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The alert pinged: package arrival in 5mins.

Chloe could barely contain the giddy excitement bubbling within. It’s happening. It’s almost here. She stood a moment in front of the full-length wardrobe mirror taking in a reflection, a face that was as naturally bright and beautiful as the pinkish light spilling in through the open shutters into the bedroom behind her. There was the smoothing of soft brown hair over a shoulder. There was the slight adjustment of a strap at her shoulder. There was a little twirl, spiralling the hem of the candy cane striped minidress briefly upwards and off smooth thighs. There was one last pouty smile and fully content she looked the part, she was hurrying over to the window, grabbing her phone on the way.

Two minutes, the device told her.

And now she could see the white transporter van turning a corner and starting along the street of large sorority houses – painted white but gleaming a pleasing pink in the early evening sunlight. Chloe’s eyes shot back to the phone: one minute. She watched as the windowless transporter van slowed to a stop in front of the property. Its shuttered rear door slid upwards. An automated forklift truck came forward, its metal prongs disappearing into the van. Chloe edged forward, staring intently, a beat, a pause, then the forklift was backing up, and there it was.

The cardboard was a pastel blue with a decorative red ribbon encircling it both horizontally and vertically. There was no mistaking its rectangular shape, its human size. The forklift carefully carried it over the exceptionally neat, verdant front lawn, and deposited it right by the front door. Chloe was staring so transfixed that she almost jumped at the ping of the phone in her grasp.

Package delivered 6.04.

Bosom rising and falling in shallow excited breaths, her eyes slowly rose back to the window to see the transporter van disappearing on its way. Then there was an inner squeal of delight and she was rushing from the room. If she hadn’t been wearing heels she’d have broken into a sprint. As it was, she made her way along the hallway half running, half walking, passing an open door to her left, then doubling back.

“Wanna see something neat?” she asked the strawberry blonde lying on her bed, tablet resting on drawn up knees.

“Kinda have to know this stuff, Chloe,” replied Hannah, gaze remaining fixed on the tablet as she swotted up on whatever molecular biology she had to learn this week.

“Trust me,” said Chloe, darting into the room and pulling her up by the hand. “You’re going to want to see this.”

Hannah now in tow, Chloe hurried downstairs.

“Whoa, what’s the rush?” asked busty Becca, peeling to the wall to get out of the way.

“Chloe’s got something to show us. Says it’s good,” said Hannah, a tinge of scepticism to her tone.

“It is,” shouted back Chloe. She was at the front door now, pulse juddering a little. She took a deep breath. She unlatched the door and peeked outside. A part of her was half expecting the package to be gone, to have somehow vanished into thin air – that the past five minutes had all been an illusion, a made-up fantasy driven by a desperate longing. But there the blue package was, as real and solid as anything was on planet Gyncadia.

Chloe turned back inside, a shimmering contour around her like a heat haze over a desert floor. As if the very air had been discombobulated by her excitement. Hannah saw it. Becca saw it. Brown skinned Freida and elfin blonde Iris who’d appeared at the living room door, sensing something was up, saw it too.

“What?” asked Hannah, her earlier scepticism gone. “What is it?”

“You’ll see,” said Chloe. Then looking between the four young women to the kitchen at the back of the large plush house, called, “Beta! Get over here, please.”

The homebot – a standard model issued to every sorority house – came hurrying in slightly jerky motion.

“You require my assistance, Miss?” it asked in its emollient tone, its high-pitched voice.

“The package outside. Bring it in, please,” said Chloe. “And be gentle. Its contents isn’t to be damaged.”

The bot’s golden eyes blinked once in understanding. It gave a nod of its hexagonal chrome head, then was stepping past and outside. Chloe watched from the doorway as it wrapped its arms around the box, tilted, lifting it off the ground, then shuffled forward carrying it into the house in its hugging embrace.

“Take it through to the living room, Beta,” instructed Chloe. She peeked her head back out the front door, glancing left, then right, seeing only a trio of sorority girls in the far distance. As far as she could tell, nobody had seen the package or its delivery. Which was good. A fresh wave of giddy excitement sweeping through her, she shut the front door and spun towards the living room.

The other girls were gathered around the box Beta had safely deposited on a thick white rug.

“Whatever it is, its big,” said Freida, standing on tippy toes and trying to peer into the transparent slot at the front of the box that had misted up.

“Beta, go get me some scissors,” said Chloe to the bot standing ready.

There was that blinking flash that said pleased to be of service, then off it went.

“It’s not one of those inflatable sex dolls Gamma Chi have got,” said Becca. “Because as fun as that would be, it’s pretty lame.”

“Better,” said Chloe.

“A humanoid?” frowned Hannah.

“Don’t be stupid, she can’t afford one of those,” said Iris, clearly not knowing of the trust that had matured on Chloe’s eighteenth birthday.

“Better still,” said Chloe.

And now she properly had all four of her housemate’s attention. What was better than a humanoid? Not one of the girls dared say it. There were looks back over their shoulders to the box. Beta reappeared with the scissors – Chloe took them from him and started forward, the girls parting for her entirely silent, following her every step. She reached the box. She cut off the ribbon. She crouched down, knees together, and carefully began scoring the scissors upwards from the bottom right hand corner.

The room had fallen so silent that the scraping sounding cardboard tear filled it almost completely. From top right corner to top left she ran the scissors blade, then finally down the box’s left side. At that she stood, stepped back half a pace all the while staring at the box as intently as the other girls were. The cut flap tilted forward, sticking for an instant, before gravity took over and down it went.

There was a stunned gasp. Someone half exclaimed, “Holy mo—” before quickly quietening. The boy who’d been revealed, who stood still filling what remained of the box, had black hair, tanned skin, a muscular Polynesian build. He was smooth. He was naked. He was…perfect, thought Chloe, momentarily rendered speechless as her gaze slowly travelled over his ripe and juicy looking boy bits, over his strong male – ever so male – physique. Finally snapping out of her funk, she shut a mouth that had fallen open and looked into warm brown eyes that stared big and uncertain.

“Kai, isn’t it,” she said softly.

A nod. “Yes,” he answered in a voice that had a delicious barrely depth – a determinately male voice that sent tingles dancing down Chloe’s spine.

“Well step forward, Kai, so we can get a proper look at you. You didn’t come all this way just to stand in a box now did you?”

A shake of the head this time. One step and he was leaving the shadow of the packaging behind him and stepping into the pinkish light of the living room. His eyes still big, still wary, flicked left, then right to the four other girls standing either side of Chloe. Curly haired Becca was the first to recover herself to speak. “It’s nice to meet you, Kai.”

Hannah held up a hand. Iris and Freida both smiled. And for one long moment the boy looked like he didn’t know where to look. And who could really blame him; the five girls in their light summery dresses were glossy, radiant, stunning. Had he ever encountered such gorgeousness? Not likely. But then again he’d never met a Gyncadian female. Let alone five.

“Turn around for me, Kai,” said Chloe.

He did just that, showing them his firm peachy ass cheeks. There was a shared smirk between Chloe and the girls. Hannah bit a knuckle like she wanted to scream. And Chloe understood exactly how she was feeling. Her heart was pounding. Her nipples erect as her body responded in the only way it could to what was before her. A boy. A real boy. Naked right here in the living room.

“You do know why you’re here?” she asked, snapping those pretty brown eyes back on hers.

He swallowed and then there was that voice so different from all she’d ever heard. “Because you bought me,” he said. “To be owned. To do with whatever you please.”

Chloe felt a note of pleasure sing right through her. “And you’re grateful to escape the hellhole of your planet?”

“Eternally,” replied Kai.

“Grateful’s not all he is,” said Iris behind.

And of course all five girls had spotted it; the lengthening of the shaft, the thickening of the rounded tip, the way it was lifting off hairless plum ripe balls. Within seconds the earthling boy’s handsome cock was pointing right at them and still inching upwards. And suddenly so much of what Chloe had read about males was making sense; their impulsiveness, their need to be the biggest and best, their sex obsessed minds. It was laughable and yet sort of endearing at the same time. The five girls peered, gawping fascinated.

“Are you hard for us because you find us attractive or because you’ve gone so long without ejaculating?” asked Chloe.

“A little of both, I think,” Kai answered, not for the first time looking slightly overwhelmed by the situation he’d found himself.

“Does it hurt?” asked Freida. “It looks a little painful.”

“Aches, rather than hurts,” said Kai.

“It’s beautiful,” said Hannah, referring to one thing and one thing only. She had one hand on her hip, the palm of the other resting on her chest as she stared trance like.

“Who gets to touch it first?” asked Becca.

All four pairs of female eyes went to Chloe. She was his owner. And as so she stepped forward, took in the earthling stud one final time, before making contact. Her touch was tentative to start with. Brushing over the barcode strip at his wrist. Running over the curvature of his pecs, feeling his stubby nipples – as pinprick hard as she was sure hers were this very second – then sliding lower over the rises and dips of his abs. Below his navel her fingers retreated an instant, before wrapping his cock, feeling its velvety smoothness, feeling its pulsing stiffness.

Kai was breathing softly. His eyelids looked heavy. The pupils of his eyes dilated. Gripping that which made them so different, dropping her other hand to his balls and gently clasping, she felt his squishy strangeness. Then linking thumb and forefinger made that boy sac of his bulge tight. Kai gave a little squeal that almost had her chuckling.

“What does he feel like?” came Iris’s voice behind.

“Like…like…” Chloe thought for a second, fingers squeezing the shaft of that jutting cock. “Warm marble wrapped in velvet.” But that wasn’t quite it, that didn’t do it justice at all.

Far from ready to let go, she held on, savouring his unfiltered maleness, revelling in his bare exposure and undeniable arousal. Enjoying immeasurably how every small movement of hers seemed to reverberate through him tenfold. A warm delicious heat was there between her thighs when at last she released her grip and stepped back. Iris didn’t waste any time in coming forward to have her turn. Nor Becca after that. Or Hannah, then Freida. By the time they’d all had a feel, that rigid cock was coated in a shiny sheen of boy juice.

“He looks like he’s going to pop,” said Hannah.

“Should we make him?” asked Becca, keenly.

“Not yet,” said Chloe, taking the lead as she so often did. “Let’s get something into him first.”

The spread of food was what certain people, at a certain time on earth might have called finger food; there were cool watery vegetables, savoury puffs, fish cakes and mini-canapés. There were colourful dips and baguette slices golden at the crust. Kai sat at the table marvelling at the delicious look of it all, while the girls sat marvelling at him. An earthling boy, here in their midst!

Even Chloe who’d bought him was still feeling that pinch me sense of unrealness. Sitting so close their legs were practically touching, she could hear the rumble of his stomach, see clearly just how incredibly aroused he still was. His poor – no doubt foggy boy brain – was crying out for two things. One that would go into him, the other come out.

Chloe could only imagine his discombobulation, his wonder at where he’d found himself. She watched Beta place a full glass of milk on the table, Kai glance at him with a gawping look of astonishment. And Chloe knew why; bots were defunct (like so much else) where he came from. She supposed it was like seeing a rusted antique suddenly come alive.

“We call him Beta,” she said. “Say thank you.”

“Thank you, Beta,” Kai responded in turn.

The bot bowed its head and stepped back into a corner till further instruction. Kai’s gaze lingered on it a moment longer before drifting back to the girls staring straight at him dreamily. He cleared his throat, he shifted back in his seat a little. The girls went on staring.

“Open your mouth,” said Chloe, picking up one of the canapés and placing it on the tongue of his open mouth.

He chewed. His eyes widening then shutting, his shoulders straightening as he let out a barely audible purring moan. Chloe watched his Adams apple flex, then his hopeful eyes open on her. “Want some more?” she asked.

His frantic nod had all five of the girls giggling.

“I think that’s a yes,” teased Iris, seated on his right lightly brushing the outside of her hand against his thigh.

Chloe reached for some bread, dipped it into one of the bright sauces, then held it to him as he crunched it in half. There was another shutting of eyes, another of those purrs – this one more growling. Then those eyes were snapping open eagerly.

“Ah, ah, manners please,” said Chloe, pulling away the other half of bread as he lunged for it. She licked the corner of her lips showing him what she wanted and he licked away the sauce at the corner of his own.

“Good boy,” she said, only now feeding him the second half. If there was one thing Chloe had learned on all her reading up on boys, it was that they mustn’t get everything their own way – that bred entitlement, which ultimately led to disaster. It was the story of the destruction of earth. It was why the outer colonies had failed. It was why Gyncadia shone alone as a beacon of hope in an ocean of blackness.

Although most Gyncadians had never encountered their male inferiors (till Starship Tatiana’s arrival at least) all knew what was in boys hearts and the havoc it wrought if given free reign. Which was why Kai’s balls pressed the seat, ripe and enormous. Why his cock still jutted upwards still stiff and juicy. And why Chloe, despite being smitten from the off by those pretty brown eyes and that delectable body, didn’t allow him to devour the food he so desperately wanted to, but made him wait, one slow bite at a time.

“Do you know where you are, Kai?” asked Freida.

