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Summary: After World War III 70% of the population was dead. A bioengineered virus rendered sterile 99% of males and 68% of females. Breeding more children was essential. The limiting factor was fertile men. Steven was one. As the most prolific stud on earth, when he told the World Council he would create a selective breeding program, they had to listen. That's how Steven's Pole Star Breedary came into existence. Steven aimed to create the human equivalent of purebred race horses. He succeeded.






Chapter 1


	
INTRODUCTION BY STEVEN SEVEN TO THE Breeder World — A Universe from the Mind of Ernest Bywater

World War III had finally happened. Like the first two world wars, it was a global conflict with many players, many losers, but few winners. Coalitions of nations fought one another. Some individual countries attacked their neighbors. In desperation, losing but well-armed countries used every weapon in their arsenals, and even developed new ones. Inside large, multi-ethnic and multi-racial countries, nearly every self-identified group came into conflict with other such groups over control of territory and resources. While technologically advanced countries developed ever-newer weapons with which to attack other countries, small partisan groups inside countries often went to war with one another amidst the rubble created by the large warrior countries that they were nominally a part of.

Although every weapon was used, not every weapon was used to its maximum extent. America, Russia, and China possessed nuclear weapons, as did India, Pakistan, North Korea, and Israel. Every one of those countries fired off a few nuclear missiles, but none of them unleashed its full arsenal. Political and military leaders were acutely aware that there were enough nukes on earth to destroy all human life. None of them wanted that. So, they only engaged in limited, tactical, nuclear war. They held back from pursuing strategic, global, human-extinction level nuclear war. Nevertheless, 70% of the population died.

That was bad, but it was not the end. As it turned out, nuclear weapons did not end human life on earth after all, despite all the old fears that it would. What did almost wipe out human life was not an atomic weapon, but a biological one. A bioengineered virus almost put a stop to all human reproduction. Of the remaining human population, the virus rendered 99% of adult males and 68% percent of the adult females sterile.

The virus was known by various names, including military code names and various scientific names. But to the general public, it became known as the WannaDie virus. The prospect of never having children made many men and women feel that way.

A crash program of scientific research was launched to understand the virus and counter it. The good news from that research was the virus did not permanently prevent future human reproduction. The virus weakened with each new generation, and it would eventually die out after several generations. The bad news was that the human race still had to somehow survive until then in a post-apocalyptic wasteland. The virus had further effects. Successful full-term pregnancies were difficult, due to a high rate of miscarriages. This problem was offset somewhat by the fact that the bulk of the children born were female. Approximately 75% of births were fertile females. Approximately 23% were sterile males, and a mere 2% were fertile males. Those rates remained constant for over a decade. Thankfully, the miscarriage rate dropped to 10% and continued to decline. This rate was still extremely high by historical standards. However, it was viewed as good news by the traumatized people who had survived humanity’s near brush with total extinction.

Obviously, the key to the future of the human race was to breed as many healthy children as possible. The limiting factor in the quest for more babies was the dearth of fertile men, since there was always a glut of young fertile females. With a need to increase the population, arrangements were made to encourage wide-scale breeding by the fertile adult males. Males were given drugs to increase their stamina and frequency of performance. Women were discouraged from being too choosy about the men they mated with. The prissy, chip-on-the-shoulder feminism of the past was buried along with the rest of the global dead.

From when they were quite young, all fertile children are trained in the skills needed to be a breeder. A girl’s hymen was broken by a doctor on her 14th birthday. To familiarize the older youths with sexual activity, dildos and other artificial devices were used during their training. All of this training was done in single-gender schools. The girls were sent to their first employment as virgins. Most of them had never met a male, since all the school staff and doctors at the girls’ schools were females. The official breeding and training programs ensured that fertile females would always be responsive to sexual advances, and eager to engage in sexual activities. Girls learned to reach orgasm easily, and to recover very fast after having one.

There were no longer any laws limiting sex, except for rape. And rape was almost impossible since all fertile females had been trained to respond positively to all advances from fertile men, while the sterile people had no sexual inclinations at all. The laws were now heavily biased towards protecting fertile males at the expense of the rest of the population, since the fertile males were needed for racial survival. An untoward side effect of this was a tendency by some of the fertile males to see the breeder girls as being disposable servants or slaves. Manners and good behavior were fast becoming nothing but very dim memories, which could only be found in old books and entertainment films, both of which are rarely accessed by the general population now. People and their attitudes had changed decisively. Some people believed the changes were not for the better. Most fertile men viewed the changes as being like a gift from the heavens.

Despite all of the changes in society, many men and women still formed pairs and groups to live together for companionship. Even the sterile people and those too old to breed did so. Seeking human companionship was still a core part of human nature.




Steven was a father again. His newest sexual consort, beautiful, blonde, blue-eyed Martha, was the mother of his newest baby daughter, Carol. The infant was the spitting image of her mother. Martha was so proud to have successfully given birth to a baby, and so thankful to Steven for having impregnated her. Martha pledged her undying love and fealty to Steven, and in the process, managed to beg him for the seemingly billionth time to impregnate her again soon. Steven gave Martha a loving kiss as she nursed baby Carol. He told the woman that he had enjoyed breeding her and would certainly consider doing so again. But he could not make any promises. Besides, Steven was due to fuck another woman this afternoon. She was also desperate to become pregnant. Martha nodded and expressed her understanding of Steven’s situation and his obligations as one of the most prolific fathers in the entire world. Steven’s sperm was more precious than gold. Every fertile woman wanted some.

For his sexual services in the effort to replenish the human race, the global government World Council had rewarded Steven with numerous commendations, gifts, special accommodations, and other encomiums. They offered to help him to further increase his reproduction rate in any way possible. All sorts of inducements were dangled before Steven, including houses, cars, vacations, and anything else that might come to his mind. Steven was already well-provisioned, so none of those things held much attraction for him. What Steven demanded was something else altogether.

Steven told the World Council that he was no longer willing to be a stud for just any woman whom he might come across, or whom the World Council might recommend. Steven requested, politely but firmly, that he be authorized to initiate a selective breeding program. Steven wanted access to global population information. He wanted to select his female sex partners from anywhere on Earth. What’s more, Steven wanted to gather a group of qualified fertile men around him who would also participate in this project.

At first, the World Council gently but firmly rebuffed Steven’s proposal. All they cared about was creating healthy, fertile children. After some back and forth discussion, the World Council finally had to accede to Steven’s demands. After all, they could not force Steven to fuck if he didn’t want to. By giving him access to women of his choice, they could ensure his continued service as a stud. What’s more, some members of the World Council secretly contacted Steven in private, telling him that his idea was excellent. Like him, they were concerned about the quality as well as the quantity of new children. They did not want to see the marvelous diversity of human types reduced to a single mongrel mix of indeterminate origins and mediocre mind and abilities.

And so that was how Steven’s Pole Star Breedary came into existence. Steven strove to create the human equivalent of thoroughbred race horses. Except that the purebreds Steven had in mind would not be selected for a single trait, like race horses were selected for speed. Steven wanted to create top-notch offspring endowed with a range of desirable traits. Some would be athletic. Some would be empathetic. Some would be gifted with talent in the visual arts. Or in music. Others would have a talent for languages and literature. Or have a genius level IQ with a focus in math or science or engineering. Some would simply be omni-competent individuals who would serve as inspiring leaders and managers in many domains. And some would simply be so beautiful, so attractive, that their looks would become the standard for beauty the whole world around.

In short, Steven wanted to create a superior human lineage. And he had one more requirement for the men and women who participated in his Pole Star Breedary: they all had to be white.

Before WWIII, there had been all sorts of controversy over race. There had been racial friction, conflicts, and even wars based on race and ethnicity. Steven wanted to avoid all of that. He aimed to bypass it. Steven did not want to establish some sort of white supremacy. He merely wanted to establish set-apart white living and breeding areas. His aim was not for whites to rule over non-whites. His aim was to let each group establish its own homelands, with trade and communication between them, but with no interbreeding.

Steven and his fellow white male studs, along with all their women and offspring, would create an enclave for whites. It would start small and would grow over time, both by natural population growth as well as by attracting other white men and women of good quality.

The Pole Star Breedary garnered interest around the world, in every country or corner of the Earth where a white population survived. Throughout history, white people had always been a minority of the human race. After WWIII, that situation remained unchanged. Indeed, in some areas, such as South Africa, the white population had been so diminished by violence and theft committed by the black majority, that the white community was on the verge of being eliminated entirely. White genocide was not some sort of far-fetched conspiracy theory: It was the daily news.

The Pole Star Breedary used the best science to manage its human reproduction program. For example, an athletic white man would be encouraged to breed with specific white women. Some of those women would also be athletes. The offspring of such a pairing would have a high probably of inheriting genes for athleticism from their parents. This sort of pairing was always more or less typical in human history, of like with like. However, the Pole Star Breedary also encouraged the athletic man to breed with women whom he would not have chosen himself. Some of the women would have high IQs. Some would be very artistic. Others would simply be highly empathetic and nurturing. The offspring of such pairings would have traits that came more or less equally from each parent. In the old days, a mating by parents with such different traits and backgrounds would have been rare. But in the selective breeding program at the Pole Star Breedary, they were common. And as more and more children were born of such directed reproduction, amazing results began to appear.

Children from the Pole Star Breedary quickly began setting all sorts of competitive records in every field of endeavor, world-wide. Even as teenagers, they were making breakthroughs in fields as disparate as math and music, dance performance and literature. Since the male-female birth ratio was still approximately 37-to-1, female-to-male, the teenaged boys born into Pole Star Breedary were encouraged to begin mating with females as soon as possible. When a boy turned 14-years-old, he was presented with a bevy of suitable young women, of ages 16 through 30, and encouraged to mate with as many of them as he chose to. The more, the better, he was told.

Steven and the other adults who managed the Pole Star Breedary used DNA analysis and meticulous recordkeeping to avoid inbreeding. When they presented a teenaged boy with a dozen or more young women to mate with, every one of those women had been strictly vetted to ensure that there would not be any genetic problems.

And there was never a problem of not having enough resources to support any and all children born to these teenaged boys and their female consorts. The Pole Star Breedary and the World Council spared no expense in the care and provisioning of these children, who represented the best hope for the future of the human race.

There was one more aspect to the selective breeding program, an aspect that Steven was particularly fond of. He and the other white male studs who were in the program from the beginning had their own little circle of trade. While they each strove to advance the fortunes of all of the sons that they had sired, these men also did their best to resolve any conflicts that might arise if any of their sons wished to breed with the same young woman at the same time. There were more than enough women to go around, so that was rarely a problem. A greater issue was the daughters of the original founding studs. For all intends and purposes, the mothers of those girls were the property of these men, as were their daughters. And Steven and his fellows liked to trade their property. It was usually done as a temporary loan, for reproductive purposes or even just a little sexual fun. But quite often it was a permanent trade. Especially of the daughters. When a girl turned 14, she was her father’s hot property. He could trade her to another man to become his consort and the mother of his children. In return, the man who received another man’s daughter would either trade one of his own daughters, or give the father the option to select one of the man’s underaged daughters, who would automatically become the girl donor’s property when she turned 14.

And that’s how Steven and his fellows turned the Pole Star Breedary into their own personal harem manufactory. Each of these men manufactured a harem of his own. Each of his sons did also, starting from the age of 14. These baby manufactories multiplied rapidly, as each harem produced many more harems. And each harem was populated exclusively by the best human specimens in every field of endeavor, with individuals of unsurpassed beauty and natural grace.

In a matter of just a few decades, this led to a population explosion of bright, beautiful, talented, athletic, and in every way outstanding white men and women. The birth rate of the Pole Star Breedary exceeded that of every other human group on Earth.

That’s when Steven began to think really big thoughts. He lifted his eyes to the night sky and gazed at the stars. Uncountable numbers of potentially habitable worlds lay up there. He recalled the Old Testament of the Bible, where the Lord says to Abraham “Look up into the sky and count the stars if you can. That’s how many descendants you will have!”

Steven began to plan how to get there.

	
	
	

Chapter 2


	

Steven was tired of sex.

Not of sex, per se. But of the kind of reproductive sex that was all he ever had anymore.

Much as Steven enjoyed fucking women and teenaged girls to get them pregnant, in some sense it was work. It was a job he had to do to save the human race.

In the old pre-war days, Steven had enjoyed all sorts of non-procreative sex. He liked getting blowjobs, cumming in a woman’s mouth, and watching her swallow. He had also enjoyed having anal sex with women. Fucking a woman’s tight asshole had been one of his special pleasures. Especially when she had taken an enema beforehand and could safely give him an ass-to-mouth blowjob after he was done buttfucking her. Cumming in her mouth then and watching her swallow was his absolute favorite thing to do.

But those heady days of sex for pleasure were essentially over. His duty to repopulate the earth was too important to shirk. Oh, how Steven missed those carefree days of blowjobs and buttfucks!

Steven was musing on these things in the afternoon as he lay in bed next to the woman he had just fucked. A couple of hours ago he had visited his consort Martha after she had given birth to their daughter Carol. Now he was lying next to Beryl after he had done his duty by inseminating her. Steven hoped he had gotten her pregnant. Beryl was a fine girl, a smart girl, a talented girl, but not a very pretty or sexy girl. She would make an excellent mother for fine children. But fucking her was a fucking ordeal. Steven wished she could have just sucked him off and swallowed his sperm. It would have been easier on him.

