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The Mars Settlement Organisation, known as MSO, was formed by thirty-eight countries in 2139. It employed the world’s foremost scientists to make human habitation of the red planet a reality. Just over nine-hundred years later, Mars had an atmosphere similar to earth’s atmosphere. Its temperatures during the seven-month long spring, the six-month long summer and the five-month long autumn was within range for human habitation. But the four-month long winter was too cold for humans to survive outside. The lack of gravity was also still a concern. Although scientists developed medicine to slowly adapt the human body to the effects of lower gravity, these were still not field tested. 

In theory, Mars was a suitable new home for humans. But a move to the red planet would not be without risks. Risks MSO was not willing to take. Instead, their parallel project of terraforming Venus was far more promising. The decisionmakers could confidently sell the idea of starting a new life on the white planet. 

In 3159 Frank Anderson, the chairperson of Anderson Lunar Exploration Limited, announced the company acquired the rights to inhabit Mars from the MSO. Frank’s grandfather, Martin, started the company in 3124 after he won a tender to operate mines on the moon. The company was the only entity with the knowledge and experience to settle the red planet and to mine it. Although the cost of space travel meant transporting the raw material to earth would not be cost effective, Frank projected a profit after fifteen years. To accomplish this, he planned to set up factories on Mars to process the raw material. This value added to the raw material would increase his profits before transportation. This together with a projected reduction in the cost of space travel would eventually result in profits.

On 1 April 3162 five spaceships launched from the moon, heading for Mars. On board were around twenty-thousand men and women, provisions and equipment to construct the central settlement and the first mining outpost. These would later be known as Dome City and Outpost Alpha. But Frank was wrong. The cost of space travel increased as fuel prices continued climbing. He could not afford to ship any of the commodities to earth. Cutting his losses, he offered his employees an opportunity to return home, but only a small percentage accepted this offer. The majority chose to remain on the red planet. 

Michael Anderson, Frank’s cousin, was not willing to give up his position of power. On earth he had been the black sheep of the family. When Frank had given him the opportunity to become the first governor of Mars, he had grabbed it with both hands. Although this had always been meant as a ceremonial position, Michael played his politics well and turned it into a position of power. He agreed with the two men Frank had sent to run the mining operations on Mars, to leave Dome City under his control while each of them operated a mining region for their own profit. By this time, they had constructed four outposts. Outpost Alpha was approximately fifty miles north of Dome City. It was mainly a mining settlement. But it also had a small farming community. Factories processed the raw material before they sold it to Dome City. Like all the Martian settlements, it had a large indoor recreational centre, where all residents had to compete in wrestling, boxing and mixed martial arts tournaments. MSO researchers suggested this as an option to slow down the weakening of human muscles because of the effects of low gravity. As governor, Michael Anderson took this suggestion seriously and enforced it as a non-negotiable rule for all the Martians.

Outpost Bravo was approximately seventy miles north-west of Dome City. It was mainly an agricultural and forestry settlement, with the related factories. These two settlements were collectively known as the Northern Outposts and were assets of the Red Planet Corporation, owned by Matthew Thompson. He had been a college friend of Frank Anderson. Before Frank had asked him and Andrew Jones to help run the business operations on Mars, he had been a vice-president of operations on the moon.

Outposts Charly and Delta were replicas of Outposts Alpha and Bravo. They were constructed five years after the first two outposts. Outpost Charly was a mining settlement and was approximately forty miles south-west of Dome City. Lastly, Outpost Delta was an agricultural and forestry settlement and was approximately thirty miles south-east of Dome City. These were assets of Andrew Jones’ company, Planet Four Corporation. Andrew had started working for Anderson Lunar Exploration Limited when he left school. He worked his way up the hard way, by excelling in every job, starting at the bottom. He had also been a vice-president of operations on the moon, before Frank had given him this opportunity. 

At first, the arrangement worked well. Both companies supplied Dome City and there were enough profits to keep both the shareholders of the two companies happy. But human nature soon reared its ugly head. Both owners of the business operations became greedy and wanted more than their fair share. When a transporter of the Northern Outposts ended up in a ditch, with a dead driver in the burnt-out vehicle, Matthew Thompson accused Andrew Jones of sabotage. The owner of Planet Four Corporation denied any knowledge of the accident. But soon more ‘accidents’ happened on both sides. Tensions boiled over when a factory in Outpost Alpha caught fire. Only winter, which forced both sides to stay indoors, prevented a full-scale war. But both sides used the four months to produce weapons and to prepare their employees for war.

