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Foreword

V.O.I.C.E. is the sequel to my book entitled, Woman Ex, a story which was inspired by the global #metoo movement – where women were speaking up about the abuses and injustices they endured at the hands of a patriarchal culture. 

Woman Ex shifts the tables and depicts a world where women, in the wake of two disastrous global debacles, are forced to pick up the pieces of a broken world, and where men, expiring by the millions from a lethal virus released by a meteorite striking the ice caps of Siberia, are becoming an endangered species. The story is largely told through the eyes of a team of astronauts who rocketed on an historic mission to Europa, one of Jupiter’s moons, on the very cusp of the debacles which befell Earth, and who, upon their return sixteen years later, find themselves facing a dystopian world, where power has entirely shifted from a patriarchal society, to one controlled by women; where men, those who survived the virus, have been relegated to workers and a sub-class – not to be trusted with power again. It is a story about cultural imbalance and inequality, where the tables have been turned, and where a growing underground of women calling themselves The Resistance, are fighting for the rights of all humanity – a battle to save the race.

Enjoy the ride.

​​Réal Laplaine - Sweden - 2025

University of New Mexico

Albuquerque

(Sometime in the past)

Special Lecture Presentation by Professor of Sciences - Mimi Alberts

Subject:

What is the road sign of a true scientist?
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Mimi Alberts, lead professor for science curriculums at the University of New Mexico, in Albuquerque, stood before a class of eighty students – an unusually large number of attendees – but then again, the subject matter seemed to have caught their interest.

“Well, I am glad to see such a turn-out,” she began with a smile. 

“Today I am going to break from protocol and delve into a subject which is considered somewhat outside the realm of science, in fact, taboo in the field of science – a subject which most professionals in the field you are studying for are loath to associate their names with because of its controversial, even conspiratorial nature.”

She paused as she tapped a remote in her hand. Next to her, on the large wall-monitor, appeared a map. It instantly conjured a ripple of giggles from the audience.

“Yes,” she turned to them, “being residents of the great state of New Mexico, you all know the significance of that place, in fact, I have no doubt that some of you may even have visited it.”

Her visage sobered.

“Let’s put aside all the tripe, the talk, the conspiratorial narrative, and let’s look at this with an objective mind, setting aside all fixed ideas and assumptions based on what you’ve heard, because if you truly wish to succeed in whatever field of science you enter, and especially if you are endeavoring to be ground-zero for new scientific developments, you must learn to dispel collective thought and acceptable paradigms, and follow your own road; otherwise, you will never see your way past the hurdles put in your way.”

She pointed at the screen.

“Roswell, New Mexico, in 1947 started a global storm of discussion when locals, who witnessed the event, claimed that an alien craft crashed in the desert nearby. This event is strewn with all manner of interpretations, however, if one looks at the individual descriptions, one thing is clear, the bits and pieces of their stories are mostly consistent – and given the fact that these people did not prepare a story ahead of time, suggests the credibility of their narratives. However, the U.S. military did not see it that way; they moved in and promptly recovered the object from the crash site, closed it off to any public inspection, and then engaged a campaign to counter the story, claiming it was a military balloon which had crashed. Now,” she pointed a finger at the group, “any good scientist would ask why? Why close it off if it was just a balloon? Why did the military go to all the trouble to kill the story and to rebuke and even criticize or even threaten witnesses into silence? 

Do you see the illogic of it? A balloon! What were they afraid would happen if people continued to assert what they saw? Those are the questions that a scientific mind would pose.”

Mimi paused to read their faces.

“Science, of course, prides itself on being based on fact, the observable, what can be proven to exist. Even so, science has its gray zones. Those who discovered electricity knew that electricity existed long before they had the means of discovering and explaining exactly how it worked, how the molecular dynamics of electro-magnetism were made possible. Today, scientists have developed the means of controlling quantum energy, that power which makes the cell phone in your pocket function, which makes it possible for GPS technology to accurately position us within a meter of any location on Earth – and yet, science is far from fully understanding the true nature of quantum mechanics – there are still many mysteries surrounding it.”

