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“That’s it. There you go. Back you come.”

The female voice was soft and soothing and pulled David from what felt like the deepest sleep of his life. His eyes slowly fluttered open on an almost painfully bright whiteness. Then a shape was materialising; a face, a woman, honeyed skinned and pretty.

“Did I make it?” he asked, a little croakily.

The woman smiled, seemingly amused by the question. “You think I’m an angel?”

“Maybe…?”

“No, no angel here, David.”

“Then that means…” He pushed himself up on to an elbow, wincing at the sudden side-splitting headache.

“Easy now,” came that calming voice again. “You’ve had quite a journey. Several light years in fact. But your vitals are all normal. Any headaches, dizziness, stiffness all expected short term effects of the cryotherapy induced sleep. Here…” she said, holding out a red mug and small oval shaped pill, “this will help.”

David removed the hand at his temple, noticing the nametag of Dr Kayat on the woman’s white lab coat for the first time. He took the mug and pill handed to him, and had a gulp of the ever so refreshing water, downing the pill in one. It was as he did so that he became very much conscious of something else – that he was completely, utterly, naked for the attractive doctor.

“Good,” she said, taking the mug from him and placing it on the bedside trolley. “Now swing your legs round the side of the bed for me.”

David did so, casually dropping his hands over his crotch to cover himself. Feeling for the first time the strange sensation of his completely smooth pubic area.

“Eyes wide,” said Dr Kayat, clicking on a small torch and shining it from one eye to the other. “Any blurring? Misalignment?”

“No,” said David, very much able to make out the golden highlights in the doctor’s glossy dark brown hair. Along with the soft red of her lips and slight pink at her cheeks as she leaned in close.

She clicked off the light of the little torch and placed it in the top pocket of her white coat. Then was withdrawing another tool that looked like a small hammer with a rubber end. Without warning she tapped it firmly against David’s right kneecap, jerking his leg out.

“And this one,” she said, doing the same to his left, getting the same reaction. “Excellent,” she smiled, putting the little hammer in her top pocket next to the small torch. “Now David. I want you stand up for me. Can you do that?”

“Yeah, sure,” he said, still covering himself self-consciously as he rose from the bed. He took his weight on both legs feeling for an instant like he might stagger over. But he didn’t, he stood on the spot, staring at the doctor staring back at him.

“Try walking to the far wall and back,” she said. “Nice and slowly. Hands by your sides.”

David swallowed at this last instruction. But once again obediently did as asked. He thought he was going to stumble and fall two strides into his walk, but his legs found their natural strength. By the time he reached the far wall and turned, he felt he was walking more or less normally.

“Any unsteadiness will have worn off within the hour,” Dr Kayat reassured as he returned to the spot in front of her. Her eyes drifted over him – all of him. David kept his hands at his side. Any embarrassment dulled by the drowsiness he still felt, the surreal sense that this was all a dream.

“Try standing on one foot,” said the doctor. “Good. And the other.”

David proceeded to pass her tests, feeling a little like a performing monkey. The pretty doctor observed him, smiling, nodding, saying “Good,” several more times. Till she was stepping closer, taking a more direct approach as she reached out and rolled a nipple between her fingers.

“You feel that?”

“Yes,” David found his voice.

“What about this?” she asked, fingers closing around his manhood.

“Yes, that too,” said David.

She gave him a gentle squeeze. It was all it took for him to stiffen; not just stiffen, but grow iron bar hard. Had David ever been so erect? He didn’t think so. Doctor Kayat looked downward, the shadow of a smile passing across her face as her gaze lingered, before her eyes were meeting his.

“All in perfect working order,” she said matter-of-factly, like him standing rock hard in front of her was the most normal thing in the world. Which for her, perhaps it was. He couldn’t help but pick up a hint of amusement to her tone. Or was that David’s imagination? Wasn’t she just being friendly?

“This way please,” she said, spinning on her heels, clicking over to a lift like recess – big enough for one person – built into one of the clinic rooms white walls.

David followed, resisting the crazy urge to stroke what stuck out so prominently. At the doctors’ gesture, he stepped through into the hollow space, feeling a cool silver metal surface beneath his feet.

“What now?” he asked.

The doctor pressed a button on the wall. “Welcome to Gyncadia,” she smiled.

And just like that the floor was sinking, taking David with it. He saw the doctors smiley face, bare legs, then heels disappear above him. Then nothing but a blur of white as the lift descended. It came to a smooth stop, levelling off, before taking David by surprise as it started forward. He looked down to see the panel of silver on which he stood, carrying him on. He looked ahead to a bright white opening growing wider by the second.

At the opening the silver panel tilted forward, tipping David out onto a rubber conveyer belt. And suddenly he was in a vast warehouse. Suddenly he was far from alone. There were other young men just like him; fresh faced, good looking, naked and slightly startled in expression as they gawped.

David’s conveyer linked up with another – this one thicker and acting like a main highway carrying numerous boys forward all at once. There were several more of these thicker conveyers in parallel. David was reminded of those vast Amazon warehouses he’d heard had once existed back on earth before the collapse. He imagined they weren’t too dissimilar to this, with one obvious difference of course; those warehouses had distributed thousands upon thousands of items and goods. Whereas this one was only interested in one: boys.

David shared a look of stunned silenced with a floppy haired boy on the conveyer running parallel. They’d both half known what to expect, why they were here. Yet that didn’t stop their breath catching in their throats. Seeing, really seeing, was completely different to any kind of forewarning.

David noticed the boy’s wilting erection, it seemed the surrounds – or maybe it was shock – was having the same effect on all of them; himself included. Another thing he noticed was their bareness – without exception the boys were hairless from the neck down. It seemed the women of Gyncadia had very specific tastes.

As the conveyer glided smoothly on, David also couldn’t but notice barcode like markings on the boys wrists. He looked to his own to see he had one too. He licked a thumb, brushed across it. The barcode didn’t fade or smudge one bit. Before he could give it a second thought, his eyes were widening at sight of what was ahead. Large robotic arms were moving back and forth as if on some production line. The closer he got, the clearer he saw. The boys were literally being boxed up, packaged, lifted from the conveyer right into waiting vans.

David drew in a breath as the robotic arms descended either side of him, whirling back and forth, working in conjunction, positioning two large strips of cardboard at his flanks, then at his front and back and sealing it all together. Some sort of heat pads momentarily lit up the conveyer on which David stood – first lifting his right foot, then his left, allowing the box to be formed beneath.

Lastly the lid above was folded into place. The speed at which it was all done was mindboggling. David exhaled that breath, relaxing the arms he’d tucked in tight at his sides. He could still see outside the box through a plastic slot at eye-level. Other blue boxes were being picked up, loaded into vans by automated forklift trucks. The one directly in front was scooped up. Then it was David’s turn.

There was a slight rocking motion. A discombobulating sensation of momentarily not knowing where the ground was. Finally the relieved feeling of solidness below. David peeked out the small slot to see a couple more boxes being loaded into the van from which he himself now stared. Evidently full, the shuttered door was slid down. And he and however other many boys, were on the move.
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Planet B168792 – otherwise known as Gyncadia – has two suns, six moons, a year-round climate of around 25°C. Not a bad place to top up your tan. Designated one of the seven original colonies for its habitable goldilocks conditions, it veers from the six others in one key regard: no boys allowed. At least not initially. And by any measure that decision looks to have paid dividends.

While Gyncadia established itself as the only known female dominant planet in the known universe, the other colonies descended into the same kind of bickering, deadlock and outright conflict that had ultimately hobbled earth. In fact, it wouldn’t be a stretch to claim that Gyncadia was humanity’s last remaining hope.

The back of the van was silent. There was no struggle. No attempt at escape. That had already been achieved. Without exception each boy felt lucky to have been selected. Fortunate to have left behind the stinking hellhole that earth had become. David heard his sick uncle’s words, “Go! There’s nothing for you here!”

It hadn’t taken David long to come to the same conclusion. If he wasn’t killed by hunger, or the toxic fumes that swirled across the planet on violent winds, then the gangs would most likely have gotten him. Still, David couldn’t help but feel a stab of remorse for the man he’d left, the man who’d raised and kept him safe, the man who most certainly would have succumbed to his ill health while David was in a state of suspended animation, journeying from one deadened planet to…what exactly, he wondered.

Sure, there were the two suns, the six moons, the calm temperate climate – every boy making the trip would’ve had those facts memorised. But what else? That the female sex ruled. That males were sparse to none existent. That they were here to fill that void. But beyond that…? Nothing. For all David knew there could be dragons flying around out there.

And what to make of the welcome? The friendly, but curt doctor. The shock of the production style conveyer. The very fact that he was standing here all boxed up like some human sized Ken doll. The mind boggled. All the boys’ minds boggled. That’s what David thought.

Once more the van slowed to a stop. The back door was slid open and up, and the forklift extended inward, carefully scooping up one of the packages, drawing it outwards. David glimpsed a pinkish sky, a tarmacked road, a grassy verge. Then the shuttered door was pulled down, and the van was moving again. That’s how it went for the next hour. And it hardly took a genius to work out what was happening.

They’re delivering us door to door to our new owners, thought David, feeling a stomach-churning mix of nervy excitement. He watched as the door slid upwards and the forklifts metal prongs extended inwards. And this time it was for him. There was that same unsteady, discombobulating motion as the box was lifted from the van. David momentarily sloped backwards against its interior, before he and it were being righted as the forklift transferred it to solid ground.

David peeked out the plastic slot to see a row of extremely neat front lawns. Through the slot he could just about make out the house he’d been delivered to – it was the same terracotta colour, modest bungalow style as all the others on what looked to be a pleasant suburban street. The sound of the van, had his eyes darting right. He watched it and its forklift assistant, disappear off down the street.

No sooner had it gone on its way than David was aware of a sound to his left; the front door hinging open? Suddenly his heart was jackhammering in his chest. As stupid as it sounded, he hadn’t given much consideration as to who might want a boy like him. But now, now it took all his willpower not to punch a hole through the box and take a good look. Instead he stared wide-eyed, fists slowly clenching and unclenching as that tornado of jittery nervousness swirled within.

When the face appeared right in front of him, he almost jumped back through the box and out his skin. David lowered his head, eyes closing briefly as he exhaled a long slow breath. The robot was a make of home bot that had been common on earth before the crash, or collapse, or the end of the freakin’ world as some people had more or less rightly called it. Though David had never seen one in as good a nick as this one.

The chrome plate of its toy like hexagonal head – designed no doubt not to scare the children – literally glinted in that strange pinkish light David’s eyes were still adjusting to.

“Greetings earthling,” it said in its comically pompous high-pitched voice (again presumably not to scare the kiddies). “I come in peace.”

It chuckled at its little joke, then was reaching out and once again, the box, and by extension David, was being lifted. Face squished up against the plastic slot, he was carried into the house and a small neat entranceway, and through into the living room. Somehow, he didn’t crash through the cardboard underfoot, before once more he was being righted as the home bot put him down.

“The mistress of the house shall be with you shortly,” it said, with a butler like bow of its head as it took its leave.

David watched it exit, then his eyes were darting around his limited field of vision. He took in the white walls, the cream carpet, a sofa and a coffee table. All standard fare. A good sign. Surely no serial killer would have cream carpets, right? He stood feeling the slow thud of his pulse – resigned to whatever, whoever was going to walk through that door.

He heard the slap of bare feet. The bots voice – no doubt informing that he was here. Then in she walked, and David’s jaw was falling slack – in a good way. She was blonde. She was slender. She was radiant. In the three or four strides it took her to cross towards him, he took in the navy leggings and sports bra encasing her svelte physique, he took in the ice blue eyes and the golden blonde of her hair.

A small dog, fluffy and white, came bouncing in at her heels. At sight of the box, it immediately began yapping away.

“Behave, Busby. Sit. Good boy,” said the woman, her calm and commanding tone dropping the dog back onto its haunches, its yapping barks stopping at once.

She returned her gaze back to the box. Inside it, David’s breaths were slow and deep. His mouth still hung open. His eyes still stared wide. The woman stepped out of his field of vision. Still as a statue, David listened and looked, and wondered what she was—

The sound of cardboard being punctured, edged him back, dropped his eyes to the slither of sharp metal running upwards from the bottom left corner of the box. Pulse quickening with each slicing tear, he watched it turn at the top left corner, then cut across horizontally before starting its descent on the other side.

In a matter of seconds, the boxes front was falling away, revealing product to purchaser, boy to woman, owned to owner for the first time.

“Well, well, look at you…”

The voice – so crisp and composed – had David’s scalp tingling and his heart beating wildly.

“Out you come. Let’s have a proper look at you.”

David looked to the stanley knife in her hand. She saw the direction of his look and retracted the blade, placed the knife on the coffee table.

