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    [bookmark: __RefHeading___Toc1016_1435438365][bookmark: _Toc37416472]Preface 

      

    In 840 CE, more than a millennium after Amazon armies brought the western half of Eurasia under female rule, their legacy prevails. While the Amazon Empire has collapsed, the coinciding invasion of androcratic peoples was contained by the Amazon successor states, and slowly reversed over the coming centuries. Gynarchy was no longer united in one empire, but almost all of Europe and the Mediterranean basin was ruled by one of a multitude of queendoms and gynocratic republics based on female supremacy. 

    By the start of the ninth century, only the eastern steppes and some hold-outs in the Alps were still under androcratic rule. 
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    Europe, 830 CE: Gynarchic states in shades of red, brown and yellow. Androcratic states in shades of blue, green and grey
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    [bookmark: __RefHeading___Toc1020_1435438365]Rising Star 

    Artemisburg[bookmark: _ftnref1][1], March 840 

    Sophia peered out of a window, looking at the city and its surroundings. She was in the castle after which the city of Artemisburg was named, and it provided a good vantage point. Situated on a hill north of the river Ister [OTL Danube], the castle provided a panoramic view of the city itself, which was on the south bank. The city was dense and small, wedged on the narrow peninsula formed by the confluence of the Ister [OTL Danube] with the river Ainos [OTL Inn]. 

    Both the city and the surroundings were bustling with life this beautiful spring day. The sun was warming from the clear sky, and the winter snow was now all gone.  

    In the fields west and south of the city, slaves were planting the under the watchful eyes of overseers. In the city itself, streets and markets were crowded. But the most eye catching part was at the western edge of the city. There, a large number of people laboured on a massive half-built structure covered with scaffolding and surrounded by wooden cranes. Gangs of slaves were hauling large stone blocks from a landing point at the river to the building site, driven by their work leaders’ whips, supplying building material to the grandiose project. 

      

    Sophia knew well of what the purpose of this effort was. It was to build a magnificent new temple to the honour of Artemis – probably one of the largest such temples in the world, and certainly the largest temple in the lands controlled by the Sisterhood. As the capital of the Sisterhood of Artemis’ Glory’s Ainosia[bookmark: _ftnref2][2] province, Artemisburg was an obvious place for such a grand symbol of the Sisterhood’s power and devotion to the Goddess.  

    Work on this temple had been going on for years, and it would go on for many more years before it was complete. Its completion would be the crowning achievement of Domina Hille, the Sisterhood’s province leader.  

      

    Sophia felt a sense of satisfaction and achievement as she surveyed the landscape. This land, which less than 40 years ago was ruled by androcratic savages, was now at peace and in harmony. Its women had been liberated and enlightened by the sisterhood. Its men had been put in their place as their servants. Cities were founded and new land was cleared. Temples were built. Civilisation was advancing. Having spent almost her entire life in the Sisterhood, Sophia took great pride in the Sisterhood’s achievements. They were adding to the Goddess’ glory, and there was no higher honour than being part of such an undertaking. 

      

    As Sophia contemplated the view outside, she heard the steps of heels on the stone floor behind her. She turned. It was Domina Hille. 

    Wearing a simple grey woollen dress and leather boots, Hille’s appearance was in line with her austere reputation. In her late forties, she had a permanent scowl and piercing blue-grey eyes, which tempered her otherwise mild facial features. 

    While a little below average height, she held herself with determined grace, befitting of a Domina of the Sisterhood. 

    Sophia curtsied, acknowledging the presence of a higher ranking member of the Sisterhood. 

    -“I trust you travelled well?” the Domina asked. 

      

    -“Very well, thank you, Domina.” 

      

    Sophia had ridden this morning from nearby Nikisflak, where she held the position as Lady of the Sword, a position that made her both the administrative leader of a district and a commandress of the Sisterhood’s military forces. Sophia was still wearing the outfit she rode in, a tunic and trousers in black leather. She had dispensed with the armour. 

      

    -“It was good that you could come so quickly. We have important matters to discuss,” said Domina Hille and gestured for Sophia to follow her into a neighbouring room. 

      

    They entered a bright and spacious room, lit through glass windows high up on the walls. In the centre of the room was a large table, with an almost equally large map laid out on it. Next to one of the walls stood two slaves with their heads lowered. Two other women were also in the room; Sophia recognised them as Domina Feme and Domina Liphilt. Like Hille, both of them were sisters of the highest rank and province leaders. 

      

    Sophia curtsied to greet them. 

    As she did, Domina Hille spoke. 

      

    -“You are well aware of the planned operations against the savages in the mountains. Your role in it will be far more significant than we first intended.” 

      

      

    The Sisterhood of Artemis’ Glory 

    Excerpt from “Encyclopaedia”, Elephant House, 1920 

      

    The Sisterhood of Artemis’ Glory, also known as the Artemisian Sisterhood was a military religious order and Central European theacratic state that existed between 777 CE and 1692 CE. 

      

    Originally formed to administer and defend lands newly conquered by the queendom of Thuringia from androcratic peoples in Central Europe, it soon became a de-facto independent state, and conquered much of the remaining androcratic lands in Central Europe. 

      

    Later, during the age of discovery, the Artemisian Sisterhood was heavily involved in the colonial ventures of the European gynarchies, spreading the Artemisian faith, and even setting up its own colonies in Terra Nova [the Americas]. 

      

    The Artemisian Sisterhood strictly enforced Orthodox Artemisian doctrine and gynarchy among its members and subject peoples, and while the Sisterhood no longer rule any territory directly, its legacy endures in the lands it once ruled in the form of great Artemisian temples, and devout orthodox populations. 

      

      

    History 

    The Artemisian Sisterhood was formed in 777 CE by decree of Queen Lena of Thuringia in order to administrate and defend lands newly conquered from the androcratic Iazyges in southern Germania. 

    Thuringia had almost doubled in size after the conquests of the Vindelican wars (751-775), and a majority of Thuringian-ruled lands were populated by until-recently androcratic peoples of the Bardian faith. Concerned with the prospect of rebellions and counter attacks by the Bardian tribes of the Alps, the Thuringian queen sanctioned the creation of a new religious order to deal with these threats. 

      

    The Sisterhood of Artemis’ Glory was modelled on the Pannonian Order, the religious order that successfully conquered and ruled the Pannonian plains [OTL Hungary] from the 740s. The new order was tasked with defending the southern third of the Thuringian queendom, enforcing gynarchy and converting its population to Artemisianism. 

      

    The Sisterhood expanded quickly from its founding, recruiting membership from much of Europe, but in particular from the queendoms of Germania. Donations from temples, individuals, and in some cases governments were also important for this expansion, as it allowed the order to purchase slaves for its armies. By 800 CE, the Sisterhood was arguably more powerful than its nominal suzerain Thuringia, and it was an independent state in its own right in anything but name. 

      

    Territorial expansion followed quickly. In 795 the queendom of Linzania granted the Sisterhood the right to administer its southern province of Moravia. In the early 800s the Sisterhood conquered first the rest of Moravia and then Upper Pannonia [OTL western Hungary and Eastern Austria]. From around 820, the Sisterhood turned its attention to the remaining member states of the androcratic Alpine Confederation in Tirol and Carnia [OTL Carinthia]….. 

      

      

    Fort Hera in Ainosia, May 840 CE 

    The noise of an army on the move filled the air as Sophia’s division made its way up the river valley from Fort Hera. Marching in orderly columns and flying red banners with Artemis symbols, the men and women under her command were ready to assume a fighting formation at a moment’s notice. They had just passed the last friendly outpost on their way south, and they were heading into the lands of the Alpine Confederation, an alliance of androcratic statelets and tribes inhabiting the mountain valleys. Previous attempts to liberate the Alpine lands had taught Sophia and her soldiers the value of preparing for ambushes, and that dictated their posture.  

      

    Sitting on her horse, Sophia could see the front of her army a few stadia ahead across a clearing, as it advanced towards the massive, still snow-covered mountains. Rows of infantrymen, wearing mail armour covered by red surcoats emblazoned with Artemis symbols, and carrying spears and halberds, advanced relentlessly.  Beyond them, and out of sight for Sophia, mounted scouts were looking for signs of the enemy. 

      

    Behind Sophia followed further columns of infantry, as well as hundreds of mounted female warriors. All in all Sophia had about 4000 infantry under her command – slave soldiers led by female officers, and 500 mounted crossbow women with support slaves. Her armoured cavalry numbered only 100, reflecting the limited usefulness of cavalry in the broken terrain in which they could expect to fight. 

      

    It was not a huge force, but sufficient to deal with the expected opposition. The mountain tribes they were up against would be hit by three other similar-sized Sisterhood armies, and the savages would be hard pressed to deal with any of them. 

      

    Sophia certainly hoped this would be the case. Victory in this campaign would elevate her to the highest rank in the Sisterhood. She would be become the Domina in charge of the new Sisterhood province that were to be carved out of the Eastern Alps – that was the promise of Domina Hille and her peers. But Sophia had been a soldier for long enough to not take anything for granted. The mountain savages were cunning and skilled at defending their lands. They had done so successfully for decades. If Sophia were careless, she and her army might well meet their end in the valleys up ahead. 

      

      

    Armies of the Artemisian Sisterhood 

    Excerpt from “Divine Warriors: The Sisterhood of Artemis' Glory”, Athena Publishing Group, Massalia, 1902 

      

    Sisterhood armies of the reconquest era (500-1000 CE) were varied in composition, but tended to emphasize infantry. Many campaigns took place in difficult terrain, which limited the effectiveness of cavalry, and improved infantry tactics and equipment also contributed to this development. 

      

    Like most gynarchic infantry units, the Sisterhood infantry consisted for the most part of male slave soldiers led by female officers. The quality of both their slaves and officers tended to be better than most other forces of the era. 

      

    The sisterhood trained large numbers of male slaves from the age of ten for a life of military service, on a model that closely resembled the agoge system of antiquity. Emphasising military skills, obedience and religious indoctrination, the Sisterhood’s military slave schools produced exceptionally disciplined soldiers. 

    Their officers usually went through an even more demanding education. Most were graduates from the Sisterhood’s war academies. In these, girls were typically enrolled at a similar young age for a ten-year program that included the same training in military skills and religious education as the boys received. In addition, they were trained in languages and reading as well as military tactics and command.  

      

    The standard Sisterhood infantry unit was the pike and halberd formation. This highly flexible formation was typically composed of 50% pikemen and 50% halberdiers and was a formidable opponent for both infantry and cavalry. Its pike wall could hold off most foes, while the halberdiers added attacking capacity against infantry, and a useful means of dismounting enemy cavalry. 

    Usually wearing mail armour, augmented by some plate armour later in the period, these units balanced protection and mobility. 

      

    Crossbow troops was another important part of the Sisterhood’s forces. These were mixed-gender forces, with female shooters supported by male shield bearers. Paired up, with each crossbow woman employing her personal slave as shield bearer, she would fire bolts at the enemy, while her slave held the large shield that protected them both from enemy fire, and assisted the reloading of her weapons.  

    While the rate of fire was slow compared to bows, the range and penetrating power of the crossbow combined with the protection of the shields made these troops an excellent counter to enemies that engaged with ranged weapons. 

      

    The most prestigious of the Sisterhood’s troops remained the heavy cavalry. The sisterhood employed the same armoured cavalry as other European states of the era, recruited from the continent’s noble classes. Well protected with all-covering plate armour, these all-female units were shock troops that could break the lines of all but the most determined enemy. 

      

    Light cavalry was also used by the Sisterhood, but limited mostly to scouting roles. Like the infantry, these were usually male formations led by female officers.[bookmark: _ftnref3][3] [bookmark: _ftnref4][4] 

    

  


   
    [bookmark: __RefHeading___Toc1022_1435438365]The Savages 

    Bricatu, May 840 CE 

    In the great hall of the chief’s house in the village of Bricatu, Simina carried three jugs of ale to the centre table, where her husband Nirman, the village chief, was entertaining a party of the village’ most important men. Twenty men enjoyed roast pork and ale in the late afternoon to commemorate the passing of the last village chief ten years earlier, and Simina, along with servants and three other wives of Nirman’s served them. 

      

    The air in the room was thick with smoke from the fireplace and the torches on the wall, and it was a noisy atmosphere with carousing and increasingly loud conversation fuelled by alcohol consumption. It had been going on for several hours already. 

      

    Simina placed the jugs on the table in front of Nirman and two of his companions. She smiled to her husband as she did, but he did not reciprocate. He merely waved her away with his hand while continuing the story he was telling the men around him. Simina picked up two empty jugs and was about to turn away when Manos, the man sitting next to Nirman, stretched out his hand and clutched her buttocks. Simina let out a scream, and this time she got Nirman’s attention. 

      

    -“Stop that, Manos,” he ordered. “She is one of mine. Save it for the servant girls.” 

    -“Sorry, boss! It was just too tempting,” replied Manos. 

    -“Never mind. I was like that too when I was younger. Just be patient. There are plenty of girls here you. For all of you.” 

      

    The men around Nirman let out a gruff laugh, and Simina hurried towards the back door. She needed to get away from the men and get some fresh air for a while. It was getting more and more rowdy in the hall, like it often did in events like this.  

      

    As she reached the door, Simina heard another woman screaming. She turned to see who it was. It was Ziba, one of the servant girls. Bahad, one of Nirman’s warriors were holding her in a tight grip with one hand, while his other hand eagerly explored under her dress, and the men sitting around Bahad egged him on. 

      

    Ziba would just have to endure the experience. She was just a servant girl, and it was her duty to serve and obey the men here. That was indeed also Simina’s duty, but as one of Nirman’s wives, she enjoyed some measure of protection against what Ziba was now going through. 

      

    But being the wife of the chief did not free Simina from a life of service. In the Sagani kingdom, a woman’s duty was to serve and offer her husband complete obedience, and any favours or freedoms she was allowed, was by the mercy of her husband or father. And in Simina’s case there were few of those. Simina was the second, and oldest surviving of five wives, and no longer her husband’s favourite. That honour currently belonged to Elantia, the fifth wife. but Nirman was sure to tire of her some day and find a younger one. Then Elantia would find herself reduced to little more than a house servant, like Simina and the other wives. 

      

    Simina stepped outside and closed the door behind her. The rain was pouring down – the reason why this feast was being held indoor. It was only early evening, and it was still daylight, even if dimmed by the dark rain clouds. Simina stood next to the wall under the edge of the roof while taking in deep breaths of fresh air. 

    After a minute a horseman suddenly approached the chief’s house. The soaked rider noticed Simina and took his horse closer to her. 

    -“Is this the Chief’s House?” he asked her. “Is he there?” 

      

    -“Yes. My husband is here.” 

      

    The man quickly dismounted the horse and tied it to a bar next to the house. 

      

    -“Take me to him immediately, woman,” the man said. “I have a message from King Pagos.” 

      

    -“As you wish.” 

    Simina led the man alongside the house wall to the main entrance, and inside. 

      

    **** 

      

    Nirman had just finished his jug when he saw the man who had just entered his house. 

    -“We have a new guest,” he called out loudly, and the rest of the room turned their eyes on the newcomer. 

      

    -“I come with a message from King Pagos,” the man said. 

      

    -“Very, well! Let’s hear it then.” 

      

    -“The Gynarchists are on the march,” the man proclaimed. “They are headed up the valley from Ainosia, and have already captured the border forts. The king requests all villages to put their men at the disposal of the confederation and assemble at Pridum Fortress.” 

