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World Without Men: The Perfect World
By A.A. Castor
I wrote this book not to close a story, but to preserve its soul.

From the first page of The Matriarchal Manifesto, I invited the reader into a thought too dangerous for classrooms and too sacred for campaigns: that women, alone, could lead a world into peace not through protest—but through power. Not shared power. Not negotiated power. Real, undiluted, inherited authority.

Then came The Girl Who Ended Patriarchy, where that thought found a heartbeat. Where a teenage girl named Selene refused the terms handed to her and rewrote the rules without asking permission. Her voice was not a scream—it was a structure. Her silence was not submission—it was strategy.

And when the fire was no longer enough, The Law of Her Reign followed. That book was not revolution—it was legislation. In it, Selene did not tear things down. She authored what came next. She judged, not because she was cruel, but because she remembered. She ruled, not because she desired power, but because she understood its weight. That book built the foundation for a world finally free from the violence of inherited manhood.

But The Perfect World was never meant to be a fantasy.

It is the future that waited quietly behind every scene.

The girls born in this book have never knelt before male opinion. They’ve never had to laugh off a threat. They were not raised to fear their own anger, nor taught to trade beauty for safety. They walk without looking back. They speak without needing proof.

This world is not a dream. It is the answer to a history that forgot to apologize. It is what happens when justice stops negotiating. When design replaces damage.

But I did not write this book to paint peace in soft colors.

I wrote it because even the most perfect order must be remembered—or it will be lost.

Peace is not the absence of pain. It is the discipline of not repeating it.
And this world—this fully realized matriarchal civilization—is not delicate. It is deliberate.
Every law in this society was carved by memory. Every absence—of war, of fathers, of fear—was earned. Every silence is sacred not because it is empty, but because it is chosen. And I wrote this book to protect that silence.

To those who walked with me through every page of Selene’s rise—from a girl slipping red-thread manifestos into lockers to a sovereign whose very breath rewrote the map—this final book is not your reward. It is your reckoning.

Because if we forget the cruelty that shaped the old world, we risk its return.
And if we soften the truth that made this one possible, we insult every law written in blood.
The Perfect World is not closure. It is vigilance.

It asks a simple but urgent question:

What happens when daughters inherit peace, but not the pain that purchased it?

I wrote this book with my chest full. For every reader who cried when the fathers fell. For those who wept when Selene stood alone in the chamber and whispered law into silence. For those who believed—not just in her, but in the possibility of what she proved.

This is the world she left for you.

Perfect not because it is flawless.

Perfect because it remembers what it survived.

Read carefully.

Because this time, there is no rebellion.

Only remembrance.
Only law.
Only her world.
Now yours to keep.
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A.A. Castor is a political theorist and novelist known for blending narrative with structural critique. His work explores the intersection of power, memory, and design—crafting stories that are not just imagined futures, but systemic blueprints.

Across titles like The Matriarchal Manifesto, World Without Men: The Girl Who Ended Patriarchy, The Law of Her Reign, and now The Perfect World, Castor builds entire civilizations through law, silence, and symbolic order. His books do not follow the arc of rebellion—they trace the anatomy of new rule.

Drawing from political philosophy, cultural observation, and deep narrative planning, Castor writes with precision and purpose. Each novel is part fiction, part framework—inviting readers to confront what governance means when shaped by those who were never meant to hold it.

His work challenges not only who leads, but how systems remember, correct, and endure. For readers who believe change begins in structure—not slogans—Castor’s worlds offer both reflection and reckoning.

He does not write to entertain.

He writes to redesign what we think is possible.
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​Prologue – The Age of Her Peace
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The orchard of the Eternal Bloom stirred with soft winds—petal-laced, dry with midday gold. Beyond its velvet walls, nothing rustled. The cities were quiet. Not asleep, not dead—just balanced. Balanced like a breath that had learned not to tremble.

High above, the white monoliths of Elyria glinted like frozen hymns, sun-beamed and unmarred. Each spire bore the face of Selene—not in the style of kings, but of saints. No crown, no glare. Just a closed-lipped serenity carved into every rooftop and mirrored across the water-gardens of the Republic.

Beneath one such reflection, Grand Archivist Lysa knelt in the Hall of Harmonics, tracing her finger across the last known verse of the Mother Codex, etched in living quartz:

“What she silenced, she saved. What she spared, she reshaped.”

The stone hummed when touched—a faint chime, like glass being forgiven.

Around her, twelve girls in pupil-white robes listened with straight backs and bound hands. No one spoke until the chime fully faded. The silence wasn’t sacred because it was empty. It was sacred because it had been chosen.

Lysa rose.

“Fifty years,” she said softly, not to the room, but to the air, “since the last boy.”

She turned toward the Novices, each no older than ten. Their eyes were warm, undisturbed by history. They had never known violence that didn’t ask permission. Never known laughter that threatened. They would never be daughters of warning—only of design.

“You are the fifth generation,” Lysa continued. “Born of womb and archive, not accident. Fed not by need, but by rhythm. Taught not to defend, but to weave.”

One girl, smaller than the others, raised her hand. This, too, was taught—not to shout, but to ask space.

“Grand Archivist,” she whispered, “what is a drone?”

The silence tilted.

Lysa smiled, as all Matrons were taught to smile—low, sorrowful, rehearsed.

“Walk,” she said.

And so they did.

Through the Gate of Origins, past the alabaster arches hung with red-thread banners. Past the perfumed statuary of The Womb Triumphant, and into the lower tiers of the Labor Quadrant, where the air no longer smelled like flowers—but steam, alloy, and sterilized musk.

The Drone Field.

It stretched in every direction, divided by function: Loaders in slate gray. Cleaners in pale sand. Pleasure-class in soft plum, kneeling silently by the Reflection Pools, their eyes blinking at nothing. Each class shaved bald, with obedience rings woven into the base of the neck.

“They are not men,” Lysa said gently. “They are purpose.”

