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Prologue

The meteor sped through the outer reaches of the solar system surrounded by oceans upon oceans of the blackest blackness. It passed new born stars, dying stars, it felt the pull of black holes and the burst of white dwarfs. But deviate it did not.

Its trajectory was straight and true.

Eventually it streaked past Pluto and Neptune and Uranus. It passed Saturn and its icy rings, and the goliath ball of rage that is Jupiter. It sped like a baseball on a perfect pitch through the hazards of the asteroid belt. A glancing blow here and the meteors course would have been altered irrevocably. But there was no glancing blow. This meteor was intent. As if touched by the Gods.

Onward past the dry Martian rocky planet it hurtled. And now and only now did it glimpse the blue gem. As if driven on by the sight and end of its infeasibly mammoth journey, it only seemed to speed up. At over 150,000 mph it crashed through the earth’s outer atmosphere. Met by a heat fiercer than the fiercest furnace its foremost edge glowed red. Scorched and cracked, and unable to hold itself together any longer, it disgorged its alien minerals across continents, over oceans – the plumes of dust whipped on the wind scattered around the globe.

By the time the white-hot meteor plummeted into the salty depths of the mid-Atlantic, it was the size of a small pebble. It didn’t matter. It had already achieved its purpose. It had changed humanity and what it would mean to live on this watery rock forever.


Chapter 1

Grace felt it every time, that lifting in her chest, that sense of something so much bigger. The palace of Westminster was awe inspiring, intimidating even. It was the very home of democracy. She revelled in that feeling for a split second (a feeling that reminded her why she did what she did) before continuing on through the palaces grand hallways. A couple of men watched the pretty blonde pass, but Grace didn’t notice them, her mind was distractedly running through the main points of her report. This meant so much to her.

The committee room had high ceilings and the type of faded grandeur synonymous with so much about Westminster. Two dozen brown tables (resembling something from Grace’s old schooldays) were arranged in a large rectangle. Already seated, Grace’s civil servant colleagues glanced over preparatory notes. Most were male and pale, and had the kind of cocksure born to the manor demeanours she was now so familiar with – several had already reportedly been earmarked for higher things.

Grace found a space at a corner table, hung her stylish cream mac over the back of her chair, flicked through her report for the hundredth time, and waited.

The committee was chaired by eight cross bench MPs; seven of whom were male, only one female – an irony given the commissions topic of inequality. They took up their seats at the head of the rectangle and the room immediately fell into a hush.

The committees head, a rosy cheeked man of hefty stature, got proceedings underway. “You, go ahead.”

A spectacled young man with gold cufflinks and a side parting jumped to his feet. He looked above eighteen, just. Immediately he was yammering away like the great Churchillian speaker he obviously thought he was. Grace rolled her eyes and waited her turn.

The minutes rolled by. More boys spoke. Each confident and fluent and receiving encouraging nods from the panel as they took notes. Yet to Grace, their ideas were hackneyed and repetitive, and would do nothing to solve the discrepancies that existed between the genders.

Finally, after an hour, it was Grace’s turn. And she had a real bubbling urge to share. She’d visited colleges, tech companies, met high ranking businesswomen all in the last few months. And to deliver real palpable change, she was convinced all needed to be linked better. She wanted a female business tsar in every college. Girls needed to see these women, know what was achievable.

Oh so much more was possible if only the will was there.

With plenty of big, bold ideas bubbling away in her, Grace stood and began speaking. Her voice was clipped and clear. Her manor poised and calm. There was no sign as she outlined the main points of her report, of that fierce burning passion trying to run away with her every word. Everything was going smoothly, she was even beginning to relax a little, and then it happened…the voice.

“If you ask me girls get enough help. They’re lucky they’re not in the kitchen where they belong.”

Startled, Grace looked to her right where the comment had seemingly come from. She expected some kind of uproar. She expected the man who’d spoken to be marched from the room immediately. But nothing.

“Something wrong?” asked the rosy cheeked chairman.

“No…no…” stammered Grace. She pushed the comment to the back of her mind and composedly picked up her thread, only to be stilled by another male voice.

“Can’t you see you’re only here because you’re hot.”

“Excuse me!” Grace swung to her left. A smug looking man stared back. Grace looked around the rectangle all the way to the panel. None of them moved or said anything. One of the men coughed impatiently. Completely thrown, Grace picked up, only for another barrage of male voices, this time coming thick and fast, one after the other.

“Just get your clothes off and stop boring us.”

“Did you never stop to think men are just innately superior.”

“The only right a woman should have is to suck my cock.”

“Always playing the victim…stupid slut.”

What was happening? “I…I…” Grace didn’t understand. She looked to the panel for some kind of help, an intervention. The rosy cheeked head of the committee stared back. “Silly little girl, stop wasting our time.”

Grace heard his words as clear as could be, but his lips hadn’t moved a millimetre. Stunned to silence, she collapsed onto her seat.

“Move on!” boomed the voice of the male MP.

As soon as the meeting was over Grace rushed back to her small office at Portcullis House – the modern office block around the corner from Westminster. She felt stupid. She felt humiliated. Twenty-five and she was having a nervous breakdown?

A knock at the door turned her. “Nigel,” she exclaimed, removing the palm at her forehead.

Nigel, a plain, greying, middle aged senior colleague, smiled a sympathetic smile. “Oh well, back to the drawing board.”

“I, I…” Grace shook her head still cringing at the whole episode. “I don’t know what happened.”

Nigel puckered his lips as he inhaled, bushy eyebrows rising then falling like there wasn’t a lot he could say. Which in fairness there wasn’t. And yet at that same moment came the voice, his voice. “Jeez talk about ditzy.”

Grace watched dumbstruck as he gave her one last look of sympathy and made his way out.

She quickly shut the office door and sank into her chair. So she was hearing voices. She looked at her report – the thick white document she’d spent months drafting. She slid it across the desk into the trash bin.

Nine miles north at the esteemed private Hollinghurst College, Jamie was doing what he always did, getting up to no good.

“Pink,” he said, casting a mischievous eye over the frizzy red-haired girl in front. “My money’s on pink.”

“Pink. Lilac. White,” whispered another boy as the three students huddled conspiratorially.

A rascally smile on his lips, Jamie nodded and broke away from the group. Surreptitiously he stepped closer towards the girl innocently waiting in the cafeteria queue. She wore a dark navy blazer and light grey skirt, the back of which Jamie delicately took hold of and began raising higher and higher, until the soft pink outline of knickers could be glimpsed. At which point the girl, sensing Jamie’s presence and no doubt the boy’s invasive stares, spun around, in dismay slapped at Jamie’s retreating hand.

Jamie stepped back to his friends already joining them in their mirthful snickers. “Ow-ow-oww,” they howled as one, drawing several odd glances from around the cafeteria.

The boys didn’t care. They were the wolf-pack. This was what they did.

The girl, however, tight lipped and white with rage, stormed from the queue. “Your brothers such a dick,” she snarled at a mousey haired girl sat at a nearby table.

“Step brother,” the girl tried to correct her, but she was gone.

Back over by the serving counter Jamie pocketed the two twenty-pound notes from his mates still chuckling. “Pink. I bloody well knew it.”

“Lucky guess,” said another of the boys who’d guessed wrong.

That little incident right there could have been Jamie’s life in microcosm. He always seemed to come out on top. And didn’t he know it. Smirking a little self-satisfied smirk to himself, he glanced across the cafeteria only to see Abbie glowering at him. The dark expression on his stepsisters pretty little face delighted him all the more.

“Come on,” he said to his friends.

Jamie led the way over and all three boys plonked themselves down at the end of the table at which Abbie and her friend sat.

“Er hello, we were saving those seats for someone,” she protested.

“Yeah. Us.” He took a big bite out of his sandwich as the other boys tittered to themselves.

Abbie’s eyes flicked back to Jamie. “Why do you have to do that? Why do you have to be such a jerk?”

There were so many ways he could have answered that question. He could have explained that this college was founded by men, meant for males. That they as girls were intruders who should be grateful to even be here and show some respect. He could have said all that and more, but he didn’t. Instead, he decided to wind Abbie up some more.

“You know you’re doing that thing.”

“What?”

“When you’re angry and moody your nose goes all crinkly.”

“Does not.”

“Mm-hm.” Jamie took another bite. “Does too…I think it’s kinda cute actually.”

Abbie glanced back and forth at Jamie and his two buddies, then raised a finger and ran it over the bridge of her nose. Immediately the boys erupted into laughter.

“Oh, ha-ha,” said Abbie, pushing back her chair, a little pink rising at her cheeks. “Come on Georgia.”

The two girls walked off, but Jamie was laughing so hard he barely noticed.

At that exact moment, several miles east, Yasmine Khan was on her daily beat. The young policewoman had been on the job two years and the route was now a familiar one. It took in a busy shopping street, a crescent of Georgian houses, it passed a park and a big grey tower block, then circled back round through a bustling food market. Yasmine crossed beneath a railway bridge, the smell of the markets fresh produce – as it so often did – tingling her taste buds.

Smiley and attractive, with shimmering black hair, Yasmine drew more than a stare. She said hello, exchanged pleasantries with stallholders brightening their day. A few of the men would seek her out, call her name, try to get her to sample one thing or another. Sometimes Yasmine indulged them with a bite of their produce, at others she would smile and walk on – alert and professional – and on the lookout for any kind of trouble. And on this particular day she was about to find it.

It was the man’s movements that aroused her suspicions; slow and deliberate and yet somehow concentrated. His black hoodie was drawn tightly about his head. He lingered at one stall and then another. Ten paces back, Yasmine did likewise conversing with stallholders, all the while tracking the man’s movements. Still one second, pacing quickly the next, he was paying considerably more attention to the stallholders customers than the stalls themselves.

Yasmine furtively followed. Maybe if she was taller, broader like her male colleagues, she’d have been noticed. But she wasn’t. The man continued to scan ahead. He paced forward, then slowed to a stroll, then almost a stop right by two women chatting by a stall. A hand came out – surreptitious and quick – lifting the small purse from the leather bag. A blink and you’d have missed it. But Yasmine didn’t miss it.

“One eleven,” she spoke into her radio. “Male in possession of stolen goods. In pursuit.”

The man was pacing fast now, forcing people to veer from his path. Half running, half walking, Yasmine gained on him. She wanted back up, but she was prepared to do this alone if she had to. But then the man, as if sensing her, turned. In an instant he was running.

“Shit!” Yasmine swore as she too broke into a sprint. “Suspect on the run. I repeat suspect on the run.”

She kept him in her sight as the market ended and the streets ran on to a mix of shops and houses. Adrenaline pumping, she crossed a road, watching as the pick pocket jogged onto the notorious Nashborne estate. At its boundary, Yasmine slowed. Orders were never to go onto the estate alone. But Yasmine was fired up and determined to make the arrest. She felt like she’d been proving herself the entire time she’d been on the job. Proving she could keep up with the men. Would they have stopped? No way.

The estate was segmented into four segments, which meant plenty of corners and bends and places to hide. Tentatively Yasmine walked on. She’d lost sight of the offender and the first segment was deserted and quiet.

“Back up where are you?”

A male voice crackled through the airwaves. “Five minutes.”

Yasmine shook her head, gritted her teeth and kept moving forward beneath a concrete walkway into segment two. The arm that snapped out was strong and powerful. The impact as she was slammed back against the wall hard. Automatically Yasmine fumbled for the CS spray at her belt. But the man merely pushed at her wrist and the canister slipped from her grasp. The man’s hood was still up, a black bandana covered his mouth. His skin was dark, his eyes troubled.

Yasmine struggled in his grip. She felt small and weak. The man’s eyes narrowed like he was smiling. His hand ran down to her chest. He squeezed. Yasmine yelped. The man chuckled a deep chuckle. “That’s right squirm little bitch, squirm.”

To Yasmine the voice was dark and menacing and crystal clear – little did she know the man hadn’t said a thing.

“I should fuck you up good…” The words lingered threateningly. The man’s dull eyes stared into her own. “A fine piece a pussy like you.”

The hand started to travel lower only to pause at the distant sound of a siren becoming louder by the second. The man’s brow furrowed in fury. “Fuckin’ pigs.” And his hand, almost like he was swatting at a fly, half slapped, half swiped Yasmine to the ground.

The rush of footsteps, a concerned officers voice. “Yasmine! Yasmine!”

Yasmine staggered up holding the wall for support. “Over here” she called out.

Gazing ahead, frustrated and angry as the fear fled, she could see the assailant was long gone.

In a neighbouring borough, Damian Siegal took a sip of coffee and emitted a long low contented sigh. He was stood by the floor to ceiling tinted panelled windows of his plush office atop the headquarters of Zastra Pharmaceuticals. And as he gazed down eyes alighting on two female employees entering the building below, a smile tugged the corner of his mouth.

God he loved this city. So much talent. Sometimes it seemed never ending.

Checking the chunky gold Rolex at his wrist, Damian decided the board had waited long enough. He put his coffee cup down on the desk, slipped on his suit jacket, straightened his tie, and stepped outside the office.

Waiting patiently, folder in hand, was strawberry blonde assistant Cathy, showing plenty of leg and cleavage, just the way Damian liked it. He gave her the once over then set off along the corridor. “Let’s go Cathy,” he said, his smooth American accent never failing to make him sound commanding.

The assistant fell into line behind him like an obedient pet.

They traversed corridors, expensive grey carpet, came to the boardroom and its high-spec tinted black partition. Damian stepped inside. Cathy followed.

Nine board members sat around a long wooden table; its dark polished sheen glinting in the rich light. Damian took his position at its head. Cathy sat herself in a chair in the corner, opening the folder, ready to take minutes.

“Gentleman and lady,” beamed Damian, flashing his white teeth.

His gaze lingered on the woman for a second savouring that small sharp intake of breath as she looked away. In his opinion she was a mere token to political correctness, a box ticked (Zastra and all male board would not be appearing in the same sentence). And it didn’t hurt that she was beautiful; chestnut brown hair, soft glowing skin, the kind of English beauty that Damian found so appealing. Yeah, he’d show her who was boss all right.

Redirecting his gaze, he clapped his hands, forcing anyone who wasn’t to take notice. “What a month,” he smiled.

Damian wasn’t like other CEOs who saw such meetings as a laborious chore to get through. He revelled in them, centre stage and all eyes on him. To him he was a performer, a showman. And he used every bit of his charm and charisma – which was evidently bottomless – to keep them in his pocket.

He picked up any notable issues that had come to light over the past month, he talked about new drugs and investments, he ran through the figures and numbers and next month’s projections. And he did it all convincingly and persuasively. At the end of his talk, he asked if there were any questions.

The men nodded, more than satisfied all was in order.

The woman, Victoria, however, spoke up. “I see that another two-thirds of research funding has been sunk into the Benzadrine drug. Given its continued failure, is that really value for money?”

The voice was clipped and classy and it sent a warm shiver down Damian’s spine. There was no sign of that outwardly however. “I believe so,” he answered, looking down the table smugly at Victoria.

The Benzadrine drug was for male patterned baldness, and yes it had yet to gain traction, yet nonetheless, the potential was huge.

“You gotta spend money to make money, first rule of business school,” he said patronisingly, eyes still locked on Victoria.

It wasn’t that Damian had anything against her particularly, he just thought women were the weaker sex. They could moan on about inequality all they wanted, but men were just stronger, smarter – it was biology, evolution.

“Besides,” he said, “I don’t think some of our board members would be too pleased if we pulled research on a drug that promised to restore male hair growth, right Dave.”

A loud guffaw rippled around the table. Victoria looked away.

As the meeting came to a close and the board members rose and the room cleared, Damian called Victoria over. “Go wait for me in my office,” he instructed Cathy.

Alone now, Damian’s gaze drifted over the mounds of Victoria’s silky shirt, down and then up over stockinged legs. She caught him brazenly doing this, which didn’t bother him in the least.

“Is there something you’d like to ask me Damian?”

“I thought you might like to discuss some of your concerns regarding our current allocation of research funding into the Benzadrine project. What do you say to dinner tonight?”

Victoria fixed him with an expression that was still and inscrutable.

“Sorry, got plans,” she said.

“Then tomorrow?”

“Also busy.”

Damian smiled. He knew his reputation preceded him. He knew that rumours swirled about his womanising (most of which were true). But with his boyish smile, ice blue eyes, strong jaw and commanding presence, women nevertheless usually melted in his company. He certainly wasn’t used to being said no to.

“Is that all?” asked Victoria.

Not by a long shot. Damian’s eyes drifted over Victoria’s stockinged legs once more as she turned for the door. She really was the full package.

“You know the Chinese are in town and looking to talk over supply chains this afternoon. Your input would be welcomed.”

Victoria looked at him with another of those unreadable expressions. Maybe she was wondering what he was up to. Maybe she was wondering what the catch was. Yet Damian knew this was an offer she would not say no to. Victoria was an ambitious woman, one who knew the importance of contacts in this business. She would not turn down an offer to sit in with the big boys.

“Very well,” she said, sure enough.

“Good,” said Damian breezily, trying not to give the game away. “Meet me in the lobby at four- thirty. I’ll have a car waiting.”


Chapter 2

The thick white document had stayed in the trash bin for all of thirty seconds before Grace had fished it out. Where would the world be if women gave up as easily as that? Where would women be if not for stoicism and determination? She’d felt a flush of shame at giving in so easily. Hook or by crook she was going to see some of these policies implemented – no matter what fat rosy cheeked commissioners did or didn’t do.

She’d switched on her laptop and gone about her work with a renewed sense of purpose and vigour. It lasted all of ten minutes. By then she was scrolling through her inbox deleting junk, conducting a web search into hearing voices (the results of which weren’t soothing). They’d been so clear and real. Were they really just in her head?

She left her office just once that afternoon to grab a sandwich. On her return, she loitered by the water cooler listening to a group of geeky men discussing the pros and cons of the first past the post system, and its likely bearing on the election expected in the spring. Grace had watched their mouths carefully, half expecting one of their voices to shoot through her mind.

Nothing.

Relieved she returned to her office and spent the rest of the afternoon variously scrutinising policy, conversing by email with the think tank action for women she was involved with, and generally getting on with the mundane tasks that fell into the lap of a policy advisor. When her phone buzzed with a message from Nina (a parliamentary clerk and friend) asking if she’d like to meet for a drink, Grace replied in an instant. “Love to xx.”

The bar was practically on the Westminster site. A place where the machinations of the day were picked over, a place where deals were made on the sly. A place where certain MPs plotted and planned and gossip emanated. And as usual, it was packed full of mainly suited males. Grace could almost smell the testosterone in the air, sense its offspring one-upmanship and entitlement.

She spotted Nina by the bar, waved as she headed on over. It wasn’t far. Maybe ten paces at the most. But two steps in and they began…the voices.

“Hellooo sexy lady.” She glanced left to see a man sprouting nasal hair grinning her way. “The things I would do to you.” Right to a fat man moistening his lips. “Tits and ass alert, come to daddy.” The voices tumbled over one another, filling Grace’s head, scattering her thought.

“I’m sorry Nina, but I…I…”

“Are you all right?”

“I’m sorry I have to go.” Grace barely got the words out as she fled.

Abbie was completely absorbed, staring at the screen of her phone as Jamie crept up on her. He smiled a wicked little smile to himself then plucked the phone from her grasp.

“Hey!” came the predictable cry.

But Jamie was already running; down the stairs and along the short hallway, pausing briefly just to glance back and see Abbie’s moody expression of irritation as she gave chase.

“Mum! He’s doing it again,” she bellowed.

Grinning, Jamie circled round through the kitchen, then the dining room and into the lounge. There he held the phone out, as if to give it back, watching as Abbie strode irritably for it. At the very last second he pulled it clear, holding it towards the ceiling just out of reach.

“Jamie! Give it back!” She was jumping now, her pert little breasts jiggling beneath thin cotton.

“What? This?” he taunted, smile growing ever wider.

Abbie looked to his face and, in some kind of fit of rage that he hadn’t seen coming, barged straight into him. They both fell backwards onto the sofa. Jamie somehow keeping the phone from her pawing grasp, wrestled her on to her back. Bigger and stronger, he pinned her down. There as she continued to writhe, felt a thickening below. Abbie stopped struggling. Maybe she felt it too. And in that moment as they felt the others warm breath on their own, something inexpressible passed between them.

“Ask nice and I’ll give it back,” said Jamie.

Abbie stared up at him, the smooth contours of her cheeks flushed red. “Give my phone back Jamie.”

Jamie smirked. “That wasn’t nice. You know what I want to hear.”

“I won’t say it.”

“Then no phone.”

Abbie’s eyes narrowed, the bridge of that little nose wrinkling with anger. “Fine,” she sighed tiresomely. “Master Jamie may I please have my phone back.”

“Why of course.” He rolled off her, tossed it to her.

“Children I’m leaving,” came a call from the hallway.

Abbie swept back her hair, glaring at Jamie as she strode past him. Her mother Fiona had her suitcase by the front door and was buttoning her jacket. Abbie wrapped her arms around her, snuggling against her. “Mum, please don’t go.”

“Oh darling, don’t be silly,” said her mother. “It’s only a few weeks. You two can survive till then.”

“Of course we can,” said Jamie, giving his stepmother the kind of soppy expression that so often won her round.

Abbie glared at him.

“Come on now,” said Fiona, pulling her arms away. “You’re eighteen now. Old enough to start taking care of yourselves.”

A car horn tooted outside.

“That’s me.” Fiona kissed her daughter on the head again. “Remember I’m just a phone call away.”

She unlocked the door, extended the handle of the suitcase and headed out to the waiting taxi.

“Say hi to my Dad,” Jamie called after her.

“I will dear.”

Both he and Abbie watched as the taxi headed off down the road. Almost as soon as it had turned out of sight, Jamie yanked the phone from Abbie’s grip.

She swung around, slamming the door closed, screaming at the top of her lungs. “Jaaaamie!”

Great, thought Yasmine, as she re-entered the police station. All I need. Rav leant against the front desk and even the way he did that looked cocky. Sure, he was handsome, sexy even in uniform, but there was always a jibe, always a snide remark to put her down. Maybe it was because they were the same age, maybe it was because they had the same British Indian heritage, maybe he thought it was just banter. Whatever the reason he had a knack for getting under Yasmine’s skin. And today, this hour, this minute, she really wasn’t in the mood.

She paced across the lobby, trying not to attract his attention. But sure enough, the comment came.

“Looks like somebody’s been a naughty girl.”

“What?” said Yasmine.

“The boss. He wants a word.”

Yasmine came to an abrupt stop. “Why?”

Rav smiled his handsome smile at her, then pushed off the front desk he was leaning against. “If I heard correct because somebody was going against official orders.” He leaned in close, close enough for Yasmine to smell his musky scent. “Guess somebody needs a good spanking to keep them in check.”

Yasmine felt her cheeks flush red – with rage, with anger, with embarrassment at being spoken to like this by, by…who the hell did he think he was? She glowered back at him feeling small, feeling powerless, feeling immensely frustrated.

Behind her, across the lobby, a door opened. “Yasmine,” a man’s voice called sombrely. “A word.”

Rav smirked.

Yasmine was already apologising as she sat down in front of her Chief Sergeant, a sturdy, grey haired man with drawn features. “I know it was stupid. I know it was dangerous. It won’t happen again.”

“You’re damn right it won’t. Going on to an estate like Nashborne without back up. What in the hell were you thinking?”

“I wasn’t sir,” Yasmine replied meekly.

“Sounds about right. You women are nothing but a damn liability.”

“Sorry sir.” Yasmine had thought she’d just heard…but that couldn’t be right.

“From tomorrow you’ll be partnering up for your patrol with Rav.”

“But, but—”

“No if’s, but’s or otherwise. By God girl you’re lucky I don’t put you in the back office. Where you women belong.”

Yasmine blinked, frowning – did she just hear correctly?

“Go on. Get out of my sight.”

Confused, thrown by her bosses words, Yasmine stepped out the office.

“Rav, get in here,” his voice boomed behind her.

Smirking, Rav pushed off the wall outside and brushed past her. Yasmine barely noticed. She felt sick, sick to her stomach.

Victoria stood at the edge of the large lobby of Zastra Pharmaceuticals. As always she looked ravishing. Damian bit his lower lip, eyes roaming down then up slender sheer stockinged legs, over the kind of tight fitting navy blue dress that doubled as both day and evening wear. Despite a long working day, her eyes were bright, her full red lips and smooth skin as ripe and fresh as it had been at that mornings board meeting.

“Well,” smiled Damian. “Shall we?”

He led the way from the lobby, ignoring the double takes, the usual stares of awe and reverence and wide-eyed looks of realisation, that yes, it was him, CEO and very pinnacle of the company. The boss. The big man. Damian took it all in his stride, a path clearing in and of itself from lobby to door, door to chauffeured Rolls-Royce.

Doors slammed shut and suddenly they were drifting through London traffic in a ride as smooth as satin on silk. Victoria unclipped her briefcase, lifted out a thin dossier. “I thought we might discuss areas of expansion with the Chinese.”

Damian chuckled haughtily. “No, we won’t. These people are here for fun Victoria. Details come further down the line.”

He delicately turned the folder closed. Victoria dropped it back in the case.

“Lighten up,” smiled Damian, placing a firm hand on a stockinged thigh.

Victoria placed a hand atop it, firmly pushed it clear. “Where are we going?” she asked, looking to the window.

“A private bar,” smiled Damian.

Victoria kept her gaze on the window. The car drove silently on.

The bar was off a side street, up some stairs. A suited burly man nodded at Damian, held a door open. And on in they went to a room with lots of leather booths, lacquered wood, low sultry lighting. Victoria was slowing now. Maybe she’d seen the skimpy dressed women by the bar, most definitely seen the stripper pole at the rooms centre. Thanks to Damian she’d also seen one of the four Chinese men at a booth waving them over.

“Important clients,” he said, happily guiding her forward with a hand at her spine.

If Victoria was flustered or angry, she didn’t show it. Ever the professional she exchanged greetings with the Chinese businessmen, then sat down at the end of the booth next to Damian.

Drinks were served by a scantily clad waitress. Another nubile young thing took to the pole, gyrating to low rhythmic music. She wore a Union Jack panty-bra combo – it didn’t stay on for long.

“Why did you bring me here?” hissed Victoria in Damian’s ear.

He cast her a sly glance.

Meanwhile the Chinese businessman beckoned over some of the women by the bar. Half naked they sat on the men’s laps while they chatted and laughed, or simply leered. Damian could literally feel Victoria’s glare burrowing into the back of his skull. At one point one of the Chinese businessmen leaned over to her and said, “I want to buy you a dance.”

“No, no, no,” Victoria waved her hand. “That’s quite all right.”

“Please I insist,” he persisted. “Come on.”

Victoria shot Damian an icy glare. Damian merely shrugged. He knew her blood was curdling. But she’d wanted to sit in with the big boys. He really thought she might storm off in a huff, but then again that wasn’t Victoria’s style. She was slick and professional and took every part of the job with utmost seriousness. She certainly understood the importance of the Chinese market and wouldn’t in any way wish to jeopardise relations.

And so, she remained seated and still while the magenta haired stripper brushed up against her – while the lithesome girls shiny slip of a dress was removed, and the men clapped and leered. She remained seated and still, back rigid while the girl twerked and then parted her stockinged legs, and slid up between them. She remained seated and still, while Damian gawped, while the Chinese men gawped. While everyone in every other booth gawped at the girl on girl action.

And she was still seated and still when the topless dancer finished with a puckered kiss on her lips and a wink. God Damian loved that, suave sophisticated Victoria who had always took herself so serious, so completely out of her depth.

Half an hour later they were back in the chauffeur driven Rolls-Royce. Victoria’s gaze hadn’t left the darkening window.

“How’s about we head back to mine for a nightcap, hmm, whaddya say sweetie?”

Victoria remained silent.

“Come on, you’re not seriously upset by that.”

“You’re sure as hell I am,” she said shooting him a killer look. “It was the most humiliating thing I’ve ever experienced.”

Damian smiled a little smile to himself. It was the first time he’d ever seen such an outpouring of emotion from Victoria, hostile or otherwise. She was normally so – unreadable.

“It was a good lesson for you today, Victoria,” he said, patronisingly. “Business is a man’s world, full of such humiliations for women like you. The sooner you accept that, the smoother things will go.”

Victoria leant forward and wrapped her knuckle on the tinted glass divide to the driver seat. “Drop me here. This is good enough.”

“You don’t want that nightcap?” asked Damian.

Victoria shot him one last cool stare and stepped out. Damian couldn’t help but chuckle.


Chapter 3

Grace heard the door slam shut and let out a long despondent sigh. Last night when she’d got home Alex had been at some work do. This morning they’d barely exchanged two words. She got that his job at high flying legal firm Blackthorne – god even the name irked her – was important, but why did it seem so much above her own. They’d been seeing each other for two years now and at first it had been long nights of endless passion. But lately things had become…stale.

Grace took a bite of her toast and glanced at the dirty shirts Alex had left lying around. In so many ways he was everything she wanted in a guy; smart, attractive, reliable. But he could also be so stubborn and untidy and…Grace stopped herself. Why was she being like this? She was normally such a positive person. Sure, Alex had his faults, but he was a good guy. No, she was being like this because of stress, because of yesterday and the meeting, and the…

Grace couldn’t even think the word. Instead she straightened her back, finished the last of her toast, and declared today a new day and that she’d tackle it as such. Placing her plate in the sink along with the other dozen that needed cleaning, Grace went and got ready.

Half an hour later she was standing on the crammed tube platform as the train swept in. As usual tinned sardines came to mind as she squeezed into a carriage. Doors closed, the train sped on its way. Her minded drifted to the working day, to legislature and contacts, and the ways in which she might implement her many ideas. Absentmindedly, she stared across at a bleary-eyed man yawning. She caught his eye. “What you staring at love. Not pretty enough for ya.”

Grace quickly averted her gaze to her right. A man holding on to the rail, looked down at her, “You’re a delightful thing aren’t you.”

Oh no, oh no, oh no, no, Grace turned away, clenching her eyes shut and blocking out the voices. She stayed that way not looking directly or focusing her attention on anyone. At her stop she hurried off the train and up the escalator and out into the morning rush.

As she walked a builder atop some scaffolding wolf whistled down at her. She looked up to see a group of them guffawing. “All right sexy, you wanna piece of this?”

Eyes downcast Grace quickly walked on shaken. And not because of the casual sexism or the leering, but because she’d heard the comment and the man’s big grin hadn’t left his face.

Big Ben was chiming nine as she hurried into Portcullis House. In the crowded lift she stood behind a man with a bald spot, trying to hold herself together.

“But how could she know,” mused the voice. “I was so careful.” The man scratched the back of his head. “Unless the sluts gone and said something.”

Grace’s eyes darted around the lift to other men – mostly looking at their phones. Was nobody hearing this?

When she reached her office, she dumped her bag on her chair, took off her mac, and drew breath. So this was it. She really was going cuckoo. Unable to sit still, she stepped out the office. Over at one of the circular workstations, three male civil servants from yesterday’s meeting sat reviewing the successful draft proposal.

“God this is pointless,” one yawned. “When will women just accept that they can’t be as good as men at everything.”

“Equal pay,” scoffed another. “Not in my lifetime.”

“At least this should keep the Feminazi quiet for a while,” came the voice of a third.

No, thought Grace, it couldn’t be. But in that moment as her gaze flicked back and forth between the three men, something clicked. She wasn’t hearing voices. She was hearing thoughts. She was reading minds. Male minds.

Over at Hollinghurst College, Jamie sauntered into the gymnasium with the rest of the college football team. The girls’ netball squad were in full practice and the boys stood gawping at the leggy, long limbed creatures in their short skirts. Technically the girls had the gymnasium for another ten minutes, but Jamie was having none of it. The second the ball came his way, he grabbed it.

“Hey!” said one of the girls. “Give that back.”

“What, this?” Jamie held the ball on the flat of his palm.

Hands on hips the girl stared at him. All the girls did. Every single one of them knew what Jamie was like, and so couldn’t have been too surprised when he turned and chucked the ball out the door held open by good friend Ben. It bounced along the corridor its sound lessening the further it went.

Jamie turned back to the girls. Each one of them stared back with looks of moody resignation, lips tight, brows furrowed – skin still a little pink at the cheek from all their running.

“Practice is over girls,” he called out. “Beat it.”

Several of the boys were already setting up the goals as the girls slumped out. Girls who knew what misery Jamie could inflict if they dare challenged him. And besides, this was Hollinghurst (a traditionally male college) – after being reminded of it so often, many of the girls had almost come to accept an inferior status within it.

“You know one day all this is going to come back and bite you,” snapped captain Laura, brushing past Jamie.

“Only in your dreams,” he smirked back at her.

As she headed for the door, Jamie, Ben and Will, howled their wolf-pack howls. “Owoo-Owoo-Owooo.”

Yasmine was on her usual beat, but this time accompanied by Rav.

“Ah, ah,” he said, sticking out an arm as she was about to cross a road. “Always look both ways.”

Yasmine shot him a look that said very funny and strode on across the empty road. That was Rav all over; childish and immature and patronising and, and…She shot him another look (he was giggling as he caught up with her) and…sexy. She bit her lip frustrated at that realisation, frustrated at her own carnal desire, at her own superficiality.

They continued on past the park and through the market, which was bustling as always. A couple of the male stallholders called her over to taste something, but a number of others were less forthright now she was with Rav.

“Who does this guy think he is,” she thought she overheard one of them mutter.

Another, “Talk about hitting the jackpot, I wouldn’t mind his job.”

She smiled a little at that last comment, but she kept her gaze dead ahead, scanning, looking for any sign of yesterday’s thief.

An argument between a man and a woman up ahead soon had her attention.

“Who is she?” the woman was almost screaming. “Who is she?”

“Nobody baby, nobody I swear.” The man tried to embrace her, but the woman was having none of it. “You’re lying, lying. You’re lying!” she screamed.

“Hey! Hey! Take it easy,” said Rav, striding past Yasmine and stepping between the pair.

“Cheat! Lying cheat!” shouted the woman.

