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 JOINING THE QUEENDOM 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Diplomacy 
 
      
 
    Newton Nature Reserve 167/2/10 
 
      
 
    -"This is beautiful," Sarah Stevenson said. "Thanks for bringing me here." 
 
      
 
    From the small grove of trees on the grassy hilltop, she looked out across a flower-strewn field to a winding brook. A footbridge crossed the brook to the green central lawn of Newton College. Attractive stone-faced buildings, one with a clock tower, faced the green on three sides. Behind her, on the hill's other side, lay a small forest. 
 
      
 
    -"I love it here," Sophia Black answered. "This is Founders' Hill, my favourite place. I often come up here to talk with friends, or just think things out. If it wasn't for the dome we could be on Earth. I've never been there, of course, but I've read and seen so much about it I'm almost nostalgic." 
 
      
 
    The dome above excluded the carbon dioxide rich atmosphere of Leda, the fourth planet orbiting the star Tau Ceti. Within the dome, humans could breathe normally.  
 
      
 
    -"I knew intellectually how much of the dome area was nature preserve," Sarah said, "but seeing it is different. I'm awed by the vision the first settlers had in setting so much aside. No other colony did anything like this. Bringing the seeds of Earth trees, flowers, and other plants that did not have direct agricultural purposes was brilliant. So was making the college buildings attractive - most colonies wouldn't bother." 
 
      
 
    -"It was part of the plan," Sophia explained. "The idea was to have one of the Union colonies be the ‘city of learning' - an ‘ivory tower.' The expedition planners knew there'd be lots of challenges on a new world, and the colonies would need brains to deal with them. Making Newton a calm, peaceful city was part of the plan. I'm biased, of course, but I think we've done well." 
 
      
 
    Sophia spoke from her position as Rector, or head, of Newton College, the Union's primary institution of higher learning.  Her friend Sarah was visiting in her capacity as director for cultural affairs at the Foreign Ministry of the Queendom of Leda. Officially, Sarah had come to finalize an agreement under which more Queendom students would come to study in Newton, and the Queendom would provide funding to the College. 
 
      
 
    Sophia had come to know Sarah through a number of diplomatic events, and the two had become friends. They enjoyed being together, and shared interests in politics, with Sophia being a professor of political science in addition to her administrative role. By coincidence, both were excellent chess players and had faced each other in planet-wide tournaments. 
 
      
 
    While they never spoke of it, Sophia correctly suspected that Sarah was also part of the Queendom's intelligence service. For this reason, Sophia had to be somewhat careful with what she told Sarah. The relationship between the Queendom and the Union, of which Newton was part of, was delicate. Since the colonists from the planet Hera first arrived on Leda thirty-four Ledan years (fifteen Earth years) earlier, there had been tension between them and the already-established Union settlers who shared Leda's north polar region. 
 
      
 
    The tension arose from the Herans' unique gynarchic society, in which women held all positions of authority and men were slaves. Any male entering their territory was considered a slave.  
 
      
 
    Many in the Union colonies were horrified by the Herans' brutal treatment of their slaves, and anxious about the rapid growth of the Heran colonies. The Queendom had a strong central government and strong military forces under unified command. In contrast, the Union was a less cohesive coalition of colonies like Newton, each with its own government, interests, and military forces.   
 
      
 
    At present, an uneasy ‘cold peace' existed between the Union and the Queendom. The peace had gotten notably colder after the Queendom annexed the Union colony of New California in what amounted to an electoral coup, as well as the non-Union colony of Mount Hope through outright military conquest. Both sides were building up their military forces and anticipated further conflict. 
 
      
 
    -"How about lunch?" Sophia asked, and beckoned with a raised hand to a man kneeling about 20 meters away.  Her husband Peter rose, carrying a backpack, and walked quickly uphill to them.  
 
      
 
    -"Good manners," Sarah said smiling, "he didn't take off the pack without permission. I notice a bit of a limp, though." 
 
      
 
    -"Good eye," Sophia responded, "He was excited to meet you again so I gave him a good beating this morning to calm him down. I guess he's still feeling it." 
 
      
 
    Peter arrived, excited to serve the two women. Even in hiking clothes, both exuded confidence and power.  He knelt and kissed Sophia's walking shoes, and then Sarah's.  
 
    -"How may I serve you, Mistresses?" he asked deferentially. 
 
      
 
    Sophia slapped his face harshly, first forehanded and then backhanded. 
 
    -"You took your time walking up here, slave. Why didn't you run?" 
 
      
 
    -"I'm sorry, Mistress."  
 
      
 
    -"You will be. Now set up lunch, quickly." 
 
      
 
    Peter removed his pack and spread out a blanket. He then spread out a picnic cloth and set out plates and silverware. After placing cheese and salad on the plates, he poured wine into glasses. Once done, he stepped away from the two women and dropped to his knees with his head on the ground. 
 
      
 
    Without a "thank you" - Peter knew not to expect such courtesies or any of the food -  Sophia kicked him and ordered,  
 
    -"Crawl to your waiting spot! Then I want you waiting on your knees, face in the dirt." 
 
      
 
    Peter managed not to groan at the added indignity, and crawled off. Logically, he knew he should be outraged at this degrading treatment.  Instead he felt aroused. Being dominated by Sophia was incredibly exciting, and even better when another dominant woman joined her. Somehow their energies reinforced each other.  He would do anything to please them, and he knew they knew it.  
 
      
 
    The two women sat down on the blanket and started lunch while enjoying the sight of Peter crawling away.  After they finished the food and their first glasses of wine, Sarah refilled the glasses and reopened the conversation. 
 
      
 
    -"He's very well trained," Sarah said admiringly. "That can't be easy in Newton." 
 
      
 
    "It isn't," Sophia acknowledged. "This preserve is the only place outside our home where we can openly be Mistress and slave. The size of it affords privacy.” 
 
      
 
    -"I admit I was amazed when you came to Helena four years ago with Peter and you told me you were dominant. In public, you're a model of Newtonian egalitarianism. It never occurred to me you dominated your husband in private. I loved it when you let me whip a Union Prize winner - I've beaten lots of men but that was a first!" 
 
      
 
    Peter Black had won the Union Prize, the Union's highest honour, for his work as professor of agriculture at Newton College. Since the colonists arrived, researchers had tried to modify plants from Earth to grow outside the domes. However, Leda's atmosphere and soil had allowed only a few crops to grow. Peter's team finally succeeded for many other crops, using genetic engineering. They also developed improved computer controlled fertilization systems to grow the new crops cheaply. A lot of fruits and vegetables that had previously been rare and expensive were now common fare across the planet. 
 
      
 
    -"It's a funny story, that we can't tell anyone except close friends. Every year, I lectured about the Union and Queendom, and felt ever closer to the Heran view. Then, one night after a few drinks, I decided to act on it. I asked Peter, whom I had just started dating if he would let me dominate him. I somehow sensed he was submissive deep down, and I was right. He agreed right away, so we played, and we both loved it. 
 
    I relished whipping him, and he loved serving me. Pretty soon, we were Mistress and submissive. We got married a few months later, but keep the femdom private. Newton's pretty accepting, but the anti-femdom crowd is present here too, and we don’t want their attention." 
 
      
 
    -"Wouldn't you rather practice femdom openly?" Sarah asked. 
 
      
 
    -"Yes, but I'm a bit ambivalent. I love the power rush - I've got one of Leda's leading citizens kneeling there uncomfortably, hungry, ignored, waiting to do whatever I tell him to. I beat him bloody this morning, and will do it again when we get back. I love hurting him and ordering him around, but I worry about what that says about me. I represent and advocate all these good egalitarian ideas as rector and as a lecturer at work, but I'm a brutal sadist at home. The funny thing is how much he wants it.  He says the best part of the day is when we come home and I lock his collar on." 
 
      
 
    -"I went through the same thing," Sarah said. "Most of my compatriots are descended from the original settlers from Hera, who set up the Queendom on Leda. They've been bred for generations to be powerful and dominant.  For them, it's natural. I'm not Heran by descent. I grew up in Pontus colony and moved to Helena to practice femdom. I really needed it, but felt guilty sometimes. I've gotten over guilt, but still think about the question." 
 
      
 
    -"The fact is that you need to dominate Peter.  You're a sadist, like me. You love hurting men. That's the way you are and there's no sense feeling guilty. Peter's submissive - he needs to serve you.  If he didn't, he'd walk away right now, move out of your house, and have nothing to do with you again. You're a Mistress, and he's a slave." 
 
      
 
    -"Agreed," Sophia said. "But, putting my teacher's hat on, how do he and I fit in the broader context?" 
 
      
 
    -"Easily," Sarah grinned. "Throughout history, societies have ducked the fact that lots of women want to dominate men, and lots of men want to serve them. The Herans prove that running society that way works very well.  For that matter, don't you think Newton's evolving that way?  It's publically egalitarian, but in many ways matriarchal. Of seven governing council members, you and four others are women. The governor is a woman. Women head most of the major institutions and businesses. And it works. I'd say Newton's the most successful colony in the Union." 
 
      
 
    -"I've thought a lot about this," Sophia said, "and of course we talk about it in class." My take is that we have many super-talented men, like Peter. However, we've also developed the idea that women are better leaders. For example, half the college's full professors are men, but almost all the administrators are women. Men are comfortable with this arrangement.  Peter could be a great rector, but wants to stay in his lab and is happy to take directions from me. Same for many of our major businesses - a lot of the top talent are men, but women are the CEOs." 
 
      
 
    -"What do you think caused this?" Sarah asked. "Most of the Union colonies are hostile to women leading, but here it's the norm." 
 
      
 
    -"I'm almost finished with a book about this," Sophia grinned. "Here's my take.  I think it is part a due to the tolerance and open-mindedness that comes with being a place of learning, and part a side-effect of the Heran colonisation. 
 
    While we have a long history of female leaders in our colony, including the first governor, it is only during the last few decades female leadership has become so extensive. It very much coincided with the arrival of the Herans.  
 
    The Queendom has provided what to many is a horror example of what happens if women are in power, and this has, as you know, caused a backlash against women in power in much of the Union. In most of our colonies, there is now a lot of suspicion against women who act assertively or show any sympathy towards the Queendom. 
 
    There are of course plenty of women - and men too - who are not comfortable with such attitudes. And these tend to migrate to less oppressive places. So they flock to the few tolerant places left in the Union, like Newton. This has attracted many ambitious female leaders to our colony, as well as men who accept them and are prepared to be led by them. The effect of this can now be seen in how the leadership of our colony is composed.” 
 
      
 
    -"That’s interesting," Sarah said. “Do you think Newton is set to move further towards formal female rule?” 
 
      
 
    -“Not really. Those who prefer Heran style femdom move to the Queendom right away. Newtonians are more comfortable with softer and less formal female rule. 
 
      
 
    -"Have you thought of moving to the Queendom? I have noticed you don’t mind being harsh with the men. You'd fit right in. We could really need someone to build a first class education system for the Queendom." 
 
      
 
    -"Thanks - it's tempting. I've often wondered about moving. I love the female power rush of the Queendom - all women dominant and all males submitting naturally. I love walking around in leather and boots with Peter on a leash. Beating him or other men in public. The special female energy really turns me on. But I'd miss the intellectual life here. The discussions we have on Newton don't come naturally in Queendom colonies. I'd love to combine both lifestyles, but don't see a way." 
 
      
 
    -"Maybe there's a way. Let's discuss it tonight at dinner. Am I right that the other female council members are coming?" 
 
      
 
    -"Yes, all five of us will be there." 
 
      
 
    -"Great," Sarah said. "Let's get Peter over here to lick our walking shoes clean and then pack up and head back to get ready for dinner." 
 
      
 
      
 
    Rector's house, Newton College, 167/2/10 
 
    Peter Black knelt naked outside the shower with his head bowed, holding a large soft towel. Through the shower door, he could enjoy the sight of Sophia's beautiful body as she luxuriated in the hot water spray. From experience, he knew she would be done in a minute or so. These shower rituals were always followed by a painful beating. Still, he craved it. 
 
      
 
    As expected, Sophia turned off the shower, stepped out, and ordered curtly "Dry me, slave." Peter rose and covered her gently with the towel. He then started rubbing her body slowly. "Good boy," she purred happily, and Peter's erection swelled. After a few minutes she ordered, "Shoes." Peter hung up the towel and knelt at her beautiful feet, admiring the bright red toenails he had painted that morning.  Sophia lifted her right foot, and Peter slipped it into the right shoe of her favourite pair of high heels. He then put the left one on. These were an elegant pair of black stilettoes, with metal spikes and metal studs on the toes. The studs looked like a design touch, but were there for punishment. Although they were short, they were very sharp. 
 
      
 
    -"Down," Sophia ordered. Peter turned away, put his head on the floor, arms outstretched, and raised his ass. In a stern mistress tone, Sophia announced, "You were insolent on the hill, slave.  We need better tonight. How can we ensure that?" 
 
      
 
    Peter knew the appropriate response. "Please discipline me, Mistress, to make sure I behave well." 
 
      
 
    -"I will, boy," she answered. "I'll freshen up this morning's cuts." 
 
      
 
    Sophia kicked Peter's right ass cheek, driving the studs into his skin. Peter grunted from the pain, and a pattern of bright red dots appeared. Sophia then kicked his left cheek, and then repeated the sequence. Each kick felt harder and the pain got worse. Peter's whole body was now shaking. Soon he couldn't keep still and started crying "Ow, ow" and "Please stop, Mistress." More and more of his rear was covered with red marks. 
 
      
 
    [image: J:\annet\Eridani\graphic\Silhouettes\Book Illustrations\P86.png] 
 
      
 
    Sophia loved kicking Peter. "Shut up," she ordered, knowing that her abuse was too painful for Peter to accept silently. She felt herself getting wetter as the punishment went on. Then the moment came - blood started flowing from Peter's rear. She knew she should stop here, but gave a few extra hard kicks instead. She then walked around Peter and drove her spike heels into his outstretched hands, yielding another cry of pain. 
 
      
 
     -"Thank me properly," she ordered. Peter raised his head and kissed her toes. "Thank you for disciplining me, Mistress."  
 
    - 
 
    "You're welcome, slave. Now lick my shoes clean!" 
 
      
 
    Sophia watched happily as Peter licked the sharp studs, wincing when they pierced his tongue. Despite the pain - or maybe in part because of it - she could see that he loved this degrading shoe worship. His degradation made her feel even crueller and happier. When she was satisfied, she raised a foot and pushed his face away. 
 
      
 
    -"Go clean yourself up, boy. Then finish preparing dinner. Guests will arrive at 1900, and I'll call for dinner about an hour later. For your own sake, make sure this dinner goes perfectly." 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    Four hours later, Peter opened the door and bowed.  
 
      
 
    -"Good evening, Governor. Please follow me to the Rector's study." 
 
      
 
    -"Thank you, Peter," Marianne Dubois replied.  
 
      
 
    Both enjoyed the event's formality. Usually when they met, Marianne was the brilliant CEO of NewtonGrow, the agricultural company whose seeds and plants were sold all over Leda.  Among its most profitable lines were ones Peter developed and sold to NewtonGrow in exchange for a large block of stock and a lucrative consulting contract. Tonight, however, Peter was a uniformed butler ushering Newton's top leader to a formal dinner.  Marianne was dressed in a stunning green gown with matching shoes and bag that perfectly set off her long blonde hair and elegant makeup. Although she had lived in Newton since coming from the Paris colony to study at the college, she retained the style and grace for which inhabitants of that colony were known. 
 
      
 
    The Rector's study, like many parts of the college, gave the feel of being on Earth rather than Leda. It was panelled in real wood from trees in the nature reserve. Portraits of college luminaries hung on the walls. Sarah, Sophia, and four other women in evening dresses rose as the Governor entered. 
 
      
 
    -"Welcome, Governor," Sophia said. She gestured to another uniformed butler who presented a glass of wine. Sophia suppressed a smile, because the butler, James, was the Governor's husband and head of Newton hospital's radiology department. The other two butlers were also submissive husbands of the council members. Using these accomplished men as servants gave Sophia a good feel. 
 
      
 
    Gesturing to the door, Sophia ordered, "Leave us, boys. I'll ring for dinner when we're ready."  The four males bowed and left the room silently, leaving only the six women seated on the comfortable couches. 
 
      
 
    -"Thank you all for coming," Sophia announced. "I believe you don't all know each other, so let me introduce everyone. Our guest is Sarah Stevenson, director of foreign cultural affairs of the Queendom of Leda." 
 
      
 
    “And architect of New California’s integration in the Queendom,” added a tall woman with short red hair, a powerful build, and suntanned face with a firm voice. She referred to the defection of the colony of New California from the Union and its annexation by the Queendom, an episode in which Sarah had been heavily involved – some of it officially, and a lot more unofficially. Sarah was unsure of how much the woman knew. 
 
      
 
    Sarah smiled politely and gave her best non-answer. 
 
    -"We all serve in many roles, Madam Commissioner.  You, for example, as managing director of Newton Informatics." 
 
      
 
    -"Touché," Abigail Ryan smiled back, clearly impressed by Sarah's smooth response. "We are a small colony and our governmental duties are part time and unpaid." 
 
      
 
    -"In that spirit," Sophia continued, "let me introduce Governor Dubois." 
 
      
 
    -"Marianne," the Governor replied. "I suggest first names. It's a pleasure to meet you, Sarah." 
 
      
 
    -"Thank you," Sarah replied. "May I say your gown is magnificent? I assume it's Parisian." 
 
      
 
    -"It is," Marianne smiled. "Newton excels in many areas but fashion remains underdeveloped. That said, your Heran outfit is stunning. I assume leaving the whip holster empty is symbolic." 
 
      
 
    Sarah was wearing a tight fitting short black leather dress, with a metal belt and dramatic thigh-high black boots with high heels. Her right boot had the traditional whip holster, but without a whip. 
 
      
 
    "Yes. The boots feel incomplete without a whip, but away from home I fear a whip might be taken as a hostile gesture." 
 
      
 
    -"Unfortunately, that is the way it is in the Union, even in Newton. However, in tonight's company, your whip would be welcome. Perhaps later our hostess will give you an opportunity to demonstrate Heran technique. " 
 
      
 
    -"I would be delighted, as I am sure the rest of us would be," Sophia said, drawing nods and murmurs of agreement. 
 
      
 
    -"Let's be informal," a small Asian woman in a long yellow dress and elegant high-heeled sandals said. "I'm Jane Chi, councilwoman and commissioner for finance. I also teach economics at the College." 
 
      
 
    "It's good to see you, Sarah," Lexi Snow said. "We've met at diplomatic events." 
 
      
 
    -"Likewise," Sarah replied to the commissioner for Union affairs. "When we last met you were the deputy to the previous commissioner. Congratulations on the promotions." 
 
      
 
    -"I guess I'm last," a dark-haired beauty in a tight red dress and matching high boots announced. "Judith Kamin, health commissioner.  Did Sophia explain that as rector she's also education commissioner?" 
 
      
 
    -"She did," Sarah replied. "I'm impressed by how small and efficient your government is. I gather there are also two councilmen." 
 
      
 
      
 
    -"Yes," confirmed Judith. "One is in charge of parks and recreation, and the other is in charge of public works. But since they do not share our view on gender relations, we thought it better to leave them out of this gathering.” 
 
      
 
    -“And since this is not an official function, it is not necessary to have them here," added Marianne. 
 
      
 
    Four out of the five Newtonian women present were in female led relationships, with the last being in a lesbian marriage. And these women made up most of the government in a Union colony. Sarah had been amazed when Sophia had let her know that so many fellow members of the leadership of Newton shared their taste for female dominance. Four of Newton’s seven councillors formed an informal club that met in secret to practice femdom.  
 
    For Sarah and the Queendom, this was an amazing stroke of luck, though Sophia had given a plausible explanation for how it had turned out that way. Regardless of how it had come about, it was a most favourable situation, as this group was far more likely to give a positive hearing to suggestions from a Queendom representative than any other group of leaders in the Union. 
 
      
 
      
 
    -"OK," Sophia said. "Let's get to business. I'd like to brief you on what Sarah and I have been doing for the past two days. We've concluded an agreement that I'll bring to the council for approval. It's got two parts." 
 
      
 
    -"First, we've agreed to significantly increase the number of Queendom students coming to the college. Until now, the Queendom has not needed many spaces in higher education, but this is set to change. The Queendom has therefore offered to increase the number of students in Newton to fifty per age class. From our view, that's great. Their students are good, so we'd welcome more. The additional tuition would also be very helpful, being higher than we are allowed to charge for Union students." 
 
      
 
    -"How do Queendom students adjust to living here?" Judith asked. "Their culture's very different." 
 
      
 
    -"Sometimes there are minor incidents when they're new," Sophia explained with a laugh. "They're not used to free males. Three years ago a boy dropped a sample in chem lab. His Queendom partner slapped him hard, and slammed him to the floor before she realized what she was doing. She handled it well - picked him up, apologized after class to the instructor, and brought cookies to the next class." 
 
      
 
    -"Was it by chance Rebecca Elliot?" Sarah asked. "I chair the committee that picks the students, so I know them."  
 
      
 
    -"It was," Sophia said. "How'd you guess?" 
 
      
 
    -"Our students come here after mistress training, where they get very good at handling slaves. Rebecca's supervisor wrote a rec saying she was a star whom they'd tried to convince to go straight into the prison service, or to join after college. In other words, she's strong, fast, and brutal. Did she apologize to the boy?" 
 
      
 
    -"No, but I hear they're now dating. It seems he discovered he's submissive. Seven years [3 Earth Years] from now you may have both of them." 
 
      
 
    -"Do boys really move to the Queendom?" Abigail asked. "Wouldn't that make them slaves?" 
 
      
 
    -"Correct," Lexi said. "Those male students who date Queendom students tend to be submissive though, so that is what they prefer.” 
 
      
 
    -"What's the second part of the agreement?" Abigail asked. 
 
      
 
    -"The Queendom will donate a million credits a year to the college for ten years. It's an unrestricted gift with no strings, which will help us greatly. I should note that no Union colony has been anywhere near as generous." 
 
      
 
    -"I worry when I hear things like this," Abigail said, "especially from a Queendom representative. What's in it for the Herans?" 
 
      
 
    "It's simple," Sarah answered. "As you know, our economy is growing rapidly." 
 
      
 
    -"Slave labour will do that," Jane pointed out. "We discuss that in class." 
 
      
 
    -"It sure helps," Sarah laughed. "But a lot is also fuelled by Newtonian science. Marianne will tell you that we buy lots of seeds and plants, and Abigail knows that we buy the corresponding irrigation systems. You continuously come up with useful innovations in many fields.  
 
    But more importantly, your educational institutions will be crucial for our future growth. We lack a higher education system. Apart from a small college in New California we have nothing, whereas your institutions are the best on the planet. Until now, our needs have been limited, since most of our people were educated back on Hera. But half a decade (2 Earth Years) from now the first generation of native born Queendom citizens will reach maturity, and at that point our demand for higher education will explode. We want to partner with someone who can satisfy this demand.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    -"Why not build up your educational system?" Jane asked. 
 
      
 
    -“We will of course do that. But that will take time. And it will take even longer to achieve the quality that you offer here in Newton. The coming Queendom generations will need the best education if we are going to continue to prosper, and we can only get that in Newton. So we want to partner with you.” 
 
      
 
    -"Fair enough," Marianne said. "I can't see the agreement having any trouble in the council." 
 
      
 
    -"Thank you," Sarah said. "I'm glad to hear that. With your permission, I’d like to raise another topic."  
 
      
 
    -"Please go ahead." 
 
      
 
    -"I'd like to explore broader issues involving Newton and the Queendom. If you're amenable, I would like this discussion to be unofficial, in that nothing anyone says is binding on them or their organizations. In the spirit of Newton, this would simply be an open exchange of ideas." 
 
      
 
    -"I don't like this," Abigail said coldly, "especially given your personal history. Governor, what do you think?" 
 
      
 
    Suddenly the discussion was getting formal. All eyes turned to Marianne. -"I understand your concern, Commissioner, and share it. Still, I see no harm in hearing our guest out.  She is perfectly aware of our commitment to the Union." 
 
      
 
    Sarah's respect for Marianne, which had started off high based on what she knew before the meeting, rose even further. The governor was clearly a cool and calculating leader. 
 
      
 
    -"Thank you," Sarah said, "I appreciate your consideration. I would like to list four points we might discuss. Please allow me to list them before replying."   
 
      
 
    -"First, we are all aware that the current balance of power between the Queendom, Union, and Chinese is unstable. We must accept as likely that at some point hostilities will erupt between some or all of these three groups, all of which are heavily armed including nuclear weapons." 
 
      
 
    -"Second, I submit that of the two northern hemisphere powers, the Queendom is stronger. The present balance of forces might look even, but the Queendom’s forces have far more combat experience, and enjoy unity of decision-making and unity of command. The Union has shown itself less able to act quickly and decisively. Moreover, our economy and hence military power is growing faster than the Union's. In sum, the Queendom is the rising power." 
 
      
 
    -"Third, the Queendom values Newton more than the Union does." 
 
      
 
    -"Fourth, I submit that Newton's interests lie more closely with the Queendom than with the Union." 
 
      
 
    Marianne looked around the room thoughtfully. "Councilwomen, what are your thoughts?" 
 
      
 
    Abigail responded angrily, "I'm hearing a threat and I don't like it. The Union military, and especially the Newton Regiment, is very capable. Even if the Queendom could conquer us - which I doubt - their losses would be tremendous. They would lose more than they would gain." 
 
      
 
    To everyone's surprise, Sarah agreed. "Commissioner, that is not unlike my own assessment. While we would win, we would suffer military losses. And we would also incur economic losses that would last for decades. We are perfectly aware that the software you supply, which is important in many industries, needs annual updates or it will fail. Similarly, our plant and seed supplies come annually, and for some peculiar reason these cannot be used to develop seeds for future years." 
 
      
 
    Sophia laughed gently and said politely, "The latter took my boy months of effort to ensure. I gather it would be very difficult to work around, and that the Queendom has no one capable of it." 
 
      
 
    "It will be of some cost to us, yes," Sarah conceded. "Moreover, destruction or even a harsh occupation would destroy Newton and the college as the intellectual resource we - and for that matter all of Leda - need for the future. We need innovation in many sectors.  We may face unknown diseases or crop plagues, and are certain to face crises arising from Leda's active geology. Hence the Queendom very much would like to have Newton as a partner." 
 
      
 
    -"You mean subject, don't you!" Abigail demanded. 
 
      
 
    -"No," Sarah replied calmly. "As a largely autonomous duchy within the Queendom. We recognize Newton's unique value and would do nothing to destroy it. Why would we?" 
 
      
 
    -"Hmm" Lexi asked in her diplomat's mode, "In a purely hypothetical case, what might such an arrangement be?" 
 
      
 
    -"The Queendom would require several things. First, that political power and voting rights be restricted to women, as is the case throughout the Queendom. Second, that males be placed under female control." 
 
      
 
    -"You mean slaves!" Abigail demanded. 
 
      
 
    -"Yes and no," Sarah replied. "Formally they would be considered slaves, but Newton would be free to decide what that means. Heran society rests on the fact that over many years, women have been bred to rule and men to serve. Both accept what seems harsh to outsiders. In Newton, other arrangements could be made.  Recall that throughout most of human history, women lacked political and economic power, but were not considered slaves.  The tables could be flipped. Surely you agree that Newton is already evolving into an essentially matriarchal society. Males could still be allowed to pursue their talents, attend the college, and hold appropriate jobs while under female guidance. Isn't that the case for most of your husbands?" 
 
      
 
    Jane, who had been listening quietly, said, "In this hypothetical case, it should be possible to preserve the essence of Newton's society. Again hypothetically, we could accept a loss of full independence in exchange for additional resources for the college and other institutions. Properly done, both Newton and the remainder of the Queendom would benefit." 
 
      
 
    Sophia noted the "remainder of" phrase. Jane, Newton's finest economist, wasn't ruling the idea out.  
 
      
 
    -"If we become part of the Queendom," Abigail asked, more calmly than before, "what's to stop the Queendom from reneging on the deal? We noticed how quickly New California went to the same universal male slavery model as the rest of the Queendom after annexation." 
 
      
 
    -"New California made its choices through a democratic process. Newton can choose different arrangements,” replied Sarah. 
 
    -“And why should the Queendom renege?" she continued. "Newton's value to the Queendom is as Newton, not a subjugated province. The obvious arrangement is as a Duchy, with a Duchess and council elected by all adult females, with considerable ability to make local laws." 
 
      
 
    -"Again hypothetically," Lexi noted, "such an arrangement would be much easier to accept if we retained the means to assert our sovereignty. We would need to be in control of our own military and law enforcement.”  
 
      
 
    -"I have reason to believe," Sarah smiled, "that the Queen and her government would accept such an arrangement. As a self-governing Duchy within the Queendom, Newton could retain its defence force subject to it being available to the Queendom, much as it is presently to the Union." 
 
      
 
    -"I suggest," Marianne said as she rose gracefully to her feet, "that we adjourn for dinner, which will give us time for contemplation. Let's not discuss these matters in the presence of our boys, even though I'm sure they are loyal and trustworthy. We can reconvene after dinner."  
 