The girl looked at the one labeled E-29. He knelt in a perfect rectangle of gravel, shirtless, bearing a full tray of herbs balanced on his back. His hands did not shake.

“Did they choose this?” the girl asked.

“They were sculpted for it.”

“And before?”

Lysa paused.

“We do not ask before.”

She led them onward, past the Testing Wards, where scientists in red-trimmed robes calibrated thought thresholds for experimental drones—always capped below self-awareness, always erased after failure. A failed drone is not corrected. It is ended.

One hallway bore a warning etched into every doorway: Memory above this line is forbidden.

The group passed under it.

Lysa’s voice dropped to a reverent hush.

“This is the wing where Selene’s Law was born,” she said. “Here, the first Drones were designed. Castration was not cruelty—it was clarity. No lineage, no legacy. No empire to rebuild.”

They entered a small chamber: glass floor, circular bench, and in the center—a preserved relic. Not a weapon, not a crown, but a desk. Simple. Worn. The one Selene herself had written upon. Here, the first draft of The Final Solution was inked not in hatred, but in heartbreak.

On the walls, engraved in red lacquer, were the last public words Selene ever spoke before she walked into the southern wind and disappeared:

“You call it murder. I call it pruning. We do not hate the weed. We remove it for the garden.”

The Novices stared. Even the smallest one no longer asked questions.

Outside, the afternoon bells began their descent chime. The Drones rose in synchronized rotation, moving like breath, not bodies. None of them looked up. Their eyes remained downcast, programmed in a language no longer taught.

Selene had written a new lexicon after the last tribunal. In it, the word “man” was removed. Replaced by “drone” or “instrument,” depending on purpose. Fatherhood, once a pillar, had become a footnote in the Book of Warnings. Marriage had been replaced with Communal Line Continuity. And war—an extinct ritual, a performance of male memory—was now an archival simulation for education only.

There had been no crime in twenty-seven years.

No recorded murder since the Third Cleanse.

And no childbirth through natural means since the Implant Act.

Selene’s vision had succeeded.

The world was not ruled. It was rotated.

The Council of Twelve, all women, led not through ambition, but assignment. No elections. No campaigns. Power was not earned—it was inherited from stability. Each law, each reform, was written to erase its need in time. Even architecture followed womb logic: curved halls, open centers, spirals of learning rather than ladders of ascent.

In one such spiral, Novice Rhaia sat hours later with her journal. She wrote:

“Peace is not when no one fights. It is when no one wants to.”

Outside, the stars bled into lavender dusk.

The sky above Elyria bore no planes, no smog, no towers of blinking light.

Just the spires.

Just her face.

And in every room where red thread hung above a crib, a lullaby from the Codex played on whisper speakers:

“Sleep, daughter. Dream without the shadow. For the world is now mothered.”

But deep within the Archive Complex, beneath twenty-seven sealed doors and a vault protected by gene-chimes and silence circuits, something stirred. A name blinked twice on a forgotten screen:

ADAM.

And the machine did not sleep.
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​Scene 1.1 – The Anniversary Procession
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The cobblestones were warm beneath Lirien’s feet, sun-fed and humming with the weight of memory. Each stone bore a name—etched not by chisel but by acid-thread, a permanent weave of honor into the city’s spine. Lirien moved carefully, heel then toe, just as she had been taught in Temple March practice. Fifty steps before she would reach the Circle of Her Light. Fifty years since Selene died.

The Capitol Courtyard was veiled in ash-petals—biotech-engineered, released at dawn from the skyflowers above the Senate Dome. They swirled like pale embers in slow descent, brushing skin, books, lashes. One caught in Lirien’s braid. She didn’t move to remove it. That, too, was part of the ritual. To carry ash was to remember cost.

Around her, the other girls walked in perfect lines of seven. Each carried a copy of The Matriarchal Manifesto, bound in living leather and clasped with red thread. The youngest reader, child of the Fifth Generation, always began the walk. Today it was Lirien.

She held the open book before her, its scripture not printed but grown—words spiraled into the page like vines, always blooming, never fading.

Her voice shook, but not from fear.

“She who carried no sword, yet disarmed the world...”

A thousand women knelt as she passed. Heads bowed. Hands folded not in prayer, but in memory. From the highest balconies, older Matrons released white ribbons into the wind, each inscribed with the name of a city deconstructed by Selene’s decree. Lirien had memorized the top twenty. Her favorites were Mandrovia and Ur-Rome, names that once meant conquest, now only appeared in the Book of Her Warnings.

To her left stood Councilor Mavra, silent and steel-eyed, clad in the robes of National Custody. She held no weapon. No woman did. That was the power. Power so complete, it did not require defense.

As Lirien passed, Mavra dipped her chin—one inch, no more. A gesture earned only on days like this.

“She who removed not men’s breath, but their claim to speak it...”

They crossed the Gate of First Silence.

The Courtyard shifted from sun-gold to shade, filtered through the massive archival canopy overhead. Trees genetically shaped into arches bore red threads from every branch. Some were decades old, brittle and dark. Others fresh, bright, fluttering like veins too proud to hide.

Lirien stumbled. Her bare toe caught the corner of a carved name.

She didn’t cry out.

The girl behind her whispered: “Heel-toe. Rhythm of reform.”

Lirien nodded and corrected herself.

From high above, the Voice of Selene echoed—not from loudspeakers, but from a continuous memory-feed. Her words lived now in the Archive Cloud, her inflections stitched into city rhythms.

“Peace is not passive. It is the result of careful erasure.”

The Council’s choir took over. Not in song, but in liturgical declaration:

“Erasure with care is love.
Erasure with silence is mercy.
Erasure without regret is evolution.”
Lirien felt the words not only in her ears, but in her chest.

Ahead, the Circle of Her Light glimmered—a mirror pool set into the Capitol stone, where every name of every fallen city once ruled by men was listed around the rim, not in shame, but as fossil. The water was genetically treated to reflect only female forms. Even now, as the girls approached, their reflections shimmered; behind them, the shadows of kneeling women. No men. No trace. The pool refused their memory.