“Don’t worry, you’re quite safe here,” she said.

Nonetheless, there was some hesitation as David stepped forward from what remained of the box. As he did so the home bot appeared, scooping up the packaging and disappearing back out.

“It’s David, isn’t it?” said the woman, slowly circling him, taking every inch of him in.

“Yes,” he replied, never having felt more naked than he did this very second. There was no drowsiness now. His mind felt alert to every subtle movement and alluring step of the woman inspecting him.

“You don’t disappoint, David. In fact, I think I know somebody who will be very pleased indeed. Which makes me very pleased.”

David didn’t know what she was talking about, still, he smiled nonetheless.

“My name is Julia,” said the woman, stopping in front of him. “You’ll address me as mistress.”

A void of silence – that David quickly realised he was supposed to fill. “Yes, Mistress,” he said.

Julia emitted a soft snort, the suggestion of a smile flickering. “It is a marvel to see you here, with all your inherent maleness.” Her eyes drifted slowly down then up again.

A certain part of David was straining to rise. It took every ounce of willpower to keep it under control as once more the woman’s crisp commanding tones tingled the top of his head, absorbed his complete attention.

“Despite your sex’s bullish pig-headedness, you are not without your charms. Which is just as well for you or you’d be stuck on that rotting planet infantile maleness has so desecrated. Are you not grateful?”

David’s throat felt suddenly a tad dry. “Yes, Mistress,” he answered.

“You should be. You most certainly will be,” said Julia in that level voice that somehow carried such strength. In another’s it might have sounded sinister or threatening, but in hers simply intrigued.

“Right now, boys are a rarity,” she continued. “But another transporter ship will be arriving in six months. Another after that. Which puts the onus firmly on you to integrate. Consider this a temporary arrangement, David. In a year’s time we will review your performance. Determine where we go from there.”

“I’ll do all I ca—” David began, only to stop as Julia held up a finger, looked to the hallway at the sound of the front door latching open. She swung back to David. “Don’t move a muscle. Stay just like that. Perfect.”

Frozen to the spot, David watched her hurry out, the little dog bouncing out after her.

“Is he here?” sounded the voice from the hallway. Not Julia’s. Another female’s – less crisply cool, more youthfully excited.

“He might be.” That was Julia.

There was a girlish squeal. The quick tread of sneakers. And there she was, slowing momentarily as she laid eyes upon him, perfect white smile growing wider with each step. David’s throat clenched tight, heart beating twenty to the dozen. The college girl was absolutely stunning! She wore a pink checked skirt, a white shirt. But David wasn’t seeing any of that. He stared transfixed by the sparkly blue eyes, a face so pretty it had an almost hyperreal quality to it.

“Oh mother, he’s perfect!” the blonde girl gushed excitedly.

“He’s certainly a fine example of the male species,” came Julia’s more measured tone from behind.

“Just look at those pretty hazel eyes, that jawline, that body.” The girl’s palms pressed his chest, slowly brushed his nipples, descended down over his abs.

The touch was like a lit match to lighter fuel. There was zero chance of controlling himself now, holding ‘it’ down.

“And just look at how he stiffens, Mother.”

There was a silence as both women observed him growing erect before their very eyes. David’s gaze flicked between them, seeing Julia’s expression of amusement, the girl’s look of outright glee. Feeling the hot blush of his embarrassment, David looked down at his ramrod straight erection. Any headaches, dizziness, or stiffness are expected short term effects of the cryotherapy induced sleep, the doctor’s words repeated in his head. Talk about the understatement of all time. His cock felt starched. Solid. Seized up. Still striving for new heights.

“His balls will be full after so long a trip,” said Julia matter-of-factly. “It makes him horny. It makes him desperate for release.”

“Should we milk him?” asked the girl eager eyed.

“Perhaps after dinner,” said Julia, smiling at her daughter’s enthusiasm. “As a boy he needs to learn that his wants aren’t important. He needs to learn obedience and restraint. And understand that until he has proven such qualities, he will not be indulged. We all know how that story ends, don’t we David.”

Cheeks burning crimson; for all the talk of restraint, David felt like he was on the verge of exploding at any moment. “Yes, Mistress,” he nodded.

A glance at the girl, told him she was smirking, eyes twinkling mischievously in a way that left him a tad breathless.

“How about you go get changed, Summer. Let me finish up with David here,” said Julia.

The girl reached out, trailing the tips of her fingers down over his chest – like she still didn’t quite believe he was real. There was a lingering, lusty gaze – full of curiosity – at his rigid member. Before she was spinning, pecking her mother on the cheek as she passed her.

“He really is perfect,” she said, making Julia smile.

David’s eyes skimmed down past the pink miniskirt to creamy golden smooth skinned legs that had him gulping. Summer, like a ray of sunshine, he thought, aware of his palpitating heart. He watched her click her fingers out behind her, taking the dog Busby with her, then was seeing the length of the luxurious straight hair – falling halfway down her back – as she left the room. Like a spell suddenly broken, his eyes flicked from the doorway to Julia observing him knowingly. He held her look for all of two seconds, before dropping his gaze, shifting his weight from one foot to the other.

“My daughter is everything to me. Her happiness paramount,” said Julia with such conviction that it snapped David’s eyes up and onto hers at once. “You do so much as one thing to jeopardise that happiness and you’ll be on the next rocket ship out of here. Summer may be naive to the corruptibility of boys, but I am most certainly not. I will be watching you like a hawk. Overstep your mark, displease either of us and you’re gone. Right now, you start below the robot, below the dog. Earn our trust and that may change – until then you are a mere accessory. Listen. Obey. Submit yourself to your superiors, which is all of us incidentally. And don’t ever forget the gratitude you owe me for rescuing you from that miserable life of yours.” A pause. “Is that clear?”

“Most definitely, Mistress,” answered David.

Cool, calm and composed – and looking entirely in control of the newcomer – Julia smiled a half smile. “Good chat. Now go see if Dayta needs any help in the kitchen.”

Cheeks aflame, head spinning, manhood pointing only one way, David replicated the bowing tilt of the head he’d seen the bot do earlier, and walked from the room.
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The food arranged on the dining room table was plentiful; there were brightly coloured dips and vegetables, herb sprinkled bread sticks and rolls, a steaming ramekin of a moussaka like dish. It was a far cry from the powdery sludge David subsisted on back on earth. He stood next to home bot Dayta in stiff salute – the damn thing just wouldn’t soften – as Julia entered. There was a wry smile his way as she strolled to the table, seating herself in the highbacked chair the bot dutifully pulled back for her.

“Thank you, Dayta,” she said. Then gazing upon the spread. “This all looks delicious.”

Golden eyes brimming with pride, the bot gave its butler like bow, before returning to David’s side. A second later there was the quick pitter patter of feet as Summer reappeared. She’d changed out of her uniform into a yellow minidress. A very short minidress, David couldn’t help but notice as he felt a tightening at his chest, a clenching at his throat that forced him to swallow.

The girl put down the fluffy white dog, Busby, at its dog bowl, then beaming a smile David’s way, headed to the table.

“David,” said Julia, nodding to the chair at her right.

David understood what she wanted immediately. He paced forward, drawing out the chair for the girl to sit.

“Why thank you,” said Summer, dropping onto it.

“Are you hungry, David?” asked Julia, filling her plate with a little of everything.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied, tummy rumbling.

Julia glanced to the home bot standing ready. “Dayta, see the boy is fed.”

David smiled an appreciative smile, salivating at the prospect of tasting the delicious food as he reached out for the chair next to Summer, meaning to sit.

“What do you think you’re doing?” asked Julia.

“I thought…”

“Boys don’t eat at the table. They eat where they belong.”

David followed Julia’s eyeline to the bot placing a bigger silver bowl next to Busby’s smaller one – filling it with a brown stewy gloop. His gaze swung back to the table and Julia eyeing him with a slight smile.

“You eat with the animals,” she said.

She’s serious, really serious, thought David, momentarily paralysed.

“You should eat, David. You really need those nutrients after such a long trip,” said Summer, scooping some of the bread through a dip.

David looked from one beauty to the other. If he thought there was going to be any help there, he was sorely mistaken. There was a mischievous twinkle in the heart stoppingly beautiful girl’s eyes. Mouth no longer salivating, David lowered himself to his hands and knees in front of the bowl. Quite the position given he was exposing his completely hairless backside to the table.

“Just look at those balls,” chuckled Julia. “They really do need draining.”

“I don’t know how they can walk with such things,” giggled Summer.

David did his best to ignore them both as he gave the brown gloop a sniff. It smelt brothy, meaty, not altogether unpleasant. A little less reluctantly he scooped some of it onto his tongue and swallowed.

“Mmm. Taste good?” asked Summer.

“Yes, Miss,” said David sincerely, gobbling up some more of the flavoursome stew. It tasted like nothing he’d ever tasted before; rich, meaty, delicious.

“Should taste good,” came Julia’s voice behind. “That’s grade A lab grown meat you’re munching on.”

Lab grown food? David knew all about that or at least thought he did. Back on earth it had been marketed as the next big thing, an advancement with the potential to save millions. Until like so much else, research had stalled, then fallen completely by the wayside with the collapse. Leaving only the disgusting shakes. But here they’ve actually cracked it, thought David, letting the meaty texture melt in his mouth, savouring the taste.

For a moment he forgot himself, forgot the fact he was down on all fours eating from a bowl like a dog. Finally, having lapped up the last of the lovely juices, he was lifting his head, coming back to a room filled with Julia’s and Summer’s ever so pleasant voices.

“So I was thinking I could show David off to the girls sometime,” Summer was saying.

“Why not take him to college one day,” encouraged Julia. “I’m sure they’d all like to see him.”

“Can I, really?”

“He’s yours, Summer. I bought him for you.”

David once again felt that clenching at his throat. He glanced right to see the fluffy white dog, Busby, observing him with a frown – if indeed a dog could frown. Either way it looked like he was wondering what the hell this fully-grown human was doing invading my space. David swallowed, began to turn.

“All licked clean, David?” asked Julia.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good boy,” said Summer, utterly condescendingly.

David slowly scraped his front teeth over his lower lip, a strange mix of something swirling deep at his core. There was arousal for sure. But also excitement and frustration and an innate sense that a girl shouldn’t be able to talk to a boy as him in such away. And yet it was becoming clearer by the second that he’d have to rid himself of such a notion.

“Perhaps some water?” said Julia.

“Yes, thank you, Mistress,” said David, turning to the bowl the bot was filling for him. As David, suddenly enormously thirsty, lapped up the liquid – mother and daughter fell back into their chatter, peeking glances over at David as they ate.

When he was done sucking up every last droplet of water, he turned back to the table to see something he never thought he’d see. A bar of chocolate was open on the table, Julia and Summer so casually snapping off chunks.

“Do you know of chocolate, David?” asked Julia.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said with no little wonderment, having only read about the stuff in books.

“Would you like some?” asked Summer.

“Yes, Miss.”

“Then be a good boy for me and I might reward you.”

There was that dazzling smile, a smile that had David feeling that curious mix – entirely new to him till today – swirling his insides like a tumble dryer. She was teasing, toying, playing with him as a cat plays with a mouse. That thought only made him throb. His eyes flicked across to Julia observing her daughter approvingly, before the two were spilling into chuckling laughter. All the while David knelt rock hard.

Mother and daughter – David could scarcely believe it. Julia looked like an older sister, a young aunt at most. But then how was he to know of the advancements the Gyncadians had made in health and wellness (amongst so much else). That they lived to ripe old ages, most looking barely beyond forty.

“I think it’s time for that milking before he pops,” said Julia.

Summer’s face lit up. “You mean I get to…?”

The living room beckoned.

The ‘milking’ was entirely not what David had been expecting. Summer placed the transparent cylinder over his erection, finger hovering over a button at its side, asked, “Are you ready?”

David could see from her eager expression that whether he was ready or not, she was pressing that button, so simply said, “Yes, Miss.”

“Here we go then,” smiled Summer, pressing her thumb in the little indent.

At once the device got to work; gliding smoothly up then down the shaft of David’s stiff penis. Summer peered close, both fascination and delight etched on her face as she took in David’s engorged manhood within the milking machine.

“How does it feel, David?” asked Julia, watching from the sofa, Busby on her lap.

“Good, Mistress,” he said with some understatement.

“Let’s see if we can make it fantastic,” said Summer, placing her finger in another of the rubber indents.

And suddenly the machines motion was changing from gliding to massaging, contracting and uncontracting rhythmically over the entirety of David’s ever so swollen member.

“Better?” asked Summer.

Nothing more than a moan escaped David’s lips. Summer snickered, her gaze drifting up over his abs, his pecs, to his face and down again. “Look at how he tenses and twitches. Look how big he’s gotten!”

