gains while they lick their wounds.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Meeting the Mistresses 
 
      
 
    Storage Room 13, Eden Colony, 4/3/5, 06:30 
 
    James woke up from his sleep by a sudden jolt to his cage. An unmanned forklift was lifting his cage. He could actually see it. The door to the storage room was open and modest light was revealing the contours of the forklift and the other cages in the room. This was the first he had seen in two days. 
 
      
 
    The forklift moved him out of the storage room and out into the corridor outside, which was fully lit. James struggled to keep his eyes open in the abruptly increased light volume. 
 
    The forklift made a sharp turn around a corner, and the movement knocked James’s water bottle over. The bottle was all he had been given to sustain himself over the last two days. At some point – he could not tell time at all during his dark imprisonment – two persons went through the storage room he was in and delivered a water bottle to each cage. They managed to do this in pitch dark, so they must have had night vision. 
 
    The forklift entered another storage room – Storage room 2. James knew this was room was big. There was no light in there, but from the light coming through the entrance, he could make out the shapes of a large number of cages containing naked men. In addition to the sounds of the forklift, there was also a loud murmur of voices from the cages. 
 
      
 
    Storage Room 2, Eden Colony, 4/3/5, 14:15 
 
    James had been in the new storage facility for what seemed like an eternity. Forklifts had been going in and out, bringing in new caged men at irregular intervals. There had to be hundreds of men caged here. In fact, it might be most of the male population of the colonies. 
 
      
 
    It had been difficult to have conversation with the other prisoners. There were simply too many trying to talk at once, and the noise level in the room was very high. Nevertheless, he had been able to exchange information with the men around him – and above him. The cages had been stacked three in height. 
 
      
 
    The conversation confirmed that the colonies’ women had rendered the men unconscious and imprisoned them. And it had happened in all the colonies At least in Eden, Babylon and Athens. He had not heard from anyone from Mountainside. 
 
      
 
    As James listened in on the conversation around him, the lights in the storage room were suddenly turned on. A loud female voice called “Silence!” 
 
    The noise of conversation dropped almost instantly. James and everyone else in the room turned their heads toward the source of the voice. 
 
      
 
    In the entrance stood three beautiful, yet very intimidating women. They all wore the same dress, almost like a uniform. White blouses, black leather skirts, and matching long black leather gloves and knee-high leather boots. In their hands, they held what looked like whips. 
 
      
 
    James could recognise two of them. Kyoko, the psychologist, and Julia from the fusion plant. He could not immediately place the third one, a tall Lady with long, auburn hair covering her shoulders. 
 
      
 
    The three Ladies walked to the middle of the room; the clicks of their heels against the floor echoing as the caged males kept silent. 
 
      
 
    The cages were arranged such that everyone could see the Ladies when they stood in the centre of the storage room, inspecting their captives. 
 
      
 
    The red head announced with an authoritative voice: 
 
    -“Listen up, scum! I am Mistress Deanna, this is Mistress Julia and Mistress Kyoko, and we will oversee the training you will receive going forward.” 
 
    She continued: 
 
    -“You are now slaves of the Ladies of Hera. From now on, your sole purpose is to serve Women. You are required to be deferential, respectful and absolutely obedient to any woman at all times. Compliance will be rewarded, and any disobedience and transgressions will be severely punished. 
 
    You will do well to remember this…” 
 
    -“You can’t do this…” someone started shouting from a cage. 
 
    -“Silience!” Mistress Deanna cut him off. 
 
    -“Sounds like we have a volunteer to demonstrate what we mean by punishment,” said Mistress Julia. 
 
    -“Yes, lets demonstrate,” agreed Mistress Deanna. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Julia walked over to the cage with the offending male with quick and confident steps. She was a tall and powerfully built woman with an ample bosom and curves that looked very flattering in her tight outfit. Her shoulder-length black hair was drawn back in a tight ponytail.  
 
    She opened the cage with a key she produced from inside her blouse, and dragged the man out. Mistress Julia then force-walked the man 10 meters until they were under a beam. The man was about as tall as Julia, but thinner. He tried to resist, but was helpless against the powerful woman. While he was weak due to very meagre rations over the last few days, Julia could likely have handled him under any circumstance. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Kyoko walked over to them and unclipped a handcuff from her belt, which she proceeded to attach to the man’s hand. Julia then forced his hands up and cuffed his hands together over a low-hanging beam in the ceiling. 
 
      
 
    With the male secured and unable to escape, Kyoko and Julia each uncoiled a 2-meter single tail whip and took position next to their prepared victim. Julia behind his back, Kyoko right in front of him. 
 
    Julia started the show. She swung the whip over her head, and brought it down diagonally across the male’s back with a loud snap. The man screamed with pain. 
 
    Then followed Kyoko. Holding the whip behind her head, she swung it sideways around her body with ferocious power. The whip connected with the male’s left side and wrapped all around his back with the whiplash tearing into his front. Kyoko had to take a step forward to keep balance as she delivered the blow. The male screamed out even louder. 
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    -“This is how we punish slaves!” Deanna exclaimed. 
 
      
 
    Then it was Julia’s turn again. She repeated the motion from the last blow, and delivered another, even harder lash across the male’s back. Kyoko followed shortly after with another lash from the side. The two Ladies settled into this pattern, delivering continuous strokes with a second or two intervals. It went on for about two minutes. The cuffed man screamed almost continuously, but broke down into sobbing towards the end. His torso was covered in angry red welts, a few bleeding. 
 
      
 
    James could have guessed Julia, with her physique, could whip as hard as she did. But the even harder strength Kyoko had mustered with her technique was a scary surprise. The petite oriental woman, with her shoulder-length smooth black hair had completely thrashed her victim, leaving everyone who saw her terrified. 
 
      
 
    Julia reached up and undid the man’s cuffs. He simply fell to the floor, still sobbing. 
 
      
 
    -“Let this be a warning to you all,” said Deanna. “We do not tolerate back talking.” 
 
    Deanna walked over to the freshly whipped male on the floor. 
 
    -“Now that you are here, you can help us demonstrate some of the etiquette we expect from males.” She told him, before sharply commanding, “Now, Kiss my boots.” 
 
      
 
    The male reacted slowly, but started kissing Deanna’s black leather boot as Deanna uncoiled her whip. 
 
    -“This is how you greet a Lady, thank a Lady, and beg forgiveness from a Lady. You kiss her boot,” she told her audience. 
 
    She cracked her whip in the air. 
 
    -“The other boot, slave.” 
 
    The male complied and started kissing Deanna’s other boot. 
 
    -“A few seconds attention to each foot is appropriate unless the Lady directs otherwise,” she clarified. 
 
    -“Next, you will always address a Lady as ‘Mistress’. If you know her name you add her name, if not, just ‘Mistress’. Not acknowledging a Lady’s title and her status as your superior is a serious offence. Do remember this.” 
 
    -“Last, always thank a Lady if she shows you attention.” Deanna looked at the slave on the floor. 
 
    -“Slave, do you have anything to say to my lovely colleagues?” 
 
    The male looked confused. 
 
    Deanna raised her whip and brought it down over the slave’s shoulder and back. 
 
    -“You thank them for your punishment! You idiot,” she shouted to him. 
 
    The slave turned towards Julia and said “Thank you, Mistress.” 
 
    Julia raised her whip and lashed him several times, as she chastised him. 
 
    -“Why aren’t you kissing my boot, you useless slave?”  
 
    The slave hurried to kiss Julia’s boots, saying again -“Thank you, Mistress” 
 
    -“Thank you Mistress Julia, for whipping me”, Julia corrected him, and hit him with the whip yet again. Then she added -“You were introduced to me just a minute ago, I expect you to know my name.” 
 
    -“Thank you Mistress Julia for whipping me,” the slave repeated and switched to Julia’s other boot. 
 
      
 
    He then crawled over to Kyoko, giving her boots the same attention, saying: 
 
    -“Thank you Mistress Kyoko for whipping me,” 
 
    -“He is finally learning,” remarked Kyoko arrogantly. 
 
      
 
    -“And we expect all of you to learn this,” Deanna told the males in the room. 
 
    -“Consider this your first lesson. If your stupid brains can absorb these few small things we showed you, you know how to show a Lady proper respect. That will be invaluable for you in the next lessons,” she went on. 
 
      
 
    -“Now, meditate over what you saw and learned. There will be no more talking among you,” Deanna ordered. 
 
      
 
    “You get back in the cage,” Julia commanded the male on the floor, giving him a kick in the side. He started crawling towards the cage, but the impatient Mistress was not impressed with his speed, and kicked his behind repeatedly, before taking him by the neck, dragging him along and throwing him into the cage, before locking it. 
 
      
 
    The three Ladies then turned and went for the exit, turned off the lights and closed the door. It was pitch dark, and hardly any sound as the echo of the clicks from the Ladies heels died out. A chill went through James. 
 
      
 
    Storage Room 2, Eden Colony, 4/3/6, 08:02 
 
    Kyoko entered the storage room and turned on the lights. Dressed in a black latex corset, long black latex gloves, stockings and tigh-high black latex boots, she strode confidently through the male holding facility amid admiring glances from the captives. She unlocked former commander Evans’ cage and dragged him out naked and handcuffed. She attached a collar with a leash around his neck and pulled him along. His feeble attempts to resist were swiftly punished by her crop. Weakened by meagre rations over the past few days he was unable to resist the petite Lady.  
 
