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Prologue

The man who used to be a highly respected chemist but now worked as a litter collector was in his basement again. It was a safe haven from the madness of the modern world. A world where men, thanks to a sinister drink called Sticky Milk, were addicted to being dominated and humiliated by females. In other words, they were slaves to women. But there was hope: the chemist had found the antidote to Sticky Milk and had produced several batches. Some of those batches he had tested on friends, freeing them of their terrible need to be degraded and controlled by the fairer sex.

Now the man was ready to make more of his miracle potion. Much, much more.

He was just setting up the ingredients on his work bench, ingredients it had cost him his remaining life savings to amass, when he heard loud knocking from above. Somebody was at the front door? That was unusual and more than a little worrying.

The man left the basement, shutting and double-locking the door behind him, and made his way up the rickety wooden stairs. By the time he got to the hall the banging had increased in tempo and his anxiety ratcheted up a notch. Had he been sloppy? Had somebody discovered what he’d done and contacted the authorities? Perhaps in gathering the chemicals for his antidote he had made somebody suspicious?

He opened the door and found himself face to face with a beautiful young dark haired woman in a business suit. “Jonathon Cooper?” she asked, pushing past him into the house.

“Yes? What’s this about?” he asked, following her into the living room.

She turned to face him, her dark eyes flashing angrily. “What’s this about, Mistress!” she corrected sternly.

“Yes, sorry, Mistress,” he apologised, cursing himself for the slip in protocol.

“Kneel,” she snapped and he did, but not fast enough.

“You looked like you had to think about following my order, Mr Cooper,” observed the young woman.

“I’m old and frail; it takes me time to kneel now ... Mistress.”

She smiled thinly and looked down at him. “You’re old but you’re definitely not frail,” she said, touching his forehead gently.

Oh no, thought the old man. This was the end. After developing a serum that could save the world he had been discovered. And now he would be... what exactly? Shipped to some dark prison for male agitators? He’d heard of such places, where men disappeared and were never heard from again. It was anybody’s guess what went on in these hellholes, but whatever it was wasn’t nice.

“Stand up,” commanded the woman and the man stood.

“This is it then?” he asked dejectedly. “It’s all over?”

“On the contrary, Mr Cooper, it’s only just beginning,” said the beautiful dark haired woman with a cryptic smile. “And you’re going to be a big part of it.”

He frowned, genuinely confused. “I don’t understand.”

The woman sat down in the battered armchair he’d had for nearly thirty years and looked up at him. “We want the same thing as you Mr Cooper – the emancipation of men – and you and your new drug are going to help us get it.”

The old man stared in disbelief at the woman. Incredibly she wasn’t the enemy, she was an ally. And, judging by her clothes and demeanour, she was connected, she had power. Maybe, just maybe, they had a shot at bringing down this whole rotten matriarchy.


1: Life Sucks

It still amazed Cole Parker just how much life had changed in Britain. Sticky Milk had been launched a decade ago, and in that time it had completely transformed British society. Both men and women were leading very different lives.

Although the majority of the population didn’t know it, the lifestyle smoothie called Sticky Milk was not only hugely addictive, but thanks to a brain-altering substance within it known as Compound 45 was also designed to make men submissive to women. It actively redrew their neural pathways and remade them as docile puppets dependant on domination and humiliation. In essence the men who drank it became slaves to women, who had welcomed their newfound power and duly risen up in society. So now women were the CEOs and managers and leaders, and men were the underclass, relegated to low paid menial jobs. And if they stepped out of line, they were punished with whips and canes.

Only a select few knew the shocking truth about Sticky Milk: it was semen milked from the artificially enlarged balls of men in inhuman Milking Facilities dotted around the country. In ten years the number of sperm factories had grown to nearly fifty, and these establishments were filled with Cum Cows – aka naked men hooked up to infernal milking devices. The only people that knew about this were the rich and connected. Horrifyingly, the wealthy and powerful were given the chance to go to these facilities and suck the Cum Cows off, so they could get premium grade spunk straight from the balls.

Cole himself, because his Mistress worked for Trigger, the company that manufactured Sticky Milk, was one of the ‘lucky’ few allowed to visit these facilities and suck the penises of Cum Cows. Depressingly, this thoroughly degrading and humiliating visit was the highlight of his month.

Things had changed at work too. He now had to wear a tight blouse, a short skirt and high heels to the office. The skirt was obscenely short and showed the crisp white panties he wore underneath. He also had to keep his body free of all hair with regular shaving, and wear make-up. Cole wasn’t alone in this; all of the men on this floor – thanks to the edict of their manager, Mrs Twill – had to be feminised at work.

Crucially, feminised men were still classed as men. Indeed, changing gender to anything other than what you were assigned at birth was now illegal. No, feminisation – especially the extreme feminisation so in vogue at the moment – was just a tool to belittle and humiliate, and in towns and cities across the country you would come across numerous men dressed as French maids, cheerleaders, saucy nurses, serving wenches, ballerinas or even fairies. They looked absurd and received a ridiculous amount of abuse because of it.

Oh well, thought Cole, no point dwelling on the injustices of life nowadays. Better to just get on with it.

It was a Tuesday morning and he sat at his desk at Trigger HQ in Canary Wharf going through spreadsheets. It was grunt work, but that was all men were allowed to do nowadays. That said, the sales figures he was currently updating did enable him to see just how much Trigger had diversified in recent years. The company now had over twenty drinks on the market, all containing the secret compound that made men slaves. One of the products was even called Man Juice! Christ, thought Cole, they may as well have just have called it Spunk and been done with it!

He was just finishing up the March figures for a new energy drink when he noticed Jack Killington enter the office. Jack wasn’t feminised because he was one of the few men allowed to avoid drinking Sticky Milk. In the months after Sticky Milk started changing British men into simpering drones women realised that hopelessly submissive men were terrible in bed. Complete duds that were about as much fun as a dead sheep between the sheets. Women decided they needed to keep some normal men around for sex and dating. Jack, with his film star good looks and cocky demeanour, had been allowed to stay stickyfree. Of course he also had to agree to respect women and not do anything to challenge the new matriarchy, which he was happy to do since he got to remain normal and fuck as many women as he could manage. As an added bonus men like him were given limited power over submissive men. And boy, did Jack love to rub this in with men who hadn’t been so lucky. Worse luck, the arrogant bastard was heading Cole’s way.

“I need to talk to you about a report you sent me, girl,” he snarled to Cole and then turned and walked away.

Men were under strict instructions to obey orders from the stickyfree, so Cole immediately got up and followed. It was difficult keeping up on his four inch high heels, but he did and eventually they were outside the Server Room, which was Jack’s venue of choice for office based sexual harassment. “In there, bitch” Jack said, opening the door with his security swipe card.

Cole, with a feeling of dread but also terrible excitement, went inside.

Jack followed him in, shutting the door behind them. He then turned to Cole and pushed him against a wall. “For a feminised freak you’re pretty sexy,” he drawled, his stale breath washing over Cole. “You’ve got a real wriggle in your walk, like you’re asking for trouble.”

“Than you, Sir,” said Cole. Again, the stickyfree had to be addressed as Sir. Although in reality everything about Jack disgusted him. He was a vile abusive bully, and if this is how he used to treat women no wonder they had plotted to enslave men.

“In fact you’re so sexy I’ve decided to fuck you,” continued Jack with a leer.

Before Cole could reply Jack’s hand reached down and grabbed his dick through his panties. “I’m glad to see your little clit’s stiff, girl!”

“Yes, Sir, I-”

Before Cole had a chance to finish Jack grabbed his panties and tore them off. “Ooops!” he said, holding them up like a trophy. “Looks like you’ll have no panties for the rest of the day!”

Great, thought Cole, that meant a bollocking from Mrs Twill and another from Cassandra later, when she found out.

As Jack moved in closer, his hot breath on Cole’s cheek, his mobile rang. He answered instantly, listening intently to whoever was on the other end. “Yes, Miss Jenks, I’ll be right there.”

He pocketed his phone and glared at Cole. “You got lucky, bitch, but next time I’ll get you. In the meantime I’ll keep your panties as a memento.”

With that the despicable oaf was gone, leaving a relieved Cole standing in the Server Room. He’d dodged the bullet again, but for how much longer could he avoid the odious prick’s advances? How much longer could he keep his virtue intact?

Cole’s lack of panties soon became an issue in the office. So much so that Miss Twill, after reaming him out in front of his workmates for walking around like a shameless slut, sent him up to see Cassandra on the ninth floor. Cassandra used to be his girlfriend but since he’d become a Sticky Milk drone she had become his Mistress.

Cassandra didn’t look happy when she saw him. “You’re here to work yet you’re strutting around without panties!” she snapped as he stood humbly in front of her desk.

“I’m sorry, Mistress Cassandra, but-”

“You went and fucked a man in the sever room like some common slut?” She jabbed an accusing finger at him. “Oh, I get told everything that goes on here.”

Cole hated himself. This is what he had become, a pathetic wretch that thrived on being belittled and marginalised. He also hated that everybody thought Jack had fucked him but he hadn’t! Oh yeah, for all intents and purposes he was now the work bike, fucking random men in darkened rooms. Which, of course, fed his desire for humiliation and punishment and meant that when Cassandra ordered him to bend over her desk and pull up his skirt, he did so willingly. He deserved this. He deserved it when she stood behind him, raised her cruel cane high, and brought it slicing down across his bare bottom.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

As the vicious blows fell he squirmed and begged for his Mistress to stop, but deep within his fucked up psyche he also loved every painful and degrading minute of it. And that was why it sucked to be a man in modern Britain.


2: Felicity Does Dallas

Felicity Yardley couldn’t help but smile as the vast Milking Facility came into view on the horizon. Trust the Americans to do everything bigger than everyone else. The biggest sperm harvesting factory in Britain was just outside Manchester and it housed seven hundred human cows. The one Felicity and her loyal assistant Sapphire were heading towards in a helicopter housed seven thousand human cows, and occupied three hundred acres of sun blanched land in the Texas desert.

“Demand was phenomenal, so we had to upscale fast!” shouted Hilda Jillion, the CEO of Trigger’s American operation. In other words: Felicity’s equivalent over here.

“Impressive!” bellowed Felicity back.

“Sorry?” frowned Hilda, leaning in.

“IMPRESSIVE!” shouted Felicity.

“WHAT?” roared Hilda.

Talking in a helicopter really wasn’t ideal, thought Felicity, so she resolved to stay silent until they reached their destination. Instead she gave an exaggerated thumbs up, before settling back to watch the rolling scrubland beneath them, and the gleaming metallic buildings they were hurtling towards.

It was a deeply impressive structure, a shining city in the desert that dominated the harsh and unforgiving landscape, and it was all thanks to what she had started over a decade ago: a plan to enslave men that now stretched across the Atlantic to the United States of America.

“Go me,” whispered Felicity with a smile.

The Texas facility was so huge that they had to tour it in a motorised cart that could apparently get up to speeds of seventy miles an hour. Sadly, there wasn’t room for Sapphire in the super cart, so she was made to run behind it. Felicity wasn’t a complete monster, so she kept the speed to twenty miles an hour and allowed her assistant to take off her high heels and run in her bare feet. Even so, it was quite an ask, and Felicity couldn’t help but grin at the sight of her old rival – now made hideous with multiple plastic surgeries and body enhancements – huffing and puffing to keep up with the cart.

“We house over seven thousand top class milking cows at this facility, and they are drained hourly by state of the art pumps that ensure every last drop of modified semen is removed,” explained Hilda proudly.

“How many gallons an hour is that?” asked Felicity.

“Approximately four hundred, although within that we have diversified into different flavours, ranging from strawberry and blueberry, to vanilla and toffee,” said Hilda proudly.

Judging by the grimaces on the cows faces they passed, it wasn’t pleasurable being drained by these state of the art pumps. Not that she cared, Felicity had long since stopped thinking of the cows as human. They were livestock to be exploited. And the American branch of Trigger had certainly mastered the art of exploitation. This operation was insanely efficient, with each cow producing on average thirteen percent more semen than their British counterparts.

“I assume American men don’t have better balls than British men, so why are they more productive?” asked Felicity. She hadn’t yet read the extensive reports forwarded to her and was genuinely curious.

“We’ve upped the steroid intake considerably,” said Hilda, cornering and taking them down another alley of naked men having their grossly enlarged cocks milked. “Sure, our cows burn out considerably quicker than yours, but evened out over their lifespan, it makes it well worth it.”

Felicity looked at the naked men as she passed, hundred and hundreds of males now hooked up to machines that apparently used NASA technology to improve their efficiency.

“You will of course be happy to share this technology despite the fact it it’s the intellectual property of NASA?”

“It’s our property now, and we’re happy to share it with the rest of the Trigger family!” said Hilda, showing that she understood her place in the hierarchy.

They continued their tour of the facility, with poor Sapphire wheezing behind, her large fake breasts bouncing in her tight blouse like Space Hoppers. Still, thought Felicity, at least the sweaty wreck with jiggling tits will give the harnessed Cum Cows a thrill. And judging by how their hungry eyes ate up the woman huffing and puffing behind their motorised cart, it was the highlight of their week.

Outside in the furnace of the Chihuahuan desert, Felicity was shown the storage pens used to house cows. The outdoor facilities meant that the livestock could be kept in vast enclosures, thus saving on the need for special bunking facilities. Again, this was another reason why the Texan facilities were operating at such a huge profit. Sadly Britain was a postage stamp in comparison, but Felicity wondered if Newcastle or possibly even Aberdeen could be re-designated as a milking city and used exclusively for Sticky Milk production? It was certainly worth getting some preliminary reports on.

“You’ve harnessed nature to do our bidding, it’s most impressive,” said Felicity, again awed by the scale of this operation.

“Thank you,” replied Hilda humbly and the two women stood in silence for a moment, looking out across the huge holding pens and hordes of naked men within. To think, she was ultimately responsible for this.

Felicity noticed that there were guard towers dotted around the storage pens, each manned by a Texan girl in denim shorts, check shirts and cowboy boots. Hilda followed her gaze and smiled.

“We’ve had a few Male Rights Activists try to break into the facility,” she drawled.

Felicity tilted her head. “Oh? That’s news to me.” It was indeed news, and something she felt she should have been kept abreast of. Resistance was always a worry, but especially so in a country where guns were so easily available.

Hilda nodded. “No, we kept it quiet in order to deliver a suitable punishment that wouldn’t alert the bleeding heart liberals.”

“What was the punishment?”

“The ten male freedom fighters that broke into the facility are now Cum Cows, and will be for the rest of their lives.”

Felicity laughed. She very much approved. Although somewhere in her mind warning bells rang. She would have to find out more about freedom fighters in every market Trigger was active in, and ensure measures were in place to snuff out insurgencies before they had a chance to flourish.