      
 
    Sarah noted admiringly how once the discussion had turned to matters of state, the Governor had taken charge and the group accepted her leadership.  Sarah was impressed by all the council members, who seemed capable and intelligent. All of them would do well in the Queendom, and Marianne would make a fine Duchess. For that matter, she would make a fine Queen. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Dinner was truly excellent. The food and wine were superb, and the male servers carried out their duties perfectly. Conversation stayed on safe topics, notably life in Newton, the college's plans, and future cultural exchanges between Newton and the Queendom.  
 
      
 
    After a whispered conversation with Marianne, Sophia rose and announced, "Ladies, let's retire to my study. Once the boys have cleaned up, they can join us for a special treat.  Now, let's thank them for this wonderful dinner." 
 
      
 
    The women applauded, and the males bowed politely in acknowledgement. 
 
      
 
    Back in the Rector's study, Marianne closed the door and took charge again. 
 
      
 
    -"We have all had time to consider Sarah's proposal. Personally, I think it is a very good approach with benefits to both sides. If enough of you agree, I suggest we discuss it further. Is anyone opposed to such discussion?" 
 
      
 
    None of the councilwomen spoke. 
 
      
 
    - "Very well," Marianne said, "What points would anyone like to discuss? Naturally," she smiled, "this discussion deals only with a hypothetical future scenario." 
 
      
 
    -"Of course," Sarah smiled back. Everyone in the room knew they had moved far beyond a hypothetical scenario and were engaged in informal negotiations. 
 
      
 
    Judith went first.  
 
    -"I think it would be useful to consider how we might best prepare the public for such an agreement. We would like to maximize public acceptance, and address any opposition. I suspect Sarah has some suggestions that we might consider." 
 
      
 
    -"I do," Sarah admitted. "My planning staff have looked at these issues, using both our experience in New California and public opinion polls we have conducted in Newton and some other colonies. Naturally, these polls have been done so the questions that interest us here are concealed among others." 
 
      
 
    -"Our planning suggests three things. First, use news media to raise awareness of women's leadership and men's supporting them. For example, ‘The Newtonian' might do a series on ‘the men behind the council' explaining how these successful men help their wives lead Newton. As women take other leadership roles or achieve success in them, have this noted matter-of-factly, with the implicit message that women are the natural leaders. Avoid saying anything negative about men, of course. " 
 
      
 
    Everyone knew that Judith's husband was editor of the "The Newtonian", an influential newspaper with wide circulation in both Newton and the entire Union. Although the "newspaper" was entirely electronic, the ancient name survived.  
 
      
 
    -"Second, try to promote positive views of the Queendom. We'll take the lead on that. Next month, Versailles Hotels will announce they're building a new resort in Helena, close to the center of town and the Queen's palace. It'll be as fancy as the original.  We'll help them make it a big hit, including having a program where people can apply to win all-expense-paid trips to the new resort. Once it's working, it would be great to have good press in Newton and the Union, from visitor accounts which should be really positive." 
 
      
 
    - "All women visitors, I suppose," Lexi grinned. "But I suspect our leadership on the North Pole [the Union capital] won’t be happy about something like this." 
 
      
 
    -"Probably," Sarah said, "but what can they do? Travel between the Queendom and Union is perfectly legal. Restricting it would be a hostile act." 
 
      
 
    -"Third, we suggest you plan for the public response when the agreement between the Queendom and Newton is announced." 
 
      
 
    No one missed the word "when." 
 
      
 
    -"As well as being powerful enough to deter or at least delay interference from the rest of the Union, you'll need a reliable way to suppress internal opposition. A good one would be to have an all-female military trained in urban conflict. Hopefully you won't need them, but we suggest you prepare." 
 
      
 
    -"That's doable," Abigail said. "Our Newton Regiment is always experimenting with new organizational structures. We try lots of things on a small scale to see if they work. We could easily experiment with some all female units. Kind of like your Amazons." 
 
      
 
    -"Perfect," Sarah laughed, "we'll send you some black lipstick." The Amazons, the Queendom's elite force, famously wore black lipstick into battle. 
 
      
 
    -"I suggest," Marianne said, "that this is a good point to end these discussions. I think we have exchanged important ideas and can see the way forward.  I ask that none of the council members reveal any of these discussions to anyone outside present company. Sarah will have to discuss this with her colleagues, but I assume that you accept the need for extreme secrecy." 
 
      
 
    -"Of course," Sarah said. "All discussions will be at the highest and most classified levels." 
 
      
 
    -"Thank you," Marianne said and rose. "In that case, I would like to invite the boys in for some fun. May I take the lead?" 
 
      
 
    - "Absolutely. I look forward to seeing what you come up with." 
 
      
 
      
 
    Marianne opened the door and beckoned the four males into the room. 
 
    -"Kneel," she ordered, and the four dropped to their knees. 
 
      
 
    -"You've been so good this evening you deserve a treat. Haven't you all dreamed of serving a Queendom lady?' 
 
      
 
    All four answered immediately, "Yes, Mistress Marianne." 
 
      
 
    -"Clothes off, on the floor, and you'll get a chance. Now!" 
 
      
 
    The four men quickly took off their butler's uniforms and dropped to the floor.  
 
      
 
    -"I will call you individually. You will then crawl to Mistress Sarah, kiss each of her boots, and beg humbly to be disciplined. If you are lucky, perhaps she will grant you that privilege. James, you may begin." 
 
      
 
    "May," from Mistress to submissive, was an order. 
 
      
 
    Sarah enjoyed watching James, one of Newton's top doctors crawl to her, while she sat casually in a comfortable chair. He kissed each of her gleaming black boot toes, and begged, "Please discipline me, Mistress Sarah." 
 
      
 
    -"Lick my boots clean, slave. Bottom to top, every centimeter. If you do a good job I may consider granting your request."  
 
      
 
    Sarah smiled indulgently as James licked with evident enthusiasm. She felt his tongue through the leather, which she always loved. Newton's submissives didn't have the perfect manners expected from the Queendom’s slaves, but there was plenty of passion. Once James finished both boots she reached to her boot holster and extracted the crop she had retrieved before dinner. 
 
      
 
    -"That is acceptable, slave. Turn away and present your rear. I will grant you six of the best. Count and thank me after every blow." 
 
      
 
    Sarah rose, measured her stroke, and swung. The crack of leather on flesh was followed instantly by "ow!" James was used to a light spanking warm-up, followed by moderate blows. This was a brutal full-strength lashing without warm-up.  Still, he knew what to say. 
 
      
 
    -"One, thank you Mistress Sarah." 
 
      
 
    The next blow was even harder.   
 
      
 
    -"Two, thank you Mistress Sarah." 
 
      
 
    The other women watched with amusement as their husbands looked at James' beating started to visibly tremble. They were used to "playing" at female dominance with loving wives, not this cold harsh beating. This was going to be fun! 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The Tigresses 
 
      
 
    Western Plateau Military Base & Training Center, 171/4/3 
 
      
 
    Lieutenant Leah Miller of the Newton Regiment peered at the nearby houses through her night vision capable face mask. Next, she looked at her wrist display. The coloured dots showed that all of Tigress platoon's soldiers were in position. "This is our last chance," she thought.  Seven hours earlier, at sunset, Tigress and Lioness platoons had been ordered to an urban neighbourhood. A group of four armed males, thought to be a unit of enemy infiltrators, had been reported in the area.  
 
      
 
    Lioness' soldiers had established a cordon, and Tigress' had been systematically searching the houses and outside areas, street by street, finding nothing. They had now surrounded the last street not yet searched. 
 
      
 
    -"Squads check in," Leah ordered into her throat microphone. 
 
      
 
    -"Alpha ready," Second Lieutenant Kim Blakely's calm voice answered in the earphone. Kim was Leah's second in command and - while off duty - lover and housemate. During their one week of annual reserve duty, of which this was the last day, she was all soldier. 
 
      
 
    The other platoon leaders responded almost as quickly. 
 
      
 
    -"Beta ready." 
 
      
 
    -"Gamma ready." 
 
      
 
    -"Delta ready." 
 
      
 
    -"Go," Leah ordered. The night vision capability of her equipment allowed her to observe in sharp picture as her soldiers stormed into the houses, despite the pitch dark. Her heart sank as nothing was reported. How could the bad guys have escaped? Suddenly, she saw flashes and heard shots fired from the third house.  
 
      
 
    As she ran toward the house, Kim's voice came on.  
 
    -"Got two with only minor injuries. One of ours wounded." 
 
      
 
    By the time she reached the house, Kim and three soldiers had two handcuffed men in black uniforms kneeling outside.  Red paint from the practice rounds appeared on their legs. 
 
      
 
    -"Where are the others?" Leah asked. 
 
      
 
    -"Don't know, Ma'am," Kim answered. "We're still looking." 
 
      
 
    Leah was furious. Without thinking, she smacked the closer man's face, and demanded, "Where are they?" 
 
      
 
    -"Fuck you," he answered.  
 
      
 
    Leah responded with a kick, knocking him to the ground. She put her boot on his face and pushed it into the dirt, feeling an exciting rush of power. 
 
      
 
    -"Tell me!" 
 
      
 
    -"Stop that!" Kim's calm voice broke through Leah's anger. "Stand back, you're too angry. I'll question him." 
 
      
 
    -"No need," a new voice added. Leah turned to face the Gamma squad leader and two of her soldiers, escorting two other handcuffed men. 
 
    -“We've got the others." 
 
      
 
    Leah gave the man another push and then calmed herself, feeling guilty over the pleasure she felt abusing the prisoner.  
 
      
 
    -"Well done. It was a long night." She switched her microphone to "all" and announced, "The exercise is over. Great job, Tigresses and Lionesses. A perfect end to our two weeks. Everyone back to the vehicles. We'll go back to base." 
 
      
 
    She then walked over to the cuffed man on the ground whom she had attacked. She stretched out her arm and helped him up. 
 
      
 
    -"Sorry, Jim. I got carried away. You guys did well. I assume you moved southward as we searched." 
 
      
 
    -"Correct. You also did well. We couldn't find a way through your search line or the cordon. No hard feelings about the slap and kick, but you hit pretty hard."  
 
      
 
    Although Leah disliked most men, she liked Jim. He'd been one of her squad leaders in Tiger platoon until last year, when the Newton Regiment was reorganized. Under EGSU  - the Experimental Gender-Specific Unit plan - all female soldiers were concentrated in two all-female platoons, while the remaining six platoons of Newton Regiment ended up all-male. No good explanation had been given, and the soldiers just viewed "Eggsoo" as another pointless idea that came down from HQ.  
 
      
 
    -"By the way, I love the Amazon look. It's really hot!" 
 
      
 
    When Tiger platoon became all female, they asked to become "Amazon" platoon, like the feared Queendom unit.  Although the brass turned that down as "too sensitive," the Tigresses had unofficially emulated the Amazons by adopting black lipstick and nail polish when going in the field. 
 
      
 
    Leah was about to make a comment about EGSU when three figures approached. She recognized Colonel Jung, commander of Newton Regiment, and the Chief of Staff and saluted.   
 
      
 
    -"All the infiltrators have been apprehended, Ma'ams." 
 
      
 
    -"You've done well. I've been watching you, together with the Commissioner for Defence and Law Enforcement" the colonel said and gestured to the woman in civilian clothes. "The Newtonian needs to film this. Please stand with your soldiers and the prisoners." 
 
      
 
    Leah was puzzled by this interest in a reserve exercise, but knew better than to ask. She assembled the group and then posed for the camerawoman. 
 
      
 
    -"Ma'ams, would you have time to come the vehicles and congratulate everyone?" 
 
      
 
    -"I'll come," the chief of staff said, "the colonel and commissioner have other duties."  
 
      
 
    Once away from the others, the chief of staff said, "This is an informal chat. Overall, you did very well. What did you do wrong and why?" 
 
      
 
    -"I got carried away with the prisoner. No excuses." 
 
      
 
    -"That's the official answer. What's the real one?" 
 
      
 
    -"I guess I got too into the exercise, and thought of them as real enemies out to harm us." 
 
      
 
    -"Understandable, but don't let it happen again. Commanders need to be calm, whatever happens and however they feel. You're one of our best young officers and could go very far. You could hold my job someday." 
 
      
 
    Leah was stunned. The chief of staff was a super tough lady, not given to compliments. A formal response seemed needed. 
 
      
 
    -"I'm going into the foreign ministry next month, Ma'am." 
 
      
 
    -"I know, but that's not a problem. Next year your company needs a captain when Ellen moves up. You could qualify for that while staying reserve." 
 
      
 
    -"I'm honoured, Ma'am, but why me?" 
 
      
 
    -"You've just graduated with honours in poly sci and did a thesis on Newton-Queendom relations. You've discussed the long-term three-power situation on Leda in class. Do you think it's stable?" 
 
      
 
    -"No, Ma'am." 
 
      
 
    -"And that means?" 
 
      
 
    Every class discussion had come to the same point, which no one wanted to pursue. Still, ducking answers with the chief of staff wasn't possible. 
 
      
 
    -"War, Ma'am." 
 
      
 
    -"More than likely. Newton will need the best leaders it can get. You could be one." 
 
      
 
    Kim and Leah’s apartment, Newton Colony, 171/4/4 
 
      
 
    Back in their small apartment near the college campus, Leah and Kim jumped into a hot shower together, washed several days' grime off each other, and revelled in being civilians again.  After drying off, they snuggled together in bathrobes on the couch and watched the sunrise out the window. 
 
      
 
    -"Back to the real world," Kim laughed. "At least we've still got a couple of weeks before work starts." 
 
      
 
    Kim and Leah had graduated together from the college a month earlier. Leah, a political science and government major, had accepted a junior job in the foreign ministry.  Her dream was to be posted to the Queendom, which she secretly admired. Kim, an agriculture major, would be joining NewtonGrow, the agricultural exporting firm.  She was excited by the job, because she had done her senior research project with Professor Peter Black, who had developed many of NG's best products. 
 
      
 
    -"I suppose we should catch up on mail," Leah said, and used her wrist computer to turn on a large wall display. A long list of messages appeared, few of which looked worth opening. Halfway down the list, she noticed an unfamiliar address and the header "CONGRATULATIONS!"  
 
      
 
    She clicked on the message, and an attractive middle aged woman appeared.  She was sitting behind a desk, wearing a pink dress with a "V" monogram. 
 
      
 
    -"Congratulations Leah and Kim," the recording said. "We at Birthright were impressed by your application. We would like to offer you a two week all expenses paid luxury vacation at the new Versailles Helena resort." 
 
      
 
    -"What's that?" Kim asked.  Leah paused the message and laughed. 
 
    -"Remember a few months ago when I got mail about a contest to win a free vacation? I went ahead and filled it out. I didn't bother telling you because it seemed so unlikely." 
 
      
 
    -"Is this for real? Versailles is the best resort on the planet, but super expensive. Why would they give free vacations?" 
 
      
 
    -"They're promoting their new resort in Helena. I think since the Queendom isn't a place people often think of for vacation, they're giving away free trips to generate interest." 
 
      
 
    -"I'm skeptical, but let's hear the rest of the message." 
 
      
 
    Leah clicked off the "pause" button and the woman in pink continued. 
 
      
 
    -"If you would like to accept, please click the button below. That will take you to a video describing the program, and a form you can fill out to choose dates. We all look forward to seeing you." 
 
      
 
    Leah clicked the button, and the woman reappeared. She smiled broadly at the camera, and began, 
 
      
 
    "The Birthright program is based on the idea that relaxation and rejuvenation is every woman's birthright, given our busy lives. To celebrate the opening of its new Helena resort, Versailles is offering contest winners a two-week all expenses paid luxury vacation at our new Helena resort." 
 
      
 
    The camera panned over the resort complex, including the swimming pools, tennis courts, and golf course. 
 
      
 
    "All over Leda, the name Versailles stands for the perfect vacation. Our resorts offer an ideal place to relax and refresh the mind and body. Now, Versailles is proud to announce a new resort, the Versailles Helena. It offers both the full resort experience and the opportunity to experience the unique energy of the Queendom of Leda, which is ruled by and for women." 
 
      
 
    An attractive male appeared, serving wine to a woman relaxing in a comfortable chair. 
 
      
 
    -"When you arrive, you will chose a male slave to serve you during your vacation. He will carry your luggage to your luxury cottage and unpack it. He will keep your cottage immaculate. He will bring and serve any food or drinks you request.  He can serve as your makeup artist, personal trainer, athletic partner, or tour guide. He is available at any hour, day or night, for any service you wish. Within a day, you'll wonder how you lived without him. " 
 
      
 
    The camera panned through a luxury spa and health club. 
 
      
 
    -"On site, we have a luxury spa for all your beauty and health needs. Our sports club offers the most modern equipment. We have leisure and lap swimming pools, tennis courts, a climbing wall, and golf course. We have walking and running trails ranging from easy to challenging." 
 
      
 
    A streetscape appeared with tall beautiful women, all elegantly dressed in skirts, dresses and boots. A few were wearing the brazen leather outfits with high heeled boots that the Queendom was known for. They walked quickly and confidently by shops and office buildings. 
 
      
 
    -"Downtown Helena, center of the Queendom's government and commerce, is a short walk or ride away. You'll feel the power and energy of this women's world.  To fit in, you may want to visit the fashion district, and treat yourself Heran style. Don't worry about buying too much - your slave is there to carry your bags." 
 
      
 
    The screen showed a saleswoman displaying a leather outfit to a customer, and then a male sales assistant helping a customer try on boots. 
 
      
 
    -"Once you're dressed to fit in, there's lots to do. Your slave can guide you to all the sights. The arts district offers jewellery and other artwork, in uniquely Heran style. There are restaurants from informal to elegant. The Heran museum explains the history and culture of Hera, the Queendom’s mother planet. Superb shows and other cultural events are right here.  We can get you an appointment to tour the royal palace, and some times even to meet the Queen. She takes time from her duties, usually once a week, to meet visitors and citizens." 
 
      
 
    An elegant sitting room appeared, with the Queen meeting a group of women. The camera then switched to hikers at the base of red-and-green coloured cliffs. 
 
      
 
    -"There's also lots to do away from the city.  You can tour our beautiful surroundings in a vehicle, on foot, or by boat. You can visit the other Heran towns, each with a special charm. You can see our amazing mining operations or state-of-the-art agriculture." 
 
      
 
    The camera switched to women in bathing suits, lounging by a swimming pool. 
 
      
 
    -"However you combine relaxing and activities, you're guaranteed a great time. We look forward to seeing you!" 
 
      
 
    -"Sounds great," Kim said. "A fancy free vacation - what's not to like? I'll tell them next week." 
 
      
 
    -"OK," Leah said. "But it's so sudden. I want to go there, but we usually research trips well in advance. I wish I knew more about what to expect." 
 
      
 
    -"How about this," Kim said, thinking as she spoke. "I know a girl from some of my classes. She is from the Queendom. Maybe she can give us some advice. I'll call right now." 
 
      
 
    She tapped her wrist computer and the mail screen was replaced by a "calling" message and then a male face. 
 
      
 
    -"Good morning, this is Rebecca Elliot's line. May I help you?" 
 
      
 
    Kim recognized Rebecca's husband, who had been in class with them. 
 
      
 
    -"Hi Greg. May I speak to Rebecca?" 
 
      
 
    -"Yes, Ma'am. I'll get her right away." 
 
      
 
    Kim grinned. She wasn't used to classmates addressing her as ‘Ma'am'. The Queendom girl clearly had her boyfriend under control. Rebecca's face appeared. 
 
      
 
    -"Hi Kim. What's up?" 
 
      
 
    -"I've got a favour to ask. My friend and I just won a free trip to Helena at the new resort. Do you know anything about it?" 
 
      
 
    -"Sure, it's great. I have a friend who works as a hostess there, and she showed me around. It's a Birthright trip, right?" 
 
      
 
    -"Yes. We were hoping to ask you a few questions." 
 
      
 
    -"Of course. I realize we haven't talked outside class for a while, what with doing senior theses. Why don't you come to my place for lunch tomorrow, maybe 1300?" 
 
      
 
    "Great - thank you. See you then." 
 
      
 
    Rebecca’s apartment, Newton Colony, 171/4/5 
 
      
 
    Rebecca's building was a surprise - an eight-story luxury apartment building that was one of the highest in Newton. Moreover, the address list showed her unit - listed as "Elliot, Rebecca and Greg" - as one of only two on the top floor. 
 
      
 
    -"I see Greg took her name," Kim laughed. "Wonder where the money's from." 
 
      
 
    When they knocked on the door, Greg opened it and bowed. He was dressed in shorts, T-shirt, and a metal collar. 
 
      
 
    -"Welcome Mistress Kim and Mistress Leah. Please follow me to the deck." 
 
    Leah liked his deference. This was how Heran slaves addressed women. Clearly, Rebecca ran her marriage and apartment as though she were back home. 
 
      
 
    They walked through the largest apartment Leah had seen in Newton, and out onto a deck.  The deck was large enough for a dining table and a separate grouping of comfortable chairs. The view was stunning - across Newton city, to the college, and then to the Nature reserve.  Leah had never seen Newton this way. 
 
      
 
    -"Wow," she said, "this is great!" she told Rebecca, who rose to meet them. Standing, dressed in shorts and a halter-top, Rebecca looked truly Heran - tall, beautiful, and powerful. She had the natural poise of a top athlete.  
 
      
 
    -"I know. I love this deck. I do most of my schoolwork here. Please sit down. Greg, fetch some of that nice white wine you bought yesterday." 
 
      
 
    Greg bowed his head and went to the kitchen.  Kim and Leah sat next to Rebecca in chairs that gave the full view. A minute later, Greg returned holding a silver tray with three glasses and knelt by the chairs with his head bowed, holding the tray. As she took her glass, Kim admired his smooth, precise, motions. It was hard to remember him as the clumsy boy who infuriated his partner - Rebecca - by dropping things in first-year chem lab. He also looked stronger and healthier. Rebecca had been good for him. 
 
      
 
    -"Rebecca, do you remember Leah Miller, my partner? She's our year, majored in poly sci." 
 
      
 
    -"Sure." 
 
      
 
    -"I remember your guest lecture about the Queendom in the Rector's class," Leah said.  "You handled tough questions well. A few of the guys didn't like it, but the girls loved you. I gather from Kim that you graduated in ag." 
 
      
 
    -"Yup, we're going back in a few weeks to work on my mother's fruit farm. She has a huge spread just outside Helena." 
 
      
 
    -"I hope you don't mind my asking, but wouldn't that make Greg a slave?" 
 
      
 
    -"He is a slave," Rebecca answered cheerfully. "When we first went back together, I registered him. Here he's my husband; at home he's my property. Right, slave?' 
 
      
 
    -"Yes, Mistress Rebecca." 
 
      
 
    Leah thought it might be impolite, but couldn't resist.  
 
    -"Greg, doesn't that bother you?" 
 
      
 
    -"No, Mistress Leah. I'm honoured to serve Mistress Rebecca." 
 
      
 
    Leah decided to play along.  
 
    -"Well, your Mistress trained you well." 
 
      
 
    -"Actually," Rebecca laughed, "I just did the initial stuff. Last vacation I sent Greg to slave training. It's pretty tough, but after two months he's pretty much Heran. To keep in practice, we do things in the apartment as though we were in Helena. Outside, we act mostly Newtonian." 
 
      
 
    -"Like taking off the collar," Kim laughed. "How tough was the course?" 
 
      
 
    Rebecca grinned.  
 
    -"Greg, what was the penalty for spilling a wine glass?" 
 
      
 
    -"Fifty lashes, Mistress. More if the glass fell, many more if it broke." 
 
      
 
    -"I see," Kim said, "I'm impressed by the results. Leah and I don't do men, but if we did we'd send them to that course." 
 
      
 
    -"Two months is the short version," Rebecca noted. "It's a full year for Queendom boys. When you get to the Versailles, you'll be amazed at what it does for our slaves. They know how to serve." 
 
      
 
    -"That gets to why we're here," Kim said. "What can you tell us about Birthright?" 
 
      
 
    -"Actually, I contacted my friend Heather this morning. It turns out she will be your hostess. She'll meet you at the train and take you to the Versailles. She's also got you on the list for the Queen's tea, which fills up fast." 
 
      
 
    -"Thanks, that's really nice of both of you. Have you met the Queen?" 
 
      
 
    -"Yes, she addressed us at the end of my initial army training, and we talked a bit. She's super-smart and quite nice." 
 
      
 
    -"You were in the Queendom Army?" 
 
      
 
    -“I still am. The Queendom practice universal service for all citizens. I have refresher exercises every year.” 
 
      
 
    -“I thought that only applied to original settlers from Hera,” 
 
      
 
    -“That is true, but some of us newer citizens have volunteered to do our part. I was in the first class for new citizens going through army training,” replied Rebecca.  
 
      
 
    Rebecca had moved to the Queendom with her mother while she was 17 (7 Earth Years), and was therefore, unlike most of the Queendom’s population, not an original settler from Hera. 
 
      
 
    -“But I understand you, too, are in military service. Amazons even.” 
 
      
 
    Rebecca touched her wrist computer and that morning's Newtonian appeared. The front page showed Leah, Kim, and their soldiers standing by the four kneeling prisoners.  The headline read "Newton's Amazons." 
 
      
 
    -"Yuk," Leah said. "It was just a routine exercise at the end of our two week reserve duty. For some reason the brass showed up with a photographer. Sorry about the comparison. Some of the troopers came up with it and it stuck. I feel silly, but went along with it, including the black lipstick." 
 
      
 
    -"It's flattering," Rebecca laughed. "I'll give you some of the real stuff. Greg, fetch two Amazon lipsticks." 
 
      
 
    Greg rose gracefully, bowed his head, and headed indoors. Returning, he knelt in front of Rebecca with two lipsticks on a tray. Rebecca handed one to Kim and one to Leah. The stick was labelled with a double-headed axe on one side and "Lipstick, black, C6398-B" on the other. 
 
      
 
    -"These used to be unofficial," Rebecca explained, "but now they're issued. Saves us a few credits." 
 
      
 
    -“Great! This is really cool,” said Leah. “Do you work a lot with the Amazons when you are on active duty?” 
 
      
 
    -“A fair bit. Almost all our instructors in training had Amazon backgrounds. And they are part of any live operations we do. Then we get to work directly with them – like during the Mount Hope operation.” 
 
      
 
    -“Wow! You fought with the best soldiers on the planet,” said Leah with an expression that revealed a hint of envy. “I'd love to meet some active duty Amazons when we are in Helena. Is there any way”? 
 
      
 
    -“Active duty Amazons might be a bit tricky – they are rather security focused and inaccessible. But I can check with my CO if there is a way. She is herself a former Amazon.” 
 
      
 
    -"Thanks, that would be great." 
 
      
 
    -"Let's talk over lunch," Rebecca said, ushering the guests to the table. 
 
    -“Slave, fetch lunch." 
 
      
 
    The table was set with linen napkins and good silverware, not what students usually used. Greg placed a tray with roast chicken on a bed of potatoes and vegetables on the middle of the table, and then knelt a short distance away. The three women dug in happily. 
 
      
 
    -"How about Greg?" Kim asked. 
 
      
 
    -"He eats leftovers later, after cleaning up." Rebecca explained. 
 
    -"Like I said, in the apartment we're Heran. Anyway, what else can I tell you relative to your trip?" 
 
      
 
    -"This must sound silly," Leah said, "but the video talked about wearing leather or latex. Do we really need it to fit in?" 
 
      
 
    -"Not really," Rebecca replied. "For the most part, women dress as they would do anywhere else on the planet – though maybe a bit more elegantly. Leather and latex is more a party thing. It is what we wear when we want to have fun. But you can get by with a nice dress too.” 
 
      
 
    -"That’s good. I don't own leather or latex, or boots for that matter.  Actually, I've never worn them. I'd feel kinda silly. And I don't have a Heran body - I'm way too short." 
 
      
 
    -"Don't worry about body type. The dressmakers can fit anyone and make them look super hot. Same with the boots." 
 
      
 
    -"The thing with wearing leather or latex is it changes your world view,” Rebecca continued. “You're super feminine and powerful, you feel it, and everyone around you senses it. I guarantee you'll love what it does for you.” 
 
      
 
    -"I usually don’t wear it here in Newton – no need to draw attention from the anti-femdom crowd. But the few times I did it, it was really fun. Once I got tired of an obnoxious boy taking over every discussion in physical chemistry, so I wore leather and boots to class. Kim, do you remember that day?" 
 
      
 
    Kim started laughing.  
 
    -"I sure do. Everyone - boys and girls - spent most of the class looking at you. The boys were panting, they were so excited. The prof couldn't stay on topic. No one listened to Dominic. You totally shut him up." 
 
      
 
    -"Is it hard to walk in those super-high heels?" 
 
      
 
    -"I learned young, of course. But you're athletic - you won't take long to get used to it. Once you see how people look at you, you'll be hooked." 
 
      
 
    "OK - maybe I'll give it a try.  I've got another question that may sound just as silly." 
 
      
 
    -"Shoot. Being from somewhere else is always tricky. I did some dumb stuff when I first got to Newton." 
 
      
 
    -"Can we punish the slaves they give us? We don't really own them." 
 
      
 
    -"You sure can - in fact you should. It's part of the Queendom experience. Each cottage has discipline tools - canes and crops. There's also a whipping bench." 
 
      
 
    -"Will they show us how to use them? Neither of us have ever done it." 
 
      
 
    -"Sure, if you ask. For that matter, I can show you now, if you like. Getting started is easy." 
 
      
 
    -"We'd love it." 
 
      
 
    -"Great, let's do it.  Greg, strip and get on the whipping bench. Now!" 
 