“Make the most of it, David,” said Julia from the sofa. “You won’t have permission to cum for another month.”

David saw the side of her mouth curl with a smile, then Summer was playing with the settings – changing the machines motion back to that smooth glide, only a little faster. And David’s head was tilting upwards, eyes closing as the machines pumping overwhelmed everything.

“Eyes open. Eyes on Summer,” came Julia’s cool commanding voice, drawing him back to the room.

David forced his eyes open to see Summer looking at him like he’d never been looked at before. There was amusement, lust, mischief and intense fascination all wrapped up in that look. Abs tensing, grunting, pleasure rushing, he held that look till she was looking down, smiling broadly as he blew his seed more forcefully than he felt he ever had before. He groaned, butt cheeks clenching as the white cum continued to spill.

“So much!” Summer exclaimed.

“Indeed, he’s built up quite the load,” said Julia, lifting Busby off her lap and rising. She switched off the machine, pressed another button that slid free the test tube like capsule of fresh cum. “I expect the ladies at the sperm bank will be receiving quite the influx,” she said, sounding amused as she placed the capsule on the mantelpiece for safekeeping.

As she did so, Summer pulled the milking device off David with a squelchy pop, then dabbed him clean with a tissue. “They don’t look any smaller,” she said, talking of his balls like somehow he wasn’t here.

“That will take some time I expect,” said Julia, re-joining Busby on the sofa.

“What strange creature’s boys are,” commented Summer, taking a still less than limp David briefly in hand.

“Not so much,” said Julia. “You will come to see their needs and urges are simple – not much more than Busby’s here. It is only when indulged can they become a problem. But that most certainly won’t be the case with David, nor any of the new boys.”

Seeing her smiling her slight smile, David felt dizzy – like suddenly his feet had properly landed in Oz. But there were no magic shoes. He was here to stay – at least for as long as the women wanted him.

“You look a little pale, David,” said Julia. “All this newness must be quite exhausting for you.”

And it was as if her pointing this out, made it so. David realised he was spent.

“I can show him to his bedroom,” said Summer, entwining her fingers in his.

“I think that’s a good idea,” said Julia. Then, just as Summer was about to lead him away. “Aren’t you forgetting something, David? A little gratitude for your meal and your milking.”

David was about to say, thank you, when she pointed to her bare feet.

“Two kisses should suffice.”

David felt that wispy indigestion sensation like he’d swallowed a pocket of hot air that had lodged at the centre of his chest. Pulse beginning to beat more rapidly, he lowered himself to the cream carpet, dipped his head, kissing the top of one foot, then then other. “Thank you, Mistress,” he said.

“You’re most welcome,” replied Julia.

“Don’t forget me,” said Summer, not to be left out.

And now David turned, feeling the heat once more at his cheeks as he kissed Summer’s feet likewise. “Thank you, Miss.”

“No, thank you,” said Summer, bright and cheerfully and clearly delighted to have the naked boy beholden to her whim.

David rose – that pocket of air simmering hot.

“Come on,” she said, grabbing hold of his hand and leading him from the room.

The modestly sized bedroom had easy to clean beige flooring, a grey tiled washroom off to one side. Besides the single bed – headboard pushed to the window – the room was empty. Which was just about right, thought David. He had no clothes, no belongings, there was only him. And there was something about the clean rooms bareness that was incredibly refreshing to his eyes. Where he’d come from there’d been only clutter and dirt and grime, not to mention stink.

Here he could smell the scent of the lavender infused sheets. Here everything was spick and span, neat and tidy. All that of his former life already felt – literally was – a world away.

“The room is basic. But meets your needs,” said Summer.

“Yes, Miss,” replied David at her look.

“That wasn’t a question,” Summer smiled.

And not for the first time David realised how utterly enchanted he was by the girl.

“Come, lay down,” she said, tapping the bed.

It was as stripped back as everything else; no duvet, just a lone single pillow. David went and lay down atop it.

“Comfy?” asked Summer.

“Yes, Miss,” replied David, feeling as though the mattress had moulded to his body beneath him. Summer took him in with a half-puckered expression that had David feeling slightly feverish. In the pinkish light that still emanated from outside she glowed with a beauty of such smooth vivacity, David’s breath was catching in his throat.

And in the moment David realised he was looking at an alien. A girl born on a different planet. A Gyncadian to his Earthling. The same species, but entirely different beings. And he couldn’t get enough of her. Nor she him judging by the fixation of her look as she trailed a few fingers up along his flank. Her bright eyes meeting his, she bent forward and pecked him lingeringly on the lips. And suddenly David was floating. Or at least felt like it.

“Get some sleep, my sleepy earth boy,” she whispered, smile flickering.

She pressed a button, lowering the blinds on the pinkish light of one of the two suns than never fully set, then was bouncing out – obvious thrill in her step. There was no door to shut. David turned his head to the pillow. And no sooner had he done so than he was out like a light.
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The blinds automatically rolled upwards, and for that first groggy instant, David really thought it might have all been a dream. That he was back on the shabby mattress in the small windowless room off his uncle’s workshop, the smell of oil and grease permeating. But then his nostrils breathed in that soft pleasant scent of lavender, eyes opening on the milky pinkish light of a new day. No, he wasn’t in Kansas anymore.

“Good morning,” came the cheerful voice.

David rolled over to see Summer – back in that uniform of pink checked skirt and white shirt – smiling at him from the doorway. What a sight to wake up. Which is exactly what Summer may well have been thinking as she couldn’t but notice a certain stiff part of him.

“Oh,” she giggled.

“Fuck!” cursed David, hands instinctively snapping forward to cover his morning wood.

“David!” Summer exclaimed as if truly in shock at his profanity. “There’s no need for that. Or that…” she gestured at his hands.

Remembering where he was and which one of them had all the authority here, he dropped his hands.

Summer observed his morning erection for a moment, grin widening, said, “Have a wash, David. Then come join us for breakfast.” There was another lingering look downward, before the smiling girl was spinning from the door and away.

David exhaled a breath, then was rolling from the bed and up. He felt a jangly excitement as he glanced out the window, seeing shimmering trees, a sunny rectangle of neat green lawn, a slender stretch of a pool running parallel to the house. It blew his mind to think he was actually here. “Gyncadia,” he murmured, breaking into a broad smile.

He got himself ready in the washroom; showering, then marvelling at a device above that sucked the wetness away, leaving him not only clean in seconds, but feeling somehow moisturised. The weirdest part of it all was not putting on any clothes. He left the bedroom feeling like he’d forgotten something – which on any other day of his life he would have. But here, here it seemed he was to remain naked. A constant reminder perhaps of his inferiority and subservience to his female superiors. It certainly felt that way.

He entered the kitchen already hearing the voices of Julia and Summer ahead of him. They sat at the dining table – Julia in the knee length cream skirt, nude slip on heels and silky shirt he’d come to associate with her working days.

“So the thermonucleic force is generated by the therset quantipliers oscitarian zempler. Per quertem?” asked Summer, staring down at the paper-thin tablet device she was leaning against the edge of the table.

“That’s correct, sweetie,” said Julia, slipping a spoonful of yoghurt in her mouth.

David, who’d practically slowed to a stop, staring in wonder at the bowl of brightly coloured fruits at their selection (many of which he’d never seen before) had absolutely no idea what they were talking about. But then why should he? David could hardly read. David was male. And the Gyncadians had far surpassed any knowledge any male might have known. Even a college girl – as bright as she was – like Summer.

“David, your breakfast awaits,” came Dayta’s high-pitched, but lowered voice at his ear.

David glanced round, slightly unnerved that the robot should gave gotten so close without him realising, to see that shiny hexagonal head directing his gaze to the big bowl on the floor. He saw it was topped to the rim with milk and that floating within were cereal flakes. Once more his eyes widened in wonder. Such things were no longer easily available where he came from.

Turning from mother helping daughter with her studies, he lowered himself onto his hands and knees next to Busby eating from his own smaller bowl, and began slurping and munching as quietly as he could not disturb the women. As it was, the milk was sweet, the corn flakes delicious. He was halfway through the bowl when Julia addressed him in that cool, crisp voice of hers.

“How did you sleep, David?” she asked him.

David wiped his mouth, looked round. “Very well, Mistress,” he answered, feeling the redness beginning to rise at his cheeks. It was more than embarrassing having her so casually glancing over at him while his ass was up and his balls so visibly on display, it was humiliating.

“I’m pleased to hear it, David,” she said with the glimmer of a smile, then was reaching for one of the fruits.

“So it is triple perquartum for celasian initiation?” asked Summer.

“Double,” replied Julia, pointing a finger at the tablet. “The one is deducted at the point of varification. You see?”

“Ahh,” Summer said in understanding as David turned back to his bowl, leaving them to what sounded like gobbledygook to his ears. The two women went on chatting, consuming their light breakfasts behind as he finished his cereal.

“That’s super helpful, thanks Mum,” said Summer, placing the tablet in her pink rucksack.

“Anytime, sweetie,” said Julia, rising from the table.

Sucking up the last of the milk from his bowl, David glanced right seeing her toned legs, her heels, clicking past. Then Summer was there at his side.

“All finished?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss,” David nodded.

“Good boy.” She stroked a hand through his hair, making his skin tingle and his penis twitch. “You too, Busby,” she said, giving the underside of the dog’s fluffy jaw a rub. Then she was bouncing from the kitchen in her sneakered feet. “Come along, David,” she commanded, without a look back.

David quickly rose, following at her instruction like the pet puppy it fast felt like he was becoming. Out in the hallway, Summer pointed to a spot opposite the front door.

“Down again,” she said, very much in her element at having the boy at her command.

David lowered his knees to the smooth light-coloured floorboards, finding it hard to take his eyes off Summer. It wasn’t just her look. It was her radiance. An aura that seemed to flow golden around her.

“Back on your haunches. Bottom on your legs,” she instructed. “That’s it. Now thighs a little wider. Wrists crossed behind your back. There you go. This is how I want you when I get back. This position exactly. Do you think you can do that for me, David?”

“Yes, Miss,” David replied, staring dreamily up into the girl’s eyes.

Observing him staring so obviously infatuated, Summer smiled her dazzling white smile.

“Let’s go, sweetie,” came Julie’s voice as she opened the front door. “You can play with him later. He’s not going anywhere.”

“Do exactly as Dayta tells you. You’re going to be helping out with some chores. Sound good?”

Summer could have been saying anything for all David knew, or cared. He stared up at that face. Those eyes. That smile. Nodding along. “Yes, Miss.”

“Good boy,” she said, giving the top of his head another of those rubbing pats.

Tingling from head to toe, David watched the girl spin – short checked mini rising momentarily on more delicious golden flesh – as she headed for the front door. She kissed her mother on the cheek, then was disappearing down the path. Julia stared out for a few seconds, then was glancing down to one of her heeled shoes. “Oh, would you look at that mark. You can help me with that, can’t you David?”

There was a look back through the hallway towards him. And suddenly David’s heart was slowly thumping in his chest.

“No need to stand,” said Julia, making it only beat harder. “Well…I haven’t got all day.”

David placed one palm flat on the smooth floor, then the other, his knees shuffling him forward as he crawled. He quickly reached Julia, who stuck out the shoe with the scuff mark.

“Lick,” she commanded. “You’ve got a tongue, use it.”

There was no sunny smile like her daughter. Her look was inscrutable – giving way to only the merest hint of amusement as David lowered his head, began licking, making that shoe shine with his saliva.

“What a lifesaver you are, David. Couldn’t begin to imagine the embarrassment if someone were to have seen such a filthy mark.”

David felt his hot blush knowing there was only one person who should be feeling embarrassed this very moment, and it wasn’t her.

“Oh look,” said Julia, placing her heels together. “You’ve done such a good job the other needs evening up. Make it shine, David.”

There was a look up at that inscrutable expression, that attractive face, before he was smoothing his tongue over the second nude toned shoe. And despite attempts to tell himself otherwise, arousal was bubbling.

“What a fine shoe licker you make, David. Maybe I should have you do this every day. Maybe I should have you work through my entire collection. Hmm, would you like that?”

“Whatever makes you happy, Mistress,” David gulped.

Julia emitted a derisive little snort at that. When he was done cleaning, she placed her heels together again in inspection. A smile flickered. And with that she spun for the door. “Enjoy your day, David.”

He watched her shut the door behind her, then was almost jumping out of his skin at the high-pitched almost reverential voice right behind him.

“Quite something, isn’t she?”

“Fucking hell, Dayta,” David turned startled for the second time in the hour. He rose from his kneeling position. “Don’t you have some kind of noise you can make not to scare the living bejesus out of people?”

