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The Phi Sigma Slave

“What’s wrong, boy? You didn’t hear me?” The girl grinned at him. “Or maybe you need a little hint? Does someone need to explain how this works?” He didn’t know her name. She was pretty with dark hair, straight bangs, and reddened cheeks. That last detail probably came down to her empty wine glass. She stood right in front of him, and she lifted two fingers before jabbing him in the chest. “I’m a guest at this party, and you’re the boy, which makes you a servant, so you refill my drink when it gets empty.”

Biting back some angry response, Michael tightened his fingers. His nails dug down into his palms. At the same time, he kept his back stiff and his chin raised. As a young man, he understood how this worked. And yet, this girl was still five or six years younger than him. He didn’t know her, and she wasn’t supposed to be able to treat him like this!

“Oh,” she said with mock surprise. “Look at that. My drink is empty. What does that mean you’re going to do?”

“Miss, I’ll refill it right away,” he said, his tone sharp and crisp.

“You do that,” she said, handing him the glass. He took it. His fingers tightened around the stem, and he worried he might shatter it.

“Behave yourself,” someone else advised him.

This second girl probably wasn’t drunk. More importantly, she seemed to read his expression. “You have to keep that male ego in check, don’t you?”

That male ego.

Like every other boy alive, Michael had heard that phrase countless times.

Centuries ago, there had been debates about the causes of human suffering. Problems like poverty, violence, economic instability, pandemics and more had been debated constantly. Researchers argued about the different causes for each of those problems.

Then came the Nuclear Cataclysm.

Michael had only been allowed to read some of the superficial summaries of what had happened. As a male, he really didn’t need to know the details. Besides, it wasn’t like he could possibly become a historian. According to his teachers, the male mind simply wasn’t capable of understanding those complicated relationships. Besides, what was the point, especially when he was better off as a subordinate?

He'd get married, sold or leased as a slave. Those were the options, only he didn’t get to make the decision. Instead, that choice went to his mother…

Luckily for Michael, he had been born into a kind and generous family. For the most part, the women around him were willing to overlook his deficiencies as a male. Even so, he still knew the important phrase.

That male ego.

Before the Nuclear Cataclysm, the debates had raged. Why was there poverty? Why were there wars? Why did humanity get slammed by all of these different disasters, both natural and man-made? (“Man-made” sounded especially accurate!)

But then there was the computer virus that spread across every system. All of those different power plants across the planet exploded, killing untold numbers of people. After generations of hard work, humanity started to come back together with one notable difference.

The demographics had shifted.

Michael could hardly believe it, but in that bygone era, women and men were born at roughly the same rate.

Whenever he tried to imagine it, the math struck him as impossible. Men and women born at the same rate? Roughly a fifty percent chance that any given child would be either a boy or a girl?

After the Nuclear Cataclysm, doctors and other researchers discovered the Superiority Mutation. Simply put, the ratios shifted.

For every male birth, five hundred girls would be born.

That seemed natural now, as though men had simply become a rare commodity. At the same time, there was still the underlying concern.

Now that the male portion of humanity had dropped down to a tiny minority, women could experiment. They could start to figure things out. Little by little, the conclusion became obvious.

All of those social problems came down to that male ego. Men had been pushing hard. They fought to secure territory, to make money, for gravitas, influence, and control.

Since men simply couldn’t dominate society as they once did, women found better ways. More importantly, women realized that they had always been the superior sex.

Little by little, society healed. The nations’ matriarchs pulled humanity from the Second Dark Ages and into this new world. Along the way, the boys lost everything.

It was right. It was good.

That male ego had been responsible for so much failure and destruction, untold suffering across countless generations. But now, the boys could be controlled. They could be properly trained and raised. Most of all, they could be correctly used.

Vaguely, Michael understood that there were lots of women who still argued about the proper roles for women and men. Only now, the debate always raged within a fairly narrow set of assumptions.

Obviously, males couldn’t be trusted to vote, drive, or hold property on their own. But other questions remained: should they be allowed to work? Granted, their paychecks would obviously go to their mothers, wives, or another female guardian. Within that framework, was it a good idea to allow men to put on uniforms or did they simply belong at home? Maybe they needed to be locked into the domestic sphere.

Shaking his head, Michael pushed those thoughts aside. He quickly rushed over to the kitchen. He saw that several girls had left their plates in the sink. He quickly rinsed them off and shoved them down into the dishwasher. From there, he grabbed the bottle of wine, and he filled that girl’s glass before returning to her and her friends.

“Would anyone else like some?” Michael did his best to maintain his servile, obedient tone.

“Right here,” said a different girl.

When no one else said anything, Michael turned away. There were obviously other groups and cliques throughout the small house. His little sister had put out the word, and her classmates had come. They wanted to see what kind of party Erika could throw.

It seemed as though she had invited everyone on campus. As a guy, he obviously couldn’t have enrolled at the university. The idea seemed almost ridiculous, and he was certain voicing the notion out loud would’ve made all of the girls here laugh.

Then again, maybe some of them would have gotten annoyed. Maybe some of them would have decided that a male wasn’t supposed to have ideas like that at all…

If so, he would need to be punished.

A different phrase and threat and possibility popped into his head.

Michael quickly suppressed it. He didn’t allow himself to contemplate what that might be like. It had happened to him of course, especially back in elementary school.

As a little boy, he remembered being out on the playground. He was allowed to go to school because his mother was progressive. She believed that boys needed a small taste of education.

She liked to say, “I don’t want you to be a total himbo. That would make marrying you off a lot harder. You need to learn how to entertain your wife. You want to be able to hold a conversation with her.”

As a good boy, Michael had nodded along and agreed.

The girls in his classes didn’t necessarily agree, especially when they were little. If anything, they were all excited to have a boy in the class, especially during recess. He could go out onto the blacktop, but he’d feel that instant jolt of fear along the back of his neck before it raged down into the pit of his stomach.

Michael always felt some small prey animal out on the wild plains. He would look around. He would raise his head, and he would glance to the left and right. Most of the time, the girls would distract themselves. They’d rush off into their small groups and games of pretend. They would start chatting or playing on their own–most of the time.

Only there were other times…

He would never be able to predict exactly what caused it. All at once, the girls would come together. Sometimes, it would only be two or three of them. At other points, it would feel like an entire herd of young women got together. Maybe they talked about it. Perhaps they planned it. If so, they obviously didn’t let him know how they made their decision.

Those girls rushed at him. They would chase after him. They would come at him like a swarm, and sometimes he would notice. At other points, he would be busy playing on his own and fantasizing as he watched cars go by or stared up at the sky.