“Gyncadia. Planet of the females,” he said, eating a crumb Iris had gleefully dabbed from his lap.

“That’s all?” said Hannah with no little astonishment. “You don’t know you’re on a campus right now? At Athena Uni? In a sorority house?”

“Sorority,” he said, rolling the word around his mouth like he’d heard it for the very first time.

“Tell him, Beta,” said Becca.

“Sororities first arose on the continent North America, on the origin planet earth in the mid twentieth century,” spoke the bot in its slightly squeaky voice. “A staple of university and college life, the exclusively female societies provided a space for students to develop a support network through shared interests and common bonds. A sisterhood Athena University has replicated through its twenty-four houses all named in the tradition of its earthling predecessors after letters of the Greek alphabet.”

“Delta Kappa, whoop, whoop,” Freida broke in at this point, grinning at the other girls as she held both hands out in front, fingers twiddling the air, till they were all doing likewise. In unison each quickly crossed their arms at their chests, swiped their fingers over the tops of their shoulders, punched the air with balled fists, clapped and punched the air again, crying out in chanting synchronicity the name of their house: “Delta Kappa–Delta Kappa–Delta Kappa rules!”

There were giggles and laughter and smiles splashed across their pretty faces.

“It should be noted that male equivalents known as fraternities once existed,” Beta added, almost an afterthought. “But they were short lived, doomed by the same inherent maleness that doomed so much else.”

“You boys really messed up big time,” said Iris, fingers no longer brushing, but laying on Kai’s thigh.

Chloe placed her palm flat on the other, turning his gaze to her. “But here that won’t be possible. Here you won’t be in charge of anything,” she said. “None of you boys will. Ever. All you’ll ever have to worry your little boy brain about is keeping us, your female superiors happy by doing whatever we tell you to. All for your own good of course,” she couldn’t resist adding.

Kai held her gaze for all of two seconds before lowering his eyes, bowing his head in acceptance of what he was and what she’d done for him. “I understand,” he said. “You rescued me. I am yours. To follow your orders. To serve. Nothing else.”

Chloe felt a tingling flutter run from her navel to a heavy hotness at her crotch. The boy’s words, his naked supplication lit a fuse like nothing ever had. She glanced to the girls smiling back at her, then raised Kai’s chin with a finger. His pretty brown eyes locked on hers.

“You are mine,” she said. “And I declare you property of Delta Kappa…” A pause, then, “Say it.”

“I am yours. I am property of Delta Kappa,” said Kai, stiff cock actually twitching.

Chloe couldn’t stop a smile from bursting out. “Good,” she said, reaching for the glass of fresh creamy milk. “Now drink.”

She tipped the glass at his lips. She watched him glug it down – all of it – throat flexing, eyes closing on what was no doubt a heavenly taste given the substitute he’d most likely only ever experienced. A couple of drops spilled onto his chest, trickling to his abs and his twitching cock. Iris was on hand to keenly dab it all up, make Kai lick it clean from her fingers once he’d stopped gasping.

As for the rest of the food, that didn’t take long for our hungry earthling boy to polish off at Chloe’s behest. Leaving Beta clearing up, it was then through to the living room and on to what everyone had been waiting for.
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“Are we using this?” asked Freida, picking up the transparent cylindrical milking device that had come with the blue boy box.

“I think we can manage without it,” said Chloe. She whispered something back to Hannah, who with a grin dashed back to the kitchen, and led Kai on to the centre of the living room, just off the rug.

The pinkish light spilling in through the shutters was a little darker, emphasising every groove and muscular curve of his beautiful body. A body irresistible to the girls who were quickly touching with hungry eyes and exploratory hands; Becca stood at his left, squeezing a firm ass cheek, Iris on the same side circled a finger round a nipple. On the other Freida was half crouching weighing his heavy looking balls in her cupping hand, while Chloe’s finger traced a lazy path over his delicious abs. Hannah returned quickly with the small bowl Chloe had asked her to fetch, immediately adding her wandering hands, having a good feel of strong, sturdy thighs.

“I think we have one, lucky, lucky boy,” said Chloe.

“The luckiest in all of Gyncadia,” agreed Iris.

“Quite possibly the known universe,” smirked Hannah.

“I bet you didn’t imagine this in your wildest fantasies, did you?” Chloe asked of the earthling male beginning to quiver at their touch.

“No,” he practically panted, leaving all five girls grinning broadly.

“Do we think he’s a keeper, girls?” asked Chloe.

“He’s not without his merits,” said Becca, patting that ass cheek and turning his head to hers.

“No, he isn’t,” said Freida, staring upwards at him and fondling his balls.

And now he was looking her way, Chloe seized the moment to lever his cock from his body with a finger pressed to its shiny domed tip. “Just look at this thing, begging to be touched.”

His eyes met hers and at that exact moment she let go, slapping his cock back to his body to a background of titters. For a split-second, Chloe thought he was going to explode like a firework there and then. There was a tensing. There was a tilting back of his head. Before he was regaining what little control he seemingly had. Chloe instantly put him back on red alert; rubbing the ball of her hand over his sensitive glands.

“This is your first milking,” she said, stroking downward, covering his shaft with his leaking boy juice. “Consider it a rare treat. You’ll be earning anymore.”

Caught between consternation and intense arousal, the expression on Kai’s face suited a boy perfectly, thought Chloe. She gave another one of her incredibly slow pumps, then let go for another to have their turn. Iris was quick to claim it, though there was nothing quick about the sliding motion of her hand. Each of the sorority girls sensed just how close he was and all were happy to prolong the suspense, treating the exceptionally swollen cock like a live grenade and turning his milking into a game of not being the one to set it off.

Becca gave a barely there back and forth of her linked thumb and forefinger over the glossy bulging glands of his cockhead. Freida did likewise giving her own edging stroke. A couple of seconds after that it was Hannah’s go. Then Iris’s.

“You’re going to have to learn some self-control, Kai,” said Chloe, giving her own light stroke. “We can’t have you exploding willy-nilly.”

Whether it was her touch or teasing words, it amounted to the same thing. His body tensed, those ab muscles clenching tight as a delicious moan rose deep from within. His baton hard cock flexed once then twice in the air, seemingly giving one last swelling thrust before exploding its streams of thick white cum. Hannah was on hand with the bowl to catch it all up. And though the first few eruptions landed on her forearm – her wrist – she didn’t seem to mind one bit.

For a least a good ten seconds Kai went on gushing (doing what boys did so well – making a mess) and all five girls watched enraptured. Finally there was a juddering exhale as the last of the pearly boy fluid dripped into the bowl, and Chloe’s eyes were rising to Kai breathing heavy. If there was any dissatisfaction at his ruined orgasm – another subject Chloe had happily familiarised herself with – he didn’t show it. There seemed only relief at his release.

“Feel better, hm?” she asked.

Kai nodded, gulped, like he couldn’t quite yet find his voice after what he’d just shared. There was no blush to his cheeks, but Chloe was pretty sure that was only down to his tanned complexion. His look was bashful and once more slightly overwhelmed, which was cute, very, very cute.

“That is one very healthy load,” said Hannah, rolling the bowl and its sperm filled contents.

“This is one very healthy boy,” said Iris, patting an erection that had far from fully subsided.

Freida’s hand on it as she eked out one last dangling thread, had him twitching and backing his hips away.

“One minute he wants it. The next he’s gone all shy,” she complained.

“Present that cock,” instructed Chloe.

And just like that he was holding steady for Freida’s touch, despite any sensitivity.

“I think you’re going to be a lot of fun, yes you are,” said a beaming Becca, nicking his nose with a finger.

The five Gyncadian girls stared at the cute earthling, who again didn’t know quite where to look, before Chloe was calling for Beta.

“Show him to the wash facilities upstairs,” she said to the bot. “Then take him to my room and set up some bedding for him at the foot of my bed.”

“Yes, Miss,” replied Beta, golden eyes blinking once as he bowed his head.

Chloe looked back to Kai, taking in that cock that still angled upwards. Part of her was sorely tempted to make him spurt again. He certainly looked like he’d have no trouble doing so a second time. Or a third, or a fourth for that matter. But then the more sensible part of her was reminding herself what happened when boys were overindulged. That wouldn’t be Kai. That wouldn’t be any male on Gyncadia. Because females like Chloe wouldn’t allow it.

“Follow Beta upstairs and get some rest,” she told him. “You’ve had a long journey and a lot to take in. And as disorientating as its all been, I’m sure within a few weeks your new surrounds will seem like the most normal thing in the world.”

Kai gave a nod, though Chloe saw doubt in his eyes about what she’d said. And why wouldn’t there be? She knew enough from his profile to know he’d lived a transient life of survival with his brothers on that cursed planet he was from. And now here he was, where food was bountiful, technology didn’t just work but had advanced leaps and bounds, amongst five beautiful sorority girls (though Chloe couldn’t possibly understand just how otherworldly radiant they each appeared to him).

Would Gyncadia – a place where women ruled and his kind obeyed – ever feel normal, be it two weeks, three months, ten years? No, if Chloe really thought about it she supposed it wouldn’t, not entirely. There’d always be an earth boy inside of him, just like she’d always be a Gyncadian from the tips of her toes to her glossy brown hair. And if anything that difference only made their meeting all the sweeter.

“Kai,” she said, stopping him at the doorway. “Is there something you want to say to us?”

He looked momentarily flummoxed, his eyes drifting to each of the girls before returning right back to Chloe as realisation of what she was after struck. “Thank you,” he said. “Thank you for my milking.”

Chloe bit her bottom lip feeling a hot swirl of arousal at his obedience. “Good boy,” she said. “Now off you go, listen to Beta now, he’s in charge.”

Living red blooded male and artificial bot all smooth chrome and interior wiring, disappeared upstairs and out of sight. And only then did Chloe turn to her housemates. The five girls stared at one another bright eyed and beaming.

“You do know how much trouble we could get in for this?” said Hannah.

“Would you rather I send him back?” asked Chloe.

The girls silence spoke volumes.
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The birds were chirping in pleasant dawn chorus as Chloe’s eyelids fluttered, then burst wide open as it all came rushing back. Her first thought was of Kai. Her second that it had somehow all been a dream. Questioning doubt running through her, she flung off the light duvet and hurriedly crawled to the end of the bed, where she peeked over its edge. The figure lay on his side still sleeping. Solid. Real. No figment of her imagination. At sight of him that questioning doubt evaporated, in its place, rising on a giddy swell, an excited, joyful, palpitating energy.

Climbing from the bed, a bouncy spring in her step, she tugged open the shutters, flooding the big bedroom in the soft pink light of morning. Then she was going to her still sleeping boy.

All her reading up on the opposite sex meant she was aware enough to know they often woke with erections. Though still she wouldn’t have fully believed it but for seeing with her own eyes. Snickering to herself, she crouched down on one knee, a smile remaining on her lips as her gaze wandered from his serene handsome face to his engorged cock.

A palm flat at his cheek and he was waking for her. And for one instant it was as if he too was questioning if it was all a dream. He half pushed up onto an elbow. His brown eyes darted right to the light of the window, then straight back to her, visibly taking in the skimpy slip of peachy metallic material that was her nightwear, before rising once more.

“Your passage aboard Tatiana was successful, Kai,” she said, hand now resting on a firm bicep – it felt like there was a ripe melon beneath his skin. “You’re here on Gyncadia. Safe, with me Chloe.”

“I still barely believe it,” he said, staring at her wondrously a further moment, before his gaze was dropping to his nakedness and that morning wood he’d woken with. A hand tentatively went to his crotch as if he was betwixt between whether he should try to cover himself or not.

Chloe, who found the action endearing and more than faintly amusing given nudity would be his default mode from now on, eased his hand away without comment. “How’s that head of yours? Still feeling groggy?” she asked.

“Yes, no, I mean…it’s a little better,” he said, gawping transfixed.

Chloe liked that look, she liked it a lot. “There’ll be some after effects of your journey. Most last twenty-four hours. That I’m not sure about,” she said, glancing at his truncheon hard erection, before adding with a grin as she met his eyes. “Guess we’ll find out though.”

The naked earthling smiled at that. And how cute and sexy and hot he looked, thought Chloe, joyful warmth radiating at her core. “Come on,” she said, dragging him up by the hand.

In the adjoining en suite Kai came across things he’d never heard of, let alone experienced – like the minty gum that dissolved in your mouth keeping your teeth white and gums healthy, or the aerator that sucked the droplets of water from you in an instant, leaving your skin glistening fresh. Chloe supposed that if she allowed him to wander from the sorority and explore, that boy brain of his might just explode.

“We females have cracked things you boys weren’t even ever close to,” she said, coming out the bathroom with a towel (purely for privacy) wrapped around her. She tousled Kai’s hair – he was kneeling by the door as instructed – and sauntered over to the light lilac dress she had laid out on the bed ready.

There was a glance behind to her earth boy. There was a thought of telling him to shut his eyes, but then another, why not give him a little treat. And with it she was loosening the towel, letting it fall to the floor allowing a glimpse of her pert and perfectly formed bottom. Then the hem of the lilac dress was falling over it as she slipped it over her elegant shoulders, covering the feminine sensuousness that was the pinnacle of all evolution.