      

    The room fell silent as the men realised what it meant. Nirman sobered up quickly. He knew the party was over. 

      

    -“Thank you,” he said to the messenger. “Bricatu will do its part. Please let us offer you some of our food before you continue your mission." 

      

    -“Thank you, I am most grateful” replied the messenger. 

      

    Nirman saw Simina, one of his wives, idling behind the messenger. He shouted to her. 

    -“Simina, bring this man food. And be quick about it!” 

      

    Out of habit, he always talked firmly to her. She had an annoying tendency to talk back when he did not, and he could not let a woman challenge his authority, especially as a chief. And his firm voice worked. Simina obeyed and hurried to the kitchen. 

      

    Nirman then turned towards his guests and addressed them. 

    -“You all heard the messenger. We are going to war. That means this evening is over. Go home, inform your men, prepare your gear and get some sleep. We will march off at noon tomorrow.” 

      

      

      

      

    Bricatu, May 840 CE 

    Simina watched as the men left the village. Headed by her husband Nirman, one hundred and fifty armed men made their way north down the valley to join men from other villages to fight off an invasion by the infidel Artemisians. They had driven off the Artemisians before, and they would undoubtedly do so again.  

    The Sagani fighters were strong, proud men and their opponents would be no match for them. Mindless drones led by deranged and evil women was what they were up against. They would not lose and they could not lose. A loss would be the end of Bricatu and all its people. The enemy would surely slaughter or enslave them all. Force the survivors to live in conditions designed by the Evil Spirit, and damn them to the Hell. That was what Simina had been told all her life. 

      

    Yet as much as Simina feared them, she was curious to see these Artemisians. Women decided everything in their lands she had heard. They had female rulers and female warriors. Their men obeyed them. Simina knew well that female rule could only lead to chaos, but deep in her mind she wished to see what it was like. Were they really as bad and evil as everyone said? 

      

    In any event, there was little chance she would find out, she thought as the men disappeared into a forest down in the valley. In a couple of weeks they would be back again, bragging of their feats in battle, and the village would be safe. 

      

      

    Sagani 

    Excerpt from “Encyclopaedia”, Elephant House, 1920 

      

    The Sagani was an androcratic nation that formed a component kingdom of the Alpine Confederation between approximately 400 CE and their conquest by the Artemisian Sisterhood in 840 CE. The Sagani were a people of mixed origin, formed from descendants of the 1st century Iazyges incursion in Europe and runaway slaves from gynarchies in Celtic and Germanic-speaking lands. Having coalesced into a single political unit in the Ambia [OTL Salzach] Valley around 400 CE, the Sagani followed the Bardian faith and practised strict androcracy, like other tribes of the region and era. The Sagani language, now extinct, was a Celtic dialect with heavy Iranic influences, similar to other nations of the Alpine Confederation. 

    With the fall of the Sagani kingdom and its androcratic neighbours in the Eastern Alps, the Sagani culture disappeared. 

      

      

    Bricatu, July 840 CE 

    Simina were at the animal pens with several other women from the village, preparing to move the sheep and cattle to summer the pastures. The women had to do more of the work in the village with most of the men gone to fight. Only older men and boys were left in Bricatu. 

      

    Suddenly Simina heard a woman shouting. 

    -“They are back!” 

      

    Simina turned to look. And true enough, down the valley, climbing the trail leading up to their village, a group of men looking decidedly smaller than the one that left weeks ago approached. 

      

    Looking closer, Simina could make out some of them. It was the men of Bricatu. She could see Nirman among them, walking with a limp. Several of the other men looked like they too were injured. And there were fewer of them – a lot fewer. Simina suspected the war had not gone well for them. 

      

      

    Bricatu, July 840 CE 

    Nirman plodded up the last hill to the village with his men, silently absorbing the pain that shot through his foot every time he took a step. Having taken a knock on his knee during a hurried retreat, the march home had been continuous agony. But they had had no option but to go on, as stopping meant being caught by the enemy. 

      

    And it was a tough and merciless enemy. While Nirman, his men, and the rest of the Sagani had fought bravely and skilfully, it had not been enough. The enemy had beaten back their ambushes and kept advancing no matter what the Sagani threw at them. In the end, the Sagani were trapped by the Gynarchist army and forced to give battle. It ended in a rout, and Nirman lost over half his men. The Sagani army dissolved, with remnants fleeing. 

      

    Those men of Bricatu that survived – sixty in all – made their way back to their village, marching as quickly as they could. Several, like Nirman, were injured, but nevertheless managed to keep the pace. The group managed to keep ahead of the enemy, but their mood was dark. They had lost, and saw little hope for the future. A few had shed their halberds, the weapon of choice for the Sagani, along with the bow, indicating there was little will for further fighting in them. Nirman was still holding on to his halberd, but mainly because it offered useful support with his foot injured. 

      

    As the men entered the village, the old men, women and children they had left behind thronged to greet them. The worry in their eyes betrayed that they knew the war had not gone well. They did not ask what heroic deeds they had done, they merely helped the returning warriors to their homes after having exchanged hugs and a few words. 

      

    Nirman too went to his own house straight away, helped by Elantia, his favourite wife. All he wanted to do was to rest and forget about the defeat and the dangers ahead. The thought of preparing a futile defence of the village somehow never made it to the front of his mind. 

      

      

    Bricatu, July 840 CE 

    Katherine, a junior infantry officer in the Sisterhood army looked at the village bathing in sunshine up ahead. As scouts had described to her yesterday, it was situated on top of a gentle hill in the middle of the valley floor. It had rudimentary wooden defence walls, but these were in disrepair, and would not hold off a determined attacker for long. She could not see anyone manning the defences. 

      

    That suited Katherine and her men just fine. Her platoon was part of a detachment tasked with clearing out resistance in the side valleys of the Ambia [Salzach] valley. Anything that made their job easier, the better. 

      

    -“It looks like they are unprepared,” said Lady Lena, Katherine’s superior and the commandress of the detachment. “We will rush in before they get a chance to rectify that.” 

      

    -“Katherine, your platoon will go in the front and force its way in, double speed. Marpesia’s crossbows will follow immediately behind, providing cover.” 

      

    -“Yes, ma’am” answered Katherine, and turned towards her platoon, which was marching right behind the officers. She bellowed out orders to prepare her men for the task the commandress had set for them. 

      

    Ten minutes later, Katherine and the thirty men under her direct command were jogging up the hill toward the village. Like her men, Katherine was wearing full armour and carrying a halberd, and the running caused her to sweat. Going uphill took some effort, but even with the high pace they were holding, she judged her slave soldiers would still have energy to fight once on top of the hill. They had been trained for stamina, and she knew they could manage whatever physical feats she herself could.  

      

    Right behind them followed the crossbow women, and behind them again, their assistant slaves, who were slowed down by the heavy shields they carried. Further behind was the rest of Lena’s detachment. 

      

    Katherine reached the top of the hill and noticed with relief that the gates in the defence wall had still not been barricaded. It was now too late, and Katherine’s halberdiers rushed through the closest gate. The few village men who were at the gate fled towards the centre of the village, shouting loudly. 

      

    The village was in panic. Men, women and children were fleeing from the intruders, some screaming, some hiding in their houses. A few armed men – less than twenty – were scrambling outside the largest building in the centre of the village.  

      

    Katherine was not taking any chances. 

    -“Form up,” she yelled to her men. 

    Her men immediately obeyed, and formed themselves into a square in front of her. Before she could order them to advance on the enemy, however, she heard Marpesia behind her. 

    -“Hold back, we will disperse them.” 

      

    Seconds later, bolts started flying towards the armed villagers in front of them. Several hit their targets, causing death and injuries. It was enough to break the feeble attempt at resisting. The men joined the flight of the other villagers. 

      

    -“After them,” Katherine ordered her men. “Don’t let anyone escape. Block the gates!” 

      

    The formation in front of her dissolved into groups chasing after the retreating village warriors, and Katherine joined them. She knew she could trust the men fully to protect her. Trained from childhood as obedient, disciplined and devout followers of Artemis, they displayed their loyalty to the goddess through absolute obedience to their commandress, which for the last two years had been Katherine. They would follow her every order, and they would sacrifice their lives to protect her. Not that she really needed the latter – she had herself been through the tough war academy of the Sisterhood, and was as tough as any male soldier – with the possible exception of the men she commanded, the Sisterhood’s male infantry. 

      

    In any event, the village did not offer any more resistance. Few of the fleeing villagers got far, as the soldiers blocked the gates in the defence wall, and the rest of the detachment poured into the village. 

      

    *** 

      

    An hour later, Katherine and a few other officers were flanking Lena as she spoke to the villagers. The villagers had been gathered outside the chief’s house. There were several hundreds of them, only the twenty or thirty men who had been caught with arms trying to resists were not present – they had been put in chains for transport back to Fort Hera. 

      

    Katherine looked at the crowd. Dressed in mostly simple grey tunics or dresses, they were evidently not a wealthy people. They mostly looked defeated and subdued. Women as well as men, even though this should be a moment of celebration for them. Having been oppressed by the menfolk, this was their moment of liberation. But they did not realise it. Or they were too afraid of the men to show it. Hopefully that would change. 

      

    Lena spoke. 

    -“This village is now under the protection of the Sisterhood of the glory of Artemis. You are saved from the savagery that is the rule of men. From now on, women shall rule and men shall obey them. You will receive Artemis’ teachings, and you will, with help from the Sisterhood, rebuild this village as a just, harmonious and prosperous community. Rejoice!”  

      

    The crowd listened in silence. Most looked down on the ground in front of them. A few of the men stared at the conquerors with resentment in their eyes. 

      

    As Katherine, Lena had clearly noticed. 

    -“And I see this is a moment where such help is in order,” she continued. “It can be hard for males who have long been without the firm, guiding hand of women to accept the natural order. They need to be reminded of their position, and forced to accept it. And that, I think, is what several of your males need right now.” 

      

    Lena turned towards Katherine. 

    -“Katherine, will you please provide a demonstration of what happens to males who refuse to accept the divine order?” 

    -“Yes, Ma’am!” 

      

    Katherine walked up towards the crowd, and pointed out ten males, ordering them to come forward. She made sure of including a few individuals she had noticed scowling at Lena’s proclamation of liberation. 

      

    Six came forward as ordered, but four refused to move. 

      

    -“We don’t take orders from a woman,” one of them spat out. 

    -“Oh, you will, male,” retorted Katherine. She then turned to the nearest group of Sisterhood soldiers to enlist their assistance. 

    -“Bring them in front of me!” 

      

    The soldiers obeyed immediately and forced their way into the crowd, and dragged out the four recalcitrant villagers, who made no attempt of getting away. 

      

    Katherine then ordered the ten men to follow her back to where Lena stood, with her soldiers forcing the men who refused to follow. There she commanded the men. 

      

    -“Each of you will get down on your knees and kiss the boots of the Commandress, and loudly proclaim ‘I accept female rule and I swear to always obey women’. Starting with you!”  

     Katherine pointed to the first in the line. 

      

    The man did as he had been ordered, got down on the ground, and kissed the short leather boots Commandress Lena wore under her plate leg greaves before making the required proclamation. The second man complied likewise, but the third in line refused to move.  

      

    Katherine grabbed his neck and pushed him down forcefully. At nine spans [180 cm], she was both taller and stronger than the man. She then forced his face onto Lena’s boot without too much trouble. He did not cooperate, but neither did he dare to actively resist. However, he refused to say what was demanded of him. 

      

    -“This one clearly needs a lesson,” said Lena. “Soldiers, prepare him for punishment.” 

    Two soldiers stepped forward and violently pulled the man up on his feet before leading him away. 

    Meanwhile, Katherine ordered the next man in line to kiss Lena’s boots. 

      

    In the end, the same four who had refused to step forward from the crowd also refused to swear allegiance, and were taken away by the soldiers. The other six were allowed to join the other villagers again. 

      

    Lena addressed the villagers once more. 

    -“These men will pay for their disobedience, which you will all soon witness. But before that, we will settle a practical matter. We need to establish who will lead and represent your village within the commonwealth of the Sisterhood. Which woman is the most senior ranking, and can lead the village into its glorious future?” 

      

    Again, the villagers met Lena’s speech with silence. Many looked down, but those who did not, were casting their eyes towards the man that had until now been the village chief, and the women standing around him. 

      

    -“We will not leave this village without a strong woman leading it,” persisted Lena. “If there is no woman to lead it, you will all be moved to a place where female leadership can be found.” 

      

    More eyes went in the direction of the four women standing around the village chief, and the four women exchanged looks between themselves. Finally, one of the women answered loudly. 

    -“I can lead the village. I am the most senior.” 

    -“What is your name?” asked Lena. 

    -“Simina.” 

    -“Thank you, Lady Simina. You will be the leader and highest authority in this village when Ladies of the Sisterhood are not present. All in the village shall obey your orders.” 

    Lena paused a little. “It will be your task to establish female rule here with the support of the Sisterhood. Will you commit yourself to do everything in your power to complete this divine task?” 

      

    Simina’s looked at her fellow villagers both to her left and right, but few met her eyes. Finally, she answered. 

    -“I will.” 

      

      

    Bricatu, July 840 CE 

    Simina and the rest of the village watched as the Gynarchists punished the four men who had refused to bow for them. They had been stripped naked and bound to a large oak tree in the middle of the village. 

      

    Four female soldiers tore into their backs with floggers. The soldiers had removed some of their armour for the occasion, and their long hair flowed down over their chain mail tunics as they swung their scourges. They delivered harsh, cruel lashes that elicited terrible screams from the victims. 

      

    Simina could barely watch. It was much too cruel for her taste – considering the men’s offence was merely to refuse to humiliate themselves. However, Simina thought to herself, there was some delayed justice in play here. Two of the men now screaming helplessly under the lash – Bahad and Tinkos – were well known among the women of Bricatu to show very little consideration or gentleness to the women they wanted. That they received such treatment by female hands was well deserved. Though that was a sentiment she would keep to herself. Even if she had now been named leader of the village, Simina was unsure if that had any currency once the Gynarchist soldiers left. 

      

    The Conquest of Tirol and Carnia 

    Excerpt from “Divine Warriors: The Sisterhood of Artemis' Glory”, Athena Publishing Group, Massalia, 1902 

      

    ...The campaign of 840 turned out more successful than those of the previous decade. In the late spring of that year, the Sisterhood had assembled four armies for attacks on Alpine Confederation lands. Advancing up the main river valleys of the region – Ainos [Inn], Ambia [Salzach], Anis [Enn] and Drava, they struck simultaneously 

      

    The Alpine tribes once again applied their long-successful tactic of refusing battle with the enemy main forces, instead harassing and ambushing isolated enemy units. This time, however, the Sagani did not manage to escape head-on battle. Caught between the Sisterhood armies of the Ambia and the Anis, the Sagani army was forced to fight a superior Sisterhood force in late June, and suffered a devastating loss, which included the life of Pagos, the last Sagani king. 

      

    The Sisterhood was swift to exploit the victory, as Sagani and Carani resistance collapsed in its wake. Their armies penetrated further into the eastern Alps and occupied its valleys in the summer months, in effect eliminating the eastern half of the Alpine Confederation. By the end of the year, the Sisterhood had increased its lands by almost 50%. 

      

    [image: ]Artemisian Sisterhood state, 840 CE 

    

  


   
    [bookmark: __RefHeading___Toc1086_1016644553]New Regime 

    Bricatu, July 840 CE 

    It was nearing noon the next day, and Simina was in the chief’s house, arguing with her husband. The Gynarchist army had left the village earlier that morning, taking with them five heads of cattle and twenty five male prisoners – the warriors who had tried to defy or resist them. 