She paused with a smile.

“For that matter, science cannot even explain who we are, our very essence as a species. Are we a soul, do we have a soul, or are we just so many kilos of meat and bone destined to fade into dust for eternity?”

She tapped the remote and brought up another image, a chart. “That chart, as you can see, reflects the number of sightings or encounters with unidentified flying objects, from across the globe, country to country, since 1947 – and that is only what was reported. There may well be thousands more who never came forward for fear of being stigmatized, ostracized, or even attacked for making such a claim.”

She waits as their eyes scroll the numbers.

“Hundreds of thousands of sightings or encounters, covering the span of less than eighty years, during which time authorities, particularly here in the United States, have actively engaged in massive campaigns such as Project Blue Book, which you can look up on your phones, citing all manner of alternate explanations, and yet, you see the numbers, they stretch across the globe – and the U.S. military cannot possibly account for the sightings in Mexico, Argentina, Britain or Sweden or anywhere else. 

A true scientist would ask - why? Why are they working so hard, in fact, devoting millions of taxpayer dollars since 1947 to discredit and disavow the existence of UFOs if it is so easily explained by other phenomena?”

She raised a questioning brow.

“Were they afraid that the truth would cause social dissonance and upset the apple cart? Or was it something else – were they simply trying to cover up the truth because they did in fact know that many of these encounters were real and had recovered alien crafts and had been busily reverse-engineering the technology? Why? Why? Why?”

“How can hundreds of thousands of people across the globe all be wrong – especially given the amount of imagery and footage provided?”

This,” she nodded her head at them, “is where science shines, where YOU must shine, because science must ask and pursue the uncomfortable questions, the ones which challenge the collective mindset, which defy authority, the narratives which, over time, were eventually discarded because truth won over ignorance.”

She pointed at the screen. 

“I am not attempting here to convince you that ET or extraterrestrials have visited our world – I am here to teach you HOW TO THINK for yourselves, to rise above collective mentality and agendas which may very well be designed to keep people ignorant of truth.”

The room was silent.

“Good scientists ask and pursue the awkward questions, the unpaved roads, whereas poor ones, those who simply follow the easy ones, usually end up being test-tube bunnies.”

A chuckle emitted from the group.

“I don’t want to sound disparaging on the matter, but scientists who take the easy road, most often end up working for some pharmaceutical conglomerate, conjugating all manner of potions designed to satisfy our pop-a-pill culture today.”

“If you want to be a serious scientist you must follow another signpost on the road you are on. If you can do that, and stay true to your goals, there is a chance that your name will end up on that wall,” she points to where famous alumni are listed.

“I chose this particular subject as context to merely highlight a point. Despite the controversial and conspiratorial nature of alien visits to our world, a truly objective and scientific approach suggests that behind the military cover ups and propaganda to negate such, is a treasure of information which leans to credibility rather than deniability. And even if the collective minds of the space program have repeatedly joked about Buzz Aldrin’s claim to having seen someone, possibility an alien, standing on the lunar surface when he and Neil Armstrong were lifting off back in 1969, to simply discard it as delusion, especially for a man who just accomplished such a triumph for all humanity, makes one wonder – why? Why cover it up? Why discard it? Why character assassinate the second man to ever set foot on the moon just because he made such a statement?”

She tapped the remote and a huge question mark appeared on the screen.

“That,” she pointed, “should be your road sign as a career-scientist. It should be the mile post along the road you are traveling to whatever destination you hope to arrive; a constant reminder to you to ask the questions, how and why, and to keep going until those questions are answered.”

She turned to face the group.

“Roswell was one of those big question marks. Instead of following the road sign, most professionals simply swallowed the collective propaganda and narrative, relegated it to a pile called paranormal phenomena at best, and to this end, science and scientists around the world did a terrible disservice to the public, and have failed those countless hundreds of thousands over the decades who were brave enough to say what their eyes revealed and were never given the decency of an actual scientific investigation – certainly not a creditable one that was not already tainted by a military-minded agenda.”

