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   Prologue 
 
      
 
    Mr Graham looked at the eighteen year old girl and shook his head sadly. “You’re a smart student, Felicity, one of my brightest, but this is trash,” he said, waving the essay at her. “The question asked you to discuss the biggest problem facing society today and you give me two thousand words on how men are the biggest problem. Not climate change, not extremism, but men!” 
 
    “I argued the case that men are to blame for everything, including climate change and extremism!” said Felicity defiantly.  
 
    “You argued nothing! You just trotted out some tired old man-hating nonsense!” Mr Graham replied angrily. 
 
    Felicity wondered if it was because she had rejected the sleazy old pervert’s advances that he was being so hard on her. After all, Susan and Harriet were way stupider than her, often handing in blatantly plagiarised work, yet they never got in trouble. No, because of the short skirts and tight sweaters they wore to Mr Graham’s Sociology class, and because they laughed at the stupid old fool’s jokes. Perhaps they did things for him as well? Probably, they had very low morals. 
 
    She’d like to do things to Mr Graham too, just not nice things. She’d like to humiliate him. And beat him until he begged her to stop. She’d like to make him lose his job, which he wasn’t very good at anyway.  
 
    Mr Graham was speaking again, his scratchy headache-inducing voice filling the classroom. “I’m going to give you another chance, Miss Yardley.” 
 
    “Another chance to what?” she asked. 
 
    “Write an essay that isn’t sexist man-hating drivel!” he snapped. “Because this one is going in the bin!” 
 
    And with that he threw her essay on how men were the root cause of all the trouble in the world in the wastepaper basket beside his desk. Felicity gave a thin and painfully forced smile. “I’ll get straight on it, Mr Graham,” she said and marched stiffly out of his classroom. 
 
    Oh, she’d write him the essay he wanted and she’d get top marks for it. But that wouldn’t change her mind. Men were to blame for all the evils in society, even low level sleaze- balls like Mr Graham contributed to the cancer that infected the modern world, and if she ever got a chance she’d do something about it. 
 
    

  

 
  
   1: Two and a Half Men 
 
      
 
    The Fox and Hound was one of the few decent city centre pubs remaining. Most had been closed down, and what few that remained had been converted into soulless chains like Wetherspoons or ghastly gastro pubs. But the Fox and Hound was old school, the sort of place you could go after work and have a decent drink. It was big, had an awesome jukebox with lots of great nineties music, and was usually stodged full of hot young women from the nearby Law Quarter. Not that Cole was interested in the hot young women, since he already had one at home he was more than happy with. 
 
    Cole’s best friend Tyson Green was definitely interested in hot young women, though. “Fucking hell!” he whistled, eyeing a buxom beauty that had just entered the pub. “Look at the tits on that!” 
 
    “I love how sensitive and woke you are when it comes to women!” laughed Cole and looked at the third member of the group, who was nursing a pint. “Hey, Pete?” he asked. 
 
    Pete looked up and smiled wanly. “What? Oh, yes.” 
 
    “You haven’t got a clue what I’m talking about!” said Cole. 
 
    “Yes, sorry, million miles away.” 
 
    Cole nodded and, not for the first time, wondered what exactly had happened to his friend, Pete Stanton. Pete used to be a real live wire, the life and soul of any party, but for the last few months he had been distracted and distant and about as much fun as a wet flannel. He didn’t look too healthy either, with sunken eyes and pasty skin. Something was wrong with him, that was for sure, something- 
 
    -Cole frowned because he had just noticed something: Pete had a bottle of Sticky Milk beside him on the seat. 
 
    “What are you doing with that stupid drink here?” he asked irritably. 
 
    Pete shrugged. “Dunno. I just like it.” 
 
    “You’re in a pub! You’re supposed to be drinking alcohol not our latest smoothie!” 
 
    All three men worked for Trigger Drinks, the company behind the new drink Sticky Milk, a lifestyle smoothie for men. A lifestyle smoothie for men? What did that even mean? Bugger all, that’s what. And why was it for over eighteens only? Cole suspected that it was a lame gimmick to make the drink seem edgy and a bit dangerous. 
 
    Sadly, all anybody talked about at work nowadays was Sticky Milk. And managers were constantly bringing around free samples and trying to foist them on employees. Have one, they’re free! Join the flavour revolution! You won’t believe how tasty it is!  
 
    The drink was a big deal, though. The biggest thing his company had been involved in since Cole joined six years earlier. Trigger had invested millions in developing the drink, and was investing yet more millions in the upcoming launch. There would be free giveaways in all the major supermarkets, and a blanket ad campaign involving a whole host of celebrities. Footballers, soap stars and pop stars had been drafted in, with a plethora of YouTube and TikTok stars to appeal to the younger demographic. Trigger clearly intended it to be biggest new smoothie in the country, but Cole couldn’t help but feel they might have a New Coke on their hands, i.e., a disaster. 
 
    “It’s a nice drink,” muttered Pete defensively. “You two should try some.” 
 
    Cole shook his head adamantly. “No thanks, mate, I’m lactose intolerant.” 
 
    “I doubt that drink’s been anywhere near an actual cow!” laughed Tyson and then lunged across the table and grabbed Pete’s bottle of Sticky Milk. “But I’ll give the foul looking gloop a go!” 
 
    And with that he unscrewed the top and gulped some down. “Eugh!” he grimaced, making an exaggerated Exorcist face. “That is absolutely fucking horrendous!” 
 
    Cole laughed. “What does it actually taste like, though?” 
 
    “Like...” Tyson trailed off and shrugged. “I don’t honestly know, it’s hard to pin down, but I’m definitely not having any more!” 
 
    Pete grabbed his bottle of Sticky Milk and held it protectively, like a mother holding her newborn. “It grows on you,” he mumbled resentfully. 
 
    After that the night progressed how it always did. More people flooded into The Fox and Hound and Cole, Tyson and Pete got blind stinking drunk. No, that wasn’t strictly true; Cole and Tyson got blind stinking drunk, while Pete seemed to make his pint last for hours. And even then, he left early. 
 
    “I should go, Cindy doesn’t like me staying out too late,” he said and, before his friends could argue with him, he’d gone. 
 
    “Jesus!” muttered Tyson with contempt. “I hope I never get that whipped!” 
 
    “The poor bastard does seem to have surrendered his balls,” agreed Cole. 
 
    Mind you, he wasn’t alone. Trigger seemed increasingly full of men whose balls were in the handbags of their wives or girlfriends. You could even see the effect here. This pub used to be full of randy male Trigger employees on the pull, but not anymore.  
 
    And then thoughts of co-workers lacking balls were forgotten and the duo were drinking again, knocking back pints in a way that showed complete disdain for their livers.  
 
    Towards midnight things started getting hazy. Cole and Tyson had relocated to the opposite side of the pub, where Tyson had managed to strike up a conversation with the buxom girl he’d been ogling earlier. She worked at ADO Accounts, and the dirty dog would doubtless have bedded her by the next time they met.  
 
    Cole, feeling like a third wheel, made his excuses and left. It took quarter of an hour but eventually he found a taxi and he was heading home, ignoring the prattling driver and thinking about Cassandra. He hoped she wasn’t too angry with him when he rolled in rat arsed. And she did seem to get angry about a lot of things he did nowadays.  
 
    Like leaving the toilet seat up.  
 
    Or squeezing toothpaste from the wrong end of the tube.  
 
    Or not putting the knives back in the right section of the cutlery drawer. 
 
    Not that Cole minded. She was beautiful and that superseded all her minor control freak tendencies. Besides, weren’t all women a bit like that? Always trying to change you in some way? It was one of the pitfalls of their gender! Not that he’d ever say such a thing out loud. He valued his eardrums too much for the verbal bollocking he would get! 
 
      
 
    Sometime later the taxi pulled up outside his house in Putney. He paid the driver and staggered up the drive and then through his front door. He did wake Cassandra but he figured she wouldn’t mind as he’d got her a cushy job in Trigger’s marketing department.  
 
    She minded. She was standing at the top of the stairs with her arms folded, looking peeved. “Nice of you to wake me,” she said. 
 
    “Erm, yeah, sorry,” he burped, and gave her what he hoped was a cheeky grin. He tried to think of something funny to say, but Cassandra was distracting him. She looked devastatingly sexy. She wore just a T-Shirt to bed, and standing at the top of the stairs he got an eyeful of her impossibly long and slender legs. Legs that led all the way up to her clean shaven- 
 
    “See something you like?” she asked, and now it was her turn to give him a cheeky grin. 
 
    “Yeah, that T-Shirt looks uncomfortable. Maybe you should take it off?” 
 
    “Maybe you should take it off me?” she smiled and, spinning around gave him a quick flash of her perfectly formed bottom. “That’s if you’re not too pissed!” 
 
    And then she was gone, laughing girlishly and dashing to their bedroom. Cole didn’t need asking twice. He ran up the stairs like Usain Bolt, stumbling and pulling his off clothes as he went. He hoped he wasn’t too drunk to function. 
 
      
 
    He wasn’t too drunk to function.  
 
    

  

 
  
   2: Bedroom Manoeuvres 
 
      
 
    Felicity Yardley sat on a chair beside her bed and stared at the young men standing on the opposite side of her bedroom. They looked nervous and scared, which pleased Felicity no end. In fact it pleased her so much she said nothing, just let the tension build. And only after milking the awkwardness for what seemed an extravagant amount of time did she finally speak.  
 
    “Undress each other,” she said quietly. 
 
    The men shuffled uncomfortably but did nothing. 
 
    “Don’t make me say it again,” Felicity said, adding a cold edge to her voice. 
 
    It did the trick. After a slight pause, the men began unbuttoning each others shirts and pulling them off. And then their trousers were removed. And finally everything else was in a pile on the floor.  
 
    Felicity looked at the stark naked men admiringly. She enjoyed the finer things in life, and these two young men were very fine indeed. They had gym toned bodies, just the right amount of body hair, and cocks that were well above average. 
 
    Both worked for the same company she was an Executive Director at. Gregory was one of the best salesmen Trigger had, while Henry was a first class personnel manager from the fifth floor. They were cocky and good looking and the target of a dozen office crushes. And that was exactly why Felicity had chosen them. Where was the fun in controlling a clapped out has-been in his forties? Or a Star Trek obsessed nerd in his twenties? No, only by controlling the best did you prove your dominance. 
 
    Felicity was big on dominance. At only twenty-six years old she was one of the youngest ever Executive Directors at Trigger, with an army of staff under her. And she had risen to that position by being an apex predator. Her path up the corporate ladder was littered with the corpses, metaphorically speaking, of people who had underestimated her. And make no mistake, people were always underestimating her. They saw a beautiful young woman with a refined name and thought she lacked intelligence or killer instinct. They were wrong on both counts. She had a first class honours degree from Cambridge but, more importantly, street smarts to match. She was also blessed with a ruthless streak so wide it was practically all there was, and it was all in service to her desire to dominate her opponents. 
 
    This desire to dominate also stretched into her private life, hence asking Gregory and Henry if they’d like to go on a date with her. Both at the same time. Intrigued, they had agreed, and all three had gone to a swanky restaurant that specialised in French cuisine. And then, after the meal and a bill so big it was obscene, she brought Gregory and Henry back to her penthouse flat in North Greenwich for some fun and games. Well, fun and games for her since she didn’t think they would enjoy it quite so much. 
 
    “Kiss each other,” she said and the men, now little more than her meat puppets, started to kiss. At first the kisses were tentative and painfully gauche, like a couple of teenagers on a first date, but gradually they became more like kisses should be: passionate, with plenty of tongue.  
 
    Gregory and Henry were straight to the bone, with a string of office romances behind them, but they were gradually forgetting their nature and bending to Felicity’s will. And that’s what made this such a rush. 
 
    Of course she could have got the same control over these two by using other means, means that were both illegal and immoral, but by doing it this way, with good old fashioned persuasion, she proved she was still top dog. 
 
    “Play with each others cocks,” she said casually. “Get them stiff and ready for action.” 
 
    Almost instantly the men began to toy with each others penises, fondling and caressing them, and gradually the sleeping dicks started to rise. Oh, they’d been impressive flaccid, but stiff they were magnificent. Like two jousting poles. 
 
    “Gregory get on the bed and put your cute little butt in the air,” Felicity commanded and the handsome young man did it.  
 
    “Now, Henry, get behind him and penetrate that cute little butt with your killer dick,” she said and, of course, he did it. He didn’t look comfortable, but he did it. And as he did it she stood and moved around the bed to look into Gregory’s eyes as another man’s cock entered him. He looked defeated, yes, but also aroused. And that was what made this so much fun: these men would leave here thoroughly confused as to what they had done. Confused because they had liked it so much. 
 
    Soon the two men were grinding rhythmically against each other. At first they were silent, but as they got into their stride they started sighing and groaning, the way they did with all the girls they slept with... 
 
    Sometime later, Felicity strapped on her own twelve inches of rubber power and penetrated Henry from behind. Henry did what men always did when she fucked them: he screamed like a bitch but that was okay because her penthouse had been thoroughly soundproofed. 
 
      
 
    The boys had gone, shamefaced and embarrassed at what they had done, and Felicity was now alone, soaking in her black marbled bathtub. She soaped her lithe young body and thought about Sticky Milk again. It was nearly time to launch it on the unsuspecting world. The years of plotting and scheming had led to this moment. And once it was out there she would have more power than she knew what do with. 
 
    “Ha!” she laughed, genuinely amused. No matter how much power she amassed, she would always know exactly what to do with it. 
 