      

    Simina was now trying to accomplish the task the Gynarchist commandress had given her: Run the village of Bricatu. With no other support, Simina tried to persuade her husband, the former chief to help her.  

      

    -“Why should I listen to you?” Nirman retorted. “Just because that bitch said you are in charge yesterday, doesn’t mean you are.” 

      

    -“We need cooperation and leadership, Nirman. The village has lost many men – both in the war and yesterday. Many families are without a man. We need to pool our resources so that everyone survives the next year.” 

    -“Leadership is for men! You do not need to stick your nose into it. I and my council will do it better without your interference. 

      

    -“You know damn well that’s not an option. The Gynarchists made it pretty clear that they accept only female leadership. What do you think they will do when they return and find I have been overthrown?” 

      

    -“That suits you very well, doesn’t it? You think you are a queen just because you sucked up to those bitches.” 

      

    -“I raised my hand only because nobody else did. Someone had to – or we would all have been deported. I did it for our village, for our people. And I hope you will too – by helping me make this work. 

      

    -“I think it would serve those Gynarchist bitches well to see how spectacularly a female-ruled village will fail.” 

      

    -“And you will sacrifice Bricatu for that? You think they will make you ruler again if I fail? 

    I understand what happened yesterday hurt – I get that. But don’t make it worse. Please support me. My rule will be benign, my goal is to make the situation as easy as possible for our people. And if you agree to help me, that goal is so much more achievable. And you will be the real power anyway. But you will need me as a figurehead.” 

      

    Nirman stopped to think for a few seconds. 

    -“All right, I will talk to the men,” he said grudgingly. 

      

    -“Thank you,” said Simina with a hint of relief. 

      

    She really needed Nirman’s help to make the high-ranking men in the village accept her rule and cooperate, and it seemed she got it for now. But keeping Nirman onboard would definitively be a challenge in the time ahead. 

      

    The European Early Middle Ages 

    Excerpt from “Encyclopaedia”, Elephant House, 1920 

      

    The Early Middle Ages commonly refer to the period 0-500 CE, which roughly correspond to the period from the fall of the Amazon Empire and the Iazyges invasion up to and including the Bulgar-Saragur migrations, the last major androcratic incursion in Europe. It is a period in European history characterised by conflict and turmoil. Throughout this period, Europe was divided between gynarchies, mainly found on the coasts and in the west, and androcracies, mainly found inland, and in the east. The boundary between these two moved back and forth, as neither side managed to establish lasting dominance. 

      

    Warfare was frequent, in particular between gynarchies and androcracies, but also between members within these two camps. This, along with several major epidemics led to significant population decline in many parts of the continent. Overall this was therefore a period of stagnation and relative decline for Europe. 

      

    However, many features of the modern world started taking form in this period. New regional and even national identities began to form, as fiefs originally set up by former Amazon commandresses gradually turned into more permanent states. In many cases, these identities were bolstered by religious differences, as Purism and Kyrianism established itself alongside orthodox Artemisianism in the gynarchic part of the continent. This laid the foundations for the modern map of Europe – both in terms of politics and religion. 

      

    The middle ages began with the fracturing of the Amazon Empire and the invasion of the Iazyges under Golchar. These events completely shattered the political order in Europe, which at this point had been united under the Amazon Empire and the Orthodox Artemisian religion for centuries. With Golchar’s invasion, androcratic rule and Bardianism was introduced over large parts of Europe, creating a sharp division of the continent between the new androcratic entities and the increasingly fractured remnants of the Amazon realm. 

    Political fracturing continued for the first 100 years after Golchar’s defeat, with short-lived dynasties and states formed by successive generals being the norm in both gynocratic and androcratic parts of the continent. The fracturing and chaos culminated with the plague of the 2nd Century, a smallpox epidemic that is estimated to have killed approximately 20% of the European population, with Western Europe being hit particularly hard. 

      

    Following the plague a period of consolidation began, however. More stable states managed to establish themselves, especially among the gynarchies. Gynarchists made gains in Germania, and pushed androcratic states and tribes south and east. Further west, Nehallenia,  [OTL Northern France, Low countries and Rhineland] a Purist stronghold, grew to become the most powerful state in western Europe, before collapsing in the aftermath of the next major plague wave, the Plague of the 4th century. In the south east, the Zenian Empire of the Balkans and Asia Minor remained a bulwark against further Bardian/androcratic expansion from the east throughout the period. 

      

    The European androcracies, with their smaller populations, but with greater religious and political cohesion mostly held their own in the multitude of wars against their gynocratic neighbours, but lost some territory over the centuries until they went on the offensive around 500 CE, boosted by Bulgar and Saragur steppe tribes invading from the east. In the early decades of the 6th century large swathes of Germania and eastern Europe were overrun by Bardian androcrats. This was a second high mark of androcratic presence in Europe, and marked an end to the early Medieval period, which gave way to the late medieval, or reconquest era. 
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    Outside Artemisburg, August 840 

    Bahad’s feet were aching from more than a week of marching as he trudged along the road next to the river. His shoes, almost worn out after campaigning and marching almost all summer did no longer offered much protection. His clothes – a thin woollen tunic and trousers he had worn at his capture – had held up better, but he doubted they would be sufficient for what lie ahead. Bahad knew little of what the Gynarchists planned for their prisoners, but he suspected it would be harsh. 

      

    Surrounding Bahad on all sides were men in a similar situation. They wore a variety of outfits. Some, work clothes like himself. Others wore partial battle garb, and a few were even naked. But all of them had been fitted with neck irons, and all were linked together in iron chains. There were well over a hundred men in chains walking on the road to whatever destination had been chosen for them by their Gynarchist captors. 

      

    Ten of the said captors were guarding them. All on horseback and dressed for battle, ten women rode on both sides of the slave column, ready to punish any sign of rebellion with their whips, or worse, with their swords. As if that was not enough, a detachment of their slave foot soldiers followed behind the slave column, making any attempt to regain their freedom a futile attempt for the chained men. 

      

    Though the slave soldiers were probably not needed. Having been lashed back in Bricatu, Bahad had already learned that the Gynarchist women were nothing like the pathetic womenfolk back in the village. They were stronger and fiercer, and could easily subdue the unarmed men in chains. There was no option but to march where they were ordered. 

      

    Suddenly, one of the horse women cracked her single tail whip in the air. 

    -”Turn left,” she bellowed. 

    The slave column turned as she ordered. 

      

    They were apparently not going to the town which had been visible between the low hills in front. Instead, they were marched down a track between two fields towards some kind of compound surrounded by wooden walls a couple of stadia from the main road. 

      

    Bahad had no illusion that there was anything to like on the inside of the walls, but he nevertheless looked forward to a break from the marching. 

      

    *** 

      

    Five minutes later, the slaves marched through the gate of the compound. There was more going on inside than the impression he had from the outside indicated. The first Bahad  noticed was that the place was larger than it had appeared from the outside. The quadratic outer wall had sides of at least half a stadium [100 meters]. Alongside the wall were several wooden buildings. Much of the rest of the inside area was filled with tents. Men were preparing food over a fire in front of one of the tents, and were surrounded by a large crowd of other men, all dressed only in loin cloth. About half of them were eating from bowls. Bahad assumed they were prisoners – slaves – of the Gynarchists, just like himself. 

      

    At some distance away from the tents were another crowd of men working hard digging in the ground. It was not obvious to Bahad what their purpose was. Like the first group, they also wore only loin cloths. Loin cloth was apparently the only garment worn by any man in this place, with the exception of the newly arrived prisoners. 

      

    The women here also dressed uniformly. Surrounding the groups of men, they all wore  

     black leather dresses and carried whips. No doubt they were the guards. 

      

    One of the prisoners in the column in front of Bahad asked one of the escorting horse women: 

    -”What will happen to us here, Mistress?” 

      

    Bahad noted he addressed the bitch as “Mistress”. He despised the man for caving in to the Gynarchist demand that the men addressed women as their superiors. This was how their hellish disharmony spread. But at least, it earned the man an answer. 

      

    -”This is where you will learn to serve the Sisterhood,” replied the equestrienne. 
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    Bricatu, August 840 

    Simina was in the wheat field next to the stream carving through the valley floor. It was a bright, sunny, day and she wore a simple linen dress and a headscarf to protect against the sun. Next to her was Cotira, a friend, and part of Simina’s informal all-female leadership council. 

    The field buzzed with activity – the harvest had just begun. All around them, villagers were reaping grain. But there were not as many as Simina hoped there would be, and those who were there were all women. 

      

    -“The men refuse to work today,” said Cotira. “Not one of them came. And some of them have apparently convinced their wives to stay away too.” 

      

    -“Not again,” sighed Simina. “I fear we will not have enough food for the winter if this continues. Why don’t they see they will suffer as much as the women if they don’t work?” 

      

    -“I think they are making a point out of not taking orders from women. They want to show that you are not really in charge.” 

      

    -“So it seems,” said Simina rolling her eyes. “I guess I need to negotiate with the high and mighty again.” 

      

    -“Good luck.” 

      

    Ten minutes later, Simina had located a group of the most influential men in the village, her husband among them, in the house of Caura, the wife of Adcomar, one of the men in question. 

    Caura let Simina in with a guilty look on her face. She knew well Simina had ordered the village to start the harvest, and her house was not contributing. Simina just smiled back. She knew well it was not Caura who was the problem. 

      

    Inside, was a group of ten or so men. It included Nirman, Adcomar and the others who used to run the village before the Sisterhood conquered it. Simina went straight over to them. 

    -“The harvest has started,” she said to them. “It would be great if you too can contribute.” 

      

    Adcomar, clearly still regarding himself as the master of the house, replied. 

    -“The start of the harvest will have to wait, woman. Today, as you should know, is the feast of the shield carrier. We must honour the shield carrier deity on this day. 

      

    Simina had to think for a few seconds to recollect the significance of the day. 

    -“Come on! That day has not been celebrated in this village for at least twenty years. Why do you suddenly decide to make such a big deal of an insignificant day?” 

      

    -“On the contrary, wife,” said Nirman. “It is quite clear we have underplayed the significance of this day in the past. With the catastrophe that befell our lands, it is obvious we must  correct our ways. And paying proper respect to the divine order is a good start.” 

      

    -“I suggest you delay the harvest and have your followers contribute to the festival like proper Bardians,” added Adcomar. 

      

    Simina felt frustration boiling up inside. An obscure religious festival this time. While these men might be more pious than herself – not a high bar – she doubted this festival would be on the agenda if they themselves were in charge. These men would find any excuse to not obey her directions or somehow show her leadership as failing. But she kept her calm. 

      

    -“Surely you see we can’t do that. The Sisterhood will not approve of any overt enthusiasm for the Bardian religion.” 

      

    -“Insufficient respect for the divine order is the reason the so-called Sisterhood has any power. We intend to correct that.” 

      

    -“You always find a reason for not doing what I say. Your obtuseness will be the end of Bricatu!” 

      

    -“The village suffering under the unfit rule of a woman will be its end. Now go. A woman has no place in organising the festival.” 

      

    There was no way to reason with these men. Simina turned towards the door. But before she left, she gave a parting warning. 

    -“You better hope the shield carrier can protect you. For I will not!” 

      

      

    Fort Hera in Ainosia, August 840 

    It was mid afternoon when Sophia arrived at the front of her entourage inside the courtyard of the castle that until this spring had marked the southern border of the Sisterhood’s lands. No longer was that the case. The Sisterhood armies had cut through the Alps, defeating all opposition, and reached as far as the Lugudunon-held lands in Padania. Androcratic rule in the Eastern Alps had been eliminated, and the Sisterhood controlled more land than it ever had. 

      

    Officers and staff of the garrison, headed by the castle commandress cheered and applauded as the Sophia and fifty armoured knights emerged through the gate. An honour guard of the castle garrison stood in attention on each side of the gate. 

      

    Sophia rode up to the commandress and dismounted. Matilda, the commandress greeted Sophia with a hug. 

    -“Welcome and congratulations, Domina. Your service to the Goddess is an example for us all.” 

    -“Thank you, Matilda. But I am merely a Lady of the Sword, like yourself.” 

    -“Not for long. We all know what will happen in Artemisburg.” 

      

    Sophia just smiled. Matilda was right. Sophia was headed to Artemisburg for the ceremony that would elevate her to the rank of Domina and charged with ruling Ambia[bookmark: _ftnref5][5], one of the two provinces carved out from the conquests of this year. 

      

    -“In any event, I would love to hear how you dealt with the mountain savages. But you and your ladies shall have some rest first. You have had a long ride. Leave your horses to the stable slaves, and let the servants show you to your quarters. 

      

    -“Thank you, that would be lovely,” said Sophia and ordered the female warriors of her entourage to dismount. 

    Matilda gestured for her slaves to attend to her guests and their mounts. 

      

    *** 

      

    Later that evening, Sophia entered the dining room of the Commandress’ residence, escorted by one of Matilda’s servants. The room had wooden floor, and stone walls decorated by paintings of the goddesses Athena, Hera and Artemis, as well as Sisterhood banners. A massive oak table with twelve seats next to it dominated the room, though it was set only for two. Since it was well past sunset, no light entered the glass windows on the walls, but the room was still reasonably well lit by candles and oil lamps. 

      

    Two servants dressed in short blue tunics waited next to the opposite wall, and Matilda was sitting at the end of the table, wearing a purple gown and red lipstick. 

      

    Like Matilda, Sophia had also dressed up. She had had a bath, and was for the first time in months not wearing her battle outfit and armour. Instead, she wore a red gown and matching lipstick, and the high-heeled black leather boots the Sisterhood used for festive or formal occasions. 

    Sophia felt refreshed, and was looking forward for a dinner with her long-time friend. 

      

    After exchanging complements on each other’s appearance, the two ladies took their seats at the same end of the table, and were offered cups of wine by the slaves attending them. Soon after came the first dish – fried trout. 

      

    The conversation soon turned to the campaign from which Sophia had just returned. Sophia recounted the battles and other hardships she had been through on the march across the Alps.  

      

    Only well into the second dish – roast pork – did the ladies turn to what lay ahead. 

      

    -“But you have quite a challenge ahead of you too,” said Matilda. “You will organise a new province. The rumours say it will be Ambia for you.” 

      

    -“That is what I hear too,” said Sophia. “I can only give my thanks to Artemis that the Sisterhood will entrust me with such an important task.” 

      

    -“Absolutely! Bringing the divine order to a whole province and liberating thousands of women from male savagery. There is not a nobler task for a woman in this world.” 

      

    -“Yes, and as you say, challenging. Just exercising control in the whole province will be hard enough with all the remote valleys. Getting enough priestesses and qualified administrators to ensure just rule will be harder still. I can only hope the Sisterhood’s other provinces can support.” 

      

    -“I am certain you will succeed. You are in Artemis’ favour, as the campaign just proved. With her help, you will prevail.” 

    -“Yes, that will be vital. Keeping the favour of the Goddess we serve is the key to success. She will have the pain sacrifices of my slaves every day.” 

      

    -“A good precaution. I practice the same regime myself. Why don’t you join me for worship in the shrine after the meal? I have ordered three slaves prepared to make the sacrifice.” 

      

    -“I would love to,” replied Sophia, as a slave refilled her cup with wine. 