Alas, Steven was a man on a mission. This was not about him and his sexual pleasure. This was about the future of the human race. Steven wanted to create a better world. And doing that required creating better people. A nation could never be better than its population. And the quality of a population could be improved through selective breeding. Steven would do everything in his power to bring the best males and females together for breeding purposes. This was not about one man’s hedonistic enjoyment of sexual pleasure. It was about the survival of humanity and the improvement of the human world altogether.

After a few minutes of chatting post-coital pleasantries with Beryl, Steven took his leave. He had a busy schedule ahead of him. There were several meetings to attend concerning the operation of the Pole Star Breedary. Business meetings, essentially, even though as a non-profit entity the Breedary did not need to make money on its operations. Those meetings were about the functioning of the entire selective breeding operation. Then late in the afternoon there would be a meeting of the Men’s Executive Council of the Pole Star Breedary. Aside from getting some woman pregnant, that meeting was the most important event on Steven’s calendar. But first, Steven returned to his quarters to shower. His job as a stud who fucked several women each day left him sweaty and smelling of sex. As a matter of courtesy, and also to avoid exposing one woman to another woman’s sex pheromones and other odors which clung to his body after sex, Steven showered after each sexual episode. He showered many times daily.




Steven showed up at the science meeting a few minutes early. He was especially eager to find out how the research was progressing. When he entered the room five minutes ahead of time, everyone else was already seated around the table. All 6 men and 3 women stood up as a matter of respect.

“Please be seated” said Steven as he smiled and nodded at the group.

The men were experts in biological sciences relevant to reproduction. So were the women. None of them were fertile. Steven was the only breeder in the room.

The lead scientist thanked Steven for attending. He then launched into a brief summary of all the research currently underway. Following that, he asked each of the other scientists to report on their research. Many of the technical, scientific details were beyond Steven’s comprehension, because he himself was not a scientist. However, Steven was a keen student and the scientists were always eager to help him grasp the essentials of what they were working on.

The aim of their research was two-fold. First, to find techniques that would facilitate human reproduction by getting at the DNA of the sex cells—eggs and sperm—and then combining them outside the body to create viable embryos. This was not a new idea. Before the War, many infertile couples had had children via this sort of assisted reproduction technology. The problem was that the old techniques were extremely inefficient, costly, and often painful for the women involved. The world needed a much better version of this technology, one that was more effective, less expensive, and not painful for the woman. Second, the researchers aimed to create an artificial womb, or exo-womb, to gestate fetuses until they were old enough to be born. By using exo-wombs, one woman’s eggs and one’s man’s sperm would allow them to have many children simultaneously. Women had hundreds of eggs in their ovaries, while men produced million of sperm. But a woman only had one womb. She could only give birth to one child at a time, or at most a few if she had twins or triplet, etc. If they had access to hundreds of exo-wombs, one man and one woman could have hundreds of children.

Those two aims were large. For each to be achieved, many lesser goals had to first be met. Each of those entailed a lot work by large numbers of scientists and engineers. Hundreds were at work on these projects. Only the top project leaders were in this meeting.

Steven was generally pleased at the progress was being made. But he was not pleased at its slow pace. And he let everyone know it. He had the scientists squirming in their seats.

Finally, one of the female scientists, Estella Woodward, asked if Steven wanted to hear about something new that she had been working on. The research was very tentative and had not yet reached the stage of a formal announcement. He said that he did. This relieved the pressure on everyone else, at least for the moment.

Estella stood up and pressed some buttons on the video monitor panel. While she queued up her presentation video, Steven admired Estella’s beauty. She was a petite woman with a beautiful face and a thick mane of golden blonde hair. If she had not been infertile, Steven would have impregnated her the first chance he got.

Estella’s video showed some low-resolution images of sperm and eggs, along with some data graphs and tables that were far too technical for Steven to grasp easily. But as Estella kept talking, Steven soon understood what she was driving at.

“Are you saying,” he asked the woman, “that you think you’ve found a way to gather a man’s sperm from semen he has ejaculated inside a woman, instead of jerking off into a jar?”

Estella nodded her pretty blonde head while giving Steven a friendly smile. “That’s correct, Sir” she said. “You could, for example, cum in my mouth and I could separate your spermatozoa from my own epithelial cells. Your sperm cells would then be stored and used to fertilize eggs in our lab. Those fertilized eggs would become blastulas, which we would test for viability and genetic standards. The ones that passed our testing would be implanted into women who are otherwise infertile.”

This was amazingly good news. Steven asked “Why didn’t you mention this earlier? This is earthshaking stuff!”

Estella’s pretty blue eyes looked slightly downcast. “The research is very preliminary. Our success rate has been extremely poor so far.”

Steven looked around the room. “Everyone else, leave. Thank you for attending. I need to talk to Dr. Woodward alone.”

When Steven and Estella were alone, he walked over to the woman and put his hands on her upper arms. He stood a full ten inches taller than she was. Estella gazed up at him slack-jawed. He felt her tremble. Then he leaned down and kissed her.

The petite blonde scientist threw her arms around his neck. She returned his kiss with passion.

After hugging and kissing for a couple of minutes, Steven said “I want to make a baby with you. My sperm with your egg. I know you cannot carry a pregnancy to term. But other women here can. If I let you suck me off, can you capture my sperm as you said?”

Estella smiled and winked one blue eye. “You bet I can, Sir!”

Steven kissed her again. “Can we do it right here?”

Estella bit her lip slightly and nodded. “I ... uhh ... brought along all the necessary equipment. Just in case.”

Steven laughed. “Good girl!” He placed a finger and thumb beneath her chin, lifted her face up, and then bent down to kiss her again. “Get completely undressed” he said. “Even though you’re just giving me a blowjob, there’s no reason why we can’t have a little more fun than just that.”

Estella practically ripped off her clothing while Steven removed his in a leisurely manner. Estella mentioned that there was a bed in a room nearby which scientists used to nap when they were working long days and nights. The naked couple went to that room and locked the door.

Estella may have been infertile, but she was not without sexual desire. This was quite unusual for infertile females, who tended to be uninterested in sex of any kind. Estella certainly was interested. Steven wondered if Estella had taken libido-enhancing drugs. Although she told Steven that if he wanted, she would just suck him off and then spit his sperm into a special container, Steven demurred on such a hasty approach. He said “I want to explore your body, Estella. I want to get to know you better by seeing what turns you on.”

Estella was overjoyed to hear that. “Oh my God” she said “that’s music to my ears!”

Steven kissed Estella all over. He worked his way down from her lips to her breasts, where he tarried for a long time, sucking one breast while fondling the other, and then switching. Estella was very responsive. He then kissed his way down to her pussy, where he demonstrated his oral skill with her vagina and clitoris. He finished by using his fingers and tongue on her clit to bring the petite blonde to an orgasm.

Only after Steven had made Estella come that way did he mount her, sliding his erect penis into her wet and willing vaginal valley. Then the fun really began. Estella had never before in her life had sex with a man like Steven. She’d had no idea that her body was even capable of so much sexual pleasure. This man had the meat and the motion to bring her to the mountain top over and over again, always in ways that kept her lingering enticingly just on the edge of orgasm before plunging over, down-down-down all the way into the depths of pleasure which were also the heights of joy.

Steven continued in this manner until he judged Estella’s sexual desires to have been slaked and sated. Only then did he say, “I think it’s time for you to suck me off now, sweetheart.”

Estella looked up at Steven with awe and love in her big blue eyes. “I’d love to, Sir! I’d love to do anything you asked me to. But especially that! I want to make you cum in my mouth. My only regret is that I can’t swallow it.”

Steven gave her a kiss. “I know, I know” he said, pursing his lips and nodding. “I’d prefer that, too. But we’re on a mission.”

Steven lay on his back and Estella went down on him. Her oral technique was not very sophisticated. But what she lacked in skill, she more than made up for in enthusiasm. The petite blonde scientists pumped her head and worked her tongue in a valiant effort to make Steven ejaculate in her mouth. When Steven felt himself getting close, he grabbed Estella’s head by her thick mane of blonde hair and began pummeling her mouth and throat with his commanding cock. She gagged a bit when he thrust into her throat. But he refrained from going really deep, because he didn’t want to abuse the poor woman’s throat, and he certainly didn’t want to shoot his sperm down there. He needed to make sure his sperm stayed in her mouth, so she could spit it into a container for later processing.

After a few minutes of vigorous face-fucking of the beautiful scientist, Steven knew it was time. “Here it comes, baby!” he yelled. “I’m going to cum in your mouth!”

Estella kept up her licking and sucking as Steven shot a hot wad of cum into her mouth. He and she both wished she could have swallowed his gift. But they knew their duty to the world took precedence. As soon as Steven had finished ejaculating, Estella spat his sperm into a special cup. Then she screwed on a lid.

“Thank you,” she said with a grin. “I really enjoyed that!”

Steven returned her grin. “I did, too” he said. “I look forward to the day when we’ll both have done our duty for the preservation and improvement of the human race. Then we can get together again just for fun. And I’ll let you swallow after I cum in your mouth.”

Estella snuggled up to Steven and kissed him. “Is that a promise?” she asked before moving down to his crotch and taking his penis into her mouth again. Steven laughed and stroked her hair as the pretty blonde scientist licked and sucked him gently.

	
	
	

Chapter 3


	

When Steven showed up at the meeting room nearly half of the 20 men of the Executive Council were already present. The Pole Star Breedary had nearly one hundred men and teenaged boys of reproductive age in it. They all belonged to the Men’s Council. But only 20 belong to the Executive Council, which guided the larger body.

As the founder of the Pole Star Breedary, Steven had been its original leader, but was now the Executive Council Chairman Emeritus, having turned over day-to-day operations to William who became Council President. Steven preferred to concentrate on special projects while leaving hands-on managerial functions to William. As soon as all Executive Council members were present and accounted for, the meeting commenced. William made some opening remarks, then listed the day’s agenda. They proceeded through a number of items, with Steven listening carefully but remaining silent throughout the presentations and discussions. Only when the last agenda item came up did Steven speak. The topic was Far Future Projects. This was Steven’s special area of interest.

William introduced the topic with a few remarks, then turned the floor over to Steven, who rose from his seat and walked over to the lectern. Behind him, a large projection screen lit up with a video and presentation slide deck.

“As you can see” said Steven “we’ve made considerable progress in gaining access to the top science and tech labs world-wide, thanks to our cordial relations with the World Council. They were a bit chary at first. But our sterling performance at producing large numbers of high quality children has won them over.”

Steven pointed to the video behind him, which showed a star-filled sky. A few circles of blinking lights surrounded certain stars. “As you can see, astronomers have identified more new potentially habitable planets within our corner of the galaxy. This brings the total to 23. Scientists believe there is good reason to think that the actual number within a few dozen light years of here is at least twice that.” Steven paused. He looked around the room. “The problem, of course, is getting there.”

The video ended, to be followed by a series of slides with images and text. Steven pointed to the first slide, which showed a strange device that looked something like a refrigerator covered by a network of pipes. “This is really the most exciting development” he said. “It may be the key to space travel.” Steven advanced to the next slide, which included a brief video. “This device is called a Spatial-Metric Deformation Roller, or SMDR. A better name for it would be a warp drive.” As the video played, the space around the SMDR began to waver. The device itself seemed to shift in shape and proportions. Steven said “This is a static test, so the warp drive is not going anywhere. But as you can see, even without moving, it can deform the space around it. If this device works as well in space as it has on Earth, it may be possible to travel faster than light.”

The room filled with murmuring and a few comments and questions spoken out loud. William banged his gavel to call for order. Then he accepted questions from the membership, directing them to Steven. Men wanted to know how practical the device was. They wanted to know how soon it would be tested, how fast it could go, how big a spaceship it could power, and when they could fly on it.

Steven had very little specific information to offer. The research was very new, and neither the scientists who invented the device nor the engineers who build spacecraft could provide much in the way of definitive information. Steven concluded by saying “The general feeling among the folks working on this is optimism. They’ve made conceptual and technological breakthroughs in the last few months that far exceeded anything that came before.” Steven smiled at his fellow Executive Council members. “Gentlemen, we may finally be able to get off this rock.”

The room erupted in cheers.




After the meeting of the Executive Council had ended, Steven gathered over drinks with his closest advisors and confidants. This was his “kitchen cabinet” which included some actual members of the Executive Council as well as some men who were outside it. From the Council, there was Jackson, Chief of Security; Robert, Chief of Resources; and William, the Council President. From outside the council there was Victor, who Steven relied on for strategic advice, and Timothy, who Steven considered to be his spiritual advisor.

After a bit of small talk during the first round of drinks, the men got down to business on the second round. Steven asked each man for a brief, no-nonsense assessment of what’s really going on. In sessions of the Men’s Council, and even in sessions of the Executive Council, everyone had to speak as if he might be overheard by those who might be opposed to him and all he stands for. This is the basic truth of human ‘primate politics.’ Only in private among trusted friends and allies was a man safe to speak the unvarnished truth as he saw it.

Security Chief Jackson spoke first. “Internally, Pole Star faces no significant divisions. Aside for a few minor personality clashes between some individual members, we’re running an extraordinarily tight ship. The fact that there is almost no reason for any man to struggle against another man for access to women is a huge plus. Struggles for status, influence, and resources have been minimized by the way you organized the whole Pole Star Breedary, Steven. I guess all your study of Plato and Machiavelli and evolutionary psychology has paid off.”