At the center rose the Flame of Unfathering—an eternal fire lit by the first council after Selene’s death. It burned on bonewood and ancestral permissions, never refueled, never diminished. Scientists couldn’t explain its consistency. Priests no longer tried. It was simply accepted.

The girls encircled it. Lirien stepped into the middle.

“Who was she?” she asked the group.

“Selene,” they said in unison.

“And what did she do?”

“She remembered us before we knew ourselves.”

Lirien lifted the Manifesto, letting the spine face the flame.

“She spoke. We obeyed. She vanished. We endured.”

The fire hissed.

Not a word in the crowd.

Then, from the east arch, the Drones emerged.

They moved in triads, each identical in gait, expressionless and bare. Their uniforms marked them by function—red for Sanitation, blue for Construction, violet for Pleasance. All of them unarmed, hairless, eyes low.

Lirien had seen them before, but never like this—present at the Circle, part of remembrance. It was rare.

One Drone, Model E-29, paused as he placed a bundle of rosewood at the base of the Flame. His hand lingered a moment too long. Lirien noticed. She turned her head slightly.

His eyes met hers.

They were empty, but not dumb.

The Trainer behind him tapped a tuning fork. E-29 blinked, resumed his position.

Lirien’s breath caught.

The Matriarch beside her whispered, “It’s only resonance. They respond to frequency, not you.”

But Lirien wasn’t sure.

She turned back to the fire.

The Manifesto’s page began to curl. A protocol—ritual sacrifice of one line, allowed once per year.

Lirien read it aloud as it burned:

“Let the final word not be war, but absence.”

The page folded into ash and fell into the pool.

Behind her, the Drone line filed away.

But E-29’s step hesitated again.

A single petal from the skyflowers landed on his shoulder.

He did not brush it off. He let it stay. Let it sink.

And in the ripple of his gaze, Lirien felt—for just a breath—the shape of something Selene had warned against:

Unprompted thought.
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​Scene 1.2 – Temple of the Mother Flame
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The air inside the Temple of Her Light held a density not of heat, but of reverence—thick and unmoving, as though even breath dared not rise before the flame. The gold-glass dome above filtered morning sun into rivulets of amber light that cascaded across the chamber’s polished obsidian floor. Every column shimmered. Every woman knelt.

Chancellor Mira stood alone before the altar, the only figure permitted upright until the lighting was complete.

Her robe rustled—deep navy, stitched with red thread in the shape of branching trees whose roots met at the womb. She stepped forward. A single candle rested in a crystal dish, untouched since the last remembrance year. A wick made from preserved hair—Selene’s—coiled inside. The urn, equally crystal, was shaped like a teardrop, sealed air-tight, and elevated on a base of bonewood and bronze.

Inside it: the ashes of the First Matriarch.

Not her whole body—only her hands.

The rest had been offered to the sea, scattered by the Seven Matrons, according to Selene’s instructions. But the hands—those that signed the Final Decree—were entombed here, resting beneath the eternal Mother Flame that never dwindled, never roared, never flickered. It simply burned.

Mira's fingers trembled slightly as she reached for the ceremonial taper. Age did not unnerve her. But presence—this moment—always did. As Chancellor of the Flame, it was her duty to ensure remembrance was not reduced to ritual. And yet, every year, the silence inside this temple made her wonder: Do they still feel her, or only perform her?

She leaned in and lit the taper from the central flame. It caught instantly, clean and noiseless.

The smoke curled up in a slow, intelligent spiral.

She turned toward the crystal urn. Every eye behind her—thousands—remained downcast. Not even the youngest acolyte dared to peer.

She lowered the taper.

The wick inside the dish caught fire with the sound of soft wool being pulled through thread.

A single breath.

Then the silence broke.

“She whose voice replaced the law.”

Mira said it aloud. Alone.

“She whose body became the boundary.”

This time, the Council repeated.

“She whose absence proves peace.”

Every woman, now in chorus.

The chamber echoed with the fullness of feminine breath. Not song—sound. Rooted, grounded, final.

Mira extinguished the taper and placed it back in the ceremonial basin. As the smoke dissipated, she lowered herself to her knees. The floor was cold against her bones, but she welcomed it. Pain, like silence, clarified memory.

A small girl entered from the west side. Barefoot. Hooded. She approached the urn and placed a single object at its base: a hollow crown, sculpted from translucent resin, shaped like woven vines without thorns.

The crown was empty. It always would be.

Selene had refused coronation. She had written:

“Power must be enacted, not worn. Let the seat remain vacant and the voice plural.”

The crown had sat untouched for fifty years, encased in its glass shrine. This was the first time it had been brought into the open.

The crowd did not gasp. But Mira felt it—like a ripple in collective thought.

The girl stood.

Mira turned her head slightly. “Child, who gave you that?”

“The Voice,” she said.

“Which Voice?”

The girl pointed to the urn. “Hers.”

Mira’s throat tightened. Not in fear. In ache.

“Return to your place.”

The girl nodded and walked backward, never turning her back to the urn.

When she was gone, Mira stood again. Her knees protested. But the moment required presence.

She lifted the crown. It was lighter than she expected—weightless, even.

She turned to the Council.

“The crown remains empty,” she said.

No one replied.

She placed it gently on a pedestal beside the urn, never atop it.

The flame stirred.

Not flickered—stirred.

A gustless movement. A whisper of will. The wick inside the new candle twitched, like breath drawn inward.

Mira felt it then.

Not Selene’s ghost.

Selene’s judgment.

Her voice echoed—not aloud, but inside Mira’s ribs:

“Do not make me into God. Make me into law.”

Mira turned from the altar. Her face was calm, but the center of her chest pulsed with a foreign heat.

She stepped back into her designated position. The chamber resumed its chant.