      

      

    The threat from the Steppes 

    Excerpt from “Popular History Magazine”, Issue 4/1920 

      

    The Eurasian Steppes have throughout history been a highway for migrating people, nomadic raiders and conquering hordes. Proximity to the Steppes has therefore come with periodic risks of invasions and raids from whatever people hold sway there. Neighbouring parts of the Eurasian landmass, like China in the East, Europe in the west and Persia and the Middle East in the south have frequently suffered attacks from swift mounted warriors born on the Steppes.  

      

    Most of the time, such incursions have been limited in size an ambition, and have mostly sought to plunder the riches of settled societies before retreating back to the Steppes. But every few centuries the Steppes have produced something more dangerous, a horde with the power, will and intent to permanently conquer the lands they invade. Such hordes can change history, and frequently have. 

      

    In the recorded history of Europe, three major invasions from the Steppes played a major part in the balance between gynarchy and androcracy:  

      

    
    	 The Amazon conquest of Europe in the 400s BCE established Europe as the heartland of Gynarchy 

    	 The Iazyges invasion of Europe in the first century CE re-established androcracy in large parts of Europe and almost pushed gynarchy off the continent. 

    	 The 6th century Steppe migrations pushed back the ascending gynarchies of its time, returning the much of Germania and Eastern Europe and androcracy 

   

      

      

    Artemisburg, August 840 

    Katherine was back at what was the closest thing she had to a home, the military barracks just outside the city of Artemisburg. After long months of campaigning, Katherine and her platoon  had been sent back to the home province for some well-earned restitution. A week of only light duties and being stationed near a city and its attractions. The men practised fighting skills with wooden weapons for two hours each day, and spent a similar amount of time on keeping the barracks and the officers’ quarters clean; the rest of the time was free. Or at least free from military duties. Most of the men would still be attending duties, but of a rather different nature. 

      

    After noon each day, when the military duties ended, the slave soldiers in the barracks were made available to assist with “domestic duties” for local women. This meant women from the city and the surrounding area could come to the barracks, select the slave of their choice, and borrow him for the rest of the day and the night. The women could use the slaves for any work or duties they required, and some were indeed put to do domestic work in the women’s households. But it was no secret that most of the women who brought home military slaves did so for sexual purposes. Military slaves were widely seen as the most desirable males available, and were highly sought after for a night of fun or to serve as progenitor for a woman looking to have children. 

      

    This explained why well under half the men in her platoon were present when Katherine went to check up on their rooms in the early afternoon. The city women had taken many, but had fortunately left some.  

      

     With fighting practice completed for the day, Katherine wore only a black dress and boots as she walked down the corridors. She had let her long blonde hair down, which flowed down on her shoulders and back. 

      

    After passing two empty dorms, Katherine found five of her men playing cards. Wearing nothing but breeches in the warm august weather, their muscular upper bodies were in full display to Katherine’s satisfaction.  

      

    She had approached silently, and the men were too absorbed with their game to notice her arrival. Katherine observed the men from the door opening for a few seconds before she made her choice. Then she made her presence known. She walked into the room with noisy steps. 

      

    The men immediately scrambled from the wooden benches they were seated on, and lined up kneeling on the floor. 

      

    -”Hartwin, you come with me. The rest of you, go back to what you were doing,” Katherine stated in a determined tone. 

      

    -”Yes, Mistress.” 

      

    Hartwin got to his feet and walked towards Katherine with quick steps. Not waiting for him, Katherine turned and started walking back to her own quarters. Her chosen slave followed eagerly a few steps behind her. 

      

    He knew well what was in store for him, and she knew he knew. She had chosen him to pleasure her, something that was both the highest honour and one of the most pleasurable tasks for a slave soldier. The men absolutely adored her, and as their commandress, she was also their mistress, the woman who ruled them in the name of goddess Artemis. Serving Katherine, was to her men equivalent to serving the goddess herself. 

      

    Katherine went out of the barracks and crossed the parade ground to the nearby officers’ quarters, where she, like the other officers had a spacious apartment all to herself. She went straight to the apartment and her bed chamber, and once there, ordered Hartwin to strip off his breeches and get on the bed. 

      

    Hartwin complied eagerly. As he did so, Katherine removed her underwear and her boots, but kept on the short light dress she was wearing. She then climbed on top of Hartwin, who was lying on his back on the bed, and squatted over his chest. She looked him in the eyes and gave him a simple instruction. 

      

    -”Lick me until I come.” 

      

    Katherine then pushed forward, placing her sex directly over Hartwin’s face, and soon after, she felt the delicious touch of his tender tongue. 

      

    Katherine limited her sexual use of her men to cunnilingus. Intercourse carried the risk of pregnancy, which at this point would likely mean an end to her military career. Like most Sisterhood infantry officers, Katherine preferred to wait with children until her thirties, when the privileges of a higher rank made it more convenient. 

      

    As Hartwin’s tongue slowly worked up Katherine’s excitement, this was however far from her mind. 

      

      

    Loyalty of men 

    Excerpt from “Popular History Magazine”, Issue 2/1923 

      

    Why do men fight for gynarchies? 

    This question has puzzled men in free countries throughout history. Ever since the time of the Amazon Empire, gynarchic nations and empires have successfully relied on men as their main source of military power. 

    When the men make up the majority of the military, why don’t they simply rebel, free themselves, and take power for themselves?  

      

    Of course, that has been attempted on several occasions, but such rebellions have usually been crushed – by other male troops remaining loyal to the gynarchists. 

    Time and time again, enslaved males have fought for their female oppressors to maintain and expand the enslavement of their own gender. Why? 

      

    The answer has usually been put down to terror and indoctrination. There is certainly some truth to this. Gynarchies have always been particularly been averse to rebellion by armed males, and have dealt harshly with any rebels. Their most cruel punishments tended to be reserved for armed rebels, and indeed, death penalty is still on the books for armed rebellion in most gynarchic nations. 

      

    The deterrent effect of such punishments is certainly a plausible theory for explaining the loyalty of male slave soldiers, as is indoctrination. Gynarchies, especially in the past, placed great emphasis on the religious instruction of their male soldiers, and thus produced pious Artemisian soldiers who saw it as their duty to promote and defend gynarchy. Many slave soldiers were, and are still today, genuinely committed to upholding female rule as a religious obligation. 

      

    But such answers do not tell the whole story. There are other factors that are equally if not more important in explaining the loyalty of the gynarchies’ militaries: Sex and status. 

      

    Slave soldiers have had an interest in maintaining the order of the gynarchies because they are  or have themselves been beneficiaries of said order. Free men tend to see all slaves in gynarchies as equally miserable, and they overlook that there are hierarchies also among the slaves. And in the case of military slaves, they have usually found themselves on the top of such hierarchies. Military slaves are highly regarded in gynarchies. They are widely seen as the noblest of men, pious and dedicated to defending women. While expected to obey their mistresses, they are treated with respect and are objects of desire. 

      

    And being objects of female desire is key to their access to sexual pleasures. To put it bluntly, slave soldiers get laid often – far more than other classes of slaves. This keeps them satisfied and reluctant to lose the privileges the current order affords them, and unlikely to try to upend it. 

      

    Giving males an invested interest in preserving gynarchic order was often done deliberately by gynarchies. Prime examples can be found in the religious order states of medieval Europe, such as the Artemisian Sisterhood and the Pannonian Order, both of which had their golden age in the last centuries of the first millennium. Both orders offered off-duty slave soldiers to women in their territories for sexual services, and they regularly rotated units to ensure all their slave soldiers had the opportunity to take part in such service. In the case of the Artemisian Order, surviving documents from the period suggest this arrangement was intentional to maintain troop morale.  
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    Bricatu, September 840 

    Katherine surveyed the landscape in front of her. Bare, snowless mountaintops towered on each side of a broad valley, above mostly forested hillsides and valley floor. In the middle of the valley was a stream, around which the forest had been cleared for wheat fields. Some parts of the hillsides had also been cleared; these were apparently for grazing animals. 

      

    On a small hill near the middle of the valley was a village Katherine recognised. She remembered having captured this village in a brief skirmish on the march through this valley earlier this summer. It was called Bricatu, she had learned, and she would likely see a lot more to it, since it was to be part of the diocese to which Katherine had been assigned. 

      

    The province of Ambia, which had been conquered this summer, had been divided into dioceses, each headed by high-ranking warrior-priestesses of the Sisterhood. Lady Lena, under whom Katherine had served during the last campaign, was now high priestess of the diocese covering this valley, and Katherine was escorting Lady Lena and her staff as they toured their fief. 

      

    The ladies in the entourage were all mounted, riding in front – Lady Lena and seven other priestesses, including Katherine who along with another two of the priestesses also functioned as officers for the infantry detachment. The men – two platoons of infantry – were all marching on foot behind them. 

      

    On the fields they were passing, the harvest was in progress, with villagers tying harvested wheat into sheaves. Katherine noticed with disapproval that most of the workers were women. Here, like many other newly conquered places, women had yet to take their rightful position as rulers. 

    Most villagers stopped working and stood watching as the Sisterhood column passed by the field and headed up the gentle slope to the village. 

      

    In the village itself, the entourage was met by a group of three women outside the chief’s house. At least some of the village women attempted to show they were in charge of the place. 

      

    -“Welcome back to Bricatu,” said one of the women, a red-head in a green dress. She apparently recognised Lena from the last time they were here. 

      

    -“Thank you,” replied Lady Lena. “You are in charge of this village?” 

      

    -“Yes, I am Simina, and I am in charge of Bricatu.” 

      

    -“Then you are Lady Simina,” Lena corrected her. “Which is good, since I am here with speak to you.” 

    Lena dismounted her horse, as did the other ladies in the Sisterhood force. She extended her hand to Simina, who took it. 

      

    -“I am Lady Lena, High Priestess of Ambia East, and thus the main Sisterhood authority in these districts. I come with my priestesses. Who are the ladies who are with you?” 

      

    The two other women curtsied as Simina presented them as Cotira and Cyra, her right-hand women. 

      

    -“Excellent,” said Lena and shook their hands. “Now, if you can have some of your males water and feed our horses, it would be good to sit down and hear how your village is faring and discuss how the Sisterhood will help you.” 

      

    -“Of course,” replied Simina. She then shouted something to a nearby male in the Sagani tongue, and after a short exchange that appeared to end in Simina persuading him, the man ran off. 

      

    Then Simina switched to Thuringian, the Greek influenced Germanic tongue that was the lingua franca of central Europe to address her guests. 

    -“As it is a lovely day, we can sit outside. Follow me, please. 

      

    Lena gestured for the seven ladies of her own entourage to follow. 

      

      

    **** 

      

    After having seated her guests on logs under the shade of an oak behind the Chief’s house,  Simina explained the challenges she and the village had faced in the aftermath of the Sisterhood’s arrival in Bricatu in the summer. Lady Lena, listened attentively. 

      

    -“The main issue is that the men of Bricatu, and especially those who used to hold power, refuse to accept me or any other woman as the leader. I can try to negotiate or reason with them to make them do things that are necessary for the village’ survival, but they refuse to do anything more. And I have no means to compel them.” 

      

    -“I see,” said Lena nodding. “And how about the women? Do they follow you?” 

      

    -“Most do, to some degree, yes. But many choose to obey their husbands when they are ordered to withhold cooperation.” 

      

    -“Mhm… There are other villages doing worse than yours. Nevertheless you clearly need the Sisterhood’s guidance and assistance. 

      

    -“I would be grateful for any assistance.” 

      

    -“Certainly. As a first step, please have the entire village gather in the middle, and we will take it from there. 

    -“I can tell them,” said Cyra and got up. 

      

    -“Thanks,” said Simina. 

      

    While they waited for the villagers to be gathered, Lena explained to Simina, that she would have a platoon of Sisterhood soldiers based in this part of the valley, and they could be called upon by the nearby villages to see off threats and deal with enforcement issues, such as failure of males to obey village authorities. The platoon would rotate between the villages in the area, such that the burden of feeding and quartering them could be shared.  

      

    Lena also informed Simina that she and the rest of the village would receive instructions in the one true religion – that of Artemisianism. The priestesses of Lena’s diocese would regularly visits Bricatu and the other villages in the area to teach the divine order and to perform ceremonies to retain favour of the goddesses. 

    While nominally a Bardian like the rest of the village, Simina’s faith was not strong and she did not object to the imposition of a new religion. But she suspected this would be met with resistance from others in the village. Especially the men who used to rule it. 

      

      

    Half an hour later, almost all of the villagers were gathered in the village centre. They were flanked by the two platoons of Sisterhood soldiers, whereas Simina and the ladies of the Sisterhood stood in front of them. 

      

    Simina noticed with some satisfaction that Nirman and the other previously high-ranking men looked uncomfortable with the Sisterhood presence. Gone was the relentless obstructionism they practised when they had only Simina to contend with.  

      

    -“This is almost the entire village. We can proceed,” said Simina to Lena. 

      

    -“Thank you,” said Lena. She then raised her voice so all could hear. 

    -“First, I want all males between age 20 and 30 to step forward!” 

      

    Reluctantly, some of the men in the crowd stepped forward. 

      

    -“Come on, all between 20 and 30. If you don’t come forward, we will use force!” 

      

    A number of others stepped forward too. 

      

    Lena then addressed the priestesses standing next to her in a lower voice: 

    -“Go through the remaining crowd and pull out those who fit the bill.” 

      

    The four priestesses walked closer to the crowd of villagers, scanning it for men appearing to be in the prescribed age group. They ordered another handful of men to step forward, who obeyed nervously. 

      

    -“That is all of them and then some,” said Simina to Lena. 

    -“Very well!” 

      

    Lena raised her voice again. 

    -“Soldiers! Arrest them!” 

      

    The Sisterhood soldiers sprang into action, quickly surrounding the group of village men, and started tying their hands together. One of the village men attempted to run away, but was brutally cut down by a halberd wielding soldier, eliciting screams from female villagers. 

      

    Simina was taken by surprise. 

    -“What are you doing?” asked Simina sharply. 

      

    “We are taking into custody the most difficult group of males,” Lena answered calmly. “Their presence will make it very hard for your village to achieve harmony. So they will be taken to somewhere they can’t trouble you and where they can be educated more effectively.” 

      

    -“But we need those men in the village. We depend on their work. They are husbands, fathers and brothers of our women!” 

      

    -“You said yourself that women do most of the work here, so I am sure you can do without them for a while. In any event, the Sisterhood will replace them with docile slaves you can rely on. We do this in all the villages of the diocese.” 

      

    -“You can’t do this. Please!” 

      

    -“It is necessary and it is for your benefit. Your dependency on recalcitrant males must be broken for you to become truly free.” 

      

    -“But the men who are left – and the women – will hate us for it. The resentment due to the men you took last time you were here is bad enough.” 

      

    -“They will get over it. And for those who don’t, you will have the Sisterhood’s soldiers.” 

      

    Lena was immovable, and Simina could only watch as the soldiers restrained the young men of the village. The men themselves did little to resist, knowing they were unarmed and the soldiers were not. Nor did the pleading from some of the village women deter them. 

      

    As the soldiers were restraining the last prisoners, Lena said in a soothing voice: 

    -“It is all for the better. In the future you will thank me. Cementing female rule is important to your – our – success. That, and proper religious observance – which brings us to another item we need to address today: This village needs a place for worship of the divine goddess Artemis and her sisters.” 

      

    -“I assume there is a shrine of some sort here where the false deities Bardianism have been venerated?” 

      

    -“Yes, the walled shrine behind that house,” said Simina and pointed.  

      

    -“Let us all see the place,” said Lena and gestured for Simina to lead the way. 