Whenever he saw them, he would try to run. He would jump up onto his feet, and he would dash across the playground. He would run as hard and as fast as his legs could carry him. Swinging his arms and slashing his fingertips down through the air, he would sprint with every iota of strength he possessed.

Inevitably, they caught him.

They caught him each and every time.

Worse, they taunted him as they ran after him. “You can run, but you can’t hide!”

Others would shout out, “We’re going to get you!”

Maybe he would run into a corner. Suddenly trapped, he would slide his weight from one leg to the other as he tried to find some opening. Every time, those girls would trap him, forming a semi circle. At other points, they would come at him from different directions, encircling him and cutting off every avenue of escape.

Then they would pounce.

Like predatory felines, they grabbed him and yanked down his pants, and took turns. He remembered the bite of their palms as they gang-spanked him.

Panicked and frustrated, he would fight to kick out with his arms and legs.

It never helped.

Working together, these girls always knew how to push him down onto his stomach. They would spread his arms and legs. They’d slap his naked ass until it turned a bright shade of red.

Pain and noise would always mix together. There would be the sounds of their laughter, those compressed bolts of pain after every slap and more. Every smack boomed against his eardrums.

Michael hated it.

And yet, he was a boy.

Occasionally, the girls would tell him why they were doing this.

“We didn’t like the way you were talking in class today,” one of them might say even if he hadn’t ventured an opinion.

Someone else might have added, “You know you need this, don’t you? Yeah, you do. Boys need to be put in their place.”

“We need to keep that male ego in check,” someone else might have said with all of the gravitas a ten-year-old could inject into her voice.

That first happened in elementary school. It happened in middle school and high school as well. He remembered seeing some of the cheerleaders when they came after him. Obviously, there weren’t any “boy teams”. There simply weren’t enough males for something like that. When he went to school, he was always surrounded by females. In every class, he would be trapped between them. Of course, the teachers and administrators were women as well.

As they got older, some of the girls decided that chasing down a boy would be inappropriate, especially since Michael had learned how to stay quiet. He knew how to melt into the background.

Even so, there were still times when a couple of girls would get together and whisper and decide that it was time to vent some of their frustrations.

He still ran.

And they still caught him.

A gang of girls could trap him or ambush him or simply run him down. They were always faster. They were always stronger. Perhaps he could out run one or two or three of them, but another two or three or four or five would be faster than him…

They still knew how to pin him, how to trap him, how to keep him helpless as they took turns smacking his tight posterior.

Finally, he graduated, which meant he’d stay home. That was several years ago, and he still didn’t have a wife. He didn’t know when that decision would be made.

At this point, he told his family, “I’m really hoping I can find someone good for me, someone I can trust and respect and rely on.” It was a beautifully articulated point, and his family was quite progressive. Even Erica, his little sister, seemed willing to be patient with him.

How long would that last?

At some point, would Erica or another member of his family decide to sell him? Would she opt to lease him out?

Milking farms.

Strip clubs.

Service positions.

Domestic service.

Those were the options open to a boy…

Focusing on the party again, Michael withdrew. He kept his head bowed down now, and he started to walk away from that last group.

“Hey, boy!” one of them called out.

She wore a black sweatshirt with the Phi Sigma sigils written in green and white lettering across her chest.

With her blonde hair pulled back into a thick braid, she was beautiful. There was something about the shape and angle of her face.

“Yes, Miss?” Michael asked, careful to keep his tone low and deferential.

“When was the last time you were spanked?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “Recently?”

Another girl stepped up to him. “Recently? Isn’t that a judgment?”

“I guess so?” Michael said.

A third girl stepped up to him. “Should you be making judgments? Judgments are toxic for the male ego, don’t you think?”

Another girl agreed, “Absolutely. We were talking about that in our psychology class. It’s a slippery slope for the masculine ego. If you let a guy expresses opinion once, he might want to do it again and again and again. Given enough time, that could lead to chaos. That could lead to anarchy.”

“There aren’t enough of us to lead to anarchy,” Michael muttered. It was an obvious point, and these college girls should have been able to figure it out for themselves. But again, he was older. Although he knew he had to recognize their authority on the basis of their sex alone, he still let those words spill out.

As soon as he did, Michael recognized the mistake he had made.

His head jerked up, and his eyes darted from one college girl to the next. His throat tightened, and he gulped back the excess saliva.

“This one definitely needs a spanking,” one of them decided.

A redhead stepped up to his left. Another one took his right side. They grabbed him by his wrists, and they pulled his arms up. Someone had taken the bottle of wine away from him. He didn’t even see it happen.

"What? No!" Hot panic shot across his skin as he tried to pull away.

He understood how this was a bad idea. Michael knew it wasn't going to work. He realized that these girls could spank him. They could yank down his pants, shove him up against the wall, and unleash one strike after another. Those blows could land fast and hard, and he couldn't do anything about it. This was their right, their prerogative.

Even so, that comprehension didn’t help. Since he grew up in a progressive household, he had been punished rarely. For the most part, his family had decided that he could grow up, and a severe lecture from time to time would be enough. That's why his eyes widened, and he glanced from side to side. With every moment, he kept hoping that some girl would step forward and intervene on his behalf.

"He absolutely needs it," one of the girls confirmed.

That's when they grabbed him hard. He could feel the slender fingers around his wrists. Another couple of girls pushed him, and suddenly his worst expectations materialized. They shoved him up against one wall. They tore down his pants. His underwear followed. Suddenly, his bare butt was on display, and he tried to squirm away.

"I love it when they struggle!" one girl called out.

"You, you can't do this," he insisted. When the girls just laughed, he tried something else, "Please? Please, don't do this! Please!"

Music played in another room. The party pulsated throughout the house, and girls glanced up from the other side of the room. He had no idea where his sister had gone. He didn't know where Erica might have been or what she was doing at that moment.

With every second, he still hoped she would come back, that she would walk up and stop all of this.

"I want to go first," announced one of the college girls. She stepped into his peripheral vision. She reached up, grabbed him by his hair, and tugged, pulling his head back. She forced him to look into her eyes.

They were blue. She had black hair, a few freckles, and she smiled at him. All at once, he noticed the length of her lashes, her beautifully sculpted brows, the way her eyes shined, and that cruel smile curving along her lips. "I don't have any brothers, but I used to have a cousin who lived close by," she told him. As she spoke, she reached down and grabbed his ass.

Held in place by those girls, Michael tried to pull away. It wasn't a genuine attempt at escape. Rather, he jerked and bucked, pulling and twisting based on some futile instinct. Consciously, he knew it wasn't going to work. There were two girls on his left. Now, two more on his right. Technically, he may have been stronger than any one of those individuals, yet they had numbers.

When they ganged up on him like this, there was nothing he could do.