      
 
    Greg raced off and the women followed him to an inside room. One wall had a rack of whips, canes, and other tools Leah figured were disciplinary instruments. Greg draped himself over a padded bench with a raised center, and shackles at either end. 
 
      
 
    -"First," Rebecca explained in a matter-of-fact professorial tone, "let's secure him. Leah, do his wrists. Kim, do his ankles. Tighten them as far as you can." 
 
      
 
    Locking a fellow student down to beaten felt strange, but fun. Rebecca then tightened a strap around his waist, holding him firmly to the bench. 
 
      
 
    -"We'll start with a crop, which is easy to use. We'll beat his rear end, which hurts a lot but is safe. The upper back is also safe, but trickier. Never beat the lower back." 
 
      
 
    -"This is what's called a discipline beating, which slaves should get at least once a week to keep them obedient. More often is fine too, mostly for the mistress' fun. Boys won't break - you can beat them twice daily if you want. The pink welts on his butt are from two days ago.  Some mistresses make sure their slaves' butts are always red, which is basically daily beating." 
 
      
 
    -"I'll stand to the side, wind up, and bring the crop across his butt. I want to leave straight-line marks on him, so after a few lashes they look like parallel train tracks. Are you ready, slave?" 
 
      
 
    -"Yes, Mistress. Please discipline me, Mistress." 
 
      
 
    Rebecca slashed viciously, giving a loud "crack", and a bright red line appeared. 
 
      
 
    Greg shuddered, managed not to cry out, and then said,  
 
    -"One. Thank you, mistress." 
 
      
 
    -"Make the slave count and thank you. That sets a good timing. You want enough time between strokes that he fully feels the pain and starts to anticipate the next blow. Fear and anticipation are important to giving the discipline you want." 
 
      
 
    Rebecca hit him again, leaving a perfectly parallel welt only about two centimetres away. Greg grunted and said,  
 
    -"Two. Thank you, mistress." 
 
      
 
    -"In addition to aiming, think about your stroke's force. Try to make each one harder than the one before. It's important not to stop the stroke when the crop hits, but to keep it going. You give a lot more pain that way." 
 
      
 
    Both Kim was fascinated by Rebecca's calm and factual approach.  
 
      
 
    -"You explain this like a science." 
 
      
 
    -"It is. We spent lots of time in mistress school learning how to use each instrument properly." 
 
      
 
    -"How hard can we hit?" 
 
      
 
    -"For a discipline beating, you should stop if you break the skin and draw blood, or if the slave health monitor tells you to stop. All slaves in the Queendom have health monitor sensors operated into them. These connects to the wrist units of the Mistresses in charge of them, providing instant feedback if the slave is placed under too much stress. If that happens while you are in Helena, you should ask the staff for help,” explained Rebecca. 
 
    -“When it comes to punishments – that is when a slave does something really bad – you should also check with the staff. They can show you how to and supervise." 
 
      
 
    Rebecca handed the crop to Leah. 
 
      
 
    -"Your turn. Concentrate on the aim. We'll worry about power next." 
 
      
 
    Leah moved into position, brought the crop back, and swung. Greg shook again, and said,  
 
    -"Three. Thank you mistress." Another red line appeared. 
 
      
 
    -"Good aim," Rebecca said. "Now just aim a little further down. Harder if you wish.  Keep the crop moving at the end of the stroke." 
 
      
 
    Leah slashed, and Greg cried out "ow!" He caught his breath before his "Four. Thank you mistress." 
 
      
 
    -"You've got it. Keep going. How does it feel?" 
 
      
 
    -"It's great - I love this." 
 
      
 
    <CRACK> 
 
    -"Five. Thank you, mistress." 
 
      
 
    <CRACK> 
 
    -"Six. Thank you, mistress." 
 
      
 
    Greg was now crying out after each blow. 
 
      
 
    -"Am I hitting him too hard?" 
 
      
 
    -"No, it's good hearing slaves scream. If it bothers you, we can gag him." 
 
      
 
    <CRACK> 
 
    -"Seven. Thank you, mistress." 
 
      
 
    <CRACK> 
 
    -"Eight. Thank you, mistress." 
 
      
 
    -"Would you like to let Kim try?"  
 
      
 
    Leah did not want to stop, but politeness won out. She handed the crop to Kim, who had been watching carefully. Kim moved into position and swung. 
 
      
 
    <CRACK> 
 
    -"Nine. Thank you, mistress." 
 
      
 
    -"Perfect aim. Now harder." 
 
      
 
    <CRACK> 
 
    -"Ow, ow. Ten. Thank you, mistress." 
 
      
 
    Greg was now shaking harder after each blow, but knew that he still had to respond. 
 
      
 
    <CRACK> 
 
    -"Ow, ow. Eleven. Thank you, mistress." 
 
      
 
    Greg's tears were flowing fully. 
 
      
 
    <CRACK> 
 
    -"Ow, ow. Twelve. Thank you, mistress." 
 
      
 
    Rebecca inspected Greg's rear and turned to Kim and Leah.  
 
      
 
    -"You've done a fine job.  Shall we declare ourselves satisfied?" 
 
      
 
    -"OK," both said. They wanted to keep going but knew this was enough, especially because Greg hadn't done anything to deserve a beating. 
 
      
 
    -"All right. Please unhook him." 
 
      
 
    Once unhooked, Greg knew what to do. He crawled to Rebecca, kissed both shoes, and in his best submissive tone said,  
 
    -"Thank you for disciplining me, Mistress Rebecca." 
 
      
 
    -"You're welcome, slave. Now thank my friends." 
 
      
 
    Leah and Kim got the same treatment. They loved watching a beaten male grovelling at their feet and thanking them for inflicting such pain. It was especially satisfying because they had considered Greg their equal, an intelligent young student with a bright future. Now, they saw him as a male slave, an inferior being fit only to serve and to be beaten. 
 
      
 
    Rebecca ordered "Go clean yourself up, slave. I want you back at my feet in fifteen minutes." 
 
      
 
    -"Yes, Mistress Rebecca."  
 
      
 
    Rebecca kicked Greg and he crawled away. The three women returned to the deck and sat down. Leah took the lead. 
 
      
 
    -"Thank you so much, Rebecca. That was incredible. I've commanded soldiers and taught classes, but never felt such power and excitement. It was so intense." 
 
      
 
    -“I agree. I felt the same way," Kim added. 
 
      
 
    -"You should. Most women are natural mistresses, and lots of men are natural submissives. For some reason most societies try to suppress these. Herans have accepted this and it really works. I'm sure you'll love your trip to the Queendom." 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Visiting Helena 
 
      
 
    Helena, 171/4/14 
 
    Leah and Kim used the five-hour train ride to Helena constructively, reading up on Helena and the Queendom. 
 
      
 
    As they got off the train, a blonde woman wearing pink boots and a matching dress with the "V" emblem approached.  
 
    -"Hi, I'm Heather Scott. I assume you're Kim and Leah." 
 
      
 
    -"We are." 
 
      
 
    -"Great, welcome. Rebecca told me all about you. I'm looking forward to hosting you." 
 
      
 
    She pointed to two males standing behind her, with leashes attached to their collars. Conveniently, the metal collars gave their names. They wore pink shorts with the "V" and no shirts. 
 
      
 
    -"These are Bill and Gary, who are yours for your stay. They're good boys and you'll like them." 
 
    Both were tall, strong looking, and attractive. 
 
      
 
    -"They look perfect to me," Leah said, "we'll put them to good use." 
 
      
 
    Heather released the leashes and pointed a finger downward. Instantly, the two slaves dropped smoothly to the floor and kissed Leah and Kim's feet.  Heather snapped her fingers, and pointed to the luggage.  The slaves rose and picked it up.  
 
      
 
    -"I like the way you control them with hand signals," Kim said. "It's very smooth." 
 
      
 
    -"It's easy," Heather explained. "I host 5-10 guests at a time, so I work mostly with the same ten boys. They know what I want from them. I rarely need to crop them." She touched the handle of the whip in her right boot. 
 
      
 
    -"We're in the center of town," Heather explained as they walked to the exit.  "It's about 2 K to the resort. It is right on a transit line, so we could take a pod, but we've got something more fun." 
 
      
 
    At the curb, a four-seater carriage painted in Versailles pink waited. Four slaves were harnessed to it by strong leather belts around their waists, with their arms bound behind their backs.    
 
      
 
    -"Hop in," Heather smiled. "Take the front seats. I'll show you how to drive. It's really easy."  
 
      
 
    She walked behind the carriage, where the slaves had put the luggage in the trunk, and attached their leashes to fittings on the back. She then climbed into the back seat. 
 
      
 
    -"Kim, you're on the left, so you drive. Grab the reins, one in each hand, and get their feel. They go to sharp metal bits in the ponies' mouths, so they really feel even a slight pull.  You don't need to pull hard. Right rein to go right, left to go left. Pull back gently on both to slow down, hard to stop. They need directions because the things on their heads are blinders, which keep them focused by letting them only see straight." 
 
      
 
    -"Leah, you've got a whip in the holster by your seat. Crack it over the ponies' heads to get them moving. You can also whip their backs to speed up. OK?" 
 
      
 
    -"OK," Leah and Kim answered. 
 
      
 
    -"Then let's go." Leah cracked the whip over the ponies, giving a satisfying sound. They began moving at a jogging pace. Kim looked back and saw that the two slaves tethered behind were keeping up. They'd better, she figured, or else the leashes to their collars would choke them. 
 
      
 
    -"Right at the end of the block," Heather said. "Pull gently now." 
 
      
 
    Kim pulled on the right rein.  The ponies turned smoothly, and then straightened out to follow a broad avenue lined with attractive low apartment buildings. 
 
      
 
    -"This is Empress Megan Avenue, named after the founder of our mother realm on Hera. It's an upscale place to live, close to the Palace and downtown. Lots of government and business leaders live her. It runs straight to the tunnel connecting our new dome to the main city dome. Leah, why don't you speed them up?"  
 
      
 
    Leah cracked her whip on the ponies' bare backs, who instantly started moving faster. 
 
      
 
    -"Good, keep this pace till we get to the tunnel, then slow down a bit." 
 
      
 
    Once through the tunnel, the carriage went under an arch with large letters "Welcome to Versailles Helena".  
 
      
 
    -"We will just do a little loop before we get to the reception, so you can see where things are," said Heather. "Keep going straight. On the right is the reception, with the cottages behind. You'll be in Wild Iris, the biggest. On the left is the dining hall and bar.  The building coming up is the health club and spa. Turn right after you pass it." 
 
      
 
    Kim turned the carriage, which passed tennis courts on the left and a large swimming pool on the right. The road then started to climb a hill, and the carriage slowed. 
 
      
 
    -"Leah, whip them to keep the speed up." 
 
      
 
    Two whip cracks solved the problem nicely. 
 
      
 
    -"OK, stop at the top here." Kim pulled the reins and the carriage stopped. She liked watching the ponies panting. Getting up the hill must be a tough pull, what with three people and luggage. The boys tethered behind must also have had a workout, but not as bad. 
 
      
 
    -"This is Vista Point. There are benches here and a water fountain. The architects planned the dome to include this hill, and as you can see, from here you can see most of Helena itself, even if we are now in another dome. This is also the halfway post of many of the running trails we have in the area." 
 
      
 
    -"We might visit this point a few times while we are here, then," said Leah.” 
 
      
 
    -“I thought so,” said Heather. “Rebecca told me you like to keep in shape, and the terrain here is excellent for running. 
 
    -“But now, let’s head back down to the reception.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    At the reception building, Heather unhooked Bill and Gary, who bowed and headed off with the luggage. She ordered the ponies and carriage back to their stable, and they trotted off. Next, she led Kim and Leah to a desk inside, where she quickly updated their wrist units. 
 
      
 
    -"Your computers will now let you access anything in the resort. There's no charge for anything, of course. They'll also get you on public transport." 
 
      
 
    "Here's a resort map, including the running trails. You've got plenty of time before dinner, which is served from 1800 to 2200." 
 
      
 
    -"This is your schedule so far, which looks busy already." She passed them two small pink folders. "Two days from now you've got the palace tour and tea with the queen. It's fancy dress, so if you need to shop for clothes, do it tomorrow. The shops can do fitting and alterations right there. On the weekend, Rebecca's invited you to her family farm. It's a big place and worth seeing. Next week you've got a day with the army. Rebecca told me you wanted to meet with our best soldiers, and we have pulled some strings for you. It will be a full day, so hope you will enjoy it.” 
 
    That sounded impressive, and Leah looked at Kim. She was beaming. 
 
      
 
    Heather continued. 
 
    -“Still, you've got plenty of free time - or exercise time! Anyway, let's go see your cottage." 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Wild Iris was an attractive modern facility, much larger and nicer than Kim and Leah's apartment. A broad patio with a table and chairs led to a large living room, small kitchen, and huge bedroom where the boys were hanging clothing in the closets. Seeing the women, the slaves dropped to the floor, with faces down and arms outstretched. Heather snapped her fingers and motioned upward, and the boys rose and went back to work.   
 
      
 
    -"Most of the unit is just like in the Paris resort, but there are some local features." Heather said. She pointed to two cages. "Some guests like to keep their boys with them at night. Another way is to have them sleep on the floor. There are chains on either side of the bed and cuffs you can lock to their wrist or ankle. That's how my slave sleeps, with a blanket." 
 
      
 
    The bathroom had a large shower and dual sinks. Leah and Kim's toiletries were already laid out, more nicely than they would have done themselves. 
 
      
 
    -"Very nice," Leah said admiringly, "I could get used to this."  
 
      
 
    -"The slave quarters are here," Heather showed them a small room with two narrow beds, small dressers, and a small bathroom and shower. 
 
      
 
    -"This way they're available instantly whenever you want them. You can just call out or use the bell in each room. You can also touch ‘call slaves' on your wrist unit. If they're slow in responding, just give them a few whacks. There's a crop and cane in each room. Each bell sounds a bit different, so they know where to come." 
 
      
 
    -"Here's the discipline room," Heather opened another door. "You can crop or cane the boys whenever you like. A weekly beating is all they need, but more never hurts." The room had a whipping bench and an X-shaped whipping cross. A wall rack held crops, canes, whips, and other implements Kim didn't recognize. There were also two small cages that could hold a man, but uncomfortably. Kim liked the idea of punishing misbehaving slaves by locking them in there. 
 
      
 
    -"Rebecca said she showed you the basics," Heather said. "I'm happy to review or show you anything else." 
 
      
 
    -"Could you show us how to use a whip?" Kim asked eagerly. 
 
      
 
    -"Sure, how about now? They should have finished unpacking."  
 
      
 
    Heather touched the bell and the boys appeared almost instantly, and dropped to the floor. 
 
      
 
    -"Pants off. Gary, on the cross. Bill, on the bench. Your new Mistresses want to get to know you." 
 
      
 
    -"Kim, Leah, can you strap Bill down? I'll get Gary." 
 
      
 
    The well-trained slaves placed themselves correctly, so securing them just took a minute. 
 
      
 
    -"Why don't you each grab a crop and give Bill three whacks," Heather said. Kim and Leah realized she was checking them out before moving up to a whip. 
 
      
 
    -"With pleasure," both replied eagerly. 
 
      
 
    Kim got into position, swung the crop back, and slashed a perfect red line across Bill's rear.  Bill knew the drill, and took the blow without a sound. 
 
      
 
    <CRACK> 
 
    -"One. Thank you, mistress." 
 
      
 
    Kim made the stroke harder, being careful to follow through. A nice parallel line appeared. 
 
      
 
    <CRACK> 
 
    -"Two. Thank you, mistress."  
 
      
 
    Still no sound. Kim felt disappointed, and hit even harder. 
 
      
 
    <CRACK> 
 
    -"Three. Thank you, mistress."  Still no sound from Bill. 
 
      
 
    Kim wanted to keep going, but instead stood back. 
 
      
 
    -"Nice job. Good swing and parallel tracks.  Leah, your turn." 
 
      
 
    Leah took position, round up, and swung. 
 
      
 
    <CRACK> 
 
    -"Four. Thank you, mistress."  
 
      
 
    <CRACK> 
 
    -"Five. Thank you, mistress."  
 
      
 
    <CRACK> 
 
    -"Six. Thank you, mistress."   
 
      
 
    -"Nice job, Leah. Remember, they're expected to take blows silently. Now, let's try the whip." 
 
      
 
    Heather took down a scary-looking black whip and showed it to them.  
 
      
 
    "This is a 1-meter single tail, which is my favourite. You can use it in a small space like this and it packs a wallop."  
 
      
 
    She pointed to Gary, who was visibly trembling in anticipation. 
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    -"I'll show you how to use it." She pointed to a line on the floor. "Stand here, and you want to hit the target there." She pointed to a bull's-eye on the wall, about the same height as Gary's rear. She raised the whip over her shoulder, lined it up, and threw her arm forward. The whip's tip cracked with amazing force into the target. 
 
      
 
    Leah was impressed at how well the room was set up for teaching. Many guests must want to learn whipping. Although the resort hadn't mentioned it in the advertising, the discussion of having a slave seemed to get the message across. 
 
      
 
    -"Because of the whip's length, the tip goes really fast. So don't swing too hard. We're disciplining, not punishing. Still, you'll be amazed what it does." 
 
      
 
    She handed the whip to Kim and stood back. Kim took it experimentally, wiggled it a bit, and then wound up and struck. She hit the target perfectly. 
 
      
 
    -"That's perfect," Heather said approvingly. "Are you sure you've never done this before?" 
 
      
 
    -"Never." 
 
      
 
    -"I guess you're a natural. Try a few more times." 
 
      
 
    Kim hit the target again three times. 
 
      
 
    -"You're ready. Leah, give it a shot." 
 
      
 
    Leah hit too high on her first stroke, too low on the second, and then got it right. 
 
      
 
    -"All right, let's do it for real. We're whipping his butt, which very painful but safe. 
 
    Stand on this line, here." 
 
      
 
    Leah took her place, prepared carefully, and struck. The results amazed her.  Gary screamed and his entire body shook. A red line, much broader and brighter than the crop left, stretched across his rear. He panted several times before forcing out the humiliating "One. Thank you, Mistress." 
 
      
 
    -"Perfect," Heather grinned. "Two more." 
 
      
 
    Leah delivered two more lashes. Gary's body shook more, and his screams were louder. 
 
      
 
    -"Kim, your turn. Do three." 
 
      
 
    Kim took the whip, aimed, and struck three times, with satisfying results. She loved seeing Gary suffering. She felt herself getting wet and desperately wanted to keep going. Soon, she thought, the whip would cut skin and there'd be blood. This was incredible! 
 
      
 
    Heather brought her back to reality.  
 
      
 
    -"Great job, both of you. You'll be a perfect slave, Gary, won't you?" 
 
      
 
    Gary forced the words through his tears.  
 
    -"Yes, Mistress Heather. Absolutely. Thank you, Mistress Kim and Mistress Leah, for beating me." 
 
      
 
    -"It seems like you're all set here," Heather said. "Our group's meeting at 1900 at the reception so we can go to dinner. That gives you four hours." 
 
      
 
    -"I'd like to go for a run.  Leah, are you interested?" 
 
      
 
    -"Sure. Let's get the boys down and they can clean up. Boys, we'll want you on the patio with ice water and towels when we get back, in about an hour and half. Clear?" 
 
      
 
    -"Yes, Mistress Leah." 
 
      
 
    Versailles Resort, Helena 171/4/15 
 
    Next day, Leah and Kim enjoyed breakfast on the patio prepared and served by the slaves. The boys were cheerful and attentive, seeming to bear no hard feelings over yesterday's beating. Leah realised that they accepted mistress' right to beat them as a normal part of slave life. 
 
      
 
    The two slaves, on hearing that their mistresses were looking to buy Heran style outfits for their stay, advised the ladies on what shopping options they had. Conveniently, all shops in Helena and the rest of the Queendom could be accessed from their wrist computers, much like shops were universally accessible in the Union. 
 
      
 
    Kim and Leah found the fashion shopping portal shown to them by the slaves to be particularly helpful. After the two women had uploaded a few pictures of themselves along with some keywords on what they were looking for, the portal AI generated a long list of personalised recommendations for each of them. Each recommendation came with computer-generated 3D models of Kim and Leah dressed in the recommended outfits, cut perfectly to their measurements. The portal let them see exactly how they would look in each outfit before it had even been made.  
 
      
 
    Kim and Leah linked their wrist units to a large screen in the living room, and brought up the portal view on the screen to evaluate their options. It would let them see the images of themselves in nearly full size. They were both curious and a little nervous about what the AI would recommend them to wear. 
 
      
 
    -“You go first,” Leah told Kim.  
 
    Kim selected the first item on her recommendation list, and the screen was filled with an image of Kim walking confidently on a red carpet inside a huge room that appeared to be the inside of a palace. The screen image had Kim wearing a tight, strap-less black leather dress, and matching knee-high boots. The camera circled Kim as she walked the endless red carpet, showing her from all angels. The technology made the computer-generated image of Kim indistinguishable from real footage. 
 
      
 
    -“That looks damn hot,” said Leah after a few seconds. 
 
    -“It does, doesn’t it?” said Kim. “I never thought I could look so good.” 
 
    -“You look positively Heran.” 
 
      
 
    They watched for a few more seconds, before Leah got impatient. 
 
    -“My turn.” 
 
    She selected the first item on her list, and the screen now showed Leah walking down the same red carpet. She wore a short, red patent leather dress, complemented by red thigh-high boots. 
 
      
 
    -“That is one dominant lady on the screen,” said Kim. “You look gorgeous in that outfit.” 
 
    -“I thought it would be embarrassing to see myself in such an outfit. But it really looks good,” agreed Leah. “Now let’s see your next.” 
 
      
 
    Kim and Leah spent over an hour reviewing 50 recommendations from the AI portal, each as good as the first they saw. 
 
      
 
    -“It is impossible to choose,” said Kim. “We look smashing in all of them.” 
 
      
 
    -“Mistress Kim?” interrupted Gary, and waited for her approval to continue. 
 
    Kim gave him a nod, and he continued. 
 
    -“You can visit the shops themselves downtown, if you struggle to decide. They have staff who know all there is to know about Heran fashion and they can help you. That would also allow you to pick up your purchases right away.” 
 
      
 
    -“That is not a bad idea,” said Leah. “We will never know what is exactly right for the occasion anyway.” 
 
      
 
    Ten minutes later, they all headed out of the apartment. They took a transit pod downtown and headed out on foot with the leashed slaves in tow. The slaves directed them to Brenda's, a fashion shop that supplied many of the recommendations they had seen. It was just a few blocks from the station. Leah and Kim were amused to find a row of cages outside, marked "Slave Storage." They ordered the boys into cages, locked them, and entered. 
 
      
 
    On the inside, it was apparent the shop was not big in terms of area. There was in fact no clothes on display in the customer part of the shop. On the other hand, there were numerous full size screens on the walls, on which customers could look through the merchandise and see how it would fit on them. The handful of customers who were in the shop did just that. 
 
      
 
    As Kim and Leah entered, a handsome, brown-haired man with gentle features dressed in a formal trousers and a white shirt approached them. 
 
    -“May I assist you, Mistresses?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    -“I hope so,” replied Kim. “We are looking for Heran-style outfits for our stay here in Helena.” 
 
      
 
    -“Certainly, Mistresses. Is there anything in particular you can tell me about the occasions for which you want to be attired?” 
 
      
 
    Leah relayed the important bits of their program for the next two weeks, emphasizing the visit with the queen. She also mentioned they already had a good list of AI recommendations. 
 
    -“Ah, if you let me see the lists, I can assist you better, Mistresses,” said the shop assistant. 
 
      
 
    Kim and Leah linked up their wrist computers with the screens in the shop and displayed their recommendation lists. 
 
      
 
    The shop assistant quickly flicked through the options, spending no more than two seconds on each picture. Then he asked the women a few more questions and consulted his own wrist unit before he delivered his verdict. 
 
      
 
    -“I believe you will find yourselves most appropriately dressed for the evening activities of your stay in these outfits,” he said and displayed the view from his wrist unit on one of the screens. The screen split in four, and showed two outfits on Kim and two on Leah. All were stunning leather and latex outfits from their recommendations lists. 
 
      
 
    Kim and Leah nodded approvingly. 
 
      
 
    -“For the visit at the palace, I will suggest you tone it a bit down, however. While a leather dress is in no way inappropriate there, you will find that the more extravagant outfits in the palace are mostly worn by first-timers and out-of-city visitors. If you want to look more like the locals, you may want to go with something like this.” 
 
      
 
    The screen now split in two, showing Kim and Leah walking on each their red carpet. Kim wore black heels, a black leather pencil skirt and a purple blouse, while Leah wore black knee-high boots, a short black leather skirt and a pink blouse. 
 
      
 
    Kim looked at Leah, and Leah looked back with a nod and a smile. They wanted to fit in, and the outfits were both classy and good looking. 
 
      
 
    -“Thank you, slave,” said Kim. “You seem to know what you are talking about. I will take all three outfits you recommended for me.” 
 
      
 
    -“As will I, said Leah. Those outfits look really good.” 
 
      
 
    -“Thank you, Mistresses,” smiled the shop assistant. “Do you want to pick up your items right away or have them sent to your address?” 
 
      
 
    The actual production of the clothing items relied to a high degree on 3D-printing, which meant that they would be produced immediately after a customer entered her order, and they would be produced to her exact measurements. 
 
      
 
    -“I am happy to wear one of those dresses right away,” beamed Kim. 
 
      
 
    Ten minutes later, Leah and Kim came out of the shop, wearing tight leather dresses and thigh high boots. As they came to the slave cages, they realized the boys were looking at them with awe. As soon as the boys crawled out, they began kissing the new boots with incredible passion. After a minute, Leah said, "Come on boys, that's enough." She pulled her crop from the holster of her boot and tapped each lightly, which gave her a satisfying feeling of power.  
 
      
 
    Gary looked up admiringly and said, "You look wonderful, Mistresses. We are lucky serve you." Kim thought he sounded perfectly sincere. What a great slave! 
 
      
 
    -"Good," Leah said. "You may carry our shopping bags. Now, tell us where two powerful Heran ladies would go for lunch." 
 
      
 
    - "The Palace Café, Mistress," Bill replied. "In Palace Square, right across from the Queen's Palace and the Assembly of Ladies building. It's less than a five minute walk from here." 
 
      
 
    -"Perfect, direct us there."  Leah fought the urge to say "thank you" - according to the guidebook mistresses should not say "please" or "thank you," because these implied that slaves had a choice of whether to follow orders or perform duties. 
 
      
 
    Leah and Kim loved the walk to the café. They felt akin to the Heran ladies bustling around them:  strong, graceful, powerful and feminine. This was the way the world should be - mistresses leading leashed male slaves. 
 
      
 
    Their table gave an expansive view of Palace Square. The café had a special slave area, where boys knelt and were served slave food. Leah realized that this was to allow powerful Heran ladies to discuss matters in privacy. Given its location, the café probably hosted many important but unofficial meetings. 
 
      
 
    -"Doesn't this feel weird?" Leah asked. "We're Union reserve officers, in the center of Queendom power.  We've spent all this time training to fight unidentified invaders, whom we all know would be from the Queendom." 
 
      
 
    "Don't think about it," Kim laughed. "We're here and life is great. Everyone here is super nice. Forget politics.  You've got to admit that the whole female supremacy and male slavery thing is great. As far as I'm concerned, I'd move to Helena tomorrow. I could work for the local NewtonGrow office and you could work at the Embassy." 
 
      
 
    Leah often felt like she and Kim were big and little sisters, rather than lovers. She somehow always ended up as the practical one. 
 
      
 
    -"Hold it, Kim. Remember, we don't know anything about how real Herans live. We're having a free vacation in a fancy resort. We've been given two fantastic and well trained slaves. I love having them. But if we had to buy them, I bet they'd cost more than we could afford." 
 
      
 
    "Are you sure?" Kim asked. "Most women here own slaves. We've got some money saved, so surely we could buy one slave if we pool our resources.” 
 
      
 
    -"Calm down. Even if NewtonGrow would give you a job here, I haven't even done Foreign Ministry basic training. If I do well, maybe I could get posted here in a few years. My thesis on Newton-Queendom relations might help, but then again, many in the Union leadership would rather have someone from a colony with a less accommodating view of the Queendom. And there are lots more senior people who have priority." 
 
      
 
    -"Don't you think we'd fit in better here? Neither of us has much use for men. Here they're slaves, which is a really good arrangement." 
 
      
 
    -"That's hard to argue with," Leah admitted. "I've had the same thought. The counter argument is that Newton is steadily becoming kind of like the Queendom. Women increasingly run most things." 
 
      
 
    -"True," Kim said, "but we don't have male slaves, which is the best part." 
 
      
 
    -"Let's put this discussion off for a bit. When we visit Rebecca in a few days, we'll see how Herans - at least a family of successful ones - actually live. OK?" 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Tea with the Queen  
 
    Royal Palace, Helena, 171/4/16 
 
      
 
    At 10.15 in the morning, Kim and Leah arrived outside the palace together with the rest of the Birthright group staying at the Versailles. A few minutes later, the group was ushered into the palace. 
 
      
 
    Inside, four slaves greeted the arriving women and presented themselves as guides for the visitors, one for each of the pairs in the Birthright group. The slave assigned to Leah and Kim, Tom, seemed perfect: polite, deferential, helpful, and attractive. That made sense, Kim figured - only the best would be assigned to the Queen’s palace.  
 