    Simina, followed by the Sisterhood priestesses, and a few hundred villagers. The imprisoned young males stayed put, guarded by around half the soldiers and one of the priestesses. 

      

    -“This is our shrine,” said Simina and looked towards circular stone wall of about 2 meter height that covered an area of approximately 20 meter diameter. As was customary for the Bardians of Europe, their worship did not take place inside temples, but rather in sacred places under the open sky that had been walled off from the surrounding world. 

      

    -“This shall now be your place for worship of the divine Artemis,” said Lena. In time, the wall shall be replaced by a proper temple, but for now, the current structure will do.” 

      

    -“We shall now dedicate this shrine to the divine goddess Artemis,” Lena continued, loud enough for all to hear. 

      

    -“Katherine, we need two of your men to volunteer for the sacrifice,” she said to one of her priestesses.  

    The priestess she called Katherine conveyed the request to her soldiers, and she picked two out of more than ten volunteers. Then Katherine and the two soldiers went through the gate of the shrine. 

    Simina could see disapproval on the faces of the more devout villagers as the three entered the sanctuary, but no one dared to object. 

      

    -“Now I invite you all, at least as many as can fit in the shrine, to witness the sacred ritual of the male pain sacrifice, the affirmation of the sacred bond to the goddess that protects us,” Lena called out to all the villagers, and then headed towards the gate of the shrine. 

      

    Most of the other priestesses, Simina, and a handful of her friends followed immediately. Then after a few moments of hesitation, more of the village women followed, and then further more. In the end, almost a hundred women had entered the shrine that had until now been forbidden for women. 

      

    The inside of the shrine was mainly flat ground, partially covered with grass. In one end was a small stone altar. To the left of the altar was a wooden bowl of water, to its right what looked like a small open fireplace with some ashes in it. 

      

    The two volunteer men were now naked and kneeling in front of the altar. Their clothes, armour and weapons were resting against the wall to the right. On the altar in front of them, a small statue had been placed. Simina figured it was the goddess Artemis, the Sisterhood’s patron goddess. 

      

    Simina and the other village women lined alongside the circular wall, leaving the centre space to the Sisterhood priestesses and their two soldiers. 

      

    Katherine presented a vicious-looking flogger to Lena behind the kneeling, naked men. 

    -“The males have been prepared for the sacrifice, Mistress,” she said. 

      

    Lena accepted the whip, and turned towards the altar and its statue. 

    -“O Artemis, Mistress of the night and ruler of the heavens! Please accept the pain of these two males on this ground, and make it the newest of your temples. Please bestow your favour on this village, and all who follow you!” 

      

    She then walked over to the two men. Tall, and clad in all black leather – tunic, trousers and boots she contrasted sharply to the naked men kneeling on all fours. 

    Lena raised her whip high, and lashed one of them hard. Then she raised it again and struck the other, with equal force. She lashed the two of them alternately in a quick and brutal manner. 

      

    For the first half a minute, the men kept quiet, but then the men started grunting as the lashes hit them. Soon after, the grunts were replaced by ever louder screams of pain. 

      

    Simina did to some degree find it disturbing to watch, but she was nevertheless fascinated by how the otherwise strong men meekly accepted the pain inflicted by the high priestess. Their bodies were shaking, yet they did not try to get away from the lashes, even if they were not restrained. 

      

    Looking at the other village women, she saw a range of reactions. Many were clearly uncomfortable with the spectacle, while others watched with a neutral mine. One or two were even smiling. 

      

    After several minutes of lashes and screams, the high priestess ended the punishment with two particularly harsh strokes. 

    -“May this offer please you,” she said slightly panting. 

      

    -“You may give your thanks,” she said in a lower voice to her victims, who promptly turned, crawled to her feet and kissed her boots, saying “Thank you, Mistress”. 

      

    Simina watched with amazement. The level of obedience and submission Lena and the other priestesses received from their soldiers was astonishing. They were submitted to terrible pain and humiliation from their superiors – they even volunteered for it. Yet, they were not at all weaklings. Simina had seen the strength and ruthlessness they employed when dealing with the men of the village on the orders of their superiors. Having men of that calibre for one’s disposal would certainly make things easier. Simina wondered if the slaves Lena was promising would be equally obedient. 

      

    Lena headed over to Simina, smiling.  

    -“Sacrificing to the Goddess always lighten my mood,” she said. 

      

    -“That was an impressive display,” said Simina. “What happens now?” 

      

    - “Now that this ground has been sanctified, your people can dedicate yourself to Artemis – or another goddess if you so wish. You should consider the matter for the next few days. My entourage will have to move on now. We need to visit a few other villages in the diocese. Once that is done, however, some of my priestesses will come here to help you, your people and your slaves into the goddesses’ service.” 

      

      

    Bricatu, September 840 

    Nirman looked in through the gates of the shrine as he passed it on his way through the village in a morning drizzle. The little goddess statuette was still standing on the altar, a reminder of the vile desecration of Bricatu’s holy place yesterday. That the Gynarchists so irreverently had performed their hellish ceremony on sacred ground would have made it clear to anyone that they stood for pure evil. They should be resisted at any opportunity. 

      

    That was however getting very difficult. Much of Bricatu’s menfolk were gone, as the Gynarchists had taken all young men with them when they left the village yesterday. The men who were left were too few to mount serious opposition, and like Nirman himself, concerned about the consequences of doing so. Many of the village’ women were working with the Gynarchists, instead of obeying the ancient Sagani traditions, and could easily alert the enemy  of any moves against them. 

      

    And to Nirman’s utter disappointment, one of his wives was the leading collaborator. Simina was now supposedly headed the village, and tried to run it according to the Gynarchists wishes. Not that she had much success. She had no authority among the village’ big men, who saw her as the impertinent petty woman that she was. 

      

    Yet, she had the audacity to try to give them orders and instructions. Like this morning, when she had told Nirman to go help with the harvest. He had just ignored her and gone out to seek other company. 

      

    Most of all he had wanted to give his uppity wife a good beating and put her in her place, something he would not have hesitated to do just a few months back. But that would obviously bring severe repercussions whenever the Gynarchists returned, so he restrained himself. 

      

    Nirman pondered for a second if he should go into the shrine and smash that little statue, or at least remove it from sacred ground. But he decided against it. It would likely bring trouble, and the symbolism would be lost if there were no one to see it. Instead, he continued onwards to the house of Adcomar. 

      

    Arriving in front of the door, he knocked. Nirman entered before anyone could open, and he briefly found himself face-to-face with the elder of Adcomar’s two wives. She bowed her head and silently scurried back to the kitchen.  

      

    She behaved as women were supposed to, thought Nirman. Respectful to the chief, her husband, the faith and the traditions. That was more than could be said of Adcomar’s other wife. She was one of those who followed Simina. Fortunately, she was not around. 

      

    Adcomar sat on a bench along side the long wall. He nodded a greeting to Nirman as he approached. 

      

    -“Bricatu is going to hell,” said Adcomar. 

    -”I know what you mean. We need to talk about what we can do.” 

      

    Ambia Valley, September 840 

    With steep hills on both sides of the valley, Bahad knew he was getting closer to his Alpine homeland, but that was little comfort for him. He was here as a slave for the cursed Gynarchists. Chained together with twenty other men, he was digging a ditch, like he had been doing for most of the past few weeks. A ditch that would become a road once filled with the appropriate combination of rubble, sand and stones. 

      

    Bahad and his fellow prisoners were set to build the roads the Gynarchists would use to control the lands they had conquered. It was an affront to everything that was good and just, but the Gynarchists cared little for that. They treated the prisoners as little more than working animals. Forced to do the heavy menial work, and whipped when they refused or worked to slowly. 

      

    And they added plenty of extra humiliations. Every evening they were forced to bathe in the cold water of the river. And every day, some of them were forced to participate in sacrifices to the Gynarchists’ false goddess – in the form of being whipped in front of the goddess’ image. 

      

    The only meagre solace to be had was meals and sleeping breaks. Both more generous than Bahad would have expect for slaves, but that probably only reflected the Gynarchists intention of exploiting their labour long term. 

      

    It had been like this ever since he came to the slave camp in the lowlands last month. Bahad had spent a week and a half there, before being sent up here as part of a road building crew. The camp had apparently served as a holding area for slaves until they could be organised in work gangs, and the work they had been forced to perform in the camp only served to condition them to the harsh regime of the work gangs – a regime he was experiencing right now. 

      

    The twenty men of the work gang laboured hard in the warm early autumn sunshine. They all wore a simple white loin cloth and shoes, and nothing else. Sweat gleamed from their bodies.  The remaining five members of the crew were more relaxed. Four of them were overseers. These were whip-wielding women dressed in black leather trousers and bodices, watching the slaves from a few meters away as they struggled to deepen the ditch. The final member was the engineer. A woman of around forty, wearing a light linen dress, she sat on a stone some distance away, not paying much attention to the slaves. She was the leader of the group and directed where the road should go. She did this by instructing the overseers rather than interacting directly with the slaves. 

      

    Bahad stared at the engineer for a few seconds after he had just thrown a shovel load of dirt to the side. Then he felt a sharp pain across his back, accompanied by a loud crack. 

      

    -”You have had your break time. Back to work, you lazy male!” 

    It was the whip of the overseer Bahad thought of as the Blonde Bitch. A beautiful young woman who wore her long blonde hair in a pony tail, she had been the eternal tormentor of Bahad since he was assigned on her work gang. Whenever Bahad took a wrong step or caught his breath for more than two seconds, her whip would soon find his back. He hated her, and would like nothing more than to smash her face with his shovel, or better yet, rape her to submission. But as always, his chains prevented him from realising any such fantasy. 

      

    Instead, he cursed inaudibly and put his shovel to the ground again. 

      

    Bricatu, September 840 

    Katherine was back in Bricatu, six days after after she had visited it as part of Lady Lena’s entourage. This time she was here as part of a much smaller delegation. It was just Katherine,  and a detachment of ten foot soldiers. 

      

    They were going to be here for a few days this time, and their task was to instruct the locals in the Artemisian religion and to help them establish female dominance in their governance. It was not Katherine’s favourite tasks; she preferred to lead her slave soldiers fighting androcratic enemies. But she recognised that converting the conquered lands to Artemisianism was an equally important job. And as Sisterhood members were both priestesses and warriors, Katherine should be qualified for the job. Though it was the first time she had been assigned to a place that had never been ruled by women. 

      

    But she had seen plenty of these places during this year’s campaign, and she could not help feel discomforted by them. They just seemed so primitive. The men were savage and refused to accept their proper place. And the women were weak and unable to control them. So far from the divine example set by Artemis. And these peoples were usually dirt poor. Nothing but peasant farmers. 

      

    Still, she had been provided with better-than-expected lodgings in Bricatu. A house that had been vacated after the enslavement of the village’s young men last week was offered to Katherine and her slaves. While not as good as ladies’ accommodations in the old provinces, it was as good as anyone else had in Bricatu, and she had her slave soldiers to provide servant duties. 

      

    It afforded Katherine a good night’s sleep, and she was now ready to start the conversion of Bricatu. As she was here as a priestess rather than a soldier, she had left her armour and military attire in the house, and was instead wearing a woollen blue dress and boots this morning. Nor did she carry a weapon, but a coiled-up bullwhip was attached to her waist belt, signalling her authority. 

      

    She stepped outside. Two of her soldiers, clad in chain mail and red Sisterhood surcoats, guarded the front door. They bowed their heads and greeted Katherine with a “Good morning, Mistress”. 

      

    She muttered a reply and walked over to the chief’s house to meet Lady Simina, the village leader. They had talked briefly the night before, but as Katherine had arrived late to Bricatu, it was little more than greeting each other and an exchange of well wishes. A more substantial talk was due today. 

      

    Katherine knocked on the door, and shortly after, a blonde woman in a black dress opened. She smiled and curtsied.  

    -”Simina is in the main hall,” she said to Katherine. “Let me take you to her.” 

      

    Katherine followed the petite woman through the entry section and into the main hall. Three women sat at the long table there, and immediately rose to their feet when Katherine entered. They were dressed in what was probably their best clothes – all wore coloured dresses.  Simina as well as Cotira and Cyra, her two main confidants curtsied to Katherine.  

      

    There were apparently no men in the house to serve the women, Katherine noted. But that was maybe just as well. It did not appear the women here were very in controlling them. 

      

    -”Welcome again, Lady Katherine,” said Simina. “I have been really looking forward to talk to you. I hope you don’t mind that I invited my friends. Cotira and Cyra you met yesterday. Etiona, is like myself a wife of the former chief, and she has also been really supportive of my  leadership.” Simina looked at the woman that had received Katherine at the door. 

      

    -”Not at all,” replied Katherine. “Let us all sit.” 

      

    The women all took a seat at the long table except Etiona, who disappeared towards the kitchen. 

      

    -”So,” started Katherine. “How have things been in Bricatu since we last visited? Is the village happy to be under the Sisterhood’s protection?” 

      

    Simina hesitated for a few seconds before she started speaking. 

    -”To be honest, not quite. A lot of the women here do appreciate that we are freer, and that we are no longer completely subjugated to our menfolk. But…” she paused. 

    -”All the men, and maybe half of the women resent you for the war, for trampling on our traditions and for installing me as village leader. And they resent me for working with you. I would be overthrown in an eye blink if it was not for fear of the Sisterhood. 

    It is hard for the village to function under these conditions. While the threat of retaliation from the Sisterhood saves me from being killed, I have no authority over the men or those of the women who listen to them rather than me. They will not take orders from me; only if I am lucky can I persuade them it is in everyone’s interest if they do what I ask of them.” 

      

    As Simina spoke, Etonia reappeared with five cups of ale, and put one cup in front of each lady before taking her seat next to Cyra. Without trained males, the women had to do such tasks themselves here. 

      

    Simina continued. 

    “So Bricatu is not doing well. Women have to do most of the work, as the men want me to fail as a leader and ignore me. We are behind on the harvest and preparations for the winter.” 

      

    The state of Simina’s rule over Bricatu was clearly not in a good state. But Katherine appreciated that she recognised it herself and that she had identified the main cause: The lack of authority over the men. 

    -”And you would now like help from the Sisterhood to rectify the situation”, Katherine asked. 

      

    -”The slaves promised last week by Lady Lena are really needed now.” 

      

    -”I think what you need to do is to address the underlying problem,” responded Katherine. “The lack of obedience in your males.” 

      

    -”For society to be in harmony,” she continued, “males must be completely obedient to females. This is not the case in Bricatu, and this must be corrected. You must not tolerate any further disobedience or disrespect.” 

      

    -”And how can we do that?” 

      

    -”You must make an example of the males who have disobeyed or disrespected you.” 

      

    -”That is nearly all of them.” 

      

    -”Then you need to punish all of them.” 

      

    -”How shall we punish them?” 

    -”Whip them in public!” 

      

    The Bricatan women went silent for a few seconds before they responded simultaneously. 

    -”They won’t accept…” started Cotira but stopped when she heard Simina’s question. 

    -”Can you help us with that?” 

      

    -”Certainly,” said Katherine, thrilled that the village leader showed little reluctance for the proposed solution. “But we need to make some preparations.” 

      

    **** 

      

    In the early evening, Simina was ready to begin the business of properly asserting her authority over Bricatu. With her was a handful of village women she fully trusted to support her, but more importantly, also Katherine and her ten slave soldiers. 

      

    At Simina’s advice, they walked towards the house of Caura, where she knew Caura’s husband Adcomar was hosting Nirman and most of the other former high-ranking men who were left in the village for drinking. It was best to take these men first. The subjugation of them would have the biggest effect, and they were the most likely to make trouble if left free. 