      
 
    Kyoko dragged him out of the storage room and into a small office nearby fitted with a bed, a desk, a table and a set of chains hanging from the ceiling. On the desk lay several whips, canes and paddles ready for use. 
 
      
 
    Kyoko threw Evans down on the floor, kicked him and shouted  
 
    -“What did I teach you yesterday about greeting women?”  
 
    Evans hesitated with the answer, and was given three swift swats with the crop on his ass. He then answered  
 
    -“You told us to kiss your boots”.  
 
    Kyoko gave him another kick and another series of crop swats. 
 
    - “That should be ‘kiss your boots, mistress’!” she corrected him. 
 
    Evans’ groaned.  
 
    -“Get on with it, then!” she continued, increasing the strength of her cropping. Evans hesitated yet again, and Kyoko was now shouting. 
 
    -“I showed you yesterday what happens to disobedient slaves. You clearly need discipline.”  
 
      
 
    She grabbed him by his hair and pulled him up on his feet, and led him over to the wall. Once there, she took his cuffed hands, pulled them over his head, and attached the cuffs to a clip in a chain hanging from the ceiling. Kyoko then walked over to the table and picked up a flogger.  
 
    -“You will learn to obey women.”  
 
      
 
    Kyoko proceeded to flog him, starting light, but increasing intensity, all the while giving him a scolding. The lashing lasted for 5 minutes, by the time Evans was all hulking and crying, zapped of energy. 
 
    She then released him, and he dropped instantly to the floor.  
 
    -“Have you learned now?” she asked, giving him another lash.  
 
    -“Yes” he answered meekly.  
 
    -“Yes, what?” she yelled giving him another two powerful lashes. 
 
    -“Yes, Mistress” 
 
    -“Go on then,” she ordered. 
 
    He started kissing her boot, as instructed for two minutes.  
 
    -“Will you obey me and the other Ladies from now on?” she asked.  
 
    Evans started to object that this treatment and humiliation was unfair and unnecessary before he was interrupted by a slap in the face.  
 
    -“Silence! You still haven’t learned. You need more punishment”. 
 
    -“No, please” 
 
    -“Please what” (slap) 
 
    -“Please Mistress” 
 
    -“Better, but you still need another lesson. On your knees and lean over the bed!” 
 
      
 
    As Evans hesitated and continued to plead, Kyoko grabbed his hair and threw him in position. She then picked up a cane from the table. 
 
    -“Stay still, ass up in the air, and thank me for every one. Understood?” 
 
    -“Yes, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    Kyoko began with a medium stroke on his ass. Evans howled. 
 
    Kyoko waited a few seconds before landing a full strength blow, saying  
 
    -“I told you to thank me!” 
 
    Evans screamed, and as he recovered, he muttered a weak  
 
    -“Thank you, mistress”. 
 
    -“Good. We can continue then” 
 
    Kyoko caned Evans’ ass purple in a slow pace over the next 10 minutes, and Evans now followed her instructions. 
 
    At the end, Evans was ordered to kiss her boots. Evans immediately dropped to her feet and started kissing. After sufficient devotion was shown, Kyoko repeated her question:  
 
    -“Will you obey me and the other Ladies from now on?” 
 
    -“Yes, Mistress,” he replied. 
 
    -“I believe we are making progress. Now, kiss my ass!” 
 
    Evans complied. 
 
    -“We are finished here.” Kyoko proclaimed, and took Evans’ leash and lead him back to his cage, chased him inside it with her crop and then locked it. 
 
      
 
    Kyoko went back to the office, and turned her attention to the computer screen hanging at the wall there and opened a file called “Male evaluations”. 
 
    -“I think Evans will break very quickly. A natural submissive, really,” she thought, and then started filling in the entry for Evans accordingly. 
 
      
 
    Storage Room 2, Eden Colony, 4/3/6, 11:15 
 
    James had seen more activity in the storage room during the last few hours than any time since his capture. Every few minutes, one of the Ladies would enter the room, dressed in fetish-wear like a dominatrix. She would pull out one of the male captives from his cage, and then return with him maybe 20-30 minutes – impossible to tell time in here – later. He would then usually bear signs of a beating – welts and bruises. 
 
      
 
    So far, he had seen five Ladies involved in this activity. They included the three Mistresses who had given the introductory lesson yesterday, Deanna, Julia and Kyoko. James was also sure he saw Megan, the colony manager dressed in a black leather mini dress and thigh-high boots hauling out males of the room. Then there was a blond Lady in a black leather bra and wet-look leggings he could not recognise. 
 
      
 
    Nobody dared speak for fear of attracting the Ladies wrath, but James figured they were taking each male in turn for some kind of session. He could only guess what the purpose of the sessions was – interrogation, training, punishment maybe. The only thing he knew was that it would not be a gentle session. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The new Regime 
 
      
 
    Canteen/town hall, Eden Colony, 4/3/7, 16:40 
 
    Jane was meeting her friend Jessica – for the first time in several months. Jessica was Jane’s closest friend on Hera, but they had seen each other only once over the past year. Back then, Jessica had moved to the new Babylon colony, whereas Jane had remained in Eden. 
 
      
 
    They were sitting at a table in the crowded canteen, enjoying refreshments after a major town hall meeting involving almost all of the Ladies on the planet. Only the skeleton staff left at Babylon and Athens were not present. In the meeting, Megan and other key Vanguard Ladies had explained the reorganisation of the colonies that was taking place and presented a roadmap for the coming year and the forming of a permanent government. 
 
    Jane and Jessica spent much time updating each other on what had happened since last time they talked – especially during the recent revolution. Then the conversation moved on to their thoughts on the meeting they had just been through. 
 
      
 
    -“I am getting really excited about these changes,” said Jessica. “I was in doubt, but every time I listen to Megan, I get more and more convinced that this femdom thing is worth a try.” 
 
    -“Yes, she is really convincing,” Jane agreed. “It looks like she has convinced more than half the girls already.” 
 
      
 
    “But I am still not sure how these colonies can work with half the population reduced to slaves. It kind of limits the type of work they can do,” said Jane. 
 
    -“Well, if I understood Megan correctly, most of them will still perform the jobs they do now – they would only be required to report to and be supervised by women. Only management jobs are off limits. And enforcement duties of course.” 
 
      
 
    Jessica referred to the Femdom Guard, the new military/police force that would be set up to defend the colonies and maintain order. It would be drawn from the veterans of the fighting during the revolution. 
 
      
 
    -“Also, it is all very well that the men can be transformed into willing slaves, but most of us girls don’t know how to deal with slaves,” continued Jane. 
 
    -“Well, I am going to enrol in the slave management courses they offered,” replied Jessica. 
 
    Jane was shocked. 
 
    -“Really? You do realise that they are going to teach you how to whip men? I didn’t know you could go that far.” 
 
    -“I didn’t either until recently. But I am convinced it is the best for all involved. If I am going to direct slaves, I better know the best way of doing it,” said Jessica, and added “And I do want slaves. I have just started realising how cool it is.” 
 
    -“Watch this!” Jessica waved at one of the slaves serving the women in the canteen. Like all the serving slaves present, he had been a Vanguard slave before the revolution. 
 
    -“Come here, slave.”  
 
    The slave obeyed. 
 
      
 
    -“I want you to massage my friend’s feet while we enjoy our drinks,” Jessica told him. 
 
    -“Certainly, Mistress.” He went down on his knees in front of Jane and asked  
 
    -“May I?”  
 
    Jane nodded with a surprised look on her face, and the slave carefully removed her shoes and started massaging her feet. 
 
    -“That feels really good,” Jane had to admit. “I can get used to this.” 
 
    -“Exactly” said Jessica, “and if a little whipping and caning is required to keep slaves like him happy and performing, that’s what I’ll do.” 
 
    -“You are not concerned that the guys aren’t volunteering to be enslaved? It must be pretty brutal for them?” asked Jane. 
 
    -“It might be brutal for them now, but it will be better once they are broken. It is short-term pain for long-term gain,” replied Jessica. “Quite literally,” she added and continued: 
 
    -“I trust Megan and Kyoko when they say this. They have experience dealing with men this way, and they have plenty of examples to support their assertions. Like the capable specimen sitting in front of you.” 
 
    -“Yes, if they all turn out like this one I can’t argue with you,” said Jane looking at the slave massaging her feet. 
 
      
 
    Jane switched subject. 
 
    -“So will you be going into politics, now that we will get a political system? You always got elected to something back on Earth.” 
 
    -“I might,” replied Jessica with a cunning smile. “After the elections next year there might be a real chance to make a difference. But for now Megan and the Vanguard Ladies run the show and I am kind of interested to see where they can take their project.” 
 
    -“But the weekly town halls must be of interest for you?” 
 
    Jane referred to the town hall meetings that would be held by the new leadership to provide information on progress and to receive suggestions and feedback from the population. 
 
      
 
    -“I will be there for sure. If I have an opinion, they will hear it,” laughed Jessica. 
 
    -“I am going to be there too. Probably a good way of staying updated on the progress of the revolution. And I guess I might learn a thing or two as well,” said Jane. 
 
      
 
    Storage Room 2, Eden Colony, 4/3/10, 22:50 
 
    James’ bottom ached painfully as he turned around in his cage. He was not in a position to inspect it, but he was convinced his ass was both black and blue. 
 
      
 
    A couple of hours earlier, he had been taken out of his cage by a woman dressed in a short black wet-look dress and red patent leather over-the-knee boots. He recognised her as the colony manager of Babylon, but addressing her as anything but Mistress Tania had been a painful experience for James. 
 