The dark-haired girl continued, "It was sweet. Having him around. Whenever I got frustrated, I could spank him…just like this!"

Her hand flew down, slapping hard against his backside.

At first, Michael bit back of those cries and yelps of dismay.

Her hand flashed across the air, she struck hard, and there was that clap of noise. It reverberated all across his body in an instant. The sounds hit the air, and the girls were laughing and cheering.

Again, he tried to break away.

They didn't let him go.

They held him tight, their arms and hands braced in place. These girls must've talked about it. Or maybe they had practiced at one point or another. Then again, they may not have needed it. With four girls working to hold him, it made sense. They could shove him into position, and he couldn't break free.

Then he realized something else. Even if Michael had been able to twist away or somehow escape, what about the rest of the party? There were dozens of college girls here, spread out in one room after another.

Someone could call out, "Get him!" Two words. Just two syllables. That was all it would have taken, and the others would have overwhelmed him in a flood of nubile bodies. They could have grabbed him, pouncing and holding him down.

Those thoughts scattered as this girl spanked him again and again. The pain drilled through his defenses, wrecking his thoughts and leaving him gasping, his eyes were wet as he tried to comprehend what was happening.

"Your turn," he heard.

For these first couple of seconds, he didn't understand, only then a girl with dark skin stepped up behind him. She grinned. She wore her hair in a pair of pigtails, and now the corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement.

He could take this, Michael needed to believe. He had been spanked before.

Just like her friend, this girl came in hard and fast. Her hand smacked down. Another clap boomed against his eardrums as she spanked him with as much strength and fury as she could muster. With every slap, he cried out. He couldn't take it! Animal panic gripped him, and he tried to tear himself away from the other girls. They held him in place. They trapped him. He wasn't wearing shackles, nor had he been tied down. With the weight numbers, the girls could pin him. When he went up against the mob, he couldn't flee. They became a pack of huntresses, and they had him!

They held him as their captive.

"No. Please," he tried to say. All of his bluster and defiance from before had been stripped away.

The girl didn't listen to him. She struck at the same spot again and again. Red heat cascaded along his skin.

Then she stepped away, perhaps nodding to another girl. Then again, she may have said something. If so, he couldn't hear any of their voices over the sounds of music, laughter, and the pounding rhythm of his own pulse.

Another girl approached from behind. She grabbed both of his butt cheeks at once.

Her touch was cooler than he had expected, and that quick, subtle drop in temperature felt so good.

Only then, she slapped his ass. Her hand flew down, and she smacked her palm to his naked rear again and again. The rhythm came hard and fast. He couldn't get his bearings. He couldn’t reorganize any of his thoughts, nor could he pull away.

Another girl punished him. Then another!

They came on again and again. Then a pair of girls were working on him, spanking him together.

They had guided him away from the wall for a little while, perhaps a few minutes. Because they could, they rammed him against the wall again, knocking the air from his chest.

He gasped and wheezed, still trapped, still imprisoned by those deft hands.

The girls holding him against the wall turned him around. With his pants still yanked down around his knees, they let go, and he dropped forward. Kneeling before these young women, he blinked quickly. He tried to glance up at them. He saw them. How many were there? Five or six or seven or eight or nine? He couldn't count, and his eyes were wet. At the same time, the pain still echoed across his skin. He didn't understand how something like that could happen. They weren't spanking him, yet he still experienced that urge to flinch as though some ghostly touch continued to strike down against his bare, undefended flesh.

One of the girls leaned forward. "Are you going to be a good boy for us?"

He nodded.

"Tell us that you needed to be spanked."

Another girl grabbed him by his hair. She pulled on his head, forcing him to look up at the assembled gang. "I, I needed to be spanked," he told them.

Technically, he could have jumped up onto his feet and poked out one finger in their direction. He could have told them that he didn't deserve that. Deep down, he knew that was just his male ego.

"And?"

This time, the answer didn't come as easily. They didn't dictate what they expected to hear from him.

With his chest rising and falling, he panted from one breath to the next. Michael bowed his head low, and then he knew that wasn't good enough. One girl touched the underside of his chin with her middle two fingers, and she forced his gaze up again. He had to look at them; they forced him to face their authority. As a group of girls, they were his superiors. Any individual one there outranked him on the basis of her sex, but they had numbers on their side as well. That simple reality meant they could grab him and spank him again, especially if he didn't give them the correct answer.

"I needed to be spanked, and I'm an inferior boy. I, I deserved to be trained. I need to be trained and tamed. My male ego needs to be put in check."

There wasn’t silence. The ambient noise continued to pulse and flare across the air. Music. Laughter from other conversations. This was just one small drama that took place at the party. Elsewhere, other girls were chatting and laughing, joking and flirting and dancing. Even so, he waited for this group to come to their collective decision. Nibbling on the inside of his mouth, Michael could only wait. He had to wait and wonder what they were going to do with him and to him.

"Good," one of them said.

"Get back to work," said one of the girls.

All at once, they dispersed. A couple of the young women held hands as they wandered off. They went over to the couch. Others joined the dancers in another room. Michael saw all of this as he pulled up his pants.

That's when another girl came up to him. "Hey," she said. "Erika's brother, can you go clean up a spill in the living room?"

Dipping his head low, he quickly rushed to obey. He didn't know this girl, and she hadn't been part of that group, but she had given him an order, and he knew better than to disobey or even hesitate. "Yes, Miss," he said quickly as he rushed over to the kitchen to grab the cleaning supplies.

He served drinks. He tidied up.

In short, he did whatever these women asked. Over the course of the night, he surrendered to them again and again. With every act of domestic service, he reminded these young women that they were in charge. Because they outnumbered him and because his sex had nearly wrecked humanity, he deserved to be used like this.

He didn't get another group spanking. Even so, he knew it could happen at any moment.

As the minutes rolled into the night, the pain from his spanking started to dissipate. For that, he could be grateful. Even so, he could feel it again: his ego. There were moments when a girl would call out and demand that he refill her drink or go fetch her some snacks from the kitchen, and there would be that flash of irritation. This proved to be especially common when the girls were just a few feet away from the kitchen. They could have strolled over there. Instead, they decided to issue the command.

He was a boy, they saw him, and they decided they could use him.

From their perspectives, he was a servant. As a member of the inferior sex, he deserved to be taken advantage of. This was how the world was supposed to work, especially after everything his ancestors had done.

These girls had been raised to blame him and the other rare boys for the Nuclear Cataclysm. Technically, it wasn't his fault. He hadn't been born yet. Even so, the women of the world understood the dangers. He had heard those lectures many times before, and perhaps there was even a hint of guilt at the base of his stomach whenever he contemplated how men had behaved when they had been given power. Still, there was also that edge of frustration because he knew this wasn't fair.

