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Chapter 1

(bgggggg, d/s, oral)

The virus hit in 2023 and spread out of control in days. It only affected males and a rush to quarantine infected males failed. It was too late by the time doctors figured out that while only men showed symptoms, the women were infected as well and spreading it around the world until 99% of the males were dead. After that, 99% of newborn males died within a week. For the next seven years, the men who lived enjoyed their leverage over an overwhelmingly female population. If a woman wanted sex or a family, she played to the whims of any available male. Polygamy was legalized and extramarital affairs were certainly not grounds for divorce. 
There was a rush of women into the workforce to support the remaining 51% of the decimated population worldwide. Unemployment was zero and within months, the remaining men left their jobs. Like prides of lions, the females lucky enough to be in a pride worked to serve their man. Unlike lions, the ratio of women to men was so high that even the weakest of males had as many women as he desired. Those women without a man changed their opinion of homosexuality or managed their sexual frustration in other ways. 
In 2030, the urban legends arose – tales of boys in second grade with harems that included their classmates and teacher, tales of mothers and sisters so desperate they turned to their sons and brothers for sex, and tales of women accosting young boys at malls, parks, and supermarkets. Then, in 2031 came The Cruise. It sent a powerful aftershock eight years after the virus hit. 

Ah yes, The Cruise… Rory Miller, a 7-year-old boy, and the lone male at the pool on Deck C on a cruise ship with 900 people, 885 of them women, on board found himself the center of attention of all the females at the pool. Reports vary from 16 to a wildly exaggerated number of 97 females from age 7 to 43. By Rory’s account, the first to arrive was a 19-year-old with “nice tits” – the limit of his description. She was topless in the time it took for her to close the five feet between them and bottomless before she could pry his lips open with her tongue. Afterwards, Rory admitted sheepishly to struggling briefly, but when she’d taken his cock to its full depth in her pussy, he decided to “go with it”. After that one came, a 16-year-old girl, his 34-year-old mother, and his 11-year-old sister used his hard on for their pleasure. To the disappointment of the others, he came in his sister’s pussy and they had to give him 20 minutes to recharge. “I couldn’t believe what they did after that,” said Rory, “they… they… well, it was just unbelievable. Kissing and licking and not just me… each other, you know? And the one sucking on my…” he blushed wonderfully for his first interview. “… you know, my wiener…” he said tentatively and then more confidently, “… my cock. Well, I made sure she went next, because you know what? They just wanted my… cock hard again and she did the most… best thing… Gawd, it felt good.”
The crew (all women) tried to intervene, lost their senses, and got swept up in the orgy. The few men on The Cruise, 14 in all, tried to intervene, did not lose their senses, but got swept up in the orgy anyway. Eventually, the men got Rory away from the mindless sluts and put him in isolation. But, the word was out that the urban legends were true… boys born after the plague were irresistible to females as young as four. Boys as young as 7-years-old went through puberty overnight and were powerful sexual beings capable of their own orgasm and satisfying sex hungry women.  
The Cruise was by no means the first time this had happened; it was just the first well documented case. Overnight, sexual abuse of a minor became a ludicrous crime when grade school boys could put a grown woman out of control or a ravenous 11-year-old girl might virtually attack a man once she was aroused by a boy. It just couldn’t be considered perverted when a 6-year-old girl begged for release and an adult put her out of her misery. 
“Off” a boy had no effect on the girls around him, but with a sexual thought and an erection he was “on” and produced powerful pheromones that stirred a deep animalistic desire in any girl. The fact was that once that desire hit her… once she was under the influence of pheromones or “up”, denying her sex left her feeling empty and depressed for days—the blahs. Boys jokingly called it “helping her out” when they sated that desire, but it was true; a girl who was up needed to cum. More than that, they needed a boy’s cock. It secreted precum constantly during sex, a chemical that sated them almost as good as a full dose of boy cum, which could be administered in a girl’s pussy, ass, or mouth with equal effectiveness. Oral sex kept a girl from the blahs since inhaling the pheromones allowed a girl to massage trace amounts on the tongue into another girl’s clit.  Inhaling pheromones got a girl up and physical contact with pheromones was the key to her satisfaction. Masturbation alone merely reduced the effects of the blahs. 
Men who were used to controlling women using reproductive rights were in awe of every preteen boy able to control a woman with sex so completely. It just wasn’t fair that little boys could make a woman go wild and satisfy them with their little cocks while a man-sized cock didn’t have the juice to keep them from the blahs. 
Immediately picking up on the fact that the boy’s pheromones were the cause, Hanes Pharmaceutical designed, filed for a patent, and started delivery of nose filters within a week of The Cruise. The first Nōfs were given away free, but they were only guaranteed for 30 days and needed replacement then. Nose filters were a must for three billion females and, after the free trial, the sales of Nōfs turned the small company into a trillion dollar enterprise. 
Young though they were, the boys had a power they flexed to get what they wanted. The boys made demands and compromises were made. Guaranteeing them sex under certain conditions was not unlike offering a sacrifice to keep a dragon at bay. 
*****
Though he was only 7, Don appreciated his status among his second grade classmates and the power it gave him. Thirteen years after the virus had struck and six years after The Cruise, young boys and their pheromones had laid the groundwork for the new society’s norm. As the only boy in the 1st, 2nd, and 3rd grade, he enjoyed the benefits of those that came before him. The rarity of boys made him an object of desire. The special privileges he was given filled the girls with awe. Even at their young age, the girls knew competition for a man was fierce and it had already started. There were a few girls who avoided him, but most of them wanted him. For the girls, sexually disrupting the class was an offense punished with expulsion, so they dutifully wore their Nōfs rather than entice him with their bodies. 
It wasn’t easy training a girl to wear her Nōf. It was mildly uncomfortable and there wasn’t a 4-year-old girl on the planet who hadn’t removed the offending discomfort and promptly fallen victim to the lust of a nearby boy. Too small for intercourse, the girl usually got her first lesson in cock sucking on the spot before the boy would lick or finger the desperate girl to her first ever orgasm. Once she’d had a taste of orgasmic delight, there was even more incentive for a girl to remove her Nōf. It wasn’t until 1st grade that a girl surrendered to the threat of explusion and isolation from her peers and accepted the need to keep her Nōf in place. 
Don, of course, couldn’t be expelled even if he nailed his teacher in class, which he would if given the chance. 

Since school ended at 3:00, Ms. Rosen had the children start putting their things away at 2:55. By 3:00, the girls were lined up at the door wearing their coats and backpacks, waiting nervously. Don was at the head of the line eying the queue of girls, a fraction of his harem, as he decided who would be his playmates for the afternoon. He was staying, so his coat and backpack were still at his desk. When the bell rang, he walked down the line and pulled two girls out of line. “The rest of you can go,” he said. He went to five more classrooms, dismissing three of them without picking girls. From the two other classrooms, he picked two 3rd graders and two 1st graders. 
The six selected girls, four white and two Asian, gathered in his classroom. They were the sacrifice and he was the dragon. All of the girls had felt the power of his scent at one time or another. Sometimes he kept just two or three of them and had them remove their Nōfs. Today he’d selected six for After School and he preferred not to have that many out of control girls. Still, they had to do anything he asked; that was the condition the school and parents had agreed to in exchange for him not fucking the girls during class. 
Don knew his harem well even though there were 165 of them to choose from. Mary Ann, Dora, Patty, and Holly enjoyed sex. Like any girl, Kara and Wendy would need him badly without their Nōfs, but with their Nōfs in place, they didn’t want to be his playtoys and that was part of the fun. Stepping up to Kara, he slipped his hands under her skirt and settled his hands inside her panties, cupping her ass cheeks as he kissed her. The way the 1st grader squirmed in discomfort excited him. 
“Mary Ann, strip,” said Don. He returned his attention to Kara, kissing her and then sliding her panties all the way off. Turning her and lifting her skirt to expose her pert ass, he said, “Hold this up so we can see your bare bottom.” He enjoyed that view for a few seconds and then turned to watch Mary Ann wriggle out of her panties. The 3rd grader posed provocatively for him. “Dora, strip,” he told the other 3rd grader and then kissed Wendy with his hand down the front of her panties. His cock was hard as he toyed with the 2nd grader. When he slid her panties down, he had her hold up the front of her skirt to show off her pretty pussy. 
Once Kara and Wendy were exposed and the other four of the girls were naked, Don allowed Mary Ann to strip him. With a smile, the older girl stripped the cute boy, eventually exposing his hard cock, three inches long and ready. Then he had Mary Ann lie down on her back on the mat in the back of the room. Adorned with a few pillows, the mat was there specifically to provide a place for him to play with his harem. He knelt over her with his cock pointed at the ceiling and his balls dangling over her face. Without any prompting, she stretched up and licked his balls unabashedly with five girls watching. Not just unabashedly, but eagerly and proudly as the girl chosen to go first. 
Grading papers, Ms. Rosen kept an ear tuned to the activities. She was the chaperone to make sure Don didn’t get carried away though he never had gone too far with his demands. She’d make sure the After School only lasted an hour and then she’d lock up. She’d seen him toy with the girls enough to know what he had planned, though she doubted Kara and Wendy knew. 
“Now you strip, Wendy,” ordered Don. With a brief grimace, Wendy slipped her jumper off. He motioned Dora and Patty into position, kneeling on either side of him. “Doesn’t she look sexy,” he nodded toward Wendy as she removed her clothes. Her fair skin darkened with a blush as he made sure she had an audience. He picked her more often than just randomly. She thought it was because he liked embarrassing her, but in truth, she was his favorite. 
Alternating between Dora and Patty, Don kissed them and felt them up, teasing their nipples to hardness on their flat chests. He’d already had his share of women and, while he enjoyed soft, pillowy tits, he really liked the look of girls his own age. When Wendy was nude, he said, “Now, Wendy, you strip Kara.” It went unsaid that he wanted to watch, so Kara moved to stand in front of him and Wendy worked from behind her so as to not block his view. As he expected, she looked uncomfortable having another girl bare her young body to him. The boy patted the mat in front of him, “Holly, come here.” The pretty Asian, a 1st grader, lay down and spread her legs with a grin. The position was promising, putting her as the most fuckable of the girls. 
Fifteen minutes transpired while Don placed the six girls. There was one final thing before the sex actually started. “Turn sideways,” he said to Wendy and Kara, positioning them facing each other in profile. “Now, kiss.” The two little girls looked at him in surprise, wanting to protest this turn of events, but stayed silent. Wendy turned back to face Kara and said, “This doesn’t mean anything, you know.” Then she leaned in and kissed Kara with the assumption that the command to kiss involved tongue and meant kiss until he said stop. The pretty girl did enjoy kissing, but if she was going to kiss someone, she wished it was Don. After a few seconds it wasn’t so bad.
“Suck my cock, Mary Ann,” said Don. “Wendy, make love to her for 15 minutes. Make her cum using just your tongue. Then, Kara, you do the same to Wendy.”
“Oh, God, you mean…” said Wendy, looking at the younger girl in a new light. It was something he hadn’t asked of her before. She’d seen Don and her friends make love to girls and knew what he wanted. In this new world of open sexuality, she’d helped out her sisters, but that was a quick service. Make love meant more than that and Kara wasn’t up, so this would take some time. She cast a glance as Ms. Rosen, hoping the adult might call foul, but Ms. Rosen just made a motion that told her to get on with it. 
With his cock in Mary Ann’s mouth, Don leaned forward on his hands and knees and licked Holly’s sweet pussy as she cooed in delight. Cupping her tight little ass, he lifted her up to get better access to her bulging pussy and her hidden clit. Dora and Patty had become just spectators to the action. 
Working her way down to Kara’s nipples, Wendy cast an occasional glance at Ms. Rosen and each time, the teacher was watching her. Always focused on the girls, Don had never noticed Ms. Rosen’s interest in little girl lesbians. It was an interest that made Wendy doubly nervous. Don had a good view of her if he raised his eyes, which he frequently did, and she was certain Ms. Rosen was enjoying the embarrassing act. How odd it felt to have her teacher’s attention. 
Pacing himself, Don let Mary Ann work on his cock. She knew what he wanted – sucking, kissing, and licking without making him cum. When a girl was up, he could make all six girls cum and finish himself off in the sixth. Dora and Patty had hair triggers whether they were up or not. Mary Ann and Holly were getting the foreplay they needed so he could make them all cum in his allotted After School time. 
“That’s enough, sweet lips,” he said to Mary Ann and rose up. She scooted out and he repositioned to line his cock up with Holly’s tiny pussy. The 6-year-old was years from puberty, but she’d still need help if she was up, so like every girl, she’d been stretched to accommodate a small cock. It was the merciful thing to do. “Ready, babe?” asked Don. It wasn’t as if every girl had a pet name; he called all 1st graders babe during sex. Each grade had their pet name, but all cocksuckers were sweet lips. 
“Do me, do me!” said Holly, excitedly. As he pushed in, she raised her legs and wrapped them around his hips. In just a few strokes, he had his three inches buried in her and started fucking her in earnest. He had experience, but a boy as young as Don had training and counseling as well. It was those sessions that gave him the consideration to make sure all the girls had orgasms. 
As he fucked her, Don circled her nipples with his thumbs. They were light and barely discernible, but as he toyed with them, they hardened. In his mind, she was his… all the girls were his. He could touch them any way he wanted, though he was becoming aware of their individual preferences. Holly liked to be touched and she liked to be kissed. As he leaned forward to kiss the 6-year-old, he glanced up at Ms. Rosen. He could do anything he wanted, but he’d noticed that tongue kisses between grade schoolers bothered her. Making the girls strip, his hands on Holly’s nipples, or his cock in Mary Ann’s mouth or Holly’s pussy didn’t get a reaction from his teacher, but kissing Holly passionately always brought a look of disapproval to Ms. Rosen. Not that she could do anything about it. To Don’s disappointment, the teacher was watching Wendy kiss her way down Kara’s slender body, not noticing the passionate tongue kiss between Don and his 1st grade lover. 
Holly was fun to fuck because she enjoyed it. It wasn’t just that she enjoyed the climax that was rapidly approaching. She enjoyed the act of fucking and thrust her hips up to meet him. She enjoyed being picked to play with Don, already planning their life together at some indefinite time in the future. Though she couldn’t see what was going on behind her, she came just as Wendy got to Kara’s bare pussy. 
When Holly came with a squeal, she moved out from under him to let the other girls have a turn. Don fucked Patty, Dora, and then Mary Ann, cumming in the 3rd grader. She was an enthusiastic fuck because she enjoyed it and because she’d just watched three other girls get what she wanted. Waiting drove Mary Ann crazy and as she saw Dora take Don’s cock, she knew she’d get his cum. 
With five girls sated, including Kara via Wendy’s tongue, Don lay back to watch Kara get Wendy off. Kara was just sucking Wendy’s nipples on the way to her pussy and Wendy looked at Don and said, “I like it when you fuck me. I like how your cock feels and I like how it feels when you make me cum. Would you… umm… could you fuck me?” 
Don raised his eyebrows at Wendy’s words. That would be a change for her, but it wasn’t the first time a girl in his harem had changed her mind about sex. It was really just a matter of time to get the girl to acknowledge the truth—it felt good. In a world where he could make any girl uncontrollably horny there weren’t any true lesbians anymore, just bi-sexuals. There would come a time in every girl’s life when she realized she enjoyed partners of both sexes. Sex with boys and girls was a given and it just took time. Wendy’s admission that she enjoyed sex with him was a moment he wasn’t about to pass up.  
“Of course, I would,” he said with a smile. “I need a few minutes, but I’ll fuck you. Here’s what I want you to do. Take out your Nōf and then do something that will make me hard again. Do something really sexy. Use your imagination.”
With all of them watching? Take out my Nōf and go wild? She stood in front of him and ran her hands down her body. Oh wow, this is going to feel so good! What should I do? What will turn him on? Taking out her Nōf, she inhaled deeply and tried to set it on a desk, but as the scent hit her, she tossed it halfway across the room. Her mind was totally on Don so she didn’t notice Kara and Holly scrambling to find the discarded Nōf that she’d need when he was finished with her. Holy fuck me in the afternoon… look at him… what a dream… I want him… I need him… what will make him hard and happy? Gawd, I can’t have him yet… too soft… need him hard. He’s so sexy… I’m so sexy… check me out, stud… Oh, the way she posed would have made him hard had he not just cum. 
I could suck him… that takes time… gotta hurry him along... love to taste his cum, but I want his cock in my fucking pussy! She looked at the other girls and then dropped to her knees in front of Mary Ann. “Give me his cum,” she growled. Grabbing Mary Ann’s ass, she pulled the older girl to her and ran her tongue up Mary Ann’s slit, tasting cum as she did. With her Nōf in place, licking Kara had been distasteful, but now she eagerly devoured Mary Ann’s juices mixed with Don’s cum. She needed his cum; it made her feel warm and content. 
The other girls all understood the reward that Don was giving Wendy. They knew the feeling of lust and knew Wendy’s orgasm would be better for it. So, when Wendy virtually attacked her, Mary Ann lay down and spread her legs, cooperating with her harem-mate as Wendy sucked the cum out of her pussy. “Oh, God, yes, Wendy, dive in and suck it out. Thought you didn’t like doing girls. Nothing like a little boy cum to get you to eat pussy like this.” The savvy 3rd grader kept her eyes on Wendy though her words were intended for Don’s ears. In her state of mind, Wendy didn’t care what was said, but the teasing would get Don hard faster. 
“Paula, suck his cock,” said Mary Ann as she took charge of Don’s hard on to help Wendy. “Dora, see if he’d like to lick your cunt.” Don allowed Paula to suck him, but waved Dora away since she blocked his view of the wild girl trying to get four inches of tongue inside Mary Ann. “Mmmm, such a cute little slut,” teased Mary Ann. “Feels almost like you’re fucking me, Wendy. Dig deep. I’ll bet he’s ready to fuck you soon.”
The young boy had remarkable powers of recuperation and six naked girls vying for his attention would have been enough to get him erect in a few minutes. Wendy’s imaginative and enthusiastic efforts, Mary Ann’s teasing, Paula’s expert mouth, and the look of envy on the three other girls’ faces cut the time in half. When he was hard, he rolled Wendy onto her back. She was so horny and distracted that she resisted for a second until she realized she was going from the frying pan into the fire she desired. “Ohhhh, fuck yeah,” she moaned as she spread her legs. “Come and get me, stud.”
Determined to give her more than enough, Don fucked her until he came inside her. In the process, Wendy had four orgasms, each one seemingly better than the previous. She would have kept going, but he rolled off her and pulled her close while Holly put Wendy’s Nōf back in place. Wendy had wrestled with the growing feeling of enjoying sex for the past few weeks and now after her admission, this spectacular experience had solidified that feeling. As she regained her senses, she cuddled with her lover and basked in the warm afterglow of her orgasms. 
Later at home, Wendy described her afternoon to her mom and sisters. “He let me take out my Nōf and it was wonderful,” she gushed. 
Her mom just shook her head at the idea that he’d “let” her take out her Nōf…  that he’d pleasured her 7-year-old daughter… that she’d enjoyed losing control and cumming several times. Anita was old enough that she could remember before the virus and the idea of two 2nd graders having wild, unrestrained, orgasmic sex still seemed wrong. It was something she had no control over. “I’m glad you enjoyed it, honey,” she said. 
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Chapter 2

()

Dr. Dillingham paused, stretching and rubbing her sore neck. She was reading the data from the latest experiment, a task she’d been at for over an hour without result. Her eyes ached from the monotony of figures, her neck ached from the intensity of her unwavering gaze, and her mind ached from the slow, tenuous progress of their research. She’d originally started research on the early onset of puberty in the young boys. Their sexual prowess started around 7 with ejaculations and by 8 they could father a child. Their cocks were still cute little hairless, boyish members but the internal plumbing was powerful.
Back then, just two years ago though it seemed longer, her research had been unfocused. She’d just been searching for a reason why. Then she’d been contacted by a secretive lab and her research moved into studying the powerful pheromones and how to counter their effect on females. Aside from the physical protection of a Nōf, there wasn’t a cure that would prevent any female from descending into animalistic lust over the young lads. In the last two months, they’d started to make progress. 
There was a not so even balance between the need to keep the boys for the survival of the human race and the boys growing dominance over the more populous gender. They couldn’t deny the boys anything unless they could control the pheromones. With the women looking at a future of sexual slavery, they had to do something. Yet, they had to do it in secret because the boys wouldn’t allow anything that might limit their control. 
The lab was an off campus facility that was part of Johns Hopkins University, but had fallen off the grid five years ago to start the research. There was no record of the environmentally controlled building or the sophisticated equipment and peerless doctors who worked there. To anyone passing by it was a slightly rundown warehouse.  
Returning to her work, Dr. Dillingham circled a few numbers that showed even more progress. They estimated that they’d have a cure within two years at the current rate. Then she circled two numbers that had nothing to do with success, they were just adjacent. Two round circles and then a hotdog shaped extension dangling between two balls. I could use a good fuck right now. Startled at her phallic drawing and the sudden desire for sex, she looked up and saw the boys. There were four of them ranging from 12 to 13, the high age range of the possessors of powerful, pungent pheromones. A ragtag band of her colleagues was in tow with a trail of lab coats and clothing strewn behind them. “Fuck!” she snapped as she realized her competition was ahead of her. Cocks! Sweet Jesus, not enough cocks for us all! Need to get there now. She shed her lab coat and was half naked when the boys stopped in the center of the lab with two dozen horny females around them. 
Like polite, but rabid zombies, the entire staff of the secret lab stood in a circle around the boys. Polite in the sense that they knew the boys would set conditions in exchange for sating their rabid lust. They waited to hear the conditions because failure meant the unthinkable – no sex. Zombies in the sense that they were driven by only one instinctive force. None of them wore a stitch of clothing. 
The boys started handing out zip ties. “You will tie each other’s hands behind your backs,” said the oldest boy. “Do it securely. The slut who doesn’t do it good will not get a God damn thing from us.” He handed several ties to Dr. Dillingham.
“Suzi,” she said brightly. “Suzi sucks cock.” 