“My settings are set to stealth mode. Both Julia and Summer prefer I go about my orders inconspicuously. And with respect, David, you have zero authority over me in any case. I should also add a note of caution about your language. Such vulgarity may be accepted where you come from, but the madams will not tolerate it.”

David stared taken aback. He was actually being talked down to by this pretzel headed hunk of metal.

“The dilation of your pupils and the minute tensing of your brow and jaw, suggest you do not like this word of caution. But I am your superior, David. And I will endeavour to do all I can to assist the madams in making you their subservient subject. Now come with me, I have a number of chores you can assist me with.”

“Yes, sir,” said David with mocking military like zeal.

“Sarcasm – a form of dim-witted humour used by those of low intelligence,” said the bot leading the way. “Another sign of a need for attitude adjustment.”

“Just show me what you need doing tin man.”

“Oh, I intend to, male of the human species.”

Who was mocking who now? It sure didn’t sound like the bot thought much of the male race. And quite frankly why should it? It surely knew of the violence, the destruction, the havoc man had wreaked. And if that was true, then it most certainly knew about the broken-down rust buckets that had been its predecessors back on earth. Millions of its ancestors left to rust. Which was more than enough reason for the bot to feel a little prickly towards the boy. And David was self-aware enough to know it.

“Dayta, buddy, I think we might have gotten off on the wrong—”

“Fold,” interrupted the bot, thrusting a basket of washed clothing into his arms. “Then you can start with the vacuuming, after that the bathroom.” There was no sarcasm now.

David bit his tongue. Got to it. In all honesty – despite Dayta hovering over his shoulder making sure he was doing things to the correct standard – the domestic work came as a blessed relief. It certainly beat scouring stinking junkyards for scraps that his uncle might have been able to fix up and trade for a small sum. No, the only frustration came from knowing there was an entirely new planet out there to explore and he wasn’t seeing any of it.

The chores continued right up till lunch when Dayta filled that big bowl of his (there was no eating at the table even without Julia or Summer around) with some chunky looking stew. And despite how it looked, it tasted good. David licked the bowl clean, then was standing as Dayta approached.

“Incoming call. From Summer,” said the bot, lowering a metal grill at his chest to reveal a monitor with Summer’s smiling face.

“Hey, how’s it going, David?” she asked

“Good, Miss,” he replied, noticing two other girls standing slightly behind sitting Summer, their heads just disappearing off the monitor.

“That’s him?” said one.

“He’s adorable!” said the other.

“Shush, girls,” Summer giggled quietening them, then once more that face (captivating even on the monitor) was facing him. “Dayta is not overworking you, is he?”

“No, Miss,” said David, gaze flicking briefly up to the bot’s golden eyes.

“Good, good,” said Summer. “I’ve got some friends who wanted a quick look at you.” She tilted the camera, left then right, showing first a very slender girl with wavy light brown hair, then right to a curvier girl whose black hair was dyed red as it neared the tips. “Say hi to Piper and Sasha.”

“Hi,” said David, smiling tightly, suddenly very much aware of his nudity.

“Hey, David,” both of them said, beaming back enthusiastically.

“Cute, isn’t he?” came Summer’s voice.

“Very,” said Sasha.

“I want one,” said Piper, her bratty tone, making the other two girls laugh.

The camera swung back to Summer’s face. “Keep being a good boy for Dayta,” she said. “If you’re lucky I might bring these two back for a proper inspection of you.”

“Yes, please,” sounded one of the girl’s voices.

Which one David couldn’t be sure. Only that as he heard more of those girlish titters, his stomach felt like it was flipping over on itself. Summer looked up and over the camera feed. Off screen a woman’s voice said, “All right girls, at your desks.”

“See you soon, David,” Sasha and Piper’s high-spirited voices sounded.

“Bye, David,” Summer grinned.

And with that the feed cut off and the monitor went black. Dayta slid up the grill, once more hiding the screen within – then was retrieving a mop and broom from a cupboard. The bot handed them to David.

The chores continued into the early afternoon. David, expecting them to last more or less the whole day, was surprised when Dayta took the duster from his hand, told him to follow. He was led down some steps to a smallish workout room at the side of the house.

“The madams expect you to remain in outstanding physical condition. The machines are self 

monitoring. I will know if you are not giving it your maximum. Start with the treadmill. Your workout will last precisely an hour. It starts now.”

David hopped onto the machine Dayta had already set running. The revealing of the gym – especially one with such state-of-the-art equipment – was greeted positively. He was a young man who took a pride in not only his appearance, but also his health. How could he not when so many of his family had succumbed to illness. Back on earth, survival was all, exercise a luxury for the lucky few. And yet David had always done his utmost to stay in shape; which was just as well, as he’d most likely never have made the cut for selection to Gyncadia otherwise. But lugging heavy stuff around his uncle’s workshop was nothing like this. He surveyed the ultra-modern equipment, eyes lighting up.

When his hour of working out was up, he took a short shower, marvelling a second time at how that suction device dried the wetness from him, skin and hair left smooth and fresh in in merely seconds. Once again, he had the queer feeling of not dressing, leaving the bedroom naked. Dayta wasn’t in the hallway, living room, or kitchen. David spied the bot out back dredging some leaves from the pool with a long net, while Busby bounced around the lawn. He could only snort at a sight that was to him, utterly surreal.

Voyage to Gyncadia, he thought, thinking of that first ad he’d seen for the woman planet, experience a whole new world. They hadn’t been wrong there. He turned from the window, the cupboard at his side catching his eye as he did so. He knew it was silly, a stupid idea right away. But still couldn’t help himself. What was wrong with a little reward after all he’d been through.

He peered back through the window to see Dayta’s solar panelled back to him, then eased the cupboard ajar. And there was the big, open bar of chocolate – almost begging to be tried. David peeled away the foil wrapper, cracked off a slither from a corner piece that surely wouldn’t be noticed. He held it for a moment in his fingers, feeling its firm but soft texture, then, realising it was melting, popped it in his mouth.

His eyes closed on the creamy deliciousness melting on the centre of his tongue, transporting him to a place where all was fluffy and sweet. He savoured every second of the taste as it ever so lightly evaporated away – leaving him wanting only more. And perhaps he would have taken another slither, if not for the bot’s voice.

“David?”

He slammed the cupboard door shut to see Dayta eyeing him suspiciously.

“What are you doing?”

“Just curious, you know,” he said, casually opening another cupboard, pretending to have a good look.

“You are not instructed to be curious, David. You are instructed to obey. Mine and the madams’ orders.”

If the bot was trying to be scolding, it was flatly failing with its whimsical tone.

“Have you forgotten where Miss Summer wanted you?”

“Shit!” cursed David, then seeing Dayta’s disapproving look as he rushed for the doorway. “Sorry.”

In the hallway opposite the front door, David lowered himself to his knees, sitting back on his haunches, crossing his wrists at the base of his spine. The full vulnerability of the position hadn’t fully hit home with Summer there earlier mesmerising so. But it did now. And the exposure, the obvious subjugation of it, had – much to his alarm – his penis stirring.

The seconds ticked by, his pulse beginning to tick a little faster with each of them. Then came the noise he’d been expecting – half wanting, half dreading, – girlish giggly chatter. The latch of the door lowered, and David was lowering his chin to his chest, eyes to the floorboards beneath his spread thighs.
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David heard the bump of the front door as it fully opened, a gasp, a titter, the quick tread of sneakered feet.

“Hello, my delectable earth boy,” Summer all but sang.

David raised his head and was staring momentarily transfixed once more by the creamy golden splendour of the girl before him. “Hello, Miss.”

Summer smiled broadly. “What do you think, girls?”

And suddenly David’s gaze was jumping from her to the similarly pink checked mini skirted girls appearing either side of her.

“I think cute doesn’t do him justice,” said very slender, wavy haired Piper.

“No, he’s scrumptious,” gawped curvy Sasha.

David could only stare. The two girls had that same hyperreal quality Summer had. So fresh faced and smooth skinned and pretty, that it sucked the breath from his lungs to look at them.

“Is this for me?” asked Summer, curling her fingers and tugging him up by a penis that had grown ramrod straight – much to David’s mortification.

“Y-yes, Miss,” he spluttered.

“This way, horny boy,” said Summer, tugging him on to the living room, giggling best friends, Piper and Sasha, right behind.

“That milking doesn’t seem to have done much good,” said Piper, sliding off her pink rucksack as she dropped onto one of the sofas.

“Maybe we can give him another,” grinned Sasha, seating herself in an armchair.

“Uh-uh, David ‘s only permitted one milking a month – if he’s lucky,” smirked Summer.

She let go of his rigid manhood as she sat next to Piper. And David, left standing as the girls surveyed him in silence, really didn’t know where to look. Dayta’s appearance under the arch between living room and dining area, provided at least temporary distraction.

“May I get you ladies anything? Drinks? Snacks?” the bot asked in its butler like manner.

“Only if David serves us,” smiled Piper.

“You heard her, David,” said Summer. Then clicking her fingers, “Get to it.”

“Yes, Miss,” he said, heart racing, insides swirling as he hurried from the room, hearing high-spirited laughter and chatter breaking out behind him.

In the kitchen Dayta helped him arrange drinks and some biscuits on a serving tray, then taking a deep breath, he was returning to the living room. The girls had their study devices out, and were talking about elfactorial equations whatever the hell they were. David placed the tray of biscuits on the coffee table and handed out the drinks.

“Er, David,” said Summer as he stood off to one side, erection pointing distractedly. “We’re trying to study here. Turn around please.”

Feeling the burn of humiliation, David did so.

“Um, that’s not any better,” giggled Sasha.

“No, that butt’s way to cute,” said Piper.

“Maybe I should go in another room,” offered David.

“No you will not,” said Summer forcibly. “You will stand there and let us enjoy the sight of that peachy ass of yours. We girls are quite capable of doing two things at once.”

“Unlike you boys,” added Piper mischievously.

Which pretty much brought an end to the matter. As the girls studied, talking their mumbo jumbo language to David’s ear, he stood feeling demeaned, disrespected, aroused. Did this really turn him on? Being owned? Being subjugated? Being Miss Summer’s domestic bitch boy? Hell yes, a voice answered from the darkest corner of his mind. A voice he didn’t know existed. But then why should he? He barely encountered females at all in his old life – certainly not one’s like these; dominant, beautiful, so convinced of their innate superiority. Thought of those very words had David’s cock twitching. It was then that there came the sound of the front door closing shut, the click of heels.

“Good to see you working hard, girls,” came Julia’s voice as she stepped into the living room. She bent giving Summer a peck on the cheek. “How was your day, sweetie?”

“Good, Mother.”

“What’s he done?” she asked, turning her attention to the naked boy facing the wall.

“Nothing he can’t help,” said Summer.

Julia gave a husky chuckle of understanding. David half turned just enough to see her gaze slowly gliding down then up over his muscular smoothness.

“Keep at it, girls,” she said, leaving the room.

Five minutes later she was reappearing at the corner of David’s vision through the kitchen’s double doors. She’d changed into a navy one-piece swimsuit. And any chance of David softening went at sight of her. Is she teasing me? he wondered, taking in those long, lightly tanned legs, the line where her slender thighs met her pert bum cheeks – covered bum cheeks that were mocking given his own state of undress. Totally innocent, he thought, thinking that to think anything but – that perhaps she was doing this to tease him – would only make him throb harder.

He watched Julia stand at the edge of the pool, elegantly dive right in. A couple of minutes later she was back at that side, scooping both hands through her wet hair, leaning her elbows back against the pools edge as she titled her face to the pinkish sunlight. David felt something beat heavy and lustily inside.

“Aha!” sounded Summer’s voice as something stuck, turning his head from the window in the kitchen and back to the wall. It stayed there until tablets were being put away, rucksacks zipped up, till Summer was telling him to turn. He did so baring his still less than flaccid self to the three girls. Piper snorted in amusement. Summer and Sasha merely grinned widely.

“Still feeling horny are you, David?” asked Summer.

“Yes, Miss,” he replied, pulse quickening again, cheeks feeling flushed.

“Over here,” said Summer, “let my girlfriends have a proper look at you.”

David stepped over to the sofa, penis stiffening as he walked.

“Someone likes being on show,” said Piper, reaching out and brushing over the dips and rises of his defined abs. She lay a palm flat under his balls, assessing their weight. Then she was marvelling at his rigidity, gently squeezing his domes glands, runner a finger down the silky line at the centre of his shaft. “Does this thing ever go down,” she asked, springing it back against his abs.

“Not when you do that,” chuckled Summer.

After Piper had had her look, it was Sasha’s turn, and just like Piper before her, she didn’t hold back. It was extracurricular study all right – of the male human anatomy. When the two girls had fully explored the raging hard boy’s body, they each gave him a peck on the cheek, and said their goodbye to Summer at the front door. Barely had it clanged shut than Summer was spinning from it, pulling David on by his erection to her spacious very pink bedroom.