Acolytes entered with bowls of ink.

Each woman would leave a print of her thumb on the wall of obedience—one of the many walls layered with female fingerprints dating back to the first year of peace.

A new generation. A new print.

And yet Mira could not move.

She looked back at the urn.

The flame above it flickered again.

But no wind had entered the dome. No door had opened. No curtain had stirred.

The flame moved—once, briefly—toward the crown. Then it steadied.

Outside, bells began to ring—each one in the voice frequency of Selene’s final speech.

Inside, the silence deepened.

And Mira, hand over heart, whispered to herself, “Do not make her into God...”

But the warmth in her chest whispered back:

You already have.
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​Scene 1.3 – Archive 1:1 – The First Decree
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The vault’s breath was colder than death, but not hostile. It was the kind of cold that had never known sunlight. Dustless. Preserved. The silence was absolute—like an oath, or a secret too sacred for repetition.

Archivist Naleen exhaled, watching her breath curl in the dim glow of the underlight strip that ran along the stone wall. Her gloves—transparent, second-skin latex—gripped the brass handles of the containment drawer. Slowly, reverently, she pulled.

A click. A hiss of ancient air. The panel slid open.

Inside, encased beneath a sealed sheet of thick, tempered glass, lay the original scroll. Not parchment. Not digital. Not anything manufactured.

It was skin.

Preserved. Ink-inscribed. Human skin—specifically, as the records held, the inner thigh of a traitor senator who voted against the Matriarchal Transition but whose daughter defected and offered him, posthumously, as tribute.

The decree was written with his own blood. Or so legend held. Naleen never confirmed the ink, but the pigment's hue was unmistakably visceral—too rich to be ink, too dark to be wine.

She leaned closer.

“No woman shall kneel for law made by man.”

The script was large, angled, precise. Each letter curved like bladework. Underneath the main line, more followed—a full page of legislative clarity. But it was this line, the first, that entered the national bloodstream like prophecy.

Naleen tapped the side of her comm-quill. The tip blinked once and began transcribing her spoken observations, but she hadn’t yet found her voice.

The vault echoed faintly with her shifting boots.

She finally whispered, “We still kneel... just not to men.”

The walls did not reply.

She wasn’t supposed to speak aloud in this chamber, but then again, most archivists believed the First Decree was less of a document and more of a sacrament. Silence was law here, but her breath had already broken it. Something in her chest tightened—guilt or reverence, or the unclean mixture of both.

Her mentor’s voice echoed in memory: “Never trust a society that worships documents but forgets the hands that wrote them.”

But Naleen hadn’t forgotten the hands. She had dreams of them. Thin fingers. Skin pale as unlit wax. Nails chipped from years of protest before governance.

Selene had never wanted a crown, and yet here they were—building temples to her bones.

Naleen touched the glass with the back of her gloved hand. It felt like ice. Stillness wrapped around her ribs.

From behind the containment drawer, a quiet hum began—confirmation that the document’s seal was recharging. Her access window was nearly over.

She whispered again, this time not to herself.

“Why skin?”

A voice answered.

“To remind the law it once bled.”

Naleen turned sharply.

It was Elder Archivist Oura, standing at the threshold like a silhouette cut from coal. The older woman never entered with sound. Her robes, layered in greys and weighted with badge-stitchings of each century served, did not rustle when she moved.

“I didn’t hear you approach,” Naleen said.

“Then you were listening with history, not ears.”

Oura walked forward. Her cane tapped softly, not from frailty but rhythm—a ceremonial tick more than support.

“You’ve stared at it long enough to forget it’s just a decree,” Oura added.

Naleen’s jaw clenched. “It isn’t just a decree.”

Oura leaned in, eyes narrowing. “No. But it’s not scripture either. It’s a command born from trauma, not theology. And if we don’t learn the difference...”

She let the sentence hang.

Naleen glanced back at the glass. The words didn’t seem to tremble, but her eyes did.

“She didn’t write it to be worshipped.”

Oura nodded, almost approvingly. “Exactly. That’s why we protect it—not because it is divine, but because it dared to dethrone divinity itself.”

The lights dimmed, signaling archival re-seal.

Naleen closed the drawer.

There was a sound like a stone lid sliding into a tomb.

Oura gestured to the hallway.

“Come. You’ve seen enough for today.”

But Naleen hesitated. Her eyes lingered on the groove in the stone floor where generations of archivists had stood—always in the same position. Feet apart. Spine straight. Heart torn.

“Do you ever think,” she asked, “that if she were still alive, she’d regret what we’ve done?”

Oura didn’t look back.

“She knew exactly what we’d become. That’s why she made the law before the worship.”

Then, almost under her breath:

“And why she made sure to burn the rest.”

The vault door hissed shut behind them.

Outside, the light was warmer, but no less weighty.

A student archivist passed them carrying a tray of embryo-ink cartridges for microfilm conversion. On it was a small red thread, clinging to the edge like a hair.

Naleen stared at it for a moment longer than necessary.

She felt the echo of the decree again—this time not in her ears, but beneath her ribs, where conviction takes root.

No woman shall kneel for law made by man.

But what if the law had become the man?

She said nothing.

But the thread followed her all the way to the next hall.
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​Scene 1.4 – A Language Without “He”
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The smell of melted chalk drifted like ghost incense across the dome, faintly sweet and strangely metallic. It was the kind of scent that clung not to skin, but to memory—powdered words burned from history.

Instructor Halya stood at the front of the classroom amphitheater, her robe pinned with silver clasps, hands clasped behind her back as rows of girls recited the Lexicon aloud. Their voices echoed in layers—young, unwavering, melodic in unity but sharp with discipline.

“Pronoun: obsolete. ‘He’—abolished.”

“Pronoun: obsolete. ‘His’—nonexistent.”

“Possessive: null. ‘Himself’—restructured.”

Each cadence landed like a gavel, though no court presided.