A sublime, divine aesthetic, not exposed cheaply. In contrast to the cruder more basic male form Chloe was pretty certain would be nothing but on show. That thought tickled her as she slid her feet into a pair of nude toned heels, picked up a hairbrush and strode over to the closet mirror. There she brushed her glossy light brown locks over one shoulder, finding her eyes drawn to the corner of the mirror and Kai’s reflection staring spellbound.

“Stare any harder and your eyeballs might just pop out,” she smiled.

Kai gulped and dropped his gaze, but within less than three sweeps of her hair, his eyes were rising to her as if drawn magnetically. Snorting in amusement, Chloe put down the brush and stood in front of him.

“What do you think? You like?” she asked, giving a little twirl. But of course she didn’t need to ask; it was there in his mesmerised expression. It was apparent in the way his cock saluted her straight and true. He wanted her. He craved her. He throbbed for her.

“I like,” he said, which given his unblinking, lusting stare, seemed to Chloe like one of the most understated things she’d ever heard.

“Only like?” she teased.

For a moment he looked lost. His gaze ran down to her heels, then back up her toned legs and slim figure the form fitting dress emphasised so perfectly. Finally staring up at her face, the pecs of his chest rising and falling a little more noticeably, he said, “I love.”

Chloe had to hold the smile from bursting. “That’s a strong word. And I don’t think I can believe it without a little devotion.” She stuck out a heeled foot, gestured with her eyes to it. “A kiss will suffice for starters.”

The earthling’s eyes flashed back up to hers and in that exchange in which he knelt naked and stiff, she tall and clothed, there was full realisation – like that final two percent properly understood and fully accepted his very different status. The kiss as he dipped his head, pressed his soft puckered lips to the front of her right foot, simply confirmed their dynamic as owner and owned.

“And the other,” said Chloe, shifting her weight from one leg to the other as she put her left foot forward. “We can’t have it feeling all left out, can we?”

Kai was silent as he obediently dipped and kissed a second time. And it was now that smile of Chloe’s was bursting out bright and beautiful and, as she’d quickly learn, irresistible to boys like Kai. Having him there beneath her practically worshipping, made her feel like a queen. And was there a Gyncadian girl or woman who didn’t want to feel that way? She couldn’t imagine so.

“Good boy,” she said, patting Kai on the head as she strode for the bedroom door. “You can show me some more of that devotion later. But for now, follow—”

Chloe fell silent as she opened the door and two very nosy sorority girls all but tumbled into the room. Iris and Becca gave sheepish looks.

“Can I help you, girls?” asked Chloe, standing hands on hips observing them with some amusement knowing exactly who they’d been listening out for.

“Is he awake?” asked Iris.

“See for yourself,” said Chloe, stepping to one side.

And now the two girls took in the naked earth boy with hungry, greedy eyes. Chloe thought they might have gone on looking at him like that all day – or at least a good chunk of it – if she hadn’t interrupted, told him to follow.

She walked between Becca and Iris each still staring gooey eyed, heard them say: “Good morning, Kai,” in turn as he passed behind. His own reply of “morning” came a little choked. Which surprised Chloe little. She could only imagine what it must feel like to wake on an alien planet dominated by the opposite sex as a plaything, a toy, an inferior being in every regard. Especially one that displayed their desires so openly and uncontrollably – like their very bodies betrayed their innermost feelings. But that was boys – such exhibitionists. And Chloe loved them for it.

Hannah was seated at the kitchen table, glancing down at her tablet and more study revision, while scooping a spoonful of cereal into her mouth. Freida stood leaning against a counter, peeling and eating slices of a fruit which bore resemblance to an orange but was pink. Both girls froze – mid chew – as Chloe swept into the room with Kai right behind, Iris and Becca hot on his heels.

Chloe pulled out a chair and sat, clicking her fingers and pointing at the floor beside her for Kai to kneel – which he duly did. Then she was reaching for some of the brightly coloured fruit from the big bowl on the table, having Kai bite into a big juicy pear. It was only on the second bite that she noticed her audience; Hannah and Freida were only just chewing again, but slowly, Becca and Iris stared as wide eyed as they had upstairs.

“Girls…’ said Chloe. Not one pair of eyes budged from the boy. Chloe put down the pear and clapped her hands together, snapping them from their trance like stares. “A little more normality, please girls. He’s a boy not a ghost.”

And Chloe knew the comparison was a terrible one even as she made it. Because he was so much more; the living flesh and blood they’d all read about, dreamed about. Not ghost, but fantasy made real.

Iris and Becca sat, the bustier latter winning the seat nearest Kai. Hannah dropped her gaze back to her tablet, but only for a quick peek before it was rising again. As for Freida, she casually dropped the pink peel of the fruit she’d been eating in the bin, before pushing up on a countertop, going nowhere while the boy was in their midst. Only Beta, serving a selection of yoghurts, pancakes, toast and spreads, went about his usual business showing faint interest in the new arrival.

“In you go,” said Chloe, dropping a section of banana in Kai’s open mouth. She watched him chew. She watched him swallow. She watched his eyes go to hers like a hungry dog’s to its masters.

“Here you go, boy,” said Becca, holding out a single grape resting on her palm.

Kai looked back to Chloe as if asking permission.

“Go ahead,” she said, glowing with an inner pride at the way he’d sought her approval. She watched him turn to Becca and lap up the grape with a dip of his head.

“Good boy,” said the busty girl, tapping his nose and grinning broadly as she picked another grape.

“While we’re at lectures today Kai’s going to be assisting Beta with his chores,” said Chloe, drizzling some honey over the crêpe like pancakes and cutting into them with a fork.

“Our very own private houseboy, sounds good to me,” said Freida, observing the earthling bright and eager, fingers curving the edge of the counter looking like a kitten ready to pounce.

“You know, I wouldn’t mind staying here. Skipping class to keep him company,” said Iris.

“I bet you wouldn’t,” snorted Hannah.

“Nobody’s skipping anything,” said Chloe, sliding the fork clean from Kai’s mouth as she fed him some of the pancakes. She watched his features soften as he savoured the taste and texture. She watched him swallow it down, then give that look with his big brown hopeful eyes. Chloe cut another piece of pancake half smiling – this one was for her.

“Kai needs to get used to how it’s going to be without us crowding him twenty-four seven,” she said.

“I don’t mind crowding him,” said Becca, feeding him another grape.

Chloe ignored her. “And we need to keep a low profile.” Her slightly raised eyebrows were aimed at Iris. And the elfin blonde – not best known for her discretion – gave a nod of understanding. Now they had him, nobody wanted to lose him. Chloe could only hope it was enough to stop them blabbing.
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The university’s main campus was a magical place; its buildings built of a quartz like stone unique to Gyncadia had clean lines and sweeping curves that’s overall effect was one of complex simplicity, pleasant and enriching and of such natural fit within the landscape that you might have thought they’d never not existed. Weaving right through the expansive space was a gently flowing river that sparkled pink in the endless sunlight.

Narrow punts lazily floated with girls lounging or gossiping as they took respite from their studies. When the mercury got excessive they were often found splashing in the rivers cooling water. Elsewhere there were comfy benches beneath pink palm trees, lush manicured lawns and several elegantly crafted wooden bridges spanning the river where it needed crossing. In short, the campus was an environment of peace and tranquillity, that inspired and uplifted, and focused the mind to its main objective: learning.

Chloe however wasn’t feeling such focus as she wandered to her lectures, sat in her classes and smaller study groups trying to engage. Her mind was absorbed with one thing and one thing only: Kai and what he was doing that very second. Several times she peeked at her phone, seeing him through the eyes of the bot and the cameras installed behind Beta’s golden lenses; folding or sweeping or assisting dredging the pool out back. At one point she saw him exercising just as she’d instructed Beta have him do, and it took some willpower to tear her eyes from the phone screen.

At lunchtime meeting up with the other girls in the cafeteria, she found she wasn’t the only one struggling to think of anything but what was waiting them back at the sorority house.

“You think he’s missing us?” asked Iris.

“I think he’s still wrapping his head around where he’s found himself,” said Chloe.

“Aw, poor boy,” said Becca with such mocking insincerity that the table was breaking into good natured titters.

Freida’s dark eyes glanced around the cafeteria at the glossy, glowing girls that were there fellow alumni. “Can you imagine if they knew what we’ve got?”

“They’d lose it,” said Iris.

“They’d want him – or one like him,” said Hannah.

“Which the chancellor wouldn’t allow, would she?” asked Becca.

Chloe shook her head. “I doubt it. Most likely he’d have to go. And I’d be in a seriously sticky situation.”

“We all would be,” said Hannah.

And Chloe felt a snag of guilt about that; she wasn’t like the other girls who had their career paths all mapped out. She didn’t want to join the Starfleet like Freida or pursue a career in the senate like Becca or Iris, or become a scientist at an esteemed research institute like Hannah (even if she had the smarts). In her final year she still felt driftless, not quite sure what she wanted. Which perhaps explained why out of all them, it was she, having the least to lose, that had put her neck on the chopping block and purchased the earthling. Only now it was pretty obvious that the others would be held culpable for knowing of his presence. And what effect that would have on their futures was unclear.

After a pause Chloe said the only thing she felt she could say, “Nobody can know. No one.”

“Why is everyone looking at me?” asked Iris.

“I wonder,” muttered Becca.

“What? I can keep a secret…I can!” implored the elfin blonde.

“Yeah, well, you better,” said Freida.

“If it’s about him, about,” Iris leaned to them and dropped her voice to a whisper, “Kai. My lips are sealed.” Her words were accompanied by a hand gesture zipping her mouth shut.

“I hope so,” said Becca.

As an uneasy silence settled at the table, Chloe and Hannah shared a glance hoping so too. Though hope of course only ever went so far, as sooner or later they would find out.

That first day though, just as it would be for weeks, the five girls rushed back to the sorority house as soon as lectures were over. It wasn’t long before they were all in the pool out back in their swimsuits playing tag frisbee. And whereas previously the game had been merely fun, now having Kai splashing and jumping and brushing right up against them like some overeager puppy dog, took things to a whole other level. Even Hannah who’d ordinarily be holed up in her room swotting up on one thing or another, spent a stress-free hour, doing what Chloe felt all girls of their age should be doing – having some careless fun.

“This is good for us – he’s good for us, don’t you think?” she said, sitting on the side of the pool alongside Hannah as the remaining three girls floated the frisbee back and forth above a chasing Kai’s head.

“Yeah,” smiled Hannah, watching the cute earth boy wade through the pool with a big dopey grin that couldn’t haven’t been more attractive to them both. “I do.”

Chloe took in the wet hair swept back, the tanned skin of Kai’s defined torso soaking up the warm sunlight, before turning back to Hannah, sensing her stare. “What?” she asked.

Hannah bit her lip. “Have you done anything with him yet?”

“Done anything?”

“You had him alone last night. You must have been tempted.”

“He was tired. He was sleeping.”

Hannah turned back to the pool, drawing Chloe’s eyes again to the boy who Iris was all over as she tried to wrestle the frisbee back.

“You know we’re each going to want some alone time with him,” said Hannah.

“I know,” replied Chloe. “And you will. But I’m first, okay?”

Hannah gave a nod and the two girls exchanged smiles, before Chloe was slipping back into the pool and pulling Hannah with her as they re-joined the game.

If things settled that evening (there was marginally less gawping and more of a return to the girls gossipy conversation) then it was only by a tad. Could anything ever be the same as it was with a hot earth boy living in the house? Chloe didn’t know, truthfully really didn’t care. All she cared was that he was here, and that it felt so, so right. And she knew the others felt it too. Behind the buzz of their conversation there was a palpable frisson at his presence. They’d all been denied something way too long. And boys like Kai were going to fill that void. Chloe understood that, even if the university rule makers didn’t.

“I can’t even imagine a planet run by men.” Becca spoke the words with borderline disgust.

“That’s because luckily we’ve never had to experience living on one,” said Hannah.

The housemates were lounging in the living room putting the universe to rights – dinner eaten – Kai kneeling on the floor by Chloe’s heels, just where she liked him.

“And no one else ever should,” said Freida. “All those resources, all that potential squandered by male pig-headedness. It’s a crime of the highest order.”

“Males were only meant for one thing…” Chloe paused, waiting for Kai to glance up at her before continuing. “To serve their female superiors. Anything else was always a corruption of the natural order. A sniff of power, a deluded sense that they should be anything but our toys, our playthings, and they’re dangerous.”

Kai’s eyes dropped away, but not without another part of him rising. Chloe watched his handsome cock, so responsive, so easily provoked, inch upwards with a quickness that was impossible to believe till you’d seen it.

“But that won’t be a problem here on Gyncadia, will it Kai?” she said, giving his cheek a stroke.

“No, Miss.”

“Because you’re a good, obedient pet, who’ll do all we say?” asked Iris, not missing a beat joining in with the teasing.