      

    The company approached Caura’s house from the grassy patches next to the shrine. The ladies all wore dresses, while the slave soldiers came in armour, armed with swords. It was one hour after sunset, and they were the only ones outside. It was not completely dark, however, as the moon provided some light through a thin cloud cover.  Still, there was a good chance they that could come undetected by the occupants in the house. 

      

    Near the main entrance, the group split up. Katherine ordered four of her soldiers to make their way around the windowless house to enter through the back entrance, thus ensuring no one could escape. After waiting sufficiently for the backdoor group to get in position, Katherine entered the front door with the village women and the rest of her soldiers in tow. They barged straight into the main hall, clearly taking everyone there by surprise. 

      

    The seven men sitting with drinking cups at a table in the middle of the room immediately stopped their conversation. One lost his cup. A few of them took to their feet, but stopped once the other group of four soldiers entered the backdoor, blocking that escape route. There were also two women in the room, who appeared to have been waiting on the men there. They withdrew quietly to the kitchen section. 

      

    -”Get on your knees, males!” Katherine shouted. “Your insubordination will no longer be tolerated.” 

      

    The men got on their feet, voicing objection to the intrusion and made no sign of kneeling. 

    Katherine walked straight up to Adcomar, the biggest man in the group. She was herself a tall woman, but even with the boost from the heels of her boots, she was still a few knuckles shorter than him. But it did not deter her. 

    Out of the blue, she punched his nose with a closed fist with surprising power, and then pushed the disoriented man down on his knees. 

      

    -”On your knees, I said” she repeated, even louder. 

      

    The other men were about to intervene against Katherine, but seeing the slave soldiers with drawn swords moving closer they realised they would not win the fight. One after another, they fell down on their knees. 

      

    -”Slaves, tie their hands,” Katherine ordered her soldiers. 

      

    Three of the soldiers sheathed their swords and pulled out ropes with which they started tying the kneeling men’s hands together. 

      

    -”Why are you letting them do this? Is there no limit for how low you will sink?” Nirman asked angrily looking at Simina. 

      

    -”If you obeyed me, this would not have been necessary,” replied Simina. “Now you have to face the consequences of your behaviour the last months.” 

      

    -”Silence, male!” Katherine slapped Nirman’s face hard with a flat palm. “You will not speak to your Mistress in such a disrespectful manner. Apologise to her!” 

      

    Nirman just stared at Katherine with hateful eyes saying nothing while a soldier tied his hands behind his back. Katherine slapped him again, even harder, almost making Nirman fall over. 

      

    -”Apologise!” Katherine yelled even higher. “Or I will whip you right here and now.” She put her left hand on the bullwhip hanging in her waist belt. 

      

    -”I apologise,” Nirman muttered after a few seconds. 

      

    -”I apologise...what?” Katherine asked, still holding her hand threateningly on the bullwhip.” 

      

    -”I apologise, Mistress,” said Nirman in a low voice. 

      

    -”That is right, male,” Katherine declared. “Remember that, all of you. From now on, you will address women, and Lady Simina in particular, as Mistress. For that is what they are to you. They are your superiors, and you will treat them with the respect they are due.” 

      

    As the soldiers finished tying the men together, Simina could not help but admire the way Katherine had compelled Nirman to obey. Her approach was clearly effective. 

      

     -”Take them to the holding cells, and watch them,” Katherine ordered three of her soldier. Earlier in the day, two bed rooms in the house which Katherine and the soldiers were staying had been strengthened and equipped with cross bar locks so they could serve as holding cells. 

      

    The soldiers motioned for the prisoners to move, and led them out of the house. 

      

    -”Now, where else can we find men in need of discipline,” asked Katherine. The plan was to make as many arrests as the holding cells could hold this night.  

      

    -”Let’s go to Roxos’ house,” said Cyra. “He has never respected us. He even spat at me last week.” 

      

    -”Good idea,” said Simina. “His sons are also in need of a lesson. Let’s go.” 

    The women and the soldiers made their way out of the house. But before she left, Simina addressed the two women in the kitchen section – Adcomar’s wives - who had witnessed the arrests with a visible degree of discomfort. 

    -”Now you are the Mistresses of this house!” 
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    Bricatu, September 840 

    It was noon the next day when the ceremony began. Twenty six men, who had been arrested last night found themselves naked and restrained outside the chief’s house. Kneeling over logs placed under their abdomen, and with hands and feet tied to other heavy logs, they were exposed without any possibility of either freeing themselves or protecting themselves. 

      

    A large crowd had gathered around them. Message had gone to the whole village of Bricatu to witness the proceedings. Most of the villagers were there. These were now overwhelmingly female. Mainly because half the men had already been taken away from the village as slaves. But the arrests last night also played a role. A significant fraction of the remaining men in the village were among the men now awaiting punishment, and a similar share had fled the village last night as word of the arrests travelled.  

      

    Simina stood behind the restrained prisoners. She was flanked by Cotira, Cyra, Etiona and three other village women. All were armed with thick canes and wore their best dresses. Katherine was also there, like yesterday, in her blue dress and high boots, with her bullwhip in her hand. 

      

    Simina felt slightly nervous before she started speaking. With what had been done yesterday, and what was about to happen here, Simina had aligned herself fully with the Sisterhood. It was no turning back. She had embraced their strict principles of female dominance that were so contrary to the traditions of the Sagani, and was now making them central to her rule. Until now, she had sold her leadership as the best deal available for Bricatu after the Sisterhood conquest. A buffer to make Sisterhood suzerainty gentler. But it had not worked. The men had not accepted her, and the village was deeply dysfunctional. So it had to change. The question, however, was how the village now would react. Would the men fear her? Would to the women come around to her cause? 

      

    Simina addressed the crowd. 

      

    -”Women of Bricatu! Many months ago, our community was liberated by the Sisterhood of Artemis’ Glory, and we were set free to forge our own destiny. But we have been sabotaged. Many men of our village have refused to accept the new reality and their subservient role. They have refused our commands and treated us with contempt. No longer! 

    From today, female rule will be enforced strictly! We will no longer tolerate male disobedience! 

    The men in front of me have all taken part in the male insubordination that has plagued our community since I was made leader. They will now pay the price. They will be beaten – severely! And what you see here will be the treatment given to any male who disobeys or disrespects females from this day forward.” 

      

    Simina looked at the women standing on both her sides. 

    -“Ladies, let’s begin.” 

      

    It was the first time any of the village women had beaten men, let alone caned them. But they had been given a crash course hours earlier by Katherine and taken a few practice swings. And most of them had experience from being on the receiving end. Simina certainly had. Both her father and, after she was married to him, Nirman, had caned Simina whenever they disapproved of what she said or what she did. Now the tables were turned. 

      

    Simina took her position a meter behind Nirman’s bottocks. Remembering Katherine’s advice, she tapped his bottom with her cane to take aim. Then she raised it, before bringing it down almost as hard as she could on his exposed bottom. Like Katherine had taught her, she followed through with her stroke, continuing her hand motion after the cane impacted the victim’s ass. 

      

    Nirman screamed with pain and a red mark appeared immediately on his ass. “Perfect,” Simina thought, and raised her cane again. She gave Nirman another hard stroke, with similar effects to the first, before readying for a third stroke. 

      

    Next to her, the other women caned the men in front of them with similar ruthlessness. Men howled and groaned as the heavy canes made short work of their backsides.  

      

    Separated from the other women by a few more meters, Katherine laid into the backs of two prisoners with her bullwhip. Her forceful overhead swings produced loud cracks as the whip impacted the backs of her victims, making a powerful impression.  

      

     The surrounding crowd was completely silent. Some hid their eyes or looked down, but most stared with astonishment as the former elite of the village were thrashed by women who months earlier had been little more than property for them. 

      

    For the men on the logs, it was pure hell -well deserved hell, that much Simina was sure of. Simina knew well how painful a caning could be, and what she now dished out, was harsher than anything she had received in the past. Nirman was writhing and screaming in front of her as she delivered blow after blow. After a few minutes he was making barely comprehensible pleas for her to stop between sobs. But she gave him no mercy. 

      

    Simina rather enjoyed it. Having the arrogant and formerly so powerful Nirman begging her only added to her feeling of power and confidence. Thrashing him like this, in front of the village demonstrated her power over him. She knew she would never let him get away with any slight towards her ever gain. 

      

    And Simina was not the only one to enjoy it, she noticed. A few of the female spectators were taunting and mocking the men being punished or awaiting their turn. A small minority, to be sure, they were women Simina knew bore grudges to the men beneath her. But their participation nevertheless provided a measure of affirmation for the path she had chosen. 

      

    Ten minutes later, Simina had caned Nirman’s ass into a bloody pulp. With his backside covered in angry welts and blood, his howling had degenerated to whimpers. The other women had done likewise to their victims, and one of them had even passed out. On Katherine’s signal, they switched victims. There were more than three prisoners per cane mistress, and now it was the turn of the next batch of them to receive their just retribution. 

      

    Simina tapped her next victim’s bottom with her cane and then raised it over her head. 

      

      

    The Reconquest Era 

    Excerpt from “Encyclopaedia”, Elephant House, 1920 

      

    The Late Middle Ages or the Reconquest Era covers the period from ca 500-1000 CE, and is characterised by the consolidation of the gynarchies of Europe, and the elimination of its androcratic entities. At the start of the period, in the early 500s, half of Europe was under Androcratic rule; by 1000, only the Steppes beyond river Tanasis [Don] were still ruled by men. 

      

    Like the earlier middle ages, warfare was rife, but at the same time, Europe’s population and prosperity grew. States grew more powerful and established permanent bureaucracies. During this period, many of the modern European nations came into being. 

      

    [image: ]Europe 550 CE. Boundary between gynarchies and androcracies marked in white 

      

    The reconquest era is generally thought to begin in 530 CE, the year of the battles of Artanes [OTL Lom, Bulgaria] and The Suevian woods [OTL modern western Poland], when twin victories of the Zenian Empire and the Queendom of Linzania checked the advance of the androcratic barbarian tribes from the Steppes. The halt of the Steppe tribes marked a high point of androcracy in Europe, and was the starting point of centuries of steady gains for the gynarchic powers. 

      

    First to fall was Hercynia [OTL Czech Republic], which was conquered by Linzania in 540. Argentor [OTL Alsace and Baden] followed in 580, before in the 590s a coalition of northern gynarchies defeated the Saragurs to reconquer the parts of the baltics that had been lost at the start of the century. 

      

    In 675 the kingdom of the Eastern Iazyges, the greatest androcratic state in Europe fell to Illyria, a break-away queendom of the Zenian Empire. The Iazyges state was temporarily restored by a slave rebellion in 708, but succumbed for a second and final time in 753 at the hands of the Pannonian Order, the first of several gynocratic military-religious orders that came into being in the reconquest era. These orders completed the conquest of androcratic Central Europe by the early 900s. 

      

    In Eastern Europe the gynarchic powers pushed slowly eastwards throughout the period culminating in the conquest and conversion of the Bulgars in 953 and the Magyars in 1025. 

      

    [image: ]Europe 1000 CE. Boundary between gynarchies and androcracies marked in white 

      

      

    Ambia Valley, October 840 

    Bahad and his work gang, chained together as they had been for several months, waited in the rain for their evening meal. Several work gangs, each of twenty slaves chained together, waited to be served soup from one of the tents in the tent camp they spent the nights. Bahad’s gang was now first in line. 

      

    They wore woollen coats now that the weather was getting cooler, but it did not protect them from getting soaked when it rained, and they were all freezing. Combined with the exhaustion from yet another day of hard work, it left Bahad feeling miserable. 

    He looked forward to getting his bowl of soup and a night’s sleep, but knowing that it would only be followed by more days of forced labour and humiliation filled him with dread. 

      

    -”Bahad?”  

    Bahad heard his name being called, and turned his head to see where it came from. It was from the work gang right behind his own, two meters down the line. A tall, skinny man met Bahad’s eyes. Like all the other slaves, Bahad included, he had neither hair nor beard, owing to the shaving regime of the Gynarchists. That was why Bahad did not recognise him at first, but his voice was familiar. After a second, Bahad knew who it was. It was a fellow Bricatuan – the first he had met since his enslavement. 

      

    -”Ervos?” he replied. 

    Ervos nodded. 

    -”Good to see you are alive.” 

      

    -”You too,” Bahad answered in a low voice and looked around to see if any of the overseers were close. They were not. The overseers were watching the slaves from some distance. They had taken cover from the rain, some in tent entrances and some under a large tree, and they were far enough away that Bahad and Ervos could exchange words in the rain without attracting the overseers’ attention. 

      

    -”What happened to you? Did you come here recently?” Bahad asked. 

      

    -”They took all men under 30 from Bricatu. Every single one, and brought us down to the lowlands, where we became separated. I was sent back up here. We came yesterday.” 

      

    -”Those bitches. Is there anything left of Bricatu? 

      

    -”Just women, old men and children. And the women run the show. Or try to.” 

      

    -”Like here…” 

      

    Bahad was tugged away as his work gang moved forward. It was their turn to be fed. 
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    Artemisburg, October 840 

    Sophia walked between the ranks of slaves that were lined up on the vast slave market outside Artemisburg. Dressed in black leather, she and the two officers who followed her contrasted against hundreds of slaves who wore uniform light grey woollen coats. The slaves stood with straight backs, their heads lowered, and their eyes fixed on the ground to avoid meeting the eyes of the inspecting mistresses. 

      

    Sophia was here to survey a batch of trained slaves that she had recently purchased for her province, as it was prepared for transport. It was not a necessary task for the province leader, but Sophia preferred to see for her self that things were working as they should in the administration below her. 

      

    Sophia was satisfied with what she saw. The slaves looked healthy and properly subdued. From what she had been told, most of them followed Artemis. These were all qualities that she valued highly in the slaves she imported to Ambia. That would make them useful and loyal slaves that would help the conversion of Ambia’s native population to female dominance and Artemisianism. 

      

    As Sophia made her way past the last rank, she smiled to the officer in charge of marching the slaves to their Alpine destination. 

      

    -”This looks very good. These are the kind of men we need. Take good care of them on the way up.” 

      

    -”I will. Thank you, Domina,” replied the young officer. 

      

      

    Slave Rotation 

    Excerpt from “Divine Warriors: The Sisterhood of Artemis' Glory”, Athena Publishing Group,  Massalia, 1902 

      

    A central element in the Sisterhood’s pacification of newly liberated territories was the policy of slave replacement. This policy, which has been applied in various forms by many expansionist gynocratic powers throughout history, involved removing large parts of the newly enslaved male population of new provinces from their home regions. These males were then replaced by slaves sourced from lands with a longer traditions of gynocratic rule, and who were thus more docile and less likely to rebel.  

      

    This had several benefits for Sisterhood rule in the new territories. First and foremost, it reduced the threat of rebellion by removing most of the potential rebels. Newly enslaved males from androcratic societies frequently refused to accept their fate, and were among the males most likely to rebel against female rule. By breaking up enslaved tribes and spreading them across Sisterhood lands or putting them to work under heavy guard, the Sisterhood drastically reduced their ability to organise rebellions. 

      

    Secondly, it removed the influence these males had on the females of the liberated territories. Women of formerly androcratic tribes were frequently reluctant to exercise their new-won power and dominance in the presence of the males who used to subjugate and oppress them. They could intimidate the women and frequently commanded their loyalty, which was a major hindrance of the Sisterhood goal of turning their conquests into gynocratic societies. 