“Yes, yes, in due time, Suzi slut,” he chuckled. He’d singled her out as the prettiest of the doctors and she would indeed get what she wanted from him when the time was right. “Your job is to make sure everyone gets tied except you. When everyone is tied, come back to me and I’ll zip your helpless little hands behind you.” He bounced her tits, turned her around, and smacked her ass to send her on her way.  
Two minutes later, Suzi backed up to him with her wrists crossed behind her back. “Suzi did good,” she said, looking over her shoulder at him. “Suzi should go first.” The crowd of women got suddenly noisy as they protested her claim. 
“Suzi’s been naughty,” said Jake, frowning at her. “You’ve been working behind our backs, trying to beat us. You’re going to have to work extra hard for cock in your pussy… all of you. Now go out the front door and get on the bus.” 
The chastised females hung their heads as they hastened out the door and onto the bus. As it pulled away, flames leaped from the windows of the rundown warehouse. Suzi settled herself down on Jake’s lap with his cock inside her and bounced her way to orgasm, oblivious to the loss of years of research. Half an hour later the brilliant doctors and staff were safely ensconced in a dormitory, chained to their beds. They were grateful that the boys overlooked their naughtiness and fucked them to heaven, so they didn’t mind the chains. When the boys left, the Nōfless women gradually came to their senses, stunned at the loss of their research and their new life as sex slaves. 
*****

Every Saturday, Don went to visit his Big Brother. Art was a 34-year-old with 30 wives or maybe it was 32 or 28… who could keep track anymore. He had the enviable task of coaching the 7-year-old. As the boy’s Big Brother, he spent half his time teaching Don restraint, as in don’t nose strip more females than you can fuck, and half his time teaching the boy how to take advantage of those females he did nose strip or who gave themselves freely. 
“Good morning, Art,” said Don, handing his mentor five sealed plastic bags. The bags each contained a 4-inch by 4-inch cloth that he’d tucked into his underwear for a day at school. Art set one aside and put the other four in a larger bag and sealed it. The one was for his personal use. He could give two of his wives a whiff of the contents and have wild sex that might otherwise be mundane. To keep them from the blahs, he’d let them pleasure each other with their tongues. It would last for a week and then he’d get a new one from Don. He could sell the other four for a couple of hundred dollars each. It wasn’t illegal, but you also couldn’t buy it in any store. 
“I got a question, Art,” said Don. 

“I have a question, Art,” said Art. 

“Yeah, I have a question, too, Art,” grumbled Don as his Big Brother corrected his grammar. “Can I have a wife?”
With a smile, Art glanced at Zoe and Tanya, two of his younger wives who were still hanging around as if they might accidently inhale something they shouldn’t. “One of mine? Maybe Zoe?” he chuckled. “You two get out of here,” he waved them away. “One of your own, I assume, and the answer is yes and no. You can’t have a wife, but why not have a full-time live in mistress who is just the same as a wife?”
“So, I was thinking like maybe Wendy,” said Don. “She’s 7 like me.”

“Ha, ha,” laughed Art. “Wendy… Wendy… hmmm, You talk about her a lot. Wendy’s the one who doesn’t like fucking or is there another Wendy?” He couldn’t keep track of Don’s harem like Don could. 

“She likes it now,” said Don. 

“That’s nice,” said Art. “I’ll bet she’s cute.” He’d never let Don see any of his daughters because he was old school and though he mentored the 7-year-old, he was protective of his own. Instead, he encouraged Don to pursue his classmates. “Technically, you could just insist and her mommy wouldn’t have much choice. There is, however, a proper way to do it. Etiquette and all, you know. A mother hates to give up her daughter and, really, Wendy would probably miss her mommy.” He explained the proper way of extending an invitation (that would be accepted) and establishing a contract between the mothers. “Her mother deserves some assurances of proper care and your mother needs to agree to care for her. I know you would take care of her, but not every boy is as thoughtful as you.” He practically patted himself on the back because any thoughtfulness that Don had was due to his mentoring. 
“A contract?” said Don, a bit put off by the idea. “Is that like forever?”

“Ha, ha, ha,” chuckled Art again at the boy’s obvious distaste for an eternal bond. “No, I’d recommend a two week contract. You can always extend it if you want, but two weeks will give you time to get to know her and for her to learn how to please you. After that, you can decide to keep her or get a new mistress.”
“Yeah, OK, mom would probably like it if I had Wendy. She… never mind.”

“Don, are you still banging Sally?” asked Art with a frown. “So many girls. You shouldn’t do your sister.”

“Sometimes… not just…” he stopped again with the same ‘never mind’ look. 
“Not just Sally?” Art chided his protégé. Don often talked about his 9-year-old sister. Don liked “older women” and Art knew Don had three sisters older than him. As was customary, his mother had dissolved her marriage upon the birth of her son and not had any more children. He was the future of humanity and was the primary focus of her life. 
“God,” said Don, rolling his eyes. “Linda just came in… naked and no Nōf, you know?” He grinned. “She’s got tits now. She wanted some before… before she starts to bleed and then we can’t, you know.”

“Yes, I do know,” said Art. “I was the one who told you. I also said no sisters at all, remember? Just that there’s a good reason why no sisters after they start to bleed.”

“She just… you know, I had to help her out.” He grinned again. “Four times in the last month.”

Art shook his head at the brashness of the boy. “Enough. I promised to teach you about knots.” He thought he might burn in hell as he taught the 7-year-old about bondage, but at least it wouldn’t be his daughters. Maybe Linda would get a big surprise next time. 
*****
Ms. Rosen had her students lined up to hand in their worksheets. One at a time, they handed her the sheet of paper, she scanned the answers, and corrected them on the spot. Don was second in line when he saw her glance at him, her eyes wide with shock. He knew the look. She’d gotten a whiff of him and had about five seconds to replace her failing Nōf. As she yanked open her drawer and fumbled for her spare, he was there beside her, his scent overpowering. “Here, let me help you,” he said calmly as he reached in and pretended to help while doing everything he could to block her hands. 
“Don, I can… do… it,” the pretty 28-year-old forced the words out of her mouth. One of the small percentage of women who’d never inhaled from the land of lust, she’d only heard the stories. Now she shook as she realized she was seconds away from succumbing to a 7-year-old. 
“You need help,” said Don with a deceptive smile. He raised his voice, “Everyone, go sit down. Do not take off your filters. Ms. Rosen is... having a little problem.”

“Oh, God damn,” said Ms. Rosen as she stopped fumbling for her new filter. “Don, could you… stop this, please.” She knew she couldn’t and he wouldn’t. 
“You want something, Karen?” said Don, enjoying that he could call her by her first name without her objection. “Do what I tell you to do and you’ll have a fun story to tell about your day. Now, hold still.” He reached up and nose-stripped her; the sight of a woman without her filter was very erotic for his generation. “It’s not working anyway.” He tossed it in the trash can. “Get on the desk.” His eyes swept the classroom. “Everybody else back to your seats!” he reaffirmed his command for benefits of the stragglers. 
“No, I need… you know what I need,” said Karen as the girls scrambled back to their desks. She stepped toward him. So this is what it’s like. For God’s sake, he’s got what I need. So cute… so small… but it’ll do. I have to… I need it. Right now! I’m gonna get it. I’m gonna get it. Me, not them this time. Me. I’m gonna get it. “Do me now. Want my clothes. Here, I’ll get…” 
“Stop! Don’t take off your clothes,” he snapped. “Get on the desk or you won’t get it.”

“Please, Don,” she whined as she turned and climbed up on the desk. As he walked in front of her desk, she turned to face him. She stared into his eyes, her body on fire, very aware of the 28 girls sitting in the background behind him, yet uncaring about their eyes on her at the same time. In addition to the incredible lust, there was a sense of inevitability. Like a bitch in heat. That’s what they say. Getting fucked is just animalistic instinct. It’s gonna happen. 
“Without tearing them, take off your blouse and skirt,” said the 7-year-old. He wanted her, had even dreamed about this moment, so he traded his horny desire for a little fun. He knew exactly what he wanted to do with his teacher. “You need them off anyway,” he said as she unbuttoned her blouse. It wasn’t as if he had to convince her, he just wanted to play. “Take them off so the whole class can see.”
She had eyes only for Don, so it didn’t matter to her as much as he thought to strip in front of the girls. Her big worry about the 2nd grade schoolgirls was that they were potential competition. She needn’t worry about that because of the awe the girls had for their cock-endowed classmate. He giveth and he taketh away from the girls who crossed him. He said sit and they sat. Right now he wanted Ms. Rosen and if they interfered, he’d be upset. 
Down to her bra and panties, she reached back to unhook her bra. “Don’t!” snapped Don. “You’ll take it off when I say.”
God, no! I need it! Why is he doing this? It’s like torture. Now I know what it’s like and it’s torture. “When?” she whined. 
“Tell the girls you want to shake your bare boobies.”

“I want to shake my bare boobies!” she said, surprised at her own enthusiasm. She wondered if the other classrooms had heard her. As she realized the girls were not the competition, but the audience instead, she thought, I’m going to get naked. Holy fuck, that’s why I’m on my desk. It’s a stage. Jesus, this is like when he embarrasses the girls. Only it’s me! Fuck me, I’m gonna regret this later, but too much at stake to stop now. Gawd, it feels wonderful to be the one going to get it and they have to watch.  “Shake my bare fucking boobies!” She yelled with enthusiasm and then put her hand over her mouth and blushed. It felt like somebody else was in control of her body.
“Go ahead and do it,” said Don, grinning at her lack of control. “Take off your bra and shake ‘em.” He had his pick of the girls every day, but now his cock was as hard as it had ever been as he toyed with his teacher. He watched her shake her tits, down to just her panties and lustfully entertaining the girls. “You want me bad, don’t you, Karen?”

“Yes, oh, yes, I’m so…” desperate, horny, needy, lost in lust… “… so… so… fuck me.” He said nothing and she couldn’t take the silence. “I want you to take my panties. I want your cock inside me. I want to fuck… what are you waiting for?” Am I not sexy? I know he likes girls his own age. Am I too old for him? No, no, no, not that. No, he made sure I couldn’t get my Nōf. He wants me, but what? “What do you want? I’ll do anything.” Oh… my… God! That’s what he wanted from me! I’ve heard the girls say it and it sounded so right.
He smiled as soon as she said she’d do anything and then smiled even broader when her eyes went wide. He knew that she knew she’d just surrendered to him in every way. “Karen, I know you’re horny. You may take off your panties… STOP! Not yet.” She was quick and had hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties already. “When I can see a wet spot on the front of your panties, you may take them off.” He slowly stripped, thrilled that the woman’s eyes drank in his youthful body. There were some things he liked about older women and one of them was how they looked at him. It was the same as the giddy little girls, but it was more powerful when she was four times his age. 
“You want this, Karen?” he asked as he pulled down his underwear to show his little cock. She nodded frantically. “You getting excited for this? Getting all wet and ready for me?” Already she had a visible wet spot, but he didn’t want to acknowledge it yet. Behind him he heard a few titters and he cast a stern glance behind him that silenced the girls. 

“For God’s sake, don’t make me wait any more. Aren’t I wet? Can’t you see it?” She broke eye contact to look down at her pink panties and the spreading dark spot on the front of them. “I’m wet! Look!”
“Listen closely, Karen,” he said. “I want you to tell the girls what you want.”
“I want to fuck!”

Don rolled his eyes. “You’re a horny one, Karen. Just wait until I finish and then do what I said. So, first, I want you to tell the girls what you want. Second, I want you to take off your panties. Third, I want you to sit on the desk facing me and spread your legs as wide as you can. Fourth, I want you to pick a girl to join us. Finally, I want you to pick up the girl you choose, carry her back to the play area, and strip her… and don’t damage her clothes. Ready, set, go.”
“I want to shake my bare fucking boobies,” said the 2nd grade teacher, shaking them again. “I want to get naked and get fucked by Don.” She looked at Don for approval and then slid her panties down. “I want to get naked,” she repeated. She sat down on the front edge of the desk with her legs dangling over, grabbed a knee in each hand, and pulled her legs apart. As Don stepped aside, she stayed like that, once again aware of the audience. Oh gawd, I’ll regret this later. My pussy is leaking all over the place and he’d making me show it off to the girls. Oh well, they know how I feel. They understand. Her eyes ran over the class as she thought about who to pick to join them. She didn’t want competition, but she had to please Don. He’d want her to pick a pretty one. “I want Vicki to join us,” she said, settling on the pretty blond not as competition, but as a partner. There might be sex between the two of them and in her current state of mind, she realized just how much she wanted a little girl. She wanted Vicki. Jumping off the desk, she Karen scooped up Vicki in her arms, carried the 7-year-old back to the mat, and then set her on her feet.  
Surprised and embarrassed at being picked by her teacher, Vicki cast a questioning glance at Don as Ms. Rosen carried her back. What does he want? What am I supposed to do? Should I take out my Nōf? 
Giving Karen a choice of girls was intended to feel her out. Vicki was a tight little dream that Don picked often. Today she wore a T-shirt and jeans that accented her round bottom. He did indeed plan on letting Karen play with Vicki. He’d noticed his teacher’s interest in the little girls and she was going to get a taste of the forbidden fruit that he knew she wanted. “Leave your Nōf in,” he told Vicki, anticipating her question. 
She wanted Don’s cock, but Karen had her orders and those orders were the path to satisfaction. Taking off Vicki’s shoes and socks, Karen gazed for a second at the cute little toes and then got back on task. As she removed Vicki’s shirt, the 2nd grader was naked from the waist up. Her hands trembled as she undid the front of Vicki’s jeans and then slid them down. To Karen’s delight, Vicki was wearing a thong. Always trying to impress Don, the girls cared about panty lines and looking sexy when the opportunity arose to strip for him. Today she looked sexy for her teacher as well. 
Vicki shivered under Ms. Rosen’s lecherous gaze. It had been a little amusing to watch Ms. Rosen perform for Don, but now it was her as well. Like most of the girls, she was bi. She enjoyed sex with Don and her classmates. Having sex with an adult was a first for her, not counting times that someone had helped her out. It was the first time when she wasn’t up. Then she blushed as she realized she was staring right back. Staring at Ms. Rosen’s big tits, her sopping pussy, her eager face with pouty lips slightly parted and inviting. She felt the stirrings of arousal.
Breaking the spell, Karen turned to Don. “Fuck me now?”

“Almost ready for that,” said Don. “Kneel down.” 

Karen knelt facing the source of satisfaction now at eye level. Oh fuck. Of course he wants me to suck cock. How many times have I watched him with the girls. Without a word from him, she leaned forward and licked his cock and balls. He’s standing in profile so the whole class can see. God, he’s so powerful… so cute… so exciting. His cock tastes divine and his precum… mmm, I could drink down his cum and want more. She took his cock in her mouth, sucking it with a rumble of satisfaction. Fuck yeah, he’s mine. I didn’t know it could be this good. I love him.  
“You want to play with yourself and cum over and over while I cum in your mouth?” asked Don. It was a 50-50 chance whether she said yes or no. Some wanted his cock in their pussy and some wanted that quicker gratification of cum in their mouth combined with an orgasm by their own fingers. 

“Your cock in my cunt,” hissed Karen as she sat back and looked up in his eyes. “Either or both. What you want. I want to be fucked silly and cum over and over.”

“Get on your hands and knees,” he instructed. 

She got down on all fours, turning to present her pussy to him. “Ohhh, yesss,” she moaned as his cock pressed between her pussy lips and then sank deep. So small… yet so powerful… I’m so horny. God, it feels great. Her whole adult life had been spent with a scarcity of men, so her sexual experience was limited to a handful of unsatisfying encounters in high school, a series of women, and her vibrator. Now her body was on fire and in less than a minute, she had her first orgasm from a real cock. 
A girl who was up would go until she’d worn out the boy’s cock. The boy’s pheromones would fade once his arousal passed, so there was a natural end to her overwhelming desire. In between there were peaks and valleys. After her first orgasm, Karen regained rational thought. It wasn’t enough to disentangle herself from her student as he pounded into her pussy, scratching the tingle that consumed her. It was enough that she was again aware of her audience, how he’d position them in profile, how her tits bounced and swung wildly, and how close Vicki was to her face. I could almost lick that sweet, smooth pussy. Would he like that? I shouldn’t. I won’t unless he says to. God, I’d love to, but… for God’s sake, I’m getting fucked by a 7-year-old; why not lick one? He wanted me to pick a girl. Why? As the fire rekindled in her, she extended her tongue and Vicki moved forward a few inches to make contact. 
As her teacher offered, a look passed between Don and Vicki that served as approval. The girl not only stepped forward, she gently slid her fingers into Ms. Rosen’s hair and pulled the eager woman close. As the teacher came a second time, she had the forbidden taste of little girl pussy on her lips and tongue. Then, as Vicki felt an orgasm approaching, she lay back using one hand to lower herself gently and the other to guide Ms. Rosen’s face down. Lying on her back, she wrapped her legs around Ms. Rosen’s neck and bucked in orgasm.
After her second orgasm, Karen had little resolve left. She was eating out Vicki and the thought of stopping only flashed through her mind briefly. Instead, she shifted from all fours to drop to her elbows in front. Cupping the pert ass in both hands, she lifted the 7-year-old’s hips up and enjoyed the girl’s second orgasm. I watch him all the time with them. I’ve wanted to do this for a long time. He knows it and he’s giving me what I want. No inhibitions. 
Don had been looking forward to this chance all school year. Karen wasn’t as tight as his classmates, but she was his forbidden fruit. It took more effort than usual to hold off, but like any other girl, he made sure she was satisfied and then on her third orgasm, he came with her.  Then, as Don came and pulled out of her, Karen knew it was over. She almost stopped eating Vicki, but the poor girl was close to cumming, so she finished the job and then relaxed. It felt right to cuddle with her two lovers, kissing them as she regained control. 
As she came down, Ms. Rosen found herself in the embarrassing position of once again being the teacher. Someone had replaced her Nōf and she was naked with naked students. She felt wonderful despite the disconcerting memory of her loss of control. Glancing at the clock, she saw that only half an hour had passed. “It’s still four minutes before recess,” she said. “Go on out. Recess starts early.” She sighed as 27 girls left the classroom. 
Vicki was getting dressed and Don was gathering up Ms. Rosen’s clothes. Still nude, he brought them back to her. “Vicki, Don, I hope you realize that I had no control.”
“Happens to all of us, Ms. Rosen,” said Vicki, dismissively. “We don’t get embarrassed or apologize or anything. It just happens.”

“I get used to it,” added Don. “There’s like a Ms. Rosen who’s our teacher and there was a Ms. Rosen who was up. It’s kind of like you’re not the same person, you know? I really enjoyed it. You were a good… um… lover like that and I know I kind of played around with you, but don’t get all weird about it, OK?”
Happens to all of us. Don’t get all weird about it. They’re so nonchalant about it. Am I just out of touch? I’m only 28, but am I so old school that I can’t accept the new reality? “All right, I won’t get weird,” she said, pulling up her panties. Naked and having a conversation with them. Guess I’m a little nonchalant about it. How else can I take it? It just happened. 
Dressed first, Vicki followed her classmates out to the playground. Left alone with Don, Ms. Rosen said, “Don, I know you deliberately kept me from changing out my Nōf. I suppose it’s partly my fault. I didn’t realize it was so old. Since it seems you took advantage of an opportunity, I guess you have thought about having sex with me.”
“Yeah, I guess so,” admitted Don. “You’re real pretty and… I just thought it would be fun and it was.”

“I don’t want you to do it in class, OK?” said Ms. Rosen. “It interrupted the lesson and even if you think it’s no big deal, I’d rather not be that Ms. Rosen in front of the girls. If you still have thoughts about having sex with me, let’s do it in private.” For the first time, she really understood the deals that had to be made with the boys and she had to make one with Don. “We could do it at my house or yours. I’ll take out my Nōf if you like.” It was fun. It was wild. I feel great. I’m not that Ms. Rosen now, but I remember how she felt. I just don’t want to be like that in public. 
Don brightened at the suggestion. “I never thought of that. I mean, I guess I didn’t think you’d do it without… unless you had to.”
I wouldn’t unless I had to and he may not think so, but I still have to. I have to appease him in some way so this doesn’t happen again. “You’re cute and you’re a great lover. I’ll do it with you any time,” she said, counting on the fact that with so many girls to choose from any time wouldn’t be very often.
“Kewl,” said Don. He grinned and went out to the playground like a normal 7-year-old. 
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By Kenna

Chapter 3
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Linda walked into her brother’s room naked and Nōfless. The 11-year-old loved the feeling of losing control and the immense pleasure that went with it. Being naked ensured Don’s arousal, an essential part of her own arousal spiraling out of control. She smiled as he eyed her dubiously. He always acted reluctant, but he never chased her out. In 15 seconds, she felt her body warm and her arousal was no longer within her control. Here we go! Let’s make big sister feel good! She cocked her head in curiosity and confusion as he pulled out some rope. “What’s that for? I just want to fuck.”

