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Chapter 1

“Whatever happens in there whaddya say we get a drink after this? I’ve always liked redheads.”

“You’re unbelievable.” Gillian pushed Michael’s hand from her knee. “You know if Brock knew just what a self-centred scumbag you really were you’d be nowhere near taking over from him.”

“Oh, sweetie, he knows,” grinned Michael. “Because he was exactly like me. Which is why I’m gonna be picked and you’re not.”

Gillian’s mouth dropped open with a disbelieving pant. “You should hear yourself.”

“I assure you Foxy that every word that comes out of this mouth is blessed with the grace of god.”

“Save me the phony religious crap,” Gillian scoffed. “You’re as downright sinning as they get.”

His hand clamped down on her bare thigh, he leaned in close. “I’d be careful if I was you Foxy. I’m not a man to be talked down to.”

Gillian felt his rough squeeze, tried to push his hand clear again. “Get off of me.”

Only the sound of the door across from them had Michael’s hand quickly pulling away.

“He’s ready for you,” the fusty male lawyer said from the doorway.

Gillian aimed a fiery glare at Michael and got to her feet.

Withered and balding, looking half the man he used to be, Brock Jameson sat behind his big desk. He didn’t look well. Didn’t look like he should be in the office at all. “Get in here Chalk and Cheese.”

That was his nickname for them and though Gillian didn’t care much for it, she couldn’t deny it rang true. After all she was a creamy skinned Irish American. Michael a coffee hued Italian American. She – admittedly not perfect – had at least some moral fibre. He, she thought, watching him stride past her, round the desk and give old Brock a kiss on the top of his bald head and a big hug, a sneaky wretch.

“And the delectable Ms Fox. A kiss for a dying man.”

She rounded the desk, gave Brock’s outstretched hand a kiss, gave him a heartfelt hug, then returned to a spot in front of the desk alongside Michael. Every seat in the room was taken by the several male lawyers flanking the desk.

“I guess we should cut to the chase.” Brock broke into a wheezy cough, then settled back in his big executive chair, hands gripping the rests as he eyed them both.

Gillian felt a nervous roll. She’d sacrificed so much for this. She’d pretty much been groomed for the roll these last five years. Then this one to her right had shown up, a distant grandson who’d charmed his way into the reckoning. A flunky, a dropout, a mistake, thought Gillian, watching Mr Jameson’s eyes flick between them both.

“I’ve always gone with the gut,” he said. “This one’s no different. Gillian.” Her spirits rose. “I’m sorry. My choice is Michael.”

Suddenly the room was spinning a little. She wanted to shout. She wanted to scream. She wanted to throw a hissy fit. But of course she had more class than that. She congratulated Michael. She shook his hand. She stood listening to Brock’s condolences. But none of it was properly going in.

“You know I adore you Gillian. I respectfully hope you remain a loyal employee of the company. I know Michael hopes it so.”

She couldn’t look at Michael again. She could barely look at Brock. Gillian nodded, smiled, said something non-descript like, “Thank you sir.” Then she was walking out, hearing Brock telling Michael that the “the contracts would be ready to be signed tomorrow.”

Out in the corridor she drifted towards the elevator light headed. She was stepping inside it when Michael caught up with her. His smugness radiated.

“I hope you learnt your lesson about playing with the big boys Foxy.”

She dug her fingernails into her palms, felt the anger bubble like a boiling kettle. But she wouldn’t stoop to his level. She wouldn’t.

He leaned in, pressed the button for her. “Going down,” he smiled.

The doors shut on his gloating face. Hands balled into fists, Gillian tossed her head back and screamed a silent scream.

“Nepotism, its pure and simple nepotism,” said Gillian, slinging back the last of her cocktail.

“It’s how the world works,” said Brie, sipping from her own.

“Yeah and I’ve had enough of it.” Gillian tapped the edge of the empty glass, caught the bartender’s eye. A dozen seconds later it was swiped away, replaced by a full one. The first thing she’d done upon leaving the office was come to this bar, message Brie, order that drink. And now here the two ladies sat, putting the world to rights.

“I mean I could half understand it if he wasn’t such a sexist, misogynistic…” Jerk, she was about to say jerk when her mouth dropped open and silent.

Brie swung around following her friends burning glare to the entrance. There he was, stepping inside with two buddies.

“That’s him?” asked Brie.

Gillian nodded without knowing it. Of all the bars in Manhattan. This couldn’t be coincidence. He’d come here to gloat. She just knew it.

“You didn’t say he was so…hot,” said Brie turning back to her, twirling a finger through a lock of hair.

Gillian switched her glare from Michael to Brie.

“What? I’m just saying.”

“Well don’t.” Oh God he’s coming over. I don’t believe—

“Hey there,” grinned Michael. “Small world.”

Gillian rolled her eyes, which didn’t deter him. “You’ve been holding out on me Gillian. Who’s this?”

And suddenly Brie was staring up at him like a lovestruck schoolgirl, twirling that twist of hair, suddenly she was putty in his hands.

“Excuse me,” said Gillian, slipping from the bar stool, heading for the bathroom. There she stared at herself in the mirror, blew out her cheeks, ran two hands through her shiny red hair. She was an attractive woman. And she’d never doubted it. But Michael, Michael did something to her. He made her question herself. Despite all the flattery – or maybe because of it – created a feeling of not being worthy. Of him being above her.

She pursed and puckered her lips, took a deep breath. Well screw him!

Back by the bar Michael and his two buddies were circled around Brie who was laughing, loving the attention. Gillian suddenly had a feeling of falling. She couldn’t do this. She couldn’t go back over there. Suffer his smugness. Brie was fine, Brie could handle herself, she thought, giving the group one last sweeping glance before striding for the door.

“Gillian,” came the call when she was a few paces from it. “Going somewhere?” Michael strode to her.

Gillian eyed him with heavy eyes. “Why did you come here Michael. To gloat? Show off? You’ve won. You’ve got everything you want.”

Michael stared back, predatory eyes narrowed, a mischievous smile flickering on his lips. “Not everything.”

Gillian let out a disbelieving pant. “That’s not happening Michael. I’m done.” She swung around for the door, only to feel his firm grip at her elbow as he grabbed her. “You’re not done till I say you’re done. I’m the boss now Gillian. I give the orders.”