      
 
    The slave gave the two ladies an entertaining and interesting tour of the palace. Leah was especially interested in a display about New California's joining the Queendom, which she had researched in Rector Black's class. 
 
      
 
    -"Were you here when this happened?" she asked Tom.  
 
      
 
    -"Yes, Mistress. I had the privilege of showing the new Duchess through the Museum of Hera when she came here for the ceremonies." 
 
      
 
    -"What was she like?" 
 
      
 
    -"Very impressive, strong, powerful - a true Duchess. We also did tours for many other ladies from the new Duchy. Often it was their first trip to Helena." 
 
      
 
    -"I've read stories about what happened then, but they don't all agree. Some say a number of men were brought here as slaves." 
 
      
 
    -"A large number, actually, Mistress. Things were a bit confused for a while." 
 
      
 
    -"Do you know what happened to them?" 
 
      
 
    -"I hear they were sent to slave training classes and then assigned duties, just like the rest of us." 
 
      
 
    -"I assume it was hard for them." 
 
      
 
    -"Of course, Mistress. The trainers are really harsh and love punishing slaves. It's bad enough when you're young, like I was. Older guys have it even worse." 
 
      
 
    The rest of the tour went quickly, and in no time, the guests were lining up to be presented to the Queen. The actual ceremony was an exciting blur. Despite everyone's fears, no one tripped while curtsying. Kim was so awed by the Queen's presence and poise - and her stunning white outfit with silver trim - that she did not even remember what the Queen said to her. 
 
      
 
    The hosts at their table were interesting. Colonel Amy Wang, in Amazon dress uniform, did not look the way superwomen were supposed to. She was short for a Heran - about Kim's size - with a thoughtful no-nonsense manner and piercing eyes.  
 
      
 
    -"Pleased to meet you. I have heard nice things about you. We look forward to having you with us next week." 
 
      
 
    -"Thank you, Ma'am," Kim and Leah said simultaneously. 
 
      
 
    The other woman, in an elegant green dress and matching boots, seemed vaguely familiar. "I'm Sarah Stevenson, from Foreign Cultural Affairs.  My office sponsors Birthright and programs with Newton College. I think I've seen you in Sophia Black's office." 
 
      
 
    -"That's it," Leah said. "It was very quick, but I remember it." 
 
      
 
    -"May I join you?" a voice said. Kim and Leah turned around and were stunned to realize that it was the Queen herself. 
 
      
 
    "Of course, Your Majesty," Leah laughed. "It's your palace." 
 
      
 
    -"Well done," the Queen smiled disarmingly. "You must be the aspiring 
 
    diplomat." 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Your Majesty." 
 
      
 
    -”Do call me Nicole, please. We can save ‘Majesty’ for more formal occasions.”   
 
    -“So you are in the Union foreign service?” the Queen continued. 
 
      
 
    -“Yes. Quite fresh – I am still doing the training course.” Leah was about to add “Your Majesty”, but stopped in time. 
 
      
 
    -“Very good. We need more diplomats both here and in the Union. Do you think the relationship between the Union and the Queendom can be saved?” 
 
      
 
    -“I hope so. The Union and Queendom need each other.” 
 
      
 
    -“I very much agree,” replied the Queen. “Unfortunately, however, there seems to be a lot of irrational antipathy against the Queendom in the Union. So improving the relationship will be a challenge.” 
 
      
 
    -“I will do my part at least. My thesis dealt with the Queendom, and I hope to be posted here eventually." 
 
      
 
    Leah was surprised to find herself talking to Queen as though they were almost equals. Hopefully she had not put her foot in her mouth. 
 
      
 
    -"I'll look forward to that."  
 
      
 
    The Queen turned to Kim. "You must be the young agronomist who's a friend of Mary Elliot's daughter. Welcome. Unfortunately, I can't do farming small talk well. I like eating her products, though." 
 
      
 
    Unsure what to say, Kim smiled as a response. 
 
      
 
    -"I'm enjoying this," the Queen said and rose, "but I must see to my other guests." 
 
      
 
    When the four women sat down again, Kim and Leah felt less under scrutiny, but not entirely so. After a few minutes of quiet tea drinking, the conversation resumed. 
 
      
 
    -“I think you got the Queen’s interest,” Sarah commented. “The Queen is very concerned over the situation on Leda. We have three powers in an unstable situation." 
 
      
 
    -"Is she worried? From the Union side, we're worried and the Queendom seems like the most powerful." 
 
      
 
    -"Everyone's worried," Colonel Wang said. "I read the Chinese press and beneath their bluster, they're scared. Each power is jumpy because it fears that the other two will gang up on them." 
 
      
 
    -"How do we avoid sliding into war?" Kim said. "This situation gets scarier each year." 
 
      
 
    -"I don't know," the Colonel said, "that's way above my pay grade." 
 
      
 
    -"Likewise," Sarah agreed.  
 
      
 
    Leah realized with a start that she did not believe either of the Herans. She was not sure why, but knew she did not. 
 
      
 
    -"Anyway," Colonel Wang said, "Maybe I'll see you two next week. I just heard you got final approval for your visit." 
 
      
 
    -"What was the problem?" Kim asked. 
 
      
 
    -"Security. Somehow they were convinced you were coming to spy on us." 
 
      
 
    -"No way, Ma'am," Kim laughed. "We're just trigger pullers, with no intelligence connections." 
 
      
 
    -"Like my Amazons," the Colonel agreed. "We go where we're sent and we do what we're told." 
 
      
 
    Leah doubted that was entirely true, but went along. 
 
      
 
    -"You got it, Ma'am."  
 
      
 
    Versailles Resort, Helena 171/4/16 
 
      
 
    Back on their cottage patio, Kim and Leah reviewed the day while they were receiving massages from their two slaves. Bill was kneeling in front of Kim, rubbing her feet, while Gary was standing behind Leah’s sun chair, massaging her shoulders. 
 
      
 
    -"I thought this went very well," Leah said. “Now we can say we met the Queen.” 
 
      
 
    -“Yes,” agreed Kim. “I think she really liked you. You made a good impression. Let’s hope that will count for something when they assign you an embassy post.” 
 
      
 
    -“We can but hope.” 
 
      
 
    -“But Colonel Wang is harder to impress.” 
 
    -“Yes, she seemed really suspicious. Did you think something was going on?" 
 
      
 
    -"I don’t know. But it almost felt as she was keeping a watch on us,” replied Kim. “But then again, she might be doing that to pretty much anyone, considering who she is.” 
 
      
 
    -“Yes. Commandress of the Amazons. You don’t get to that position with a carefree attitude.” 
 
      
 
    -“We could check with Rebecca tomorrow. Maybe she knows more about her.” 
 
      
 
    -“Agreed,” replied Leah. “But now I rather want to discuss something else.” 
 
      
 
    She got up from her sun chair and leaned over Kim, giving her a long kiss on her mouth. 
 
    -“I want to discuss how you can please me.” 
 
      
 
    Kim smiled seductively, then kissed Leah back. 
 
    -“I have an idea or two about how I can do that,” she said as she withdrew. 
 
      
 
    -“I am intrigued,” whispered Leah 
 
    -“I was planning to use some toys…. boy toys. I thought it was time to see if the Queendom slaves are really as good as people say they are.” 
 
      
 
    Kim rose from her chair and put her finger on Leah’s lips before she could speak. 
 
    -“I will prepare everything. Just relax here for five minutes, then come to the main bed room, suitably attired.” 
 
      
 
    Kim then picked up a crop from a table behind the sun chairs and addressed Bill and Gary. “Come on boys.” 
 
    She disappeared into the apartment with the two slaves hurrying after her. 
 
    Leah sat down in her sun chair again, amused by her lover. Kim was always keen to try new things. Leah was not that eager to have men involved in their lovemaking, but now she had no choice it seemed. Well, as long as Kim was part of it, it would likely be good. 
 
      
 
    From inside the apartment, Leah heard a crack that sounded like a crop hitting a back side. Leah closed her eyes for a minute and imagined what went on in there. Kim using the crop to direct the slaves for whatever she had planned. An appealing picture indeed. 
 
      
 
    Leah got up from the chair and went to one of the free bathrooms inside the apartment to quickly freshen up and apply some lipstick. She took off her skirt and tank top, and proceeded towards the main bedroom, wearing only her black panties and bra. 
 
      
 
    Inside, she found Kim standing a few meters from the door, completely naked. Her dark blonde hair had been let out from the pony tail she had worn earlier in the day, and in her hand she was holding the crop. 
 
      
 
    Behind Kim, on the large double bed in the center of the room, Bill and Gary were lying face up on a diagonal line across the bed, head to head. 
 
      
 
    Kim approached Leah and gave her a long and passionate kiss. While they kissed, Kim unhooked Leah’s bra and let it fall to the floor.  
 
      
 
    Kim moved her head a little down and started kissing Leah’s neck. Not long after, Leah moaned softly. Kim’s tongue felt delicious on her neck, and Leah could feel she was getting wet between her thighs. 
 
      
 
    Kim moved further down and began kissing and caressing Leah’s breasts. Leah moaned with enjoyment, and caressed Kim’s hair, as she absorbed the delicious feeling. 
 
      
 
    Slowly, Kim moved even further down, and pulled down Leah’s panties. She kissed Leah’s thighs, getting tantalisingly closer to Leah’s sex. Leah could feel herself getting wetter and wetter as anticipation of Kim’s tongue touching her pussy grew stronger. 
 
      
 
    But it didn’t happen. Instead Kim rose to her feet and gave Leah another passionate kiss on her mouth. 
 
    -“Let’s mount the boys now, and continue our love making,” she whispered. 
 
      
 
    Leah had forgotten the slaves were in the room while she enjoyed Kim’s attention, and only now did she again become aware of them. But she did not mind. Leah was highly aroused, and if Kim thought using them would make the sex better, so did Leah. 
 
      
 
    Kim handed Leah her crop, and picked up another from the nightstand next to the bed. Then she climbed up on the bed and sat on top of Bill’s face. 
 
      
 
    Leah followed Kim’s cue and climbed up on the bed from the other side, mounting Gary in the same way. As soon as she sat down, she felt Gary’s warm tongue on her pussy. It felt wonderful, and Leah moaned loudly. 
 
      
 
    But it was the beauty sitting in front of her that stirred her passion. Leah put her crop down on the bed and leaned forward to embrace and kiss Kim. The two women kissed intensely for almost a minute, while the men underneath them eagerly stroked their tongues on their pussies. 
 
      
 
    Both Leah and Kim moaned as they withdrew shortly from each other’s lips. The slaves were really good at cunnilingus, Leah had to admit. Feeling Gary’s tongue probe and tease her clit was intensely pleasurable. 
 
    She started exploring Kim’s body with her hands and her lips, while Kim threw her head back, moaning, with closed eyes. Leah kissed Kim’s large but firm breast, something Kim evidently enjoyed intensely. 
 
      
 
    Leah shuddered as jolts of pleasure emanated from her clit. Gary’s soft strokes across it was pure heaven. Leah too leaned a little backwards to absorb the pleasure she received. She closed her eyes, immersing herself in a bliss of pleasure. After a little while, she felt Kim’s kisses on her neck, something that shot her level of excitement even higher. She moaned ever loader and could feel an orgasm coming. 
 
      
 
    Another long, soft touch of Gary’s tongue on her clit was enough to set it off. Powerful waves of pleasure rippled through Leah, and she screamed with ecstasy. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Helena 171/4/17 
 
    The next morning Leah and Kim took a transport pod for the 10 km ride to the Elliot farm. 
 
      
 
    Greg and Rebecca were waiting at the train stop. Greg kissed their shoes, and Rebecca offered big hugs. 
 
      
 
    After exchanging greetings, Rebecca led her visitors to the farm dome. 
 
      
 
    Mary Elliot met them at the dome entrance.  
 
    -"Welcome to Helena Greens. It's great to meet you - I've heard so much about you. Are you enjoying your stay here in Helena?” 
 
      
 
    -“We very much are,” replied Kim. “And thank you for inviting us.” 
 
      
 
    Kim and Leah exchanged pleasantries with Mary for a minute, before Mary directed her guests and her daughter to the dining room inside her residence. 
 
      
 
    Here the ladies were served a simple but delicious lunch by Greg and two other slaves. While they ate, Mary was very interested to hear how the guests found Helena and the Queendom. 
 
      
 
    -“So, how has your stay in Helena been so far? Do you like it?” 
 
      
 
    -“We very much do,” replied Leah. “Everyone has been super nice to us, and we are pampered all day. I am having the time of my life.” 
 
    -“Me too,” agreed Kim. “We have met so many interesting people, and the Queendom atmosphere is unique.” 
 
      
 
    -“I am glad to hear,” said Mary looking genuinely happy to hear her guests’ answers. “So you don’t find our peculiar way of organising our society too much of a shock? Things are a bit different from the Union here.” 
 
      
 
    -“They certainly are,” said Leah. “But in a good way. It is new and exciting to experience. Having slaves is something I get used to quickly. And the boys seem ok with being slaves, so I am not uncomfortable with it. It is really a win-win.” 
 
      
 
    -“Yes, I bet they never tell you that in the union,” said Mary. 
 
      
 
    -“No, they don’t. Apart from Rebecca of course.” 
 
    Kim’s comment raised mild chuckle. 
 
    -“I completely agree with Leah,” Kim continued. “I love it. Female rule works for me.” 
 
      
 
    -“That is what I concluded too, long ago,” said Mary. “Once the Herans arrived on this planet, I knew I had to join them.” 
 
      
 
    Leah recalled that Rebecca had told them that she and her mother were immigrants to the Queendom. Mary had moved to Helena a few years after the arrival of the Herans, when Rebecca was just 17 years [7 Earth Years] old. 
 
      
 
    -“Was it difficult? I understand Helena was rather rudimentary back then?” 
 
      
 
    -“Helena already had good infrastructure when I arrived. Not like it is today of course, but it wasn’t frontier life either. But I admit it wasn’t all easy trying to raise a girl in a new place. I didn’t own slaves for the first couple of years.” 
 
      
 
    -“Was it hard to leave the Union behind?” asked Kim. 
 
      
 
    -“Not really. Rebecca’s father had just left me, and I was sick of my job in Cairo. I needed a new start, and since the Heran philosophy of female supremacy really appealed to me, it was an easy choice. I never looked back since I came.” 
 
      
 
    -“But how about you two?” asked Mary. “Have you considered moving here?” 
 
      
 
    Kim and Leah exchanged looks before Leah answered. 
 
    -“We are tempted. But Newton is home, and we really like it there.”  
 
    -“But maybe sometime in the future. We are keen to see more about what life in the Queendom is really like,” added Kim. 
 
      
 
    -“Well, maybe a little time here on the farm can help you with that.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Later, after the lunch Mary and Rebecca gave Kim and Leah a tour of the farm. Mary explained about the farm.  
 
      
 
    -"The whole dome's ours," she said. "Inside is this 'ranch house', slave quarters, storage, motor pool, shops, and many of the fruit trees. Most of the vegetables are outside in ambient air, thanks to NewtonGrow's magic." 
 
      
 
    -"How many people do you have?" Leah asked. She was increasingly trying to learn more about how Helena worked. 
 
      
 
    -"Rebecca and me, and five slaves including Greg. There is also Jane, who help me oversee the slaves, but she is off today. Our operation is highly automated, so any more people here is unnecessary.” 
 
      
 
    As Mary finished the sentence, she was interrupted by an incoming call announced by the blinking on her wrist unit. 
 
    -“I apologise, but it looks like I will need to take this call,” she told Leah and Kim.” 
 
    Mary listened to the voice in her ear piece for ten seconds and acknowledged. Then she addressed the three younger women. 
 
    -“The irrigation controller is acting up again. I am sorry, but I need to get over there. The slaves haven’t managed to fix it. Can you, Rebecca, show Leah and Kim the rest?” 
 
      
 
    -“Of course,” replied Rebecca. “I will take care of them while you sort it out.” 
 
      
 
    Mary apologised again, and left Rebecca, Leah and Kim among the fruit trees. When she was out of hearing range, Kim asked Rebecca: 
 
    -“Is she going over to punish the slaves?” 
 
      
 
    -“Depends on what the issue is. That irrigation controller has been troublesome before – not everything NewtonGrow makes functions perfectly all the time,” said Rebecca with a wink. “And my mother wouldn’t punish slaves if it is not their fault. But if it turns out the issue this time has been caused by one of the slaves not operating it properly, you can be sure he will pay.” 
 
      
 
    -“How often does that happen?” asked Leah. “Her punishing the slaves.” 
 
      
 
    -“All the slaves are given maintenance beatings once a week. But we don’t call that punishment. It is merely an exercise to imprint in the minds of the slaves what their position is and who is in charge.” 
 
    -“Proper punishments,” Rebecca continued, “vary a lot in frequency. Some times there can be months without anything, and other times it is several per week. It depends on the performance of the slaves.” 
 
      
 
    -“Is she very harsh?” asked Kim. “I mean your mother when she do punishment beatings.” 
 
      
 
    Rebecca looked a little around as she pondered her answer.  
 
    -“Maybe you should hear it from one of the slaves. Then you can judge for yourself. 
 
      
 
    She touched her wrist unit, and a man appeared on its screen, with trucks in the background.  
 
    -"Bert, come here. I am just outside the garage on the city side. 
 
      
 
    -"On my way, Mistress." 
 
      
 
    Half a minute later a slave in a coverall appeared. 
 
      
 
    -"Tell my friends about the incident way back when you and Sanjay crashed the trucks." 
 
      
 
    -"Of course, Mistress.  
 
    -“Another slave and I had been tinkering with the control system for the trucks on the farm, trying to make them go faster. Our male stupidity got the better of us, and it came to us doing a race between two of the truck. Which ended with the trucks crashing.” 
 
    The man looked very embarrassed to relay this story. 
 
      
 
    -“Mistress Mary got really mad. She chained both of us to the trucks and whipped us to make us drag the trucks all the way back to the motor pool. She whipped us bloody and then some more, and left us chained to the trucks until the repairman came on the next day. Then she made us lick the blood and the dirt off the trucks." 
 
      
 
    -"How did you feel about this?" 
 
      
 
    -“Mistress Mary did what she had to do. We were stupid, and we could have ruined the farm if we had crashed the trucks into the dome anchors. We deserved our punishment, and we were lucky she didn’t sell us afterwards. 
 
      
 
    -"Thanks, Bert. Back to work." 
 
    The slave hurried back to the garage building he came from. 
 
    -“That sounded brutal,” said Kim, looking shocked. “I didn’t really expect that from your lovely mother.” 
 
    -“She is brutal when it comes to men,” nodded Rebecca. “As am I when it is needed. The men need to be kept in their place, and from time to time, this kind of brutality is needed to keep it that way. We all love the convenience and the sexual power rush of slave owning, and this is what we do to maintain that privilege.” 
 
    -“That is something to think about,” said Leah pensively. 
 
    -“Have you done anything as harsh as what was done to those two slaves?” asked Kim. 
 
    -“Maybe not that harsh, but I have given a few very brutal whippings when it was necessary,” replied Rebecca. “Slaves perform best when they fear their mistresses, and I do my part.” 
 
    -“Do you enjoy it?” 
 
    -“The harshest punishments, not so much. You have to be much more careful with the procedure and ensure you don’t damage the slave permanently. And the slaves have usually done something to make you properly angry. But sometimes such punishments are needed, and the slaves understand that too.” 
 
      
 
    -“I think I would prefer the lighter variants too,” noted Leah. 
 
      
 
    -“That is more fun, yes. Maybe we should go back to the main building and play some with Greg?” suggested Rebecca. 
 
      
 
    Kim and Leah agreed, and the three women headed back. 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    After a pleasant afternoon and dinner, the three walked to the train stop. Leah decided to raise the tricky subject she had been putting off.  
 
      
 
    -"Rebecca, we were seated with Colonel Wang at the palace. She seemed suspicious of us." 
 
      
 
    -"I'm sure she was," Rebecca smiled. "She's always suspicious. It's part of her strength."  
 
      
 
    -"How come?" 
 
      
 
    -“She has a reputation as the Queendom’s most diligent and security conscious soldier. And it has served her well. She has lead a bunch of our operations against male terrorists, so far with a perfect record. She has not lost a single soldier, and all of her missions have been successful.  
 
    -“At least those that have later been made public,” Rebecca added after a short pause. 
 
      
 
    -“Impressive.” 
 
      
 
    -“Yes, but what I find more impressive is what she did during the Chinese War. Back then, which was before she joined the Amazons, she was a regular Queendom Guard officer. She was in charge of a platoon in the garrison of Philonoe – the colony that came under direct attack. The fighting there was really vicious, and when the garrison commandress was killed early on, Wang took over, and rallied the troops to hold firm. She led from the front in an aggressive defence of the colony, making the Chinese pay in blood for every meter. She is credited for having personally taken out ten enemy soldiers in that battle.” 
 
      
 
    -“Wow.” 
 
      
 
    -“Whenever a medal is created for the Queendom Guard, she will be the first to receive it for that action.” 
 
      
 
    -“And that’s why the Amazons wanted her?” asked Leah. 
 
      
 
    -“Yes. She went straight in as the commandress when they added another squad to the force. Rumour is that she had applied before the war but passed over due to her size. No such problems after the war.” 
 
      
 
    -“I guess she proved size doesn’t always matter,” chuckled Kim. 
 
      
 
    -“Right. She is no taller than us Union born girls, but she is the toughest soldier on the planet.” 
 
      
 
    -“I sure hope we never have to fight her,” said Leah. “We often train to defend against commando attacks, which appear to be by an enemy similar to the Amazons. From what you say, I'm glad those are just drills." 
 
      
 
    -"You bet," Rebecca said with surprising force. "You never want to tangle with Wang.  She's brilliant, brave, and a stone-cold killer."  
 
      
 
    -"That's scary," Kim said. "We've got some tough officers in the Newton, but no one like that."


 
   
  
 

 Amazons 
 
      
 
    Deborah Base, Helena 171/4/18 
 
    Kim and Leah exited the rail car that had brought them to an army base outside Helena. The windowless concrete-walled station consisted of a sign, a clock, and a bench.  As they got out, a door opened and a friendly woman in a tight black uniform and wearing black lipstick walked in. 
 
      
 
    -"Hi, I'm Sergeant Laura Smith. Welcome to Deborah Base." 
 
      
 
    -"Glamorous, I see," Kim said with her irrepressible manner. "Home of the Queen's super soldiers." 
 
      
 
    -“It most certainly is,” replied Laura with a smile. 
 
      
 
    Kim and Leah presented themselves before Laura led them onwards. 
 
      
 
    A short walk brought them to a guard post, where they checked in. 
 
      
 
    -"Wrist computers, please," Laura grinned. She locked their computers in a metal box. 
 
    -“We need to take these for security. But you will need one of our models to link up with our gear anyway.” 
 
      
 
    -“Amazon combat gear! I always wanted to try that,” exclaimed Kim. 
 
      
 
    Laura just smiled. 
 
    -“Please get undressed and step into the scanners. You can leave your clothes in the lockers behind that door.” 
 
      
 
    Kim and Leah stripped naked and folded their clothes neatly. 
 
    -"Put the eye mask on, and get in."  
 
    Kim and Leah stepped into each their scanner. The buzzer sounded, the lasers scanned, the usual whirring noises were heard. Another buzzer sounded, and Laura signalled for them to get out. 
 
      
 
    -"OK, you'll have uniforms with body armour in 10. The pieces are pre-cut, so the computer matches and adjust them." 
 
      
 
      
 
    Fifteen minutes later, Leah and Kim were dressed in black uniforms similar to that of Laura. They inspected themselves in the mirror. 
 
      
 
    -"I love these," Kim said. “Queendom black is much more elegant than our green. It has a good dominant vibe.” 
 
      
 
    -“It does look good, yes,” said Laura. “But the main benefit is the strength it gives you. The power-assist feature of the fibres in the suit tend to surprise those who wear it for the first time. So be aware if you feel like jumping or slapping someone. Your arms and legs now come with a lot of power.” 
 
      
 
    Kim, always the curious one, had to try a jump right away. She bounced up 3 meters, halfway up to the ceiling in the room. Her landing was less than controlled, but she managed to stay on her feet –just. 
 
    -“Wow. That is a lot better than we have in Newton.” 
 
      
 
    -“Newton may have a lot of good civvie tech. But on military matters, the Queendom is number one.” 
 
      
 
    There was no argument on that, thought Leah, as she made a test jump herself. Not as high as Kim, but enough to demonstrate for herself that the Queendom armour suit was better than the equipment she was used to. 
 
      
 
    -“Ok, enough play, we need to move on.” 
 
    Laura signalled for Kim and Leah to follow her down a corridor. 
 
      
 
    Leah noted Laura’s complete lack of deference to her and Kim despite their higher ranks. It did not surprise her. She had heard the Queendom’s soldiers applied a rather informal and unhierarchical etiquette compared to the Union and the Chinese. 
 
    Also, Leah suspected the Queendom’s soldiers did not consider those of the Union their equals. They knew well that no military in the Union approached their own levels of training and experience, and a certain disdain could not be ruled out.  
 
      
 
    Laura led Leah and Kim into a room that had no windows, but walls that were covered by screens. The screens appeared to show various views of a unit of Queendom soldiers in their characteristic black uniforms deployed in rugged terrain. 
 
      
 
    There were three ladies in the room. Leah recognised colonel Amy Wang among them. She was talking with the two other officers there when Kim, Leah and Laura entered. 
 
      
 
    -“Our guests have arrived,” announced Laura. 
 
      
 
    -“Ah, good timing,” said the officer standing closest to them - a tall woman with blonde hair in a ponytail. She approached Leah and Kim with her hand stretched out and smiling. 
 
    -“Welcome to Deborah base. I am Colonel Charlotte Bowditch of the Queendom’s central command. I am in charge of the exercise programs we are running here,” she said as she shook their hands. 
 
      
 
    Leah and Kim presented themselves, and were then introduced to the others in the room. 
 
      
 
    -“Major Lana Suarez. I am part of Charlotte’s team,” said an officer with short cut brown hair. 
 
    -“Colonel Amy Wang, the Amazons. We met last week.” 
 
      
 
    Charlotte explained where they were. 
 
    -“You are now in the control room of the exercise area adjoined to this base. What you see on the screens here is our 6th infantry company on a refresher exercise. We thought this would be a good occasion for you to get to know the Guards better. We will start here in the control room, where we can get the full view of what’s going on in the field, when the girls get to the most interesting part of their exercise. Afterwards, we will join them.” 
 
      
 
    -“The girls down there are now in day 9 of their annual 10 day [17 Earth days] refresher exercise,” elaborated Lana. “The 6th company is defending a position in the valley a couple of clicks east of here. They are about to get hit by a Chinese force, played by Colonel Wang’s Amazons.” 
 
      
 
    -“That sounds like a tough challenge,” said Kim. 
 
      
 
    -“It would not be proper training if it was easy,” replied Charlotte. 
 
      
 
    On the screens Leah could see a wide range of views of the soldiers of the 6th company. Some from a bird’s eye perspective, some from ground level, and some that appeared to be from helmet-mounted cameras. From the bird’s eye views, Leah could make out that the company had deployed in a defensive formation covering a valley about a kilometre wide. 
 
      
 
    -“These screens show what 6th company can see. We see their helmet mounts and the pictures from their reconnaissance drones,” said Lana. 
 
    -“What they don’t see,” she continued, “is this.” She pointed to the screens on another wall.” 
 
    -“This is the enemy force, and their recon pictures.” 
 
      
 
    Leah could see head cam pictures from the inside of battle transporters and drone pictures showing the advancing transporters from above as well as some of the 6th company positions. 
 
      
 
    -“The bottom right screen shows the map of the area, with all vehicles and soldiers superimposed. That is the best to get an overview of the battle.” 
 
      
 
    Leah nodded. 
 
    -“It is an impressive system to monitor the exercise,” said Leah. 
 
      
 
    -“Yes,” agreed Charlotte. “This is very useful to analyse everything we do and to improve on it.” 
 
      
 
    -“But let’s see how 6th company will do here. The girls have done well so far in the exercise, but now they are in for a surprise. Let’s see how they handle it.” 
 
      
 
    On the map screen, Leah could see blue dots representing the enemy moving at high speed towards the pink dots representing 6th company’s line. 
 
      
 
    “The enemy force is about 25 km out – expect contact in the next 5 minutes,” said Lana. 
 
      
 
    Leah knew the Amazons’ battle transporters would need little more than a minute to cover that distance, so it might well be sooner. She followed the blue dots as they raced towards the pink line. It became apparent that most of the blue dots went north of the pink line – they appeared to be doing a flanking manoeuvre. 
 
      
 
    -“The hill terrain north of the valley is pretty rough,” said Charlotte. “The girls won’t expect an attack from that direction.” 
 
      
 
    Half a minute later, the screens showing 6th company became live with movements, and the screens showing the enemy force made it clear that the Amazons were disembarking from their battle transporters. 
 
      
 
    -“They have seen the enemy. Now the fun begins,” noted Charlotte. 
 
      
 
    Soon after, both sides opened fire on each other, and all the screens came alive with a battle being fought with furious intensity and speed. Kim and Leah said nothing as they absorbed the images of the Queendom’s army in mock battle, while the three Queendom officers in the room calmly commented what was happening, and what the units involved did wrong and did right. 
 