“Yes, Miss.”

The five sorority girls shared smirking smiles. And their amusement wasn’t just at having an earth boy naked and kneeling at their disposal. But also because that beautiful earth boy was so obviously keen to impress. Which Chloe supposed was the only reason he’d been aboard Starship Tatiana at all. Whatever tests had been conducted on his character, his nature, he’d passed them with flying colours. And now here he was. Away from that doomed origin planet of his, never to return. If he was a good boy. It was a once in a lifetime opportunity. No wonder he looked a little nervous, thought Chloe, finding it nothing but sweet.

“Personally, I think we should put an end to the outer colonies squabbling and enslave the entire male race,” said Freida.

“Spoken like a true Starfleet cadet,” said Becca.

“You don’t agree?” asked Iris, not short of ardent opinion herself.

“I think we should leave them to blow themselves up if that’s what they want to do,” said Becca.

“Hm, well, I’m with Freida,” said Iris. “They should all be kneeling naked at our feet, showing their respect with hard erections exactly like Kai here.”

There was a pause, a moment of reflection in which all five girls wore sly grins.

“I suppose it won’t be long,” said Hannah.

“Not if Starfleet’s let loose,” said Freida with a determined glint in her eye.

“The males pathetic technology wouldn’t stand a chance,” agreed Chloe, observing Kai’s shoulders tense slightly.

“They’d be destroyed,” said Freida. “At least the ones we didn’t choose to keep.”

“The one’s like, Kai,” said Iris.

All five girls nodded in agreement as their eyes fixed on the naked earth boy. As riveting a discussion as they’d been having, Chloe was keen to call it a night – have him alone.

“Say goodnight,” she said, rising.

“You’re going up already?” asked Iris with a tinge of disappointment.

Chloe chuckled under her breath, quite sure Iris would have stayed up the entire night here talking, if she didn’t take Kai to bed. “He’s had a long day. He needs his beauty sleep,” she replied.

“He doesn’t look sleepy,” grinned Becca, eyeing that part of him that pointed almost vertically.

Chloe smiled. “He will when I’m done with him.”

“Goodnight, Hannah,” said Kai on his knees in front of the girl twirling a strand of her strawberry blonde hair. She held out a hand. Kai kissed the back of it.

“Goodnight, gorgeous.”

After Hannah came Freida, then Iris, then Becca. And just like Hannah each of them held out a hand, wanting that peck, and much more besides. Chloe sensed it behind – their eyes, their stares, as she led Kai out the room and upstairs. Gyncadian girls weren’t the jealous types, truth be told they never had much reason to be. Sharing, caring, supporting the sisterhood was built into their DNA. But still Chloe was aware of their keenness to be in her place.

“Don’t have too much fun,” called Becca.

“No promises,” Chloe called back.

She shut the door of her bedroom on the faint voices coming from downstairs, and turned to Kai. He no doubt saw the deep and longing lust in her gaze as his eyes didn’t leave her own. She stepped towards him, pulse jumping rapidly, the fluttering tingle of arousal dancing between her thighs. Palms flat on his smooth chest, she felt the muscular curve of his pecs. She felt the strong beat of his own quickening pulse. And for one moment simply looked at him, desire spinning on the head of a pin, till it was too much and she couldn’t but lean to him, touch her lips to his.

There was softness. There was warmth of the most delicious kind. It radiated through her. It charged that tingling desire. Her eyes peeled open, her puckered lips drawing back a fraction as she savoured the boy’s taste like a desert wanderer finally quenching thirst. Then she was going to him again and whatever desire there’d been to slowly savour, was overtaken by pure primal lust.

The kiss was deep and full and blissful. And left Chloe gasping, slightly dizzy feeling, as if one door deep within her had been shut while another fifty had been flung wide open all at once. Her hand slowly went to her lips, still marvelling at the deliciousness that was the kiss. She looked to Kai, still catching his breath, staring her way. She glanced at his bulging erection and with a grin gave it a little pat, before sauntering over to a chest of drawers. There she recovered from a box a little pink pill that she placed on the tip of her forefinger and turned back to Kai.

“Open your mouth,” she said.

He obeyed at once, allowing her to dot the pink pill on the centre of his tongue. She watched it fizzle to nothing in an instant.

“And swallow.”

Kai swallowed. “What was that?” he asked.

“Male contraceptive,” Chloe explained. “So I can have you as I want you.”

And now she took a handful of her dress in both hands, and in one movement as silky smooth as her skin, she revealed a body that did full justice to the theory that the feminine form was the most splendid thing in all creation. There was beauty and power and sensuality. The dress was dropped to the carpet by a heeled foot and Chloe stood all but naked for those heels and the golden necklace with two dangling spheres symbolising the suns – Dhalla and Jeropia – as supremely confident in her nudity as all Gyncadians were.

Kai’s eyes grew wide at sight of her. In fact Chloe didn’t think she’d seen an expression of such wonder. At her approach his legs hit the back of the bed and he fell upon the mattress making her chuckle. Chloe was on him in an instant ready to slake that primal urge and experience what she’d dreamt about for so long now. Just as she was quite certain all Gyncadian women would with the earth boys in time.

Lucky Kai, didn’t disappoint.
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Each of the sorority girls got their time with Kai. And once they’d had a taste they only wanted more. In every one of them it awoke a dormant sexuality longing for real male human touch and thrust. A schedule was worked out to maintain fairness, to keep order and discipline and stop one girl hogging their new toy from another. Of course Chloe wanted him all to herself – every night and day – and wasn’t unware of a needling urge to make it so. But a stronger force within her quashed it dead.

As already mentioned, Gyncadians were nothing if not team players. A collective ethos, a generous, sharing spirit was the basis of their whole society. Selfishness led to greed. Greed corruption. Corruption destruction. The males of earth and every other planet they’d attempted to inhabit ensured it was a teaching long learnt. And lived by on the whole – hot earth boy or not.

All in all, much stayed the same; the five girls continued to attend lectures, stay on top of their studies, meet up with other sororities – keeping Kai hidden upstairs when any affiliates of their own were at the house. From the outside looking in, there was little to discern what they had in their midst. And Chloe wasn’t hesitant in reminding the others that it had to stay that way.

Before long, Kai, just like Beta, had become another piece of the furniture. Admittedly an extremely cute and fun and virile piece of furniture that had a way of relieving stress like nothing else could. For a while things were good. They were more than good, they were fun-fucking-tastic! But then there was a slip, and their secret was blown to smithereens.

“You hear that?” asked Hannah.

“It sounds like chanting,” said Chloe, picking up the pace a little. “It sounds like…a mob.”

Those last two word came out as a whisper as her legs froze beneath her and she laid eyes on the nine-deep crowd of students gathered – almost pressing the windows of the sorority house, their sorority house!

“Han, what have they done?” she asked in that same low murmur, staring ahead to the throng fugue like.

Hannah swallowed, then her features set determinedly, and she was pulling Chloe forward by the hand. “I don’t know. But let’s find out.”

“Let us in! Let us in! Let us in!” the gathered girls chanted.

“What’s going on?” asked Chloe – playing innocent – of a girl with long black hair at the back of the crowd.

The girl clearly didn’t know who she or Hannah were. “There’s a boy in there,” she smiled, ice blue eyes sparkling.

Chloe felt the last shred of hope that she’d been wrong and that this whole thing had been about something else, evaporate.

“How do you know?” asked Hannah.

“Because someone saw him,” said another girl with coiled rings of brown hair. “And got this.” She held up her phone displaying an image of Kai’s muscular buttocks in mid dash halfway up the stairs. “Pretty incredible, huh?”

Chloe looked at Hannah. Hannah looked at Chloe, then both were pushing forward through the tightly packed crowd. It was hysteria. It was all the things Chloe had been afraid of. Finally she managed to nudge her way to the front, dragging Hannah behind her.

“It’s us! It’s me Chloe and Hannah!” she shouted, slamming a palm on the front door.

A pair of eyes peeked between the living room shutters, a couple of seconds after that the front door opened just enough for the two girls to squeeze inside. Beta was there on hand to shut it again, his robotic strength the only thing averting further calamity and a stampede of their fellow students rushing in behind them. Chloe breathed a sigh at seeing it shut, then marched right through to the living room with Hannah in tow.

Becca was pacing, hands being wrung. Iris stood by the window peering out between the slats of the shutter. Freida sat perched on the arm of a sofa, eyes downcast, palm at her forehead like she had a bad headache.

“What the hell happened?” asked Chloe.

Becca stopped pacing, Freida looked up, Iris turned. And for one long moment all three girls – normally so talkative – seemed unable to muster a word.

“We were caught off guard,” Becca finally spoke, softly.

“How?” asked Hannah at Chloe’s shoulder.

Another couple of beats of silence, then Freida was speaking as that palm slid from her forehead. “A group of sisters came by wanting our signatures for some new initiative. The door was ajar. They got in and…” Her words trailed off.

“The door was open?” asked Chloe, folding her arms.

Freida’s eyes flicked to Iris, Becca’s too.

“I said I shut it, didn’t I,” said Iris, defensively.

“Well someone left it open,” said Becca.

“Well it wasn’t me,” said Freida.

“Or me,” said Iris.

And within seconds the accusations were flying back and forth, the noise from all three almost cancelling the noise of the chanting outside.

“All right! All right!” yelled Chloe, quietening them down and bringing an end to the quarrel. “It’s happened. Whoever left the door open made a mistake, and we all make mistakes.”

The living room fell silent again.

Iris turned and peeked out between the shutters. “Maybe they’ll go away. Maybe this will be forgotten. I mean, it’s just a couple of girls word against ours.”

Hannah shook her head, searched her phone. It took all of ten seconds to find the image that was no doubt circulating round the whole campus. “They’ve got proof,” she said, tilting her phone and the image of Kai’s sweet ass to the three girls not aware of its existence. Despondency overran there normally so upbeat, joyous, pretty faces.

Freida vocalised what all of them were wondering. “They can’t take him off us, can they?”

“I guess we’ll have to—” Chloe stopped speaking at the tread of bare feet behind her. She turned to see Kai standing in the doorway, nervily.

“Am I in trouble?” he asked.

Chloe held out a hand and he came to her. “No, you’re not in trouble,” she said, feeling his fingers entwine hers. But we most likely are, she couldn’t help but think.

The inevitable came bright and early the next morning in the form of one Ms Sian Welby – a petite woman with glossy honeyed shoulder length hair and an approachable affable air well suited to her role as student welfare supervisor. Chloe, who’d answered on the doorbells second ring, stood staring out at the woman in her vibrant red dress suit, the other girls huddled around her as if ready to repel all comers.

“Are you going to invite me in, girls?” asked Ms Welby. Her calm and measured tone immediately putting to flight any instinctive urge to block entry and deny all knowledge of what they knew she was here for. Chloe heaved a sigh and stepped aside, and the other girls followed her lead in doing likewise.

Ms Welby, well experienced in settling students into campus life and supporting them with any problems, gave a sympathetic half smile that said: right choice, and stepped up from the porch and in. There was a peek into the empty living room on passing. There was a glance up the stairs as she almost came to a stop, that had Chloe’s stomach lurching, before she was walking on, heading to the kitchen. There she told Beta – on hand as always – to make her a cup of tea and sat down at the table like she was a relative paying them a leisurely visit.

Chloe didn’t sit, none of the girls sat. Because they didn’t want to confront this. They wanted Ms Welby gone and everything back the way it was. However unrealistic that was. Ms Welby’s eyes scanned across them leaning back against countertops, walls, in Chloe’s case against the doorframe arms folded.

“Are you going to tell me what’s going on, girls?” she asked as Beta brought over that cuppa.

“You tell us,” said Chloe, thinking it best not to admit anything till they absolutely had to.

Ms Welby had a sip of the tea. “Hm, very good,” she said, glancing round at Beta who gave an obsequious nod. Then once again she was facing the five students. “Don’t play dumb, girls. You’re far too clever for that. I know there’s been a boy here. The whole university knows it.” A pause. “Is he still here?”

Chloe’s silent stare remained fixed on the supervisor while the other girls dropped there’s. Another sip, this one seeming even slower than the last to Chloe watching with a creeping sense of powerlessness. She observed the slight flex of the woman’s thin throat as she swallowed. She heard the ting of the cup as it was returned to its saucer.

A slight pause, then turning the screw: “You know there’s only so much I can do for you if you don’t speak to me, girls,” said Ms Welby, her friendly personable manner making it hard to believe she wasn’t anything but entirely on their side. “If there is a boy here, he will be found. And it will go a lot better for you to admit to it here and now.”

A few of the girls gazes shifted uneasily, but Chloe’s didn’t budge.

“You are aware that the housing of a male here on campus is a severe violation of university policy? A violation that at the very least would bring your places here into question.”

Chloe felt something flatline within her. She could almost see Hannah’s desperate stare before she’d even looked her way. But there it was. And Freida and Becca and Iris were shooting her that same look. She watched Ms Welby pick up the mug and take another satisfied sip before lowering it.

“Have you got something to tell me, girls, or am I wasting my time?”

