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 Slumber Party Slave 
 
      
 
    Her Leadership classes had taught her a lot, especially the importance of confidence. Even though she wasn’t dealing with a boy, Julia knew that she needed to focus on that one lesson in particular. 
 
    “Mom?” Julia said. 
 
    She found her mother seated in the living room, her legs crossed. Dressed in a white blouse and a matching tennis skirt, she had her tablet placed neatly on her lap. As she scanned through the different deals, she wondered exactly what she might purchase next. There were plenty of options, especially for a woman of her means. 
 
    “What is it, Julia?” 
 
    Like many other wealthy females, Darcy Tilson had decided to move to Bella Springs because she knew what the agenda really was. As she had read through the different proposals, she picked out the threads of meaning, little hints. 
 
    This would be a city where women could rule. 
 
    The thought had excited and intrigued her. Besides, even if this experiment failed, she was wealthy enough that losing a house wouldn’t be a terribly big deal. 
 
    More than that, Darcy absolutely loved how her daughter had shined over the last couple of months. Even though she was only about halfway through her first semester as a college freshman, Julia had grown immensely. Whether she was dealing with boys or girls, she always took control now. She was growing, and she would be able to take over Tilson Industries someday. 
 
    In fact, Darcy could already see her daughter’s ploys right there. 
 
    “Corey is coming to visit, isn’t he?” 
 
    “He is,” Darcy confirmed. 
 
    If she really thought about it, she wasn’t exactly sure how she would start her son’s transformation. He needed to be trained. 
 
    She hated to think about it, but Corey just had too much of his father in him. 
 
    Douglas, Darcy’s ex-husband, had been misogynistic player, the kind of man who thought that women could be used and discarded. Unfortunately, Corey had always looked up to his father, meaning that he couldn’t visualize women as people. They were girls in bikinis, strippers, and smirking sisters. If the girl wasn’t hot and willing to go down on him, Corey didn’t care about her. And when it came to respect, he didn’t even understand the idea. He thought that women should be ready to cook and clean and get down on their knees. 
 
    Darcy shook her head, disappointed. Clearly, she had messed up somewhere along the way, but it was hard. A boy with a lot of money could be easily corrupted. 
 
    Maybe Julia knew exactly what her mom was thinking because she didn’t ask about why she was shaking her head. Instead, Julia took a breath, and she said, “I want to work with him.” 
 
    “Your brother is older than you, theoretically more mature.” 
 
    Julia smiled at that second part. “He’s older than me, but he’s definitely not more mature. I’m just asking for the chance to show him that things can be better.” 
 
    “He won’t listen to you.” 
 
    “I know. And I don’t expect him to. I think I’m going to have to work on him.” 
 
    Darcy considered her daughter for the next couple of seconds. Of course, she had heard rumors about what had happened at the school, how the boys were being subjugated, punished, and reeducated. 
 
    Could her daughter, just a freshman, take care of her older brother? 
 
    “Are you sure you’re up to this?” Darcy asked after several seconds of consideration. 
 
    Julia didn’t hesitate. “Yes. And I have a plan.” 
 
      
 
    In all honesty, Corey really didn’t know what he was doing in coming to this place. Okay, so the idea of an entirely new city was kind of cool. There would probably be some interesting startups, maybe a few good places to eat. But still, he wasn’t that interested, especially when he could have spent his time off in Las Vegas or maybe LA. Oh yeah, the girls in LA were incredibly sexy. All of those eager to please models definitely had a lot to offer. 
 
    Worse, he was going to go spend time with his mom and sister. 
 
    Maybe he could sneak away after a few days, he told himself. 
 
    Corey drove into town, surprised at first by the smoothness of the road. It was a full freeway, yet he was the only car traveling into the city. 
 
    At first, he worried the whole place would be some refugee camp or something. He almost imagined tents but then, after little more than an hour of driving, he saw the first skyscrapers poke out of the horizon. Although he didn’t understand exactly how a place like this could have been constructed so quickly, he nodded his head, apparently impressed with Bella Springs. 
 
    Following the GPS on his phone, he maneuvered his way between the different, brand-new subdivisions. Eventually, he found one of the nicer neighborhoods. 
 
    His mom’s house looked exactly as he had seen it in the photos. Big and white with a wraparound porch and plenty of gables, it looked like something out of a storybook. 
 
    With a shake of his head, he thought he would have preferred a nice, modern condominium, someplace where he could bring girls. Then again, he did have a credit card, so if he needed to rent a suite somewhere, he could do it. 
 
    Somewhere online, Corey had seen a note that there were actually more women in Bella Springs than men. If so, he could definitely clean up. 
 
    It helped that Corey was attractive. With his dark hair, angular features, and tall physique, he was the kind of guy plenty of girls instinctively wanted to impress. Plus, he had money. With hardly any effort, he could take girls out to nice restaurants, clubs, and even on the occasional vacation. Panties fell pretty quickly when he could give the girl anything she liked. 
 
    As he got out of his car, he grabbed his bag and pulled it over one shoulder. 
 
    He took the steps two at a time, enjoying the simple movement. He had spent way too much time in a car or airplane. 
 
    Rather than knock, he demonstrated his usual confidence and walked right in. “Hey!” Corrie called out to whoever might be home. 
 
    Skipping down the steps from the second floor, his sister appeared. 
 
    Julia. 
 
    She had grown up quite a bit in the last two years. 
 
    “Hey,” she said, throwing out her arms. 
 
    Corey felt strange looking at her. Sure, they had talked on the phone a few times, and they had even shared a few text message conversations. But still, he hadn’t really taken much time to see her. With her short, straight blonde hair, she looked cute. With a sinking feeling, he realized that that a lot of his friends would want to hit on her if they had the chance. Fortunately, he could be a big brother, protective and willing to throw a punch to defend her. 
 