She smiled.

“It is on the order of discarding the claims of sailors in the Old World, who navigated across great oceans at a time when most were hugging the coastal areas of Europe, and despite the hearsay and claims otherwise, that the Earth was flat and that they would perish into an abyss or be swallowed whole by giant sea monsters, they safely returned with news of a new world on the other side of those oceans. Those sailors were not scientists per say, but they did follow the road sign, the question mark,” she pointed again, “they wanted to know the truth and they found it and look what that did for our world.”

She paused.

“Now you know what it truly means to be a scientist. Thank you.”
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BOOK I

The Apocalypse
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Two apocalyptic events occurred in what is now referred to as ERA-I: the first being the nuclear war between the former United States and North Korea, when the North Korean leader, in a moment of heightened insanity, not that he was anything but insane, lobbed several nukes at the United States in a show of force, confident that his huge military might and his nation would prevail over the decadent West. 

The United States intercepted all but one of those ICBMs, but the one they failed to stop, struck Honolulu in Hawaii, eviscerating a third of its population in less than two minutes, and leveling much of the city. The American military promptly responded, dropping enough nuclear warheads on North Korea to very nearly wipe it off the map, not only destroying its Capital city of Pyongyang – but in fact killing upwards of eight million people – not to mention the collateral damage caused by multiple nukes layering North Korea with a lethal mesh of radioactive fall-out.

It was not a commensurate strike, an eye-for-an-eye; it was brutal and way over the top, classifiably genocide, and as a result, China, Russia and other nations such as Japan, were also critically affected, as their populations were exposed to lethal doses of radiation which the wind carried into their regions.

The incident had definitely tipped the scales towards a global nuclear conflict as nations sympathetic to North Korea, moreover, those enraged with the United States, edged toward retaliation. It was the very provocation that gave Russia and other nations who backed the Korean regime, the opportunity to roll out their big guns – and they did.

As the world teetered on the very edge of disaster, the second apocalyptic event occurred, when a meteorite which had veered off its tangent in the asteroid belt between Mars and Jupiter, impacted in the Siberian arctic.

Despite warnings from astronomers and other scientific circles, the governing powers at the time were too busy threatening one another and preparing for the ultimate war to bother giving credence to what they considered an unlikely event – considering that no significant rocks had struck the Earth in recent millennia. 

When it struck the Arctic icecaps in north-western Russia, it not only infused the atmosphere with a thick blanket of particulates composed of dirt, dust and ice particles, it darkened the skies for months, blocking the sun’s light to such a degree that crops and food production across the globe were severely hampered by both lack of sun and a significant drop in temperatures, resulting in global starvation. 

The worst of it appeared weeks later when men started dying by the millions every day.

It took a desperate medical and scientific community weeks to figure out why males were expiring, and not women, when they finally discovered a virus which attacked men’s XY chromosomes, but not the female XX combination. It would eventually be discovered that the meteorite had, upon impact, released a virus buried deep in the frozen icecaps of Russia – dormant for millions of years. 

By the time an antivirus had been developed, one which did not eliminate the virus but only held it in abeyance, the male population had dropped by 85% worldwide - leaving women to pick up the pieces of a very broken world.

In the wake of these two events, the world had changed overnight, and the very paradigm of a patriarchal dominated culture had radically shifted; women, now in power, had, in most areas of the world, begun to relegate what was left of men to a sub-order class because of their weakened state and the fact that they could never again be trusted with any position of power – because while no official court passed judgement on the gender, the tacit court of the people had severely judged the gender; it was men who had very nearly set the entire race on the road to extinction with their wars and nuclear weapons and their neglect of a real existential threat to all humanity.

From the rubble of that debacle emerged new leaders, women who took power, and while most of those leaders across the globe were intent on rebuilding society for the good of all, one woman in particular, calling herself Lady V, who rose to power in America and took office as its President – had a different agenda.