“Turn around and put your hands behind you,” said Don. Used to him playing with her a bit, Linda turned and let him tie her wrists with her palms together. She didn’t like where this was going, but she couldn’t argue. She needed what he was going to give her eventually. 
“That’s enough,” she said hopefully. “You know I’d put them behind me and keep them there if you just asked. Wanna play with my tits? Don’t take too long, OK?” She felt him wrap the rope around her forearms, working his way up toward her elbows. “Hey, you don’t need to do tha… at,” she stammered as he pulled her elbows together so they touched. “That kinda hurts. You’re gonna fuck me, right?” she added as she rolled her shoulders back for her own comfort. Wow, that pushes my tits out. Guess that’s what he wants. 
He’d practiced on wooden posts with Art, so Don had some expertise. He lashed Linda’s arms together and tied a good knot above her elbows. Turning her to face him, he took off his clothes. “Want some of this?” he teased, stroking his cock. 
“Yes, please, don’t make me wait,” pleaded his sister. “I just wanted a quick one like usual, you know? I’m gonna have a period before you know it and then we can’t at all.” She looked at the ping pong paddle he had in his hand. “What are you going to do with that?”
“Anything I want. Remember?” he said. “You want this and I want something first.” He turned her back around and lifted her wrists. He didn’t know anything about physics and leverage, but she bent at the waist just like Art said she would. “You’ve got a cute ass, Linda,” he said and she wiggled it enticingly at the compliment. Then he swatted her. 
“Haahhh,” gasped the 11-year-old more in surprise than pain. “Hey, that’s not fair,” she whined. “I just wanna fuck.” He swatted her two more times despite her complaints and then for the first time ever she considered the blahs as an alternative to a good fuck. She was used to his whims, but this was a higher price than she was used to. Too bad that she couldn’t stop him now even if she wanted to. The brief thought of not letting him fuck her was an academic exercise that didn’t stand a chance against her burning physical need. She pleaded and whined, tears streaming down her cheeks.
After the sixth swat, their mom, Helen, burst into the room. She gawked at the sight of her daughter naked and tied while her son spanked Linda. It was obvious she was up, so that explained why she’d let him tie her. It was also obvious that Linda wasn’t enjoying this. “What are you doing?” Helen demanded. 
“Spanking her,” said Don, thinking the question was a stupid one. Why? What does it look like I’m doing? “She needs to stop coming in naked and wanting to fuck. I shouldn’t do it with her, but she doesn’t give me a choice.”
“Let me help her out then,” said Helen. It wouldn’t be the first time she’d acted in lieu of Don’s cock. 

“No, she’s gonna get what she wants, but this is the last time,” he said. “Don’t worry, mom. I won’t hurt her much. Maybe she won’t be able to sit for a day, but she’ll be OK.” With his mom watching, he swatted Linda again. 

Linda yelped at the swat and looked at her mom. Go away. I don’t want you to help me out. I’m paying my dues and by God I’m getting fucked come hell or high water. “G-go, mom. Iss… it’s OK. I want…” Sniff. “… him to fuh…” Sniff. “… fuck me and… and… sp-spank me.” I don’t really want him to spank me, but just go away so he can make me feel good. I need it bad and so what if I can’t sit for a week.  “Jus…” Sniff. “…just playing with… with me.” Filled with desire, she completely missed the fact that Don was punishing her for tempting him one too many times.
“Don’t make her wait too long, OK, Don?” said Helen as she backed out of the room. There was nothing OK about what he was doing, but she couldn’t intervene now. We’ll talk later.
Don finished up with three more swats. Despite the painful spanking, Linda was soaking wet and more than ready for him. He made her suck his cock for a few seconds to lube it with her own spit and then fucked her. Instead of making sure she was well satisfied with multiple orgasms, he fucked her hard and fast, cumming with her as she had her first orgasm. Then he got a Nōf from his own supply and put it on her.
When she came down, Linda was untied and in her brother’s arms. He caressed her gently and then stopped when her eyes focused on him. She looked mournfully at him. “You don’t want to do this anymore. I was just having fun and… you didn’t have to spank me.”
“I told you before to stop. It’s just not right,” said Don.

“You have dozens of girls and do it all the time. What do I have? Nothing but you.”
“Well, nothing says you have to stop,” said her brother with an impish look. “Come by any time. I enjoyed spanking you.” She glared at him. “Seriously, we can’t be fucking anymore. You’ve got Sally and Joanne and your girlfriends. Do it with them. If you want, I can get you up and then leave. Isn’t that almost as good?”
“Almost,” said Linda begrudgingly. “I hate Chuck,” she added, referring to the 5th grader who claimed the 4th and 5th grade girls as his harem. 
Don had heard it before. Chuck didn’t spread it around like he did. The older boy had favorites that he kept for After School and Linda wasn’t currently one of them. In the six months since she’d started 5th grade, Linda hadn’t been picked for After School. “I don’t know why he doesn’t want you.”
Linda circled the very small mound under her right nipple with her finger. “They’re not big enough for him. You… you look at me like… it just might be worth a spanking once in a while.”
When she caught Don alone later, Helen had reconsidered her position on spanking Linda. She didn’t want Don fucking his sisters and if Don was going to start punishing them, then they were in agreement. Nothing she’d said had been able to stop Linda or Sally so maybe a spanking would do the job. “I’m glad you decided not to have sex with your sisters,” she said. 
Don put her on the defensive when he said, “It’s the right thing to do. I don’t want them around when Wendy moves in. What’s taking so long?” He’d brought up the idea of a two-week contract for her as his live-in girlfriend several days ago and he hadn’t seen any results. 
“I’m not so sure that’s a good idea,” said Helen. She’d put together the contract and even broached the subject with Wendy’s mom, but hadn’t followed through yet. 

With a shrug Don said, “Then don’t complain about me and Linda and Sally.” It was a simple choice to him. After School wasn’t enough. He wanted more and so far his sisters were the easy answer. Just as he turned away to leave he said, “I’ll bet you’d let me tie you if you were up.”
*****

Sierra didn’t allow herself to even wonder what the women in her care had done to deserve their fate. She did know that they were a serious threat to the boys who employed her, to boys in general she supposed. Three of them were kept gagged all the time so they couldn’t talk to their keepers. The other two dozen knew better than to talk about why they were there and Sierra didn’t ask. All of them had been reduced to sex slaves who went into a frenzy every time one of the boys came by, which was at least once a day. 

Along with a handful of other women, Sierra fed and watered the slaves. She was in charge of the three gagged slaves, Bossy, Elsie, and Moo. More correctly, she was in charge of the cows. She’d dubbed Bossy, a blond, as the head cow. Bossy was the most defiant and Sierra kept her in the middle of the line of three. Each of them wore thigh high stockings and nearly shoulder length gloves that were white with black splotches like a Holstein cow. Their faces were covered from chin to forehead with a mask that was both blindfold and ring gag and the ring gag was stoppered shut most of the time. Music played in their ears leaving them with no senses to explore their surroundings. 
It was milking time, so Sierra attached suction pumps to the six swollen nipples on the milk cows’ outthrust tits. After some hormone therapy, the three women produce copious amounts of milk that Sierra milked out twice a day. Grabbing Bossy’s tits, she squeezed them like milking a cow. It wasn’t necessary, but Sierra liked doing it. Don’t do that, thought Bossy. It feels so good. Squeezing my big, sensitive tits. Makes me tingle and want. So unfair. Whole world watching me get milked. Everybody knows, but nobody’s doing anything to rescue me. I have rights.
Next to Bossy, the pink haired Moo was living up to her name. “Moooo, mooooo,” she lowed as best she could through the gag. The mooing had started as a defiant gesture, but Moo kept it up long after her defiance had waned. 
Besides the stockings and gloves, the three had butt plugs shoved up their asses from which dangled tails that were white with black splotches and a headband with cow horns. They were essentially naked and kneeling on pedestals with their arms crossed behind their backs, completely on display and aware that they were in a large room where the keepers, more fortunate captives, and visitors could see them. As an object lesson of why not to defy the boys, they were on a live feed streaming on the Internet. They were a popular site with the hits going up at scheduled milking and feeding times. 
As Moo, a.k.a., Dr. Suzi Dillingham, felt the suction on her nipples, she lowed softly. That first time she’d been dressed as a cow, she’d mooed sarcastically in hopes that her complaint would convince her keepers that her punishment was too severe. She didn’t even think about it anymore. It was a soothing sound that just felt right while she was being milked. Stuck in her sensory deprived world, Moo knew what went on around her even if she couldn’t see or hear. The boys who used her on occasion made sure she knew she was on display worldwide. It galled her to the core to be displayed, milked, and fed with no concern for her dignity, but she’d bowed to her training and knelt passively while she entertained the world. 
The milk flowed out of Moo’s firm tits, grown to double their former size, and she mooed even as she imagined millions of eyes on her. Gawd, it’s that time of the day. Milk me. Milk me. Nothing like the feeling of squirting my milk out. Gawd, my nipples ache for more. They made me a milk cow. It’s what I am. My tits hurt if they don’t milk me. I don’t want to be here, but I need to be milked. This is so sick.  On display with the whole world watching me get milked. Boys are getting off on this. They can’t treat us like this… can’t turn women into livestock. I wish it didn’t feel so good. Tingly. 
In another life, Moo had been on the verge of curing the virus and ending the boys’ dominance, but that was a vague memory for her. Now she knelt passively, living for the few moments when something different happened. She looked forward to milking, exercising, and visits from the boys. Without a Nōf, she felt the power of the pheromones seize her. Sometimes a boy sated her lust, but usually it was a woman’s tongue. Even though she was reduced to a milk cow, they didn’t make her go without an orgasm. It soured the milk if they did.

An hour later, it was feeding time and the hits on the website rose. It was so popular that the boys told Sierra to make a show of it. With bowls labeled worms, grubs, veggies, dairy, and poo, Sierra made a nutritious concoction of protein, vegetables, the cows’ milk, and fruit (it wasn’t really poo though pureed plums, apples, oranges, and a little food coloring made a convincing pile of poo). The keeper filled three large syringes with the mixture, carefully measured to provide the right amount of calories for lactating cows. Then she unstoppered Bossy’s gag and slid a two foot tube down the helpless woman’s throat. Oh no! Feeding time. So dehumanizing. It’s worse than rape. Why do they have to do it like this? I can’t even taste my food anymore. Bossy’s gagging sounds were clear as Sierra put a syringe to the end of the tube and shot Bossy’s meal straight to her stomach. Then she removed the tube and stoppered Bossy again. 
Moo looked forward to all the other distractions, but she dreaded feeding time. Oblivious to Bossy’s turn, she was always surprised when her stopper was removed. It gave her a few seconds to steel herself and then she felt the tube brush her lips, run over her tongue, and then plunge down her throat. It was a struggle to keep her unbound wrists crossed behind her back as she gagged. The consequences of fighting back were too steep to allow herself to yank the tube free. Instead, she tried to relax until her stomach was filled and the tube withdrew. At least it was over in just seconds. 
The raven haired Elsie got the last syringe. The other two cows didn’t know that Elsie had different training. When her mouth was unstoppered, Elsie brought her hands around front and took the tube. She fed the tube down her own throat despite the sounds she made. When it was in place, she felt the syringe placed in her hand and she inserted the tip into the tube and fed herself. Elsie also didn’t know that her routine was different, taking nearly three times as long as the other two. What nobody besides Elsie knew was that the tube no longer bothered her; she was past gagging. She still made the sounds for fear that if her keeper knew the truth, there would be some new form of punishment. 
Sierra was wrong about one thing. Bossy, Elsie, and Moo were not any more likely to talk than the other slaves. They were milk cows and the gag was just one of the accoutrements of being a cow. They’d been chosen solely because they were the three prettiest of the former scientists. 
*****

“This doesn’t seem right, you know,” said Anita as she looked up from the contract that Helen had given her. “Wendy’s only seven. Since when does a 7-year-old have a live-in girlfriend?”
It was most likely a rhetorical question, but Helen answered it anyway. “Since the virus. Look, I know this is hard, but I can’t say no to him anymore than you can and it improves her chances.” It was true that, in a limited study, when a boy picked a girl as a live-in, they established a long-term bond. None of the boys were old enough to get married, but it seemed that Wendy’s chances of marrying Don someday were improved by living with him. 
The two women sat in the eye of a hurricane, the calm in a maelstrom, as they sipped tea and talked about Don and Wendy. Anita was one of 12 wives in the family and Wendy was one of 27 daughters.  They lived in a “house” that was four adjacent two-story houses with extensions in various directions and connecting hallways between the houses to create a maze of living quarters for the family of 40. Setting aside a room for a serious conversation was a major effort in itself. 
Helen knew that Anita was most likely not Wendy’s bio-mother, but her mom. Nine of the mothers worked outside the home and three of them, including Anita, were stay-at-home moms to the 27 girls. The working mothers had time with their daughters, but the moms were in charge. 
“Oh, I can say no all right,” said Anita. “Wendy would hate me and who knows what he’d do to her at school. I’d have to keep her home.” She shrugged. “I can’t say no, can I?” She glanced over at the young couple sitting calmly on the couch while the adults discussed a future ordained by a 7-year-old boy. Don at least had the sense to keep his hands to himself while the mothers deliberated the two-week contract. “That doesn’t mean I like the idea of my daughter on the fast track.” She was as protective of Wendy as if the girl was her own bio-daughter. 
“He wouldn’t do anything to her at school if you said no. He’s not like that.” Helen sighed. “You should try raising a boy. He’s having sex with two of his sisters no matter how many times I tell them and him not to. He’s good to the girls, but it’s still incest. Ms. Rosen says he’s good with the girls at school. Wendy will be OK. Just try not to think of him and her together for the next two weeks. I can’t afford that luxury. It’ll be going on right in my house.”  
“Yeah, right. Try not to think about it. Not like she’s going off to summer camp, but then I know he’s picked her for After School, so it’s not like it’s her first time. I know when she doesn’t come home from school on time. Think I can manage not to think about it then?” Anita shook her head. “Silly, but I know it’s for the best. It’s just so different from when we were girls.” She couldn’t imagine what it was like raising a boy in this day and age. She wanted to protect her daughter, but Helen had to enable her son. He needed an outlet besides his sisters and, though nobody talked about it, she wonder what happened when Helen was up and what precautions a boy’s mother took to make sure she was never up, if that was possible. “Make sure she brushes her teeth,” said Anita. “She doesn’t like to.”
Helen smiled. It struck her as funny that Anita found that important at a moment like this and she knew Wendy wouldn’t forget to brush her teeth. Wendy wouldn’t forget anything that Don told her to do. She’d dress or undress to please Don. If he wanted, she’d carry his books to school or do his homework. If Don told her to brush her teeth six times a day, Wendy’s toothbrush would get worn out quickly. Anita really didn’t understand the power of a boy. “She’ll be fine,” Helen assured the worried mom. 
Compared to the maelstrom of Wendy’s house, Don’s home was a sanctuary. Courtesy of his father and the government, the house would have suited a family of ten. There were two master bedrooms—one for Helen and one for the young master of the house. Joanne, Linda, and Sally had separate bedrooms. Helen was forbidden from working so she could care for her contribution to society, a son, and in exchange, received a generous salary.
Nervous and excited, Wendy stood in the doorway of Don’s room and gawked at the size. There was room to spare even with the king size bed against one wall. She shared a bedroom with two sisters that was smaller than this room. She let Don take her hand and lead her in to the room. Butterflies made her stomach flip-flop. Two weeks seemed like forever and not enough at the same time. I’m his. His girlfriend… live-in… like his wife almost. The only one. Awesome… the other girls are gonna just die when they find out. I hope it never ends. 
Her nervousness vanished along with everything but Don as he nose-stripped her. She saw stars four times before she came back down. Wow! No fooling around. No teasing. No dance sexy. No other girls. Just right to it and wow! 
*****
Cameron was one of the oldest boys. Make no mistake about it—when someone these days said ‘boy’, they were talking about a male born after the virus struck. Males between 14 and 18 were PVs—pre-virus. At a high school of 1600 students, there were 16 male students—1 boy and 15 PVs. Cam had known Sidekick since middle school. Sidekick was sidekick… a PV two months his senior who was good with his cock and got plenty of girls. He just couldn’t get a girl up like Cam could but he wielded nearly the same power over girls. By the time they were in high school, girls actively competed for a male. There was still a 100:1 ratio of girls to PVs and a girl who wanted a family had to earn it. Cam had the animal attraction, but any male offered the promise of a stable family and an occasional fuck. The girls had bow and scrape for a PV and the PVs had to bow and scrape to the lone boy at school. 
There were two other freshmen and 12 upper classmen. In a world short of males, they got all the pussy they wanted. Like Cam, every once in a while they wanted to enjoy a girl who was up and out of control. Cam was willing to set them up. For a small fee of $100, he’d get a girl up and then leave her and a small dose of his cum with his paying customer. Though the PVs felt a mix of envy and resentment toward the boy, they had to live by his rules. A word from Cam and the girls would cut a PV off without batting an eye. No girl liked to get up and then get left to the blahs. That was what happened to a girl that crossed Cam. Rumor was that Glen, one of the junior PVs, had sucked Cam’s cock to earn the powerful boy’s forgiveness so the girls wouldn’t snub him. Nobody but Cam and Glen knew the truth, but Glen was certainly contrite after that. 
Cameron was one of the reasons Don lived in a big house, enjoyed After School and a live-in girlfriend, and had a Big Brother. He was not a nice boy and his actions and demands, like many of the older boys, had led to the concessions that made Don’s life so privileged. He was one of the original dragons that society needed to appeased. He took their offerings, but that only kept him from breaking the rules more often. 

The powerful boy had four harems. His live-ins, seven girls in all, were his favorites lucky enough to get up almost daily and then be sated by him or another girl in his harem. He never shared them with anyone else. Ella had been with him since they were nine, one of the first live-in contracts established and proof positive that live-ins had the inside track to a long term relationship. 
He had his After School harem, roughly 60 girls selected from the nearly 1600 girls at school. Seniors, juniors, sophomores, and freshman were all eligible and he chose nothing but the best. Though most of his After School harem would rather pick their male, they didn’t have a choice. They were Cam’s and though he shared them, it was Cam who picked who they were shared with. 
There was also his teacher harem. He’d had teachers fired for being unappealing—too old, too fat, or ugly—and replaced with sexy ones. He didn’t care if they were less competent. He used them at least once a week and they had to meet his standards for sex partners. Three of his seven teachers were married, but that didn’t stop him. 
Besides those three harems, Cam considered the world to be his harem. He looked at each and every female he passed as a potential partner. At a whim he’d nose strip a 7-year-old or a 40-year-old who caught his eye. It didn’t matter to him and for the time she was up, it didn’t matter to the girl either. He didn’t have a Big Brother and didn’t show any female any courtesy except a single orgasm if she was up. 
As a senior, Peter had already married three girls, two who had graduated last year and worked and one who was a fellow senior, and had an entourage of a couple of dozen prospective wives. The PV couldn’t get them up, but he could give them children and a family of which to be a part. While he could have virtually any girl he wanted, a girl could still say no to him. Like other PVs who’d watched the young boys with envy, he paid Cam for favors. 
Ms. Lowe glanced up as the door to her classroom opened. School had ended 15 minutes ago and she wasn’t expecting anyone. She sighed heavily when she saw it was Peter. He’d asked her to “consider” marriage, which meant he wanted her in his entourage so he could evaluate her before proposing. Of course she’d said no, telling him it would be inappropriate for a teacher to be involved with a student, but he kept asking. She was in Cam’s harem of teachers; the boy was one thing, but she could keep a PV at arms length. His persistence was effective. She assumed Peter had cleared his offer with Cam and if that meant she wouldn’t be in Cam’s harem anymore, Peter’s offer was tempting.  She’d prefer to be with Peter where she’d have a more stable future. The 23-year-old had decided to say yes this time as long as he waited another two months until he graduated. 

Smiling, she watched him approach. To her surprise, he reached out and nose-stripped her. She caught his wrist, but didn’t make much effort to stop him. It wasn’t his right to take her Nōf, but it didn’t matter since he couldn’t control her with or without her Nōf. “What are you doing, Peter?” she asked. She looked nervously at the door to see if Cam was there. 

Without a word, Peter waved an open Ziploc bag in front of her and dropped it on her desk. She stared at the rag doused with Cam’s pheremones inside the plastic bag uncomprehendingly. For a few seconds neither of them moved and then Holly felt a thrill shoot through her body. As rational thought slipped away, she wondered, did Peter just transform from PV to a boy? I need him like never before. Yes, yes, I want him. I’ll marry him right now… after we fuck. Her eyes were wide with desire as she sat back in her chair and thrust out her chest. “Yes, Peter. Yes, I’ll consider marriage. I’ll marry you. I’ll… don’t even… have to marry… just fuck me like a bunny, bunny, fuck bunny babe.”
“Slowly, Ms. Lowe,” said Peter. He’d seen women rip their clothes off at this point. “Take off your clothes without tearing them.” 