Out of the corner of her eye she noticed that Sapphire, sweaty and bedraggled, had finally emerged from the milking facility into the brilliant Texas sun. As ever when she saw her hapless assistant, a fresh idea came to degrade her.

“Here, Sapphire!” she snapped and the girl came wheezing over.

“Yes, Mistress?” she huffed.

“Strip naked, girl!”

Sapphire didn’t think twice, she immediately stepped out of her short skirt, panties, blouse and bra, revealing her exaggerated Barbie doll body.

Hilda looked her up and down with disdain. “This is the bitch who tried to stop Sticky Milk in its tracks?” she asked.

“She tried and failed, didn’t you, girl?”

“Yes, Mistress!” said Sapphire.

“Boy, you’ve really fucked up her face!” Hilda shook her head in disgust, peering at the wretched young woman. “She looks like a condom stretched over a pine cone!”

Both women laughed cruelly. And then Felicity pointed at one of the pens containing men. “Climb in there, girl. You’re going to entertain the Cum Cows with your tight little snatch.”

“Yes, Mistress! Right away, Mistress!” replied her assistant eagerly and scampered to the gate and clambered over into the pen containing at least one hundred naked men.

“She’s yours for the taking, boys!” shouted Felicity and the Cum Cows turned to look hungrily at the young naked woman standing before them. Sure, she may have had a face slightly fucked up by plastic surgery, and a body that was now almost a caricature of a female body, but she was still unmistakably a naked woman. And for these men that was a rare and forbidden treat.

Felicity, Hilda and the women in the guard towers watched, amused, as the Cum Cows clustered around the hapless PA, their freakishly large erections bobbing and weaving in the harsh Texas sun.

“Dallas does Sapphire,” said Felicity with a dark grin and watched as her vanquished enemy was introduced to some prime American beef. Not that she felt sorry for the girl. She had crossed her and must never be allowed to forget what happened to traitors. Besides, she was so fucked up by the drugs in Sticky Milk she would thoroughly enjoy the mass drilling she was about to receive.


3: First Contact

Cole was doing the weekly shop in the supermarket when the beautiful woman in a business suit accosted him. She had long dark hair, deep brown eyes and curves to die for. She was also was very angry. Then again, it didn’t take much to trigger a woman’s anger towards a man nowadays. Males had become a universal and deeply convenient punching bag. “How dare you!” she shouted at Cole in the cereal aisle.

“Sorry, Mistress?” he asked, both frightened and – thanks to his remapped sexuality – aroused.

“You just pushed your trolley into me!” she continued, livid.

“I didn’t!” he cried, knowing the minute the words were out of his mouth they were a mistake. A big mistake, judging by the heated flash in the woman’s dark eyes.

“Now you’re calling me a liar! Is there no end to your impudence, you horrible little man?” She looked him up and down, taking in the short skirt Cassandra made him wear to go shopping. “Although clearly you’re not a man, are you? You’re a simpering little bitch desperate to feel the business end of a whip!”

“Yes, Mistress!” he replied truthfully, fully aware that a crowd had started to gather to watch his downfall. The men watching looked sympathetic while the women looked amused, pleased that another male was getting his just deserts. And the fact that he was the centre of this humiliating spectacle started to excite Cole even more. His brain, now hardwired to thrive on shame, was going into overdrive.

“I’m afraid you’re going to get beaten for your behaviour, and beaten hard!” hissed the beautiful young woman and, without warning, grabbed Cole by the ear and dragged him down the aisle, past fellow shoppers and smirking checkout boys, out into the cold grey car park.

“My car will do nicely,” she said, marching him to a Lexus and shoving him face down across the bonnet. His short skirt was hiked up and his panties yanked down.

He remained in that humiliating position, frozen by his own deference, while the woman opened her boots and retrieved a riding crop. “I keep one of these in the car expressly for the purpose of beating weasels like you,” she said, slamming the boot and walking around behind him. Then she did exactly what she had threatened to: she beat his arse. And she beat it with extreme prejudice.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Thank you, Mistress! I deserve this for my poor attitude!” he yodelled as the crop tore relentlessly into his exposed bottom.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

The woman knew what she was doing, and it wasn’t long before she had taken him past any masochistic pleasure into the realm of pure pain. He started to really suffer, squirming on the Lexus bonnet in agony, but still she beat him. And while she did it, car horns honked in support of what she was doing.

“You go girl!” shouted one woman from a Volvo.

“Smack that bitch up good!” called a young woman from a bright red mini.

The support seemed to spur the woman on and her blows, incredibly, seemed to become sharper and harder, causing tears to well in Cole’s eyes. “Please, I’m sorry Mistress!” he whimpered, wriggling against the pitiless onslaught.

And then it was over. Abruptly the woman stopped and, walking around the back of her car, threw the riding crop in the boot, ready for the next hapless fool who crossed her path. Cole knew this wasn’t a woman to trifle with so he stayed exactly where he was, his naked bottom bright red and burning with intense pain.

He heard her heels clicking on the concrete, and then she was standing behind him again. She said nothing, just stood behind him, and he wondered what fresh hell she had planned for him? Perhaps she would chain him naked inside a trolley? Or force him to lick the tyres clean of every car in the car park? There were traffic cones over by the automatic doors, perhaps he would be forced to stand naked against a wall with one of them on his head like a dunces cap? Or worse, he would be made to ride one?

And then the woman leaned down, her hair brushing against his tear sodden face. “I’m sorry, Cole, but I had to do that for anybody watching,” she said, her voice soft and gentle.

“What?” he muttered, shocked at her words and tender tone.

“My name is Gina Salford and I need your help,” she whispered.

“Help, Mistress?”

“You know where Harley Canal Bridge is?” she asked and he nodded. “Good. Walk your dog there tonight at eight pm and we’ll talk properly. Understand?”

“I, erm ... yes, Mistress.”

With that she stood back up, yanking him off the car by his hair, and shoved him hard enough that he fell to the ground. “No piss off out of my sight before I decide to beat your sorry ass again!” she thundered.

Nodding dumbly, Cole stood up, pulled up his panties, and stumbled back towards the supermarket. He still had the weekly shop to do.

As he unloaded the shopping at home, he thought about the strange woman who had thrashed him in the car park, and then arranged to meet him. Who exactly was Gina Salford and why did she need his help? Was it a set up? Possibly, but it didn’t feel like one. She felt genuine, and there would be no logic to setting him up since he was just a powerless grunt.

Upstairs Cassandra was with her latest hunk, another lucky bastard allowed to go stickyfree to satisfy women turned off by submissive men. This one was called Marcus and he worked at an Italian restaurant in Harrow. He had long hair, a muscular body and a cock like a horse. And, judging by the amount of excited groans coming from upstairs, he was making good use of his horse cock on Cassandra.

“Fuck me, big boy!” cried his ex girlfriend from above.

Cole wasn’t jealous. Not anymore. Any feelings he once had for Cassandra were long gone. She had betrayed him, and was complicit in the plan that had turned British men into slaves. Besides, none of the studs she went out with lasted long, and once she was finished with them she dosed them with Sticky Milk and turned them into just another hopeless cum junkie, desperate for humiliation and degradation. Marcus was already on the way out, he just didn’t realise it yet.

At quarter past seven Cole put on his slacks and took Hoosier for a walk. He couldn’t put his finger on it, but he was excited. And this wasn’t the synthetic excitement he felt when a woman shouted at him or told him to do something, this was something deeper. For some reason it felt like he was on the verge of something new in his life. He reached Harley Canal Bridge slightly too early and was disappointed not to find Gina waiting.

“Maybe it was just a cruel joke to get my hopes up, Hoosier,” he said to his dog, who looked up at him with big brown eyes. And then Gina emerged from the shadows under the bridge, looking as beautiful as she had earlier.

“You look better now you’re wearing trousers,” she said, walking up to him.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“You don’t have to call me that here,” she said. “Call me Gina.”

“Erm, okay... Gina,” he said. Not calling a woman Miss or Mistress felt weird and fundamentally wrong, a throwback to life before Sticky Milk had redrawn Britain.

The woman smiled and stepped closer to him, close enough that he could smell her expensive perfume. “We like what you did in Essex all those years ago,” she said.

“Essex?” He was surprised, that seemed an eternity ago.

The woman nodded. “You tried to bring down this whole rotten plan. You risked everything to break into a facility to find out the truth.”

“And I failed,” he mumbled bitterly. After breaking into a milking facility he had not only discovered the truth about what was going on, but had filmed proof of it on his mobile. But he had been caught trying to escape by Felicity Yardley, dosed with Sticky Milk, and turned into just another male drone without a will of his own.

“At least you tried, Cole,” said Gina with the same kindness she had used in the car park earlier. “Other men saw what was happening and turned a blind eye, and now they’re regretting it.”

“Who are you?” asked Cole suspiciously, stepping back and looking her up and down. She oozed power and breeding, but had a beguiling beauty that unnerved him.

She didn’t answer straight away, instead she knelt down and started fussing Hoosier, who loved the attention and wagged his tail happily. “Who am I?” she said eventually, scratching Hoosier behind the ears and earning the dog’s undying love for life. “I represent a group that isn’t happy with the new status quo. We’d like things to return to how they were.”

“But you’re a woman?”

“Well spotted,” she grinned and stood up. “Yes, I’m a woman, but I don’t like this system anymore than you.”

He nodded slowly. He’d heard rumours about freedom fighters and insurgency groups, but he thought they were just urban myths put about by desperate men. Maybe there was some truth behind the myths? Or maybe there wasn’t and this was all just an elaborate joke?

Gina seemed to understand his scepticism. “I don’t expect you to believe me right away, but we would like your help.”

“How can I help you? I’m nobody.”

“You’re inside Trigger HQ, the company that created this dystopian nightmare. You’re as close to the action as anybody gets. And you’re a man, which means nobody would ever suspect you of anything.”

Cole laughed, genuinely amused. The woman may have been beautiful, but she was also naive or crazy or both. “You might not have noticed, lady, but I’m just like every other man in this godforsaken country! A hopeless submissive addicted to eating other men’s chemically enhanced spunk!”

Now it was Gina’s time to smile, and it lit up her face, making her even more achingly beautiful. “Oh, we can help you with that too,” she said, pulling a red pill from her pocket.


4: Canada Isn’t So Nice Anymore

Felicity breathed deeply, taking in the crisp Ontario air and the stunning view. Actually, stunning was an understatement, this was stunning on steroids: the lush forests and ragged mountains had an epic widescreen feel. It would be an ideal place for a romantic getaway. Not that Felicity was a terribly romantic person. Certainly the bell boy tied over the end of her bed in her hotel room with a twelve inch dildo wedged up his glowing red arse didn’t think so. Nor did Sapphire, who was currently standing up the corner of the room, stark naked, French kissing a moose head.

“I hope he at least brought you dinner!” joked Felicity but no one laughed. No one even cracked a smile, which turned out to be a big mistake for both of her playthings as it gave her the ideal opportunity to whip them both all over again. Something she was happy to do, before locking the hapless duo out on the balcony to brave the elements naked. She then snuggled up in her luxury goose down duvet and reflected that being a cold-hearted merciless bitch really was immense fun.

Felicity’s World tour had taken her from the huge milking facilities of Texas and Arizona, to the far chillier climbs of Ingersoll, Ontario. And here, in this impossibly beautiful landscape was another Trigger factory. Only it wasn’t a Milking Facility, it was a bottling plant for a new energy drink for women. An energy drink that was just that: an energy drink designed to increase alertness and energy levels. It wasn’t going to change the world the way Sticky Milk had, although it was mildly healthier than most of Trigger’s other energy drinks. And by mildly healthier it would still end up giving you type 2 diabetes, just at a slower rate.

No, the reason Felicity was visiting the plant in Ingersoll was because it was the first Trigger facility in the world to be staffed by predominantly submissive men. These subs were paid well below minimum wage and received no employee perks whatsoever. In other words, she and her drink had effectively removed the biggest overhead on business: the expense of paying employees.

The factory itself was much like any other bottling plant except for the fact that it was filled almost entirely with naked men. Well, not quite naked, for health and safety reasons, each wore a transparent apron, transparent boots and a transparent hat. It was quite a striking look. And crucially it left the men’s bottoms free to be whipped by the young female guards who patrolled the plant.

“We’re ready to roll this out across all our Canadian facilities,” said Kim Tyler, the ambitious young Canadian piloting this project.

“Good, good,” said Felicity, absently wondering if this is how pharaohs felt when they watched their slaves building pyramids for them. She smiled to herself, wondering if she could sell the Trigger board of directors on the idea of building a huge sphinx in honour of her achievements. That would be pretty cool although a tad egotistical.

Felicity couldn’t help but notice that none of the men working at the facility appeared to have teeth. When they spoke all she saw were gums flapping. “What’s with the lack of teeth?” she asked.

Kim nodded, a smile spreading across her face. “A number of men were booking time off for dental procedures, so we decided that if they had no teeth they couldn’t take time off to have them fixed.”

Felicity laughed and shook her head in amazement. She loved that her executives around the world were constantly coming up with innovative new ways to make the men at Trigger even more miserable.

“I suspect they’re great at giving blow jobs too,” joked Felicity, looking at two toothless men talking.

“I’ll ask the guards to test out your theory and get back to you,” said Kim with a twinkle in her eye, before both women continued their tour of the revolutionary bottling facility.

The next day Felicity took off for Australia, and the final stage of her global tour. There she would visit Milking Facilities in the Queensland and New South Wales, followed by an exciting new milkshake factory outside Sydney that was doing great things with green technology. And although she was looking forward to it, and seeing how her vision was reshaping the world, part of her longed for it to be over so could get back home to London and the place where this amazing adventure began.


5: The Red Pill

Cole felt like Keanu Reeves in the film The Matrix (except obviously Keanu got to wear a cool black leather coat and leather trousers, while Cole got to wear a mini skirt, a blouse and high heels that murdered his feet on a daily basis). But the effect would be the same. If he took the pill Gina had given him, and it was red like in the seminal sci-fi film from the turn of the century, it would change his life. It would make him normal again and take away these terrible cravings that made him want to submit to women and be humiliated. If he didn’t take it – the blue pill option, as it were – his life would continue the way it had, and he would go on being servile and desperate to be dominated by every single woman he met.

“You’ll be the old you,” Gina had said on the dark canal path.

“Which is good,” Cole had replied.

“Yes, it is.” Gina had fixed him with a searching look. “But, and this is important, you’ll still have to pretend to be submissive. You’ll have to convince the world that you’re still a snivelling little beta, because if you don’t your life could be in danger.”

“Okay,” Cole had said slowly.

“And part of that act will be to carry on drinking Sticky Milk, even though you know what it is and how it’s made.”