Rebuilding the New America to suit her vision, Lady V was intent on letting the male gender disappear entirely, and to that end, she had a team of scientists putting the finishing touches on a genetically modified woman she called Woman Ex, one that was capable of parthenogenesis, a form of asexual reproduction in which the embryo develops directly from an egg without need for fertilization – a quality that many species of birds, reptiles and other plants had, which V's team had replicated.

Lady V’s “America” would be populated by both Woman Ex and contemporary women, but eventually, only one would endure.

There were, however, those who did not side with her vision, and the Resistance was born – and a civil war, a brutal one, ensued.
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BOOK II  

ERA-II
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Houston, Texas
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Tanner McNeal and Telanthia, better known as Tel, had finally accomplished the impossible feat, considering the circumstances; that is, if travelling to Jupiter and back – a sixteen-year-long mission to Europa – Jupiter’s moon, and then faced with a dystopian society where what little was left of men were criminalized and subjugated, and then joining the Resistance to fight against and finally toppling the oppressive regime in New America was not enough; they had finally hitched their wagons to the same star. 

Upon returning from their protracted honeymoon, Tanner discovered that Nancy Monroe, the elected President of New America, who took over in the wake of the revolution, had appointed him the Director of NASA – which actually no longer existed at the time, having been dismantled by her predecessor.

The President’s mandate to Tanner was to put NASA back on the map again – and fast; with its first priority being to design and launch an early-warning and detection system which would permanently reside in the asteroid belt between Mars and Jupiter, providing a constant vigil and defensive line against lethal rocks ever coming Earth’s way again.

Within weeks, Tanner, and his team; the very same people who had ventured with him to Jupiter and back, were set up in one of the buildings at the abandoned complex, the Johnson Space Center in Houston, which had sat idle and forgotten for nearly two decades. 

One day, as the team sat chattering over coffee, Dep, a member of Tanner’s original Jupiter team, a brilliant cosmologist from Mumbai, India, stumbled into the room, gasping for his next breath. 

He had just sprinted the full gamut of the complex from the building where he worked, over half a kilometer away. 

“You have to see this,” he announced as sweat dribbled down both sides of his face; at which, he promptly turned and dashed from the room.

When they caught up with him, Dep was hanging over a countertop which housed multiple computer screens, his eyes practically popping from their sockets.

“You’ve got our attention,” said Tanner, “what’s up, Dep?”

Dep touched a finger to a screen and pointed to a bar graph. 

“Those rising amplitudes you see here,” he turned to look at them, “...were not there an hour ago.”

Tanner leaned closer, “Okay, translate this into simple English for us?”

Dep nodded to the adjacent computer. “That is what those readings looked like earlier today. See, they are mostly flatlined with occasional minor erratic blips – nothing significant. It is just space noise. But this,” he jabbed a finger at the other screen, “these amplitudes are massive, they’re consistent and they are repeating every thirty seconds on the dot.”

Tel raised a brow. “Are you saying this is not space noise?”

Dep nodded. “That’s exactly what I’m saying, Tel.” He turned to face the group. “Remember - before leaving Europa, we set up micro-dishes aimed into the sky beyond Jupiter, in the hopes of picking up any echoes from beyond the rim of the giant? Maybe, even getting a glimpse of whoever left those traces of Footprint in that cavern? Well, these amplitudes,” he pointed once again, “are being picked up by those very dishes and transmitted to us as we speak. This is live stuff, guys” his voice teetered on the edge of exhilaration.

Tanner’s brows twisted closer together. “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” he asked.

Dep tapped another computer, the air of excitement about him was now contagious. “I ran the input through CET just to be sure.” 

“Remind me again, what is CET?” asked Tanner.

“Contact-ET, an old computer program designed decades ago by the Jet Propulsion Lab to separate out space noise emanating from black holes, nebula, and other star clusters, essentially, to identify patterns which might indicate intelligent life.”

Dep’s head bobbed side to side – a common Indian gesticulation. 