    “Where’s mom?” 
 
    “She went away for the weekend,” Julia said. “So I was hoping we could hang out.” 
 
    “Hang out?” 
 
    “What? You don’t want to spend time with your little sister?” She tilted her head to the side and smiled at him. 
 
    They had never been terribly close, but there was something in her gaze that seemed different. He tried to study her and figure out precisely what had changed, only her hands shot out, and she grabbed him by the wrist. “Hey, I was hoping I could ask for a favor.” 
 
    “What?” She seemed to be all over the place. 
 
    “So yeah, I was going to have some of my friends over tonight. You know, something of a sleep over. I was thinking maybe you would like to hang out with us.” 
 
    Corey didn’t allow his emotions to shift on his face, but his insides definitely got hot at the prospect. 
 
    His sister was cute, which meant her friends probably were as well. Not only that, they would be freshman, easy to manipulate and influence. Pretending this would be a sacrifice on his part, he said, “For you, I think I can probably be persuaded.” 
 
    “Thanks!” She threw her arms around him and squeezed him tight. They hadn’t hugged like this in a long time, he thought. 
 
    He grinned, grateful that she couldn’t see his face. Julia did the exact same thing because she already knew how tonight would go. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, you want to make us sandwiches or something?” Julia asked her brother. 
 
    “Cook?” 
 
    “Just a couple of sandwiches,” Julia said with a wave of her hand. 
 
    “Hey, I’m the guest here, so shouldn’t you be the one cooking for me?” Corey asked. 
 
    Of course, even if he had lived in that lovely home, he wouldn’t have offered. In fact, he would have done his absolute best to come up with some reason why she, the girl, should cook. 
 
    “You really don’t want to do it, do you?” With a little pout on her cute face, she put her hands on her hips. 
 
    “I’m a guy. It’s not really my thing.” 
 
    “Eating isn’t really your thing?” 
 
    “Be a good sister and go to the kitchen,” he said. 
 
    When she heard those words, her eyes got big. Ever since she moved to Bella Springs, no male had dared to address her like that. 
 
    Hissing through her teeth, she turned around and marched back into the kitchen. She gathered up the things she would need to make him a pair of sandwiches. But as she worked, she went through her other plans. Maybe she had been reluctant before. But not anymore. Now she knew precisely what her brother needed. She and her friends would make sure he got it. 
 
    Despite her aggravation, Julia and Corey actually got along pretty well for the rest of the afternoon. They watched some TV, played on their phones, and chatted a little bit. 
 
    Theoretically, he was supposed to be a senior in college, although he had failed quite a few of his classes. That happened, he reassured her, when a guy was as popular as he was. 
 
    For her part, Julia got to talk about how much she had learned, how she was excelling in her Leadership Classes. Only one other young woman, someone named Mia, had higher scores in the program. 
 
    After a while, however, he decided to excuse himself. Without even saying thank you for making him lunch, Corey headed off to the guest room. 
 
    As she watched her go, she took out her phone and started to text her friends. She double checked that they would be able to come over tonight. Within moments, both Megan and Serena confirmed. 
 
    Fairly confident in her plan, Julia still got up and headed back into her bedroom. She opened up her closet, and she took out the tote bag. 
 
    She smirked for a second, thinking about something she had overheard from one of her teachers. It had been a side conversation, something that was unofficial and took place after class. The teacher joked about how, when she had been in college herself, her friends hadn’t been able to go to any bars. They were too young. So instead, they frequented quite a few sex shops. They liked to look at the different toys and joke about what they might do. Of course, both the teacher and most of her friends had been virgins at the time. 
 
    Julia, on the other hand, had simply gone online. 
 
    Like many of the other young women in Bella Springs, she wanted to try something. 
 
    For too long, sex had been viewed as something for men. Girls might be cajoled into it, but true feminine pleasure was usually a secondary concern. In fact, plenty of the boys just assumed that girls would get off after a few thrusts. 
 
    Those boys were immature and selfish. 
 
    Julia wanted to try something else. 
 
    That’s why she pulled out the tote bag, opened it up, and examined the different implements. 
 
    She had duct tape, handcuffs, a special harness, dildos, paddles, and even a male chastity cage. Oh, and at the bottom, she found something very special, a dark blue collar emblazoned with the pictures of dog bones. 
 
    Julia smiled to herself, thinking about how snug and embarrassing such an item would be on a boy. 
 
    And yes, there are guys out there who definitely needed to be trained. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, she went back to her computer and started on some homework. She allowed herself to drift off into her work because tonight, she was going to have a lot of fun. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Julia, when are your friends coming over?” 
 
    Julia could practically hear the predatory glee in her brother’s voice. It was obvious that he wanted to meet Megan and Serena. 
 
    “They’re going to come over in an hour or so,” she said, glancing down at the corner when she heard those words, she almost wanted to believe her screen. 
 
    “Great. What you guys going to do?” 
 
    “Just some girly stuff,” she said. “You know, relax and chat a lot.” 
 
    “No, I don’t believe you,” he said. 
 
    Right away, she felt something tighten in her chest. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Come on,” he said. “You guys are a bunch of girls. It’s not like you are going to be discussing politics or anything. You are probably going to do each other’s makeup, gossip over boys, and maybe a few celebrity crushes or something.” 
 
    Corey made sure that his voice rang out with unadulterated disdain. 
 
    As she listened to his little tirade, Julia tensed up. 
 
    “You really don’t think much of women, do you?” 
 
    “I can respect women,” he replied with a shrug. “But most girls are pretty immature.” 
 