Steven laughed. “The successes and failures of their ideas, you mean. There’s an old saying ‘The only thing we’ve learned from history is that we never learn from history’. I’m hoping to disprove that.” Steven leveled his gaze at Jackson. “I’m waiting for the other shoe to drop now, Jackson. Is there a ‘But’ coming?”

Jackson gave a half-smile. “There always is, isn’t there? Externally the World Council is tolerating our continued existence because we have some powerful friends there. But as you yourself have pointed out, Steven, the game theory logic of the situation shows that sooner or later the World Council will move against us. The good news is there are no signs that such a move is imminent. I’ve taken steps to acquire even more information about the goings-on behind the scenes among members of the World Council. So far, my efforts seem to be paying off. I may have some juicy intelligence to share at our next gathering.”

“Good work” said Steven. He took a sip of his drink, then turned to Robert, Chief of Resources, and asked for his report.

“Recovery from the War is far enough along now that the World Council has been backing further and further away from its ‘war socialism’ policy. The more they permit the free market to operate, the faster the economy grows. This is really just basic Economics 101. Like you said about not learning from history, Steven, it seems that every few generations mankind falls for the seductive fallacy of socialism, only to rediscover the superiority of capitalism again after socialism has screwed up everything. Coming out of an apocalyptic War, people can be forgiven for falling for the comforting fancies of socialist dreams. But they’re waking up to reality now. So the world is moving faster and faster towards full capitalism again. As per our plans, the Pole Star Breedary has been allocating funds to invest it the new private enterprises. We’ve funded a lot of entrepreneurs. Many have failed but a few are becoming successes and a couple have been spectacularly successful. The profits we’ve been earning as venture capitalists are making us less dependent on funding from the World Council. In another decade or so, we should be completely self-financing.”

“Excellent” said Steven. “Keep up the good work, Robert.” Steven turned to Council President William. “How goes the politicking, my friend?”

William laughed. “You know me, boss. I can schmooze, and backslap, and wheel and deal with the best of them. I throw every dog a bone when he’s good, and I twist a few arms when I need to. I even take pay-offs when I want them to think they own me. But like an old time California politician once said, ‘If you can’t take their money, drink their booze, screw their women, and vote against them, then you don’t belong in politics.’”

All the men laughed at William’s remark, because they saw the truth of it. William continued. “The political left, right, and center of the Men’s Council and the Executive Council are in balance. Knowing the personality factors and moral foundations for each individual man in a precise, scientific way sure as hell helps me do that. In the dark old days, only a few people with extraordinary insight could read people as well as we all can now using the science of human behavior. We know the genetics of it, and we know the manifestations of it.”

Victor spoke up. “There’s something I don’t get. I never got it. If we know all this stuff about human behavior, how come the World Council doesn’t? Or do they know it but they’re just acting like they don’t?”

“I think I can answer that” said Jackson. “Some people on the World Council do get it. They’re our allies, for the most part. A few are not our allies, but just look at the science to try and see the world the way we see it. They don’t believe it, those guys. They just want to know their enemy.”

William continued, “Jackson’s right. The situation inside the World Council mirrors the pre-War situation among intellectuals and politicians in power in the ancient regime, so to speak. Even back then, the science was very clear that genetics determined at least half of human tendencies, talents, and behaviors. The other half of the human animal was affected by environment, but not in the way most people thought. The environment could only affect the gene expressions to a small degree. And the environment was not really controllable by human beings as much as many people thought it could be, or should be. The people who thought they could simply change the environment and then the genes would take care of themselves created the worst horrors of the 20th century. They created Communism and all its off-shoots. At least 100 million died from their misguided efforts.”

Timothy practically spat. “Those sons of bitches set the stage for World War III. If not for Communism, Socialism, Feminism, and all the other goddamned Leftist-isms, the human race wouldn’t have almost destroyed itself.”

Steven spoke up. “True, true. But let’s not beat that dead horse anymore. We’ve now got a scientific handle on how to handle human politics in a humane way. We can create win-win situations for anyone willing to play by our rules. Victor, you’re my advisor without portfolio. You travel more than the rest of us. You’ve been involved in some of the new businesses the Breedary has invested in. And you’re a damned good spy, if I may say so. What say you?”

Victor chortled. “I don’t know what sort of a spy I am when the intelligence unit of the World Council has a ‘spook’ tailing me everywhere I go. I even chat with the guys sometimes. That’s good for a laugh. And maybe something more.”

“Exactly!” said Steven. “That’s exactly what I mean. You’re my secret back-channel to the intelligence network of the World Council. Jackson knows all about them from his perch at the top of our intelligence network. But he can’t talk with them the way you can. Talk with the field agents, I mean.”

Victor nodded, took a sip of his drink, then looked over at Jackson. “Our intelligence chief here knows everything I know, because I tell him. What he doesn’t know, I don’t know. Let me explain. I report on everything I notice that seems significant. But I don’t know if I’ve seen something and dismissed it as insignificant when it really turns out to be important. It’s those ‘unknown unknowns’ that keep me up at night.”

“Me, too” said Jackson with an exasperated expression on his face. “The World Council certainly knows about our efforts to develop space travel. It’s no secret. The science is open source. The technology is only partly proprietary. Even that portion won’t remain secret for long. As Victor and everyone else here knows, the game theory logic of it is clear: Whoever gets to other inhabitable planets first will have a huge advantage. The World Council is ideologically incoherent. It’s not run like the Breedary, where we strive for excellence. The World Council is not rule by the best, but rule by the beast. Monkey politics. Old-fashioned ideas about everyone being equal in capacities, rather than equal as moral beings. Here at the Pole Star Breedary, we’re trying to improve the quality of human beings. And we’re doing it scientifically, through selective breeding, instead by the old political hectoring and lecturing people to behave better. It’s as if the dead ghost of Feminism has turned World Council into mental cuckolds.”

Everyone laughed at that. They sipped their drinks and made a few remarks about particular members of the World Council who fit the cuckold bill particularly well. Then Victor resumed speaking.

“The way it looks to me,” Victor said, “is the World Council is bidding its time to see whether their technical people or ours will make the crucial breakthrough first for space travel. If they do, they win. They colonize the stars with a menagerie mediocrities that meet their biased criteria for ‘diversity.’ If we make the breakthrough first ... they’ll try to steal it from us before we can use it.”

Nods and affirmations of agreement came from all the men present. They all understood the situation as Victor had outlined it.

“So what do we do?” asked William.

All eyes turned to Steven. “We out-fuck them and we out-breed them.” Then Steven explained about the new scientific work on reproduction technology he had heard about earlier that day in his meeting with Estrella and the other scientists. Steven spoke about the artificial exo-wombs. By using exo-wombs, one woman’s eggs and one’s man’s sperm could be combined in several exo-wombs at a time. This would allow them to have many children simultaneously. If the Pole Star Breedary had access to hundreds of exo-wombs, one man and one woman could have hundreds of children quickly. With a relatively few men and women, plus a lot of exo-wombs loaded into spaceships that could reach habitable planets quickly using warp drive, the Pole Star Breedary could seed the cosmos with high-quality human beings.

“Hear, hear!” called out Timothy as he raised his glass as the other men cheered and joined him in the toast.

	
	
	

Chapter 4


	It had been a good day of work. In addition to attending several meetings, all of which went extremely well, Steven had already inseminated two women. And that was just for starters. His evenings were always Steven’s busiest time for sex. As the world’s most prolific stud and the leading founder of the Pole Star Breedary, Steven had a duty to fuck as many fertile women and teens as possible. In the post-World War III decades of global emergency, in which replenishing the depleted human population was the main focus, the age at which a girl became a woman for sexual purposes was now 14. And since fertile women outnumbered fertile men by a ratio of nearly 38-to-1, every fertile male had a harem of nubile females. Including some very, very young females.

Every man was the complete and undisputed Master of his own harem. He could do whatever he liked with his women and offspring. (The exceptions to a Master’s right of control over his women and offspring were that he could not torture, maim, or kill them. These illegal acts were capital crimes meriting a death sentence. Thankfully, such crimes were extremely rare. None had been reported worldwide in the last 20 years.) Encouraging the small number of fertile men to have sex with the much larger number of fertile women was a global priority. To foster such that activity, the entire society was now geared toward the satisfaction of male sexual desire. Girls were trained to be subservient sex slaves to men. This was true for even the most intelligent and accomplished women, such as Estrella the scientist who had practically thrown herself at Steven earlier today. Steven hoped that his rather unusual sexual interaction with Estrella would get her pregnant, with the help of the new scientific techniques she and her colleagues had developed.

Tonight, Steven would be fucking even more women and teenaged girls. He had a very full sex schedule and he was meticulous about following it. Before he began his evening labors, however, Steven would enjoy a social occasion over the evening meal. When Steven sat down to dinner, he was surrounded by invited members of his family and harem. A few of Steven’s many sons were there at the large table which could seat dozens of people. All of the rest of Steven’s dinning companions were his female property—the women and girls he owned, including his own daughters.

Every man in the Pole Star Breedary had his own harem. The size of that harem might be merely average, at around 38 women. Or it might be much larger. Steven’s exalted status as founder of the Breedary and his vaunted success at impregnating women entitled him to a much larger harem. His head count of women owned was approaching 300. That did not include his own daughters, who were his property but not his sex partners. Like all the other men in the Breedary, Steven oversaw the education of his daughters from a distance, allowing his women to train the girls as they were growing toward womanhood. Upon a daughter’s 14th birthday, she could be traded away to another man for one of his daughters, usually of the same age. Not every girl got traded immediately upon turning 14, however. If a girl had been betrothed to another man through prior agreement, the girl would leave her Father’s house and enter the house of her new Master on that very day. Quite often, though, the men of the Breedary would haggle and bargain over the deal exchange young females.

Bargaining over the trade in female flesh was a major pastime for the men of the Pole Star Breedary. Although this was essentially a free market in teenaged female sex slaves, it was not an entirely unregulated one. Every tradeable female had to be inspected and certified by the Resources Department, which was overseen by Robert, Chief of Resources on the Executive Council. His people thoroughly checked each girl’s medical history, genetics, current state of health, and level of intelligence, talents, and skills during the weeks leading up to her 14th birthday.

Once the teen was certified as Fresh, she was ready to be sold or traded as a virgin. Sometimes the girl was traded exactly on her birthday. Most of the time, the trade was held during her luteal (fertile) phase closest to her 14th birthday. Sometimes a girl was not traded for another female, but rather for some other property or consideration. Her Father was her legal Owner and could dispose of his property as he saw fit, within the limits of the law.

Trading away your daughter might seem harsh and unloving. Yet it would be untrue to say that Steven did not love his daughters. He did. He loved each and every one of them. But when a man has dozens of daughters, his love gets spread very, very thin. A man begins to prize each girl according to her estimated market value. An especially beautiful, or intelligent, or talented, or sweet girl would be worth more than a girl who was merely pretty, or skilled, or unoffensive. None of the girls created through Steven’s selective breeding programs were ugly, sickly, stupid, or ill-tempered.

In order to have some way of easily comparing young girls, it made perfect sense for the Resource Department to evaluate the girls using some simple system, like the one used for grades of meat. Which is what girls were, in a sense. They were the meat that made men drool with lust. The girls must be attractive enough that men will fuck them and make babies thereby. The Resource Department made public all of a girl’s data, so any prospective buyer knew everything about her technically, from her IQ to her shoe size to the color of her nipples. Nude photos were published showing every square inch of a girl’s body. With so much data available, it was both easy and hard to assess a girl’s total market value. Paradoxically, the more information you had to consider, the harder it was to make a choice between many alternatives. Each man might have his own preference for a particular combination of female attributes. Some men wanted a girl who would always be slim and lithe. Others preferred girls whose genetic profile showed that she would become extremely curvaceous with massive breasts.

So it was not a simple task for the Resource Department to assign a single grade for the fresh female meat on the slave market. After much trial and error, it was eventually decided to use the old United States Department of Agriculture beef grading scheme. The highest grade of female flesh was designated Prime. A Prime girl has a healthy amount of fat in all the right places even at 14. Her breasts and buttocks will only grow more curvaceously desirable as she ages. A Choice girl has less of that desirable fat, but is still tender and desirable. A Select girl has a less girlish figure, with the least fat of all. She is more lithe and likely to be the athletic type. No matter what her grade, all of these girls are certified Fresh and ready for fucking and impregnation. (The USDA also had 5 still lower grades of beef, but those grades were not necessary in the Breedary because the process of selective breeding and medical science had eliminated anything less than the best children from ever being conceived.)

For dinner this evening, Steven had invited a couple of dozen guests, including a few of his wife-slaves, several of his sons, and a few male close friends of Steven who also brought one or two of their slave-wives along. Also there were two of Steven’s newly-certified Fresh 14-year-old daughters, Pauline and Simone, and their mothers, Olivia and Theresa, all of whom were blonde, blue-eyed beauties of Prime grade. The mothers, who were only 29-years-old themselves, had very large breasts with cleavage exposed in the cocktail dresses they wore. The teenaged girls wore gowns more typical of a high school prom. But even at 14, the girls showed early evidence of developing spectacular bodies one day.

This was not the first time that Steven and any of his slave-wives had gone through the event of parting with young daughters. Steven and some of the mothers of his other daughters had gone through this process several times per year now for the past 6 years, ever since his first batch of daughters reached their sell-by date of 14 year of age. But this was the first time for Olivia and Theresa to undergo the experience of seeing their daughters given away. It’s always hard the first time. Steven always tried to make it easier on them. But he never lets them forget who’s the Boss.