“Ow! You’re hurting me!”

Michael noticed a few looks from a nearby table, dropped his arm.

“Don’t touch me again. Ever!” With one last glower, Gillian headed through the door.

Outside dark storm clouds had gathered over the skyscrapers of Manhattan, the rain was beginning to not just fall but hammer. “Just my luck,” muttered Gillian, hurrying across the sidewalk, spinning left and right for sign of a cab. But the road was eerily empty, of both cars and people.

“You don’t get to say no to me Gillian.”

She swung around and there was Michael. Lightning forked in the sky above. “I want you. And I know you want me.”

“Please, get over yourself.”

He laughed as the torrential rain wetted his dark hair, ran down his stubbled cheeks. The corners of his eyes crinkled with a smile. “I get what I want Gillian. I always get what I—”

As he reached out to grab her that’s when the lightning bolt came direct from the heavens. It struck the spike of the Empire State building. Its electric blue current sped downwards, then out across Manhattan. From where they stood Gillian and Michael were thrown.

The last she saw was that electric blue.


Chapter 2

The electric blue was replaced by the blue of a cloudless sky. Michael was already half up propped on his elbows. The sun shone. The birds tweeted. Laughter – women’s laughter – came from not far away.

“What the…?” Michael murmured staggering up.

It’s just as well Gillian didn’t expect a hand up, because one wasn’t forthcoming. She looked around at the greenery. Where were they? Central Park? She saw the sweep of tall buildings poking above the trees confirming it. But how?

“What the fuck?” said Michael, hands on hips, stretching his back, no doubt wondering exactly the same thing. He glanced towards her and his look was half accusatory – like whatever had happened was somehow her fault.

They didn’t speak to each other. Both were still a little too dazed to speak. Instead they wandered over to that sound. A crowd of women had gathered. They were facing a low stage. There was more of that laughter and Gillian craned her head to see what they were finding so funny. Maybe it’s some kind of amateur theatre group, or impromptu student show, she thought. Then she saw the young man.

He was naked, in some kind of stock; his bare ass pinkish red. Next to him a frizzy haired woman in a pleated leather dress was smirking. “More?” she asked.

The female audience whooped and cheered their encouragement.

“Make him squirm,” a woman right by Gillian shouted.

Gillian looked around at Michael, his moody look catching her eye, before he was storming off muttering obscenities. Gillian turned back to the low stage to see the paddle land with a fleshy whack. She lifted a hand to her mouth in astonishment as the women cheered, but behind it she was smiling, holding a titter as she wandered on.

“This city’s gone fucking mad,” muttered back Michael as she caught up with him.

Neither of them noticed the sign at the edge of the path. It was the type of stick image sign that approves dog walkers. Only there was no dog. The stick image was of a man leashed and crawling behind his female owner. Sight of it would have given more pause for thought. First Michael, then Gillian strode straight on by.

Michael was immediately trying to flag down a cab when they came out of the park entrance. None of them were stopping and he was getting increasingly irate. Gillian shook her head, lifted a hand and the first cab that came her way pulled up. She smiled at Michael and got in. A second later he was joining her. “Midtown,” he snapped at the driver.

The young cabbie looked at Gillian in the rear-view mirror. “Madame?”

Madame? She’d never had a cabbie address her as such and it momentarily threw her.

“Let’s go buddy. Drive!” said Michael.

The driver kept his gaze on Gillian.

“Go,” she said, thinking that maybe there’s still time to stop the contracts being signed, stop Mr Jameson from making the biggest mistake of his life.

At her say so the cab dropped into the flow of traffic and as it did Michael settled back, shuffled a little closer. “Some night huh?”

The wayward strand of dark hair across his forehead, the strong jaw and white smile; for an instant Gillian was half forgetting herself, half forgetting just what a jerk he was. Then the hand found her knee and it was all flashing back.

“Still doesn’t change anything,” he said. “I still own you.” The hand inched up her thigh.

Gillian swiped it away with a glower, swung to the window oblivious that what had happened last night changed everything. Outside the streets gleamed clean and bright, certainly cleaner than she’d ever remembered them looking. Out of the corner of her eye she glimpsed the male tongue lickers (like shoe shine boys) on their knees polishing a couple of seated women’s heeled shoes. Her head turned in passing. Then they were gone. And she was wondering what she’d just seen.

“You’re going to be wearing super short skirts for me,” Michael purred at her ear. “You’re going to be following me around like my little lapdog.”

His fingers tiptoed up her thigh towards her crotch. Gillian grabbed his wrist before it got any further. The glower had become a look of indignant fury. Her pretty cheeks were red. Beneath her blouse her breast’s rose and fell with each deep breath. Michael saw all this and smiled, shuffled away seemingly satisfied for now.

“I’m going to enjoy this Gillian. I’m going to enjoy every second of it.”

She could quit. She could say right now that she’d never work for a sexist jackass like him. But that would be throwing away a decade’s worth of work, it would mean leaving the company to him. And so she swallowed, held her tongue, all the while praying at the back of her mind that the handover could be stopped.

The freakiness of last night, this morning; the lightning, the waking up in Central Park, had fallen from her mind when the cab pulled up near the dizzying skyscraper that housed Vista, Brock Jameson’s media empire. Patting down his trouser pockets, Michael cursed. “Some thieving fuck must have…” He looked at Gillian. “Pay for the damn cab,” he said, storming out.

She shook her head, reached into her purse, only for the driver to say: “No fare Miss. No fare for females and their subs.”

Gillian looked up to see him staring at her in the mirror. He quickly dropped his eyes. Subs? What on earth was he talking about? Never mind. She shoved a ten-dollar bill onto the slot in front, and slid out.

Michael was shouting when she caught up with him, in some kind of argument with the doorman. As Gillian approached that same doorman bowed, held open the door. “Morning Miss.”

“Finally.” Michael threw up his arms, strode in. “I want that monkey removed asap,” he said, glowering Gillian’s way. “Stopping me from entering. Who in the hell does he think he—”

A smiley young assistant stepped into Gillian’s path. “Good morning Ms Fox,” she said brightly. “Your nine o’clock is waiting upstairs.”