      
 
    The flanking attack clearly came as a surprise on the defenders, but they reacted fairly quickly by shifting a reserve platoon to the north. At least Leah thought they were quick – the Queendom officers seemed less impressed. 
 
      
 
    Watching the head cam view of the soldiers, Leah noted with awe how quickly the Amazons advanced on foot, assisted by their powered battle armour. Leaping and sprinting from cover to cover, they closed in on their opponents faster than she thought would be possible. It confirmed to Leah that the Amazons were indeed super soldiers, and she could only hope Newton Regiment would never have to fight them. 
 
      
 
    But they were apparently not invincible. Looking at the map screen, Leah noted both blue and pink dots disappeared rapidly as the battle progressed. Had this been a real battle, it would have been bloody affair for both sides. 
 
      
 
    The fighting went on for about fifteen minutes at high intensity. At that point, the blue dots of the Amazons withdrew to the hills north of the valley after having overrun and eliminated the northern half of 6th company’s position. 
 
      
 
    -“That’s not too bad,” said Charlotte. “The company managed to survive, and it looked like they gave the enemy a bloody nose.” 
 
      
 
    -“The enemy force had a casualty rate of almost 50%,” added Lana. 
 
      
 
    -“They failed to block the valley,” said Amy, “but I suppose they did better than most others would against my girls.” Amy was hard to impress. 
 
      
 
    -“I think the 6th overall did well. But there are of course plenty of elements to work on,” said Charlotte. “But we can address that in the analysis session later.” 
 
      
 
    Then she addressed Leah and Kim. 
 
    -“What did you think? Is the 6th any good?” 
 
      
 
    -“I am impressed,” said Kim. “They had a very tough opponent.” 
 
    -“I agree,” said Leah. “They gave a good fight.” 
 
      
 
    Had it been her own company in Newton being subjected to such an onslaught, Leah thought to herself, they would have been toast. 
 
      
 
    -“Glad you think that, because now you will meet them. The field part of 6th company’s exercise is now over, so you can join them for some of their next activities.” 
 
    -“Laura, escort our guests down to the valley. I will be with you later.”  
 
      
 
    Laura nodded, and led Kim and Leah out of the control room and into a garage, where an open utility rover waited. Laura jumped into the driver seat, and waited for Kim and Leah to join her. 
 
    -“Masks on,” she instructed them, and Leah and Kim placed the breathing masks that were part of their armour suits over their mouths and noses. When going outside the domes of the colonies, CO2 scrubbing masks where necessary to breath in the raw Ledan atmosphere. 
 
      
 
    Laura then instructed the vehicle where to take them by voice, and it exited the garage through a gate that opened. 
 
      
 
    A five-minute ride through the Ledan landscape followed. First, the rover negotiated a steep downhill slope, before it came down to a flat but rough valley floor. Here it sped up, and after a bumpy few minutes, they arrived at the bottom of a slope covered with large boulders. Four battle transporters were parked there, and a platoon of Queendom soldiers were moving equipment and heavy weapons into them. Laura’s vehicle stopped next to them. 
 
      
 
    -“Here we are,” said Laura to Leah and Kim. “Meet C platoon of 6th Company.” 
 
      
 
    She then stood up, and after seeing a nod from what appeared to be the platoon commandress, she addressed the platoon with a loud and clear voice. 
 
      
 
    -“Listen up, ladies! This is Leah and Kim from Newton. They have come to Helena on a Birthright trip. They are both officers in their local militia, and they were keen to spend time with the best soldiers on the planet. So we took them to you.” 
 
      
 
    A few of the soldiers made appreciative noises. 
 
      
 
    -“They will tag along with you on the rest of this exercise. Take good care of them.” 
 
      
 
    Laura turned and smiled to Leah and Kim. 
 
    -“Have some fun.” 
 
      
 
    Leah and Kim got out of the vehicle, and were greeted by the platoon commandress, a tall woman with piercing blue eyes. 
 
    -“Welcome to 6C,” she said with a firm but friendly voice. “I am Marcella Pisto, commandress of this platoon.” 
 
      
 
    -“Pleased to meet you. I am Leah Miller” 
 
    -“And I am Kim Blakeley.” 
 
      
 
    -“Great. I heard you two wanted to spend some time with us. I hope you are in shape, because we are going to run a little.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    One hour later, Kim, Leah, and the soldiers of the 6th platoon were catching their breath through their breather masks. They had just completed a run to a hill 20 km away from where they started.  
 
      
 
    It was exhausting, but Leah and Kim had managed to follow the pace of the Queendom soldiers without too much problems thanks to the assistance their armour suits had given them. 
 
      
 
    Both Kim and Leah were amazed at the marching speed they could keep when wearing the Queendom armour. With the equipment back home in Newton, they would at least have spent twice the time on a run this length.  
 
      
 
    -“So, what do you think? Do you regret tagging along with us?” asked Tania, a soldier whom Kim and Leah had acquainted with during the march.  
 
    -“Not at all,” replied Kim.  
 
    -“It was good exercise,” said Leah. “But I could do with a break now.” 
 
      
 
    -“Yeah, we get a lot of exercise here,” said Tania. “But I think there will be something more interesting on the program now….” 
 
      
 
    She was interrupted by Marcella’s loud voice. 
 
    -“Ok, girls. That was a decent time on the march. Well done.” 
 
    Marcella paused a little, and continued. 
 
    -“We will be practicing your aim now that you have been warmed up. We start with the tactical shooting course. Line up at the start.” 
 
      
 
    The soldiers followed her order and lined up next to a boulder. They had clearly been here before and knew where to go. Kim and Leah joined the line like the others. 
 
      
 
    Marcella came over to the two Newton officers. She put her hand on the rifle Kim was carrying. Kim and Leah had been equipped with each their QG-1, the standard military rifle of the Queendom. 
 
    -“Are you familiar with using this weapon,” she asked. 
 
      
 
    -“Yes, we have used it before,” replied Kim. 
 
    -“The Newton Regiment keep a couple of these to familiarise our troops with weapons they may encounter.” 
 
    -“Well, well. I shall refrain from asking how those weapons ended up in Newton,” Marcella said with a wink. 
 
      
 
    All three women knew well the most likely way for these weapons to end up in Union territory was through the Union-based guerrillas that skirmished with the Queendom from time to time. And none of them wanted to discuss that conflict here. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Thirty minutes later, Leah’s adrenaline was pumping as she came out on the other end of the course. She was the last to complete it, and she had had a great time doing it. The course was both challenging and exciting. She had followed a trail with plenty of obstacles that she had to go around, climb, crawl under or jump over. All along the trail there were holographic enemies popping up from covers that she had to shoot before they shot her. 
 
      
 
    -“That was really fun!” she said as the rest of the platoon waited for her at the finish line. 
 
    -“I know,” Kim was even more excited than Leah. 
 
      
 
    -“Glad you liked it,” said Marcella. “Now let’s see how well you did…” 
 
    Marcella used her wrist computer to project a result list onto a flat boulder nearby. The list showed Leah as number four and Kim as number five out of forty one. 
 
      
 
    -“That is pretty impressive. Much better than we’d expect from Union soldiers,” said Marcella with a grin that her facemask almost concealed. “Congratulations.” 
 
      
 
    -“You are good enough to join our army,” said Tania. 
 
      
 
    -“Maybe one day…” said Kim with a smile 
 
    Leah did not say anything but she was warming to the idea.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Outside Helena 171/4/18 
 
    Sore, tired, and happy on the train back to the resort, Kim and Leah stretched out and mulled over their day.  
 
      
 
    -“That wasn’t what I expected. Everyone was so friendly and open, even though they know we’re training to fight them. They showed us amazing gear and tactics. I was blown away.” 
 
      
 
    -“I thought the same,” Leah said. “I think they wanted to impress us. Why else would a senior Amazon officer like Wang meet us?” 
 
      
 
    -”But why do Heran brass care what junior Newtonian officers think?” 
 
      
 
    -“I sense the chess mistress - Sarah Stephenson - is behind it,” Leah said. “She probably asked the Rector about us. I don’t think it’s an accident that we got the Birthright trip, or how well we’ve been treated on it. Sarah was at our table at the palace and set up our meeting Wang.” 
 
      
 
    -“But why? She knows we’re loyal Newtonians. The Queendom’s nice, but we wouldn’t betray Newton even if we knew some secrets - which we don’t.” 
 
      
 
    -“I think she’s playing a long game. All her cultural stuff, including Birthright and the programs she’s set up for Newton College, are to make people in the Union sympathetic to the Queendom.” 
 
      
 
    -“Sure,” Kim agreed. “But why’s the Army involved, at such a high level?” 
 
      
 
    -“There’s a scary scenario. Maybe Wang is sizing us up to get a sense of the Regiment. They could be thinking of doing to Newton what they did to New California. I can’t see it, though. For New Cal, they started trouble and then sent Amazons to take over. But that was a neighbour that they could deploy into much faster than the Union could respond. Newton is far from the Queendom and in the middle of the Union. That’s a stretch, even for Amazons.” 
 
      
 
    -“So what could it be?” 
 
      
 
    -“I don’t know,” Leah said. “But I think we’re pawns in Sarah and Wang’s game.” 
 
      
 
    -“Maybe,” Kim laughed. “But we can’t do anything about it. Let’s get home and give the slaves a good beating.”


 
   
  
 

 Grand Mistress 
 
    
Versailles Resort, Helena 174/2/16 
 
    Pauline Roland folded her long legs beneath herself on the couch, and snapped her fingers. A slave appeared, refilled her wine glass, and withdrew from the bright, comfortable, living room. She looked around and smiled.
  
 
    -"I love what you've done here, Sarah, this place is really you. The furniture, the books, and the artwork - it all fits together. There's real warmth here."
  
 
    -"Thanks to you," Sarah Stevenson replied. "I'm so grateful."
  
 
    Sarah's house was part of Versailles Helena, a luxury resort in the Queendom's capital. The resort had been planned jointly by Pauline, a partner in the company that managed it, and Sarah, the Queendom's director of cultural affairs. The two women had worked easily together from a community of interests, and became friends. Versailles wanted to open a new resort, to which guests would be drawn in part by the opportunity to experience the Queendom's female supremacist society. Sarah wanted a new way to entice visitors to the Queendom, especially via a program called Birthright that offered all-expenses-paid trips to young women who could not afford the actual cost.
  
 
    The resort had been a partial success so far. It did get enough visitors to make a decent operating profit, but this was very much dependent on the Birthright program, which had paid for the bulk of the stays. As a token of gratitude, Pauline had offered Sarah one of the cottages built as on-site homes for senior staff. Sarah accepted gratefully, and had moved in only two months earlier.
  
 
    -"This is the first place I've lived that really feels like it's mine. I unpacked stuff I've had in storage for years."
  
 
    Sarah had moved to Helena shortly after the Heran settlers arrived, drawn by their female supremacist society. She rapidly became a successful business woman, a valuable government official, and - secretly - a key member of the Queendom's intelligence service. She led a number of "soft power" activities to enhance the Queendom's image in the Union colonies, especially among women.  She had also been key in the coup that brought the Union colony of New California into the Queendom. For years, her duties had been her life. Now, she was finally settling down.
  
 
    -"Since you're going domestic, you may need more staff," Pauline mulled. -"Camilla and I have two slaves, and wonder about a third." Camilla, Pauline's partner, was a Heran native, and lived in Timandra, a Queendom colony. Pauline split her time between Timandra, Helena and Paris, her home colony.
-"Actually, I'm getting another slave today. It's a funny story - I'll tell you but you need to keep quiet for a while."
  
 
    -"OK." Pauline loved secrets of any sort - major or trivial.
  
 
    -"When I unpacked boxes, I found stuff from my time in New California. There was a really good book about the politics of the Union and the Queendom, which I'd never read. The book is getting a bit old now, but I think it still holds a lot of valuable insights. It is by Timothy Hannon, a news columnist. I looked him up, and it turns out his wife was killed in the riots that preceded the merger."
  
 
    Pauline noted the vague term "merger." Sarah was rumoured to have played a major role, but would not talk about it. Still, she once let slip that her favourite necklace, featuring a striking New California garnet, had been a gift from the new Duchess. 
  
 
    -"Anyway, he got scooped up and sent here with all the males we enslaved. After training, he should have fetched a good price for an office job, but he was so depressed he wasn't good for much and no one wanted him. He ended up monitoring street cleaning robots – it must be the least intellectually challenging job on the planet. I contacted the crew Mistress, who said he could be bought cheap. Following her advice, I sent him to refresher training at the prison, and he should be arriving today."
  
 
    -"That course is supposed to be pretty tough."
  
 
    -"Yep," Sarah laughed. "The joke is they squeeze a year’s worth of beatings into a month. It's supposed to make boys very obedient to new Mistresses."
  
 
    -"What's your secret?"

-"I'm not telling him what I know about his background. I'll use him as a houseboy and make him beg to do more interesting stuff."  

-"Spoken like the chess grand mistress you are. That sounds like fun! "

The door buzzer sounded, and Sarah opened it. A young looking woman in prison service uniform - black skirt, white blouse, and boots - led a male in on a leash. He was wearing only shorts, and his back showed evidence of a recent hard whipping.
  
 
    -"Ms. Stevenson?"
  
 
    -"Yes, that's me."
  
 
    -"Hi, I'm Ellen. Here's Tim, your new slave. Could you sign for him?"
  
 
    -"Sure, thanks. Why the wrist and ankle shackles? He's not dangerous, is he?"
  
 
    -"Not at all. Just lazy. My advice is to keep him in chains until he starts to work well for you. Also, I'd have him sleep in a cage and discipline him every night till he works better. I think he could be a good slave, but we haven't had sufficient time with him."
  
 
    Tim hated the casual discussion of how to abuse him. Ellen was a tough trainer, and his new mistress seemed likely to be as bad. She looked at him with contempt - what he thought of as the 'cold bitchy look' common among Heran women. Young, like all Heran women on Leda, she looked strong and fit, with elegantly styled long blonde hair, a tailored leisure outfit, and perfect makeup and nails. 
  
 
    -"Thanks, those are good ideas. I'll do that."
  
 
    -"It may take some work. Notice that he hasn't even greeted you properly. He shouldn't need reminding."
  
 
    Realizing his error, Tim crawled as quickly to Sarah as his shackles allowed, and kissed her shiny black boots. 
  
 
    -"Thank you, Mistress, for allowing me to serve you."
  
 
    Sarah looked down and said haughtily, "It doesn't sound like you appreciate the privilege you've been given, slave. I suppose I'll just return you to street cleaning. It sounds like that's all you're good for."

Tim was horrified at this prospect. He hated his former job and living in the slave barracks, and had been happy to be sold to a home situation. He had feared admitting this to the cleaning crew mistress or the prison trainers. Now he had better beg humbly.

-"Please let me stay, Mistress. I'll be a good slave and work hard."

Sarah pretended to think over the options. She always felt very theatrical in these situations, but knew that she sounded terrifying to slaves.

-"Alright, boy, I'll give you a try. You'll start off with a good whipping."

-"Thank you, Mistress."  
 
    Tim still cringed at thanking Mistresses for punishing him but had learned to do so.

-"Would you like me to whip him?" Ellen offered. "It'll be my good-bye, and encourage him to work hard for you."

-"Thank you, that would be nice."

Sarah took Tim's leash and pulled him harshly to the house's discipline room. Ellen and Pauline followed happily, looking forward to a good beating. The windowless room was painted black, to instil fear. She kicked him toward the X-shaped punishment cross and ordered "Up against the cross." Tim rose slowly, earning another quick kick.

Ellen unlocked his shackles, and attached his wrists and ankles to the cross. Sarah took a whip from the wall rack.

"Use this," Sarah said. "It's really brutal."

Ellen liked whips and was good with them. She instantly recognised the whip in her hand. It was a royal gift whip. She had seen them before, but never used one. She knew they were awarded by the Queen to acknowledge special accomplishments. What had this friendly lady in this bright peaceful home lined with rows of books and art done to get one of these? Ellen followed Queendom government and politics, but had never heard of Sarah. 

Taking the whip, Ellen studied the all-black meter-long single tail, which was surprisingly heavy. She noticed the small metal plate on the handle, which said only "In Gratitude" with a date and the Queen's coat of arms. She figured there was no sense asking about it - if the stories were true, she would not get a straight answer anyway.

-"How many lashes should I give him?"

-"Twenty," Sarah said. "Start off easy. The whip is designed to be very painful and cut deeply, so you'll be amazed what an easy stroke does." 

After Sarah and Pauline sat in comfortable chairs to watch, Ellen positioned herself, swung the whip back, and slashed. Tim felt a heavy blow, and then terrible sharp pain. He knew he was supposed to stay quiet, but could not help screaming. He panted several times before forcing out the humiliating “One. Thank you, mistress.”

Ellen admired her work with surprise. A deep bloody diagonal cut appeared across Tim’s back. She'd drawn blood on a first stroke. This was going to be fun!

She waited to make sure Tim fully processed the pain and started to tremble in fear of the next stroke, and then struck again.

<CRACK> 
 
    Tim's body shook against the cross, and a second bloody cut appeared just below and perfectly parallel to the first.  Tim gave an even louder scream.  
 
    -“Two. Thank you, mistress.”

Tim was crying and hated it. Since being enslaved, he had learned to take beatings, but this was as bad as anything he had received earlier.

<CRACK>  
 
    -“Three. Thank you, mistress.” Another perfect bloody cut appeared and Tim was thrashing even more violently against the restraints.
  
 
    Ellen loved it. She continued in a steady pace. 
 
      
 
    <CRACK> “Four. Thank you, mistress.”
<CRACK> “Five. Thank you, mistress.”
<CRACK> “Six. Thank you, mistress.” 
 
    <CRACK> “Seven. Thank you, mistress.”
<CRACK> “Eight. Thank you, mistress.”
<CRACK> “Nine. Thank you, mistress.” 
 
      
 
    Tim was wiggling and thrashing ever more violently against the restraints. He was panting heavily, and struggled to count and thank Ellen with his cracking voice. 
 
      
 
    Ellen paused to check her wrist unit. When punishing, as opposed to giving routine discipline, prison staff were taught to inflict as much pain as possible without damaging valuable slaves. With her wrist unit reading information from the slave’s health monitoring chips, she could instantly see that while Tim was under heavy physical stress, he would still capable of taking more.  
 
    Just in case, she looked to Sarah, sitting comfortably next to Pauline, who had brought her wine glass to enjoy during the whipping. The women did not seem at all bothered - they were smiling and enjoying Tim's agony. 
Sarah caught Ellen's questioning look and said cheerfully,  
 
    -"He can take it - please keep going. If you flatten your stroke you'll cross the first cuts, which will make them even more painful." 

She'd spoken out loud, rather than just nodding, to make sure Tim heard. She enjoyed watching the resulting shuddering. Slaves were so easy to manipulate. It was like playing chess against a beginner.

Ellen adjusted her stance, lined up a flatter stroke, and swung.

<CRACK> “Ten. Thank you, mistress.”
<CRACK> “Eleven. Thank you, mistress.”
<CRACK> “Twelve. Thank you, mistress.”
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    Tim’s attempts to count and thank Ellen became less and less intelligible as they mixed in with his howls of agony. Ellen gave him the last eight strokes without waiting for him to count. She called out “Twenty” herself as she delivered the final harsh blow to Tim’s back. 
 
     
The bloody crossing cuts were spectacular. Tim was crying loudly and hanging limply from the restraints.

-"Well done," Sarah said. "I hope you enjoyed it."

-"Absolutely. I enjoyed this a lot. It is an excellent whip."

-"Let's see if he did," Sarah laughed. She took the whip, forced Tim's mouth open, and put its tail between his teeth.

-"Now, slave," she told him cruelly, "I'll leave you here for a while to think about what you've learned. When I come back, that whip had better still be in your mouth. If you drop it, you'll get two dozen more. Is that clear?"

Tim hung limply on the cross, trying not to gag on the taste of his own blood. The pain was so intense that he could barely think, but knew he had better show the deference his new mistress expected. He nodded assent, "Yes, Mistress."

Sarah led the other women out of the room, turned off the lights, and closed the door. They returned to the living room and settled down happily. 

-"That was perfectly choreographed," Pauline said with approval. "You manipulated him like a piece on a chessboard."

-"A pawn," Sarah said. "He's an intelligent fellow, but all males are easy to handle. A few hours of pain, hanging on the cross in the dark, should do the trick."

-"I know all about that," said Ellen with a nod. "I'd better get back to work. Thank you for letting me beat him. I also loved your whip!"

-"My pleasure," Sarah replied, and walked Ellen to the door.

*****

Sarah and Pauline moved outside to the terrace. Don, Sarah's slave, brought an elegant lunch with grilled fish and salad. After he poured their wine, Sarah gestured and he bowed and withdrew.

-"Do you think it bothers him," Pauline asked, "that the new slave is hanging in the other room, bleeding and in pain?"

-"No," Sarah assured her. "Don's a good boy - I'll have him take care of Tim once he's off the cross. He knows Tim deserved the whipping and needs to be taught his place. Don knows his, and almost never gives me trouble."

-"Did you ever use that whip we just saw on him?"

-"Just once. I caught him looking at some stuff on my desk. He knows now not to look at things that don't concern him."

-"Watching you handle slaves is a treat. It really brings out how much I like living here. I love the sense of female power. Paris is a good place to live, but dealing with the men always has issues. Here it's so perfectly simple - you rule and they serve."

-"That's why I moved here," Sarah replied. "I've never regretted it. Speaking of such things, how's the Civis project coming?"

Pauline, as one of Paris' leading citizens, was part of a group organizing a think tank called Civis in the colony. It was mainly to focus on improving governance in Union colonies, and in particular Paris, a colony with a reputation for corruption. A more secret objective for this outfit was to serve as a forum and platform for the opposition in Paris. Several prominent members of the opposition were sympathetic to the Queendom, and both Pauline and Sarah saw benefit in helping them to power.

-"Pretty well," Pauline said. "Versailles will of course put up funding, and several other major businesses will too. We're still having no luck with any public institutions, however – either in Paris or at Union level. I think the Parisian governor and his allies are pulling strings.”  
 
    -“Yes, they know Civis will be bad news for them,” Sarah agreed. 
 
      
 
    -“They do,” said Pauline. “But they can’t stop us. Nor the next election.” 
 
    -“Speaking of which,” she continued, “I spoke to Madeline Beaumont the other day, and she is interested to join Civis.” 
 
      
 
    -“Great!” 
 
    Madeline Beaumont was the most prominent council member in opposition to the current governor. Sarah knew her to be more sympathetic to the Queendom than most other politicians in Paris, and her participation in Civis would provide a way to both strengthen the relationship with her and to help her to power in Paris. 
 
      
 
    -“I will have a few chats with her over the coming weeks. Maybe you should join in some of them?” suggested Pauline. “I was thinking of inviting her to Helena for one of them. She is a fan of Versailles, but she has not visited the Helena branch yet. 
 
    
-"Good idea - let's do that." 

-"OK, I'll contact her. Now I'd best get to work - we've got a staff meeting. Let me know how things go with Tim."

****

Once Pauline left, Sarah went to the discipline room. She turned on the lights, and looked with satisfaction at Tim's bruised body hanging on the cross. He barely responded when she pulled the whip from his mouth. 

Feigning anger, she slapped his tear-soaked face and ordered, "Talk to me, slave!"

Tim opened his eyes with effort and said weakly, "Yes, Mistress."

-"How are you feeling?"

-"Very painful, Mistress. The most pain I've ever felt."

-"Good - whipping is supposed to hurt. What do you have to say?"

-"I've learned my lesson, Mistress. I'll be a good slave and work hard for you."

Sarah pretended to think for a long minute, enjoying watching Tim start trembling again.

-"Alright, slave. I'll give you a chance, but you're on probation. You'll be working in chains, living on two bowls of slave chow and water a day, and sleeping in the punishment cage over there. If your work and attitude are really good, things will get better. Understand?"

-"Yes, Mistress. Thank you for this chance." 

-"Prove to me you deserve it."

Sarah walked out of the room, and Don entered.

"Hi Tim, I'm Don. I'm also Mistress Sarah’s slave. Let's get you down and clean you up."

Don released the ankle shackles and said, "Put your weight on your feet." Tim knew that this was because if his wrists were released first, he might fall and injure his ankles. Don next freed his wrists, and held Tim as he collapsed.

-"Ok, let's get you stretched out on the bench." 

Tim knew he was now lying on a whipping bench, but at least for now, it felt good. He felt a tube entering his mouth.

-"Suck on the tube - it's an energy drink. I'm going to clean your cuts, and put ointment on them. That'll take off some of the pain."

As Don worked gently on his back, Tim started to feel a bit better. He finally had the strength to say "Thank you."

-"Glad to help. I got a taste of the royal whip once, and know what it feels like.” 
-"She's awfully cruel. As bad as the prison mistresses."

To Tim's amazement, Don defended his owner.

-"Not really. She's tough but fair. You came here with a bad record and showed a bad attitude, so she's teaching you to fit in. If you do, life here's good. I've got a comfortable room and she gives me time off when I'm not required. She lets me prepare food for myself after her meals. I admire her and like serving her. If you do that, you'll be happy here."

Tim doubted he'd ever be a happy slave. Don had been bred for slavery, accepted it as natural, and was comfortable with it. Still, accepting the unavoidable was clearly the best option.

-"Thanks, Don. I understand and appreciate the advice."

-"Good," Don said. "Mistress says you can sleep until dinner prep time. I'll come get you and you can help me - I'll give you some easy work. Remember, starting from now you're going to be a perfect slave."
  
 
    Versailles Resort, Helena 174/2/20 
 
    What a difference a week makes, Sarah thought, turning her chair to watch as Tim entered her book-lined study. He walked quietly with his head bowed, holding a tray with her mid-morning cup of hot cocoa, and knelt gracefully before her. Sarah reached the cup and savoured a deep swig. It was hard to believe that the insolent slave she had beaten bloody so recently had turned into this perfectly mannered domestic servant. She'd planned this transformation, but was surprised at how fast it came. 

-"Well, slave," she told him. "It looks like you've learned a lot in the past week. Is that true?"

-"Yes, Mistress. You have been very patient, and Don has instructed me in my duties."

Tim had been trying very hard to fit into the household. Partly, of course, was fear of another terrifying encounter with the whip. The whip cuts from last week had largely healed and most of the pain was gone. Part was a desire to be free of his shackles, to avoid sleeping in the cramped cage, and to eat something other than tasteless dry slave chow. His discussions with Don about accepting the reality of slavery had also had a big effect. 

-"I'll give you a chance," Sarah said mock-thoughtfully, "and let you out on probation. We'll dispense with your chains, you can move into the room next to Don's, and eat regular food. Of course if you don't behave, you go back in the cage after fifty lashes. Remember what only twenty did last week!"

-"I do, Mistress. Thank you for giving me this chance. I promise to behave."

Now for the next step, Sarah thought. This game is fun.

-"Good - I'll hold you to that. Now that you're doing well as a houseboy, I've been wondering if you could do more. Your trainers thought you'd be useful as an office boy, but you had such a bad attitude it seemed clear no one would want you."

Although Tim hated the degrading term "office boy," he'd been thinking similarly. Between snippets of conversations he'd heard and the contents of Sarah's study, which he cleaned daily, he realized that Sarah had a government job. When asked, Don said that she was the director of cultural affairs in the foreign office. He knew that she often travelled to other colonies and entertained visitors from them. Moreover, Don often dressed and prepared her for formal events, including some at the palace. However, after being beaten for looking at papers on her desk, Don asked no questions and made no effort to learn more.

Tim had been thinking about how to raise this possibility without appearing insolent. He had prepared what to say carefully and spoke as humbly as he could.  Sarah had just given him an opening.

-"I would be thrilled to be your office boy, Mistress. May this slave humbly suggest something, Mistress?"

-"You may, slave."

-"I noticed you were reading my book, Mistress."

-"Your book?" Sarah asked, sounding incredulous. "Are you claiming to have written a book?"

-"Yes, Mistress - the blue book on the table by the window. That's 'Union and Queendom', which I finished just before New California joined the Queendom."

Sarah, who had left the book out so Tim would notice it, acted surprised.

-"Really? Bring it to me."

Tim crossed the room, put the book on the tray, and presented it politely to Sarah.  Sarah looked at the picture on the back cover, then at Tim, and asked,

-"You're really Timothy Hannon? The slave paperwork doesn't give your former last name."

-"Yes, Mistress. I wrote the book while working for 'The Californian' as a foreign and political correspondent."

-"What happened to the book? I think it has some good ideas, but never heard anyone mention it."

-"It was finished just before I was brought here, Mistress, so it was never published. What you have must be the bound page proofs."

Sarah feigned surprise.

-"Well, slave, maybe you can be useful. In two weeks I'm hosting a group from Paris. I want you to prepare a short, clear, presentation of your book's ideas.  I'll tell Don to give you part time off from regular duties to work on it. Your new room has a desk you can use. Once it's ready, I'll go over it. I'll expect something very good, or else."

-"Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress."

Tim thought that in the past he'd been concerned about complaints and bad reviews of his columns and books, but never feared a brutal whipping. Still, he was thrilled to have a chance to do something interesting in addition to cleaning rooms, yard work, and serving meals.
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    -"Welcome," Sarah said, and ushered her two guests into her home. "My slaves have set up wine and hors d'oeuvres on the terrace."

-"Thank you. It's very kind of you to host us," Madeline Beaumont replied. Even in resort wear, the tall blonde exuded Parisian elegance. She seemed more like a model or designer than a top lawyer and political leader.