As food and drink were served by the women and pre-teen girls assigned to that service this evening, Steven engaged in some light banter with several of his guests. But he kept an eye on little Pauline and her mother Olivia, and young Simone and her mother Theresa. Both mothers and daughters tried to put on a brave face to hide their sorrow at their coming parting.

Steven tapped his wine glass with the edge of his knife. The sound drew everyone’s attention. All talking ceased. In the ensuing silence, Steven stood up and raised his glass. “I propose a toast. To my beloved daughters, Pauline and Simone. And to their loving mothers, Olivia and Theresa. When a time comes for a daughter to leave her home to make a new home with the new man who will become her Owner, it’s natural to feel the pangs of separation.” Steven looked around the table. “Many of my wife-slaves here have already been through this experience. Some of you, more than once.” Several women nodded their heads, smiling wistfully. “I have given away many daughters over the years. But I have always traded them in exchange for new girls. I’ve never traded any of my daughters for material goods or other considerations. When I give a girl, I get a girl. A toast, my loves, to Pauline and Simone who will be leaving us, and to Olivia and Theresa who will help me welcome two Fresh new teens into my harem.”

Everyone raised their glasses and raised a cheer to the brave teens who were leaving their home for good, and their equally brave mothers who would see their daughters go away. Mothers are daughters were not separated completely and forever. There could be visits and shared time together on public occasions when they both happened to be in attendance. But all of that happened only with the permission of the men who owned them. So they woman and her child might meet again if both Steven and the girls’ new Master were willing to allow such a meeting.

Everyone drained their glass. Steven then gave the signal. A bell sounded. Into the room walked William and two of his teenaged daughters, Donna and Gloria. The girls were 14-year-old blue eyed blondes. They looked somewhat similar to Pauline and Simone in coloring and in the fact that they were Prime females, showing nice womanly curves even at such a young age. Like Steven’s daughters, they were dressed in prom gowns.

Steven and William shook hands. They said a few private words in a low voice so that no one else could hear. Steven made a gesture towards his daughters, beckoning them to step forward. Everyone knew the protocol of what would happen next. Pauline and Simone shook hands with Donna and Gloria. Then they hugged one another and gave soft kisses on the cheeks. Pauline and Simone said to the other pair of girls, “We leave our Father to become your Father’s property. Your Father is our Owner and Master now.” Donna and Gloria spoke their version of the same words. Then each pair of girls turned to face the new man who would own them. The girls curtseyed, and then knelt before their new Master. For their part, Steven and William each offered a hand to their new female property. Each girl took one of her new Owner’s hands. And without further ado, William walked off with Pauline and Simone.

Steven stood there holding the hands of the delectable young virgins he had just acquired from William. He looked over at Olivia and Theresa. The women rose from their seats and walked over to Steven. He addressed his new teen sex slaves Donna and Gloria, saying “These are my slave-wives Olivia and Theresa, the mothers of Pauline and Simone. These ladies are now your step-mothers. The four of us will go to bed together tonight and get to know one another much, much better.”

A cheer went up from around the table. Olivia and Theresa had tears in their eyes as they embraced their new step-daughters. Steven put his arms around the huddling step-mothers and step-daughters. He leaned in and whispered a few words to each of them. After a short while, Steven separated the clinging females. He put his arms around the shoulders of his freshly acquired young virgin teenagers, Donna and Gloria. Then he directed Olivia and Theresa to walk ahead as all five of them left the dining room for Steven’s Master bedroom. The room erupted in applause.




Steven’s bedroom was so large, with so many attached rooms, that it was practically an apartment unto itself. In that respect it was very much like the living quarters of aristocrats from an earlier era. Royalty back then lived in very large castles or royal estates. Steven, too, housed himself and his harem in a large estate. Old royalty maintained their own apartments within their larger castle. Steven did too.

Royals of that earlier era often had concubines and mistresses along with one wife per king or prince. But none of them, no matter how exalted, had ever possessed women in so great a number as Steven did, nor did they possess their females as completely. Not even the Ottoman Sultan had such complete ownership of the women and teens in his harem as Steven did. The Sultan’s women were either wives taken in order to solidify his political alliances, or slaves forced into servicing him whether they wanted to or not.

Steven didn’t need coercion or threats to make any girl or woman fall in love with him. He was naturally handsome and attractive to being with, of course. But when he was ready to take a new female into his harem, Steven had a way of making sure that his new acquisition would quickly become totally devoted to him. As he walked down the hallway towards his bedroom with the two young girls, his garment released a special chemical compound. Donna and Gloria inhaled it. The compound had been developed by Steven’s scientists for him and all the other men in his Pole Star Breedary to use. The compound included several hormones and neurotransmitters embedded in time-release micro-globules. They stimulated a woman’s biochemistry through targeted release of testosterone, estrogen, adrenaline, dopamine, serotonin, oxytocin, and vasopressin in the proper order. This chemical soup caused any woman or girl to become instantly attracted to the man with her. The chemical compound caused sexual arousal. It also made her fall romantically in love with the man. She became totally committed to him within a few minutes.

This compound was the great secret for running a harem with minimal conflicts. Every woman and girl that Steven owned was totally devoted to him. If any squabbles arose between the females, Steven could quell them by appealing to the most important thing all the female shared: their genuine love and deep devotion to him.

By the time Steven and his little party of four females had reached his bedroom, the teenaged virgins were kissing him and clawing at his clothing, trying to undress him. Steven was patient with the youngsters, hugging and kissing them while pressing his body against them. He pinned their arms against his chest for a moment. He then directed Olivia and Theresa to help the girls get undressed. The new step-mothers, who were already completed devoted to Steven, took their new step-daughters in hand. Steven undressed himself while watching the two buxom blonde women in their low-cut cocktail dresses helping the spritely young blonde teens out of their prom gowns. After the teens were naked, the women undressed too. Soon the four naked females joined their naked Owner on his big, luxurious bed.

Fortunately for Steven, all the girls in the entire Pole Star Breedary has been instructed in how to service a man sexually well in advance of their first opportunity to actually do so. So Donna and Gloria had been well-trained for this moment. But they had never before experienced the heady mix of sexual arousal and deep romantic love that had been stimulated by Steven’s secret chemical compound. At some moments, when the youngsters became overeager, Steven had to call on Olivia and Theresa to restrain the girls.

Steven was one of those men who liked to savor each new female like a fine wine. He liked to explore and inspect every inch of a newly acquired virgin’s body. Sometimes Steven did not spend as long as he would have liked doing this on the first occasion with a new teenager. The girl was often simply too eager to service him and to be fucked by him. This was one of those times. Taking two virgins at once meant he really had his hands full.

Steven directed Olivia and Theresa to have the girls take turns licking his dick. The he had each woman also lick him at the same time that her new step-daughter did. Steven wanted to observe the fellatio techniques of the teens. He also wanted the girls to taste the saliva that their new mothers deposited on his dick.

After both teens had had their turn using their tongues on Steven, he told Olivia and Theresa to show their new step-daughters how a real woman sucked dick. First Olivia, then Theresa, gave Steven very skillful suck-jobs. Each woman took her turn deepthroating him. Following that, Steven showed the teens how he could grab a woman, placing one hand behind her head and gripping her blonde hair with his other hand, while she sucked him. Then Steven pumped the woman’s mouth with his dick and forcefully fucked her face. He did this with each woman as the teens watched, fascinated. They had been exposed to such scenes in the training videos they’d seen. But now they were witnessing it up close and personal.

Now it was the teens’ turn to show what their mouths and throats could do. The blonde 14-year-olds gave it their best shot, using their mouths and tongues when it was their turn to suck Steven. Donna and Gloria each attempted to deep-throat him as well, but without much success. Their gag response was still too strong. Steven had pity on the girls. He took each girl, one at a time, and force-fucked her face and throat, just as he had done with Olivia and Theresa. The teens could barely handle this. They made gagging and retching noises when he shoved his dick down their throats. When Steven released each girl afterward, the girl coughed and spat up a little. But to Steven’s delight, neither of the teenagers got sick and puked. Each girl returned to her oral duties, determined to become better and better at what their Master liked.

Next came what Steven called “flower picking time.” First he licked each girl’s pussy, tasting the flavor of her virgin teenage cunt, and sucking on the aroused clitoris of each girl. Steven gave Donna and Gloria each their first orgasms from his ministrations. Then, one after the other, he mounted each teen and entered her for their first vaginal fuck. Steven was extremely skilled at this. Unlike his forceful face fuck of the girls, Steven entered each pussy slowly while kissing the girl’s face and fondling her breasts. He moved his hips in just the right rhythm, and caressed the girl in just the right way. Since the girls had already had their hymen’s removed by medical procedure, there was no tearing of any tissues whatsoever. Steven used all his skill and tenderness to bring each girl to her first deep vaginal orgasm. He also used his finger or his pubic bone to give her occasional clitoral stimulation as well.

When Steven climbed off the last teen, he instructed both girls to get on their knees with their asses in the air near the edge of the bed. Steven got off the bed and stood up behind the girls. Using pillows, he adjusted their positions even as he directed the girls’ new step-mothers, Olivia and Theresa, to lay on their backs with their legs spread in front of the teens. As Steven began to fuck the girls again, he told them to lick the vaginas of their new step-mothers. The girls were not shocked by this. They had been well-trained to expect that something like it might happen. The 14-year-old blondes began lapping the cunts of their 29-year-old step-mothers, Olivia and Theresa.

Steven moved back and forth between the teens, fucking each girl’s pussy for a while before moving to the other’s. While he was doing this, Steven also began inserting a finger up each girl’s asshole. This, too, was something the teens had been trained to expect. So it came as no surprise to either girl when Steven stopped fucking their pussy and began fucking them up the ass. It was uncomfortable for the girls at first. But they knew they could not object. Objecting was neither socially nor legally permitted. What their Owner wanted from them was what their Owner got. There was no two ways about it.

While Steven alternately buttfucked each girl, the teens kept lapping the cunts of their new step-mothers, Olivia and Theresa. Each woman kindly helped her new step-daughter by giving her gentle instructions in the best way to eat pussy. As Steven kept sodomizing the two 14-year-old blonde beauties, each girl wondered if Steven would ejaculate in her rectum. What neither girl had expected was that she herself would have another orgasm before Steven had his first. He knew every trick in the book for making a girl cum, even through anal sex alone. And that’s exactly what he did.

After each teen beauty had had her first ever anal orgasm, which was her third orgasm of the night, Steven ordered the step-mothers and step-daughters to switch places. Now it was the buxom 29-year-old blonde beauties who were taking Steven’s dick up their assholes while they licked the teenagers’ pussies. Olivia and Theresa were thoroughly experienced at being fucked in the ass by Steven. They enjoyed it immensely. Each woman had several orgasms while Steven’s dick was pounding her asshole.

When Steven felt that everything had proceeded far enough, he withdrew from Theresa’s ass. He said, “Time to clean up girls. Join me in the bathroom.” The four females followed their Owner to the palatial Master bathroom. They started out rinsing off the in the big, glass-encased marble shower. Then they proceeded for a soak in the large bathtub, which had been filling while they showered. Steven relaxed with all four of his women. Olivia and Theresa were melting from the warmth of being so close to the man they loved, worshipped, and adored.

The teens were still a little unsure of themselves. Donna and Gloria could not figure out why Steven had not ejaculated. Each girl had been secretly hoping that he would impregnate her this night. Finally, Gloria got up the courage to speak. “Master” she said in her sweet, young teen girl voice, “aren’t you going to knock us up tonight? Me and Donna, I mean. Or at least one of us?”

Steven reached out and softly caressed the girl’s beautiful face. Taking Gloria by the shoulder, Steven guided her to him. He held her close. Steven kissed the teen sweetly on the mouth. “My darling Gloria” he said in his rich baritone voice, “I am going to knock up both of you tonight, if all goes well. That’s my job. Everything we just did so far was just for fun. Fucking for pregnancy will come later. Maybe later tonight. Maybe I’ll wake you from sleep and fuck your pretty brains loose. Or maybe first thing in the morning—or maybe even just before dawn—I’ll enter your pretty pussy and give you the great gift of new life in your womb through my sperm. Would you like that?”

“Oh, yes Master!” the 14-year-old said enthusiastically. Donna joined in to echo the same sentiment. Then Steven let his new teen sex slaves snuggle up with him while their new step-mothers massaged his feet.

And Steven turned out to be as good as his word. Over the rest of that night and into the wee hours of the next morning, Steven alternately napped and fucked. He came in each teen’s cunt. A few weeks later, after each girl had missed her period, a pregnancy test confirmed that Steven had impregnated each of them. Now he had two more pregnant 14-year-olds in his harem. Their step-mothers Olivia and Theresa had the honor of introducing their new—and newly pregnant—step-daughters to the other 8 pregnant 14-year-olds Steven had knocked up so far this year.

For Steven, it was another very good year.

	
	
	

Chapter 5


	
The modern world didn’t understand biology. Which wasn’t really surprising. The modern world didn’t understand a lot of things. The world—meaning, most people worldwide—had been schooled, and were daily indoctrinated by the mass media, into believing all sorts of things that simply were not true. On the one hand, the science of biology was far advanced. DNA, the principle molecule of heredity, was well-understood and could be manipulated in all sorts of useful ways by modern science. When this understanding was applied to the improvement of animals and plants, people understood it very well. On the other hand, when this self-same understanding was applied to our own species, people rejected it. Why? Because the biological reality of human differences upset them. It ran counter to their indoctrinated belief that any biological differences between people were trivially insignificant. They preferred to attribute the manifest differences between people entirely to the social environment. People were taught that the bogeymen ideas of “systemic racism” and “misogyny” and so forth were the root causes of the different behaviors, tendencies, and social status of different humans. Anyone who disagreed with those “blank slate” social constructivist ideas was denounced as a racist and sexist.