As he worked, he noticed some of the girls. One couple busily made out in the corner. He saw that girl with curly brown hair. She had her fingers sliding along her girlfriend's neck. They were touching eagerly, losing themselves to the sounds of music. For the most part, everyone else pretended not to notice.

In another corner, a couple of girls were cuddled up as they traded secret whispers.

As he continued to work and clean, he saw those pairs. Once in a while, they would glance up, and he would wonder if one of those girls would decide to come after him. Maybe she would want to play with him. Maybe, to prove herself to her partner, she would order him to get down on his knees, to crawl, to bark and act like a dog, if only to assert herself. That wasn't uncommon, he knew.

Luckily for Michael, none of these girls seemed to be interested in him. He could keep his head down, and he followed all of their commands. He fetched snacks. He cleaned. He refilled glasses.

That was what they expected from him.

He was fortunate in another way as well. Although he was the only boy at this party, there were still other guys on campus. He may have been unusual, but he wasn't exceedingly rare. Things could’ve gotten much worse if he had been the only guy for dozens or hundreds of miles. That kind of thing could happen, especially at the liberal arts colleges up north or down south. Those small institutions rarely had boys step foot on campus, so they were rare. And since they were rare, they encouraged a special kind of fun.

"Hey, boy!"

Since he was the only guy at the party, Michael instantly glanced up.

He saw three girls standing around. "Come here," one of them waved for him.

He didn't hesitate. He rushed over, and he quickly asked, "Is there anything I can get for you? Do you need me to clean anything up?"

"No, that's okay," said one of the girls with a wave of her hand. She wore a black dress. Michael couldn't help but notice how it clung to her curves. He didn't let his focus linger, however. He didn't want to risk their wrath.

This happened sometimes, he knew. A guy would be walking along, maybe down the street or he would be out helping his mother or sister or wife shop, and he might notice someone. Maybe his eyes would stray in another direction for just a little while too long. Then the women around him would notice, and he would be in trouble.

Michael had watched some of those videos. He knew how men could get encircled within just a few seconds. Maybe everything would look fine, only then a girl could call out, "I don't like the way you're looking at me!" That would be it. The other women wouldn't even need an explanation. They would see the boy, and they would put the pieces together right before they grabbed him or pinned him. They could be in a restaurant or in a grocery store. Within seconds, they could yank him down onto the floor, stripping him naked, rolling him onto his stomach, and unleashing their fury. They could slap his backside, spanking him hard. They could turn his skin a bright shade of pink, red, then crimson. They could listen as he cried out, but it wouldn't do any good. Sometimes, these boys tried to get away. Instinctively, they would punch or kick, yet it would never do any good, not when they would be outnumbered five or six or seven to one.

Each time, the boy would be defeated. With that male ego locked down all over again, he would be permitted to get dressed and return to his previous activities, whatever they had been.

Another girl in the group wore red, denim shorts and a white T-shirt. She looked cute and she grinned at him. Not only that, she raised her glass. All at once, he wondered what would happen if that girl found him after the party, and decided she wanted to spend some time with him. Technically, he was supposed to get Erika's permission. If any of the girls started to flirt with him or if they asked him out. She was his closest, female family member. As such, he had to do whatever Erika said.

He didn't allow himself to think about it, but Michael recognized the kind of power his little sister had over him. Whenever he remembered her authority, he itched to let out a nervous chuckle. Strictly speaking, she could sell him. Obviously, something like that would never happen. Even so, the possibility "technically" existed. He tried to file that idea away with the laws that remained on the books even if no one enforced them. (That strategy usually worked, only there were moments when he remembered how other families were far stricter with the boys who happened to be born into them. Auctions existed. They happened all around the world. They may have been rare, but that was only because male offspring were so uncommon.)

"How may I help you?" Michael asked. The question sounded appropriately servile because he knew what plenty of women here probably wanted to hear. He could’ve asked, “How may I serve you?” Michael hated that question because it would’ve made him sound like a slave boy.

He wasn't a slave, he reminded himself. Even if boys could be technically owned or leased, that wasn't going to happen to him. Usually, it was a lot easier to pretend when he stayed home and was surrounded by his family. Then again, he didn't want Erika to find him. His little sister was enjoying college. More importantly, her views had become more conservative as she took her classes and made new friends. She probably would have toyed with him, if only to prove just how much power she had over him.

At least there was a thin veneer of respect between these partygoers and himself. Maybe they didn't see him as a person, but he was still someone else's property, which meant they might punish and then play with him, but they couldn't break him.

His little sister didn't have to worry about that.

If she and her friends ganged up on him, Erika would be the one to set the limit, and it wouldn't matter what he did or said or how hard he might cry out, or thrash.

Again, he swallowed back those thoughts.

"Settle a bet for us," said one of the girls.

"A bet?"

"That's right," said one of her friends. "You know. A wager. We want to hear what you have to say."

"Yes, Miss," he said. He didn't understand, so he did his best to behave. That was always the smartest strategy when it came to dealing with young women.

The third girl took a sip from her wine glass. Focusing her eyes on him, she said, "Is it reassuring?" Then she waited. With the totality of her focus still aimed at him, she watched and waited for an answer.

Inevitably, he broke, "Is what reassuring?"

"Knowing that you don't really have control of your life," clarified one of the girls.

Another added, "I mean, I'm just thinking about what it's like to be a boy."

Her other friend rolled her eyes.

She continued, "It's like your sister can decide to sell you off to a strip club or maybe a milking farm, and you know what's going to happen. Is that better?"

The girl to the left added, "You know, I've been to some of those places. They’re pretty incredible. Ever been to a strip club, boy?" She didn't bother with his name. Maybe she knew Erika, but she wasn't going to bother with his brother. Although he didn't answer, she continued, "I love seeing all of the guys. They can come out in their little costumes, but each one will wear a collar with a lock on it. Better yet, there are these GPS tags to make sure the boys stay on the premises. I mean, none of them would be dumb enough to try to leave on their own, but it's to make sure no one tries to kidnap them. Isn't that nice? Their owners really care about their safety and well-being."

Again, he swallowed back his own opinions, but Michael nodded his head anyway. As they expected, he told them, "Yes, Miss. That's nice." His voice came out devoid of any kind of sincerity, but the girls didn't hear him.

"And the milking farms must be really nice for you guys. I mean, you would just get to come again and again. I mean, you don't really get a choice, do you? If you try to fight it, the technicians make sure that you are properly stimulated." Her eyes shined as her lips curved into a wicked grin.

"Right…" Michael said, automatically agreeing because they were girls.

"How does that sound to you?"