With her hands shaking, Holly fumbled with buttons and zippers, afraid that if she damaged her clothes he wouldn’t satisfy her. Careful as she was when she removed them, as soon as each piece of clothing was off, she dropped it to the floor and it vanished from her concern. “I’m ready to fuck,” she said as her panties ceased to exist in her mind. “Fuck Holly now.” She wanted to make sure he hadn’t forgotten. She wriggled suggestively and thumbed her nipples. 

“Put these on,” said Peter, handing her a pair of white, thigh-high stockings. He grinned as she struggled with such a simple task. Cam had trained her well to follow orders first and fuck second. 

“Fuck Holly now?” said Ms. Lowe as soon as the stockings were on. Despite her desperation, she made sure not to do a half-assed job. “Is Holly sexy?”

“Wow, Holly, those make you look hot,” said Peter. “Nothing but stockings. Just a little more.” He slipped pumps with 4 inch heels on her feet. He put a leather collar on her and snapped a leash to it. Tugging on the leash, he led her toward the door. “Let’s go find a place to fuck.”

“Fuck Holly here,” said the teacher. She looked at the obligatory mattress in the back of the class. “Fucking is good here.” As he led her from the room, she took one last, longing look at the mattress and then followed him down the hall, her heels tapping with each step. 
He only led her to the adjacent classroom where he’d prepared a special session. She’d just agreed to be part of his entourage and even marry him, but he figured that was just the slut talking. This was intended to be a demonstration of the lengths he’d go to for the answer he wanted from the normal Ms. Lowe. The mattress for this room had been moved to the center of a circle of chairs where the other prospective Mrs. Peter Kramers sat. 

Seeing rivals, Holly tried to stop in the doorway, but had to follow when the leash went taut. What are they doing here? Don’t share me. Don’t make them up. Just me. Sitting in a circle like to watch. Ooo, an audience. Ha, they have to watch and it’s me going to get it. “Fuck Holly here,” she said, looking nervously at the other girls. “Make me a show. Bang a bunny, bunny, fuck bunny babe here.”
There was a titter of laughter at the desperate teacher’s words. It alarmed her to think that she’d said something wrong. Why would fucking her be funny? “I need cock. Peter’s cock.”

“On your back and spread your legs, fuck bunny babe,” said Peter. He’d helped out girls who were up before, but never one-on-one where he could make demands. The feeling of power was awesome. 

As she entered the circle and dropped to the mattress, Holly recognized some of the girls. “Hi, happy Peter’s girls. Holly’s going to fuck,” she said with a smile. “Holly’s Peter’s girl now.” Though she spoke to them, she was looking at the mattress as she knelt down and then the ceiling when she turned to her back, spreading her legs as wide as she could. She didn’t see the smiles fade at her announcement. It was amusing to watch the teacher perform, but the last thing these girls wanted was another rival. “Fuck Holly now, please.”
Taking his time to undress, Peter watched the sexy woman beg with her body. He popped the Cam cum covered sugar cube in her mouth. When he knelt between her legs, she wrapped them around him. All he had to do was line up his cock with her sopping fuck hole and she pulled him in. “Eeeee, ahhhh, God Almighty,” gasped Holly as she finally got what she needed. She shook her whole body, making her DD tits bounce wildly. “Fuck ME!”
Like any up girl, Holly came in less than 30 seconds. She’d been up a few times and knew the pure pleasure that poured over her like warm honey. She knew there was more to come and she’d gladly let him pound her on the center stripe of a hot blacktop road at rush hour. After her second orgasm, she had enough rational thought to realize that she was performing in front of her rivals. I’m embarrassing myself for a hostile audience that has to feign friendship as we vie for his attentions. Who cares? They’re just girls. I’m a woman… a mature, sexy, confident woman with a job. I’m a shoe-in. Some of them may end up without a man, but I have Peter. Her body thrilled at the feeling of a third orgasm approaching and as it seized her, she realized she was coming down. This wasn’t Cam and she wasn’t going to stay up for the whole time. It was still pleasant and she was on a roll, cumming a fourth time before he came. 
Wanting to disentangle herself now that he was done, Holly noticed the camcorder for the first time. She shuddered at the thought of being recorded like that and wondered if she’d get to see it sometime. She didn’t want them laughing at her behind her back over a video she’d never seen. Not sure how to get away gracefully, she kissed Peter with feeling and said, “I was going to say yes today, lover. You didn’t have to do this.” That was true. She was going to say yes, but she left off the part about waiting until school was out. 

“It was still fun,” said Peter. “You’ll eat lunch with us and spend weekends at my house. Don’t expect to spend time with Cam again. Don’t expect to be up next time.”
“I wasn’t up for the last one, Peter,” she said. “It was still wonderful.” Sadly, she understood Peter hadn’t become a boy. The rag, the sugar cube and coming down in mid-fuck were clues that told her Cam had helped Peter.  
Looking around at the circle of girls, Peter jerked his thumb toward the door. Half a dozen girls got up and left, his favorites. “Pick a girl, Holly,” Peter said. 

“For what?” she asked. 

“Just pick one,” he insisted. 

Even if he wouldn’t tell her, she could tell it wasn’t for something good. The remaining girls looked like she was an executioner. If it was something bad, she wanted to pick the biggest threat. Settling on the sexiest, brightest girl, she said, “I pick Lisa Kelvin.”

“Noooo,” wailed Lisa. “Peter, that’s not fair and you know it. She doesn’t even know why. You can’t make it be random. Why can’t you pick?”

“Beat it, Lisa,” said Peter. “She picked you. That’s how I do it. She’s in and you’re out.”

Realizing she’d just booted Lisa out of the running as a potential wife, Holly felt a little guilty. He’d made her make a choice and she’d known it was bad. Yet, she was guiltiest over the fact that she knew Lisa was the best choice given the stakes. She’d taken care of her top rival. She knew that six girls had left the room and that meant there were six girls ahead of her. 
Not being up was like being a different woman now. As Peter got up, Holly realized that she was collared and leashed. He tugged on the leash and she tried to get it away from him. “We’re going back to your classroom,” he said without relinquishing control. The short walk here had been obscured by lust and now the walk back down the hall naked and leash was humiliating. He walked her all the way in and uncollared her. 

Setting the leash and collar on her desk, Peter said, “I have a system. You start at the bottom and work your way up. When you come to my house tomorrow afternoon to spend the weekend, knock on the front door and when I open it, you better be wearing nothing but those shoes and stockings and the collar, and hand me the leash.”

“Peter, I didn’t think that you…” she said. 
“That I what?” asked Peter. “You didn’t think I’d expect you to earn a proposal? Holly, you’re on my short list, but I can’t just let you bypass girls without doing something. You’re the only girl I’ve ever asked more than once. Well, you’re the only girl who didn’t say yes the first time. I want you, but you could still convince me you’re not right for me. Rule number one… when I say jump, don’t ask how high. Just jump as high as you can and hope that’s good enough.”

*****

Once a reluctant partner, Wendy had been converted rather quickly. She enjoyed being up and now it was even fun and satisfying if she wasn’t up. Don said he wouldn’t pick her for After School anymore, but she didn’t mind that a bit. She had him at home and he made love to her most days without being up and on the days he didn’t, he got her up and they fucked wildly. Either way, she was content. After ten days as his live-in, she gone from homesick to thinking of his house as home and she wasn’t looking forward to going back to her mother. 
Wanting to convince Don to keep her around, Wendy was wearing a sling bikini. It was nothing more than two thin strips of cloth coming over her shoulders, across her nipples, and meeting just above her pussy. Once joined, the resulting narrow strip disappeared between her fat pussy lips only to emerge near the top of her ass and split to become the tiny shoulder straps. Given that she was already excited just to be wearing it for him, her nipples made little peaks in the inch wide strips. The red straps across her fair skin looked like an arrow pointing from her nipples to her tingling pussy. She waited for him to come home from school and as he came up the stairs, she stood at the top. 
“Holy cow!”  said Don, taking the last few steps very slowly and then stopping one step from the top. He’d just made three 3rd graders very happy girls and Wendy made his cock throb. He couldn’t put it to words. She wasn’t naked, but she was. She’d never invited him to sex. She’d never looked sexier. For a moment, he wondered if she was making him up, but he clearly felt in control. He thought about nose-stripping her. It had to be what she wanted. 

“Baby, you are the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen,” he said. 

Wendy grinned. Like Don, she felt up though she wasn’t. This was different. She wanted to have sex with him in a way that made it feel like she needed it without being out of control. She would have been happy either way, but he made the decision and plucked her Nōf from her nose. “C’mon, baby,” he said, stepping up and taking her hand to lead her to his room. 

As he took her filter, Wendy felt the familiar lust take her almost immediately. That meant he was really excited and she felt the triumph of her success. The 7-year-old would of course do anything he wanted now. She’d lost her reason, but he’d had her up enough times in the past few days, that she recognized certain things. He called me baby. That’s like pinching my clit—a rush of pleasure that makes it feel like I’m going to cum, but it never reaches that peak. His eyes all over me… ravaging me… heaping tingles upon me. He stripped quickly and his cock… the way it stands up flat against his belly, sending ripples of warmth all over my body. It’s perfect. This is going to be good. 
Ready to take off the tiny garment, Wendy learned that was entirely unnecessary. He pushed her back until she was against the bed and then boosted her up on it. His hands parted the straps to expose her twin peaks of desire and he probably could have fucked her with the strap between her legs; he was so hard he could have just pushed it right up inside her.  Instead, he had but to move it an inch to the side and plunge his cock into her hungry pussy. She came in seconds, certain the room had exploded. 

No longer wondering why a little sling bikini could turn him on so much, Don fucked her hard and fast. His eyes ran up her creamy thighs to the center of her sex where his slender cock filled her hairless pussy again and again. A lusty romp like this between two second graders had been out of the question just a few years ago and now they were sating a desperate need with their mothers’ approval. Though he loved the female form in its infinite variety, Don had a special appreciation for the slender hips, smooth and flawless skin, and flat chest of a girl his own age. He pinched her nipples and kissed her like the lover she was. After her third orgasm, he pulled out. He felt like he could fuck her for hours, but he didn’t want to make her sore. 
Without a word, Wendy shifted to take his cock in her mouth. It wasn’t the first time he’d stopped abruptly. Much as she wanted him to take her higher and higher, she understood she’d regret it later. It was hardly a disappointment to suck his delicious cock as her feelings turned from lust to love. She was still up, but she knew he stopped because he cared about her. That didn’t mean she had to stop. If he wore out her mouth, there was still her ass. It didn’t come to that as he came in her mouth just minutes later. 

As they lay together afterwards, Don idly straightened the straps to cover her nipples and disappear in her pussy lips. “That was hot,” he said. “This is hot. I already thought you were sexy, but wow.”

“Anything for you, darling,” she said. “I wasn’t sure, but guess you liked it.”

“Yeah, I liked that,” he said. “I liked that you did something special, you know. That you wanted to make love.”

She giggled. “That wasn’t making love, darling, and it wasn’t fucking either. It was both and better. That was… awesome.” He looked ready to fall asleep and that was a triumph in itself. She’d worn him out. “Can I stay with you?”

“Uh huh,” he said drowsily.

“I mean not go home when… when the contract is up.”

“Already done that,” he murmured and fell asleep. 

Already done that? What does that mean? Luckily, his post-orgasmic naps were never more than 10 minutes. When he was awake, she prodded him for an answer. 

“I was gonna tell you tonight after dinner,” he said. “I got the contract changed, baby. It doesn’t end unless I say so and even then you have to stay another week. In case I change my mind.”

Wendy snuggled next to him, content with that answer. Unless he said so meant forever as far as she was concerned. She just had to make sure he never said so. It took away her mommy’s power to end it and make her return. It put the power where it belonged. On top of that, if he ever said so, she had a week to change his mind and time to figure out just how she could do that. 

At dinner, Don told his sisters about the amended contract. Except for Linda, they all acted as if it was no big deal. Linda tried to act that way, but he could see she was upset. He’d noticed friction between Wendy and Linda, but figured Linda would get over it. She hadn’t come to him for sex since he’d spanked her, so he didn’t know why she would be upset. 

His oldest sister, Joanne, said, “You’ll have to get along better, Linda.”

Linda glared at her. “I am.”

“Didn’t sound like…” started Joanne. 

“It’s OK,” said Wendy quickly. 

“What’s OK?” asked Don and the room went silent. Even Joanne wouldn’t meet his eyes. He looked at Wendy, loathe to pry it out of her. “Linda? What’s OK?”

“Joanne!”  hissed Linda. “We’re fine. I just…” She looked at Don, red in the face. “We just had a little discussion, you know. We… I… thought she took my n-necklace, but it wasn’t... mine. It wasn’t mine, it was hers.”
“So everything is fine?” said Don. “You have your necklace, baby?”

“Yes, she never took it. We just had a misunderstanding,” said Wendy. “We’re all fine.”

There was a definite air that everything wasn’t fine. Don looked at Joanne and wondered what she meant by Linda getting along better and what had Joanne heard and what had it sounded like if it didn’t sound like they were getting along. Joanne had found the design of her plate to be very interesting and wouldn’t look up at him. Linda was stirring her mashed potatoes with her fork. He caught his mom’s eye. 

“Donald,” said his mom firmly. “I have and will discipline your sister. You stay out of it. Linda is entirely at fault and I’m certain there will be no further discussions between them.”
Finding his hand under the table, Wendy squeezed it. “I said it’s OK and I meant it.”

It was very hard for the boy who was used to being in charge to let something go. He still wasn’t sure what had transpired, but it was more than a necklace. His sister had said or done something to his live-in girlfriend. It was within Linda’s personality to bully Wendy. He could see her doing it. He could imagine her jealousy. “OK, then, mother,” he said in the same tone of voice as she’d said Donald. “You have disciplined Linda and I don’t want to know why. If it happens again, you will not discipline her. I will.”

“You already have,” burst out Linda. “You spanked me. Everybody knows it. You spanked me! For… for… wanting what… she gets. You just… you didn’t even warn me.” She pushed back her chair and stood. “I’m not getting anything. Chuck doesn’t even look at me!” She ran out of the room in tears. 

“Well, now you know,” said Joanne, trying to be light-hearted about it. 

“Yeah, now I know,” agreed Don. “So, really, is everything OK now? Except for Linda being horny?” He was still trying to decide if Linda would pay for the anger and hate that had filled the room when she referred to Wendy as she. 

“Everything is fine,” said Helen. “I’ll say it again, but I’ll ask this time. Will you please let me deal with Linda? She’s very distraught and I think anything you do will only make it worse.”
“Yeah, I got it,” said Don. 

*****

The next day at school, Don ventured into the upper grade classrooms to find the only other boy in school. Fourth grade Chuck had his choice of the 4th and 5th grade girls, which included Linda. When she’d said Chuck wouldn’t look at her, she had to mean him. 

“Crossing a line, butthead,” said Chuck when he saw Don. “My rooms. My girls.”

“Yeah, I know,” said Don. “I came to see you. Could you do me a favor?”

“Might cost ya,” said Chuck. 
“My sister, Linda, says she’s not getting any at After School. Is there something wrong with her? Would you mind boinking her once in a while.”

“You want me to nail your sister?” said Chuck like he thought he hadn’t heard correctly. “Nothing wrong with her aside from her butthead brother boinking her too much.”

“So, I’m boinking her because you’re not and you’re not because I’m boinking her?” said Don. “Boink her already. I cut her off. Keep her after school and make her tap dance naked on the teacher’s desk, but pound her senseless and make her cum, OK?”

“K,” shrugged Chuck. “I mean, she’s cute and all and can she tap dance?’

“No, but she’ll try if you want,” grinned Don. 

“Get lost, butthead,” said Chuck. “Next time you wanna chat, call me down to the land of little girls. I won’t touch them, but I know you do 5th graders. Like your sister.”

*****

“Did YOU put him up to that?” shrieked Linda when she got home late from school. “He made me TAP DANCE and said it was YOUR IDEA! On Ms. Harkins desk. Naked. And singing I’M A LITTLE TEAPOT!”

“I didn’t say anything about singing,” said Don, barely suppressing a grin. 

“I don’t know whether to kiss you or slug you, creep,” she said. “It was fantastic. Fireworks were seen and everybody knows I can’t freaking sing or dance.”
“Not everyone.”

“Asshole, he kept the whole 4th and 5th grade around to watch. Who the fuck else matters?”

“Is there a video?” He lost the battle to keep from grinning.
“Asshole,” Linda slugged him and hurried up to her room.

Don was still grinning when he went into his room. Wendy was waiting for him as usual, but she was seated at her computer. “C’mere,” she said, beckoning him over with a grin that equaled his. “There’s maybe a dozen videos posted already of her tap dancing bare ass naked. This is the best one so far.”

*****
Meg Hilton had the very easy job of approving prisoner early releases. She took great pains to make it look harder than it was. She pretended to ponder and research each request and then rolled a die. If it came up a 6, she approved the request. Otherwise, it was denied. The beautiful, 32-year-old brunette was one of 12 wives to an average looking guy in the suburbs. She got as much sex as she wanted, which was almost none. 
Pondering another request, Meg was about to fish out her die when a boy entered her office. A boy, not a PV. A real boy. She sat up straight. She hadn’t seen a boy up this close in years. “May I help you, sir?” she asked. 
“My name is Robin Baker,” he said and paused like that should mean something. 

“What can I do for you, Robin Baker?” she asked politely, though slightly condescending. 
“This is a request I put in to have my sister released early into my custody,” he said, laying a form on her desk. 

Meg scanned it quickly, her blood running cold. Oh God, I denied the request. Robin… isn’t that a girl’s name? If I’d known he was a boy… nobody in their right mind would deny a request from a boy. “I’m not sure why this was denied,” she said. “Obviously a clerical error. I’ll correct it right away.” Right then and there, she marked it approved and expedite and put it in her outbox. “There, she should be released tomorrow.” 
The 12-year-old reached out and plucked her Nōf away. There was no truth serum better than getting a woman up and telling her she’d get what she needed if she told the truth. In less than a minute, Robin knew that Meg was incompetent and that his sister’s fate had been determined by the roll of a die. “See like this,” she said with a silly grin. She rolled it. “Nope.” Again. “Nope.” Again. It came up a six this time. “There you go, approved. Now I need cock. You said I could have it.”

The boy picked up the die and popped it in her mouth. “Swallow it, bitch.”

With wide eyes, she gulped down the die. “Fuck me now. I need it.”

“I’ll fuck you when you shit that out, bitch,” said Robin. “Leave your clothes here. You won’t be needed them where we’re going.”

No! No way. I won’t get fucked for a day or two and his tone didn’t sound like he might change his mind. Not the blahs. She ripped her clothes off anyway. If she didn’t then it was certain that she wouldn’t get what she needed. “You said if I told the truth… Don’t make me wait. No, don’t! Not that!” she pleaded as he put her Nōf back in. “Gotta fuck me. No, not the blahs. Not the blahs.”

“Come along then,” he said, giving her a tiny ray of hope that she still might be saved. In her mental state, she built that tiny ray into a promise. Naked, she trotted after him past all her co-workers and everyone else in the building and got in the backseat of the car with him. “Mom, this is Meg. Meg, this is my mom. Meg’s been very naughty.”
“Meg’s sorry,” whined Meg. “Robin’s mom, help me, please.” 

Robin explained how Meg used the die and she felt terrible to have her secret revealed. She never thought she’d get caught and now she was going to lose her job. She wasn’t going to get fucked. And that terrible empty feeling was eating her up.

By the time they got home, Meg was down and wallowing in the blahs. I needed him and he cut me off. I deserved it. I’m worthless. I’m nothing. My body aches and there’s not enough chocolate in the world to make me feel better. Maybe he’ll just let me die. She moaned about not getting cock as she listlessly followed Robin into his house. “Can’t I go home?” she whimpered. It was too late for a fuck, but maybe her husband would do it anyway. Maybe she’d feel a little bit better. 

“No, I have something to show you,” said Robin. She followed him down steps into the basement and a well-lit hallway. He stopped at a door and opened the cover over a small window. “This is Chloe,” he said. “I kept her After School and she didn’t tell me she was having her period.”

Meg peered in and saw a 14-year-old girl standing naked in the middle of the room and facing the door. How long has that girl been standing there? So sad.  She’s locked up for not telling him she was having a period? What kind of boy is he?  

“This is Monica,” said Robin, showing her a 30-year-old woman in the next room who was also standing naked facing the door with her hands at her sides. She was a pretty blond with big tits and, notably, no hair on her pussy. “She hit mom’s car.” He rolled his eyes. “Women drivers.” As if there were any other kind of driver these days. It was rare to see a man behind the steering wheel. Most men used a woman as a chauffeur. Another one locked away for almost nothing. Why is he showing me them?
At the next door, Meg looked in to see a 17-year-old girl. “This is Donna. She’s my sister. The one who turned in Rhonda.” Like the other two, she was naked and facing the door as if that’s all she was allowed to do. With smallish tits and a hairless pussy, she didn’t look 17. His own sister. My God, what happens to a girl who gets caught not facing the door? 
At the fourth door, Robin stopped, but didn’t open the door. “This is Meg’s room. She didn’t approve Rhonda’s early release.” 