Soon after the temperatures increased enough, the southern army attacked the northern settlements.
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​​Chapter 1 – Female Soldiers
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Evelyn slowly crawled through the forest, careful not to make a sound. Her target was only twenty yards away. The sniper had her back to Evelyn. Her focus was on the valley beneath her, searching for another victim through her scope. Evelyn’s mission was to eliminate the sniper who had taken out twelve northern soldiers the last two days. Her heart thumped faster in her chest as she clamped her right hand tighter around her knife’s grip. Although she had a laser gun as backup, she preferred not to use it. A silent kill would not draw attention. This would give her the opportunity to take over the sniper post, from where she could take out some southern soldiers as they moved about in the valley below. 

When her target was ten yards away, Evelyn slowly rose to her feet. The thirty-five-year-old brunette stood just under six feet tall. She did not carry any fat on her well-toned body. Her camouflaged thermal bodysuit hugged tightly around her female curves. Her nipples, rock hard from the adrenalin coursing through her veins, strained against the thin material of the bodysuit, already stretched by her D-cup breasts. Like most Martian women, she no longer wore a bra. The low gravity on Mars had its disadvantages, but it did wonders for keeping breasts from drooping. 

One careless step cracked a dead branch. Evelyn lost her advantage of surprise. When her target spun around, the brunette rushed her. She immediately recognised the redhead. It was Linda. They had faced each other often in mixed martial arts tournaments. They had even shared a bed a few times. But now they were mortal enemies. Evelyn knew only one of them would survive this fight. At six-foot-one-inch, Linda was slightly taller than her enemy. Her forty-two-year-old body was tight with curves in the right places. Her C-cup breasts also strained against her thermal camouflage bodysuit. For a moment her green eyes met her attacker’s brown eyes. The eyes, which once had looked deep into her soul while they had made sweet love to each other, were now filled with murderous intent. 

Linda’s left hand shot up and caught the brunette’s knife wielding right arm, dragging it away from her body. Her five pounds weight advantage did not help much as Evelyn’s hundred-and-twenty-five pounds crashed into her. Their bodies rolled down a steep incline into a muddy ditch. Linda did not lose her grip on her opponent’s right wrist, but Evelyn lost her knife as they tumbled down the incline. Both women quickly looked for it. But when they realised it was out of range, both grabbed for Evelyn’s laser gun. Linda won the contest, but the northern soldier grabbed hold of her wrist, pushing it and the gun deep into the mud. Linda realised this muddy weapon was useless. She released it and focused on wrestling her opponent off of her. They were both covered in thick, heavy mud, making it difficult to find a proper hold on each other. 

Evelyn lifted her upper-body slightly, before she slammed it down, leading with a right elbow to the redhead’s face. This opened a deep cut above Linda’s left eye. The southern soldier felt blood streaming down her face, but her adrenalin rush masked the pain. When her opponent lifted again for a second strike, the redhead twisted her body to the right, while pushing her left hand into the brunette’s face, making sure her fingers found Evelyn’s right eye. They rolled in the thick mud, but the momentum was not enough for Linda to get on top. Instead, they ended up facing each other on their sides. Both women grabbed hold of the other’s hair, trying to force her face into the mud. They struggled for life or death, but neither gained the upper hand. Neither could generate enough power to hurt the other with the short punches they threw to each other’s faces between trying to smother each other in the mud. Wrestling in the thick mud exhausted both soldiers. Although they were fit and used to fighting in mixed martial arts pentagons, fighting in thick mud differed greatly from what they were used to. To break the stalemate, Linda pulled her feet up and pushed her enemy away from her. She quickly got back on her feet, moments before the brunette also regained her feet. 

The women circled each other in the deep mud pit. Their boots sucked deeply into the mud with every step, making their movement slow and tiring. Both had their fists up high, ready to throw punches. Then something caught Evelyn’s eye. A red dot was dancing on her opponent’s temple. Then the dot moved in her direction. Both women looked towards the soldier pointing her rifle at them She had a confused look on her face. The mud covering the fighters made it impossible for her to identify them. 

‘Who are you? Why are you fighting each other?’

‘Calm down, Rina. It is me, Linda.’

‘Who is that? Why are you fighting her?’

‘This is Evelyn. She came to kill me.’

Rina quickly pointed her rifle at the brunette’s head.

‘Don’t. This is a fair fight. You can walk away, or you can watch if you want. If she beats me, let her walk away. She will not harm you either.’

Evelyn nodded her head in agreement. The young soldier was not convinced though. She still pointed her rifle at Evelyn. But the two older soldiers no longer focussed on her.

‘I suggest we take this to the grassy area over there.’ Linda pointed to an open spot a few yards from the mud pit.

Evelyn looked around before she nodded her head. Both women struggled to get out of the mud. When Linda made it out, one of her boots remained behind. She kicked off the other before she took off her bodysuit. The heavy mud sticking to it was slowing her down. Although fighting in only a small thong, exposed her to the cold air, she knew the heat of the combat would soon remedy this. Seeing her opponent discarding her muddy bodysuit and boots, Evelyn did the same. She had never been a modest woman, and always believed fighting should be done in as little clothes as possible. Both women cleaned the mud from their faces with the insides of their body suits, before they walked to the grassy area.