    

  

 
  
   3: The Fall of Tyson Green 
 
      
 
    Cole was just finishing off a call with a boring but loyal client when the receptionist, Mary something or other, started waving at him from across the open plan office. He ignored her but the waving got even more manic.  
 
    “Are you okay?” asked Cole, wandering over to the mad gesticulating woman. “Because if you’re having an epileptic fit, I’ll call you an ambulance.” 
 
    “Have you heard?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You haven’t heard then?” 
 
    “No, what?” 
 
    “I can’t believe you haven’t heard!” 
 
    “I can’t believe you’re taking this long getting to the point! What haven’t I heard?” 
 
    “About Tyson?” 
 
    “What about him?” 
 
    “He’s been caught committing lewd acts in a public toilet.” 
 
    “Seriously?” Cole grinned proudly and shook his head. “Who was the woman?” 
 
    “It wasn’t with a woman.” 
 
    “Sorry?” 
 
    “He was in some dodgy public toilets in Lambeth when the police arrested him.” The receptionist lowered her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “He was sucking off a bunch of random men.” 
 
    “No.” Cole shook his head adamantly. “No, that definitely didn’t happen.” 
 
    Cole wandered back to his desk in a state of shock. If Tyson was into men rather than women that was fine, nothing wrong with it in this or any day and age. But in all the years he had known Tyson he had never given the impression that he was anything other than a rampant womanizer. He lived and breathed women. Hell, if anything he was a bit too interested in women. A bit full on, as if there was nothing else worth living for. So Cole definitely had trouble believing this public toilet nonsense. 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t nonsense. Over the course of the next few hours he got the same story from three different people. And one of them was Tyson’s line manager, Mrs Danvers, who came up to his floor to specifically tell him that Tyson’s contract had been terminated due to his breaking the ‘morality code’ and would Cole take his box of personal possessions and drop them off at his home. 
 
    “We’ve got a morality code?” asked a shell-shocked Cole. 
 
    “Yes, we have, and Mr Green breached it in spectacular fashion,” said Mrs Danvers snippily, pushing the box into Cole’s hands. “Now please take him this and remind him that he’s not welcome on these premises anymore.”  
 
    “Yeah, of course,” he muttered, looking at the box. It seemed sad that after five years working at a place Tyson’s belongings could fit inside one lousy cardboard box. 
 
      
 
    Tyson wouldn’t open his front door. But Cole knew he was in because he looked through the living room window and saw him sitting on the sofa staring into space like a zombie. So Cole went back to the front door and started shouting through the letter box. 
 
    “What’s going on, Ty? Are you okay?” 
 
    THUD! THUD! THUD! 
 
    “Let me in so we can talk!”  
 
    THUD! THUD! THUD! 
 
    “I’m worried about you, mate!”  
 
    THUD! THUD! THUD 
 
    “I can do this all day, so how about letting me in?” 
 
    THUD! THUD! THUD! 
 
     Just when he thought he would have to break the door down, it opened and Tyson was looking out at him with hollow eyes and skin like semolina that had gone off. 
 
    “Fuck me sideways with a broom handle, you look even shitter than normal!” exclaimed Cole. 
 
    Tyson said nothing, just stared at Cole with his sunken eyes. And then, after an uncomfortable length of time, he turned and shuffled back down the hall towards the living room. Cole picked up the box of personal possessions and followed. 
 
      
 
    At first Tyson didn’t respond to any of Cole’s many questions. So Cole, unwilling to concede defeat, put the telly on and watched some generic crap on Netflix. He could wait. He was on the second episode of something American about supernatural kids that could control the weather when Tyson finally spoke. 
 
    “I suddenly have these cravings,” he whispered and Cole turned off the television. He was actually quite enjoying the ‘kids who could control weather’ show, especially as one could do something surprisingly awesome with drizzle, but that would have to wait. 
 
    “Cravings?”  
 
    “I ... I need to scratch an itch that wasn’t there but now it is. I have to scratch and scratch and scratch it.” 
 
    Cole nodded, expecting more, some kind of explanation as to what the itch was, but it never came. Tyson, apparently exhausted from talking, reverted to staring blankly into space. Whatever had happened had ripped the soul out of Tyson. This was a hollow shell of the person Cole had known since childhood. The person he had gone to school with. The person he had gone on holiday with at eighteen, to Amsterdam, and got stoned and laid for the first time. The person who he would certainly ask to be his best man, should he ever get married.  
 
    After a while Cole left Tyson staring into the middle distance. He went and tidied up the kitchen, which was in a hell of a mess. It was also filled with empty bottles of that fucking dreadful Sticky Milk. Jesus, he thought, they must have given Tyson a complimentary box at some point because the place was chocked solid with them. Still, if you’re depressed why not gorge on lifestyle smoothies? 
 
    After cleaning up as best he could (he was a man, or Christ’s sake, cleaning wasn’t his forte) Cole made Tyson a plate of baked beans on toast and went back into the living room. He put the food on the table in front of his dead-eyed friend. “Look, I’ve got to go, but I’ll check in on you later in the week.” 
 
    He patted Tyson clumsily on the arm and left, little knowing that the next time he saw Tyson would be under very different circumstances. Perhaps if he had known he would have made his friend more than just beans on toast. 
 
    

  

 
  
   4: The Painful Consequences of Failure 
 
      
 
    The two facility managers stood before Felicity’s desk looking ashen faced with worry. As well they might, thought the young executive, considering the stakes. As ever in these meetings with underperforming underlings, she said nothing at first and let the tension build. 
 
    Instead she swivelled around on her three thousand pound ergonomically designed chair and took in her expansive view of the city. Trigger’s corporate headquarters were based in Canary Wharf, and from her vantage point she could see the 235 metre tall One Canada Square and a whole host of lesser buildings. She also had a great view of the Thames, which looked almost clean from this height. The location was testament to Trigger’s success. Success Felicity was going to harness for a righteous cause. Sadly to achieve this she had to deal with idiots like the ones standing in her office. 
 
    Tension successfully built, she spun around to face the apprehensive looking men. “I seem to remember impressing upon you the importance of this project just over a year ago,” she began calmly. “I visited both of your facilities and explained just what we had been tasked to do, and how much was invested in this project. Do you remember those meetings?” 
 
    The dynamic duo nodded. “Yes, Miss Yardley,” said one and the other, like a piss poor clone, murmured in agreement. 
 
    Felicity sighed. “And yet, here we are a year later and you two are failing to meet targets. You’ve both had the considerable resources Trigger and our partners have to offer, yet you are underperforming and, in the process, risking the entire project.” 
 
    One went to speak, but Felicity held up her hand to silence him. “Worse, some of the product you have produced has been substandard, resulting in problems at our end that have to be cleaned up at considerable expense.” 
 
    Felicity grimaced, thinking of the reams of files she had on adverse reactions. All of which cost resources to damp down. Worse, if they came to light they could give ammunition to her enemies, not least Sapphire Huppert, another up and coming executive at Trigger who was forever briefing against Felicity. 
 
    “There have been unforeseen problems in procuring seal valves,” said one man. 
 
    “And security had to be beefed up after an arson attack at my facility,” said the other. “Just kids making mischief, but it still set us back.” 
 
    Felicity rolled her eyes. “Excuses, excuses, excuses,” she muttered.  
 
    “They’re not excuses!” said one man in a whiney tone. “It’s the truth!” 
 
    “Whatever,” she said, waving away his words. Again she let the tension build before fixing the men with an icy stare. “Strip naked, both of you.” 
 
    “Strip?” asked one, confused. 
 
    “Yes, as in naked and as in now,” she said. 
 
    He smiled nervously. “You’re joking?” 
 
    “You’ve seen what we’re doing in the facilities, you stripping naked is nothing compared to what goes on behind closed doors there.”  
 
    They capitulated. Of course they capitulated. They knew Felicity wasn’t a woman to be messed with. So, in the most un-erotic striptease ever, they removed their clothes and piled them neatly on the floor. Both had soft bodies that desperately needed a trip to the gym. And between their legs were limp penises that would never get any pulses racing. 
 
    But stripping naked was only the start of their ordeal. She then ordered the nude men stand face to face and groin to groin. Looking incredibly awkward, they complied.  
 
    With a dark smile, Felicity pressed her intercom.  
 
    “Yes, Miss Yardley?” came the voice of her nineteen year old secretary. 
 
    “Could you come in here a minute, Tammy, I’d like your help with a problem.” 
 
    Moments later Tammy, the young busty blonde who had worked for Felicity for just over six months, entered. She paused slightly as she saw the two middle-aged men standing naked in the middle of the office with their noses and penises touching. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Yardley?” 
 
    “Recognise these two?” Felicity nodded at the naked fools. 
 
    “They’re from the underperforming facilities, aren’t they?” said the teenager.  
 
    “That’s right; I wonder if you’d mind helping me discipline them?” 
 
    “Discipline?” 
 
    “Yes, I’m going to beat these men and I’d love your help.” 
 
    Tammy smiled. “I’d love to help you beat these creeps, Miss Yardley! The dirty old men were perving on my legs earlier and deserve everything they get.” 
 
    “Tsk! Tsk!” said Felicity, looking sternly at the men. “Ogling a girl young enough to be your daughter really is bad form.” 
 
    Felicity had a tall thin cabinet to the side of her desk that contained a range of implements designed to cause pain: riding crops, paddles, canes and even a whip. She opened the cabinet and, after a quick perusal of weapons, pulled out two crook handled canes. She handed Tammy one, and then instructed the failed facility managers to hug each other tightly. “Imagine you’re cuddling after having sex with each other,” she said and the men, burning with shame, duly hugged each other. 
 
    And then Felicity waked over to the men, raised her cane high, and brought it whistling down across one of their arses.  
 
    CRACK! 
 
    Felicity’s secretary, seeing what was expected of her, walked over, raised her cane and brought it down on the other man’s rump. 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    And then the women began to beat the bare bottoms in tandem.  
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!  
 
    At first Tammy was tentative, clearly this was her first time thrashing men, but after only a few blows she started to get into the swing of it. Literally. 
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!  
 
    And with each vicious stroke the men’s groins thrust forwards, pushing out the others bottom, which was in turn hit by the other woman. 
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!  
 
    Midway through Tammy suddenly laughed. “I just realised, they look like a kebab!” 
 
    “Indeed they do!”  
 
    Felicity, with a dark chuckle, then ordered the men to rotate slowly on the spot like an actual kebab. The upshot being each woman could now cane the other man’s bottom as it rotated passed. 
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!  
 
    “Jesus! These guys are such pathetic losers letting us do this to them!” hooted Tammy happily, really letting rip with her cane. 
 
    “Yes, they are rather pathetic,” agreed Felicity, releasing a cascade of cruel and spiteful strokes from her own cane. 
 
    “Ahh!” yelled one. 
 
    “Eep!” yodelled the other.  
 
    For the girls it was funny and exhilarating, but for the men it was degrading and extremely painful. They screeched. They squirmed. They begged. Oh, they begged a lot. 
 
    “Please stop!” 
 
    “We’ve learnt our lesson!” 
 
    But the women didn’t stop. If anything, the begging just made them thrash the useless men harder.  
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!  
 
    Their canes rose and fell and then rose and fell again. It was beyond brutal but it was necessary. Mistakes had to be punished.  
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!  
 
     And then, finally, the beating was over and the two nude men collapsed to the floor in front of the women. Each clutched his lacerated bottom, desperately trying to ease the intense pain. 
 
    “That was awesome!” laughed Tammy, looking down at the broken males, mewling on the floor. 
 
    “First time beating a man?” asked Felicity casually. 
 
    “I’ll say!” 
 
    “Well, you were a natural.”  
 
    And she was. Tammy had taken to man-beating like a duck to water. Not only that, but the young lady had showed a sadistic and utterly ruthless streak that was a joy to behold. 
 
    Felicity, exhilarated at inducting another woman into the sisterhood, then turned her attention to the wretched fools on the floor. “Kiss our feet and thank us for thrashing you,” she commanded and the men, still whimpering from their beating, crawled to the feet of the women and kissed them profusely. 
 
    “Thank you for our beating,” mumbled the grovelling idiots. 
 
    “Louder!” barked Felicity.  
 
    “Thank your our beating!” said the naked men, with more conviction.  
 
    “Our pleasure, boys!” laughed Tammy. 
 
    “Now get dressed and piss off out of my sight!” snapped Felicity. “And if have to talk to you again about your woeful performance you’ll lose more than just your dignity!” 
 
    And with that the two red arsed and red faced men hurriedly dressed and dashed out. Tammy was still laughing as they exited. “I’m not even joking, that was like one of the best moments of my life!” she cried, high on the power of subjugating a man. 
 
    Felicity looked her young secretary in the eye and smiled. “Trust me, dear, that was merely a taster as to what’s to come,” she said. 
 
    

  

 
  
   5: Further Investigations 
 
      
 
    Cole was in Finance Department up on the sixth floor. His cover story was that he was there to check the invoices for a job lot of parsley seasoning that had been used in his division, but his real reason was to find out what had happened to his friend. Or at least try and find a clue, no matter how small. 
 
    Tyson Green had disappeared. He had vanished off the face of the earth... 
 
      
 
    A week earlier Cole, as promised, had returned to Tyson’s house to try and help him through whatever he was going through. Upon arriving he had knocked and knocked on the front door but there was no response. And unlike before his friend wasn’t sitting in the living room staring into space like a coma victim. In fact Cole was just peering through the front window, trying to see if anybody was home, when a voice had spoken to him: “He’s gone!” 
 