“Hey!” said Rav. “Enough.”

The man who’d now noticed the stares of the other marketgoers, quickly strode off. Teary eyed, the woman shook her head.

“You all right?” asked Yasmine softly.

“Fine,” said the woman swallowing hard. “I’m better off without him. Cheating scumbag.”

Yasmine watched as the woman walked on in the opposite direction. “Strange,” she said. “That’s the third one this day.”

“Guess it’s that time of the month,” chuckled Rav.

She shot him another of those withering glares as he walked on.

“Sir, your two-o’clock is waiting out—”

Damian shushed his young assistant with a finger at his lips, glanced back to his phone and the text he was writing. ‘Victoria, good news! Our Chinese friends loved the show yesterday. How about we give those numbers of yours a good going over tonight. I’d really like to drill down into them.” Damian smiled a little smile to himself and hit send.

Cathy was still stood patiently when he glanced back up. “Speak,” he said, with a dismissive flick of a wrist.

“Your two-o’clock. The reporter. Joan Milne. She’s here for that piece on you.”

“She is, is she?”

Cathy nodded. “Do you want me to sit in on it?”

“Do I look like I need a babysitter.”

Cathy’s cheeks blushed a little. Damian inwardly chuckled at the contradiction. These English girls could be so prim and proper and demure, and yet so devilishly, deliciously, ambitious. She sure as hell hadn’t gotten where she was by being miss goody two shoes – Damian knew that from first-hand experience.

“Send her in,” he said.

As his assistant headed out, Damian stood, straightened his tie, and went over and leant against the front of his desk. A few seconds later the door opened and a middle-aged woman with spectacles and a warm smile stepped inside. Damian greeted her charm personified; he kissed her hand, guided her over to a plush leather sofa where they settled for the interview.

You never would have guessed from his open body language, his respectful manner, that he regarded the woman as a pariah, a leech. Just like he did all journalists. And if that wasn’t insulting enough, that he saw this particular journalist as old and frumpy, and thought with a dollop of loathing for whoever she worked for, that they could have at least sent some pretty little number over. But again, none of that was discernible.

He sank back on the sofa, manspreading, open and confident and projecting an air of gravitas. For Damian knew how important image was. It was everything. For himself. For the shareholders. For Zastra’s very name.

“Well,” he said, rubbing his palms together like he couldn’t wait to start. “What’s first?”

The woman pressed record on a little Dictaphone and placed it on the sofa between them. “How about you tell me what a day in the life of Damian Siegal’s like, CEO of one of the biggest pharmaceutical companies on the planet.”

Damian smiled a confident smile, already warming to the idea of talking about himself. Little did he realise what he was about to reveal to this woman.

Grace sat in the semi dark of her kitchen, the toe of one foot pressed hard to the linoleum, knee twitching excitedly. Adrenaline rushed through her body. She was almost one hundred percent convinced of it now. She’d spent a whole day dipping into the minds of the men’s heads. But there was one man who could verify it all.

Alex had barely stepped into the flat before Grace was pulling him to the kitchen.

“Whoa. Hey. What is it?”

“Sit,” said Grace.

“Look, I’m knackered. I need a shower. Could you fix me something to eat? We can play your game some other…”

His words trailed off as Grace stared up at him serious and unblinking. “Sit,” she repeated.

Alex drew back the chair looking at her guiltily. “Am I in trouble. Did I forget her birthday?”

“You’re not and you didn’t,” said Grace.

“What?”

“Never mind,” she said, leaning forward wide-eyed and still. “Something strange is happening. Something crazy.” Her voice fell into a conspiratorial whisper. “I’m hearing thoughts.”

“Uh-huh,” nodded Alex. Bring out the candid cameras. You got me. “That’s funny Grace, but I’m tired and need—”

“Alex, I’m not joking. I can really hear thoughts. Well, not everybody’s. Just men’s really.”

Alex’s expression changed from one of weary amusement, to a look of real concern. “Just men’s?”

“Yes,” said Grace. “Right, think of something. Something I don’t know, mmm, your first kiss?”

“Jenny Foster. In the playground. Year ten.”

“Jenny Foster. In the playground. Year ten,” Grace repeated back at him.

Alex smiled. “You’re good. This a good one.” He got up, started through into the lounge.

“Alex, I’m serious,” Grace followed after him. “Okay, think of something else, something even more secret.”

Alex stopped. “Dougie’s stag do planned for the sixteenth, that would piss her off.”

Grace folded her arms. “You’re planning to go to Dougie’s stag do on the sixteenth. And yes I’m pissed off.”

Alex’s face dropped. “Look Grace, I don’t know how you’re doing this, but the games over.” He strode into the bedroom and closed the door.

Grace felt a small pang of guilt that was quickly overtaken by another sudden rush of adrenaline. So it was true. It really was true.

“Jamie, turn it down.”

“What’s that?”

“I said turn the music down!”

“Sorry, can’t hear you,” Jamie lied, smashing the ping-pong back over the net out of Will’s reach.

“Shot,” said Ben, who was lounging on the sofa, beer bottle in hand.

The three boys had headed straight to Jamie’s from college. And had been making the proverbial racket ever since.

“Come on boys,” said Jamie. “You can do better than this.” He had a triumphant swig of his own beer as Will passed the bat on to Ben and the two switched places.

It was at that exact moment that Abbie came stomping down the stairs. She marched straight over to the music player, turned down the volume, shot Jamie a frosty glare, and headed back towards the stairs. Jamie merely smirked at his friends and sauntered over to the music player. A second later the music was blaring again. Again, the sound of stomping feet. Again the volume was turned up. But this time Abbie hadn’t even made it back to the stairs.

“Jamie!” she said exasperated. “We’re trying to study.”

“Why bother,” he said dismissively. “You’ll just shack up with some rich dude like your mum.”

Over the years Jamie had never tired of playing that card. It was after all Abbie and step mum Fiona that had moved in with them. And as such Jamie had always treated any space in the house with a degree of ownership that Abbie never could have. He kept the bigger bedroom. He decided what was on TV. If he wanted to play his music loudly, who was she to tell him not to?

“You think you look big in front of your friends?” said Abbie, clearly fuming.

Jamie simply smirked, enjoying the fact he could get under her skin so very easily.

“God, you’re such a dick.” Abbie flicked back her light brown hair and flounced back over to the stairs.

“I’ll turn down the music,” said Jamie.

Abbie stopped.

“On one condition.” He walked over to the ping-pong table, picked up the smooth white ball along with a cup. “You get this ball in here from the other end of the table and I’ll do anything you say.”

Abbie’s eyes narrowed. “What’s in it for you?”

Jamie tapped the table grinning. “If you fail. When you fail. You do anything I ask. Cook, clean, jump when I say jump, all until mummy comes home.”

“Don’t do it,” said Georgia, who’d appeared half way up the staircase.

Abbie looked from Georgia to a still grinning Jamie. “Give me the ball,” she said.

“Oh it’s on” said Will.

Ben passed her the bat. Jamie stood behind the cup, eyes drifting over Abbie’s tight sweater. She’d really bloomed these past few years. And all the boys had noticed. Jamie bounced the ball over. “One bounce. No more.”

Abbie caught the ball, glaring at him. She took a breath, looked at the cup determinedly, then lifted the ball and bat, and struck.

And for a moment all eyes were on that white ball as it cleared the net, bounced off the surface, rolled around the ring of the cup, teetering on the edge, until, at only the very last second, it fell away.

“Yes, yes, yes…you lose,” Jamie rejoiced.

Abbie dropped her head as the boys hi-fived one another, howling their wolf-pack howls.

She really wasn’t surprised to see him there. The gym was only a few streets from the station and it was common for officers to drop in after a shift. Yasmine’s gaze wandered over his muscular arms, his tensing biceps as he lifted dumbbells. Sure Rav was annoying, but he was sexy annoying. And that mix lit something in Yasmine – something that tingled her insides and made her heart beat that little bit faster.

She stepped onto one of the running machines like she’d never seen him. And yet couldn’t stop her gaze drifting back to those arms, couldn’t stop imaging what was beneath that tight vest top. Suddenly he looked up.

Yasmine eyes shot down to the digital screen on the tread, but it was too late. He’d seen her looking and it was enough to encourage him over.

“Paperwork all finished,” he asked smiling smugly.

Yasmine gave him a look as if to say what do you think. She’d not been happy staying late writing up the days reports, but like the rest of her time in the force, she’d put her head down and got on with it. That’s how it was for women. You worked doubly hard and got less credit. Yasmine grudgingly accepted that.

“Good girl,” said Rav. “And good form.”

Yasmine glanced to her left to see him casting an appraising eye up and down her body as she jogged. She rolled her eyes and returned her focus to the far wall opposite.

“And sweet ass.”

“Not okay Rav,” said Yasmine. She got that Rav could be flirty and push boundaries, but commenting so brazenly on her ass like that, not cool.

“What?” he said looking and sounding genuinely puzzled.

“You know what you said,” said Yasmine, stepping off the tread. She walked over to a weights area, began lifting some dumbbells.

Rav was at her side again. “What? What did I say?”

Yasmine ignored him as she lifted the weights. God, he could be so childish.

“That you’ve got good form. Did that offend you? Because I could of said you’ve got nice tits as well.”

“Rav!” said Yasmine, stopping with the reps. She was about to give him a mouthful about how such talk was inappropriate, unacceptable, that if he wanted her to put in a complaint about harassment then he was going the right way about it, when over by the bikes there came a sudden, almost hysterical shrieking. A woman’s shrieks, and they were aimed at a man who’d just climbed off one of the bikes.

Unlike the guy who wore sportswear, the woman wore a black coat and looked like she’d just come in straight off the street. And evidently, she was furious at him for something.

“Another lovers tiff,” said Rav, almost faintly amused.

“Should we intervene?” asked Yasmine.

The woman, who now had the whole gyms attention, pulled off her ring, threw it at the mortified looking man and stormed out.

“I guess not,” said Rav, still watching as the man picked up the ring, looked around at the many staring faces, then strode on out. “Poor guy.”

“Yeah, poor guy,” said Yasmine sarcastically. She walked back to the weights, started her reps over.

“What? You don’t think that was a little over the top shaming him in front of everyone like that.”

“If he’s behaved like an asshole, then no, I don’t,” said Yasmine, annoyed at Rav for always taking the side of his gender.

He gave a little puff of ‘whatever.’

“Don’t strain a muscle,” he said, turning and walking. “Catch you tomorrow, you sexy thing.”

It was so easy for a guy like Rav to talk like that. Yasmine knew if she uttered such words she’d be the talk of the entire station. God forbid she ever acted on anything. She kept lifting the weights, irritated at Rav for not trying to at least keep up the pretence of a professional relationship, irritated with herself that she nonetheless found him so hot.

Her lips tasted soft and juicy and delicious. Oh so delicious. Damian felt the Rolls-Royce pull to a gentle stop and pulled back just enough to look into the woman’s big almond brown eyes.

“You wanna come up?”

The woman responded with a smile and a little nibble of his lip. Of course she did. She was young and ambitious and tipsy. And Damian was the big boss. Moneyed and powerful, charming and attractive. It really didn’t take much to lure some of Zastra’s fine young talent back to his place. Some idle small talk, a fancy bar for drinks – they were putty in his hands.

“Don’t wait up,” he said to his driver with a wink.

He opened the door and got out first. Then the woman scooted out in her low-cut dress with its plunging neckline, and Damian took her hand.

His penthouse apartment – just one of the many perks of being CEO – was plush and expensive looking, with dark marble surfaces and all the latest gadgetry. By his booming voice alone, he already had the lights lit low and sensuous mood music playing as they stepped into the lounge.

“Wow,” said the woman spinning around as she took in the large space, tottering on heels.

Damian smiled on one side of his mouth and sank onto one of the plush sofas. Normally he’d have fixed drinks but this girl had already had way too much. He watched her take in the place. She was impressed. They were always impressed. Then she glanced at him and smiled, and started over towards him.

“Stop,” he said.

His voice carried such weight and authority that she literally stopped on a dime. Damian leaned forwards, observing her. Chestnut brown hair, curvy figure, glowing smooth skin. Maybe not quite as pretty, but at that angle, in this light, the resemblance was remarkable. He got up and walked to her, and gently caressed her cheek. He ran a thumb over soft, full lips, breathed in her sweet fragrance. He circled round to her rear and brushed some of that thick brown hair from one shoulder to the other, kissed the slender nape of her neck.

Oh so delicious.

A pant parted her lips as she raised her chin and snuggled back against him. Damian stepped back a little, lowering the zipper of her dress from neck to waist – and watched as it pooled around her ankles. She wore sexy black underwear. She looked fine, damn fine.

Damian hooked a finger in the waistband of her panties and snapped it back to her body. “Take those off. And the bra. And the heels.”

“Yes sir,” the woman replied with a giggle.

Damian gave her a slap on the ass and strode back over to the sofa. He found it amusing that she found this so funny. Obeying. Being at his every whim and mercy. So many of the working women he encountered had this righteousness about them. They professed to want equal this, equal that. But when you stripped things back, peeled back the layers, all they really wanted was a firm hand. Secretly, when it came right down to it, all they wanted was to submit. It was nature. It was built into their DNA. And Damian chuckled at that thought.

He watched as the woman stepped out of her heels and looked towards him as if waiting his next command. Damian who had his arms stretched along the back of the sofa, and his legs spread, tilted his head, again struck by the likeness.

“Go kneel on the rug,” he said after a moments consideration.

The woman looked at the big white rug in front of the fireplace, then smirked a naughty smirk. Maybe it was the alcohol. Maybe it was the surrealness of being naked and ordered to kneel by the CEO of Zastra Pharmaceuticals. Whatever it was she found so funny, it didn’t stop her doing it. She padded over and lowered her knees to the thick white rug.

Damian observed her a moment longer; that soft smooth skin glistening in the firelight. If he winced a little, he could almost believe it was her. He slipped off his tie as he stood and walked to the woman; from behind lifted it over head and tied it off at the back of her head. “On your hands as well, like a pussycat.”

The woman smirked another smirk, then placed both hands flat, kneeling just as Damian had commanded. He rolled up his sleeves and walked over to a drinks cabinet where he dropped some ice into a glass, poured himself a scotch. He lifted the glass to his lips and took a slow satisfying sip, then exhaled. He really could get off on it – the power.

“Mr Siegal?”

“Still here,” said Damian, turning and observing the woman naked and blindfolded, and kneeling like a cat on his big rug.

She really did look like Victoria. And the thought had him stiffening. He had another sip of his scotch, put down the glass, and took out the ice cube. He walked to the woman and crouched down beside her. She turned her head a little sensing him.

“Ass up,” he commanded.

The woman arched her back as she lifted her pert derriere to the ceiling. A wide grin spread across Damian’s face. He lifted the ice cube, pressed it gently against the woman’s spine. She tensed, dipping away at its touch.

“Ass up,” he repeated, a little impatience creeping into his voice.

The woman repositioned herself and Damian resumed with the ice cube; drawing it slowly down over her back, between rounded butt cheeks – lower and lower still – until what was left of the melt merged with her own juices. Damian teased two fingers along her slit, and the woman quivered.

“Bad girl. Bad, bad, girl.” He gave her a resounding smack on the ass, then went and took another sip of his scotch.

He was already unbuckling his belt when he returned to the woman. He told her to kneel, told her to place both hands behind her back, told her to open her mouth nice and wide. Which she did. Which they always did. He looked down at her submissive and compliant, and with thoughts of Victoria stiffened further.

His erection was big and thick, and he stuffed it into the woman’s mouth like the orifice existed only for its pleasure. He thrust and thrust and thrust, until the woman gagged and gasped for air.

“All fours again,” said Damian, sliding off his suede shoes and stepping out of his suit pants and boxers.

The woman placed two palms on the rug again. Damian knelt behind her. He brushed his domed glands over her slick opening, then slid inside her with one forceful thrust. It was followed by another, and another, and another. And the woman rocked forward burying her face in the rug. Damian continued pounding, continued admiring himself in the rectangular mirror strategically placed opposite. He slapped her ass, watched it jiggle to his beat. And he gazed at that chestnut brown hair and silky skin, and got off thinking of one woman.


Chapter 4

It was the internet that broke the story first; ‘Woman in Tulsa, Oklahoma, reads boyfriends thoughts.’ It was on some obscure website dealing with all things occult and paranormal. A hodgepodge of reported UFO sightings and claims that the Yeti really did exist. And there it would have died a death, unseen, ultimately forgotten, if not for the others.

Seville Spain, Melbourne Australia, India, Portugal, Canada, Mexico…on and on the posts came in. Within two days they’d migrated from some fringe corner of the web into the mainstream. It became known as the ‘phenomenon’. And more and more women were experiencing it first-hand.

Something was happening. Something unexplainable and inexplicable. Suddenly half the world’s population knew what the other was thinking at any one moment. The consequences could be enormous…

Grace stared at her computer and felt another rush of excitement quicken her pulse. Twitter had been ablaze these past few days; tweets from women sharing, venting, shaming. Boyfriends being outed as cheats. Names of men being circulated. Men who thought their secrets were safe. No longer.

They were out and they were being discussed, dissected, mocked even. One woman compared her boyfriend to a horny puppy who only thought of sex. If only thought Grace, mind turning to Alex. These past few days he’d been even more distant that usual. Maybe he’d realised that last week hadn’t been a trick; that Grace really had used telepathic powers to delve into his mind. Eventually, she contemplated, all the men would realise. She gulped at that prospect.

Grace wasn’t stupid. She’d studied sociology and politics and history. She was well aware that for years and years men had had subjugated women, that they’d kept them as property and chattel, that in many less developed parts of the world, they still did. She knew how much the institutions and power structures of the west often biased men. And now this. A tool. A superpower in effect. No, the backlash would come.

And yet for all her nervousness, Grace felt another flutter in her belly. This was a game changer. The old excuses, lies and deniability would no longer wash. A simple question from a woman and the truth would out. Grace imagined what this could mean. She began to imagine a very different future.

“What’s up servant girl?” said Jamie, sliding his lunch tray onto the end of table in the cafeteria, along with buddies Ben and Will.

Abbie who’d been talking animatedly to friends Rosie and Georgia, suddenly fell silent. Jamie smirked. This past week he’d had her cooking him dinner, he’d had her tidying up after him, hell, he’d even had her taking the bins out. And there hadn’t been one second in which he’d not teased her about it.

“And to think it was so close. Oh well,” he shrugged. “I guess it’s just the way of world, boys rule, girls serve.”

He could see Abbie trying to hide her anger by the slight crinkling of that cute little nose. She really was so readable.

“I wonder,” mused Jamie, “I wonder what I’ll have you do tonight. Any ideas boys?”

Ben and Will shared lascivious grins. Jamie smiled back as several dirty thoughts flashed through his mind all at once.

“You’re all sick,” snapped Abbie. “Come on girls.”

Jamie merely smirked some more as his stepsister got up. God he loved winding her up. As he watched the three girls pace from the cafeteria, he caught out the corner of his eye a group of girls from the netball team standing over by the exit. A boy named Billy from the footy team was with them and, beetroot red and twitching shiftily, couldn’t have looked more uncomfortable if he’d tried. The girls were laughing now, laughing like he was the butt of some kind of joke.

“Hey Billy…Billy,” Jamie called over.

The boy turned and looked, and that’s when the netball teams captain Laura, whispered something in his ear. Billy’s head dropped. Laura puckered her lips and blew a kiss over to Jamie, then led the small posse of girls on their way. Billy followed head drooped.

“What the hell’s that about?” said Ben.

“I don’t know,” Jamie pondered.

It wasn’t the first time these last few days he’d seen girls around college giggling giddily seemingly at the expense of a boy. But he hadn’t questioned it too much. After all that’s what girls did. They were stupid like that. Of course he’d read the rumours online; but that was ridiculous – telepathic powers didn’t exist. No, the whole thing was probably some viral punk that had gotten way out of control.

Still, there was something, a nagging that told him something wasn’t right.

“Check out Billy’s situation,” he said to Ben and Will. “I want to know what they’ve got on him.”

At first Yasmine hadn’t believed it. At first, she’d thought she was going crazy – just like Grace, just like so many other women. But then something had attuned itself. Like the frequency on a radio. And somehow after that it simply felt natural.

“Watch out the way there,” said Rav, dispersing a group of boys to make way for a lady with a pram.

Yasmine smiled to herself. She’d been dipping into his mind these past few days at will. She knew now that he fancied the pants off her. That all that ribbing and teasing was his way of getting her to notice him. She knew now that deep down he was a mummy’s boy, a sweet guy with a good heart – even if he did have some iffy views regarding women in the workplace.

“What?” he said, seeing her staring at him.

“Nothing,” replied Yasmine, still smiling.

They continued on into the market with Yasmine reading the minds of pretty much every single male she passed. It really was like a sixth sense or a superpower; to know an intention, to maybe even stop a dangerous act before it could happen. Yasmine briefly pondered how it might revolutionise policing. How women could become indispensable to the force. How they might finally be taken seriously by male colleagues who so often talked down to them, considered them inferior – even if they didn’t admit it.

Colleagues like Rav.

She did it again. Tapping into his thought stream. He was thinking about the end of his shift. He was thinking about the gym. He was thinking about her fit body encased in tight lycra. He was wondering if she’d be there.

Yasmine pursed her lips trying hard not to smile. This past week had been an ego boost. A big ego boost. Not just from Rav, but from all the men whose thoughts were now clear as sight. It was true, men really did have sex on the brain thought Yasmine, almost with a chuckle. She glanced to her left and right at a couple of the younger male stallholders glancing her way, thinking dirty thoughts. However did boys get anything done?

She walked over to one of them. She tasted some Turkish delight he offered. She got into his head. She flirted. She enjoyed Rav’s jealousy. Was that so bad? No, he’d been teasing her for months. He could have a taste of his own medicine.

When she stepped from the stall smiling, Rav fell in alongside her. “I know what you’re doing,” he said.

No you don’t, thought Yasmine. You don’t know anything. Unlike me. She felt a little spark of delight at the advantage she now had over him. Over them all.

They continued on through the market. Yasmine was thinking just how differently men were wired from women, when she looked up ahead through a crowd of bodies and saw him. Hood tightly drawn up. Gangly looking yet powerful. Her mind flashed back to the way he’d held her with such ease.

“Rav, that’s him,” she murmured softly.

“What?”

“The thief.” She pulled Rav back around the side of a stall and they peered around it.

“You sure?” he asked, doubtfully.

“Certain.”

They watched as the youth loitered casually like he was browsing a stall, before stepping closer, then closer. He quickly glanced left then right, and picking his moment while the stallholder was distracted, reached around, grabbing a fistful of cash.

“Oi you!” shouted Rav, appearing from behind the stall.

The youth took one look back and broke into a sprint. Rav gave chase. Yasmine followed. Weaving in and out of bodies, struggling to keep up. Déjà vu all over. She came out the market. Continued along a main road. She could see Rav up ahead. The hooded black figure beyond him taking long loping strides as he ran. They crossed the road, dashing in front of a big red bus. Yasmine slowed for a black cab to pass, then hurried after them.

The Nashborne estate loomed large now. On its fringe Rav stopped, clicked on his radio. Yasmine ran straight past him.

“Yas we wait for backup…Yas!”

No way was she waiting for anyone. He’d gotten away once, not again.

She crossed between jutting slabs of concrete into the first section of the estate. The black figure was still in sight, but the gap was growing. He was just too fast.

Real anger pulsed through Yasmine’s body. Who did this guy think he was? Thoughts of those narrowed eyes, that lurid voice, and the way he’d overpowered her, tumbled through her mind. A hand went up instinctively. Mind and voice willed him to, “Stoooop!”

That single word was still echoing off the concrete surrounds as Yasmine slowed to stop, disbelieving of what she saw ahead of her. The youth stood motionless – as if frozen midstride. Cool air filling her lungs Yasmine hurried on. She cuffed the man, pulled down his hood and bandana.

“Looks like we got our boy,” said Yasmine to an onrushing Rav.

Rav didn’t say anything. Neither did the youth. They walked him back through the estate to a waiting police car in silence. He might well have been the first to experience it – the utter powerlessness. But it was coming for them all.

The magazine landed on the desk with a slap. Emblazoned on the front page over an image of a grinning Damian Siegal ran the caption: Playboy CEO Gets a High Outta Big Pharma.

“Care to explain?” asked David Fitzgerald, his big bald head shining in the light as he glared down.

“Take a seat Dave,” said Damian, unfazed and as unruffled as ever. He looked over to his secretary typing at her work station – right where he could keep an eye on her, legs and all. “Cathy go get a Coffee for me and Dave here.”

“Yes sir,” said the young secretary, pushing back her chair obediently and walking across the vast office to a coffee machine over by the far wall.

“I don’t want coffee,” hissed Dave, leaning forward. “I want an explanation.”

“For this.” Damian picked up the magazine, rifled through it with a thumb, then tossed it back onto the desk dismissively. “What’s the word you English use, tittle-tattle. Its bunkum. It’s a story today that’ll be forgotten tomorrow.”

“Will it,” said Dave twitchily. “The womanising. The weed smoking. This company has a reputation to uphold and the board aren’t happy.”

Damian smiled a tight smile, watching as Cathy returned with the coffees. She placed them on the desk before the two men, returned to her work station.

“You can’t hang a man for his past,” said Damian, though right now Dave sure looked like he could.

“It’s not just the magazine,” he said. “It’s the other stuff as well.”

“Oh that,” said Damian reaching for his coffee. He took a sip well aware of the shame lists circulating online. “That’s the problem with the internet Dave, anyone can post anything they want.” Some disgruntled employee he presumed, there were plenty of those out there after all. “Unsubstantiated nonsense,” he said, looking Dave straight in the eye.

David nodded, as if placated a little. He turned glancing over at Cathy, then leaned forward, his voice falling to a hush. “You sure she should be in here?”

Damian’s brow furrowed, before he realised what Dave was getting at. “You don’t seriously believe that guff?”

Dave bit his lip like he was holding something back. Before Damian could press him on it, he was on his feet, coffee untouched. Damian walked him to the door. At it, Dave glanced back again at Cathy.

“You should be careful,” he said, his voice still low. “I’ve heard things, seen things. My wife…she…she knows things.”

“Yeah, like what?”

A shadow crossed over Dave’s face like he was recalling something he’d rather not. “Never mind,” he said.

“Good seeing you Dave,” Damian called after him as he paced down the corridor.

He closed the door, strode back to his desk contemplating Dave’s warning for all of two seconds. As he sat back down he saw the magazine and his grinning face, and the blazing caption. He swept it from the table.

“Put that thing in the trash, where it belongs,” he said to Cathy.

Cathy got up and picked up the magazine. By now Damian was looking at his laptop and therefore missed the look she gave him. It was cool and it was penetrating. It was a look that suggested she knew far more than she was letting on. It was a look that might have given Damian pause for thought.

It had been an interesting day to say the least. At noon Grace had stepped out to find a number of her male civil service colleagues milling outside Nigel’s office.

“What’s going on?” she’d asked them.

They looked or turned away, sheepish, guarded – and at that same moment the door opened and Nigel had appeared. He looked wan, pale, defeated even. As he trudged past his junior colleagues, a woman stepped from the office behind him. Tall, angular, vivacious, she was everything he was not.

“Karen Miller. You report to me now. Spread the news.” With that she stepped back into the office and the door closed shut.

It turned out it wasn’t just Nigel – reports came through from other departments of senior men being temporarily removed from their positions. Grace wondered how far up the food chain it went. There was gossip of confrontations, talk of some very unhappy bunnies indeed. She was still pondering all this as she walked the dark suburban street back to her flat.

Glad to get out the cold, Grace entered the red brick house and hurried up to the second floor. The flat was dark and empty and cold. Alex had yet to set the timer for the heating as she’d asked him. Grace turned on some lights, the heating, and wandered to the kitchen, coat still buttoned up. The fridge was almost empty.

Grace pricked the outer film of a lasagne a day past its use by date and shoved it in the oven. She then washed and rinsed the dirty plates in the sink, bunged Alex’s dirty shirts in the machine – finally went and changed. Sometimes she really did feel like she was girlfriend, mother, cleaner, all rolled into one.

By the time Alex got back – late as he always seemed to these days – Grace was curled up on the sofa with her tablet. He tossed his jacket untidily onto the arm of the sofa, sunk into an armchair.

“Good day?” asked Grace.

He rubbed his face with the palm of his hand, let out a weary sigh. “Anything to eat?” he asked.

“I left you some lasagne.” She watched him get up and head to the kitchen. A minute later, she put down her tablet, hung up his coat, and followed. She found Alex, fork in hand, devouring what was left of the lasagne still in its foil container.

“We do have plates,” Grace joked.

Alex didn’t find it amusing. He brushed past her, went back and sat in the armchair and flicked on the telly. He’d been distant to the point of seemingly being unable to be in the same room as her these past few days. What had happened to their relationship? It only felt like yesterday that they couldn’t keep their hands off each other – that within minutes of his return from work they’d be rolling around the bed together. But now he was always so bloody stressed. Honestly, she’d have thought he was having an affair if she hadn’t been able to drop into his mind and find the same old cogs concerned with work.

She leant in the kitchen doorway miffed that he seemed to take her for granted. Miffed that he seemed to think his work carried so much more weight than her own. Miffed at the thought of living in a sexless, joyless relationship in ten years. Something had to change. Alex had to change.

While Grace was re-evaluating her relationship, Jamie was lounging on his sofa, game controller in hand. On the big television the gruff, stubbly, ultra-masculine character he controlled was causing bedlam. Carjacking, mowing down civilians, picking up hookers then beating them up and taking their money. Jamie loved this game for the same reason millions of boys loved it. The power, the aggression, the sheer political incorrectness of it all. You could blow someone’s head off and treat women like sluts – what was not to love about that?

Yet as Jamie cruised the fictional city in a bright red Porsche looking for more trouble, his mind was elsewhere. At the end of college today he’d confronted Laura about Billy. She’d been with a gaggle of her netball mates, but that didn’t intimidate the wolf-pack. With Ben and Will at his side, he’d marched right up to her and demanded to know what she had on Billy.

“Wouldn’t you like to know,” Laura smirked back – the other girls simply giggled, which in itself was strange. Normally they’d shrink back in Jamie’s presence, normally they’d be quiet and wary.

“I mean it Laura. Mess with Billy again and I’ll make your life such a living hell you’ll—”

“Tell me Jamie,” Laura cut in, seemingly not remotely fazed by his threats. “What most embarrasses you? What’s the one thing you’d never ever share with us girls?”

Jamie looked at the eager eyed girl confused. Yeah right, like he’d tell her. What were these girls playing at? As such thoughts flashed through his mind, somewhere in his subconscious he thought it – he answered the question. Out of nowhere there were titters and snickers erupting into full blown laughter.

“What?” asked Jamie, even more confused. He glanced back at Will and Ben who quizzically shook their heads as confused as him. What the hell was going on?

Laura’s look was knowing, confident, smug. Never had a girl looked at him like that before.

“Don’t worry, your secrets safe with us, little boy.” The tall slender girl crooked the little finger of her right hand and grinned.

Jamie felt something plummet. No. They couldn’t have. They don’t know…

“Oh we do,” said another one of the girls. “And before long we’re going to know everything about you boys.”

Swallowing hard, Jamie turned and walked – literally the first time he’d backed down from a girl.

“What was that?” Ben asked, as another round of girlish laughter rang out behind the three boys.

“Shut up Ben,” Jamie had snapped.

Three hours later he was still stewing. He mowed down a group of the computer-generated characters on the sidewalk, then swerved back onto the road. Could they really know? Did they really read his mind? Or was it all one big bluff? An idea popped into his head and he hopped up, tossing the game controller onto the sofa. It was time to get to bottom of all this.

He took the stairs two at a time. Didn’t break stride as he walked to the end of the hallway. The door was closed, but that didn’t stop Jamie barging in.

“Hey!” cried out Abbie. She lay on her bed studying. Her phone was on the bedside table. Jamie lunged for it. “Jamie don’t you…Jamie!”

He was running now, back down through the hallway and down the stairs and into the living room. He slipped the phone between cushions down the side of one sofa, and quickly circled round into the kitchen.

Immediately Abbie appeared fuming. “Jamie where is it?”

“Where’s what?”

“My phone Jamie. Where’s my phone?”

Hidden down the side of the sofa where you won’t find it, he thought.

Abbie snorted a little snort. “Pathetic,” she murmured, swinging around and marching from kitchen to living room.

Jamie followed watching as she walked directly to the sofa – precisely the left side of the sofa – then reached down between cushions and recovered her phone. Of all the places he could have…how had she known?

“I wouldn’t try that again,” said Abbie as she made to go past him.

In a fit of anger Jamie reached out and grabbed her, hard at the arm. “What’s going on Abbie?”

A look of contempt changed to pity as a thin smile spread her lips. She was enjoying this. His confusion. His not knowing. Jamie’s grip tightened.

“Let me go,” said Abbie.

“Not until you tell me everything.”

“I don’t have to tell you anything,” she snapped back.

Oh really. Jamie was about to throw her to the sofa, pin her down like he’d done a hundred times. He was going to explain that unless she talked she’d be out in the cold. He’d revel in her trepidation and the closeness of her body. He’d tease her and toy with her, and watch that little nose crinkle. He was set to do all of that. When something strange happened.

His grip loosened against his will. His fingers peeled away from Abbie’s skin one by one. His wrist twisted sharply and a searing pain ran up his arm. Bent double, gasping, Jamie instinctively snapped his other palm to his wrist, wincing. Yet as quickly as the sharp pain had started, it ceased. Jamie looked up to see Abbie was gone.

Yasmine stared down at the palms of her hand still wondering how she’d done it. Somewhere in the background was the deep drone of the police sergeant speaking. “Did I or did I not make it clear that Nashborne’s off limits without back up?”

“You did sir,” said Rav. “That’s why we called it in and only proceeded from then on.”

A throaty groan that sounded like the rattle of nails in a tin box suggested the superior didn’t buy it.