“It is a message, guys; a phonetic syllabic, a mimic of our own language using a rhyming pattern.” 

“Meaning what?” probed Tanner, his patience now on the edge.

Dep tapped the keyboard, and one word popped up. 

They all stared incredulously at a single word on the screen. 

HELLO!

Dep turned to them with a brimming smile, “Someone is trying to contact us.”
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BOOK III    

Arcadia Planitia Lowlands Mars
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(11 years later)  

You would think that sleeping on Mars would be relatively easy, given that our life up here is largely devoid of any human interaction except amongst ourselves and the digital world connecting us back to Earth – but hell, with the sand storms, which are wicked and blood-thirsty and which shake and pummel the Hab and sounds as if we are about to break apart and become part of the Martian landscape at any moment, I usually end up sleeping two or three hours at a go, if I am lucky, before the impulse to wander its narrow corridors to see if the red bitch has compromised our tiny little pebble in the ocean of nothingness engulfing us.

We are into our fourth month on one of six facilities on Mars – the first, this very one, having been established four years ago by NASA in conjunction with the ESA, the European Space Agency; followed by a secondary base closer to the north pole, then came a Russian base, a Chinese base, a North Korean base, an Indian base, and a privately owned facility entirely funded and established by a conglomerate of wealthy entrepreneurs who had their own agenda – the monetization of Mars.

Three of the bases, like ours, are spread over the Arcadia Planitia lowlands, one of the better locations for colonization, considering the expansive flatlands surrounded by mountainous ridgelike formations which offer some reprise from the frequent sandstorms, and more importantly, – which, according to NASA and ESA probes, offer up high prospects of minerals as well as large pockets of frozen water.

Our prime mandate at MB-1, besides surviving everything the Red Lady tossed our way, is twofold; first, following in the footsteps of three other crews which had lived here for roughly nine to twelve months at a stretch, was to continue to provide NASA and its partner, the European Space Agency (ESA), with evidence that the human physiology could endure Mars for extended periods; and secondly, to explore and un-earth (no pun intended) the resources which could be harvested, particularly, sources of water – because water was necessary to growing food, creating oxygen and developing a sustainable source of fuel – that was the real gold.

We knew it was there. Spectral scans provided by probes and satellites revealed an underground cache of frozen water – a frozen lake about the size of Greater Los Angeles. Getting to it, that was the trick. 

On Earth, we could have easily set up equipment and pounded our way down through the crust to eventually tap into it, but this was Mars, and getting equipment here, the right equipment to match the challenges of reaching the depths required, that was another thing. Moreover, how do you convert frozen water into something you can transport to the surface, and then how do you maintain that converted water, large quantities of it, in liquid form for use in the production of fuel, drinking water and water to hydrate plants and such, in an environment like this? 

The challenges which Mars offers are substantial, and you must rethink every small detail and the cost/value of it all.

Of course, further north, in the icecaps of Mars, there was plenty of water to be accessed, but figuring out how to process those elements into useable water, and then transporting it to other areas, well, you get the idea – kind of like leveraging the icecaps of Earth.

As to physiology, Mars is a ruthless bitch – not to be underestimated. The Red Lady is nonnegotiable when it comes to surviving here. On the Arcadia Planitia, night temperatures drop to around -50 C, sometimes even lower, and during the day, with an atmosphere thinner than Earth’s, the sun’s rays can turn your skin into fried eggs in seconds if exposed.

Like I said, you simply do not compromise yourself, because in the end, she always wins.

Stepping from my sleeping bay, I made my way to the small kitchenette, which amounts to a tiny table, chairs, a microwave, storage units containing lots of prepackaged food, and the most crucial element of all – a coffee maker.

Honestly, when I applied to the European Space Agency to take this trip, and was briefed about its duration, one of my first concerns was about coffee. If you are a professed addict, then you understand. My day starts with coffee and is fueled by a minimum of three more cups along the way, and often ends with another one, so the idea of heading off on a three-year mission, without coffee – just put a loaded gun to my head.