      
 
    She had taken him into a neighbouring room and subjected him to a range of humiliations and punishments. She had finished off the session with a severe caning that had left James in the agony he was in now. 
 
      
 
    It had been a terrifying experience. Mistress Tania and been cold and condescending towards James throughout the 30 minutes or so she had abused him. Her handling of the punishment implements she had applied to him was clearly that of a seasoned expert, and the hard strokes and lashes she had delivered were excruciatingly painful. 
 
      
 
    Nevertheless, despite the fear she induced in James, he was strangely attracted to Mistress Tania. It may have been a consequence of the very sexy outfit she wore, but James had felt a genuine desire to please her that went beyond wanting to avoid her punishment. Looking back at it a few hours later, James found it puzzling. He would have thought the treatment he received would have filled him only with resentment. 
 
      
 
    James stomach complained loudly that it had too little fuel. The men in the cages were given food – enough to keep them from starving, but not much more. Once a day – James thought it might be that frequency, but couldn’t know – two hooded men went through the storage room and distributed a bottle of water and a bar of emergency ration to each cage. The emergency ration was a compact bar that contained all the nutrients needed for a human to function. It had a bland taste but was very filling. However, only one of the small bars was not enough for a day, and James remained constantly hungry. 
 
      
 
    The men providing the food were apparently slaves of the women holding them here. The Ladies addressed them as slaves (along with the men in the cages), and they addressed the Ladies as Mistresses and followed their every order. Were they examples of what the Mistresses were trying to mould the caged men into? 
 
      
 
    Outside Jane’s apartment, Eden Colony, 4/3/11, 19:25 
 
    Jane was heading home after finishing her workday. Just outside her apartment, she ran into her neighbour Tina, and started chatting. They had not seen each other since they were holed up in the same apartment during the revolution. 
 
      
 
    -“I see you have started working too,” said Tina. 
 
    -“Yes, it is good to return to some normality after the past week,” replied Jane. 
 
    -“I think so too. I started yesterday, and I really missed it. A bit more to do without the men, though.” 
 
    -“Yes, I understand we will have to do without them until the end of the month or so. Then they are going to phase them in. 
 
    -“That was what I heard too,” said Tina and added, “I can’t wait to get them back, even if they are slaves.” 
 
    -“The Vanguard has not convinced you men are happier as slaves?” 
 
    -“No, I think it is bullshit. Maybe it is true for some, but not the majority of men. I think it is something they made up to justify what they are doing. In any event, I find slavery morally wrong, something I hope you do too.” 
 
    -I don’t like it either, but if the Vanguard is right about men being happier that way, it is less clear-cut to me,” said Jane before asking: 
 
    -“So, what are you going to do now that the men are slaves? You were even more negative than I was. Are you going to free them?” 
 
    -“You are right; I don’t like it at all. I think this is all a massive mistake. But I am not going to try to free them or join a counter-revolution or anything,” Tina said, and explained: “What is done is done, and the way the Vanguard have treated the men, there is no turning back. The men would not trust the women if they were restored to equality, and we would end up being badly oppressed. If we can’t have equality, I’d rather have women on top. We are holding a tiger by the tail, and I will not be the one who let it go.” 
 
    -“Are you saying you are supporting male slavery now?” asked Jane, shocked at Tina’s apparent U-turn. 
 
    -“I am not supporting slavery, but I think the men need to be kept in check somehow to stop a backlash,” answered Tina and added. “My worry is that not all slavery opponents see this. We may be in for a rocky ride over the next year.” 
 
    -“I hope you are wrong, said Jane. 
 
    -“Me too”. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Slave Education 
 
      
 
    Apartment 87, Eden Colony, 4/3/14, 15:05 
 
    James had been on the move again. Some hours age robo-forklifts had started moving the caged males out of storage room 2. It had looked like everyone were being moved out of the storage – the lifts had systematically cleared row by row of cages. They did not seem to go all to the same place, however. His own cage was moved to the entrance of the living quarters. There were a lot of other cages there – probably at least a hundred, but far from the number of cages that had been in the storage room. He had no idea where the rest had ended up. 
 
      
 
    The cages outside the living quarters had then been moved by the same hooded slaves that had fed James and the other male captives over the last days. Apparently they moved each cage into its own apartment. After a while, the turn came to James, and the slaves carried his cage into apartment 87, which was, as far as James knew, one of the many spare apartments in Eden. 
 
      
 
    Now he was alone in the apartment, naked, caged and hungry. In his cage was only a half-full water bottle and a bucket for his waste. He had been here at least for a couple of hours. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly James heard the apartment door open and someone entering. Then followed clicks of high heels against the floor, coming closer and closer to the bedroom, where his cage was placed.  
 
      
 
    James looked up from his cage and saw a stunning woman standing in the door. She wore a tight black leather body with long sleeves, stockings and matching black leather over-the knee boots. Her facial beauty was emphasized with perfect make-up. Pale skin, dark eye shadow and deep red lips. Her dark blond hair was collected in a tight ponytail. Her perfume provided the room with a subtle and pleasant fragrance.  
 
      
 
    She was also an intimidating woman. Her facial expression was dead serious. In her hand, beautifully manicured with red nails, she was nonchalantly holding a coiled bullwhip. From a belt around her waist hung a couple of handcuffs and a flogger. 
 
      
 
    She was also a woman James knew. This was Suzanne Black, of the electronics team on Eden. James had had a crush on her a year ago. They had flirted more than a few times, but it had never moved beyond that, as Suzanne had been a difficult nut to crack. James hoped the good times they had had together then would count for something now, but he realised he was about to see a side of Suzanne he had not know existed. 
 
      
 
    -“Hello, James,” said Suzanne. “Or Slave 87, rather, which will be your name from now onwards. 
 
    -“Hello, Mistress,” answered James 
 
    -“I am pleased to hear you have learned from your first lessons, and you are aware of my status. But you may call me Mistress Suzanne from now on,” said Suzanne in a matter-of-fact tone. Her voice did not reveal any emotion.   
 
    She continued 
 
    -“I am here to train you to be a proper slave. I will break you down and teach you the proper way for men to behave, to talk and to obey. I will teach you to take discipline, and I will teach you to do it without complaining.  
 
    We will see each other a lot over the coming days and weeks. You will get to know me very well, and I you. And have no doubts, you will also be very well acquainted with my whip. 
 
    When I am done with you, you will be completely obedient and subservient to women. You will never treat us with anything but the utmost respect and fear, and fully acknowledge our superiority. Your only purpose will be to serve women. 
 
    Is that understood?” 
 
    -“Yes Mistress Suzanne.” 
 
      
 
    “Good! Let’s get started, then,” said Suzanne and detached a pair of handcuffs from her belt and handed them to James between the bars. 
 
    -“Put them on,” she ordered. James complied, and cuffed his hands together. 
 
    Suzanne then handed him another pair of cuffs and ordered him to cuff his ankles together. James complied again. 
 
    -“This is for your own protection, really,” said Suzanne as she unlocked the cage, and explained, “Some males think this is a good opportunity to overpower their Mistress or run away. Let me tell you it is not. After two weeks in a cage, you are in no condition to fight a strong woman. And even if you get lucky, you still can’t escape the apartment section. So you will be caught. And believe me, you will be punished more than you ever thought possible. So the cuffs are protecting you from yourself.” 
 
      
 
    James did not plan to escape. He had considered it earlier, when first put in the apartment. But he decided it would be a bad idea. He had seen how males had tried and failed to resist the Mistresses over the past days and be punished for it. He also figured it would be difficult to get far – there would be many locked doors to get through. And even if he did succeed – where would he go? Every male on the planet was held captive or taking orders from the women. And the women were all intent on keeping it that way. Mistress Suzanne’s explanation merely reinforced his conclusion. Any rebellion or escape would have to wait. For now, his best interest was to obey Mistress Suzanne. And slavery did seem strangely attractive now that he learned Suzanne would be his Mistress. 
 
      
 
    -“Get out and greet me properly,” ordered Suzanne sharply. 
 
    James crawled out of the cage as fast as his chains would allow and kissed her boots, one at the time. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Megan’s office, Eden Colony, 4/3/20, 13:19 
 
    Deanna was in Megan’s office discussing priorities for the next months. 
 
    With the revolution removing her bosses, Deanna was now in overall charge of production and logistics on Hera, and it was in this capacity she was meeting Megan, now the leader of the human expedition to Hera. 
 
      
 
    The new job kept Deanna quite busy, however, like Megan; she also found time to participate in training Hera’s males as slaves, an activity she found immensely rewarding. They were both just back from slave training sessions, and their experiences from this coloured the start of the conversation. 
 
      
 
    -“I broke a crop again today,” complained Megan. “I am running out soon if this continues.” 
 
    -“You are not the only one saying that,” said Deanna. “With hundreds of slaves to train, our punishment equipment is wearing out a lot faster. Add to that, we now have a hundred more Ladies in need of the stuff. And we face the same problem with fetish outfits and make-up. What the Vanguard brought from Earth is insufficient for our new scale. We need to be able to produce this.” 
 
    -“You are right – we need to make this a priority. The new Mistresses will struggle to be effective without the right equipment. Have you looked into solutions?” 
 
    -“Yes, I have,” answered Deanna, and explained. “It is mainly a question of raw materials. On the clothing side, we can make produce most synthetic materials using native biomass, and we can have PVC, latex, lycra and faux leather fairly soon. We then only need designers, and for this, we have plenty of talent among the girls, then 3D printers can do the rest.  
 