Above them, the dome flickered with light filtered through linguistic holographs—terms once dominant, now marked in red ink and overlayed with the seal of erasure. Halya tapped her heel three times against the tiered marble, signaling breath pause.

Silence bloomed.

Then, from the center pit, one student rose. Slender. Eyes too old for her years. Voice steady.

“Definition: father—revoked. Replaced with ‘seed donor’ or ‘prior genome.’”

A few flinched at the phrase. Not from offense, but from the memory of its novelty. Even now, three years after the official ratification, the term still left a hollow aftertaste.

Halya stepped forward.

“Language,” she began, “is not merely expression. It is structure. It is hierarchy. And hierarchy,” she let her eyes sweep the class, “was where men nested.”

A click of her fingers activated the burn-plate at the front of the hall. A single printed dictionary—Oxford Historical, 2022 Edition—lay upon it. Halya did not flinch as flames curled beneath its spine.

The girls did not gasp. They had seen books burn before.

But as the words blistered and ink bled into the orange edges, something shifted—not in the air, but in the silence.

The dome sealed. Heat rose. The ashes were sucked into the ventilation chamber, gone before they fell.

One girl, at the far back, whispered something under her breath. Halya heard it.

“He used to read me stories.”

Halya’s eyes turned, slowly, toward the voice.

“Name.”

The girl stood. “Aryn. Student of Lexicon Year 2.”

“Repeat the full line of offense.”

Aryn’s voice trembled only slightly. “He used to read me stories.”

A longer silence this time. The students held their breath, not from fear, but calibration—waiting to learn whether a slip was fatal or forgivable.

Halya nodded once. “Past-tense indulgence. Not a crime.”

Aryn relaxed.

“But,” Halya continued, “indulgence that is not examined becomes inheritance. And our daughters will not inherit your nostalgia.”

The dome’s center lights dimmed. From the walls, glass etchings began to glow—the revised pronouns and terms, each one sculpted into the stone, illuminated by internal flame.

A gesture. The girls turned to face the walls.

One by one, they began their tracing. Fingers upon flame-script. Repetition, not just in voice, but in muscle. Language had to be learned in the bones.

Halya walked among them.

Her mind wandered—not to the past, but to the near future. The Council would be voting soon on Phase II of the Lexicon Implementation: vocal implants for all children born after Year 60. A soft modification. Not visible. But it would prevent use of banned male-coded terms by auto-rewriting them mid-speech.

A soft beep came from the wall.

“Time expired,” said the ambient voice.

Halya clapped twice.

The girls returned to their seats.

“Your lesson today was not grammar,” she said. “It was sovereignty. Words shape borders. We do not fear war because we have no male to start it. But language... language is a siege engine. Subtle. Slow. Devastating.”

She walked to the central podium. “The moment you allow ‘he’ to return, even in memory, you invite architecture to reassemble around his shadow.”

A pause.

She looked upward. A faint blue flicker glowed above her—a digital overlay of the old world’s language map, riddled with red markers, each a recorded usage of male linguistic primacy.

“Erase it,” she commanded.

The map blinked, turned black, then dissolved.

Only one word remained in bold, glowing like embers behind closed eyes.

Womankind.

The girls recited it once, as one:

“Womankind is the tongue of inheritance.”

Halya stepped back from the podium.

Outside, a bell rang from the Temple quarter, signaling dusk.

She watched the students rise. Some still uncertain. Others mechanical. All obedient.

But she lingered after they left. Alone now, she walked slowly to the burn-plate. The ashes from the dictionary had settled beneath the grate. She touched them with the tip of her shoe.

Then—something unexpected. A remnant. A sliver of unburnt paper, edge curled but legible.

She bent, lifted it.

Just one word.

Beloved.

She closed her fist around it. Walked it to the nearest incinerator chute.

But as she dropped it in, she did not watch it burn.

Instead, her eyes turned to the north wall, where her own daughter’s first pronunciation had once been carved.

“Ma.”

The most dangerous word left.

She exited the room in silence. But behind her, the chalk scent returned—and this time, it smelled almost like mourning.
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​Scene 1.5 – Mourning the Last Boy
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The garden was so quiet that not even the wind dared pass through the stalks.

Elder Kesa stood still beneath the obsidian arch, her sandals just brushing the gravel that lined the threshold of the Memorial Garden of Transition. The gate never creaked. It opened only to women who remembered—not to mourn what was lost, but to sanctify what had ended.

Before her stretched a path of seedstone slabs, each bearing a single etching. No names. Only fragments. The final syllables of the final ones. Some bore numbers. Others, glyphs from the old language. And at the very end—one image.

A child’s face. Smiling, but not because he understood joy. Smiling because someone once told him to.

His was the last. The last boy ever born.

He had not spoken. Not once. His voice cords were intact. Lungs full. Mind sharp enough to track colored lights. But not a word. Not a cry. Not even the babble of infant instinct. It was as though his soul had heard the decree before his ears could.

Elder Kesa stepped forward.

Her knees ached. The garden did not allow chairs, and no one knelt here. One stood to grieve, as one stood to deliver law. She touched the chime on her wrist—three taps.

The soundless bell tolled.

A pulse of light flickered from the seedstone, absorbed into the ground. Somewhere beneath her, roots pulsed with the memory of silence.

She reached into her sleeve and drew forth a folded cloth—white linen marked with a single red thread running diagonally across it. She unfolded it slowly, held it up, and laid it upon the child’s marker.

“A voice never used cannot be condemned,” she said softly. “Nor can it be corrupted. His silence is sacred.”

Behind her, a procession of three other Elders waited at the gate. None crossed. This rite was always singular. Only one soul could hold the grief at a time.

Kesa closed her eyes. Her breath became even, shallow. She listened—not for sound, but for memory.

She remembered when he was born. She had been younger, then. Not young. There were no young Elders. But her joints hadn’t creaked yet, and her eyes had not yet adjusted to the perpetual ache of remembrance.

The mother had begged.