The game was up and Chloe knew it. “It was me,” she said. “All me. None of the other girls were involved.”

“Is he still here?” asked Ms Welby directly.

Chloe eyeballed the woman sitting seemingly so comfortably, then flounced from the doorway. At the foot of the stairs she called up to Kai. He came quickly as he always did when she called him, descending the stairs, meeting her gaze, his brown eyes nervy and unsure.

“Just answer her questions like we discussed. You’ve got nothing to worry about,” she said softly, giving his cheek a little kiss, then taking his hand and leading him to the kitchen.

Ms Welby was sipping the last of her tea when they entered. And for one moment it looked like she was going to spit it right out at sight of the naked earth boy. There was a big gulp, there was a rattle of the saucer as she all but dropped the empty mug upon it. Then she was rising, her gaze unwavering, her focus entirely fixed on Kai.

She rounded the dining table, she stepped right up in front of him, marvelling at a body that if anything was even more taut and muscular than it had been on arrival. There was a step to his side, a peek behind at his firm ass – the twitch of a smile – then she was back at his front, staring almost as transfixed as the five girls had on the day of his delivery.

“So you’re Kai are you?”

Kai nodded. “Yes, Miss.”

“And what’s this, Kai?” she asked, taking hold of a cock heading in only one direction.

Kai stared, seemingly not sure how to answer (looking like a frog was stuck in his throat). So Chloe answered for him.

“Yeah, he has trouble with that,” she said.

“I bet he does,” said Ms Welby. She let go and eyed him and his rising protuberance a further moment. And despite the trouble she was in, Chloe couldn’t but find his peacocking – his uncontrollable stiffening in front of female authority, hugely arousing, if not more than a little funny.

“Well, you’re unquestionably male,” said Ms Welby pointing out the obvious if ever someone did. “Which means you shouldn’t be on campus property.”

“He didn’t know he was on campus property,” said Chloe, fingers tightening in Kai’s.

“Because you bought him,” said Ms Welby, turning her gaze from Kai for the first time since he’d entered.

Chloe, caught on the defensive, blurted, “Why should everyone else get one and we don’t?” She sounded like a brat and knew it even as she spoke the words.

“Perhaps because you’re here to learn, focus on your futures, not get unduly distracted by toys like this.”

“But our grades haven’t slipped,” said Iris.

“Or our focus,” said Becca.

“If anything he’s improved our attention spans,” said Hannah.

“Yeah, made us less stressed,” said Freida.

Chloe shot her four fellow housemates a look of thanks for their support. Ms Welby’s gaze skimmed across her on its way back to Kai.

“That may be so. But rules have been broken. And have to be answered for.”

The housemates fell silent at that.

“You arrived on Starship Tatiana I take it?”

“I did, Miss,” replied Kai.

Ms Welby reached out, faintly touching his cheek, then chest as if touching stardust. “A real earth boy, my oh my.”

“You won’t take him off us, will you?” asked Iris, imploringly.

“I’ll do my best for you girls,” said Ms Welby. “But I can’t make any promises.”

“What kind of trouble am I in?” asked Chloe with an emphasis on the I.

“You’ll find out soon enough. I’ve a duty to report to the chancellor. I suspect she’ll want to see you. And most likely him.”

Chloe met Kai’s concerned look unable to offer much reassurance.

“Until then I suggest you ladies keep a low profile. No more flaunting this one and making the other girls jealous.”

“But that wasn’t us,” said Becca.

“No, of course it wasn’t,” said Ms Welby, like hearing such denials came with the job. She gave Kai one final sweeping glance from head to toe, then was striding purposefully from the room.

Chloe watched her step out, close the front door behind her, then turned back to the silent kitchen.

“Well that could have gone worse,” said Iris ever the optimist.

An unamused Becca gave her a shove.
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“Maybe we should have had him put something on,” said Hannah.

“Boys don’t wear clothes, not here,” stated Becca like it was the stupidest suggestion she’d ever heard.

Chloe led Kai by the hand, the other girls around him in a protective ring like they were escorting a particularly important person. Which in many ways she supposed they were. The wide-eyed stares, the astonished looks, the smiles splashing across faces told her that just like it had been for them, this was the first boy the dumbstruck students had ever seen up close and personal. And what a boy, thought Chloe, unable not to feel a swell of pride.

“So much for keeping a low profile,” murmured Freida as heads swivelled and girls rose from benches or changed direction following in their wake.

Before long an excited hum, sprinkled with laughing voices and high-pitched shrieks, accompanied them through campus as what had begun with a handful of fellow students became a fifty strong march growing with each step. Girls surrounded on both sides holding up phones, jostling to get a peek of the naked boy suddenly in their midst. Chloe thought they might well have torn him to shreds if not for the tight knit barrier she and her housemates provided.

Naturally they quickened their pace, almost breaking into a run as the hysterical throng threatened to overwhelm and pull Kai from them. With no little relief they reached the main building, dashed inside and along a corridor – passing gawping onlookers – then took a flight of stairs at that same hurried pace.

Ms Welby stood, one hand holding the faculty door open, the other resting on her hip as she looked first to them, then the cacophonous horde giving chase. She shooed them into the faculty’s outer office, shut and locked the door behind. And for one long moment all Chloe and Kai and the other girls could do was catch their breath.

“Well, if they didn’t know about him before, they sure do know,” said Ms Welby, half smiling.

Chloe didn’t know whether to read something positive into that smile or not, either way she nodded back smiling. Ms Welby’s gaze however remained fixed on Kai in that distracted way Chloe was becoming familiar with.

“Chancellor Carrington wanted us to bring him to her?” she asked.

“Yes, she did,” said Ms Welby, finally pulling her eyes from the nude boy, turning and walking. “This way, please.”

Chloe shot Hannah a look as if to ask if she’d seen any sort of tell in Ms Welby’s manner. But Hannah simply gave a shrug that said, your guess is as good as mine. And so Chloe continued on, gently tugging Kai with her. Ms Welby led them along a corridor with several closed office doors, at the very last of them, she gave a knock.

“Yes,” came an entirely at ease sounding female voice from behind it.

Ms Welby opened the door, peeked inside. “They’re here,” she said.

“Just the boy and the girl who purchased him, please,” came that clear and composed voice again.

Ms Welby turned back to the corridor and Chloe. “Just you two,” she said.

Chloe looked to the other girls. “I’ll do my best,” she said, and with that was stepping into the office.

The room was bright and tidy and like so much else on the female run planet spoke of order and efficiency. The chancellor – Ms Liana Carrington – was already up and leaning against her moonlight quartzite desk. She was a tall woman, with womanly curves and streaks of caramel in her long, wavy, light brown bob. Her sun kissed skin was as smooth and flawless as Chloe’s and every other Gyncadian – despite the two decades that separated them in age. Her sleeveless blue dress – midi in length – fell to toned calves. Under her gaze, Chloe’s hand naturally loosened, then dropped from Kai’s.

“So this is the earth boy?” said Ms Carrington, eyeing him arms loosely crossed beneath her bosom, before pushing forward off the desk and circling him with an assessing stare.

“Yes,” said Chloe, watching Kai’s cock stiffen – like once again he couldn’t do anything but in the face of female authority.

Ms Carrington stopped in front of him, noticing, enjoying the boy’s hard salute. “You’ve got good taste,” she said, gaze lingering. Kai kept his eyes down and his hands behind his back, presenting himself to her, just as Chloe had told him to.

“I think so,” she replied, trying to keep any boastfulness from her voice, though not quite knowing if she succeeded.

Ms Carrington glanced her way, a hint of amusement in her look, then she was turning, sweeping round her desk. “Pull up a seat and sit please.”

Chloe did exactly that, placing a shiny metal framed chair with beige cushioning in front of the desk and sitting. A look to Kai, a pointing of a finger to the floor and he was kneeling at her side. Ms Carrington, arms resting on the desk, observed this with that same look of faint amusement.

“He always obeys?” she asked.

“If he knows what’s good for him,” answered Chloe.

Ms Carrington considered this, considered Chloe, lips puckered to one side before she was settling back in her chair. “You know I should expel you for this?”

“But that’s so not—”

And now it was Ms Carrington using a finger, signalling for Chloe to hush – which she wisely did.

“Have you even considered what you’ll do with him after you’ve graduated? A pet like this is a big commitment, you know?”

“He’ll go wherever I go. Do whatever I want him to do. I think every woman on Gyncadia’s going to want a boy like Kai before long.” Including you, Chloe refrained from saying.

“That may well be so. But you’re not any woman Miss Burrows. You’re a student at Athena university. Who isn’t special. Isn’t any more deserving of privileges than any other girl.” A slight pause, then, “But instead a girl who has ignored campus rules and regulations to pursue their own selfish wants.”

Chloe sat feeling stung, she knew it was either speak now or face the worst. “It wasn’t like that,” she said.

Ms Carrington raised and eyebrow. “No?”

“Okay, maybe a little,” said Chloe, honestly. “But can you blame me? Did you not see the reaction Kai got out there? Earth boys are here. And every girl on campus is going to want to experience one. And if it’s not me it’ll be someone else sneaking them onto campus. Doesn’t a controlled, more educated introduction make sense? One where we girls get to let off some steam, while teaching these boys where they belong?”

“And where is that?” asked Ms Carrington, that glimmer of a smile returning.

Chloe didn’t hesitate. “At our feet of course. Worshipping. Bowing to our supremacy.”

And now Ms Carrington was showing her teeth with a gleaming white smile. She looked to kneeling Kai and then back again. “I want a moment alone with the boy.” Chloe didn’t budge. “I’ll call when I want you.”

Reluctantly Chloe rose from the chair. “I’ll be right outside,” she said, patting Kai’s head. There was a final glance at Ms Carrington observing her from behind her desk, before she was shutting the office door behind her.

In the corridor the four other girls were immediately bombarding her with questions: “What happened? What did she say? Do we get to keep him?”

“I don’t know,” said Chloe, slumping back against a wall. “I don’t know.”

Ten minutes later the call came and Chloe stepped back into the office. The first thing she noticed was Kai’s reddened bottom. The second the chancellor’s flushed cheeks. Stepping further forward she noted the sheen on Kai’s lips and that his cock remained rock hard.

“No need to sit,” said Ms Carrington. “I’ll be quick.”

Chloe gulped, feeling like her entire future hung on the flip of a coin.

“I’ve decided I’m going to let you keep the boy – for the next two months strictly on a trial basis. Any trouble, any serious decline in the grades of your sorority and he’s gone. Understood?”

“Understood,” said Chloe wanting to jump up and down and shout her lungs out in joyous shriek.

“I’m watching you closely, Chloe Burrows. Don’t make me regret my decision.”

“I won’t,” said Chloe. She took hold of Kai’s hand, smile tugging her lips, watched his face brighten.

“Okay. Off you go then,” said Ms Carrington. “Ms Welby will walk you back to ward off the student horde wanting a piece of that one.”

And the chancellor’s half smiling look Kai’s way said she understood exactly why. Chloe knew there and then that whatever trouble she’d been in, he’d more than made up for. Though she didn’t hang around, but instead pulled Kai on and out the office as fast as she could.

The other girls were as euphoric as she was on learning the outcome. That night there was music and dancing and what a joy it was seeing the wonder on Kai’s face, he having experienced so little of either back on that ruined home planet of his. In time, Chloe would expose him to all the different genres, but tonight upbeat funk pop truly fitted the mood.

“Have you girls seen this?” asked Freida, scrolling her phone and the university feed. “We’re all they’re talking about.”

“Let them talk,” said Iris as Kai gave her a twirl.

Despite Ms Welby’s presence, a crowd had gathered outside the house on their return and taken some hours to disperse.

“They’re going to hate us,” said Becca, flopping onto a sofa.

“Not necessarily,” said Chloe.

“What have you got in mind?” asked Hannah, seeing her devilish look.

Chloe proceeded to explain exactly what.

An hour later she was stepping from the en suite in her peachy metallic nightwear. “What a day,” she said, clipping off the necklace and its two pendants symbolising the two suns forever chasing one another from day to night across the Gyncadian sky. She placed the necklace on the bedside table, peeled over a corner of the duvet and sat on the mattress looking to her naked earth boy kneeling just how she liked him; arms behind his back, thighs spread, thick cock and plummy balls dangling for her perusal.

“A good day I’d say,” she smiled.

“Me too, Miss,” said Kai.

His eyes struggled to stay on hers before doing what they so obviously desperately wanted to – running up her bare thighs, taking in the subtle curves of a figure that’s grace and beauty and all round blossoming perfection was undeniable in the skimpy slips thin fabric. And Chloe felt only immense satisfaction at being looked at like that. At seeing his body react – she could almost see the rush of blood to his cock as it grew fuller.

“Does female authority turn you on, Kai?”

His eyes shot up to hers. “Yes, Miss,” he said softly.

“Then I suppose you enjoyed meeting Ms Carrington and Ms Welby,” she said. “I’m curious, what did the chancellor want with you when I left the room?”