Too bad no one told Reality about that. Biological reality. Mother Nature. As the ancient Roman poet Horace wrote, “You may drive out Nature with a pitchfork, yet she still will hurry back.”

Steven was rehearsing all of this in his mind as he prepared to meet with one of his sons for breakfast. Of the dozens of boys sired by Steven, Alexander stood out foremost. The 16-year-old was handsome, virile, intelligent, multi-talented, athletic, and restless. The grey-eyed redhead had inherited his coloration from his mother Olympia along with her fiery temper. Alexander had inherited from his father Steven’s canny intelligence. Alexander also had his father’s ability to get to the core of an issue quickly and then act decisively. Steven had high hopes for his son. If the boy did not go too far, too soon, that is.

Steven and Alexander met for breakfast on the sunny garden patio overlooking the verdant lawns of Steven’s harem estate. Women and girls served them, then withdrew discreetly so the men could talk without being overheard.

“So, how’s school, Alex?” asked Steven, knowing full well that this standard fatherly question would test his son’s patience.

Alexander took a deep breath then shrugged. “You know. I’m doing the college curriculum. Reading the classics. Doing calculus, physics, and chemistry. Advanced biology. History. Political science and military affairs. The usual stuff. It’s going fine. Which you probably already know from looking up my grades online.”

Steven guffawed as he buttered a roll. “Of course I do! I just had to ask. It’s a fatherly thing. You should be used to it by now.”

Alexander laughed. “I suppose I should. How are things on the Executive Council?”

Steven leveled his gaze upon his son’s grey eyes. The boy had an instinct for seeking power. And he had a natural knack for understanding power dynamics. Steven had noticed this much earlier in the boy’s life. So Steven had set up a special curriculum for Alexander. Very few of his other sons, or the sons of the other men of the Breedary, were as interested in politics and military history to the degree that Alexander was.

“The Executive Council is functioning optimally. Like a well-oiled machine” Steven replied.

“How about your ‘kitchen cabinet’?” Alexander asked.

“That’s privileged information, my son. I only share it on a need-to-know basis. Right now, you don’t need to know” Steven replied curtly.

Alexander compressed his lips and frowned. He was dying to know the inner working of Breedary politics. He decided to take a slightly different tack. “Is the World Council still playing ball with us?” he asked as if that was not a loaded question.

Steven saw no reason to hold back too much on his answer to that query. “The World Council has been very supportive. They continue to fund us, even though we follow a very different breeding and childrearing philosophy. Some day they may decide to reduce our funding. So we’ve been cultivating our own sources of income through wise investments. And those are doing quite well. The Breedary may be able to get off the mother tit of the World Council by the time your oldest boy takes his first slave-wife.”

Alexander grinned at that. The 16-year-old had been given his choice of wife slaves ever since he turned 14. He had accumulated a baker’s dozen already. Each of them had arrived as virgin 14-year-olds and become pregnant by Alexander before turning 15. He was the proud poppa of 5 little boys and 3 little girls already. A half-dozen of his slave-wives were currently pregnant.

“Dad” Alexander said, becoming suddenly serious. “I’ve got a kind of personal question. It’s about my wives. I like having them and all. I’m not objecting to the wife-slavery system. But I love them, too. Some of them a lot more than others. If I’m going through this with 13 slave-wives, I’m wondering: How do you handle having 300?”

“Including your mother?” Steven asked pointedly.

Alexander blushed. “Yes. Of course. Her, too.”

Steven nodded. Harem management was more art than science, but there were still some guidelines he could share. The same was true with respect to all the different forms and degrees of love. All of it entered the equation.

“It’s OK to love some of your women more than others. That’s natural. It’s also natural to want to give more, or be nicer, to those you love the most. That’s what the women crave. Every one of your slave-wives wants to be your favorite. And she’ll want her children—your children by her—to be your favorites too. This isn’t news to you, I’m sure. Your education includes a lot of literary examples and scientific explanations for all this. It’s all a question of balance. Of treating each of your wives with the care she deserves. You may own her, but she also owns you. The obligations go both ways. But studying about these things when you’re young, before you became sexually active at 14, and then facing them for real in your life ... well, that’s something else. Theory and practice. In theory, knowing the theory is sufficient. But in practice, it’s not. Tell me some details about who you’re talking about and what’s been happening.”

Alexander really opened up. The 16-year-old began pouring his heart out to his father. Steven listened quietly. He only interrupted with short questions when he was unclear which “she” his son was referring to when he spoke about one of his 13 wives.

While the human history of practicing polygamy gave some guidance, it fell short of what was needed at the Pole Star Breedary. In most polygamous cultures of the past, each wife was given her own house. Or if not that, she had at least some substantial restricted domain to call her own. And in none of those cultures was it common or sanctioned for the husband to have sex with several of his wives at once. Nor was bisexual lesbian sex commonly permitted. The Pole Star Breedary was unique in going against those old restrictions. All of a man’s slave-wives were housed in common buildings, each with her own bedroom and bathroom, but nothing more than that. Marital group-sex orgies were encouraged. The Breedary was also unique in using special chemicals and other technical means to ensure that wives would always be faithful to their husbands. Wife-slaves could not help but love their one and only man above all others, even if they also had lesser bisexual lesbian relations with their sister-wives.

Steven said, “What you’re telling me about your problems with your wives, Alex is, first of all, not uncommon. It’s not some problem that only you or your wife-slaves have that other men and their multiple wives haven’t experienced. So don’t feel like you’re alone in this. What you described to me about spending more time with some of your wives than others is also natural and common. Especially when you acquire a new girl and want to get to know her better while you’re trying to get her pregnant. And to help her integrate into your harem. You’ve already seen how pregnancy changes a girl. Not just her body, but how she feels about herself. You’ve been doing a really good job at caring for your girls, when they’re pregnant and when they’re note. I commend you for that. It’s actually good that you have several pregnant at once. They commiserate with one another. And you should never hesitate to call for help with them when they’re pregnant and feeling like they can’t cope. There are lots of women in my harem, and in the harems of other senior men like me, who would be happy to help out. So do that. Don’t be too proud to ask.”

Alexander smiled like a drowning man who’d just been thrown a life-preserver. “Thank you. Thank you so much.” A small tear formed in the corner of his left eye.

Steven leaned forward, placing his forearms on the table. “It’s also a good idea to keep having those orgies. But don’t always have all of your wives attend them at the same time. Mix it up. Sometimes just have 2 to 4 wife-slaves at a time. A more intimate orgy is nice. It makes the girls feel special. Do have your entire harem come together at least once per month or so. Let every girl see how you treat all of the others. That’s your best chance for becoming the benign and loving lord you need to be.”

Steven took a sip of coffee. He was waiting to see if Alexander would ask another question. The boy gazed at his father expectantly without saying anything. So Steven continued speaking.

“Another thing you should probably do more of is having one-on-one alone time with each of your slave-wives. Your harem is still small enough for that to be manageable on a monthly basis. I can’t do that anymore. Having 300 wife-slaves means each one gets alone time with me only once per year. I wish I could spend more time with each of them.” Steven sighed. “But that’s the price of being a prolific breeder. Our duty to repopulate the Earth takes precedence over our person predilections. We’re on a mission from God!”

Alexander smiled. His father loved to use that ‘mission from God’ line when he talked about his duty to fuck hundreds and hundred of girls and women every year. The boy and his father were both fully aware that their mission was one that billions of men in the past would have given their right arms to have!

“Is there anything else?” asked Steven.

“Yes” Alexander said. “Mom. I know I probably shouldn’t say this, because a son is not supposed to engage in special pleading on his mother’s behalf inside the harem. But you know she wishes she could see you more. She was disappointed that you didn’t invite her to dinner last night when you traded those two daughters for that new pair of 14-year-olds.”

Steven frowned. His son knew that special pleading was bad form. Yet he was doing it anyway, even while apologizing for doing so. It was a blatantly manipulative move. And they both knew it. Should Steven apologize for not inviting Olympia to last night’s dinner? The dinning table only sat a couple of dozen people. Steven couldn’t possibly have invited all 300 of his wives. Aside from the mothers of the daughters Steven had traded to William, only a handful of his wives had been invited to that dinner. And only a few of Steven’s children. Alexander happened to be one of them.

Among Steven’s entire harem of 300, no wife-slave was more troublesome—and none more interesting—than Olympia. She had been trained as a scientist. In that respect, Olympia was comparable to Estella, the scientist working on the exo-womb project. But in no other respect were the two women remotely similar. Estella had a thick mane of blonde hair. Olympia had red hair of a finer, softer type. Estella was even-tempered. Olympia was volatile. Steven had not gone into the business meeting with Estella with the intention of having sex with her later, even though that’s exactly what happened. In contrast, Steven’s first meeting with Olympia came after a relatively prolonged period of electronic communication with her and her father. Olympia wanted to become both a wife-slave and a scientist. Steven liked that about the 14-year-old. She was smart and funny and extraordinarily perceptive. She was also extremely beautiful. Her father drove a hard bargain. Steven had to trade one of his Prime daughters plus some material goods to get Olympia. Her father had asked for two of Steven’s daughters, but Steven refused. No female was worth two females in trade, in Steven’s mind.

When the daughter exchange had been made all those years ago, Steven welcomed teenaged Olympia into his harem. Steven was many years older than the teen beauty, but thanks to the longevity treatments available to men like him, Steven never looked or felt older than a healthy 30-year-old. Steven and Olympia’s very first night together had been extraordinary. Olympia’s exquisite sensitivity, her sexual responsiveness, and her great emotional energy combined into a unique package. Steven had rarely had better sex with any woman or teen girl in his entire life. He quickly got Olympia pregnant within a couple of days. Alexander was their first child.

On the night Alexander was conceived, Olympia looked like a young goddess. Not only was the redheaded teenager beautiful and sexually alluring—she was radiant. The girl’s creamy white skin gave off a glow. It was almost supernatural. During their lovemaking, Olympia called out in a strange tongue, using unusual words and uttering sounds that seemed to come from somewhere else, some other plane of reality. Steven came inside Olympia, inseminating the teen 4 times before dawn. It was a magical night.

From the moment Alexander was born 9 months later, the beautiful redheaded boy child was clearly extraordinary. Steven and Olympia both knew it. Everyone else soon came to recognize it, too. Olympia and Steven both felt that their son was a child of destiny. Alexander was born to accomplish great things.

Steven shook himself out of his reverie. “I’ll talk to your mother” was all he said. Alexander thanked his father. Their breakfast meeting was over. Alexander thanked his father. They embraced, and the son departed.

Steven informed his chief of staff to push back his morning meetings. He was going to visit his wife-slave Olympia.

	
	
	

Chapter 6


	In deciding to visit his redhead wife-slave Olympia at the request of their son Alexander, Steven was changing his schedule. His chief of staff pushed back the start times for Steven’s morning meetings. If all went well, Steven would be back on schedule for the afternoon.

Steven liked changing things. He liked being less predictable. He would have entirely preferred to lead a less scheduled life altogether. He longed for the old days when he could wake up in the morning without feeling there was anything at all be needed to do. However, those days ended in childhood. The burden of adult responsibility that came with running the Pole Star Breedary tied his life to so many others that he couldn’t afford to be footloose and fancy free.

There was one great advantage of today’s change of schedule: Steven could do a surprise walk-through inspection of various spots in the Breedary complex. The land owned by the Pole Star Breedary was quite extensive. It comprised most of what would have been called a county in the old, pre-WW III United States. The Pole Star complex included farms, forests, and several villages that were in the process of growing into small cities. There was also a small airport and, a bit further away, a riverfront docking area. From the air, the Breedary complex appeared to be verdant landscape punctuated by several medium-sized urban cores. Each urban core was of roughly circular shape, with bulges and indentations here and there based on the underlying lay of the land. These urban cores were surrounded by less densely populated neighborhoods beyond the walls that separated the village downtown from the suburbs beyond their walls. Each village had been constructed so that the outer-most buildings formed a continuous, unbroken façade or wall. Impressive arches surmounted the entry points where streets and walkways passed into each village. Gates lay behind each entry point. Like medieval European villages, Pole Star Breedary villages could be shut tight if necessary.

Steven’s estate was on high ground in the main village overlooking a central square. He strolled down the pedestrian street towards the center of town. The building architecture had all been carefully chosen to reflect classical and traditional forms. Almost every building looked like it could have come out of Europe of the 18th and 19th centuries, or ancient Rome or Greece. A few buildings showed evidence of more eclectic influences from the Far East. Nothing looked like the works of modernist architects of the 20th and 21st centuries. There were no ‘brutalist’ cubic monoliths. There was none of the riven and deranged shapes favored by architects such as Frank Gehry. While Frank Lloyd Wright would have probably felt at home here, Le Corbusier would not.

The time of day was still early morning, about an hour after most people had arrived at their work or school. To a casual observer, Steven seemed to be walking by himself through pedestrian streets (no vehicles permitted) among throngs of people going about their daily business. But in fact, Steven was always surrounded at a discrete distance by a security detail. Security drones in a range of sizes from quite large to minutely tiny hovered overhead at different altitudes. Security cameras were embedded in all the buildings. In the aftermath of the global tragedy of World War III, when humankind nearly perished, no one even cared anymore that surveillance was now ubiquitous. What mattered was survival and safety.