Michael bowed his head down. "I don't understand," he answered. At the same time, he wished some other girl would call out for a refill over some extra snacks.

"For us, life is kind of hard. I mean, we have to decide what we’re going to do. From a purely philosophical perspective, it gets tricky. There opportunity costs, and we have to balance personal fortunes versus altruism. Should we focus on ourselves first, or should we spend some time volunteering in other countries? Like there are all these choices we have to make. But as a boy, you'll have to worry about that, will you?"

"I guess not," he conceded.

"So are you grateful? Are you grateful for the freedom from choice?"

The freedom from choice…

Michael opened his mouth.

All at once, he had these other ideas, and he wanted to let them roll out on the air in a torrent. He wanted to stand up straight, to shake his fist, to tell these girls that he deserved to to make all of the same decisions. Maybe he was a boy, but he could still think for himself!

Considering that he had already been gang-spanked once, Michael didn't utter a single word. For several long seconds, he remained silent. The girls didn't seem to mind. As far as they were concerned, he was just a dumb boy anyway. This was a party, and hearing him express his philosophical thoughts would serve as a novelty.

It couldn't be anything more than that.

"I guess," he said. Michael started to turn away, and hoped the gaggle of girls would get back to their conversation.

They didn't.

One grabbed him by his wrist. Her fingers were tight. Technically, he probably could have yanked his hand away, breaking her grip. But if Michael had tried, the other girls would have circled him. They would have grabbed him and pushed him down onto his knees. Maybe they would have punished him for his insolence.

Michael didn't take the chance.

"Come on," she said with a smile. "You can do better than that."

"Are you happy? Are you happy as a boy? Are you happy knowing that you don't have to make your own decisions because the women around you can do it for you?"

In the next moment, his shoulders tensed. He could feel the aggravation flare down along his biceps, past his elbows, all the way to his forearms and fingers. His digits pushed down against his palms, and he made a pair of fists, not that any of these girls noticed. Instead, they seemed to enjoy the look of exasperation spreading across his face.

Then he forced himself to relax. Recognizing that he had no other choice, unless he wanted to risk another gang-spanking, Michael exhaled slowly. He looked back at these young women, "Yes. I'm grateful. I’m grateful that I don't have to make my own decisions."

"I knew it!" one girl said, clapping her hands and pointing right at him.

Michael turned away. And right as he faced another direction, he saw a girl standing in front of him. Asian with sleek, long and straight black hair, she looked into his eyes. "Hello, Erika's brother. You're coming with me."

Casually, this girl grabbed him by his wrist, and she yanked hard. He stumbled after her, nearly tripping. Michael just barely managed to get his feet back under him as she navigated him between the different couples, groups, and clusters of girls. He saw the various cliques as she towed him through the party and to another door.

"I’m supposed to stay on the first floor," he said as she opened the door to reveal the staircase leading down and into the basement.

"It's okay," said the Asian girl. "I'm giving you permission." More than that, she still held onto his wrist. Unless he intended to be rude, he would have to follow after her.

She took the steps one of the time, and he followed. He saw the light glowing from the finished basement. There was the carpet, the art on the walls, and a table in the middle of the room. Then he saw his sister, Erica.

Through most of the night, he hadn't noticed her. Up until this point, Michael had simply assumed that she had been hanging out with different friends who probably wandered around. More than that, he had been busy with the different chores of keeping the party going.

"Hello, Michael," Erica said to him.

She pushed her chair back, rose to her feet, and walked right over to him.

She reached out to give her brother a quick hug. At the same time, she leaned over and whispered into his ear, "I expect you to behave. If you embarrass me in front of these girls, you're going to be in so much trouble. I swear, I will make sure you’re sold somewhere overseas. You get me?"

He nodded quickly, whispering, "I get you."

Erika grabbed onto his wrist, and she pulled him toward the table. That's when he saw the chips and cards. At once, he noticed a particular detail: a blonde girl seated near the wall had a small mountain of plastic discs right in front of her. Erika's spot had exactly three. Not only that, there was already another pile at the center of the table.

He didn't know the game. He had no idea how to play. Was it Poker? Was it something else? It didn't matter either way. As a boy, no one had bothered to teach them to play anything like this.

He had heard stories, of course, of boys at parties who decided to play something like, "Strip Poker" or "Strip Stars," but the punchline was always the same. The boy would show up, and he would start playing, only to hear the rules and quickly get confused. The girls around him would always gang up on him, changing the requirements every few minutes. He wouldn't be able to catch up. He wouldn't be able to figure out how the game was really played. Inevitably, he would be stripped. More likely, he would be stripped and then forced to service the other players.

"Ladies, this is Michael. Michael, I want you to meet Jasmine, Olivia, and Teresa. Jasmine is actually the president of the Phi Sigma sorority on campus."

Phi Sigma. He recognized the name instantly. Although he didn't know much about Erika's school, he knew his little sister had been eager to join this sorority. Phi Sigma had been composed of some of the most aggressive female supremacists. They were conservative. They believed every boy should know his place and that women had a moral obligation to keep the boys in check. The male ego could be toxic. More importantly, it could create so many other problems, so it needed to be controlled. Boys need to be controlled.

At other schools, maybe there were young women who indulged the men around them. Those were the girls who argued that males were such a small statistical minority that they could never pose any kind of threat again. Besides, didn’t the inferior sex deserve pity?

The young women of Phi Sigma disagreed wholeheartedly…

He gulped, knowing full well that he had to be on his best behavior, both for his sister as well as the girls in front of him. Technically, he was older than all of them. Jasmine looked like she was probably an upperclassman. Maybe she was twenty or twenty-one, yet she still studied him, her eyes narrowed slightly with a predatory gaze.

"Is there anything I can do for you? Would you like me to get you some drinks or some snacks?"

"You see," Erika said. "He's a very humble boy."

"Strip him," Jasmine instructed.

Michael hadn't really noticed before, but there were other girls in the room as well. They rose from their seats. Off to the other side of the basement, there were a couple of couches, and now those girls got up too.

Erika didn't let go of her brother's wrist. She held onto him because she wasn't going to let him run. Not only that, someone decided to close the basement door. Up at the top of the stairs, it shut, and maybe he even heard the click of a lock. Then again, that might have just been his imagination.

The girls circled him.

"What, what is this?" Michael asked. Then he made a mistake, "You can't strip me." He sounded uncertain even as he tried to find some reason why that would be true.

"You're a boy," Jasmine said. The blonde girl hadn't gotten up. Instead, she continued to watch him, fully aware of what her girls would do to him. "You don't get to tell us how things work. Do it." Her voice carried this beautiful confidence. With every sweet word, she made it clear that she was in charge.

Michael made another mistake.