“It says here in the report that Yasmine made the arrest, that correct?”

It was impossible to explain but she’d felt it in her fingertips. She’d felt it in her mind. Yasmine felt a soft pressure at her side and glanced up to see Rav flicking his head in the direction of the harried, stern looking police sergeant.

“I was saying Yasmine, for those that care to listen, that it was you who made the arrest.”

“That’s right sir.”

“And what did he do, roll over for you?”

“He gave himself up.”

As easy as that? The sergeant groaned a disdainful groan and glanced back down at the report. Silly girl had no idea of the danger she was putting herself in.

“With respect sir I knew full well what the risks were. Yet saw it as my duty to apprehend him.”

Several lines on the sergeant’s forehead thickened as his brow furrowed. You women all think you’re so goddamn clever don’t you. Well you’re not. “What you did was dangerous and stupid and disobeyed a direct command. You hear me?” he said in his booming voice.

“Yes sir,” answered Yasmine.

As soon as she’d entered the office she’d sensed that the sergeant was stressed – that something simmered. Something about his job. But why was he taking it out on her? Why couldn’t he just be pleased she’d apprehended the suspect? Yasmine wondered if he’d be fuming like this if it had been one of her male colleagues who’d made the arrest.

“I’m pulling you from the front line. From this minute you’re on the phones out back till I say otherwise.”

“What? But that’s so unfair.”

Life’s unfair sweetie. “Now get out of my sight. Both of you.”

“Yes sir,” said Rav.

Yasmine didn’t say anything, she just strode from the room.

She felt Rav’s hand on her shoulder outside in the lobby. “Yas, I’m sorry.”

“Yeah I bet you are. You know you could have said something.”

“Like what? He’s the boss Yas.”

Yeah that’d be right. The force was a boy’s club and they didn’t split rank. She’d seen it her whole career. She rolled her eyes and was about to stride on when a there was a loud thud from the entranceway.

A big man – ginger bearded and cuffed – was being manhandled into the lobby by two male officers. It wasn’t an unusual sight. Men, frequently resisted.

Yasmine and Rav rushed over to help.

“Get that bitch away from me,” the man cried out. “They’re in our heads. They’re all in our effing heads.”

Yasmine stepped back watching as the three officers bundled him through to one of the holding cells. Also watching from his doorway was the sergeant. As Yasmine glanced his way, his door promptly closed shut.

Damian spooned some more caviar onto his plate, glancing up and across at his dinner date. He wasn’t surprised. Be it ambition, intrigue, his own charm and good looks, they all came around sooner or later. Victoria was no different, no matter how much she pretended otherwise.

His gaze lingered on her for a moment. She looked exquisite. Radiant skin, succulent lips, hardly a strand of lustrous hair out of place. He’d change that. She’d be her on knees gasping and moaning for more by the time he was done with her. This woman needed ravishing. Victoria looked across at him and a smile crept across those lips. Damian smiled back.

“You have no idea what’s coming, do you Damian?” she said in those low velvety tones of hers.

Damian eyed her for a second or two, then sipped from his wine. “You think I’m worried about some two-bit journalist and a bunch of inbred internet trolls.”

“No,” said Victoria. “But maybe you should be.”

Damian couldn’t help but emit a little snort – humoured by her brazenness. “What exactly do you want from this meeting of ours Victoria?”

Victoria’s lips remained sealed, so Damian spoke for her. “Perhaps a leg up from Uncle Sam here. Perhaps a position within the company that actually carries some real heft. Or maybe,” he continued, a series of lude thoughts flashing through his imagination. “Something else entirely.”

Rather than roll her eyes as he might have expected, Victoria’s expression remained fixed, inscrutable. “I arranged this meeting to tell you what’s in the best interest of Zastra Pharmaceuticals.”

“Regarding what exactly?”

“Your position.”

“My position?” Damian looked across at her perplexed. “I’m sorry Victoria but I’m a little confused here.”

“Allow me to enlighten you,” she said as if talking down to some simpleton. “Given you’ve completely disabused your role as CEO, given there’s so much more to come out – and I assure you it will – I think the only course of action is for you to stand down, with immediate effect.”

Damian in mid-sip, almost spat out his wine. “Jesus,” he said chuckling. “I’ve heard some real zingers in my time, but you…this…”

“Do the honourable thing,” said Victoria, still straight faced. “Step down. Before you’re forced to.”

Damian’s gaze swept across the fancy Michelin starred restaurant. Maybe if he was more observant and a little less preoccupied with himself, he’d have noticed this most in demand establishment was only two-thirds full. Maybe that might have concerned him. Maybe he’d have added it to a growing list of strange things that might have concerned him.

Instead his gaze travelled back to Victoria. “You know,” he said, adopting that superior tone of his, “there are two categories of people in this world. Achievers and triers. Achievers set targets, hit goals, win. Triers are just that, triers. No matter how hard they push, no matter how much they might want something, they’re never ever gonna get it.”

Damian took a sip of his wine and settled back in his chair with a smug smile. “You see Victoria, you’re a trier. I on the other hand am an achiever. Which means I decide what’s best for Zastra. I decide when I no longer want to be CEO – and trust me, it ain’t gonna be any time soon.”

“Very well,” said Victoria, getting to her feet. “I guess we’re done.”

“Done?” Damian chuckled. “What’s the matter, you can’t take the truth? Sit back down and eat your dinner like a good little girl.”

Victoria lifted the strap of her purse over her bare shoulder and looked down at Damian.

“You’re going to wish you’d accepted my offer.”

“I don’t think so,” muttered Damian, watching her walk in that slinky way of hers through the tables towards the exit. A shake of the head, a mirthful smile at his lips, he returned to his food.


Chapter 5

All around women were gaining psychic powers. Of course there were rich and powerful men, men like Damian who remained scornful and dismissive, and continued to live in their bubble of deniability. But there were plenty of others who knew better. Men whose jobs had become untenable over privacy concerns. Men whose innermost thoughts had been exposed.

You could say the backlash was inevitable.

Men were angry. And they expressed that anger as they always did; through vile threats or sheer physical violence. Women were denounced as witches or she-devils. In an age of scientific enlightenment, it didn’t take long before simpler, more medieval notions started to reassert themselves. Once more, as had happened so often, men sought to repress, instil fear, keep women in their place.

And gradually, maybe some sort of truce might have been agreed between the sexes. But that was never going to happen, not with the second power taking hold…

The suburban street was dark and empty and quiet. Grace paced along it, keen to get home and put her feet up and rest. A loud tread turned her. The man was bullish, broad and bald. He had both hands in his coat pocket, his head focused forwards, his gaze dead straight ahead. On her.

Grace felt a sudden dread recoil through her. She told herself not to panic, told herself not to be so silly. Yes there’d been warnings about women going out alone after dark, yes she’d felt a genuine animosity from some men, but that didn’t mean, it didn’t mean. She placed a little quicker, nerves tingling like an alarm bell as she felt the man’s stare.

She was almost at the gate now, she could see her house and the red curtains of her flat.

“Run, I dare you. Run.”

The man’s voice cut through her and dread turned to fear.

“I’m gonna do nasty things to you blondie.”

Grace was running now, under a flickering street light, on and on to the gate of the terraced house. The tread of the man’s boots came heavy behind her. She didn’t look back. She reached the gate. She pushed it open. And that’s when he grabbed her hard at the shoulder.

The outward thrust, the push of her arm was instinctive more than anything else. It all happened so fast. Holding her one second. Then flying backwards as if thrown by the force of some great explosion. He slammed into the side of a parked car. There lay motionless, moulded into its crumpled folds, bloodied and unconscious.

Grace hurried on inside as the car alarm wailed.

“I don’t understand. I hardly touched him,” said Grace, peering from the window as the man was stretchered into the waiting ambulance. “It was like, like…”

“You willed it and it just happened?”

Grace turned to the young policewoman with the shimmery dark hair. Yasmine had been on the phones when the call had come in. As soon as her shift finished, she was straight over.

“I was making an arrest the other day and something similar happened,” she explained. “I wanted him to stop. I willed it. And he did, still as a block of ice.”

“God Yas, what’s happening to us?”

They both watched as the ambulance and remaining police cars went on their way.

“Come on,” said Yasmine, guiding Grace from the window with a hand around her waist. “Let’s get you a drink. Calm those nerves.”

The two women had been good friends since their schooldays. They’d started their careers at the same time, shared so many of the same experiences as young pretty women in male dominated work spaces.

“Where’s Alex?” asked Yasmine, as a bottle of wine was poured between them.

“Away,” said Grace, feeling the same twinge of irritation that she always seemed to feel when she thought about Alex nowadays.

“Just us girls then,” said Yasmine, taking a big sip of wine, sensing not to delve.

“You look like you needed that more than me.”

“It’s nothing. Just work.” A pause. “You know it’s like now that they know we’re in their heads they wanna punish us even more.”

Grace nodded. “Should we really be surprised? They’re lashing out like little boys. They can’t stand it that we’ve got something over them.”

“You think the backlash will get worse?”

“Maybe.” Both women sipped their wine, reflecting on that possibility.

“He deserved it though, right, your attacker?”

A grin formed at the edge of Grace’s lips. She had no idea how symbolic that grin was. For what would become known as the second gift was in motion. And this one would change the power dynamic on planet earth for as long as man and woman existed.


Chapter 6

Jamie walked the main corridor of Hollinghurst College feeling pleased with himself. Every girl he passed he thought of something nasty, something sexual, something downright demeaning. At first the thought of any girl being able to know his thoughts had horrified him. Quickly however, he’d realised it was a two-way street. That if they were going to invade his mind without his say so, then they were also going to have to suffer every insult his wicked mind could concoct. And the beauty of it was nobody could do a damn thing about it. After all, it wasn’t like he’d said anything aloud.

He spotted Sarah-Jane approaching in the opposite direction. He’d mocked and teased this girl so many times now that the thought of doing anything but, never crossed his mind. Hey frumpy lard arsed ginger pubes. She locked eyes on him and her face hardened. Jamie simply grinned and walked on – oblivious to the penetrative stare at his back, swung a right into the boy’s toilets.

He peed into a urinal whistling a carefree whistle. Whatever had happened this past few weeks to cause this – it didn’t mean shit. Not in a man’s world. So many of these girls thought it did, but he’d show them otherwise.

“Will you now?”

Jamie half turned, stunned by the female voice. Confusion gave way to outright anger as he laid eyes on Sarah-Jane, standing there in the boy’s toilets of all places.

“What in the hell,” he said, fumbling for his zipper. He swung around. “Get out of here!”

Sarah-Jane didn’t move. She stood there, arms folded, righteous. And there was something else too. A kind of dismissive confidence. Jamie had been seeing it in more and more of the girls, and it irked the hell out of him.

“Are you deaf? I said get out.”

“Make me.”

Jamie frowned a disbelieving frown. Are you kidding?

“Nope,” said Sarah-Jane.

All right. If this dumb bitch wanted to be dragged from where she didn’t belong, then so be it. Jamie made to step towards her but something weird happened. His legs remained rooted, his muscles locked, his feet flat as if glued to the floor. He tried to flex, push forward, but it made no difference.

“Aww, is the poor boy stuck?”

Stuck! Jamie pushed against whatever was holding him in place. His face went red with effort, his hands clenched into tight fists – but still he went nowhere. “Argh,” he cried in exasperation.

“Guess that answers that,” said Sarah-Jane.

Jamie glowered at her, his expression darkening. Maybe it was some type of invisible glue, his mind tried to reason. Whatever she’d done, she was going to pay big time.

Sarah-Jane tittered. “I doubt that. In fact, the only person who’s going to be paying is you.”

“Ha, not very likely you frumpy ginger fruit loop.” The sentence was barely out before Jamie’s mouth clamped shut.

“That’s enough talk out of you,” said Sarah-Jane coldly.

Jamie tried to heave his lips open, shout out and yell every insult under the sun at this girl, but they remained as stuck and unmovable as those legs of his.

Sarah-Jane’s gaze drifted downwards and a shadow of a smile crossed her face, like she’d just had an idea. “I guess blue,” she said, staring into Jamie’s eyes. “Navy blue.”

Suddenly Jamie’s throat felt dry. He knew exactly what she was referring to. He’d played that guessing game so many times now that he and pals Will and Ben had a score chart. But he still didn’t think this girl was going to get to see. Any second now he was going to reach out, lunge and put a damn stop to all…

His shirt came untucked from his trousers like somebody just yanked it out. That was strange, but what happened next was even stranger. His arms moved upwards, his hands gripped the open collar of his shirt – then tugging outwards they descended, popping button after button to the floor until his shirt hung open.

“Take it off for me,” said Sarah-Jane.

Yeah right Jamie thought momentarily, before once more his hands and arms moved of their own accord and he flung the shirt to the floor. Bare chested he stared at Sarah-Jane incredulous, dumbfounded, irate. How was she doing this? He’d seen people perform embarrassing acts, supposedly under the spell of hypnosis. Maybe that was it? Maybe all he had to do was close his eyes and count down from ten, and all this would…

“Don’t bother,” said Sarah-Jane, as he his eyelids opened against his will – the freakiest feeling he’d ever experienced – and he was forced to look at her.

She stepped a little closer towards him, her eyes drifting over his chest and abs. “Hypnosis? You wish. This is much worse. Now get those trousers off.”

Yet again his body moved against his will. He stepped out of his sneakers, he unbuckled and removed his belt, then unbuttoned and unzipped his trousers. They fell, bunching around his ankles. He stepped out of them and, as he did so, Sarah-Jane glanced downwards and a big smile splashed across her face.

Jamie wondered what was so funny, then his head was directed downwards and he saw what he was wearing; old boxers with images of The Transformers. Boxers he hadn’t got round to chucking out. Boxers he thought nobody would see.

“They suit you,” said Sarah-Jane. “Immature silly little boy pants.”

Nobody had ever spoken to Jamie like this. He wanted to lash out. He wanted to slap her. He wanted to rip her own clothes off and march her out through the hallway half naked.

“You’d really do that wouldn’t you?”

Just for starters thought Jamie, unwisely.

Sarah-Jane stared at him for a few seconds, then stepped even closer. She had something in her hand. The tip was red, the case black. Jamie briefly glimpsed it as it was pressed to his forehead. What is that? What are you doing?

“Reminding everyone what you are.”

What am I?

“That’s right.” Sarah-Jane stepped back.

Only now did Jamie see clearly the red lipstick in her hand. She’d written something. Right across his forehead. What?

Sarah-Jane smirked. “Take a look.”

He was marched to one of the mirrors, where he stared at his reflection and the three big red letters on his forehead that spelt, dog. Something deep within Jamie bubbled hot and corrosive.

“And what do doggy’s do?” mused Sarah-Jane. “That’s right, they crawl.”

No way bitch, no fucking…

Once more resistance was futile. Jamie’s knees and knuckles hit the floor and he crawled (his muscles moving like a stranger had taken control of his limbs). But it was no stranger.

“Out you go,” said Sarah-Jane, holding the door open.

You’re dead you ginger bitch! Dead you hear me!

Jamie’s threats got him nowhere. Fists clenched, knees brushing against the cool floor, he crawled on out into the buzzy corridor. A couple of girls nearby gasped and stared. Another nudged her friend to look. Jamie tried to hang his head and shut his eyes – and block himself off from this nightmare, but even that was against his control.

The inevitable laughter came quickly. More and more girls were noticing. The same girls Jamie had tormented and teased, and labelled sluts and hoes. They were gawping and giggling and revelling in his humiliation as he crawled. Some of the boys looked on startled and perturbed. Others laughed. Jamie wanted to shout out, remind them who he was, tell them all to shut it. But that bitch had done something to him. He didn’t know what. He didn’t know how.

A growing crowd followed now. Phones were held up. The corridor reverberated with laughter and merriment. And still Jamie crawled. Second after second feeling like minutes, a minute feeling like an hour. He was going to kill her for this. She was going to wish she’d never been…

“What on earth’s going on here?”

Jamie saw heels, stockinged ankles, the calf length dress of vice principal Ms Kirchner. He glanced up at the unamused expression on the spectacled woman’s face, and felt a release as the force that had exerted itself over him was suddenly gone.

“It was her,” he hissed, swinging around as he got up off the floor. But Sarah-Jane was nowhere to be seen.

“Put some clothes on and get to class,” said Ms Kirchner, scathingly. “And haven’t the rest of you got somewhere to be.”

“But…” Jamie looked around at the titters and smirks. There was no point arguing. Ms Kirchner and these girls knew everything that went on his head and every other boys’. They were unlikely to be sympathetic. Red faced and furious, Jamie stomped off to recover his clothes.

“God damn banshees,” cursed Damian, observing the group of female demonstrators outside Zastra HQ waving placards, calling for the CEOs dismissal.

Their numbers had been increasing by the day – energised by the drip drip of toxic information that kept entering the public domain (all unprovable guff as far as Damian was concerned). So what, he’d treated women badly, it wasn’t like they’d gotten nothing in return. No, this was hysteria, mob rule, this proved exactly why women were unfit to take on senior roles.

“Back entrance?” asked his driver.

“What do you think,” replied Damian irritably.

He wasn’t running that gauntlet of crazies. The Roll’s-Royce took a left, then another left – before long Damian was inside ascending in his private lift unscathed. The lift doors opened on Cathy waiting as he’d trained her; warm coffee in one hand, tablet with the day’s work schedule in the other.

“Mm,” said Damian, taking a soothing sip of the coffee and handing it back to her. She passed him the tablet.

“The board are waiting?” said Cathy.

“The board?”

“Yes sir.”

The board meetings occurred once a month, though it wasn’t unheard of for emergency meetings to be convened. Damian wasn’t particularly surprised. The old dinosaurs were like a bunch of paranoid geriatrics. But if they needed reassurance, then that’s what he’d give them. He handed the tablet back to Cathy and confidently paced on to the boardroom.

The general murmur of the board ceased and the room fell quiet as Damian entered. There was a solemn, serious air, an undercurrent of concerned disquiet. Damian sensed it. Again he wasn’t surprised – nobody liked seeing the company’s name dragged through the mud, least of all him.

“The girl Damian,’ said one of the male board staring pointedly at Cathy in the corner. He wasn’t the only one. Every single one of the nine male board members eyed the young woman with a degree of suspicion and unease.

As someone still unwavering in his view that telepathy or some kind of psychic power was complete bunkum, Damian thought their worries ridiculous. And yet if that’s what they really wanted. “Go wait for me in my office. That’s a good girl.”

He glanced at Cathy’s ass and legs as she walked, then settled into the padded leather seat at the head of the shiny conference table. “Gentleman.”

“You’re playing with fire there,” said one of the men.

“What? Cathy?”

“Yes Cathy, and all the rest of them.”

“Please gentleman,” said Damian, briefly noticing Victoria’s absence as he smiled back at the tense faces. “This idea that the female race has suddenly acquired the power to read our minds, is, well, nothing short of ludicrous.”

A disgruntled wave of groans and voices erupted countering Damian’s somewhat misguided assessment of the situation.

“Are you blind or just tone deaf?” barked one man.

“If it’s bollocks then how do you explain the leaks,” seethed another.

“Please gentleman, gentleman,” said Damian, bringing the room to a hush. “I understand this is a stressful time for all of you. But the hoo-ha down stairs will blow over. All this ridiculous talk will be shown for what it is. In a few month’s everything will be back to the way it was.” A moment of uneasy silence settled over the boardroom.

“An internal investigation is underway right now looking into those leaks,” continued Damian. “Now I know you called this meeting for clarity and reassurance. And that’s what I’m giving you. Sit tight. Stay strong. And believe me when I say only sunny uplands lie ahead.”

He smiled at the serious board members doing what he did best. Rallying. Convincing. Putting a positive gloss on things. And why wouldn’t he? As far as he was concerned this was a storm in a teacup down to one two faced journalist. The rest was baseless hysteria.

“We didn’t call this meeting,” said bald Dave, tugging at the starch white collar of his shirt uneasily.

“Excuse me?”

“I said we didn’t call the meeting.”

Damian gazed at the nine board members confused. “So if you didn’t call the meeting, and I didn’t call the meeting, then who…”

At that precise moment, the tinted glass door of the boardroom pushed open. Victoria looking flawlessly exquisite as always stepped inside. And she wasn’t alone. Behind came nine other women, all employed at Zastra, young Cathy amongst them.

“Morning boys,” said Victoria standing opposite Damian at the far end of the large table, as the other women each took up position behind one of the male board members.

“What the hell is going on here,” one of the men cried out aghast.

“Shush,” said Victoria. “You boys have talked and talked and talked. I get to speak now. So listen.”

No doubt about to object, the same man fell back in his chair bone rigid – his mouth snapping shut. Victoria aimed a wicked little smile at Damian. He’d already noted her use of the word boys; it was inappropriate, infantilising, borderline disrespectful addressing him and other men of such clout like that. What was she playing at?

“Victoria,” he said, unimpressed. “Get this little harem out of my boardroom.”

“Damian, Damian, Damian,” she tutted. “You never were the brightest. You should have taken my offer. He should have taken my offer,” she said glancing at the other male board members looking towards her like she was crazy.

“Damian tell me this is this some kind of joke?” one of them bristled.

“No joke,” said Victoria. “You see you boys have become a liability. A risk to the company. Think about it. How long do you thinks it’s going to be before one of your silly brains spills sensitive, confidential information to a rival. I don’t think the shareholders are going to best pleased about that. Or all those infidelities and indiscretions and all that harassment now out in the open. In fact, I think they’re going to be mad. I think they’re going to want change. I think they’re going to want stability and security. Which is why we’re here.”

A loud slow clapping emanated from the other end of the table, from Damian. “Quite the imagination, but I’ve had enough. Cathy get back to my office. The rest of you women get out. Now!”

“We’re going nowhere,” said Victoria.

“Then what do you propose,” Damian half sneered. “Even if any of what you said was in the realms of the sane it would be months for shareholders to vote on the board. There’s one of you, ten of us. You have no power Victoria. We out vote you every time.”

To Damian’s surprise, Victoria smiled her luminous smile. “I thought you might say something like that. Ladies.”

At her direction, each of the women stepped forward, placing on the oval table a crisp white piece of paper and pen in front of the men.

“Your resignation notices,” Victoria explained. “As of eleven-thirty am today, your employment at Zastra Pharma will be terminated on the grounds that in light of recent events you no longer consider yourselves suitable for your position.”

“You don’t expect us to sign this,” one of the men chuckled. In fact, they all did.

Victoria waited for the last of the laughter to die down. “Yes, you’re all going to. Except you,” she said, eyeing Damian. “I think you could still prove useful.”

Damian was about to snap back, tell her he was really worried for her, that she wasn’t far off being sectioned the way she was behaving. Except one problem, his mouth didn’t, wouldn’t, open.

“Ladies help these men pick up their pens and make the right choice for once.” Victoria’s gaze remained on Damian, she wanted him to see this.

And so he watched, disbelieving as every single one of the men picked up their pens and scribbled their signatures on the dotted line. No! he wanted to scream out.

“There, that wasn’t so hard now,” said Victoria, smiling a resplendent smile.

Each one of the men was deathly silent, though many of their faces were red, eyes bulging like they were desperate to say something. Dismayed, Damian tried to push himself up, put an end to this, but some kind of invisible force kept him seated in his big executive chair. A passive observer seeing the company restructured before his very eyes, he could only watch as Cathy gathered the signed papers and handed them over to Victoria – who placed the pile on the table before her.

“Now that’s taken care of, you boys can get out.”

Not happening, thought Damian. There’d be raised voices, slammed fists – no way would they go without some sort of…

The men got out of their plush leather seats, their movements stilted and awkward, but nonetheless heading in one direction, towards the door. It was flanked by two female security officers. The first led the men out. Victoria addressed the latter. “Strip them of their passes and escort them out of the building.”

The young guard nodded then trailed on behind the last of the men, the glass door closed shut.

“Well ladies,” beamed Victoria. “Take your seats.”

There were smiles and smirks and grins as each one them stepped forward taking up their position at the boardroom table.

“What about him?” asked one of them. All eyes turned to the CEO and last man still as good as locked in his chair.

“Oh yes. Him,” said Victoria. A playful grin played at her lips as she rounded the table towards him. “What should we do about the misogynistic, disrespectful, chauvinistic pig?”

Cold fury burned within side Damian. She wouldn’t get away with this. None of them would get away with this. What was happening was illegal, criminal.

“No,” said Victoria. “It’s Karma. Now get out of my seat.”

Damian’s leg muscles propelled him upwards. He stepped to one side and then felt his knees drop as he knelt. Victoria scooted back into the chair and crossed smooth stockinged legs. She glanced to him with a smile, then turned to the table full of women. “Now,” she said. “Let’s get down to business.”

Yasmine kept the pen suspended in the air above her fingertips almost as an afterthought. “Yes, I understand sir,” she was saying, “but if you’ve personally logged in and transferred the funds yourself then there’s a limit to what…” A barrage of abuse crackled down the line accusing her of being another one of those scummy feminist bitches. After that, the call went dead.

Yasmine lowered the headset from her ear and stared at the pen now spinning slowly. She couldn’t explain it any more than the next person. She’d tried plastics and metals and anything and everything else she’d been able to test out. And the result was always the same. She could lift it, move it – somehow get inside its matter and control it.

All the women could.

And yet thought Yasmine, swiping the pen to the table as she glanced around the roomful of women. They were here, on the phones, taking abuse from male callers. When the chief had finally accepted telepathy was a thing, he’d removed all the female officers from the front line citing the backlash – saying it was too dangerous, that they needed extra protection. Yasmine felt another rumble of grievance at it all. She didn’t need protecting. None of them did. Not now.

And yet the boss was the boss. Yasmine exhaled slowly, grudgingly preparing herself for another caller, when there was a sudden loud shriek from the doorway.

“Girls!” cried one of the female officers excitedly. “You have got to see this.”

Yasmine fully removed the headset and was soon peering out towards the front desk to see what exactly all the fuss was about. What she saw caused her eyes to widen and chest to swell. For Rav and fellow officer Luke Moore stood cuffed together one handed – they retained their flat police hats, but besides that they were starkers!

The men spoke briefly to the front desk then hurried on down the corridor which went straight past the call room – and the dozen or so female officers now peering from it. Maybe it was the feelings of injustice at being removed from their front-line positions. Maybe it was all the crap they’d taken on call. Maybe it was hormones and simply the moment getting away with them. But as Rav and Luke approached, a jeering chorus welcomed them and their nudity with gleeful satisfaction.

Muscular and handsome, the male officers covered what little modesty remained with their free hands – but even that wasn’t to remain. Someone made light work of pushing the men’s hands behind their backs. And they were slowing. Any sense of professionalism was removed entirely now as the two officers were forced to parade in front of their female colleagues. There were catcalls, whistles, more jeers. On it went, right up until the men’s firm buttocks disappeared through a doorway and another by the front desk opened.

“What the hell is going on here?” cried the sergeant.

The women giggling like schoolgirls hurried back to their posts in the call room. A still laughing Yasmine fanned her face and blew out her cheeks, fuzzy warmth spreading slowly downwards from her torso, Rav’s firm body very much at the forefront of her mind.

Poor Rav and Luke were just the first. More male officers would return to the station having been stripped naked. More women would be intent on having their fun. Before long 999 calls had become like takeaways – women ordering male officers in. Before long the sergeant would be replaced. Before long it would be women and only women on the front line. But that was all still to come.


Chapter 7

“Order, order,” cried out the stout male speaker of the house trying to bring a halt to the rabble-rousing.

The male parliamentarians like all men were angry. Some men had been robbed in the street. Others humiliated. They needed protecting. It was a question of safety for goodness sake!

Grace peered down from the public gallery, watching as the shouting continued. She always thought that at their worst politicians behaved liked posh public schoolboys; truculent, self-entitled, pompous. The fact that over two-thirds of the house was made up of men was a long-standing grievance for Grace and many others.

“Order, order,” the speaker cried out again.

Gradually as the noise dampened down, the Deputy Prime Minister came to the dispatch box. Grace edged forward a little, nervy apprehension mingling with a certain degree of excitement. She had it on good authority that a raft of emergency measures were to be announced and implemented without delay. If her source was correct, men were in for a shock.

“As you are all aware we are in unchartered waters given the extraordinary events of the past month,” said the Deputy PM, an attractive brunette with a strong, steely aura. “Women are changing. Humanity is changing. The world is changing.” She paused letting the full but silent chamber soak that in. “Men,” she began again, “are going to have to adjust to this new reality. It is with that very much in mind that I’ve authorised the implementation of strict guidelines to keep our men, our boys, safe in these turbulent times.”

Was it Grace’s imagination or did she just see the glimmer of a smile on the Deputy’s PMs face?

“Firstly, every male in this country will register a female guardian to manage their affairs. This might be a mother, or a sister, or a friend or relative.”

Many of the male MPs who sat looking sullen, glanced at one another at this point, a look of disbelief creeping over their features.

“As we’ve seen our men and boys are vulnerable,” continued the Deputy PM. “That’s why all money and assets in their possession are going to be handed over to their guardian for safekeeping.”

The male MPs expressions now switched from disbelief to outright consternation. Several tried to shout out, express their hostility, but one syllable in and their mouths clamped shut as they shifted back stiffly in their seats. The random truncated squeaks of protest continued as the deputy minister spoke on.

“As we now know, men and boys no longer have full autonomy over their actions. As a matter of safety and security all male driving licenses will be revoked – special permits admittedly will be granted to truck drivers and the like – but beyond that no male will drive.”

Grace almost expected to see steam come from the ears of the stiff, tight lipped male MPs. It was in stark contrast to their relaxed female counterparts.

“Another area of concern that has come to our attention relates to the male’s inability to shield his thoughts anymore. In the business world this has already led to the demotion or removal of several senior figures. In the coming weeks, I expect this trend to gather pace. We,” said the female deputy with an air of irony not lost on anyone, “have a responsibility to ease men into less traditionally male sectors of the economy such as leisure and hospitality, jobs better suited to their more limited skillset.”

More fidgety squeaks from the ranks of the stricken male MPs. No doubt they were wondering what the Prime Minister had to say about all this, but he sat behind his deputy as silent and bone-rigid as any of them.

“I view these measures as crucial to the stable functioning of our nation,” she spoke on, only to pause and cast a glance at the silent majority shifting uncomfortably on the benches. “Nobody’s suggesting this is going to be easy for you. But with grit, determination, and a little help from us women, I am confident that the men and boys in our society can adapt to their new reality, for the benefit of us all.”

The Deputy PM finished with a smile. Up in the public gallery, Grace smiled with her.

The girls’ netball team were deep in practice as the boys entered the gymnasium. Normally they’d have been bold and brash and loud. Today however they gathered just inside the entrance tentatively – if anything a little unsure of themselves. For a moment they came to stop, staring at the smooth skinned gazelle like creatures bounding around the sports hall – passing, running, shooting hoops. Jamie was the same until he turned and saw the looks of his fellow teammates; looks of trepidation that bordered on awe. And in that moment something inside of him snapped.

This past week he’d been seeing more and more of those looks. It riled him. Who did these girls think they were? This college had been and would always be, principally for boys. Whatever mystical powers the girls had, they were still just girls. They were still nothing.

“Hey!” said Jamie, puffing out his chest as he marched on over. “Times up. Get out of our gymnas—”

The last word went unfinished as Jamie’s mouth snapped shut and that same unnerving force he’d already experienced marched him backwards to the wall.

“Silly, stupid, boy,” sneered ponytailed Laura as she strode towards him.

Jamie didn’t break eye contact, showing he wasn’t cowed. Yet all the while he was frantically trying to move, break the psychic hold she had over him. Laura eyed him for just a second, before glancing to the rest of the boys who were watching, wondering no doubt what was going to happen to their captain Jamie. Maybe they should have given a little more thought to themselves.

“Line them up with this one,” said Laura to the rest of the girls.

If any of the boys still thought they could get away they were sorely mistaken. Some tried to make a dash for the door, but it was all in vain. Without exception they were rounded up like wayward cattle and marched over to the wall alongside Jamie.

The girls in their short skimpy netball uniforms faced them clearly thrilled, clearly revelling in their new powers. Up till now some of them had only experimented on inanimate objects, now suddenly, they were seeing what they were really capable of.

“What should we do with them?” one girl giggled.

“That’s a good question. What should we do with them?” Laura mulled it over, tapping her chin, stretching out the question and with it the boys torment.

“I know,” said another slender beauty, whispering in the left ear of the netball captain.

Laura’s grin widened as time seemed to stand still for each and every one of the senior college boys. Then came the dreaded words that each of them, somewhere deep down, was expecting.

“Get naked,” said Laura. “We girls want to see everything.”

Jamie felt something turn within the pit of his stomach. No way was this happening twice. He’d resist. He’d break this damn power once and for…

Despite putting every ounce of effort in to not moving, that’s exactly what he did, that’s exactly what all the boys did. T-shirts and football tops were pulled off to hoots and catcalls, trainers and socks followed. The girls could have ripped them from their bodies if they’d wanted to. Instead they made them strip.

“You don’t get to keep those this time,” said Laura, eyeing Jamie with wicked intent.

He felt his hands clasp onto his boxers and then the unthinkable…down they came…down they all came.

There was a moment in which the girls’ hysterics seemed to fill the entire hall – the sound of those high-pitched wails would stay in Jamie’s head for weeks. As would Laura’s big eyes and wide grin, and the feeling of his own utter helplessness as his arms dangled at his sides and his moment intimate parts lay open to ridicule.

Only after a good minute did the girls hoots and howls, and general mocking merriment begin to die down.

“You!” said Laura, singling out Jamie. “Get over here.” She pointed to a spot in front of her, talking down to him like he was some impudent little boy.

Jamie felt dizzy, tiny specks of sparkly light played at the corner of his vision. He felt like he’d shrunk inward, that as his legs carried him forward he was a passenger along for the ride.

“Not too bad,” said Laura, making a point of roaming every inch of his youthful body. “Except for this.” Her gaze fixed on the one part of his body that caused him such shame. Jamie wanted to turn. He wanted to run. He wanted the earth to swallow him up. None of that was possible.