And happiness. By every measure of opinion, sentiment, and population health and well-being, the men, women, and children living in the Pole Star Breedary were happy. They felt safe. They lived in a supportive community thick with social relationships of every kind. They had the time and resources to pursue meaningful activities in their working lives and in their private lives. They did not fear crime or repression of their freedom to speak. They enjoyed enormous latitude to say and do what they liked, within community limits that were generous and, if need be, flexible on many issues.

Steven was greeted in a friendly, if sometimes excessively deferential, manner by nearly everyone he met along his walk. He stopped to chat with a few people here and there. Some of them he already knew. Others were people who were themselves newcomers to the community. Pole Star was admitting new members almost every day.

Although the male Breeder population in Pole Star was only 100 just days ago, new people were joining and new male births were happening daily. Among the new births, almost all were fertile. This was true of both male and female births, although the number of female births continued to greatly exceed the male birth rate. The rate of fertile births in the Pole Star Breedary was a much higher than the World Council reported for other breeding populations world-wide. According to World Council data, in the rest of the earth 75% of births were fertile females, 23% sterile males, and only 2% fertile males. The Pole Star Breedary was already besting those numbers by a long way. While female births still outnumbered male births by quite a lot in Pole Star, almost all of the newborn girls were fertile, which was not true globally according to the World Council. At Pole Star, the fertile female/male birth ratio still hovered around 38-to-1. With each woman bearing 6 to 10 children in her lifetime and averaging around 8, the total population of the Breedary was booming. The Breeder population was projected to roughly double every 10 years.

Natural birth increase was not the only source of population growth at the Pole Star Breedary, however. Many non-fertile men and women (such as Estella, the scientist that Steven had sex with) had joined the Breedary because they supported its ideals. The non-breeder population of Pole Star currently comprised the largest portion of the population, which both surprised and delighted Steven. In order to join, the non-breeders had to meet most of the same criteria as Breeders, including racial lineage. The Pole Star Breedary was an explicitly white enterprise, with the goal of preserving, increasing, and improving the white population through selective breeding and genetic engineering. Pole Star did not disparage or derogate members of other races. Nor did they seek to dominate them. The people of Pole Star simply took their own side in the evolutionary process. Every race had the same right to ensure its existence. The Pole Star Breedary was exercising the right of the white race, like any race, to preserve, protect, and improve itself.

The non-breeder members of the Pole Star Breedary had additional incentives to join. One of Steven’s goals from the start had been to gather DNA from infertile men and women of good quality who, aside from their infertility, would have been otherwise qualified to belong to Pole Star. His long-range hope was eventually to use their DNA to create offspring for the infertile men and women who donated their genetic material. So, in a sense, even non-breeders could become Breeders someday when science and technology made such a thing possible. According to what Estella, the scientist, had told him recently, that day might be much closer than Steven had imagined.

Steven enjoyed seeing his community thriving. As he walked into the business district of town, savored the smell of fresh baked bread and pastries. He caught a whiff of coffee beans roasting. He smelled flowers in bloom everywhere, from flower pots on building terraces, to the tiny corner parks where people sat on benches under shade trees drinking coffee and talking. He bought some coffee and tarried in conversation with some men and their wife-slaves. One of the men had recently suffered the loss of a wife-slave to death. His grief was visible. Steven put an arm around his shoulder and spoke to him in hushed tones. The man nodded as he listened to words from Steven that were reserved solely for his ears. The man wept, yet also smiled through his tears. He embraced Steven in a comradely hug.

Steven walked on. As he turned a corner towards the quieter part of town, he heard the sound of water splashing in fountains. From a little plaza tucked behind a hedge, he heard the sonorous ringing of bells announcing that the Hall of Meditation was beginning another training period. Steven watched as a group of men and women approached the double-doors that led into the flower-filled courtyard beside the serene Zen rock garden that fronted the Hall of Meditation. Each person wore simple white robes over their street clothes. They walked slowly and silently, preparing themselves mentally for the long quiet meditation session ahead.

The Pole Star Breedary accommodated people of many different religions, and of no religion at all. Officially, Pole Star made the same sorts of affirmations towards Divine Providence that the Founders of the American Republic had. More explicitly, Pole Star endorsed a kind of civic religion with a belief in God and the afterlife that was non-specific enough to be agreeable (or at least unthreatening) to everyone. Meditation techniques were taught to everyone, as were gentle body disciplines such as Yoga and T’ai Chi. Some people took these types of practices much further. But everyone knew the basics, and benefited from practicing them. Group practice was encouraged, because it tended to reinforce the resolve of each individual to keep it up.

Several religious groups maintained their own buildings, several of which lay along the route of Steven’s walk. Almost all religious groups were welcome to practice their faith and to proselytize, but only within civic limits. Tolerance was the norm. Exclusive claims of being the ‘one true’ anything were soundly discouraged. One of the more remarkable religious groups in the Breedary was a spin-off of the old Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints, otherwise known as the Mormons. Steven walked past their spire-spiked Temple, which was topped by a golden statue of an angel blowing his trumpet. People of this spin-off faith referred to themselves as the Trans-Mormons. The “trans” part was derived from Transhumanism, not transsexuality. The Trans-Mormons upheld some original doctrines of Joseph Smith, such as plural marriage (polygamy). The official LDS Mormons had eventually rejected polygamy. The LDS leadership had done so as a practical matter (no matter what they may have claimed otherwise). The LDS had to reject polygamy to appease the US Congress which strongly opposed polygamy. Rejecting plural marriage was the only way from Mormons to get their Utah territory homeland admitted to the US as a State. The Trans-Mormons were very much in favor of the polygamy practiced in the Pole Star Breedary. They also believed in technological resurrection of the dead and an immortal life in a technologically transformed body. In keeping the traditional Mormonism, Trans-Mormons believed that each faithful man would be rewarded with his own planet, where he would rule as a god, surrounded by his many wives and children. Although these beliefs may have been deemed ‘science fiction’ by most people, they were quite compatible with the Pole Star Breedary and Steven’s vision of the future.

Steven walked on through neighborhood after neighborhood, waving to people and chatting with a few. Some neighborhoods were larger than others. Each had its own character and peculiar charm. Steven came upon a new neighborhood under construction. Robots deployed 3D printing machines to fabricate new buildings in a matter of hours. Skilled craftsmen followed up by adding architectural details and artistic flourishes, sometime by hand, and sometimes by using their own automated devices that worked quickly. This combination of cutting-edge technology and time-honored techniques produced beautiful, top-quality homes and work buildings very rapidly at minimal cost. The same techniques were used to construct suburban buildings beyond the urban core of each town.

Steven soon entered the central downtown district, where art, culture, and governance were centered. He heard musicians tuning up inside a music hall. He walked past several theaters, art galleries, and book stores. A little further on, he turned onto the central square of the small city. The central square featured a grassy plaza with trees, flower beds, various statues, a paved area, benches, and a large central fountain. City Hall was located nearby. So were several museums, large and small, which lined the perimeter of the street all around the central square. Two of the smaller museums stood side by side, the Boy’s Museum and the Girl’s Museum. A line of Breeder boys, overseen by their male teachers, stood waiting. Clad in the blue pants and white shirts of their school uniforms, they joked and played about like typical boys while awaiting their turn to visit the Boy’s Museum. Outside the Girl’s Museum stood many lines of Breeder girls wearing their green tartan skirts and white blouses. Since Breeder girls outnumbered boys by about 38-to-1, the lines of Breeder girls greatly exceeded the lines of boys. All children attended single-sex schools. Boys and girls rarely interacted, except for school-sanctioned events, and special celebrations arranged by their parents. During such events they often played board games together, and had other innocent fun. But they were never without adult supervision at such times. Interaction between the sexes was strictly monitored for all children until the reached the age of 14. And then ... anything goes!

As the first line of school girls was being ushered into the Girl’s Museum for their guided tour, Steven decided to tag along. He enjoyed plenary authority to go anywhere in the Pole Star Breedary. The female teachers and museum personnel looked more than a little nervous to see Steven there. But he smiled and they smiled back. Nervously. Steven stood at the back of the first group of young girls as they began their museum tour.

Museum guides, known as docents, conducted the tour with the assistance of the schoolteachers. The museum held room after room of glass display cases, wall-mounted paintings and photos, and various display screens showing short videos on continuous loop. All of it was focused on one overarching theme: the social role of women and girls in the society of the Pole Star Breedary. Displays, paintings, videos and the rest of the museum items all showed how girls should behave in order to become good and proper young women. Hearth, home, and husband-Owner were to be their main concerns. Breeding babies, baking breads and cakes, and obeying one’s husband-Owner inside the bedroom and outside of it were to be the major focus of every girl’s future life, but not the limits of it. In addition to their central responsibilities as mothers and slave-wives, girls were encouraged to play music, create art, dance, write and declaim poetry, read and write literature, engage in suitable sports (nothing so extreme as to reduce their fertility), and to pursue spiritual uplift. All of these activities were described as being like a string of pearls that surrounded and enhanced each girl’s future life of hearth, home, husband-Owner, and children, wreathing them all in beauty and love.

The facts of life regarding love and sex were described in no uncertain terms and depicted with an explicitness that would have shocked the sensibilities of earlier eras. Girls were told everything about the functioning of male and female bodies. They saw video demonstrations of the erotic arts, which they also studied in school. A girl would still be a virgin when she went off to live with her future husband-Owner. But she would not be at all ignorant. She knew what she would be expected to do, and how to do it. She knew how to please a man just as much as she knew how to cook, clean, throw a dinner part, and change a diaper. Every girl was told to live by the motto “A lady in the parlor, a whore in the bedroom.”

The matter of same-sex relationships was also addressed. While these were not forbidden, they were relegated to their proper place. Heterosexuality was completely and unequivocally upheld as the natural and necessary sexual norm. While lesbian relationships were permitted to exist, they were forbidden to be exclusive of heterosexual ones. A fertile woman might have a girlfriend, but she was always first and foremost the property of her man and the mother of his children. Heterosexual reproduction was the community ideal. Anyone who opposed that would be expelled from the Breedary.

Almost everything in this idealized portrait was positive and uplifting. But the darker sides of life were not ignored. Misfortune, disaster, and death were also part of life. Stories were depicted and told of women and even young girls who rose to the occasion and saved the day when all seemed lost. Sometimes a woman or girl bravely sacrificed herself to save the boys and men of her family and community. Overcoming hardship with stern resolve and a stout heart were upheld as praiseworthy ideals every girl should aspire to. Above all, every girl was assured that a wise and loving God would give them eternal life and reward all their good deeds. Faith was their ultimate security.

Steven left the Girl’s Museum before the tour was over. He crossed over to the Boy’s Museum, where the tour was already well underway. Steven knew this museum quite well. His presence there did not surprise anyone or make anyone nervous. This museum also had many rooms with glass display cases, wall-mounted paintings and photos, and short videos. It was the young male equivalent of the other museum. The main concern for boys was to become strong, brave, upright, honorable, enterprising, and trustworthy men. Their duty was to breed babies with their wife-slaves, and to love, protect, and provide for them. Every boy was duty-bound to work together with other good men to sustain and advance their community. The boys were shown paintings and told stories of brave men of the past who explored new lands, built empires, pushed forward the boundaries of knowledge, created great cities, and built entire industries. Great men of ancient Greece and Rome, Europe and America, were featured in art and videos. From Alexander the Great to Alexander Graham Bell, from Cicero to Columbus, from Hippocrates to Heisenberg, from Plato to Pavarotti, from Titian to Tolstoy, great after great from Western history was presented in the most favorable light. Stories of daring and courage, of ingenuity and insight, of heroism and self-sacrifice for the greater good, were presented to inspire boys to strive for greatness.

Domestic life was not ignored either. Fatherhood, love, and sex were depicted over and over as the most heroic deed most men would ever be called upon to accomplish. Boys saw the same explicit videos that the girls did, but with narrations suitable for males. They were shown how to please a woman sexually. Of equal importance, they were shown and told how to give women the emotional energy of romance and love. For many boys, this seemed more difficult than any sex act could be. Nevertheless, their teachers explained how and why this must be done as a matter of utmost importance. When a boy becomes a young man and takes his first wife-slave, he becomes more than just her Owner: he becomes her protector and her supporter. He assumes complete responsibility for her well-being and for the health and well-being of their children. With complete ownership comes complete responsibility. He must be as solid as a rock and as constant as the northern pole star for his women and children. Every boy was to live by the motto “Be a rock for her to stand on, and a cock for her to suck on.”

As in the Girl’s Museum, the Boy’s Museum also addressed the matter of same-sex relationships. While these were not forbidden, they were kept in their proper place. Heterosexuality was completely and unequivocally upheld as the natural and necessary sexual norm. Heterosexual reproduction was the community ideal. Anyone who opposed that would be expelled from the Breedary.