    “You ever think you behave like a sexist?” 
 
    “It’s not sexist if it’s true,” Corey told her with a grin. 
 
    The really infuriating part was that Julia knew plenty of girls would let him get away with that sort of language. It was a fringe benefit of being cute and hot. 
 
    “My friends are going to be here in a little while, and I should get dressed. Do you mind?” She glanced at the doorway, and he smiled at her. 
 
    “Girls are weird,” he said. “Guys don’t worry about looking good for each other. I swear, if girls didn’t spend so much time on their hair and makeup, they might be able to accomplish something useful. 
 
    “ Do you really believe that?” 
 
    “Yeah, why wouldn’t I?” Corey asked, sounding genuinely confused. 
 
    “Get out. I really need to get ready,” she said. 
 
    With a patronizing shrug, he turned around and walked away. 
 
    Julia turned her attention back to the tote bag. She pulled out the handcuffs, and she reconsidered whether or not she actually wanted to do this. 
 
    Thinking of her brother’s sexist words, she nodded to herself. “Absolutely.” 
 
    And just a little while later, the doorbell rang. Her friends had arrived. 
 
    Corey had a plan. Instinctively, he knew that he needed to show up at the right time. If he just happened to be hanging around, the girls might sense some kind of desperation on him, and that couldn’t be tolerated, not ever. Maybe it sounded trite, but he needed to be appropriately aloof and unimpressed with these girls. That’s why he relaxed in his bedroom for a little while, only then something happened that he didn’t expect or anticipate. 
 
    Someone knocked on the door to his bedroom. When he went to answer it, he thought that it would just be his little sister asking for a piece of advice or something. If he really thought about it, he didn’t know exactly what he should have been expecting. But as he opened the door, he found all three of them standing there. 
 
    “Hey, so Megan, Serena and I were having a little conversation, and we wanted to know something. 
 
    “What’s that?” Corey asked. He did his best to appear completely nonchalant, like he didn’t care about their presence. And yet, he still felt just a little bit intimidated. All three of these girls were very attractive. Sure, his sister was just his sister, but Serena and Megan looked like choice young women, the kinds of girls who could absolutely get any guy they wanted. 
 
    He was going to have to play this just right. And if he had a really good night, he might be able to get into bed with both of them. Yeah, he absolutely enjoyed it that thought. 
 
    “How do you feel about women?” 
 
    “I love women,” he said. 
 
    “But you also think that women deserve equal rights and equal pay, don’t you?” 
 
    As she looked at her brother, she knew he would mess this up. He just couldn’t help himself. 
 
    Despite her suspicions, he quickly answered, “if a woman does the same job as a man, then she definitely deserves the same pay.” For a second, that actually sounded like a good, honest, and fair response. But then he just had to go and keep talking. 
 
    “The problem is that women don’t usually do the same job. They usually can’t handle it, so they go complain when they don’t get a raise. That’s why you have so many women who can’t make as much money as the men around them” 
 
    Serena and Megan both glanced at his sister. Sure enough, he had played this just right. They didn’t look offended or irritated, even though Julia was absolutely embarrassed by her brother’s comment. 
 
    Instead, they smiled back at one another. 
 
    Oh yeah, Corey thought. These were the kind of girls who might have liked to complain about gender equality or fairness or whatever in their college classes. But when it came to sex and the stuff that really mattered, these girls knew what they wanted. 
 
    He leaned against the side of the door frame, and he started to smile at them. He had different little conversational tricks he might use to entice them. 
 
    “Are we going to do this?” Julia asked. 
 
    “Absolutely!” One of the other girls said. 
 
    And that’s when they grabbed him. 
 
    Corey had no idea what was happening, not at first. He just knew that both Megan and Serena reached out for him. They took a hold of his wrists, pulled him out of the room, he figured this was some sort of game, so he didn’t fight back. 
 
    They brought him out into the living room, and he jokingly asked, “Hey, what are you doing? There wasn’t any real panic in his voice, not even when they shoved him down onto his knees. One of the girls reached into her pocket and pulled out a blindfold. As far as a guy like Corey was concerned, this was perfectly natural. Girls did tricks all the time. It was just funny it wasn’t something he actually had to worry about. He definitely wasn’t scared. 
 
      
 
    “Corey, you are really hot,” said one of the girls. He thought he recognized her voice as belonging to Serena. If so, he definitely liked the way she sounded. With a blindfold around his eyes, he couldn’t see anything, and he didn’t even resist when they grabbed his wrists and pulled them behind his back. 
 
    “Just because you are attractive, that doesn’t mean you should get to say or do whatever you want. Even hot guys should be held to a higher standard.” 
 
    “Hey, I just want to have some fun,” he said. 
 
    But then, the girls didn’t say anything. 
 
    He tried to pull his hands against the restraints, thinking that it would be easy enough to free himself. It wasn’t. 
 
    After just a couple of seconds, he realized something. 
 
    This wasn’t a prank. It wasn’t some kind of joke. Instead, his sister and her friends had actually restrained him. 
 
    He was a guy. He wasn’t supposed to be helpless or powerless in front of a woman. The idea was more disturbing than he wanted to admit. 
 
    “Hey, we’re just having some fun, right?” He expected one of them to agree immediately or to giggle or chortle. Instead, they responded with an ominous silence. 
 
    Corey didn’t like that. He didn’t like that at all. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” said the other girl. It had to be Megan. In his mind’s eye, he remembered exactly what she looked like: a brunette with dark eyes, round cheeks, and long, wavy hair. She looked cute, like the girl next door, although he liked to imagine he might be able to seduce her into doing some rather unladylike activities. In spite of the restraints, he still felt his shaft twitch. 
 