He was taking in the glass framed portraits of what looked like powerful Gyncadian leaders when Summer – sliding off her shirt, unclipping her skirt – suddenly absorbed his full attention. His lips parted on the white bra and panty clad girl, on the slender pert curves of a body that was eye-popping in its gorgeousness.

She slipped on a thin strapped floral-patterned dress over her shoulders, smoothed it down to her thighs, then was disappearing into the bathroom for a moment, before returning and dragging David by his erection back to the living room. There she collapsed onto the sofa, game controller in hand.

“Wanna play?” she asked, nibbling on a biscuit as the screen lit up.

David stared half in amazement; where he came from TV screens didn’t just light up – most wouldn’t have worked even if there was enough energy to supply them (which there never was).

“It’s a computer game, David,” Summer prompted. “You do know of computer games, don’t you?”

“S-sure,” he stuttered. “I mean yes, Miss.”

“Good, then kneel. You’ll pick it up.”

David knelt on the carpet at Summer’s side, taking the second controller she passed him. He might have heard about computer games, but this was quite unlike anything he’d ever read about. In this one Summer’s avatar – a spookily realistic representation of herself – was the commander of a spacecraft journeying through deep space. It was up to her, and her able co-commanders – Piper and Sasha – to keep the good ship running. This involved – as far as David could tell – making a series of decisions relating to navigation, crew members and the ships all round maintenance and management – any of which gotten wrong would result in mission failure.

But before they got to any of that, David was being told to stand. A triangular beam of blue light projected out the top of the TV screen scanning over him. And suddenly there on the screen was his avatar – naked and stiff, just as he was.

“Super realistic, isn’t it?” grinned Summer.

“Yes, Miss,” David murmured softly as she toggled a few controls.

And there they were in the spacecraft, him seeing through his avatar’s eyes on one half of the screen, Summer through hers on the other. And they were staring right at each other, enabling him to see her smiling smart uniformed commander, and his own naked and erect avatar.

“Oh my god, is that David?” came a voice to their side.

And both were turning to see Sasha’s smartly dressed commander, next to her, beaming, Piper similarly dressed.

“Welcome aboard, horny boy,” she said.

“That’s a class one violation right there,” Sasha nodded at his erection.

“Maybe we should punish him,” grinned Piper.

The three superior commanders giggling his way had David blushing, and somehow the game picked up on this and his avatar’s cheeks reddened too. A loud siren suddenly silenced the girls laughter, turned all heads to the spaceships vast viewing screen. Out in the inky blackness, strange small shapes could just about be made out.

“Rocks,” murmured Sasha, then eyes widening, voice rising to a yell, “Asteroids!”

And now the commanders were dashing to their stations.

“Stay close, David,” said Summer, seating herself in the centre of the three command chairs. “In fact, better buckle up.”

David dropped into a seat behind her, fastening the belt across him just as one of the huge asteroids went tumbling by. For the next half hour, he stared fascinated as the three commanders skirted the craft through the belt of asteroids. Taking a few glancing blows – but successfully keeping the craft’s defence shield intact. Finally, all calm, belts were unbuckled, the girls hi-fived.

“Now where we’re we?” asked Piper.

“I think someone was about to get punished,” said Sasha.

David watched as the three commanders turned his way.

“Foods up,” came Julia’s call from the kitchen, saving David’s smooth avatars skin – at least for today.

“Sorry girls, gotta go,” said Summer.

The two girls groaned.

“Don’t have too much fun without us,” said Piper.

“Sorry, no promises,” said Summer.

The three commanders did some kind of elaborate bumping of fists, sliding of palms. “Till later,” said Summer, logging her and David out.

In the dining room David dropped to all fours in front of his bowl alongside Busby already eating from his. It was remarkable how quickly this was beginning to feel normal. A little less self-consciously, he munched down his food while mother and daughter chatted at the table behind him. Soon enough the pleasant female voices had become but a background noise as the foods delicious taste had his belly purring.

It meant he wasn’t aware when Julia and Summer finished their own meal, and Dayta retrieved a certain something from one of the cupboards. Only a deathly silence brought him back to the room, half turned him to the table. He saw Dayta whispering something in Julia’s ear as she stared his way. He watched the bot step back, then was noticing the open bar on the table. His stomach dropped.

“What’s this, David?” Julia asked.

David wiped his mouth, turned properly from his bowl. “Chocolate, Mistress.”

“And did you try some of this said chocolate?”

David’s eyes flicked to the bot.

“Don’t look at Dayta, look at me,” said Julia.

His gaze returned to the silky blonde, brain whirring with excuses, lies, outright denial. Right up until the last moment he really didn’t know what was about to leave his mouth. But then….“Yes, Mistress,” he admitted, followed in an attempt to lessen his disobedience by, “but just a slither.”

He hadn’t realised how pathetic that last part would sound till he was saying it.

“Oh, just a slither you say,” said Julia. She glanced at Summer, observing David silently, then was sliding back her chair with a loud squeak, a squeak that tensed David’s shoulders, sent a cool shiver running down his spine.

He stared as Julia dropped the napkin that had been on her lap onto the table, and strode across the room towards him. Without warning she grabbed him at the ear, and twisting slightly, pulled him shuffling on his knees to the living room.

“This way, David,” she said quite coolly.

In the living room she sat herself on the edge of the sofa, hitching up the hem of her navy skirt. “Across my lap, David,” she commanded.

David stared with head spinning disbelief, only for that hand to snap out, drag him to her. He flopped onto her lap feeling like a fish hooked onto a riverbank.

“Just a slither,” Julia scoffed. Then the palm of her hand was coming down, delivering the firmest of slaps to his bared backside. “It really wouldn’t have made any difference if it was the whole bar. None of it was yours to eat. Those cupboards aren’t there for you to go prying in.”

“I know, Mistress, I’m sor—” David’s apology stuck in his throat as the palm clapped down again leaving him gasping. It was followed by a third and a fourth. David peeked up to see Summer observing his spanking. There was an unmistakeable glee to her look. He dropped his gaze to the cream carpet again as Julia’s hand slowly caressed his backside.

“You must learn, David. You will learn. That disobedience will not be tolerated.” The caressing stroke disappeared and then – just as his tensing ass relaxed – came the spanking connect, loud and meaty and unedifying for its receiver.

“There is no place here for boys who are selfish and self-entitled and cannot obey,” said Julia in her measured tone. “We know what happens when males get above their station, don’t we, David?”

“Yes, Mistress,” David gulped.

“Tell me. Tell me what happens, David.”

“There’s violence. Carnage. Destruction.”

“Indeed. Entire planets are ruined,” said Julia, spanking David’s ass like he was personally responsible. “But that won’t happen on Gyncadia because you will learn. And be thankful of your female superiors to guide you.”

Superiors, of course he’d known that was there philosophy, but hearing it expressed so openly and matter-of-factly drew the air to the top of his lungs, prickled and palpitated. And aroused. Julia felt his stiffening, trapping him between her thighs, squeezing gently.

“Your body betrays you,” she said, once more caressing his ass – an ass that felt like it was burning up. “It tells of your true nature. Submissive. Subservient. Wanting and willing to obey. Channel it, listen to it. Accept what you are – to me, to us, to womanhood.”

The hand clapped down, grunting a wincing David forward a little. But he was going nowhere. Julia’s firm grip of him between her thighs ensured that.

“This being such an opportune moment, there is something else I should like to speak to you about.” And now her nails were gently raking across his balls squished up behind him. What with his ass burning up, his cock being squeezed, the sensation had his mind doing somersaults. “Dayta tells me you have been swearing.”

“Only twice, Mistress,” David said in half pleading tone.

“Actually, three times. He did it this morning with me,” said Summer.

David looked to her, seeing a smile play at the corner of her lips. She wants to see me punished! She’s loving this! And those thoughts only had David throbbing harder.

“Tsk-tsk-tsk,” Julia tutted, giving his balls three sharp slaps. “Swearing is not permitted in this household. It is coarse and vulgar and speaks of a low self-worth. You might be our inferior, David, but it doesn’t mean we shan’t educate you.”

Her fingers tickled over his balls back to his ass. She gave his burning cheeks each a firm squeeze – then one last time brought her palm down hard on both of them. “What do you say, David?”

“Thank you, Mistress,” he gasped.

“Now get on the floor,” she said, parting her thighs, rolling him from her lap. “Show me your gratitude.”

Erect and kneeling, David kissed the back of the hand Julia held to him, the hand that had delivered his punishment.

“There will be no more eating what isn’t yours. There will be no more profanity. There will be no more disobedience,” said Julia.

“None, I promise, Mistress,” said a shaken David.

Julia looked to Summer. “Take him to bed. He can go without that second milking we were going to allow him.”

A pocket of air escaped through David’s lips as Summer pulled him up by his erection and away.

“You really shouldn’t be such a naughty boy,” said Summer, sitting on the side of the bed that David lay upon.

“I’m sorry, Miss. It was just there. I thought…” it was just a slither that would go unnoticed, he thought better than saying.

“You weren’t thinking, David. Unless of course you wanted to punished. Because if that was it, I could always…” Summer stroked her fingers upwards from his anus over the incredibly tender flesh, before taking hold of his balls, kneading them, squeezing a little firmly.

It forced David to clear his throat to speak. “No,” he said. “It was nothing like that.”

“But you liked it, once it was underway? I saw the effect it had.”

If David was in any kind of position to be bolder, he might have said the same thing about her, remembering Summer’s glimmering gaze.

“Yes, I suppose, Miss,” he said, reasoning that he had no choice but to tell the truth – given the girl still had hold of the most fragile part of him. “In a kinda muddled way.”

“Then I shall be quite happy to ensure it happens again. If you’re a good boy.” She was smiling slightly now as she leaned to him, pecking him on the lips, before bouncing up. “Sleep well, earth boy,” she said, lips spreading into a big grin as she glanced back at him and left the room.

David shut his eyes, not quite knowing what had just happened.
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The routine started all over – but David noticed something different about today. As he stepped into the kitchen he saw Julia wasn’t wearing her normal office attire, but a sleeveless powdery blue dress. She glanced to him, seeing his look, sensing his thinking.

“That’s right, David. Today I’ll be around to keep an eye on you. Aren’t you a lucky boy?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, feeling a nervy flutter. He looked to Summer staring at her tablet while she picked a few berries from the bowl of bright fruits in front of her, then was lowering himself to his own bowl on the floor next to Busby.

“His ass is still red,” commented Summer.

“Yes, I imagine that will be with him for quite a few days. A reminder how not to behave,” said Julia.

David heard the clink of the bowl, could imagine Summer popping another berry in her mouth all too easily. “I should like to take him to the lake at the weekend,” she said.

“You don’t need my permission, Summer,” said Julia. “He is yours to do with as you please.”

Head in his bowl, lapping up his milky cereal, David felt that simmering hot sensation low in his belly. Pride, there was no place for it here, certainly not of the male kind.

When her breakfast was eaten, Summer zipped up her rucksack, slipped her arms through the straps and crouched at David’s side. “Be a good boy for mother,” she said, stroking her fingers beneath his chin. Then they were sliding down his back in sweeping stroke, giving his behind the lightest of taps. “No incidents like yesterday, you hear?”

“Yes, Miss,” said David, staring at Summer’s radiant face with lust filled desire.

A smile dazzling enough to light the darkest abyss, shone back at him, then she was giving Busby’s furry little head a loving stroke and rising.

“Good bye, Mother,” she glanced back. “Enjoy your day.”

“You too, sweetie,” said Julia, glancing up from her own tablet device.

David listened to the tread of her sneakered feet disappearing down the hallway. The front door closed shut. He looked behind at Julia occupied on her tablet.

“Finish your breakfast, David,” she said, without raising her eyes. “Then you can begin assisting Dayta with the chores.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, turning his face back to his bowl.

For the rest of that morning David did what was becoming so familiar to him; ironing and cleaning and tidying under the home bot’s watchful supervision. There was no mention of yesterday’s incident – no snarky glances or challenging remarks regarding the bot’s snitching. That slate was wiped clean. Better that way, thought David, knowing the hunk of metal had the power to make his life considerably more difficult should it so wish. No, David went about his work with silent diligence. The only indication of yesterday’s incident the red hue of his bottom.

At around a little before noon, Julia called him through to the hallway. She stood elegant and rather formidable looking in her sleek ankle length powder blue dress and open toed white heels, cream purse dangling from a bare shoulder.

“How about a little sighting seeing, hmm?”

“Y-yes, Mistress,” said David, both surprised and excited by the thought.

“Then turn around,” said Julia, picking the thin black leather collar from the hallway stand. It was scuffed, its leather worn at its edges.