“Such a little boy,” said Laura, balancing the less than impressive organ on the tip of her little finger for all to see.

“It looks like a chipolata,” said one girl, generating more mocking laughter.

Jamie felt like he might black out. He heard the girls’ giggly voices as if from far away, muffled and indistinct. Deeper and deeper he sank into his own inner turmoil, until Laura pulled him back to the moment with a sharp twist of his nipple, and ordered him back in line.

For a moment he thought the whole ordeal might be almost over. But then the girls broke from a quick huddle and returned to their spot in front of their chosen boy. Each had the kind of predatory look that suggested they were about to do something very, very naughty, but couldn’t care less. A few of the boys trembled nervously. Face to face. Gender to gender. The girls were laying down a marker.

At first Jamie didn’t understand it. The light touch between his legs quickening into something more. But then he saw Laura’s expression and understood all right. All the boys understood. These girls had powers way beyond their imagining. With thought alone, they stroked and teased and manipulated the boys until they were stiff and hard and on the edge.

“You boys don’t get to tell us what to do anymore,” snickered Laura. “You’re just puppets, silly puppets we get to play with.” She stepped towards Jamie and his little erection that pointed to the high ceiling. “Now remind me, whose gymnasium is this?”

All heads turned to the two captains. Jamie had been top dog for so long that they probably expected some kind of outburst, a volley of abuse and threats. But muddle headed with arousal, weak kneed and exposed, Jamie was as shell shocked as the rest of the boys. “It’s your gym,” he murmured, almost inaudibly.

“Sorry,” said Laura. “Say again?”

“It’s your gym,” said Jamie this time loud enough for everyone in the hall to hear.

Laura smiled triumphantly. “Thought so.” She gave him a soft pat on the cheek, then spun around. “Let’s go girls.”

As the netball players skipped on out all a giggle, the boys finally released from their invisible bonds made a dash for their clothes, stiff penises bobbing comically before them.

“You know you won’t get away with this,” snarled Damian. “There’ll be an investigation. There’ll be lawsuits. When they find out what you’ve done you’ll be mincemeat.”

“Shut up and walk,” said Victoria sounding unimpressed.

Damian knew that if he refused, that if he stopped, she’d just very well march him forwards anyway. And so he paced on, that same suffocating urge for vengeance fuelling every breath. Since the boardroom takeover he’d pretty much been demoted to Victoria’s personal assistant. She’d been smart, taken her time and clued herself up on what needed to be done. All the while Damian had been forced to sign document after document; without even realising it he’d been signing his life away. Admittedly, he was still officially CEO. But even that empty title was about to be stripped away.

The buildings modern conference room was brimming with reporters, shareholders and staff eager to hear what the big announcement was. Damian’s heart leapt as he stared out from the side of the stage. As he realised why everyone was here.

“That’s right,” beamed Victoria. “Today’s the day your demotion becomes official.”

Damian stared at the smooth skin, the full lips, the glossy hair – the devil in disguise. “I won’t do it,” he snapped, sounding less like the head of a multimillion organisation and more like an insolent child.

“Oh Damian.” Victoria’s chuckle was as rich and seductive as every other part of her. “I’m giving you the opportunity to salvage some respect. Trust me, there’s plenty more humiliating ways this can go down.”

Damian didn’t doubt that for a second. And yet ambition, pride, thought of losing the very identity that meant so, so much, all paralysed him. “I can’t,” he simply mouthed at a loss.

“You can and you will,” said Victoria calmly. “Now get out there and do as you’re told.”

At that Damian’s legs carried him across to the lectern at the centre of the stage. Hisses and boos rang out from some female protesters who’d found their way in at the back of the room.

Damian’s throat felt dry, he felt nauseous. He glanced out at the many faces and then to the side of the stage where Victoria stood arms folded looking implacably perfect as always. She shifted her weight from one heel to the other impatiently, and he felt his head turn to the stand and the white sheet containing the speech she’d prepared for him. There was something else too – a light caress as if someone was cradling his balls. He had no doubt who.

“Afternoon,” Damian addressed the convened crowd in a strained voice. Normally at this point he might have winked at a pretty reporter, grinned his boyish grin. Not today. Today he did his level best to clear the grit from his throat and speak on.

“Five years, five years I’ve been at the helm of this great company as its expanded and grown and broken new ground.” Damian’s voice faltered as his eyes skimmed the next few words. Something inside of him tightened.

He wanted to the tear the piece of paper to shreds. He wanted to storm over to the side of the stage and drag Victoria on to explain what she was up to. But none of that was possible. For a moment he just stood looking down at the lectern.

Out in the crowd there were whispers, some confused looks. All the while up on the stage there was another sort of tightening. The caress had become a firm grip, a noose, a clear sign that Victoria wanted him to get on with it.

Drawing breath, straightening a little, he read on. “For five years I’ve pranced and preened and indulged myself.”

On cue Damian’s mouth clamped shut. A few in the audience did a double take. Did they just hear that? After all this most definitely wasn’t the smooth, slick, hubristic CEO they’d come to know. Real angered simmered now. Damian wanted to do more than drag Victoria onto the stage, far more. But that wasn’t going to happen, any of it. Eyes down, body tense, noose still pinching, Damian read on.

“For five years now I’ve overseen a macho culture in which female workers have been shunned or ignored or worse. For five years I’ve abused a position of power and seniority for my own personal pleasure and gain. For five years I’ve hindered the advancement of women into senior roles, compromising the company’s performance.”

Damian felt dazed, the lectern in front seemed to sway a little. He could hear the confused murmur from the crowd, sense their realisation that this was more than just a cynical announcement to reassure jittery shareholders nerves. No matter how many speeches he’d made – under the glare of the lights, the gaze of the audience, Damian felt hot and flustered and helpless. Once more his jaw slackened under the control of his puppet master and the grip tightened vice like.

“It’s time for the company to leave behind the bullying, antiquated male values I’ve presided over and come to reflect the growing movement afoot.”

“Damn right,” shouted one of the female protestors from the back of the room.

Damian sensed what was coming and gave one last push to break free from Victoria’s control. As good as useless. Not even a hand moved under his own will. The grip around his balls tightened painfully and exasperated he spoke on.

“I am unfit and unworthy to lead the company into its bright future.” A shocked murmur rippled around the room. A pause as the last few words stuck in Damian’s throat and took some cajoling from Victoria. “I,” said Damian, sounding a hollow imitation of his brash self. “Stand down from the board with immediate effect.”

Everything went a little hazy after that as he marched or, rather was marched, from the stage to stunned silence. He was replaced by Victoria at the lectern; her words were soon being greeted with clapping and hoots of approval. The new female board members were introduced. Insides feeling like they’d been shredded, Damian was forced to watch.


Chapter 8

“Oh God.” Rav visibly tensed as he spotted the group of young women loitering at the bus stop up ahead.

Yasmine back on patrol at his side, tried not to show her amusement. Was the fact that she found his discomfort funny, so wrong? After all, Rav (like so many of the men on the force) had always been so cocky and sure himself, and most certainly not averse to having a laugh at another’s expense. Particularly if that other was Yasmine. So no, she didn’t feel bad. If anything the last few weeks had solidified her opinion. The men needed this. Rav needed this.

“Keep up,” she said, as Rav’s pace slowed.

One of the young women at the bus stop had now noticed him and nudged her friends. The trio eyed him with an interest that bordered in to lasciviousness.

“Come to arrest me officer?” shouted out a pigtailed blonde.

“You should be so lucky,” gawped another girl.

Rav gulped nervously. Normally he’d have stopped and flirted and luxuriated in the young women’s attention. Today, however, he focused on the street ahead and continued walking, or at least tried to.

“Excuse me officer,” said one of the girls all too innocently.

Rav stopped and turned, though Yasmine could see from the sharp look in his eye that that wasn’t of his own choosing. The girls were up and around him now. The blonde had a hand pressed to his top at the abs, displaying the sort of forwardness that was becoming commoner by the day.

“Me and the girls just wanted to say how much we appreciate a buff strong man in uniform, protecting us out here on the street.” A titter of giggles suggested they knew full well protecting was the last thing they needed. That if anything it was Rav who needed the protection.

Yasmine watched him squirm as the girls’ eyes searched his body, and minds did who knows what else. She knew he wanted her to step in. She knew he felt stricken and helpless and objectified. But wasn’t it about time men like Rav felt a few of those things? She waited a dozen more seconds than she really should have and intervened. “All right girls that’s enough.”

As if the authority of a female was all that really counted, the girls released Rav from their psychic hold, and the two police officers paced on – one grinning, the other moving forward with wary hesitation.

“You’re loving this, aren’t you?” said Rav.

“A little,” said Yasmine, though she really could have replaced the little, with a lot.

She ignored his little grunt of irritation and they continued on past the park and into the market, and everywhere they went Yasmine noticed subtle changes; more women stallholders, more men standing back, sheepish and servile.

When the new laws had been introduced, effectively lowering men’s rights to that of minors or below, one might have expected riots, mobs of male protesters. There’d been some of that of course, but nothing unmanageable. No, the real reason it seemed for any lack of real demonstrations was that women were effectively policing their boyfriends and husbands, and brothers and fathers themselves.

Yasmine saw it in the way in which it was the female stallholders who dealt with the money. They who bossed the men around. She saw it in the women’s expressions, in their light-hearted laughter and easy smiles – in their confident ease. Little signs that added up to something far bigger, something that seemed to be snowballing by the day.

Alex returned from his run panting and sweating.

“You know,” said Grace, eyes flicking up from her laptop, “you really shouldn’t go out on your own with the way things are right now.”

Silently Alex strode past her into the kitchen. She heard the tap run and then stop; Alex glug a glass of water.

“I need a shower,” he muttered, striding back past her and heading into the bathroom.

It was typical Alex behaviour since he’d been given temporary leave from law firm Blackthorne. Grace got that he was upset, got that his ego had taken a bruising, but that didn’t explain the terseness and evasiveness. There was something more to it, she was sure of it.

Her gaze drifted back to her laptop and the article reporting on yet another male cabinet members resignation on the grounds of sexual harassment; a familiar tale this past month as the true scale of misconduct at Westminster was blown open. As Grace scrolled through further news sites she found her concentration waning. She was still thinking about Alex. What was up with him?

She snapped the lid of the laptop closed and glanced around the messy flat. His mess. The least he could do was tidy up now he had so much time to himself. Annoyance spiralling through her, Grace got to her feet. She could hear the spray of the shower from the bathroom. She decided it was time for some answers.

The bathroom door wasn’t hard to unlock. All she had to think about was the little latch sliding back and there it went – access. She glimpsed Alex’s firm buttocks through the Perspex of the shower cubicle. A pursed smile at her lips, gathered his clothing along with his towel, and slipped back out of the bathroom.

A moment later she leaned against a wall facing the bathroom door. She heard the shower switch off, imagined Alex stepping out and seeing his towel and clothes gone. She stifled a giggle at that. Childish she knew, but when was the last time they’d had some fun? When was the last time they’d flirted or teased, or got up to their old tricks? Grace couldn’t remember.

Arms folded she tapped down the seconds with the fingers of her left hand, before the door swung open and Alex appeared wet from head to toe, both hands covering his privates.

“What is going on?” he asked irritably.

“You tell me,” Grace shot back.

Alex stared at her incredulous. He went to take a step – no doubt march off and dry and put some clothes on – but Grace didn’t allow it. She wanted answers remember.

“Hey! What is this!”

Alex still stood with his hands covering his modesty, which Grace found amusing – I mean it wasn’t like she hadn’t seen everything already. She snapped his arms to his sides and had a good look at him anyway. In many ways he was her idea of the perfect guy; good looking and strapping – retaining the brawny muscularity from his rugby playing days in college where they’d first met.

“Grace,” he almost hissed, impatient and irritable and sounding not in the least bit amused.

None of which bothered Grace. “I want to know what you’re hiding?” she said, looking him square in the eye.

“Hiding?”

“Yes, hiding. Oh come on Alex, you’ve barely been able to be in the same room as me this past month. I know there’s something you’re not telling me. And I want to know what.”

Alex closed his eyes, bit his lip. She’s going to find out eventually.

“Find out what?”

Alex’s eyes snapped open as if reminded his thoughts were no longer private. I can’t do it. I can’t say.

For the first time in a long time Grace saw vulnerability. She placed a palm to his chest and softened her tone. “What’s going on with you? Hmm?”

Alex’s jaw tightened. He really couldn’t say it. Grace stepped back.

“Don’t tell me there’s another woman,” she said accusingly.

“No, god, of course not.” You’re the most beautiful woman I know, the only woman I want to be with.

She felt a trill of delight at that last part. “Then what? I know I can read your mind Alex but you’ve got to open up to me.” She placed a palm back on his chest. “Hmm, tell me, what’s on your mind?”

It’s my fantasies okay.

Grace looked at his face intrigued. His eyes were screwed up and she couldn’t tell whether it was water or a light sweat that covered his forehead. The thought had obviously slipped out unintentionally.

“Are these sexual fantasies?”

Alex’s body tensed. “Yes.”

“What kind of sexual fantasies?”

Please Grace, don’t push.

“What kind of fantasies Alex?”

Domination fantasies…Femdom fantasies. The thoughts trickled out.

Grace stared at his drooped head, his screwed up eyes, stunned. This was the big secret he’d been hiding? This was the thing that he was so ashamed of? In the entire time Grace had known Alex he’d always been the macho kind of guy; a man’s man who be it sport or work always had to come out on top, which he generally did. The thought that she was the first and exclusively only person he’d admitted this to, sent a warm shiver racing through her body.

She stepped a few paces back from him, placed hands on hips and adopted what could only be described as the power stance. “Alex,” she said. “Open your eyes.”

He did so tentatively, slowly, as someone who’d just spilled their guts and didn’t know how it would be received. Grace let his thoughts whirr and his fear grow, then just as he was about to speak, said it. “On the floor. On your knees. Now.”

“What?” Alex stammered.

“I said on the floor. On your knees. Now. I won’t tell you again.”

There was a kind of push and pull like Alex didn’t want to do it. Grace watched fascinated to see whether he would.

“Sod it,” muttered Alex, finally dropping both knees to the beige floorboards.

Grace immediately stepped towards him and gripped his jaw with the thumb and fingers of one hand, puckering his lips. “Less backchat. More obedience,” she said, talking down to him.

Alex stared up wide eyed and nodding. Never ever had Grace seen him like this. Never ever had she suspected this fetish of his. Holding back snickers she let go of his jaw and stepped back. That’s when she spotted his erection. Evidently a dominant woman really was a turn on of his. Which was fine by Grace.

“Things are going to change from now on,” she said, warming to the new dynamic in the relationship. “You’re going to clean up your crap. You’re going to do any chores I ask you to do. How does that sound, hmm?”

Alex didn’t look like he wanted to speak. He looked like he was involved in some inner struggle, one in which only his innermost desires could ultimately win.

“Okay,” he said, accepting this truth.

“Just okay,” said Grace. She made a point of glancing down at his big erection. “Tell me. Tell me how much you want this. Tell me how much you need a woman to order you around.”

Alex panted a little pant, licked his dry lips. “I want this. I need this. I need you.”

Smiling, Grace swished back her blonde hair. “Good boy, good, good, boy.”


Chapter 9

The sound was like a slap, fleshy and meaty and firm. Grace looked back along the empty corridor, then put her ear to the door. There it was again, followed by a snivelling male voice. Another slap. Then whimpering – quickly overlaid by the dulcet tones of a woman’s voice. Then silence. Grace removed her ear from the door. What was going on in there?

She was about to press her ear back to the door, when the handle suddenly lowered. Grace jumped back just as one of her male colleagues emerged, red faced and watery eyed. He gave her a startled look and hurried off down the corridor.

“Ah, Miss Swann.” Karen Miller stood in the office re-buttoning her sleeve at the wrist. “Take a seat please,” she said, taking her own behind a blonde wood desk.

Grace shut the door and sat down in the empty chair.

Ms Miller smiled. “I’ve heard good things about you Grace; conscientious, hardworking, fastidious. All qualities vital in the push ahead.”

“The push ahead?”

The smile disappeared as Karen reached for a drawer. A thick white document landed on the desk with a thud. Even from upside down Grace recognised the crinkled edges, each individual smudge – she’d worked long and hard on that report only to see it crushingly rejected at the last.

“You know as well as anyone how hard it’s been to implement real, effective policy. Policy that leads to lasting change,” said Karen, flicking at the papers edge. “Men have closed rank, shut women out, hell, they’ve behaved like selfish little boys holding on to all the sweeties.” A pause for breath. “And all that sleaze and sexism and harassment. They don’t respect us Grace, not one bit. Of course, we all now know just how deep their toxic misogyny runs. It’s endemic. It’s infected the whole system.”

Grace couldn’t help but recall that day over a month ago when she’d presented her report. She saw that fat MPs face, heard the dismissive, insulting thoughts of her male colleagues like it was yesterday. She felt the heat rising at her cheeks.

“That’s why we need renewal,” Karen continued. “That’s why we need fundamental change.” The shadow of a smile passed her lips. “It’s already happening. Men’s rights are diminishing. Every day that goes by a little more of that previous power is being whittled away. The gifts our sex has been given have the power to change everything. Everything. But only if we’re smart.”

“Smart how?” asked Grace.

“Men are going to seek sympathy, they’re going to play the victim card, once all the immediate hullabaloo dies down, they’re going to demand the same equality they’ve supposedly given us.” Karen regarded Grace a second, as if checking she was on side. “I say no. I say it’s their time to learn.”

The faint smile stretched to an unmistakeable grin. Grace found herself smiling back.

“I need you to start planning Grace. I need you to start building a consensus of women across parliament who think along these lines. Do you follow?”

“I follow,” said Grace, showing just how receptive she was with a half grin of her own.

“Very good,” said Karen, smiling her warm smile before returning her gaze back to the desk. “I also thought you might like to draft a new report.” She tapped the top of the scruffy thick document. “Something more reflective of our current direction of travel, if you catch my drift.”

“I think I’ve got some suitable ideas,” said Grace, already feeling the restless energy to begin.

In his bedroom, Jamie scrolled through the television channels, coming to a stop on a nightly news show.

“Can it really be a good thing that males have lost all agency over their bodies?” questioned the leggy female host.

“Well,” began a woman, a professor sort with silver hair and spectacles. “To answer that I think you have to view the question through the lens of history and the way women have been treated. That is to say that for millennia almost all women have lived in exclusively male dominant cultures that have subjected them to all kinds of the most ghastly humiliations. The powers have upturned all that. Men are having to look inward, adapt and change – and yes, on the whole I think that is a good thing.”

“So what?” said the host with a hungry glimmer in her eye. “It’s their turn to be fearful?”

“I wouldn’t quite put it like that,” chuckled the professor. “But yes. Maybe a little fear will do them some good.”

Unable to stand anymore of this gush, Jamie switched off the TV and slammed the remote onto the bed. Who did these feminist bitches think they were? Irritation rumbling through his body he paced to the door.

By the time he reached the top of the stairs he could already hear Abbie’s voice from the living room below. Quickly he descended the stairs and, from the hallway, just outside the living room door, listened. She was on the phone to someone, her mother.

“Yes I’ll get him to sign them…Yes I understand…Yes I’ll make sure he doesn’t.” A pause. “So how long till you’re back? No, it’s fine, everything’s under control. Okay mum. Love you too. Bye.”

That didn’t sound good. Jamie was already creeping back to the stairs when Abbie called out. “Jamie stop hiding and get in here.”

Jamie had no intention of doing a damn thing she said. She was his stepsister, she sure as hell had no authority over him. He was halfway up the stairs when that familiar sensation overcame him as his joints locked and his body froze. It was the first time Abbie had done this to him. He sensed it wouldn’t be the last. She marched him back down the stairs and through into the living room.

“I need you to sign something.”

On the living room table was an official looking document. Abbie passed him a pen.

“I’m not signing this,” said Jamie like she’d taken all leave of her senses. Incidentally, he had no idea what the form was for, just that his skin prickled at the mere idea of doing anything Abbie told him to.

“Oh no,” she said, nonchalantly.

Jamie’s arm jerked forward, his fingers tight on the pen lowered – squiggling his signature on the dotted line for them both to see.

“Hey that’s forgery!”

“You signed it,” said Abbie dismissively, swiping the form from the table, folding it and placing it in her pocket.

Jamie wanted to strangle her. “When’s Fiona getting back,” he demanded to know – hopeful her return might do something to hinder this new temerity of Abbie’s.

His stepsister smiled a wicked little smile like she knew something he didn’t. “She’s not done with your father yet.”

What was that supposed to mean? Jamie knew better than to ask. Instead he turned and made to stomp back upstairs, only to feel that overwhelming force stop and turn him.

“Empty out your pockets,” said Abbie.

“What! No,” Jamie baulked.

Abbie shrugged. “Have it your way.”

For a split-second, Jamie really thought that was that, but then his arms jerked downwards, his hands slipped into his pockets, and out came his bank card and two five-pound notes.

“I’ll keep a hold of that,” said Abbie, plucking both card and money from his grasp.

“Hey that’s mine!” raged Jamie, trying to lunge, trying to grab the card straight back – feeling nothing but that unbreakable force.

“Not anymore,” said Abbie.

Jamie glowered. Every month his father generously topped up his account, so that card meant a lot.

“You know it’s for your own good,” said Abbie matter-of-factly. “Think about it. Any girl in the street could just walk up and rob you now you boys are so helpless.”

She was right of course. Every male on the planet was wide open, defenceless. There’d already been reports of it happening. But Jamie wasn’t thinking logically. All he saw was Abbie’s patronising look, heard her infantilising words.

“Abbie,” he growled. “Give…it…Back!”

“Hmmm,” she hummed, a finger at her chin. “No. You see,” she said, stepping closer. “You don’t get to boss me around anymore. That’s over. I’m in charge now.”

Despite what felt like a fist squeezing his innards, Jamie almost burst into laughter. “Oh yeah, says who?”

“Oh,” said Abbie breezily, “only the government. You see, because you boys are so pathetic you can’t look after yourselves, they’ve decided you need a guardian. That’s right. A female handler to keep you out of trouble.”

Of course Jamie had heard rumours about the policy, but he didn’t think they were true!

“It’s happening,” said Abbie, unfolding the paper from her pocket. She held it in front of his face for him to see. And there it was – Guardian: Abigail Florence Reed, Male: James Miles Webster. Beneath his name, his own swirled signature.

“And all I have to do is go post it,” said Abbie.

Jamie’s heart sank. This has to be a nightmare.

Abbie laughed at that. “In fact, I think now’s a good a time as any to make this official.”

Jamie watched her pace out the room into the hallway. “No wait!” he cried, giving in to the rising panic.

But it was too late. He heard the rattle of the chain on the door, he heard it open, then slam shut. Only now, finally freed from her control did he race to the front door. Staring out, Abbie was gone.

It was within three weeks of the second power becoming a reality that the police Chief Sergeant was replaced by a woman. A month after this, male officers started to be pulled from the front line. Of course that left a shortfall in the Met’s capacity. But week by week more women were being recruited to fill the gap. And it wasn’t like there was any kind of emergency. Reported crime if anything was reducing. Which made sense when you thought about it. After all, men committed the majority of crime. And so much of that criminality relied on physical threat, force and secrecy. All that was gone.

Yes, thought Yasmine, feeling a satisfied buzz as she parked the police van in front of the station. Things were on the up all right. She hopped out the driver’s seat and joined her colleague Zoe at the rear of the van. Doors were swung open, the steel holding cage unlocked.

“All right down you get,” said Yasmine.

The four men in the back didn’t move. Everything about them was set for resistance. Tensed and snarling, they almost looked like a pack of feral animals.

“Don’t say I didn’t ask nice,” said Yasmine, marching the first man down.

He tried to yell out and shout his vile abuse, just like they all would – but all that came out was a small squeak as Zoe made quick work of shutting his trap.

Very quickly the four men were in an orderly line marching into the station. Yasmine and Zoe exchanged smirks. And why wouldn’t they? Dealing with these aggressive males was effortless. All they had to do was focus their thoughts and it happened. No struggle. No restraints. No risk of hurt or injury. Yasmine almost felt superhuman, like a character from a comic book.

The men, no doubt big names on their patch of the city, didn’t look so big now. If one didn’t know better you might have thought they were undergoing some sort of recruitment process. Silent and compliant they were fingerprinted and searched, then marched onwards to the holding cells. As easy as one two three.

As the doors were locked shut, Yasmine felt another one of those buzzes – day by day they were picking off these supposed big shots. Day by day they were succeeding where their male counterparts had failed. Speaking of which, thought Yasmine, swinging a left into a large open plan office where all the boring stuff was done. She could have picked out anyone of the twenty or so men, but she knew who she was after.

“Hello Rav,” said Yasmine, giving him the full megawatt smile.

Rav glanced up from the computer glumly. “What?” he asked.

“Ohh, only some paperwork.” Yasmine recovered the folder from behind her back. “After all, I wouldn’t want you getting bored in here.”

Rav stared at her coolly. He hadn’t signed up for this. He’d signed up to be the hotshot, the saviour, the hero. But those options were no longer available to him, and it told all over his face. Yasmine almost felt sorry for him. Almost.

“Leave it with me,” said Rav, returning his gaze to the screen.

Yasmine could have left it at that, but why should she. Everyday she’d been on the phones Rav had dropped in with some sly remark. She knew that if there hadn’t been such a drastic shift in circumstances he still would be.

That’s why she stood there, holding the folder until he returned his gaze to her. That’s why she still smiled that bright smile when he did.

“Something else?” he asked.

“Oh sorry,” said Yasmine. “I was just caught up in admiring your computer skills. You really do suit it in here.”

The expression on Rav’s face was priceless, and yet he really didn’t want to give anything away – think it, let alone say it. But Yasmine knew – oh yes she did – how much his insides burned at the injustice of it all. It was the same for all her male colleagues.

“I want the paperwork done before you leave,” she said, gently placing the folder on the work surface, while barely letting her smile drop.

She waited for Rav to return his gaze back to the screen, then and only then, made her way out.

Damian’s finger hovered over the buttons of the electronic safe – he thought he heard something, but it couldn’t be. Could it? Ears primed he slowly crossed the bedroom, then peered out, looking right towards the entranceway, then quickly left across the big open living room. Nothing. No one. So it was true, she really was inside his head.

“Pull yourself together man,” he muttered, re-crossing the bedroom, then punching in the code on the safe. The door hinged open and he retrieved his passport and some emergency cash, placing both safely in the inside pocket of his suit jacket. From there he grabbed his case from the bed and paced from the room.

At the entranceway, he momentarily lingered glancing back across the deluxe apartment with a bittersweet tinge; he’d had lots and lots of fun in this place. Part of him was loathe to give it up. But what choice did he have, it was time to get the hell out of dodge.

He opened the door, was about to step on out, when there it was again, that sound, the clicking of heels, this time behind him, then that plummy voice. “Going somewhere?”

Damian froze. It couldn’t be? He scarcely believed, right up until the point at which he turned and saw her, his bête noir, in all her striking beauty.

“Victoria? What are you—”

“Doing here,” she cut him short. “Go on. Think about it. A smart boy like you can figure it out.”

Damian’s skin crawled, his heart palpitated, but he pushed all that aside. “You’re here to claim what’s yours.”

Victoria smirked. “I like the way you put that. Yes, that’s exactly why I’m here.”

She started to walk towards him, the click of each footstep on the marble floor, ringing like an alarm inside of Damian’s head.

“I’m here,” she said, trailing a finger over a shiny dark panelled cabinet, “because as CEO all this belongs to me now. I’m here because you belong to me.”

She was close enough for Damian to smell her sweet perfumed scent now. And despite the anger, the wary mistrust, the urge to simultaneously flee and throttle her, there was also that unavoidable thickening he so often got in her presence.

“Hand it over Damian.”

Damian didn’t move. Victoria merely smiled, then made him reach inside his inside pocket and retrieve what she wanted. It was as simple as that. One minute he had it, the next the passport and last of his money was in Victoria’s control.

“I don’t know what you think this is,” said Damian, straightening his back, puffing out his chest a little – using the booming voice that so often had those around him dropping into line. “But it ends now.”

He went to reach for what was his, rip the damn thing from Victoria’s grip if need be – instead only found himself pacing backwards in reverse. His back hit the wall with a thud and there he remained glued.

“Damian, Damian, Damian.” Victoria clucked her tongue disapprovingly as she strolled towards him. “You don’t get to tell me what to do. Those days are long gone.” She reached up and pinched his chin forcing her eyes on his. “It’s me that gives the orders now. From now on you work for me. Personal assistant. Servant. Slave. Call it what you will.”

Damian bit his top lip as he tried not to give expression to the blood curdling ire rolling his body. “Victoria,” he said, as reasonably as he could manage. “You’re CEO. You’re head of the company. You’ve won. You don’t need me.”

Victoria threw back her head, chuckling in that husky way of hers. “Nice try Damian, for a second there it almost sounded like you believed it.”

“Victoria,” said Damian, this time downbeat and serious. “Return my passport and let me go.”

“No,” she smiled.

The anger was at the surface now, showing in Damian’s slick exterior. “Do you have any idea who I am? What I’m capable of? Who I know?” he snarled. “Do you really think I’m going to do a damn thing you tell me to.”

Victoria closed the small gap between them until her body pressed right up against his and her soft succulent lips came within a whisker of his own. “Yes Damian, you’re going to do exactly what I say.” Her hand slid to his crotch, cradling his balls through the thin material of his suit trousers. “Because I have the power and you need to learn.”

She gently brushed her upper lip against his. Damian couldn’t stop himself wanting more. He wanted to taste her, he wanted to fuck her – he wanted to throw her down on that big rug like he had so many others. The corner of Victoria’s lip turned upwards at that.

“You’ve been a naughty boy Damian,” she said, tightening her hold. “You’re going to learn some respect.”

At that she stepped back, released, Damian crumpled to the floor.

“Your delusional,” he scoffed.

“We’ll see,” said Victoria.

Still on his hands and knees, the last thing Damian heard was those heels clicking towards the door.


Chapter 10

“They can’t get away with this,” said Jamie. “There must be something we can do.”

He paced back and forth across his bedroom – Ben and Will watching on glum faced. The trio had avoided college for more than a week now. And why wouldn’t they? The girls had taken control, which was dangerous, extremely dangerous for boys like them.

Day by day, Jamie had watched helplessly as the girls had grown more assertive, more daring. Boys didn’t just carry the girls bags, fetch their lunch in the cafeteria, they entertained them – he’d seen boys forced to hop on one foot, drop down and do squats, dance and crawl, hell, they’d become a laughing stock.

Jamie came to an abrupt stop concentrating all his anger and might on one of his football trophies. If only we boys had the same powers, that would show them. He willed the statue to move, give him hope, but stubbornly it remained rooted to the spot.

“Damn it,” he cursed, slumping into a chair.

The other boys looked away equally as stumped and dispirited. It wasn’t like this was something that could be figured out. The powers had come from beyond theirs and everyone else’s understanding. They were unexplainable (so as to be) almost mystical. And deep within Jamie and Ben and Will, that thought struck fear.

They couldn’t have voiced it, or indeed found words for it. But some part of themselves intuited that maybe, just maybe, all that was happening was somehow divined. That maybe they were on the wrong side of some force far beyond this earthly realm. And that thought nagged and needled, and set the boys on edge.

When the sound of jolly, talkative voices – distant but unmistakeably girls’ voices drifted through the half open window, Jamie was up like a shot. He pushed up the window and peered down at Abbie and best friends Georgia and Rosie. They carried bags, big designer bags – the sort that came from expensive stores. Chatty and smiley they disappeared through the front door below. Simultaneously Jamie spun and stomped past Ben and Will who knew better than ask what was up.

Down the stairs he went, the red mist of anger clouding all thought and judgement. He headed straight for the living room from where the high-spirited voices emanated.

“Abbie, I swear to God if I find out you’ve spent any of my money I’ll—”

Suddenly Jamie’s lips pressed shut and his body seized up.

“You’ll what,” said Abbie, already the faint flicker of a smile at her lips.

Jamie felt his jaw muscles slacken and realised he could speak, but the maddening rage had given way to something else: caution. His eyes flicked from Georgia to Rosie and back to Abbie. Normally he’d sense intimidation, unease, but the only person feeling any of those things was him.

“I think he’s scared of us,” said Rosie.

“He should be,” said Abbie.

As she stepped towards him, there was a clunk from out in the hallway. “Aww, look who it is,” said Abbie. “The other two wolfhounds.”

Jamie became aware of Ben and Will being marched into the room behind him. He clocked Georgia’s and Rosie’s broad grins, before his gaze snapped back to Abbie as she circled back around him. She wore a lacy white vest top and tight jeans, and it was her pert curvy behind that Jamie found himself admiring absentmindedly. It was innate, primal – he was a hormonal boy and she was hot. In days gone by no one would have noticed. But things had changed. She knew all right. He knew from her smug smile.

“You like it so much, why don’t you come give it a kiss,” said Abbie.

“No!” said Jamie appalled.

But before he knew it he was down on one knee. She stuck out that bum, straining the material even tighter. His lips puckered and he kissed, delivering one, then two, then three smoochy kisses on the jean clad derriere aimed in his direction. Each kiss was greeted by tittering giggles by the girls. An uncomfortable Ben and Will watched on in silence – this was their leader after all, his humiliation was as good as theirs by extension.

“All right, enough,” said Abbie, pushing Jamie away with a palm at his forehead.

He scrambled up off one knee, in an attempt to save face in front of his friends, laughed a sarcastic laugh. “Ha-ha,” he chortled. “Now get out.”

In the past this would have been enough to have them clear off upstairs. But not now. Abbie perched on the arm of the sofa holding Jamie’s moody gaze.

“You know, they don’t look much like wolves to me,” said Rosie, settling on the cushion beside her. “They look more like doggies in need of housetraining.”

Abbie grinned. Georgia tittered.

“Get bent,” snarled Jamie, unwisely.