Fortunately, NASA and ESA engineers possessed a strange sense of humor, or mentality, or both, because while we are limited to taking a shower every three days because water is the equivalent of diamonds up here; there were no such limitations on how much coffee we consumed, within reason of course. And if I am being honest, they did a respectable job of providing us with a decent tasting brew.

That is my rant – Jacob Dekker, astronaut, and explorer, who, along with my partner on this mission, Jessica Andersson – a twenty-one-year-old from Denmark, are two of the youngest people to ever man Mars-Base 1 or MB-1.

Unlike myself, Jessica is a committed rock hugger, with degrees in geology and biology, and she is, if I am entirely honest, the backbone of our mission.

I, on the other hand, am the pilot, having navigated us to the surface, and, when the next mission arrives eight months from now, I will pilot us back home. I am also trained in the fundamental engineering skills required to keep the HAB running and making repairs.

Beyond that, I am her wingman – I back up Jessica and provide whatever help she needs in the execution of the scientific routines and experiments laid out for us, a busy agenda by the way, covering our entire stay here.

“So,” I plopped down in a chair across from her with a fresh coffee in hand, “what’s the game plan today, Jefe?”

Jessica, with her chestnut hair wrapped in a perfect bun, with equally mahogany brown eyes and skin that even now, after thirteen months into our mission, retained a hint of that golden tan which she held onto throughout our training in Houston, looked up at me with her benchmark crooked smile.

“Quadrant 4.3, buddy,” she answered, her eyes returning to the book she was reading.

“Okay, back to the dig for gold, uh?”

She nodded.

“What’s the book?” I asked, not particularly a reader myself, more the virtual game player, but more interested in engaging her.

“Homer’s Odyssey.”

“Really! You mean, Homer, the man from way back in Greece...”

She tilted her eyes my way with a look that carried a hundred pounds of wordage, you know, that secret weapon which women possess where they can say nothing but still crush you with a silent gaze.

“Yes, Homer – 7th century Grecian poet who wrote one of the most famous stories of all time.”

“When do we EVA?”

She glanced at her watch. “Half an hour – good for you?”

“Yes, works fine.”

As her eyes dipped back to the book, I took a moment to admire her in silence.

Here is the rub; we are not supposed to engage in intimate relationships during our mission – a firm rule put in place because apparently NASA did a trial run on the subject when they were testing human endurance under protracted space conditions and discovered that intimacy got in the way of pioneering space. That said, my heart had an entirely different view on the matter, and after months of pre-flight training with Jess, followed by a nine-month journey to Mars, and now four months into our stay on the Hab, well, it wasn’t that easy to just turn off my feelings for her.

It wasn’t the fact that Jess was the only woman within a forty-kilometer radius of our base, unless I wanted to go cozy up with the Russians or Chinese, it was the fact that this rather subdued, humble, coy, withheld, and yet, utterly bewitching creature, had magically won me over.

Was I in love?

Hell, I don’t know, because honestly, at the age of twenty-three, and with only a handful flings in my intimacy portfolio, I was not exactly an expert on the subject. Where others my age were spending time clubbing and meeting girls, I had applied at the age of eighteen to become a pilot with the Royal Netherlands Air Force and was spending my time training and flying at the Eindhoven air base an hour from where I grew up in Rotterdam. Maybe, I missed out – who knows, who cares.

If the throbbing ache and yearning inside of me was any indication, then maybe I was the victim of love.

I took a quick bite, and by that, I mean, really quick, because all our food stores in the HAB are prepackaged goop of one flavor or another. With the exception of color and taste, it all looks like different versions of pasty baby food to me. 

Squeezing the last bit of bacon-flavored-egg-mush into my mouth, I deposited the package in the recycling bin, took a moment to remind myself that at the end of this tour a real hamburger and milkshake awaited me, I prepared for our Extra-Vehicular-Activity or EVA – number sixty-three since our arrival here.
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