“Nine o’clock?”

“Yes. Ms Nagamoto. From the Tokyo office.”

Gillian had no idea what the girl was talking about, but went with her nonetheless. She passed Michael, who was in yet another argument, this time with a female security guard. It didn’t surprise her much given how often he found fault, generally with something trivial. She imagined this was no different.

“I’ve put together some of the latest projections on Asia,” said the assistant Gillian would soon know as Megan, handing her an iPad.

Gillian swiped through it, seeing numbers Brock would usually only be privy to, seeing stuff that generally wasn’t in her remit. “How did you?”

But the elevators doors had parted open and she and Megan were already marching onwards to the big office at the end of the corridor. His office. And Gillian thought she’d seen the strangest thing. Her name: ‘Ms Fox’ inscribed on the gold nameplate directly below the three letter title that signified the apex of the whole operation. That can’t be. She blinked taking in the letters that spelt CEO as she neared, taking in the surname that was most definitely hers.

Megan smiled back at her, pushed open the door. Gillian stared up at the nameplate for a few seconds feeling a tingling strangeness sweep down the nape of her neck, then stepped properly inside. She let her gaze drift around the swish office, she saw the neat woman sat before the big desk, she saw the framed photos of herself on the walls – at business conferences, on magazine covers. This can’t be…

“Is everything all right Ms Fox. You seem a little—”

“Everything’s fine.” Gillian smiled at Ms Nagamoto, then went towards the desk. As she did so she noticed the small crowd at the window down below, saw the cop car and the figure being bundled towards it. Immediately she was wheeling. “Just one second,” she said to Ms Nagamoto, already striding for the door.

“Get her a coffee. Run over some of those projections,” Gillian snapped back at Megan, before she was in the lift descending, touching the racing pulse at her neck, wondering what in the world was going on today.

Outside the crowd of mainly female office workers were dispersing. Gillian strode through them to the police car still parked up. In the back Michael was cuffed and ball gagged, and raging mad by the look of it. At her knock one of the two young female cops buzzed down a window.

“This one yours?”

Mine? “I guess,” said Gillian.

“He’s got some sass,” grinned the young cop. “And a real big mouth for a bitch boy.”

Gillian heard Michael’s frustrated squeal from the back seat.

“Shut up you,” said the second female cop from the driver’s seat.

“You can have him back tomorrow if he behaves,” said the other.

Were these cops serious? The engine started up. “Wait! Which station are you taking him to?”

“Station?” The young cop’s brow furrowed in surprise. “This one’s headed straight for the pound where all the bad boys go.”

“Pound?” Gillian was left stammering as off the car went. What in the…?

She watched the cop car turn a corner, then she was turning back to the skyscraper that was Vista HQ. Something was different, very different. From the entrance an elegant woman in a pale pink dress appeared, tugging a collared and leashed male behind. He wore tight grey shorts, shiny black shoes. He was tanned and buff. There were others too Gillian noticed glancing along the gleaming sidewalk.

Women leading collared men. Some on their knees crawling, others carrying shopping bags. What had happened last night? What was this place?


Chapter 3

“Your owner’s here to pick you up big shot,” said the ponytailed cop running her nightstick along the bars of the cage with a smirk. “Are you going to be a good boy if I let you out?”

Michael, stripped to his pale blue boxers, simply glowered.

“I’ll take that as a yes.”

The cage he’d spent the night was no bigger than one of those Japanese sleeping pods. Which meant Michael had two choices; either crawl out or scoot out on his ass. He chose the latter.

“Do you want these back?” asked the young cop holding out his clothes.

Of course I do! Michael inwardly shrieked. He wasn’t an idiot. New York was screwed up, but not this screwed up. Dog like cages. Young female cops running a male pound. What fucked up reality was this? That question bubbled at the back of his mind as the cop shoved him his clothes, watched him dress.

Outside in the foyer Gillian was signing for his release. He felt a stirring below as he took in the smooth legs, the curve of the pert derriere, the glossy red hair, then the face – sexy and intelligent. How often he got a kick out of seeing it flush red with anger. But there was none of that this morning. Did he detect a smile?

“Any more trouble and he’ll be heading for the farm,” the cop at reception was telling her.

Gillian’s bright eyes were on him now. “I’m sure there’ll be no problems officer.”

She looked fresh, glowing, but then she’d probably slept soundly on a nice big mattress, certainly not had the sleepless night he’d had. He felt a fresh rumble of anger, bit his lip, somehow held his tongue.

“You need a leash for that one,” said the cop behind reception eyeing him.

“And a muzzle,” added the ponytailed cop.

Gillian pursed her lips, she most definitely wanted to smile.

“All right get him outta here.”

“See you around big shot.”

“Don’t! Just don’t!” growled Michael as they stepped outside into another gleaming day, crossed to Gillian’s chauffeured ride.

They climbed in, were soon gliding soundlessly between the tall buildings. Michael looked out on it all afresh. He noticed the small details, the cleanliness, the general sheen, the striding confident women, some of the leashed males. What were they pets, slaves?

“What the fuck is going on,” he said, dagger eyes flashing across the seat to Gillian. “This isn’t Manhattan.”

“No.” Her voice was calm, measured, her gaze steady. “It’s Womanhattan.”

“Woman-hattan,” Michael repeated incredulous. His gaze swung back to the window, his mouth hung open, then it was on her again. “But how?”

“I don’t know Michael. I only know what you know. We woke up. We were here.”

His handsome face scrunched with a frown. This had to be a dream, scratch that, a fucking nightmare. “I need to find Brock. I need to—”

“That’s impossible. He’s no longer…”

“Goddamn it Gillian, no longer what?”

“He’s no longer in charge of running the company.”

“Then who the hell is?” But Michael saw it in the faint flicker of a smile, that glow of hers. “You!” A fucking nightmare all right.

“Is the thought of it so strange to you Michael?”

“I’ll fucking say.” His gaze swung moodily back to the window. He wanted to scream, he wanted to pound the seat. What kind of fucked up alternative reality is th—

The car slowed. “What’s happening?”

“I’ve gone to the convenience of renting you an apartment Michael.”

He looked out at the upmarket apartment block. “You’re dropping me off.”