“She reminded me of my place. She told me that I should never ever forget I’ll only ever be a plaything for the superior female species.”

“She spanked your ass and had you pleasure her, didn’t she?”

Kai gulped. “Yes, Miss.”

Chloe struggled to keep a smile from fully creeping across her face. His subordination was so comprehensive, so beautiful, that it made her body fizz like a soda bottle all shook up. “And you enjoy pleasing your superiors, don’t you?”

“Very much, Miss,” he said, surely knowing what was coming.

Chloe duly obliged, parting her thighs. She watched Kai’s eyes drop and his mouth hinge open. She watched the rounded glands of his now fully engorged cock, twitch in want. “Then get to it,” was all she had to say to have him crawling her way.

What a day, thought Chloe once more as she clasped the duvet in both hands and melted into bliss.
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“Sorry, girls, you’ll have to make tomorrows show,” said Chloe, coming to Freida and Becca’s aid and helping shut the front door on the three deep crowd pressing to get in.

“Thanks, Chloe, I thought they were going to tear our eyes out for a minute,” said Freida as the three housemates stood backs pressed to the door like they were half expecting it to be kicked down.

Chloe blew a wisp of hair from her eyeline. “Don’t mention it,” she said, then starting forward: “Come on, before the others start getting restless.”

The living room was jam packed with those others – sorority sisters getting first dibs over other houses. They sat, they stood, they sloped languidly against walls all facing one way, all looking to one thing: the large blue box Chloe had had resealed and rewrapped with its shiny red ribbon looping its four sides. Some picked popcorn from little cartons Beta had doled out – like they were at the movies. Others sipped drinks while gossiping excitedly. Whatever they were doing, and there were plenty simply staring at the box, not one of them took their eyes off it for long.

Chloe held up a thumb, and Iris standing by the box signalled they were good to go. “Okay, let’s do this,” she said back to Becca and Freida before squeezing through the crowd and leading them forward through the radiant girls in their rainbow of colourful dresses.

The room quickly hushed as they joined Hannah and Iris by the big blue box. There was a palpable buzz in the air, an atmosphere of expectation and high excitement. Not one of their audience didn’t know who she or her housemates were. They’d acquired something akin to celebrity status on campus. And it showed in the way their fellow sisters regarded them with unadulterated admiration. Chloe couldn’t deny she didn’t dislike the way that made her feel.

“This is it, this is precisely where it happened,” she announced to the still and silent audience hanging off her every word. Then like she was introducing the title of a play: “New arrival,” she said, grinning a big grin. And with that she was stepping aside and the other girls were momentarily taking centre stage.

“What’s in this thing?” asked Iris, laying a hand on the side of the box.

“It’s big, whatever it is,” said Freida, trying to peek through the slot at its front.

“It’s not one of those sex dolls the girls at Gamma Chi have got, because that would be pretty lame,” said Becca, eliciting a smattering of chuckles.

“Better,” said Chloe.

Hannah looked to her, frowning exaggeratedly. “A humanoid? I know you can’t afford one of those.”

“Nope, better still,” said Chloe. And now all four girls were staring her way, guiding the eyes of the audience to her. “Scissors, please, Beta.”

The bot – who had them on hand ready – handed them to her and forward she strode. Did it matter it wasn’t an exact recreation of how it happened? No, the point was to get the gist of it across and give their audience what they’d primarily come to see. Which is exactly what Chloe was about to do.

She cut the ribbon to the floor, punctured the box in the bottom right hand corner, then swept the scissors blade upwards in one long tear. The line the first time she’d done this was there to follow. Right to left she went. Then top left to bottom left and she stood for a moment, cardboard flap wavering just as it had done that first time. Most amongst the audience leaned forward. A few bit into balled fists like it was all too much. Without exception the almost overwhelming desire to see was etched across faces. Then down the flap leisurely fell. And there was Kai in all his natural glory.

At first there was stunned silence. Then one hand clap, then another and another. And soon enough a loud chorus of applause with added whistles of approval filled the room. Chloe beckoned Kai forward and out the box with a finger. “What’s your name, earth boy?” she asked, immediately hushing the audience.

“Kai,” answered Kai, keeping his gaze firmly fixed on Chloe as if to do anything but would entirely overwhelm.

“And why have you travelled several light years to come to this woman planet, Gyncadia?” asked Chloe, putting on her sexiest voice.

Whether it was the question – knowing purposely well what she wanted him to say – the voice, her look, or the context of being on display for an entire room of students of the opposite sex he’d never before met, Kai hardened just as she wanted him to.

“To serve my female superiors in whatever way they desire,” he answered looking ready to do just that.

Someone whooped in approval at his answer. Someone laughed. Though most shared that same look of intense desire. Chloe looked out at the rapt faces, swirling warmth between her thighs. She knew who’d be taking care of that tonight. And she turned back to him. “And there’s others like you coming to…serve?”

“Many. It’s all they dream about.”

This time there wasn’t just one whoop but several. Chloe and the other girls let that thought sink in, then Iris was returning to script. “He’s cute,” she said.

“Who gets to touch him first?” asked Hannah.

And now Chloe was breaking the forth wall and looking out to the audience she had in the palm of her hand. “What do you think? Which one of you wants to have a feel?”

Every hand shot up, leaving Chloe and Hannah and Becca and Freida, exchanging smiles. The re-enactment of Kai’s delivery – a moment the five girls took such great pleasure recreating and sharing – was performed daily in front of a different audience. Acting just as Chloe had planned it like the release valve on a pressure cooker that would no doubt otherwise, if not quite boiled them alive, then become insufferable. Rather than cut themselves adrift and be hated for it, they got to tell their story and have some fun in the process. It was smart. It was typical Chloe, spinning what could have become a mill stone around their necks three sixty into a positive.

None of the girls had ever had much interest in theatre or drama. But you wouldn’t have known it watching them share the moment of Kai’s arrival in front of enraptured faces to whoops and cheers, day after day after day. It wasn’t long before the sorority house was the hottest ticket on campus. Word of their little show spreading and spreading till it was reaching the very top. Chloe took Chancellor Carrington’s summoning to her office as a bad sign. But she needn’t have.

“Are you nervous?”

“Yes, Miss, a little,” admitted Kai.

“Don’t be,” said Chloe. “They’re going to love you.”

Kai smiled that cute smile of his, then dropped his gaze to his lap and the thumbs he was twiddling. Chloe couldn’t begin to conceive what it must feel like to be about expose yourself so completely in front of an auditorium full of students of the opposite sex. But that’s because she was a girl, and girls like her would never ever find themselves in the position a boy such as Kai was right now.

She watched Ms Welby ahead of them (they sat at the side of the stage, hidden from an audience that made the one in the living room look like a kid’s party) hand over to Chancellor Carrington, who composed looking as ever, strode up onto the stage in a sleek cream dress and took to the lectern. It had been she who’d suggested speeding things up – why all these little shows when you can have one big one? Indeed why not? Chloe heard herself say as Liana began addressing her audience, and she gave a tug of the pink collar at Kai’s neck (a hot pink the same bright shade as the squares of her own gingham minidress), lifting his eyes to hers.

“Don’t forget this feeling, Kai,” she said. “It’s what keeps you humble. Stops you thinking you should be anything more than what you were always born to be.”

There was no frown, no grimace or sneer. Because he’d heard it many times. And believed it. Which is what all boys must if they weren’t to ruin and destroy and run riot. Chloe knew that as well as the next girl.

“What are you?” she asked, never tiring of hearing him say it.

“Your toy. Your plaything. Your obedient submissive,” said Kai with barely a breath.

Chloe gave a slightly puckered smile, luxuriating in his servitude to her and womankind. She had a strong urge to run her hands through his hair, kiss his lips, mount him and fuck him hard right here, right now. She shook the crazy thought with a shake of her head. Tapped his nose instead, before turning back to Ms Carrington about to beckon them on stage.

“If you haven’t seen him then I’m quite sure you’ve all heard of him by now,” she was saying. “He’s here. They’re here, on Gyncadia. And I think it’s time for a formal introduction.”

Chloe laid a palm flat on Kai’s thigh, stilling his jerky twitch. “All you have to do is look pretty for me, you can do that, can’t you?”

Kai slowly nodded, surely seeing how much she was enjoying herself.

“Good boy.” She gave that firm thigh of his a squeeze and stood pulling him up by the collar Iris had suggested he wore so there was no mistaking exactly who he belonged to. Then Chancellor Carrington was turning their way.

“Bring him out here please, Chloe.”

“With pleasure,” she murmured looking Kai right in the eyes, before starting forward with the leash slung over her shoulder, taking him with her. The lyceum with its curved seating and tiers upon tiers disappearing upwards, was packed to the rafters; students who couldn’t find a spot elsewhere sat on the stairs between aisles, while lecturers and administrators stood at the very top having come to see what all the fuss was about.

Chloe slowly walked the stage left to right, feeling a giddy thrill at seeing heads slowly swivel with her movements, as wide staring eyes followed what she led so close behind her. There were gaping faces. There was a pin drop silence but for the click of her heels. She reached the end of the stage and turned around, half glimpsing her naked boy as he swept round behind her. Then back the other way she was going, turning those same gawping faces in the opposite direction.

Finally she came to a stop just off to the side of the chancellors lectern, holding Kai by his leash and ever so slowly stroking her fingers over the curve of his muscular backside like a horse tamer calming a particularly wild stallion from bolting. There was a beat or two of total silence, then Ms Carrington was clearing her throat.

“Well, aren’t you going to introduce him to everyone?”

Chloe gazed out on the tier upon tier of students rising before her. There were looks now familiar to her; entranced, half disbelieving, hungry. That same sense of amazement she remembered so vividly. And yet when she spoke, it was like it was no big deal having him here at all.

“This is Kai,” she said, simply. “Earth boy, Kai.”

Some of the girls licked their lips, some continued to drink him in with their eyes, others turned to friends sharing massive grins.

“Would Kai like to tell us what he’s doing here on our planet,” said Ms Carrington with the glimmer of a smile.

Kai’s brown eyes shot to Chloe’s. She gave his ass cheek a squeeze. “Go on,” she encouraged.

“I’m here to serve,” Kai spoke up – that male voice no doubt as delicious to all those ears as it had been to Chloe’s on first hearing. “To please. To do whatever womankind tells me to,” he said as rehearsed, as said several times now one way or the other.

There was a breath of silence, then one girl in the front row – our very own Becca – was standing and clapping. Hannah and Iris and Freida quickly joined her. And from then on one girl after the next stood in quick succession. And if the applause in the sorority house could be described as loud, this was soon nothing less than thunderous. When it finally settled down, Liana was quick to remind them all that Kai was here on a temporary basis, under trial conditions.

“That the presence of any further males being permitted on campus will be dependent on your behaviour. Which means the hysterical scenes of the other day, will not be tolerated,” she added.

There were nods to this, some bashful expressions from girls who’d been involved, but in the main it seemed only one phrase had really landed and stuck if the glint in their eyes was anything to go by – “the presence of further males.”

“You mean there might be more?” asked one pigtailed girl unable to resist asking what so many others wanted to.

“Quite possibly,” said Ms Carrington, seeming amused by the question. “You’re all adults. I don’t see why your education here shouldn’t extend to the inferior sex. But as I’ve stressed, it cannot, will not, impede on your wider studies. Which is why we will be monitoring Kai and those around him so closely. Any negative effects, the merest hint he’s proving a distraction and he’s gone.”

Chloe felt a cool chill sweep down her spine.

“This, his being here, has understandably come as a shock to a great many of you,” the chancellor went on. “But a tamed male, a male that truly understand his slavish status and lives to please his owner is a beautiful thing.” Then looking right at Kai. “They are simpler creatures, weaker creatures. Creatures that must never be allowed to forget their place grovelling at woman’s feet.

“Chloe here is learning this first hand. You will all, in time I expect, get the opportunity to learn this first hand. And have immeasurable pleasure doing so,” the chancellor finished with a smile.
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Things went a lot easier for Chloe and the girls of Delta Kappa after Chancellor Carrington’s speech. There were no more mobs, no more hordes of charging students whenever she was on campus with Kai in tow on the end of that leash of his. Girls ogled and leered from a distance, and those that did approach did so with respect and consideration – partly out of self-interest of course. For all desperately wanted Kai’s stay to be a roaring success. All craved a live-in earth boy in each of their own sorority houses.

And so they were on their best behaviour, not only giving Chloe and her housemates the space they wanted (many a sunlit hour was spent lazing on a punt while Kai guided their progress through the pink river like a venetian gondolier) but actively offering support in study sessions and university feeds. And if there remained the odd grumble of irritation that they had him all to themselves, then they were a rarity. Hated as they’d feared, they were not.

A calm of sorts settled, though beneath it there was a bubbling excitement of what could be (palpable to anyone that paid the university a visit). The months passed like this. Then Ms Welby was paying the girls of Delta Kappa a visit. A very different visit to the last. She came with good news; the girls’ grades hadn’t dipped, “risen if anything,” she informed them. Nor had there been any wider complaints. “The chancellor’s very happy,” she said with a sunny smile between sips of her tea.