“What? No! What do you mean? I have a family. How long? What are you going to do to me?” Meg felt panic seize her. Up until now she thought he might do something to make her feel better, but it was obvious he wasn’t. She could leave. Caught in the blahs, it was a hard thing to do, but she tried to move away. He couldn’t just pop her in a prison cell for disapproving his sister’s early release. He couldn’t do that for being on your period or hitting his mom’s car or turning in a sibling who’d committed a crime. Nobody said no to a boy, but this was going too far. 
Robin glared at her. “Let’s see, what do I mean? I mean this is your prison cell for fucking up. How long? Until I decide to let you go. What am I going to do to you? That’s the fun part. As for your family, I’ll compensate your husband in such a way that he won’t miss you for a few months.” He took out her Nōf, grabbed her tits, and tweaked her nipples. 
She wasn’t in the mood to be his sex toy. Then Meg learned that there was a cure for the blahs as she went back up. “You’ve been toying with me?” she said hopefully. “Time to fuck? Meg is so sorry. Send me back and I won’t be naughty.” She couldn’t quite remember what she’d done, but she’d been naughty. 

“Follow me, fuck toy,” said Robin, leading her farther down the hallway and into the room at the end. The room had a rack, stocks, a spanking horse, whips, chains, gags, rope, and several tie down points for restraining a woman. “I want my eager little fuck toy to go stick her neck and wrists in the stocks over there. Keep me happy and maybe you’ll get what you need.”

“Don’t have to,” she said. “I’ll hold still for you. Don’t put me in that.” It’s scary and what are you going to do to me once I’m in there? She edged toward the stocks. “I don’t want to go there. How about a blow job?” 

“Stick your neck and wrists in there,” he said patiently. “You have to earn a fuck from me, naughty bitch. I’ll show you just how to earn it.” He moved toward the stocks and she followed. 
“Show me now,” said Meg before she let herself get trapped. He’d denied her once. Would he do it again? She had to do what he wanted, but would he do what she needed after that? She reached out her wrists and set them in the half circles and gave him a tentative smile. 

“And your neck,” he said. 

“I’m a good girl,” she said. “Doing what you want.” She leaned forward and rested her neck in the larger half circle between her wrists. As he lowered the top of the stocks, she said, “I can’t stop. I have to. Do anything to me, but please fuck me.” She gave a tug with her arms to check it out. Her wrists were securely trapped in the stocks. She’d never felt so vulnerable in her life. There were whips on the wall and there would be no cushion between the whip and her naked body. The die was still in her stomach. He’d told her he wouldn’t fuck her until she passed it. He could do anything he wanted and still not fuck her.
“I’ll be back in a bit,” he said. 

“Noooo, don’t leave me. Not the blahs. Whip me. OK? Whip me and then fuck me. Make me sorrier. Show me how to earn a fuck.” Facing a blank wall, she heard the door shut. She started to sob. 

Barely a minute later, Meg heard the door open again. “Fuck me, please,” she whined. “Show me how to earn a fuck.”

“Quiet,” said a girl’s voice. “His highness is not here. I’m going to help you.” Sent by Robin, Chloe used her finger to diddle Meg’s pussy. She had a dab of his precum on her fingertip. “He doesn’t want you in the blahs. It’s not as much fun for him. If you’re up, one of us will help you, but you can earn his cock.”

“Do me,” said Meg. “Thank you. Do me.”

“I said quiet,” said Chloe. “I’m doing you because he wants me to, not because you need it. You get one orgasm and that’s it.” She held a vibrator against the trapped woman’s clit until Meg came. Then she waited for Meg to come down. Meg whined for a couple of minutes and then relaxed. 
“I’m supposed to give you the rules, so listen close,” said Chloe. “You will call him your highness. His Highness is the king of this house, so don’t disrespect him. You will stand in your cell and face the door. There are footprints painted on the floor. Stand on them. Has he given you minutes yet?”

“Minutes? He hasn’t said anything about minutes. What’s that?”

“I got 50,000 minutes,” said Chloe. “That’s 34.7222222222222222 days. Trust me, I’ve done the math over and over. It’s how many minutes I have to stand facing the door. I stand there for 18 or 19 hours and get a little sleep for 5 or 6 hours. His Highness gets me out every 5,000 minutes and gets me up and makes me beg and uses this stuff on me and then he fucks me. That’s how you earn his cock. It’s worth it, too.”

She walked around the stocks and Meg saw who it was for the first time. The girl who’d had her period at the wrong time. Trapped in the stocks, Meg was self-conscious about the view she was giving the girl, so it felt better to have Chloe on this side of the stocks. Chloe continued, “Don’t fight His Highness. I spent two weeks being defiant. I could have been out of here by now if I’d just stood and faced the door like he wanted. I’ve been here for two months and I’m up to 48,000 some minutes. Another two 18 hour days and I’m out. You’ll get fed three times a day. Eat quick and get back in position. Don’t try to eat and stand facing the door. Meal times don’t count.
“Now for the bad news,” said Chloe, disappearing behind her again. “His Highness will get you out and use this stuff on you, but you won’t be up and he won’t fuck you. And it doesn’t count for your minutes either. He’ll get us out and make us have a lesbian orgy and you won’t be up. You’re the new girl, so he’ll get you out more often than us. If you piss him off, he’ll get you out more often. Donna escaped once and their mom brought her back. I could hear her regretting her escape for days. And she got another 100,000 minutes, but he’s really got another plan for her. Don’t speak to him unless he asks a question or gives you an order. Don’t speak to me or any of the other girls. If you’re up, you can’t control it, so he doesn’t mind it when you beg or something. If you’re not up, don’t say anything unless he expects a response.” 
“Hold really still now,” said Chloe. Meg felt Chloe spread something on her pussy. “His Highness doesn’t like cunt hair.” She put the safety razor to Meg’s pussy lip and shaved off a strip of curly black hair. “I said hold still,” she chided Meg. She shaved off some more hair. “He likes pussies that look like they’re on a 10-year-old girl. Smooth and bare. I’m doing it for you, but you’ll do it after this. She cleaned off one side of Meg’s pussy and then said, “You can speak to me now. Do you have any questions?”

Meg waited until the razor made its first pass on her other pussy lip. “How do I make it up to him? How do I make him happy?”

“I just told you how to make it up to him. Do your minutes. His Highness doesn’t do happy with us. You can only make him less angry.”
“What do I do while I’m standing and facing the door?”

“Nothing,” said Chloe. “Don’t sing or hum or make any sound. Daydream. Do the math. Imagine being up with him. Not like there’s a TV over the door or something. It’s boring, but you do it.”

“What about the bathroom?”

“There’s a toilet in your room. You can use it whenever you want. Personally, I hold it as long as I can so I don’t cut into my minutes. I do it fast and get back in position. Two more days.”

The 14-year-old finished up shaving Meg and wiped the last vestiges of shaving cream off. “I have to go. He gave me ten minutes and they count toward my minutes, but not if I stay late.”
Left alone, Meg tried to imagine life where minutes mattered like they did to Chloe. I have to work off minutes. How many? 50,000 like Chloe? Will I live just to stand and look at the door? Will I count the minutes and days until release? She heard the door open and close again and stiffened. A hand rested on her ass, ran down the back of her thigh, and back up her inner thigh to cup her freshly shaven pussy. Her pussy felt unnaturally exposed even though she couldn’t see it. “Ever think you’d be stuck in stocks? Ever think you’d belong to somebody? Not like a wife belongs, but like a thing belongs for the sole purpose of entertaining a boy?”

“N-no, Your Highness,” said Meg. That put an even worse perspective on her predicament. Not a captive or prisoner, but a thing. 

“You are now,” said Robin. “Living the dream. Living for the sole purpose of being my playtoy sex bitch pain cunt. It’ll take about 2 days to shit out the die. After that you can start thinking about my cock in a warm wet place. Did Chloe explain about the minutes?”

“Yes, Your Highness.” His finger slid back and forth between her pussy lips. It wasn’t erotic like he was fingering a girl, but demeaning because he was playing with a toy. If she was up, that was one thing, but in stocks and not up, she didn’t want him touching her there. She just grit her teeth, afraid to provoke him. 
“I’m assigning you 100,000 minutes,” he said. 

“Your Highness?! That’s… that’s…”

“More than two months. More than 69 days. If you work hard, you’ll be out of here in three months. Think about that, bitch. Three whole fucking months as my playtoy. Three whole months in which I will do things to you that you won’t believe. Even more if you fuck up. I can only imagine how it feels to know I’ll use you like a toy, not even a person. No fucking limits. Like this.”
Her mind ran wild for a few seconds after those last two words. Like what? What is he going to do? What limit is he going to break? What can a 12-year-old boy with no limits do to a helpless woman like me? The answer came after an agonizing pause that seemed longer than it was. She felt the burn of a whip across her back and ass. Like he’d drawn blood. Like he’d cut her with a knife. So many feelings surged through her… pain, anger, pain, indignity, pain, humiliation, pain, helplessness, and, of course, agony. She gasped, a quick intake of breath, and then screamed. 

“Oh yeah,” said Robin. The words and the husky way he said them sounded to her like the whip and her reaction aroused him. She was right. Her mind tried to grasp for anything that made sense. It was all contradictions. He shouldn’t, but he was. She didn’t deserve it, but she did. She didn’t want this, but he did. Hers was a horrible fate and he was enjoying it. It all coalesced into a single thought. I’m totally fucked. 
He lashed her half a dozen more times while her mind expanded that single thought back out into a terrible reality. Slash! If he enjoyed this, then he’d do it a lot. Slash! She was a toy who existed only for his arousal. Slash! This was going to be a miserable three months of pain and torment and it would be worse if she tried to escape. Slash! He was going to leave marks inside and out, her psyche and her body. Slash! She would do anything to get out of here. Slash! She was going to stand facing the door as soon as he let her. As soon as she stopped screaming. 

She was vaguely aware of this hands on her body. They don’t belong there… cupping my tits… patting my pussy… he seems enamored of my thighs.. following them up to my pussy over and over. Not like I like it, but it’s better than the whip. “Now comes the hard part,” said Robin. It had been hard for Donna and Chloe, but not for Monica. He didn’t really know how Meg would respond, but he enjoyed how she tensed in apprehension. “When I’m done with you, when I put you in your room, you’ll say thank you. You’ll be thanking me for teaching you a lesson that you deserve to be taught. You’ll be thanking me for spending time with you and for letting you entertain me.”

“Yes, Your Highess,” she whimpered. She understood why he would think that was hard. She had to swallow her pride to thank a young boy for abusing her. What pride did she have left if she was naked and helpless with his hands bouncing her big tits, reminding her of her recently shaved pussy, or tracing red lines on her bare back and ass? If it was hard at all to thank him, it was stupid not to. “Thank you, Your Highness. May I start doing my minutes, Your Highness?”

“Of course,” he said, lifting the top of the stocks. “You have a lot to think about, bitch, and that’s all you’ll be able to do.” 

As they got into the hallway, Meg’s thoughts of escape faded. Robin’s mom stood at the far end of the hall with her arms folded and a look that meant business. As Meg entered her room, she realized she was shaking. He’d called her many things, but she added the word slave. Three months of slavery and if she fucked up, it would be more. She went to the footprints on the floor and turned to face the door. 
Robin’s mom not only condoned how he treated women, she enabled him. She bought the equipment and turned the basement into a prison. She made sure the women didn’t get away. Robin had a temper and she’d been his first toy when he was 8. He’d assigned her a million minutes, but luckily he wanted dinner two hours later. Over the next few months she worked off minutes sporadically under hazy rules and then she redirected his malevolent streak toward other women and girls. She kept written and video records of each one as they came and went over the past three years. She eased her conscience by keeping in touch with Robin’s former toys for a few months afterwards to make sure they weren’t permanently emotionally damaged. To convince herself of that, she had to turn a blind eye to the fact that the former toys were very inclined to blind obedience.  
As soon as he put Meg away, Robin opened Donna’s door. “Spanking bench,” he said. She hurried past him and lay on the spanking bench while he strapped her down. It was one of many ways he could render her helpless, no worse and no better than any other. Her head stuck out off one end of the bench and her pussy and ass off the other end. 
“Why are you here?” asked Robin once she was secure. 

“Your Highness, I’m here because I betrayed my sister.”

“No, I mean, here on the bench right now.”

“Your Highness, I don’t know,” said Donna. “I mean, I can’t say it. I don’t want to hope.” She didn’t want to, but she was already hoping, so she said it. “Your Highness, am I here because… because this is my last time? Is Meg… Are you… is she my replacement?”
“That’s what I told you yesterday and that’s what’s gonna happen. You betrayed Rhonda, but she’ll be out tomorrow. Meg is why Rhonda isn’t out already. When you leave this room, you’ll be free. I’m just going to have fun with you one more time. What’ll it be? Pain or pleasure?”

He never gave her a choice before, so she thought he was tricking her. Of course she wanted pleasure, but he’d do what he wanted with her. “Either,” she said. “Or both. Take out my Nōf, Your Highness and it won’t matter.”

There was no right answer, but there was one wrong answer. If she voted for pleasure alone, she’d get pain and then pleasure. Since she made pain one of her choices, she’d get only pleasure, though she’d have to work for it. He took out her Nōf and waited for her to start begging. “Your Highness, big sister needs your cock. Come and give it to me. You want to play first? Hurt me? Do my big ass with a paddle. Wanna hear me scream? Little brother’s toy wants him happy.”
It turned him on for her to call herself big sister and him little brother and she knew it. She didn’t want him to touch her when she wasn’t up. She’d do it willingly with anybody but her little brother. She also didn’t want to be paddled by anyone, let alone her little brother. Now that she was up, she used her own taboos to excite him. 
There was one pastime that his sex toys could indulge in while they faced the door. When the opportunity was available, they could listen to another toy being abused. Robin’s words were hard to hear, but Donna was desperate and her voice carried easily throughout the basement. They listened and took ideas from one another. Two years ago one of his toys had asked if he wanted to hear her scream and it was a staple now. It took a new toy a couple of weeks to realize that she was going to scream anyway, so it didn’t hurt to ask and since the question excited him, it usually meant for a quicker orgasm for him and a shorter session for her. 

When Robin stepped in front of her naked with his cock pointed at her face, Donna knew he wanted a blow job, so she fed on that. “Give it to me, little brother. Shove your cock in big sister’s mouth. Make me take it. Show big sister what she’s good for. Shove it in. God, I don’t want it, but I can’t stop you. Make me suck cock. Use big sister like a cock sucking toy.” 
Taking his cock in his hand, he bent it down to line up with her mouth. She stopped begging and opened wide. She begged the same every time and it might have gotten old except that it was true. She didn’t want it, but she knew she was going to be used. As his cock slipped past her lips there was a look in her eyes that reaffirmed her disgust with being his sex partner. Even when she was up, that look came from deep inside her. That look made her so much fun and she didn’t know she did it. 
Robin only wanted to demean her by making her suck his cock and he didn’t have to do it for long to get the desired effect. With his cock hard and slick, he went behind her and glided deep into her available pussy. With his cock in her, she came quickly, screaming in mindless pleasure. He was no longer little brother. She was no longer a sex toy. He was pleasure incarnate and she was a burning bundle of need. She soared up and down, climaxing multiple times until he spent himself. 

As she came down, Robin unstrapped her from the bench. She glowed with post-orgasmic delight as she slid off the bench and stood on shaky legs. It was an effort not to kiss him. For the next hour she’d gladly sign her life away to be his sex toy. For the next day she’d think of him as a source of great pleasure and a great sex partner. After that, she’d be back to normal and feel like a used incestuous big sister. Knowing her pattern, she avoided him for the next 24 hours. 
From her cell, Meg listened to Donna being treated to one last round of pleasure. It sounded mild to her, not like she was expecting to get. Maybe it starts out rough and eases off as time goes by. Maybe it starts rough and gets rougher and I can expect only one last session of pleasure. Or, like Chloe had said, maybe that happens once every 5,000 minutes. 20 times in 100,000 minutes. Once every five days or so. She was already doing the math. 

The new toy wondered if she’d be conditioned to beg like that. Will I offer myself up for pain or pleasure or both? Will I beg to be spanked? It would take her a few days of listening to Monica and Chloe getting abused before she realized that she’d say the same words because she wanted to. Because it made it easier on her. Except she’d say, “Give it to me, little boy. Shove your cock in an incompetent bitch’s mouth. Make me take it. Show an incompetent bitch what she’s good for. Shove it in. God, I don’t want it, but I can’t stop you. Make me suck cock. Use an incompetent bitch like a cock sucking toy.” Chloe was gone by then, but Monica thought personalizing her begging was a good idea and started calling herself a stupid woman driver.
*****
The two boys at the elementary school had territories like male lions. Chuck didn’t want Don on his turf and vice versa, though Don couldn’t do much about Chuck’s encroachment and didn’t mind as long as the older boy didn’t poach girls. Chuck was actually quite respectful of Don’s turf, so when he came to see him one morning, Chuck stopped at the classroom door and invited Don into the hall. 
“Hey, dweeb,” said Chuck when Don came out. “Wanted to say thanks.”

“What for?” asked Don suspiciously. He looked past Chuck at the 16-year-old girl standing behind him. She looked quite uncomfortable to be standing there and Don recognized a present when he saw one. 

“Your sister,” said Chuck. “Our moms are doing a contract. Linda’s gonna be my second live-in. She’s nice and all and man, she’s good in bed, if you know what I mean.”

“Yeah, she is,” agreed Don. “So, you’re taking her. That’s good for her. How long?”

“It’s a six month contract,” said Chuck. “Don’t see why I wouldn’t renew it, though.” He looked over his shoulder at the girl and then back at Don. “So, anyway, I’m sorta like thinking you did me a favor by not boinking Linda so I could and this is my youngest sister. I told her she’s yours for a week. Longer if you want.”
“Thanks,” said Don. “She like second graders?”

“Fuck no,” said Chuck with a chuckle. “I mean, get her up and she’d tap dance naked on your teacher’s desk and beg for your cock. Don’t get her up and she’ll still do what you want. She knows what to do.”

The 7-year-old eyed his present lasciviously. She was pretty and well built. He moved past Chuck and grabbed her tits through her top. “What’s your name?”
“Tanya,” said the girl. “Guess you like big girls.” She made no move to stop him from squeezing her tits though she looked like she wanted to. 

“Big, little, whatever,” said Don. “I like girls.”
“See ya, dweeb,” said Chuck, leaving Don with his present. 

Don lifted the front of Tanya’s skirt and peered at her panties. “What’s it mean you’re mine for a week. You gonna hang out at my school with me?”

“If you like,” she said. “Guess it means I do what you want for a week. You want me here, I’m here. You want me waiting for you at home, I’ll wait for you. Chuck just said I can’t go to school so I don’t get with another boy or a PV for the week.”

“Yeah, so go to my house and clean my room,” said Don. It was already clean. Wendy made sure of that, but it gave Tanya something to do that she probably didn’t want to do. “Be back here at 2:55. Wear those clothes, but not the bra or panties. Oh, and when you’re finished with my room, go get some tap shoes and bring them with you.”
Tanya forced a smile. “Yeah, OK, back at 2:55. Got it.” Dismissed, she left and walked to his house. He wants me back for After School. 2nd grade After School. How humiliating is that? I’m a high school junior and going to be amongst 2nd graders entertaining Don. He’s going to make me tap dance naked on his teacher’s desk. I hope I’m up when he makes me do that. 
For After School, Don picked Joyce and Autumn, two 2nd graders who were always eager to stay late with him. He also kept a girl from each classroom, six in all, who would be the audience and post their videos afterwards. Tanya blanched at the sight of her playmates and the audience. 

“Who is this?” Ms. Rosen asked when she saw the older girl. 

“Tanya, Chuck’s sister,” said Don. 

“You’re not supposed to,” said the teacher lamely. “But it’s OK with me.” She felt like she had to say something. He was supposed to be limited to his classmates, but if she objected, she thought she’d be joining them. 

“Everyone keep your Nōfs in,” Don told the ten females. “You sit and watch,” he said to the younger girls. “Ms. Rosen, we’ll need your desk. Please clean it off and you can work at the table in back if you want.” He smiled at his present. “Tanya is going to put on a show for us.”

Forcing a smile, Tanya accepted that she was going to embarrass herself without being up. “Should I start now?” she asked. 

“First, take off your top,” said Don. When she pulled her shirt off over her head, he squeezed her tits. “Not even wearing a bra,” he said, winking so only she could see. “Must be hot and ready.” He bounced her C-cup tits. Biggest tits in the second grade.” He stepped away. “Suck your nipples for us.” 

Blushing, Tanya pulled her right tit up to her mouth and suckled on the nipple and then did the same to the other one. She was embarrassed, but it was like she was teasing the little girls who couldn’t do the same. It felt like a game she was playing with him.  

“Take off your skirt now,” said Don. 

She didn’t know what he’d say about no panties, but if that’s the way he was going to play she beat him to it. She unzipped her skirt and slid it down just enough to see her pussy. “Can’t wait,” she said. “I didn’t even wear panties.” She took her skirt all the way off and passed on the chance to point out she had the hairiest pussy in the second grade. 