Sarah seated them in comfortable chairs on the terrace, where another woman was waiting.

-"Grace, you know Pauline. This is Madeline Beaumont, member of the Paris council, and about to join Civis."

-"Madeline, this is my friend Grace Lassen, who will also join Civis. She's teaching in Valhalla now, but will be moving to Paris soon."

-"I'm excited to meet you," Grace said. "I look forward to work with you."

-"Before we start," Madeline said, "I should tell you how impressed I am with this resort. As much as I enjoy the original Versailles resort, this one is better. Having it in the Queendom was a good idea – it makes the experience very special. Having slaves serving me is something I can get used to very quickly. 

-"Let's toast your visit." Sarah snapped her fingers, and Don and Tim, who had been kneeling at the side, presented wine glasses.

After a few minutes of pleasantries, Sarah turned to the business at hand.

-“As you all know, I arranged this get-together not only for us to get acquainted before the Civis work starts, but also to discuss a topic close to my heart:  Union-Queendom relations and how we can improve these.” 
 
    -“I hope, of course that Civis can be a vehicle for such an improvement, and I would like to discuss the challenges we face with you. 
 
    
-"To start the discussion," Sarah explained, "let's take advantage of an interesting coincidence. By chance, my office boy Tim has thought about these issues at length. He was a news columnist and author before entering my service."

-"How fortunate," Madeline smiled. She was familiar enough with Sarah to know that nothing she did involved coincidence.

Sarah raised a finger and beckoned Tim, who approached and knelt before the group. 

Tim was clearly afraid. When he had been free, he liked presenting his ideas to groups, which was a routine part of his job.  However, since becoming a slave, his "conversations" with women were essentially limited to "Yes, Mistress." Slaves' ideas were rarely sought. 

Sarah motioned for Tim to speak.

-"Thank you, Mistresses, for allowing me to offer some ideas based on a book I wrote before entering Mistress Sarah's service. I hope these may be of some use to you. Of course, the topics are ones of which you know far more than I."

Everyone knew that was not true, but outward humility seemed appropriate for a slave speaking to a group of Mistresses.

-"My book explored the view, which is generally accepted, that the tensions between the Union and Queendom derive largely from the Queendom's being a female supremacist society. My approach was to look at individual Union colonies and see how their attitudes toward the Queendom relates to the status and role of women, and a range of other factors. It was a complicated study that took a lot of time, but the results are easy to understand."

-"My starting point was what I found in a number of polls available to my newspaper. These political polls asked many questions, and several were highly interesting to gauge citizen’s view of the Queendom. These ranged from questions on whether individuals killing while taking part in anti-slavery raids should be prosecuted in the Union, to questions on which of the colonies on Leda have the most efficient political system.” 
 
      
 
    -“On the overall level, the population in the Union is, unsurprisingly, overwhelmingly negative to the Queendom. More than 55% express a negative view, while only 20% can be characterised as positive. This is largely driven by the view of male citizens; female Union citizens are more ambivalent on the matter, with 30% positive and less than 40% negative – the rest being classified as neutral.” 
 
      
 
    -“However, when we go down to the level of individual colonies, we see a much more diverse picture. Most of the hostility to the Queendom is concentrated in a group consisting of about half the Union colonies. In these, at least 70% have a negative view of the Queendom. The rest of the colonies range from somewhat less negative than that, to a few colonies where positive views of the Queendom outnumber negative views. 
 
      
 
    -“I found two colonies to be particularly interesting: Paris and Newton. These two colonies both had almost 50% positive views of the Queendom, against only a quarter negative views. As one could expect the Queendom support is strongest among the women, but more surprisingly, I found that also 30% of the men in these colonies were positive to a society with male slavery, and a further 40% were neutral.” 
 
      
 
    Tim paused, and Pauline interjected a question. 
 
    -“How do the other colonies in the less hostile group compare to Paris and Newton? 
 
      
 
    -“On average, they are about 25% positive, 25% neutral and 50% negative. Again, females are most positive, but even here 10-20% of the males are also positive to the Queendom.” 
 
    -“A good deal worse then.” 
 
      
 
    -“Yes, Mistress. But still much better than the hostile group of colonies, where male support for the Queendom is in the low single digits. 
 
      
 
    -“Very well. Continue, slave” 
 
      
 
    Tim made looked up at his audience again, and continued. 
 
    -“I set out to find what could lie behind these stark differences between the colonies, and I ran multivariate analyses against a multitude of variables, covering areas such as demographics, composition of governing councils, economic differences, immigration patterns among others. It turned out that two variables stood out in explaining the differences.” 
 
      
 
    -“The first of these is female leadership. For each colony, I looked at the gender of those holding the top 25 leadership positions. Here Newton was the clear leader, with more than 70% female leaders, followed by Paris with 60%. This holds for the other colonies as well - the more female leaders, the less hostile the colony is to the Queendom. The most hostile colonies tend to hardly have women among their top 25 leaders at all.” 
 
      
 
    -“The second variable that stood out was openness to feminist ideas. This variable measured how frequently feminist – or even outright pro-Queendom views – are expressed in political discussions, the media, literature, and art, and is an indicator of the level of suppression of such ideas. This variable was also highly correlated to positive views on the Queendom. 
 
      
 
    Tim raised his bowed head briefly, and saw that the group was following the argument. 
 
      
 
    -“This analysis did not tell which way the causation runs. Do colonies that are open to feminist expression and run by women become more positive to the Queendom? Or do colonies that are positive to the Queendom overcome suppression of feminism and elect and nurture female leaders?” 
 
      
 
    -“My theory is that it runs both ways. Colonies that are positive to the Queendom will certainly be more open to feminism and female leaders. But female run colonies are also more positive to the Queendom. The relationship between female leaders and lack of hostility to the Queendom go back in time to the initial Heran colonisation, before the major deterioration of relations between the two societies. Therefore, I believe the key to improving Queendom-Union relations lies here. A higher degree of female leadership in the Union will over time make the Union population more accepting of the Queendom, and ultimately lead to better state-to-state relations.” 
 
      
 
    -"I thank you, Mistresses, for the privilege of addressing you, and would be honoured to answer any questions or expand on any points." 
 
      
 
    Sarah knew that one shouldn't thank slaves, but did anyway. Tim had done a very good job. She couldn't admit it publically, but his presentation was clearer and more thoughtful than most she heard from women at work. Buying and training him had worked out even better than she'd hoped.

-"Thank you, slave. Ladies, do you have questions and comments?"

Grace broke the ice.  
 
    -"Your slave did very well, Sarah. You obviously got a good deal on him."

-"Better than you guess," Sarah laughed. "He was a failure as a street cleaner, so I got him very cheaply."

-"I'm impressed. Anyway, in your presentation, you focussed on the surprising amount of male support for the Queendom in some of the colonies, but I am curious to learn more about our level of female support. In how many of the colonies are the females more positive than negative?” 
 
      
 
    Tim thought for a few seconds before he answered. 
 
    -“That would be a little less than half the colonies, Mistress. It would include most of the colonies I labelled “less hostile”. Overall their women have around 40% positive views, with the rest split between neutral and negative.” 
 
      
 
    -“That is encouraging I think – in that there is potential in so many Union colonies. After all, to sustain a future female dominated leadership that can bring peace with the Queendom, we will need the support of the colonies’ women.” 
 
      
 
    Pauline went next. 
 
    -“I like that we are favourably viewed in many colonies – by both genders. But how can we bring about similar sentiments in the other colonies?”

-“According to my findings, colonies with a high degree of openness in the public exchange of ideas and with a high number of female leaders will eventually get there. But as to how that can be encouraged in the colonies, I believe others in the room are better qualified to answer.” 
 
      
 
    Sarah stepped in. 
 
    -“I think there are no quick fixes in this regard. But a lot of my diplomacy over the years has been aiming in this direction. As you now, I support female leaders and would-be leaders in the colonies I visit, and I believe this has contributed to placing a few more women in positions of power.” 
 
      
 
    The women in the room all knew that this was an understatement. If the rumour around New California was true, Sarah had placed more than a few women in power. 
 
      
 
    She continued. 
 
    -“Of course there is limits to what I can do. I can give advice and help with contacts, but being from the Queendom, it is difficult to contribute financially, as taking our money is politically unwise anywhere in the Union.” 
 
      
 
    -“I don’t think that is an issue,” said Madeline. “There are wealthy women sympathetic to our cause within the Union who have shown willingness to contribute when necessary, present company included.”
  
 
    Madeline was alluding to Pauline, who was providing much of the funding for the Civis project. 
 
      
 
    -“And I will rely on that when I do my part in this too,” Madeline went on. “I have decided to run for governor after the next election.” 
 
      
 
    -“That is excellent news,” said Sarah. She had long hoped Madeline would make this decision. She was a strong candidate, and her win would give the Queendom another ally in the Union. 
 
      
 
    -“There are two or three of my fellow councillors that I think are ripe for replacement now, and if we can achieve that, the council will flip in our favour. A little help to achieve that outcome would be much appreciated – provided it cannot be traced.” 
 
      
 
    -“You don’t even have to ask,” said Sarah with a smile. 
 
    
-“Does that mean you will have a secret femdom majority in the Paris council? Like New California had?” asked Grace, who was not as familiar with Parisian politics as the others. 
 
      
 
    -“No, there are too few of us. But I can get the support of a sufficient number of councillors for the governorship on my current platform.” 
 
      
 
    -“And that will allow for smaller steps that can lead to long term acceptance of female rule and friendlier relations with the Queendom,” Pauline shot in. 
 
      
 
    -“Would it not be faster to declare for the Queendom once in power, like the New Californians did?” 
 
    Sarah noted Grace’ eagerness for a more rapid path to femdom. It warmed her heart, but more patience was required here. And fortunately, that was something Madeline had. 
 
      
 
    -“That would be too risky. The council would boot me out, and if not, it might well lead to war between the Queendom and the Union. And in any event, such a move would be far more radical than the Parisians would accept. To do so would be to betray the voters. I will not force femdom on them. They must rather be nudged in that direction over time.” 
 
      
 
    Sarah noted Madeline’s mild rebuke of what had in effect been a revolution in New California, but didn’t mind. Madeline had her own approach, and Sarah agreed that was the right one in the current political environment. The most important thing was that the Queendom now had a good shot at getting a friendly government in another Union colony. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Endgame 
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    Sarah took a series of long, deep, breaths, enjoying the adrenaline rushing through her body.  As always, giving a stiff beating left her excited and aroused. She rubbed her hand happily over Tim's bright red butt and enjoyed its warmth. Digging in her sharp fingernails, she scratched deeply into his welts, leaving a clear set of marks. Tim shuddered and moaned, but managed to keep quiet.

-"Good boy! You took that well."

-"Thank you, Mistress.  You hit very hard."

-"That's the idea, slave. It keeps you in line."

In fact, both knew that this "maintenance" beating was for Sarah's pleasure.  No actual discipline was needed. Over the years since Tim became her slave, Sarah had been steadily impressed by his work and valued him ever more. Although referred to by Heran custom as an "office boy," he was really a valuable assistant. Sarah had owned a number of slaves over the years, but Tim was the first she respected enough to advise her. 

She released the restraints holding Tim to the whipping bench, and relaxed on the comfortable chair that was her favourite spot in the otherwise stark discipline room. Tim crawled to her and began licking her shiny boots with enthusiasm. 

Sarah sipped her wine and enjoyed feeling his tongue through the boots.

-"Thank you, Mistress, for letting me worship your beautiful boots."

What had first been weekly beatings had become twice weekly, and now a daily evening ritual.  She loved beating him, and although he disliked the pain, he was aroused and relished the beatings. Part of the ritual was that she wore fetish wear that excited him, especially the boots that he worshiped for as long as she allowed. Tim still was amazed at how much he loved licking and kissing her boots. The visual excitement of her beautiful body in tight shiny fetish wear, combined with the smell and taste of the leather, had an incredible effect on him. Somehow he had gone from a rational and free Union citizen to a submissive Queendom slave. 

Sarah raised a boot and scratched Tim's back harshly, leaving red stripes.  Tim's licking became even more passionate. After a few minutes, she ordered, "heel!" Tim obediently began sucking the sharp heel as she jabbed it deeper into his mouth. He grunted with pain, but kept sucking. 
Sarah whacked him with the cane and ordered "Enough!" Tim instantly drew back and put his forehead on the concrete floor, with arms extended. 

-"Clean up and attend me in the shower."

-"Yes, Mistress."

Sarah went to her bathroom, and started a long hot shower.  She saw Tim arrive, take a towel, and present it in his arms as he knelt by the shower door.  She took her time, savouring the hot water. Making Tim wait was also part of the ritual. Slaves waited patiently at mistresses' convenience. Tim understood the game she was playing and accepted it.

Eventually she stepped out, and Tim started drying her gently, exactly as she liked. No instructions were needed. Once dry, she sat down and he dried and brushed her hair.  She rose, and he dressed her in nightgown.

He is a perfect slave, Sarah thought, remembering the surly, clumsy, oaf that the prison service had delivered. She had high hopes for him as an office boy, but never expected anything like this.  Somehow, she had accomplished the very unusual achievement of tapping a hidden submissive aspect of a male that the prison staff had not. 

Sarah strode to her bedroom and Tim crawled behind her. She climbed into bed between the soft sheets, and Tim knelt, face on the floor, not moving.  This was the teasing point she loved. She took out a book and began reading. Tim waited, hoping he would be summoned to the bed but fearing he would be sent to his room for the night. He knew that begging would have exactly the wrong effect. She carefully ignored him and read two chapters. 

Eventually, she snapped her fingers and beckoned him. Tim crawled to the bed and climbed into her warm arms.

****

Next morning, as Don prepared breakfast, Tim came in to the kitchen to serve it.  Don grinned.

-"Big night - beating and bed?"

-"You bet. She's amazing. I've never met anyone like her."

-"I told you when you came that you could be happy here."

-"You were right. I hope you don't mind how it came out."

-"Not at all. She's way too smart for me. I'm happy as a house slave."

Tim served Sarah's meal. She ate quietly, thoughtfully making notes in a notebook.  Since she did this on some days before getting perfectly dressed and going into town, Tim figured she was going to a high-security meeting. He never asked about this, of course.  As her whip had taught Don, Sarah took security very seriously. 

After breakfast, Sarah sat in front of her mirror, and Tim did her makeup and hair. He then brought one of her favourite black dresses and dressed her in it.  He adjusted her garnet necklace, and gave her black high-heeled shoes a final polish.  Sarah inspected herself carefully in the mirror, and smiled in satisfaction.

-"Good boy, you may kiss my shoes."

-"Thank you, Mistress." What had been a forced response when he was first enslaved was now sincere.

Tim knelt and kissed the shiny toes happily.  He thought back to his arrival in Helena, when kissing mistresses' feet seemed degrading. Now he loved it.  

As he expected, Sarah said, "I'm off to a meeting downtown."

Presumably "downtown" was the palace, given her careful preparations. 

-"While I'm gone, lay out clothes for me to inspect, and pack for yourself. We're off to Newton tomorrow for a while."

-"Yes, Mistress."

Tim had become adept at picking clothes that Sarah would take, so she almost always approved his suggestions. 
-"Are you looking forward to being free?" Sarah teased.  

-"Legally, of course. But I'll still be your slave, Mistress." 

When Tim was first enslaved, he'd dreamed of escaping but realized from what he saw that it was impossible.  Now, he could - this would be his third trip out of the Queendom since Sarah bought him.  Slavery wasn't allowed in Union colonies, so there he could just walk away from his mistress.  He would not, of course. Serving Sarah was now his purpose in life, as they both knew.
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    Sarah took a transport pod to Palace Square and walked to the entrance of the palace's office wing.  "Hi, Mistress Sarah," the doorman said as she put her fingers on the identification unit.  Palace security was tight - visitors were checked both visually and biometrically.  She went down the main office corridor and through an unmarked door, where a female armed guard and biometric system waited.  

-"Good morning, Sarah," the guard said, checking a list. This checkpoint, she knew, admitted only those who were scheduled to be there at that time. After peering into a retinal scanner and being approved, she entered the unmarked elevator that took her down to the deepest basement.

This basement, misleadingly termed the "seminar room," was the most secure site in Helena.  Inside the basement, a large metal box formed a building within a building. The box was isolated, including having its own power generator so no wires connected it to the outside world.

When this ultra-secure conference room was built a few years ago, Sarah did not know its purpose. A few months later, she had been admitted to the small group who knew the Queendom's greatest secret.  The spaceship "Frigg" with 15,000 passengers in cryogenic freeze, most of them trained soldiers, and war equipment was on the way from Hera. Its arrival would change the balance of power on Leda. Queen Nicole and her top advisors were planning to use this opportunity to bring the entire planet under Queendom control. The daring plan involved defeating the powerful forces of both the Union colonies and the Chinese colonies.

Sarah's cultural affairs office would contribute by helping promote a positive image of the Queendom in Union colonies, in hopes of encouraging them to accept Queendom rule when the conflict erupted.  Most of its activities involved public diplomacy, such as facilitating visits to and from the Queendom, cultural exchanges, and supporting organizations like colleges and cultural centers.  In addition, in great secrecy, her office was actively working with groups in several Union colonies who were likely to support the Queendom in a conflict with the Union.

Over the last few years, meetings in the conference room had become a regular feature of Sarah's work. Sarah usually arrived early to savour the room and prepare quietly for the meeting. She liked the room and feeling of camaraderie it gave. For all its bunker-type construction and security features, the room itself was well lit and comfortable. The conference table was a beautiful slab of polished wood, a rare material on Leda. A large throne-like chair was at the far end of the table, and six other chairs were arranged along the other sides. Huge maps of Leda in various projections covered one wall.  The other wall had only two items, which had been chosen to jointly reflect the room's special purpose and the high stakes involved. 

One was a simple whiteboard with the number "26" on it.  This number, updated daily, was the number of days until the Frigg's expected arrival.  The other was a copy of a portrait of Queen Elizabeth I of England, painted around 1588 to celebrate the defeat of the Spanish Armada. It recalled a Queen who had led her nation to victory over powerful forces, establishing a great empire.  To Sarah's amusement, the analogy caught on. Soon the unnamed war plan became officially "Operation Elizabeth."

After a few minutes, the door opened and four women entered. The foreign minister, Sarah's boss, greeted her with a warm smile and sat beside her. The other three, the Army Commandress and two of her staff, greeted her less demonstratively and sat on the other side of the table. The divide reflected the long-standing coolness between the foreign ministry, which included the intelligence service of which Sarah was part, and the military. 

At precisely the scheduled time, Queen Nicole entered. Everyone rose, but as usual, the queen quickly told them to sit down. 

-"Good morning, ladies," the Queen said to open the meeting. "We are here as part of our final review of the different aspects of Operation Elizabeth.  Sarah, please summarize the status of Operation Fusion. We would like a candid assessment of any concerns you have that we should be aware of."

-"Thank you, your Majesty.  As you know, my office's public efforts involve programs to improve our image in the Union colonies.  Their unstated goal is to encourage some of them to accept our rule peacefully when the time comes.  We have had some success, largely due to the fact that the Queendom is viewed increasingly favourably by women. This does generate backlash among males, but the backlash itself encourages women in our direction."

-"Operation Fusion is the covert part. We've identified six colonies that we think may be ready to leave the Union and join us when the time comes, or at least not resist us. We are working closely with groups, in some cases very highly placed in their governments, to make this happen. I'm working with the governing council of Newton, and my designated colleagues - whom we call coordinators - are working similarly on the other colonies. If even half of these efforts succeed, we will have won a major victory without diverting scarce military resources. Moreover, these valuable colonies can enter the Union without significant war damage." 

-"What's your estimate of the probability of success?" the Queen asked. Sarah admired her detached, analytic, approach to such a crucial issue.  She remembered someone joking that the Queen had ice water in her veins.

-"For Newton, which I know best, 90%. 50% for Paris. 30% for the four others."

-"You really think Newton is 90%?" the Queen asked. "That's very confident."

-"I do, Your Majesty. The foreign minister can give you my detailed analysis, but a small example shows the same point. This was published last year."

Sarah took a book from her briefcase and handed it to the Queen, who studied the cover.

-"Matriarchy - why female leadership is good for Newton's future."

-"The women pictured on the cover are all in Newton's governing council. You know the authors."

The Queen looked at the back cover with interest.

-"Sophia and Peter Black. She's the political writer and Rector of Newton College. He's the agronomist who won the Union Prize. "

-"Correct. She's also a member of the governing council and education director."

-"I hosted her at the palace three years ago – secretly of course. She is very impressive."

-"The point of the book, is that Newton is already essentially matriarchal. Women lead, things run well, their economy is booming, and the men are mostly comfortable with the situation. The book sold well and generated a lot of discussion in the media, both in Newton and some other colonies."

-"Does the book discuss the idea of leaving the Union?"

-"No. I gather that would be too sensitive, especially since Sophia is a government leader. However, leaving the Union is often raised privately as a long-term option. When I raised the possibility with members of the council, the discussion focused on the specific terms. This gave rise to the agreement you approved."

-"How do you envision this happening?" the Army Commandress asked. 
  
-"I can speak in detail only about Newton," Sarah said. "For security reasons, I have avoided learning the detailed plans for the other colonies. Since I and the other coordinators spend much of our time in the colony we're working with, we could be easily be arrested and interrogated if we came under suspicion. Accordingly, we've compartmentalized the information."

-"They have diplomatic immunity," the foreign minister said, "but that would count for little if Union intelligence got a whiff of what we're doing. We rely on the fact that everyone involved appears to be a minor diplomat engaged in public activity. 
"On Newton," Sarah resumed, "an agreement of unification already signed by Nicole is in the consular vault.  When war erupts, we plan for the Queen to offer all colonies generous terms to join the Queendom instead of having to fight us.  At this point, Newton's governing council will accept the offer by signing the agreement."

-"The Union won't like that," Colonel Wang said. Wang was considered the Queendom's finest soldier, in whom the Queen and Army Commandress Lydia Cane had total confidence. She was deeply involved in planning the offensives, and her Amazons would play a central role in the Queendom's forces when war came. Sarah found her somewhat abrasive and arrogant, but respected her and had learned to work with her. 

-"True," Sarah said. "We expect that your forces will be pressing the Union hard enough that they won't have much to spare for attacking Newton, which will be far from the front lines. The Newton Regiment is capable of holding off incursions of a reasonable size."

-"How about civic unrest?" the Army Commandress asked.

-"We've thought a lot about that. As you know, Operation Fusion is based on the lessons from the annexation of New California in 152. That succeeded, largely because the colonial militia obeyed the new government when much of the male population resisted, and we were close by and able to provide military support.  Conversely, the Atlantis militia disobeyed their new government and Atlantis stayed in the Union. Based on this experience, we have plans that should ensure that the Newton Regiment supports the government and will be able to deal with any unrest."

-"You're asking a lot of them," the foreign minister said. "Can they both suppress unrest and defend the colony?"

-"We think so. First, we've been doing a lot of preparatory work that is likely to avoid or minimize unrest.  Second, they've spent years preparing their defences, which are strong. Third, Colonel Wang will provide a small Queendom force to help." 
 
    
-"That could cause problems. Our soldiers can be pretty heavy handed when they encounter free males. They might generate unrest, rather than reduce it."

-"We've thought about that. Colonel Wang has kindly let us organize a unit in which both the commandress and a number of personnel have experience from Newton. The rest have been picked to be non-confrontational. They are specifically charged with not acting like an occupying force."

 
-"Who's the commandress?" the Queen asked. "She'll have a small force but a lot of responsibility."
 
 
    -“She is a somewhat unconventional choice. The newly promoted lieutenant Rebecca Elliot – one of our youngest soldiers.”  
 
    -“Mary Elliot’s daughter? Interesting choice.” 
 
      
 
    -“That’s right. Lieutenant Elliot knows Newton very well, and that is why we believe she is the best woman to lead this mission. She was educated in Newton and she now does business there, to the extent of maintaining a residence. She even enslaved a Newtonian, or married as the locals would say."

-"Makes sense.”

-"Moreover," Sarah added, "she knows two of her counterparts in the local militia. Fortuitously, they visited her in Helena via Birthright a few years ago, and even spent some time training with our forces. You met them at a palace tea."

-"The aspiring young diplomat and her friend?"

The Queen's memory was impressive, given the hundreds of women she had met at her weekly teas over the years. Sarah assumed she had also flagged Leah as a person of interest.

-"Exactly. Leah Miller, the aspiring diplomat, switched to their military. She's a fast tracker - already assistant Chief of Staff."

-"Interesting coincidence," the Queen smiled. Coincidences involving Sarah were usually ones Sarah arranged. 

-"How will they get to Newton? Once things start heating up, that long trip across Union territory will be tough."

-"They'll be there well before hostilities start. We've worked up a cover plan that should work."

-"Do tell," the Queen said with interest. "This sounds good."

-"We hope so.  Recently, Newton Arms has starting promoting new tactical hardware and software called the Battle Control+ or BC+. It's an improved battle management system, supposed to give everyone in a unit better and more relevant information, access surveillance data, interact with other units, and so on. It has some revolutionary interface systems that will let the users absorb the information quicker than in existing systems. It appears to be very powerful but expensive, so they haven't sold any yet.  Our group is supposedly going there to be trained on the system and evaluate it in exercises, for possible purchase. It's a complicated system, so a two-month stay is planned. There'll be a low-key announcement in Newton next week."

-"That's clever. Who came up with it?"

-"Their new Chief of Staff suggested it to me. She's a very savvy tech type and the system's big proponent. She and Miller are the only ones in the Newton Regiment outside of the defence director who knows about Fusion."

-"Presumably they expect complaints from the Union leadership."

-"Of course. But as long as it is only an evaluation, they expect they can deal with the pressure.
-"Let's hope it works. Does anyone have further questions for Sarah?" 

No one did.

-"In that case, thank you for the briefing. I gather you leave for Newton tomorrow."

-"Yes, I plan to be there until hostilities begin and will do what I can to ensure that things go well."

-"We are confident they will, in large part due to your efforts," the Queen said, rising to her feet. "We are all grateful and impressed by the work you have done, and recognize the personal risk you are taking. Although you weren't born Heran, you have become one of the most valuable of the nation's citizens." The other women also rose. All shook her hand and wished her well.

Sarah was deeply moved by the group's gesture of support.  She had never felt more Heran.

-"Thank you, Your Majesty. And thank you all. I came to Helena fifty years ago as an outsider with few merits, but I was accepted and was given the support I needed.  I am deeply grateful for the opportunities and trust you've given me."

Throughout the past few years, Sarah had admired the Herans' self-confidence. She had never heard any discussion of the possibility that the daring plan could fail.  Accordingly, she never mentioned her doubts. However, she realized that if things went poorly, she would probably never return to Helena or see these women again. For that matter, if worst came to worst, Helena and the rest of the Queendom could be in ruins.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Countdown
 
 
    Airship port, Newton, 184/1/4 
 
    Rebecca Elliot bounded into the airship terminal with her usual enthusiasm, followed by nineteen Queendom Guard soldiers in civilian clothes. The terminal was empty except for a few uniformed Newtonian soldiers, all women, waiting to welcome the Herans.

Rebecca smiled as she saw Leah and Kim among the soldiers waiting for them, and went over to them to exchange hugs. 
-"It's good to see you. I have really looked forward to see you and to work with you on this mission.” 
 
      
 
    -“Yes, this will be exciting.” 
 
    
Leah raised her voice to address the others.
-"Gather round, everyone."
 
 
    The women in the terminal gathered around her. The tall, fit women left no doubt of where they were from despite being out of uniform. Most of them were around 200 cm tall, towering over the Newtonian soldiers.
 
-"I'm Major Miller and this is Captain Blakely, who's in charge of your evaluation mission from Newton’s side. We and the Newton Regiment look forward to hosting you. We will take you now by train to the base where you'll be staying.  Once you are settled in, we'll give you an orientation to Newton, and then you've got the weekend off. "

The guardesses cheered approvingly.

-"This is a great weekend to have off, so take advantage of it," Kim said.  
 
    -"Tomorrow is Founder's Day, so there are lots of parties tonight and all weekend. Restaurants and bars will be lively. There are also other events.  You may want to do the 10k run tomorrow that starts at noon in Government Square. Have fun - Monday morning we'll get to work.”

-"A few tips," Rebecca added. "Boys here are nice and many of them like meeting Herans - your exotic image gives lots of opportunities. But remember that the boys are free - not slaves -so don't be too abusive in public. We are in friendly territory, and we should keep it friendly."
 
-"Follow me," Kim said, and pointed to the door to the train. 
 
 
    Founders' Park, Newton, 184/1/5 
 
    Leah, Kim, and Rebecca passed the "9.5 km" sign as the course entered Founders' Park. Seeing the finish line banner gave them extra energy, and they sprinted toward it.  Once across the line, they stood panting and looked around.  Many runners had already collected drinks and snacks from the refreshment stand, and were relaxing happily at picnic tables or visiting vendors' booths. Upbeat music played from the loudspeakers. 
 
    
Greg, Rebecca's husband, approached, dressed in shorts and T-shirt.
He bowed his head and said, "I've got a table, Mistresses. Please follow me." After seating the three women politely, he presented fruit and bottles of sports drink. 

-"I would be pleased to pick up your T-shirts, if you give me your race numbers."

-"That would be nice, Greg," Leah said. "It's good to see you. Did you come on the airship?"

Greg grinned.  
 