Gillian fixed him with her gaze, spoke calmly, almost emotionless. “Clean yourself up Michael. Get some rest.”

“Oh, I see,” he panted. “You get to play CEO while I stew in this, this goddamn absurdity.”

Gillian didn’t blink. “Behave yourself Michael. I wouldn’t want you to get into any more trouble.”

Michael scoffed, slowly shook his head, then slid out the car and slammed the door hard. “Fucking bitch!” he yelled after it as on it drove.

The hunk made his way around the open plan office in tight grey shorts and shiny black shoes and, well, nothing else at all really. Some of the female workers had a good leer, others ignored him entirely, some had him get down and give them a foot rub, others a shoulder massage. The scene reminded Gillian of that old Diet Coke ad, only saucier.

She saw a similar buff boy doling out bottled water to those female beauties that wanted it, another kneeling by the heels of a woman typing with his tongue out. Why she had no idea. Maybe he’d been a bad boy. Maybe she had some envelopes that needed licking. Whatever the reason it made Gillian smile. In fact, the whole structure of the company made her smile.

Unlike the old Vista, here every remotely powerful position was held by a female. And from what she’d experienced it simply reflected the wider society of Womanhattan. A place where women were on top. A place where men, or rather boys as they were referred too, did the menial jobs. Or simply existed as eye candy, to entertain, lighten a woman’s day. Like these boys, thought Gillian, smile growing wider.

She passed through the office, found Megan at her workstation. “Lunch?”

The younger woman gave a flustered look like she was surprised to be asked by the big, important boss to go out for a quick bite. “Sure,” she smiled. “Of course.”

They were soon sat in a colourful restaurant, around them pretty bare topped bow tied waiter boys waiting on women out for light lunches like themselves.

“How longs it been like this?” asked Gillian.

“I don’t follow,” said Megan between bites of her wrap.

“The men, boys, how long have they been.…” Gillian struggled for the right word. Emasculated? Enslaved? “Serving,” she finally opted for.

“Um, like forever,” said Megan. “That’s what they’re trained for. That’s what they do.”

She looked at her boss no doubt wondering why she was asking something so self-evident. She knew all this.

“Was there ever a time when they didn’t do that?”

“No,” said Megan looking slightly bemused now. “It’s always been this way.”

Gillian marvelled at the fact that this young woman had never had to kowtow to a man, never been talked down to by a man, never suffered sexual harassment from a man. “Do you know of a place where this matriarchy doesn’t exist?”

Again Megan’s bemusement was clear. “No,” she said, wide eyed. “Do you?”

“Oh, there’s somewhere far, far, away,” said Gillian. “But that’s changing.”

“I hope so. It sounds a strange place to me. A place where males rule,” she said in wonder, then half laughing. “Can you imagine?”

Gillian sniggered. “I know. Ridiculous right?”

It had been a week. A whole week he’d been in this fucked up reality. He’d wandered the city, searched for old friends and acquaintances, some sign of male power. Had he found it? No. Now he stood on the sidewalk staring into a bar. He longed for a drink. Longed to forget for one night, but thought of asking for a handout from Gillian made his insides bristle, his lips pull back from his teeth into a sneer.

The last he’d seen of Gillian they’d had a big bust up. He’d accused her of loving this. She’d said he was mad. He’d grabbed her hard at the arm, slammed her against the wall. She’d struggled from his grasp, ran. Now he was on his own…to find a way back.

Inside the bar a couple of women teased a half naked guy. What was wrong with him? Why did they all just take it? Michael turned away in disgust. “This goddamn place,” he muttered striding on along the sidewalk.

He didn’t notice the black car pulling up at his shoulder, wasn’t aware of the two men rushing towards him. Not until he was grabbed, shoved in the back. The car doors were slammed shut. Michael was pinned to the seat shouting. He felt a nick at his forearm. “Ow! What the…?”

A thin faced man held the tagging chip in front of his eyes. “Gotta be careful see?”

“Who are you?” Michael growled.

“Allies,” said the man tossing him a dark hood. “Put it on. Secrecy is everything to us.”

“No way!”

“Stop the car,” the man called. It stopped. A door was swung open. “Do you want to go back out there? Do you want to be owned by them?”

Michael looked across at the man. “No.”

“Then put it on.”

Michael picked up the hood, slid into darkness.

They called themselves the MLF (Male Liberation Front). A ragtag bunch operating out of some underground basement complex. In truth they wouldn’t have known liberation if it had bitten them on the ass. As far as Michael was concerned they were as under as the rest of them. They strived for nothing more than not being cleaners, ass kissers, women’s whipped playthings. They had no idea that man’s essence was to dominate, to rule. But Michael planned to show them the way.


Chapter 4

Heart shaped nipple clamps were clipped to the stud’s nipples. He was naked, kneeling, leashed and in chastity. The two dress suited women spoke for a moment. One ruffled the boy’s hair, made him look up at her. She smiled, tilted his head downwards. She said something to the other woman, then took hold of the leash, and off she went, naked stud crawling on behind.

It was a purchase, or loan perhaps, and it wasn’t the first time Gillian had witnessed such a transaction right here in the Vista lobby. Men, she was learning, did far more than just the menial crap in the office. They were houseboys, sex slaves, pet dogs, sissy boys, and anything and everything their female owner may desire. Gillian watched the naked boy crawl away behind his new owner. There was satisfaction in seeing that. So much satisfaction.

“All set?” asked Megan, bouncily striding towards her.

“All set,” said Gillian, not quite sure exactly what she was set for. She was quickly learning that being CEO in this city wasn’t all work. There were parties, fundraisers, free tickets to one event or another arriving daily. Living in twenty-two of the most vibrant square miles on the planet, there was plenty of opportunity for play.

Gillian and her assistant stepped out into the mild evening air, crossed over to the waiting chauffeur. They were soon gliding through the city, and it was now, under dark that it really let its hair down. Gillian saw naked window boys on display. She saw women having a good laugh, others gawping. She saw sparkly dressed women on their way to clubs. She saw the light of restaurants in which more were being waited on hand and foot.

Gillian glanced at Megan. She and her assistant had formed a close bond these past few weeks. She wasn’t hesitant in asking it. “Do have any subs Megan?”