Then she was clapping a hand on kneeling Kai’s shoulder – it stayed there while she glanced to the five girls seated around the dining table. “This one’s been an extremely good boy. Which is a fine reflection on you girls.”

“But is it enough to…” Chloe stopped there, seeing the upward curve of Ms Welby’s lip. “Keep him here?”

“I think it’s safe to say this one’s not going anywhere,” Ms Welby replied.

And the five girls were immediately hugging and hi-fiving and squeezing linked hands. Chloe on the other side of Ms Welby, next to Kai, leant down and planted her puckered lips on his cheek. “I told you you’re mine – always and forever,” she whispered in his ear.

“Does this mean there’ll be others coming?” asked Freida.

“Watch and wait, girls,” was all Ms Welby was prepared to say. “Watch and wait.”

As it turned out, they didn’t have to wait long. Another starship’s safe passage through the deepest, darkest reaches of space, brought with it a fresh cargo of cute earth boys. Chancellor Carrington acquired over two dozen for the university – all for educational purposes of course. An assembly was called in the great lyceum and every single girl knew its purpose. The students excitement had reached a fever pitch after all the previous months it had been building, and it was as if electricity tingled the very air as Chloe sat alongside her sorority sisters in the front row awaiting the show. It was a show that didn’t disappoint.

The twenty-four boys (if not quite at Kai’s level in Chloe’s opinion) were as cute as boys get. They walked onto the stage as clothed as males ever would be on planet Gyncadia – which was to say not clothed at all. Chancellor Carrington, behind her lectern, had them step forward and state their names one by one. And it would be fair to say that students and staff were now in dreamland as they feasted on the handsome faces, the firm, toned, smooth male – ever so male – bodies.

Once the boys had introduced themselves – and what pretty names Chloe couldn’t but think of the Matthew’s and Noah’s, Kieran’s and Charlie’s – Liana was calling out some very different names. The girls came up from the audience one by one in their short pretty dresses. More than a few of the boys began to grow hard at sight of them, and there were nudges amongst the watching students, pointing of fingers, smirks and a rising murmur of titters.

The girls each representing a different sorority were told to claim a boy for their house. There was no rancour or rush, the girls had a good inspection of each boy – making them only stiffer – before the twenty or so students were standing by the new arrivals with big wide grins on their faces. It was then that the pink collars with glinting silver leashes and matching pink grips were brought out.

Each of the sorority girls attached a collar to their boy, then Ms Carrington was ordering the earthlings down to their knees. It was from the position of utter subservience that they recited their pledge – a little speech about serving womankind and living by Gyncadian values – before bowing their heads and dotting a kiss on the foot of the girl before them.

By the end of this performance – which the assembled students and staff were glued to throughout – more or less every one of the boys had grown hard. As for the girls on the stage, they stood leashes in hand, grinning from ear to ear without exception. Out of everyone there, Chloe and her housemates had the closest idea what was going through their minds – and they couldn’t have been happier for them.

To say the student experience got a whole lot more fun after that day in the lyceum, would be putting it mildly. A cute, horny male entirely at your disposal, what wasn’t there to like? For many of the young women it was beyond their wildest imaginings. And while day to day campus life retained its orderliness, its sense of decorum and focus – meeting Chancellor Carrington’s high standards – behind the scenes it was a very different story.

There were pool parties with loud music and lots of touching and making out and teasing and denying from the swim suited Gyncadians to the naked earth boys. That was one thing they got right away; they couldn’t be spoiled and ruined like so many of their kind. Which meant keeping them on a short leash, punishing and humiliating and making them go without for long periods. Though that wasn’t to say they didn’t make the most of those mouths, those tongues, those rock-hard cocks that so often stood up for them in servile salute of their feminine superiority.

Along with the pool parties there were the usual evening sorority gatherings, and as fun as they’d previously been, they were nothing like these were. Now there were party games of ring toss on those stiff dicks, ballbusting games of who drops first, tug of war games with boys roped at their balls and made to crawl (Chloe found Kai had a particular aptitude for this when she sat before him thighs ever so tantalisingly spread). It was all a competition between the sororities. Bragging rights to claim whose was best – heck, whose boy was best.

One night they had them lined up, spotlights directed down on their buff bodies. They were so horny by now the boys struggled not to touch what stuck up so prominently. Several were drooling precum, much to Chloe and every other girls amusement. They were about to earn their release – jerk in front of everyone. And it was made clear to them that whoever was last would be punished.

A pixyish girl with short purple hair, lowered a chequered flag, setting them off. And twenty-four hands were frantically working back and forth. It was sexy. It was funny. And Chloe and the roomful of girls drank in the sight with a certain smugness that only hastened the boys in their task. It wasn’t long before the girls had forgotten what it was like before they’d had those boys to entertain them. As for the cocks – it wasn’t long before cum was flying left right and centre.

The room broke into whoops and cheers at each eruption. Kai came somewhere in the middle. The boy left last – golden haired Lance – got his punishment; not only not getting to come, but also a hard paddling from a girl representing each of the sororities. I guess it would be fair to say those first few months were pretty wild. But gradually things settled; looming exam season refocusing the girls to their studies. And the boys becoming what Chancellor Carrington intended them for; stress relievers.

Chloe put down the tablet on the bench beside her and taking a break from studying, peacefully gazed out at the sparkling buildings, the pink palms, the girls that were her fellow alumni going about their daily business. Things had moved fast, so, so fast, and she only had to glance down at collared Kai, kneeling on the ground at her side as faithfully obedient as ever, to realise it.

A couple of the passing girls came over and said hello, asking if she was attending this Friday’s sorority gathering. Chloe gave them what they wanted, telling them they both would be. There were glances down at Kai, there were nudges and smiles and looks behind as they walked off having said their goodbyes.

“Yep, they love you just like I told you they would,” said Chloe, settling back on the comfy bench and briefly shutting her eyes as she savoured the Gyncadian suns gentle warmth. Equations and sums and stuff she didn’t much care for filled her head. Only thought of Kai nudged it aside, stopped her going completely insane. She opened her eyes to see his shoulder blades tensing slightly. Then was looking up, following his eyeline to a girl with waist length blonde hair striding forward tugging her own collared boy right behind her.

Such a sight wasn’t an unusual one (leashed boys being led around campus had become a common occurrence) and at first Chloe wondered what it was about them that had provoked that tension in Kai. But then she was seeing the glint of silver, the curve of metal locking the boy’s cock, and understanding. At least as much as any female could understand what it was like to have the most intimate part of yourself no longer in your control.

Chloe leaned forward and whispered in Kai’s ear as blonde student and chastity caged boy passed. “Looks like somebody’s been plaything with themselves without permission. Or maybe she’s just being cruel. Maybe she’s decided he has to earn his freedom.”

Kai turned and there was a tinge of nervousness to his look that had Chloe stifling a chortle.

“Don’t worry, Kai. I enjoy seeing that handsome cock of yours harden for me way too much to lock it away.” She gave a wicked little smile and warming to her teasing continued. “Unless you’re a bad boy of course. And forget that your pleasure is a total irrelevance. That your one and only purpose here is to obey. Which as you know means no coming without my say so.”

“That won’t ever happen, Miss,” said Kai.

“I know,” said Chloe, palm cradling his cheek as she thumbed those ever so kissable lips. “Because you’re a…”

“Good boy,” he quickly jumped in.

And Chloe couldn’t but release the laughter within. “Yes, you are,” she snickered, stroking is cheek. “Yes, you are.”

She peered down to see he’d grown hard just as she wanted and expected. Leaving him baring his arousal to all who passed, she picked up the tablet and resumed her studying with an inner warmth of satisfaction every bit as soothing as sun on her smooth skin.
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Chloe walked the faculty corridor, stopping at the closed door at its end and knocking. Exams were over – the year all but through – and she had no idea if the chancellor wanting to see her was good or bad.

“Yes, in you come please,” came Ms Carrington’s voice as relaxed and confident as ever.

Chloe stepped inside, shutting the door behind, to find the chancellor standing, a hand clasping the very red buttock of a boy – his palms were flat on her desk, the squeeze of her hand on his sore rear had forced him up onto his tippy toes.

“What are you?” asked Ms Carrington, ignoring Chloe and almost breathing in the boy’s submission.

“A week, inferior tool to be used as you see fit, Mistress,” he answered quickly.

The chancellor gave a soft chuckle in his ear. “Don’t forget it,” she almost purred, before releasing her hold on his red rump allowing him to drop his soles to the floor in quivering tremble. “Now get out,” she said. “I’ll call for you when I want you.”

Chloe felt a flush of arousal rush through her as she watched the red bottomed boy step out, head bowed. It seemed the students weren’t the only ones having some fun. She swung back to the chancellor to find her observing her with a slight smile.

“Can’t have them forgetting themselves, can we?”

“No, we can’t,” said Chloe, sharing in that look of amusement.

The chancellor gave a faint snort and rounded her desk. “Pull up a seat, please Chloe,” she said, sitting.

Chloe did just that, the chancellor continuing to observe her a second, elbows on the desk, fingers splayed and pressed together, before finally speaking. “Have you any idea what you want to do upon graduating?”

Chloe looked down at a palm and the long lifeline curving across it. “More what I don’t,” she said looking back up.

“Hmm, I see.” Ms Carrington settled back in her plush chair. “I know you don’t know it but you’ve passed your exams. Solidly.”

“I have? I did?”

The chancellor nodded. “You’re a smart girl with a bright future. And any organisation would consider you an asset to have on board. Which brings me to why I’ve called you here.” A slight pause, then, “There’s girls who are going to need guidance. There are those that will need reminding boys require discipline and a firm hand. Which is why I’m creating a new role to cover such a remit. A role I think you’d suit rather well.”

“Me?” said Chloe more than a little flabbergasted.

Ms Carrington half smiled. “I’ve seen the way the other girls look up to you. I’ve seen the way you handle the boys. You have a natural flair for it. And I really don’t think there’s a better place you could put it to use.”

Chloe didn’t know what to say to that. She felt pride, she felt undoubted excitement at the proposal of what was being offered, above all she felt connection and kinship with the chancellor seated before her.

“No need to answer me now,” said Ms Carrington. “Think it over. There’s no rush.”

Chloe nodded, beaming a smile without even realising it. “Thank you,” she said.

“Whatever your decision you’ve made a lasting contribution. I don’t think Athena University will ever be the same again.”

“Me neither,” said Chloe.

Chancellor and student shared another of those bright looks telling all in all of their deep joy and satisfaction at the way things had come to pass. Kindred spirits indeed. Ms Carrington gave the edge of her desk a pat and stood. And Chloe stood with her.

“I’ve commissioned a little piece in honour of your enterprise,” said the chancellor.

“You have?” said Chloe, taken aback.

“It’ll be ready in a few weeks. I’m quite sure you’ll like it.”

“I don’t know what to say.”

The chancellor regarded her with a smile and walked her to the office door. “Let me know of your decision,” she said, seeing her out. “I really do think you’d be a natural fit.”

Chloe gave a nod and stepped from the office more than a little dazed by what had unfolded these last ten minutes. There was a swelling rush of adrenaline. There was a renewed sense of purpose about herself and her future. Before she’d even passed the red bottomed boy being called back into the office by Ms Carrington, she knew what her answer was going to be.

“Six months ago this university had a strictly no males allowed policy. Six months ago earthling males hadn’t even stepped foot on our special planet. And yet look at us today,” smiled Ms Welby, pausing to allow the female students that covered the main square to take in the collared, nude boys in their midst. “I’m proud of this university’s ability to adapt to change and prepare you all for the life you’ll face beyond it. I’m proud of you girls for the maturity and warmth you’ve shown in embracing the new arrivals.”

There was a murmur of laughter at this from girls who knew – just as Ms Welby surely did – that embracing the boys hadn’t been difficult at all. Quite the opposite in fact. Chloe, standing by a silk sheet covering something big and bouldery looking, holding leashed Kai beside her housemates, saw more than a few smirks from girls who clearly didn’t think they’d acted particularly maturely either. And she couldn’t but find herself smirking with them as some of their fun filled party nights filled her head.

“I-we-expect this to continue,” said Chancellor Carrington picking up right where Ms Welby had left off. “Some of you seniors will be leaving us soon on fresh adventures. But there’ll be new girls arriving. And it’ll be up to you still here to set an example.”

She scanned across the assembled students, pausing a moment in the respectful silence, before getting to the point of why they were here.

“We stand together in this moment to honour the omnipotency that is femalehoods birthright. While recognising the servitude that is the males everlasting oath.”

A number of the girls made sure the boys noticed their big grins. A few whispered teasing, taunting words to them. Which Chloe was quite sure the chancellor didn’t mind at all. It was now that she turned and looked to Chloe and the housemates of Delta Kappa.

“If you would, please girls.”