    Corey tried to tell himself that none of this really impacted him. Again, these girls were just playing a game. It was a silly prank, so he could ignore it. 
 
    But then, they shoved him down onto his back. 
 
    His wrists twisted painfully, but he still refused to make any kind of sound. 
 
    “Tonight, we are going to have some fun with you, Corey. This is going to be our little simpler party, and you are going to be our servant,” Megan said to him. 
 
    “What do you think about that?” Serena asked. “How do you feel about obeying a bunch of girls tonight?” 
 
    He should have recognized the seriousness in their voices, but he was still an arrogant boy, and he hadn’t been trained at all. In fact, this was going to be a good experience for these young women. For the last few months, they had lived in a world dominated by females. It was time that they had the opportunity to deal with a reticent boy who carried so many misconceptions and prejudices. 
 
    “Yeah, right. Not going to happen,” he said, turning those words into a promise. 
 
    But then, the girls grabbed him, rolled him onto his back, and they reached out for the tote bag. 
 
    Serena found a paddle she liked first. 
 
    She took it out, smacked her palm, and when he heard that sound, his eyes tightened. He didn’t whimper or anything, but the girls could tell that he was scared. 
 
    Good. 
 
    He needed to be. 
 
    “What was that?” Corey asked. 
 
    “This?” Serena asked, her tone light and teasing. She struck the palm of her hand again, letting that sound snap out into the air. 
 
    “This is how we’re going to train you.” 
 
    The girls glanced back at one another. All three of them were on the verge of giggling uncontrollably, but he couldn’t see that. Instead, he heard the mockery, and the resolution. These girls were resolved, and they wouldn’t be stopped. He must have known that. 
 
    With a gulp, he said, “I think you had your fun. Let me out.” 
 
    “What do you think, girls?” Julia asked. “Have we had our fun?” 
 
    “We haven’t even gotten started yet!” 
 
    Because he still couldn’t see what they were doing, Corey had no idea what was about to happen. They grabbed him, rolled him over onto his back again, and then he felt their hands move over his belt. They loosened it, pulled it free, and eventually yanked down his pants. 
 
    “Hey! Stop that!” Corey cried out. Even as the words left his lips, he felt foolish. 
 
    He was supposed to be bigger and stronger than these young women. They were barely out of high school! 
 
    But they pulled down his pants, yanking the trousers away from his shoes. Moments later, they took his boxers down as well. 
 
    Hot aggravation shot through his body, and he tried to kick his way free. 
 
    One girl grabbed his right foot. Another took his left. They shoved him down, rolled him over, and then Serena came up with the paddle. 
 
    When she touched the cruel, smooth wood to his backside, he tensed up immediately. 
 
    “Don’t do it. Don’t you dare do it!” 
 
    “Do what?” Serena teased. 
 
    Just as he opened his mouth and got ready to say something, his little sister’s friend raised the paddle, left it there poised in the air as though this was some incredible moment which needed to be commemorated, and then she swung down hard, channeling all of her strength into her limb. 
 
    The other girls giggled as the paddle crashed down, smacking hard into his unprotected flesh. 
 
    He heard the sound, felt the flurry of pain, and he cried out. He didn’t mean to make a sound, but it was just ripped from his throat, automatic, instinctive, and irresistible. 
 
    “Stop that!” Corey shouted at the girls. 
 
    “Stop what?” Serena teased. 
 
    Obviously, everyone in that room knew exactly what he meant, these girls could pretend otherwise. That’s why she touched the paddle to his other buttock, she pulled it up, and then she swung the paddle down. When it struck again, he hissed through his teeth. His eyes started to water beneath the blindfold. 
 
    “You can’t do this!” Corey insisted. 
 
    “Can’t we?” Megan asked. 
 
    The three girls watched as the older brother got punished. 
 
    These young women had spent a lot of time in their Leadership classes, so they knew that men needed to be owned and molded. They knew that these guys could get arrogant and conceited if left to their own devices. A paddling could help him quite a bit. 
 
    Really, they just gave him what he needed. This was good for him. They were doing him a favor. 
 
    Okay, so they didn’t really believe all of that, but the justifications were there, and they were having so much fun. 
 
    For so long, these girls had been harassed and teased by the boys all around them. From kindergarten when a guy could tug on their pigtails all the way through high school when boys would call them names, these girls were tired of the disrespect. 
 
    So now, they watched as one of their friends paddled this guy. 
 
    Braced on his stomach, he pulled on his restraints, yet they didn’t budge. 
 
    “Tonight, Corey, we are all having a slumber party here, and we need a servant to take care of us and to see to our needs. Would you like that? Would you like to be our servant boy?” 
 
    “You can go to hell!” Corey snapped back at these girls. 
 
    “Such language,” Serena said. She pretended to be disappointed even as a broad grin curled along her lips. The defiance was fun. It made breaking him more of a challenge. 
 
    Tightening her grip on the paddle, she swung down one, two, three more times in quick succession. And by the time she paused again, the curves of his ass had turned a bright shade of red. 
 
    “For the rest of the night, you are going to be obedient and behaved. Because if you aren’t, we will do this you all over again.” 
 
    An idea flashed behind his eyes. Maybe if he could talk to these girls, he might be able to get them to change their minds. He didn’t need anything to really change. He just had to get them to release him for a little bit. 
 
    Only then, his little sister said, “Corey, I want you to know something. We have your phone.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “We have your phone, which means we have your contact list, your email, and access to all of your social networks.” 
 
    Right away, he understood what she meant, yet he still held out hope that she wouldn’t push her newfound advantage. 
 
    “I don’t care,” he said. 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” 
 
    “You don’t have my password. You can’t get in!” 
 