These girls scared him. The fear pulsed through his body, so he yielded to those mammalian instincts. He couldn't fight, so he had to flee!

With one quick jerk of his hands to break their grip, he spun around, and he headed for the door. He needed to sprint up the stairs, slam into the door, and run back outside. He didn't know where he would go or what he would do. Erika would be pissed at him. Michael didn't care. He couldn't worry about that, not yet.

The girls were faster than he expected. Or maybe they had been prepared for this, as though they expected this skittish boy to bolt.

They grabbed him. Their hands shot out, and they had him by his shoulders, biceps, forearms and wrists. One girl grabbed him first, which slowed him down. Another leaped forward, and she got her arms around his waist.

"Let me go!" Michael called out, although he must've understood that it would be completely futile. These girls didn't have to do anything he said. As young women, they were in charge. As a boy, he was supposed to obey.

"I'm sorry! He's normally not like this!" Erika called out.

Michael barely heard those words. He didn't register them; he didn't contemplate what they might have meant either.

Instead, he kept trying to fight his way free. He knew better than to throw a punch or kick, yet he still struggled as hard as he could.

The girls made it futile.

Outnumbering him five to one, they forced him down onto his back.

Suddenly, his arms and legs were spread. There was one girl at each limb, her knees pressed down against his forearms or ankles. Just like that, they imprisoned him beneath the weight of their nubile frames.

"You want to check him out?" asked one of the girls.

Jasmine rose to her feet. As the leader of the Phi Sigma sorority, she took her time. She strolled over. Holding her hands behind her back, she finally towered over him, and now she inspected him. She started with his eyes. She studied his neck. She went to his chest, and then his legs. "He's still not naked," she told her friends.

The girls immediately knew what to do.

"No. No!"

The girls didn't need a command. They went to work, opening up his shirt and peeling it off of him, dragging down his pants and tearing away his shoes. They peeled off his socks and then they went for his boxers.

In his fantasy, he would have been able to lift his arms, block his crotch, and keep that little bit of clothing. He only needed his underwear. He just wanted to keep his boxers!

Michael tried to say something, only a girl put her hand over his mouth, effectively silencing him.

When they finished, he was naked.

They weren't done with him, however. Within moments, they pushed this boy up onto his feet. He looked back from the left to the right. Then he tried to stare back at Jasmine. She was beautiful. It wasn’t just her blonde hair, those dark highlights, the shape of her face, the angle of her nose, or the curve of her lips. She carried herself with a different kind of poise and authority. She had power. She had influence. This was the kind of girl who could walk into a college classroom and likely intimidate her teachers.

"Let him talk," Jasmine commanded. She stepped forward. "Do you know what's going on?"

Michael tried to find his voice. Moment by moment, he worked to get out something coherent and intelligible. Despite his best efforts, it took several seconds. Finally, he managed to shake his head and say, "No…" His voice trailed off.

As a boy, he had been raised to recognize his own limitations. He knew that he couldn’t be as smart as a girl. He also knew that he always had to be aware of his own ego and desires. Men had messed up. They were responsible for the Nuclear Cataclysm. Only right then and there, he experienced a different kind of helplessness as he stared back at Jasmine. At this point, he couldn't pull his gaze away. She intimidated him, yet he still froze in place like prey before a hungry she-wolf.

"We’re playing a game," Jasmine said. As she spoke, she stepped forward, and she brushed the back of her hand along his cheek. Her fingertips slid down along the contour of his jaw. Then she brushed her middle fingers along his neck and toward his chest. She seemed intrigued with him.

"What, what kind of game?"

"You don't need to worry about the details," she said. As she spoke, her eyes seemed to roam all across his naked body. She studied his cheeks, his neck, his collarbones, chest, abs, and the contours of his thighs. Then her eyes rested on his cock and balls for several seconds. To her, he was probably some kind of exotic animal. He was a strange and fascinating being. Obviously inferior, he could still hold her attention for a little while. "There's just one especially important part."

"What's that?" He was grateful his voice didn't break or crack.

"The pot," she told him. Then she smiled and explained, "And I’m not talking about cookware. I'm talking about the prize money. That's called the pot. We put it at the center of the table. We make our bets, and we put our money in the center. Whoever wins with the best hand gets to take the pot. Can you follow that?" Jasmine asked him.

His eyes narrowed. A flicker of annoyance rushed through his body, especially because she was looking down at his hips. She touched one finger to his thigh and dragged it gently up along his sensitive skin. Where she touched him, little jolts of electricity seemed to dance along his nerves.

Michael did his best not to react or respond. He didn't want this girl to understand the kind of impact she could have on him.

As a boy, he was supposed to be an alien creature. She had probably encountered guys before, a random cousin or brother or friend or maybe the friend of a friend here or there. Even as they spoke, he couldn’t confused or intimidate her.

Jasmine had her sorority sisters with her. Maybe she had even dated some of these girls. Most of all, she possessed the insight, wit, and charisma to know that she was in charge. She had the power there, so she could continue to touch him.

Besides, he was naked.

Nude and on display, this boy couldn't seriously pose any kind of challenge to her authority. Everyone there had to know that this was only a college party. It wasn't a big deal. There would be gatherings like this all across the neighborhood as different sororities had fun. Even so, Jasmine stood there like a queen. She inclined her head, pulled her hand back, and she looked right at him. "Have you ever been bought or sold or leased?"

"No," he said with a quick, nervous shake of his head.

"Your sister has added something very interesting to the pot. She ran out of chips, so she made me a…compelling offer. Well, she made an interesting offer to my sisters and me." Jasmine watched him. From one moment to the next, she waited for him to ask the inevitable question.

"What, what did she offer?"

Jasmine leaned in again. When she pressed her fingers to his chest, she must've been able to feel the rampaging rhythm of his pulse. "You," she whispered. She drew back as those instincts sped through his body. His shaft stiffened. He couldn't help it. There was something about her presence, proximity, the closeness, seeing her like this…A yearning for intimacy spread through his body, and he couldn't control it, no matter how hard he tried. "She offered us you. If she wins, she gets that pot. If I win, I get you."

"What? No!"

Michael tried to say more, only Jasmine reached up and touched her finger to his mouth. Instantly silenced, he stared at her with big eyes. She held his gaze. Then she glanced over at Erica. They both did.

"Your brother doesn't seem to appreciate the idea," Jasmine said. "If you want, I will let you back out."

He didn't understand what was going on, only that offer sounded like some kind of test.

Staring at Erica, he tried to get her to change her mind. She was his little sister. He was supposed to be older and taller and stronger and bigger and respected. Even so, that young woman wobbled her head from side to side with faux concern as she pretended to consider the different variables. Then, she nodded to herself. "Let's play."