The twenty-two-year-old blonde remained at the mud pit for a moment while the two thong-clad combatants made their way to the grassy area. She was still not sure how to react. But she really wanted to watch the two older women fight each other, so she found a stump to sit on next to their new fighting pit.  

The two fighters faced each other like they had done so many times before in mixed martial arts octagons. But unlike those fights, where they had fought each other for prestige, this fight would be for their lives.  

‘Ready?’ Linda raised her fists.

‘Ready.’ Evelyn also raised her fists.

Evelyn threw the first jab with her left. It fell just short of the redhead’s face. But Linda’s kick to her left thigh landed with a hard smack. The instant pain angered Evelyn. She immediately retaliated with a front kick, catching the southern soldier as she stepped in for another kick. Although the kick to her flat tummy did little damage, it pushed the redhead off balance. The northern soldier immediately stepped in to take advantage, landing a left-right combination to her opponent’s face. But Linda had been in difficult positions more times than she could count. She steadied her legs and brought her arms up to protect her head. After two more punches slammed into her arms, she countered with a bone crunching kick to the brunette’s left thigh, followed by a straight right punch to her left eye. These strikes stunned Evelyn. She stepped out of reach to give herself time to recover. The southern soldier did not follow. She also needed a moment to compose herself. Both women had felt the power of the other. Both knew they were in for a tough fight.

The truce was short lived. The two fighters circled clockwise, landing stiff left jabs to each other’s faces, while Rina watched them in awe. Evelyn was first to attack. She launched her left foot towards her enemy’s head, and followed it with a spinning backfist. Linda blocked the kick and ducked under the backfist. Before the brunette regained her balance, the southern soldier stepped in, grabbed hold of the brunette, lifted her and smashed her into the ground. Although Evelyn was winded, she instinctively brought her legs up and locked them around her opponent’s waist. Although in full guard, the redhead knew she could win the fight from here, as long as she stayed calm and thought about each move. Evelyn was also comfortable with her position. Although she was at the bottom, she had her opponent in full guard and both her arms were free to protect against strikes to her face. All she waited for was for Linda to make any mistake. Each time the redhead lifted an arm to punch, Evelyn twisted her hips to throw her off balance. This caused the punches to lack power, and she easily blocked them with her arms. 

Linda realised she was not effective from being stuck in full guard. She leaned back, while using her arms to pry her opponent’s legs apart. Although this was working, her efforts came at a cost. As soon as her legs lost their grip, Evelyn kicked out, catching her opponent flash in the face. Linda tumbled backwards and ended up flat on her bum. Luckily for her, the brunette was slow to get up. After getting up, the redhead wiped the blood from her bottom lip. There was nothing like the taste of blood to focus the mind during a fight. Both women were breathing heavily as they circled each other again. Their half-naked bodies were covered in sweat, accentuating their supple muscles flexing with each movement.

Evelyn attacked first again. This time she aimed a kick at her opponent’s ribs. The loud smack reverberated through the forest. Pain shot through Linda’s side. She was pretty sure at least one rib was broken. But to her credit, she barely showed her opponent how much she was hurting.  The brunette had been in many fights, though. She knew the kick did some damage. She also noticed how much lower Linda was carrying her left arm. Her next kick went high. But the southern soldier also had tons of experience. She anticipated this and trapped the leg aimed at her head. Before the brunette could rip it free, Linda stepped towards her, pushing her over. As she hit the ground, Evelyn twisted her body to free her trapped leg. Although she only offered her back to her opponent for a split second, it was a split second too long. The redhead was on her back in a flash, with her left arm tightly around the brunette’s throat, while her right hand pulled back on her own left hand. The southern soldier’s legs were wrapped around her opponent’s body, making it impossible to throw her off. Evelyn panicked. She clawed at her attacker’s arms, but nothing she did worked. The grip around her throat was tight. The more she struggled, the faster she used up the precious oxygen left in her lungs. She wanted to plead for mercy, but even while staring death in the face, her pride did not allow her to do this. Her head felt heavy before everything went black.
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​​Chapter 2 – A Secret Society
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After beating Evelyn, Linda slowly walked to a nearby spring.   She scooped water with her hands and gulped it down to quench her thirst. Satisfied with herself, she washed her body with the ice-cold water. She looked up when she heard Rina’s voice.

‘Just stay calm. You will be all right.’

Evelyn was sitting up. She hurriedly looked all around her, confused about what happened to her. Linda slowly walked back to their fighting arena. 

‘Rina is right. You are safe.’

The brunette looked at her with a frown on her face.

‘Why did you not kill me?’

‘Us women should stand together. This is a man’s war, fought to make rich men richer. Women should not be killing each other. We should fight together against the men. Mars was a peaceful and prosperous home, until men became greedy.’