    “Actually, I do have your password. You always use the same password, you silly, silly boy.” 
 
    Silly, silly boy. He was her older brother, so Julia wasn’t supposed to talk to him like that! Even as the frustration mounted within his body, he got ready to attack. There were a dozen different insults he could unleash upon her. 
 
    Before Corey had the chance, Serena decided he needed another dose of punishment. Swinging the paddle down, she struck two, then four, then six more times. His eyes watered behind the blindfold, and he thrashed about as these young women watched. 
 
    It was so much fun! 
 
    For Megan and Serena, they saw this nubile young man helpless before them. For Julia, she could see her big brother humiliated. How many times had he teased her for being short, for being a girl, for getting bad grades? How many times had he drilled into her confidence, just because he could? 
 
    But now, Julia and her friends enjoyed every advantage. 
 
    “Your password is 8852,” Julia finally said. 
 
    No. No way. 
 
    These girls shouldn’t have been able to figure it out. 
 
    “How?” Corey demanded. 
 
    Even half naked, blindfolded, and tied up, he managed to sound indignant, as though his little sister owed him an apology. 
 
    “Don’t worry about that,” Julia said, reaching down and touching the top of his head. He shook, like a dog that wanted to dislodge a mosquito, but she continued to pet him and run her fingers through his hair. She could touch him however she wanted, and he couldn’t stop her. That was an important lesson for a boy like Corey to learn. 
 
    “All you need to know,” his little sister continued, “is that I have control of who you are online. I could start sending any number of messages, all of which would destroy your reputation. And I know you really care about how people think of you. Isn’t that right, Corey?” 
 
    Her voice seemed to puncture something deep within his psyche. 
 
    For so long, Corey had been handsome and powerful wherever he went. It was easy for him. Girls wanted him, guys envied him, and people in power respected him. 
 
    Somehow, his little sister had taken control. 
 
    When he didn’t say anything, Serena took that as an invitation to punish him some more. She probably just wanted an excuse because she enjoyed slamming the paddle down against his unprotected rear end. Or maybe she liked the way the color danced along his buttocks. He did have a very cute ass, thought Serena. 
 
    “What, what do you want?” Corey finally asked. 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious?” Julia teased. 
 
    Serena added, “Yeah, I thought you were smart. I thought you would have been able to figure it out all on your own.” 
 
    Megan continued the taunting, “Aren’t you supposed to be one of those smart boys?” 
 
    Locking his teeth together, he waited, thinking that they would eventually tell him. 
 
    One of the girls grabbed his hair and pulled his head up, ostensibly so he could listen more closely, “Corey, you want you to be our servant boy tonight. We want to know that you will be a perfect toy. We want to know that you will follow every single command.” 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    They corrected him by punishing him. 
 
    Without needing to be told to, Serena continued the spanking, bringing the paddle down over and over again. 
 
    After several more blows, Corey knew that he couldn’t hold out. 
 
    Ultimately, he would do whatever these girls wanted. 
 
    “Fine! Fine!” He practically shouted those words. His voice seemed to bounce off of the walls. 
 
    “What was that, slave?” Julia asked. 
 
    Slave. 
 
    The word cut down into him, not so much for what it meant or represented, but rather because of the girl who had spoken it in the first place. 
 
    This was supposed to be his little sister! He was supposed to be able to bully and tease her however he wanted. 
 
    When they were little, he routinely mocked her. 
 
    But now, he remained on his stomach, his hands trapped behind his back, and her friends could touch him however they wanted. 
 
    “I’ll do what you want,” he promised. 
 
    “Do you think we can believe him?” Megan asked. 
 
    Serena seemed to consider this. She stroked the soft curves of his behind with the paddle. “To be honest, I’m not so sure. Maybe he needs more paddling?” 
 
    “You just want to punish him some more,” Megan accused, only something about her lilting tone of voice made it clear she thought that was funny. 
 
    “We can believe him,” Julia finally announced. “My brother may be a boy, but he is smart enough to recognize when he has lost. Isn’t that right, Corey?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    “Now, let’s make sure he really knows how to obey.” 
 
      
 
    The three girls left him alone for several minutes. The door closed behind them, so Corey was left on his stomach. His backside continued to sting. The sensations seemed to reverberate and pulsate through his body. With every beat of his heart, he could feel another stinging slash through his skin. 
 
    They were gone, which meant they were hiding his phone. They didn’t need to make any threats or promises. That much was obvious. 
 
    Their house was large enough that he could tear the entire place apart, inch by inch, he still wouldn’t be able to find his device. 
 
    What could they do with it? 
 
    Unfortunately, dozens of answers peppered his brain. They could take pictures and send them off to some of his girlfriends. They could write inappropriate messages and send them off to his instructors, his mentors, and potential employers. 
 
    In short, they could humiliate him and destroy his life. 
 
    When the door opened again, Corey didn’t say anything. He didn’t need to, however. 
 
    The girls grabbed his blindfold and pulled it up and off of his face. One of them threw it aside, and then they let him out of his bonds. Once he could use his hands again, Corey started to pull his pants back up, only to hear his sister admonish, “No. Take them off. In fact, my friends want you to take everything off.” 
 
    “You have got to be kidding,” Corey replied quickly. 
 
    “Alas, I’m not,” she said with mock theatricality. “Serena and Megan here think you’re pretty cute, so they want to inspect you.” 
 
    “I’m not a piece of meat,” he said. 
 
    “Nope,” Serena agreed. “But you are property now. So get to it, slave boy.” 
 
    When Corey got up onto his feet, he wanted to feel as though he had reclaimed something important, perhaps some thin veneer of dignity. 
 