The pretty black haired girl gave a smiley pout, swiped through her phone a few times, then pointed it Gillian’s way. The good looking boy knelt naked.

“Johnathan,” smiled Megan. Then she swiped at her phone again, tilted it Gillian’s way. “This one’s called Trent.”

Naked and kneeling, the second was as cute as the first.

“What do have them do?”

“You know, cook, clean, meet my needs,” Megan shrugged.

“Of course.” Gillian smiled back to the window. “Of course.”

A red carpet snaked into the grand building. There were glamourous women, photographers, two huge posters hanging either side of the entrance. Gillian saw the words Adam’s Secret, saw the female hand on the sexy male six pack. Then they were inside receiving flutes of champagne from the silky boxer clad waiter boys, settling into seats on the front row facing the runway.

There was an excited murmur from the women around them, and they were all women. Then the lights dimmed, the music started and the first of the collared naked male models was led out by the smiley clothed female.

“Enjoy the show,” grinned Megan.

Gillian’s gaze drifted over the tight clamps pinching the hot male model’s nipples, the chain that dangled between them, then down, down to the stiff appendage connected to the first chain by another. Oh I will, thought Gillian, I will.

The motley crew of men still didn’t look like much but at least they were beginning to really understand. “Men are rulers, dominators, winners,” said Michael addressing the cohort of men he’d come to lead.

Maybe they weren’t strong enough to topple the system. But they could make a dent. Spread the doctrine and start a revolution.

“They’re going to regret what they’ve done. They’re going to become our playthings. Our pets and slaves.”

“Hell yeah!” shouted one enthusiastic recruit.

Michael chuckled. If he couldn’t find a way back, then he’d bring his world to theirs. “You are Gods,” he began launching into another of his spirited speeches. “They are…”

A door bashed open and from it came the alarmed cry. “They’re coming!”

And suddenly the men were all a flutter rushing here there and everywhere. Michael scragged one, told him to “act like a man.” But he squirmed free, ducked and hid under the nearest table. Angrily Michael strode for the door, only for the team of female cops to come charging through it.

He was quickly on the ground on his front, cuffs slapped around his wrists, boot on his neck. “That’s two strikes.” The young ponytailed cop smiled down at him. “You’re in big trouble.”

What kind of kangaroo court was this? Michael had watched the men be bustled out one by one. There’d been no jury, no witnesses, and now it was his turn.

“Michael Borrelli,” said the judge, a smooth skinned black woman who went by the name Faulkner. “Anything to say?”

“Oh, I’ve got something to say all right,” said Michael standing. “This city Woman-hattan. It’s crazy. It’s out of control. We men deserve our rights. We’re not animals. We’re not playthings. We’re not your goddam servants!”

He was angry now and it showed.

“Sit down boy,” ordered the judge.

Michael wasn’t sitting, he stood defiantly right where he was. Judge Faulkner rolled her eyes. “Ms Fox would you get up here.”

Michael swung, watching in amazement as Gillian walked between the rows of the courtroom, the seats filled with women Michael could only assume had come to bask in men’s misery. Heels clicking Gillian took to the stand, aimed a measured and unreadable gaze Michael’s way.

“Thank you for your time Ms Fox,” said the judge. “I believe you’re this one’s owner.”

“Yes honour.”

“Hell you are!” Michael glowered.

The judge gave a tut. “Quiet you. I won’t warn you again,” she said, leaving Michael glaring. “Now Ms Fox. What can you tell me of this one?”

“Well, I can tell you he’s sexist, and misogynistic, and that he’s only ever used women for his own personal gratification.”

“Bitch,” Michael mouthed, glowering Gillian’s way. “You fucking bitch.”

“Has he ever been violent?”

“He’s lunged at me your honour. Only two weeks ago he grabbed me and well…I only just managed to wrestle myself free.”

The judge shook her head, in fact every woman in the courtroom shook her head.

“Accusations and lies,” Michael fumed. Why am I on trial here? What the hell is all this about? “I wanna a lawyer. A man.”

There were hoots of laughter from the rows of women behind.

“What?” Michael twisted around, his burning gaze on them. “What’s so…” Then the penny dropped and he gulped. A male lawyer was an oxymoron in their world. No such thing existed. The realisation was just one more hammer blow to the head. Possibly the knockout blow.

“I’ve heard enough. You boy,” the judge tutted gazing down at Michael. “Are a disgrace. But you’ll learn.” The edge of her mouth twisted upwards with a smile. “Take him to the farm.”

Michael pushed one of the female guards away, he wouldn’t go quietly. “Justice! You’ve lost the plot!” Then he was glowering at Gillian. “You! You fucking—”

The tranquiliser jabbed at his neck and immediately he was going limp. He heard titters, saw the women’s smiley faces and the swaying courtroom above as he was dragged. Then his heavy lid closed shut and his world went dark.

The young woman had blue eyes, dark hair, wore knee high black boots and a dress of some shiny metallic silver material. The three woman panel opposite were dressed identically. Around them everything was a bright white. At first Michael thought he was dreaming. He felt the zip tie restraints at his wrists, ankles, abdomen, securing him to the trolley like thing that was tipped vertically to the all female panel. He felt the ball gag at his mouth, realised from the women’s assessing stares he was completely naked.

“No modifications needed on one front,” one of the women was saying. “Looks like he’d make a good breeder.”

“I don’t know,” said a silky brunette. “I hear he’s got a real bad attitude.”

“Maybe we should have him neutered and sent out to pasture,” said another.

Michael’s eyes grew wide at that, he moaned against the ball gag, looked pleadingly to the younger women standing at his left who simply smiled back. Then his gaze was back on the panel.

“Decisions, decisions, decisions,” said the central woman tapping her cheek, prolonging his unease.

“He would make a good slave,” said the first who’d spoken.

“If he can behave himself,” said the second.

“Do you think you can behave yourself?”

Michael urgently nodded, eyes still wide. He didn’t doubt the power these women had in this fucked up reality. What they could choose to do. The central of three smiled. Then glanced at the two alongside her. “Should we give him the opportunity to prove his worth?”

“I think so,” said the brunette.

“He looks receptive to change,” said the blonde.

“Then re-education it is. Take him away.”