    Cole, startled, had turned to find Tyson’s elderly neighbour standing on the road looking at him. 
 
    “Sorry?” 
 
    “He’s gone. Upped and left yesterday. A fancy car picked him up.” 
 
    “You mean a taxi?” 
 
    The neighbour had shrugged. “Didn’t look like any taxi I’ve ever seen. Looked posh, and had some scary looking women inside.” 
 
    “Scary women?” 
 
    “I’m no sexist, but they looked pretty grim faced and no nonsense, like the Eastern European secret police.” 
 
    “Right, okay. Thanks.”  
 
    Cole had waited until the nosey old neighbour had gone back inside his own house, and then promptly broke in through Tyson’s side window. And then wished he hadn’t because the place stank to high heaven of stale food and unwashed bedding. 
 
    “Fuck me, that is rank!” he had whistled, holding his sleeve up to his face. 
 
    The nosey neighbour was right, though: Tyson was gone. What was weird was that none of his clothes or cases had. Or his phone, which was sitting on his bedside cabinet. Cole tried to access it but it was password protected. 
 
    After searching the house Cole had gone out in the back garden, and there he had found the bin full of empty Sticky Milk bottles. There must have been well over a hundred! What had the drink Trigger was about to launch got to do with anything? 
 
      
 
    So now Cole was up on the sixth floor of the Trigger building in Canary Wharf. If there was something going on with Sticky Milk, then Finance was the place to start investigating. Follow the money and all that. 
 
    Half of the floor was made up of an open plan office, with an Enquiries Desk near the lifts at the front. Cole, with an affable smile on his face, approached the desk and addressed himself to the man behind it. “Hi, I’m just here to get the figures for the parsley seasoning my department got off Brinton Foods.” 
 
    “And you couldn’t have emailed the request?” asked the man grumpily. According to his lanyard his name was Bernard. 
 
    “I’m adding to my Step Tracker!” Cole grinned inanely, although his face was beginning to ache from all the insincere smiling he was doing. 
 
    “It is protocol to email enquiries,” continued Bernard prissily. 
 
    “I will next time, promise!” 
 
    Bernard said nothing for a minute, and Cole wondered if his plan was going to go down in flames before it had even started. Then Bernard shook his head. “Fine! I’ll get the figures!” 
 
    Cole’s artificial grin got wider. “I’ll just nip the toilet while you do that!” 
 
    And then he was off down the corridor to the left of Enquiries, only instead of going to the gents he disappeared into a side office and went straight to Ellie Jacobs PC.  
 
    Ellie Jacobs was an ex girlfriend who he had dated for about three months. A girl he knew to be on holiday because he still had her on Facebook and had seen lots of shots of her on a beach in Spain. Ellie was a great girl, with an awesome blowjob technique that could suck the lead off a church roof, but she was also obsessed with getting married and having two children before she was thirty. None of which was in Cole’s plans. Hell, he wasn’t sure he ever wanted kids since all they seemed to do was drain your bank account and fuck up your sex life. Fortunately Ellie was so romance obsessed that her password – ‘MrDarcy’, named after the ultimate man for many women – never changed. 
 
    So, using this, he was able to enter the Finance database. Moving quickly through directories he pulled up Sticky Milk and a myriad of files. He opened one at random and found himself looking at a list of ingredients and suppliers, including prices and quantities, which he printed off quickly. He tried to open another but that was password protected, so were the next two he tried. 
 
    “Shit!” he muttered, uncomfortably aware that time was ticking by. 
 
    He was about to power down the PC when a file snagged his attention: ‘Facilities Management.’ Facilities? Wouldn’t Trigger just produce it at the same place as all their other shitty smoothies? No matter, he clicked open the file and stared in surprise. According to what he was looking at there were three facilities making Sticky Milk in the country. And judging by the square footage, these were big places. 
 
    Scanning the list he noted that the nearest was around fifteen miles from London. In the Essex countryside, if his geography was right. It didn’t add up. Why build special production plants for a new drink that could go tits up? The drinks and beverage industry was littered with failed products that hadn’t caught the public’s imagination. This was a monumentally risky venture for Trigger. 
 
    He quickly jotted down the addresses of the facilities, collected the list of ingredients, and exited the office. He then made his way back to Bernard, who was taking a swig of the ubiquitous Sticky Milk when he approached. 
 
    “Sorry about that, dicky tum from a curry I ate last night," apologised Cole, patting his stomach for emphasis.  
 
    “You should try some of this,” said Bernard, waving the bottle of Sticky Milk at Cole. “It’s great for calming the stomach.” 
 
    “Erm, yeah, I’ll definitely have some when I get back to my desk,” lied Cole and, taking the print out he had asked Bernard for, hurried off. 
 
      
 
    On the way home he swung by Pete’s house. He needed to talk to somebody about ... well, everything. Not just about what had happened to Tyson but this weird Sticky Milk business as well. Why was their company investing so heavily in a drink that hadn’t gone to market yet? And why were so many of his co-workers sitting at their desks chugging it down? It was a shitty smoothie that looked ghastly, yet they were drinking it like it was liquid heaven! You couldn’t pass a cubicle or office without seeing a man guzzling it. 
 
    Cole pulled up outside Pete’s house, got out and walked up his drive. He was about to knock when he heard raised voices from within. Shit, he thought, Pete and his girlfriend, Cindy, were arguing. Except he could only hear Cindy’s shrill voice. And boy, she sounded steamed. Then he heard a loud crack followed by a yelp of pain. 
 
    “What the?” he muttered and, stepping onto the lawn, peered through the window. It took a moment to realise what he was looking at: Pete, with his trousers and boxer shorts down around his ankles, was bent over the sofa while Cindy paddled his naked arse with a large leather paddle! And each time a blow landed Pete actually thanked her! 
 
    WHACK! 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Cindy!” squealed Pete. 
 
    WHACK! 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Cindy!”  
 
    WHACK! 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Cindy! I promise to do better next time!” 
 
    “Jesus H. Christ, the world’s gone mad!” muttered Cole and backed slowly away from the window. He thought about going home but he really did need to talk to somebody about Sticky Milk. What Pete got up to in private life was none of Cole’s business, each to his own, so he’d sit in his car for a bit, listen to some classic Pulp, and then try again.  
 
      
 
    Twenty minutes later he was knocking on Pete’s door. Loud and firm, just so it could be heard above any kinky sex games going on inside. If it was a sex game, since Cindy had looked pretty annoyed. 
 
    There was a pause then Pete, slightly red faced but at least fully dressed, opened the door. “Oh, hi, Cole,” he said with a drawn smile. 
 
    “Hello, Pete!” he grinned, looking passed him into the house. “I was wondering if we could talk?” 
 
    “Talk?” 
 
    “Yeah, talk.” 
 
    “I suppose that should be all right.” 
 
    Pete led Cole into the living room. Cindy was in the kitchen talking on the phone to somebody, which was good. Cole didn’t think he could look at her in the same way after witnessing the vicious way she had paddled Pete’s arse. It was weird thinking that these two were into that pervy shit, but it takes all sorts to make a world- 
 
    -He flushed those thoughts from his mind and got on with more pressing business. “It’s about Tyson disappearing,” he began. 
 
    “Has he disappeared?” replied Pete. 
 
    “He’s not at home and nobody knows where he is, not even his mom or sister.” 
 
    “Maybe he’s just clearing his head somewhere. You know, taking stock of his life.” 
 
    “He’s not the sort to take stock of his life.” Cole shook his head at the very notion. Tyson wasn’t a stock taker. He lived for the moment and Pete, having been his friend since school, should know that. “No, he’s not doing anything involving self-reflection. There’s something fishy going on.” 
 
    “With Tyson?” 
 
    “He’s involved somehow, yeah, but I mean with Sticky Milk.” 
 
    Pete frowned, clearly perplexed. “Sticky Milk? The drink?” 
 
    “Of course the drink! I don’t think Tyson’s disappearance has anything to do with the gluey discharge from pregnant women’s breasts!”  
 
    “Is that called sticky milk as well?” asked Peter somewhat dimly. 
 
    “Yes, it’s...” Cole leaned in and lowered his voice to a conspiratorial whisper, and then told Pete everything he’d learned over the course of the day, about the weird facilities and the expensive ingredients and the vast amounts of money going on the launch.  
 
    “So? What do you think about it all?” he asked when he’d finished his information dump. 
 
    Pete nodded and made a supportive face. “I think you should be careful snooping around and stealing data, you could set sacked. Or worse, arrested and charged with corporate espionage.” 
 
    That was all his friend could say? Cole shook his head in dismay. This was a wasted trip. He’d have been better off stopping in a lay-by and asking a litter bin for advice. And he’d definitely be better off investigating alone rather than involving clods like Pete. 
 
    “Yeah, well, I should get going,” he sighed and stood. Only then did he become aware that Cindy had stopped talking on the phone and was watching him from the kitchen. 
 
    He smiled at her but she just stared at him. He shrugged and left, but he didn’t like the look on her face. He didn’t like it at all. 
 
      
 
    Cole had just let himself in and thrown his keys on the side when he heard Cassandra shouting him from upstairs. “I’m just changing the bed! You couldn’t come and give me a hand?”  
 
    “I’d rather not,” he muttered to himself. He had been hoping to get on with his investigations, but he wanted to keep Cass sweet so he dutifully made his way up the stairs. 
 
    “Holy shit!” he said when he entered the bedroom. Cassandra was bent over the bed, tucking in sheets, wearing nothing but a pair of fishnet stockings and high heels. 
 
    “I need you help,” she grinned, waggling her incredibly inviting arse at him. “And I need it now!” 
 
    “I’ll see what I can do!” he laughed and stepped closer to her, close enough to smell her delicious musky aroma. And then, unzipping is trousers, he pulled his rock hard cock out and guided it into her deliciously wet and inviting pussy. 
 
     Then they were fucking, all over the bed Cassandra had made such a good job of changing. Doggy style, missionary, and then back to doggy style again because he really did love slapping arse while he fucked. 
 
    This, he thought, is why he loved Cassandra so much! Because she liked sex just as much as him and wasn’t afraid to instigate it.  
 
      
 
    A few hours later, in a warm post-coital fug, his mind eventually turned back to his investigations. Maybe Pete was right and he was reading too much into things? Still, Cassandra was in the bath, washing that silky smooth body, so he may as well have one last dig around. Then, if he found nothing, he’d forget all about it and move on. 
 
    The first thing he tried to do was find the facilities on Google Maps. Nothing. Whatever there was in all three locations had gone up too recently. The nearest one in Essex was on the site of an old car factory by the looks of it. 
 
    Getting nowhere with the location he concentrated instead on the list of ingredients. One stood out. It was an animal additive, used to feed livestock. What the hell? Maybe Sticky Milk was from animals, such as goats or cows? That would certainly explain the size of the facilities. 
 
    He sat silently for a minute, listening to the sounds of suburbia: cars passing out in the street and a dog barking somewhere nearby. It was probably the neighbour’s terrier, that was always yapping- 
 
    -A thought struck him: Cassandra was in Marketing and doubtless involved in the upcoming Sticky Milk campaign? She was still in the bath and would be for an hour since she loved long soaks, especially after sex, so he grabbed her laptop and opened it. Fortunately she was pretty scatterbrained and kept her passwords on a Post-It note stuck to the top. Yeah, women who worked at Trigger weren’t too hot on information security. 
 
    Moments later he was negotiating her hard drive, looking for something, anything, on Sticky Milk. There was a video files marked ‘Campaign promo 1: x ray’. He clicked on it and watched as a popular footballer swigged Sticky Milk from the bottle. But it was incredibly slow, clearly not the version that would be broadcast, and suddenly there was an image of a stiletto boot on the screen, followed by one word in block capitals:  
 
    OBEY!  
 
    Then back to the footballer swigging in slow motion, followed by a picture of a man kneeling before a woman, and another caption:  
 
    SUBMIT TO WOMEN! 
 
    He knew instantly what it was: subliminal advertising. Or subliminal something, since it didn’t seem to be selling a product, rather promoting the idea that men should submit to women. Whatever it was, it was deeply illegal and could land Trigger in hot water. They could even lose their licence messing with this kind of nonsense. 
 
    He was about to close the laptop when another folder snagged his attention. This one read, ‘Sticky works!’ Curious, he clicked it open and was faced with a series of video files. He opened one and watched with growing shock. It appeared to have been filmed up on the Marketing floor where Cassandra worked, and in it a stark naked man was on his knees kissing a secretary’s high heels.  
 
    “Lick harder, bitch!” she snarled and the shoe licker licked harder, much to the amusement of the women watching. 
 
    He closed that and opened another. This one was even stranger. In it, two men were crawling naked around the office with women on their backs. They were being ridden like horses. 
 
    “Giddy up, boys!” 
 
    “Faster, bitches!” 
 
    He closed it and opened another. This one featured a naked man over a woman’s lap, and she was using a heavy leather strap to beat his bottom. More to the point, the woman was Cassandra. 
 
    “Hurts, doesn’t it?” she hissed at the man, pulling his thinning hair. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” he wailed. 
 
    “But you love it, don’t you?” she laughed. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress! Please do it harder!” 
 
    “Oh, I will!” 
 
    Cole heard noises from upstairs. He quickly closed his girlfriend’s laptop and dove for the sofa. He grabbed the remote and turned on the television. Film 4 flashed onto the screen just as his girlfriend, wearing a short towelling robe, entered.  
 
    “What are you watching, lover boy?” she asked, sidling up behind him. 
 