‘What are you talking about?’

‘Do you know how many soldiers I have killed the last few days?’

‘Twelve.’

‘Yes. How many of them were women?’

‘They were all men.’

‘That is what I am talking about. I will not kill a single woman during this war. Neither should you. Men have ruled on Mars for too long. Like on earth, they are destroying our community. This war has no purpose, except to give men more power and more wealth. Rina and I belong to an organisation called Women for Women. It is a secret society. But we will soon rise to take control of Mars.’

‘How will a few women take over the planet?’ Although Linda’s arguments resonated with Evelyn, her plans sounded impossible to implement.

‘We are not only a few women. Most women in the south are members. We are confident the rest will follow when the time comes for action. We also have many members in Dome City. Our leaders there report a significant increase in new recruits. Women are tired of the way men are messing up this beautiful planet. The time to act is near. But we need women of the north to fight with us. We have a few women recruiting already, but we need more. We need you to convince women not to kill each other during this war. If we kill enough men, our revolution will be much easier. Fewer women will have to give their lives to win the freedom and power we deserve.’

‘Why did you fight me? Why did you not tell me this before our fight?’

‘You attacked me.’

‘Yes, but we stopped fighting to move to the grass. You had more than enough time to tell me.’

‘I needed to win your trust. I had the opportunity to kill you. That should convince you we are serious about not killing any women.’

‘I could have killed you.’

‘It was a chance I was willing to take. To reach our goal, some of us will die. But Mars will be a much better place for those women who survive our revolt.’

‘How did Women for Women start?’

‘Like most other good ideas. A few like-minded women discussed the state of Mars one day. They all knew what the problem was and still is, men. As a group, they decided to do something about it. Their initial plan was to support other women, to ensure they get opportunities and are treated fairly. But when war broke out, they decided to take control of this planet.’

‘What do you expect from me?’

‘Do you want to join us?’

‘Yes.’

‘There is an initiation ceremony.’

‘What?’

‘You have to fight me again.’

Evelyn immediately realised this was a joke when she saw the big grin on Linda’s face. 

‘Recruit more women. Ensure women do not kill other women during this war. We will meet when an opportunity presents itself. When the time comes for the next stage of our plan, I will contact you. Be ready to mobilise on short notice.’

‘How do I know which women to trust?’

‘If they have breasts, trust them. If they break your trust, kill them. Women have been oppressed for too long, they are all just waiting for somebody strong to lead them to freedom.’

While Evelyn and Linda went to the spring to wash their bodysuits, Rina cleaned Evelyn’s laser gun and knife for her. The brunette hugged the other two women before she returned to her base to report she killed the sniper. At the same time Linda and Rina moved to another hill, from where they could kill more men. The hike back to the camp gave Evelyn plenty of time to think about the information she learned. She could not find any good reason why she should fight for a few men to get richer. Linda was right. Why would she kill other women? At first, she was not sure whether she wanted to kill worker class men, though. Most of them were in the same situation as herself. But she convinced herself they would misuse power, given the opportunity. Women were different. They were caregivers. Women would never abuse power to the extent men would. Although she knew a few nice men, freedom had its sacrifices. If these men had to die to ensure women could live in peace, she was willing to sacrifice them for the cause.

The first few days back in the northern army’s camp, Evelyn observed the other female soldiers. She listened to their conversations, sussing out the ones whom she could convince to join the secret society. Her first chance came when she overheard three female soldiers talking about how destructive this war was. Like herself, these women used to be workers at the mines, farms and logging camps. None of them wanted to bear arms, and they definitely did not want to risk their lives for a war they did not understand. Evelyn looked around to make sure no men would hear what she was about to say.

‘We are all used by men to give them more power.’

‘That is so true.’ A tall blonde named Julie gave her a knowing look.

‘Come join us.’ The shorter blonde, sitting next to Julie, had a friendly smile on her face. Her name was Tina.

‘Thank you.’ Evelyn quickly moved over to their table and sat down next to the brunette called Yvonne.

Although Evelyn knew the three women, she had never engaged any of them in conversations other than a friendly greeting.

‘We were just talking about how this war ruined our lives. None of us knows whether we will survive. And if we do, will we have work, or will everything be destroyed.’ Julie voiced what all three women were thinking.

‘I feel the same. Why are we even fighting this war? Who will benefit from us risking our lives? We need leaders who value us as people, who would not use us as rooks in their deadly game of chess.’ Evelyn carefully looked at the women’s expressions after saying this. Julie and Tina definitely agreed with her, but she was not sure about Yvonne yet. ‘Don’t you agree, Yvonne? Why should we fight to make powerful men more powerful?’ Evelyn looked straight at the woman sitting next to her while saying this. To her surprise, tears rolled down Yvonne’s face.
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