“Put on your shoes.” 
Steeling herself, Tanya put on the tap shoes she’d picked up from home. She’d had tap dancing lessons and was pretty good at it. Wearing nothing but tap shoes, she was ready to humiliate herself. To her relief, he plucked out her Nōf and fingered her pussy for a few seconds until she was up. “Get up on the…” She knew what was coming and she bounded up on the desk before he could finish. She felt incredible. Never before had she had such a clear path to a cock. Humming a song to which she had a very sexy routine, Tanya tap danced naked for a bunch of 2nd graders and enjoyed it. 
A couple of minutes into Tanya’s dance, Don nose-stripped Joyce and Autumn and told them to strip each other. “Go get on the bed on your backs and grab your ankles and pull them up and out as high and as wide as you can.” He watched them lie down and spread their legs wide. From where he was standing, they looked like nothing but pussy begging for attention. He took his own clothes off and was naked as Tanya’s dance routine ended. 

“C’mon, girl,” he called Tanya like a pet, backing away toward the two waiting 2nd graders. She jumped down and started toward him. “On your hands and knees,” he said. She dropped to all fours, eye level with his slender cock. Small as it was, she still saw it as her ultimate goal. “Come and get it, cock sucker,” he said teasingly, continuing to back away. She obliged him by crawling to him. She reached him just as he backed into the bed of pillows on the floor. 
“Who wants my cock?” he asked. 

“Me, I do,” said Tanya. The 2nd graders chimed in as well. 

“Want to suck it?”

“Yes, suck it first and then fuck me.”

“Suck it first,” said Don. He watched the older girl stretch forward and literally suck his cock into her mouth. It disappeared completely and she even got his balls in her mouth, swirling her tongue around them until she slowly slid it back out. The taste made it worth it. Up, she didn’t care about the size of his cock or that she was 9 years older than him. She was aware of it. Aware that she’d never serviced a boy this young before. Aware that she was his present. Which, at the moment, made her feel lucky. All these other girls around and she was getting him. 

He let her enjoy his cock for half a minute and then told her to stop. “What I want is for you to kiss Joyce and then lick her pretty little pussy until she cums.”
Tanya moved over the little girl who still had her legs spread and kissed her. She’d done plenty of girls, even helping out a couple of girls this young, but she’d never done one this young while she was up. Battling with Joyce’s tongue, Tanya was struck by how cute her partner was. Unconsciously, her hands stroked Joyce’s smooth thighs. She heard Don tell her to lick Joyce’s pussy and for a few tantalizing seconds, her eyes ran down the sexy little thing and then she ran her tongue up the sweet pussy. 

As she licked pussy, Tanya was in the perfect position for Don to take her from behind. She grunted with satisfaction as his cock penetrated her pussy. Size didn’t matter at that point. He fucked her hard and she came with the taste of 2nd grader pussy in her mouth. She licked until Joyce came and then Don told her to do the same to Autumn. As she was busy with Autumn, Tanya heard Joyce cum again. Seconds later, she felt Don in her pussy and she came a second time as Autumn came, too. 

“On your back and grab your ankles, Tanya,” Don told her. With two orgasms under her belt, she felt wonderful. He could stop now and she’d be happy. Pulling her legs apart, she watched as the horny little stud drove Autumn to her second orgasm. 
“Oh, my God,” gasped the teen as Don moved from Autumn to her. He’d made her cum twice from behind, but being fucked on her back was her favorite position. It was a better orgasm and she came hard as he filled her with cum. 

When Don took her home with him, Tanya had to watch while he played with Wendy, giving her a hat trick of orgasms and cumming in her. Tanya wasn’t even up as he pointed at Wendy’s pussy and said, “Clean her out and make her cum one more time.” It was an act of subservience that sent the same message to both girls. Wendy was his favorite and Tanya would yield to her. It assured Wendy of the status of the new girl and was nothing less than what Tanya expected. 

The next morning, Don had Tanya walk with him to school just so she could carry his books. As they reached the school grounds, Cam was waiting for them. Don knew Cam. Boys just knew other boys. There weren’t many of them and Don knew to stay away from Cam’s territory, the high school. Something had to be wrong for Cam to be here and he politely asked, “Is something the matter, Cam?” Cam’s eyes were on Tanya, so Don added, “Is she yours?” His blood ran cold at the thought of what Cam might do if she was.
“Poaching high school girls, asswipe?” said Cam. “Tanya, get over here. You’re damn right something’s wrong, Don. Only thing is, I know it wasn’t you that poached. Just know that she was poached and you’re done with her.”

A pawn between the three boys, Tanya waited for it to play out. Being passed around really sucks. Like I’m not a person. I ‘m Cam’s and I know it, but I can’t say no to Chuck. I live with him and the things he’ll do to me… I had to be the present. In 24 hours I’ve bounced from Cam to Chuck to Don and now back to Cam again. God, I hope Cam doesn’t take it out on me. 

“I didn’t know,” said Don, taking his books from Tanya as she offered them to him. He relaxed now that he knew Cam wasn’t made at him. “She was a present.”

“I got it. I got it,” said Cam. “Do I look like I’m kicking your butt? Her brother poached like he owns his sister. Well, he’s one sorry little dickhead and he’s giving you another present instead of Tanya. He’s decided to give you all the 4th grade girls for the rest of the year. He has two classrooms and you have 8.” 

Don understood right away that Chuck had some help making that decision. “Thank you, Cam,” said Don. “I’ll be sure to thank Chuck, too.”

“You do that and if says anything besides you’re welcome, let me know.” Don waited since it looked like Cam wanted to say something more. Indeed, Cam looked like the words were being pulled out of his mouth at first. “You’re one twisted little fuck,” he said, ending with a grin. 
“I am?” said Don. It sounded like a compliment in a way.

“The vids,” said Cam. “Tap fucking dancing naked. What a hoot. Saw your sister bumbling along, but Tanya can dance. Better, you know, when they have tits.” He looked at Tanya. “Got your tap shoes, baby?”

“They’re at Don’s house.”

“Run and get them, baby,” said Cam. “Run, run. Don’t be late for school.” The girl immediately darted back the way they’d just come. “Do not be poaching,” he said firmly to Don. “Do not accept poached presents. I had to kick Chuck’s butt and you won out, but don’t go thinking I did it for you, asswipe.”
Don watched him walk away. That’s how it had to be. Insult. Talking. Dealing. Insult at the end. They weren’t friends, but predators whose paths had to cross from time to time. 

The first thing he did when he entered the building was to go into the 4th grade classrooms and do the same drill in both rooms. The girls looked at him in alarm. They hadn’t heard the news yet and knew if Chuck caught him there, he’d come down hard on the smaller boy. “You’ll all be staying after school until I send you home,” he said. “Chuck gave you to me. He’s only interested in the 5th graders from now on.” Just to flex his power, he said, “I want a pile of panties on the teacher’s desk now!” He waited until all the girls had yanked down their panties and dropped them on the desk at the front of the classroom. “Make a line,” he ordered. “Lift up your skirts.” When there was a line of bare pussies in front of him, he said, “Those are mine now.”
*****

Linda’s video had been popular, but Tanya’s video went viral. Boys had always enjoyed making girls do embarrassing things to earn an orgasm, but the time was ripe for a fad to start and thus, “donning” began. To don a girl meant to make her do something embarrassing in the nude with an audience and post a video. Boys rushed to post videos to share across the globe. Dancing and singing naked were popular, particularly if the girl being donned had talent. Nude gymnastics was a flop, but nude contortionists were good. Fingering herself on a street corner in broad daylight was ho-hum, but making a girl hump against a light post or something similar made a hit. Stripping didn’t catch anybody’s attention unless the girl was wearing something embarrassing under her clothes—very skimpy see-through micro-bikinis were preferred and even better if the girl was in grade school. Sadism didn’t have many fans and donning a girl and then leaving her in the blahs could get a boy in trouble with his peers. 
The penultimate don came when five boys infiltrated the live shooting of Project Princess on the Disney channel. They were down to just four contestants with three more weeks to go before crowning the princess when the boys started by getting the entire crew up so they abandoned their positions and then getting the four 10-12 year old Disney princesses up. During the hour long broadcast, the girls and their stage moms sang and danced naked and pulled a train of men recruited for the stunt. The girl voted top princess by the boys was the 11-year-old who yelled about half way through the show, “Mother of God! So many cocks and I want them all!” She then promptly took cocks in all three holes at once to prove her point. Disney executives pulled the plug after two minutes, but it was streaming live on the Internet and they couldn’t stop that. The girls’ film careers were ruined, but they all had live-in contracts within a week. 
*****
At the start of summer vacation, Don’s mom signed live-in contracts with a 3rd grader and a 4th grader. He made sure the girls and Wendy understood it was just for the summer. With no After School, he wanted variety, but without a long term commitment. If he wanted more than those two, he had but to take a walk in the park or knock on some doors. 
Helen didn’t like taking Don shopping and he was usually content to let things magically appear at the house while he was at school or entertaining himself. Like any boy, he was an accident waiting to happen in public. A woman with an old Nōf. A girl who wanted that special pleasure.  There were potential incidents everywhere. He could even decide to pluck out a girl’s Nōf and have fun right in the store. When he said he wanted to go out with her, she tried to dissuade him, but she couldn’t very well stop him. 

Keeping a close eye on him, Helen thought her son was browsing for girls. He was the only male in the grocery store and looked everyone over. He waved at girls his age, members of his school harem usually. Most women checked before going down an aisle and bypassed the one he was in. Their next door neighbor, Betty, came right down the aisle toward them. She lived with two other women, the stay-at-home housewife to the two of them. She said hi to Helen and then paused to look at Don. “You should come over to visit some time,” she said to the 8-year-old. “This afternoon would be nice.”
“You want me to visit?” said Don. His nostrils flared and his eyes ran up and down the woman. A woman just didn’t invite a boy over to have milk and cookies. 

“Today?” said Helen. “Are you sure?’

Betty smiled nervously. “We’ve been talking about… Gina and Poppy are OK with it. I didn’t know how to ask, but I saw him and thought what the heck.”

“Talking about what?” asked Don, annoyed they were talking about him. “You want to…umm… get up and have sex?”

“She wants to have a baby,” said Helen. 

“Ohhhh,” said Don. “My baby?”

“Studies show that a boy’s boy is more likely to survive,” said Betty. “I shouldn’t have asked here. It’s kind of embarrassing, you know.”

“What is?” asked Don. “Asking an 8-year-old to …”

“Don’t don her, Don,” said Helen sternly. “This is serious. You can get her up or not, but you make love to her.”

“I wouldn’t don her,” said the boy. “I was just… OK, I shouldn’t have said anything. I’ll do it right.”

“You’ll come over then?” said Betty. “I don’t know what you like. Could I make it special for you somehow?”
He stepped closer to her. “I’ll make it special for you, Betty. What would make it special for me is…”

“Don, don’t you dare,” said Helen. 

“… for you to give me your panties right now.”

“Donald!” said Helen. “Not here.”  She gave Betty an embarrassed smile. “He has a thing for panties.”

“Not about the panties,” said Don. “About her not wearing them.”

“Well, I asked,” said Betty, looking up and down the aisle. She reached under her skirt. Helen looked discretely away, but Don watched as she slid her panties down and stepped out of them. She held them out to him and he took them. “You want me like this until you come over?” She was surprised at how sexy she felt without them. With the boy she wanted to make love with knowing she was naked under her skirt. 
“Yeah,” he said. “And could you…”

“Donald!”

“… shave down there?”

“Sure, I can do that,” said Betty, shooting Helen a look to tell her to butt out. “Anything else?”

“Nope, I’ll see you at 1:00, OK?”

“OK, 1:00,” agreed Betty. Now that she’d approached him, she was surprised at how excited she was about making love to him. 

Walking away with his mom, Don said, “She wants me.”

“She wants to have a baby,” said his mom. 

“Yeah, that, too,” said Don, “but she wants me. I can tell. Maybe she just wants to be up.”

“Probably,” said Helen, wondering if Don really could tell that from their brief encounter. Betty hadn’t looked particularly desperate or eager to her. 

“How long ago did she see me in the store? And how long before she got the nerve to ask?”

“I don’t know. I guess I spotted her 10 minutes ago.”

“Her panties are wet.”

“Oh,” said Helen. “Guess I missed that clue.”
By 1:00, Betty had showered and shaved. She’d fought the urge to put on something sexy. He’d said he wanted her just like she was dressed at the store, so she put on the same clothes. She wondered how to go about the niceties of greeting him, maybe a little conversation, offer him something to eat or drink. She was still nervously tossing around ideas when the doorbell rang. 

She opened the door and he put his hand on her stomach and pushed her back so he could come in. “Do you know how much I’ve wanted you since you took off your panties?” he asked. 

So that’s how a “date” with an 8-year-old boy starts. “A lot?” she ventured, continuing to back up as he kept pressure on her stomach. He wasn’t actually pushing her. It was more like a domineering suggestion. 

“Are you wet?’

“Yes, I guess so,” she said. 

“Give me your Nōf.” He reached up toward her face to nose strip her. 

She caught his hand. “It’s the same for you either way, right? Would you mind if I wasn’t up?”
He pulled his hand back. Why would she want that? It would be so much better for her if she was up. It wouldn’t be like she chose to make love to him. That was an interesting thought. “Only if you say it,” said Don. 

“Say what?” asked Betty. “Say I don’t want to be up?”

“No, say that you want to make love to an 8-year-old boy.”

“Don, I can’t… that’s so perverted. I just want to be natural.”

“C’mon, Betty,” said Don. “I’m a sexual powerhouse. I could take you to the moon and back. I’m a great lover and I’ve lived next door to you for all my life. You look at me and what do you think about?”

“I… I think about all those girls and about what you do with them and I… oh, God, I wish I was one of them.” She looked at him, drinking in his sexuality. He was 8 and she wanted him more than she wanted a man. Men were greedy and weak. Don was powerful and lived right next door where she had to watch him come and go all day. “I want to make love to you.”

He had walked her right into her living room and in another step had her backed up to the couch. A little push and she sat. “Baby, you are gonna get made love to.” He climbed on her and kissed her hard. With one hand he cradled the back of her head to pull her to him and his other hand went to her tits. “I’ve been thinking about you for three hours. With no panties. Lift up your skirt so I can see it. Show me your little girl pussy. Your wet pussy.”
Her head spun from his confidence as he took control. Age is not the issue. It’s not because he’s 8. It’s about the power of a boy and my lust. I want to feel his power, but this is way beyond what I expected. He’s done this before. He has experience taking possession of a woman. She hiked up her skirt above her waist, feeling cream oozing out of her pussy as he kissed her and she silently begged him to stop and look down. His hand felt so good on her tits that she wished he had four of them. 

When he finally looked at her pussy, he said, “That’s what we want. Your pussy. My cock. Some loving in between.” He kissed her again. “I could kiss you all day, baby. You gotta stand up and take off your clothes, though.” He slid off her and stood. She stood and slid down the zipper of her dress. “God, I love that sound,” he said. “My lover getting ready.” 
She dropped her dress to the floor and unhooked her bra. “Everything’s for you,” she said, taking his hands to her tits.

To her disappointment, he stepped back. “Turn around slowly so I can see everything, baby.
She did a quarter turn and he said, “Stop. Just let me look in profile. Your tits are perfect. God, your nipples are hard. Push them out.” While she did that, he rested a hand on the curve of her ass. “You have a great ass. Baby, you’ve been right next door all my life. How’d I miss you?”

What the hell is he saying? He’s like my lover. Better than any man ever did. Making me feel so sexy. And that line… how’d I miss you. I could have done this weeks or months ago. Wish I had if this is how he treats his women. Such a cute little boy, but so confident and he is so powerful. It’s even fantastic not being up. 

He used his hands to start turning her again, stopping her at each quarter turn to admire her with his hands and his voice. When she faced him again, he took off his clothes. She was surprised at his cock. It was both smaller than she expected and bigger. Smaller in length and girth, yet how it stood up made it look so powerful. He guided her to the couch again and resumed kissing her, now with full access to every inch of her body. 
It was nothing like she expected. She’d been a virgin when the virus hit. Since then she’d been up a few times and fucked a couple of those times and helped by a woman the other times. She’d had a couple of one night stands with men, hoping for marriage. Her knowledge of a cock was a fast and furious animalistic rutting to satisfy her need or being sampled with a cold and insensitive fuck. It hadn’t occurred to her that an 8-year-old boy could be an experienced and sensitive lover. She stopped thinking she wanted to get on with it and just enjoyed the foreplay. 

Don made love to her body with his lips and fingers. He explored all her erogenous zones as if he’d never seen a naked woman before, yet with the experience to drive her higher and higher. When he was ready, he said, “Take me to your bedroom, baby.”

Taking his hand, she led him to the double bed in her room. The room was decorated with pinks, lavenders, and flowers. She pulled back the sheets and lay down, pulling the top sheet back up over her breasts without thinking. He grabbed the sheet and threw it back to expose her. “You are so sexy,” he said as he climbed up on the bed. Poised between her legs, he said, “I love you.” Then he entered her. 
Taking his time, Don pumped his cock in and out slowly. When it looked like she was ready to cum, he fucked her hard and fast, taking her to a wonderful orgasm. She was surprised when he slowed down again. He did that again, drawing it out for himself and taking her to a second orgasm. 
“Give me a baby,” she said. “I want you to cum inside me.” 

“Here it comes, baby,” he said. It turned him on for her to ask that. All the times he’d had sex were just for fun with no thought of the whole purpose. He was fucking her for a purpose. 
As he picked up the pace for a third time, Betty watched him earnestly working to give her what she wanted. So young. So cute. So small. And yet, so powerful. Satisfying me like no other. I expected him to cum each time, but he stopped when I came. The first two were all for me. “Fill me up, stud,” she said. “Fill me with baby juice. Cum in me. Yes, fill me up.”

With a groan, he unloaded in her pussy. She bucked under him in her most powerful orgasm so far. He pumped and pumped, feeling like he was giving her more than an orgasm. Giving her his cum for a purpose. Giving her something that would last long past this moment. He was a confident, 8-year-old sex machine, but after this he’d be doubly confident. 
When he finished cumming, Betty held him to her. “Stay in me, sweetheart. Make sure the cum doesn’t go the wrong way.” He did his best, but when he’d shrunk to a mere 2 inches, his cock slipped out. He slid to the side, wrapping himself possessively around her. His head was pillowed on her tits. He had an arm across her chest just below her breasts and a leg between hers, his calf pressed against her slick pussy to keep his cum in her. He was asleep. 

They lay together for several minutes and when Don woke up with a big smile on his face, she caressed his face. “Did you mean what you said?” she asked. “About loving me and you’d been thinking about me without panties and that I’m sexy?” He’d seemed so sincere about it and she didn’t know how to take it. He was young and she was more than three times his age and it was too complicated to have a long term relationship with him. 
“Yes, baby,” he said honestly. “I meant every word of it.” He lifted his head and looked in her eyes. He meant it, but he could tell she was taking it wrong. She thought it meant something special and he didn’t want her thinking that. “I meant it, but I say it to a lot of girls and I mean it every time.”
“Oh, OK,” she smiled. “I love you, too. That was incredible, but you have so many other girls and I’ve got Gina and Poppy. I just wanted to be sure you didn’t want more than sex.”

“Well, it was more special than the girls in my class,” he said. “I’ve never made a baby before.”
“Yes, well, about that,” she said. “It doesn’t always work the first time. Would you mind coming over tomorrow afternoon and the next day just to be sure?”

“No,” he said with a grin. “Are you kidding? Why would I mind that?”

“I just don’t know what you have planned,” she said, blushing. 

They lay in silence for a minute and then Don said, “Tomorrow, wear the tiniest, skimpiest bikini you can find. He traced a triangle around her nipple with his index finger. “Something that covers about that much.”

When he got home, Don’s mom sat him down. “We need to talk about you making babies,” she said. “I don’t want it to get out of hand.”

Generally speaking, Don accepted advice from adults even if they didn’t understand the way things worked now. Above all, he respected his mom and his Big Brother. His mom talked about facts and how things worked and she made sense. Art had sound advice and interesting ideas. He’d never discussed this subject with either of them. “She sorta surprised me,” he said. “Was it OK?”

“She surprised us both,” said Helen. “Yes, it was OK. I thought perhaps the limit would be you only make babies with women you know and only if they ask us both.”
“So you can say no?”

“Not exactly,” said his mom. “So I know who you’re doing it with. So we can keep track of your children. And maybe if I think there’s something wrong, I’ll say no.”

“What do you mean something wrong?”
“I don’t know,” she shrugged. “I can’t think of anything right now, but I think some women might do it for the wrong reasons.”

“OK,” said Don. 

“There’s something else. I was trying to find the right way and right time to tell you. Did you have sex with Ms. Rosen?”

“Yeah, once. Her Nōf went bad.”

“That’s not exactly the story she told me,” said Helen. “Doesn’t matter though. She called me a couple of weeks ago. She’s pregnant.”

“Are you kidding?” asked Don. “We just did it once.”

“Yes, well, once is all it takes,” said Helen. “I just don’t understand why a woman who’s around a boy all day wouldn’t be on the pill. Unless she wanted to get pregnant.”

“I didn’t know,” said Don. 