    “Something starring The Rock.” 
 
    Cassandra felt his hair. “You’re sweating.” 
 
    “Yeah, The Rock’s acting always does that to me.” 
 
    She laughed. “Idiot!” 
 
    “Anyway, I should probably have a shower,” he said and then felt a sting in his neck. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “I’m really sorry,” said Cassandra and he looked up to see that she was holding an empty syringe. 
 
    “What the hell did you just do?” he asked as a wave of drowsiness hit him like a wrecking ball. Although even as he lost consciousness it was pretty obvious what she’d just done: she’d betrayed him. 
 
    

  

 
  
   6: Unwelcome and Potentially Worrying Oversight 
 
      
 
    Felicity knew something was wrong when she entered the boardroom and everybody went quiet. Normally there was a buzz, the hum of small talk, but as she made her way to her seat you could hear a pin drop. Of course Felicity pretended not to notice. Instead she smiled blandly at no one in particular, and mouthed ‘Hello!’ at a few colleagues, even the ones she despised. Then she was sitting down and looking around the table at her fellow board members: eye contact was important to show that she didn’t fear them. 
 
    “Everybody here?” asked the chairperson, rhetorically since all nine chairs at the vast table were filled. Trigger had nine Directors, five women and four men, who guided the company. At only twenty-six Felicity was the youngest, although Sapphire was a close second at twenty-seven. In many ways Sapphire was just like her: young, beautiful and ruthlessly ambitious.  
 
    Of the other board members Felicity had three of the men in her pocket. She’d employed a private investigator to look into them and discovered one had been defrauding expenses, another beat his wife, while the third liked to dress up as an adult baby and be burped by a burly German woman called Eva Brawn. In other words, all three were easy to blackmail and would vote exactly how she wanted. 
 
    The rest, though, had no skeletons in the closet and were far harder to manipulate. That meant as many as five board members could vote against Felicity, putting her at a disadvantage if they decided to form a group against her and Sticky Milk. 
 
    The chairperson meanwhile was continuing with the official business of the meeting. “Since everybody’s here we’ll begin!” And with that she brought her gavel down with a theatrical bang.  
 
    The first few items of business were necessary but tedious. The sort of crossing the t’s and dotting the i’s that every meeting across the world always started with. But Felicity nodded along to each point, giving the impression that she cared even though they bored her rigid. 
 
    And then eventually it was time for ‘other business’. And other business was, as Felicity expected, Felicity’s pet project. 
 
    “I’m concerned about Sticky Milk,” began Sapphire.  
 
    “Oh?” asked Felicity, trying to look like she valued Sapphire’s opinion even though she would dearly love to throw something heavy at her head.  
 
    “Yes, I’m troubled by some rumours I’m hearing about the new product,” continued her rival. 
 
    “Rumours? I prefer to deal in facts, not tittle-tattle.” 
 
    “Nonetheless, there are concerning stories about the effects this new product has on the men that drink it.”  
 
    Felicity smiled patronisingly. “We voted as a board to allow me to develop a lifestyle smoothie for men. We thought, rightly, that the smoothie market is predominantly geared towards women and this is our attempt to break ground in a new market.”  
 
    Sapphire was nodding. “We did decide that, thanks to a very persuasive pitch from you, but I’m concerned that it’s become a little reckless. I reiterate: I’m hearing rumours of people who’ve drank it behaving in odd ways. Why would people drinking a smoothie behave oddly?” 
 
    This earned concerned nods from around the table. 
 
    “There is no evidence of any untoward side effects of Sticky Milk,” countered Felicity. “You’re referring to gossip put about by disgruntled employees.” 
 
    A few nods from around the table, but not nearly as many as that bitch Sapphire had gotten. And then silence, as people mulled over what they had heard. 
 
    “I’m afraid I’m with Sapphire on this,” interjected Camille Atwood finally, breaking the stalemate. “Our name is everything in this business and yet we’re risking it all on a bizarre smoothie for men. It could be a disaster in the making.” 
 
    There were murmurs of assent from the more spineless board members. And there you had it in glorious Technicolor: Sapphire and Camille were working together. They were a classic pincer movement, closing in on Felicity from both sides. One was tough enough to deal with, but together they were lethal.  
 
    Fucking Camille!  
 
    And unlike other Trigger staff she couldn’t be bullied, blackmailed or intimidated. Camille was a formidable force in the Trigger hierarchy. She was in her early fifties and had been at the forefront of the company’s expansion for the last twenty years. She’d been a widow for ten years, with two grown sons also working for the company. And that, thought Felicity, was why Camille was really concerned. Perhaps she sensed, or had spies tell her, what Sticky Milk was really about and she wanted to stop it in order to protect her sons’ positions. 
 
     What these people failed to appreciate was that you had to take risks to achieve greatness. Still, she had to be careful as Camille could sink her. 
 
    “I understand your concerns, Camille, perhaps if I was to send you my reports it would assuage your fears?” 
 
    Felicity had two sets of reports on Sticky Milk. One, the one these board members would be shown, was completely bogus. It was a work of fiction to rival any novel, and contained meaningless publicity puff and made-up statistics about Sticky Milk making the men who drank it feel calmer and happier. 
 
    Then there was the real report. That one, complete with photos and video files, had reams of data on how the men in Trigger, who had been exposed to Sticky Milk, were now nearly one hundred percent submissive around women. The report also contained eyewitness testimony from a series of colleagues – in the loop about what Sticky Milk really was – who had been tasked to test the limits of the men’s obedience. To this end there was footage of men being stripped and beaten and turned into slaves.  
 
    Moreover, she had data showing that men exposed to Sticky Milk rapidly became addicted, and the more addicted they became the easier they became to control. Yes, there were a few mistakes. Some of the guinea pigs, without adequate female guidance, had behaved erratically and been involved in certain incidents. But Felicity had managed to contain most of these and find uses for the men elsewhere. 
 
    “As I was saying,” said Felicity, “I have reports that I’ll be happy to forward you and every other member of this board.” 
 
    “While I will be interested to see your reports, I was thinking more along the lines of oversight,” replied Camille, calmly but firmly. “Toby and Kendrick, having proved their worth on the Huff energy drink debacle, can look over your project and shadow you.” 
 
    Fucking bitch, thought Felicity, but smiled nonetheless. 
 
    “I’d very much welcome their contributions,” she said. 
 
    Now she was going to have to try and get this done with oversight from Camille’s pushy sons. Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck! 
 
      
 
    Back in her office Felicity slammed her door and went straight to her desk. She thought about shredding all materials pertaining to Compound 45, the formulae that made Sticky Milk so potent. In fact she had her private safe open and was reaching inside when she stopped. No, she wouldn’t panic. That was what Sapphire and Camille wanted. She’d just have to outsmart the old bitch and her young protégé. 
 
    What made this doubly worrying were her hidden partners in this enterprise. She had assured these shadowy groups and figures that everything would go smoothly. If it didn’t, they would be far from happy. And that would be bad. Her silent partners were powerful people with unlimited resources. If this became a problem they would adopt a scorched earth policy. Everything and anything connected with Sticky Milk would be disappeared. And Felicity herself would be... well, it didn’t bare thinking about. But of course now she had those meddling bitches on her back, it was all she could think about.  
 
    Fuck! 
 
    There was a knock and Toby, Camille’s eldest son, entered. He didn’t wait for Tammy to show him in; he just entered like the entitled brat he was. “Hi, Felicity,” he began with a disarming smile. “I assume Mom’s told you about our involvement?” 
 
    “Yes, we just covered it at the monthly board meeting.” 
 
    “Hope it won’t be awkward?” 
 
    “Awkward? Of course it won’t be!”  
 
    It fucking would be awkward, she though bitterly.  
 
    “I’m actually glad to have you and your brother aboard! Fresh eyes and all that!” 
 
    Toby nodded. “Kendrick will be arriving later, he’s just finalising some details on the Lion Iced Tea contract.” 
 
    Felicity smiled again and logged onto her laptop. Then, with a few deft movements, she was into the Sticky Milk files. The ones for public consumption at least, the ones that didn’t mention the fact they were breaking about a zillion laws. There were well over a thousand files, many loaded with impenetrable jargon and diagrams that made no sense no matter how hard you stared at them, and she hoped that these would keep Camille’s sons busy while she dealt with other issues.  
 
    Like the man down in the sub basement. He was another thorn that needed removing before the wound went septic.  
 
    “I have some errands to run, so I’ll leave you to the files!” she said and left her office with a cold fury building.  
 
    

  

 
  
   7: The Naked Prisoner 
 
      
 
    Cole awoke with the mother of all headaches. It felt like the cast of Stomp were inside his head rehearsing. It felt like there was a stock car race going on in there, with cars smashing into the membrane of his brain every five seconds. It felt like total and utter shit and unlike any headache he had ever had before. 
 
    But even the thunderstorm in his head wasn’t what bothered him most. What bothered him most was that he was completely naked and tied to a radiator in some kind of utility room. What the actual fuck was going on? 
 
    He frowned and tried to remember how he had gotten here. He couldn’t. The last thing he had any memory of was watching The Rock bantering with Kevin Hart when Cassandra had come up behind him and- 
 
    -The prick in his neck!  
 
    Cassandra had injected him! And what was it she’d said as he lost consciousness? She’d said something, something vaguely ominous. That’s right: “I’m sorry, Cole, but I believe in what they’re doing.” 
 
    I believe in what they’re doing?  
 
    What were they doing? And who were they? And how the hell did Cassandra know about them and their plans? Had his own girlfriend betrayed him? It looked that way, but why?  
 
    Thinking about it just made his headache even worse (if that were possible), so he concentrated instead on his immediate predicament. The utility room was small, containing mops and brooms and bottles of cleaning fluids that, judging by the dodgy labels, weren’t COSH approved and would probably give you cancer if you even looked at them.  
 
    He was sitting on the floor, with his buttocks on the dirty concrete and his back against the lukewarm radiator. His hands were tied to the pipes leading to said radiator. It didn’t feel professional as surely they’d have used handcuffs or cable ties?  
 
    He smiled grimly. The rank amateurism might work to his advantage. He started yanking at his hands, loosening the ropes that bound him... 
 
      
 
    Time passed and, during a break from trying to loosen his infernal bonds, he thought about Cassandra some more: impossibly sexy but ultimately untrustworthy. The version of her he’d seen on the clips – vicious, heartless, and sadistic – was nothing at all like the woman he’d been dating for six months. Months in which she’d never once hinted that she was into anything kinky. Hell, one of the great things about her was what a voracious appetite she had for normal sex. To put it bluntly, she loved to fuck, and fuck hard. She was a dream girlfriend. 
 
    And to think, all the while they were dating, and been having this incredible sex, she was dominating her male co-workers in some weird female supremacy shit. And not just her, but it appeared that half the female staff at Trigger were hell-bitches from the planet Psycho, intent on subjugating men. 
 
    Ridiculous as it sounded, something sinister was going on, a conspiracy of some sort. And it was that thought that spurred Cole to start tugging at his bonds again, slowly but surely loosening the ropes... 
 
      
 
    Cole must have fallen asleep at some point, doubtless due to the drugs still swilling around his system. He dreamt he was lying on a beach being served ice cold drinks by dusky skinned beauties in the tiniest of tiny bikinis. And, oh god, they had the most perfect bodies, like the women out of Playboy or Penthouse magazine. He joked with these divine creatures and they laughed out of all proportion to how funny the joke was, but he didn’t care. After all, he was on a beach being served drinks by hot girls! It was heaven! It was- 
 
    -He was being kicked awake and dragged from paradise back to the pokey utility room. Blinking, he looked up to see a man with ginger hair looming over him. 
 
    “Who the hell are you?” asked Cole groggily. 
 
    “He’s awake,” said the man and moved aside, allowing a young woman in a business suit to step closer to him. She looked vaguely familiar and Cole thought she might have been an executive at Trigger. He was sure he had seen her in the lift or the foyer. And she was definitely dressed like an executive, in a designer suit that would have bankrupt most ordinary people. She wasn’t unattractive either, with bone structure that screamed breeding. 
 
    The woman peered down at him like he were bacteria in a Petri dish, and he wished his hands were free so that he could hide his shrunken genitals from her imperious stare. She smirked slightly at them, before looking him squarely in the eye. 
 
    “Curiosity killed the cat,” she said softly. 
 
    “Rather that than hyperthermia,” he replied sarcastically. “Because I’m freezing my nuts off here and would really appreciate a blanket.” 
 
    The woman looked completely unconcerned. “You’re a problem, Mr Parker,” she said, ignoring his request. “Sticking your nose in business that doesn’t concern you.” 
 
    “Whatever I was doing doesn’t give you the right to keep me here tied up naked!” he snarled angrily.  
 
    “Trust me, there will come a time when this will be your new normal.”  
 
    “What the fuck are you on about, you mad bitch? This will never became anybody’s normal!” He yanked furiously at his bonds. “Now let me out! This is kidnapping and false imprisonment!” 
 
    His words had no effect. The woman turned away, apparently bored by him, and addressed the man who had kicked Cole awake. She said something about force feeding him, but he didn’t hear with what, and then they were both gone, out in the corridor to talk some more. That left Cole to again work on the ties that bound him, only now there was a sense of panic galvanising him... 
 
      
 
    Ten minutes later the ginger man came back carrying a bottle of Sticky Milk. Sticky fucking Milk, thought Cole irritably! What the hell was it with this bloody drink? And why did they want it inside him? This whole situation was getting weirder by the minute. 
 