“One of Busby’s. But seems to fit quite well enough,” said Julia, buckling it around David’s neck. How’s that?”

“Tight, Mistress,” he replied, feeling the collar almost choking.

“Tsk,” she tutted, buckling the clasp one hole over, making the collar marginally less tight. “And now?”

“Fine, Mistress,” answered David, feeling unable to say anything but.

“Good, then off we go.” She lowered her sunglasses and tugged David on and out the house behind her.

The centre of town was a short stroll away, past more of the functional terracotta coloured homes, past manicured parks and leafy streets that wouldn’t have looked out of place back on earth before all went to crap. The further they got, the more and more women began to appear going about their daily business. And suddenly David’s cheeks were reddening at the gawping stares, suddenly he was cursing himself (silently of course) for ever having wanted to leave the house at all.

The centre of town had a villagey atmosphere. There were lots of boutique style shops, little cafes and delicatessens and eateries, bigger bars and restaurants. Any administrative buildings fitted right in, the curved lines and subtle architecture far from overwhelming. Quite unlike the phallic architecture that had dominated earth for so long (seen by Gyncadians like so much else about earth, as distasteful and hubristic, and most damning of all, male).

David of course wasn’t noticing much of this – instead he was noticing the smiles, the hands going to mouths, the whispers back and forth and the long leering looks. And all the while Julia strolled on, seemingly without a care in the world as she browsed the shop windows, tugging her blushing boy on behind her. Here and there, David spotted others boys who’d been brought here by the good ship Tatiana. Like him they were stark naked and collared. Without exception good looking.

One such boy was on his hands and knees acting as a bench for his mistress while she sat atop him talking on her cell phone. Despite the fact that there were several empty benches in the vicinity. Another carried a group of women’s bags. The fleeting eye contact David shared with him said everything. They were owned. They were property. They were whatever these women wanted them to be. As he was led off in the opposite direction, Julia veered into one of the shops.

“This way, David. Do keep up,” she said as he stumbled on into the store.

Inside he immediately saw it wasn’t your average store, no it was the type of store that had been doing a roaring trade with the boys’ arrival – a store catered to disciplining, adorning, keeping them very much in check. David felt his interior temperature plummet at sight of an entire wall devoted to various male chastity devices. One mistress was having her beetroot faced boy trying a few on, much to the delight of the pink haired store assistant.

Julia saw David staring and chuckled. “Looks like somebody couldn’t keep his hands off himself. Or perhaps she likes the look of him that way.”

It was the perhaps that did it – the casual speculation of such a thing had David thickening below. No sooner aware of the sensation, Julia was tugging him forward past a mannequin – two mannequins in fact; one a latex clad female wielding a crop, the other male, and bent forward ass ready to take a beating. Julia circled round the display admiringly, then was browsing the nearby selection of crops, whips, paddles and canes. All the while David was stiffening behind.

He watched Julia pick up a bamboo cane, swish it through the air. She did likewise with a crop. Then was tapping a paddle against her palm. It was now she looked round, smile playing at the corner of her mouth.

“Oh, David,” she said, seeing his erection. “Maybe you do need one of those cock cages after all.”

David felt like his insides were blushing. But it was about to get worse.

“Bend over and touch your toes,” commanded Julia.

Feeling the tightness of the thin black collar as he gulped, David did so. He remained in that position while Julia replaced the leather paddle, picked another slightly larger one. David watched from his upside-down perspective as her heels clicked and she stepped up behind him. She lay the paddle flat against his backside.

“Let’s see how this feels, shall we?”

David shut his eyes, bracing as he felt the paddle leave his skin. Julia teased him, tapping his ass, opening his eyes, then, when he was all but unable to take the anticipation any longer, brought it down hard. The fleshy clap had David grimacing, holding down a grunting roar. Blood rushing to his head (both heads) as he continued to touch his toes, he heard the cheery voice of the candyfloss pink haired assistant offering her service.

“Any help needed?” she inquired of Julia.

Julia handed her one of the crops. “Yes. Let’s hear how this one sounds.”

“No, problem,” said the sales girl, clearly happy to help. And just like that she was cropping David’s sore behind. One butt cheek, then – at Julia’s request – the other. Again and again and again till David was whimpering a little.

“That seems to do the trick,” commented Julia, squeezing one of David’s rosy ass cheeks, making his legs shake ever so slightly and his breath slow. “I’ll take the paddle and the crop,” she said.

“I can throw in a rattan cane and one of those whips there for no extra cost,” said the sales girl.

“How very generous,” said Julia, taking hold of the doggy lead that dangled freely from David’s collar and pulling him up. Sight of his rigid erection returned that hint of a smile to her lips. The subtlety of it was in stark contrast to the sale girl’s big grin.

“Will that be all?” she asked.

“Hmm,” Julia pondered. “Do you have any nipple clamps? And cock rings?”

“Yes we do, let me show you,” said the sales assistant, enthusiastically leading the way.

When finally David left the store behind Julia, he carried a bag in each hand filled with her purchases. She paused a moment in consideration, glancing left then right – enough time for several female passers-by to have a good gawp and chuckle at the stiff boy. Not that Julia seemed to mind.

“Time for a little education I think,” she said, taking David with her as she strode left.

One white panelled dome shaped building stood out from all others; ground zero, the site where the very first all-female lander had touched down. The craft and its crew mates were immortalised in statue form at the exact spot where it had happened. Pioneers. Foremothers to all that Gyncadia had become. And David felt the silent reverence of other visitors paying their respect.

“To really understand your place here you need to understand Gyncadia and its history,” said Julia, tugging him on to a visitor gallery with displays – left and right – documenting the key milestones in Gyncadian society.

There were holograms showing how those first colonisers small settlements had grown into the larger towns and cities of today. Another showing the opening of the senate – the cutting of a ribbon, lots of cheering, smiling, proud looking women. Yet another depicted the inside of a laboratory highlighting Gyncadians scientific and technological advancements.

Julia paused proudly at each holographic display allowing David to properly take them in.

“Our achievements are many,” she said, heels clicking once more as she strode on. “The challenges we have faced to grow, to thrive, to create a society that is safe and successful – where a girl can grow up to be anything she wants – quite dizzying.”

She came to a stop, stopping David with her in front of the final holographic display. This one was different to all the rest in that it featured something that hadn’t appeared in any of the others: a male.

“It is my belief that none of these challenges would have been overcome if not for the female virtues of collaboration, patience, humility. It is what makes us fit to lead, David. It is what has and what still prevents us from sharing the disastrous fate of your boy planets.” Julia nodded at the display showing man’s wars, man’s desecration of nature, man’s toxicity.

And how could David argue with any of it. Of course, individually he was no more responsible for it than she was. And yet by simple association he was as guilty as could be; he had a cock and balls did he not. He was male. And that was enough.

“You were never fit to govern,” said Julia, “only serve your superiors.”

The horrors gave way to a naked male, palms pressed together, begging at the booted feet of a Gyncadian leader.

“This was always your fate, David,” Julia continued. “Always how it should have been.”

David stared, throat locked up as the hologram morphed into the vast solar system, showing the good ship Tatiana’s trajectory through the cosmos. The precise arrival time and date of the ship was displayed, along with the number of male arrivals. The display cut to black for an instant, before a holographic montage was rolling showing what some of the women had had them doing since their arrival. There was cleaning, there was dancing, there were female titters and male punishments that had David’s stomach rolling.

“You will never be allowed to forget yourselves,” said Julia. “Never be allowed to let those egos go unchecked. Because we all know how dangerous that would be, don’t we David?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he croaked softly.

“Good, then we are done here,” said Julia, striding on.

After the museum Julia met a friend outside a café – a redhead with the same glowing vitality that all the woman on this female led planet seemed to have to David’s eye. There was much cooing, pinching of his chin, playful fondling of his balls, before the woman retook her seat as Julia sat at the small round table with her. As for David, he was told to kneel, which of course he did, lowering the bags at his side along with himself. It was yet another entirely discombobulating experience having the women gossiping around him, others strolling by while he knelt at his mistress’s feet.

“How’s he settled in?” asked the redhead.

“Not without a few difficulties,” said Julia. “But we quickly ironed them out.”

David wasn’t so sure, if her purchases were anything to go by, it seemed some of those kinks were just beginning. There were smiles, chuckles between the two women above him. They fell into their conversation – David’s name mentioned here and there till it wasn’t mentioned at all. In the pink sunlight they sipped their drinks, ate a light meal.

Every now and then Julia lowered her hand feeding David a titbit. He took it hungrily like a dog from its owner. All the while the two women went on chatting above like having the naked, collared, kneeling boy at their side was the most normal thing in the world. Seeing another boy, almost a mirror image at a café across the street, had David supposing that before long it would be.

When the women had finished their late lunch, they pecked each other goodbye. The redhead patted David’s head, gave the underside of his cockhead an upwards stroke. A warm shiver rippled over him from head to toe. “Bye, David. Be a good boy for Julia and Summer.”

“Oh, he will be,” said Julia, making the woman chuckle. She waved the redhead goodbye. And once more was tugging David on. There was still plenty of browsing of shops to be done.
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Summer hovered in the doorway, hand on the half open door of her bedroom. “Mum!” she called. “I’m just doing some studying, all right?”

A beat of silence, then, “Where’s David?”

“He’s with me.” Summer bit her lip, eyes winced tight as she waited the response.

“All right, sweetie,” called Julia. “Don’t work too hard.”

“I won’t, Mum.” Summer shut the door, pressed an ear to it for a few seconds, before turning back to the interior of the pink bedroom, beaming a big smile. She leaned her back to the door a moment looking across at her naked, kneeling boy.

David stared back, thighs parted, wrists crossed behind his back, heart beating heavy as it always seemed to do when she looked at him that way. Summer looked nothing short of sensational in the pink checked skirt, sleeved rolled shirt she’d yet to change out of. But then again, she’d have looked good in a bin bag, imagined David, watching her pace towards him, bare feet bouncing on the thick white carpet.

“So what did you get up to today?” she asked, standing over him, forcing him to crane his neck to look up at her.

“Your mum took me into town, Miss,” he said, his words catching in his throat a little as Summer’s radiance transfixed.

“She did, did she? And how was that?”

Summer stroking the back of a hand over his cheek, had him struggling for thought. “It was…eye opening.”

Summer snort chuckled at that. “I bet it was.”

She left him craving more of her touch as she dropped lazily onto the soft pink bedspread covered bed, miniskirt riding up her smooth light tanned thighs as she turned and tossed the tablet on it aside.

“I thought you had study, Miss.”

“Nope, all done,” said Summer, leaning back on her elbows. “I wonder what we can do? Any ideas?”

David’s gaze dropped to the creamy golden flesh of her legs. He felt that racing beat of his heart. He felt his cock stir.

“Sasha and Piper say hi by the way,” said Summer, lifting his eyes back to hers. “You left quite the impression on them.”

“I’m glad your friends like me, Miss,” gulped David.

“I’m glad you’re glad,” said Summer. “My friends mean a lot to me.” Palms flat on the bed behind her, she tilted her head. “Did you leave behind friends, David?”

David thought back to his old life, remembering a boy he’d once known who’d been stabbed, another who’d been taken by the gangs. “No,” he answered. “No real friends.”

“Aww, that’s sad,” said Summer. “Come here.”

David shuffled forward on his knees, lowering his head at Summer’s hand to her lap.

“I’ll make sure you have plenty of friends here,” she said, combing a soothing hand through his hair.

“Thank you, Miss,” said David, hearing that pulse of his beating hard like a drum, and with it aware of the swelling sensation of his cock below. There’d been girls in his old life – on a are few occasions. But they’d frantic, ultimately unsatisfactory encounters. They were nothing like this. A simple act, yet with the most erotic of charges.

“You know my studies come with a lot of pressure,” said Summer, still combing her fingers through his hair. “There are things I should have you do to relieve some of that pressure, take me outside of myself if only for a short while.”

“Like what, Miss?”

There was a momentary silence. And in it, David thought his heart might jump out of his chest.

“Sit back,” said Summer.

David did so. And now Summer’s eyes were flicking down to his erection, a smile flickering in amusement – both hands disappearing beneath her miniskirt as she hooked down her white panties, slipped them off over her legs, her ankles. She reached out, dangling them on David’s jutting erection like that most intimate part of him was her own private hanger.

“Convenient,” Summer teased, lighting the room with that pearly smile of hers.

David’s cock flexed uncontrollably in reaction to her, in both want and desire. With her panties still dangling, emphasising the movement, Summer couldn’t but giggle. Her playful laughter cut to David’s soft core. And in that moment, he realised he was prepared to give himself over entirely to her. His expression must have said something along those lines, because Summer’s giggling stopped, suddenly she was shifting forward to the edge of the bed, slowly parting her thighs to reveal a neat triangle of golden pubic hair, beneath it glistening lips of such slick succulence that David all but gasped.