“I rest my case,” smirked Rosie.

“But I didn’t think doggies wore clothes,” piped up Georgia from the other end of the sofa. Her voice was playful and teasing and knowing.

Jamie’s eyes darted back to Abbie and that unnerving flicker of a smile.

“No, they don’t,” she said staring back pointedly. “I guess we should do something about that.”

Jamie’s stomach lurched. This wasn’t happening. He wouldn’t let this happen!

The ripping sound was loud and sudden and over in an instant. Jamie glanced down to see his polo shirt split from neck to waist. Stunned he looked up – and that’s when the rest of the fabric ripped from his shoulders, falling to the floor in a mangled heap.

“Lose the clothes boys,” smiled Abbie.

Ben and will bit the bullet and immediately began undressing. Jamie however, stood defiant. No way was he showing them shit.

“Oh no,” said Abbie, eyes drifting to the button of his trousers. He watched horrified as it slipped out of its hole and the zipper of his flies travelled downwards. The next thing he knew they were bunched around his ankles and he was stepping out of them, peeling off his socks, tossing the lot aside and straightening.

The girls leaned forward a little. All three boys were down to their boxers.

“Take them off,” commanded Abbie, smoothing her ponytail that dangled over one shoulder.

“No!” Jamie snapped back, speaking for all three boys. His heart thumped in his chest, his body bristled with barely contained rage.

Abbie simply smiled, then gave the order. “Strip ’em!”

This time the ripping sound was three times as loud as boxers split from back to front, and the boys were left stranded utterly starkers unable to cover up. Jamie tried to shut his eyes, avert his gaze, but Abbie quickly denied him that simple refuge. He saw their smiles. He watched them laugh. He saw it all.

For years he’d taunted and tormented and bullied Abbie. If anything he’d been at his worst these past few weeks, taking out his irritation and frustration at what was happening. Well now it was her turn.

“So it’s true,” said Abbie, leaving Jamie in little doubt as to what she was referring to by the thumb and forefinger she held up, and the smallest of gaps between them.

“I didn’t know it could be so small!” Rosie managed to exclaim through hoots of laughter. “Poor, poor, boy.”

As for Georgia, she simply sat smiling and comparing and revelling in the sheer unfairness of it all.

“Down on the floor,” Abbie said, suddenly pointing. “Dogs don’t stand they crawl remember.”

Ben and Will hit the floor, no doubt seeing no point in resisting – Jamie on the other hand bared his teeth. One day, somehow, all this would be reversed and things would go back to the way they were. That day he’d make them pay.

“Down,” said Abbie, clicking her fingers and this time forcing her will on his.

Jamie’s legs bent and his outstretched palms hit the floor.

Abbie smirked. “That reminds me.” She dipped into one of those big bags at her feet, pulled out three smaller bags, passing two on to Rosie and Georgia. “We got you something.”

She was looking at Jamie as she said this, and he could tell from that look that whatever it was, wasn’t going to be good.

“Let’s make this a surprise,” said Rosie. “Close your eyes doggies.”

Ben and Will’s eyes shut – Jamie tried to hold out, but that of course was futile. As his eyelids drew shut, he heard the rustling of the plastic, the sound of the girls nearing. There were titters. More rustling. Then he felt it. A loop of something at the front of his neck, a prick of metal at the back. And then the whole thing tightened and that’s when he realised. No!

Jamie opened his eyes to see a leather loop dangling from Abbie’s fingers. From the loop ran a shiny metal chain that ran right up to the collar around his neck.

“Now I can take you for walkies,” grinned Abbie.

Jamie tried to shout, tried to yell abuse, but his lips were stuck. To add to his woes Georgia was holding up her phone.

“This is just too funny,” she snickered.

The girls posed for pictures. They made the boys pose too; on their knees with their wrists bent – looking like they were doing tricks, doggy tricks.

Leading the boys by their leashes, the girls settled back on the sofas.

“Look at that face,” said Abbie.

Jamie was steaming, anger coursing. College was one thing. But this. Here. In his own home.

Abbie pulled the leash taut, yanking him up on his knees, displaying his little penis for all to see. “You don’t get to run the show anymore, Jamie. Us girls make the rules now.”

Jamie wanted to come back with something, tell her she was deluded, hell, swear in her face. But all he could do was listen to their laughter, watch and stew.

While Jamie and his fellow wolf-pack were being treated like mutts, Yasmine was winding down in the gym. As she stepped down off the bike machine, she observed Rav on the bench press, biceps straining. A little rush of something joined the endorphins already circulating through her body. He looked good. Really good.

He wants a workout, I’ll give him a workout thought Yasmine with a wry smile. She headed past the running and rowing machines, turning several heads along the way. Her tight pink crop top and black Lycra running shorts showed off her gym fit body. And what was so wrong with that? She worked out to look good, didn’t she? And she couldn’t deny she got a buzz from the attention, from the guys lurid thoughts and knowing just how much they lusted.

One such guy was spotting Rav. Yasmine shooed him away with a flick of the head and a smile and stood watching admiringly. Down and up the big weight went. How those muscles bulged.

“Hey Mikey, a little help here,” he said, the final rep coming to an end – the weight held on shaky arms.

Yasmine stepped forward into his line of sight and his eyes widened.

“Careful now,” she said, one handed plucking the weight from his grasp and returning it to its stand.

Rav sat up on the padded bench. “What’s up?”

His tone was direct and stand offish, but at the exact same time he was checking her out. Despite his best efforts to conceal it, he was thinking about her taut body, her ass and her tits and smooth legs. He was thinking the same desirous thoughts he’d been thinking for months. He wanted her. She knew it. He knew it. And he knew she knew it.

“Your works not over today officer.” Yasmine placed a hand on his shoulder whispered in his ear. “Follow me.”

As she paced for the hallway two of her now junior male colleagues over on the bikes whispered and stared pointedly. They could talk all they wanted. In the past Yasmine had always been extremely careful not to act on any attraction to a colleague. She knew of female officers who’d been labelled sluts, had their names sullied and careers ruined for such involvement. But in the last few months, all the that had changed, the force had changed. She already knew of female officers who’d road tested some of the office boys. If anything, it was they who now had to watch out.

Without breaking stride, Yasmine continued along the wide hallway. She didn’t need to look back to know Rav was following. The female changing room was empty enough for her to hustle him through into the shower area – unlike the men’s, cubicles offered some privacy. Already kissing, the door clanged shut behind them. She felt Rav’s hands on her sides, then on those shorts and her ass – and that’s when she pulled back.

“Ah, ah,” she smiled.

She pushed a single finger into his hard chest, with power of mind alone, forced him back against the tiled white wall. He looked surprised. Greedy impatient thoughts filled that head of his. Yasmine raised his arms, she slid off his vest, she trailed a finger over his perky pecs and down his impressive abs. He wanted to move. He wanted to touch her. She didn’t allow it.

His engorged cock poked the material of his shorts. Yasmine slipped a finger between the waistband and had a peek. She smiled. Rav tried to move, once more try to touch her. But Yasmine didn’t allow it. She had him exactly where she wanted him. She lowered his shorts, made him step out of them – as her gaze drifted over his naked body he stiffened to attention before her. Again she couldn’t help but smile at that.

“Close your eyes,” she whispered.

He tried to speak, tried to say something, but Yasmine wasn’t here to talk. His eyes closed and for a moment she savoured his puzzlement. Rav was no doubt used to being in charge, used to dictating how things went with a girl. Yasmine was about to show him that his loss of control stretched far beyond the workplace.

She tapped a silver panel on the wall and the shower head rained water. Beneath the spray Rav flinched. Yasmine chuckled, then stripped out of her pink sports top and teeny black shorts. Eyes squeezed shut, Rav didn’t get the privilege of seeing her pert breasts and neat vulva, or juicy little butt backing up against him.

She reached between her legs and, gripping his slick stiff shaft, greedily enveloped him whole. She started off slow. Toying and teasing as she controlled his every thrust. Hands behind his back, eyes closed, water cascading over him, Rav was like a machine, a human dildo. In fact more than that, he was like a male sex doll.

Yasmine knew just how much he wanted to touch and pump and force his own tempo – and his not being able to made her all the wetter. It wasn’t long before she had him thrusting with ever more vigour. It wasn’t long before she was on the precipice – the fingers of one hand encircling her engorged clit, the other palm slapping flat against the wall, knees weakening as the ecstasy of orgasm overrode her system, crashing and careering through what felt like every nerve cell of her body.

Itched scratched. Fully satisfied. She stood with Rav beneath the spray. She kissed him. And he kissed back, super horny, desperate to touch. That wasn’t happening. She touched his nipples, she fondled his cock. She got an insight into just how vulnerable a man was when all he could think of was release.

“You know I could keep you like this for hours,” she teased. “I could march you out, get you dressed, take you back to mine and play with you all night.”

Rav’s bottom lip quivered – questioning concern intruding into his thoughts before his utter horniness eclipsed everything. He was close, he was on the brink. Yasmine stopped stroking and simply circled one finger over the underside of that swollen head of his. At that he erupted, spraying thick streams of white cum. Amused, Yasmine watched the last of it trickle from his cock.

She stepped out the cubicle, wrapped a towel around herself, only then marched Rav out, eyes still closed. Several ladies changing got an eyeful, but strangely didn’t seem to mind one bit.

At the door, Yasmine gave his ass a playful slap and flung him his shorts. “Good work today officer,” she grinned, just as the door closed shut between them.

“How dreadfully funny it is to think of all you boys being demoted, or sacked, or forced to stand down. I suppose there won’t be a single male CEO left in the city before long.”

Damian looked across the plush office that up until two weeks ago had been his. Victoria stood gazing out the tall windows. Her chestnut brown hair tumbled in thick glossy waves down her back. She had the business skirt with the small slit at the back. She had the stockings. She had the heels. Damian ignored the stirring between his legs and leant back on the leather sofa.

“Never happen,” he said. “Never.”

Victoria didn’t turn and face him, she kept her gaze on the spring sunshine. “It’s happening,” she said in that plummy, husky voice of hers. “It’s evolution. Natures had enough of you boys running riot and decided enough is enough.”

You’re wrong thought Damian. We’re too powerful, too resourceful – men won’t let it happen.

“But you did,” said Victoria, turning to him. “Remind me again who heads this company.”

Damian’s throat clenched. “You forced me,” he said. “I didn’t sign a damn thing willingly. And when the authorities find that out, you’re finished.”

Victoria considered him for a brief moment, the corners of her mouth creeping upwards. “I’m the only authority you have to worry about, now get over here.”

Damian felt that otherworldly force overcome him. He slid forwards off the sofa – on bent knees and clenched knuckles crawled across the industrial carpet like a dog crawling to its owner.

“You should watch your words,” said Victoria, cradling his jaw, forcing his gaze to hers. “Don’t forget who’s in charge now.”

It took plenty of will power for Damian not to curse and shout. It was bad enough being down on the floor, never mind spoken to like this!

“Better,” said Victoria, as if his restraint like some unruly schoolboy was in need of positive affirmation.

This alone was enough for Damian to snap. And yet, before he could give sound to his utter exasperation, a knock at the door stole his attention.

A second later Cathy was striding across the office, carrying herself with renewed purpose and bounce. Since his demotion, his former secretary had been heading up the department Quality Control. She snuck a glance at her former boss down on his haunches, a little smile on her lips, joined Victoria now over by the desk.

The two women were soon deep in conversation. Damian stopped struggling to follow what they were saying – their voices were hushed and obviously not meant for his ears – instead focused his will on trying to stand. But Victoria evidently was quite happy to have him kneeling where he was, so that’s where he stayed. The knot of anger tightened in his chest.

These past few days she’d made him fetch coffee, type email, she was trying to turn him in to her office boy! Well Damian was nobody’s subordinate. They were going to go down big time, it was only a matter of…

“Damian come here please,” said Victoria.

She made it sound like he had a choice – which he didn’t. Immediately he found himself crawling, one clenched fist in front of the other, until he came to a stop by the two pairs of heels. He looked up.

“What’s this?” said Victoria.

The little lozenge shaped container she held between thumb and forefinger looked like something you might get from a pharmacy. It had a yellow wrapper with Chinese writing and Damian knew what they contained immediately.

“Vitamin pills maybe,” he lied.

“Don’t play dumb.” Victoria looked down unimpressed. “They’re roofies, date rape drugs. And I know you know what they are because you were the one that sold them on to the Chinese. What was it, I scratch your back you scratch mine?”

Damian couldn’t hold back the big smile. “That’s business honey. You gotta give a little to get a little. Cathy knows all about that.”

His former secretary’s cheeks reddened. Victoria shook her head. “Get up and go stand over there,” she said, coldly.

“Do you want me to leave?” asked Cathy, as Damian followed his feet to a spot in front of the desk.

“No, I want you to see this.”

See what?

“What?” echoed Victoria. “Why see you get punished for being an obnoxious, dangerous, downright chauvinist male pig.”

Damian didn’t blink at that, he’d heard worse, far worse.

“Now take off your clothes,” commanded Victoria.

“What? No,” said Damian astonished. And yet at the exact same time he was removing his suit jacket, loosening his tie – off they came, then the shirt and the trousers and every other stitch of clothing.

Of course Damian tried to resist, tried to reason and shout out, but like every other male in the presence of a woman he was helpless. Which for him meant obedience and silence and in this moment, nudity. Victoria stepped forward, her gaze wandering every inch of his bare skin. She circled around – a second or two passed – then Damian felt her palm on one ass cheek. She squeezed. Damian gulped.

He wasn’t your typical paunchy CEO. He worked out. His body was firm, his muscles defined. He was fit and handsome, and for the first time in life his it was he who was being utterly objectified, and exposed, and gawped at.

“Palms flat on the table,” said Victoria still behind him.

This time Damian didn’t resist. What was the point when she’d just march him forward anyway. He strode naked to the desk, shot a frosty glare at his former secretary Cathy. For the first time in their relationship she stared back.

“Did you use them?” asked Victoria.

“Use what?”

“The roofies.”

“No!” Damian practically growled affronted by such a question.

And it was then, at that precise moment that Victoria slapped his ass. And it wasn’t a playful slap, it was hard and fleshy sounding. It didn’t matter that he was actually telling the truth for once, not to Victoria.

“No,” she reasoned. “A man like you wouldn’t, would he, what with so many other ways to abuse and take advantage of…” A second slap, even harder than the first landed flush.

Damian grimaced as shock gave way to a simmering, boiling rage. Who the hell did she think she was to do this to him!

“You know exactly who I am,” she said. “Say it!”

Damian couldn’t, wouldn’t. He swallowed the lump in his throat and watched Victoria stride over to the desk. She opened a drawer.

“What are you doing?” he asked, suspiciously.

“Quiet. You had your chance.”

At that Damian’s lips sealed shut, and he could only watch as Victoria lifted the object from the drawer. It was black – with a small handle and a big oval surface. It was a paddle!

Damian’s eyes darted over to Cathy. She wasn’t going to help him, oh no. Her eyes were big, her expression almost gleeful.

“You’re going to have to shape up,” said Victoria, returning to his rear. “I’m in need of a reliable, obedient, good little office boy.”

Something inside of Damian twisted – inwardly he reeled off a dozen swear words. And that’s when the paddle came down. Damian tensed and clenched, and down it came again.

“You’re going to break Damian,” said Victoria. “Maybe not today, maybe not tomorrow, but month after month I’m going to chip away at that big ego of yours until it’s gone. And then I’m going to rebuild you.”

Damian tried to scream out, and curse and squirm, and break this maddening hold, but of course it was beyond him. Victoria caressed his ass, seemingly savouring the heat emanating from his bristling skin.

“Fancy a go,” she said, dangling the paddle out to Cathy like Damian was some human piñata.

Cathy made sure to look into his eyes. “With pleasure,” she said, striding forward.

Fucking bitch, thought Damian.

“Bitch,” sneered Cathy. “I think we all know who the bitch is.”

She hit him with the paddle and Damian’s ass throbbed. Cathy had a taste for it now and she vented her fury at having taken Damian’s crap for so long. Hit after hit rained down; short and fierce and fast. Disbelief, anger, pure incredulity at what was happening spiralled through Damian’s conscience until nothing but the sharp pain at each thwack overwhelmed all else.

“Point well made,” said Victoria, lightly gripping Cathy’s wrist and finally bringing an end to the sound beating.

Cathy blinked a few times snapping out of her violent fugue, and handed back the paddle.

“Go clean up this silly boy’s mess,” said Victoria. “And Cathy, good work today.”

Damian could imagine all too well the glance back at his red buttocks, the smile. He heard the door close shut and then once more felt Victoria’s cool touch.

“And just think I can do this any time I want to,” she said giving his flaming backside two light spanks.

The contact was enough to make Damian gasp.

“Now, one last chance,” she said. “Who am I?”

Damian’s lips peeled open, his jaw slackened a little. He didn’t want to say it. He wanted to curse, but that burning gave him pause for thought.

“You’re my boss,” he said, dredging up each and every word. “You’re CEO of Zastra Pharmaceuticals.”

“Oh I’m more than that,” chuckled Victoria. “I’m your guardian, which makes me responsible for you.”

“Bullshit,” grumbled Damian.

“What’s that?”

“I said it’s Bullshit,” Damian seethed. “It won’t last.”

“Won’t it? I think women are going to enjoy having such ownership. I think they’re going to be loathe to give it up. Which is good for me and bad for you.”

The thought made Damian’s neck prickle, his insides swirl.

Victoria rounded the desk, put away the paddle and retook her seat. “I suggest you have a long hard think about your future conduct and what further disobedience might mean for you.” The snickering lilt to her voice was the final straw.

Screw you! Damian snapped. He’d have shouted aloud if only he could have, but he couldn’t, so did mentally instead.

Victoria merely smiled, then dropped him to his hands and knees and crawled him to a spot by the desk. There, the former CEO knelt, naked and sore and furious.

“You’ll break,” murmured Victoria getting back to business. “You’ll break.”


Chapter 11

The woman had long hair as white as untouched snow. She wore stretchy blue jeans, navy flats and a loose silk shirt that combined to give an air of effortless style. She looked like she might once have been a model, perhaps she still was.

“The men still don’t get it,” she was saying between sips of green tea. “They think because we don’t live in some repressive Arab state that we should be thankful and keep our traps shut. And yet delve into those same male minds and what do we find; misogyny, sexism, the most backward notions. They say that attitudes have moved on, well, frankly, it’s tosh.”

Grace, who sat with the woman at a small table outside a café on a cobbled side street, found herself nodding in agreement. All she had to do was to recall some of her male colleagues to know that the woman was dead right. The woman, whose name was Sylvia, had a theory about that, too.

“Women must be the most persecuted group in history. Every right we’ve ever gained we’ve had to scrap for. Maybe it’s changed us. Maybe the powers are an expression of all that rage and struggle and frustration. Perhaps the men will develop some powers of their own once they’ve gone through likewise.” Sylvia reached for her tea. “Tell me Grace, would you consider yourself a feminist?”

“I believe a woman should have every right a man has,” she replied.

“Hmm,” pondered the older woman, as if not quite agreeing. “And do you really think that’s true of today?”

Grace considered the question for a few seconds. Not so long ago she’d have answered with an affirmative yes. Hadn’t her feminist forbearers won all those battles? Hadn’t she had every opportunity a boy would have? Well, partly. And yet a slightly older Grace also knew about the discrepancy in boardrooms, she knew about the gender pay gap, she’d experienced the testosterone fuelled environment at Westminster. She sometimes even questioned whether she’d got where she’d got because of brains, or because some man had taken a fancy to her.

“No,” she said, with a certainty that surprised herself. “I think there’s plenty more to fight for.”

Sylvia smiled a slim smile.

Grace reached for her lime soda. “So how can I help you today?” she asked, still not entirely sure what this elegant, clearly strongminded woman wanted.

“Actually, it’s more a question of how I can help you. Your campaign, it’s named Female First is it not?”

“Yes,” answered Grace.

“Well,” said Sylvia, dipping into her purse, sliding a folded cheque across the table. “I’d like to make a donation.”

Grace picked up and unfolded the cheque, eyes widening as she blinked in the huge sum. “That’s, that’s…very generous.”

“Not so much,” pooh-pooed Sylivia. “You see I’ve come in to a rather large fortune recently, which gives me no excuse in not supporting such a worthy cause as your own.”

Grace sensed there was more to the story, but didn’t press. If this woman wanted to help with her campaign to unite woman across the political spectrum, then who was she to object.

“I don’t know what to say…Thank you.” It was Grace now smiling broadly as glass and china clinked. “Cheers.”

“I’ve lived a lifetime of men making the rules,” said Sylvia. “I think it’s high time that changed.”

Grace knew she wasn’t alone.

There were three electronic beeps, a short silence, then the same pre-recorded voice he’d been getting each and every time he dialled: ‘Number no longer in use.’ Jamie slammed his phone down on the mattress in frustration. For a split-second he thought about calling Fiona, then just as quickly thought otherwise. The last thing he needed was yet another female telling him what to do. No, he needed his father, a real authority figure.

An uneasy confusion wrinkled his brow as he recalled Abbie’s words, ‘She’s not done with your father yet.’ What had she meant? Pushing any speculation to the back of his mind, Jamie picked up the phone and dialled for the tenth time. Again, the beeps, the silence, the pre-recorded message. In a flash of anger, he drew back his arm, was all set to send the phone crashing when he heard the front door downstairs bang shut.

“Jamie,” Abbie’s voice called out.

Jamie didn’t move. Where a second ago his blood boiled, now it ran cold. He listened, fingers tightening around the edge of the mattress. She was coming up the stairs. His gaze turned to the closed bedroom door.

“Jamie, I know you’re in there. Open up, I’ve got something to show you.”

Jamie sat still and silent. Maybe if he stayed there like that she’d go away. Who was he kidding? The key in the lock turned, the handle lowered and Abbie sauntered into the room with a big grin. “Look what I have.”

She held an unfolded piece of white paper out towards him. Jamie alighted on it glumly, though his eyes read and his features hardened.

“That’s right. I Abigail Florence Reed am now the official guardian of one James Miles Webster,” said Abbie, quoting from it delightedly.

Jamie’s stomach took a sickening lurch. He attempted to reach out and swipe the paper – crush it into a little ball – but Abbie anticipated the move and simply stepped back.

She returned to the document, reading from it in her triumphant tone, “All assets and belongings currently belonging to male C561, that’s you, are now the sole ownership of the guardian stated above, that’s me. Any transaction by male C561, requires the explicit authorisation of stated guardian, me again. Any attempt by male C561 to circumnavigate stated guardian will result in immediate arrest in accordance with 73B of the emergency parliament—”

“All right, enough!” said Jamie jumping to his feet unable to stand anymore. “You’ve made your point, now get out.”

Normally that would have had Abbie scurrying for the door. Hell, normally, she wouldn’t have the temerity to enter his room. And yet as he strode forward, she didn’t take a backward step, the opposite. She placed a palm on his chest and this time it was Jamie scurrying backwards. His legs hit the bed and the next thing he knew he was falling. His back hit the mattress and then Abbie was on top of him, straddling his waist, gripping his wrists, smiling down at him.

Jamie thrashed and struggled and tried to push her clear – but he felt weak and overpowered. He felt like a…like a girl!

“What’s the matter? Can’t the big strong boy get away?”

“It’s not fair, you’re using your powers on me.”

As soon as Jamie said those words he regretted them. They sounded lame, pathetic – the sort of thing a fat kid might say when up against faster stronger players on the footy pitch. How Abbie laughed.

“And? What you gonna do?”

Jamie stared up at his pretty, smug, stepsister, and then, with all the might he possessed, pushed upwards against her grip. One second, two seconds, three seconds – and nothing. Unable to budge her, he dropped his head back to the mattress and breathed.

“What? That’s it,” taunted Abbie.

“No,” said Jamie, already wriggling and thrusting his hips, attacking his struggle with fresh panicked impetus like some wide eyed bucking bronco trying to unseat its rider. A slight girl like Abbie, surely couldn’t do this to him!

“You know, you look cute when your nostrils flare,” she teased.

Jamie glowered as he kept on struggling. But all that rubbing and sliding was having unintended consequences. Jamie stopped his movement, suddenly conscious of his stiffened state. And as soon as he knew it, Abbie knew it too – or maybe she just felt it poking. She didn’t say anything, just stared down at him with a knowing look, then took up where she’d left off; slowly circling her hips, keeping his brain in a muddled state of desire and resistance.

“You’re going to have to get used to losing,” said Abbie. Her voice was softer now, like she’d won this first mini battle.

Jamie could barely look at her, in fact he’d been barely able to look at her since she’d collared and leashed him a week ago. His cheeks burned with shame, not just at not being able to move her, but because he’d gotten so aroused trying to.

Abbie seemed to know all this and delight in it, and why wouldn’t she? After all, how many times had he held her down, made her squirm and feel helpless. Too many to count was the answer.

“Look at what we have here,” said Abbie, reaching for Jamie’s phone.

“Hey! That’s private.”

“I don’t think so.”

She sat upright now, Jamie still trapped beneath her hips. He watched as she dabbed at the screen with a kind of sickening realisation. She’d probably gotten the code while pretending to loll around, when really, she’d been invading his thoughts.

“Porn, porn, porn, oh Jamie, you really are predictable,” said Abbie, in that superior way of hers.

Jamie’s heart thumped in his chest, he desperately ached to grab his phone, wrestle Abbie onto her back and teach her who was boss. But none of that was possible. His wrists remained locked to the mattress either side of his head. The most he could do was tilt forward and glare.

“Oh, and look at this. Has somebody been trying to call daddy?” Abbie glanced beyond the phone at him and snickered. “Daddy’s not going to save you this time.”

Why, what’s happened? What does she know, wondered Jamie.

“I know your daddy’s in a lot trouble,” said Abbie. “That mummy and a number of other women are not best pleased.”

Jamie’s throat hardened. It wasn’t the thought of his father having an affair that got to him, it was the thought of what those women might do to him. I mean he’d already seen what the powers had done to them; women had gone power hungry nuts. Abbie was a prime example of that.

“I wouldn’t worry that little boy brain of yours too much,” she smirked. “I mean it’s not like you can do anything about it.”

As indelicately as it was put, as much as it rankled, Abbie had a point.

“That’s ’cos I’m a girl and I know best,” she gloated.

“Would you get off of me!”

Abbie stared down at him with one last winning smile and then climbed off. “I think I’ll hold on to this,” she said, slipping his phone snugly into her back pocket.

The hell you will, Jamie would have yelled, if only Abbie had allowed him. Instead his backside remained rooted to the bed and all he could do was sit and watch as Abbie took a stroll around his spacious bedroom.

“You know, seeing as I’m officially in charge now, I say it’s time we switched.”

“What?” said Jamie, finding he was free to speak.

“You heard me,” said Abbie. She folded her arms, looked back at him. “This rooms mine, so start moving your crap.”

“Uh-uh, oh-no,” Jamie protested. And yet at the same time he was already up off the bed, tearing down one of his footy posters, then gathering his clothes – Abbie controlling him like her own personal robot.

The little box room at the end of the hallway beckoned.

“Look who it is,” said Zoe.

Rav strode the pavement, gym bag slung over one shoulder.

“Slow down,” said Yasmine, buzzing down the window.

Zoe smiled a little mischievously as she slowed the patrol car to a cruise and zapped the siren.

“A cute boy shouldn’t be walking the streets alone,” called out Yasmine.

Rav who’d stopped, forced a grin.

“Where you off to?”

“Home,” he replied.

“Get in, we’ll give you a ride.”

Rav glanced ahead in the direction he was walking – like so many of the male officers since their demotion, his pride was bruised and thought of being driven by two now senior female officers was like salt in fresh wounds.

Another zap of the siren.

“Get in,” said Yasmine. “That’s an order.”

The drive was about half an hour to the modernish apartment block on a bend of the river. Zoe parked the patrol car beside a blossoming cherry tree.

“Thanks for the ride,” said Rav.

“Not so fast. I’ll walk you in.”

Rav’s eyes flicked from Yasmine to Zoe and back to Yasmine. No doubt it was tough going from a street smart tough guy to a state of vulnerability akin to that of child. No doubt it hurt like hell; not just a bruised ego, a bloodied and battered one. Without saying anything, Rav slid out the back seats.

The two female officers exchanged smiles.

“No need to wait,” said Yasmine. “I’ll grab a cab.”

“Don’t have too much fun,” replied Zoe.

Yasmine got out and slammed the patrol car door shut without touching it. “No promises,” she said, through the open window.

Rav walked the cream carpeted corridor on the third floor. “You do this for all the guys.”

“Only the cutest ones.”

He shook his head, came to a stop at flat 11E. “You gonna tuck me in too.”

“Would you like me too?”

Rav’s look was moody and sullen, but behind it was a glimmer of lustful desire. Yasmine knew of his craving, knew he’d been wanting more of her ever since the showers at the gym. She was also fully aware that like so many of his male colleagues his very being bristled at the thought of the current set up becoming permanent. Of women holding sway and the men being relegated to nothing more than glorified secretaries. And yet, as much as that all pained him, as much as women had in many ways become the enemy, he still had that animal attraction, that carnal urge.

It was built into his DNA thought Yasmine, stifling a smile as he leaned to kiss her. She tasted his soft lips. Together they tumbled into the flat, still kissing crossed into the bedroom. Rav wanted to touch and grope and squeeze. But Yasmine didn’t allow it – they’d go at her pace. She stripped him of his sweater, pushed him back onto the big double bed (a finger was all it took) then smoothly climbed on top. She treated him to her lips again, manoeuvred her arms above his head, all the while reaching for steel metal dangling from her belt.

The snap of the cuffs closing widened his eyes. Before he knew it, Yasmine had another pair clipping his other arm to the bedpost. For a split second, she savoured Rav’s look of panic – she really didn’t have to do it this way – but that look alone made it all worth it.

“Don’t go anywhere,” she smiled, pecking him on the lips and then climbing off the bed and sauntering out the room.

As Rav shouted for her, Yasmine had a good nose around the flat (lots of shiny surfaces and everything tidily in its place). Typical cop, she murmured recognising some of Rav’s OCD tendencies. She glanced around, stopping still as she heard the rattle of metal. Rav was trying to free himself. Yasmine let out a little titter, then began undressing.

Boots, socks, belt and trousers were carefully placed to one side. She unbuttoned the top three buttons of her white shirt that skimmed her upper thighs. She slipped off her panties. Rav’s was calling her again now. Unsurprisingly the cuffs had proved too much.

Content to let the helpless male stew a few more seconds, Yasmine sauntered to the open kitchen. She ran herself a glass of water from the glinting tap, took a few sips, then and only then made her move.

Rav was on the verge of real anger, looking back at the cuffs overhead, straining against them. Leaning in the doorway, Yasmine gave a little airy snort of amusement announcing her presence and, as soon as she did so, Rav’s head snapped forward. And as soon as he spotted her bare legged in that clingy shirt, all thought of anything but her went out of his head.

“Get me out of these things,” he said, but the conviction was gone, he was already wondering how this would unfold, just what she had planned.

He visibly gulped as Yasmine pushed off the doorway and sauntered towards him.

She unwrapped Rav like he was one big Christmas present; peeled off his socks, slid off his tracksuit pants and underwear, too.

“Looks like somebody’s in the mood to play,” she teased.

Rav tilted his head forward, briefly gazing at his semi hard state as if in surprise. His eyes flicked to Yasmine before his head collapsed back to the mattress. Yasmine couldn’t keep from smirking as she took in her naked prisoner all horny and helpless. Rav looked hot!

Truthfully, she could have jumped on him there and then, but that would have been too easy, far too easy.

Almost absentmindedly she reached out, dancing two fingers lightly against the underside of Rav’s bare foot. It was nothing, only the beginning of something, but out of all proportion his knee bent up, his foot shot back. Yasmine glanced to his face – Rav was nibbling his bottom lip, inwardly cursing. What was he hiding?

Intrigued, Yasmine straightened his leg, repeated the soft tread of fingers against sole. This time Rav’s whole body tensed. His eyes clenched shut. Oh god, she’s going to figure it out, his mind whirred.

Figure what out? Though before she’d asked the question, realisation had struck.

“Oh my god,” she grinned. “You’re ticklish aren’t you?”

“No,” said Rav.

“You sure about that?” Yasmine stepped to Rav’s flank – just below the armpit danced her fingers.

Immediately Rav twitched away. Yasmine reached to his other side, in the same spot repeated her dancing fingers. This time Rav squirmed the other way.

“Please don’t,” he said, staring up at her, eyes big and nervous looking.

“What? I thought you weren’t ticklish.”

“Okay, I’m a little ticklish, but—”

Before Rav could finish, Yasmine began tickling his flanks simultaneously. And this time Rav didn’t just twitch, he squirmed and thrashed and emitted a high-pitched laugh – the type of laugh Yasmine had been on the receiving end of after some backhanded compliment or slightly insulting attempt at humour. How good it felt to make Rav the butt of the joke.

“Oh I like this,” said Yasmine.

“Stop, please, please stop,” Rav shrieked.

“I don’t know,” said Yasmine, playing his sides like a keyboard – watching his now stiff cock flip flop back and forth as his body squirmed. “I mean, it looks like you’re having fun to me.”

“No, please,” Rav yelped.

“What, so you don’t want me to stop?”

“Yes, yes, stop, please stop,” Rav shrieked between guffaws.

Yasmine pulled her hand away, watched as Rav’s body sagged in relief as he caught his breath. A slight sweat covered his brow, pre-cum glistened at the tip of his stiff cock.

“Not ticklish,” snickered Yasmine, climbing cat like onto the bed.

All that aimless thrashing and thrusting of Rav’s hard body had more than whetted her appetite. Slippery warmth slickened her pussy, billowing arousal percolated within. She lifted a leg over Rav – straddling him at the crotch, felt the underside of his stiff shaft nestle between the wet groove of her slit.

“I wonder,” she said, walking two fingers up over his abs, between his pecs – to that cute face of his. “What other secrets you’re hiding.”