    As the ginger man unscrewed the top of the Sticky Milk bottle and leaned down, Cole wrenched his right hand free from the radiator and punched him square in the chin.  
 
    “Ooph!” the man cried, stumbling backwards, allowing Cole to kick him hard in the testicles. It had the desired effect and caused him to double over, clutching his privates.  
 
    And then Cole, after freeing his other hand in a mad panic, was up and on the man, banging his head against the floor. When he was unconscious he started pulling the man’s clothes off. After all, Cole couldn’t very well walk out of the building stark bollock naked. 
 
    

  

 
  
   8: Idiots Lose Things 
 
      
 
    Felicity looked down at the naked men tied to the radiator and shook her head in disgust. “You had one simple thing to do and you couldn’t do it!” she muttered. “One thing!” 
 
    “I’m sorry, he surprised me by-” 
 
    “Typical man! You couldn’t conceive that he would try to escape. And why did you tie him up with rope?” 
 
    “I ...” he trailed off and frowned. “What should I have used?” 
 
    “What he used! Cable ties! He managed to find some in this closet but you couldn’t!” 
 
    “I didn’t think... I thought rope would do it.” He sounded whiney and defensive. “I’ve never tied anybody up before, it’s new to me!” 
 
    Men were so utterly useless! And if this whole thing went down in flames it would be because of men. Men and their idiocy and obstinacy and sheer bloody mindedness. They were nothing but trouble. And that was why this couldn’t fail. For the good of the world Felicity must overcome these obstacles. 
 
    Looking around she saw the bag of cable ties that Cole had used to secure her useless underling. And as Felicity looked at the bag something occurred to her, something dark and diabolical but utterly in keeping with the type of woman she was. Smiling she reached down she plucked a cable tie out and held it before the naked ginger idiot on the floor. 
 
    “Did you know that one way to castrate livestock without bloodshed is to band them? Which means a tight band is secured around the animal’s testicles, cutting off the blood to them. After a while the animal’s balls die and they become a docile eunuch.” 
 
    The man was looking in horror from Felicity to the cable tie and back again. He was clearly starting to work out what she planned. “No, you can’t! That’s barbaric!” 
 
    “No doubt,” said Felicity and, reaching down, lifted the imbecile’s scrotal sack, placed the cable tie around it and pulled tight. 
 
    “Eee!” he squealed in shock and pain. 
 
    “You should be proud,” said Felicity. “You’re the first man I’ve ever turned into a ball free eunuch.” 
 
    “Help! Help!” he screamed, but it was a waste of time. She’d chosen this floor because it was empty. Nobody ever came down here, not even the cleaning staff since she’d altered their rotas.  
 
    “I’ll send Tammy to fetch you in a few hours, which is about how long it will take for you to become a gelding.” And with that she left, her heels clicking down the corridor with all the precision of a metronome. 
 
      
 
    She had a shit load to do but she still had to find time for this. She got into the elevator and travelled up to the fifth floor, where Trigger’s Research and Development Division was housed. There were a myriad of labs and testing facilities on the floor. It was fragmented and tribal, with research scientists looking to develop the next flavoured cola t or energy drink that got you pumped but didn’t give you Type 2 diabetes.  
 
    The floor itself consisted of a central corridor from the lift, breaking off into a dozen different laboratories. Felicity marched past these and headed to the opposite end of the corridor, where there stood a heavy security door with a keypad. She input the eight digit code, waited for the beep, and then let herself into the sizeable lab she had requisitioned twelve months earlier. 
 
    Inside Professor Elizabeth Harmsworth was hunched over a microscope peering at something under a slide. She was clearly aware Felicity had entered, but didn’t look up or acknowledge her in any way. Rude bitch, thought Felicity, but said nothing.  
 
    Elizabeth Harmsworth was a severe looking woman in her forties. She wasn’t unattractive by any means, but as she made no effort whatsoever to make the best of herself she was often thought of as plain. Felicity knew she didn’t make an effort because she was more interested in science than anything else, and her somewhat controversial theories on behaviour modification via drugs that altered the brain’s chemistry. It was these ideas that had drawn her to Felicity’s attention. 
 
    “I’m busy,” Elizabeth said brusquely.  
 
    Felicity said nothing, just stood watching. 
 
    Elizabeth sighed. “Did you not hear? I’m busy.” 
 
    “This is urgent.” 
 
    Elizabeth looked up with a peeved look on her face. “Petra!” she snapped and almost instantly a man came dashing out of a side office. Although man was a somewhat generous description since the man – formerly Peter Hemp – was dressed in a most revealing and slutty manner. He wore a short and very tight black skirt, high heeled shoes, and a blouse pushed out by false breasts. Add to that a bleach blonde wig and way too much make up and you had the caricature of a slut. 
 
    Elizabeth addressed the feminized man. “The sample had degraded by the time I examined it. Get another one from the refrigerator and make sure it’s fit for purpose otherwise your testicles will be conducting electricity again.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Elizabeth!” he lisped and teetered off. 
 
    Felicity watched his ungainly progress with amusement. “You make him come to work like that? On the Tube?” 
 
    Elizabeth glanced at where Petra had stood. “Of course I do. Although he’s got so much Compound 45 swilling around in him that he gets off on the humiliating commute and arrives here in a state of considerable arousal, which I then have to beat out of him.” 
 
    “Poor Petra,” said Felicity sarcastically. 
 
    “As much as I’d like to discuss my pathetic lab assistant with you, I am rather busy.” 
 
    “I need you to modify Compound 45,” Felicity said without preamble. 
 
    “Why would I want to modify it? It does the job it was designed to do perfectly.” 
 
    “It does a particular job. Now I need it to do another job.” 
 
    “What job?” 
 
    Felicity said nothing; she hated being questioned by underlings but this underling was brilliant and she needed her, now more than ever. “I need the new drug to include both genders in the control parameter,” she said. 
 
    Elizabeth looked squarely at Felicity, frowning. “That’s the opposite of everything Compound 45 was designed to do.” 
 
    “I’m aware of that.” 
 
    “It was designed specifically to make any adult male who drinks it become addicted to it. If an adult female drinks it, nothing happens to them. Ditto if a child or a dog or a cat or a pigeon drinks it – nothing happens to them, they just drink a horrible drink and never drink it again. So again, why would I want to modify it?” 
 
    “Because I need you to.” 
 
    “Well, I’m not doing it. I only agreed to this because of the end goal. I agree with using Compound 45 to create a nation of Petra’s. I have no interest in creating a drug to enslave women.” 
 
    “It won’t, I just need it for some problem people.” 
 
    “Problem people who happen to be female!” 
 
    Felicity was beginning to lose her temper with this uppity scientist but knew she had to keep it in check. Elizabeth was an asset that had to be handled correctly. “There are certain people who could sink this project before it’s even properly launched. And if that happens it’s possible jail time for both of us.” 
 
    Elizabeth stared coldly for a minute, her lizard brain weighing up the data. Finally she nodded. “I can do it, but it’ll take time.” 
 
    “We don’t have the luxury of time, I’m afraid, just do it as quickly as possible,” said Felicity and headed for the door. It was time to deal with an even more pressing problem. 
 
      
 
    Thankfully her office was empty. Camille’s infuriating sons had departed with her immense data dumps of information. The trouble is they were both smart and capable, much like their meddling mother, so she didn’t know how long it would fool them.  
 
    Sighing, she cracked open a bottle of Hepple gin from her drinks cabinet and poured a glass, which she downed in one. She never usually drank in the office, except when entertaining clients, but desperate times called for desperate measures. She thought about getting a man in here to torment. Perhaps beating a pair of buttocks with a riding crop would help her focus? Or maybe applying crocodile clips to a scrotum would inspire her? And if nothing else the sounds of a man in pain always soothed her nerves and put her in a better mood.  
 
    No, she needed no distractions; she needed to concentrate. Her fierce intelligence was her greatest asset and she would use it to solve this problem. 
 
    Kicking off her shoes she put her feet up on the desk and opened her laptop. She thought for a minute, and then pulled up the files Cole Parker had opened during his investigations. His quisling girlfriend had only been of limited use, and the stupid girl had knocked him out about before he’d told her anything.  
 
    What would he do next? More pertinently, where would he go? Because wherever he went, she needed to be there, waiting. Felicity gamed out scenarios in her head. If he went to the press with his suspicions about Sticky Milk things could get messy very fast. But would he go to the press? No, he didn’t have anything, not really, just guesswork and supposition. So he’d try to get some hard evidence. That’s what she’d do if the roles were reversed.  
 
    Felicity, feeling strangely energised, pulled up the data he had looked at down in Finances. There were stuff on ingredients, that might lead him to the laboratory she had just been, but no, he’d want more. He would want to see the production facilities. And since he was a man, and drearily predictable, he would head for the nearest one. 
 
    Picking up her phone, Felicity asked Tammy to get her car ready. She was going on a trip.  
 
    

  

 
  
   9: The Awful Truth 
 
      
 
    Facility 2 occupied fifteen acres of rolling countryside in Essex, with a deserted industrial estate at its heart. According to old plans and photos Cole had found online, there were three large factory buildings on the estate, once used to build cars but unused for over twenty years. Until now, that is. Because Trigger were up to something in these buildings, and they clearly needed a lot of space to do it. 
 
    They also needed a lot of security because the entire fifteen acre site was surrounded by a tall perimeter fence. Not electrified, but with a nasty layer of razor sharp barbed wire across the top to discourage trespassers. 
 
    The site itself had one main entrance. This checkpoint consisted of a gate, and two large Portacabins. The Portacabins contained at least a half a dozen security guards, who checked in trucks as they came and went. The checks the guards did on the vehicles were comprehensive, right down to looking under the vehicle with mirrors on sticks, and ensuring all the drivers and passengers entering had photo ID, which was checked by a guard on her laptop. In other words, Cole couldn’t stowaway on a lorry or in the boot of a car as he would be discovered. No, he would have to find another way in. 
 
      
 
    It took a while but eventually he found a relatively secluded part of the fence. Better yet, it was bordering some trees, giving him plenty of cover. Even so, he still sat in his car and watched the fence for a few hours, ensuring there were no security patrols to catch him unawares. 
 
    Satisfied, Cole got out of the car, collected the bolt cutters he’d bought earlier that day from B & Q, and hurried over the road to the fence. Once there he hastily snipped a small hole and crawled through it onto the other side. And just like that he was on Trigger property. 
 
    There was a huge meadow ahead of him, and despite the long grass he still felt vulnerable crossing it. Yes, he dropped to a crouch that did neither his back nor his dignity any favours, but he still felt incredibly exposed. And as he ran across the open land he expected to hear shouts, or whistles, or even the barking of dogs alerted to his presence. 
 
    Ten minutes later he was in a thick copse of woods. Breathing heavily he leant against a tree and got his phone out. No signal! Typical! And it meant he really was all alone in this lions den. 
 
    The copse was thick and it took some effort fighting his way through, and by the time he reached the opposite side his stolen clothes were torn and he was scratched and bleeding in numerous places. But he made it, and the trees gave him a perfect vantage point to look down on the three industrial buildings: the mysterious Facility 2. 
 
    It was a hive of activity. There were trucks being loaded with crates of Sticky Milk. There were tankers too, also apparently being attached to hoses and filled with Trigger’s ubiquitous new drink.  
 
    There were too many people down there, though. He’d never get passed them without being seen. He needed somewhere quieter. He was about to move position when he noticed that the east side of one of the buildings was clear. There was also a metal ladder leading up to metal gangway and a doorway into one of the structures. It was practically an invitation. 
 
    Smiling grimly, Cole crouched and moved slowly out of the woods down towards the waiting buildings.... 
 
      
 
    The ladder was rickety and riddled with rust, and climbing it was stressful. The groaning didn’t help, nor did the fact that as he got higher the wind rose and started to buffet him, adding to his feeling of defencelessness. And then he made the mistake of looking down.  
 
    “Jesus! What the fuck am I doing?” he muttered to himself and carried on climbing. He was a pen pusher, for crying out, not Jason Bourne. 
 
    And then, mercifully, he was on top of the building. There was a metal door opposite and he moved quickly towards it. Through that was a small room with some kind of generator in, humming loudly and spitting out oil. It didn’t sound healthy but that wasn’t his concern. He had to keep moving forward.  
 
    The door out of the generator room was stiff, and he had to put his shoulder against it and shove. Hard. And then, he was through it and out on a thin metal gantry, looking down at the heart of Trigger’s Sticky Milk production facility. It was, without shadow of a doubt, the most bizarre and horrifying thing he had ever seen. 
 
    Stretching out beneath him on the factory floor were rows upon rows of stark naked men, all hooked up to what looked like... industrial milking machines? Yes, they were milking machines, the sort used on cows! Transparent tubes ran from the men’s penises all the way along the rows to huge vats. Weird as it seemed, these men, all locked in position by metal collars and cuffs, were being milked! And judging by the milky white fluid running along the tubes, they were being milked for sperm. 
 
    What the actual fuck?  
 
    Even more shocking, if that was possible, was that each man had an enormous penis (at least ten to twelve inches long) and huge bloated testicles. And these big balls were clearly producing a lot of sperm if the gurgling vats were anything to go by. This, Cole thought, is the moment Charlton Heston realised Soylent Green was actually made from humans. Sticky Milk was sperm, milked from the balls of men like this. 
 
    He shook his head, stunned and confused. There must have been two hundred men in the factory, maybe more, all completely naked and all hooked up to infernal milking machines. And was that ... Tyson down there? He squinted down at one of the miserable man-cows connected to a metallic pump. 
 