And with that Gina had given him some more pills. These were blue and familiar looking. “Viagra?” Cole had asked, bemused. “We’ve only known each other a couple of days.”

She had laughed at his obvious joke and that made him feel good. “To convince women you’re still aroused by domination, there may be times when you need these.”

Ultimately it was a no brainer. So much so he had taken the red pill in front of Gina, and then pocketed the Viagra. Then Gina, in true cloak and dagger fashion, had given him a burner phone and told him to await her call, before disappearing into the darkness.

The first day after taking the red pill had been the most difficult. Suddenly he was his old self again, with all his old vanilla instincts, and now when a woman ordered him about, or a stickyfree man did, he had to remember that he was supposed to be submissive and act accordingly. Which he did, just about, but at both work and home it was difficult. Far more difficult than he ever could have imagined.

His obvious lack of arousal also attracted attention. By Marcus, ironically, who was fucking Cassandra when he looked down at Cole kneeling naked beside the bed.

“Your cuck’s soft, usually he has a raging hard on when I bone you.”

“Yes, he does,” Cassandra had replied, looking down at the limp dick between Cole’s legs with a mixture of scorn and suspicion. Surely one flaccid penis couldn’t have alerted her to his new non-submissive self?

And then Marcus had saved the day by laughing. “Fucking hell, he’s impotent now on top of all his other problems!”

Cassandra had laughed along cruelly, clearly pleased with the notion that she had rendered him sexually inadequate.

The call from Gina came on Monday night as he was leaving work. At first he wondered what the hell it was, this ringing in his rucksack, but then he remembered the Pay As You Go Mobile phone Gina had given him. He darted into a side alley outside Trigger HQ and answered it. Gina, without preamble or small talk, told him to pop by the supermarket and meet her in the cereal aisle again.

He went straight there, nearly but not quite breaking the speed limit on the way. And then he did break a heel on the way into the supermarket, but that didn’t stop him from grabbing a trolley and nearly sprinting to the cereal aisle with it.

“You again!” Gina cried theatrically when she saw him, and then she was marching up to him and slapping him hard across the face, hard enough to make his skin sting. It wasn’t quite the greeting he was hoping for. He had liked their easy back and forth by the canal, it was like something out of an old romcom, and wanted more of the same. Of course he knew she couldn’t do that in public. They both had parts to play and she played hers with distinction, slapping him like he was nothing.

What was impressive was that as she roundhoused his face she simultaneously slipped something into his jacket pocket. “Now get the hell out of my sight before I take you outside and turn your balls into jelly with a tyre iron!” she hissed and Cole had scurried off down the pet food aisle.

Later, at home, he looked in his jacket pocket and found a USB stick with a note: ‘Plug this into your server for two minutes at work, XXX, Gina.’

XXX?

He liked that, he liked that a lot, and couldn’t help but grin goofily as he burnt the note on the stove.

It was the now seven days since Cole had become normal again. He was at work, in his ridiculous short skirt, but feeling none of the illicit thrills he used to feel when he was on Sticky Milk. Then the thrill of walking around in the sort of skimpy clothes not even a street walker would wear gave him an intense buzz. Not now, now he just felt idiotic and vulnerable.

He tried to stamp on those feelings and focus on his mission. Gina’s USB stick needed to go into a drive in the server room. And he was eager to do it. Not just because he wanted to see this oppressive matriarchy end, but because he wanted to impress Gina. Although they had only met a few times he thought he might be falling for her. He was convinced she flirted with him too. After all, why else put ‘XXX’ on the note? Surely that was a signal of some sort? Trouble is, he’d been out of the game so long he could no longer read the signals women sent out. Hell, he wasn’t sure if he ever could.

He pushed the neurotic self-doubt to the back of his mind and focussed on the mission. With his blood drumming in his ears he walked slowly past Jack’s desk. He needed Jack because Jack was the only man on this floor who had a swipe card that accessed the server room. Cole could have tried stealing it off Miss Twill but that was risky beyond belief. No, Jack was the easiest way into the server room. So Cole had put on his shortest and tightest skirt and hoped that would be enough for the lecherous slime ball.

Jack, predictable as ever, chuckled when he saw Cole mince past on his high heels. “Fucking hell, you’re even sluttier than usual,” Jack sneered, looking him up and down.

Cole stopped and looked at the stickyfree cretin. “Sir?” he asked innocently.

“You’re hot to trot, aren’t you? So I’ll trot you. Server room, now,” ordered the odious man and handed Cole his pass.

“Yes, Sir,” said Cole and scampered ahead.

Cole calculated that he had two minutes, tops, before Jack arrived expecting sex. And he wanted to avoid that at all costs, especially now he was stickyfree and no longer excited by degradation. Quickly pulling the USB stick from his pocket he inserted it into the server and a red light at the end flashed on.

Red for danger!

It felt like only a handful of seconds had passed before there was knocking on the door. “Open up, little piggy, so I can bang your door in,” came Jack’s voice, smug and self-satisfied as ever.

Cole ignored him and looked his watch. Thirty seconds had passed. The USB needed to be in for another ninety. Fuck, that was an eternity.

The banging became more insistent, and the handle rattled a few times as the office sex pest tried the door.

“I’m coming, Sir!” said Cole, not moving.

He looked at the red light on the USB stick and then at his watch. There were twenty seconds left.

The door shook as Jack banged angrily on it. “Let me in, you fucking bitch!”

Cole stared desperately at his watch. Five seconds left.

Four.

Three.

Two.

One.

Cole yanked the USB stick out, pocketed it, and lunged to open the door. The minute it was open Jack stormed in, his face red with indignation. “Who the fuck do you think you are keeping me waiting?”             

“I’m sorry, Sir, I-”

Jack slapped him hard across the face, sending Cole staggering back against a server. “Think you can get away with keeping me waiting?” he hissed.

“No Sir, I-”

He didn’t finish his sentence because suddenly Jack was punching Cole again and again in the stomach, so hard that Cole doubled over and fell to the floor. If he thought that would save him he was wrong, because then Jack was kicking him in the stomach. Cole could have fought back. Now he was free of the drug that made him submissive he could have risen to his feet and retaliated. Maybe he’d have won? Maybe he would have pounded the shit out of Jack and taught him a valuable lesson? And yes, that would have been a glorious and cathartic moment.

But he didn’t fight back. He just absorbed the abuse. And as he lay curled up on the ground getting kicked again and again a great calm descended upon him. He’d started the plot to emancipate men, and this violent oaf’s days were numbered.


6: Home Again

After a gruelling three weeks in which Felicity had traversed the world, visiting Trigger facilities on three different continents, she was finally home. Home being a four bedroom detached house in Hampstead Heath. It was spread over three floors, complete with fireplace and cellar amongst other highly desirable features, and had cost Felicity just over four million. A sum she could easily afford with the licensing agreement she had for Sticky Milk.

Nice as the property undoubtedly was she still wanted to make her mark and so had the builders in. They were rebuilding the front room, which she had had torn out. As ever, Felicity couldn’t let even the simplest of activities pass without using it as way to exert power, so she made the builders work naked save for boots and hard hats. Their well muscled bodies, honed by hard work and not gym or steroids, were a delight to behold. And she was pleased to note they all had sizeable cocks which, due to the humiliating nature of working nude, were fully erect and dribbling freely.

She was just thinking about taking the plasterer to her bedroom and fucking his brains out – god knows she was overdue a good hard fucking – when she heard a car on the drive. Who could that be? She had no appointments planned, and what few friends she had knew better than to drop by unannounced.

Sighing, she made her way to the front room and looked through the bay window, just in time to see her head of security, Helga Olsten, getting out of one of the four wheel drives security used.

Helga was a formidable operative, and had been integral in stopping an escape at a milking facility ten years ago which could have stopped this whole venture in its tracks.

“Helga,” said Felicity as she opened the front door. “To what do I owe this pleasure?”

Helga smiled, but there was little pleasure in it. “I’m afraid we may have a problem,” she said matter-of-factly, her accent clipping the words slightly.

“What kind of problem?”

“I’d rather show you,” said Helga somewhat cryptically.

Felicity couldn’t help but frown. After a gruelling world trip this was meant to be her chance to relax, recharge her batteries, and have a plasterer with a huge cock fuck her tits off and then eat his own cum out of her. But no, she had some mysterious ‘problem’ to deal with. She couldn’t ignore it, though, whatever it was. Helga was not a frivolous person, and Felicity knew that if she were worried, it must be something serious.

“Let me grab my coat,” said the CEO of Trigger, reaching for a Thom Browne wool sports coat that had cost her just under two thousand pounds. Again, money courtesy of the drink that had enslaved the men of Britain.

Half an hour later the duo pulled up outside a Trigger storage facility in the East End of London. “Why are we here?” asked Felicity, looking around at the grimy and depressing surroundings. Crime may have dropped to zero in this brave new world where men had been robbed of their free will, but that hadn’t helped the architecture get any less dire.

“Be patient,” said Helga as they both decamped from the four wheel drive and headed for the facility. Helga opened a steel door with her swipe card and ushered Felicity into a cavernous warehouse. It was much like any of Trigger’s storage facilities, with row upon row of shelves filled with boxes of various drinks and beverages. “There have been a number of thefts here,” explained Helga as they walked down an aisle.

Felicity felt the stirrings of anger, and she was not somebody you wanted angry. “You brought me down here because of stolen property?” she asked icily.

“Yes,” said Helga crisply, not phased by Felicity’s temper. “Four crates a week for the last six months.”

“Okay, that’s not great, but it seems somewhat small. Certainly too small for me.”

“That’s the point, it’s too small,” said Helga, refusing to show emotion. “As if was designed to not be noticed.”

Felicity was still struggling to understand why this should be any of her concern. “So it’s a small time thief?”

“That’s not that worries me, this does,” said Helga. They had reached another door, and after swiping through it Felicity found herself in a backroom facing a bank of CCTV monitors. Clearly this was the security office for the building.

Helga walked to a computer and motioned for Felicity to sit down in front of it. The CEO did and watched as Helga pulled up some footage and played it. On screen two men could be seen taking crates, loading them onto a trolley, and then walking casually towards the entrance. “I don’t understand,” said Felicity.

“They’re wearing uniforms. Trigger uniforms.”

Felicity’s jet lagged brain finally started to comprehend what the young Scandinavian was driving at. And she didn’t like it. “All our employees are dosed with higher than usual levels of Sticky Milk,” said Felicity, as much to herself as anyone. “They shouldn’t have the backbone to do anything like this?”

Helga looked at Felicity, her eyes dancing. “Precisely. And according to our records each of these men has been on Compound 45 for five years.”

“What do they have to say about this? I assume you’ve talked to them?”

Helga shook her head and looked away. “One of my staff accidentally tipped them off that they were being investigated. They’ve disappeared.”

“Shit,” muttered Felicity quietly. While she’d been travelling the world and admiring her growing empire, a rebellion had been brewing at home. It looked small, almost inconsequential, but she couldn’t help but feel it was just the tip of the iceberg. And if you didn’t believe icebergs were dangerous, just ask the Titanic.


7: Masterson Manor

Cole arrived home to the sound to voices in the living room. Cassandra was talking to somebody, another woman by the sounds of it. Great, he thought sourly, probably he’d get bollocked, humiliated and then disciplined; all so Cassandra could impress a friend. Only now he would have to put on an Oscar worthy performance as a ‘perverted submissive man’.

With a heavy heart he opened the door and got the shock of his life. Cassandra and Gina were sitting on the sofa, chatting.

“Here he is,” said Cassandra with a supercilious smile. “Looking like butter wouldn’t melt in his mouth.”

Swallowing nervously, Cole stepped into the room.

“Well, what have you got to say for yourself?” continued Cassandra with an edge in her voice.

What the hell was this? Had everything with Gina been fake? Nothing more than a ruse to get him into serious trouble? He should have known it was too good to be true, he should have known he was being set up to fail.

And then Gina spoke, her voice firm and no-nonsense, similar to how she addressed him in the supermarket when they first met. “I was telling Cassandra how you scratched my car when I had to punish you over the bonnet.”

“It’s typical of the clumsy idiot!” said Cassandra, glaring at Cole.

“I’m ... sorry,” he stammered, still not quite understanding what was going on here.

Cassandra pursed her lips tightly. “Sorry doesn’t cut it, buster. Fortunately you have a chance to redeem yourself by going to do some clearing for Mistress Gina.”

“Cleaning, Mistress?”

Gina nodded and fixed him with an unyielding stare. “As I was telling your Mistress, I’m temporarily without a slave since my last one had a heart attack – the selfish idiot – so I need someone to help clear my very cluttered cellar.”

“And I’ve volunteered you,” said Cassandra, eyeing Cole for a reaction. “So be a good little boy and go and wait by her car.”

“Erm, yes, Mistress,” he replied and headed for the door feeling a sense of relief and, yes, anticipation. Not just at whatever he would be doing, and he clearly wouldn’t be clearing a cellar, but at the thought of spending more time with this mysterious and beautiful woman.

Ten minutes later they were both in Gina’s car, which most definitely didn’t have a scratch on the bonnet. “I nearly fainted when I saw you in my living room talking to Cassandra,” Cole said, looking out of the window at the dark streets whizzing by.

“Nearly fainting. Wearing panties and a short skirt. Allowing me to spank you in a car park... What kind of man are you exactly?” said Gina with a devilish grin.

“Actually they’re more thongs than panties, but I take your point,” he quipped and was gratified to hear laughter. God, that sounded good.

They drove in silence for a while, with Cole sitting back and enjoying just being with a woman and there being no horrible power dynamic at play. And it was nice. A throwback to how the world used to be before Sticky Milk turned everything on its head.

“So how come you’re not into this female supremacy lark that every other woman is now?” he asked eventually, curious.

Gina shrugged and changed gear. “I just liked the old world, flaws and all, and think we’re better off as equals.”

“So your boyfriend isn’t a slave then?”

Gina laughed and glanced at him quickly. “Is that your sly way of asking if I’m single?”

“Not at all!” He paused and waited a beat before speaking. “Are you single, though?”

Another laugh, and another quick glance at him which made his stomach do a mini summersault. “A week off Sticky Milk and you’re a predatory male again!”

They had left London some time ago and were out in the Oxfordshire countryside, travelling down lanes and over bridges straight out of a picture book. Cole was still enjoying the ride, and being with Gina. She was so easy to talk to, although frustratingly she had yet to tell him whether she was single or not. The thought that she might have a partner made him more than a little jealous. He tried to damp down his hopes because although he was no longer a submissive man, the world was not what it was. And even if by some chance she was available there was no way they could have a relationship.

“Where are we going?” he asked eventually. Wherever they were there were very few lights, and all he could make out were tall hedges.