    I have already asked Angelique and Monica to start on this. 
 
    For proper leather, on the other hand, we need to wait until we have sufficient livestock. We should be able to get something on a small scale from next year onwards. 
 
    Megan nodded and asked “And punishment equipment?” 
 
    -“Again a question of raw material. The native flora provides material for decent canes, so we will have those in abundance in a few days. More advanced stuff will take a bit more time, but equipment made from synthetic materials will be available within the month. Proper leather whips have to wait until next year.” 
 
    -“Sounds excellent”, said Megan. “Start production as soon as possible. We need the equipment to get both the Ladies and the slaves acclimatised to femdom as soon as we can.” 
 
      
 
    Megan moved to next subject. 
 
    -“So how is the status with your other priorities?” 
 
    -“On reconstruction of the living quarters of the colonies we have the plans almost completed. We aim to have 120 square meter apartments for all Ladies, complete with facilities for quartering and disciplining slaves. Separate from this, we will also construct a purpose built slave holding facility in each of our 3 colonies to keep slaves not in private ownership. We will start work tomorrow in Hippolyta and Antianara as we now have sufficient slaves released for work duty. Eden will follow as soon as those colonies are completed.” 
 
      
 
    Hippolyta and Antianara were the new names of Athens and Babylon, respectively. The Vanguard renamed colonies after ancient Amazons. 
 
      
 
    -“You will get quite a few more slaves available in two days. Ladies in romantic relationships with males will be allowed to take custody of their special ones from tomorrow. Providing they show up for work duty of course. This encompass about 150 slaves – quite a few with relevant skills I believe. 
 
      
 
    Deanna continued: 
 
    -“The rail links between the colonies will start in parallel, but they have lower priority until base reconstruction is completed. They should mostly be done be done by election time, but the link to Penthesilea will probably take a bit longer due to the terrain.” 
 
      
 
    -“That shouldn’t be a problem now that it has been evacuated. I doubt we will move back in there any earlier anyway,” said Megan, referring to the fact that Mountainside/Penthesilea had been abandoned in the aftermath of its liberation due to the infrastructure damage from the fighting and its isolation and vulnerability to attack.  
 
      
 
    Deanna nodded and addressed the final priority: 
 
    -“On the subject of arming our forces in the Femdom Guard with more effective weapons we haven’t done much progress, as none of the girls have any background in designing weapons. However, it appears a couple of the slaves do, so it should just be a matter of persuading them to cooperate.” 
 
    -“I am sure that will not be a problem,” said Megan with a smile. 
 
    -“Not at all,” Deanna smiled back. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Apartment 87, Eden Colony, 4/3/21, 20:00 
 
    James heard the clicks of Mistress Suzanne’s boots approach his cage. The sound filled him with fear, but also a bit of joyful anticipation.  
 
      
 
    Suzanne had treated him very harshly over the past week. She had caned or whipped him at least twice a day. The resulting welts had covered his body around the clock. He had been put in bondage for hours on end when she was not in the apartment. He had constantly been given humiliating tasks when she was in the apartment: Licking her boots clean. Kissing her ass. Clean the apartment with a toothbrush. Learn slave mantras by rote. James had obeyed every order she gave. Some of them he even enjoyed. In particular when it came to worshipping her, like kissing her boots and her ass. 
 
      
 
    As cruel as she was, James’ crush on her had rekindled and grown stronger. Being honest with himself, James admitted he loved her. As much as he feared her whip, he craved to be close to her. To take in her fragrance. To worship her. He felt sadness whenever she left the apartment. He knew she had several other slaves to train, and envied whomever she was visiting next – at least when the pain from her last beating was not too intense. 
 
      
 
    Suzanne looked down on James in the cage. She was completely naked apart from her over-the-knee boots. Her hands rested on her hips, and a crop hung from her right wrist.  
 
      
 
    James’ jaw dropped at the sight. He had never seen her fully naked before, and she looked even better than when he fantasised about her (which was often). He had seen her breasts once, a couple of days earlier when she wore only an underbust corset, and they were as big and firm as he remembered them. This time he could also see her pink, smooth, clean-shaven pussy. Her long hair was flowing freely, and she had a determined facial expression. 
 
      
 
    -“I am going to rape you tonight, boy,” she told him. 
 
    -“But you are going to earn it first,” she added as she unlocked James’ cage. 
 
    Suzanne had long since dropped the security measure of cuffing James whenever outside the cage. She knew he would not rebel. 
 
      
 
    -“Get out” Suzanne ordered. 
 
    James crawled out and kissed Suzanne’s boots. 
 
    -“You are going to earn the permission to lick my pussy through a caning,” she told him. “Lie on the bed, face down now!” 
 
    -“Yes, Mistress,” replied James and placed himself as she instructed on the bed next to the cage. Tethers were attached to each bedpost, and Suzanne locked these around each of James’ hands and feet, and then placed a pillow under his ass. 
 
      
 
    -“I am going to give you a hundred. This is to remind you of your humble status before you worship the female sex.” 
 
    -“Yes, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    <SWISH>…<WHACK> 
 
    James felt the searing pain of the first stroke across his ass. He managed to absorb the blow without screaming. A few seconds went by. 
 
    <SWISH>…<WHACK> 
 
    The second stroke was harder, but he could hold on. 
 
    <SWISH>…<WHACK> 
 
    Another hard stroke. James let out a little whimper. 
 
    <SWISH>…<WHACK> 
 
    <SWISH>…<WHACK> 
 
    <SWISH>…<WHACK> 
 
    Three further strokes followed in quick succession. It was unbelievably painful. James could no longer maintain his silence. He let out an “AAAH!!” 
 
      
 
    Suzanne was not going to allow James time to recover. She fired off another five in quick succession 
 
    <SWISH>…<WHACK> 
 
    <SWISH>…<WHACK> 
 
    <SWISH>…<WHACK> 
 
    <SWISH>…<WHACK> 
 
    <SWISH>…<WHACK> 
 
    James could not take it. He had been caned at least ten times before, and it always turned unbearable in very short order. He screamed continuously. 
 
      
 
    -“Breaking already?” asked Suzanne. “Let’s do this quickly then.” 
 
    Suzanne launched an all-out assault on James’ ass. 
 
    In less than a minute, she delivered the remaining 89 strokes, as hard as ever. James was pleading, crying and sobbing. 
 
      
 
    As soon as Suzanne had delivered the hundredth stroke, she started loosening the tethers holding James. 
 
    -“Time for your reward,” she said. 
 
    With three tethers loosened, she climbed into the bed, grabbed the sobbing James by his hair and by his right leg and violently turned him face-up. 
 
    -“Mmmm, I can see you are now in the proper state for Goddess worship. Makes me wet,” she told James as she sat on top of him. 
 
    Grabbing his hair, she forced his face into her crotch, and started grinding her pussy against him. The pussy slid over James’ face in slow, rhythmic motions. Soon her wetness was all over his face. 
 
    James, still crying and in massive pain from the caning he had just received gulped for air whenever the Suzanne did not cover his mouth. 
 
    She did not pay any attention to James struggles, and continued what she was doing. She slowly changed the pace of her grinding, making it somewhat harder and faster. Her breathing became heavier. 
 
    -“Lick it!” Suzanne ordered amid her moaning, and struck James’ thigh with her crop. 
 
    James tried to obey as best as he could, but it was difficult to do anything but keep the tongue out and hope it would touch the right places as Suzanne grinded his face forcefully. 
 
    It probably didn’t matter. Suzanne was moaning loudly and appeared close to coming. 20 seconds later she came. 
 
    She let out a loud “Yeeeeees” as the orgasm rippled through her body. 
 
    -“Keep your tongue out, she told him,” and started whacking him on his thighs repeatedly with her crop. I want this to last. 
 
    James did exactly as he was told, and Suzanne pressed her pussy against his tongue, while her orgasm subsided. 
 
      
 
    Suzanne got up from the bed with a satisfied smile. She put her boot next to James’ face and told him 
 
    -“Thank me for raping you, slave.” 
 
    James kissed her boot. Still sobbing from the caning, he muttered “Thank you, Mistress! Thank you for raping me.” 
 
      
 
    James felt utterly humiliated and defeated, and his ass was burning from his recent caning. But at that moment, James wanted nothing more than to be Suzanne’s slave. 
 
      
 
    Apartment 87, Eden Colony, 4/3/26, 22:50 
 
    James was in his cage. Suzanne had just left the apartment after having locked him in. Her training of him was far less intense now, and he had for the last three days been released for work duty. The food quantities he received had also increased, but it was the same boring emergency rations. At least he was getting enough to satisfy his hunger. 
 
      
 
    His day would typically start with Suzanne taking him out of his cage for some morning discipline, usually a whipping. These whippings were not quite as hard as those he would get when being punished, and he could just about bear taking them. After he had thanked her and showed her proper respect, Suzanne would order him to get dressed. She would then attach a leash to the collar James was wearing and lead him to the agricultural section, where she would hand him over to his work leader. 
 
      
 
    Work duty was a stark contrast to the intense slavery he had been subjected to over the last weeks. It was in fact very similar to his existence before the revolution. He worked in the agricultural section, doing his old job, just as he had a year ago. He would wear clothes and do the same tasks. Catarina was still his boss, just as before. 
 