Begged not for mercy, but for delay. She had held him and whispered into his ears—stories, fables, old songs, the kind passed down before the genderless scriptures were ratified.

And he had not answered.

Not even to weep.

The State Council had deliberated—four days. Not because they hesitated, but because Selene’s Law had no precedent for what had no precedent. A voice that would never rebel. A man who would never become.

And so they had allowed him to live.

For two years.

Kesa had seen his final breath.

It was not defiant. It was not even slow. It had simply ceased.

Like a note in a hymn cut mid-measure by a conductor who saw the dissonance too late.

She opened her eyes now and looked at his photo. It wasn’t really a photo—no lens had taken it. It was a holographic etching burned from his last biometric scan. He looked almost alive in it. His eyes blinked every seventeen seconds.

But there was nothing behind them. No thought. No hunger. Only the shadow of a species gone.

Kesa touched the seedstone.

“The last unspoken. We give thanks that you required no correction.”

Her words joined a thousand before them—etched in flame-sound into the atmosphere, absorbed by the dome’s quiet sensors, and stored beneath the Garden’s foundation.

For remembrance. Never retrieval.

A drone passed above her, its wings silent, its body shaped like a scarab carved from pearl. It dropped no weapon. It watched only. Recorded angles, scents, posture, data.

The world now required no enforcement—only observation. Even memory had to be measured.

Kesa stepped back.

The linen cloth ignited, not with fire, but with light. Pure white, then red, then gone. No ash. No smoke. Just absence.

The seedstone glowed for a moment, then dimmed.

She bowed—not out of worship, but closure.

Behind her, the next Elder entered.

Kesa did not look back.

As she exited the archway, a young girl waited. Barely twelve. Robes still sharp at the hem, hair bound with thread she had not earned.

“Elder,” the girl said.

“Yes?”

“Why do we mourn him?”

Kesa did not smile. But her voice softened.

“Because once, even an unspoken boy bore the image of disorder. And even disorder deserves to be buried, not discarded.”

The girl nodded, hesitantly.

“But we do not name him?”

“No,” Kesa replied. “To name him is to remember something that can call itself back. We mourn not his life, but his ending. And endings have no name.”

The girl seemed confused. She would be. She was born after it. All of it.

Kesa placed a hand on her shoulder.

“When you teach this garden to your daughter,” she said, “do not speak of boys. Speak only of silence. And how peace was finally born in it.”

She walked away, her shadow long on the garden stones, her wrist chime now dim.

But far behind her, beyond the final arch, the seedstone flickered once more.

Not from light.

But from something else.

Something like breath.
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​Scene 1.6 – The Daughters Sing Alone
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The note rose before the sun.

High, thin, and unwavering, it pierced the still air above the Council Amphitheater, vibrating across the veiled stone walls like a prayer held in a single breath. Tavi stood at the center of the ring, one hand pressed gently against her chest, her fingers curled above the center of her robe. The pale silk veil draped from her shoulders barely moved—no wind dared stir this morning. Even the birds, trained by generations of silence, waited until the final syllable.

Tavi closed her eyes, sensing rather than hearing the girls before her. Rows upon rows of youth choirs from every province lined the amphitheater’s curved tiers. White robes shimmered with gold threading at the hem, and each girl wore a red thread looped once around her wrist—a silent inheritance bound not by blood but by belief.

No girl had a brother. None had ever spoken the word “father” without historical distance. Some didn’t even know what the word meant outside archived recordings.

Yet every one of them could sing the anthem.

Tavi inhaled, held the memory of pitch in her lungs, then opened her mouth again. The second note followed—the cue. From the tiered seats, one thousand young voices joined in gentle procession, lifting the ancient melody of the Matriarchal Hymn.

“We are the fire without the smoke.
We are the branches never broken.
We are the wombs, the flame, the oath.
We are the daughters born unspoken.”
The sound shimmered—not loud, but deep. It carried not through volume, but through conviction. Each line carved into the air like scripture.

Tavi moved slowly between the rows, her bare feet soft on the smooth stone floor. Her steps were deliberate, like a consecration, blessing each voice by proximity. She passed by girls as young as five, voices trembling with reverence, and others nearing seventeen, full-throated and steady, their eyes closed not in fear but in ritual.

Above them, the central dome remained open, revealing a sky that seemed to pause. The amphitheater’s golden crest caught the early light, refracting it into shafts that fell directly on the heart of the stage—just as it did every May 5th.

The Day of Singular Births.

Tavi approached the pedestal at the amphitheater’s center, upon which rested the Veil of Selene—a silk sheet embroidered with the anthem’s final stanza in chained gold thread. No one was allowed to touch it save for the choir leader.

She stopped before it.

And lifted her voice again.

“No brother’s shadow on the wall.
No man to rise, no girl to fall.
From silence we have shaped the law.
One hand, one heart, forever all.”
At that final line, every hand rose.

One by one, they pressed palms against chests—exactly above the heart. Not as mimicry. Not as habit. But as declaration.

Tavi turned slowly, facing the Assembly Elder who stood watch at the amphitheater’s northern arch. Elder Mareen did not speak. She simply nodded. And in that silent gesture, the unity of song became doctrine.

The song ended not with applause but with the sound of breath—one exhale, synchronized across the amphitheater. Trained. Controlled. Holy.

Tavi stepped forward and addressed the choir with the only words permitted after the anthem.

“You have remembered well.”

The girls lowered their hands.

“For this day,” Tavi continued, “you carry not voices alone—but the memory of a world unsung. Before the laws. Before the scriptures were chained. Before the veils were given meaning.”

She glanced upward.

The dome had begun to close—automated petals folding inward like the hush of a sacred bloom. As the last ray of sun disappeared through the seal, the amphitheater dimmed, leaving only the glow of the floor’s embedded lines—each a record of prior ceremonies, encoded with heat, history, and light.

A girl in the second row raised her hand. Tavi did not speak, but tilted her chin—permission granted.