    Yes, it was his oldest friend, Tyson Green, naked and having his enlarged penis pumped and drained by a machine. Unlike some of the men – who looked alert and fully aware of their horrible fate – Tyson seemed like a zombie, with a dead faraway look in his eyes. Dystopia had clearly broken him. 
 
    Walking up and down the rows of men were women – and a few men – in blue uniforms. They’d stop every now and then to check a gauge or the valve on a pump, before inputting data on a tablet. These were clearly the technicians who kept this circle of hell running smoothly. 
 
    Taking out his phone Cole proceeded to photograph the sickening scene below. And then, because he didn’t want anyone on the outside world to doubt this, he filmed it, hoping that the audio captured the pitiful groans of the men being milked like animals. Now all he had to do was get the footage out into the world. 
 
    “Simple,” he whispered to himself and looked around. And there, to the left, were metal steps leading down to the factory floor and a doorway. He walked quickly to them and, keeping close the wall to avoid being seen, followed the steps down. At any minute he expected a hear shouting and see people pointing at him, rapidly followed by a blaring alarm, but he managed to get to the bottom without being seen. 
 
    Now what? He had no idea where he was going and so darted quickly through the door into a crisp white corridor. After the distressing noises inside the factory the corridor was blessedly quiet. 
 
    He crept stealthy along it. If he thought the factory was the only place men were suffering he was wrong. As he moved along the corridor he passed various rooms, each with a window. And inside each room he saw more naked men suffering indignity after indignity. In one a trio of nude males lay on gurneys while females in white lab coats touched their bloated testicles with what looked like electric prongs, and as they did so their stiff dicks started squirting sperm uncontrollably. 
 
    In another room more naked males were having their enlarged and very stiff penises measured by young women with clipboards. Once their details were recorded the men were marched out of a far door, and Cole wondered if there were different sized pumps for different sized men. Or perhaps they were experimenting with hormones and trying to get the men’s dicks even bigger?  
 
    He passed another room where a naked man, with his ludicrously large and erect penis, was running on a treadmill while medical professionals watched and took notes. And all the women were laughing as the man’s dick bobbed and weaved as he ran. What the hell was that about, thought Cole, checking fitness levels for the spunk producers? 
 
    This was hell, and he was in the heart of it. He had to get out. He had to- 
 
    -Voices ahead sent his adrenalin into overdrive! Shit, he thought and went scurrying into a nearby toilet. And there he got the second big shock of the day: Pete was coming out of a cubicle. 
 
    “Pete?” 
 
    Pete looked equally shocked. “Cole? I didn’t know you were one of us.” 
 
    “I’m not... what is this place?” 
 
    “This? It’s a production facility.” 
 
    “Production? Sticky Milk is cum? Our newest drink is bottled sperm milked from men with freakishly big dicks?” 
 
    “I know how it sounds-” 
 
    Cole laughed harshly. “Disgusting. Horrifying. Wrong. That’s how it sounds.” 
 
    Pete, the gender traitor, was shaking his head emphatically. “No, you have to understand, Sticky Milk makes the men who drink it more willing to embrace a better world where women take the lead role.” 
 
    “Jesus! This is beyond insane! Our cuckoo company is engineering a female dominated world by getting men hooked on cum that turns them into obedient little lapdogs!” 
 
    “Trust me, it’s for the best,” said Peter and suddenly lunged across the room at a red button on the wall. Cole tried to stop him but he was too slow, and he watched in dismay as Pete hit the button and an alarm started blaring loudly: 
 
    WHAH! WHAH! WHAH!  
 
    Galvanised, Cole ran... 
 
      
 
    Outside on the factory floor it was pandemonium. But that was good, pandemonium was his friend. Cole, who had spied the control hub for this facility earlier, ran towards it, shoving employees out of the way as he went. And then he was there, faced with a dizzying array of buttons and levers. 
 
    He hit and pulled them at random until there was a loud hissing. He looked around to see that the metal collars and cuffs holding the naked men in place were clicking open and they were falling to the ground en masse. Some did nothing, just crouched there like stupefied idiots, but many yanked the tubes off their penises and stood up. And then they were running for the doors; dozens and dozens of naked men all sprinting for the exits as if taking part in the weirdest jailbreak ever.  
 
    Cole followed, knowing that the ensuing chaos would be his only chance of escape. 
 
    

  

 
  
   10: The Hunt Begins 
 
      
 
    Felicity, who had arrived at Facility 2 an hour ago to find bedlam, had changed out of her Louis Vuiton business suit into a pair of black jeans and a polo neck. She was standing with a twenty strong security detail, all of whom had tranquiller rifles and guns, as well as harpoon nets, tasers and all manner of other tech designed to bring down a man. 
 
    They were currently in the courtyard outside Milking Shed 1. Felicity cleared her throat and addressed the assembled woman: “I won’t waste time because time is of the essence, suffice to say that these cows are very expensive livestock and are not, under any circumstances, to be damaged too badly. We want them back here healthy and producing milk. Understand?” 
 
    The women nodded. 
 
     “Good, then let’s hunt these fuckers down!” Felicity said in what she hoped was a rousing fashion. 
 
    And with that the security detail got into black SUVs and drove off in every direction. For Felicity’s part, she mounted a quad bike and, with another security operative also on a bike, headed towards the high ground to the west. 
 
      
 
    On a back lane the duo stumbled across an abandoned caravan. It was an ideal hiding place. Helga, the statuesque blonde from Norway who had accompanied Felicity, threw a rock threw a window and, a second later, a naked man dashed out looking terrified. He saw the girls and veered left. Like every other escapee he had a huge erect penis swaying before him. 
 
    “I’ll give you a thousand pounds if you can shoot him in the nuts,” said Felicity, eyeing the pink figure as he sprinted off. 
 
    “Easiest money I’ll ever make,” said Helga and, lining up the target, fired a tranquiliser dart: PHUT!  
 
    Although the girl could only see his balls bouncing from the side, she still managed to land a dart in his swollen testicles. He yelped in pain, staggered for a few feet, and then collapsed to the ground unconscious. Felicity hoped to god all the other cows were this easy to recapture. 
 
    “Call in his location for the meat wagon, and then follow me,” said Felicity, getting back on her quad bike. And with that she tore off down the back lane, searching for the elusive Cole Parker. 
 
      
 
    Ten minutes later she stood, with Helga by her side, surveying the fields leading up to the wooded copse with high powered binoculars. It was starting to drop dark so they needed to wrap this hunt up soon. Any tactical advantage they had would soon disappear. 
 
    “There are two more nearing the tree line,” Felicity said, watching as the naked men with their ridiculously stiff dicks sprinted towards the safety of the trees. 
 
    “On it,” said Helga, sighting them with her rifle. And then, two quick phuts later, the naked men were unconscious lumps on the ground with a flatbed truck heading their way to pick them up. A truck, Felicity was pleased to note, that already had eight naked cows in. 
 
    Helga watched through the sight on her rifle and laughed. “Only in England could you do this!” 
 
    “This is just the first step, young lady. Before long this will spread across Europe and then out into the world. Men’s days are numbered.” 
 
    “I hope so, because there are plenty in my country who would benefit from this treatment,” said Helga and, sighting another running man in her sights, brought him down with a tranquiliser dart. This time she actually managed to dart him in the end of his dribbling penis, which caused him to double over in pain before falling. 
 
    “His dick will hurt when they milk him tomorrow,” she chuckled. 
 
    Smiling at the young huntresses quirky humour, Felicity turned and scanned the panoramic countryside. The hunt was progressing well, with most of the nude escapees now accounted for. A few had apparently got to the perimeter fence but, in the process of climbing over, had been tasered and fallen to the ground. Like the rest they had been loaded into trucks and taken back to the facility where they would be hooked up to machines and mercilessly milked. That left only one problem: Cole Parker, the man who had caused all this. And that interfering fuck was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    Sighing, Felicity scoped the countryside again, hoping to see him. The derelict house to the east had been checked, as had the storm drains to the west. Both were being used by escapees, cowering nude and easy targets for the girls hunting them. The woods had also been searched twice and he wasn’t there. Three other men had been found hunkered down in a patch of nettles, their big dicks stung to high heaven and still leaking addictive spunk, but no sign of Cole. 
 
    Felicity swung the binoculars back again, searching for the elusive man. Where the fuck was he?  
 
    

  

 
  
   11: Running Men 
 
      
 
    Hello darkness my old friend, thought Cole dryly. The day was dying and it could only help him. God knows he needed it. Cole, along with another man, was currently hunkered down behind a parked lorry, one of those used to transport Sticky Milk out into the country. From this position they had watched Felicity brief the women – the huntresses – and then depart in SUVs or on quad bikes, carrying rifles, nets and tasers.  
 
    Instead of panicking and making a run for it Cole and the other man had waited. And then waited some more. And then waited some more. But now dusk was falling and the time for waiting was over. “We need to move,” said Cole. 
 
    “Yeah,” agreed the man. 
 
    Cole led. Checking the coast was clear he emerged from behind the lorry and scuttled towards an outbuilding. Then, keeping close the wall, he moved north. In the opposite direction the majority of the men had fled in. The stark naked man followed Cole, his large erect penis bouncing in front of him in a most distracting manner. 
 
    From what Cole could remember of the map he had studied of Facility 2, it backed onto a large slate quarry that had been abounded years ago. And beyond that was the perimeter fence and freedom. 
 
    But before they could get there the duo would have to cross a patch of uneven scrubland, with only the odd bush or tree as cover. And that, thought, Cole, was why none of the escapees had come this way. Too risky, especially when you were stark naked and the people hunting you had high-powered rifles. But night was nearly here and it they stayed low, then they stood a chance. 
 
    Crouching down he started running through the scrub. Thankfully the man behind him hadn’t been so addled by his experiences that he didn’t understand. He too scuttled as if carrying a great weight on his back. It might have looked ungainly and awkward, but it enabled them to cross a vast expanse of land without being seen. 
 
      
 
    Panting heavily, the two men arrived at a small tin shack overlooking the deserted slate quarry. Cole quickly checked the shack for something that could be used as a weapon but could find nothing, not even a spanner. There weren’t any rags either that his naked companion could use as clothing.  
 
    “Shit!” he muttered to himself, slumping down in the dirt outside the shack.  
 
    His companion did the same.  
 
    “We’re pretty much fucked,” said the naked man and both laughed. 
 
    “You might be right.” 
 
    While they both recovered from the exertion of crossing the scrubland the man, called Karl, told the story of how he had come to be at Facility 2. Karl had worked in the complaints department of Trigger, down on the second floor. One day his line manager had come around with a box of Sticky Milk and offered everyone a free sample. Each of the men tried it, weren’t particularly impressed, and then got on with their work. But a strange thing happened; they found themselves wanting more of the creamy smoothie, which the line manager was more than happy to supply. And when they wanted yet more, she got them that too.  
 
    A couple of days later Karl started to change. He suddenly found himself oddly attracted to bossy and domineering women. For example, the rude woman who worked at his local Tesco started to excite him when she haughtily asked him whether he was paying by cash or card. And the snotty receptionist in the foyer of Trigger who looked at him like he was crap suddenly, well, triggered him. He couldn’t get enough of stuck-up and contemptuous women. 
 
    As Cole listened he realised that Trigger must have been using subliminal messaging to push men like Karl towards dominant women. Screensavers and the companies Intranet pages would have been loaded with hidden images, nudging the men who had consumed Stick Milk to embrace servility and submissiveness. 
 
    And it worked, because as these feeling awoke within Karl, he started to explore his new needs. He looked at specialist pornography in which men were humiliated and degraded. And not only did he look at it, he became incredibly excited by it and spent hours masturbating over it, imagining that he were one of the men being mistreated. None of this had ever turned him on before; in fact he’d always thought it rather silly, but suddenly it consumed him. 
 
    When pornography failed to scratch his itch, he booked an appointment to see a dominatrix in East London. He didn’t know what he wanted, so he just told her to give him the harshest domination session possible. She obliged and he left her dungeon covered in whip marks, teeth marks, burn marks and so many scratches it looked like he’d been assaulted by a rose bush.  
 
    And he loved it. 
 
    Meanwhile things were getting weirder at work. The women in his department started to openly abuse the men. At first it was verbal, about how bad their hair looked or how they could do with losing some weight, but one day Karl had asked a co-worker for the email address and she had slapped him hard, so hard that his teeth cut the inside of his cheek. But he accepted it meekly, as did the other men in the department being ill-treated. 
 
    Things spiralled. Soon the men were being forced to work with crocodile clips on their nipples, or they got bent over a desk and spanked with a ruler if they looked at a woman in a disrespectful manner. And the men didn’t mind because they yearned for this treatment. Hell, it completed them.  
 
    And even though Karl was getting abuse at work, he still needed it outside of work too. He burnt through his savings visiting dominatrices who would do shocking and terrible things to his body. 
 
    But the more his addiction grew the more he lost control. His work suffered and he started making mistakes, big mistakes that caused issues with customers. And then one day a car turned up at his house and he was told by a young Scandinavian woman that a new role had opened up for him. She had a cold and authoritarian manner so he went with her willingly.  
 
    He had arrived at Facility 2 three months ago. As soon as he arrived he was stripped naked, taken to a room and had growth hormones and other weird chemicals injected into his private parts.  
 
    “I’d always been pretty small downstairs, even teased about it by women I date, but suddenly I was hung like a donkey,” he grinned. 
 