      
 
    The differences were still there, though. There were a lot fewer men around. James understood most of them were still in slave training. Those who were there, including himself, were completely deferential to the women. The women all wore regular clothes, but perhaps some of them were a bit sexier than before. Some of the women wore make-up, which was seldom seen at all before. Their attitudes towards the men varied greatly. Some treated the men just as before, as equal co-workers. Others were more reserved, dealing only with men by giving them commands and never consulting them. Then there was the full spectre in between. 
 
      
 
    Catarina had become far more direct when telling James what she wanted him to do. She still listened to him, but it was clear to James that she saw herself as superior to him. And James agreed. The weeks he had spent with Mistress Suzanne had taught him women are superior to men, and he was comfortable dealing with Catarina on that basis. 
 
      
 
    There was little overt domination of males at work, but James had once in the four days he had been working seen Catarina caning Sam, one of his colleagues, for some offence. The threat of punishment was therefore real, if not often seen. 
 
      
 
    When work was over, Mistress Suzanne would pick him up and take him back to the apartment. There, she would put him to manual house chores, such as cleaning the apartment, cooking her food, shining her boots or painting her nails. When satisfied, she would lock him back in his cage for the night. 
 
      
 
    James wondered if this was the new normal in his life as a slave.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Payback 
 
      
 
    Slave holding Facility, Eden Colony, 4/4/28, 16:40 
 
    It was now nearly two months since the revolution, and James had gotten used to the new routines.  Two weeks ago, his Mistresses had moved him to what was intended to be his permanent home for the foreseeable future. A new module of the Eden colony had been completed as a slave holding facility. It held enough cells to house Eden’s entire male population, but was less than half-full at the moment. Many slaves had been moved to similar facilities in the other colonies, and those males that were in romantic relationships with women before the revolution had been transferred to their wives or girlfriends’ custody. 
 
      
 
    Common for all the slaves was work duty – 14 hours a day, which was spent much as it had in pre-revolutionary days. All would be doing jobs advancing the human colonisation of Hera and improving Hera’s colonies and infrastructure as before, except now it was being done in a setting of complete female domination.  
 
      
 
    The remaining time, which was spent in the slave holding facility in the case of James, was rather different. He and the other slaves were each locked in a cell of 1.5x2 meters containing only a thin mattress, a little sink and a toilet. Most of the time in the facility was spent in this cell; the exceptions were regular corporal punishment sessions and service duty for the Guardesses. 
 
      
 
    Discipline was less frequent now; each male was beaten for discipline purposes maybe every third day. These beatings were executed in a punishment room facing the cells, such that neighbouring slaves could witness the beatings and thus benefit from the disciplinary effect. 
 
      
 
    Slaves that were found to be resisting, rude, incompetent or otherwise disobedient were given punishment beatings proportional to their infractions. These were also conducted in full view of the other slaves. 
 
      
 
    Service duty consisted mainly of cleaning the facilities, but the Guardesses would often also use slaves in the facility to serve their needs on an ad-hoc basis, such as for personal grooming, massages and sex. 
 
      
 
    The Guardesses would always be dressed in what could be described as classic dominatrix outfits. There was some variety in their outfits, but they would always include tall boots with heels. The Guardesses were all volunteers that had regular jobs in Eden, but spent most of their extra time managing the slave population. It was quite clear to James, however, that most of the Guardesses were doing it for their own pleasure as much as for anything else. 
 
      
 
    Fortunately for James, Mistress Suzanne was among the Guardesses. While he had learned to appreciate and even love the other Guardesses too, Mistress Suzanne held a special place as the Woman who broke him and turned him into a slave. James cherished the occasions when Mistress Suzanne was the one to deliver his regular discipline, or when she oversaw cleaning duty in James’ section. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Suzanne had not shown any visible indication of affection for James; she was as cold when whipping him as when whipping any other slave. She had, however, taken him out of his cell on two occasions to provide her sexual services. James hoped intensely this would be repeated as he heard clicking heels approaching his cell. 
 
      
 
    The woman appearing in the punishment room outside James’ cell was not Mistress Suzanne. It was a woman he thought he had not seen before. 
 
      
 
    She wore knee-high leather boots, leather skirt and a tight leather top barely covering her breasts, all in black. Smooth, brown hair reached to her shoulders. She had what was probably a sweet face, but now her red lips were twisted with anger. 
 
      
 
    She scanned the cells she could see from where she was standing until she saw what she was looking for. She then headed straight for the cell next to James. 
 
      
 
    -“I have been looking forward to see you again, Peter,” she said to the slave James until now had only known as slave 412. 
 
    -“I am sorry Hel…Mistress Helene,” Peter stuttered. 
 
    -“Save it, Peter. You don’t know what sorry is yet,” Helene told him. 
 
      
 
    Helene opened Peter’s cell using a remote function on her wrist unit, one of the new features in the slave holding facility. She then dragged the naked Peter out of the cell by his hair. Peter, a big man, could probably have over-powered Helene if he had tried, but by now he knew better than to resist a Mistress. Rebellion had repeatedly been shown futile, and only led to more punishment. 
 
      
 
    Helene placed Peter in the middle of the punishment room, under a pair of chains hanging from the ceiling. She ordered him to raise his hands, he complied, and she attached his manacles (which were standard for all slaves in the facility) to the chains. 
 
      
 
    With Peter chained up and unable to move, she walked around him while menacingly flexing the crop in her hand. 
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    -“Peter, you know, you did more than anyone to help me embrace the new order.” 
 
    <WHACK> She hit his rear with the crop, not holding back at all. The slave let out a sound. 
 
    -“Before I got to know the real you two months ago, I wouldn’t have dreamed of femdom society,” Helene continued. 
 
    <WHACK> 
 
    -“But now I do. Now I dream of it, I live it, and I know it is now the only society I want.” 
 
    <WHACK> Peter let out a scream. 
 
    -“All thanks to you.” 
 
    <WHACK> 
 
    -“Knowing that you would be here, I was even inspired to volunteer for slave guard service.” 
 
    <WHACK> 
 
    -“So I have a lot to thank you for, Peter. Or should I say Slave 412.” 
 
    <WHACK> 
 
    Peter tried to plead. 
 
    -“Please Mistress, I beg your forgiveness. I will obey your every order…” 
 
    <WHACK> 
 
    -“Shut up, slave,” Helene cut him off. “You need to know when to speak and when not to. I think you need some extra discipline.” 
 
    <WHACK> 
 
    -“In fact I think you need a lot of extra discipline,” Helene continued. 
 
    <WHACK> 
 
    “I think I will come down here every evening from now on to ensure you get sufficient discipline. Wouldn’t that be a nice way of thanking you for leading me to the path of femdom?” 
 
    <WHACK> 
 
    -“Please, Mistress…” Peter tried again 
 
    <WHACK> 
 
    -“That should be ‘Yes, please, thank you, Mistress’,” Helene corrected him angrily. 
 
    Helene launched into a frenzied assault on the slave’s ass, cropping it around twenty times in quick succession. Peter screamed continuously. 
 
      
 
    -“That should be sufficient for warm-up,” said Helene as she finished.  
 
    -“I think I will let the flogger do the discipline tonight,” she said and headed over to a rack with punishment implements hanging on a wall in the room.” 
 
    -“This one will do,” she commented as she picked up a heavy black leather flogger. 
 
      
 
    This is going to be a long night for 412, thought James as he watched from his cell and wondered what 412 had done to deserve this attention. 
 
      
 
    Deanna’s office, Eden Colony, 4/6/3, 12:31 
 
    Megan knocked on the open door of Deanna’s office. 
 
    -“Do you have time to talk? I heard you got the survey results,” Megan asked, referring to a survey mapping application of slave discipline in the Heran colonies and its correlation with productivity. 
 
    -“Of course. Come in,” said Deanna. “Do you want coffee?” 
 
    -“Yes, please, that would be nice”, replied Megan. 
 
      
 
    “Bring two coffees to my office, slave. Extra milk and sugar,” Deanna called out. Like many leaders in the new female dominated society, Deanna had found it practical to let one of the males in her charge function as her personal assistant and servant. 
 
      
 
    -“We have the results, but my slaves have still to complete the analysis and presentation,” said Deanna as they waited for the coffees. “They show largely what we expected. Wherever slaves are not subjected to the full range of femdom methods, their productivity is lower.”  
 
      
 
    -“Yes we kind of knew this, but the important thing is that we now have evidence,” said Megan. “Are there any interesting details you have noticed?” 
 
    -“Well,” started Deanna. “It appears we have a productivity problem involving slaves in private ownership. 60% of wives and girlfriends apply very little or no femdom discipline techniques. Their charges turn out to be rather unproductive slaves, especially when led by work-leaders who spare the rod. When compared to the best performing group, common slaves led by femdom-embracing work-leaders, the undisciplined slaves achieve only 30% of their productivity.” 
 
    -“That number says a lot,” commented Megan. 
 
    -“We see that both the effects of work leaders and home discipline are significant to this number, so we can improve a lot if we can convince more girls to practice femdom, both at home and at work,” continued Deanna. 
 
    -“How many do practice femdom?” asked Megan. 
 
    -“Around 50%.” 
 
    -“Sounds about right from what I would have guessed. Room for a lot of improvement then.” 
 
    -“So how should we take this forward?” asked Deanna as a slave silently served them their coffees. 
 
    -“We should definitely bring the results to the constitutional council. This would make powerful arguments for enforcing strict male slavery in the post-election world,” answered Megan. “And we should make it available for the wider public too, maybe through the town hall meetings. This can undermine a lot of the agitation from the Equality Party.” 
 