    -"Unofficially, Mistress. I rode with the pilots, and waited until you all left the terminal. I'm staying in our apartment." He headed off with their numbers to collect the shirts.

Rebecca said, "Would you like to come over to my place once we're done here?"

-"By all means," Kim replied. "Let's relax for a while and then walk over."

Suddenly, they heard a loud "crack!" Turning toward the sound, they saw a guardess slapping a blue-shirted male's face. The boy knelt, picked up a water bottle he had dropped, and presented it in both hands to the guardess with his head bowed.

Kim grinned. "Would you say that's too abusive in public?"

Rebecca looked at the guardess and the boy kneeling in front of her with amusement. 
 
    -"Nah. It was just one slap. Looks to me like a developing female-led relationship."

-"How did you like the run?" a voice asked. Rebecca turned and saw Sarah Stevenson, Sophia Black, and Marianne Dubois. The three were well but casually dressed.  They obviously had not been in the run but seemed to be enjoying the festivities.  Rebecca rose, followed quickly by Kim and Leah.

-"Very much, Governor. That's a tough course, especially the stretch in the forest up to Founders’ Hill."

-"Good. We don't want you ladies to feel Newton's too soft."

-"No danger of that, Ma'am. Besides, I gather Kim will be working us hard soon."

-"I'm sure you'll all do well," Sarah smiled. "Please check in with me in a few days and let me know how it's going."

-"Yes, Ma'am."

-"Your ladies seem to be making friends," Sophia observed. "Sarah told us that you picked them - it looks like you chose well. That's good for their stay here."

-"We looked for people who we thought would adapt well, and briefed them in detail. In fact, we all read your recent book and liked it."

-"I'm delighted," Sophia said with author's pride. "Sarah says she gave a copy to your Queen. Hopefully she'll also read it and like it."

-"I'm sure she'll read it," Sarah said. "She soaks up information and retains it."

-"Major," the Governor said, "Have you briefed Lieutenant Elliot yet?"

Leah figured the Governor had used up her limited patience for small talk and was getting to business. The fact that this was a holiday in the park did not matter. Leah was amused, but admired her no-nonsense manner. 

-"Not yet, Ma'am."

-"As soon as convenient, give her and Captain Blakely a full briefing."

-"Yes, Ma'am."
 
 
    Rebecca’s apartment, Newton, 184/1/5 
 
    Kim and Leah relaxed on the balcony in comfortable lounge chairs, enjoying the view of the city and countryside. Greg brought glasses of wine, bowed, backed away, and went indoors in response to Rebecca's dismissive hand wave.

-"So," Rebecca asked Leah, "what's the full briefing you were just ordered to give us?"

-"Let's see if you can figure it out. What do you think about your mission?"

-"It's got some funny aspects. The Queendom has never shopped abroad for military gear. But I've heard about the BC+, and it would be a useful addition if it lives up to the hype."

-"But I'm a funny choice to command the evaluation team. I'm flattered that Colonel Wang picked me, but it would make more sense to have a proper tech type, not someone like me. Same for the rest of the team – it seems they have been selected based on connections to Newton rather than anything else.” 
 
    
-”Which means?”

-"That this mission is diplomatic as well as military. Sarah Stevenson's being involved at a high level also shows that."

-"What do you think, Kim?" 
 
    
-“The length of this mission is awfully long. More than a month. I think it means it will include something more than the evaluation of BC+.”

Leah laughed.  
 
    -"You are on to it, as I expected. I'm glad I can brief you. I asked for permission to brief Kim a while ago, but the Governor said to wait."

Her voice turned serious, and she looked carefully at Kim and Rebecca.

-"To start, what I'm telling you is top secret. Outside of the Governor and council, only a select few people, including myself, in the Newton Regiment know. You can't mention any of this to anyone else. Is that clear?"

-"Yes," both replied. A holiday that had started off with a fun run was becoming very different. 
 
      
 
    -“I have been informed that there will likely be developments on Leda over the next month or two that will create a situation where Newton will have to choose between its friendship with the Queendom and its membership in the Union.” 
 
      
 
    -“What do you mean? There will be a conflict?” asked Kim, interrupting Leah. 
 
      
 
    -“I don’t know – I don’t have full information. But some sort of a conflict sounds plausible to me.” 
 
      
 
    -“Anyway,” Leah continued, “if such a situation arises, the Governor and the Council have decided to pursue a path that strengthen ties to the Queendom and takes Newton out of the Union.” 
 
      
 
    -"Wow! Change sides?" Kim asked. "I have heard discussions that Newton would be better off in the Queendom than the Union, but that's a huge step. And surely the Union will try to stop that.” 
 
      
 
    -“I guess that’s why we are here,” said Rebecca. 
 
      
 
    -“Exactly,” said Leah. “In that situation, Newton must be able to defend itself from both external and internal threats. And Rebecca’s detachment is here to assist the Newton Regiment in that task. She and her troops will train using the BC+ system over the next month. By appearance to evaluate the system, but in reality to prepare to fight using it in the defence of Newton. 
 
    And the Queendom troops will, as you know, train together with Newtonian platoons, which will also phase in the BC+. In addition to getting our troops up to speed on the BC+ and give them a refresher just when it is needed, it will also familiarise them with their new Queendom allies. We intend for Newton Regiment to be fully prepared for the situation that is foreseen.” 
 
      
 
    -“Are you sure all your troops can be trusted in this situation?” asked Rebecca. “I doubt all will be happy about Newton changing sides.” 
 
    -“So do we,” answered Leah. “And for this reason we have taken measures to ensure we will rely only on loyal troops. As you know, Newton Regiment now has four female platoons and four male platoons plus the support troops. We intend to mobilise only the female platoons and two of the male platoons. The male platoons we intend to mobilise are, after a round of personnel transfers last year, staffed mostly by men we believe we can rely on in this situation. A lot of them live in female-led relationships.” 
 
      
 
    -“Aha,” said Kim. “I knew there was something funny with that reorganisation.” 
 
      
 
    -“There was,” smiled Leah. 
 
    -“Anyway, you will start the training as scheduled on Monday, then we can come back to plans for deployment for a sharp situation once you have worked up a little sweat.” 
 
      
 
    Kim and Rebecca nodded. 
 
      
 
    -“Any questions?” 
 
      
 
    -“Will this make Newton part of the Queendom?” asked Kim. 
 
      
 
    -“Yes. My understanding is that the Governor and the Council will make an agreement to that effect.” 
 
      
 
    -“Isn’t there a huge risk of unrest, if not civil war if that happens? I mean, joining the Queendom would mean total female supremacy. And while we are all very comfortable with male slavery, that sure does not apply to all males in Newton.” 
 
      
 
    -“The agreement our leaders will make with the Queendom will allow Newton significant autonomy. We'd accept Queendom policy - males can't hold office or vote - but they'd be under much less harsh rules. They could go to college and follow careers, but with female guardianship. For many, that wouldn't be a big change - many marriages here are female led already. "

-"Interesting," Rebecca mulled. "Right now, all Queendom colonies have the same legal system."

-"I've heard that Sarah suggested this a few years ago. She convinced the Queen and council that it would be good for both sides. Union colonies wouldn't join the Queendom voluntarily without some autonomy, and turning the Queendom into a planet-wide government means that it will have to be decentralized some."

-"You said 'colonies'. Are others also planning to change sides? This sounds like quite a plan."

-"I don't know," Leah said truthfully.  "Everything is need-to-know. But I'd be surprised if there aren't others involved. I was brought in only last year, but the plans were already far along."
 
 
    -“But the Council expects the males to go along with it?” 
 
      
 
    -“They believe enough of them will. Newtonian males are a lot more open to female leadership than others in the Union. And with the softer terms of our accession of the Queendom, they think most of them will be kept on board. In any event, we will have part of the Newton Regiment – and Rebecca’s detachment - ready to deal with unrest.” 
 
      
 
     -"Wow," Kim said thoughtfully, looking out over the city. "Our world is going to change a lot this year. It sounds like we will be at war soon.” 

-"Exactly," Leah said firmly, with a serious tone.  The other two could almost hear her higher rank. "And we need to be ready for it.”
 
 
    Government House, Newton, 184/1/10 
 
    Five days later, Leah was working quietly in her office in Government House.  It made sense to be preparing Newton's war plan, down to which units would go where and what their orders would be. However, the exercise still seemed unreal. She told her two assistants that this was just a routine plan updating.

Suddenly, the wall screen buzzed, and Captain Tony Onwuka's dark face appeared. 

-"Hi, Tony, what's up?"

-"Something curious, Ma'am. Can you come down here?"

-"On my way."

Leah walked down the hall, through a red door, and took an elevator down to the subbasement "pit."  She put her fingers on a scanner pad, and a heavy blast-proof door slid open silently, admitting her to the War Room.  Most of the desks were unmanned, but two men were sitting at the sensor systems consoles. As Leah approached, they stood up.

-"Here's what we've got," Tony explained, pointing at a screen. "This is the deep space radar. It's showing something approaching our solar system."

-"Do you think it's real?"

"Probably, Ma'am. We first saw it yesterday, and it's been consistent."

Leah liked the fact that he'd taken the time to confirm the sighting and do initial analysis. She trusted Tony and was glad that he was commanding the air and missile defences. Normally that was considered a challenging but unexciting duty. The last part of that looked likely to change very soon.
 
-"What can you tell about it?"

-"To appear at that distance, it is of decent size. Either it is a large rock, or it is a big ship. And since its trajectory comes straight from Epsilon Eridani, my guess is that it is a ship. It is from Hera, and it is big.” 

It is really happening, Leah thought. A big ship coming from Hera could well bring people and materials to shift the balance of power further in the Queendom’s favour. This was surely a first step in the events she had been told to plan for.

"Have you confirmed this with Pontus?" Pontus colony had the Union's other deep space radar.

-"Not yet, Ma'am. Theirs is a bit less sensitive than ours, so even if this contact is real, they probably haven't seen it yet."

-"Please inform them, and keep me posted. I'll brief the colonel."

Leah rode the elevator back up to her office. She closed the door and looked out the window at the familiar view of Government Square, which symbolized the peaceful world in which she had grown up. If Leah’s suspicions were right, the little dot on the screen would change Newton's, and all of Leda's, history. Possibly in a way that would see many people die.  She wondered - not for the first time - whether she and the rest of Newton’s leadership were doing the right thing. It was easy to hide behind orders and rationalizations, so long as the issue seemed abstract. Now, it was not. She could not think of a way out. Ultimately, if Newton went to war, her duty was to help protect it.

After a few minutes, she went to the Chief of Staff's office. As usual, Colonel Jung was standing upright next to her raised work table, considering the screen in front of her.  Although the two were now good friends, formality seemed required.

-"Good afternoon, Colonel. Do you have a minute?"

-"Of course."

No sense beating around the bush.

-"Deep space radar has sighted an incoming object. The operators think it's likely to be a large spacecraft headed toward us from Epsilon Eridani. They are contacting Pontus radar to confirm it."

The Colonel sucked in her breath. Leah suspected she was also shaken by the news, and was working to maintain her poker face. She managed to pull it off. 

-"Thank you, Major. Please keep me posted. We'll discuss this later."
 
 
     Rebecca’s apartment, Newton, 184/1/17 
 
    It had been weeks of intense training. Fortunately, they ended on Friday afternoons, and everyone cleaned up and went into the city. 
Kim and Rebecca headed to Rebecca's apartment, which had become their unofficial hangout.  Greg bowed and showed them in.

-"Welcome, Mistresses. I hope you had a good week. Mistress Leah is waiting on the terrace. May I bring predinner drinks?"

-"You bet, slave," Rebecca said. "We need them."

-"Had a good week?" Leah asked, rising to meet them.  
After some chitchat, Leah got serious.  
 
    -"I gather the training's going very well. The scores are impressive. It sounds like you're working everyone hard."

-"True," Kim admitted. "We want them to be ready when the balloon goes up.”

-"Excellent," said Leah, “and now I am going to tell you where you will fight. I've got permission to show you the battle plan. The chief liked the idea of our discussing it here, where no one will see us. Again, this is top secret - need to know. Even most of the council members don't know what I'm going to tell you. Understood?"

-"Yes, Ma’am," replied Rebecca.  

Leah touched her wrist, and the wall monitor showed a relief map of Newton and surroundings.

-"We're here, pretty much at the center of the Cambridge plateau. The entire plateau is considered Newtonian territory, but it is uninhabited. Basically it's a huge lava flow, rising about 300 meters above the plains.”

-"By sheer luck - I don't think anyone thought of defence when the founders settled here - that puts us in a good position. From the plains, there are only two decent ways up to the plateau. The train line comes up South Pass from Armstrong, and crosses the plateau to Newton city. It then goes north across the plateau and down through North Pass. There's a road along the tracks that was used in the construction.  It's not used much - the train is faster - but it's there."

-"So invaders have to come that way, or by air," Rebecca said.

-"Correct. We're confident that the defences can handle any air assault."

Leah touched her wrist again and many red symbols appeared on the map, covering not just Newton city but the entire plateau.

-"Impressive," Rebecca said admiringly. "I wouldn't have thought little Newton had enough manpower for that."

-"We don't. The batteries are automated and operated remotely from the Pit - our war room. They're part of our force multiplier strategy - we've so automated that we have the capabilities of a much larger force – at least when we are on the defensive."

-"I'll buy that."

-"In terms of stopping land invasion, we will make use of the limitations the terrain put on possible invasion routes. We could chose to fortify the passes, but the enemy would expect that, and it might allow him to pin us down there while finding a more creative way of entering the plateau. 
 
    So we will not do that. Instead, we will plan for an ambush on the plateau itself. Whether the enemy is entering from the north or from the south, he will have only a limited number of routes to Newton itself if he wants to be able to use the terrain for cover while he approaches.” 
 
      
 
    -“Makes sense. Crossing the open terrain against our automated defence batteries would be suicidal.” 
 
      
 
    -“Exactly. So we expect the enemy to use one of five routes – three leading from South Pass and two from the north. In all of these, we have set up pre-planned ambush points, flanked by remotely operated and autonomous sentry guns. With the passes along with the rest of the rim of the plateau covered with sensors, we will know from what direction the enemy is approaching in good time before any of the ambush points are reached, leaving us time to concentrate our forces against him.” 
 
      
 
    -“Most of Newton Regiment, along with the Queendom detachment will be deployed in defensive positions 30 km outside Newton. These positions, are well within the air defence umbrella, and place the forces within easy reach of the ambush points as well as Newton itself if things get out of hand there.” 
 
      
 
    -"That's a clever plan. Who came up with it?"

-"The original idea was from Carlos Lopez, the engineer platoon commander. You'll really like him. He's a nice guy, very sharp, and has been in charge of planning the local defence of Newton for years." 
 
    -“His plan was developed for defending Newton against a behind-the-lines attack from the Chinese or the Queendom while the bulk of Newton Regiment was deployed elsewhere. Hence it relied on only two platoons being available for the defence. We modified his plan, in that regard. Since we know we will have at least twice that available. Carlos himself is not in the know, since he is not privy to the plan to realign Newton’s alliances yet.” 
 
      
 
    -“When will he know?” asked Kim. 
 
      
 
    -“When our government announces the shift, like the rest of Newton. Only then will we make deployments according to the plans I have told you about here. Up until that point, Newton Regiment will mobilise and perform according to Union directions.” 
 
      
 
    -“Let’s hope all this works.”
 
 
    Government House, Newton, 184/2/15 
 
    The Commissioner for Defence and Law Enforcement, Abigail Ryan read the intelligence report she had received from the Union Secret Service headquarters, concerning the recently arrived Heran space vessel, and its impact on the power balance of Leda. 
 
      
 
    The Frigg, as the space ship was called, had arrived in orbit around Leda ten days earlier, and unloaded its cargo. It was known to have come straight from Hera, which it left 33 year [14 Earth Years] earlier. Little was known for certain about what it carried beyond a large number of colonists. Given the size of the vessel, it was assumed to carry specialised equipment for large colony construction in addition to between ten and twenty thousand colonists. 
 
      
 
    The additional colonists were the most important aspect. At the very least, it represented a doubling of the number of Queendom citizens to twelve thousand. It could even mean a tripling of the citizen population, as there were indications that the ship had brought more females than males. This meant a massive expansion of the Queendom’s economic and military potential, and further strengthened its position as the dominant military power on Leda. 
 
      
 
    The report went on to speculate that in a few years, when the new colonists had been properly integrated in the Queendom, the Queendom might feel emboldened to resume a more aggressive foreign policy. 
 
      
 
    They are too optimistic, thought Abigail as she read it. The Queendom will be very aggressive a lot sooner. Though she did not know, Abigail strongly suspected the colonists from Hera would be used to expand the Queendom’s army immediately, to ensure superiority in the coming conflict with the Union. 
 
      
 
    Sarah had not let Abigail and the rest of Newton’s Council know all the details of the Queendom’s plans, but it was quite clear there would be a conflict between the Union and the Queendom soon. With the addition of five to ten thousand extra Queendom soldiers, the circumstances for starting a war would be perfect for the Queendom. It made perfect sense, and was possibly a winning move in the chess game that was the power struggle over Leda. 
 
      
 
    While Abigail admired how the Herans had put themselves in such an advantageous position, she felt some unease about what was going to come next. There was going to be a war, which meant people would be dying.  
 
      
 
    It would also lead to a situation where Newton would betray the Union. True enough, the Union valued Newton less than the Queendom did, and Newton would have a better home in the Queendom, but still, choosing to align with what was going to be an enemy of the Union felt a bit uncomfortable. 
 
      
 
    But it had to be done. The rest of the Union would never accept female superiority like the Newtonians had, and its policies would therefore increasingly be contrary to the interests of Newton.  
 
      
 
    Abigail was not fully comfortable with the male slavery practiced by the Queendom either. Many men were without doubt happy as slaves. But she doubted all of them were.  
 
    Nevertheless, alignment with the Queendom was a solution she could accept. With Newton’s autonomy guaranteed, including the right to implement female supremacy laws as its council saw fit, Newton was offered a good deal – better than the Union would offer. Therefore, Newton would go with the Queendom when the time came, and Abigail would ensure its army would be ready for it.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 War 
 
      
 
    Western Plateau Military Base & Training Center, 184/3/7 
 
    Leah was surveying the huge vehicle hall of the base. It was only half full, even if practically every vehicle available to Newton Regiment was in this room. Ten Armoured Stealth Vehicles were being loaded with supplies and munitions; thirty others were parked next to them, waiting to be serviced. The ASVs were the mainstay of Newton Regiment’s vehicle park. Fast and stealthy, each of them could bring one infantry squad to where it was needed. It was not as fast as the Battle Transporters employed by the Amazons of the Queendom, but it was somewhat better protected and it carried a quick firing gun. 
 
      
 
    Further down in the garage, the garage maintenance system was fuelling the twenty light tanks that supported the infantry. These vehicles were smaller than the ASVs, but packed a more powerful magnetic gun and better protection. They were unmanned, and had capability of going fully autonomous in battle. 
 
      
 
    Surveying the vehicle hall had a calming effect on Leah. What went on in this room was ordered and planned, as opposed to the rest of the base. There, apparent chaos reigned. Since the first messages of hostilities came this morning, Newton, along with the rest of the Union had started full mobilisation of all available forces. While the plan for mobilisation was simple enough, it had been hampered by bad luck. The track taking the reserves from Newton proper to the Western Plateau Base had been out of action during much of the first half of the day due to some technical error, leaving much of Newton’s manpower unable to reach the mustering point. 
 
      
 
    The track was now up and working again, and most of the personnel had reached the base, but in the prior confusion, some personnel had either gone home or tried to reach the base by alternative means, which meant that many were still missing. 
 
      
 
    The shock of the sudden outbreak of war and the pace of the subsequent fighting did nothing to instil calm. Leah had been woken very early this morning with the news that the Queendom had attacked both the Union and the Chinese colonies, and that the Union was mobilising all its forces. 
 
    The Queendom’s opening move had been the destruction of their opponents’ main deterrents – their orbital bombardment platforms. Without these, the Union and the Chinese no longer possessed the capability to attack the Queendom colonies with nuclear weapons, and this shift gave the Queendom freedom of action it knew how to exploit. 
 
      
 
    A few hours later came the first reports of Queendom attacks on the Union’s border colonies, where the Queendom struck with overwhelming force. Fighting was still going on there, but it did not look good for the Union, which had been caught unprepared. 
 
      
 
    Leah tapped her wrist unit to see the latest news.  
 
    “Atlantis and Pontus fallen. Heavy fighting near Cairo,” read the headline. It said all Leah needed to know. The Queendom was advancing fast. It was aiming to conquer the Union, and it appeared to be succeeding. 
 
      
 
    Leah felt more conflicted about what was happening than anything else in her life. She knew well that this had to be the event that would allow Newton to change its allegiance from the Union to the Queendom. But she had never thought it would happen in such a violent manner. The Queendom had embarked on what appeared to be an all-out war of conquest against the Union, and maybe even the rest of the planet. Hundreds had been killed already – at least. This was not how she had imagined it. 
 
      
 
    But there was nothing she could do to stop it, and she had to play her role in getting Newton safely through this most dangerous time. And for now, that involved executing the mobilisation of Newton Regiment, ostensibly to join the Union’s 3rd Brigade forming near the colony of Underrock. Until the Governor gave the signal for the plans to change, that was how she would proceed. Leah really hoped Governor Dubois knew what she was doing. 
 
      
 
    Leah yawned and headed in the direction of her office. It was already time for the midday sleeping break Ledans practiced to cope with the 40 hour day on the planet, but Leah knew it would not be any midday break for her today.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Western Plateau Military Base & Training Center, 184/3/7  
 
    Leah took a seat next to Lieutenant Carlos Lopez in the dining hall. The room was filled to capacity with soldiers waiting for the governor's speech to the colony. There had been some speculation as to what she would say among the soldiers, since everyone had been ordered to take a break from the war preparations in order to listen in. 
 
      
 
    Unlike most people in the room, including Lieutenant Lopez next to her, Leah knew the main message the Governor would bring. Newton was going to join the Queendom. Its opening blow had been devastating. Now, 35 hours after the was started, the Queendom had captured six Union colonies, as well as all three Chinese colonies on the northern hemisphere. It was very clear the Queendom was winning, and the Governor was going to announce her acceptance of the Queendom’s surrender terms – that much was certain. 
 
      
 
    The main uncertainty in Leah’s mind was how the troops would react to this, and especially the male troops. Not all of them would support such a move. That was why Tigress platoon had been deployed outside for base security. That meant they were armed and ready, and could be called inside at a moment’s notice, should it prove necessary. 
 
      
 
    Leah smiled to Carlos as she sat down. She was pretty confident he would stay loyal, but if circumstances required it, he too would have to be relieved of his duty. 
 
      
 
    Screens on the walls surrounding the dining area lit up, showing the governor at her desk.  As usual, she looked immaculate in an elegant blue dress.  Leah assumed that she had spent the day in an intense council meeting, but it did not show. Despite presiding over a crisis that would decide Newton's fate, she seemed at ease and in complete control.

-"Good evening, Newtonians. I am speaking to you about a matter of great importance."

Everyone in the room seemed to stiffen. 
 
 
    -“What we have long feared has now come true. As you all must know, Newton and the Union are now at war. After years of tensions between the Union and the Queendom, the Queendom has now attacked the Union with overwhelming force. This represents a deeply regrettable failure of diplomacy, which has led to tragedy.  
 
    -“The next days, weeks and maybe months will be a time of great danger to both Newton and the planet as a whole. Our brave women and men of the Newton Regiment will be called upon to risk their lives and to fight to keep our world and our colony safe. Many other citizens will support them, and work to maintain and protect Newton.  This conflict will put great strain upon our society, even if the war does not reach Newton itself. And we will face the constant threat of orbital bombardment.” 
 
      
 
    The Governor’s sombre speech had the soldiers listen quietly. 
 
      
 
    -“The Newton Council, and myself, face tough decisions. The choices we make can ensure Newton’s continued survival and prosperity, or they can lead to our colony’s destruction. The long term interests of Newton is therefore always our top priority when we evaluate our course of action.” 
 
      
 
    -“Five hours ago, the Council of Newton was presented with what may well be the most important choice we will have to make in this conflict. The Queendom issued an ultimatum to all colonies on Leda. The Ledan Queen offers immediate cease-fire and guarantees of autonomy to any colony that agree to lay down arms and to voluntarily join the Queendom. Colonies that reject this offer and resist, face the threat of attack and conquest, and will be placed under direct Queendom rule once taken.” 
 
    
-“The Council has debated and considered this ultimatum since it was received, and it has now come to a unanimous decision. It is the assessment of the Council that the Queendom will most likely succeed in its goal of establishing itself as a planetary government. Its armies received massive reinforcements from the space ship that arrived from Hera earlier this year, and are by far the strongest force on the planet. And with the losses the Union has taken in the opening stages of this conflict, it is unlikely that it can recover.” 
 
    -“The Council has therefore accepted the offer of the Ledan Queen. This means we have the opportunity to join the Queendom peacefully on terms that allow us to preserve the Newtonian way of life rather than through a harsh occupation. We will be allowed to govern ourselves, and we will be allowed to choose for ourselves how we implement the Queendom’s laws. In particular, we can apply the Queendom’s female supremacy laws in a far milder manner than what is practiced within the rest of the Queendom. We hope this can comfort those of you who are sceptical of this particular aspect of the community we are joining.” 
 
      
 
    Leah was impressed with the speech's calm and confident approach. She's was announcing a drastic change in Newton’s alignment, with no apparent unease. She'd better be right. 
 
      
 
    -“We expect other colonies to make the same choice as we have, but not all. This means that while we no longer need to fear attacks from the Queendom forces, there will still be a war on this planet, and Newton may still find itself part of it. The Union may seek to punish us for our choice and to gain control of the resources of this colony. The Chinese may see us as an easy prey without Union protection and far from our Queendom allies. We will therefore need to be vigilant for any threats to our colony. Newton will not seek conflict with any party on this planet, but we will hold firm against any aggression directed against our territories. As such, this colony, and our armed forces in particular, will remain on war footing, to ensure we see this crisis safely to an end.” 
 
      
 
    -“Thank you all for your attention, and good luck to us all.” 
 
      
 
    Leah stood up as the screens turned black and surveyed the room for a few seconds to gauge the reactions of the soldiers. Few said anything, most appeared surprised at the radical shift the Governor had announced. A few disgruntled voices were swearing. 
 
      
 
    Leah stepped up on the nearest table and addressed the room with a loud voice. 
 
      
 
    -“You heard the Governor, and that means some changes in our mission. All units preparing to join the Union 3rd brigade will continue to prepare for the field, but will remain in base until further orders. All company and platoon commanders will meet in my office in 15 minutes for further instructions.” 
 
    She paused for a second, then continued. 
 
    -“I realise that for some of you, the Governor’s message is not to your liking. Newton is going in a new direction you may not want to be part of. In this case, you now have a chance to get out. Those who feel Newton’s agreement with the Queendom will make it hard to fulfil their duties to our regiment can go to their commanding officers and ask to be discharged. Your requests will be granted. The period ahead will be challenging for all of us. And Newton Regiment will need all its members to be fully committed to its mission. 
 
    Now, back to work!” 
 
      
 
    Leah looked down at Carlos. He looked back at her with a friendly face. 
 
    -“I will stay,” he said to her. 
 
      
 
    -“Thanks. Hope that goes for most of your men too.” 
 
    She surveyed the room again. Most were leaving the room, but a few looked very unhappy, being in agitated discussion with their colleagues.  
 
      
 
    -“My guess is that a few of the men in Wolf and Jaguar platoons will leave. The rest will stay.” 
 
    Carlos mentioned the very two units Leah had planned to demobilise anyway due to their uncertain reliability in the new alliance with the Queendom. If the men quit voluntarily it would make the optics better. In particular, she hoped to avoid having the men forcibly disarmed. 
 
      
 
    -“I hope you are right about the last bit,” said Leah. 
 
      
 
    Western Plateau Military Base & Training Center, 184/3/8  
 
    Leah walked through the vehicle hall. Unlike yesterday, there was no activity in this place now, and it was almost empty of vehicles. Deploying Newton Regiment according to the new defence plan had gone as smoothly as could be expected. The bulk of the regiment had moved to its positions outside Newton, and only Vixen platoon was left. They were to stay here to guard the base, and to act as a reserve for the rest of the regiment. 
 
      
 
    Leah walked onwards through a corridor leading to the main dome of the base. As she passed a stairwell, she could hear some shouting breaking the silence from down stairs. That would be the prisoners, Leah, figured. Some of them apparently thought being loud would get them out of the situation they were in. 
 
      
 
    That would not happen. As well as guarding the base, Vixen platoon was also tasked with guarding prisoners, and Leah knew the female platoon was fully reliable and committed to Newton’s new course. 
 
      
 
    But that had not been the case of all of Newton Regiment. After the Governor’s speech last night, Leah decided to retain in custody eleven soldiers who were deemed potential threats to public order. These were men who had been particularly dissatisfied with the Governor’s announcement, and had threatened to resist it violently. 
 
      
 
    Given the tense situation, Leah thought it best not to let these men back to Newton, where they could foment unrest at a time when Newton least needed it. So while most of the men from the demobilised Wolf and Jaguar platoons had been disarmed and sent back to Newton, those deemed most dangerous had been arrested. 
 
      
 
    Their arrests might be legally questioned, but that would have to be resolved later. Newton was in a war, and all necessary precautions had to be taken. 
 