    And then, with his newly supersized dick, he was taken out onto a factory floor filled with naked men. And there he was strapped into a metal harness and his dick attached to a pump. From there on in he spent twelve hours a day having his swollen balls drained on an hourly basis. Balls that were suddenly creating extra creamy ejaculate at an alarming rate. And to prove the point Karl had pointed at the small puddle of cum pooling beneath him. 
 
    “Jesus!” said Cole and then tried to hide his horror when Karl scooped it off the ground and ate it, soil and all. 
 
    “I know it’s disgusting, but ... I need it. If I don’t get it I go cold turkey and...” He shrugged sadly. “I just need it.” 
 
    Cole nodded and tried not to think about what the poor sod had gone through. Besides, they’d talked enough. It was time to move again. “Let’s get going,” he said and stood up. 
 
      
 
    Going around the quarry would take too long, so the two men gingerly made their way down the steep sides. It was bleak and unforgiving, the sort of place that they filmed Doctor Who episodes. But eventually, after a few slips and slides, they reached the bottom. 
 
    “Do you think anybody heard us?” asked Karl anxiously. 
 
    “I don’t know, but I’m not hanging around to find out.” 
 
    And with that Cole took off at a jog across the flat base of the quarry, careful to avoid the pools of stagnant water dotting the basin floor. Karl followed. A few minutes later the duo stared up the steep quarry side between them and freedom. It wasn’t a cliff face, but it was pretty sheer nonetheless. 
 
    “I’ve never done this much exercise in my entire life,” huffed Cole and started climbing the precipitous embankment. 
 
    “You should try doing it naked with a dribbling boner,” joked Karl and both men chuckled. It was a bizarre situation all right, and the only way to deal with it was with dark humour. 
 
    The climb was hard going: with them constantly having to test foot and hand holds to ensure they could take the weight, and at one point Cole had to crawl sideways along the bank, adding considerably to the journey time. 
 
    “We’re doing great,” said Cole encouragingly, looking down at Karl, who was doing a pretty good job of climbing despite being nude. 
 
    PHUT! 
 
    Something hit the ground ahead of him, causing it to explode and spray debris everywhere, including in Cole’s eyes. “What the fuck?” he muttered. 
 
    PHUT!  
 
    Another mini explosion, this time to his left. Shit, he thought, they were being shot at! He went to call down just as Karl cried out and tumbled backwards, slaloming on his ass down the steep incline. They’d got him. Of course they’d got him, he was pink and naked and an easy target. They’d probably landed a dart right in his buttocks. He looked okay, groaning at the bottom, but Cole knew he was on his own now. 
 
    Energised, he scrambled upwards. One step, two steps, three steps. He was becoming reckless, but if he didn’t move fast they’d shoot him. And god knows they were trying their hardest:  
 
    PHUT! PHUT! PHUT! 
 
    Dirt exploded around him but amazingly they missed him. Maybe he had some luck on his side, after all? Maybe God was a man and he was giving him a helping hand? Hah!  
 
    And then Cole was on top of the quarry, out of sight of the guns. He couldn’t afford to rest, though, he needed to keep going. He looked towards the perimeter fence and his heart sank: lights. There were patrols waiting for him. 
 
    “Fuck!” he cursed.  
 
    He was so close, and thanks to Karl he had a first hand account of the atrocities on his mobile to help prove his story. It couldn’t end now, could it? No, he thought, definitely not. He looked around, squinting in the darkness, and something caught his eye, something that could very well be his salvation.  
 
    Grimacing, he started running towards it. 
 
    

  

 
  
   12: Crunch Time 
 
      
 
    Felicity got the phone call shortly after returning to the facility. She’d set up in the manager’s office, hoping to co-ordinate the search and bring this matter to a speedy conclusion. She’d even got a huge map of the surrounding area and laid it out on the desk, giving the office a war room feel. The manager the office belonged to was also there, but of no use, so he was told to stand in the corner with his hands on his head: she’d deal with that useless moron later. 
 
    All but two of the men had been accounted for. One was a Cum Cow and the other was Cole Parker, who she was really starting to hate. How could one low level grunt cause her such a headache? And now the headache was about to get worse with this phone call. The number was unrecognised but she knew exactly who was calling. Them. The shadowy groups that had bankrolled her experiment in social engineering. The shadowy groups with unlimited resources but limited patience.  
 
    “Hello?” she said, answering after two rings. 
 
    “We’re hearing things we don’t like,” said a quiet voice without preamble. 
 
    “Yes, there have been issues,” admitted Felicity. There was no point in lying since they clearly had spies here, and those spies had informed them of the breakout. “But we think we’re on top of it.” 
 
    “In case you aren’t, we’re sending some people to help,” said the voice. “They’ll be there in two hours.” 
 
    And then the line went dead. Felicity swallowed nervously; whoever they were sending weren’t going to help. They were going to raze this facility to the ground. And they wouldn’t stop at the building and equipment within, everybody and anybody connected to Sticky Milk would be eradicated. And even though the idiot didn’t realise it, Cole Parker too would be disappeared.  
 
    She had two hours to find the elusive fuckwit. 
 
      
 
    The captured cows were no help. They had been taken to the holding pen for advanced interrogation, but no matter how many times their dicks were whipped or their testicles tasered, they knew nothing. 
 
    “Please, Mistress!” they squealed plaintively. 
 
    Sighing, Felicity shook her head and tried not to think of how quickly time was vanishing. Instead she called one of the Milking Shed staff over her and told her to take two Cum Cows up to the manager’s office. Maybe tormenting a cretinous man would help focus her mind?  
 
      
 
    Ten minutes later she watched while the hapless manager, now naked and tied over his own desk, was spit roasted by the two Cum Cows, their enormous dicks driving relentlessly into him. It gave her scant pleasure, watching his well deserved degradation, but it at leas gave her something to watch while waiting for this to play out.  
 
    “Do it harder!” she hissed at the Cum Cows and they duly complied, causing the manager to whinny pathetically. 
 
    “I’m sorry for allowing this to happen on my watch!” he warbled. 
 
    “Whatever,” she muttered. 
 
    And then her walkie talkie crackled into life. It was Helga, the girl she’d been out hunting with earlier. “We’ve got one,” said the young Norwegian. 
 
    “Cole?” asked Felicity hopefully. 
 
    “No, but we’ve narrowed down the sector he’s in.” 
 
    “I’m coming out there,” said Felicity, grabbing her jacket and leaving the office. And even though she wasn’t there, she knew the pathetic Cum Cows would carry on fucking the manager. They knew better than to disobey her and stop. 
 
      
 
    As she rode out on her quad bike, pushing it to a reckless sixty miles an hour, she wondered idly if she was like Icarus. Had she flown too close to the sun and was about to have her wings singed? Well, not so much singed as incinerated and buried in shallow grave. 
 
    And that’s when Felicity saw the electricity pylon, its skeletal frame silhouetted by moonlight. And as she looked at it an idea occurred: if she was trapped in a place without phone service she would try and get somewhere high for a signal, to ring the authorities, and what better place than an electricity pylon? 
 
      
 
    “Kudos for lasting as long as you did,” said Felicity as she approached the metallic frame and the man clinging a third of the way up. “You’ve led us quite a dance, but now the dance is over.” 
 
    “You’ll have to shoot me to get me down,” he shouted defiantly. 
 
    “Have it your way.” 
 
    Felicity nodded at Helga, who trained her high powered rifle at Cole and shot him. The tranquiliser, powerful enough to bring down a stampeding rhino, worked almost instantly, causing him to lose grip and tumble to the ground. He landed with an almost comical squawk, but didn’t look too hurt.  
 
    “This is insane,” he grunted. “You’re insane!” 
 
    “Typical! When a man is faced with a powerful woman he resorts to insults. I suppose I’ll be erratic or hysterical next?” She shook her head. “You don’t understand, do you? I’m not the villain here; I’m the hero.” 
 
    “You really have drunk the Kool Aid.” 
 
    “Seriously, I’m the good guy. You see I’m going to make the world a better place. I’m going to make it safer and more harmonious.” 
 
    “By enslaving an entire gender?” 
 
    “Your gender is the problem and I’m going to solve that problem.” 
 
    He shook his head. “And why semen? Why get men hooked on that?” 
 
    “I don’t know, poetic justice?”  
 
    “Well done, then. You win,” he muttered bitterly. “Now you get to kill me, you mad Feminist Nazi bitch.” 
 
    “Kill you!” Felicity laughed, genuinely amused. “Don’t be so melodramatic! I’m not going to kill you! I’m going to make you a valuable part of the new world order.” 
 
    And with that, Helga tied Cole by his feet to the back of her quad bike and tore off, dragging him behind her like a sack of spuds. 
 
    Felicity watched him go with a smile. She couldn’t help but feel she’d just stopped mans last best chance of saving itself.  
 
    

  

 
  
   13: Addicts 
 
      
 
    Cole sat beside his old friend Pete on the minibus. They didn’t speak. None of the twelve men on the minibus did. They didn’t look at each other either. The reason? They were deeply ashamed, not just of what they had become but about what they were about to do. 
 
    Although it had only been a month since Cole had broken into Facility 2 – the same facility he and the men were heading back towards now – much in his life had changed. For starters he had been force fed Sticky Milk and, like every other man who drank it, had had his brain redrawn by it. Gone was his free will and in its place was an overwhelming desire to submit and be controlled by women. Yes, it aroused him sexually, but it also nourished and fed him on a deeper more spiritual level. He was now little more than a slave to the fairer sex, and spent all his waking hours either serving them or thinking about serving them. 
 
    At Trigger HQ he, along with the other men, had been demoted to office dogsbodies, doing the rubbish jobs nobody else would. He also had to curtsey whenever he met a woman, call them Mistress, and follow their orders to the letter. If he didn’t he was beaten, and beaten hard. And although the new part of him craved pain, the women of Trigger always took him beyond the point where it was pleasurable. 
 
    This submission stretched to his home life as well. Cassandra, who had been aware of Trigger’s plans all along, was now his Mistress. He spent each night naked doing chores, before being allowed to sleep on the floor at the end of the bed. A bed he was only ever allowed on when Mistress Cassandra needed orally pleasuring with his tongue. 
 
    Britain was slowly sliding towards Female Supremacy as the norm. Sticky Milk had been rolled out and, as it penetrated more places, so the number of submissive men grew. All eager to serve women, whose power in society grew as men’s dwindled. 
 
    Ironically, Cassandra had told him that some men were being allowed to avoid being fed Sticky Milk and becoming chemically induced submissives, but only if they agreed to the principals of Female Supremacy. These traitorous men were free of the terrible desire to be humiliated and were therefore sort after for normal sexual relations. Cassandra had told him that the new submissive Cole was a turn off, and had proceeded to bring one of these treacherous men home. Sal was a hugely well endowed fireman who fucked her on the bed while Cole knelt on the floor beside it, watching. 
 
    And it thrilled him. The degradation. The humiliation. The complete loss of control. It excited him so much that his penis stood rigidly to attention and dribbled throughout each sordid encounter. 
 
    “Fucking hell!” Sal had whistled when he noticed. “He loves that I’m fucking you!” 
 
    “Yes, he’s hopelessly addicted to humiliation, it controls him,” Cassandra had replied matter-of-factly, looking down at Cole with pity. “Doesn’t it, Cole?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Cassandra!” 
 
    “In fact you can only get hard now if you’re being treated like dirt, can’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Cassandra!” 
 
    She had laughed and looked at her well hung lover. “And if you fail to satisfy me, big boy, you’ll end up the same. In fact I’ll probably have you both kneeling side by side watching while I get fucked by another stud.” 
 
    Sal had looked worried. As well he might, because Cole’s dependence on Sticky Milk didn’t just make him ultra submissive, it also gave him cravings, terrible cravings that he and every other man on the minibus were on their way to feed... 
 
      
 
    They arrived outside the Executive Feeding Area ten minutes later. The men, still not making eye contact, were hustled off the bus by smirking young women and led to a changing room. There they were told to strip naked and line up. 
 
    “Ooh, don’t you boys look sexy in your birthday suits!” laughed a girl barely out of her teens. 
 
    “And look, the dirty sods are already hard at what they’re about to do!” grinned her friend. 
 
    “Let’s get some selfies!” cried the first girl and so the men had the indignity of being photographed with these smirking young women. Cole knew that by the end of the day his and everybody else’s image would have been shared a hundred times.  
 
    Being mocked like this pushed buttons within the men, exciting them further. And as their solid erections began to twitch and dribble in front of them, the girls laughed even harder. 
 
    “Talk about gagging for it!” 
 
    “Randy sods!” 
 
    “It’s like a hard on convention!” 
 
    “We should make them fuck each other!” 
 
    Thankfully they didn’t. Instead the twelve naked men, each with a dick harder than a diamond, were led out of the room, down several corridors filled with more grinning women, and finally into the Executive Feeding Suite. And there before them stood six Cum Cows. In other words, naked men whose genitals had been pumped full of steroids to make them grow to outlandish proportions.  
 
    “You know the drill, boys, crawl to a cow!” shouted the redhead. 
 
    “Remember! Two boys per udder!” said her companion. 
 
    Cole, along with his fellow addicts, got on all fours and crawled towards the Cum Cows and the massive stiff cocks thrusting out before them. And yes, at the last minute he noticed that his cow was Tyson. And yes, the addict beside him was Pete. And somewhere in the back of his mind he thought of the drinks they used to share together in a pub in London. This was like a cruel twisted version of those lads’ nights out. 
 