“To see a very powerful man,” said Gina quietly.

“I didn’t know they existed anymore.”

“Oh, they exist. And not only do they exist, but some even helped Felicity Yardley remake the world. In fact the man we’re going to see was one of her most prominent backers.”

Cole was intrigued, and suddenly he wasn’t thinking about Gina’s relationship status. He was thinking that he was in the middle of a bona fide plot to do something about this crazy mixed up dystopia they lived in.

They arrived at a huge manor house that must have dated back three hundred or more years. Maybe more since neither history nor architecture were Cole’s speciality. And although it was dark, Cole could see enough to see that this was a very expensive pad, with at least a dozen bedrooms.

He whistled appreciatively as they got out of the car. “Very Downton Abbey,” he said.

“Oh, you have no idea,” said Gina as they made there way up a winding gravel path and knocked on a huge oak door. Moments later it was opened and Cole received another shock. Standing in the doorway was a maid wearing a skimpy and extremely revealing maid’s dress. What was strange was that the maid wasn’t a man, feminised to make him look absurd to the nth degree, but a woman. A twenty-something babe poured into the dress like treacle into a shot glass. It was hard not to stare at the smooth golden flesh between her stocking tops and the hem of her very short dress.

“Try not to drool,” drawled Gina, going in.

He followed her in. “Sorry, I’m just out of practice objectifying women.”

She smirked and addressed the maid. “Is he in?”

“He’s in the dinning room, madam,” said the maid humbly.

“And is he sober?”

The hint of a smile played at the maid’s luscious pouting lips. “He’s in the dinning room, madam,” she repeated and led the duo down a long hallway filled with oil paintings of distinguished men from yesteryear. Not that Cole paid them much attention; he was too busy staring at the shapely maid and her chewing gum walk. Those legs and heels! For the last decade men like Cole hadn’t been allowed to see women dressed provocatively, except when they were having sex with stickyfree men, so it was still a huge shock to his system. A very nice shock to his system, it had to be said.

The sexy young maid led them into a vast dining hall illuminated by candle light, and then curtsied and left. Cole was flattered that she gave him a hooded look as she left, and he felt a stirring in his loins.

Shaking off these lustful thoughts he looked around the dining hall. As with the hallways, the walls were festooned with a large number of portraits of men dating back hundreds of years. All those pictured shared the same features, and it was clear the house had belonged to one family for generations.

And there, in the flickering gloom, sat a man in an armchair wearing a red velvet robe. He was in his mid fifties with long grey hair and a somewhat scruffy goatee. To Cole he was the very definition of decadent, and completely at odds with today’s female supremacist world. He also bore the same features as the men in the paintings on every wall.

“New robe, Edward?” asked Gina.

“It used to belong to Hugh Hefner,” said the man with a hint of pride.

“I hope you washed it before buying it,” replied Gina drily, and then motioned at Cole. “This is-”

“-Cole Parker,” completed Edward and, standing, shuffled over to him and proffered his hand.

“Pleased to meet you, Cole Parker, I’m Edward Harrington.”

They shook hands and Cole, for some reason, was surprised at the strength of the older man’s grip. He expected a limp shake, but instead got an iron grip that, for a nanosecond at least, was a touch too tight. Then Edward released Cole’s hand and moved to kiss Gina on the cheek.

“Can I call you Edward, or do I have to use your full name like you just did to me?” asked Cole with a touch of sarcasm.

Edward laughed, sounding genuinely amused. “Glad to see your years under the stiletto haven’t destroyed your sense of humour!”

Gina looked at both men. “Are we going to dine or are you two just going to stand around flirting?”

They ate at a huge dining table that could have seated thirty but had to make do with three. Cole sat at one end, Edward opposite him at the end, and between them on one side was Gina. Truth be told they were a little too spread out, meaning that conversation had to be shouted somewhat. It was like life during the Covid pandemic all over again.

The food was fit for a king: braised lamb, white beans, roast potatoes and more besides. It was undoubtedly the most elaborate and nicest meal Cole had ever had, either in this Britain or the pre-Feminazi Britain. What was even more astonishing was that the meal was served by stunningly beautiful young women wearing nothing but high heels.

“Erm, thank you,” said a slightly embarrassed Cole when his plate was put before him by a nude goddess with long black hair.

“My pleasure, Sir,” replied the woman and did the most adorable curtsey. Jesus, he could really get used to this life.

And then, as the nude deity walked away with hips set to sashay, he noticed that her delectable derriere wore the vivid red stripes of a caning. And if modern Britain had taught him anything, it was how to recognise the signs of a beating. Edward must have noticed his gaze because he spoke: “Her choice, young man.”

“Sorry?”

“The women you see around my not so humble abode are all here by choice,” explained Edward in between sips of red wine. “They chose to submit to me and my rules because they enjoy it. No diabolical drugs or mind control techniques were employed to subdue them.”

“So you’re not just the flipside of Felicity Yardley?” asked Cole.

Gina laughed. “Edward’s a pussycat.”

“Are you offering to tickle my belly, dear?” he replied.

“I haven’t got the energy for a project that big,” came back her whip-smart reply, and everybody laughed.

And so it went. The unlikely trio talked and laughed some more. It was surreal being here in this olde worlde environment chatting to an aristocrat whose bloodline probably went back to the Henry VIII and the Tudors. What’s more, Cole couldn’t get a read on Edward. He was one of the most powerful men in Britain, yet living like a porn baron? If Cole had his wealth and power would he live surrounded by women that looked like they belonged on Babe Station? Probably, he thought ruefully, since the maids really were hugely distracting. In fact all this nubile female flesh, coupled with his growing attraction to Gina, meant that he was more naturally aroused than he had been for over a decade.

Yet despite Edward’s lush act it was clear there was a fierce intelligence behind the slightly blurry cirrhosis tinged eyes. Breeding may have given him his wealth and power, but astuteness had ensured he kept it, especially in a time when it was dangerous to be a man. After all, Cole’s trips to Stick Milk facilities had exposed him to hundreds of men who had once been powerful but were now little more than cum-addled slaves, including royals and top businessmen.

Finally the conversation dwindled to nothing. They sat in silence for a moment, their shadows flickering on the cluttered walls, before Edward stood. “And so, dear boy, we come to the purpose of this soiree,” he said and indicated that Cole and Gina should follow him. They did so.

The study was ornate and everything you would expect from a Lord Byron wannabe. Desk, globe on a stand, leather-bound books and a number of antique hunting rifles mounted on the walls. The only incongruity was thirty something man sitting behind a small desk with a laptop. He wore a suit and glasses and looked like an accountant.

“This is Captain Morgan,” said Edward, motioning at the man.

“Pleased to meet you,” said the Captain, standing and shaking Cole’s hand. His grip was firm and businesslike.

“Why am I here?” asked Cole.

The Captain nodded, pleased. “You get to the point, I like that. So I will too: we need you to get into Facility 2 and break somebody out.”

Cole couldn’t help but snort with laughter. “Clearly Edward isn’t the only one who likes illicit substances. You do realise those places are like Fort Knox with bells on – literally bells on, since the alarm system is state of the art, not to mention the dog system and guards with guns system.”

The Captain smiled thinly. “We know exactly how well protected the cow milking facilities are, which is why we’re going to get you help from inside.”

“You have a double agent inside Trigger? Who?” asked Cole.

Gina touched his arm. “Cassandra.”

Cole couldn’t hide his shock. “My Mistress is in on this?”

“Not yet, but we’re going to turn her.”

Oh boy, thought Cole, this shit is getting serious. Then they told him what would happen next and he realised just how serious.


8: To Catch a Thief

They had a lead on possible thefts from a storage depot in Islington. One man was apparently taking three cases of Sticky Milk a week. It was virtually identical to the thefts in the East End depot. Nothing major, except for the fact the thief had taken Sticky Milk and was, on the surface, as craven and submissive as every other man Trigger had working for them. Yet, as copious CCTV footage proved, this was not a man broken by female domination. This was a man who, when his colleagues went home, stole from Trigger. It went against everything his rewired brain should have stood for.

Felicity and Helga sat in an anonymous hatchback and watched as the man loaded cases into the back of his frankly shitty car. “I don’t understand how he’s able to do this?” asked Felicity. “Does he have natural immunity to Sticky Milk? Or has he taken something that has reversed the effects?”

“I’m not a scientist,” said Helga, never taking her eyes off the thief. “But there’s no way he’s submissive anymore. He’s an old school male, with all the cunning and toxicity that implies.”

Felicity nodded, agreeing with the more than worrying prognosis. “Okay, let’s bag this fucker and get him shipped off to Dr Frankenstein,” she said and got out. Helga followed.

Felicity had told Helga that the man, under no circumstances, was to be harmed. At least not too seriously, although they did have some wriggle room and could certainly bruise and graze him a bit. In fact it might be rather fun to bruise and graze him a bit. But definitely nothing life threatening, they needed him alive and well and able to confess his secrets. And if he didn’t confess they at least needed Professor Elizabeth Harmsworth – aka Doctor Frankenstein – to be able to study him and take tissue and blood samples.

With this in mind Felicity stayed back and allowed Helga, a trained professional, to approach the man with her taser. At the last minute the thief turned to see Helga and, panicking, threw a box of Sticky Milk at her. She dodged sideways and the box crashed landed on the floor, shattering and spilling enhanced cum everywhere. Then the man was off and running, sprinting towards the gate and London beyond. Helga, like a lion after a gazelle, gave chase.

It was beautiful watching her head of security run the man down and, using the taser, shoot him in the back. He collapsed in a painful heap and began convulsing on the floor as electricity surged through him. Helga walked up to him, grabbed the immobilised man by his hair, and unceremoniously dragged him back towards the storage depot.

“I assume it’s okay if I pull out some of his hair?” she asked as she pulled the thief towards Felicity like a sack of potatoes.

“I’d be disappointed if you didn’t,” replied Felicity drily, enjoying the sight of a woman bettering a man.

After locking the thief in an upstairs toilet Helga radioed her team to come and collect him. They would transport him to Professor Harmsworth’s lab in Surrey, before going back to the hunt. They needed to find out if there was a network of men like the thief, and if there was a Mr Big orchestrating everything, or if this was all just a blip. And why exactly did they need Sticky Milk since it was available in every supermarket and shop in Britain anyway?

While Helga talked to her team on the radio Felicity pulled up files on all of the facilities in London. There were over thirty, a testament to Trigger’s success, but it also meant that finding rogue employees would be like finding a needle in a haystack, not least because the bandits appeared smart enough to stay under the radar.

Felicity was looking at invoices for a storage centre in Croydon, trying to see if there were any inconsistencies, when she heard glass shattering from above, followed by a loud thud outside.

“Fuck!” said Helga dashing for the door. Felicity followed and they rushed upstairs to the toilet the thief was imprisoned in. After opening the door they found that the small window within had been smashed open.

“Fuck!” hissed Helga again, going and picking up the pipe that had been torn off the wall and used to smash the glass.

The two women went to the broken window and looked out: down below in the back alley the thief lay dead. He had landed badly and caught his head on a wall, smashing it and leaving blood and brain matter splattered everywhere. It wasn’t a pretty sight.

“We’re going to need another fucking thief,” muttered Felicity angrily.


9: Turning Cassandra

In order to break back into Facility 2, they first had to turn Cassandra. They had to make her one of them. To do this they would appeal to her better nature and convince her that it was the right thing to do for the good of society. Or, since that would fail and wasn’t even worth trying, they would dose her with an extremely powerful Sticky Milk substitute and make her submissive and hopelessly addicted, and therefore easy to control.

Cole felt strangely conflicted about doing this. He didn’t think of himself as a massively moral man, but were they really going to act as badly as their female overlords? Gina told him that while she shared his misgivings it was the only way. In this dirty new world you had to roll up your sleeves and get down in the gutter. And so, agreeing that the ends justified the means, Cole had reluctantly taken the bottle of pills that would rob Cassandra of her free will.

After grinding up a pill he sprinkled it in her hot chocolate. Thankfully Marcus had been kicked to the curb and she was between studs, so Cole didn’t have to worry about another man around. Then, naked as per her requirements around the house, he’d served her the doctored hot chocolate and returned to the spare room he had spent the last nine years sleeping in.

The first thing Cole noticed when he went into her bedroom the next morning was how disorientated and confused Cassandra seemed. He almost felt sorry for her as she lay in bed staring blankly at the ceiling. “Morning,” he said, deliberately leaving off the Mistress.

“Good ... morning,” she mumbled, sounding as dazed as she looked.

Smiling, he picked up her robe – the one he usually held for her so she could slip into it – and threw it on the bedroom floor. “There’s your robe,” he said, and she looked at him, then at the robe, then back at him.

“You’re supposed to hold it for me,” she said, sitting up.

“If you want it, you pick it up,” he replied coldly.

“What?” she asked.

“Pick up the robe,” he said quietly. He waited a beat and then repeated it, louder. “Pick up the robe.”

At first Cassandra did nothing and he wondered if the drugs he had fed her had actually done anything. After all, he couldn’t imagine they’d been tested properly or MHRA approved, so there was a good chance they were about as effective as sweets.

Time stretched on and then, swallowing, Cassandra got out of bed naked and bent to pick the robe up: “Stop!” he said and she stopped.

“Forget the robe, I want you naked today, so I can enjoy that hot little gym toned body of yours,” he said.

“I ... yes, of course,” she mumbled, still confused.

Feeling weird he walked around behind Cassandra and slapped her arse. Not exactly hard, but enough to make a delicious thwapping sound, a sound he liked. Flinching, she stumbled forwards. “What’s happening?” she asked, bewildered.

“Poetic justice,” he replied and slapped her arse again, causing her to flinch.

“That...hurts,” she said, rubbing her bottom.

“Yeah, I know,” he said, and slapped her bare bottom again, harder still. Hard enough to make her yelp.

“Stop!” she said, but stayed where she was.

He was about to slap her bottom again when the doorbell rang.

“I wonder who that could be?” he said with a dark grin and headed downstairs.

Gina and Cole sat on the sofa looking at Cassandra, who stood naked before them with her hands on top of her head and her legs spread. It was a pose he himself had adopted on numerous occasions, usually in front of Cassandra and her latest thick-headed stud. It felt bizarre now that the tables were turned.

Gina was nodding, impressed by Cassandra’s new deeply subservient persona. “It’s amazing how effective it is at enslaving women,” she said thoughtfully. “Within less than twelve hours she’s been turned into a puppet, and we didn’t even have to use any subliminal messaging to make her like this. Everything is built into the drug.”

Cole nodded in agreement. “Yes, hard to believe this is my strict and unyielding Mistress of the last ten years.”

Gina must have noticed his tone because looked at him. “What is it?” she asked.