“Come,” Summer summoned, leaving David in no doubt as to what she wanted and where she wanted him.

There was no question in his mind. No decision to be made. He went to her with animal attraction, utterly enthralled. Summer held his look, just as he held hers, right up until the moment he slowly stroked his tongue up the length of her shiny slit, burying his nose in that triangle of golden hair, inhaling the sweetest and lustiest of scents. If David had ever smelt an aroma as intoxicating, he couldn’t think of it. It was pure arousal. Her arousal. And if there was any small slither of him that wasn’t hers already, it disappeared that instant.

David went down again. Before worshipping upwards with another long swishing stroke of his tongue. It had Summer collapsing back onto her elbows, letting out a low tremulous moan. Nothing had ever sounded so sweet to David’s ear. He might have been inexperienced, but he had a natural aptitude for pleasuring a woman. In the weeks and months to come, Summer would enjoyably hone his talent for cunnilingus into a fine art. But here, now, this very first time, David got away with his increasingly sloppy strokes as Summer’s own carnal desire took over.

She gyrated her hips, grinding her sex over David’s tongue, mouth and nose. Short, sharp, muffled pants sounded against a sleeveless arm, till she was clamping her teeth into a wrist as the doors flew wide open and her orgasm came careering through. David held his stilled tongue outstretched as Summer’s silky wetness lapped against him like an ebbing tide, and the pressure and intensity of her thrusts slowed, till eventually the wrist was leaving her mouth and she was pushing herself up from her elbows.

She smiled down at David, kissed the top of his head. “Good boy,” she said, picking her panties from his still achingly hard erection.

With them dangling from a finger, she strolled to the bathroom. David watched the door close shut. Mind blown.
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If David had felt out of depth on Mistress Julia’s shopping trip, then today he felt like the ground beneath had sunk another hundred feet or more. Ahead he glimpsed the smart, pink, college building with its gleaming windows and manicured lawned surrounds, as more and more of the pink checked skirted, white shirted college girls appeared all around, making their way to it.

Already there were titters, gossipy voices. Summer – tugging him on by what had been Busby’s black lead – only seemed to revel in the attention. Striding proudly and purposely past the gawping faces, Sasha and Piper fell in at her side. The two girls glanced behind, their pretty faces beaming in delight. David felt a tornado like swirl within. A sensation that was becoming increasingly familiar to him. A sensation he’d be experiencing plenty more before the day was through.

He watched the girls fall into whispery, quick, excited conversation. Then was hearing their almost squealing high-pitched chuckles. Summer, leading, loudest of all. David didn’t know what precise words had been exchanged to provoke such laughter, only that his naked ass self was surely strongly related to them.

The three girls led the way up a flight of white steps, on under an arched entranceway with the words: Girls learn. Girls rule. Girls rock. Inside was a hallway lined with pink lockers on each side. David watched girls at those lockers turn in slow motion towards him with expressions of open-mouthed disbelief as he passed. A growing group of them followed in his wake. The giddy murmur of their voices bouncing off the walls to create an unnerving cacophony behind. All the while, Summer strode on like a VIP receiving their due attention.

David couldn’t see the grins, the smiles, that they were loving every second of this. Though he suspected it. Finally they came to a door with ‘Staff Only’ marked in black letters on the glass panel within it. There was no need to knock. A woman peeked behind the blinds – no doubt hearing the still rising swell of voices – pulled the door open, and shooed Summer inside.

“See you soon!” she said over a shoulder to Piper and Sasha, yanking David through.

Behind he heard the disappointed grown of the crowd as he disappeared from sight and the door closed shut.

“So this is him?” asked the young woman, ringlets of strawberry blonde hair framing a friendly face.

“Yes, this is David,” replied Summer coolly.

Cool wasn’t a word to describe the young assistant. Her eyes roamed up and down David’s body. A palm lying flat against her bosom, she looked all set to lunge. “He’s so very…male.”

“Indeed he is,” came the authoritative voice of the tall pencil skirted principal, Ms Derbyshire, standing in the inner office doorway. “Thank you, Christine,” she said to the young assistant. “Summer…” she gestured inwards.

And once more David was feeling the tight pull at his neck. The inner office door closed, Principal Derbyshire sat behind her desk, while Summer sat in a chair before it, leaving David standing. Till Summer gave him a glare, said, “Kneel.”

At once David dropped his knees to the hard floor.

“Well trained I see,” said Principle Derbyshire, pressed fingers towered on the desk before her.

“He’s getting there,” said Summer.

“Of course. Always room for improvement,” said the principle with an understanding smile. “I should hope he leaves today that bit clearer of his place. I know the girls will enjoy him.”

“Me too,” Summer smiled back.

Neither of them would be proved wrong in that assertion.

The day proceeded with Summer taking her morning classes while David knelt outside in the corridor so as not to distract. A little further along, outside different classrooms, two other boys knelt similarly. It seemed he wasn’t the only one who’d been brought in for show. The sound of the classroom door opening behind, snapped his attention to it. A girl with a pixie cut was suddenly there leaning down at his side, smiling a beatific smile as she ruffled his hair, ran her hand down his chest, played with his cock.

“Aww, such a cutie!” she exclaimed, having a good feel.

She was far from the only girl to excuse herself from class over the next hour in order to have a little play. Each of the boys were groped and fondled and stroked by several of the glossy, fresh faced students. When Principle Derbyshire came striding down the corridor, heels clicking, her mouth twisted to one side in obvious struggle to contain her amusement as she passed each of the saluting cocks.

“That’s right, boys. Learn to enjoy your obedience,” she said, loud and delightedly, before disappearing around a corner.

A short time after that her assistant, Christine reappeared, placing a bowl of water in front of each boy.

“Can’t have you boys getting dehydrated,” she said, making sure to see they lapped up some of the water. She also made sure to keep their cocks rock hard.

When the bell finally went and the female students streamed out the classrooms, David felt like he was in some kind of erotic fever dream. Swamped suddenly by so many of the mini skirted beauties, his pulse ran quick, his thoughts ran to gloop. It was a relief when Summer pushed through, clipped on his leash, pulled him crawling on behind – for she didn’t say stand – all the while gossiping with Piper and Sasha either side.

Their destination was the canteen. And lunch was a further opportunity for the college students to have a good inspection of the boys. They crowded the tables of their owners. Summer holding court, loving every second showing him off, let them have a touch and feel until determining it was all becoming too much.

“You mustn’t cum,” she warned more than once.

Edged to a state where his arousal was all but excruciating, David could only mumble, “Yes, Miss.”

Which had Summer smirking, Sasha and Piper and the girls around snickering.

The days real lesson, or perhaps more accurately spectacle, came after lunch. Ms Telford was a pear-shaped woman with a concise, no nonsense tone of delivery that suggested she didn’t suffer fools gladly. She might not have been the warmest, but the girls still liked her. And today they listened with crystal clear silence, the room brimming with anticipation. For word had gotten round and the classroom was crammed with girls not wanting to miss out.

“Some things simply need to be observed to be fully grasped,” said shapely Miss Telford in that understated manner of hers. “Which is why I’m pleased to announce that I have three volunteers for today’s class.”

Knowing what was coming, there were a few shared smirks amongst the class, a couple of whispers back and forth that provoked titters. Miss Telford let them pass without comment, cutting the girls a little slack. After all they’d worked hard. Deserved a little entertainment. Which is what they were about to get.

“Bring them through, please,” said the teacher, not needing to raise her voice such was the rooms quiet stillness (not to mention simmering excitement).

From the open door off to one side, the three girls appeared one at a time, tugging their naked boy into the room in turn. David followed Summer’s sashaying hips, her confident stride as she lined up him up next to the two other boys. She remained at his side, leash in hand as Miss Telford stepped forward.

“Three fine examples of the male anatomy,” she said receptively. Then with a derisive look. “So very primitive. So very flawed for anything beyond serving their female superiors. Girls, see how their muscled bodies are sculpted to please us. See how their cocks stiffen to be of use. Then there’s these things…” Miss Telford reached out encircling one of the boy’s balls between thumb and forefinger. “The male testes. What to say about them. Hilarious, most certainly. The source of boys irrationality, most probably. The reason not a single one is fit to lead, undoubtedly.”

David’s throat felt dry. Miss Telford’s humiliating words. Her objectification. The way the roomful of students gawped and the way Summer lightly skimmed her fingers down his spine, over his butt cheeks, was all…achingly arousing. And there was nothing he – nor the two other boys feeling likewise – could do to hide it.

Miss Telford let go of the boy’s balls, glancing at the considerably erect young men for an instant, before looking to her audience with the glimmer of a smile. “These three perfectly demonstrate the males total lack of self-control. They are crude creatures at heart. Their puny minds too small for the high thought of woman.”

“Perhaps the girls should see them at their most base,” came Principle Derbyshire’s voice, turning heads.

David saw the tall principle leaning in the doorway, arms folded.

“What do you say, girls?” asked Miss Telford of the three girls holding the boys leashes.

“He’s not due. But if it’s in the name of education, I don’t see why not,” smiled Summer.

The two other girls nodded their approval. And within seconds of them having done so, David was feeling the squishy soft sensation of the milking devices entry rim, sliding over his shaft. Summer activated it, setting it to its lowest setting – a barely perceptible jerky motion that had David gasping. He looked to Summer with begging eyes, wanting more intensity, wanting something that tipped him over this state of edged agony. Summer left him wanting – slowly caressing his butt cheek, looking out to their keen audience.

David briefly took in the roomful of girls, the teacher and the pencil skirted principle leaning in the doorway. Then his eyes were closing shut as he exhaled a breath, body tensing, head swimming. All the while Miss Telford was talking, something about the average sperm in a boy’s ejaculate. But David wasn’t really hearing. Like the two boys alongside him, his world had narrowed to the teasing, jerking, ever so slight rocking motion of the milking device over his cock.

It wouldn’t be long before the three boys would be losing all control; grunting, tensing, showing themselves at their most base as Principle Derbyshire had put it.
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The lake was like nothing David had ever seen; a bubble-gum blue as bright and vivid and beautiful as everything seemed to be on this alien planet that was increasingly beginning to feel like home. Summer sat back, cross legged, while David did the grunt work, paddle boarding them across to one of the many small islands that dotted the huge lake. A boy named Carlos (owned by one of Sasha’s aunts) did the same for Piper. While stronger, more headstrong Sasha, was more than happy to paddle herself.

The island turned out to have the softest, whitest sand David had ever seen. With the clean fresh air. The warm pink rays shining down. It was heaven. An afternoon was spent bathing, swimming, frisbeeing, and picnicking under the shade of a pink leafed palm tree. Interspersed within all this, there was lots of kissing (between Summer and David, Piper and Carlos, Carlos and Sasha), touching, flirting and outright teasing by the bikini clad girls to their naked boys. Which neither David or Carlos had any problem with whatsoever. Which was just as well as neither boy had any say anyway.

With the second sun rising above the first, they packed up their belongings and leaving the mini island paradise behind, paddle boarded back. As day trips went, it was pretty hard to beat.

The house was quiet on Summer and David’s return.

“Hey Dayta!” Summer called. “Where’s Mum?”

“Meeting friends I believe,” said the home bot, appearing with a broom. “She has been gone precisely one hour and seventeen minutes.”

“She say what time she’d be back by any chance?” asked Summer.

“No, Miss, but I’d reason to assume – based on average of past meetings – she is likely to be gone for approximately fifty-two minutes more.”

“That’s super, duper helpful,” said Summer, handing the bot her towel to be cleaned.

“Is there any reason why you might want Mistress Julia?” asked the bot.

“No, none whatsoever,” said Summer. Then turning to David, she beckoned him to follow with a curled finger and a mischievous grin.

In her bedroom she told him to lie down flat on the carpet. From that position he watched her stride across the room, undoing the buttons of her denim short shorts as she went. She tossed them on a chair, peeked into a make-up mirror, smoothing her luxurious locks over one shoulder, before pulling open a drawer, taking something from it. David couldn’t see what. Quickly didn’t care as he watched her lift the bikini straps from her slender shoulders, throw it over the chair with the short shorts, then begin sliding down her bikini bottoms over the juiciest, perkiest, most elegantly curved of bums.

Summer dropped the bikini bottoms on the chair and turned, and suddenly David was seeing her in all her natural glory for the first time. And what glory it was. There was such strength and beauty and command that it all clicked into place. We’re apes in comparison, thought David, staring transfixed, cock stiffening in tribute, breath rising and falling shallowly as Summer slowly approached like a Goddess.

“Already hard for me. Good boy,” she said, exuding nothing but self-confidence.