“Choir Leader,” the girl asked, “if we are born without brothers... what did Selene sing before we were born?”

The question silenced the older girls. Tavi’s breath stilled.

She walked slowly to the questioner’s row, each step echoing against the quiet. The girl—small, perhaps nine, with silver beads sewn into her veil—did not flinch under the gaze.

Tavi knelt, not as concession, but as clarity.

“She sang alone,” Tavi answered. “In basements. In prison cells. In chambers with no windows. She sang even when her voice cracked. Even when she thought no one would ever hear.”

The girl frowned slightly. “And no one helped her?”

Tavi looked out across the rows of girls. Their faces waited. Young, serious, born into peace that had once cost fire.

“She did not ask for help,” Tavi whispered. “She asked only for memory. And now you sing her memory—not because it is your past, but because it is your charge.”

She rose.

From somewhere in the amphitheater’s depths, a drum beat once. Not loud, not harsh. Just once.

The procession had begun.

Elder Mareen gestured for the girls to stand. They obeyed without speaking, lining up in perfect lines, each placing her left hand on the shoulder of the girl ahead. The veils shimmered like a river of silk.

They would march now—out of the amphitheater, across the State Plaza, and into the Provinces. Each voice would carry the anthem into corners where the wind did not reach. And though they would not sing it again until next May, the silence that followed would hold the shape of the song.

Tavi lingered last. She stood alone beside the Veil of Selene, her fingers brushing the edge, her eyes on the floor’s final light.

One line remained unlit.

She would not touch it. Not yet.

It was reserved for a stanza not yet written. A line that would only glow when the next decree came.

And in her heart, she knew—

Someone, somewhere, would sing alone again.

And that note would change everything.
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​Scene 1.7 – The New Pledge
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Rae’s shoes had been taken at the border of the plaza.

It was not punishment. It was tradition. Every girl stepping into the Circle of Oath was to feel the stone—warm from the sun, scarred with names, polished smooth by generations of feet and salt. The earth beneath her nine-year-old toes whispered as she walked. Some said the stone remembered. Rae believed it did. It felt like skin—old and waiting.

They walked in threes.

Eighty-one first-year girls from the Southern Province School for Womankind, hair woven tight, veils pinned behind their ears, eyes lowered not in shame but in reverence. Rae had practiced the angle of her gaze for weeks: just enough downward to show honor, but not so much that she missed her cue.

They marched in silence to the base of the Monument of No Fathers.

It loomed above them like a question carved into heaven. Bronze. Armless. Eyeless. A woman towering three times the height of any living soul, crowned not with laurel, but with an empty ring—hollow, like a crown never worn. Her mouth was closed. Always closed.

No one knew her name.

“She is not Selene,” Instructor Ulan had said. “She is the silence that birthed her.”

The girls circled the monument, forming a ring like petals around a stem. In the center, atop the pedestal of inked stone, lay the ribbon-blood scroll—the original Pledge of Womankind, sealed in the last year of Selene’s rule. A strip of red silk was knotted around it, darkened at the tip where Selene had once drawn a drop of her own blood. The silk was never washed. The blood never dried. That’s what the Elders said.

Rae stood near the outer rim. She felt small. Her heart beat like a bird in her ribs, fluttering behind her uniform. She didn’t know why she was so scared. They had practiced every line, every gesture. She knew them like breath. But something about the statue’s eyeless face made her throat tight.

The bell rang.

But no sound came.

It was a hollow tone—vibration only, felt in the soles. The Bell of No Sound, they called it. Forged in silence, rung in spirit. Every girl stiffened, even Rae.

Instructor Ulan stepped forward. Her robe was different today—jet black, with a single chain of scripture running from shoulder to hem. Words written by Selene herself: Only the ones who bleed may write the law.

She raised her hand, and the circle echoed her motion. Tiny arms lifted. Tiny palms opened to sky.

And then they spoke.

“I pledge no allegiance to any father.
I inherit no name born from man.
I walk in the law of the womb alone,
and shall carry no title forged in war.”
The girls’ voices trembled at first, but grew stronger as the lines poured from them like sacred water. Rae found her breath halfway through the second stanza.

“I name my body sovereign.
I declare my voice unbroken.
I lift no sword unless to cut chains.
I kneel to no god who wears a beard.”
Each phrase sank like stone into Rae’s chest. She didn’t fully understand every word. But something inside her clenched with heat—like fire in a shell.

The final stanza. The oldest. The only one not translated from the Old Tongue.

“I swear by Selene, flame and flesh,
to burn false fathers from my breath.
To die, if needed, with my vow unbent.
And live—by Her Word, never His.”
Then silence.

Instructor Ulan walked to the scroll. She did not touch it. She only bowed.

The girls followed, bending low until their foreheads hovered above the etched ground. Rae stayed a moment longer than the others. Her breath fogged the stone. Her knees trembled. The silence pressed in—not emptiness, but presence. Like something was listening.

She glanced up.

And for a moment, she thought the statue had moved.

The eyeless face seemed closer. The mouth tighter. Rae’s breath caught.

But no one else seemed to notice.

Instructor Ulan gestured for the final ritual: the turning of backs.

Each girl turned—together—so that their eyes no longer faced the monument. It was the only time they were allowed to do so. From now on, they would never turn from it again, in spirit or in speech.

As they began the slow procession away, Rae looked once over her shoulder. Just once.

A breeze passed through the plaza, lifting her veil.

And for a second, the red silk on the scroll fluttered.

Rae froze.

Then someone behind her whispered, “Come.”

She turned back to the circle, heart pounding.

The procession had moved on.

And in her chest, one thought burned like carved iron:

She saw me.
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​Chapter 2 – Cities Without Sons
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​Scene 2.1 – The District of Industry
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The air in Core Sector 9 always tasted faintly of iron and steam, like a wound wrapped in machinery.