      
 
    The Equality Party that Megan referred to was one of two informal groupings that had coalesced in the weekly town hall meetings, the other being the Femdom Party. The Equality Party consisted of those Ladies who felt the Femdom revolution was going too far, and that men should be afforded more freedoms. The Equality Party covered a range of views, from those that wanted full equality for men and a return to pre-revolution status quo to those women who merely wanted men to receive less corporal punishment. 
 
      
 
    The Femdom party on the other hand, consisted of the Ladies that most wholeheartedly supported the Femdom revolution and sought to advance it. Their numbers were made up of the old Vanguard as well as new converts to their cause. 
 
      
 
    While they were only informal groupings, the citizens of Hera were coming to view them as political parties competing in the “parliament” of the town hall meetings, with Femdom Party in position, and Equality Party in opposition. Megan and Deanna, as Vanguard members and senior leadership were thus naturally aligned to the Femdom Party. 
 
      
 
      
 
    -“We should tailor the presentation of the survey for that purpose then. I’ll get the slaves working on the message. Some of them are quite smart, despite their gender,” said Deanna with a grin. 
 
    -“No doubt only a reflection of their superior Mistress,” replied Megan with a smile. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Female warriors 
 
      
 
    Amazon training grounds, outside Eden, 4/6/22, 08:43 
 
    Natalie watched as one of her squads practiced assaulting a prepared position in a live fire exercise. Their individual skills were starting to look quite decent now, but their coordination as a team still left a lot to be desired. That was what exercise was for, and they had a lot of exercises these days. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Overall, Natalie was quite satisfied with how her little army progressed. As Head of the Femdom Guard, she was in charge of the military arm of Hera’s governement. It was 50 Ladies strong including herself and consisted of 5 squads of 10 each. Four of the squads were part timers, who could be mobilised in a crisis but otherwise performed civilian jobs in the colonies. The fifth, known as The Amazons, was a permanent standing force, and was ready for immediate deployments. 
 
      
 
    While the part-time squads in the Femdom Guard had a lot of enthusiasm and showed great willingness to learn, they did not possess a lot of experience. The squad leaders and Natalie herself had relevant military experience from Earth, and beyond that about third of the Femdom Guardesses got a little combat experience during the revolution. The current program of one exercise day a week combined with occasional week-long exercises was however improving the combat value of these ladies. 
 
      
 
    The Amazon squad was on the other hand more experienced. Most members had military experience from Earth, and the rest were handpicked based on prowess shown in the revolutionary fighting. As a standing force, they trained almost every day. They were also conducting armed reconnaissance missions to locate the males who escaped when Penthesilea/Mountainside was liberated, although so far without success. 
 
      
 
    The Amazon squad was very much a combat-ready unit, and while Natalie would not label it elite yet, she considered it likely more than a match for anything the feral males might put up. 
 
      
 
    Just as the exercising squad reorganised after taking its objective, Natalie received a call from Nicole, one of the Amazons. 
 
    -“The detectors we left at Penthesilea are showing both movement and heat signatures. Someone is there, and they are not from the colonies,” Nicole informed her. 
 
    -“Feral males then? Tell the girls to saddle up. We need to check this out,” Natalie answered. 
 
      
 
    Outside Penthesilea (ex Mountainside), 4/6/22, 15:40 
 
    Natalie surveyed Penthesilea from the cover of a large rock, about 500 meters from the colony’s entrance. Just outside the entrance was the feral males’ exploration vehicle. She assumed one male would be manning it and another two would be inside the colony, scavenging for materials. Both pre-deployed sensors and observations in the field indicated they were facing three males and one vehicle. 
 
      
 
    Natalie’s squad of Amazons were deployed on both sides of her, facing the colony. They all wore the standard combat uniform of the Femdom Guard, an all-black catsuit with low-heeled boots, as well as what had become their war paint: Black lipstick and nail polish. They were armed with both stun guns and newly developed assault rifles. 
 
      
 
    They had arrived near Penthesilea using a dirigible, but had landed it 5km away, behind a ridge in order to avoid detection. From there, they had advanced on foot to their present position using the concealment the terrain offered as best as they could. One of the Amazons, Karen, had however taken up position on a hilltop, 2 km behind them in order to observe and report on their target. 
 
      
 
    Now, they only had a few hundred meters left, but it was the most difficult part. The probability of being spotted by the vehicle increased the closer they came. But Natalie wanted her Amazons as close as hundred meters before attacking. At that range, they could use their stun guns, which was necessary to achieve full success – capturing the males alive. 
 
      
 
    Natalie signalled Sophia, the leader of section 2 for her section to advance. A few seconds later, four Ladies followed Sophia forward, trying to stay out of line of sight from the vehicle. Having advanced 50 meters or so, Sophia signalled back to Natalie the rest of the squad should follow. 
 
      
 
    Outside Penthesilea (ex Mountainside), 4/6/22, 15:48 
 
    Natalie heard Karen’s voice on her ear, calling from the observation post: 
 
    -“I see the two males exiting the colony, heading for the vehicle. You’ll be in their view in a few seconds.” 
 
    -“Cover, everyone. Now,” Natalie ordered her squad. 
 
    -“It looks like they carry arms on their backs,” warned Karen. 
 
      
 
    A few seconds later, the two males showed up in Natalie’s view. They carried what appeared to be a heavy object towards the vehicle. They then loaded the object into the vehicle and walked back towards the colony entrance. Just before they reached the entrance, they stopped and looked in the general direction of where the Amazons were hiding for a few seconds. Then, their reactions revealed that the Amazons had been spotted. One of the two started running back towards the vehicle, the other brought up what appeared to be a rifle and started shooting in the direction of the Amazons. 
 
      
 
    Natalie knew the plan had to change. 
 
    -“Section 2, covering fire! Section 1, follow me! Come on Girls!” Natalie bellowed to the Amazons. The five Ladies of section 2 started returning fire with their assault rifles. At a range of about 250 meters, the stun guns were useless. 
 
      
 
    Natalie and four Amazons charged forward on a line, aiming for cover 30 meters ahead of them. The male shooter quickly realised quickly he was outnumbered and outgunned, and started running towards the car. However, he did not reach that far. One of the Amazon’s bullets hit him and he fell to the ground. The other male climbed into the vehicle, which immediately started moving. 
 
      
 
    Natalie’s section reached cover. Natalie shouted out a new order: 
 
    -“Section 1, fire on the vehicle. Don’t let them get away, Girls.” 
 
      
 
    It was not enough, however. The exploration vehicle sped away as the Amazon’s bullets bounced off its sides. Natalie cursed silently as the vehicle disappeared behind a cliff side. There was no way to catch up with it now. The dirigible was more than 30 minutes march away, and the rover could outrun it anyway when going against the wind. 
 
      
 
    -“Hold fire. We advance to their casualty. Section 2 move first,” Natalie ordered. 
 
      
 
    Over Penthesilea (ex Mountainside), 4/6/22, 19:07 
 
    Natalie surveyed the battlefield on which she and her Amazons had fought a few hours before. In the dimming light, the only traces of that skirmish were the tracks of the male exploration rover. As the dirigible climbed, these too blended into the landscape. 
 
      
 
    The engagement felt like a loss to Natalie. They had not been able to stop the males from getting away – probably with some loot from the abandoned Penthesilea colony. 
 
      
 
    Objectively thinking, she knew it would be counted as a limited success. They had established beyond any doubts the feral males were out there, and not perished in the wilderness without supplies as some Ladies speculated. And they had killed one of them with no Amazon losses, and surely taught them to fear the female military. 
 
      
 
    But with nothing of intelligence value and without the ability to interrogate prisoners, this did not really bring the Amazons closer to locating the rest of the feral males. The Amazons would need to rethink tactics and equipment. In order to effectively engage males in mobile exploration vehicles, they would need more powerful weapons as well as better ground mobility. 
 
      
 
    As Penthesilea disappeared behind the hills, Natalie was already planning future engagements. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Embracing Femdom 
 
    Slave holding facility, Eden Colony, 4/6/29, 22:00 
 
    Jessica had finally persuaded Jane to visit the prison for some play-time. When the colonial leadership decided to give all Lady Citizens access to the common slaves for sexual servitude a month ago, Jessica had jumped at it right away. Eager to embrace all things femdom, and by now a member of the Femdom Party, it was no surprise to Jane. 
 
      
 
    That she finally had managed to convince Jane to try it was somewhat more surprising. Jane was still not sure if the Heran colonies were heading in the right direction, and regardless of whether right or wrong, they were changing too fast for her taste. But she was definitively more positive now than a few months ago. She did notice Hera was more efficiently run than before. Infrastructure developed quicker than it used to. And the leadership had made a convincing case this was due to femdom. While Jane was reluctant to whip males herself, she no longer reacted negatively when she saw others doing it. She had accepted it kept them submissive and ultimately happy. 
 
    When asking males if they were happy with the new order, they would usually answer positively, but Jane could not be sure if they meant it or if they just wanted to avoid punishment, so her doubts lingered if in a reduced form. 
 
      
 
    Jane was somewhat conservative when it came to sex, and when she initially heard about the prison sex offer, she immediately rejected it. It sounded like a brothel for women. 
 
      
 
    However, as time passed, Jane heard only positive things of the arrangement from the Ladies who tried it. Praises like “Best sex ever.”, “At last the guys are focusing on my pleasure, not their own”, “I come every time” started to make its impression as Jane realised this was the only offer of sex in the foreseeable future. And while modest, Jane still had her sexual needs. 
 