    “I’m not a slave,” he said. 
 
    When Serena lifted up the paddle, he flinched. All three of the girls giggled at him. 
 
    As he started to blush, Corey took a breath. 
 
    “Your last chance,” Julia said. “I would hate to have to get creative and make some confessions to your ex-girlfriends. Their numbers are still in your phone, aren’t they?” 
 
    He had been blushing a moment before, but now he turned white. Because yes, they were. His little sister had access to all of his phone numbers! Corey had never bothered to delete them. 
 
    The girls easily read his expression, so they started laughing all over again. As far as they were concerned, this was just too easy! But then, what else could they expect? He was just a boy after all. 
 
    “I’ll do what you want,” he said. He hated those words and everything they entailed. 
 
    “Strip for us,” Megan said. She wiggled her fingers on the air, as though he needed the visual encouragement. 
 
    A fresh wave of hot humiliation ran through his body, but he gave these girls precisely what they wanted. He pulled off his shirt, his pants, his shoes and socks. Garment by garment, he stripped until he had absolutely nothing on. 
 
    And now he stood there, naked and humiliated in front of these girls. For the most part, Juliet did her best not to look. Even so, she had to admit that her brother had a nice enough body. 
 
    When Julia glanced over at her friends, she could see the desire burning in their expressions. They loved this. They loved every second of it. For once, they got to objectify a boy. 
 
    “Not bad,” Megan said with a nod of her head, “but I think we can do better.” 
 
    “I can’t take anything else off,” Corey growled. 
 
    The girls glanced at one another before bursting out laughing. 
 
    “You know what I hate?” Serena said. “Double standards.” She shook her head from side to side. “It’s just not fair. Guys get to be all hairy, while girls are supposed to be soft and smooth. Well, I’m going to give you about half an hour to go take a shower and shave off all of your body hair.” 
 
    His lips parted. “What?” 
 
    “You heard her,” Julia said, giggling at the idea. “My friends want you to be nice and smooth. Don’t worry. There’s a new, pink razor waiting for you and everything.” 
 
    “I’m not going to shave!” 
 
    “Everything from your eyebrows down,” Serena commanded as though he hadn’t said anything at all. 
 
    Corey shivered in outrage. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. None of this was right or fair! 
 
    Trying one last time, Corey looked back at his little sister. He desperately hoped that she might succumb to some feeling of pity or mercy. “Please, please don’t make me do this. Please, I’m not a girl. I shouldn’t have to shave!” 
 
    He had picked the wrong tactics to use. Her expression hardened, and Julia walked right up to him. Despite any unease she may have felt at being close to her naked brother, she jabbed him in the chest with two fingers. As he retreated back, she stepped forward again, snarling, “I don’t care what you think is good or right or true. You’re a boy, you’re going to learn to behave. You’re going to learn to obey!” 
 
    Corey had never seen her like this before. 
 
    She kept going, “you have half an hour. Get in there right now. If you come out and you are anything less than soft and smooth then I’m going to write the worst text messages I can think of. Then I’ll send them to Monique.” 
 
    Monique. His ex-girlfriend. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She pointed toward the bathroom. “Go!” 
 
    With his head bowed down, he scrambled to obey. 
 
      
 
    He moved methodically and mechanically. First, he turned on the hot water and listened as the spray hit the sides of the shower. Once the water was warm enough, he stepped inside, and he picked up the bar of soap. He rubbed it between his hands, built up a lather, and spread it along his cheeks, over his arms, and down his chest. Later, he would worry about his legs. 
 
    “Oh my God,” he whispered to no one in particular, “Am I really doing this?” 
 
    Yes. Yes, he was really doing this. 
 
    “I need to be able to stop her,” he said, only there wasn’t any kind of answer. 
 
    So he started to shave. He did his face first, if only because that was the easiest. A little bit of stubble headlined his cheeks, but now he removed it. Next, he worked on his chest. He had shaved it once before, as something of a joke for an old girlfriend. 
 
    But now he worked, and after he finished his chest, he looked down at his arms. 
 
    He had never once shaved his arms. He never imagined that he would need to. 
 
    Why? Why did the others girls want to do this to him?” 
 
    Because it was all about power, he realized. 
 
    To them, it was just a game, and they loved getting to order him around. 
 
    “It’s just hair,” he reminded himself. “It will grow back.” 
 
    That made him feel a little bit better. 
 
    A little bit. 
 
    After he finished with his arms, he looked at down between his legs. Corey didn’t have a clock or anything, so he had no idea exactly how much time had already elapsed. He knew that if he took too long, however, the girls would take that as an excuse to punish him. Just the idea was enough to make his buttocks throb all over again. 
 
    Focusing on his legs, he started to shave them. It took so much longer than he anticipated. 
 
    He didn’t have many minutes left. 
 
    Still, he kept at it, working little by little. He used the pink razor, just as his sister had commanded. 
 
    Little by little, he shaved virtually every inch of his body. By the end, there was the one spot he didn’t want to have to think about or deal with. But he had no choice. 
 
    Corey kept thinking about Monique, his ex-girlfriend. Their breakup had been incredibly acrimonious. It was the kind of fight that makes other people all around them incredibly uncomfortable. They had been out at dinner when he confessed that he had cheated with another girl. She had started shouting. 
 
    Corey couldn’t even remember exactly what had been said. But by the time she finished her rant, a couple of other people in the restaurant had started to clap. As far as they were concerned, he was nothing but garbage. 
 
    If that girl could get some blackmail material on him, she would use it. More to the point, she would share it with all of her friends. Could a guy like Corey go viral? 
 
    If his sister and her friends worked hard enough, definitely. 
 