Almost everything in this idealized portrait was positive and uplifting. But as in the Girl’s Museum, the Boy’s Museum also dealt with the darker sides of life. Many a man suffered and sacrificed to save his women and children, and for the greater good of his community. Sometimes a boy stood up to save the day at the cost of his own life. This was all very similar to what was shown in the Girl’s Museum. The major difference was a life lesson for boys about caring for the weak and old, especially women. Boys and girls were both assured that a wise and loving God would give them eternal life and reward their good deeds. While girls did not need further specific encouragement to be nurturing and helpful, boys did. Every Breeder boy knew that he would someday be the Owner of wife-slaves. He was further told that he himself stood in relation to God as the boy’s female property stood in relation to him. As a man did to his women and children, so would be done to him by the Law of the Universe (or karma) in the great by and by. Furthermore, boys were instructed through stories, art, and videos that every woman must be supported and cared for throughout her life, both while she was bearing children, and forever thereafter. When a woman was past her child-bearing years, she would perform other tasks around her Master’s household or even elsewhere in the Breedary. Old women were to be treated like everyone’s grandmother throughout the Pole Star Breedary. They were to be welcomed everywhere as guests. Children should hug them and talk with them. Old women were to be revered for their many years of maternal service and domestic fidelity. Holidays were to be celebrated in their honor. The older they got, the less these women should be expected to do, and the more everyone else should do for them. Young girls would help them get around. Young boys would escort them through the busy intersections. Senior Breeder men of far higher status would bend down to help them, calling them “mother” and “grandmother” even if they didn’t know the woman’s name. Old women were never to be shunted off to some cold, impersonal institution in their declining years. They were to be embraced as part of a great, big extended family. In the Pole Star Breedary, they were always to be loved.

The boys watched and listened. Even the cocky ones quieted down when they saw images of the old and frail women and men who needed assistance. Older boys and men who helped the old were lionized. Any man who disrespected an old woman was chastised and, if he persisted, laid low with a few righteous blows. Expulsion from the community—which was considered to be the most severe punishment—could result from continued bad behavior.

Steven exited the museum and walked the final few blocks to his destination. When he came to the far side of the walled town, Steven looked through the gateway that led beyond. The roadway wended through grassy fields and other greenery and then into the suburbs that lay between where Steven stood and the next Breedary town. To one side of the road, there were sports fields that had recently been trimmed. Steven inhaled the aroma of freshly cut grass. Standing on the edge of the field was a lone man. The man stared at Steven for a moment, then turned away. Steven did not recognize him. Steven assumed the fellow had come to the Breedary on business and then wandered onto the field on his way out.

Steven turned and entered the building where he expected to find Olympia. He had been told that she was participating in a ladies knitting circle. Steven found his slave-wife in a room brightly lit with sunlight. She sat before a large window among women from other men’s harems. They were all pregnant, and all knitting baby things. When the women saw Steven, they all began stirring in their seats, preparing to rise in respect while being too far along in their pregnancies to do so easily.

“Ladies, please!” Steven said while holding up his hand, palm forward. “Don’t get up!”

The only woman not trying to get up was Olympia. She had briefly glanced at Steven when he entered the room. Then she went back to her knitting as if he wasn’t there. Olympia’s red hair was tied back in a pony tail. Her beautiful face was tilted downwards, green eyes focused on her knitting. Olympia’s seven-months-pregnant belly was swathed in the folds of a pale yellow dress.

“Olympia” Steven said. “We need to discuss something.”

Olympia continued to ignore her Owner and Master. The other women were aghast. Silence hung in the air. Steven walked behind Olympia’s chair, grabbed her by the pony tail, and began pulling her to her feet. He did this slowly enough that he would not yank out any hair, and give her sufficient time to rise to her feet. Nevertheless, Olympia screamed. She dropped one of her knitting needles. She reached back to grab Steven’s hand gripping her hair with one hand. With the other, she jabbed her knitting needle at him.

Having anticipated Olympia’s actions, Steven parried Olympia’s attempt to stab him. He brushed aside her stabbing attack and quickly grabbed her wrist, twisting it so that she had to drop the needle. He allowed her other hand to grip his arm where he was holding her by the hair. By doing so, she was unwittingly helping Steven to control her body movements. In a matter of seconds, Steven had Olympia’s hands pinned behind her back and was marching her towards an adjacent room. Before entering, he turned to the other pregnant women and said, “Please excuse us, ladies. Don’t leave. Continue your knitting. I want you to be here while I’m in there with Olympia. Do not leave until we do. Understand?”

Wide-eyed and mouths agape, the women nodded their heads and mumbled their agreement. None of them had ever witnessed such an act of insubordination before in their entire lives. What Olympia had done was unthinkably disrespectful, rude, and intolerable. The women were certain that Steven wanted them to stay put so they could listen in as he gave his wife-slave the mighty thrashing she so richly deserved.

Steven pushed Olympia into the room. He kicked the door shut behind them. The room was fitted out as a resting place, with four large beds. Being careful not to harm her, Steven walked Olympia to one of the beds and sat her down. She immediately lay back, rolled over, and refused to face him. Then she began to cry.

A woman’s tears seemed to be like a universal solvent, seemingly capable of dissolving most men’s hardness into mush, Steven mused. He had been through this pattern of behavior with Olympia so many times before, that it was almost like watching an old movie on its zillionth re-run.

“Alex said you were upset that I didn’t invite you to dinner last night” Steven began. “You always get upset when you see me taking on new slave-wives. Especially when you’re pregnant.”

“Go away!” Olympia said. “Leave me alone.”

Steven sighed. He had taken Olympia to wife long before his scientists had developed the love-drug compound that he now used on all his new female property. The chemicals worked wonders on new girls like Donna and Gloria. Unfortunately, the compound was minimally effective on women who were already in a man’s harem. It only worked on new females whose relationship with a man had not yet crystalized. It worked perfectly for new girlfriends. It was useless on old wives.

Olympia was an old wife. She was past 30 now. Although still attractive and vital, and still able to bear him children, Steven found Olympia’s personality disorder to be increasingly tiresome. He knew from experience that Olympia would now have to berate him, reject him, and cry herself out. Then she would become remorseful, self-loathing, and pitiful. She would beg him to forgive her. She would beg him to have sex with her. The script was pre-written. He simply had to let the play go on.

He spoke to her, and listened to her, and let her cry, and so on. Eventually they were both reclining in bed, facing one another, and he was dabbing her remaining tears from her cheeks.

“I’m terrible” Olympia sniffled. “I deserve to be punished.” Show rolled over with her back towards him. She lifted her dress, exposing her naked and shapely buttocks. “I deserve to be buttfucked. Sodomized. Hard! Rape my ass, Steven. Make it hurt! I deserve it!”

As much as Steven enjoyed anal sex, this was not the most enticing way to invite it, he thought. But he knew his wife-slave. Olympia really felt unworthy and deserving of punishment. She knew he enjoyed fucking her ass. And she liked it too, sometimes. It wasn’t clear to Steven that she would like it this time. Or wanted to.

Steven reached into his pocket and pulled out the mini-container of lubricant he always carried. “Get undressed” he said to Olympia. “I want you completely naked.”

“Yes, Master” said his suddenly accommodating slave-wife. She removed her clothing, revealing her creamy white skin. Her full breasts, enlarged by pregnancy, were delightfully attractive to Steven. He sucked on her large, generously-size pink nipples. Olympia moaned with pleasure.

Steven applied the lube where necessary. His pressed his penis to Olympia’s anus. She relaxed and let him in.

“Fuck me” Olympia whispered. Then louder, she said “Fuck me up the ass.” Steven drove into her asshole more quickly than he would have normally. “Yes! Ugg! Urr! YES! Punish me! I deserve it!” Steven picked up his pace. “Oh!” Olympia cried out. “Oh! Ow! Oh God that hurts! OW! OW! OW!” She was breathing deeply now, as Steven sodomized her without restraint or let-up. “Yes! YES! Oh Master! Oh God! Oh God you are my Master! Oh Master you are my God! AHHH!” Olympia’s response to pain and pleasure were as mixed up as her theology. She writhed in pleasure. Her body shook under waves of orgasmic shock and awe.

Olympia’s passion only stoked his own. He reached orgasm too, which was both a pleasure and a loss. Steven spent a precious portion of his daily sperm in sodomizing his slave-wife. There goes one potential baby that he might have conceived with another woman. It was now lost forever.

After Steven withdrew his now-flaccid penis from his slave-wife’s rectum, she rolled over to face him. Post-orgasmic satisfaction, along with joy and triumph, were written all over her face. Steven gazed at Olympia’s half-lidded eyes and smiling mouth. “Thank you, Master” she said. “Thank you for inseminating my asshole. I enjoyed every second of it. Every moment of pain and discomfort. Because I deserved it.” She kissed him sweetly. “I’m such a little shit. How do you ever put up with me? I don’t deserve you.”

Steven smiled back and sighed deeply. In their son Alexander, Olympia had given him his most promising child. Olympia’s present expressions of love were as genuine—and would be as short-lived—as all her previous ones. Knowing her as well as he did, Steven appreciated her insight, her sensitivity ... and was wary of her devious ways. Then Steven suddenly understood. He was certain that Olympia had wanted him to fuck her up the ass because she knew he would get carried away in their lovemaking. He would be unable to prevent himself from ejaculating.

Steven was quite well-practiced at having intercourse with every sort with women while maintaining control over himself. He was capable of having oral, anal, and vaginal sex without ejaculating until he was good and ready. Steven was constantly on guard to control himself—to conserve his sperm—for actual procreation. But with Olympia ... well, she often got the better of him. That was all part of her devilish charm and attraction.

They dressed and exited the room. Olympia clung lovingly to Steven’s left arm, her arms entwined with his. She gazed up at him worshipfully. Then she leaned on him as she walked somewhat gingerly, her gravid belly and sore asshole being somewhat uncomfortable.

The other women in the room sat staring, their knitting needles held in mid-air as if they were frozen in time. Steven escorted Olympia back to her seat and helped her to sit down. She picked up her knitting needles as Steven kissed her atop her red head. Olympia gave the other women a knowing look, like the proverbial cat that ate the canary.

Steven strode out of the building, satisfied that he had done his best for his most troublesome, and most insanely attractive, wife-slave. He had barely walked a dozen steps when his world suddenly changed forever. That’s when the assassin struck.

	
	
	

Chapter 7


	
Steven drifted in and out of consciousness. He felt numb. Confused. He had vague memories of booming sounds and stabbing pain. When he opened his eyes, he saw his son Alexander sitting next to his bed. Alexander drew closer.

“You’re going to be alright, Dad. The doctors said none of your injuries are life-threatening. The longevity treatments you’ve been getting have boosted your recuperative powers as well. We got to you in time. I’m glad I was there to help.” Alexander squeezed his Father’s hand. Steven squeezed back. “Just rest now. The Executive Council is going into emergency session. I asked to address them. I’m going over there soon. Don’t worry. You’ve got good men there. I’ll get the people who did this to you. I swear it.”

Steven wanted to say something. He couldn’t speak; there was a tube in his mouth. Alexander was a good and loyal son. Steven wanted to tell Alexander not to run off and do something rash. He could only speak with his eyes. And that was not enough.




Jackson, Chief of Security on the Executive Council, showed the videos again. There were several videos that showed everything that happened from multiple points of vide. The videos came from the cameras on Steven’s security drones and on all the buildings nearby where the assassination attempt had occurred. A swarm of assassination drones was released by a man standing in a field just outside the city gate near Steven’s location. The drones attacked when Steven came out of the building where he had been visiting his slave-wife Olympia. Steven’s security drones blunted the initial wave of attacking drones by disabling or destroying most of them. The second wave overwhelmed the badly outnumber drones of Steven’s security detail.

The attacking drones released several clusters of small bombs. Steven ran for cover, as did every other man and woman on the street. No one else was targeted except him. Everyone else was scurrying out of harm’s way except one person. A redhaired youth ran into danger, toward Steven. A small bomb detonated at Steven’s feet, and another near his head. He fell to the ground, bleeding. Alexander grabbed a door blown off a building. He held the door over Steven’s body, protecting his father. Alexander suffered some minor wounds.

By this time, additional security drones had arrived on the scene. They destroyed the remainder of the assassination drones.

Jackson turned to address the other members of the Executive Council. “We tracked down the man who released the drones. He took a fast-acting poison before we could capture him. We checked his identity. We tried to find out how he got here in the first place. His ID turned out to be a clever forgery. The good news is that he’s not one of ours. The bad news is that we’ll probably never know who he is. But we can be pretty sure who sent him and why.” Jackson looked at each man sitting around the table. “The World Council is moving against us faster than we had expected. They didn’t destroy all of us and everything we built because they want to capture our genetic potential and possess everything we’ve developed here. The attack on Steven was a decapitation strike. It was intended to demonstrate their power and to demoralize us.” Jackson tapped on the table.

William, President of the Executive Council spoke up. “The World Council quickly expressed shock and concern for the near-loss of our founding leader. They offered to help us. They promised to send their security forces to help us fend off any future attacks.”

The other men in the room laughed ruefully at the audacious gall of the World Council. William continued, “I politely declined their request. I told them we’ll gladly cooperate with them in tracing the people behind the attack. The World Council agreed to that. But they’ve stalled on responding to any of our specific requests for information about the dead man, or on who manufactured the assassination drones.”

William asked Robert, Chief of Resources, to report on Pole Star’s military readiness. “As you all know” Robert began, “we’ve had a secret military program for quite a while. It’s all literally underground and out of sight. Almost all of the work is being done by robots and Artificial Intelligence systems inside a network of tunnels deep underground. They are refurbishing and upgrading weapons systems we obtained from what remained intact after World War III. The World Council had gotten much of this stuff and destroyed the rest. But not all of it. The World Council’s total military capability far outstrips ours. But our guys are smarter than theirs. Some of the genius kids born from our selective breeding have invented new ways of doing some amazing things in refurbishing the old military systems we managed to get. Our genius engineers, working with the AI’s and robots, have invented some totally new stuff that may give us a decisive advantage if we ever have our backs to the wall.”