“Of course, you didn’t know, Don. It’s not your fault. Maybe it was just an accident, but if she meant to get pregnant… well, that’s the kind of trouble I’d like to keep you out of. She didn’t have our permission.”

He gave her a sly smile. “I donned her good, though. I don’t think she meant it. She was pretty upset about what I had her do in front of the class.”

“That doesn’t make it any better.”

“She did say I could come over and have sex with her when I wanted. I think she was just saying she didn’t want me to don her in class again.”

“Or maybe she was trying to get pregnant,” said Helen. “I didn’t think to ask her if she did it on purpose. Anyway, there’s another thing I want you to do. Keep track of any girl or woman over the age of 10 that you have sex with. Keep a diary or a log book. I’ll check on them to see if you made them pregnant. When you’re in middle school, you have to make sure all the girls are on the pill.”
“That’s compli… compli… cated,” said Don. “I’ll bet Cam and Chuck and Kev don’t keep track.”

“I can’t make you do anything, Don,” sighed Helen. “I’d think you’d want to know about your children. Do you know how this works?  If you have a child with Wendy, she’s your child. You take care of her or him. If you have a child with a woman you have no arrangement with, she’s not your child in the same sense. The woman has no obligation to involve you at all in the child’s life and you have no obligation to the child. That’s fine, but she also has no obligation to let you know what’s going on with the child. If that’s how you want it, that’s fine. If you want to know what each child becomes in life, you’ll keep track.”

“Wendy’s too young, isn’t she?” asked Don. 

“For now,” said Helen. “When she gets old enough, I’d suggest you have her on the pill until she finishes school. I’d suggest you don’t get any girl pregnant until she finishes school. It complicates things for her.”

“Isn’t that for her to decide?” 

“Yes, it’s her decision to be on the pill or not,” agreed Helen. “It’s not Wendy’s decision, though. I’m just telling you what you should do. You want to talk complicated? Try keeping track of every girl you have sex with once you’re in high school. If you insist they be on the pill, you don’t have to.”

“Yeah, OK,” said the 3rd grader, losing interest in the conversation. High school was not on his radar.

Seeing she was losing him, Helen said, “One last thing while we’re talking. Something to think about over the next few years. Do you know what happens to me and your sisters when you turn 18?”

“No,” he said. “What do you mean?”

“You’re an adult at 18. You’ll have several live-ins and maybe wives. You may not want mom and your sisters hanging around. This house becomes yours. I no longer have any responsibilities for raising you. I get to continue to live here. I’ll run the house for you to the extent you let me. If any of your sisters are still living here, you can make them move out. I know it’s 10 years away, but you have to make plans.”
“Jeez,” said Don, overwhelmed. “This becomes mine? It’s not big enough.” Where would be put his mom, sisters, wives, and children? “I’ll think about it. I have time.”
Wendy knew what Don was doing next door and she eavesdropped on his conversation with his mom. As soon as she had him alone, she said, “I wanna have your babies. I want to be a stay-at-home and run the house. I don’t need to finish school to do that.”

He patted her flat tummy and said with a smile, “I’m not sure I want this to get big and round.” Even though he knew it wasn’t possible, he’d be happy if Wendy stayed 8 years old forever.
“It has to,” she pouted. “I want babies. Your babies.”

“You heard mom,” he said. “After high school.” He was surprised that she wanted to be a stay-at-home. He hadn’t thought that far ahead. She was a bright girl and he’d pictured her in college and getting a good job. “You don’t want to go to college?”

That suggestion put her on the verge of tears. “I don’t want to be away that long. I want to do everything for you… around the house, you know?”

“There, there,” he said soothingly. “You’ll have whatever you want, my love. You’re my first and forever.”

She snuggled to him. It was wonderful when he said that. “So I can be a stay-at-home?”

“If you want, my love,” he said. “But, you’ll finish high school, I dunno, maybe you’ll change your mind someday. If you quit school, you wouldn’t have the choice.”
“OK,” she said. “I’ll even get A’s. Suppose you don’t want a stupid wife.” She felt like she’d made her point. He’d give her a choice and she’d choose to be a stay-at-home. “You want to try and make a baby right now?”

“In a few minutes,” he said. “I just wanna kinda think about what mom said about the house. I don’t know if I need to do anything right now.”

“OK,” said Wendy. “I’ll go down and see if your mom needs any help.” She opened the door and looked over her shoulder at him. “Oops, I forgot to put on panties.” Without another word, she left and closed the bedroom door. Wouldn’t be long now.

*****

In 3rd grade, Don had all five grades to himself since Chuck had moved up to middle school. The boy in the 1st grade had moved up to 2nd grade and would be coming of age soon. Being the big boy at school, Don paid Lyle a visit at lunch on the first day. “Hey, dickless, you have any idea what to do with a girl?”
“Sorta,” said the 7-year-old. “I know, but I can’ get one up.”

“Yeah, I figured that, dickless. Listen, for now, all the girls are mine. Understand? They belong to me and even the 1st and 2nd graders are mine for After School.”

Lyle shrugged. It didn’t matter to him. He wasn’t expecting to have After School privileges yet. He didn’t even know what he was missing except in a detached sense and he wasn’t about to argue with the older, bigger boy. In fact, he was in awe of the 4th grader. 

“Sometime this year, you’ll be able to get girls up. Every day between now and then, you keep a cute one a few minutes after school. Make her take her clothes and her Nōf off. If she just stands there, have her dress and you both go home. If she goes wild and wants sex, bring her to me and I’ll make sure you do your first one right.”
“OK,” said Lyle. “That means she’s up, right?”

“Yeah, big day for you,” said Don. “After that, the 1st and 2nd grade girls are yours for After School.” He walked Lyle down to a point midway between the 2nd grade and 3rd grade classrooms. “Imagine there’s a line here. There is a line here. Don’t cross the line into my world unless you’re dragging an up girl with you. Don’t cross it unless there’s an emergency.”

“How come?”

“This is my world, my turf, my territory, my girls. You get one of my girls up and you really will be dickless, dickless.”

“When I’m a real boy and they’re my girls, you’ll stay out of my world?”

Don put his arm around the little almost boy. “That I will, Lyle. When they’re yours, they’re yours. Don’t want them disrespecting you. You’ll have the power then.” He stepped back and raised his arms facing the lower grade classrooms. “All this will be yours someday soon. If I come down here, it’ll be business between us. If you cross the line, it better be an emergency.”

“How long do you think before…?”

“When’s your birthday?”

“December 1st.”

“Any day now,” said Don. “Before your next birthday you’ll have the girls begging for you.”

“Kewl,” said Lyle. 

“Yeah, cool,” agreed Don. “Just make sure you bring me the proof, dickless. Then you’ll own them.” He turned and left, ending the meeting on his terms. 

Returning to his classroom, Don kissed Wendy and Connie, his second live-in. He’d picked well. Wendy and Connie were best friends or, as they called themselves, pussy licking pals. They were opposites in many ways, Wendy an assertive blond and Connie a shy brunette. Connie had plans that didn’t involve being a stay-at-home. When she wasn’t up, Connie was just as happy with Wendy’s tongue as she was with Don’s cock and she never “forgot” her panties. Not that she wasn’t tempted, but that was Wendy’s game. 
When school ended, Don told Wendy and Connie, “Go get me a 1st grader and then you can go home.” He only had a narrow window to sample the little girls before they became Lyle’s harem, so he wanted to get started. He knew the rest of his harem and picked Patty and Kylie from the 4th grade, sending the rest of the girls home. He’d get to all the girls eventually, but he wanted to let the 4th grade know that they were special. 
As Wendy and Connie returned with Maddy, a cute little blond, they were halfway to where Don waited when the 1st grader blurted out that she’d never been with a boy.
“You’re kidding,” said Wendy. “You’ve been up, right?”

“Yeah, but mommy or my sisters always helped me,” she said. 

“Did they stretch you?” asked Wendy

“Stretch me? How? What do you mean?”

“You ever have anything in your pussy?”

“No, that would hurt,” she said. 
“You don’t know the half of it,” said Connie. “It’ll hurt bad when Don does it and your mommy should have known that.”

“Go tell the 1st graders to stay,” said Wendy. “We might need another one. One who can take his cock.”

Connie dashed back and Wendy took the petite girl to Don. “You want me to throw her back?” she asked. “She says she hasn’t been stretched at all. Connie went back to keep the rest.”

“Leave her,” said Don. “Go tell her teacher to call her mom. That’s the bitch whose fault it is.” He looked Maddy over. “She’s cute. Good choice. Take off your clothes.” 

Patty and Kylie were already nose-stripped and naked, only able to contain themselves because Don had told them to be quiet. He looked at them and they brightened. “Who wants to lick 1st grader pussy?”

“Me! Me!” chorused both 4th graders. The younger girl would need to be helped and they’d do anything to make Don happy. 

He turned back to Maddy who was nervously fiddling with her clothes, but not taking them off. Even with two other girls naked, she didn’t want to expose herself. They were just bigger versions of her, flat-chested and hairless. Don plucked out her Nōf, counted to ten, and said, “Strip, you horny little bitch.”
“Will you help me?” she asked as she took off her shoes and socks. She felt the need driving her to desperation, but she wanted that assurance. 

“They will,” said Don. “But only if you do everything I say.” When she was nude, he played with her nipples and fingered her pussy, confirming that his cock in her too tight space would be a disaster. 

“You two, Patty and Kylie, go back and lie down.” His plans were totally disrupted, but he was going to make the best of it. He wanted Maddy’s mom here before he attended to her. Quickly he fucked the two older girls to two orgasms each. By then, Maddy was ready to do anything and her mom arrived. 

“Oh, God, no, not on her first day,” gasped Maddy’s mom. “I didn’t think it would be so soon. She’s not ready. Don’t hurt her.” Why’d he pick her? If I’d known, I would have prepared her. If he hurts her, it’ll be my fault. 
“I wouldn’t hurt one of my girls,” said Don. “But I’d teach her mommy a lesson.” He nose-stripped her. “Get your clothes off and watch.”

When Ursula was nude and desperate, Don said, “Maddy, are you ready to cum? You need it bad?”

“Yes, I need it. I can’t wait more. I want some help.”

“Come here and suck my cock, Maddy,” he said, looking at Ursula as he said that. 

“Oh, God,” moaned Ursula. It’s outrageous to make Maddy suck his cock. I don’t want to watch, but he’s making me. Is that how he’s teaching me a lesson? I should say something, but I don’t want to make him mad. I need what he has. It should be me sucking his cock. That’s what I need and I’d do a better job. After sheltering her, Maddy’s about to learn what she’s been missing. She’ll want more. 
Maddy sucked on his cock like she’d never done it before, which she hadn’t. She sucked on the tip of it with her hands wrapped around it. It tasted good and made her feel like this was the very thing she should be doing. “I want you, Maddy’s mommy, to be her cheerleader. While you cheer her on, her name is cock sucker. I want her to gag on it, so cheer good. When I cum in her mouth, I’ll have someone help you.”

For a brief moment, Ursula’s maternal instinct fought with her demanding desire. Cheer her on? I can’t do that. Like how? Tell her what to do? And call her cock sucker? That’s sick. “Let me do it,” she said. Then she surrendered. Well, she is a cock sucker and she’s not doing it right. Gotta get her to do it right. “Come on, cock sucker, suck his cock. Not a little bit. Do it all. Open your little cock sucking mouth and put his cock all the way in.” Oh, my God, I sound so dirty. This is how he’s teaching me a lesson. Making me wait until she does it right and that’s going to take so long. Damn her. What’s she doing? “You want to cum? You want some help? Then do it, cock sucker. Farther. Show me how much you need to cum. Farther, cock sucker. Put your lips around. In and out. Pull it out. No, no, not all the way, cock sucker. Now, back on it. All the way.”

Maddy looked up at Don, the absolute ruler of her orgasm. She understood the conditions. He needed to cum and apparently that involved her sucking his cock. After her first taste of precum, she didn’t have an objection to that. Mommy is not just cheering me on. She’s telling me how and mommy must know what’s right. Holy moley, I need to do this. I need him to make me feel good. Mommy, too. Listen to her. I gotta get more of it in my mouth.   She went farther down, keeping her lips tight. Back out. He liked that. She could tell. She bobbed up and down a few times. 
“Gag on it, cock sucker,” said Ursula. “You heard him. Gag on it if you want some help. More. Farther. Deeper.” She felt a warm rush of success when she heard Maddy gag. “That’s it, cock sucker. Do it again, deeper. All the way.” She’s doing it! I’m going to get to cum!
Trying to get more in her mouth, Maddy tried a couple of things. It wouldn’t go farther into her cheek, though she tried both sides. She wondered if she could curl it up, but it was too stiff. For Chrisakes, there’s only one place for it to go. I can’t do that. She wants me to gag on it? That’s disgusting. What if I do a little more. “Akkk, akkk, gulkk.” That feels funny and not good. Mommy’s happy about it. Look at Don, he’s really happy. That’s what I have to do. “Akkk, gulkk, mmphf.” I still need something. What’s he got for me? I have to suck more if I want to get it. 
Don was turned on by what mommy and daughter were doing. Technically he wasn’t supposed to involve parents, but his teacher wouldn’t say anything. Like so many things, he was allowed to bend the rules considerably. 

“Yes, yes,” said Ursula. “All the way, cock sucker. That’s how it’s done. Gag for him. Faster now. Do it faster. Yeah, like that, cock sucker. You’re gonna make him cum. Sweet Jesus, you’re doing it. Gag on it. Every time. You’re so hot. He’s gonna do it.” She could almost feel her own orgasm, her reward for being such a sick mommy. 

The more she did it, the better it felt. Maddy could hear success in mommy’s voice. I’m doing it right. I’ll get helped soon. Why is it taking so long? She jammed her lips against the base of his cock over and over, desperate to make him cum. Guess this is right. Everybody’s happy. Gonna get helped soon. Cock tastes good. Don’t like gagging, but I have to. All the way. It’s so long. Feels funny in my throat. As the first spurt of warm goo filled her mouth, she felt wonderful. “Keep going, cock sucker,” cheered mommy. “You did it. Keep doing it. Get it all. Open wide and get it all. God, we’re going to get to cum. You did it!”
Faced with a mouthful of cum, Maddy spit it out. “No, no, cock sucker!” yelled Ursula. “You have to swallow it.”

“If I wanted her to swallow it, I’d have told her,” said Don. The 1st grader was staring at the puddle on the floor and he was afraid she might lick it up. “Patty and Kylie, each of you give Maddy an orgasm.” Maddy hurried to the back, leaving her puddle of cum behind. He turned back to Ursula. “You get to lick it up, bitch. Clean the floor with your tongue. Your little cock sucker left it just for you.”

Hurrying over, Ursula licked up the cum, taking great care to make sure she got every drop. It was degrading, but she couldn’t resist and it tasted so wonderful. She could hear Maddy cumming. They could both be cumming if the little bitch had swallowed like she should have, but then she wouldn’t be getting to enjoy the cum if Maddy had swallowed. “It’s clean. All clean. I’m ready to cum. Need it bad. I was such a good bitch.”

Waiting for Maddy to cum a couple of times, he called her to him, “Maddy, let’s see if mommy can teach you how to lick pussy.” 
“Maddy? Yes, Maddy,” said her mommy. “Come to mommy. Just like they did. Help me just like they helped you. Lick it. Put your tongue out and run it right up mommy’s fucking cunt. Up and down. Up and down. More up. Dammit, Maddy harder. Lick it hard. Jesus, just… just… see mommy’s clit. Right in front of you,” For God’s sake, why didn’t I show her how to do this before? She has no idea what she’s doing. Find my clit, you little bitch. “Maddy! Right there. Where you tongue is. See it? Just bite it, baby. Bite it and … eeeeeeee… shake it, baby, oh, my God! Shake it hard! No, don’t lick it again. Bite mommy’s fucking clit! Oooeee, baby, that’s a good one!” 

With a great orgasm, Ursula didn’t consider this punishment. It wasn’t until later when she was down and relived the moment in her mind that she knew she’d been punished quite effectively. I cheered my daughter on. Made her gag on the boy’s cock. Licked up cum off the floor. And my orgasm? That was evil to the core. My clit hurts. Maddy didn’t put enough effort into licking and so I had to have the little girl bite it. That was what I needed to cum. Bite and shake her head back and forth, like a dog playing tug ‘o war. Don put me up to it, but it was me that had Maddy shaking my clit like a toy. If only I’d let him send me to the blahs. If only I had some willpower. I tried to shelter my daughter and it had only made things worse. She got a little vibrator and started stretching Maddy that very evening. As for Maddy, the sound of gagging made her sexually excited for the rest of her life. 
*****
By 2045, the virus had apparently run its course and disappeared. They no longer called it the virus, but the evolution. It had altered male DNA to produce the powerful pheromones and now the boys passed it on to their boys. They knew the virus had disappeared because PV’s male children born after March 5, 2045 couldn’t get a woman up. Men were a dying subspecies being replaced by boys, who called themselves boys even after they’d become adults. Boys born to boys were called lads and boys born to men, unable to get a girl up, were called duds. 
As the first boys turned 18, they simply took what they wanted. Women ran the government that governed females. Boys set up the Guild to make rules for themselves. They considered females to be a lesser subspecies waiting to evolve. Until women evolved, to be female was to be a slave. In the caste system that developed, boys were on the top, wives and live-ins were the second level, free women made up the third caste, slaves were next, and at the very bottom were livestock. Free women were any female not claimed by a boy and, while all women were virtually slaves, the slave caste females were slaves to the females, guilty of some minor transgression and punished by a boy by being made a slave. The caste of livestock consisted of females who’d made a major transgression. They had to take on the persona of an animal and were treated as pets at best. A boy decided what animal, most popular were kitties, puppies, ponies, cows, and bunnies, and kept their livestock fed and sheltered. 
The Don, the name Don was given when he joined the Guild at 18, sat on the governing council, making him one of the most powerful boys in the country. He tempered the rasher boys who wanted to classify all women as livestock. He asserted that women were intelligent and productive and to put them any lower than they were was just insulting. His party, the Watch, centered on benevolent treatment for females. They were still mere sex slaves in his eyes, but they deserved to be well treated as long as they behaved. The opposing party, the Progressives, were in the minority, but kept pressuring the Guild for stricter control of women and more severe punishment for their crimes. 
They agreed on one issue. “The matter before the Council of the Guild of Boys is the reproductive rights of unevolved males,” said The Don. “The Council has already determined that duds have no reproductive rights and will be castrated on their 10th birthday. That time is upon us and I want a vote to reaffirm our intent to ensure duds do not enter puberty and cannot reproduce.”

“It would be a disaster for the human race,” said Lucky. “We have made a major jump in our evolution and to allow them to taint the gene pool would only weaken the race. We must take this step, no matter how drastic it seems. We are the future and they are not.”
“They’re leeches,” said Jumper. “They are beneath us, but they ride on our advances. Men haven’t got the same power we have, but they scoop up free women and rule them as if they were us. We can’t stop the men, but we can stop duds from reaching puberty and flooding the country with subhumans.”
“Boil their balls,” said Psycho. “They’re little wimps who suck boy cock just for the privilege of staying to watch a boy during After School. Keep them where they are. Impotent little man slaves.”

“They definitely complicate things,” said The Shark. “We need to stamp out their kind. If it were up to me, we would start lopping off men’s balls to end this matter quicker. Until we do, they’ll keep making worthless duds. Or, until the last of the men die out.”
“Is there anyone who will speak on the unevolved males’ behalf?” asked The Don. There was nothing but silence. “The first of the duds turn 10 tomorrow. Per the vote of the Council, they will be taken into custody today and summarily castrated as humanely as possible before noon tomorrow. This judgment stands and will be performed on each dud’s 10th birthday, weekends and holidays excepted, until such time as there are no more unevolved males.”

That afternoon, a social worker came to Billy Wilson’s house to pick him up. She’d only been told the Guild wanted to prepare him for his birthday. His mother raised her concerns, but the social worker assured her that it was in Billy’s best interest with the cover story. Just in case there was a recurrence of the virus, all 10-year-olds would be given a series of shots, four in a 24 hour period, that would immunize them. 
As a dud, Billy had indeed sucked Dillon’s cock in exchange for being allowed to stay for After School a couple of times. It was cool to get to see the girls naked and a couple of the misguided ones had sucked his cock and tried to get him to fuck them before Dillon threw a fit. Billy didn’t mind. His cock had gotten stiff, but nothing else happened. Not like Dillon could do. 
Billy spent that night eating ice cream and playing with the other three duds from his area that shared his birth date. To go along with the cover story, he had to submit to three shots, though they were just saline. They stayed up as late as they wanted in a room called Never-Never Land, a place where the lost boys never grew up. Just like in the story, for that night, they did whatever they wanted. 