The trolley like board he was bound to was lowered flat. The dark haired woman smiled down at him as on he was pushed.


Chapter 5

Another end of a month. Which meant the Hamptons. Which meant more pampering treatments laid on for the Vista employees. Gillian’s eye wandered the room taking in the women in their party dresses, the naked males that were their entertainment. She could never tire of that power dynamic. The boys horny and wanting but unable to touch. The women seeing everything and able to take all they desired. She glimpsed two women leading boys back to their private quarters. It tickled her. It gave her a few hot flutters of her own.

Gillian stepped forward tapping her cocktail glass. There were calls for quiet. The room quickly fell silent. “I’ll keep this short but I’d like to thank you all for another fabulous month.” She smiled and the room smiled with her. “The company goes from strength to strength. And we couldn’t do it without every last one of you.”

She raised her glass and the women raised theirs with her. “Cheers,” came the spirited cry.

Gillian smiled, let the women get back to their fun. She worked the room, dipping into conversations here and there, connecting, winning women over, proving herself likeable and fun. At the bar one woman nudged her, whispered. “Someone can’t take their eyes off you.”

Gillian followed the women’s gaze to one of the sexy servant boys holding his glasses of fizz on a silver tray. His eyes immediately shot down.

“Thank you for pointing that out to me,” said Gillian. The woman smiled. Gillian beckoned the boy sneaking glances over with a finger. He stood before her silent as he’d no doubt been trained. He was cute in that buff boyish way. Gillian let her eyes drift up and down his body. She smiled as his cock stiffened at her gaze.

“What do you think you were doing looking without permission?” Her tone was more playful than scolding. Part of her still couldn’t believe all males were supposed to keep their eyes down unless ordered otherwise.

“I’m sorry ma’am,” he said, cheeks turning red as his cock continued its upwards ascent.

“Do you think that’s appropriate,” said Gillian drawing his eye to it.

“No ma’am.”

“Can’t you control yourself?” Gillian held a smile enjoying watching him squirm.

“I guess not ma’am.”

“You guess?” She shook her head, while he sneaked another peek at her, cheeks inflamed. “Who owns you?”

“The company ma’am.”

“That means I own you.” She waited for him to look at her. “Which means I take any poor service incredibly personally.”

He dropped his gaze, glasses on his tray clinking a little.

“Put that down,” said Gillian.

He placed the tray on the bar, returned in front of her stiff cock bobbing. Oh, she could have some fun with this one, she could have a lot of fun.

“Such poor performance just won’t do.” She reached out, flicked a nipple. He almost jumped out of his skin. “Room 118,” said Gillian. “Go wait for me there.”

He gave a nod, strode off with his erection jutting out before him. Gillian turned back to the bar with a smile.

You’re nothing. Nothing but a servant boy who obeys. The female voice was soft, purring, it burrowed into the darkest depths of his mind. You consider it an honour to do as she says. A privilege. To obey. To do as she commands. You crave that subspace from the tip of your toes to the top of your tingling scalp. How easy it would be to never have to make a decision for yourself ever again. So, so, so easy…To obey, obey, obey…

Michael snapped awake with that velvety smooth voice seeping into his conscience. The silver shock collar was tight at his neck. He was naked as always. And stiff. The type of rigid boner he used to get in his college days. The black haired, blue eyed trainer stood by the sliding entrance to his room. “Get up,” she said. “I want to show you something.”

He’d resisted at first, argued, gone without food, but all that had quickly fallen by the wayside. The days had taken on a monotonous hue. There was the gym. The classes in which he was taught about the great female inventors like Alexandria Bell, Edna Edison…all the great and powerful women there’d ever been. Michael was beginning to believe it was all true.

As for the facility it resembled a futuristic spa rather than some sort of prison. Sliding doors. Corridors of a shiny silver looking metal. He had no idea how much he was changing; the food, the gym sessions, the voice that sounded daily in the back of his mind was all designed for one purpose.

The young women, the type of beauty Michael wouldn’t have hesitated making a move on in his past life, led. Stubbornly hard Michael followed. There was no threat of him lunging in attack, one fast move her way and he’d be down on the floor receiving an excruciating taser like shock from that collar.

“This way,” she said.

On they went through one sliding door after another until they entered a narrower corridor lined on each side by some sort of glass pods. They were dark inside. Michael couldn’t see beyond the glass.

“I know you’re having difficulty understanding.” Boots clicking, one hand gently clutching a wrist behind her back, the young woman walked on a little further. “I thought this might help.”

There was a look back, then she gave the command, “Lights.”

At it, the bright lights of each pod pinged on and Michael was suddenly looking left and right in horror. The muscular men in each pod were naked, blindfolded, bound to some kind of frame. Just like him, they were stiff.

“They’re breeders, but we call them bulls,” came the woman’s voice to his left. It sounded proud. “We milk them daily, we keep them well fed, we keep them producing until they’re finally sent out to pasture.”

“But they’re men!” Michael fumed. “Not animals! They have thoughts, feelings!”

The younger woman smiled. “Maybe once. But now, now they’re simply donors. You wouldn’t believe the market for cum of such quality.” She smiled again, stepped a little closer to one of the pods and tilted her head. “12A. Execute extraction.”

Michael stood horrified as the male was tilted forward, as the tubular device enveloped his slick member and began pumping. He barely noticed her stepping to him, until she was right there, cupping his balls. “With balls like these you’d make a good breeder.”

Michael gulped.

“Don’t forget that.”

She’d never felt fitter. Never felt so calm and relaxed and comfortable in her own skin. Gillian snickered as she circled round two more male pets being taken for walkies. Then she was at the fountain, slurping, taking in great gulping breaths. A morning run through Central Park had become part of her daily routine. And by god did she enjoy it. Feeling those endorphins, feeling the fresh air, seeing the city embrace a new day – seeing the women assert their dominance.

“Just another day in Womanhattan,” murmured Gillian, hands on hips as she watched another of those female owner’s stride by with their naked crawling pet. Then she was noting the clear blue sky, thinking how every day seemed to break bright and sunny in this reality. Nature seemed calm. At peace with how things were.