"Michael," Jasmine said, "I want you to kneel on the middle of that table."

"And if I don't?"

"If you don't, there are going to be consequences, consequences like this…" Jasmine stepped back and nodded to her friends.

Instantly, the sorority girls of Phi Sigma knew what to do. Perhaps they had talked about it. Maybe her lieutenants simply knew her. They must've been in school together for several years. They had gone on adventures, dealt with the difficulties of academics, and bonded along the way.

Two girls tightened their collective grip on his arms. Two other girls stepped up behind him, and they started spanking him. Their hands blurred down in one tight movement after another. With every painful arc, they delivered another stab of agony. The pain surged along his skin. He tried to break free. He thrashed his arms from side to side as he tried to break the other girls' hold on him.

Michael couldn't do it.

The pain granted him extra strength, yet it wasn't enough. He fought hard, twisting from side to side. They held him in place. They braced themselves. They tightened their fingers around his wrists. They had their arms looped around his limbs, ensuring his captivity. Whether he liked it or not, he remained right there.

The spanking kept going, one quick slap after another. The sound echoed across the air and ricocheted on the walls. Jasmine was laughing. The other girls watched and enjoyed the show.

Michael glanced up for a moment, and he saw that look of contentment on Erica's face.

As a student at this university, she wasn't the most brilliant, the most athletic, or the richest. Even so, she had something she could offer.

Him...Michael.

He was an asset, and now she could take advantage of him.

Working together, the girls spanked him. Every blow crashed down with a quick blast of pain. Since these girls were working together, one could strike as the other drew back. They timed it. They worked in sync. Over and over again, the flurry wiped away every coherent thought and idea inside of his head. Then they let him go, and he stumbled.

If Michael thought this was going to mean a reprieve, he was wrong. The girls simply switched positions. Now there were two more girls behind him. Another pair held his arms.

The spanking restarted!

He cried out. Michael told them he would behave. He made one stupid promise after another. He tried everything. At some point, he stopped talking. Incoherent babble vibrated at the base of his throat. Or maybe those were just ideas locked at the back of his brain. Either way, he kept going.

When it stopped, he collapsed. His knees bent as he crumpled.

Jasmine stepped up in front of him again. "Are you ready to cooperate? Are you ready to get on your knees right where you belong, boy?"

"Yes!" Michael answered quickly.

"Good boy," she said. Jasmine stepped back, and she watched. All at once, he realized that every woman in that basement had her eyes directed at him. He glanced to his left, then his right. Tentatively, he moved forward. With every step, his backside continued to throb from the pain.

Embarrassment flashed across his body, but he climbed up onto the table. First, he worried about it wobbling. It didn't. It didn't fall over. The next thing he knew, he was kneeling on that table.

Jasmine ordered, "Hands behind your back. Chin up."

She wanted to put him on display.

He obeyed.

The girls sat down around him.

Jasmine cocked her head to the side. "How responsive is your brother?" She turned and faced Erica.

His little sister had sat down as well. She picked up her hand of cards and studied the result.

Erica was throwing this party to impress these girls. She organized this party to convince the sisters of Phi Sigma that she should be allowed to join.

"I have no idea," Erica said. "But if you want, you can touch him. Consider it a free sample in case you win."

His eyes widened, and he shook his head. Jasmine casually reached up, and she brushed her fingers along his cock. His member stiffened. He couldn't help it, not when a beautiful girl like her stroked his manhood.

Excitement flared along his skin, and he shivered under her playful caresses.

"Very responsive," she said.

With his erection on display now, he wanted to say something. "No talking," Jasmine told him. "The pot doesn't need to speak."

His eyes narrowed even as his bottom lip trembled with frustration. As a boy, he knew he was supposed to be better behaved than this, only he couldn't help it. If Jasmine noticed, she decided to ignore him. Instead, she focused on the other girls at the table.

"What does everyone have?" Jasmine asked. She glanced over at her friend. "Olivia. You go next."

"Bust," she said as she dropped her cards down onto the table.

They continued to play. Jasmine and Erika went back and forth. They drew cards. They made their declarations. He didn't know what any of the technical terms meant. Flare? Starburst? Black diamonds and red spades?

"This is it," Erica finally announced. "I've got you."

"Really?" Jasmine asked. "Is that what you think? Maybe you should back down now. If you do, I can promise that I’ll be gentle with your brother. I might even let you keep the chips."

"This is it," Erika replied. "I'm going to win."

"Tell me something, Erica. If you actually managed to win right now, do you think that will make it more or less likely that we will let you into the sisterhood?"

"More likely," Erika stated without any hesitation.

"Explain," Jasmine ordered.

Again, Erica didn't pause. "You want winners in your house," she said. "You want people who are going to be dedicated and determined. That's me. I want to be a member of your sisterhood, Jasmine. I won't back down, and I will always be loyal."

"Clever girl," Jasmine said. Then she lowered her cards onto the table.

Nibbling on the inside of his mouth, Michael watched. He still didn't know what that hand meant. What were those numbers and symbols supposed to signify? Only then, he stretched his neck, and he looked back at his little sister. She could see the cards in front of Jasmine. She saw them, and the color drained away from her cheeks. Her eyes had gone wide, only she didn't say anything.

Then, tentatively, Erica lowered her own cards onto the table. "Look at that," Jasmine said. "I win. Your brother is mine."

Michael sucked in a breath. He waited. He peeked back at Erica, and he desperately waited for her to shake her head and to say that she had some hidden card to play. There had to be some other tactic, some trick or strategy she was about to employ. It couldn’t be over!

"Congratulations, boy. You are now the official Phi Sigma slave."

He tried to speak. He tried to force out real words. When he agreed to come there tonight, he knew it would be humiliating, only he never imagined something like this. Even as the idea bubbled up the surface of his thoughts, he still couldn't accept the reality of what just happened. Deep down, he ached to believe something or someone was going to save him.

The door didn't open, no one came tromping down the stairs, and no one contradicted her either.

She had made her declaration, and that seemed to be it.

"Good game," Erica said. She held out her hand. The two women shook.

"And Erika?" Jasmine asked.

"Yes?" Disappointment stretched across her face. Clearly, Erica had expected something else. She had played hard. She had hosted this party. She had done everything in her power. And yet, it hadn't been enough.

Despite the obvious question lingering on the air, Jasmine watched Erica for the next couple of seconds, almost as though she needed to evaluate this girl one final time. And then she nodded to herself.

"Erica, I love the way you played. You’re ambitious, you're willing to take chances, and you didn't back down even when you lost. I'm impressed. I'm going to take your brother, but I want you to come by the house on Monday."