      

    Thirdly, the slaves that replaced the native male population presented the newly liberated women with examples of appropriate male obedience. It helped end their cultural habit of female deference to males, and allowed the liberated women to develop a gynocratic culture without the challenge of dealing with a disobedient slave population. 

      

    The reconquest-era Sisterhood typically placed newly enslaved males in public work gangs tasked with building roads or serving as basic labour for temple construction projects, though they were also made to work in mines and agriculture. 

      

    The replacement slaves most often came from the Sisterhood’s own original provinces, but were also bought from foreign markets, especially after major conquests, when demand was high. 

      

      

    Bricatu, October 840 

    Between forty and fifty Bricatuan women sat listening to the Sisterhood priestess lecture outside the chief’s house in the sunny autumn afternoon. They sat on logs that had been arranged in semicircles centred around the speaker, a priestess who had presented herself as Adela.  

    Adela was a colleague of Katherine, and she was in the village to educate its inhabitants on the Artemisian religion they were now supposed to follow. Maybe a few years older than Simina, the brunette priestess was a good and engaging speaker. She had the village women listening attentively. With her approachable style, the event did not seem very formal, and the village women felt comfortable to interrupt her with questions every now and then, to which she deftly responded. 

      

    Simina herself did not ask any questions. Always a bit sceptical, she did not find the mythological stories of Adela more convincing than the Bardian mythology of her upbringing. But she held her doubts to herself. Support from both the village women and the Sisterhood was necessary for her continued rule, and likely also her survival. And the village adopting the faith of the Sisterhood would shore up support from both. Simina would embrace Artemisianism, regardless of any logical flaws. 

      

    But others among the Bricatuans were eager to ask. The women who were there came from all social layers of Bricatu. Since attending was voluntary, those who had come were the curious ones. Pious Bardian women, let alone the men, shunned this gathering.  

      

    Ziba, a former servant girl in Simina’s own house hold, was eagerly asking questions after Adela had finished the main lecture. 

      

    -”Are the goddesses fighting both the Lord of Wisdom and the Evil Spirit?” she asked, referring to Bardianism’s most important deity and its main adversary. 

      

    ”In a way,” answered Adela. “The so-called Lord of Wisdom is Zeus in another guise, who he has taken in order to deceive women and men to support his quest to restore his terrible rule over the heavens and Earth. The Evil Spirit does not exist. It is merely a device the gods have invented to deceive mortals into doing their bidding.” 

      

    -”Can they hurt us if we oppose them?...The Lord and the other gods I mean?” 

      

    -”They can through the actions of men, as I am sure many of you have experienced living under male rule.” 

      

    Many of the women, including Ziba, nodded or mumbled an affirmation. 

      

    -”And that is why it is important to keep men down, in their place. When under firm female control, men are agents in service of the Goddesses, rather than of the fallen gods. They serve women rather than oppress women.” 

      

    -”And more importantly,” Adele continued, “when you control your men, you are doing the Goddesses’ work, bringing harmony to the universe and securing your passage to Elysium.” 

      

    -”Are there other ways we can gain favour from the Goddesses?” asked Cyra. 

      

    -”Regular sacrifices to Artemis or the other goddesses will ensure you have their favour and blessings. And this is something I want to come back to later. The Sisterhood will make sure you will have the opportunity to make proper sacrifices. The sacrifices should, as you have seen, be one of male pain, and should be performed by ordained priestess. 

    Katherine and myself, will be available to perform sacrifices on your request whenever we are in Bricatu.” 

      

    Adela looked at Katherine, who stood just behind the seated audience, and Katherine waved back. 

      

    -”Which males should we use in sacrifices? Any?” 

    Etiona delivered the follow-up question. 

      

    -”It should be males under the ownership of the lady giving the sacrifice. But the goddesses will also accept the pain of other males if necessary. Males who willingly submit to the sacrifice are ideal. It is their pain that most pleases the goddesses, and such males will also gain the goddesses’ favour along with their owners.” 

      

    -”How can men be made to volunteer for a whipping?” 

      

    -”They too should be taught to revere the goddesses and to obey their commands. When they learn, they will know it is in their interest to submit to sacrifices.” 

      

    Simina noted many of the village women appeared to be genuinely persuaded by Adela. The questions were not the least bit critical, rather they were about how to be pious Artemisians. 

      

    *** 

      

    Four hours later, just after sunset, many of the same women who had attended Adela’s lecture were gathered inside the open-air shrine in the middle of Bricatu. Torches had been fixed to the walls that surrounded the area, and augmented by additional torches on stakes planted in the ground near the altar, the shrine was reasonably well lit. 

      

    Two men, stripped naked, bent down on their knees in front of the altar and the small Artemis statuette upon it. They had been tied up with tight ropes, and were unable to move. 

      

    Behind the two men stood Adela and Katherine, both wearing coloured dresses and high heeled boots, and holding single tail whips in their hands. 

      

    Around fifty Bricatu women surrounded the priestesses and the two men, standing alongside the wall separating the shrine from the rest of the village. In addition, two other men were kneeling between the female spectators. Naked, and with hands and feet tied together, they were awaiting their fate. 

    Like the two men kneeling in front of the altar, both were husbands of women in the crowd and had been taken here against their will. According to Sisterhood practice, they were their wives’ property, and thus suitable for offering their pain to Artemis on their wives’ behalf. With help of Katherine, Adela and their detachment of slave soldiers, the wives had coerced or forced the men to take part in the ceremony. 

      

    Kneeling between two of his wives, Simina and Etiona, Nirman seethed with anger. 

    -”You will go to hell – all of you,” he mumbled loud enough for his wives to hear. 

      

    -”Shut up! It is you that will go to hell if you don’t accept the law of the goddesses. We are doing you a favour by giving you a chance to atone for your past misdeeds,” Etiona corrected him sharply. 

      

    Simina smiled. Etiona was a genuine convert, that much was clear. Seeing her assert herself over her husband and former ruler of the village amused Simina. 

      

    -”I didn’t ask for…” Nirman started, but was cut off by Etiona slapping his face. 

    -”Shut up,” she repeated sharply, just before Katherine started the ceremony by calling the goddess she served: 

      

    -“O Artemis, Mistress of the night and ruler of the heavens! Please accept the pain of these two males. Please bestow your favour on the ladies who have offered them, this village, and all who follow you!” 

      

    Katherine and Adela then raised their whips, and began a severe lashing of the males in front of them. 

      

      

    Orthodox Artemisianism 

    Excerpt from “Encyclopaedia”, Elephant House, 1920 

      

    Orthodox Artemisianism is a world religion with an estimated five hundred million adherents. It is the dominant religion in large parts of Europe, and also has a wide following in Terra Nova [the Americas] and Africa. 

      

    The religion, then known simply as Artemisianism, was founded in the Amazon Empire in 477 BCE, and was the world’s first gynarchic religion, mandating the supremacy of women over men. As the Amazon Empire disintegrated in the first century CE, the old Artemisian religion fragmented and spawned several branches that in time became recognised as fully separate religions, chief among them Orthodoxy, Purism and Kyrianism. Of these, Orthodoxy remain the most conservative branch, largely upholding the doctrines and beliefs of the Amazon period.  

      

    Orthodox Artemisianism is polytheistic in that its pantheon consist of a large number of goddesses. Originally around twenty goddesses from Greek and Scythian tradition were recognised, but as Artemisianism expanded throughout the world, local traditional goddesses have been accepted as part of the religion, and the number of goddesses is now much larger. 

    However, most of these goddesses have only modest numbers of adherents, and many are no longer worshipped at all. The vast majority of Artemisians worship mainly Artemis, the most important goddess. 

      

    Orthodox Artemisianism, more than its sister religions Purism and Kyrianism, centre on the contest for dominance between goddesses and gods, female and male. At the core of Artemisian theology is a mythological story of the Olympian goddesses, led by Artemis seizing power from the male gods, and their quest to maintain their rule over the heavens. Their rule is threatened by surviving male deities, first and foremost various manifestations of the gods Zeus and Ares of old Greek mythology. According to Artemisian theology, this threat can only be ended when the entire world is female ruled, and female world domination is thus the overarching goal for the adherents of Artemisianism. 

      

    Women and men who through their work and actions maintain and further female rule are seen as virtuous and are rewarded by entry to Elysium after death according to Artemisians, whereas those who oppose them are condemned to spend the eternity in Hades. 

      

    Artemisianism has thus traditionally been an expansionist religion. In the first centuries after the founding of the religion in 477 BC, it motivated the conquests of the ancient Amazon Empire. With the Amazons, Artemisianism spread to all of Europe, Northern Africa and the Middle East. In the start of the common era, the religion saw a period of decline, as androcratic Bardian barbarians conquered large parts of Europe, and the evolution of Purism and Kyrianism created a split in Artemisian unity. Orthodox Artemisianism remained the dominant strain of Artemisianism throughout the Medieval area, and it was mostly Orthodox Artemisian states that carried out the reconquest of Europe from the androcratic barbarians during the latter part of that period.  

      

    Further expansion outside Europe followed in the age of Discovery. Following the discovery of Terra Nova [the Americas] the 12th century, as several Orthodox states claimed parts of the newly discovered continent... 

      

      

    Bricatu, October 840 

    -”I want him,” said Ziba and pointed at a strong-looking man with blond hair and blue eyes. 

    -”Very well! You shall have him,” said Simina and nodded to Katherine. 

      

    -”Step forward, slave” Katherine ordered him, and the man stepped forward from a line of more than fifty men who were about to be distributed as slaves to the women of Bricatu.  

      

    All of them were men in their twenties, and all were shaved and wore their hair very short, as the Sisterhood required of its male subjects. Placed in the middle of the village for the women of the village to inspect, these newly arrived men were the centre of attention. Scores of Bricatuan women were walking in front of and behind the line of males the Sisterhood had imported from far-away lands, surveying them, and making up their minds of who they preferred. When the men had arrived the day before, it had been ninety-four of them, but a few dozens had already been handed over to their new mistresses. 

      

    It was Simina who decided who among the village women would be granted one of these slaves, and it was a job she relished. It allowed her to reward her allies – the women who worked with her to strengthen her leadership and female dominance. But she also saw it as an opportunity to build support among women who had reason to be more reluctant to her rule. Mothers without husbands – a numerous group, thanks to the Sisterhood taking away so many men to slave elsewhere – were often struggling to cope. By prioritising giving these women a slave, Simina figured they would be more supportive of her cause. Not to mention that they did deserved help. 

      

    Ziba, who was both supportive and without a husband, was thus an obvious pick for Simina, and it was a pleasure to see how she reacted. 

      

    Ziba showed her sweetest smile to Simina and thanked her profusely.  

      

    -”It is well deserved. Take care of him and make good use of him,” Simina told her. 

      

    -”I will!” 

      

    Ziba looked at her new slave and told him simply: 

    -”Come with me!” 

      

    -”Yes, Mistress,” the slave responded obediently in what to Simina was an unfamiliar accent, and followed after Ziba. 

      

    Adela, who followed Simina to log who took charge of the slaves, made a few brief notes with a quill on the piece of parchment she was carrying. 

      

    As Ziba and her newly acquired slave walked away, Simina surveyed the crowd of women looking at the slaves. It was well more than the number of slaves left. There would not be a slave for all, even if Simina only gave to those who fit her criteria. 

      

    Most of the women Simina could see were women she deemed to be supportive or at least open to the female dominant regime. But not all. There were also some women present who Simina was sure were in opposition. She was not sure of their intentions, but she knew they could not be trusted. 

      

    Simina was well aware that many village women were still unwilling to give up their allegiance to the old male-dominated order, clinging to the old religion and staying obedient to their husbands, even if only a few of them showed up here today. 

    They would certainly not get any of the slaves. 

      

    Simina instead addressed a woman she knew would be more grateful for what she would offer. 

      

    -”Tara! Let me know which one of these slaves you would want to own.” 
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    Bricatu, December 840 

    The chief’s house in Bricatu was packed, as the village celebrated winter solstice. Nearly two hundred ladies were seated alongside several long tables that just about fitted the long room, and enjoyed a feast of lamb and pork in many variants, accompanied by ale and wine. The atmosphere was hot and smoky due to the heating fires, and loud with the voices of festive women. 

    Between the tables, a small army of men were running back and forth, bringing food and drinks to keep the women constantly supplied.  

      

    This was a winter solstice festival unlike any that had been held in Bricatu before, Simina thought as she surveyed the room after a toast. It was a celebration for the women, the men were there only to serve. It demonstrated how the village was truly turning gynarchist. Almost all the women of means in Bricatu were here to celebrate, and thus in effect showing their support for the new regime. More and more women had thrown their lot with Simina and her rule over the past months, and by now a clear majority of the women supported Simina and the Sisterhood.  

      

    It showed in that the women were more assertive with the men, giving orders and expecting to be obeyed. Many had converted to Artemisianism, and some were even applying corporal punishment for males who did not obey, like the Sisterhood ladies did. 

      

    And a bit surprisingly to Simina, the men, at least some of them, were accepting these developments. Most obeyed the women, and a few had even asked for instruction in the Artemisian religion. There had been no rebellion, but the most disgruntled had fled the village, her husband Nirman among them. Good riddance, really. Without them, the village was easier to lead. 

      

    The large presence of imported slaves helped too. These slaves had been raised in gynarchic lands, and were fully accustomed to an existence of subservience to women. They obeyed any order, and set a good example for the native males that were left to follow. 

      

    Women of Bricatu were learning to take advantage of the subdued manhood of the village. They left a larger proportion of the work to the menfolk, a welcome change from the early days of Simina’s rule, when the men’s boycott left nearly all of it to the women. 

      

    And in the increasingly wild party setting they were in, tipsy women made even more daring demands to their men. Simina could see one particularly raunchy group of women across the room had made men of the serving staff crawl under their skirts to give them what looked like a very good time. Another example of how times had changed from just a year ago, when sexual exploitation of young women had almost been a norm in celebrations like this. 

      

    Simina was a little tempted to copy those women, but decided against it. As leader of the village, she had to hold a higher standard in public. But maybe some entertainment could be had later... 

      

      

    Iuvaros[bookmark: _ftnref6][6], March 841 

    Sophia stood at the river bank and looked up at the fortress on the hill above the village that had now become the capital of the newest province of the Sisterhood. On the northern edge of the Alpine mountain massive, the place was a natural entry point to the valleys further south, and also in easy communication with the other Sisterhood provinces. 

      

    The fortress above the village had been there for centuries, and it had served as the savages’ first line of defence in the war last year. But it had quickly been overwhelmed by Sophia’s army, and it now served has her own head quarter. 

      

    As such, it did unfortunately suffer from the primitive style of the savages who built it. Much of the defensive works were built of timber and earth, rather than the more reliable stone walls preferred by the Sisterhood. Therefore, Sophia had ordered the fortress converted into a proper castle – better defended and a worthy seat of a Sisterhood Domina. 

      

    The work was well underway. Scores of slaves toiled to move stones up the hill, where more slaves built walls and towers under the guidance of engineers. The outline of the new castle was already clearly visible – more than twice as large as the old fortress. 

      

    As Sophia surveyed the castle building from afar, she noticed two of her body guards were exchanging words with a man on a horse – apparently a Sisterhood scout, based on his uniform. 

      

    -”What is this?” asked Sophia. 

      

    -”I have a letter for Domina Sophia,” said the man on the horse. He was a messenger, which made sense – the Sisterhood often used its male mounted scouts for such tasks. 

      

    -”Then you have have found me.” 