“Nothing.”

She touched his leg gently. “Don’t lie to me,” she said, her voice soft.

“Nothing, just  ...” He trailed off and looked at Cassandra standing miserably before them as naked as the day she was born. Her bottom was red from the spanking he had given her, and she looked completely and utterly bewildered – and scared – at what was going on. “I feel guilty about treating her like this,” he said with a sigh.

“After all she’s done to you?”

He shrugged and looked away. “I don’t want to become just like them.”

Gina paused a moment before replying, and when she did she sounded serious and thoughtful. “I get that, I really do, and I like that you have a conscience in an age where they seem optional, but this isn’t about revenge or payback. It’s about smashing this revolting world, a world getting more dystopian by the day, and we need her like this to do that. And now she’s been transformed, we have to give her total humiliation and punishment. We have to scratch her new itch.”

With that Gina leaned forward and kissed Cole on the lips, slipping her tongue into his mouth. “She made you her cuckold, let’s make her our cuckquean,” she whispered hotly.

“That sounds weird, is that the actual terminology?” he asked, hungrily kissing Gina back.

She kissed him again, harder still. “Yes. She’s a cuckquean and I’m a cuckcake.”

“Jesus! They’ve got words for everything!”

And with that they were ripping off each others clothes and Gina was climbing astride Cole and sliding her wet pussy onto his throbbing erection. Then she was riding Cole, while Cassandra stood and watched with hot excited eyes.

The sex was electric. A decade of pent up desires exploded out of Cole like lemonade from a bottle that had been strapped to a pneumatic drill. It was primordial and intense and, judging by the screaming Gina did, she found it as satisfying and all consuming as he did.

“HARDER!” she kept squealing, and Cole thrust as hard as he could without dislocating his hips.

It was exhausting and exhilarating and it lasted for hours. And while it started on the sofa, it didn’t stay in the sofa. The marathon sex session also took in the floor, the stairs and the bed, and by the end of it Cole felt like he had well and truly fucked his way back to being a normal man. It was a nice feeling even though he knew he would ache in places he didn’t know he had for the next week.

An hour after the epic coupling had ended Cassandra knelt naked on the floor and licked Cole’s stringy cum from Gina’s well pounded pussy. Talk about surreal.

“Is that enough degradation for her?” asked Cole, looking down at his ex mistress with pity.

Gina glanced at him, her eyes dancing. “Degradation, yes, punishment, no. We have to beat her now.”

“Why?”

“You know why.”

He did, and so Cassandra was beaten. She was made to bend over and grip her ankles, exposing the perfect bottom it took four hours a week on the Stair Stepper to maintain. And once in position Gina and Cole took turns to hit her arse with the array of riding crops, paddles, tawses and canes around the house. It was hard and brutal and not for the faint hearted, and even though Gina cried and begged throughout it she never once lost that hot excited look. In less than a day she had become just as hopeless as the millions of men she had helped to turn into Stick Milk zombies. Poetic justice indeed.

Towards the end of the day Cassandra, now completely broken in and fully submissive, knelt naked before Cole and Gina and listened intently to her part in the plan on how to get into Facility 2 and break a man out.


10: The Arrow Points

The man whose brains ended up as scrambled egg on the concrete in Islington was called Darren Webber. He rented a cheap flat in Haringey, which was little more than a room with a bed, a cooker and a sink in. It didn’t even have a toilet, although judging by the overpowering stench from the sink, it was clear that Webber had used that to do his business. All of his business.

“Disgusting,” said Helga, her pretty Scandinavian face contorting into a mask of repugnance.

“Yes,” agreed Felicity somewhat testily. She was still angry about what had transpired at the Islington Storage Depot, and Helga bore a good part of that responsibility. Hell, she was head of security and amply rewarded for the role, so she bore all the responsibility. The man should have been secured, not left free so he could attempt an escape. That’s if it had even been an escape attempt, part of Felicity wondered if he was a zealot and had chosen to die rather than reveal his secrets.

Sadly, he had done just that. They had helicoptered the body to Professor Harmsworth in Surrey, who had examined the corpse. Despite being able to take some tissue and DNA samples, the preliminary findings were inconclusive. “You really should have brought him to me alive,” Dr Harmsworth had said down the phone in a deeply patronising tone.

“Yes, thank you,” Felicity had replied and ended the call. God, she hated Harmsworth – nicknamed Dr Frankenstein because of her deeply disturbing practices – but needed her. Even now, all these years into the Sticky Milk experiment, she needed her brilliant if slightly deranged mind.

All of which meant they had to go in a different direction to discover the truth about the thief called Darren Webber. And that led them here, to his grotty flat with a sink that smelled of shit.

“On the plus side, this place is so small it should be easy to search,” said Helga.

“So let’s search,” replied Felicity tersely and both women got to work. It took four hours and by the end of it they had found nothing of note. The only thing of interest was a collection of well-thumbed BDSM magazines featuring women being tortured by brutes in leather masks, indicating that the man was in no way submissive, despite the fact that eyewitness accounts said he was just another snivelling male worm happy to grovel before woman.

Frustrated, the women bagged up anything that might hold a clue and returned to Trigger HQ in Canary Wharf.

Felicity and Helga had arranged a number of interviews with Webber's co-workers. Maybe, just maybe, he had told them something, or at the very least inadvertently revealed something that might be of use.

The males were interviewed naked, so as to ensure they became erect when abused by a woman. If they didn’t, it would prove they were ‘fake’ submissives. Of course there were ways and means around this, but as the interviews were spontaneous it was unlikely that any would have had time to take any little blue pills.

The first three men they spoke to were no help. Craven imbeciles that stood before Felicity and Helga gushing about how marvellous they were and how it would be a privilege to lick their boots. These were known in the trade as Domzoms, men who had become literal zombies to dominant women. The trio were sent packing with harsh words and slice from Helga’s riding crop, which fed their addiction for a little while longer.

The fourth man, though, was of interest. He had been friends with Webber and had gone drinking with him a few times.

“Did you know he wasn’t submissive?” Felicity asked the naked man before her.

“No, Mistress.” The man sounded genuinely surprised, possibly even confused that there was any such thing as a non-submissive man. “He seemed just like everybody else.”

“Trust me, he wasn’t.”

“What did you talk about?” asked Helga.

“Nothing, really,” said the man, and then seemed to remember something. “Oh, except he asked me to keep a spare phone for him.”

“What?” said Felicity and Helga in unison.

“Yes, it’s at home.”

Helga went to pick up the phone, before giving it to one of her girls in security to break the password. While this was going on Felicity paced the floors of Trigger, looking at each and every man suspiciously, wondering if they were a rebel or saboteur, silently plotting to destroy the world she had meticulously built.

During her restless patrol she even saw the bastard who had caused her so much trouble all those years ago: Cole Parker. He was bent over his Mistress’s desk, being caned. And caned hard, judging by the look of pure misery on his face. Good, the horrible fucker deserved everything he got after the merry dance he had led her all those years ago.

Maybe she should talk to him? It wasn’t beyond the bounds of possibility that he was somehow linked to-

-Her phone rang, shattering her train of thought. It was Helga. She’d broken the code and was in Webber's phone. Felicity turned and practically sprinted to the elevators.

“No calls were made on it? No texts sent?”

Helga shook her head. “No. As far as we can tell it’s never been used to contact anybody else, not even the local takeaway”

Felicity sighed heavily. “What is on it then?”

“Just internet searches.”

“For what?”

“Allsorts.”

“Show me the list.”

Helga pulled up a screen dump on her laptop and then handed it to Felicity. Felicity stared at the list on the screen. Spoilers for sci-fi shows. Banned porn sites featuring naked women being abused by men. Possible cures for baldness involving herbs rubbed into the scalp. Natural toothache remedies...

She nearly didn’t spot it, but near the bottom of the list was a search for a service station in Essex. According to his files Darren Webber had no connection to Essex, not even any friends and or family over there. What was more interesting was that the service station was in Romford and that it was a mile away from Facility 2. Maybe it was nothing, but Felicity didn’t think so. Somehow, this disparate group of rebels wanted something at the milking centre.

“Get reinforcements,” she said to Helga with a grim smile. “We’re going back to where we first met.”


11: In the Kingdom of the Cum Cow

“This is going to fail,” said Cassandra as they pulled level with the cabin that was Facility 2’s security checkpoint.

“It’s not going to fail,” countered Cole from the passenger seat, although he couldn’t help but feel she had a point. This would fail, spectacularly, with bells on and a layer of icing on top. It would go down in history as one of the epic fails of all time, up there with DeLorean cars, New Coke and Battlefield Earth.

He watched anxiously as the guard – a stony faced woman in her forties wearing leather trousers and a white blouse that looked like it had been ironed with a fossilised starfish – emerged from the security cabin and walked towards the car. She tapped the driver’s window and Cassandra rolled it down.

“Name and reason for visit,” said the guard crisply.

“Cassandra Westerly with Cole Parker. It’s a pleasure visit.”

“Explain?”

“My slave helped me win a big contract at HQ and I want to reward him by letting him suck off a Cum Cow.”

The guard smiled thinly and glanced over at Cole. “Lucky boy.”

Cole blushed and looked straight ahead. “Yes, Mistress!”

Smirking, the woman walked back to her checkpoint. And very impressive it was too, thought Cole as he looked at the deluxe cabin. It was the sort of cabin that could be picked up in a hurricane, twirled around and slammed down, and it would still retain its structural integrity. The sort of cabin you could transport to the moon and it would make a perfectly adequate lunar base. The sort of cabin you could ride out the apocalypse in, providing you had an adequate supply of tinned fruit and shotgun shells.

Cole watched through the smoked glass window of the cabin as the guard talked to a fellow guard. She looked out at them as she spoke, and grinned thinly, doubtless imaging Cole on his knees with a Cum Cow’s mighty ‘udder’ in his mouth. A month ago the thought would have excited his messed up brain no end, now it just disgusted him.

“Could you sweat anymore?” asked Cole, glancing at Cassandra, who was shifting nervously in her seat and looking ready to expire from stress.

“I need a fix,” she whispered, referring to the Sticky Milk substitute she was now completely hooked on.

“Try to be cool!”

“I need a fix!”

“Not here,” hissed Cole.

“Please!” she repeated, urgently.

“Christ,” he muttered and, reaching into his pocket, pulled out a small creamy white tablet. He broke it in half and handed it to Cassandra just as the guard emerged from her security cabin. Cassandra gobbled it down as the woman leaned in and peered into the car.

“You’re clear to go in,” she said, hitting the roof of the car and making Cassandra jump. And then, mercifully, the gate was rising and they ware driving onto the grounds of Facility 2.

After parking Cassandra, slightly calmer thanks to her fix, used her pass to get them onto the vast factory floor. The duo walked amongst the hordes of naked men being milked by huge industrial pumps that fed their spunk, via transparent pipes, into huge vats at the end of each line.

As Cole walked amongst these nude males he tried not to look at their faces. He didn’t want to see the haunted looks in their eyes. Not that they were all like that, some had been broken completely and stared into the middle distance like dementia sufferers. He wondered if his old friend, Tyson Green, was here. He hoped not.

He was so busy thinking this that he nearly walked into the back of Cassandra, who had stopped suddenly. “What are you doing?” he whispered urgently.

But he knew what she was doing, she was now a Sticky Milk addict and the cocks on display, pumping out streams of milky white cum, were tempting her. He could see in her eyes how she wanted to run to the nearest Cum Cow, rip the pump off his enormous dick, and suck it herself. Suck it until the cow filled her mouth with hot thick creamy spunk. He knew this because when he was on Sticky an awful lot of his fantasies were exactly the same. Sometimes he went one step further and imagined a Cum Cow at either end of him, spit roasting him with their huge steroid enhanced cocks. Eugh! The thought now filled him with horror, but less than a month ago it was his ultimate fantasy, especially if you added a few whip wielding guards to thrash him as he was penetrated.

“We have to go,” he said quietly.

“I...want to...”

“I know you do, but we have to go,” he repeated.

“I just want to.... you know...”

He looked around, seeing there was nobody looking, grabbed Cassandra by the elbow and guided her forwards. It seemed to do the trick, breaking her trance and getting her head back in the game. Or as in the game as it was ever going to be.

“I... don’t know what happened,” she said.

“It’s perfectly natural,” he said with some sympathy. “But let’s just try to avoid it happening again. So keep your eyes away from the men being milked.”

“Yes, of course.”

And then they were at one of the control hubs that dotted the factory floor. Thankfully it was empty, enabling Cassandra to open a terminal and access the files for the cows held at he facility. They were looking for one in particular: 456.

456, or Barton Jericho, was a chemical engineer of some renown, although not being into chemical engineering Cole had never heard of him. They needed Jericho’s skills to manufacture to scale a drug that would counteract Sticky Milk’s effects.

“He’s not on the roster,” said Cassandra, sounding on the verge of panic.

“What does that mean?”

“I don’t know.”

“Yes you do, what does it mean?”

Cassandra looked out at the rows and rows of naked men being milked, thinking. He hoped to god she wasn’t going to have another incident. She wasn’t, though, and eventually she spoke: “It means he’s not currently being milked and is in the Rest Quarters.”

“Okay, that’s good, let’s go there then,” said Cole in a voice he hoped was calm enough to keep a lid on Cassandra’s panic.

She nodded, accessed the details of the rest quarters he was housed in, and shut down the terminal. And then they were on the move again.

Cole was glad to leave the factory floor. The sounds of the pumps filled him with dread, and the sight of all those exposed men reminded him that, until recently, he was totally addicted to the semen they pumped from their grotesquely modified genitals. Semen he consumed on a daily basis.

They walked along corridors that he had once run along, desperately trying to get out so he could alert the world to this nightmare. Of course he had failed, because now the nightmare was the new normal and it was spreading across the globe at an alarming rate. He knew this because the spreadsheets he worked on were from America, Australia, Canada and even South Africa. The disease of enforced male submission was going global faster than any pandemic.

As they walked down the sterile corridors Cole couldn’t help but glance through windows. What was happening in the rooms was exactly the same things that were going on a decade ago: naked men suffering indignity after indignity. In one a quartet of males lay on gurneys while females in white lab coats touched their bloated testicles with electric prongs, and as they did so their stiff dicks started squirting sperm uncontrollably.

In another room more naked males were having their enlarged and very stiff penises measured by young women with clipboards. Incredibly, some of the cocks were now fifteen inches and over, with balls as big as bags of sugar beneath them. And in another room a naked man, with his absurdly large and erect penis, was running on a treadmill while medical professionals watched and took notes. It was déjà vu.

Cole was glad when they finally arrived at the Rest Quarters. A guard asked them their business and Cassandra cleared her throat. “I want to take a Cum Cow out for my boy. As a reward for his good work,” she said.