The slap was fleshy and loud. It was followed by a man’s yelp. Then another slap. Another cry. Then a third. Gillian wandered on to see the three boys bent over just off the path. Their heads and wrists were secured in stocks, their asses already rosy. Gillian sniggered. She had no idea what these bad boys had done, only that they were going to have very red bottoms by the end of the day. She gave them each a slap in turn as she passed. And with a smile continued on with her run.

Crystal clear images flashed upon the bare white walls of the small circular room as the spectacled woman’s questions were fired one after another. Seemingly random images; a sunset, a strolling couple, a shark, a women’s lips, fireworks, a butterfly, a leash, a rocket launch…The questions came just as random; red or green? Yellow or black? Earth or fire? Trick or treat? A stranger says hello what is your response?

Michael answered without hesitation, without thought. Then the images on the walls all around stopped, the spectacled women looked up from her iPad. “Blink for me.”

Michael blinked. The women studied him half a second longer then looked to the trainer behind. “We’re done,” she said.

Michael was ordered up. A moment later found himself in front of the three woman panel that had received him that very first day, months ago now.

“How do you feel?”

“I feel…unburdened.”

The central woman smiled back at the other two. “You passed your assessment Michael. You’re ready to be rehomed. You’re ready for a new owner. Does that sound good?”

“Yes ma’am,” he said, but needn’t have, his excitement at the thought was obvious for all to see.

The women’s eyes drifted over his body, a body that had been sculpted over these past four months, down to his stirring member.


Chapter 6

The glamorous looking women sat around the circular white tableclothed tables in the high ceilinged, luxurious surrounds. Already an exquisite meal had been served, but the night was young and the entertainment was about to go up a notch. Gillian, in a stylish off the shoulder black number, heard a few peals of laughter above the chatty murmur as a few ladies returned from the viewing room where the merchandise was on display.

“Looks like we’re in for a treat ladies,” said Gillian to her table of Vista employees, just as the lights dimmed, and a curvy brunette hostess stepped on to the low stage.

“Are you buying?” came Megan’s whispering voice from her left.

“Who knows,” smiled Gillian. “Let’s see if any catch my eye.”

Michael had heard the women’s appraising chatter, the passing laughter as he’d stood naked in his display cabinet, but seen nothing. The glass was one way. The potential buyers saw everything. He was left in the dark. To simply wait his fate. The thought of his owner out there had him semi hard. The need to submit, the urge to obey was overwhelming. Since his therapy it was all he could think about. It was all he desired. And now behind him a door was opening, and he was being called.

He stepped out and a leggy blonde in a sparkly gold minidress clipped a leash to his collar. She glanced down at his growing erection with a smirk, then tugged him on by the lead. “Let’s go big boy.”

He was led to the side of the stage from where he glimpsed the roomful of women at their tables, saw the buff male on the jutting walkway before them. He was collared and leashed. Another sparkly dressed woman displayed him to the room. From the other side of the stage from Michael the curvy hostess acted as auctioneer. “55, 60, 65, 70…Come on ladies he’s worth every dollar.”

Up and up the bidding went till at 80 thousand the gavel finally came down. “Sold!”

There was clapping out amongst the audience, then the newly sold male was led off the stage by the sparkly dressed beauty and it was Michael’s turn.

“Ladies we are spoiling you tonight,” said the curvy host. There were whoops, more claps, joyful mutterings. “Bring out the next boy.”

And just like that Michael was being led out by the leggy blonde. He floated out over the stage, his senses immediately overloaded by the whistles and hoots, the perfumed scent in the air, sight of the glamorous audience. Never had he felt so exposed. Never had he felt so horny. The blonde tugged him to the end of the jutting walkway. There under the glare of the lights he couldn’t see much beyond the first few tables. But he felt the women’s eyes, there lustful, inspective stares.

Preened and primped, all lithe muscle and sex, Michael stood cock pinprick straight. The curvy hostess was speaking somewhere off behind. “Take a good, good, look ladies.” But Michael wasn’t really hearing her. He was some place else. He was in his dreamy joyous subspace. He didn’t have to think. All he had to do was obey, obey, obey. The bidding, the auction went on around him. And suddenly the loud clank of the gavel coming down was sounding, snapping him from his horny nothingness.

“Sold to table fourteen! Oh, ladies you’re gonna have some fun with this one.”

Michael was tugged off the stage, taken to the display room, where he was blindfolded, told to wait. He imagined a whole line of horny subs waiting for their new owner. The thought kept him hard.

The heels clicked towards him, there was no word spoken, but the leash at his collar tugged tight, and suddenly he was following.

What have they done to him? wondered Gillian. She was sat next to Michael on the leather seats of the chauffeured ride. Her gaze drifted down over his pecs, his arms, his stiff cock. She couldn’t stop the wide grin spreading her lips. It was an understatement to say she’d been surprised to see Michael in the auction. More like dumbstruck. This was Michael after all, a man who got off on power, a man who’d never submitted to anything or anyone in his life as far as she was aware. And here he was all primped and preened.

A hand went to Gillian’s mouth as she held a titter. Lips pursed she took a deep breath, then she reached out, stroked a finger down his cheek, watched him start in surprise, watched his erection twitch. Had the farm, the therapy really changed him that much? There was only one way to find out, but not yet. She’d let him stew a little longer.

The car pulled up and out they got. Gillian pulled him on from the sidewalk to the lobby, the lobby to the elevator. There were looks, smiles at the naked, rock hard, blindfolded male, but nothing more. Then she was leading him along the corridor, stepping into her deluxe apartment overlooking Central Park.

She tugged him to a spot with his back to the darkened window, across from him leaned back against a table, folded her arms. “Take off the blindfold,” she said.

His hands came up, he swept the blindfold off over his dark hair. Then he was blinking, eyes widening as they fixed on her.

“Hello Michael.”

“Gillian.” The voice wasn’t brash, loud like it would have been. It was low, soft, chastened.

“Aren’t you angry Michael?”

There was a beat. “No mistress.”

Mistress? Oh she liked that. “How come?”

The last she remembered of Michael was his screams of bitch towards her as he was dragged from the courtroom.

“Because slaves don’t get angry with their superiors,” he replied. “They do as they’re told.”

Gillian let out a panting breath. “Huh. Is that so?”