      
 
    Leah entered the main dome, which was empty save for Vixen platoon’s XO and one of her soldiers. Leah nodded to them. She did not see the need for any further formalities. They knew where she was going, and nodded back. 
 
      
 
    Having crossed the dome, Leah entered the rail terminal on the other side and climbed aboard a waiting pod, which would take her to central Newton, and the Pit. 
 
      
 
    “The Pit”, Newton, 184/3/8  
 
    In late evening, several floors underground, beneath the government buildings in central Newton, Leah was meeting with Kim, Rebecca and Carlos, the key field leaders of the reaction force that was the corner stone of Newton’s defence. Leah relayed the intelligence she had received from Sarah only hours earlier.  
 
      
 
    -“The Union will make a move against us. From what we have learned, the 3rd Brigade will detach a reinforced battalion to subdue Newton, while the rest of the brigade heads for the main front. We believe the detachment will start moving early tomorrow morning, and make it to the plateau within 30-50 hours if they bring all their equipment, which we think they will.” 
 
      
 
    -“That is a substantial force, and they will outnumber us more than two to one. But the upside is that they will have no realistic reinforcements, and if we stop them, Newton will be secure until the Queen’s army is here.” 
 
      
 
    -“How come the Union is moving against us?” asked Kim. “Don’t they have bigger and more important fish to fry on the main front?” 
 
      
 
    -“The Union does desperately need more forces on the main front, but there is logic in their move. As long as we stand with the Queendom, we are a threat to their rear, and it denies the Union the weapons Newton produces. They also want to set an example for other colonies considering the Queen’s offer. Now that Paris too has joined the Queendom, they need to discourage further defections.  
 
    All this have made them conclude Newton needs to be brought to heel quickly if the Union is to stand any chance to repel the Queendom, and they are willing to do without an extra battalion on the main front to accomplish that objective.” 
 
      
 
    -“Do we know anything about how they will attack us?” asked Rebecca. 
 
      
 
    -“Not much. But since the forces they detach come with heavy equipment, we expect them to use that equipment, so we think they will approach on ground,” Leah replied. “They also appear to expect support from at least part of Newton’s population. That may be wishful thinking on their part, but in case it is based on something more, Lioness platoon will be retained in reserve along with Vixen. We need to ensure we can keep control of Newton itself.” 
 
      
 
    -“I understand your concern,” said Kim, “but it leaves our reaction force rather small. Can we take that chance?” 
 
      
 
    -“It does, but I don’t think we have a choice. You still have the preparations made by Carlos’ engineers to tip the balance in our favour.” 
 
    Leah turned to Carlos. 
 
    -“You are still confident it can stop the enemy?” 
 
      
 
    -“Yes, ma’am. The enemy will have to pass through our ambush points once he gets onto the plateau.” 
 
      
 
    -“Very well, we must trust you.” Leah liked Carlos. Competent and loyal, he was a great asset to Newton. 
 
      
 
    Kim nodded, accepting that she would have to do with a smaller force. 
 
      
 
    -“That is all I have for you. Now you know what is coming, and you are prepared.” Leah paused a little.  
 
    -“As we don’t want to risk leaks before the enemy has started moving, you should wait with briefing the troops until tomorrow morning. So you may as well rest here in town before heading out to your posts.” 
 
      
 
    Kim, Rebecca and Carlos all found that suggestion very agreeable. There would likely be little sleep and minimum comfort over the next days, and this would be the last chance for a night in a proper bed.  
 
      
 
    Newton, 184/3/8 
 
    Rebecca and Carlos walked out of Newton’s government complex. It was just the two of them – Kim had stayed to work a bit more while waiting for Leah to finish. 
 
      
 
    The two of them knew each other well by now. Rebecca and her troops had been in Newton for two months, and for most of that time, they had been training with Carlos and his men. They appreciated each other’s competence, and got on well. 
 
      
 
    It was late, and they were about to go each to their own place when Carlos suggested otherwise. 
 
    
-"Would you like to join me for a nightcap?"

-"That would be nice."

They walked a few hundred meters to Carlos’ apartment, which was nearby. Carlos’ place was fairly large, though not as big as Rebecca’s penthouse apartment. The two entered the comfortable living room, where Carlos settled into a leather armchair, and Rebecca took another. The room was decorated with spectacular views of the Newton and the Cambridge Plateau. 
 
 
    Rebecca studied them. 
 
    -“You bring your work home?” 
 
      
 
    -“In a way. There are many nice views on the Plateau, and I capture them when I see them.” 
 
      
 
    -“I like it,” said Rebecca sincerely. Carlos was a good photographer. 
 
      
 
    Rebecca moved to a large screen showing a detailed map of the plateau, with blue lines covering much of the southern part.

-"That's a neat map. What are the blue lines?"

-"They show everywhere I've been. Over the past few years I've been trying to get familiar with any possible battlefields near Newton. Preparing for what I hoped would never come.”

-"Yeah, no luck there," said Rebecca. "But at least we are on the same side. I always dreaded seeing myself in a war against Newton."

-"Agreed. I didn’t want to be fighting you ladies. Nor did most of the guys here. They have bonded really well with your guardesses."

-"I sort of expected that. I told them that Newton boys are really drawn to Herans - the dominant female mystique.  
 
      
 
    -"I noticed that, too," Carlos grinned. "It's easy to see why - your guardesses are very impressive. For that matter, so is their commandress. I'm awed by her - she's beautiful, talented, capable, and very dominant."

Rebecca had been expecting this for the past few days. As a visitor, she'd already decided not to initiate anything, but to welcome an advance if one were made.

-"Same for the engineer commander - smart, charming, and a darn good soldier. He'd be a great submissive. Are we allowed to go anywhere with this?”

-"I can't see why not. We're off duty, and not in the same command chain."

Rebecca liked his clear analysis. Presumably, he'd also been thinking about a possible relationship for a few days.

-"All good points. My orders are to cooperate with you, unless doing so is not in the Queendom's interest."

-"Cleverly phrased. I assume that's from Sarah?"

-"Of course. Whatever the formal structure, she represents the Queen here. She picked me for this mission."

-"She chose well. Next question - I know you have a slave husband. What does that mean for what we can do?"

-"Nothing. Greg is my favourite slave, but he is just that – a slave. I can and do use other slaves and submissives as I please. On my mother’s farm, we have several other slaves, whom I often use."

-"And Greg's OK with that?"

-"Yes, but it doesn't matter. It is not his decision, and he accepts that.  Anyway, I'd be happy to use you."

-"Thank you, Mistress. How may I serve you?"

This will be fun, Rebecca thought. Having a Newton officer serve me in his place. Might as well enjoy life before the action starts.

-"Get your clothes off, and fold them neatly on the table. Then crawl off and get me a glass of wine."

-"Yes, Mistress." Carlos answered in a proper submissive tone, stripped, and crawled off to the kitchen. He'd clearly thought about how to behave. 

Carlos walked in with a glass and presented it, kneeling. 

-"Here you are, Mistress."

Rebecca threw the wine in his face and gave him a vicious slap. Acting furious - she laid into him.

-"Mind your manners, slave! First, you crawl in my presence. Second, you present things to me on a tray, with both hands. Third, you speak only when spoken to. Are those clear?"

-"Yes, Mistress. I'm very sorry. May I bring you another glass?"

-"Make it quick, slave!"

Carlos returned on his knees, with his head bowed, and held out a glass on a serving tray. Rebecca took it and sipped, waiting for a minute to let his fear build. As always, she loved controlling a strong, capable male. Tapping her female power was such fun.

-"That's better, boy. Now get down and lick up the mess you made on the floor."

Carlos knew better than to contradict her about how the wine got on the floor. He put his head down and started licking it up.  Rebecca put her boots on his exposed back and dug the heels in, eliciting a grunt of pain.

-"Silence, slave! Be glad I'm wearing combat boots, not high heels. Aren't you lucky to be my footstool?"

-"Yes, Mistress. Thank you for using me."

Rebecca enjoyed watching Carlos lick up the wine from his own living room's floor. The floor was reasonably clean, but there was enough dust to make his chore even more degrading. 

-"I think that's all, Mistress."

-"That's a poor job, but it will have to do. Now you may worship my boots. I want every bit of each licked clean, including the soles."

Carlos started licking happily.  Clearly he'd been hoping for this, to Rebecca’s amusement. She slipped off her belt quietly, so he would not expect what was coming. A whip would be better, but the belt would do.  She slashed down on his exposed rear with all her strength.

-"Come on, slave! I want more enthusiasm. Haven't you been dreaming of worshipping my boots for days?"

-"Yes, Mistress. I have."

She kept hitting him, and his licking picked up. Soon both boots were done.

-"Alright, boy. Head up."

Rebecca looped the belt around his neck and pulled it tight. Rising, she pulled him quickly into the bedroom, forcing him to crawl quickly to keep up. 

-"Slaves sleep on the floor, face down. If I hear a sound you'll get another good thrashing."

Carlos lay silently, not daring to speak, move, or look at her. Rebecca stood on him, stomped hard, and climbed into his comfortable bed.  She looked down with amusement at Carlos' bright red whipped rear, and the expression of fear on his face. In a few minutes, she was sound asleep.
 
 
    Carlos’ apartment, Newton, 184/3/9 
 
    When Rebecca woke, she was happy to see Carlos still on the floor. She got out of bed, dressed, and gave him a good kick.

-"You're a good boy. I wish we could play more, but we've got work. Shall we do this again later?"

-"Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress."

-"You're welcome, boy. Is this your first submissive relationship?"

-"Yes, Mistress."

-"How come? You're great to play with. Lots of strong women would love to have you serve them."

-"The one I really wanted wasn't available."

-"Do I know her?"

-"Yes, Mistress. I'd love to serve Leah but I can't see her being interested."

Rebecca laughed.  
 
    -"Believe me, she would. First, she likes you. Second, she and Kim loved having slaves when they visited Helena. They were complaining that Newton didn't have male slavery. It'll be legal now that Newton's in the Queendom, so it may happen for you. Being a slave for Leah and Kim would be pretty hot. Just be warned that they swing a mean whip!" 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 
Victory 
 
      
 
    Newton Reaction Force HQ, Cambridge Plateau, 184/3/9 
 
    It was evening, and Kim was doing her round to check status with her platoon leaders. It was 25 hours since she came back from Newton early this morning, and little had happened since. Her troops were in position, waiting for the enemy, which had yet to be found. It had been established that 3rd brigade had left Underrock, but the location of the detachment moving on Newton was not known. The Newtonians had been searching for them with microdrones, but none had been able to find the stealthy enemy, and several had been lost. 
 
      
 
    Kim was just heading back towards her headquarter after talking to Jim, the commander of Panther platoon when she got an incoming call on her wrist unit. It was Leah, and Kim accepted the call. Leah’s face appeared on the display. 
 
      
 
    -“Are you available for a telecon in 5 minutes?” Leah asked. 
 
      
 
    -“Sure. 
 
      
 
    -“I will call in five, then.” 
 
      
 
    Leah hung up, and Kim hurried back to the HQ. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Five minutes later, Kim was in the small, excavated facility that served as her headquarter. While not originally built for a military purpose, it provided a well-protected indoor environment, which suited the needs of Kim and her staff. 
 
      
 
    Kim sat in a conference room, with several of her staff. Carlos and Rebecca, who were also at the HQ, came to join them. They sat down next to each other at the other side of the table – Carlos in a gingerly fashion. 
 
      
 
    Kim looked at Rebecca and got a smile in return, telling her all she needed to know. An amusing development, thought Kim. 
 
      
 
    A big screen on a wall came on, and Leah and intelligence officer Tony Onwuka appeared. After a few exchanges of greetings, Leah went straight to business. 
 
      
 
    -“There has been some important developments on the intelligence front. I thought you should hear it directly from the source.” 
 
      
 
    Leah nodded to Tony, next to her, who was overseeing reconnaissance efforts of the Newton Regiment. 
 
      
 
    -“Our drones have now located the Union force nearing South Pass, and as initial intel indicated, it is a battalion strength force in armoured stealth vehicles supported by autonomous support vehicles. Two of our drones are at the moment following the enemy undetected, so we can expect to have accurate information on the enemy’s position from now on.” 
 
      
 
    -“Excellent.” 
 
    It was good news to Kim that they now could keep track on the enemy, even if it was a bigger enemy force than she had hoped. 
 
      
 
    -“Closer to home,” Tony went on, “we see increased microdrone activity on the plateau. The enemy is looking for you. So far, we have swatted any drone approaching your position or that of other sensitive sites. But it is unlikely we can succeed with that forever, and sooner or later some will get through, at least temporarily.” 
 
      
 
    Leah took over. 
 
    -“And it is our intention to let that happen within the next hours. This way, the enemy will see you in the defensive positions you are now in, and this will make it appear to him that you intend to stop him where you are now, rather than at the ambush points.” 
 
      
 
    It seemed like a sensible approach to Kim. 
 
      
 
    -“Does this mean we will be under constant monitoring from now on?” asked Rebecca. 
 
      
 
    -“No, only intermittently. We will swat the drones shortly after they are close enough to detect you. We only want them reporting your position, nothing more.” 
 
      
 
    -“So this does not change our plans for how we stop the enemy?” 
 
      
 
    -“No it doesn’t. And you will now have full information on enemy progress. Tony will feed signals from the drones following them.” 
 
      
 
    Newton Reaction Force HQ, Cambridge Plateau, 184/3/9 
 
    Rebecca and Carlos were relaxing with hot cups of tea sitting on a sofa in the windowless subterranean room that Rebecca had claimed as her quarter. The subterranean complex that was being used as HQ for the Reaction Force was large enough to provide separate rooms for all those deployed there. That included both Rebecca and Carlos as well as Kim and her staff. 
 
      
 
    The room was not big, but had enough space for the sofa, a small table and a bed. 
 
      
 
    -"Last night was wonderful," Carlos said. "I'd love to serve you again, but maybe a quieter night is better tonight."

-"How about doing both?" Rebecca handed him a small bottle. 

-"Get down on your knees, and paint my nails. No whipping or abuse, just quiet service."

Carlos found the idea much more arousing than he'd expected.

-"May I strip, Mistress?"

-"You may, slave. Then kneel for your collar."

Rebecca put the belt collar on, but held it loosely. Tonight it was for symbolism only.

Carlos loved being collared. Moreover, to his delight, the nail polish was black. He enjoyed slowly and carefully painting her finger and toe nails, and was awed by the way it made her long elegant fingers look. As he worked, she painted her lips with the traditional black lipstick. 

-"Your fingers and lips look perfect, Mistress. You're the image of a Heran Goddess.  I feel so honoured serving you."

Carlos knew this sounded like standard submissive phrasing, but he meant it. He was thrilled to be serving at her feet. 

-"Thank you, slave. I bet most of my guardesses had to do this themselves tonight. Now, let's get to bed." 
 
      
 
    Newton Reaction Force HQ, Cambridge Plateau, 184/3/10 
 
    Kim was sitting in the conference room together with Rebecca, Carlos and several other members of her staff. All were wearing battle armour, and appeared ready to do battle at a moment’s notice. A big screen on the wall showed a map of the southern half of the Cambridge Plateau, with symbols of friendly and enemy forces superimposed. Along the bottom of the screen were smaller images of Leah, and of the four infantry platoon commanders of the reaction force, calling from Newton and from their command posts, respectively. 
 
      
 
    Leah was summarising the situation displayed by the map. 
 
    -“The enemy has so far behaved as we predicted, and it is now clear that he is taking the eastern route across the plateau. That will most likely take him through ambush point Lima. At current speed the enemy will be there in about 3 hours. In other words, you will be fighting in a few hours.” 
 
      
 
    -“Captain Blakeley, you should move your infantry into position at Lima as soon as this meeting is over.” Leah addressed her lover formally in this setting. “Enemy drones are being eliminated as we speak, so you can move undetected.” 
 
      
 
    -“Affirmed,” replied Kim. 
 
      
 
    -“Lieutenant Lopez, are all weapon systems at Lima prepared and in working order?” 
 
      
 
    -“Yes ma’am. Lima is fully prepared to receive the enemy.” 
 
      
 
    -“Excellent. Then I shall not take more of your time. Good luck and happy hunting.” 
 
      
 
    Leah’s image disappeared from the screen, and Kim gave her final instructions to her lieutenants. 
 
    -“Embark your soldiers. We go in 10 minutes.” 
 
      
 
    Kim and most of the others in the room put on their breathing masks and picked up their personal weapons. Only a few of her staff, along with Carlos and his engineers would remain in the HQ. They would manage the fixed weapon systems at Lima remotely. 
 
      
 
    Ambush Point Lima, Cambridge Plateau, 184/3/10 
 
    Kim’s ASV was in the center of the Newtonian column arriving at point Lima. It was set up as a command post, with extra displays and seating. 
 
    Rebecca was riding in Kim’s vehicle – Rebecca’s guardesses were attached to the reaction force’s HQ as a reserve. 
 
      
 
    Rebecca and Kim studied the ambush point they were nearing on the displays inside the vehicle. The ambush was set up around a valley cutting through an uneven part of the plateau, and the Newtonian plan assumed the enemy would follow this valley, as it provided the only route to Newton itself that would not expose their forces to certain detection and long range attack by Newtonian defences. In the hillsides at the ambush point, a dozen well-concealed sentry guns and missile batteries had been deployed and were marked on the map along with their associated kill zones. Also visible on the map were the assumed path of two rock slides that the Newtonians had prepared to set off with explosive charges. These could potentially do massive damage to an enemy force caught by them, and isolate it into separate parts. 
 
      
 
    -“That is a mean trap,” said Rebecca. 
 
      
 
    -“Yeah, good work by Carlos setting it up.” 
 
      
 
    -“If it works as well as we think it will, there will hardly be any work left for our troops.” 
 
      
 
    -“That is the plan. But we are deploying – we won’t take any chances.” 
 
      
 
    The infantry under Kim’s command was to add additional firepower to the ambush. They were deploying in a U-shape at the ambush point, taking advantage of already prepared positions behind the automatic and remote controlled weapon systems already deployed. 
 
      
 
    -“Better their blood than ours.” 
 
    -“Yes,” agreed Kim. “But the best would be no blood. I really hope they will take our surrender offer.” 
 
      
 
    -“The governor instructed us to offer the invaders a way to give up with minimal bloodshed, so we will present them with a surrender offer once we have trapped them and given them a first taste our firepower,” Kim explained. 
 
      
 
    -“That is a sensible approach. It would really be a waste to kill all those men, who would be so useful in the state we are building,” said Rebecca. “And given last night’s news from the North Pole, they must understand that the Union will not win, no matter what they achieve against Newton. Surrender is the only sensible option.” 
 
      
 
    Rebecca referred to the outcome of a decisive battle that had been fought near the North Pole the day before, where the Queendom had destroyed the most important units in the Union army, crushing any realistic hope of a Union victory in the conflict. 
 
      
 
    -“That is how I hope they will see it. But you never know. Opposition to the Queendom is fanatic in some quarters.” 
 
      
 
    As they spoke, the ASV came to a stop at a sheltered position a few hundred meters up the valley from the ambush kill zone. On the map displaying the area, Kim could see her infantry platoons continuing towards their positions on the hillsides on either side of the valley. 
 
      
 
    Looking at the time, there was another one and a half hour until the enemy was expected to be here. And looking at a screen displaying the situation of the entire Cambridge Plateau, including the enemy’s current position, confirmed that assessment. Newton would be ready for them. 
 
      
 
    Ambush Point Lima, Cambridge Plateau, 184/3/10  
 
    -“All targets acquired!” 
 
    Carlos informed Kim through the communication link. 
 
      
 
    -“Execute the initial attack when ready,” replied Kim and looked at one of the screens in her command post which showed the view from one of the weapons trained on valley. 
 
      
 
    From that vantage point, most of the Union forces advancing on Newton were in view, and visible due to the image enhancing technology applied to the stream from the camera. The stealth technology of their vehicles was powerful, but not invincible.  
 
      
 
    More than 50 vehicles were in the Union column; most were ASVs like the ones used by Newton Regiment, but also at least a dozen light tanks, and other support vehicles. They were somewhat spread out, advancing up the valley in a tactical formation, though the formation was rather narrow due to the narrowness of the valley. 
 
      
 
    Kim watched nervously for a few seconds before she saw the first sign that the attack had started. On the opposite side of the valley, rocks and gravel began moving downwards over a wide area of the hillside. The upper rockslide had been set off. 
 
      
 
    Another few seconds later, the view exploded in action as guns and missile batteries across the valley opened up on the Union column. Rapid firing guns ripped into the lighter vehicles and missiles knocked out light tanks in an intense barrage that lasted about fifteen seconds, before it suddenly stopped, just as the rockslide struck the forward vehicles of the Union force. 
 
      
 
    -“All primary targets eliminated,” Carlos’ voice told Kim. “You can deliver the message.”  
 
      
 
    The initial attack had eliminated all the heavy weapon platforms of the Union force, blocked its path of advance with the rock slide, and displayed the substantial firepower of the defenders. The Union side was not in a position to respond effectively for now, and Kim was about to offer the Union force its one chance to surrender before its annihilation. 
 
      
 
    -“You have the enemy comms network on channel five, ma’am,” one of her staff informed. 
 
      
 
    -"This is the Newton Defence Force,” Kim announced, using the new name of the Newtonian military. “You are completely surrounded. Multiple weapons target each of your vehicles. We also have explosives that can bring further rockslides down on you. Our renewed attack will result in the certain destruction of your force. This is your one chance to avoid losing your lives for a lost cause.” 
 
      
 
    Sporadic shooting from some of the Union vehicles in the valley commenced as Kim spoke, and some of their infantry deployed from their ASVs. 
 
      
 
    -“We demand the full surrender of the Union force on Newton territory – vehicles, equipment and personnel. In return, we guarantee prisoners of war will remain under Newton’s independent jurisdiction for the duration of this conflict, and not be transferred to the Queendom. At the end of this conflict each prisoner of war will be repatriated to his or her home colony” 
 
      
 
    That meant a fair hope of avoiding the harsh slavery of the Queendom proper for those surrendering - at least those hailing from colonies that had or would come to accept the Ledan Queen’s offer 
 
      
 
    -“You have ten minutes to accept these terms. Should you not have accepted by that time, we will destroy your command. Starting one minute from now, we will open fire on any vehicle or person that is moving or fires upon us. If you stop and don't fire, we will not fire on you until the expiration of our terms. Respond on this frequency.” 
 
      
 
    Kim put down the microphone and waited, looking at the screen. Some shots were fired in the direction of the automated weapons which had just attacked the Union force. It went on for half a minute, then it died down. Kim could also see some infantry running to get into better positions. A few of them did so after the minute was up, and were immediately cut down by a sentry gun from the valley side. Carlos had programmed them to enforce Kim’s ultimatum automatically. 
 
      
 
    So unnecessary, thought Kim as she watched it. But fortunately there were no more such incidences.  
 
      
 
    The next five minutes passed in nervous silence before Kim heard some noise on the communication channel she had used to address the opposition. 
 
      
 
    -“This is Colonel Rossi of the Union Army. We accept your terms.” 
 
      
 
    A collective sigh of the relief went through Kim’s command post. 
 
      
 
    -“We respect your wise decision Colonel,” replied Kim. “Please order your able bodied soldiers to disarm and line up outside their vehicles, and then follow directions from my troops.” 
 
      
 
    -“Yes, ma’am,” acknowledged the voice, with noticeable disappointment. 
 
    
Newton, 184/3/22 
 
    Two weeks later, Carlos walked into the Chief's office.  

-"Reporting as ordered, Colonel."

-"Welcome. It's great to see you. Let's go upstairs."

To Carlos' surprise, Colonel Jung led him to the council chambers and opened the door. Although Carlos had not been there since a school trip years ago, the wood panelled room with the flag and big windows overlooking downtown was familiar from news photographs and broadcasts.  It was very impressive in reality. 

As they entered, the Governor and councilwomen seated around the big wood table stood. Others seated by the walls did the same. Carlos recognized much of the Newton defence leadership - Leah, Kim, Jim and Tony. Two representatives of the Queendom - Rebecca and Sarah, were also there. He had not known why he had been called to HQ, but certainly had not expected this.

-"Welcome, Captain," the Governor said.  "Please sit here."

She seated him next to her chair at the head of the table, and then moved to the podium.

-"We are here to recognize what the entire Newton Defence Force - and in particular Lieutenant Lopez - accomplished only a few weeks ago. We are all awed by what they have done."
 
 
      
 
    -“The task of defending our own colonies has always been a neglected task for the colonies on the Polar Highlands. We were after all allied to each other as part of the Union, and far away from those we perceived as our likely enemies, the Chinese and the Queendom. In any conceivable conflict, most of our men and women were supposed to join the Union armies and fight the enemy far from here. Only a token force was supposed to be left behind in each colony to provide defence in case the enemy did something really unexpected. 
 
    Few men or women took the task of defending our own colonies seriously, and even fewer made it a priority. Newton is lucky that we had one of those men in Lieutenant Lopez. Sixteen years ago [7 Earth Years] Lieutenant Lopez and his engineer platoon was given the war mission to stay behind and defend Newton, and he was given the peacetime task of preparing the defences we would rely on. 
 
    It was a task he passionately embraced. Over the next few years, Lieutenant Lopez surveyed the potential invasion routes, laid out defences, and made war plans. When war finally came, Newton was prepared. 
 
    His efforts and leadership made our stunning success earlier this month possible. Not only was the invasion stopped, but the invasion force was captured and it was done with minimal losses on either side. Newton took no casualties, and most of our opponents are alive and well and are being repatriated to their home colonies as we speak. This victory thus lays the seeds for renewed collaboration with our neighbours as part of what will be a planet-wide Queendom."
 
 
    -“In recognition of his efforts and talent, the Lieutenant is now promoted to Captain Lopez. Well earned!” 
 
      
 
    Everyone rose and applauded for a few seconds. The Governor indicated she had more to say. 
 
      
 
    -"Furthermore, the council has voted to award Captain Lopez the Newton medal, our highest award. Previous recipients have made major intellectual, economic, or cultural contributions to Newton. Captain Lopez will be the first military recipient."

Everyone rose again and applauded. Carlos got over his amazement and bowed in thanks.

*** 
 
    
After a round of drinks and toasts, the governor led Carlos to her office, where Colonel Jung was waiting. After everyone was seated in comfortable chairs, the governor got to the point immediately.
 
 
    -“Once again, I want to thank you for the crucial part you played in the defence Newton, and your contributions to the Newton Defence Force are highly valued. This is why we want to discuss your further career. 
 
    
-“Will that be possible? I thought Queendom laws banned men in the armed forces?” 
 
      
 
    -“They ban men bearing arms. And that is of course an impediment for retaining most of our male soldiers once they are implemented. But we don’t need you to carry a rifle. What we need from you is your problem-solving and organisational skills. We would therefore want you to take a role as an advisor directly under Colonel Jung and Major Miller. It will be a position of high influence, even if you would not have any units directly under you. It would be by far the most powerful position open to males in the future Newton Defence Force.” 
 
      
 
    -"I'm incredibly honoured by your offer. But I'm not sure about it. Captain Elliot - Rebecca - and I are developing a relationship. I was thinking about leaving Newton to move to Helena with her."

-“Rebecca - who's clearly a first-rate Queendom officer - was candid enough to bring that to my attention. She is also astute enough to realise your plan is not something Newton can accept at this time. Even if the Northern Hemisphere is firmly under the Queendom, there is still a war on this planet. And the situation is likely to remain unstable for years to come, as the Queendom assimilates many previously hostile colonies. We may need to defend ourselves again.” 
 
      
 
    -"I hate to say it, Ma'am, but I agree."

-"You are irreplaceable not only for your skills, but for your symbolic value. At a time when Newton will be merged into the Queendom, in ways yet to be fully determined, you symbolize what Newton can do. Moreover, as we assimilate into a nation with female supremacy, you are a role model for male Newtonians."

Her tone left no room for discussion.  
 
    
-"I understand."

-"Good. Newton needs you. Do you have any other questions?"

-"What will males' status be?"

-"Under Queendom law, males cannot vote or hold positions of leadership over women. They must also be slaves under female authority. Under the unification agreement, we have the autonomy to implement those principles as we see fit."

-"How will that be done?"

-"We will formalise matriarchy that is practiced in much of Newton already in the form of female led relationships. Husbands will become their wives' property. Similarly for males in long-term relationships."

-"How about someone like me?"

-“If no woman claims you - which is very unlikely - you'd become state property.”

-"Why do you say I'm likely to be claimed?"

-"Because Major Miller has raised the issue. She asked whether it would be proper for her - as your NDF superior - to also be your slave owner.  She was being especially careful in that she already generated some complexity by being married to Captain Blakely."

-"What did you decide?"

-“Neither I nor Colonel Jung see any reason to object, so long as both of you are comfortable with the arrangement. We’d prefer slavery here in Newton to be a voluntary agreement, like the female led marriages have been.”

-"I'd be thrilled to serve her."

-"We'd be thrilled if that works, given how important you both are to Newton. Let's see."

The governor touched her wrist computer and asked, "Please come to my office, Major."

Leah appeared almost instantly. The governor became formal.

-"Major, we have been discussing Captain Lopez's personal situation. Are you interested in owning him once male slavery is instituted?"

-"Very much so, Ma'am."

"Excellent. That will give us a household with three outstanding soldiers.  It's an unusual - but perfectly Newtonian - solution!"
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