      
 
    With a little help of a few glasses of wine earlier this evening, Jane’s resistance was finally overcome. Jessica had suggested they go to the prison. 
 
    -“Come on, Jane. You’ll have such a good time. The slaves needs some fun too. Everybody wins.” 
 
    -“Ok, I’ll have to try it once,” had Jane giggled. 
 
      
 
    The two friends entered what was the lobby of the slave holding facility, a room with a few coaches and a screen that read “Contact on-duty Guardess”. Jessica moved over to the screen and pressed it. 
 
      
 
    The familiar face of Kyoko appeared on the screen. 
 
    -“Looking for some fun?” she asked. 
 
    -“Yes, me and my friend Jane need some slaves,” Jessica answered smiling. 
 
    -“Of course, I’ll be right with you,” said Kyoko, returning the smile. 
 
      
 
    30 seconds later Kyoko entered the lobby. She wore a black latex body, thigh-high boots in patent leather. In her hand, she held a dressage whip. You hardly ever saw a Guardess without a punishment implement in her hand. 
 
    Jane and Jessica wore less formal wear – at least it was considered so in this setting. Jane wore high-heeled sandals, jeans and a white top, while Jessica wore a pink top, black skirt and knee-high black boots. 
 
      
 
    -“I can help you find slaves for the evening, but would you first want to change?” Kyoko asked. 
 
    -“Yes, we have to look our part for the evening,” said Jessica, and turned to Jane 
 
    -“Come, I have a present for you, Jane.” 
 
    Jessica led Jane to the changing room – she knew where it was from numerous previous visits. 
 
      
 
    Once in the changing room, Jessica pulled out a gift bag from her handbag and gave it to Jane. 
 
    -“This is just what you need now,” Jessica told Jane as she opened the gift bag and pulled out the gift. 
 
    It was a black wet-look minidress. 
 
    -“I have never worn something like that,” said Jane with feigned shock that could not quite hide her interest. 
 
    -“You are going to. And so am I,” replied Jessica with a smile as she produced from her handbag another black wet-look minidress of a different design. 
 
    -“Go on, put it on. And don’t keep any other clothes on apart from your sandals.” 
 
      
 
    Jane did as told, and a minute later, the two Ladies were wearing their new dresses. 
 
    -“This barely covers anything,” said Jane referring to the very short skirt length. 
 
    -“Exactly. It gives the slaves easy access,” replied Jessica. 
 
    Jane giggled. 
 
      
 
    Jane and Jessica went back to the lobby where Kyoko was waiting for them. 
 
    -“You both look smashing. Some slaves are going to be lucky tonight,” she told them. 
 
    -“Let’s see the slaves. Come with me,” she said and led the two friends into the prison. 
 
      
 
    After a passing through a corridor, they came to a room surrounded by twenty prison cells. Each cell contained a naked male except for the collars and bands around wrists and ankles that allowed for easy restraining. 
 
    -“All of these are available tonight. Let me know if any of them are to your liking, or we can move on to the next section,” Kyoko told them. 
 
    -“Could you recommend something,” Jessica asked. “Jane here has not had a proper good time for ages, and this is her first time here, so she needs something really good.” 
 
    -“I’ll give you some of my favourites. Wait here.” 
 
      
 
    Kyoko disappeared through one of the doors leading out of the room, and came back the same way, three minutes later with two leashed slaves in her hand. 
 
     -“This slave 87, and this is slave 116,” she said to the two Ladies. 
 
    -“Slaves, this is Mistress Jessica and Mistress Jane. They are your Mistresses tonight. You better make them happy,” she then told the slaves. 
 
    -“Yes, Mistress”. The two slaves kissed Jane’s sandals and Jessica’s boots. 
 
      
 
    -“Follow me,” Kyoko told Jane and Jessica while yanking the leashes of the slaves to get them moving. She took them back to the lobby, and then into a long corridor with ten doors on each side. They moved about halfway down the corridor, where Kyoko asked, “Do you want separate or together?” 
 
    -“Together,” answered Jessica before Jane had a chance to react. Jessica’s look told Jane not to object. 
 
    -“Then this is your room,” said Kyoko and pointed to a door numbered 12. 
 
    -“Have fun, and when you are done, bring the slaves back to me”, she said and handed the leashes to Jessica. 
 
      
 
    -“This is going to be your best night ever,” Jessica told Jane as she opened the door. It revealed a large room, 6x15 meters. In the far end was a big double bed with bedpost and tethers attached. In one of the near corners were four slave cages. Elsewhere in the room were equipment to aid both sex and punishment. A queening chair, a sex chair, an Andrews cross, two different caning horses, three pair of shackles hanging from the ceiling. Alongside one of the walls was a rack with a rich selection of punishment implements and restraining equipment. 
 
      
 
    Jessica walked straight over to the rack and picked up two crops. She handed one over to Jane saying, “This is mandatory”. Jessica pointed to the bed. 
 
    -“Please, Mistress Jane, have a seat at the bed, and let the slaves get you in the mood.” 
 
      
 
    Jane went over to the bed and sat down, and Jessica followed with the leashed slaves in tow. 
 
    -“Worship Mistress Jane’s feet, slaves. All the way up. She is your Goddess.” 
 
    Jessica gave them each a swat of her crop on their asses, and the two slaves started kissing each their foot. 
 
      
 
    Jane thought at first it was tickling, but she soon warmed to the feeling as the slaves slowly worked their way up her feet, showering them with kisses. She also enjoyed the sight of two well-built and attractive men passionately kissing her feet. They looked like they were really enjoying what they were doing. Jessica gave them a swat of the crop every now and then, and after a while, so did Jane too. Jane appreciated the feeling of power that came with cropping the two males. She could abuse them however she wanted, and they would still worship her feet. 
 
      
 
    The slaves moved to Jane’s thighs, alternating between kissing and licking them. As they neared the hem of her dress, they would come titillatingly close to Jane’s pussy. Jane looked at Jessica. She was standing behind the kneeling slaves, looking amazingly sexy with her long black hair, short dress and boots. 
 
    Jessica winked as she delivered yet another stroke on one of the slave’s ass. 
 
    She then tapped the whip on the slave’s back. 
 
    -“You will now worship Goddess Jane’s pussy, slave.” 
 
    She grabbed the other slave by the hair, and dragged him towards her. 
 
    -“And you, slave, will worship me. Start with my boots.” 
 
    Two strokes of her crop on his ass spurred him on. 
 
      
 
    The first slave moved his head into Jane’s crotch, which he could easily access under Jane’s ultra-short dress. He started softly kissing the area around the pussy. Some of the kisses came really close, and Jane felt her excitement rise. She closed her eyes and leaned back. She was going to enjoy this. 
 
      
 
    The slave finally dared to worship the pussy itself. He started with a long, soft lick, starting from the bottom, working his way slowly over the vagina and then the clit. It felt amazingly good. Jane was aching for more, and she got it. 
 
      
 
    The slave followed up with more, rhythmic licks across the pussy, with occasional brushes over the clit. Jane’s appetite grew with every lick, and she gave the occasional moan. 
 
      
 
    It was pure enjoyment for Jane as the slave patiently kept licking. She gave him one or two swats of the crop on his back, but for the most part, she laid back and absorbed the pleasure. After ten minutes, however, her desire for even stronger pleasure had grown too much. 
 
    -“More on my clit,” Jane told the slave. 
 
    The slave obediently complied. His warm tongue alternated between pressing against the clit, gently brushing over it or delivering soft kisses. 
 
    -“Yes. Just like that,” Jane told him between two moans. The pleasure was intense, and Jane moaned loudly. 
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    It did not take long before Jane felt an orgasm coming. She tried holding back. She wanted this pleasure to last, and the orgasm to build up. Jane could only keep it up for a few minutes. The orgasm was coming, and it was coming strong. 
 
      
 
    Jane grabbed the slave’s hair with both hands, and forced his face into her pussy. She pressed his face against the pussy as she screamed. She had a more powerful orgasm than she could ever remember. For almost half a minute, she felt the contractions ripple through her body. The slave obediently kept his tongue pressed on the clit, contributing to Jane’s overwhelming ecstasy. 
 
      
 
     The orgasm slowly subsided, and Jane gradually started becoming aware of the outside world. She pushed the slave away from her and down on the floor. Her feeling of relaxation was complete.  
 
      
 
    Jessica, however, was moaning. On a sofa facing the bed, Jessica was enjoying the other slave. He had a chindo stuck to his face, and Jessica was fucking it enthusiastically.  
 
    -“Faster, slave,” she told him and applied the crop to his back. 
 
    From the appearance of the slave’s back, it looked as if Jessica had used the crop very liberally in the past few minutes, but Jane had been too consumed with her own pleasure to notice. 
 
      
 
    Jane started watching with interest. Her friend looked so sexy when she was dominating this male, using him for her pleasure alone. And a lot of pleasure too, judging from Jessica’s screams. 
 
      
 
    “I really want this”, thought Jane. “All of it. Female dominance, male slaves, the Femdom society, and amazing sex,” she reflected as she watched Jessica orgasm. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Rebellion 
 
      
 
    Outside Antianara, (Ex-Babylon), 5/1/7, 20:10 
 
    -“Let’s get them in the cages, girls. We are taking them to Eden,” Natalie called out to the Femdom Guardesses at her command. 
 