“It’s not protocol,” said the woman, glaring angrily at Cole.

“I know, but it does happen for VIPs,” said Cassandra, tapping her badge.

The guard looked at them both a minute, shrugged, and stepped aside. Cole and Cassandra went through the door.

The Rest Quarters was a gigantic room filled with bunk beds, about five hundred in all. Half the bunk beds were empty – because the men were out on the factory floor being milked – but the others were filled. They walked amongst the beds, looking at the men lying on them. Even now, at rest, their dicks were erect and dribbling semen.

Thankfully the beds were ordered along military lines, so it didn’t take long to find 456. He was a young man. That surprised Cole slightly as he imagined Barton Jericho would be older. No matter, it was his brain he was interested in, and assuming it hadn’t been too damaged by captivity that should be fine.

“Come with me, boy,” said Cassandra, summoning up her old bitch persona.

The young man immediately leapt up and dutifully followed Cole and Cassandra out of the sleeping quarters, past the scowling guard, and into the maze of corridors. They walked briskly towards the back exit that would take them to the car park. Once there they would load 456 into the boot and drive out. Sure, security would stop them but they wouldn’t search the car. Now Sticky Milk was a fixture of British life they weren’t quite as obsessive about secrets getting out as they once were. More fool them.

Outside it was beginning to drop dark, and the car park – away from the main building – was a mass of foreboding shadows that could be hiding anything. Shit, thought Cole, Cassandra’s paranoia had rubbed off on him!

He knew he was being stupid, looking for problems where none existed. They were nearly at the finish line, and it was hard not to smile as they walked out across the concrete towards Cassandra’s car. He couldn’t help but imagine how pleased Gina would be with him, and how easily they had broken 456 out of captivity. He couldn’t wait to see her again, to kiss her, to hold her, to-

-Floodlights clicked on, bathing the trio in harsh light. They stopped in their tracks, like rabbits in the path of an oncoming truck. And then, out of the blinding glare walked a face from his past: Felicity Yardley. “We really should stop meeting like this,” she said to Cole and nodded at somebody to the side of her.

PHUT!

Cole winced and looked down to see a tranquiliser dart sticking out of his chest. He heard two more shots – PHUT! PHUT! – as his companions were darted. “Bollocks,” he muttered and then collapsed on the ground, unconscious.


12: If Doctor Frankenstein Had a Sister

As ever when Felicity visited Dr Elizabeth Harmsworth’s compound in Surrey, she was creeped out beyond belief. This was a woman who had taken the lack of oversight as a challenge to see just how many basic human rights she could violate. If Doctor Frankenstein had ever had a sister, then it would surely have been Dr Harmsworth.

Felicity had dumped Cole Parker with three guards in an examination room and then gone hunting for the ghastly woman of science. This had taken her on a magical mystery tour of everything the morality-free scientist had been working on in the last few years. There was a room filled with naked men who had had their dicks removed but their balls left. Why? What was the purpose of such a procedure? It made no sense.

Another room had ‘Ouroboros Experiment’ written on a sign on the door, and the six men within were being fed by a tube sperm from their own balls. What the hell was that about? And where was the commercial application for it? Seeing how long a male could survive on his own spunk?

Then there were rooms in which men’s penises and testicles had been removed and replaced by fully functioning steel cocks and balls. One poor bastard looked like he had a mixer tap between his legs, and Felicity imagined turning it on and getting a blast of hot creamy cum.

“Jesus,” muttered Helga, who was walking alongside Felicity taking in the horror show. “This woman has some serious issues.”

“Tell me about it,” agreed Felicity darkly. If she hadn’t been so dependent on the doctor’s undeniable genius she’d have cut the crazy bitch loose years ago. And possibly even turned her into the authorities for the numerous crimes against humanity she perpetrated on a daily basis. Then again, Felicity was hardly blameless on that front.

They eventually found the Doctor in a large room filled with naked women. The women were all secured in harnesses suspended from the ceiling. Each had huge bloated breasts attached to pumps that were draining creamy liquid from them.

“I’m busy,” said Harmsworth the minute Felicity and Helga entered. She didn’t deign to look at them, though, as if making eye contact was beneath her.

“Doing what?” asked Felicity, undeniably curious.

“Perfecting female Cum Cows.”

Felicity looked around at the suspended women and their huge breasts, and then back at the unhinged scientist. “You mean they’re producing Sticky Milk?”

Finally Harmsworth looked at the woman who paid her extremely generous salary. “I’ve managed to modify their breasts so that they can produce semen as good as any male cow.”

Felicity looked at the women, and saw they were many who had once stood against her. Rival executives, male sympathisers, even an old secretary that had annoyed her. Now, though, they were little more than cattle. Perhaps Dr Harmsworth’s evil genius was useful after all? That said, when she left here she would have to cleanse her brain of everything she had seen. Ignorance is bliss and all that.

“This is all very exciting – although why I’m hearing about it for the first time now is somewhat vexing – but I have a more pressing matter,” continued Felicity. “I’ve brought you a male who is no longer affected by Compound 45.”

Harmsworth snorted derisively.

“Did you hear me?” said Felicity testily. “I have a man here who is no longer susceptible to Compound 45.”

“No you haven’t, what you’re saying is impossible.”

“I have a man downstairs who is anything but submissive.”

Harmsworth glared at Felicity. “He can’t be immune to Compound 45. He just can’t be.”

“He is. And you’re going to find out why, otherwise we’re going to have a serious talk about future funding.”

Harmsworth eyes burned into Felicity like laser beams. She was clearly angry at being spoken to in such a tone, and even more so at being threatened, but she was smart enough to recognise who funded her nefarious research. “Fine, I’ll examine this mysterious man, but I need to finish up here first.”

With that the Doctor stomped off and started barking orders at her assistant, Petra. Petra had once been a man called Peter but was now a hyper-feminised oddity, with breasts as big as any of the female Cum Cows, and more make-up than a slutty clown. Felicity knew from her research that he used to be a formidable scientist, and she suspected that many of Harmsworth’s more outlandish experiments only worked because he was involved, tempering her mania with cold hard logic.

“Come on,” said Felicity to Helga. “We’ll go and start talking to the prisoner while Dr Creepy finishes up here.”

Cole had been strapped naked to a bed and, judging by the vivid red marks on his chest and thighs, had already been used as whipping practice by the girls guarding him. Good, they needed him compliant.

As Felicity entered she nodded at her guards to leave them, before looking down at the man who was still causing her headaches a decade after their first meeting. “I keep forgetting how small your penis is,” she said slyly.

“And I keep forgetting how non-existent your soul is,” he replied.

“Nice retort,” she said, allowing her hand to slide up his naked body. His penis remained stubbornly soft, proving beyond doubt that he was somehow immune to Compound 45. Any man with Sticky Milk coursing through his veins would become rock hard at having his manhood disparaged. How was he immune, though? It bothered her that she didn’t know.

“Cassandra is in a lot of trouble,” she said.

“Good. Give her hell.”

“We’ve been interrogating her and, after judicious use of nipple clamps and electrodes, she told us about an attractive dark haired woman working with you. Who would that be?”

“I don’t know any women.”

“What about others in the cell?”

“The cell? Jesus, you’re paranoid as fuck. There is no cell.”

Felicity sighed and turned to look around the room. There were a number of implements that could be used to inflict pain – pliers, a blow torch, knives, more whips, even a cudgel – but she needed answers now. And torture, if done right, took time.

“We still don’t understand why you wanted 456? Why were you trying to break him out?” continued Felicity.

“Maybe I just wanted my own pet Cum Cow?” replied Cole with an infuriating grin. “You know, so I could have fresh spunk on my cornflakes every morning.”

“Whatever could you need a pizza delivery man for?”

Cole frowned. “What?”

For the first time she had got through to him. She saw the flash of shock in his eyes when she’d mentioned that 456 was a pizza delivery man. Cole hadn’t known. No, it was more than that: he’d thought the man was something else, something far more important. And if that was the case, the people who had used Cole had lied to him, meaning he was nothing more than their pawn to them, a useful idiot.

“They haven’t been honest with you,” she said with a cold smile.

“I don’t know what you mean,” he mumbled defensively and looked away.

Felicity’s mind was a whir, trying to game it all out. Why would they lie to Cole? Why would they use him to help break some nobody out of a secure environment? Unless ... the smile faltered as a terrible thought occurred to Felicity. Maybe because getting 456 out of captivity wasn’t the point of the operation, the point was to get Cole into captivity. Everything had been leading to this moment. The thefts at Trigger depots, the phone with the search history hinting that Facility 2 was a target, and Cole as bait ... it was all just a ploy.

“Shit!” she said just as the building alarm suddenly started blaring.

WHOOP! WHOOP! WHOOP!

There was shouting out in the corridor, the sound of running, then the door burst open. Helga, looking energised but worried, burst in with her gun drawn. “We’re under attack,” she said.

At which point an explosion rocked the building and the ceiling fell in.

It was over as quickly as it started. The gunfire, explosions and shouting was followed by an eerie silence. A tsunami had blown in, got what it wanted, and left. But the mission hadn’t been to get Cole back, since he was still strapped naked to a bed surrounded by debris from the floor above. No, the rebels had broken in for something else. What, though?

“What the fuck is going on here?” Felicity muttered to herself, looking at the naked patsy strapped to the table. She would take out her frustrations on him later, but first she had to see what the purpose of the incursion was. And with that she left the interrogation room.

They found Elizabeth Harmsworth in her office. She wasn’t dead, but may as well have been. Whoever had broken in had pumped her so full of Compound 45 she was little more than a vegetable, sitting on the floor drooling like a baby.

Worse, the safe was open and the formula for Compound 45 gone. Along with god knows what other infernal research Harmsworth had been doing. Research that could now be used against Felicity and Trigger.

“Fuck fuck fuck!” she snarled, kicking a broken chair out of the way. This really was turning into a truly shit Tuesday.


13: Bloodhounds

They tortured Cole. Of course they did. It was in their DNA to completely ignore somebody’s basic human rights. He was whipped and whipped hard, and then whipped harder still. And when that didn’t work, which it was destined not to since his years in a female dominated society had toughened his skin to rhinoceros proportions, he had electrodes attached to his testicles and hundreds of volts zapped through them again and again, until he passed out from the pain. And when they revived him with smelling salts he even had a touch of water boarding, which really wasn’t nice. In fact it was horrible on stilts, although very much on brand with these people.

But he was determined not to tell them anything, to not give them an inch. And throughout all the pain and suffering his mind fixated on one thing: Gina. Had she really betrayed him by sending him on a bogus mission? Whatever the purpose of getting him here, it had worked if the fury of Felicity Yardley was anything to go by. She was incandescent with rage, and had worked out a lot of that anger on Cole’s poor battered body. And now, free of Sticky Milk, he most definitely didn’t enjoy it.

Gina, though. The thought that she had used him made him sad, not least because he would have done it for her anyway. Whatever she’d asked of him he would have immediately agreed to. He was falling for her in a big way, like a teenager experiencing his first love. Even now, after her apparent betrayal, he still felt the same way about her.

Fuck, what a soppy sod he was!

They came to his holding cell in the dead of night: Felicity and the attractive if frosty Scandinavian woman who seemed to accompany the Trigger CEO everywhere. Felicity – in direct contrast to her rage earlier – seemed in a bizarrely good mood, which was bad because it meant she had a plan.

“Hello again, Mr Parker!” she beamed, looking down at him.

“Hello back, psycho bitch,” he grunted back.

“Tsk! Tsk! Always with the misogyny!”

He tried to think of a suitable retort, to keep the sparring banter going, but his brain felt as fried as his balls. It didn’t matter anyway because two guards entered, untied him and dragged him to his feet. They then put him in leg cuffs, hand cuffs, and a collar with a leash attached. “I feel like Hannibal Lector,” he said dryly.

“You’re a prized asset, so we need to keep you safe,” said Felicity, her eyes dancing.

“Thanks for that,” he muttered.

They led him out into the corridor, naked save for his cuffs. It was awkward trying to walk, and the young Scandinavian kept tugging his leash harshly, causing him to stumble forwards and nearly fall a number of times.

“Careful, slug,” she said, not sounding remotely concerned.

He was unceremoniously dragged along several corridors, down two flights of stairs, and finally out into a huge underground car park filled with black SUVs and vans. The car park also bore the marks of the attack earlier, and he saw that some of the vehicles there were little more than mangled wreckage, indicating that the rebels had access to some pretty impressive firepower.

Helga and Felicity led him to a sleek black van on the far side of the parking level. “You’re sure you don’t want me to get us a driver?” Helga asked.

Felicity shook her head. “We’re severely short staffed thanks to the incursion. Besides, driving will help me think,” said the venomous CEO.

While Felicity got into the driver’s seat, Helga manhandled Cole roughly into the back of the van. Once in, she removed his leg and hand cuffs and strapped him onto a stretcher. She then cuffed his right arm to a pole running along the ceiling, and put a sleeve around his left arm, with tubes leading to a white machine with dials and flashing lights on the front. Unlike everything else he’d seen at this state of the art facility, it looked ramshackle, like something out of a cheesy eighties sci-fi show. Even so, looking at it gave him a bad feeling.

“Although you and your rebels turned our lead scientist into a vegetable, we still have a very competent girl called Petra. And she has managed to rig up a back trace,” explained Helga, tapping a small screen on the white machine and bringing up what looked like a map.

“A back what?” he asked, confused and concerned.

Helga looked at him, and for a moment he didn’t think she’d reply, but after a moment she did, apparently liking the idea of reminding him how smart they were. “In layman’s terms, the rebels injected something into you and used your blood to track you here, and we think we can piggyback that signal to track them back to where they are.”

“Good luck with that,” he sneered, although it sounded horribly feasible.

“We don’t need luck when we have science,” smiled Helga just as the van started moving.

They drove through the night, back towards London and its bright lights. But they didn’t stop there. Instead they sped through the empty streets and eventually, after what seemed an age, crossed into Oxfordshire. In other words, thought Cole grimly, towards Lord Edward’s Tudor mansion. Maybe the plan wasn’t so harebrained after all? And maybe Cole was about to put the woman he had feelings for in danger? The thought of her stripped naked and turned into a female Cum Cow made him nauseous. What could he do, though? He was strapped to a stretcher, powerless to do anything, just like he and every other man in this godforsaken country.

Being helpless wasn’t a great feeling, and Felicity and her stone cold henchwoman seemed to sense his dismay. That lifted their spirits, especially Felicity, whom he heard chuckling from the front of the van. “Petra has done herself proud with this tech,” she said.

“Yes, I’ll be sure to give the bitch a congratulatory beating next time I see her,” said Helga, staring down at Cole with eyes like diamonds.