    He literally shook at the prospect. 
 
    Finally, he finished. Somehow, he felt exhausted by simply shaving off all of his body hair, yet he had done it. He had succeeded. 
 
    Exhaling slowly, he turned off the water and let the droplets run down his body. Hot and tired, he stepped out of the shower, grabbed a towel, and he began to wipe off. 
 
    Just a second later, the door into the bathroom opened, and Julia with her two friends appeared. 
 
    They held up his phone, took a picture, and he felt the color drain away from his body once again.. “Oh, that looks good,” Julia said. 
 
    Corey should have taken this opportunity. He should have pounced on her, grabbing his device. But it was too late. She had already uploaded it to one of her cloud accounts, so she had the photo, even if she lost his phone. 
 
    Or maybe there was something about being outnumbered that made him stop. Feeling paralyzed, he remained in front of these girls. 
 
    Serena didn’t suffer from that problem. She reached out, grabbed him, and pulled hard. Barely dry, he stumbled forward, and then the girls took him right back into the living room. 
 
    Damp and naked, he didn’t know what to do. 
 
    “Stand up straight with your hands at your sides. We want to inspect you,” Serena said. Confident in their ability to control Julia’s big brother, the trio began to circle him. They studied him, their hands reaching out to grab and prod at him. 
 
    “We going to do whatever we want?” Julia asked, still holding his phone in her hand. 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    He had already done so much. Disobedience now felt somehow strange. 
 
    “Good,” Megan said with a laugh. “I’ve always wanted a slave!” 
 
    The girls giggled some more before Serena stepped up in front of him. “You know, I’ve always wanted to have a naked boy do my toenails. You think you can handle that?” 
 
    “Please, can I put some clothing on?” 
 
    Julia glanced at her brother. “Only if you get down on your knees and beg for the privilege first.” 
 
    Privilege. 
 
    This was something they could give him or take away on a whim. 
 
    Recognizing that simple fact, he lowered himself down before these girls. 
 
    “Please, may I please wear some clothing? Please, just let me put on some pants or something,” he said to them. 
 
    “Wait right here,” Serena said. 
 
    She walked over by the door, went outside, and disappeared altogether. 
 
    Corey didn’t know what to make of this. A few seconds later, however, Serena came back with his luggage. 
 
    “Pull out your underwear, one piece at a time, and hold it up for us to see. We will decide if you have anything cute enough.” 
 
    Cute enough? 
 
    Corey shivered at the thought, yet he still obeyed. He scrambled over to his luggage, unzipped it, and he started to pull out various boxers. 
 
    One was black, another a dark shade of red. The girls judged him, wobbling their heads from side to side, pointing, and whispering back and forth. 
 
    Unfortunately, his boxers weren’t pressed, smooth, or even all that neat. They may have been clean, but Corey was a guy, so he never put much thought into his underwear. He never imagined that he would need to impress anyone. 
 
    If a girl is going to see him and his boxers, he figured that she was already going to have sex with him, so her thoughts on the matter didn’t really count for much. 
 
    Only now, Julia and her two friends considered him. Finally, Megan glanced at him. “I’m sorry, Corey, but I don’t think you have anything cute enough.” 
 
    He hated that he had become the toy for their slumber party. 
 
    “Please,” he said. “There has to be something that I can wear.” 
 
    Immediately, Julia started to giggle. She whispered something to her friends. They all burst out into laughter. 
 
    What were they joking about? 
 
    It had to be a joke, right? They couldn’t really be serious with whatever they were saying. He held onto those comforting thoughts despite the fact that he knew these girls might get serious at any moment. 
 
    Sure enough, Megan started to chew on her bottom lip. “They would be tight, but I think it would work,” Megan said. 
 
    “What? What are you talking about?” Corey asked, ashamed of the panic lacing his words. 
 
    Finally, Serena strode up to him. She jabbed him in the chest with two fingers. “Corey, Corey, Corey. You really want to wear some underwear? Okay. You’re going to wear Megan’s panties.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Megan was smaller than Corey, but not by that much. It was theoretically possible that her panties might fit him. 
 
    He hated those thoughts and everything they represented, but he didn’t see any other alternative. These girls had already made up their minds. 
 
    Then, without any hesitation, Megan started to lift up her shirt so that she could unbutton her jeans. She wiggled out of them, revealing her bright pink panties. When he saw the smooth material, his eyes got big. Under other circumstances, he would have been turned on by seeing her undress. She was a cute, sexy girl. Only now, his heart thundered in his chest. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Julia said. “You’re nice and thin and lanky. This way, the panties will probably fit you!” 
 
    Within seconds, Megan had taken off her panties, and she held them out to him. He stared at the garment as it dangled from her grip. 
 
    “Do I really have to do this?” Corey asked. He looked at each girl in turn. His expression was desperate and pleading. 
 
    “Oh, don’t be such a baby,” Serena said with a laugh. “They’re just panties. It doesn’t mean you have lost anything.” 
 
    Except that wasn’t true. If he put these on, he would feel like less of a man. 
 
    And that was the entire point. 
 
    He took the panties from her. He felt their light weight in his hand. Not only that, they were still warm from being so close to Megan. Under other circumstances, he might have been grateful to have anything to wear at all. But now, he pulled them up along the length of his legs, and he felt the silk against his scrotum and his shaft. He shivered as his nipples hardened and his member started to get erect. 
 
    “He likes it!” 
 
    “No, I don’t!” Corey insisted. 
 
    Julia held one hand over her mouth, like she didn’t want her brother to see how she was laughing at him. But still, the abject look of misery on his face didn’t stop her. Moments later, she burst out into another round of laughter. 
 