She nudged off the table, stepped to him, half expecting him to grab suddenly, wrestle her to the floor, that secretly he was seething mad. None of that happened. She circled him, taking in his firm ass, stepping around and viewing his straining cock. “What’s up with that?”

“Sorry mistress, I can’t control it.”

Gillian scoffed. “What, they didn’t let you play with it at the farm?”

“No mistress. Not without their permission.”

The titter was hard to stop, but she just about managed it. “You’ve had a tough time of it haven’t you?”

“No more than necessary mistress.” Michael’s answer didn’t fall into her trap of making everything about him. The old Michael, the one for whom the world revolved around, would have sought sympathy, looked to have used it to his advantage. But then again the old Michael wouldn’t have been stood buck naked and collared.

“Who gives the orders now?” asked Gillian, stroking a finger down his chest, making that cock jump.

“You do mistress.”

“And if I order you to kiss my shoes right now would you do it?”

“Yes mistress.”

“Prove it.”

She watched him quickly drop, begin giving her shiny heeled shoes quick little kisses. Between her thighs was the heavy heat of arousal that had steadily been building throughout the night. Now there was a persistent throb, a call that needed answering. She ordered Michael up, gave him another good look over. “Does the thought of being my sex slave excite you?”

He nodded vigorously. “Yes mistress.”

A thin drool of precum spilled out from the tip of his penis. Gillian scooped it up, ordered him to lick it from her finger. The old Michael wouldn’t have done that, not in a million years. Gillian reached under her dress, slid off her panties, pinged them away, interested to see what else she could get him to do.

“This way,” she said, leading him to the bedroom.

Three months later…

Gillian swept back the curtain, strode from the changing stall in the tight leather dress. “How do I look?”

“Sensational mistress,” replied a kneeling Michael.

Would he really say any different? She smiled down at him, ruffled his hair. “Aw you’re sweet.” Then she saw the bulge at his crotch, and whispered down as she leaned a little closer. “Maybe I’ll wear it for our weekly spanking session.”

He gulped at that. And it made her insides fizz.

“That reminds me.”

One whole wall of the fetish shop displayed whips and paddles and crops. Gillian took a few of the paddles down, tested them against the palm of her hand. “A bit heavy, but I think…this one.”

She picked a slightly smaller one, turned to Michael. “Come.”

Immediately he was up and hurrying over like a well trained dog. Gillian looked right into his eyes, ordered him to “Drop ’em.”

There was no argument, he unbuttoned his trousers, down they came. He didn’t get to wear underwear anymore, so everything was there, bared. Gillian enjoyed the amused looks of the women in the store, then stepped behind him. “Hands on the wall,” she said.

Up they went without so much as a grunt. Gillian ever so lightly tapped his ass a few times, then circled her wrist, testing the feel of the paddle in her grip. It felt good. It felt empowering. It felt right. Eyes returning to Michael’s firm tush, she lifted her arm and thwack! The sound was meaty and satisfying, and drew every eye in the store.

Gillian smirked. “I think we have our candidate,” she said running her finger over the smooth edge of the paddle, then looking back to Michael. “Pull up your pants and take this over to the checkout while I change.”

A moment later they were exiting the store, Michael laden with an afternoon’s worth of shopping. But he was far from just a bag carrier. He did chores. Acted as furniture whenever Gillian desired it. Took care of every last one of her increasingly horny needs. Over the last three months he’d been at her beck and call and how she loved it. “Keep up Michael,” she said flashing him a smile as he followed.

They continued on through the mall past other women with their male help, past window boys and giggling teenage girls. Sometimes she wondered if there was any of the old Michael left. He never complained, never showed resentment or resistance. Quite the reverse. He grew hard at her glance, was willing, eager, every inch the good servant. Or whatever else she wanted him to be.

As they left the mall Gillian didn’t notice it at first, she was too busy looking for the chauffeured ride that should have been waiting. But dark cloud was bubbling quickly overhead. It blocked out the sun. The rain quickly fell. Gillian looked along the eerily empty street both ways, a sense of what was coming prickling the very fine hairs on her arm. She looked round at Michael. And as their eyes met the bolt came. The bags fell. Once more they were transported.


Chapter 7

Hands linked beneath his chin as if in prayer, Brock Jameson studied them both from behind his big desk like he wasn’t believing what he was hearing. Which didn’t surprise Gillian much.

“What in the hell is wrong with you!” he barked with a little of his old vigour. “Yesterday you were like the cat that got the cream and now you’re telling me Gillian’s more suitable for the role.”

“Yes sir,” said Michael.

Brock let out a low growl as he flapped his hand dismissively and his gaze flicked to Gillian. “I take it you still want it?”

“I do sir.”

He let out a sigh, once more returned his studying gaze on Michael. “You sure about this? Step aside now and you ain’t gonna get another shot at this.”

For one awful second Gillian thought Michael might say he’d changed his mind, that Brock’s straight talking might have snapped him out of something. But it hadn’t.

“I think Gillian’s ten times the CEO I could ever be,” he said with a servile nod her way.

Brock’s twisted jaw hung open half second, before it straightened and he turned his attention back to Gillian. “I don’t wanna know what you’ve done to him, but I guess it means only one thing.” He glanced sideways at his black suited lawyers flanking the desk. “The contracts ready to be signed?”

The nearest of the lawyers stood, passed him a folder along with a pen. Brock inspected the papers. “Michael go wait outside,” he said, without looking up.

Gillian watched Michael head out, shut the door behind him. Then she was looking at Brock eyeing her above the folder. He turned it her way, dropped it on the desk before her. “Your destiny awaits Ms Fox.”

Gillian took the pen and started signing.

When she came out the office, Michael was waiting obediently over by the elevator. She still had plenty of uses for him. In fact, on that front things hadn’t changed at all. “Go wait for me downstairs,” she told him.

He gave a supplicant nod. “Yes mistress.”

Gillian pressed the elevator button for him. “Going down,” she said, flashing him a grin.

The doors closed shut on poor Michael and down he went. Gillian broke into a gleaming white smile. She punched the air, then took a deep breath, smoothing down her dress as she stepped to the window. She stared out at the towering skyscrapers. Not quite Womanhattan. But give it time.
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