Those words weren’t lost on Rav. She could read everything he was thinking. He was an open book. All the boys were. Yasmine smiled at that. All his innermost thoughts, innermost desires – all she had to do was press the right buttons and she’d know. As if on cue Rav’s eyes flicked down to the erect nipples poking at her white shirt; somebody was taking a peek, somebody was desperate to see more.

Yasmine decided to treat him. She settled back and slowly began disrobing. Button by button Rav’s eyes widened a little more. When the white shirt finally slipped from smooth olive brown skin to reveal pert breasts, a slim waist, a neat pubis, Rav stared up at her awestruck – the word goddess passing through his mind.

“Goddess?” smiled Yasmine.

“Yes,” Rav murmured, his trapped cock twitching eagerly for entry.

Yasmine’s own arousal was now heavy and irresistible. She slipped Rav inside of her as the warm heat of anticipation flooded through her. Bouncing away, black hair splashing at her shoulders, she rode him like a cowgirl in the saddle. And it felt every bit as good as last time, no better. Faster and faster she rode, until the mattress bed bounced with them and the cuffs at Rav’s wrists jangled.

“What am I Rav?”

“You’re a…a…Goddess.”

“And what are you?”

“I’m…I’m…”

“A sex toy,” said Yasmine. “Nothing more than a sex toy. Say it.”

Rav looked up at her, mouth open, panting. “I’m a sex toy. I’m your sex toy.”

Yasmine tossed her head back, biting her lower lip, bounced away. Soon Rav was moaning and groaning, seemingly on the verge of losing control. Lost in her own building pleasure, Yasmine half thought it, half commanded it, “Not yet,” she murmured, effectively placing Rav on pause and, in that moment right there, acknowledging a truth that would soon be universal – men came second, women first.

When the orgasm came it was exquisite. Anything and everything ceasing to exist but the orgiastic high seeping into her every pore. Yasmine shuddered and breathed and shuddered again – circling her hips, grinding down, eking out every last aftershock of pleasure.

Her thoughts, her solidity, who she was, where she was – came back in the blink of an eye. She saw Rav’s look of urgent need and slipped his straining cock free, releasing him from his stasis. And in that exact same instant, stream after stream of thick white cum exploded onto his abs, up onto his chest. Drained, Rav sank into the mattress, sighing a long slow sigh of relief. Yasmine bent forward and kissed him, deep and passionately.


Chapter 12

The bolts of pleasure went shooting through Grace’s body one by one as she came. It was some way to start the day.

“Good boy,” she said, nudging Alex away. “Now go make breakfast.”

Alex licked his lips and got to his feet – erection pointing the way as he left the bedroom. Grace regarded him with passing amusement, then reached for her phone. Today was the big one: election day. A day on which so much of her recent efforts rested. She pinged off a few messages urging women to seize the day, then feeling the kind of excited giddiness she hadn’t felt since she was a child on Christmas eve, went and freshened up.

Twenty odd minutes later, she was striding into the kitchen looking typically smart in a pastel pink dress suit. Alex already had the selection of fruits and yogurts and toast and spreads laid out just as she liked it. He himself was pouring some milk on to some cereal – he’d covered his modesty with some boxers, and his hair had that sticky up morning scruffiness to it. Grace thought it rather adorable.

As she sat down at the small kitchen table, Alex pulled out a chair to join her.

“What do you think you’re doing?” she asked in that prissy head girl manner she’d been cultivating of late. “You don’t get to sit. Not at the table.”

She took the cereal bowl out of his grip, laid it flat on the linoleum floor at her heels. Alex stared at her with that same unblinking stare he had on countless occasions. Grace knew well enough how the process went. There’d be a hint of resistance, some stubborn defiance or sulkiness, but ultimately he’d obey. And on days like today when he was at his friskiest, the barriers wouldn’t hold up long. It was days like today she could push the limits. It was on days like today she’d get her morning wake up call.

“Eat your breakfast,” said Grace.

And at that Alex dropped to his hands and knees and dipped his head to his cereal like some dog munching from its bowl. Grace crossed her legs and took a bite out of her toast studying him down there by her heels. She briefly contemplated where it had come from this fetish of his – maybe something had happened deep in his past, maybe it was sparked by something cultural. Wherever it had come from Grace was more than happy to nurture it.

A month ago Alex would already have been at work. A month ago he’d have been stressed and harried. A month ago the fridge would have been empty and the flat a mess. A month ago their sex life bordered on the non-existent. No, smiled Grace, taking another bite of her toast, this was good for him, good for us. Every woman should have an obedient boy like Alex. It made life so much easier.

She reached out and scragged that scruffy hair of his, forcing his head up. “I want the bedsheets changed, the washing ironed and that body hair removed before I get back. Understand?”

“Yes ma’am,” Alex croaked.

Grace let go of his hair. She finished her toast. She drank her orange juice. She left Alex lapping at his cereal and headed out to work.

Puffy clouds passed overhead. A fresh breeze blew. Camera crews were already setting up on College Green when Grace reached Westminster. She was in no particular hurry – today was much like the last day of term. Most of her civil servant colleagues would be twiddling their thumbs, one eye closely on events elsewhere. After all, there wasn’t too much point in focusing on policy when you weren’t sure who’d be leading it. As such, Grace decided on a detour.

She headed past the assembling journalists and up the steps of the palace. Crossing beneath its entrance archway felt the same tingling at her fingertips, the same heady swelling at her bosom that she always did. She hadn’t lost her faith in the power of the palace and its ability to elicit great change. If anything, she believed in it more than ever.

The grand central lobby had a strange feel, quieter than usual and yet expectant somehow – like a huge wave was about to break. A group of puffy men passed by eyeing her momentarily with a sort of nervy caution. There were no predatory gazes or second glances. Maybe they felt safer in packs thought Grace, watching them hurry on, thinking how much they looked like some species on the verge of extinction. That’s what she hoped anyway.

Grace had no particular destination in mind, but found herself drifting on into St Stephenson’s hall; an ancient, almost sacred passageway lined with statue after statue – all venerable, all once some great parliamentarian, all male. Grace’s heels clicked as she walked between there stony stares. Though long gone, their biases lived on. These so called heralded men thought Grace, feeling a fresh twinge of anger, had actively propagated a patriarchal system that had persecuted and discriminated so many.

There in that temple of privilege and power her phone buzzed an alert showing her Female First campaign was trending on a number of sites. In recent months the campaign had widened its scope, and Grace wasn’t in the least surprised at its success. Women were sick of this, “of you!” she hissed aiming a murderous glare at one of the statues. But power, the power that really mattered was shifting.

“It’s over for you boys,” said Grace, striding out along the hallway.

Jamie held the door ajar, the house sounded silent and still. On tip-toes he crossed the landing passed his bedroom – rather her bedroom – soft footed descended down stairs. Only once in the kitchen breathed a little easier. He grabbed some bread, began making a sandwich quietly.

Last night he’d dreamt the powers (the telepathy, the telekinesis) had all been a bad nightmare. That things had returned to the way they were, the way they were supposed to be; girls weak and timid and respectful. He taunted and teased and felt big and strong, and then he’d awoken in that small little room with its pink walls and lingering scent of her. For a split-second needling anger had begun to rise, only to quickly fade into a deep despondent sinking feeling. The powers were real all right and there wasn’t a damn thing he or any other boy could do about them.

The thought had been accompanied by something unfamiliar – a nervy fluttering at his torso, tingly and ephemeral. Jamie had swallowed hard and told himself to man up. This situation couldn’t surely continue. Someone in authority would put an end to it; take the girls away, isolate them, find a way to extract their powers from them. That’s if those powers didn’t just dry up naturally. And why shouldn’t they? They’d come out of nowhere, so what was to stop them evaporating just as suddenly?

Creeping hope began to nudge out dispiriting despair. I just need to bide my time, wait this out, Jamie rationalised – sooner or later this power trip these girls were on would end, and then, well, they’d regret their behaviour, oh yes they would.

Still fantasising about all the delicious ways in which he’d get even, Jamie was buttering his bread, making his sandwich, when all of a sudden he heard footsteps on the stairs. He held the knife still, listened hoping to hear the front door slam shut. But no. There was the last tread of the stairs, a pause, and then that tuneful merry voice.

“Let’s go dog boy, time for walkies.”

Something invisible tightened around Jamie’s guts.

“Don’t make me put a leash on you.”

At that, Jamie slammed the knife onto the counter, stormed out into the hallway. Abbie stood by the front door, collar and leash dangling from one hand.

“You wouldn’t,” said Jamie.

“Try me,” smirked Abbie.

They left the house together, Jamie wisely choosing not to call Abbie’s bluff for once. He didn’t doubt for one second she’d have leashed him. Hell, she’d have had him on all fours if the mood had taken her.

“Where are we going anyway?” he asked.

“You’ll see.”

Jamie walked the leafy suburb – a couple of paces ahead – mostly of his own will, until they had to make a left or right and that’s when Abbie took control, guiding him the way she wanted. The local church was on a corner; small and pretty and of a pleasant sandy stone. Small groups of women milled around the entrance. Jamie saw them in the distance. They held placards with the same messages as banners taped up around the church’s outside walls: ‘Take control.’ ‘Women first.’

And that’s when Jamie remembered what today was: election day. Was this where she was taking me?

“Keep walking,” said Abbie behind him – like he had much choice.

They walked on through the open gate, on towards the church entrance. A couple of young girls with streaks of neon face paint like they were at some kind of fresher’s rave, glanced at Jamie as he went by. He got the distinct impression he wasn’t the first boy to turn up like this today. If that was so, then that could only mean…

“Keep walking,” said Abbie again.

Inside the church there was a row of three tables behind the first of which two kindly looking women sat. On the far-right table was the ballot box in which voting slips were dispatched. Jamie watched a middle-aged man deposit his inside – except there was something wrong, his movement was jerky, his look fretful. Jamie saw it in the man’s eyes as he hurried past to re-join his wife. But before he could give him a second more consideration, he was nudged forward.

“Name and address please,” smiled one of the seated women.

“Abigail Reed and male C561 of Primrose Street,” Abbie said almost proudly.

Jamie felt a lump in his throat. Male C561. It made him sound inhuman. It made him sound like flippin’ livestock. The woman crossed off their names and handed Abbie two voting slips. The next thing Jamie knew he was at the second table, pen in hand. Barely had his eyes skimmed the candidates and their party than he was marking a big fat X in the box alongside one of their names. He just had time to see that name was one Gloria Wright, the one woman on the list, before he was marching forward, dropping his slip into the ballot box on the third table.

Tight lipped, unable to speak, he saw Abbie drop hers in behind him. The whole thing was fixed. This wasn’t right. This wasn’t fair. The two-seated women were smiling deliberate smiles as he and Abbie crossed the hall back towards the entrance. As they did so another man shuffled in, his female partner close behind. There was little doubt as to who they’d be voting for thought Jamie, with fresh chills.

Big Ben was chiming six as Grace stepped from her office building and headed west. The last of the sun’s rays cast Westminster in resplendent gold. A change – tangible and simmering – prickled the early evening spring air. Grace felt it on her skin like the static tingle before a thunderstorm.

College Green was now a riot of colour and noise. Beyond the ranks of journalists and reporters, groups of brightly coloured women had set up camp. Banners unfurled, there was laughter and merriment and chanting, a carnival atmosphere. Grace felt the same rush she’d been feeling on and off throughout the day. Women were angry and hopeful, and determined to change things once and for all.

Online forums were full of it: #LockUpYourBoy #VoteFemale #SmashThePatriacrchy. And then of course of there was her own project, FemaleFirst, trending as high as any other.

Nationwide, in town and city, women had united. All that exposed misogyny was fuelling a revolution. A female one.

On her way home Grace stopped of en-route at a few polling stations interested to gauge turnout. Both had the same cheery, buzzy, upbeat feel as the one at the local school when she’d cast her vote at lunchtime. Professional looking women merged with female students and mothers with prams, by Grace’s count outnumbering the men by more than five to one. More than a few of those men marched out with dour expressions, their female guardians beaming not far behind.

Did Grace feel bad for them? Did she heck. Men had never played fair, so why should we? Grace supposed those guardians weren’t the only ones to have taken it upon themselves to show their boys the way. At least she hoped not.

The blue tinged light of approaching dusk had set in when Grace pushed through the front gate that led to home. Above, out of the half open kitchen window, a heady aroma of spices drifted. Someone had been cooking. And cleaning. And ironing. Just as Grace would find when she stepped into the spotless second floor flat.

She settled on the sofa, called Alex over from the kitchen. He wore a loose t-shirt, jeans, no socks.

“Has somebody been doing their chores?”

“Yes ma’am,” Alex answered, the slight movement of his Adam’s apple betraying an uncomfortableness.

And why wouldn’t he be uncomfortable? This had all started out as a role-playing fantasy but had long since evolved past that. Fuck she’s sexy, his brain spat out as his gaze drifted down over Grace’s bare legs.

“Glad you think it,” said Grace, snapping his eyes back to hers. “Now get down on those knees and give my feet a good rub. Not all of us have been lazing around all day.”

Alex knew what she was doing, knew that she was intentionally putting him down – and couldn’t help but get turned on all the more for it. His mouth twitched a little poutily as he got to one knee, slipped off a heel and got massaging.

“Such a good houseboy,” said Grace, settling back, enjoying Alex’s caressing touch. She thought back to a few months ago and how unimaginable this sight would have been. No, she didn’t mind playing the bossy bitch, not one bit. “Other foot and take that shirt off.”

She watched as Alex bared his broad shoulders and firm pecs. Topless, kneeling, he took her other foot in his hand. It was true, every woman really did deserve a boy like Alex thought Grace for the second time that day.

And to think, just over a few months ago he’d been an up and coming lawyer ordering who knows who about. The discrepancy between the person he’d been then, and the person he was now, sent a warm shiver corkscrewing through Grace’s loins. “You boys just need a good woman to put you right, don’t you?”

Alex scraped his bottom lip with his two front teeth. There’d been a thickening at the crotch of his jeans – his mind raced with horny thoughts. “Yes ma’am,” he concurred.

Grace’s mouth curved upwards at yet another small victory. In the past she’d read studies about boys brains being more pliable and programmable than girls. She hadn’t really believed it. Not then. Gazing down at Alex however, seeing him so controllable and open to her every demand, she reconsidered.

“That’s enough,” said Grace, lifting her foot free from his grasp. “Go run me a warm bath and then finish fixing dinner.”

Alex looked up at her like a lost puppy learning its place in the hierarchy. He so desperately wanted to touch – be rewarded for his days efforts. He’d have to wait. Grace raised her eyes expectantly and Alex raised himself from the floor in turn.

“Good boy,” she said, watching him go.

The bath was already running when she flicked on the TV. A group of mainly male politicos sat in a studio speculating on the election. Hazy reports of some kind of female uprising were discussed and then quickly dismissed. They have no idea what’s coming thought Grace, feeling another of those fresh swells.

Damian had been in the office when the results of each constituency started rolling in. Victoria had gathered a group of female employees around her and they’d clapped and cheered every one. Now he was in the chauffer driven car alongside her. The radio was on, but the news wasn’t any better. Seat after seat was falling to woman after woman. Party was almost an irrelevance. This was a landslide. This was a massacre.

“So much for temporary measures. I think you boys are going to have to get used to a very different reality,” purred Victoria, her voice low and sultry, and carrying a winning lilt.

Damian couldn’t look at her. He kept his eyes on the window trying not to give anything away. Which was of course impossible. His hopes had ridden on the eventuality that some proper authority would take control, that these ridiculous measures would be ended – that Victoria would be properly investigated and ultimately imprisoned for her business impropriety, and himself restored to his rightful position as head of Zastra Pharma.

None of that looked likely now.

“Oh Damian, you didn’t really think I’d have allowed that to happen?”

The hot lava that had been gurgling away inside the last god knows how many hours, erupted. He swung around, manic eyed and snarling, teeth bared like some wild animal. And for a split second every nerve in his body screamed to lash out. But then he saw her – so composed and poised, and with the kind of sorrowful expression one might reserve for a particularly wayward child. And suddenly he felt small, so very, very, small. He turned back to the window without utterance.

“You creatures really are so emotional,” said Victoria. “It’s why you’re not suited to the top jobs. It’s why we women are always cleaning up your mess.”

Damian bit his tongue, soaked it all in; the radio, the celebrating women out on the streets, Victoria. He was big enough to take it, right? Besides, what chose did he have? That thought settled over Damian like a fire blanket. Don’t stress what you can’t control; pragmatism, it had always served him well.

But this wasn’t any business deal. This was his life. He had no idea how long Victoria would persist with this charade. He had no money, no passport, zero authority it appeared – effectively he’d been reduced to a minor up against an opponent advantaged in every way he wasn’t. That’s why nagging disquiet rumbled through his body.

It was still there as they pulled up in front of the fancy mansion block, ascended the lift, stepped into the big apartment that had so recently been his.

“Go pour me some wine,” said Victoria, striding off to the main bedroom now firmly hers.

Damian watched her go, close to blowing his top. He slid a hand over his mouth, took a deep breath reconciling himself with the fact that this surely couldn’t last forever. Hold your temper, don’t give her what she wants, he told himself heading into the gleaming kitchen.

The wine flowed into the wine glass crimson and delicious looking. It had been over a month since Damian had tasted alcohol, another privilege Victoria had denied him. All that whisky and scotch of his had been thrown out along with so much else of his stuff. But the wine would do just fine after the day he’d had. Taste buds tingling, he picked up the bottle, anticipating the smooth liquid sliding down his throat, drowning out that nagging disquiet tensing his body. The bottle was almost at his lips when his arm suddenly locked up.

“Did I say you could drink that?” said Victoria from the doorway.

“Oh come on Victoria, I’m not a goddamn child.”

“Then stop behaving like one.”

Before Damian could respond he felt his arm draw back as it delicately returned the bottle to the counter.

“My wine,” said Victoria.

Damian aimed a cold, hard stare in her direction, only to feel his body moving at her will. He picked up the wine glass and marched out into the large airy living room. He came to a stop, his back to the wall by the big fireplace. Victoria took the wine glass offered by his outstretched hand. She stayed there right in front of him, eyeing him a second. Then she had a sip. Damian watched her lips part, that smooth delicate throat of hers flex as she swallowed. It was sensual. Sexual. And for a second Damian forgot all his problems.

“Mm-mm-mmm,” hummed Victoria, savouring the smooth liquid taste Damian had been anticipating only moments earlier.

He watched as she strolled to a little side table, put down the wine and pressed one button on the speaker phone connecting her to the concierge service.

“Yes, I’d like my usual please. And no later than nine. Oh, and may I have a doggy bag of scraps” She looked back at Damian with a smile. “Yes, delightful.”

Damian felt his belly grumble. For while Victoria had been dining on the type of Michelin starred food a woman of her position was entitled to, his diet had been more wholesome.

“Someone doesn’t look happy,” said Victoria, those almond eyes locked on him as she had another sip of wine.

“Victoria,” said Damian bluntly, his voice low and serious and carrying the kind of menace that no so long ago would have had an employee, or business associates ears pinned back, their heart rate jumping. “I want my passport back. I want my money. And I want this farce over with. You hear!”

Victoria coolly swilled her glass. “We’ve discussed this Damian, you’re going nowhere.” She stepped towards him, not so much a speck of fear on those pretty features. “And this tone, this manner of yours is growing increasingly tiresome. Are you going to start behaving and doing as I say?”

“Not in this lifetime or any other,” Damian growled.

The smooth contours of Victoria’s cheeks curved outwards as her face lit up with a closed smile – like that’s exactly what she wanted to hear, like these power plays turned her on. She swung around, her long locks skimming Damian’s cheek as she strode to a table where her leather clutch bag rested. She drew something from it. Something Damian couldn’t see. What was she up to?

“I didn’t expect you to break easily Damian. In fact, I rather counted on it.” Victoria was facing him again now, whatever she’d taken from the bag concealed behind her back. “No, a man like you, powerful and privileged and used to getting everything he wants wouldn’t accept being bossed around by a woman. But there are ways.”

Only now did she bring forward what was hidden. The plastic of the thing glinted in the soft light. Damian was suddenly breathless, like a rope had been drawn around his abdomen. He gazed at it with disbelief, speechless.

“Do you know what this is?” asked Victoria, dangling it from a finger.

Damian had never seen one, but the shape very much told the purpose, and he knew all right.

“It’s a male chastity device,” said Victoria matter-of-factly, eyes glinting, a mischievous smile at her lips. “It’s for misbehaving boys, disobedient boys, boys who don’t do what their owners tell them. Boys like you Damian.”

The former CEOs disbelief gave way to rising panic. “You’re not putting that goddam…thing! on me,” he barked.

“No,” said Victoria in a way that said try and stop me.

She sat in an armchair, drew Damian forward in the way only a woman could. He fought, he resisted, but his legs moved beneath like they were separate from himself.

“Victoria, you do this and I’ll, I’ll…” The threat trailed off hollow and empty as untouched his flies unzipped and his suit trousers fell to his ankles like some kind of magic trick.

“You’ll do nothing except what I tell you to do,” said Victoria, yanking his boxers down with her hands.

Damian could only gulp as he felt his manhood squeezed into the hard plastic shell. There was another squeezing pressure around his balls, then a click. He looked down to see his cock imprisoned in the clear plastic casing, observed in horror the miniature steel lock holding everything in place.

“Be a good boy and I might even let you out now and again,” said Victoria, tucking the small key to his freedom – on its necklace – beneath the top buttons of her blouse.

“It’s not right…it’s not—”

“Fair,” chortled Victoria. “Don’t make me laugh. You don’t know the meaning of the word. How many women have you ever played fair with? How many have you used purely for your own gratifying ends?”

Damian’s gaze drifted to the big white rug before the fireplace, his last conquest, Victoria’s look alike flashing into his mind. Already it seemed so long ago.

“You fucked them right here?” said Victoria, snapping his gaze back to hers. “How interesting. I’ll remember that.”

Damian cringed at the way his thoughts continually betrayed him. His brain was like an open computer, no firewall, no protection. There was no hiding anything.

“You’ll get used to it,” said Victoria dismissively. “Just like you’ll get used to me telling you what to do.”

Damian didn’t say anything. He didn’t need to. He could see in Victoria’s face that she knew how mad, how humiliated, how utterly furious he was. And what concerned him most was just how much she relished it.

The numbers were unprecedented, far beyond anything Grace could have hoped for. Male after male MP was being consigned to the trash bin of history. Women were taking a sledgehammer to the old boys’ club and flooding through. The male commentators on the TV looked ashen. The female panellists beamed.

“Don’t look away,” said Grace, pulling Alex’s head back to the screen gently by his hair. “I want you to see this. I want all you boys to see this.”

He sat with his ass on the floor, between Grace’s parted legs. He was naked and hard.

“This is history. This is the day that’ll forever be remembered as the day the nation changed.” She slid a hand over Alex’s now perfectly smooth chest – down towards the bulbous glands of a penis that had been erect ever since the scale of the landslide had become apparent.

She coaxed out a droplet of pre-cum, drawing a long thread with her forefinger. Alex shivered beneath. She’d played with him long enough to know that his deep arousal stemmed from a mix of powerlessness, humiliation, a feeling of surrender to the opposite sex. Briefly she wondered if all boys could be conditioned to be that way.

Grace collapsed back on the cushioned sofa feeling her own wetness. Her hard nipples pressed her thin nightie. The arousal came from the opposite end of the spectrum to Alex’s. The powers had heightened it; not just a craving for control, but for dominance. She lightly pinched Alex’s head between her thighs, tenderly stroked his hair as the last of the votes rolled in.

A female journalist reported from a club full of gleeful women. A male reporter got the opinion of some glum looking men, before the screen cut back to the panel. The night was sinking in. There were already questions, speculation, what did all this mean?

Grace knew what it meant. She felt it inside, just as she was sure every other woman felt it too. Power was theirs. And they wouldn’t be giving it back.

“Get up,” she said, ordering Alex up from the floor.

She curled her fingers around him, used his stiff cock like a lead and led him towards the bedroom. It was symbolic. It was the way things would go from now on as far as Grace was concerned.


Chapter 13

Three Months Later

“Here,” Jamie said, holding out the chilled glass of fizzing cola. Abbie didn’t look at him, just kept swiping a finger at that phone of hers.

Jamie placed the drink down onto the low side stand next to a white plate dotted with a few lone crumbs that were the only evidence of the crustless sandwich he’d made earlier. He gave Abbie a hard stare, then turned all set to slunk out cursing under his breath, when she spoke.

“Did I say you could go anywhere?”

Brows knitted, Jamie bit his lower lip. “No,” he said turning back to her attempting to hide the irritation rumbling through his body.

Not that it mattered. Abbie wasn’t even looking at him.

“On your knees over here,” she said, before adding almost as afterthought as she glanced up. “And get naked.”

Jamie’s already bruised and battered ego hit the rocks once again. Yet he didn’t say anything aloud. No, they’d been down that road plenty and it never ended well. He knew by now that if Abbie wanted him naked and kneeling then that’s how it would be. And so he got on with it – stripping off his t-shirt and tracksuit pants and boxers, and then kneeling on the floor by the sofa upon which Abbie lay lounging.

She wore a denim mini skirt, a tight white t-shirt – pink letters emblazoning the words: Girls Rule, Boys Drool, across the chest. It was one of many such t-shirts Abbie and the other girls had had made up with such sayings. A few unlucky boys like Jamie had been forced to model one with the words: I obey because I have a penis.

The smidgeon of revulsion Jamie felt remembering quickly gave way to something quite different as he looked up at Abbie. Her mousey brown hair that had once seemed so plain, shone glossy and golden, glinting in the sunlight streaming in between the open shutters. Her smooth sun kissed skin glowed with a kind of hyper real quality. Since the powers, all the girls had had it. Whatever ‘it’ was.

Jamie tried to kill the burgeoning thoughts right there as his gaze swept down over her lithe frame, coltish legs, but the first stirrings had already taken effect. His heart began to beat a little more rapidly. His clenched palms felt clammy. Still Abbie’s attention remained on the phone.

In the corner of the room the big TV was on, its sound down low but still loud enough to make out. A female reporter talked about yet another government overthrown. It had been worse outside the west, in less developed nations where brute male force had always been the way. Now women were rising, taking over – enslaving those same men folk who had once been so cruel.

Everyday brought some fresh humiliation – as Jamie saw it – from one part of the world or another. And Abbie wasn’t going to let either of them miss a thing. She’d always been a committed feminist, marching on campus, speaking up for female student rights. This whole thing must be one huge wet dream for her thought Jamie, glancing up at that butter wouldn’t melt face and regretting it immediately as his little penis stiffened straight.

Abbie peeked down at him, at it. “Wanna see something funny, dog boy?”

Jamie didn’t answer, but found his gaze drawn inevitably to the phone screen thrust in his face. On it was a boy, one of Jamie’s fellow football players, only he didn’t look like no boy. He had a ribbon in his hair. He wore make up! Suspenders! A skimpy little maid outfit like something out of cosplay.

Barely had Jamie registered the image than Abbie was swiping on to another. This next boy was naked, collared and on all fours. Jamie knew him too. Abbie quickly swiped through a dozen more college boys and each of the images were as humiliating as the last.

“What?” she said, settling back on the sofa. “You didn’t think you were the only one?”

Again Jamie was silent. He felt sick. He felt…enraged. Part of him had clung in hope to the idea that the powers would vanish and all would return to normal. Now he could see it wasn’t so simple. Even if the powers miraculously disappeared tomorrow, there was still all this stuff out there in the hands of these, these…girls.

As Abbie giggled at something on her phone, Jamie wondered if they’d set up some kind of special database. He could imagine it now, all the boys at college available at the tap of a button in one compromising pose or another. He looked up at Abbie still squealing with laughter. “This is just too funny.” She caught her breath, turned the phone towards him with a wicked little smile.

It showed George, another member of the team. And he wasn’t just naked and leashed. A hard plastic shell encased his penis. Jamie’s eyes widened, George was in chastity!

“Maybe I should order you one of those, to control that.” Abbie gave a casual wave at Jamie’s little stiffy.

“Please,” he gulped, feeling real fear for the first time. The very idea of her putting one of those things on him – controlling his erections, his ejaculations – sent shivers down his spine. “Please, please, don’t.”

Jamie’s voice sounded faint and fractured.

“What’s that?” said Abbie, relishing his fear. And why wouldn’t she after all that bullying and tormenting, all those times he’d made her feel small and weak and inconsequential. Well now it was her turn.

“Please don’t put me in one of those things,” said Jamie, almost sickened by how pathetic he sounded.

Abbie swung her legs over the side of the sofa, brushed the tip of his nose with a finger. “Best be a good boy then so I don’t have to.”

Jamie felt something quiver – like a string deep within had been plucked. He watched Abbie reach over and take a sip of her cola, then lounge back, those smooth legs outstretched, bare ankles crossed.

“Has someone been practicing their party trick?” she said looking down at him expectantly.

Another something strummed Jamie’s insides. He knew what was coming. And his body tensed accordingly.

“Come on dog boy.” Abbie was smiling now. “I want to hear it.”

Jamie tried to resist. He tried to hold it down. But Abbie had been practicing. Day by day learning how to manipulate those vocal cords a little better. He felt his chest swell, a faint pressure at his throat. His Adams apple tingled. His mouth squeezed open. And out it came, loud and unmistakeable, “Ruff!” There was a split-second pause then another and another, “Ruff! Ruff!” A fourth. “Ruff!”

To Jamie the sounds were almost alien, like they’d come from another creature. But it was him all right. They were his barks. After the fourth he gasped in air and gazed up at Abbie who had her head tossed back in laughter. And that wasn’t all. Her phone was held up. Much to Jamie’s consternation she’d been filming everything.

The mother of all parliaments, that’s what they’d always called it. How apt that description seemed now thought Grace, staring down into the commons chamber and its distinctly female majority. Never did she think she’d see the day. For so long this had been a man’s world, but all that was being swiped aside like so much else. Grace looked down at the new prime minister, the former deputy who had done such a sterling job, and smiled contentedly.

She wasn’t stupid, she wasn’t naïve enough to think all the world’s problems would suddenly be solved overnight because women were at the helm. And yet at the same time there was that frisson of excitement. It felt like a new beginning. A chance to clean up the men’s mess and create something better, something sustainable.

Women, she reasoned listening to them holding forth below, were more principled, more measured, more collaborative, in short made better leaders. Of course they could be every bit as stubborn and ruthless as men (part of Grace counted on it) but that didn’t have to be a bad thing, did it?

Plenty of men might have shouted out ‘yes’ at that point. But that wasn’t really an option. Certainly not for the remaining male MPs who sat slumped and mute and shrunken looking in comparison to the sprightly, straight backed women surrounding them. Grace wondered how long they’d last this small minority – not long she imagined.

Ever since the thunderbolt of election night new factions and new ideas had been forming. There was talk of all new female parties. There was talk of new laws enshrining female power. So many ideas. So many possibilities. An electric tingle ran down the nape of Grace’s neck.

And to think that not so long ago she’d believed in an egalitarian system of equality for all. She scoffed at that thought now looking down at those remaining men in the chamber. She’d once thought such men’s minds were full of high minded ideals, deep serious thoughts. The powers had changed everything.

Men were weak and corruptible, for the first time the word crystallised in Grace’s mind – men were inferior. That’s why it’s up to us to show them the way. A mental image of Alex at home on his knees, naked and scrubbing, flashed into Grace’s imagination. She felt a flutter between her crossed legs and inwardly smirked.

Down below the female MPs continued to dominate the chamber. Grace checked her slim watch, rose from her seat – with a warm satisfaction left the public gallery.

Karen Miller was seated behind her desk when Grace crossed into her office in Portcullis House. A young man was on one knee, sorting out documents by a filing cabinet. Grace recognised him as one of the civil servants whose lude thoughts had intruded upon her that day all those months ago when the powers had first struck. He was one of the more handsome types – no doubt that’s why Karen kept him around. For so long it had been women judged on their looks, that was all changing.

“Andrew be a darling and go make yourself useful somewhere else,” said Karen.

The young man rose from that knee and headed, eyes down, past Grace and out the door.

“Pretty little thing that one,” smiled Karen. “And gives the most delightful foot massages.”

“It certainly looks like you’ve got him well trained,” said Grace, smoothing down the back of her cream skirt as she sat, more than aware that it made Andrew sound like some kind of office pet.

Karen eyed Grace for a second – the look was satisfied, knowing, approving. “I’ve been impressed with you Grace. Your campaign was a roaring success. It helped get the message out there. It united. It showed women the way. It might well have made all the difference.”

“Well, I can’t say I didn’t have help,” said Grace, modestly.

At that point Karen slid open a drawer and dropped a thick white manuscript on the desk. Grace recognised it instantly – like the first it had been a project of immense meaning and importance to her.

“And this?”

“All my own work,” said Grace, feeling the little translucent hairs on the back of her neck stand on end.

While the first document (the report that been dismissed) was a siren call for equality, this one was rather different, some might say rather more ambitious in scope. Though she’d softened it where she could, in truth there was no hiding it, this was a blueprint for gynarchy.

Karen reached out a varnished nail tapping the top of it. “This proposal, it’s had a lot of my colleagues talking.” She leant back smiling. “Every day now it becomes a little clearer doesn’t it? Women were born to rule. Even before the powers we were always the smarter sex. And now, well, there’s no denying it really.”

Right there she expressed what so many women were coming to think, maybe had always thought. It sent an illicit little thrill running through Grace. The frankness of it. The truth of it.

“What I’m saying Grace is that the old power structures are finished. I give the Lords a year, male MPs in the commons two at most. Before long male and power in the same sentence will be an oxymoron.”

Grace pursed her lips, holding in the gleeful chortle seeking expression.

“Plans are all ready being made for this new world,” continued Karen. “An all female committee is being assembled. A wise council if you will to guide, set, scrutinise policy. Its powers will be sweeping, its role integral in determining how we proceed forward.” She paused, scrutinising Grace intently. “Beyond your wildest dreams, right?”