      

    The man bowed his head and gave an envelope to one of the body guards. The body guard brought the envelope over to Sophia, kneeling as he handed it over to her. Sophia opened the envelope, and pulled out a letter, which she quickly read through. 

      

    It was from Lady Lena, one of her high priestesses. According to her, there had been more incidents of native rebellion and brigands in her diocese of East Ambia, and she was assembling forces to root out the problem.   

      

    Sophia made a dismissive wave to the messenger.  

    -”I will reply to this later. Leave us.” 

      

    Sophia knew Lena was a competent commandress, and could be trusted to deal with the issue without help, since she did not ask for it. But male insubordination and rebellion among the natives seemed to be a more persistent problem than Sophia had anticipated. It was widespread all over the conquered territories, not just in Lena’s diocese.  

      

    The problem, from what Sophia could gather, was that many of the native women allowed them to. Either by being unwilling to stand up to men who acted out of their station, or by outright supporting their rebellious activities. That women would do such things was both deeply disappointing and unexpected to Sophia. It was so much against their own interests. Did they really want to be ruled by men? 

      

    Sophia was not sure. But the savages’ traditions and religion still held sway over many native women, that much was clear. 

      

    Hopefully, it would improve. The teachings of Artemis would make the natives – women and men – see clearer and make them realise resistance would only lead to misery. Sisterhood priestesses were converting ever more to the true faith, so harmony would come eventually. 

      

    But was there any way to make this happen faster? 

    That must be to replace more of the native males with imported slaves, Sophia figured. The introduction of imported slaves had been of vast help, her subordinates in the field had reported. The new slaves provided examples of how males were expected to behave, and the deportation of native males removed the malign influences of males steeped in androcratic traditions and beliefs. 

      

    Perhaps more such slave transfers should be made. It would be expensive, but in the long run it would pay off, Sophia thought as she looked idly toward the snow covered mountains in the south. 

      

      

    Theacracy 

    Excerpt from “Encyclopaedia”, Elephant House, 1920 

      

    Theacracy is a gynarchic form of government in which a goddess is recognised as the ultimate authority, ruling through her Earthly intermediaries. In practice this usually means a government by the clergy. 

    The androcratic counterpart of theacracy is theocracy – a government which invest ultimate authority in a male god. 

      

    While there are few theacracies left today, it has historically been a more widespread form of government in the gynocratic world sphere, especially from the middle ages through to the early modern era, when they were exemplified by the states of the Pannonian Order and The Artemisian Sisterhood. 

      

    The first theacracies appeared as early as 300 BCE, however, in the borderlands of the Amazon Empire… 

      

      

    Ambia Valley, April 841 

    -”Tie up the survivors for transport,” Katherine shouted to her slave soldiers. 

      

    A small force lead by Katherine had just defeated a band of male brigands that had plagued this area over the last months.  Katherine’s infantry platoon had driven the outlaws into an ambush by a crossbow platoon, and the result had been devastating. Half of the almost hundred brigands were dead, the remainder, with no way of escaping had surrendered. The Sisterhood had not lost a single woman or man. 

      

    Now it was time to bring these errant males to justice. They were men who had deserted their mistresses, and who had taken up arms to steal, kill and resist female rule. Harsh punishments and re-enslavement were in order. Probably somewhere else than their home villages, such that escaping once more would be harder. 

      

    The shield bearers of the crossbow women joined Katherine’s men in tying the defeated men’s hands together. 

    A few minutes later, a long column of subdued men stood tied together.  

      

    It was then Katherine recognised the face of one of the men just captured. It was the husband of the leader of Bricatu – one of the villages Katherine was supervising. Nirman was his name – he was the former chief. So he had run away and joined a band brigands. It figured. He was never the most enlightened male. 

      

    -”We’re done here. Let’s take these males back to Iuvaros,” Marpesia, the commandress of the crossbow platoon suggested. 

      

    -”Yes,” agreed Katherine. “But we are going to take small detour first.” 

      

      

    Bricatu, April 841 

    Simina was in the chief’s house eating her lunch meal when Etiona came running with the news. 

    -”Katherine is on her way here with an army,” she said, excited. 

      

    -”That’s not expected, is it?” asked Simina and put down her spoon. Her porridge was half finished. While she was leader of the village, it was a poor village, and Simina was not eating better than the other women. 

      

    -”No, I was not aware she would come this week.” 

      

    -”Let’s find out why she is here, then.” 

      

    Simina followed Etiona to the edge of the village, where several villagers had gathered. Katherine, wearing battle armour rode up the slope towards the village, with a man in tow behind her horse. At the bottom of the slope, a large Sisterhood military detachment marched past Bricatu, apparently escorting a number of captives. 

      

    As Katherine came to the top of the slope, she greeted Simina. 

      

    -”What owes the pleasure of seeing you today?” asked Simina. 

      

    -”I have come to return something that belongs to you,” replied Katherine. “Both of you,” she added, seeing Etiona was with Simina. 

      

    Katherine pointed to the man in ragged clothes tied behind her horse. It was Nirman, Etiona and Simina’s husband. 

    -“We found this male with a band of brigands further up the valley. I believe he belongs to you, so you can have him if you want. Otherwise, I will bring him down to Iuvaros with the rest of them.” 

      

    Etiona looked at Simina with a sceptical look while Simina considered Katherine’s offer. Nirman was not much missed. He had been a constant opponent to Simina’s rule, and things really only got on track in Bricatu around the time he ran away. But Simina’s position in the village was now stronger, and the gynarchic system more entrenched. And making an example of the former chief could be beneficial. 

      

    -”Thank you,” said Simina. “It is most kind of you to bring him back. We will make sure he won’t run away again.” 

      

    Katherine untied Nirman’s rope from her saddle and offered the end of the rope to Simina. 

      

    Simina walked towards Katherine to take the rope. 

    -”Are you sure about this?” whispered Etiona concerned as Simina approched. 

      

    -”I am,” replied Simina. “Go tell the smith he will need to make a cage big enough to fit a man.” 

      

    **** 

      

    Two days later, Simina stared down her caged prisoner’s eyes. Nirman was kneeling inside the cage that had just been built for him; the size of the cage did not allow for many other stances. He was naked, with all hair and beard shaved off, like the custom for Sisterhood slaves. He was also shaking and covered with welts from the whipping Simina had personally given him the day before. 

      

    They were alone in the room, and Simina was explaining Nirman what fate lay ahead for him. 

      

    -”The punishment you received yesterday was only the beginning. You deserve five times more, and so you shall get. You will get whipped in public every week for the next month.” 

      

    -”P-please…” he stuttered. 

      

    -”Not only did you resist female rule while you were here. You ran away and joined a band that took up weapons against us. Who killed women from Bricatu. Who committed unspeakable acts of horror. You need to pay.” 

      

    -“You will be whipped by each of your owners, so the village can see what happens to males like you.” Nirman’s wives no longer considered themselves as such. They were his joint owners, and Simina had made this very clear to Nirman. 

    -”And whenever the Sisterhood priestesses are here, it will be your pain we sacrifice to the goddesses.” 

      

    Simina knew well the Sisterhood said the sacrificial victim should ideally be a volunteer. But she doubted the goddesses cared. 

      

    -”You are our slave, and you will work hard for us. Don’t expect comfy tasks. You will muck animal pens and move boulders. And when you are not working, you will be locked in this cage.” 

      

    -”P-please…” he stuttered again. 

      

    -”Is that understood?” Simina asked sharply. 

      

    -”Yes, Mistress,” Nirman mumbled. 

      

    Simina left the room, leaving Nirman alone in his cage. She was quite satisfied she had broken him. Like Katherine and the other priestesses had taught her, men would submit if you were firm with them. Simina had been very firm with Nirman, and it had worked. He had given up his resistance. 

      

    Of course, it helped a lot that Bricatu was now a gynarchy. Most of the women now supported the new order, and they gave the men little option but to submit. That Nirman had picked up on this was beyond doubt. The village women, including all four of his surviving former wives, had spat on him and mocked him from the moment he came back, and they had cheered Simina on when she whipped him yesterday. He knew he now counted for little in Bricatu. Simina would make sure it would stay that way. 
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    Bricatu, August 841 

    Simina surveyed the wheat fields down on the valley floor from the vantage of the village proper. It was a warm, sunny day. Harvest had begun, and the yellow fields were crowded. Unlike last year, most of those doing the harvesting were men.  

      

    The native Bricatuan men had been forced to accept their status as slaves, and they worked alongside the imported slaves to bring in their Mistresses’ harvest. Only a few of the village women had joined them, and they were there to organise and direct the work, rather than assist with their labour. 

      

    Bricatu had come so far since the Sisterhood had declared Simina leader of the village more than a year ago. Back then, her rule had been in name only. The men had just ignored her. Now Bricatu was a true gynarchy, and Simina’s rule was undisputed. 

      

    -”Lady Simina, Lady Simina!” 

    Ziba’s voice ended Simina’s reflections on the past year. 

    -”Lady Lena from the Sisterhood is here. She wants to speak to you.” 

      

    Simina hurried back to her house, to find a Sisterhood entourage had already arrived outside it. Lady Lena and five other priestesses, including Katherine and Adela, were dismounting their horses. A platoon of male slave soldiers who had been escorting them formed a square behind them. 

      

    Simina curtsied to diocese high priestess and her party, and the visitors returned the favour. 

      

    -”Welcome to Bricatu, High Priestess! What brings you here today?” 

      

    -”Thank you,” said Lena smiling. “I have come to honour your splendid work leading this village.” 

      

    -”I have only done well with the support provided by yourself and the Sisterhood.” 

      

    -”It is the Sisterhood’s duty to assist female leaders like yourself, and I thank you for acknowledging our role. But you need not underestimate your own contribution. Bricatu has done very well. On my way into the village I saw men working on the harvest under female leadership as if it were the lowland provinces. You have come far in just a year, further than many other villages in this diocese.” 

      

    Simina opened her mouth to thank Lena for the generous recognition, but Lena continued. 

      

    -”And with this in mind, I am here with an offer I hope you will not refuse.” 

    Lena paused shortly. 

    -”I am here to invite you to join the Sisterhood. Our priestesses who have worked with you are impressed by your tireless work for gynarchy.  We are convinced you will be a worthy member of the Sisterhood of Artemis’ Glory.” 

      

    Simina was left speechless for a few seconds. The priestesses smiled broadly to Simina, and the village women that had gathered around the visitors voiced congratulations and approvals.  

      

    -”You mean I will become a priestess like you?” 

      

    -”Exactly!” replied Lena. “Once you have been through the initiation course and training, you will be a priestess of Artemis like us, with all the privileges and duties that follows. We know you do the work of the goddess. This will make it formal.” 

      

    -”I can only humbly accept.” 

      

      

    Religion in the Sisterhood State 

    Excerpt from “Divine Warriors: The Sisterhood of Artemis' Glory”, Athena Publishing Group,  Massalia, 1902 

      

    The Artemisian religion permeated all aspects of society in Sisterhood-ruled lands. While there was no outright ban other religions, only followers of Artemisianism could expect to hold any office, positions of authority or even to own slaves in their lands. This, combined with the aggressive proselytising efforts in conquered territories, soon converted most of the population to Artemisianism – typically within one generation. 

      

    The law and governing principles were all derived from the religion and was administered by priestesses. They favoured a stern interpretation of the religion’s tenets, and were particularly firm on the imperative of female rule. The Sisterhood barred men from any position of authority, rejecting them even from roles such as advisors and work leaders (of other men) as was common elsewhere in the gynocratic sphere of the period. 

      

    Magnificent temples were constructed in all cities, towns and even some villages; these were the natural mid point in any Sisterhood settlement. As well as being religious centres, these often served as the seat of local government and justice system, with Sisterhood priestesses filling all roles. 

      

    The goddesses of the temples – usually Artemis and one other goddess – were honoured daily in public pain sacrifice ceremonies. These were performed exclusively by the Sisterhood priestesses themselves, in line with orthodox doctrine, while members of the public participated as spectators or prayed after the ceremony…. 

      

      

    Iuvaros, October 841 

    Simina stood inside the Artemis temple of Iuvaros, the capital of the Ambia province. At least thirty paces in both length and width, and almost half that in height under the ceiling, the temple was among the more impressive buildings Simina had ever seen, even if it was rather small for being the main temple of a Sisterhood provincial capital. Indeed, its status as the main temple was only temporary; a much larger temple had started construction on the other side of town. 

      

    Nevertheless, the temple impressed Simina. The spacious centre room hosted a large, beautifully crafted statue of bare-breasted Artemis armed with a bow, placing her boot on the back of a defeated male lying prone on the ground beneath her. Light from windows high up on the walls filled the room, making it bright as day. 

      

    The setting was solemn. Simina stood in front of seven Sisterhood priestesses, led by Domina Sophia, province leader and one of the most important women of the Sisterhood. All of them wore the same outfit: Long red dresses with black leather boots with high heels in the gynarchist fashion. Their lips were painted red, and they wore their hair in tight pony tails. 

      

    Simina was also dressed in the same way. In her hand was a flogger. 

      

    Domina Sophia spoke. 

    -”Lady Simina of Bricatu. You are ready to dedicate yourself to the great Goddess. Let her receive your offer.” 

      

    Simina curtsied, then turned towards the Artemis statue. In front of the statue, naked and bending over a block of marble was Nirman. His pain was to be Simina’s offer to Artemis. His hands were shackled to the floor in front of the marble block, though it should not really be necessary. Simina had made it very clear to Nirman that he would give his pain to the goddess voluntarily, and that a worse fate waited if he did not. Then again, it was probably for the better that the shackles kept him fixed – he might forget his best interests if the pain got too bad. And he would certainly be in pain. 

      

    Simina walked carefully towards her slave. She was not quite accustomed to walking on high heels, despite a few weeks of training. Slow and deliberate steps ensured no embarrassing slips. Then she raised her voice, addressing the statue in front of her. 

      

    -“O Artemis, Mistress of the night and ruler of the heavens! I, Simina of Bricatu, dedicate my life to your service. Please accept the pain of this male as a token of my dedication to your glory!” 

      

    Simina then raised her flogger and swung it towards Nirman’s back with full force, immediately provoking a howl from her victim. Immediately afterwards, she hit him again with her back hand, then another savage stroke with her forehand.  

      

    It was the start of a five minute thrashing that left her former husband sobbing with pain. 

      

    At that point, a discreet cough from Domina Sophia alerted Simina that she could move on. 

    Simina lowered her flogger and took a few steps towards the priestesses who had witnessed the whipping. She curtsied. 

      

    Domina Sophia spoke. 

    -”Lady Simina! Artemis has accepted your offer and your dedication to her. You are now her priestess. We welcome you to the Sisterhood!” 
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    If you have any comments or questions on this book or other books by the author, please contact the author on 

    clnorthbridge@protonmail.com 

      

  

  

   
    [1] OTL Passau 

  

   
    [2] OTL Upper Austria & South-east Bavaria 

  

   
    [3] As the gynarchies of Europe have long been deprived of the lands and tribes able to produce decent horse archers, light cavalry is not available to the Sisterhood in meaningful numbers. 

  

   
    [4] At this point, the military technology is on par with OTL Europe ca 1300 CE. With a head start in developing stirrups, and the OTL post-antiquity dark age replaced with a period more stimulating of technological development, tactics and equipment in this timeline is well ahead of OTL by 800 CE. 

  

   
    [5] Roughly OTL States of Salzburg and Carinthia 

  

   
    [6]OTL Salzburg 
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