At the chancellor’s instruction, Chloe gave a nod and led the girls in taking a handful of the silk sheeting. “On three,” she said. “One, two, three…”

A gentle tug by the five girls and the sheet was sliding away to reveal a silver plinth, upon it six statues that had a lifelike realness beyond any waxwork that might have once existed on a certain blue planet several light years away; every white toothed smile, every wondrous expression, every light fall of a hem, having such exactness and flow as to make one believe the scene depicted was about to come alive any second.

Chloe stared just as all the girls stared, as breathless as she had been in the actual moment. Her eye lingered on herself and her four housemates in semicircle, before slowly drifting across to what was the source of their wondrous joy. Kai stepped from his box as naked and beautiful and cautiously astonished in expression as he really had done. Then there was the precision of skin tone, the curve of his muscles, the way his cock hung plump and his smooth balls dangled so ripely. Every part of him was perfect – as he was. And Chloe almost had to stop herself from turning to see he was still there behind her and not really rendered frozen for display.

“In fitting tribute we honour the first of you so future generations never forget how things came to be,” said the chancellor.

Chloe’s gaze fell to the engraving on the plinth: The girls of Delta Kappa and first earthling Kai.

“I hope you feel it does you justice,” said Ms Carrington, leaning to her as that fervent clapping continued to resonate.

“It does, it so does,” said Chloe looking from statue to chancellor and bursting into her own big smile.

When the applause finally petered out, there was an official photograph with the Chancellor and Ms Welby, then came the many selfies with girls wanting to pose with the real versions depicted in the piece already being described as beautiful. It was crazy. It was fun. It was a day that would live with the five housemates forever.

“This is it, girls, our final night altogether.”

Chloe looked at Becca – all the girls looked at Becca with that same bittersweet twinge of nothing ever being quite the same again. There’d be visits. There’d be meet ups. They’d all remain in contact wherever they went in the world. But living like family. At this age. In this house with Kai. That was coming to an end, just as they’d known it would. But knowing something and living it are two very different things. As the five girls were finding out.

They’d had one huge blowout a couple of days ago. The house had been bouncing with laughter and music and prickteasing girls truly cutting loose with their nude playthings. Exam season was over. New horizons beckoned for many. And the partying hadn’t stopped till the early hours. It had taken Beta a full day to clean up after them. And now here they were in the show home clean-living room – for all the wildness that had gone on in it, it could have been a lifetime ago given the contemplative silence they now found themselves.

Chloe combed her fingers through Kai’s hair in comforting strokes as soft trance music spilled from speakers deepening each of their thoughts. It was Hannah’s trickle of laughter as she shook her head that drew the others gazes to her.

“What?” asked Iris.

“Do you remember that day they discovered him? How scared we all were?”

“I thought I was getting expelled for sure,” said Chloe

“I thought we all were,” said Becca.

“Your face,” said Iris doing a good impression of someone heavy with worry, before breaking into chuckles.

“You were hardly the epitome of cool yourself,” Becca came right back at her.

“None of us were,” said Freida. Which was one thing they could all agree on.

“I suppose you could say whoever left the door open that day, did us a favour,” said Hannah.

“Yeah,” said Chloe, half smiling her way, then looking to the others. “Because it got us here.”

And here was a place they could all look back at what had happened and laugh about it knowing it hadn’t not just screwed up their futures, but made them something of cult heroes within the university.

“Still, it wasn’t me,” said Iris.

And suddenly the room was filled with snickering laughter.

“What?” asked Iris. “What?”

But she knew, and couldn’t but join in.

“Okay, it wasn’t you,” said Freida, tenderly patting one of Iris’s legs tucked up beneath her on the sofa, then looking to the others lips pursed.

After a moments silence, Iris said, “Is this all we’re going to do, sit here and stew in memories all night? Because I can think of something I’d rather do.”

“What did you have in mind?” asked Chloe.

Iris glanced at Kai, and raised a shoulder coyly. She didn’t need to anything, the housemates knew each other well enough by now to know what they were thinking. Chloe had kept to their schedule; each of the girls had had Kai alone this past fortnight to give them a passionate send off. But that didn’t mean they didn’t want to end on one final high – give Kai a send-off of their own.

“Do you think you’ve earned a milking, earth boy?” asked Chloe, turning those pretty brown eyes to her with a light hand at his cheek.

“I think I’ve earned whatever you think I’ve earned,” replied Kai, devotedly.

“Correct answer,” said Chloe, smiling to the other girls, just as they smiled back.

They soon had him standing. They soon had him stiff. But there was nothing quick about what came next. All five of them pressed into him from all sides – just like they had that first time – touching and rubbing and taking him right to the brink, then leaving him there trembling. He wouldn’t get it easy – no boy ever would from now on. And the girls, a lot more experienced than they had been, knew just how to push his buttons.

“Better hold that cum, that’s an order,” whispered Chloe, nibbling an ear lobe while Becca squeezed an ass cheek, Iris tweaked a nipple, Hannah gently tugged on his balls, and Freida slowly pumped. He gasped and moaned. He looked utterly owned. The five girls continued to play him like a musical instrument; taking their time edging and teasing body and mind till he was quivering at their touch.

“Please, Miss, can I?” Kai all but groaned unable to hold on.

Chloe licked his cheek, whispered coolly, “Permission granted.”

Becca and Iris, Freida and Hannah, gave their parting gift, tickling their fingers on his spasming shaft. Kai tensed with a grunt and gave them their show, blowing his huge load in juddering explosions. The male stripped to its primal essence – a sight not one of the girls would tire of seeing.

With the last of his boy juice trickling to the varnished floorboards, Chloe clicked her fingers and pointing downwards, ordered him to clean up his mess. There were no robots doing a boy’s dirty work on Gyncadia, that was for sure. As Kai got to it, the girls returned to the sofas.

“I can’t say I’m not going to desperately miss him,” sighed Iris.

“There’ll be others,” said Chloe.

“Like Kai?” said Freida, gazing wistfully towards him.

“I guess not,” said Chloe after a moment’s reflection. “He’s our first. He’s what will always unite us.”

The girls smiled at that – connected in a way they’d never ever felt connected to anyone before. Hannah raised her hands out flat, wiggled her fingers and each girl joined her as in synchronicity they did the secret hands and upper body actions known only by those of their sorority. There was a final loud clap and they were crying out: “Delta Kappa forever,” then collapsing back in giggles.

Chloe was the first to rise, then Hannah and Freida, Becca and Iris. The five girls linked hands, came together in hugging embrace.

“Stop staring and get over here, dopey boy,” said Chloe, having Kai join them.

They stood like that in tight clinch for a good minute. Marking an end to what had been.
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Six months later…

“A little more oomph, please Beverly,” said Chloe. “He’s quite resilient. He won’t break.”

The ponytailed girl gave a nod and tightened her grip around the paddles grip, before drawing it back, then snapping it forward in swinging arc. And whereas before it had landed with a weak slap, now it hit home on the boy’s behind with a reverberating thwack.

“Better,” smiled Chloe, wandering on in sauntering step, wrist clasped behind her back as she continued around the classroom. The days topic, spelt out big and bold on the classes digiboard, was male discipline. And everywhere she looked, giggling grinning girls were learning via their naked models.

“Very creative, girls,” she said of one group who’d attached a clamp to their boy’s outstretched tongue and numerous other places besides. Then there was another foursome who had theirs standing on one leg while they circled him, cropping his bulging erection every time he showed signs of dropping his foot.

“Don’t neglect the balls,” advised Chloe. And with that came a swiping hit at his testes, making him drop that foot to the floor and face the repercussions of several strikes on his sore penis.

Chloe snickered as she strolled on, her smile widening at another group swinging a light weight from their blindfolded boy’s balls while teasing him silly. Another boy in chastity had been instructed to kneel right in front of them. This one Chloe knew better than any other. She rested a hand on his bare broad shoulder and glanced down at the transparent chastity and his swollen cock within it. “Aw, looks like somebody wishes it was them being played with.”

“Yes, Miss,” said Kai, nothing but honest just as she expected him to be.

“Too bad,” she said as he briefly met her eyes before hers were looking to the room. “As you can see, there are numerous ways to punish a male,” she announced.

The students immediately stopped whatever they were doing, giving her their undivided attention – leaving one boy struggling to stand on one foot, another trying not to dribble from his open mouth, a third with a raging hard on, desperate for release.

“This is just a taste of many flavours,” said Chloe. “Experiment. Get creative. Learn what really makes your boy go weak at the knees. I assure you it’s all in their own interests.” A smirk. “Without firm female discipline. Without a little punishment and humiliation once in a while, boys get arrogant and entitled and delusional. And we all know what that leads to, don’t we girls?”

“Disaster,” answered ponytailed Beverly.

“Precisely,” said Chloe, not needing to say more – for the history of humankind was littered with such examples. It was an apt note to end the lesson as the bell rang and the room became all hustle and bustle. Paddles and crops and clamps and such like were put in bags or returned to their rightful place (Chloe had quite the collection of toys for students use). The girls in the light summery minidresses they wore year-round, clipped leashes to the collars of their nude boys and headed for the door with them trailing close at their heels.

“Next weeks lesson is on oral sex. Have your boy get practicing,” said Chloe seeing them out.

A pair as fresh and pretty as flowers in full bloom came up to her and asked if they could borrow Kai, seeing how by know he must surely be an expert on the topic.

“Nice try, girls,” said Chloe, “but this one’s got enough on his plate.”

The two girls frowned and pulled sad faces, but it was all pretend. After pecking Kai on the cheek and telling him they’d see him next week, they were all but bouncing out the room in giggly spirits. Chloe watched the last of the students trickle out and looked to Kai. “I do love my job,” she smiled.

“I see that, Miss,” said Kai.

“I bet you do.” Chloe glanced back to the chastity she’d locked him in in front of the class to demonstrate how with one simple click, you can teach a boy just who his cock belongs to. She considered unlocking him with the key that dangled from a bracelet at her wrist. But deciding to let him stew a while longer, instead pressed a button wiping the digiboard clean, before clipping on his leash and leading him from the classroom.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s get some air.”

It was a typically bright blue skied Gyncadian day. With students going here and there. Some striding purposefully, others with an air of relaxed nonchalance like they had all the time in the world. Chloe was definitely in the latter group, strolling the spacious campus passing groups of girls soaking up the replenishing sunlight while they chatted on grassy verges, or sat in the shade of pink palms studying in pairs or alone – their leashed and collared boys kneeling close by like obedient dogs.

Chloe drew nods of approval, Kai – despite the many more males around since his arrival – lusty stares. Over by the monument Chloe regarded with such fondness, no matter how many times she saw it, there was the daily group of selfie takers, each taking it in turns to rub a certain part of Kai that was said to bring good luck. An act that brought a smile to Chloe’s face every time she saw it.

“That cock of yours is going need repainting,” she chuckled back at Kai as she led him away from all this, down to a section of the weaving river where she slipped off her heels, and they sat dangling their feet in the temperate waters gentle flow. She spotted Kai eyeing the key at her wrist and snorted in amusement at his boy brain.

“Does someone want out?”

“Yes, Miss.”

Chloe glanced down at his swollen cock pressing against its restraint, feeling the incessant creep of a heavy delicious warmth at her loins. “Do you ever wonder where you’d be right now if I hadn’t clicked that button and bought you?” she asked.

Kai looked from her to the sunlit pink water. “I’d still be trying to survive,” he said. “Maybe dead. Or maybe some other Gyncadian would have saved me.”

“You regard me as your saviour?”

Kai looked back her way. “Yes, Miss,” he said, deeply serious.

Chloe found herself smiling. She scooped off the bracelet and released him from chastity just like she’d released him from the hellscape that was his previous life.

“And what do you have to say to your saviour?”

“Thank you, a million times over, Miss.”

Chloe hovered a whisper from his lips, thinking how it should be she thanking him. It was only with his and the other earth boys arrival that she’d found what she felt was her true calling. But she didn’t say any of this. Instead she gave a subtle flick of her chin and said with the hint of a smile, “Show me.”

Kai’s kiss was one of such burning passion and lustful intensity that for a moment Chloe was swept up into another plane of existence on the heavenly sensation. When at last they parted slightly breathless, she saw he was hard for her. And she wasn’t the only one to see it; a wolf whistle came from a group of girls grinning broadly from the punt on which they languorously lounged – their collared boy standing and guiding them forward with his long pole from the rear.

Chloe returned their smile, watching as the narrow boat passed, taking in the boy’s cute bum as they floated on their way. Then she turned her gaze back to Kai, both of them sharing a half smile as their eyes dropped to the others lips and they closed in on each other only wanting more.

“Show me again,” said Chloe.

Kai briefly broke into a big smile, then those delicious lips of his were back on her and Chloe was falling back into that state of joyous bliss. The heavy warmth between her thighs had like a strong itch, grown impossible to ignore when she lifted her feet from the water and they finally stood. She slipped on her heels and took hold of Kai’s leash.

“Let’s go, horny boy,” she grinned. “There’s other things I want you to do with that tongue.”

And just like that she was pulling him onward. Her property. Hers to do with as she pleased. Forever and always on planet Gyncadia, where women ruled and boys had no option but to obey. For the good of everyone.
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