"I get the chance to join?" Erica asked, her voice quivering now. She kept staring back at Jasmine, almost as though she expected the president of Phi Sigma to change her mind.

"You get the chance to join," Jasmine confirmed with a nod. But now she smiled and looked back at all of her followers. "In the meantime, I want this room to myself. We have a new toy, and I think he needs to be broken in."

Right away, the other girls rushed from the room. Erica paused for a moment. She turned back to her brother, and she watched him for a couple of seconds, almost as though she didn't quite know what she should do. Then she made up her mind, and she rushed up the stairs along with the others.

The door opened, the girls left, and then it closed again.

Through all of this, Michael remained there, naked and on his knees and on the center of that table. Jasmine rose to her feet. She watched him. And then she reached out, taking him by his wrist just as the other girls had done. Jasmine tugged, so he stumbled forward, scrambling to get off of the table. His feet hit the floor, and then she grabbed him. Her hand slid up into his hair. She took a firm grasp, and she yanked, pulling his chin up before she considered him.

"I've never been with a boy before," she said. "I think it could be fun. Are you ready to lick? They say no woman can lick pussy as well as a guy. Let's see what you can do."

His breathing caught in his throat, especially because she lowered her other hand down between his legs.

If he resisted or defied her, she could call out to her friends again. After the spankings he had endured, this boy didn't see any other choice or option. He had to cooperate. He had to behave. Anything else would result in punishment. The pieces were simple, and they fit together with basic logic.

A nervous gulp dropped down his neck, and he followed after her. She laced her fingers through his, hardened her grip, and pulled him over to the couch. Then she nudged him down, and suddenly he was on his back on those cushions.

Jasmine watched him. Her brows tightened as she lifted up her skirt and kicked off her shoes. She pulled off her tights and her panties. Then she looked down at him. "Are you going to be a good slave for Phi Sigma?"

As she spoke, she encircled his cock with her fingers. She touched him, gently moving her hand up and down again and again. With this simple rhythm, she teased this boy, gently working him up. Excitement blossomed deep within his chest. It rushed into his arms and legs. He could feel that exotic tingling along with the underside of his balls and up to the base of his manhood as she squeezed again.

Right then and there, he wished he could have looked up into her eyes and negotiated with her. He itched to say something like, "This was a mistake. This was a mistake, and my little sister can't sell me to you. You can't win in a bet!" Even if he wished to utter those words, Michael couldn't bring himself to talk.

Jasmine was beautiful. Jasmine was powerful. The simple ideas beat down against his defiance. "Yes," he whispered as she touched him again and again. "Yes, I'm going to be a good slave for Phi Sigma!"

"I expected nothing less," she said.

With a fierce grin on her face, she pushed him down. She had this boy on his back. She touched her fingers to his lips, and he instantly figured out precisely what she expected from him. Opening his mouth, he sucked and licked her fingertips.

Jasmine brought her hand up between her legs, and she gently stroked her slit. He massaged her pussy. Apparently, the heat already played across her skin, because she didn't need long. It didn't take much.

Soon, Jasmine was ready.

She moved into position, and she pressed her slit down against his mouth. "Lick," she commanded.

At once, he gave her precisely what she craved. His tongue lashed out and slid along her dampened pussy.

Michael tasted her excitement; he could feel the heat of her body. Not only that, there was the weight of her pressure as she pushed down on him. She took what she wanted, and he went in deep. He licked, lapping his tongue along her pussy.

"Good. That's right. Good boy. This is exactly what I expect from the new Phi Sigma slave!" She laughed, and the sound rang out against the air. She moved her hips forward and back. She was riding his face and taking exactly what she wanted from him. Michael couldn't argue. He couldn't resist. He kept licking. At the same time, he brought his hands up, probably because he yearned to stroke her thighs or touch her knees. She grabbed his wrist, and she pushed them down above his head.

Like a well-trained boy, he knew better than to try to touch her without her permission. She was in charge. That was the state of his life now. She owned him.

Erika’s brother didn't want to believe it, yet his tongue continued to dance along her opening, proving again and again what kind of power she had over him.

"Tonight, I’m you back to the sorority house. We’re going to have so much fun with you. Every day, you’re going to cook and clean and serve us. You’ll show us exactly what a boy can do and where you belong. Yes, you will! It's been almost a year since we had a slave. We are going to have so much fun with your lease!" She laughed again.

Then she pulled away, and his lips were damp. He looked up at her with big, frightened eyes. "Should I ride you?" Jasmine asked with a teasing lilt.

"Yes, please," he exhaled. In spite of everything he had experienced, his shaft stayed hard, and he craved the feel of her body on top of his. "You don't get to climax without permission," she said. Those words should have been awkward, yet they sounded right and natural when they came from Jasmine's mouth.

She positioned herself again. She stroked his shaft. She lowered herself down inch by inch until the tip of his manhood brushed along her opening. Then she claimed him. She slid down, and her wet pussy imprisoned his cock. He was trapped and surrounded all over again. Then she leaned forward, practically falling on him. She grabbed his wrists and she pinned him. She locked him beneath her strength and authority.

She held him down and took what she wanted as she lifted herself up. There was the sleek, gentle friction of her body against his. She was riding him, and he nearly lost control. With every breath, he needed to embrace that rush of pleasure and satisfaction…but he couldn’t, not yet, not without her permission.

Somehow, the boy maintained control. He wouldn't risk disobeying or disappointing this woman. He had to do better than that! It required everything he possessed. And yet, he managed to do it. She rode him, savoring the feel of his body. For her, it had to be more than that. Jasmine must've enjoyed having this exotic, rare creature on his back beneath her. She had learned so much about the world before the Nuclear Cataclysm. Back then, men had been the aggressors. They had been in charge. She laughed at the idea as she held onto his wrists and looked down into his eyes. She felt like a conquering warrior. She had this boy, and she could do whatever she wanted with him.

Jasmine rode him faster now, sliding up and down until she finally called out, "Now! Do it right now! Come for me right now!" Jasmine practically chanted those words.

With a gratified groan, Michael jerked his hips up, and he clenched his muscles. His shaft throbbed, and the orgasm raced through his body.

This boy lost himself. He didn't think. It was like the opposite of a spanking. Yes, this girl had him, and she could do whatever she wished, yet the pleasure trapped him right there. It bound him and threw off every other thought and idea.

Then she finished with him, and she pulled away. "Get dressed," she said. "I'm sure you have a lot of work to do. And at the end of the night, you know where you are going. Don’t you?”

"I'm coming with you?"

"That's right," she said, reaching down and tapping the tip of his nose. "You're coming with me." Her eyes shined with excitement and delight as she contemplated how she would use the new Phi Sigma slave.

The End
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