In the morning, the duds didn’t get breakfast because they were going to get a physical and a “procedure” done. The exam was perfunctory and then the only two women who knew why the duds were here talked to them. “I’m Dr. Hatch,” said the first woman. “This is Nurse Long. She’ll give you your last shot of antibiotics to make sure there are no complications from the procedure. Then, she’ll find and isolate your testicles. There may be some pain at first, but that will last just a few seconds. Thirty minutes later, I’ll perform the procedure. I assure you there will be no pain for the procedure and you’ll be allowed to go home about an hour later.”
The shot hurt worse than the first three and then Nurse Long restrained Billy. He didn’t like that one bit, especially when the nurse stripped him below the waist. The woman felt around his penis and then picked up a scary looking instrument. “What are you going to do?” he asked. “What is that thing?”
The nurse didn’t say anything. She just pulled down his testicles with one hand, put the instrument around the top of his distended scrotum and crimped a metal band around it, cutting off the blood flow to his testicles. “Yeeow,” yelped Billy. “What’d you do?” He whimpered, trying to keep from crying. That was more than a little pain and it lasted for more than a few seconds. Half a minute later, the pain was gone. The nurse draped a sheet over him so he couldn’t see his balls turn black. 

When the allotted time had elapsed, Dr. Hatch came in and examined him. “That looks very good,” she said. She didn’t let him see the scalpel and snicked his necrotic balls off in a single stroke. He never felt a thing. She removed the metal band and put in a couple of stitches.  Like the other women assigned to castrate the duds, she had no qualms about it. The Guild had ordered it and she understood why it had to be kept a secret as long as possible. 
Like most of the duds, Billy didn’t want to talk about what had been done. He admitted to getting four shots like he and his mom had been told, but nothing about being half naked and the curious procedure. It wasn’t until three years later when he hadn’t entered puberty that his mother got worried. By then, Billy had put his 10th birthday procedure behind him and had no idea what had happened to his balls. 
One of the very first boys, Psycho had stories to tell that had molded his attitude towards women. He kept pushing for women to be livestock and, after hearing Psycho’s stories more than once, The Don had finally agreed that some women for certain transgressions could be treated that way. He even had a few himself. It was a clear way to show other women they had to follow the rules. 

The story he told… It was back before the Cruise when I was in 2nd grade. One day the strangest thing happened. Mrs. Othello, my teacher, was suddenly very distracted and all the girls were wriggling in their seats as if they had ants in their pants. “I feel funny,” said one girl. “I’m itchy and tingly,” said another. With no regard for the fact that I was in the room, they put their hands in their panties and frantically fingered that tingly spot, making it feel even better. It was surreal. Like playing doctor with moans and masturbation. I had no idea what was going on, but it wasn’t hard to tell they were obsessed. They had no idea what they were doing, but Mrs. Othello did. 
Stunned, I’m sitting there amongst half-dressed girls and then Mrs. Othello strips completely. Fuck, man, she was like 50, but she was the first woman I’d ever seen naked. She rushes to me. “I don’t know what… why… I need you… to… take off your clothes and… do it and I’ll show you why.” 

It was so unreal, but I didn’t need a second invitation. Sex permeated the air and I had my first ever real hard on. Puberty hit me in a day. I stripped and Mrs. Othello showed me how to fuck. Can you picture that? Old lady with a 7-year-old between her legs doing what came naturally? I still didn’t get it, except that it felt good. She got herself off and I came inside her. Then, she’s like, “They need it, too.” She’s looking around at the girls. Some of them are naked. Some are naked from the waist down. Some just have their panties around their ankles and their skirts hiked up. “What the fuck is going on?” Can you believe it?  Mrs. Othello said the word fuck. I got girls around me diddling themselves off and the biggest surprise is her saying fuck. “They’re too young. Fuck, you’re too young. Oh, my God, they need it.” 

Now, you gotta remember that she’s had what she needs. I’m limp dicked again, so she’s coming down. The girls are coming down slower and they are hitting the blahs no matter how hard they play with themselves. No decent orgasms. You know, that’s how diddling is. A relatively ineffective last resort for a girl who’s was up. Good teacher that she is, she’s as concerned about their satisfaction as she was about hers. She gave a quickie course in pussy licking and saved the day. 

Embarrassment and confusion followed of course. Nobody associated it with me. Mrs. Othello couldn’t explain it. They all got dressed and Mrs. Othello told us all not to say a word about it. Next day, same thing, only Mrs. Othello points me to Sandy and Greta and, I even get Lola off, too, before I cum. Wanna see something gross? Well, you see it all the time now, but imagine a 7-year-old boy, knows nothing about what’s going on, watching a 7-year-old girl going down on her 2nd grade teacher. Yep, I saw that when I was done. Even got used to it after a while.

So, Mrs. Othello sets up this schedule. At morning recess, so lessons aren’t interrupted, three girls… we rotated in alphabetical order… stripped and I got hard and they all got up. I did those three and the girls, including good ol’ Mrs. Othello, got in groups of four in a sort of a circle. Might have stayed quiet except when it was Mrs. Othello’s turn, Linda Sue got in the way. Mrs. Othello back-handed Linda Sue, gave her a bloody nose, and snarled, “It’s my turn, bitch. Get away from his dick.” Linda Sue hardly cared about the bloody nose. She waited her turn and came a couple of minutes later. 
Mrs. Othello was fired. Didn’t show up the next day. The substitute was fucking cute and the principal was monitoring class when morning recess hit. I forget whose turn it was, but three girls strip like they’re supposed to. Ms. Thatcher and Ms. Lawson, the principal, scream. Seconds later there’s this exchange between them, “How do you feel?” “What do you mean?” “I can’t help it. I’m horny. So horny.” “Oh God, me, too.” Bam! I nailed them after the three girls. Five that day. Most I’d ever done. 

Linda Sue didn’t come back to school for a week and when she did, her mom came with her and sat through class. Well, you know how that went. It was the worst kept secret after that. Girls got pulled from class and then showed back up a few days later after throwing tantrums. Moms showed up to see for themselves, certain they had the will power to resist. Every one of them ended up getting fucked. Everybody knew there was something about me, but nobody said it out loud. 
You wanna know what’s funny? In 2nd grade I was getting all the pussy any guy could want and I was feeling used. I’m the lone guy and girls are forcing themselves on me. Moms, girls, complete strangers at the mall were raping me. To me, women were sex hungry parasites. I didn’t know any better. You wonder why I don’t respect the bitches? They treated me like I was a sex toy when I was 7. 
I remember one time I was at the mall and got turned on. Women and girls were looking around for what they needed. Mom tucked me under her arm and ran to the parking lot with my sisters on her heels. She shoved me in and followed right behind me and we fucked like teenagers in the back seat. Me 7 or 8 and her around 32 or something. I came in her and my sisters were disappointed until mom let them eat her out. That’s when I learned they craved my cum. My cock first, then my cum, then my scent. 

That summer was The Cruise and the word was out. Nōfs were invented. Problem solved, right? Some people wanted to ban me from school, but my mom said I had a right to an education. They thought about an isolation room where I sat and didn’t get to interact with the girls. In the end, all they did was give me a male teacher for 3rd grade just in case. That summer I figured out that my scent was special. I mean, I realized this wasn’t normal. And, the biggest surprise was that women thought it was indecent for me to make them have sex. I was making them? I thought they were making me. They didn’t want to have sex with a little boy and didn’t want their daughters getting it. None of them wanted to lose control. The light went on in my head. If they lost control, they were losing it to me, 

First day of school, Betsy Anderson, Jolynn Barker, and Karen Bird… first three in the alphabet… take off their clothes and their Nōfs. I said women didn’t want it, but the girls did. So much for a male teacher. Heck, an isolation booth wouldn’t have worked. I’d have to get out sooner or later. 
You should have seen Mr. Carmichael. Girls are stripping and taking out their Nōfs. I’m doing Betsy. Girls are getting in groups and there’s two naked 2nd graders begging him for a fuck. He’s like no way am I doing little girls, but his pants are about to burst open. Finally, he decides to take pity on them. Naomi mounts him and fucks herself. She cums and he cums. I can still hear Mandy, the second girl yell, “One? He’s only good for one?!” To top it off, Naomi says, “That’s OK, he’s only a tongue.” Which, of course, meant she wasn’t satisfied any better than if a girl had licked her to orgasm. She did Mandy right then and there. 
It was Mr. Carmichael who came up with the idea of After School. Unofficially, of course. Instead of morning recess, I could pick some girls and stay after. It was the first time the whole class wasn’t going at it… you know, girls doing girls while I was doing the ones whose turn it was. That way Mr. Carmichael didn’t have to fuck girls and be embarrassed by them. That seemed to be the consensus for a solution, because in 4th grade it was the official policy everywhere. 
A lot of people, and I mean women, wanted to deny me sex… deny me access to girls. No way they could do that. I owned mom and my sisters. Nōf or no Nōf, they did what I said. A Nōf’s only good if they wear it and it’s easy to nose-strip a girl. To keep me from fucking her, Mom would take me to the park and I’d get some. Take me to the mall and there’d be at least one girl without a Nōf. I was called a menace to society by some, but the girls were under my control and the women were slowly following. It was a steamroller than they couldn’t stop. They used the analogy of appeasing the dragon with offerings of virgins. However they wanted to characterize it, by 4th grade I was getting all I wanted. I had a bad taste in my mouth about being used and it wasn’t improved by the bitches’ attempts to deny me what was rightfully mine. 
The Don didn’t feel sorry for Psycho, but the story did give him a perspective of what it had been like for the first boys. Psycho and others had paved the way for him. He found it hard to believe that Psycho felt used at first, but he could sympathize with Psycho’s frustration from women trying to cut him off. He’d always been in charge, so he was shocked that women, the part of society beneath him, had once tried to set terms. They had no business bossing boys around. They weren’t worthy of that role. 
Considering that women had once tried to control boys made it clear that they had to be kept in their place. He would have been happy with three castes—boys, wives, and free women—but he acceded to the idea of slaves and livestock as object lessons to other women. 

While he was finalizing the vote to castrate duds, Wendy was dealing with an errant slave. Of course a slave didn’t get a trial, but the evidence was clear anway. She’d caught Pru in the master bedroom, a place where only The Don, Wendy (first and forever), and Cassidy (fifth and forever) were allowed without invitation, except livestock. Since Pru was guilty of second degree disobedience, breaking an unwritten policy, Wendy had three choices. She could turn Pru over to the courts which wouldn’t give Pru a second change. She could let The Don know what Pru had done, but he was inclined to be lenient. The choice she made was to deal with Pru herself. 
Pru was in a very precarious position known as the X. She was tied to an X-shaped device, her arms and legs secured to independently moving platforms. Once on the X, her legs could be spread to 180 degrees apart or however Wendy wanted. Aside from Wendy, there were two other women in the room to carry out Wendy’s order. Immobilized, she also couldn’t see her body. The device bent down from her waist to her head, leaving her head pointing straight down. Every inch of her body was available for punishment; a ring gag even made her tongue a potential target. All she could see was the wall. It was frightening to be so helpless and unable to see what was going to be done to her. 
What is she going to do to me? She didn’t even ask me why I was in the room. Fuck me, I didn’t think she was home and I was just curious. It’s such a big room and I stayed too long. I didn’t mean anything by it. The Don wasn’t home, so it wasn’t like I was trying to seduce him. I was just looking. Second degree disobedience. I didn’t even think about that. I deserve what I’m going to get, but what is she going to do? How bad will it be? 
Wendy didn’t have any trouble determining Pru’s sentence. She could hamstring her, take her tongue, take digits, brand her, or any number of painful and permanent punishment. What she’d chosen was a natural consequence for her disobedience. “It was the bedroom, Pru,” she said. “If it was somewhere else, I’d do something different.”
Looking at the two enforcers waiting for her order, she said, “Take her clitoris.” She had to stop because Pru started to wail. “Shut her up,” she said and one of the women put a rubber stopper in the ring gag. “Make it quick and clean. I don’t want an infection, but she’ll never have the pleasure of sex again.” 
“Yes, m’lady,” said the enforcers in unison. 

Wendy swept away imperiously. She disliked disciplining slaves, but it had to be done. God knows what would happen if a slave got away with anything. This was her house and she could delegate just about anything to another wife or a slave, but not disciplining a slave. The only other thing she would never delegate was cleaning the master bedroom. She and Cassidy took care of that. Cassidy was her equal, but usually deferred to her. Other wives could argue with her and stood a fair chance of changing Wendy’s mind. Live-ins bit their tongue and slaves obeyed without hesitation. She’d grown up in this new society and didn’t think twice about being second class to boys or about the propriety of treating lower castes like lower castes. It was a comfort to know that there was order in the country. 
The castle was a handful to manage. The Don had 14 wives and 3 live-ins, 18 children including 2 boys, and dozens of slaves. There were more than 40 bedrooms, not including slave quarters, and appropriate living space for the growing family. Half of the castle sat on one side of a stream and the other half was on the other side with an arch and hallway spanning the distance. To build it, The Don had confiscated property from deceased men’s and free women’s estates. It was his right and no one else needed it. Ten of his wives worked, though he could support them all with continued confiscations. 
On the way from one side to the other, Wendy passed by Karen Rosen, The Don’s former 2nd grade teacher. When he’d refused to marry her, she fell into depression. When her daughter reached her 12th birthday, she tried to get The Don to recognize the girl as his daughter. When he denied her request, she tried to kill her daughter and herself, inflicting only superficial wounds to both of them. As a result, her daughter was a slave in another boy’s household and she hung in The Don’s hallway as a constant reminder not to try to pressure him. 
Mere livestock, Karen had no arms or legs to prevent her from hurting herself again. Metal bolts with eyes at the end were screwed into the ends of her arm and leg bones. Chains attached to the eyes pinned her against the wall. She was nude with a 3-inch penis gag in her mouth and a blindfold and a vibrator in her pussy and ass. Like a living decoration, she couldn’t be missed by anyone walking the hall. 
Wendy stopped long enough to press the button that turned on the helpless, hopeless quadruple amputee’s vibrators. Only wives could turn on her vibrator. This one smelled like Wendy. “Unnhhh,” grunted Karen, acknowledging the generosity. Karen lived in darkness with nothing to occupy her mind. She’d have thought a slap in the face was generous. After the sound, Wendy continued on to her destination to make final preparations for a daughter’s christening. Thinking she was entertaining Wendy, the wall hanging had an orgasm. She appreciated being displayed nude. She heard footsteps all day long and nearly everyone stopped to do something—a word, a touch, even a pinch. She figured it could be worse. She could be where no one saw her or she could be dressed and less tempting. 
Shortly after her orgasm, Karen heard four girls run toward her. They were headed somewhere, but they stopped long enough to play a quick game of handprint. The rules were simple. Leave a handprint somewhere on the helpless woman’s body. One girl slapped her stomach hard. “Good one,” said another girl. The next one squeezed her left tit hard for several seconds. The third patted her tummy beside the first handprint. They were light slaps, but after 20, there was a decent handprint. The fourth slapped her right tit. “Ha, didn’t do that right,” said one of the girls. “You have to hit down on it or you can’t see it.” Karen didn’t mind. She got slapped again, properly this time. 
The girls ran on to where they’d been heading. Karen felt like the fifth slap was an extra treat. They could have only done it four times. It may have actually been on purpose. Who by now didn’t know how to leave a handprint?

Two floors down, Goldie, the other quad amp in the house sat up on her haunches begging for scraps in the kitchen. At 14, she’d been livestock for two years now, ever since she tried to bully one of The Don’s daughters, Deana. That had earned her the role of puppy, a pet to the then 8-year-old Deana. “Speak,” said Deana. 
“Woof, woof,” barked Goldie very realistically. 

“Good girl,” said Deana and tossed her a cherry tomato which Goldie deftly caught in her mouth and ate. 

Goldie could still remember being a popular, long-legged blond with her whole future ahead of her. Oh how she regretted that brief moment when she’d picked on Deana. She knew who Deana’s father was, but hadn’t even thought about it at that moment. Taken on her way to school the next day, she’d had the surgery and a month of recovery and then met her new owner. There was no going back and, cruel as it seemed, she knew she deserved what she got. 
At first she’d been difficult, but now Goldie could bound around on four legs (with rubber cushions at the end) with a natural agility. It galled her to belong to the younger girl, but there was nothing she could do. She was livestock, eternally nude and crawling around on all fours. She peed and pooped outside, ate and drank from bowls, waggled her butt like she had a tail, and followed her mistress everywhere. She was free to wander anywhere. Without a Nōf, she’d get up when The Don or Lawrence, The Don’s 9-year-old son, was on. Fortunately, she could lick her own pussy. Sometimes Lawrence would fuck her. It was supposed to be humiliating, so she acted the part, secretly enjoying his attention. 
When Deana was done making her pet beg, she snapped a leash to her collar and took her for a walk outside. They played fetch, a game Goldie hated because chasing after a ball reminded her of playing soccer as a girl. She played it with enthusiasm because it was expected. She just wanted to forget what she’d been, but she couldn’t keep from thinking about having legs or about being 30-years-old and still chasing the damn ball. 
When The Don got home, Wendy reminded him of Taylor’s christening. “How time flies,” he said. “First grade next month. Bet she’s excited.” He knew his daughter was excited about school and more so about the afternoon’s event in her honor. He used to christen his daughters—check them out to make sure they were adequately stretched—and now he let Lawrence do his sisters. They didn’t have to stretch as much to accommodate their brother and he was adequate to make sure they were ready for After School time. 
The wives and daughters gathered in the great room while The Don and Lawrence took their showers to be squeaky clean for the ceremony. When they were ready, The Don made his entrance, followed a minute later by Lawrence. His 6-year-old half-sister waited for him in the circle of family wearing nothing but a robe like everyone else. 

“Has she been stretched?” asked Lawrence, relishing the fact that he’d taken over his father’s role. This was his second year christening his sisters. Two last year and three this year with Taylor being the first of this summer. 

“She has been stretched, Lawrence,” said Wendy. 

“Have you been stretched, Taylor?” he asked her directly. 

“I have been stretched, Lawrence,” said Taylor. 

“Drop your robe, beautiful,” he said. She slid it off her shoulders, proudly standing nude. She was beautiful, with a slender, hairless, hard body that could have been sculpted from pure marble. He approached her and close enough to touch feel her breath on his chest, he took out her Nōf and dropped his robe to the floor. His cock was already hard, 4-inches long. “Don’t speak,” he reminded her, his nostrils flaring with desire. There would be no begging, no delay at all. She inhaled deeply and her eyes widened. 

This was not her first time up or her first orgasm. Neither would it be her first penetration. It was her first real, live cock. He picked her up, an armful for the 9-year-old, and kissed her lips. Kissed her passionately, his cock practically quivering as he worked his way down to kiss and suck on her nipples. His dad would take longer, but he had to set Taylor down on the bed of pillows before he dropped her. There, he kissed her nipples some more, no mean feat since she was so squirmy. “Suck it first,” he told her. 
Full of desire, that was the moment for which she’d been waiting for an interminable two minutes. She took him quickly in her mouth, letting his whole cock slid between her lips and down her throat as far as it would go. There would be no undignified gagging on her first time at school. “Mmmmm,” she rumbled. She’d had doses of cum to sate her when she was up, but the precum direct from its source was infinitely better. It wasn’t a quick dose. It was hers for as long as she could keep him going. It made her feel like her tongue, mouth, and throat had new purpose as the juice seeped into her body. 
When he pulled away, she tried to keep his cock where it was. It was so incredible. But, he pushed her back and spread her legs. “Oh, yeah,” she gasped. It’s about to go in. My first. Lawrence is going to show me. Don’t rush it. No, no, hurry up. Do rush it. I’m stretched for God’s sake, don’t go so slow. She tried to hump up to take more, but he kept her down so he could gently take her, ensuring that she was indeed ready. Once it was in, her orgasm was a rush of pleasure that happened so fast it surprised her. She heard applause and cheering. She’d wanted to savor it, but that had been before she was up. Now he’d given her what she needed when she needed it. And he didn’t stop. 
The wives got naked and Cassidy, Lawrence’s bio-mother, removed her Nōf first and mounted The Don’s cock. She rode him to two orgasms and then gave up the position reluctantly. Wendy mounted him. By the time Wendy was done, Lawrence was fucking Connie. The Don fucked eight of his wives and Lawrence did six. All fourteen were sated when they finished themselves off in the final orgasm. 
Bodies seemed randomly strewn around the room. Taylor cuddled with daddy, Wendy, and Cassidy. Lawrence had Jennifer, the last of his six. “Get you next time, dad,” he panted. He’d been sure he’d get at least seven, but dad was The Don. Dad was too fast for him. Dad could probably do all 14 if he wasn’t there to help. He obviously needed more practice. 
“You have five sisters waiting,” said his father. Five who had been christened, not including Taylor, and ten who had not. 

“Brittany, Phoebe, come with me,” said Cassidy, gathering up the two other girls starting 1st grade. “Brittany, yours is next week. Phoebe, the week after.” The girls didn’t complain. They were christened in age order. They’d have their moment soon. “The rest of you. If you haven’t been christened, out.” She led Brittany and Phoebe out while Connie shooed the rest out. 
Left with just five of his daughters from seven to ten, The Don laid down the challenge, “Two for me. Two for you. Who gets the fifth one? Let me know when you’re ready.” He let Lawrence win that time. It was good for the lad’s ego. Meanwhile, Brantley was three. It would be four more years before he could help satisfy the whole family at a christening. 
Brantley was the reason he’d taken Alyssa as a wife. He wasn’t going to claim his daughters out of wedlock, but he wasn’t going to let his son be raised outside his family. Of course, he’d had to wed Jennifer at the same ceremony so he wouldn’t be stuck with an unlucky number of 13 wives. 
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