They got closer. Although his view was hampered, he could see enough through the back window to know they were on the same lanes from that night with Gina. That trip seemed like an eternity ago but it was only weeks. So much had happened since then. So much-

-Something hit them from the side, something big and heavy and fast, sending their van skidding off the road and somersaulting over. It was as if time slowed as Cole and all the equipment around him turned upside down, and back again, as the vehicle rolled down some kind of steep incline.

Felicity screamed from the front of the van as it tumbled downwards. Helga, who didn’t have the luxury of being strapped down, was flung around like a pair of socks in a tumble drier. Cole himself was buffeted and slammed this way and that as the van bounced and slalomed and finally came to a juddering halt.

Lying dazed he tried to work out what was broken and what wasn’t. He hurt but it didn’t feel like anything serious. Then again adrenalin was pumping through him and for all he knew he had ruptured internal organs and was on the verge of death. On the plus side, the accident had freed him from his bonds.

Helga seemed okay as well, and crawled past him to the front of the van to check on her boss. “Are you okay?” he heard her ask.

“I think so,” came the shaky reply.

As he pulled himself upright he heard voices from outside, getting closer and louder. Suddenly the doors were wrenched open and Gina was looking in at him. “Jesus, you look like shit,” she grinned.

Even though she might have betrayed him, perhaps even abandoned him to die, he still felt ecstatic at seeing her. “You came for me,” he said with a smile. Sadly he had sustained a gash in his forehead so his face was covered in blood, rendering the smile slightly gruesome.

“Gush later, first we have to get out of here,” she said, just as a bullet whizzed past his head and slammed into the door she was holding.

Turning, he saw the Scandinavian bitch in the front of the van, her face bleeding but her eyes focussed. She may have been hurt but had still been able to pull her gun and aim it squarely at Gina. Galvanised, Cole looked around for a weapon. He saw it in the stretcher pole he had been cuffed to, which was now broken and bent at his side. He grabbed it and slammed it into the Scandinavian’s head, causing her to swear and drop the gun.

“How’d you like them fucking apples!” he shouted and lurched out of the van into Gina’s arms. Then they were stumbling up a steep embankment towards a waiting car. And all around them bullets flew.


14: Meeting the Shadow Man

Felicity and Helga were battered and bruised but without serious injury, unless you counted the injury to the cause. They had suffered immeasurable loss back at Harmsworth’s lab, and now they had been thwarted in their plans on the road. It was humiliating and Felicity didn’t like to be humiliated.

“We need to radio this in before they get too far away,” she said, looking at the mangled van they had just crawled out of. Jesus, how had Cole managed to survive the crash? He had more lives than a really annoying cat.

“Our radios are fucked,” replied Helga, holding up a broken receiver. “And cell coverage is non-existent out here in the middle of nowhere.”

“Okay then, we walk to ... somewhere with a phone,” said Felicity, although looking around she saw that they really were in the middle of nowhere. Moors surrounded them. Did they have moors in Oxfordshire? She didn’t know, but these looked like moors: open and uncultivated. She supposed she should have been paying more attention to their location, but she had been too focussed on following the blip generated by Cole’s blood to bother with their surroundings.

“Jesus, this is bleak,” she added, looking forlornly at the murky fog that had fallen, shrouding them in grey nothingness.

“Typical England,” said Helga.

“I guess-”

-Noises behind and the duo turned to see shapes emerging from the thickening fog. The shapes got closer and revealed themselves to be young women in black knee-length boots, black jeans and black polo necks. They also carried assault rifles, which completed the deadly but effortlessly chic ensemble. Somehow Felicity didn’t think they were the cavalry.

A tall impossibly beautiful woman with long black hair and olive skin stepped forward, her smoky eyes fixed on Felicity. “Come with us,” she said in slightly accented English, possibly Portuguese.

“You’re the leader?” asked Felicity.

“Come with us,” repeated the woman, ignoring the question.

There were approximately six assault rifles trained on them, so Felicity and Helga knew it was pointless arguing. They went with the woman and her sultry army.

They walked for some time. The women escorting them – who all looked like high fashion models and had the haughty attitude to match – said nothing. No matter how many times Felicity tried to instigate a conversation, or even some inane banter on the fog or the mud underfoot, they refused to respond. Once or twice there was the flicker of a smile on their perfectly formed faces, but it never led to any interaction. Eventually Felicity gave in.

They walked some more, which Felicity found increasingly painful since she had hurt her ankle in the crash. She hadn’t noticed at the time, doubtless because of the fury pumping through her body, but now she was beginning to notice all the aches and pains she had. She refused to complain, though, especially not to these snooty bitches, and limped onwards.

Sometime later they found themselves walking on roads. And then, after more relentless traipsing, a huge stone mansion emerged out of the murk. It was old, maybe two or three hundred years, and screamed money, breeding and entitlement. Hell, it looked like a National Trust property but with better parking facilities, and doubtless cost a small fortune to maintain. Felicity couldn’t help but feel intrigued as to who such a property could belong to.

They went through a heavy oak door at the side of the house into a large kitchen filled with old school paraphernalia like a roasting spit and chunky iron pots straight from a Macbeth performance. However the antiquated feel of the kitchen was offset by the sight of a young female cook wearing nothing but high heels and a small apron. She was slicing vegetables with a knife but looked up and smiled at Helga and Felicity as they entered. “Hot drink?” she asked cheerfully.

The women nodded dumbly, trying not to stare at the cook’s naked body. A body that looked more perfect than that of a thousand influencers on Instagram. She made great as well, and soon they were sitting at a large wooden table, drinking two honey-spiced Earl Greys.

“This is better than cocaine,” whispered a clearly impressed Helga.

“It really is,” agreed Felicity.

While they sat and drank their luxury teas, the pouting soldier girl who had escorted them here disappeared. Felicity suspected it was to brief whoever resided in this kinky time capsule.

As they sat and waited for whatever madness came next, Felicity thought about taking a knife and making a stand. She didn’t, though; there were too many guards with rifles still hanging around. Besides, if they’d wanted her dead they could have done it out by the wrecked van, and then burnt the bodies.

Helga seemed to be thinking about getting a weapon too, because Felicity saw her reach out to grab a nearby folk. Felicity touched her hand and shook her head. “No,” she whispered and Helga stopped.

The naked cook must have had a phone in her tiny apron, because something buzzed from that vicinity and she looked over at the Helga and Felicity. “Come on, it’s time to meet him,” she said and headed for the door. The two women followed her into a maze of uneven wooden corridors filled with portraits of landed gentry from yesteryear.

Along the way they saw a number of nubile young women, dressed in skimpy French maid’s dresses, on their hands and knees polishing the wooden floors. One had no panties on, and vivid red cane marks were clearly visible on her shapely bottom. “This is topsy-turvy world indeed,” muttered Felicity to herself.

Eventually they reached a vast dining room illuminated by flickering candles. At first it looked like a man wearing pyjamas and a velvet dressing gown was sitting alone by the fireplace, but the closer they got they saw that the lead female guard – now wearing just her black calf length boots – was on her knees fellating him. It was slow and leisurely, and the man stroked her glossy hair as she worked, whispering something to her. And then, with a grunt, he pushed the woman away. “Lovely stuff,” he mumbled. The woman stood up and, wiping her mouth, walked passed Felicity staring defiantly into her eyes.

Then she was gone and the only people in the room were Felicity, Helga and the man in the dressing gown. The man still refused to stand, which Felicity found disrespectful (although Felicity thought any man not bowing to her and offering her a whip to beat him with was disrespectful).

“Simone really does give sensational head,” he said with a dry chuckle.

“Who the hell are you?” asked Felicity.

“We’re not doing small talk then?” The man made an exaggerated sad face. “Pity, as I was trained as a boy to be an expert in all forms of idol chatter.”

“Who are you?”

The man nodded and adopted a more serious tone. “You might think you’re connected but you’re not. So my name would mean nothing to you. All you need know is that I’m one of the shadowy figures that originally backed your project.”

“Backed me?” Felicity was shocked. “So why are you working against me now?”

“I’m not, not really, I just decided to back somebody else’s project for a while,” said the man in the chair.

Felicity was losing her cool with this entitled fool and his shifting loyalties. “You helped Cole and the woman,” she said, incensed

“Yes.”

“Why?”

He shrugged dismissively. “Because.”

Felicity, aching from the crash and tired from the march here, went to a chair opposite the man and slumped into it. She didn’t give a fuck if it breached social etiquette; she just needed to sit down before she collapsed. “So this is it, the people who supported me no longer support me,” she said, resignation seeping into her voice.

The man leaned forward and touched her knee. “On the contrary, they still very much support you and your deliciously misandric plan.”

“So...”

“Why am I behaving like Italy during the war?” He shrugged, unembarrassed and more than a little pleased with himself. “I tend to change teams remarkably easily.”

“Meaning?”

He stared at her for a moment, and Felicity couldn’t help but notice how attractive he was beneath the wasted decadence. He was entitled and spoiled but if he had a shower and a shave he would look like an attractive character actor.

“The people you are looking for are heading to Walthamstow,” he said eventually.

“Walthamstow? Why?”

Helga, who had walked up to stand behind the chair Felicity sat in, grunted. “Lockwood Reservoir,” she said.

“Lockwood? Why?” asked Felicity.

Helga thought a moment before speaking. “My guess is they’re going to put something in the water that will reverse Sticky Milk.”

“Bingo!” cried the man happily. “You girls really are on top form!”

Felicity sighed and stared into the fire, thinking about what she had learned. The rebels were far more organised and resourceful than she ever could have imagined, with a plan that could scuttle her entire vision. The idea of men reverting back to their non-submissive state was horrifying.

Then again, maybe her plan was always destined to fail? The human element could never be fully controlled, no matter how hard you tried. She had come close, though. Boy, had she come close.

Felicity looked at the Lord of Misrule. “So what happens now?” she asked him.

“Now I give you a chance to save your dream,” he replied with a happy smile.

“What?”

“There’s a car in the garage that will get you two back to London. If you can stop them, stop them.”

She frowned, confused. “I don’t understand you at all. Why are you suddenly helping us after all you’ve done to thwart us?”

The man said nothing for a moment, merely stared at Felicity, enough to make her uncomfortable. Finally he spoke, his voice soft and wistful. “I like chaos, young lady. And whatever happens next, whether you succeed or they succeed, chaos will follow.”

With that, Felicity and Helga left the man to his perverted games with sulky soldier girls, saucy maids and naked cooks. They had a mission that they’d had once before: to stop Cole Parker before the exasperating prick ruined everything.


15: Reservoir Cats

“I’ve never been to a reservoir before,” said Cole as they pulled up in the car park outside Lockwood Reservoir and Water Distribution Centre.

“Yeah, I wanted to make our first official date special,” quipped Gina, opening her door and getting out.

Cole, despite the pain he was still in from the crash, laughed and got out of the car. Although if it was a date he would have rather Captain Morgan and some old guy called Jonathon Cooper didn’t tag along. Cooper was apparently a bio chemical engineer – a real one, not a pizza delivery guy with a schlong like a hosepipe – and he was the man who had developed the antidote to Sticky Milk. According to Gina he had done it in his basement, with the bare minimum of resources, and was undoubtedly the only reason they had a fighting chance.

Cooper was knocking on, easily in his late sixties, and Cole wasn’t sure of the wisdom of bringing him, but Gina had assured him that it was vital he was here. Probably more as precaution to keep him safe, as he was undoubtedly their biggest asset and the last thing they needed was for him to be killed. Or worse, captured and his knowledge used to create more drugs to enslave men.

“We could have left the old guy with Lord Douchebag,” whispered Cole as the unlikely quartet walked towards the building. “He’d have been safe there amongst the naked hotties.”

Gina shook her head. “No, Edward is a snake to the core, and would sell us out at the drop of a hat,” she replied.

“You’re saying he could betray us?” asked Cole, shocked. He kind of liked the sleazy aristo, and thought he genuinely believed in the cause.

“I’m saying he probably already has betrayed us,” replied Gina in a mater of fact tone. She glanced at Cole. “And he’d do it knowingly.”

She was referring to her part in using Cole as bait to lead them to Dr Harmsworth’s laboratory in Surrey. After freeing him from Felicity she had explained that she knew nothing of the plan. It was all down to Captain Morgan and people higher up in the rebellion. She told him that she was furious when she found out he was being used as a patsy, and had pretty much bullied Lord Edward into using his elite soldiers to facilitate his escape. Cole believed her, which is why he was happy to come here to this reservoir in London to help with the next stage of the plan.

The ragtag quartet had finally reached their goal: the huge building that housed the water plant. They went through the double doors and found no security waiting for them, just a man at a reception desk wearing a short skirt and blouse. “Council, here for an inspection,” said Gina crisply to the man, immediately cowing him with her imperious tone. And just to drive home the lie, she flashed a badge at him. Too quickly for him to read, but he certainly wasn’t going to question a woman.

“Erm, of course, Mistress, I’ll ring for-”

“You’ll do nothing of the sort, boy! This is a random inspection and we need completely unfettered access!”

“I, yes, of course, Mistress!” blustered the poor hapless male.

“Good, then my team and I will begin.”

With that they headed down a corridor. Gina seemed to know where they were going, and guided the quartet down a number of hallways into the water facility. What few staff they saw were Sticky Milk addicted men wearing just tiny chastity cages, and Gina was able to deal with these by putting on her strict bitch voice.

“Yes, Mistress!” they simpered and dashed off to do some pointless errand.

“You’re actually pretty good at dominating men,” said Captain Morgan dryly.

“Pity it does nothing for me,” she replied and they carried on through the maze of cold concrete corridors. As they moved deeper into the facility, and closer to their objective, the tension built; they knew that what happened over the next few hours would affect not only the future of this country but possibly the world. No pressure then.

They drew nearer to the centre of the reservoir. As they did so the sounds of roiling water became louder, until finally they had to shout to be heard above it. And then, finally, they were at the beating heart of the facility. It was a vast chamber as big as a football field, and at the end of it was a fifty foot drop to a churning mass of water.

As they approached the edge they saw the huge turbine that stirred and propelled the water out into the city. Upon seeing it the old man, Cooper, started to get excited. “This is it!” he cried. “This is where we set off the device.”

They had brought the device in a holdall that Captain Morgan carried. It was a about the size of a football and filled with a powdered substance that, when detonated, would mix with the hundreds of gallons of churning water and be pumped into London’s water supply. As men – and any women unfortunate enough to have been dosed – drank it, they would begin to lose their desire to be dominated and humiliated. It would take about twenty four hours to wipe away the damage done by Sticky Milk, but eventually they would be clear. And since the woman who had created the substance – Dr Elizabeth Harmsworth – was now little more than a drooling veggie burger, they wouldn’t have to worry about new Sticky Milk variations, at least not for a while.