    On the ground in front of her were fifteen kneeling males with fear in their eyes. Around them laid a few more, unconscious after stun gun hits. These were the last slaves to surrender in the biggest slave rebellion Hera had seen. The rebellion was now completely crushed. More than 30 slaves had rebelled in and around Antianara. They had attacked their Mistresses and tried to escape. Mistresses had been injured, and some had been taken hostage. 
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    But once the Femdom Guard had moved in, the rebelling slaves were without hope. Without weapons or even the ability to get the general slave population to join them, they were left with no other choice than trying to escape from the Femdom State’s enforcers. But they had not succeeded. The Femdom Guard, including the Amazons, had tracked them down and ruthlessly attacked them, forcing their surrender. 
 
      
 
    The rebels knew they were in big trouble. That much was apparent from their terrified faces. Natalie, however, had no sympathy for them. They had rebelled against their Mistresses, their superiors, and they would deserve everything that was coming to them.  
 
      
 
    Few things annoyed Natalie more than disobedient males. And this was something far worse than mere disobedience. These males had actually attacked and injured Ladies. Natalie hoped she would personally get the pleasure of taking part in their well-deserved punishment. She would love to give them a good, harsh whipping right now. 
 
      
 
    But it would have to wait. The rebel slaves would first face justice in Eden. With some luck, Natalie would get her hands on them afterwards. 
 
      
 
    Natalie had the distinct impression the rest of the Femdom Guard felt exactly like her. The Guardesses were very brutally forcing the captured slaves into cages, and took every opportunity to beat, kick and whip the males along the way. 
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    As the last males had been caged, Natalie gave her encouragement and next orders. 
 
    -“Good work, Girls. Get the cages loaded onto the vehicles, and let’s get out of here.” 
 
      
 
    Town Hall, Eden Colony, 5/1/20, 17:45 
 
    Jane and Jessica came out of the town hall meeting exited over what they had just witnessed. The outcome of the meeting would be decisive in the politics of Hera; there was no doubt about that. 
 
      
 
    The Equality Party had suffered a devastating blow. Investigation into the slave rebellion in Antianara last week had revealed that all slaves involved had been managed using egalitarian methods. No properly broken slave managed with the strict methods advocated by the Femdom Party had joined the rebellion, even when given the chance. 
 
      
 
    The rebelling slaves had proven beyond doubt that unbroken slaves were a menace to the Ladies of Hera. The Ladies taken hostage had given testimony of the brutality they had been exposed to. 
 
      
 
    In light of the findings, the colonial management had decided all slaves needed to be properly broken. Slaves in private custody would temporarily be taken to the central slaveholding facilities in order to be brought to a proper submissive state. Ladies refusing to use corporal discipline in the management of slaves would no longer be allocated slaves for their work tasks. 
 
      
 
    Most of the audience had cheered when the new measures were announced. And the Equality Party’s attempts to protest had been booed. It appeared sentiment among the Ladies of Hera had swung decisively in favour of the Femdom Party. 
 
      
 
    As for the rebelling slaves themselves, they had been sentenced to one year imprisonment with daily beatings. In addition, they would be given several public whippings in all the colonies of Hera, open for all Lady Citizens to take part in. 
 
      
 
    -“I think we just saw the death of the Equality Party,” said Jessica. 
 
    -“Yes, it will be hard for them to recover from this,” agreed Jane. 
 
    -“It did not make them look better having tried to present the rebellion as a result of too harsh slave treatment the last week.” 
 
    -“Yes, they have lost all credibility. I even heard that some of them might have been encouraging the rebels.” 
 
    -“Let’s all hope that’s not the case. It won’t be good to be them if that turns out to be true.” 
 
    -“Amen,” said Jane. 
 
      
 
    -“Well, I have to run now. Will I see you at the whipping tomorrow?” asked Jessica. 
 
    -“Absolutely. Those rebels deserve all they are getting. I am going to take part,” answered Jane. 
 
    -“Good to have you on board, finally,” smiled Jessica. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 A Queendom is born 
 
      
 
    Town Hall, Eden Colony, 5/3/1, 19:59 
 
    Almost all the Ladies of the Eden colony were gathered in the town hall. They were witnessing the first experiment in democracy on Hera: A referendum on a constitution for the Heran colonies. As the clock ticked towards 20.00, Megan was waiting nervously for the result to be announced. 
 
      
 
    At precisely 20.00, Deanna announced from the stage: 
 
    -“The voting is now closed, and we have a result. There are 403 votes in favour of the constitution, 87 votes against, and 7 blank votes. The constitution is approved!” 
 
      
 
    A big cheer went out through the audience. Megan sighed with relief. Lydia, sitting next to Megan asked, “Were you nervous?” 
 
    -“Yes, I was a little afraid we had put too much of our program into the document. It could have put voters off,” answered Megan. 
 
    -“Yes, we were maybe pushing it a bit with mandatory contributions to a population increase program,” agreed Lydia. “But I had no doubt permanent male slavery and female-only citizenship would go down well. Especially after the rebellion.” 
 
    -“The population increase is imperative to guarantee our long term future, so we had to include it. Anyway, it succeeded, so no need to worry anymore,” said Megan, before excusing herself, “I have to address the Ladies now” 
 
      
 
    Megan made her way to the stage, and addressed the crowd: 
 
    “Congratulations Ladies! This is a great day for you, for the planet, and indeed for all of humanity. 
 
    You have just voted decisively in favour of the constitution of the first viable Femdom state in history. We can now build, for the first time, a society, that is organised based on female superiority. 
 
    We will now start a journey that is called the Queendom of Hera. There will be many challenges ahead, but I have no doubt we will face a very bright future. We are destined to prosper and expand through the intellect, efforts and leadership of you, Lady Citizens, and through the labour of our loyal slaves.  
 
    As is clear in the constitution you have approved, our Femdom state will be a democracy. In 20 days you will again vote. You will vote for the Assembly of Ladies, our parliament, and you will vote for our first Queen. These two elections will be the milestones that mark the proper beginning of The Queendom of Hera. I hope you will participate as enthusiastically then as you did now. 
 
    However, in the Royal election, I will not be a candidate. I have, for all practical purposes, been your ruler for the last few months. A benevolent ruler I hope, but a ruler nonetheless. It would therefore be against the spirit of the constitution and its one-term-limit for me to become your Queen now.” 
 
      
 
    The silent crowd’s surprise was unmistakable. Megan continued. 
 
      
 
    “I therefore encourage capable Lady Citizens to step up and put their names on the ballot. We need a strong Queen, and I shall be her loyal servant and adviser. 
 
    I thank you all for your support over the last year, and once again, I congratulate you. Thank you all!” 
 
      
 
    A thunderous applause accompanied Megan as she walked off the stage. 
 
      
 
    Town Hall, Eden Colony, 5/3/29, 12:00 
 
    The town hall was packed. Almost everyone living in Eden was there. Many Ladies from the other colonies had travelled to Hera to be present at the coronation of Hera’s first Queen. 
 
      
 
    A throne had been built on the stage in the town hall, and a red carpet leading to it had been rolled out, crossing the hall. The Ladies of Hera lined the red carpet, elegantly dressed in long dresses. Among the Ladies, there were some males, kneeling and half naked. These were personal slaves that their Lady owners had brought along in leashes for the occasion. 
 
      
 
    Next to the throne stood Megan. Dressed in a long black dress and knee-high boots, she looked distinctly elegant. Dark red lips and dark brown hair in a chignon completed her look. 
 
      
 
    Two slaves were kneeling next to Megan. One was presenting a Tiara on a pillow. The other was presenting a coiled single tail whip, also on a pillow. 
 
      
 
    Megan called out 
 
    -“Ladies, Your Queen, Patricia I!” 
 
    Patricia entered the hall on the red carpet and headed slowly towards the throne, smiling and waving to the assembled Ladies. The blond beauty wore her hair in an elaborate updo style. An elegant long red dress, with matching nails and lips accentuated her femininity, while her knee-high black boots with heels and pointed toe gave her an appearance of authority. 
 
      
 
    The Ladies cheered, waved and curtsied as she made her way past them and up to the throne, where she took her seat.  
 
      
 
    Megan addressed Patricia loudly, so that all could hear. 
 
    -“Patricia! You have been elected Queen by the Ladies of Hera. Please take this crown as a symbol of your status as the Ruler of Hera.” 
 
    Megan took the tiara from the slave and placed it on Patricia’s head. The Ladies in the audience cheered wildly. 
 
      
 
    Then, the slave presenting the whip crawled in front of the throne, kissed Patricia’s boots, and addressed her with a loud, clear voice: 
 
    -“On behalf of the slaves of Hera, I humbly present you the Royal whip, as a symbol of your authority and our submission. We pledge our absolute obedience and devotion to you, our Queen and Mistress.” 
 
    Patricia took the whip from the pillow, and again the audience cheered. The slave moved aside. Finally, Patricia addressed Megan and the audience: 
 
    -“I, Patricia I, vow to rule Hera to the best of my abilities according to the Constitution of Hera and the principles of Female Superiority. I thank you all for the trust you have placed in me.” 
 
    -“My time as Regent is now over. I pronounce Patricia I Queen of Hera!” called Megan, and went down on her knee, kissing Patricia’s hand. 
 
    The jubilant crowd cheered even louder. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Author contact 
 
    If you have any comments on the books in this series, questions about the Ladies of Hera universe or even requests for particular parts of this universe to be explored in future books, please contact the author on 
 
    clnorthbridge@protonmail.com 
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