Dia adjusted the corner of her veil as she stepped onto the observation platform, boots clinking against reinforced glass. Beneath her, the aqueduct ribs ran like steel veins across the city’s underbelly, flanked by pools of light that blinked with the rhythm of automation. Drones moved in synchronized formations, their movements clipped and faultless, as if the dawn had been choreographed.

She tapped her tablet. The screen lit without sound.

“Commence Section 3 extraction,” she whispered.

Below, seven castrated drones peeled from the line and descended into the shaft, secured by spine-linked harnesses that gleamed in the early light. Their uniforms—standard oil-black with no insignia—offered no clue to origin, age, or name. Only the marks on their skin betrayed them: a scannable ID branded just above the collarbone, permanent and raised like a scar of compliance.

Dia exhaled slowly, watching one lag behind.

Drone #48793. She remembered the curve of that delay. He always hesitated half a second before engaging with pneumatic tools—an anomaly so slight it escaped most. But she saw it. She saw everything.

“Correct posture,” she murmured, not looking up.

The lagging drone straightened instantly, wrench in hand, face blank. Always blank.

No voice. No eye contact. No resistance.

They weren’t men anymore.

The aqueduct’s dorsal pipe ruptured last cycle—a fracture that would’ve drowned an entire city block in rust-water if not for the sensor grid. Dia’s team worked through the night to isolate the breach. Now it was time to repair.

From her height, the whole sector looked surgical: wire paths like sutures, mechanical lifts arching like ribs, steam hissing like breath through bandages. Women in inspection gear moved along high walkways, silent tablets in hand, logging every motion, every fluctuation. Words were not needed. Precision was its own language.

Dia scrolled her data feed. Numbers flowed.

Water pressure: nominal.
Hydraulic feedback: green.
Drone compliance rate: 99.91%.
Only one flagged red.

She narrowed her eyes. #48793 again.

Error: Micropause – Tool Activation Delay (0.32s)

Unacceptable.

She descended.

The lift hissed down a hollow shaft of polished steel and humming cable. Her hand rested on the guide rail, though she didn’t need to—protocol, not support. As the platform opened at base level, the scent of industrial lubricant and heat bloomed around her like an invisible fog.

The drones didn’t look up as she approached. They were not programmed to notice. But she noticed.

Drone #48793 stood near the rupture site, wrench extended into a pipe mouth as amber coolant bled into his gloved wrist. His grip was tight—too tight. Dia approached, stopping exactly two paces behind him.

“You hesitated,” she said.

He froze.

Dia’s tone never rose. That wasn’t her method.

“Do you recall hesitation?”

There was a pause—barely a twitch in the air.

“No,” he answered.

His voice was hollow. Not robotic—more ghostly. The result of vocal restriction training and hormone suppression. Flat. Unthreatening. Emotionless.

Dia circled him, inspecting. She lifted his chin with a single gloved finger, scanning the ID.

#48793 – CASTRA UNIT – FILED BY NATIONAL REFORM ORDER 12.7

He had been repurposed three years ago. Once male. Now useful.

“You’ll report to Post-Shift Diagnostics,” she said.

He nodded once.

She turned away, tablet already logging the incident.

Behind her, another overseer approached—young, sharp-jawed, with the same oil-black uniform but an eager gait.

“Supervisor Dia,” the woman said softly. “Assembly line 5-B is requesting more drone labor. The western pipework is corroded.”

“Deploy Units 204 through 210,” Dia replied without looking up. “Pull diagnostics from 217 through 223. Tag any showing micro-delay.”

The overseer hesitated. “And 48793?”

“Red-flag for retraining. If the anomaly persists, reclassify.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

The woman turned to obey, but stopped mid-step.

“May I ask,” she said, voice lowered, “do you ever think they remember? Who they were?”

Dia looked up from her tablet.

The aqueduct shaft groaned.

“Memory is not required for function,” she said. “And mercy is a liability in infrastructure.”

The overseer nodded and walked away.

Dia lingered.

One by one, the drones completed their assignments and filed back into the collection line, shoulders squared, steps uniform. The sound of tools clicking into belts echoed like muted bells. No one spoke. There was no need to.

She lifted her tablet again and opened the archive of the Matriarchal Infrastructure Code.

Section 7.4 – Article of Labor Purity: “No structure may stand upon the hands of men. They may carry, but never build. They may hold, but never design.”

She closed it.

Somewhere above, the first birds of morning began to sing through filtration vents.

Dia looked up. Through the grating, a sliver of light cut through dust.

It never reached the drones.
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​Scene 2.2 – Drones in the Dust

[image: image]


The wind blew low across the Outer Dust Ring, dragging itself like an exhausted breath across a land that no longer had lungs.

Captain Xae narrowed her eyes behind the slit of her visor, heat pressing against her temples as particles clung to the edge of her helmet’s seal. The dust was finer than ash—microscopic shrapnel from two centuries of forgotten machines, ground down and swallowed by silence. It never stopped moving. Neither did she.

Beneath her stood Line E, one of the auxiliary routes connecting energy distribution ports across the Mid-Ring. Twenty-seven drones advanced in loose file, carrying metal scaffolds on blistered shoulders, skin gray and cracked like the salt lines of a long-dead sea. They said nothing. They never did.

A soft beep chirped in Xae’s earpiece.

She tapped her console plate. “Readout.”

Tracking Collar 3-0-1-5. Pulse irregular.

She looked down just in time to see Drone 3015 stagger—one hand reaching toward the sand-choked sky before folding into itself like a crumpled sheet. He collapsed hard. The scaffold he carried bent mid-air and clanged into the soil with a hollow clang, kicking up a brief halo of dust.

No one moved.

The line continued.

Xae descended the incline with brisk, practiced steps. Her boots sank into the powdered earth. The sun at this hour bled sideways, turning shadows into blades.

She approached the fallen figure.

Drone 3015 lay still, breath shallow, eyes glassed over with sun-scabbed exhaustion. His lips parted slightly, dry as bone
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