Gina had explained that there were six more attacks going on simultaneously with this one, at reservoirs dotted around London and the South East. It proved that the rebels were more than just this band of four, and it filled Cole with hope. And hope was something he hadn’t felt for a decade.

“We need to get down to that level,” said Captain Morgan, indicating a concrete balcony down below: a balcony that seemed precariously situated above the insanely roiling water.

“Okay, we’ll stay here and cover you,” said Gina.

It was painful watching the old man make his way down the rickety iron ladder, and Cole expected him to lose his grip and fall at any minute. But he didn’t, and soon Morgan and Cooper were down below, opening a panel above the mighty turbine and preparing the football for full dispersal.

They were watching this when a bullet whizzed past Cole’s head and slammed into a concrete pillar behind him, showering him with fragments.

“Shit!” he said, diving for cover behind the pillar. Gina did likewise.

“I knew Edward would sell us out!” she snarled.

More bullets peppered the pillar, spraying dust and debris everywhere. Then nothing. “I think they’re out of ammo,” Gina said and poked her head around the side, just in time to get hit in the face by a swinging piece of wood.

“Ah!” she cried, sprawling backwards. And then a woman – the infamous Felicity Yardley – was on Gina, punching her again and again in the face.

Cole ran over and hit her hard in the side of the head and sent her sprawling. It shouldn’t have felt good hitting a woman, but this one deserved it for all the damage she had wrought on the world.

Felicity stumbled to her feet and, breathing heavily, stood looking at them both. She was outnumbered but that didn’t seem to bother her. In fact she was smiling in a slightly maniacal way, and that worried him. And suddenly Cole realised why, this had been a distraction. He looked around to see the Scandinavian woman crawling down the ladder towards Captain Morgan and the old man.

“Stop her!” shouted Gina. “I’ll take care of this bitch!”

With that Gina and Felicity were fighting. Felicity was like an alley cat, driven by blind fury, but Gina wasn’t a pushover. She could more than handle this bitch. He supposed it would have been quite hot if there wasn’t hair being yanked out and flesh gouged.

He left the catfight and ran towards the edge. Momentarily he was on the iron ladder heading down. He carried the wooden post that Felicity had used on Gina but dropped in the ensuing tussle. Now he would use it on the Scandi bitch. And she deserved it, if for nothing else than for darting him all those years ago.

Morgan and the old man were completely unaware of the woman approaching them with a knife. Cole tried to shout but they couldn’t hear above the roaring water and impossibly loud turbines. And then the woman was on Captain Morgan, burying the knife on his back.

“Ah!” he cried, rearing back in pain.

Cole leapt the down onto the platform and ran at the woman with his impromptu wooden club raised. She turned just as he was in range and he hit her full in the face, sending her staggering backwards. As she swayed like a drunk, he surged forwards like a steam train and shoved her hard, sending her spinning over the edge and into the churning mass of water below.

Turning back he looked at Captain Morgan and Cooper. “Can you still do it?” he panted.

Injured, Captain Morgan nodded, and set to work prepping the explosive device. Despite his injury he worked fast, and within seconds it was placed on the arch above the spinning turbine.

“I hope to hell this works,” said Cole and the trio headed back to the ladder. The old man starting climbing first, followed by the military man, and finally Cole, who kept looking over his shoulder half expecting the Scandinavian woman to come rushing at him like something out of a horror film. He knew it was irrational but they lived in irrational times.

And then they were all on the platform above, where they found Gina bleeding but alone. “The bitch got away,” she said angrily.

“It doesn’t matter,” said Captain Morgan and pulled a detonator from his jacket. “Time to send Sticky Milk packing.”

He pressed the button on the detonator. There was a dull thud from below and powder drifted up. The battered quartet looked down and saw the water turning white with the drug that would free men from their enslavement.


16: Trigger Not So Happy

Felicity was bleeding from a cut above her right eye, and it felt like she had a broken rib from where that bitch had stamped on her at Lockwood. As if that wasn’t bad enough, a clump of hair was missing at the crown, which she would almost certainly have to wear a scarf to hide. Still, considering she had been involved in a car crash and a vicious catfight in the last twenty-four hours, she felt remarkably fit.

Even so, her driving left a lot to be desired, and as she tore through the streets of London in Lord Slimeball’s car, she broke multiple speed limits, nearly hit a lollypop lady, and ran at least two old codgers off the road. Not that she cared. She was pure adrenalin now. Adrenalin, fury and more fury: none of this should be happening. And it was her fault it was for taking her eyes off the ball. Fuck, how could she have got so complacent?

More importantly, could she still salvage the situation or was everything lost forever? It was a question that vexed her as accelerated through the streets of a city that had seen so much and would doubtless see yet more.

By the time Felicity reached Trigger HQ at Canary Wharf her mood was even darker. Judging by the reports she was getting on her phone, there had been more attacks on multiple water supplies across the south east, which meant the cure for Compound 45 was out there and men were drinking it.

Fuck!

Everything she had worked so hard to achieve was on the verge of collapsing. She’d had to spread her already depleted security team thin, trying to guess where attacks would be. Yes, they’d stopped a few and killed a handful of insurgents in the process, but enough major water plants had fallen to have a significant affect on the populace.

Fuckety fuck fuck!

Again she cursed her own complacency. Why hadn’t she planned for this eventuality? Because she’d been so fixated on global domination that she hadn’t been paying attention to what was going on here, on her own doorstep. Literally since that fucker Cole Parker was involved.

Just fuck!

News of the attacks had spread to Trigger’s HQ and there was a palpable sense of panic in the air at Canary Wharf. This was the last days of the Third Reich... no, not the Third Reich. What she had done was nothing at all like what the Nazis had done. It was more akin to the last days of the Roman Empire. Yes, that was a more acceptable analogy. People at Trigger sensed the end was nigh and were acting accordingly.

The offices were filled with men, naked and battered, being forced to shred and burn documents while stressed Trigger executives whipped them and urged them to move faster.

“Hurry up you stupid dolts!”

“Yes, Mistress!”

These women knew that crimes had been committed on a diabolical scale, and were desperately trying to expunge their role in those crimes. Which is why, as Felicity hurried through the Canary Wharf building, the cover up attempts were becoming more and more frantic.

“Burn them if you can’t get them all in the shredder!” shrieked one woman and relentlessly slashed a naked man’s bottom.

“Yes, Mistress!” he squealed and began building a bonfire that was almost certainly a major health and safety violation.

As Felicity moved from floor to floor she saw other female executives having one last bit of dark fun with the servile males before it was all snatched away from them. In one office she saw a dozen naked men bound over desks with staplers and wrist supports sticking out of their arses. In another office naked men were strung up against a wall being whipped mercilessly by junior staff. “We’re giving you a going away present!” they hissed sounding both happy and angry.

“Thank you!” warbled the men, for the moment still in the thrall of Sticky Milk.

In yet another office Felicity saw naked men taped together in ungainly and undignified 69 positions: mouths sealed to cocks. It was a nice touch but Felicity wasn’t sure the women of Trigger should be wasting their time like this. Yes, things were bad, very bad, but it wasn’t the end by any means. All that needed to happen was for the upper echelons of Trigger to regroup outside of the newly contaminated zones and formulate a strategy.

She found Sapphire naked and tied over a desk being caned by two junior account managers. “All right, ladies,” she said to them. “I get your anger, but I still need this one, go find yourself some other pain monkeys.”

As they hurried off with sadism in their hearts Felicity untied her assistant. “Thank you, Mistress!” simpered the girl with a face like a plastic gargoyle.

“Nevermind thank you, bitch, get the files from my private safe and then meet me down in the car park. We’re getting out of here and going somewhere safe,” she said.

“Yes, Mistress!” replied the naked woman and dashed to do as she was told.

Felicity went to the window and, looking out at the imposing 235 metre tall One Canada Square, thought through her next steps. They would go to her second home in the Lake District. All the attacks on water facilities had happened in London and the South East, so the men were still docile in Cumbria and the rest of North West England. Once there she would regroup and work out how to take the fight to the enemy. Oh, and make no mistake, she wouldn’t rest until she had brought the rebels to their knees, both figuratively and literally.


17: Changes

Trigger HQ was deserted when Cole and Gina got there, except of course for the hordes of naked male employees tied up and left as one final act of contempt for the gender. The poor sods were still hooked on Sticky Milk so they had yet to realise that they were free. That’s if they ever would be free. Cooper had told him that some of the men would never be able to revert to their pre-Sticky days, and would forever need women to control and dominate them. It was a depressing thought, although he imagined the post-Sticky dominatrix industry might fare quite well.

“You didn’t really expect to find her here?” asked Cole, referring to the psycho bitch who had changed the world with a smoothie.

“Felicity?” Gina shrugged. “Not really, but we’re going to have to go through this place with a fine tooth comb to find out everything about her noxious operation.”

They were holed up in Felicity’s office, trying to access files on her computer or find any paper documents that had escaped burning or shredding. While they did that reports started coming in on groups of men – now no longer submissive – raiding Sticky Milk production facilities and breaking Cum Cows out. There was even some unintentionally funny footage surfacing on YouTube of naked men with huge erections running from the burning buildings.

“It’s looking like London, Essex and Kent are free,” said Gina after studying reports on her phone. “But the rest of the country is still female dominated and, now this has happened, locked down tight to stop the rebellion spreading there.”

“So Britain is now divided between a free South and an enslaved North?” asked Cole, thinking as he said it how bizarre that sounded. Then again everything that had happened in Britain in the last decade was bizarre.

“Yeah, maybe they’ll build a wall to separate us,” quipped Gina.

Cole laughed but he thought there was a good chance they would. After all, the women in charge up North would fight like hell to hold onto what they had. But that was a fight for another day. At this moment in time he had something else on his mind, something far more pleasurable and old school.

“I’m a bit out of practice at this,” he said, walking over to Gina.

“At what?” she said, turning to look at him with those big dark eyes that tugged at his heart strings.

“At this,” he said, kissing her. And even though it had been a decade, kissing a beautiful woman felt just as natural and good as it always had.


18: A Worm Turns

Felicity awoke feeling rough. It was two days since events at Lockwood. Two days in which she and her PA had fled from London like rats from a sinking ship. They had arrived at her house in the Lake District where they had ate and slept. Now Felicity was lying in bed after another marathon sleeping session feeling rough. Great, she thought sourly, now I’m sickening for something on top of everything else. She rang the bell on her bedside table and waited for Sapphire to come running in naked and ask Mistress if she needed anything.

Sapphire did come in, but she wasn’t running and she was wearing normal clothes. And not just any normal clothes, but some of Felicity’s designer jeans and a blouse that had cost her a small fortune from a boutique in Paris. “What the hell are you doing in those?” she asked angrily.

Sapphire shrugged. “I got cold running around naked all the time.”

“You got cold?”

“Yeah, it turns out clothes are pretty useful at keeping your warm.” Her assistant stepped forward and looked down at Felicity. It wasn’t a nice look, and it lacked deference. “Now get the fuck out of bed and stand before me you nasty bitch!” hissed Sapphire.

Felicity should have been furious. No, she was furious, but something else as well. Felicity found she suddenly wanted to comply. Actually it was more than that: she needed to comply. She needed to do what she was told on a genetic level. She needed to-

-Oh no, she thought with a growing sense of dread, Sapphire must have drunk some of the water before escaping London and was no longer submissive. Worse, she had managed to dose Felicity with Sticky Milk and now Felicity was ... a submissive in need of domination and humiliation.

Sapphire grinned darkly. “On your feet, bitch, I won’t ask again.”

“Yes... Mistress!” stammered Felicity and got out of bed to stand naked before her old rival.

Sapphire looked her up and down, mischief playing in her eyes. “You better believe I’m going to have me some fun with you, girl,” she said.

Fun most definitely wasn’t the word Felicity would have used.


Epilogue

The woman with the peculiar face looked down at the Executive Release area and watched as the naked blonde woman was locked into a harness by two guards. Then a door opened and two Cum Cows were led out, their huge erections bobbing and weaving in front of them.

Felicity struggled when she saw them, but only a bit. Why? Because this was what she wanted. She wanted to be degraded and used by every single Cum Cow in the Manchester facility. That was what her new brain desired above all else. Which was just as well, because she was going to get fucked by every Cum Cow in Manchester. All seven hundred and twenty-two of them.

And as the woman with a peculiar face watched, she made plans. It was her turn now. Everything was a mess; the country was divided and on the verge of civil war between men and women. But she would find a way to unite them and make herself the ultimate power.

Meet the new boss, same as the old boss.

THE END
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The Plot to Enslave Men

By Jezelle Wilde

A conspiracy thriller with a dark Femdom twist...

Cole Parker is a salesman at Trigger, Britain’s third largest drinks and beverage manufacturer. He begins to suspect that one of his company’s drinks, a new lifestyle smoothie aimed at men called Sticky Milk, is not what it seems. And so he begins investigating, and in the process uncovers a diabolical and horrifying conspiracy to control an entire gender.

Meanwhile, Felicity Yardley, the ruthless young executive responsible for Sticky Milk is facing her own problems. She has ambitious corporate rivals and incompetent staff all trying to thwart her plans to bring Female Supremacy to modern British life. And now she has Cole, and must to stop him before he succeeds in exposing her dark plans. Before long the two become embroiled in a brutal game of cat and mouse that only one can win...

The Plot to Enslave Men is a sexy mash-up of conspiracy thriller, dystopian science fiction and extreme Femdom. It fuses genres and creates a wholly original – and at times explicit – exploration of how far one woman will go to change the world, and the ordinary man trying to stop her.

This story contains strictly adult material and is not suitable for anybody under the age of eighteen.


More Femdom set against a dystopian backdrop...

Down But Not Out

By Jezelle Wilde

It’s the near future and America has become a Gynarchy. Women now have the whip hand in society, while men are second class citizens who must do exactly as they are told...

Trevor Ross has been married to Abigail for ten years. Abigail has never really embraced the female first lifestyle but, after being encouraged by a friend, she decides to get a male servant to help around the house. He’s called Justin and has everything Trevor lacks: youth, muscles and sex appeal. Trevor is instantly jealous of the younger man, especially when his wife starts to flirt outrageously with him.

It isn’t long before Abigail is cuckolding Trevor. Worse, she demotes her husband to servant status and makes Justin the new man of the house. Trevor won’t go down without a fight, though, and becomes determined to destroy his rival by whatever means necessary. Sadly for him, his efforts backfire and he ends up losing everything, including what makes him a man...

Down But Not Out is a sexy and often explicit novel about how far one man will go to win back his wife. It plays out in an intriguing alternative America where female domination is the norm and men are the weaker sex.
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