Grace thought for a second about an all female committee directing policy – it would have the power to change so much, even so many wrongs. “Yes,” she blurted out.

Karen smiled. “Good, ’cos you’re on it.”

“What?” Grace’s pulse was beating rapidly now, so much so she couldn’t just feel it, she could hear it.

“Like I said, you’re impressive. And if this is anything to go by.” Karen tapped the proposal again with a nail. “Then your views are more than in sync with the committees direction of travel.”

“I don’t know what to say.” Grace was gobsmacked.

“How about yes.”

“Yes. God yes,” Grace beamed.

The three Chinese businesswomen were young and petite and immaculate looking. For a second Damian wondered if they could really be at the forefront of a multimillion pound company, then he glanced to his left at Victoria, and the thought was swamped by an all consuming mix of loathing and awe. He wouldn’t put anything past any one of them. Not if they were as ruthless as this one.

There was a sideways glance. Just a look. But it was enough for Damian to tense, shrinking back from his train of thought. Victoria placed a firm hand on his thigh, went on speaking. After all, it was she who did all the talking now.

The meeting was taking place in the less formal setting of the lounge bar on the fourth floor of Zastra’s extensive headquarters. Damian had given the go ahead for its installation three years ago now. And in that time he’d schmoozed numerous clients (before going on to more risqué gentleman clubs that was) and picked up more than his fair share of skirt right here.

He cast his gaze across the bar, recalling with a stab of nostalgia what now seemed nothing but joyful days in which his authority had been absolute. The memory of that power made his insides ache. Already it was beginning to feel like another lifetime. And why wouldn’t it? Each day, hell, each hour was a battle of wills. He told himself this couldn’t last, wouldn’t last, that Victoria would be found out. And yet with each passing day that conviction lessened. Already the company had changed greatly.

Damian only had to glance around the lounge bar to be reminded of how much. Where typically there would have been a seventy thirty split of men and women, now it was mostly female employees sipping drinks, discussing business, taking a time out. There were some guys, but they were just fetching drinks, waiting on the women hand and foot it seemed. Since Victoria’s restructuring that was more or less how things went. Women had been promoted or trained up, men given the boot (by their own hand of course) or transferred to something menial.

For a proud hyper masculine alpha like Damian, that didn’t just hurt, it tore at the root of everything he believed in. Women were secondary creatures. There to look pretty and obey. Business was a man’s world and women just didn’t have the cojones. That’s what he’d thought, that’s what he still thought. These women could fix things in their favour as much as they wanted, but sooner or later they were going to screw things up, and that’s when they’d come running for him. He was certain of that as he was that the sun would rise and fall each day. Or at least he had been.

As the weeks had progressed that belief had begun to be chiselled away one fragment at a time. What was it three, four, five months now? He didn’t know, he’d lost count. However long it had been this feminist thing had gone global. Which was a problem. Whatever political, military response there’d been to contain things, clearly hadn’t worked. The Chinese businesswomen sitting across from him were proof of that.

And yet for all Damian’s worldly concern, there was something rather corporeal overriding all else. His body felt on edge. His balls ached. His mind concentrated and yet somehow adrift. All it took was a glimpse of Victoria brushing back her hair, crossing bare legs, twirling a heeled foot – to send him into meltdown. He gave a sideways glance at the silver necklace that disappeared down the front of her silky blouse and felt his stomach churn and his cock twitch. Not once had she allowed him out of this goddam chastity. Not once!

He turned away, disgusted, aroused, flesh burning with indignant fury at the sheer temerity of the woman. And still that sultry voice of hers went on talking, each and every one of those crisp consonants striking like a match on sandpaper lighting a flame inside of him.

Before long, Damian had lost track of the discussion taking place around him. He existed in his own private bubble – a painful, pinching, aching place.

“So do we have a deal?” asked Victoria.

The three Asian women stared back, smiling their polite smiles, then turned in towards one another talking in hushed Mandarin. The one on the end stifled a giggle.

“We have an agreement,” said Mey, the central of the three. “On one condition.”

“Which is?” asked Victoria.

The three women smiled as one. If Damian had been listening, concentrating – if he hadn’t been consumed by his bodily urges, he would have felt an unease creep over him and, maybe, just maybe, found a way of stopping this in its tracks.

“We want to see,” said Chan, the least innocent looking of the three. “What’s got your cute PA, what is it you say, hot under the collar.”

All eyes were on him now. And Damian sensed them. He snapped out of the fugue like state in which his strained discomfort had found home, and locked eyes on the three Chinese businesswomen.

“And we want to see him dance,” said the lighter haired of the trio.

There was a pause. A moment of disbelief. Had he just heard correctly? He glanced to his left, to Victoria. She had one elbow draped over the top of the upholstered seating. She gave the offer a few seconds consideration, then gave a shrug, a shrug that said no skin off my nose. She leant forward, held out an elegant hand. “Deal.”

Mey and Victoria shook on it.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” said Damian, finding his voice. “I don’t agree to anything.”

He knew full well that the whole thing was a charade – that these businesswomen knew exactly what had him ‘hot under the collar.’ And as far as he was concerned that’s as intimate as they were going to get with the subject. And yet, he should have realised by now that his thoughts counted for zippity squat.

“Get up,” said Victoria.

Damian shot her a look of pure fire. It made no difference. Within seconds he was on his feet, his protests silenced with a flick of the wrist. A few seconds more and he was jerking his hips, strutting and stripping for the Chinese businesswomen. If he wasn’t going to put on a show, Victoria was. Someone, somewhere, put on some music. The women in the bar began looking, turning, gawping at their former CEO. Damian tried to fight it, fight her – break this spell once and for all. It was futile.

As the clothes fell away and the slow hand clap started, Damian did what he’d been doing a lot of lately. He boxed himself off in a part of his mind, imagining this was all a nightmare. A nightmare that kept going and going and going. If Damian thought his day had reached a nadir, he was sorely mistaken.


Chapter 14

Abbie’s short black party dress moulded to a body of such youthful pertness that for a moment all Jamie could do was stare.  He’d heard the girly pop music coming from downstairs, knew her little gathering was well underway.

“I want them gone,” he said, trying to sound like his old self. Except his voice was hollow and all too empty of threat.

Abbie knew it too. She smiled at him from the doorway; an easy, cunning smile, that sent fresh chills down his spine.

“Get out,” he said, fingers curling tightly around the edge of the mattress he was sitting on.

Abbie didn’t leave. She pushed off the doorway towards him paying his comment all the attention one might give a whiny ten-year old brat. There was something striking about the way she moved. In her stylish heels, she looked not just sexy, but taller, more powerful. It was disorientating from where Jamie sat. It certainly wasn’t the swotty, nerdy step sis he’d always known.

“I won’t tell you again,” he said. His voice was shaky now and laced with a slither of fear that Abbie surely sensed.

This angered, it angered him so much that he leapt up from the bed. He was taller than her again now, puffing out his chest, glowering down at her. But his aggression, his male attempt at intimidation, didn’t faze her in the least.

Abbie grabbed his arms, took him down in one fell swoop. The thick carpet softened his fall, but Jamie was startled nonetheless. It allowed her to get on top of him – before he knew it she’d pinned back his arms and begun ripping off his t-shirt. The fabric tore away from his body as easily as wrapping paper. She tossed what was left of it aside and started on his sweatpants.

Jamie was still struggling, still fighting to push her off, but she was too strong, or maybe it was that he was too weak. Maybe it’s her powers that had done this to him; weakened him. Part of him sensed that she didn’t have to do it this way, that she could just freeze him up – go from there. But that wasn’t what she wanted. She wanted to teach him a lesson, show she’s physically stronger. He seethed at that realisation – with fresh impetus continued struggling.

She fended him away with one hand and stripped him of his sweatpants and boxers with the other. What was left of them joined his t-shirt strewn on the floor. Naked and pinned to the carpet, he stared up at Abbie who wore a big grin. He was hot and flustered and breathless. But Abbie, she looked as fresh as a sunlit daisy.

“Submit?” she asked with a questioning smirk.

Jamie’s guts tightened – part of him refusing to believe that this slight girl could do this to him. So he pushed back, till his muscles tensed and his face went red. And that’s when Abbie applied a little more pressure at his wrists.

“Okay,” he squawked, gasping air. “Okay, okay, I submit, I submit.”

“Good boy,” said Abbie, delivering three patronising pats on his cheek.

Jamie’s heart thumped with each one. He waited for her to get off him, but she didn’t, she kept him down on the floor beneath her. She reached out and something came jangling through the air – landing in Abbie’s outstretched hand like magic. Jamie saw what she held and gulped.

The metal studs of the collar clicked into place as it was drawn tight around his neck. He didn’t curse or yell, it was way past that. His eyelids closed (as if blocking the sight somehow diminished the reality) as the silver lead was clipped on. But then Abbie rocked back onto his crotch, yanking the leash taut, jolting his head up and his eyes open.

“Best behaviour now,” she said in that gleeful tone of hers.

Jamie baulked, but nonetheless feeling the smooth satin of her panties at his crotch, couldn’t help but harden. Abbie gave him a look that said she knew just how much he wanted her right now, a look that said she knew he’d been masturbating over her for months if not years. Smiling a derisory smile, she got up.

“Come on horn dog,” she said, pulling Jamie forward on all fours by the leash.

The girly pop music was louder now. A tangy perfumed scent filled the air. Jamie stepped off the bottom rung of the stairs and was forced straight back down to his hands and knees. A couple of girls milling in the hallway smirked. Abbie smirked back and as she dragged him past them, one of the girls ruffled his hair, the other bent down and slapped his ass. Before Jamie could attempt to say anything, he was in the living room.

There were more girls dancing and drinking in shiny outfits and sequined party dresses. But there were also college boys. Naked, collared college boys to be precise. And these weren’t just any college boys – these were the good looking ones with buff bodies and big cocks. Several of Jamie’s fellow footy team were here. A couple of them stood obediently holding out plates of party food. Others were being toyed and teased with by the girls. Jamie winced.

As he crawled on he spotted an invitation laid out next to the fireplace. It was an image of an Egyptian Goddess with a naked male slave kneeling before her. So this was how she’d billed it, ‘A Goddess, slave party.’ The thought turned his stomach, but not before his hair was ruffled and his ass groped. He turned to see a trio of girls giggling. Abbie’s friends. College girls. Things couldn’t get any worse than this he thought, as Abbie led him through the dining room and into the kitchen.

Here Rosie sat atop one of the kitchen counters, Georgia lolled against a wall. Both girls looked hot, but that for once wasn’t what kept Jamie’s attention. His gaze drifted along the metal leashes to the two collars they were connected to. Ben and Will were on their knees, naked, heads dipped to two bowls, tongues lapping at some golden liquid. A semicircle of girls watched on, snickering. Jamie’s stomach went through its somersault routine as he was dragged to them.

“Look who I’ve got,” Abbie announced. “The last of the mutt pack.”

More snickers. More grins.

“Silly billy thought he could hide upstairs,” said Abbie, laying a third bowl on the floor by the other two.

She took a can passed to her by Georgia, from a height trickled the golden liquid into the bowl. It didn’t seem to bother her that it splashed over the sides – but why should it, when Jamie could lick that up too. Done pouring, she stared down at him, “Well.”

Jamie stared back up. The night was humid and heat cascaded down his neck and shoulders, a light sweat moistened his bare skin. Above the music from the other room he could hear Ben and Will slurping beside him. He knew that if he didn’t do it, Abbie would make him do it, or maybe something worse.

“Much worse,” she said. The sparkle in her eyes as she said this made his heart beat double.

Jamie edged closer towards the bowl, lowered his head. As he did so, his and Ben’s eyes met. There was no wolf-pack howl now. Just shared humiliation. At least it’s not piss he thought, darkly looking down at the golden liquid. And with that he flicked out a tongue and began lapping. Behind came laughter. One girl – maybe Rosie – said, “Drink doggy drink.”

Jamie felt a tight strangulated feeling in his chest. He felt breathless, winded – like all the air had gone out of him. The liquid, the beer, tasted warm and unpleasant. Abbie crouched by his side, pulled the leash taut and his face back to it. “I didn’t say stop.”

Something ignited and in an instant fire was flowing through Jamie’s veins. He was on the brink of telling her where to go, telling her he wanted these bitches gone, this party over, when she forced him back to the bowl.

“That’s a good boy,” she purred as he licked. “That’s a good, good, boy.”

Thereafter, the evening didn’t get much better for Jamie. Abbie kept him on a tight leash. He was dragged about. He was shown off. He was made to perform his party trick. He was treated like some kind of house pet.

The girls themselves continued teasing the boys. They got them hard (which wasn’t difficult when they knew everything their horny minds were thinking). They measured them, played games like ring toss. A couple of the boys couldn’t hold on and blew their loads right there in front of everyone. The girls whooped and cheered. The boys went red – but it wasn’t long before they were all cleaned up and stiff again. And just when Jamie thought the night couldn’t get any more humiliating, Abbie handed his leash over to Rosie and disappeared upstairs, tugging one collared slave boy behind her.

“What? You didn’t seriously think you could ever please her with that little wiener dick.” Rosie flicked a heel at Jamie’s penis, which much to his mortification had remained hard throughout the nights ordeal. It rebounded back off his abs and Jamie shot her an icy glare. Rosie simply laughed.

Another ecstatic cry echoed out from the main bedroom and into the living room where Damian sat. He felt an unbearable throbbing at his loins and grimaced. Who the hell did she think she was? She was behaving like…like…him! After his impromptu striptease, Victoria had successfully wrapped up her dealings with the Chinese businesswomen and swiftly moved on to more personal matters. Personal matters that chiefly involved picking up some young buck and bringing him back here to fuck his brains out by the sound of it.

Damian still bristled at the little show she’d put on for him during the ride back. Touchy and feely and kissing the kid – all the while sneaking side glances towards him. Yeah she knew what she was doing all right.

Damian who was hunched upon the edge of the couch, ground a fist into the palm of his left hand. He was mad. Mad at having had to strip and jiggle his chastity encased cock to a bar roomful of his former employees. Mad at having to listen to…

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Victoria’s ecstatic cries echoed in quick succession. They were followed by yet more panting groans.

Anger overtook Damian’s thoughts and he was up, bounding towards the entranceway. Screw this! Screw her! He placed a firm hand on the door handle – expecting the door to be locked, expecting to have to rip it from its hinges if need be, but with one downward tug it pulled open. Scarcely believing it, Damian looked out upon the empty corridor – to freedom. There was a hesitation (after all it had been months since Damian had been out alone) but not much of one.

As soon as he was certain the way really was clear, he stepped over the threshold and gently closed the door behind him. Even then as he hurried along the corridor he expected to hear Victoria’s voice, feel her power over him. But there was nothing, not as he hurtled down the stairwell (less likely to run into someone than the elevator) nor walked at a measured pace (though the adrenaline was pumping and his heart racing) beyond reception and straight out the main entrance.

Fuelled on nothing more than the high of his escape, and the glimmering hope of his independence, it took Damian all of a hundred metres before he came to an abrupt stop. In the last of the days light, stark reality struck. He had no money, no debit or credit card, no mobile, no passport. Certainly no way of paying for a cab to the airport and getting the hell out of this basket case of a country. And yet just as quickly as his predicament and all its impossibilities sunk in, a more immediate concern was upon him.

The three women tottered towards him drunkenly, all big smiles and laughter – looking like they were out on a big night out.

“Oooh this one looks a bit tasty girls,” leered one of them from afar. “Smart too.”

“You reckon he’s got a big cock,” said another loudly.

The one on the end swatted at her friend in mild rebuke and, as the three of them collapsed into a bundle of hysterics, Damian took his chance. It wasn’t manly or butch to run, but in that moment Damian didn’t give two hoots. He disappeared down a side street not looking back until their cackling laughter was no more. Only then he breathed. Still, he was jumpy. The clatter of bins, every passing shadow and distant noise, pricked his ears, set his nerves on edge. Everything felt like it was crowding in on him.

For the first time in his life, Damian was learning what it had been like for women navigating dark city streets alone. All it would take would be one woman to take a fancy to him and who knows where he might end up. Better not to think about it thought Damian, dabbing away the sheen of sweat at his brow and, with wary renewed focus, continuing down the empty side street into the fading light and unknown night.

As the police car wound its way south back towards the station, Yasmine found herself having one of those moments contemplating life, the universe and everything. She was somehow certain the gift of the powers hadn’t been a random accident. They’d been sent with a purpose; dropped like magic beans on cracked arid land to flourish and blossom and create something so much better.

Already in five years at the Met she’d seen so much hurt and violence and nastiness. And so much of it fell disproportionally on her sex, women. But the powers, well, they had the scope to change everything. In less than six months women were taking control at home, in the workplace, across society. Crime was down. The streets already felt safer. How would things be in two, three, ten years from now?

The thought alone gave Yasmine a warm fuzzy feeling in the centre of her belly. This thing was so much larger than her, so much larger than the city – and yet for the first time in her life, she felt she was in the right place, at the right moment, doing the right job.

“You all right Yas?”

Yasmine glanced at her partner Zoe in the driver’s seat. “Mm-hm, why’d you ask?”

“Oh I don’t know, maybe because that’s the first time since we’ve been on patrol that you’ve been quiet for more than a minute.”

It was true. Yasmine was a talkative, bubbly young woman, not one normally for introspection. In her world thinking too much about things slowed you down. Action and deeds were what mattered. To think was to question. And to question led to trouble. And yet like so much else, the bonds of the old were beginning to loosen. Maybe it was the powers. Maybe it was her way of sifting through the incredible strangeness of the last six months. But something had opened up. An easy, contemplative, reflective side that Yasmine had scarcely known was there. She smiled a tranquil, pretty smile. “You believe there’s a God, Zoe.”

Zoe studied her intently for a second, returned her eyes to the road ahead.

“A God, no,” she said, shaking her head. There was a pause, but Yasmine somehow knew she wasn’t done. “A Goddess, definitely.”

There was a look between the two women and suddenly they were laughing. A titter at first, but then something uncontrollable and breathless. The sort of laughter that makes your chest ache and your eyes water. A primal and instinctive laughter that came from a place of deep ease. They laughed until they’d almost laughed themselves out – and that’s when Yasmine saw him.

He’d just slammed down the receiver in one of those old fashioned phone boxes nobody used anymore, and set off along the pavement. There was something wary and cautious and not quite right about his movements. And Yasmine, who along with her fellow female officers had been told to be on the lookout for possible male troublemakers, was on to him.

“Hold up,” she said, pushing herself up, her body language suddenly alert and on point.

“Well what do we have here,” said Zoe, slowing the car to a crawl.

“I don’t know,” said Yasmine, “but something’s not right about him.”

“You wanna check him out?”

Yasmine nodded.


Chapter 15

“Whaddya mean you can’t help me,” said Damian getting angry now.

Bill Withers lived a playboy lifestyle. He had the private jet, the army of servants. Or at least he used to.

“Look this really isn’t a good time Damian. If she catches me, I’m…” His voice cracked and faltered and fell silent.

“Bill? Hello? Bill!”

Down the line, Damian just about made out the stern voice of a woman. There was Bill’s muffled reply, then what sounded like a thwack. There was a definite yelp from Bill, then the woman’s voice clearer now.

“Disobedient slave. Get back upstairs. I’ll be up to punish you in a minute.”

Damian’s stomach turned.

“Damian Siegal,” said the woman. Her voice sounded amused.

“Who is this?”

The woman’s laugh was harsh and cutting. “Don’t bother calling again. Bill’s very much indisposed for the foreseeable future.”

At that the line went dead.

Damian slammed down the receiver, letting the last of the change he’d scrounged tingle into the empty chamber, and strode on. It wouldn’t be long before it was fully dark now. He needed help. He was getting desperate. There must be one goddamn male in this city who still had some kind of authority. They couldn’t all have been reduced to…

A sudden blast of a siren swung Damian around. His mind took in the sight of the cop car pulling up next to the kerb beside him, the passenger door hinging open, the sweep of dark hair of the pretty female officer – before he was off running like his life depended on it. There was a shout from behind, “Stop! Police!”

As far as Damian was concerned she could shout all she wanted; he was a free citizen, he knew his rights. And yet at the back of his racing mind was a slither of doubt as to whether that was true anymore. That’s why he ran. That’s why he continued running even after the cop’s cries. That’s why he was still running – right up until his legs locked up and he tumbled to the ground.

“You didn’t have to do that,” said Damian as the shimmery black haired female officer yanked him up by his upper arm. Her partner, blonde, and also young, had his other arm.

“Evidently I did,” said Yasmine.

Damian didn’t bother arguing that she could have stopped him dead in his tracks without the going over part – I mean, the situation was humiliating enough. The female officers frog marched him back to the car, shoved him in back, then slammed the door. Damian was already shimmying across the seat, trying the other door as they got in, in front.

“I wouldn’t bother, it’s locked,” said Yasmine.

Damian straightened up, stared ahead at the pretty cop. “You can’t do this,” he said. “I know my rights.”

Yasmine didn’t even blink. “Emergency law 116 of the police code says we can arrest or detain any male posing harm to themselves or others.” She said this as if she’d already said it a thousand times. “So yeah, we can actually.”

“Harm,” said Damian, withholding the fury bubbling up inside of him. “Who was I posing harm to?”

“Yourself,” said the blonde at the wheel in front.

Stunned, Damian returned his attention back to Yasmine who was still turned facing him.

“Myself?” he said, half questioning, half incongruous.

“That’s right,” said Yasmine like it was the clearest thing in the world. “It’s getting dark. A man like you shouldn’t be wandering the streets alone at this hour.”

Realisation dawned for Damian. That was why they’d stopped me, was this a joke? He almost laughed aloud. “Thank you for your concern officers, really, you’re doing a terrific job, but I think I can manage from here out.”

Damian smiled the type of boyish smile that combined with his handsome features and baby blue eyes, had not so long ago had women eating out the palm of his hand. Except that was then and this was a whole new world.

“What’s your name?” asked Yasmine turning and reaching for a small tablet like device.

Damian gazed upon it, certain it contained the name of every male in the known universe. He wasn’t telling them anything. They could release him right now or…

“Damian Siegal,” said Yasmine, having grown tired of waiting for an answer and plucked the name straight from his subconscious. “Guardian, one Ms Victoria Sharpe. Home address, Newton Road Strasa building, penthouse suite.”

Yasmine glanced at Zoe, who raised her eyebrows. They’d caught a big one all right.

“I’m not going back there,” said Damian.

“What’s that?” asked Yasmine

“The penthouse, I said I’m not going back there.”

Yasmine turned. “Does your handler know of your whereabouts?”

Damian cringed. That word handler, it was so demeaning. It made him sound like some stray dog.

“Thought not,” said Yasmine. She flicked her chin at her partner. “Drive.”

As soon as the car left the kerb, Damian snapped; ramming his shoulder into the side door, trying to force the lock – however impossible.

“Stop that,” said Yasmine, with minimal effort taking control of his body and literally sticking his back to the car seat. He was about to mouth something, so she shut his mouth too. “Better.”

She turned back around but kept him still and straight and mute. Glued to the seat, Damian tensed and fumed and tried to regain an iota of his will, but just like the car door he’d tried to bash open, it was well beyond him.

As they drove on Yasmine dug a little deeper into Damian’s background. It was clear he’d been a big deal in the city. Online there were still clips of him making speeches, addressing shareholders. There was also one of him announcing his resignation and handing control of Zastra to one Victoria Sharpe. Oh dear, he didn’t look happy. Yasmine held in a titter, then glanced around at the good looking Yank. His baby blue eyes drilled into her as cold as ice.

“So what’s the deal, why were you running?”

Damian grimaced, rolling his tongue across his front teeth. How old was this cop – twenty-four, twenty-five – she barely looked out of college. He wasn’t explaining anything to her. Yasmine gave a little shrug. “Fine,” she said, and swung back around.

Damian glanced at the blonde eyeing him in the rear-view mirror, at the buildings he recognised passing by – they were getting closer. The hard headed negotiator in him realised this was a chance he couldn’t let slip.

“You have no idea what she’s had me doing.”

“Who?” asked Yasmine facing him again.

“Victoria,” growled Damian. He inhaled, controlling the urge to take out all that anger and bubbling frustration. “She’s demoted me to her personal assistant, she’s made me a laughing stock. She’s had me stripping and dancing and she’s got me in this, this…”

Damian couldn’t say the word, but it was obvious from Yasmine’s downward glance at his crotch, the blonde’s smirk, that he didn’t need to.

“You know what I see,” said Yasmine.

An abuse of power, an injustice…Damian felt his hopes rising, maybe there was one reasonable woman in this crazed world after all.

“I see an arrogant, misogynistic city boy, who’s had the tables turned on him.”

Each of Yasmine’s words felt like a kick in the balls.

“You should be grateful she’s kept you employed and let you stay on at this ‘penthouse’ of hers,” she went on. “You should be grateful she hasn’t thrown you out in the street to be claimed by who knows who.”

Grateful! Damian almost choked on the word. “Are you serious?” he hissed, realising these two were as batty as all the rest. “You’re insane. You’ve all gone insane. I swear to God when this ends, when men get their act together…What? What’s so funny?”

Zoe’s giddy laughter came in short tittering bursts. “I’m sorry to have to tell you, but men are old news. Take a look around. We’re in charge now.”

Damian shook his head defiantly. “That’s not true, someone somewhere will mount a stand. Men won’t accept being second class citizens.”

The pretty black haired cop beamed an easy smile. “I think you’ll be whatever we want you to be.”

Damian felt the colour drain from his face – because as much as it pained him, he knew she was right. The truth of it hit him there and then like a thunderbolt. It wasn’t just Victoria. There were hundreds, thousands of women like her. Women who wouldn’t rest until they had complete and utter dominance of his sex. The black haired cops grin acknowledged as much.

“Sit back, shut up and don’t kick up anymore fuss,” she warned him.

Damian slumped back, knowing that to do anything but would be both a waste of time and energy.

“Now let’s get you home nice and safe,” said Yasmine.

As the car continued on through the darkened streets, Damian couldn’t help but recall an incident in his youth at Lizard cove, a notorious parking spot you took your date. The college girl had been as innocent and wholesome as they come. She’d said no, but Damian had gone on anyways, yanking off her frilly white panties and having his way.

The cop had come round the next day, an old haggard guy, who’d given him the speech, tried to scare the living bejuses out of him. But no charges had been brought, no proper investigation conducted. Damian was a straight A student and had a clean record to boot. A boy like him was entitled to a few passes, wasn’t he?

Anyway, the haggard old cops little talk had stuck in Damian’s mind. Not because it scared him. But because it was the moment he’d realised how careful he had to be, the moment he’d realised he needed power and leverage, and the authority to discredit and keep his victims silent. And since then there’d been many – so, so, many.

“We’re here,” said Yasmine sharply. “Get out.”

Damian glowered up at the broad windows of the luxury apartment from which he’d fled. He didn’t want to get out, he didn’t want to go in there. But Yasmine grabbed his upper arm and yanked him out of the car. With a subtle pressure at the base of his back, Yasmine on his left, the blonde on his right, he was marched in through the front entrance. There was a brief discussion at the front reception (the place was more like a five-star hotel than a residential building). The young woman told the cops Victoria was waiting. So up they went in the elevator, the numbers of each floor lighting up on the way.

“Don’t do this,” said Damian, in one last pitch to persuade them to do something. “Victoria’s out of control. She’s got my passport, my money, it’s all locked up in there. I’ve got no way out.”

“I’m sure it’s for your own good,” said the blonde breezily.

Damian’s jaw hung open incredulous, but before a syllable was spoken, Yasmine was guiding him on. “Let’s go.”

Out the elevator they stepped, along the corridor with its stylish under lighting they walked. Even the door to the penthouse looked expensive; some type of deep dark wood. Yasmine wrapped on it twice.

“I’m not safe here,” Damian was spluttering. “She wants to break me. She won’t stop till I’m completely…”

The door swung open and there Victoria stood in all her sumptuousness. Her silk blouse was rolled at the sleeves, a couple of extra buttons were undone at her chest. Arms folded across it, she didn’t look impressed.

“Ma’am, we believe this belongs to you,” said Yasmine.

Damian glared at the young cop, she was talking like he was some piece of property.

“That’s exactly what you are,” said Victoria. “Now get in here.”

Damian didn’t know whether he was controlling his legs or she was, but automatically he stepped inside. He heard Victoria thanking the cops, the door close shut and then the sound of her heels coming up behind him. She strode straight past him and sat primly in an armchair by the fireplace. She crossed her smooth bare legs, took a sip of wine from the flute on the side table, then fixed him with a cool, unnerving glare.

“Come,” she said.

Damian hesitated.

“Come,” she repeated.

This time Damian came forward, though just how much of it was him he couldn’t have told you. He came to a stop between the edge of the big cream rug and Victoria’s armchair.

“You’ve been a bad boy Damian, a very bad boy.”

Boy, that word never ceased to rankle. He was a fully grown man for crying out loud.

“Take off your clothes,” said Victoria.

Damian felt his insides clench. Brow furrowed, he stared across at her. He noticed a slight blush at her full cheeks, a dewy glow to her smooth skin, signs of a woman who’d not long ago hit the heady height of arousal. His inaccessible cock flexed in protest against its plastic constraint. Damian certainly had no intention of taking his clothes off.

“I won’t ask again,” said Victoria.

Damian placed his hands on his hips defiantly. And that’s when it happened. An almighty tear from the top of his shirt to the tips of his leather shoes. There was what felt like a whoosh of warm air as buttons pinged left and right, and the shredded remains of everything he’d worn gusted across to the far side of the room – leaving Damian stranded like a peeled fruit, naked and bare, golden skin glinting in the light. If he’d doubted Victoria’s power, that doubt was gone.

“You know what bad boys get don’t you Damian?” Victoria let the question hang unanswered for a second. “They get punished.”

Damian gulped a nervous gulp, his throat felt bone dry.

“Get over my knee,” said Victoria, edging forward on the armchair a little, knees together.

Rooted to where he stood, Damian’s face was hard, the pecs at his chest rising and falling. He wasn’t just angry, he was apoplectic. But that wasn’t going to stop Victoria. She took control of his legs again, kneeled him over her lap.

“You need to accept you’re the weaker sex Damian,” she purred in that velvety voice of hers. “You need to accept that there’s no way out for you.”

“Never!” Damian growled.

The palm of Victoria’s hand came down hard and firm on Damian’s backside – the sound was resoundingly meaty. The first slap was followed by a second, then a third. There was shock, disbelief from the former CEO. She’s spanking me! She’s really spanking me!

“You know if you won’t serve me, then it’ll be another woman. Either way you’ll end up someone’s little bitch.”

Damian opened his mouth to curse, only to have it shut by another firm slap on his ass. As hit followed hit he was given just enough lassitude to squirm and writhe. It made no difference, Victoria found her target. Only when his backside was hot and red and sore, did she push him off her.

Smarting, Damian glowered up, kneeling on the floor where she wanted him.

“That wasn’t supposed to be enjoyable,” said Victoria.

Confused, Damian followed her gaze to his crotch where his engorged cock, suffocated and squeezed, pressed the plastic chastity. Such was the coruscating anger, the coursing adrenaline, that he hadn’t felt the pained pinch – until now.

“You don’t know what you want, do you?” Victoria smirked, twirling the small silver key that hung from her necklace between two fingers. “Tell me, how did you even think you were getting out of that thing without this?”

“I’d of found a way,” Damian grimaced.

“Accept it Damian, I own you, every inch of you.” Victoria reached down, with a finger examined the stuffed chastity.

Lesser men than Damian would have yielded, would have been begging for release, but he couldn’t, wouldn’t…not to her.

“Keep disappointing me and you won’t be getting out of this anytime soon.” Victoria tapped the chastity three times with a varnished nail and settled back in the armchair.

Damian gave her a look that said bite me.

“How many women have you fucked on that rug Damian?”

Even in his current predicament, Damian felt a boastful pride rise up – the question itself throwing up a raft of images of hot, rough hard sex, in which he’d treated his conquests like his own personal fuck toys, satisfaction guaranteed (at least for him). Countless was the answer of course, but Damian didn’t say it. A smile tugging his lips, he looked Victoria in the face and simply let those images roll through his mind, let her know how he’d pounded the lookalike from behind doggy style, let her know there were some things she couldn’t take away.

Victoria took a sip of wine as if cleansing her palate from a particularly bad aftertaste. “I want you on all fours on the rug…now,” she said, her snappy purposeful tone wiping the strained smile clean from Damian’s face.

A second later he was crawling for the rug, unable to stop himself, unable to stop her. As his palms and knees settled on the big cream shag pile, he caught sight of himself in the tall mirror on the far wall opposite. A sullen scowl furrowed his brow, the smooth musculature of his broad shoulders and strong arms was taut. He didn’t look manly or powerful, he looked like an animal brought to heel.

“I was hoping I wouldn’t have to do this,” said Victoria.

Damian’s eyes flicked up to her in the mirrors reflection; she was stepping out of her heels, unzipping the back of her skirt. As she walked over to a table she shimmied out of the skirt – revealing black lace panties and a juicy, curvaceous tush. Transfixed, Damian followed it to the edge of the frame, tried to turn and keep on leering, only to find himself locked down.

“Do what?” he grunted, resisting the renewed pinch at his groin.

There was a sound somewhere off behind him like the flip of a lid on a bottle of sun lotion or ketchup. It was followed by the kind of burpy squirt both might make.

“You’ve got a bad attitude,” said Victoria, not answering his question directly. “I’m going to fix that.”

Damian let out a disgruntled snort of derision. “Enough games,” he simmered. “I want up and I want out of this damn chastity. You hear!”

The soft tread of footsteps approached.

“You can’t keep me in this thing indefinitely,” Damian continued to rage.

“Oh can’t I?”

It was then that Victoria reappeared within the mirror. She still wore the white blouse rolled at the sleeves and unbuttoned to the breast. She still had on the black lace panties. But above them, strapped at the crotch, was a vibrant pink dildo, shiny and smooth.

Damian stared wide eyed and slack jawed – momentarily stunned.