    Oh, this was so much fun. It was delicious, everything she could have wanted! 
 
    “Don’t feel bad,” Julia said. “Just because you’re wearing panties, that doesn’t have to mean anything. Besides, it’s your penis that you should really be ashamed of.” 
 
    The other girls picked up on this theme easily, “Yeah,” Megan agreed. “I mean, it’s your boy part that really makes you a slave.” 
 
    “If you want to be ashamed of something, be ashamed of that,” Serena agreed. 
 
    Then, without another word, Julia left of the room. While she was gone, her friends came up to him and started to tell him, “Julia might not want to play with you as much, but we will.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Megan agreed. “Just wait until we have you tied down to a bed. We’re going to have some fun right here,” she said, grabbing his cock through the thin layer of her panties. 
 
    When Julia came back, she carried a black, leather bag. She sat down on the couch, placed the bag on her lap, and she unzipped it, opening it to reveal her makeup case. Once she did so, she revealed the different cases, tubes, and compacts. 
 
    Corey had no idea what he was seeing. 
 
    Truthfully, he didn’t know anything about makeup, but he was about to learn, whether he liked it or not. “Pick a color. If you do a good job, I might decide to touch you,” Megan said. 
 
    Julia made a face at that. 
 
    But if her friends really wanted to tease their slave boy, Julia wasn’t going to interrupt or stop them. 
 
    As he looked down at the different options, Corey had no idea what to say. 
 
    “I, I have to take some nail polish?” 
 
    Serena nodded at him. The smirk made it clear that she loved the uncertainty rippling through his voice. “That’s right,” Serena said. “You think you can do it? Do you think you’re smart enough?” 
 
    It wasn’t supposed to be a question of intelligence. Immediately, Corey told himself that it wasn’t anything he couldn’t handle. 
 
    He picked out a bright pink nail polish. It seemed to glimmer with little sparkles. 
 
    “This one,” he said, holding it up. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I think it would go well with your skin tone,” he said. “Plus, it is very feminine.” 
 
    The girls looked at one another. 
 
    “That is your favorite color, Megan,” Julia reminded her friend. 
 
    Corey didn’t want to reveal any sort of reaction, yet he still exhaled with relief. “It’s just one,” Serena said. 
 
    “I don’t care,” Megan replied. “I want to see what the slave can do!” Since she hadn’t put her pants back on, she just walked over to the couch, sat down, and lifted her legs up. “Get over here,” she said, each word aimed right at their slave boy. 
 
    Still gripping of the nail polish in his hand, he glanced at the other two girls. He kept hoping that one of them would stop this. They wanted to have a slumber party, right? That’s meant it should have involved eating popcorn or gossiping or something. 
 
    But then, with another shiver, he remembered the simple fact that he was their toy. If they wanted to play with him, then they could, and he couldn’t stop them. 
 
    He walked over to the spot where she had raised her legs, and he got down on his knees. She eased her feet down onto the footrest and wiggled her toes. 
 
    “Remember, you want to make sure you don’t get any of it on my skin. Brush it very slowly, take your time, and show me you can do a good job,” Megan said. 
 
    It almost sounded like helpful advice, especially considering he had never done this before. 
 
    Corey unscrewed the top of the bottle. From there, he puffed out his cheeks, and he pulled the brush out. He looked at the glob of nail polish. As Megan wiggled her toes again with her legs crossed, he tried to think of how he would do this. After all, he wasn’t an artist. Obviously, he had never applied nail polish before. 
 
    Doing his best to keep his hand steady, he started to slide the brush along the nail of her smallest toe. He took his time and worked. Distantly, he knew that the girls were chatting. Apparently, they decided to ignore him because he was just a servant. Even so, he could feel their glances. Every few seconds as they checked on him. 
 
    “Not bad,” Megan said after a little while. 
 
    He worked his way up her toes, one after another. As he did so, he did his best to ignore the fact that he wore a pair of her panties. 
 
    This was so humiliating! 
 
    Even so, he continued to work. 
 
    “When a girl gives you a compliment, how do you respond?” Julia demanded. 
 
    Raising his gaze, he glared at her, but he didn’t answer. He didn’t want to dignify her comment with any sort of response. 
 
    Serena wasn’t quite as gentle. She strolled over to him. She still had the paddle. She touched it to his shoulder and dragged it down his naked back. 
 
    “Do you mind?” Serena asked. 
 
    “Not at all,” Megan replied. 
 
    That’s why it was so easy for Serena to grab their slave by his neck and to push him down onto his hands and knees. She swung the paddle, striking at his behind one, two, three, four, five times. Each blow landed in quick succession, sending explosions of pain rocketing through his skin. 
 
    He cried out, instantly regretting his defiance. 
 
    “Apologize,” Serena ordered. 
 
    “I’m sorry!” 
 
    “Why are you sorry?” 
 
    “I’m sorry I didn’t say thank you. I’m sorry I was rude.” 
 
    The girls laughed and one of them said, “You see. Boys can be taught discipline and etiquette.” 
 
    Discipline and etiquette. He hated how these girls had twisted those words. 
 
    “Get back to work,” Megan ordered, wiggling her toes again. 
 
    He raised himself up onto his knees. As he did so, he couldn’t help but feel the difference in their positions. Megan was seated on the couch while Serena and Julia stood around. On the floor and on his knees, he felt utterly subjugated. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Connect with me: 
 
      
 
    My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. 
 
      
 
    My favorites games: 
 
      
 
    Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge. 
 
      
 
    Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same. 
 
      
 
    Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine. 
 
      
 
    Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control. 
 
      
 
    Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation. 
 
      
 
    Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost. 
 
      
 
    Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is. 
 
      
 
    These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com. 
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