His gaze couldn’t help but drop to marvel at the pertness of her breasts, once more take in the triangle of golden pubic hair that given his own smoothness, he could only associate with power. Summer lowered herself to the carpet between his feet and crawled over him till they were face to face, eye to eye, a strand of her hair lightly brushing against his cheek as she dipped her head, and closing what gap remained, kissed him. A deep, passionate kiss. A kiss that said she owned him. Which of course she did.

It was the best kiss of the day. Hell, it was the best kiss of David’s life. Since the last one. She pulled away, those blue eyes sparkling above him.

“Open your mouth. Stick out your tongue,” she said, softly.

David did so – just like he’d have done almost anything for her in that moment – to feel the circular pill she placed at the centre of his tongue, feeling it fizz away, sweet with the merest of sour tangs.

“What was that?” he asked.

“A male contraceptive. But that doesn’t mean I expect you to cum.”

David stared, mesmerised.

“Fifty-two minutes. Think that’s enough time to have some fun?”

“I think that’s plenty, Miss,” murmured David.

That dazzling white smile slowly spread across Summer’s face. She shuffled back, guiding his cock into her, leaving David breathless.

Did he really imagine such a place? Maybe. But Summer? Never. Never in a million years did he think he’d fall so helplessly. Or ache with every fibre of his being to be with someone. His days fell into a familiar routine; helping Dayta with chores, working out, awaiting Summer’s return from college on his knees in the hallway, cock stiff, heart racing, each and every time.

There were other days when Mistress Julia was off and she’d take him into town – just like that first time she’d browse the shops, have him kneel at her side while she lunched with friends. Alone in the house on more than one occasion, she’d make him crawl to her, pleasure her with his tongue. “There’s no such thing as too much practice, David,” she’d say, smiling down at him.

Then there were what she called his maintenance spankings. You can’t be forgetting your place, was another of Mistress Julia’s typical remarks. David did all he could to remain in her good books. There was no stealing of chocolate. No rocking of the boat. Without a change of seasons to mark the passing time, days, weeks, months, blurred into one another.

At six months into his stay, a second transporter ship arrived. His own days altered little with its arrival, though he noticed small changes around him. Every Monday when he took the bins out, there were gradually more boys along the tree lined street doing likewise. In town, where once he’d been a rarity, barely a woman went by without her naked male trailing bags in hand.

Then there were those that visited the house. Mistress Julia would lead them straight to her room and close the door. Her panting moans and high-pitched cries made it quite clear what was going on. Fuck boys, David could only assume, available with the mere swipe of a phone screen. For Mistress Julia had no other use for them. When she was done, she’d show them to the front door, see them on their way.

Would things have been different if we’d all just been willing to obey, David often wondered about his sex. Would the collapse have even happened, and earth been ruined? To try and think through such questions made his head hurt. And before long he was reminding himself that such thoughts were pointless. They were where they were; serving their superiors. Which is perhaps where we should have been all along, he’d think, coming to his own circuitous conclusion. Deep down, knowing its truth.

The second six months passed even quicker than the first. Before he knew it, he was approaching his one-year anniversary. And Summer and Julia wouldn’t let it pass without a party.
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“So you like to be spanked, do you David?” asked Mistress Julia’s redheaded friend, holding the paddle flat to his already burning ass.

David was tongue tied for an instant not knowing what to say; a ‘yes’ and he’d be inviting more punishment, a ‘no’ and he’d get it anyway.

“I asked you a question, David.”

“Yes, Miss,” he stammered, figuring when left with an impossible choice, truth was the best way to go.

“Guess you should be thanking me then…”

David opened his mouth about to do so, when the paddle clapped down, grunting him forward. There was a chuckle behind, not the redhead, another woman.

“Why his ass is as red as one of those funny gibbon monkeys,” she commented.

“Maybe he’s in heat. Maybe he wants to be fucked.”

And now the redhead hands were sliding up his waist as she thrusted up against him. “Hmm, David?”

“He certainly looks like he wants it,” came that breezy voice again. “He’s drooling down there.”

“David!” said the redhead in phony shock. “Show some manners.”

She reached under him, brushing her fingers over his bulbous glands, scooping up his precum, then stood in front of him, made him suck it clean from a finger. And as he did so he felt the cock ring, keeping him rock hard, making him throb, vibrate. His eyes flicked across to the corner of the room, finding Summer keeping a watchful eye on him, controller of the cock ring in the hand not holding her wine glass.

There was the twitch of a smile. Another press of the button. Dropping his head, making his body roll with arousal. It was she who’d wanted him on all fours on the living room coffee table. She who’d written in pink lipstick across his ass ‘Spank me.’ She who’d placed the paddle between his legs, ready for any passing guest (of which there’d been many).

“Where’s that thank you,” said the redhead, fixing his gaze back on her.

David’s insides bristled, a feeling he’d come to understand as a symptom of his maleness, a price he had to pay for his sex’s hubris. He accepted it, let it lie right there at the centre of his chest. “Thank you, Miss,” he said.

The redhead lay her palm at the side of his face, stroked his chin. “No, thank you, David.”

He watched her drift away with the other woman, chuckling as they went. They joined Mistress Julia – who was holding court with a trio of women in the dining room – each of whom wore glamorous looking dresses. All were waited on by naked bow tied waiter boys.

The sudden vibration at the base of David’s cock snapped his attention back to the corner of the living room. Summer strolled over, wearing a big grin.

“You look good as a table centrepiece,” she said. “I’ll have to remember that for my girlfriends next big get together.”

David held his posture, squeezing his abs, keeping his backside up and his face facing forward, despite feeling like he could drop any second.

“And how are we?”

“Good, Miss,” David said, voice sounding a little strained.

Summer stepped around him, having a good look at him as she sipped her wine. “How’s that ass?”

“Hot. Sore, Miss.”

“I bet it is.” Summer pressed her palm against it and the light touch was enough to have David trembling. “Do you think you’ve taken enough punishment for tonight.”

“That’s up to you, Miss.”

Summer smiled at that. “That’s right. Because I own you,” she said, trailing her fingers back up his spine, then reaching beneath, taking hold of a cock that just couldn’t stop spilling its sticky precum. “Every inch of you.”

David’s eyes closed shut with an intake of breath as he felt like he might spontaneously combust at any moment. Summer let go of him with a snort.

“All right. Hop down,” she said. “Seeing as I’m such a kind owner that’s enough spanking for tonight.”

As David was stepping down, finally stretching his aching muscles, a couple of women were wandering over, picking up the paddle.

“Sorry, this one’s out of order,” said Summer, leading David away by his jutting erection. She clapped a hand on the shoulder of a naked waiter boy holding a silver tray of delicacies. “But this one can take his place.”

As Summer tugged David out through the kitchens open double doors, he was already hearing the first fleshy thwack of the paddle, the rich chortle of laughter. Despite the evening’s lateness, the light outside was a low velvety pink, the slither of one sun not quite dipped below the horizon, the slither of another not quite risen above it. Summer sat herself in a chair off to one side of the double doors. David didn’t need to be told to kneel at her side.

She was forever finding new and inventive ways to tease and humiliate him. She’d go on finding new and inventive to tease and humiliate him. But right now she looked to the sky and the faint outline of four of the six moons.

“Do you ever wonder if there are other planets like ours. Girl’s like me. Boy’s like you staring back at us?”

“Sometimes, Miss.”

“I should suppose they’d have to be female led planets. To be anything but would mean destruction, ruin like earth.”

“Yes, Miss,” said David, feeling a bristling flutter.

Summer looked from the sky towards him. A look charged with her own sex’s innate superiority. David watched her take a sip of her wine, place it to one side, then glance back round through the double doors. From the sound of it, the party was still in full swing – a buzzy murmur of voices drifted from the house, a trickle of laughter here and there. But that wouldn’t stop Summer.

“Come…” she said, looking to David, slowly parting her thighs.

David positioned himself in front of her to see she wasn’t wearing underwear. Summer clasped a handful of his short hair at the back of his head as she lowered him to her. And suddenly he was breathing in her delicious scent. It made him feel almost delirious. It certainly had him throbbing as he put to use all the expertise he’d gained over the last twelve months.

He manipulated his tongue in ways that had Summer snapping her hands to the chair’s rests, gripping hard. All the while from close by that murmur of conversation sounded. Another high-pitched squeal drifted out into the midnight air. Knuckles white so tight she gripped, Summer bit her lip, eyes closing as her head lolled back and her body convulsed – pelvis tensing upward, then dropping into a slow rhythmic grind.

David softened his stroke, but kept on licking, easing Summer down from her high, eking out every last gasp of her pleasure. He read her body, pulling away a fraction of a second before she opened her eyes and shifted up.

“You’ve become quite the pussy licker, David,” she smiled, brushing a finger along the bridge of his nose.

“It’s a privilege, Miss.”

The smile widened at that. David watched Summer pick up her drink, hold it there in one hand while she clicked on the controller of the vibrating cock ring with the other. And suddenly David’s world was narrowed to the lightning rod of tormenting pleasure rippling through his penis. Summer left it running, viewing her leaking boy, sipping her wine.

“You know maybe I should have you teach some sort of class for these other boys. I’m sure they could use your expertise.”

David felt the lids of his eyes fluttering closed, hand clasping wrist tight behind as the ballooning sensation of pleasure threatened to overwhelm everything.

“Something wrong, David?” asked Summer, grinning.

“I think I’m going to cum,” he all but gasped.

Summer, still smiling wickedly: “But you need permission for that.”

David, increasingly desperate: “C-can I. Cum?”

“No, David. You can’t.”

His pleading eyes fixed on Summer’s cool gaze. And as it did, there was an unlocking, a shooting rush impossible to deny. His cum exploded upwards, splashing over the paving in thick streams, some of it even landing on Summer’s heeled feet.

“Tsk-tsk,” she tutted, “seems there’s plenty more training needed for you yet.”

David’s cock involuntarily flexed, almost as if nodding its agreement as it spewed yet more pearly white semen. Summer clicked off the vibrating cock ring, revelling in the contrast between her entirely satisfying orgasm, and David’s ruined one. David could only gawp in dumb wonder at the girl’s wickedness.

“Best clean up your mess before mother sees,” she said, “or you really will be in trouble.”

She lifted her wine glass to her lips, holding it there for a moment until David lowered his face and got licking. Now she drank. And the power she wielded couldn’t have tasted any sweeter.
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“David, in here please,” came Mistress Julia’s call.

David put down the basket of washing he was about to start folding, and hurried through to the living room. His two superiors sat on the sofa, Summer in a typically bright pink dress, Julia in her work attire. David came to a stop in front of the coffee table he’d taken such a spanking on only days ago, his gaze drifting slowly back and forth between the two women. There was an air of seriousness to their looks, an inscrutability to their expressions that had David feeling a pang of nervousness.

“Years up,” said Summer.

“Time to decide whether we stick or twist,” said Julia.

“Do you think you’ve done enough to earn your place here?” asked Summer.

David stared flabbergasted. Yes! he wanted to cry. Though of course he didn’t. He pushed that shouty frustrated voice down as far it would go, said quietly and respectfully. “All I could, Miss, Mistress.”

“Not all, David,” said Julia. “There was that incident with the chocolate wasn’t there not. That’s a cross against.”

David swallowed the lump in his throat. “Please!” he said, emotion seeping into his voice. “You can’t get rid of me. I worship you both.” His imploring eyes landed on Summer. “Would do absolutely anything for you. I love you,” he added, suddenly feeling sick at the pit of his stomach at the thought of not serving her.

“Love’s a strong word,” said Summer.

“It’s true, I do love you. I’m yours. And couldn’t imagine being owned by anyone else.”

Julia’s splutter of laughter had his watery eyes leaping across to her. “Oh David,” she said, dropping the façade. “You didn’t really think we’d get rid of you?”

“Though I liked the begging,” Summer smiled cruelly.

The panic and fear and tension left David’s body, leaving him feeling suddenly spent. He watched as Summer rose from the sofa, picked a small white box from the mantelpiece. She came up behind him, lifting out what the box contained within. David felt the shiny leather looping at his neck, being buckled behind.

“Then this means…” he murmured.

“You’re staying…if you remain a good boy,” said Summer behind. Then voice dropping to a whisper. “I love you too,” she added, kissing his cheek, securing the collar.

“Oh, very pretty,” Julia admired the fit of the white studded collar from the sofa.

David looked to Summer smiling broadly, filled with gratitude dropped to the carpet and kissed her feet appreciatively. He then crawled over to Julia and did similarly. And right on cue, Dayta appeared with a big chocolate cake – a small slice of which even David would be allowed.

He’d go on to be a long and loyal sub for his owners. Like so many others on planet B168792 – Gyncadia – where women ruled, and boys obeyed.
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