    A girl blew her whistle and Cole and Pete started licking and sucking Tyson’s unnaturally big dick. Yes, it was degrading and shameful and the worst moment of his life, but he didn’t care because it was humiliating and he needed humiliation like he needed oxygen. So he sucked and slurped, thinking ahead to the glorious moment when he would get a mouthful of hot delicious pure uncut cum. That would make him feel better. It always did. 
 
    

  

 
  
   14: The Future is Forever Female 
 
      
 
    Felicity had moved up in the world. Literally. She now occupied the twentieth floor of Trigger’s Canary Wharf building, and had a view that was almost too good to be true. She could see all the way across London on good days. Even better, she had a balcony so that when the sun was out she could take clients out there and enjoy the sunshine.  
 
    The office itself was a vast improvement on her last one: bigger, with more expensive decor. Not that she spent much time in the office nowadays, her new role meant that she was often out and about, checking on the progress of the myriad of new products Trigger had on the market.  
 
    It had been five years since Sticky Milk had been introduced to British life. Five glorious years in which men had essentially become an underclass. But a docile one that was easy to control. And now these changes were bedded into society. There would be no going back. Men were slaves to women and that was how it would always be.  
 
    Felicity had ridden this wave to the top. She was now the CEO of Trigger and responsible for pushing her ideas out into the world. America was already succumbing to female supremacy rule, as well as Canada, Australia, New Zealand and Japan. But there were still other markets to penetrate and millions more men to subjugate. And she would. Oh, she definitely would. 
 
    In the five years since launching Sticky Milk, Compound 45 had been successfully integrated into a whole host of other drinks aimed at men. Energy drinks, sports drinks, alcohol drinks – they were all now laced with the chemicals that altered men’s brains and made them more submissive and controllable. Trigger also had partnerships with a number of food companies that meant there were many foods on the market, ranging from chocolate bars and crisps to yoghurts and quiches, that were helping to subjugate men.  
 
    It meant, rather amusingly, that British men were now a nation of hopeless cum addicts. Not that most of them knew it, but they were! All feeding on the modified semen of Cum Cows! All desperate to get their next fix of chemically enhanced jism! And in order to meet demand, Trigger now had twenty-five Milking Facilities across the UK, with six more scheduled to open in the next year. That was a hell of a lot of cows. 
 
    Talking of which, she had things to do rather than just lounging in her office reflecting on her own success. She pressed her intercom. “In here, Sapphire,” she said briskly. 
 
    A second later he door opened and Sapphire entered. “Yes, Miss Yardley?” she asked humbly. 
 
    Felicity smiled. No matter how often she saw her vanquished enemy, forced to kowtow to her, it still gave her a thrill. Shortly after crushing the breakout at Facility 2, Professor Harmsworth had perfected the formulae that would make women addicted to Sticky Milk. She had got a male lackey to lace Sapphire’s lattes with it over the course of a week, and then sat back and watched as her arch rival became more and more submissive. And then Felicity had stepped in to control and dominate her. 
 
    The upshot was that Sapphire, five years later, was now Felicity’s obedient and loyal slave. All independence had been wiped out, and her old rival lived to serve. And, like all the men addicted to Sticky Milk, Sapphire was completed hooked on the modified sperm and would do anything for her next hit. 
 
    As punishment for her past transgressions Sapphire now had to work naked except for high heels. Even better, Felicity had decided that her old enemy was too vain, to ridiculously preoccupied with her admittedly stunning looks, so she had forced her to undergo drastic plastic surgery. Now, five years later, the smouldering natural beauty had gone and in her place was a freak with a large breast implants, a trout pout and enough Botox in her face to paralyse a whale. She looked like a startled mackerel and was definitely no longer a beauty!  
 
    Naturally, other women at Trigger now viewed Sapphire with contempt and treated her accordingly, often taunting her about her weird face or addiction to cum. Sapphire would doubtless have cried if the plastic surgery hadn’t fucked up her tear ducts. 
 
    Felicity went beyond verbal abuse and often had the bitch naked before her, sucking her heels. Or licking a plate of Sticky Milk clean as Felicity whipped her pert bottom with a riding crop. And once, rather amusingly, she had made Sapphire pleasure herself with a Magic Marker pen while Felicity filmed it on her mobile, and then later posted it on the company’s intranet site under the title Penmanship Matters! 
 
    Sadly she didn’t have time for anything like that today. Today she had a very important place to be. “Call the car and tell them I’m going to the new Kilburn facility,” said Felicity crisply. 
 
    “Very good, Miss Yardley,” said Sapphire submissively and teetered out of the office on her impossibly high heels. 
 
      
 
    Felicity sat in the back of her limousine, watching London scroll by. It was definitely a nicer place nowadays. Paradise? Of course not, not with the British weather, but it was a vast improvement on what it used to be. Crime had decreased significantly since men had been but under the boot of female control. Rape, assaults, burglaries and murder rates had all plummeted. And it was all thanks to Felicity and her vision.  
 
    But no matter how successful she got she still liked to find time for the little things. Like visiting this new milking facility in Kilburn... 
 
      
 
    This new city facility had just fifty cows, compared to the thousands now housed in bigger facilities, but it was important that these places existed. It was good for the economy, offering jobs for women in the burgeoning Male Husbandry Industry. And of course, these facilities offered vital roles for men producing the highly addictive sperm. 
 
    After decanting from her limousine she went straight to the Executive Feeding Area. Felicity smiled at the sight of the naked men waiting to feed. It was testament to how integral Sticky Milk was to British life now that the men about to feed included a newsreader, a government minister and even a royal. Those with the money spent it to eat pure uncut premium grade Sticky Milk straight from the nut sacks of modified males. It was horribly humiliating but also horribly arousing for them, and these exclusive feeding jamborees brought in hundreds of thousands for Felicity and other female elites. 
 
    It hadn’t all been plain sailing, though, even after crushing the escape attempt at Facility 2. There was a vociferous group of more powerful women who took issue with the Stick Milk plan. They bleated about human rights abuses and infringement of civil liberties and other tiresome guff. They said people were people regardless of their gender. Fortunately Professors Harmsworth’s formulae, the one so successfully deployed on Sapphire, was ready to be weaponised and used on enemies of the female run state. Like Camille. Camille had managed to escape and evade Felicity and her minions, and for years had proved a thorn in her side, stirring up discontent amongst soft-hearted women. 
 
    But Felicity had resources and patience, and she used these to track down Camille and her entourage of agitators. They were holed up above a pub in Clacton, orchestrating their campaign of disobedience. Two days ago Helga and a team of security staff had gone in, captured the women, and brought them back to London trussed up like turkeys. And then, in the underground car park of the Trigger building, they were given the new version of Sticky Milk that worked with woman. Within twenty-four hours each and every one of the traitors had become hopelessly servile cum addicts.  
 
    Felicity made her way to the viewing platform and looked down at the waiting Cum Cows. There were five in all, standing in a neat line with their absurdly oversized erections jutting out in front of them. 
 
    And then a door opened and a group of naked women scurried out. These were the women from Trigger who thought they could bring down the plot to enslave men. And now they were in exactly the same position as the men they had tried to save.  
 
    Ah, the irony! 
 
    “Hallo, Camille! Good to see you again!” shouted Felicity cheerfully and gave her old adversary a wave. 
 
    A naked woman in her fifties looked up, but then quickly away, back at the ‘cows’ and their huge erections. That’s all the poor bitches were interested in, sucking the highly addictive spunk out of the balls of these customized men.  
 
    Kendrick and Toby weren’t among these milking cows; they were in a mega facility just outside Manchester, and had been for a couple of years. But Felicity, if she were feeling mischievous, could always pull some strings and engineer a very awkward family reunion. In the meantime she sat back and enjoyed the sight of her old enemy tasting defeat. Literally tasting it, as the cow she was sucking had already pumped his first stringy load down her throat.  
 
    “That one’s on me!” Felicity called down to her broken opponent, laughing loudly. And why not? She’d changed the world and crushed everybody who had dared to stand up to her. She truly was an unstoppable force.  
 
    

  

 
  
   Epilogue 
 
      
 
    The man who used to be a highly respected chemist but was now a litter collector was in his basement again. He was always in his basement because that was where he could forget about this dreadful new world and lose himself in science. It was his first and only love and he was convinced it could not only save him but the whole world from this nightmare. 
 
    The man had two things going for him. The first was that he had a natural immunity to Sticky Milk. Oh, he faked an addiction to it, and brought it by the gallon to convince the world he was hooked like every other man. But for some reason the chemicals within the odious smoothie had no affect on him. Something in his own blood, his own DNA, had saved him.  
 
    The second thing the man had going for him was that back in the old world he had worked for a major pharmaceutical company developing cures for cigarette and alcohol addiction. And it was this extensive knowledge he now used to try and develop an antidote to the horror that was Sticky Milk. He took samples of his own blood and tried to figure out just why he was immune, and once he had he would develop an antidote to Sticky Milk. 
 
    Of course it was difficult for a man to get supplies in this day and age, but his job as a litter picker had taken him to a lab on the outskirts of town, and in their bins he found a plethora of equipment that he could use to build his own lab, and work on his forbidden remedy.  
 
    And now he thought he’d found it! After ten years of dead ends and cul-de-sacs he had eventually perfected a chemical compound that could counter Sticky Milk’s devilish brew. He could free men and give them back their free will! He could help smash this hated Matriarchy! Of course he would need to find other men like himself to fight the good fight, to rebel, but he would.  
 
    The chemist looked at the test tube full of his magic formulae and smiled. The battle of the sexes was far from over, and it was about to enter the next stage. 
 
      
 
    THE END

  

 
  
   More Femdom themed stories by the same author... 
 
      
 
    Be Careful What You Wish For 
 
    By Jezelle Wilde 
 
      
 
    Roger Bishop is an average man in an average job. He has a beautiful wife called Suzy but the passion seems to have gone out of their marriage. Then one day Suzy discovers he is excited by the idea of being dominated by women and proposes that they try a new kind of relationship. She will take charge of every aspect of their lives and he will, behind closed doors, be her slave. 
 
      
 
    Roger readily accepts and soon his Femdom fantasies are a reality. But before long Suzy grows frustrated by not having a real man to satisfy her needs and decides to cuckold her husband. Sadly for Roger his fantasies start taking a more degrading and painful turn as his wife’s new boyfriend thinks up increasingly extreme ways to belittle and emasculate him... 
 
      
 
    Be Careful What You Wish For is a fast paced erotic novel about female domination in a modern marriage. Told from both Roger’s and Suzy’s point of view, it incorporates enforced degradation, corporal punishment, cuckolding, sissification, public humiliation and chastity, before culminating in the ultimate act of domination. 
 
      
 
    This wild and sexy ride is strictly for adults only and not suitable for anyone under the age of eighteen.  
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   Shame and Punishment 
 
    By Jezelle Wilde 
 
      
 
    Welcome to a special school where submissive men are humiliated and chastised by dominant young women... 
 
      
 
    Lucy Green is struggling to put herself through university, so when an old friend tells her about a well paid if somewhat unorthodox opportunity she jumps at the chance. The opportunity is to work as a dominant tutor at an institution devoted to Female Domination.  
 
      
 
    While teaching her first class Lucy finds herself attracted to one of her pupils, a handsome young man blessed in all the right places. Despite it being against Academy rules she gives in to temptation and has an illicit liaison with him. They are discovered by the headmistress of the establishment and Lucy is given a stark choice: submit to punishment or leave Willard Academy and never come back. Lucy chooses punishment... 
 
      
 
    Shame and Punishment is a sexy short read about dominance and submission. It not only deals with women dominating men, but also deals with a young woman being disciplined and humiliated. This fantasy story contains explicitly sexual scenes, and is strictly for adults only. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Stiff Competition 
 
    By Jezelle Wilde 
 
      
 
    We return to the special school where submissive men are humiliated and chastised by dominant young women... 
 
      
 
    Prisha and Sian both work at Willard Academy, a kinky school where submissive men pay to be dominated by young women. The girls are fiercely competitive and decide to hold a Fluffing Contest. They will each train a slave to be a fluffer, who will then represent them in the degrading competition. 
 
      
 
    When the big day arrives things don’t go according to plan. One of the girls cheats and the other fails to produce an adequately competent fluffer. And so the tables are turned and the girls themselves must submit to a series of shameful and painful punishments at the hands of the Academy’s strict headmistress, Mrs Willard.  
 
      
 
    Stiff Competition is a racy read filled with outrageously humiliating scenarios in which hapless men and haughty women get their just deserts. It’s strictly for adults only as it contains scenes of female domination, female submission, and extreme degradation. 
 
      
 
    Although Stiff Competition is completely stand-alone, it is set in the same fictional school as Shame and Punishment, also by the same author. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Submissives Anonymous 
 
    By Jezelle Wilde 
 
      
 
    No matter how hard you try, you can’t escape your Femdom addiction... 
 
      
 
    In this Femdom Short Read a submissive man starts a support group to help men break free of their destructive addiction to Femdom. The group is a success and attracts more and more members, but two local dominatrices aren’t happy as they’re losing clients and money. So the girls decide to crash the meeting and remind all the men present just how much fun being dominated by women is... 
 
      
 
    What follows is a rollercoaster of humiliation as the men are stripped and ‘forced’ to take part in the most degrading group session imaginable. And by the end each and every one of them will be hopelessly addicted to female domination again. 
 
      
 
    Submissives Anonymous is a bite-sized slice of perverted fun. It’s strictly adults only and not for the easily offended as it contains raunchy scenes of men being ordered to do unimaginably demeaning things by two confident young women. 
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