“What? Pink doesn’t suit me?”

“Get that thing away from me,” Damian almost shrieked.

“I don’t think you’re in any position to negotiate,” purred Victoria. “Now ass up,” she said swatting at his rosy red cheeks.

He tried his utmost to move, somehow scuttle clear, but found himself not just stuck, but arching his spine and presenting his backside as Victoria assumed control. As she crouched behind him, there was another burpy squirt and Damian felt the cool trickle of lube between his butt cheeks. Hot sweat bubbled up on his skin.

“Don’t do this,” he croaked.

“Oh I like that. Beg some more for me.”

Dry mouthed, Damian closed his eyes. This wasn’t happening. This couldn’t be happening. A prod of the strap-on at his anus said otherwise. In a last ditch attempt at resistance he clenched, but Victoria merely loosened him up with her wicked mind and slipped the strap-on inside.

Damian gasped, gripping the hairs of the rug tightly. He wasn’t no fag. He didn’t take it up the ass – until now evidently.

Victoria started slow, gently rocking back and forth, easing in and out. “You’re going to start serving me properly Damian,” she said. “No more hissy fits. I want absolute obedience.”

“Fuck you,” he roared.

Victoria laughed at that. “The only person getting fucked over here is you.” She slapped him hard on the ass and sped up her thrusting. And as she did some pressure point was struck.

When Victoria had first penetrated him, he’d shrunk. Now his cock swelled, bulging in chastity. Damian tried to deny it, tried to push the feeling away, but soon it overwhelmed, scattering all thought. A moan, a gasp, escaped his lips. And Victoria pounced on it.

“That’s right, you know what you are.”

She leant forward on tippy toes, hugging his chest, resting her chin on his upper back, forcing the strap-on deeper. Damian felt the silk of her blouse, the press of her hard nipples, smelt the perfumed aroma of her scent.

“You’re my bitch slave and you’re going to do everything I say from now on without complaint. Say it.”

Damian bit his tongue, straining as another build up of pressure tore at his mind.

“You know I hear the sex shops around town are doing a roaring trade,” said Victoria. “Maybe I’ll pick something up for these nipples.” She lifted a finger to his right nipple, flicked at it playfully.

Damian moaned loudly without thought to supress it.

There was that sultry laugh as Victoria leant back and, still thrusting, cradled his balls. “Or maybe a pillory for these. They do feel awfully large.”

Damian panted. His body felt primed – like a pressure cooker on the boil.

“Or maybe I’ll just go bigger next time,” said Victoria, she tilted forward, resting her chin on his back again. “Say it. Tell me what you are.”

Damian groaned loud and uncontrollably, his sweat slicked body shook. Victoria pulled back, but kept on pumping and pumping until his eyes flashed open and he saw her there in the mirror – a big grin, breasts bouncing, hair flowing as she thrusted. “Say it,” she demanded.

Something inside of Damian cracked as that indescribable pressure teetered on the precipice. It was too much, all too much. “I’ll do whatever you say,” he spluttered. “I admit it, I admit, I’m your bitch slave.”

“Yes you are,” said Victoria. She spanked him on the ass and that was all it took.

“Arrgggghhhh!” Damian cried, as his body tensed, and the pressure burst and his caged cock erupted its sticky ejaculate.

Coherent thought returned as a trickle. Shallow breaths, aching limbs, the pop of the strap-on removed at his anus. What just happened? What did I say? He loosened his grip on the thick fur rug and hazily looked up.

And there in the mirror Victoria stood behind him triumphantly – hands on hips, a wide smile at her lips.

The two glasses clinked loudly.

“Cheers,” said Grace and Yasmine in unison.

The good friends shared a smile and sipped at their colourful drinks. Grace had just told Yasmine about her promotion and the two women were in a giddy, celebratory mood. It had been a long while since they’d got glammed up and gone out to a bar like this; work commitments and boyfriends having so often jettisoned plans. But with Alex’s new found obedience and the boys picking up the menial slack at work, things had become significantly more manageable, not to mention fun.

“You wouldn’t believe who I picked up today,” said Yasmine.

“Who?”

“That Zastra guy, Damian Siegal.”

“The former CEO?”

“Mm-hm,” smirked Yasmine. “And guess who his guardian is.”

Grace shook her head, because women’s thoughts were private.

“Victoria Sharpe. Current CEO.”

“You’re kidding.” Grace had heard of the male dismissals and female takeovers in recent months, but nothing quite so…dedicated.

“Yeah,” said Yasmine, taking another sip of her cocktail. “And she didn’t look best pleased with him for running away.”

“He ran away?”

“Yeah, and that’s not all.” Yasmine smiled naughtily. “She’s got him in chastity.”

“Chastity!” Grace looked around to see a few stares. “Chastity?” she repeated softly.

“Yep,” said Yasmine with a big pop of the ‘p.’

“Shouldn’t you have done something?”

“Why? The guy was an arrogant jerk.”

Yeah thought Grace, nodding along in agreement. After all, she and Yasmine had been exposed to so much of the same casual sexism. That’s why she trusted her friend’s judgement on this like it was her own. If Yasmine said this guy deserved it, then he deserved it.

“Speaking of jerks,” said Yasmine, flicking her head in the direction of a group of young guys across the bar.

They were being rowdy and leery and loud. They’d already made a move on Grace and Yasmine – only to be promptly shut down – and were now hitting on any other women that caught their fancy.

“Why oh why would they think that would work,” said Grace.

“Because they’re idiots,” replied Yasmine.

They watched as the guys sidled up to another group of girls, who much like Grace and Yasmine, looked suitably unimpressed. Any sensible man would have noticed the little shakes of the heads, the derisive looks, and beat a hasty retreat. But these weren’t men – they were cocky and arrogant boys. Boys most likely employed at some all male firm. Boys who wore their laddish banter like a badge of pride.

“They’re playing with fire,” said Yasmine, noticing the girls’ whispers, from one hunter to another, noticing the predatory glint in their eyes.

Maybe one of the guys said something, maybe he just thought it – either way he was in trouble. There was the stiff, jerky movement, the loss of control. A girl pointed at one of his mates. A second later the two boys were face to face.

“They’re not going to…” Grace trailed off as lips came together and they were made to give each other a big smoochy kiss.

The boys had initially made such a spectacle of themselves that everyone in the bar had taken notice. There were laughs and guffaws, even from the boys’ mates. They needn’t have worried, they wouldn’t be left out. As the pair of boys broke away, pawing at their mouths, the seated girls had a brief consultation. It seemed they’d found their nights entertainment, and they were taking it home. A second later the group were on their feet, marching the boys out between them.

Grace took a sip of her cocktail feeling the kind of warm flutter she’d been feeling every time she saw the male of the species inferiority so blatantly exposed. “What do you think they’re going to do to them?” she asked.

Yasmine raised her eyebrows suggestively.

“No!” said Grace, though she like Yasmine had heard the rumours.

Tales of hot guys forced to give handjobs, or blowjobs, or particularly cruel women making two Alphas go at it while they watched. For a second or two, Grace felt a tinge of guilt creep into her conscience for finding it all so erotic, only to remember how long she and every other woman had had to endure men’s demeaning fantasies. A quick online search would remind her of those. No, a little payback wasn’t such a bad thing, was it?

“Guy’s like that make me think we need male pest control,” said Yasmine, evidently not in the least bit sympathetic.

“Now there’s an idea for the committee,” said Grace, straight faced.

Both women burst into laughter.

“So,” said Grace, sweeping a hand through her glossy blonde locks. “When do I meet this Rav I’ve been hearing all about.”

“Whenever he’s not tied up,” replied Yasmine, her sparkly eyes and bright smile telling Grace all she needed about how much fun she was having with the sexy male cop.

“To us,” said Grace, lifting her drink, smiling back at her friend. “And all the women out there finding professional fulfilment and,” she added with a grin, “personal satisfaction.”

Yasmine gave an approving little nod and, for the second time, glasses clinked.


Epilogue

The silver cutlery glinted in the morning sunlight, bright and spotless, reflecting Jamie’s bare skin back at himself. Except for the silk black boxers and collar at his neck, he was all but naked. He finished arranging the cutlery and napkins until they aligned perfectly with the place set opposite, then stepped back, casting an appraising eye over the pretty lace table cloth and the breakfast selection of fruits, yoghurts and cereals laid neatly upon it. As he did so, the distinct clank of the letterbox and thud of post, came from the hallway.

Jamie flicked on the kettle in preparation for the woman of the house’s morning coffee, and hurried out. The two cream envelopes lay on the mat at the foot of the front door. Without having to pick them up, Jamie knew where they were from, but pick them up he did. He placed Abbie’s on the little shelf to the right of the door, then stared down at his own.

The very sight of the Hollinghurst College insignia stamped in the corner was enough to raise his pulse, redden his cheeks a little. Not so long ago he’d have felt nothing but a swell of pride at seeing that name and all it represented, but not now. Now he could only see it in the context of the takeover and all that had happened to him and every other boy there this past year.

Jamie gulped, only to feel the collar tight at his neck. It was a further reminder of his place and indeed his training. He was still staring down at the envelope when the eager tread of footsteps turned him.

“Is it here?” asked Abbie from midway down the staircase.

She wore an expression of anxious excitement and a peachy dress that showed off lithe limbs and a smooth summer tan. Even this early in the morning, she looked nothing short of resplendent.

Jamie, whose hand had instinctively snapped behind his back hiding his own envelope, gave a little sideways nod to Abbie’s on the shelf.

“Oh my God!” she exclaimed, those coltish legs hurrying down the remaining stairs. She raised a hand and the letter flew from where it rested straight into her grasp. “Mum!…Mum!” she called upstairs, striding for the dining room.

A second or two later, the elegant figure of Fiona Reed appeared in a light blue trouser suit, clipping an earring in one ear as she took the stairs.

“Coffee,” she mouthed to Jamie, who still stood with his back to the front door where Abbie had left him.

He watched Fiona stride through to the dining room and, after a split-second hesitation, quickly hurried after her. By the time he was pouring the coffee, Abbie’s ecstatic cries were ringing out. “A star, A star, A star,” she practically screeched.

They came one after the other – the only blot if you could call it that was a single straight A in Math’s.

“Oh darling,” said Fiona, looping an arm around her daughter and giving her a big squeeze. “I’m so proud of you.”

Jamie who was pouring Abbie’s orange juice, pinched the paper of his own envelope still hidden behind his back. His best hope was that they’d ignore him, his best hope was that they’d get on with their day like he wasn’t even there. And so he stepped innocuously off to one side, silent and servile, but on hand as he’d been trained.

“I wonder if I should go for the course at LCU or the internship.” Abbie sat, a jitterbug of excitement as she dipped a spoon into a yoghurt while simultaneously texting friends.

Fiona who sat sipping at her coffee, regarded her daughter proudly. “A young woman like you can do anything she wants, anything.”

Anything, the word said with such conviction repeated itself over and over in Jamie’s mind. It was true of course. Even for a girl without Abbie’s stellar grades the future was bright, but Abbie, well, she could shoot for the moon. Not like him. Or any other boy for that matter.

Standing by the counter Jamie felt a discomforting wispy sensation like tiny insects were crawling over his bare back. A residue of something, something from before his training, before the powers, scraped at his insides. And although he tried to suppress it, not give vent or sound to it, a squeaky, pitiful little gasp escaped his lungs.

“What was that?” asked Abbie, suddenly looking to him along with Fiona.

So much for innocuous.

“Nothing ma’am,” Jamie replied, addressing Abbie like all good houseboys should.

“You’re lying,” said Abbie. “What are you hiding?”

Jamie’s hand curled tight around the envelope in its grasp.

“I think somebody just got their report card,” said a clearly amused Fiona.

“Show me,” said Abbie.

The game was up and Jamie knew it. He drew the envelope from behind his back “I was going to show you, but then you got caught up with your own letter and I thought it should wait.”

“Aww, how considerate of you,” Abbie teased, surely knowing that was another lie.

Jamie felt warm blood mount his face, perspiration begin to dot the nape of his neck. He knew what she, what they were capable of, and those thoughts made him sweat.

“Have you opened it yet?” asked Fiona.

“No, of course not ma’am,” said Jamie, tilting the envelope to show he was true to his word.

“Well, don’t hold us in suspense.”

Jamie’s eyes flicked from Fiona back to Abbie. She rested her elbows on the table top, tucked fists beneath her chin, stared at him with eager interest. The blood at Jamie’s face turned hot. All too aware of his watchful audience, he swiped open the envelope and unfolded the letter from inside. The paper was thick and creamy and important looking – but that was where the similarities with Abbie’s ended.

Alongside the list of subjects he’d been studying (right up until the curriculum for college boys had changed) were the letters n/a; not applicable. That summed it up, thought Jamie, a lump in his throat developing as his gaze drifted down over those subjects to the only one that now had any relevance for boys like him, Domestic Science.

That’s right, for a whole year Jamie and his male cohort had been learning to cook and clean, and be good houseboys. There’d inevitably been some resistance, some teething problems as it were, but the obedience classes sorted that. A few weeks of strict female discipline had quickly seen attitudes change. And now here he was, a new boy, a new servant. Cheeks aflame, he stared down at those words, Domestic Science, and the big pass grade next to it.

“Say it,” said Abbie.

Jamie looked up to see her grinning. He cleared his throat and dredged up the words. “I got a pass, Domestic Science.”

“How splendid,” said Fiona. “A fully trained houseboy all our own.”

Jamie nodded. “Yes ma’am.”

As ridiculous as it sounded he felt a tinge of gratitude. Fiona really didn’t have to keep him around. Since the divorce, everything of his Dad’s was hers. As for his father, he remained in purgatory in whatever middle eastern country he’d been working (and cheating apparently). And that wasn’t worth contemplation. The truth of it was, Abbie could end her guardianship of him any time she wanted, and then he’d be government property. And from what he’d heard that was not a road he wanted to go down.

“Recite your lesson for us,” said Abbie, sitting back and folding her arms.

Pushing the remaining slither of pride, ego, male stubbornness down, Jamie spoke the mantra now drilled in to every one of the Hollinghurst male graduates.

“My duty is my sacrifice. My sacrifice is to her. She commands. I obey. That is how it is written. My guardian is power. My guardian is my purpose. She is the one I serve.”

“Good boy,” said Fiona.

Jamie felt those flaming, burning cheeks and dropped his head. When he raised it a minute or two later, Fiona was on her feet ready to head off to her important job in the city.

“Congratulations smarty pants,” she said, giving Abbie, who was jabbing at her phone, a little peck on the head.

“Thanks mum.”

A smiling Fiona glanced at Jamie. “I want dinner ready by six-thirty, and everything else spick and span.”

Jamie gave another one of those subordinate little nods of his and watched as she strode out. As the front door slammed shut, he was already clearing away her drained mug, crumby plate.

“Now you’ve passed domestic science I might sign you up for some more boy classes.” Abbie made a point of looking up from her phone. She obviously knew how much he hated this. “Women worship, advance cooking. How does that sound?”

“Fantastic ma’am,” said Jamie, as brightly as he could manage.

Abbie snickered. A second later her phone buzzed and she sauntered off into the living room, her voice loud and hysterical as she and a girlfriend compared grades. She had a long day of both celebrating and relaxing ahead.

Things were different for Jamie, very different indeed.

The sun shone, the birds tweeted, Yasmine gazed up at the cloudless blue sky feeling a sense of rightness with the world. She was back on patrol, back on the beat, and life felt great. To her right the parched grass of Regent’s Park spread out in sunlit glory. Groups of women lazed in the sunshine. Most had a hot guy on hand with snacks and drinks. Some of these guys were shirtless, a few completely naked.

Soft, easy laughter rang out, and Yasmine looked across to see two women playing fetch. The naked male scurried after the Frisbee on all fours like an eager puppy. A dozen seconds later he was back with it between his teeth, receiving approving pats on the head from the girls. Yasmine smirked, not in the least surprised.

This past year she’d seen men led around on leashes, some in skimpy humiliating outfits, others like the buff boys in the park, naked and collared. Some of the women did it to keep the boys in check, some of them did it as punishment, some – the really cruel ones – got off on it. And who could blame them. For decades, centuries, men had been the dominant sex. They’d turned women into property, chattel, housewives. They’d mistreated them, taken them for granted. No, women had every right to have their fun mused Yasmine.

She’d often wondered what a society run by women would look like; more caring and compassionate, and considerate perhaps. Since the powers she’d realised this was bull. If anything society was even more discriminating, more sexist – only now towards the guys. Which was fine by Yasmine, just fine.

As she crossed the street enjoying the heat of the warm sunshine on her face, she thought of Rav. A few months back she’d taken guardianship of him. His mother had been only too happy to sign him over to a successful, sensible woman like herself. Rav’s face, she still laughed about it. The reality was she effectively owned him, and he’d become quite the ass kisser of late, quite literally. Maybe she’d tie him up tonight. Maybe she’d test that new found obedience. She was always finding new ways to tease him.

As she contemplated the possibilities, Yasmine’s beat took her onward through a pedestrianised shopping street. The shoppers on the street were almost exclusively female, any males either carried the women’s bags, or were old pensioners considered inoffensive and harmless. There was one boy, however, seemingly on his own. He had bleached blonde hair, hands tucked into black jeans. His gait was nervy and timid. Once again this didn’t surprise Yasmine. Boys rarely went out alone, even in daylight. So what was his story?

“You,” she called out, locking his legs with the effortless ease that telekinesis bestowed. Taking control of him like this wasn’t strictly necessary, as every sane male knew that escape from a female was futile. But she did it nonetheless.

The boy turned his head and for a split second there was real fear, then he saw her uniform, realised she was a cop.

“Out all alone are we?” asked Yasmine.

“My girlfriend wanted me to pick up some stuff,” said the boy a touch sulkily.

“What kind of stuff?”

The boys gaze shifted to one side as he gulped. And gulp he might, thought Yasmine, knowing exactly what the ‘stuff’ was. The boy looked back at her knowing she knew, or at least suspecting so.

“Answer me,” said Yasmine in that bright, cheery voice of hers.

The boy, barely in his twenties, stared at her moodily a second longer, then came out with it. “She wants me to pick up a paddle…okay.”

“Has someone been a bad boy?” Yasmine struggled to keep a smile from creeping onto her face.

A touch of pink had risen on the boy’s cheeks. His gaze was on the ground until he looked up and realised the cop was serious.

“She says I’ve not been doing my chores properly,” he said sullenly, his eyes flicking up to meet Yasmine’s before returning straight back to the ground.

Yasmine pursed her lips, holding back that smile. “What’s your name?”

“Max Mullins,” he said, shifting uneasily from one foot to the other.

Yasmine took out her phone and dabbed his name into the search engine. The first thing that came up was his profile on a site called collared; a vast database of males the site was a cross between a social media platform and dating app, a place where boys could be traded or loaned, or simply exhibited. Yasmine swiped through several images of a naked Max, then glanced up at the boy before her whose cheeks had become a bright shade of red. He knew what she was looking at all right.

“Can I go know?” he asked, a little testily.

“All seems to be in order,” said Yasmine, swiping through a couple more images of Max worshipping his handler. “Go get that paddle Max. And tell your girlfriend I said hi.”

The boy backed away, shoulders drooped, head bowed almost as he hurried off. He definitely didn’t want to be late thought Yasmine watching him turn and scarper. She smiled a big smile and tilted her head to the warm sun – eyes closed, inhaled deeply. And in that moment felt a serenity, a soaring contentment with life and her lot in it.

By the time she turned the corner at the end of the shopping street, she was already back thinking of tonight and the fun she was going to have.

“Quarterly profits are up fifteen percent and are expected to exceed all forecasts over the next three quarters,” stated Victoria as she addressed the Zastra board. “And with male spending power plummeting and female spending conversely going through the roof, I see no reason to alter our current strategy. The company will continue its restructuring, funnelling R and D funding into future female growth orientated drugs, which will mean significantly more treatments for our main market and significantly less money being wasted on treatments for male patterned baldness.”

The dozen female board members seated around the dark wooden conference table, broke into mirthful laughter.

“I for one,” continued Victoria from her place at its head, “won’t rest until the inadequacies of past boards have been fully redressed.” Out of the corner of her she aimed a sly glance at Damian.

He sat in a corner of the room on a small uncomfortable stool, far lower than the padded seats of the important female board members. Victoria had him decked out in small grey shorts, calf high white socks, standard shirt and tie; a uniform – shared by all the other lowly male employees – that wouldn’t have looked out of place on a schoolboy.

Despite these things Damian’s expression wasn’t angry or petulant, all that was long over with. Instead he scribbled at the pad on his knee taking minutes, feeling nothing but the horny buzz that had come to dominate his days.

“I hope you’re getting all this,” said Victoria.

“Yes mistress,” answered Damian.

Some of the female board members shared a smile. Maybe because of his use of the term mistress, maybe because of his timid tiny shell of a voice. Either way Victoria merely treated it with the normality it had become, and got on with relaying more numbers that highlighted the company’s recent stellar performance.

Damian noted down every last figure on that pad of his. Not so long ago he’d have been keenly making calculations, searching for some tell-tale sign of impending disaster. He’d genuinely thought that the women would choke, that the business like so many other things would be brought to financial ruin under their misguided hand. But like the economy at large, Zastra had thrived, the women had thrived, and Damian’s last hope of leverage had been lost. They didn’t need him. They didn’t need any of the men. He’d become redundant. Or almost.

Damian glanced up at Victoria, staring momentarily mesmerised by her sheer radiance; that face, those lips, that voice. She’s done so, so, much for me, he thought. Beneath his grey shorts his cock flexed in gratitude. It was she who had shown him his true self, it was she who had given him the opportunity to serve. Where would he be without her? Where indeed?

The thought that he’d be sat right there, where Victoria sat now, head of a multibillion dollar company, never so much as crossed his mind. He knew now that that was no place for a male – the male of the species was unreliable, irresponsible, weak. They followed, they didn’t lead. Victoria had taught him that. His cock flexed a couple more times before he snapped out of his trance and quickly got back to his minutes. He didn’t want to miss anything. He didn’t want to disappoint her.

After the meeting concluded, Victoria chatted one on one with a few of the women. Seated on his hard stool, Damian waited patient and silent until Victoria finally gathered her folder from the table and breezed past him. He didn’t need to be told to follow. Eyes down, the click of Victoria’s heels led him into the large CEOs office, her office. There he knelt as he’d been trained, gaze rising only for a fraction of a second to see Victoria’s bare legs heading for her desk.

Damian forced his gaze back to the industrial grey carpet he knelt on and there it stayed, one second, two seconds, three seconds…five seconds…ten seconds…until he could take it no longer and needed to look at her. Victoria was settled elegantly on the edge of the desk facing him, smooth legs crossed, an expression of wry amusement as she observed him. His eyes shot back down to the carpet, though he felt the power of her gaze remain and his senses tingled.

“What are you thinking,” inquired Victoria.

Damian looked up at her, his unconscious not even questioning why she would ask such a question given that she knew everything that went on his head. He answered from the heart. “Your beauty mistress. It takes my breath away.”

Victoria eyed him. “What are you?”

Damian knew the answer and didn’t hesitate. “Your slaveboy.”

“And what do good slaveboys do?”

“Everything their mistress tells them to.”

“Are you a good slaveboy.”

“Yes mistress.”

“Prove it,” said Victoria. “Get over here.”

And just like that, Damian was crawling. He felt the carpet under his hands and bare knees, he felt the heavy beat of his heart and the lustful desire travelling through his veins. He stopped and straightened, kneeling in front of Victoria within touching distance of smooth legs and the shiny heel dangling from one foot. She flicked it towards him.

“Someone’s horny.”

Damian followed her eye line to the crotch of his small grey shorts; it tented outwards, his erection unmistakeable.

“You haven’t been playing with my cock have you?”

“No mistress,” said Damian, a little urgency in his voice.

He’d experienced chastity enough for one lifetime and never ever wanted to experience it again. Of course Victoria knew all this. Satisfied, she looked down at him eyes gleaming. It was then that she uncrossed her legs, hitched up her skirt a little, and parted her thighs. Her beautiful labia glistened with the wetness of her juices.

“How much do you want this slaveboy?”

Damian swallowed the saliva in his watering mouth. “I want it more than anything mistress.”

“Anything?”

“Anything.”

Victoria smiled. “Service me.”

At her command, Damian came forward, every one of his senses primed for one thing – pleasuring his mistress. He didn’t lunge, burying his face like some randy teen in her genitalia. He stuck out his tongue, swiped up and down Victoria’s shiny lips in long measured strokes, just as she’d trained him. It didn’t matter that her delicious taste made his cock throb and his full balls ache, his entire purpose was her.

“Good boy,” Victoria purred, settling back onto her elbows. “Good, good, boy.”

Her authoritative, sultry voice, made Damian’s scalp tingle. It ran down over his neck and back, and he tried not to let it distract him from his job. After another one of those long swipes up Victoria’s slit, he switched focus to the engorged button that was her clit. He nibbled at it delicately, briefly took it in his mouth, before circling it with the very tip of his tongue – from out to in – in a slow clockwise motion.

By this point Victoria’s back was arched with pleasure. She had a hand beneath her blouse and was beginning to moan in delight. Damian sucked in her scent and continued with the licking. Swishing up and down her wet slit, then returning all his attention to that clit – gradually increasing the speed and pressure of those circular motions.

Despite his sore knees and his tiring jaw, he considered his position a privilege. He thought about all the other males out beyond those floor to ceiling windows, in this big city, and wondered if any were as lucky as him.

He gave it everything, licking with ever more vigour until Victoria’s thighs clamped around his head and she gasped and moaned and shuddered in orgasm. Damian’s cock throbbed with each and every one, but that was unimportant, he knew his needs were inconsequential.

Finally Victoria’s thighs relaxed as she kicked him away with a heel. She scooted off the desk, smoothed down her skirt and sauntered over to her padded black executive chair.

“Get those minutes typed up,” she said, with barely a glance up at Damian.

She was already examining the report on her desk, getting on with the day to day running of her company. Still licking her juices from his lips, Damian gave a little deferential bow. “Yes mistress,” he said, turning and heading over to his small secretarial desk to do as instructed.

Grace breezed past the neat green lawns of College Green, the palace of Westminster gleaming gold in the foreground. This past year it had undergone quite the extensive renovation; gutters cleared of filth, misty windows scrubbed translucent, a crumbling façade given a facelift as the palace as a whole was lifted from its sinking, certain ruin. You didn’t have to look hard to see the symbolism. This was a new parliament, reflecting a new order, and that thought never stopped thrilling Grace.

As she strode on, just off the path to her left, she observed a group of male workers fixing in place one of the committees first commissioned works. The solid bronze statue was of a woman; feet planted, skirt flapping, arms outstretched, palms splayed to the heavens. It could have been any woman; powerful, strong, defiant.

Yes, the work which was replacing some pompous male historical figure knocked down to give way, was perfect thought Grace, sharing a smile with the female supervisor as she passed. She knew it was only the first of many such female statues proposed – before long she imagined there’d be very little to indicate that former patriarchal power indeed. The smile continued to linger as Grace walked on with a fresh spring in her step.

A couple of minutes later she passed under the high archway entrance of the palace – her bosom swelling with pride, just like it always had. Only now there was something underpinning that pride, not the wishy-washy notions of hope as before, but something solid, something unbreakable.

The feeling was reinforced by the now typical sight of smart women like herself, striding here and there through the central lobby. A number of male assistants – uniformly young and handsome – obediently trailed their superiors, clutching folders or bags, or anything else they were told to. One of them broke stride, allowing Grace to pass in front, only to get a sharp rebuke from his boss for not keeping up. Poor boy, thought Grace, shaking her head a little in amusement.

As she walked on she passed a group of female school pupils being given the tour. Grace overheard the female guide explaining how while their gender had once effectively been barred from parliament, they now very much ran the place. A great girlish cheer followed her upstairs.

On the second floor, Grace made her way along a sunlit corridor. Ahead a woman sat on an alcove bench, periodically swiping at her phone. Below her, kneeling, her sub-boy swiped his tongue up and down the leather of her calf length boots. Grace supressed a giggle and glanced down at the nude toned hues of her own polished heels. It was no coincidence that she thought of Alex. He’d more than made good use of that tongue of his this morning.

A nasally chuckle escaped through the pretty blonde’s nose. She briefly wondered what he was doing right this minute; Cleaning? Cooking? Ironing? Keeping that toned body in shape for her? It wasn’t just the fact that Alex had become her obedient house-slave that so tickled her. It was thinking of all the versions of Alex out there now and the role she’d played in making that happen. It felt good. It felt fantastic. It sweetened everything.

Grinning, she swung a right and finally stepped into the committee room. It was the same large austere room in which she’d presented her report all those months ago, when she’d first read thoughts, heard truth, seen how endemic and ingrained sexism really was. All that already felt years ago now.

As she sat herself behind the steel nameplate that marked her place at the large horseshoe shaped table, she still felt the need to pinch herself. Here she was at the pinnacle of this new power structure, having a say in so much. She gazed around at some of the already seated committee members with that same fresh wonder she’d felt the first time. Each looked powerful, intelligent, distinguished. Grace considered it nothing less than a privilege to be amongst them, though of course anyone seeing her sat there would have thought she belonged as much as any of them.

As the last of the members arrived, Grace flicked through a dossier outlining the days agenda. The committee had already achieved so, so much, but there were always more laws to be amended, bills to be tweaked, issues to be discussed. They were after all creating a whole new society. And Grace felt nothing but that same bubbling eagerness to begin, especially when she saw the first topic: obedience, her speciality.

The committee’s chairwoman, Caroline, was a raven-haired lady with thin red lips and a milky complexion. “All right,” she said, once the last of the members had taken their seats. “Let’s get proceedings under way.” She tapped at a smartphone on the table, directed those red lips to it. “Send him in.”

A moment later the doors at the end of the room swept open and in he came. The boy was naked and collared and leashed. He was handsome too, with broad shoulders and firm pecs and strong thighs. Grace sipped from the water set for her, her gaze lingering on big full balls that rocked gently with each stride. There was also the hard plastic shell in which his manhood strained. Such a sight never failed to amuse her; a big willy all locked up like that. It told the story right there – who was in charge, who wasn’t.

The boy was accompanied by a spectacled young woman in a lab coat. She tugged him forward by the leash until they came to a stop in the space between the horseshoe shaped table and surrounding committee.

“What have you got for us today Alicia?” asked Caroline, casting a cursory eye over the strapping male like it was the most natural thing that he should be presented to them, here, like this.

“A few additions for your consideration,” answered the young woman.

“Show us.”

“With pleasure.” The young scientist reached into one of her big front pockets.

As she did so, Grace noticed the boy’s upper lip, hitch into a snarl. He was already thinking dark thoughts, inwardly cursing Alicia and the surrounding committee. If he could have spoken aloud, Grace was sure he would have. And it would not have been polite. Despite everything, some boys still stubbornly refused to accept their place as inferiors. This boy was one, which was why he made the perfect test subject for the committee. Full obedience would happen. It was happening. This boy would be no different.

“Basic shock therapy,” said Alicia, holding up a small black box for all to see. The box contained a dial ringed by small white numbers up to ten. It didn’t take a genius to see how it worked. “The collar delivers a shock upwards of five thousand volts. A naughty boy quickly learns not to misbehave.”

This boy, the one next to the young scientist, gave a spiteful glare in her direction. He obviously knew what was coming. And a hint of fear mingled with his horny dread.

“A simple tweak.” Alicia demonstrated rotating the dial. “And he knows.”

The boy held his chin up defiantly, though as the dial continued turning his face twitched, his body tensed. Finally Alicia spun the dial back down and he dropped his head, gasping.

The women of the committee glanced at one another agreeably.

“What do we think Grace, one to add to the programme?” asked Caroline.

Grace ran a hand through her hair, purposely waiting for the boy to look at her. Shock therapy was controversial. The hoo-ha over shock dog collars proved that. But boys weren’t dogs, at least not all of them. They were deeply dangerous creatures who in this new society had to submit. The female public demanded it.

“I,” said Grace, just as the boy’s gaze met hers. “Fully recommend the use of shock collars within the male obedience programme. After all, anything that assists in teaching them their place is to be welcomed.”

The boy gulped, his anger and frustration overtaken by the urgent thrum that Grace’s good looks so often inflicted on locked males. She leaned an elbow on the back of her chair, studying him, enjoying his ache. The boy looked to the floor, though the starting pistol had been fired and there was no going back.

“Can we see him without the chastity,” said a petite, mischievous blonde, on the far side of the tables arc.

“Of course,” said Alicia.

The young scientist took the small silver key that dangled by a bracelet from her wrist. She unlocked the chastity, then slid off the device with a puckered pop. Instantly the boys cock angled upwards, standing at attention for the twelve female committee members. Every one of them knew this was the deal. It was important boys like this suffered humiliation. It was important they looked authority in the eye, saw just who was in charge, saw there was no hope. That’s exactly what this boy was seeing now, or trying not to.

He tilted his head to the ceiling, closed his eyes. And as he did so Caroline nodded at Alicia, who without word knew exactly what she wanted. She tweaked the knob of the dial sharply to the right and, at that, the boy’s body jerked, head dropped and eyes flashed open as his erection simultaneously slapped off his hard abs. Several committee members snickered. Others smiled. They spent so much time on the dry minutiae of government that a little light entertainment like this was savoured.

“How long was he in chastity?” asked Caroline.

“A month,” grinned Alicia.

“Aww, is the naughty boy frustrated?” said a shapely committee member condescendingly.

The boy couldn’t speak, wouldn’t speak – only women spoke in this room.

“I’ve rigged his collar with a tracker like you asked,” said Alicia, thumbing the collar, ignoring the boy’s beetroot face and twitching cock. “You wouldn’t be able to run away even if you wanted to, would you?”

Again the boy could only grimace.

“Very good,” said Caroline. “You’ve excelled yourself Alicia, as always.”

As the boy was led out by his leash, Grace enjoyed his peachy behind. She thought of all the other boys out there like him, and a jolting pleasure rippled through her.

They didn’t stand a chance.
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