William said, “We’re redirecting as many of our resources as we can spare to the other two crucial projects: space travel and accelerated reproduction systems. The final work on exo-wombs is almost complete. We have a new technique for gathering up the millions of sperm ejaculated during intercourse that do not result egg fertilization. The same automated subterranean factories we’re using for military systems and other things can easily be re-purposed to mass-produce exo-wombs. Similar automated biological factories are standing ready to handle mass-production of egg-sperm conception. Embryos for implantation will go directly into the exo-wombs. Mass-produced space craft will be made in other underground factories. Earth-like planets are within reach with the new Spatial-Metric Deformation Roller warp drive. As soon as we are able, we must escape the reach of the World Council.”

William looked around the room. Every man there displayed a look of determination as they nodded in approval.

William continued. “But we won’t be gone forever. There were always two parts to Steven’s long-term vision for our continued existence. The first was getting off Earth and establishing as many colony planets as possible. The second was for our descendants to eventually return and reclaim what was once ours.”

Applause echoed around the room.

William said, “Our last item of business today is to be addressed by a guest speaker: Steven’s son Alexander. You saw him coming to his Father’s aid during the attack.” William pressed a button and a door opened. Alexander stepped into the room. He walked immediately to the head of the table. William shook his hand. Every other man in the room praised the 16-year-old for his bravery. Alexander nodded in acknowledgement of their praise.

“Gentlemen” Alexander began, “I won’t beat around the bush. My Father was almost murdered. The culprits are the same people who want to take everything you and he have built. They want to destroy our dreams and our children’s future. They must not succeed. I have a plan.”

Over the next 20 minutes, using maps and short videos, Alexander described the strengths and weaknesses of the World Council global government and its military. The teenager showed how to counter those strengths and exploit those weaknesses. He went on to propose a grand campaign. It would buy time for the Pole Star Breedary to complete its preparations for departing from the Earth. And then, in the farther future, it would permit descendants of the Pole Star Breedary founders return to Earth. They would fulfill Steven’s ultimate plan for subduing the totalitarian World Council (or any successor State that might arise).

The members of the Executive Council listened to Alexander’s plan in rapt silence and growing respect. The boy did not sound like a teenager with some cockamamie scheme. His reasoning and battle plans were mature far beyond his years. In fact, Alexander’s audacious plan had the mark of genius.

After Alexander concluded his presentation, one Executive Council member asked, “How long have you and your Father been working on this plan?”

Alexander shook his head from side to side. “My Father refused to discuss these things with me. His ultimate goal, yes. But virtually nothing else. I did my own investigative reading and thinking. These are my own ideas, not his. Don’t blame him if there’s anything wrong with what I’ve just said.”

William said, “Thank you, Alexander. I’m sure every man here is as impressed with your ideas as I am. The Council now needs to meet in private. Thank you again.” Willian shook Alexander’s hand and then the teenager left the room.

As soon as the door had closed behind Alexander, the room began buzzing with ideas and opinions about what they had just seen and heard. Some men could not believe a teenager could have developed such understanding and created such plans on his own. Others pointed to the boy’s well-known record of brilliance in many fields. Alexander was known to have a genius level IQ, some 6 standard deviations above the old 100 IQ mean. A couple of men also reminded the Council that Alexander was a natural born leader. Many other young Breeder males admired and followed him. Non-breeder males of high skill and intelligence also looked to Alexander as son of Steven most likely to succeed his Father.

William summarized the whole discussion and general consensus. “Gentlemen” he said, “I think we may have just found our own Alexander the Great.”




What a honeymoon this turned out to be.

Steven was in hospital recuperating from an attempted assassination. Under normal circumstances, after he took a new wife-slave, he would spend every evening with her for the first week. Probably not alone with her. In a harem as large as Steven’s, it was rare for him to spend a night in bed with only one woman. He had just taken two new blonde 14-year-olds to wife, Donna and Gloria. And since Steven had assigned a pair of his buxom blonde 29-year-old wife-slaves, Olivia and Theresa, to be the new girls’ step-mothers, Steven would have spent every night this week in bed with all four beauties.

As much as Steven was missing this opportunity for hot sex with fresh young Prime meat, the new young girls and their step-mothers were missing Steven even more.




It was the morning after the day of the attempted assassination. Donna and Gloria had slept in their step-mothers’ bed the night before. To calm the girls, Olivia and Theresa insisted that everyone sleep naked. There had been much touching of bare flesh to bare flesh. Hours and hours of cuddling, kissing, fingering, and licking had energized and then relaxed both step-daughters and step-mothers. All of these tender, erotic acts made everyone feel better. Olivia and Theresa made sure that they each spent some time in intimate sexual contact with each of their new step-daughters. They also directed Donna and Gloria to lick and finger one another. On an occasion such as this, for the purposes of comfort and emotional support, Steven had taught his women that no sex toys were to be used. Only lips, tongues, and fingers were to penetrate. Rubbing cunts and clits together in a scissoring motion was also encouraged. Steven wanted his wife-slaves to share love with one another when he wasn’t present.

When Steven had assigned his buxom, blonde, blue-eyed wife-slaves Olivia and Theresa to be the step-mothers of the blonde, blue-eyed 14-year-olds Donna and Gloria, he had deliberately refrained from assigning one girl with only one step-mother. Both girls were the step-daughters of both step-mothers, at least for now. Steven had long-ago made such initial matches somewhat flexible. At some future time, he might align just one girl with one step-mother. But not until he had seen how well, or how poorly, the girls related to each of their new step-mothers, and vice versa.

The two teenagers were still asleep when Olivia and Theresa rose quietly from bed shortly after dawn. They tip-toed to the bathroom and closed the door behind them. The naked buxom beauties embraced and kissed one another a loving good-morning, as they always did. The women pressed their chests against one another, breasts to breasts. They did this without touching one another’s tits with their hands. Steven had a thing about breasts. He claimed sole ownership of all his slave-wives breasts. He allowed his women to press breast-to-breast, but not to kiss, fondle, or suck one another’s tits. Olivia and Theresa were meticulous about following their Owner’s orders, even when he was not present to see them.

Olivia was concerned about the new girls. “How do you feel they’re doing, all things considered?” she asked.

Theresa inhaled deeply, bit her lip, then exhaled. “I’m not sure. They certainly seemed better after all the sexing last night. But how good could they possibly feel, when their Owner is in hospital instead of in bed fucking them?”

Olivia nodded her agreement. “What an awful way to begin their lives in Master’s harem. In any harem, really. But especially in this one.”

“Their Father has only 8 wife-slaves” Theresa said. “So he’s fairly young and new himself. Donna and Gloria are his oldest daughters, born of different mothers. The girls grew up with a few younger siblings, a few slave adults, and the usual number of servants and robots. But that’s it. That’s like growing up in a tiny mountain village compared to the life in our Master’s harem.”

Life inside Steven’s harem of 300 wife-slaves was richly complex. There was a hierarchy. There were nuances of rank that had nothing to do with age or seniority. There were subtle social dynamics to be read in every gesture, every word said or left un-said. New girls needed quite a bit of coaching and advice in order to adapt and fit in. A social error could be devastating to a girl’s reputation. A girl needed a maternal figure to help her. That’s why Steven left each new teenaged wife-slave under the capable stewardship of a step-mother. It was the only way for a new girl to avoid being eaten alive, in a social sense, by the competitive bitches who always clawed their way to the top in any gaggle of girls throughout human history.

Olivia said, “These new teen slave-wife acquisitions of Master’s began with such promise. I really do think he knocked up both girls on that first night.”

Nodding in agreement, Theresa said, “Me, too. I could feel it. He came in their cunts so forcefully. And they were so very willing and eager to get pregnant.”

“It will certainly be best for them if Master did knock them up” said Olivia.

“Of course, it will be good for you and me, too” Theresa added.

The 29-year-old women were in-between pregnancies right now. Before Steven brought Donna and Gloria into his harem, he had promised Olivia and Theresa that if they did a good job with these two new 14-year-olds, he would impregnate the buxom women again on his next round. But first the older women had to help the teenagers during their first pregnancy.

Olivia changed the subject. “Do you think we should take the girls down to breakfast at the Garden Café? Or maybe the Sunshine Bakery Café?”

Theresa looked uncertain. “Normally, I’d go with either one. But with all the turmoil and gossip over what happened to Master, I’m afraid the girls could pick up the bad vibes and get upset.”

Olivia quickly agreed. “Good thinking. Let’s dial in for room service and eat breakfast on the terrace.”

Steven had assigned the step-mother/step-daughter foursome a two-bedroom, one-bathroom apartment in his harem complex. The apartment included a living room, a crafts room, a study, a terrace, a small kitchen, and an enormous bathroom. The bathroom was so big that each female had space to call her own. As well, there were showers and tubs big enough for orgies, plus several toilets.

Unlike the bathroom, the kitchen was seldom used. Most meals were eaten in the various restaurant-like dining areas of the harem complex, where all meals were served free of charge. Within the apartment, the teenagers were assigned shared a bedroom in which they each had their own bed. The step-mothers had a very big bedroom with one massive bed that was more than large enough for all four females (plus Steven) to sleep in. The bed could accommodate even more women and girls if Steven chose to have a little orgy there. The teens, being new and somewhat uncertain in the unfamiliar surroundings of Steven’s harem, would usually sleep in bed with their step-mothers at the beginning. This would soon became a habit with Donna and Gloria. When Olivia and Theresa would eventually tell the girls to go sleep in their own individual beds (each of which was actually large enough for at least two people), the girls soon began begging their step-mothers to let them return to the communal bed. Kindly Olivia and Theresa agreed, of course. Truth be known, both women enjoyed having Donna and Gloria in bed with them.

Olivia and Theresa were very easy-going wife-slaves. Their extremely large breasts and friendly personalities were appealing to Steven. When the women were nursing their babies, Steven enjoyed sucking milk directly from the women’s massive, pink-nippled udders. Olivia and Theresa displayed almost bovine contentment when nursing their Owner at their breasts. These attributes of the two 29-year-old women were why Steven chose them to be step-mothers in the first place.

While Theresa dialed into the room service system to order breakfast, Olivia went back to their bedroom to see if the girls were awake. She found Donna and Gloria in naked embrace, cuddling and kissing while fingering one another’s pussies and clits. As soon as they saw Olivia, they invited her to join them.

“Just for a few minutes” Olivia said as she climbed into bed. “Breakfast is on the way. We’ll be eating on the terrace, so we won’t have to go out.”

Donna asked, “Does that mean we don’t have to get dressed?”

Olivia kissed the 14-year blonde beauty on the lips. “Yes, darling. It means you don’t have to get dressed. But mommy wants you to put on a negligee. Something nice and see-through. You’ll see and be seen from the terrace table. Master demands that all of his female property where some sort of clothing in public—even just inside the harem. But the clothing does not have to cover up much. Most of Master’s wife-slaves wear very revealing outfits all the time. You’ll see quite a few walking by below us on their way to have breakfast at one of the harem restaurants, or on their way to school or work.”

“Work?” said Gloria in a surprised voice. “Our Father never made us work. Only study to be sexy and servile and do household chores. What sort of work does Master want us to do?”

Olivia put her hand on Gloria’s pussy, right next to Donna’s. They both fingered the girl lovingly. Gloria cooed with pleasure.

“Not strenuous work” Olivia said reassuringly. “Master has a saying: ‘I don’t work my breeding stock, and I don’t breed my working stock.’”

Donna and Gloria laughed at that. They also felt reassured. Olivia continued, “The work Master makes us do is to learn the principles of harem management and then apply them. You wouldn’t necessarily know about that, since your Father’s harem was so small he could manage it all himself. Master Steven is a very busy man. He can’t afford to spend as much time managing his 300 slave-wives as your Father could managing his 8 wife-slaves.”

Olivia was putting the best face possible on the reality. In point of fact, as Master Steven often said, running a harem with 300 wife-slaves, their children, and the non-breeder servants, was like herding cats in a circus. Every female wanted his time and attention. Interpersonal female conflicts were continually irrupting, often with many players involved. Then there were the usual issues around cleaning inspections, maintenance of the physical buildings and equipment, and so forth. Robots and Artificial Intelligence could do all the routine things along those lines. But whenever Steven wanted to arrange social events, like orgies and other gatherings, everything and everyone had to come together in the right way at the right time. Getting everything there on time was the easy part. Getting everyone there, without anyone feeling slighted or upset, was another matter entirely.

Theresa entered the room and saw Olivia and Donna fingering Gloria. The buxom blonde said, “May I join you?” Everyone invited her into the bed. Without saying another word, Theresa climbed onto the bed and moved her golden pussy over Gloria’s face. The 14-year-old opened her mouth and extended her tongue. Her 29-year-old step-mother settled her crotch over her step-daughter’s mouth. The teen eagerly licked her step-mother’s cunt. Theresa smiled and moaned with pleasure.

During the next 10 minutes, the two women and their step-daughters took turns licking and fingering one another. Then they heard the doorbell chime.

“Breakfast is here, girls” said Theresa.

“I thought your cunt was breakfast” Gloria quipped. Everyone laughed. They all exited the bed and went into the very large bathroom to freshen up and then get dressed. Meanwhile, the delivery robot had entered the apartment and placed all the food, plates, cups, and utensils on the terrace table before letting itself out.

Olivia, Theresa, Donna and Gloria stepped onto the terrace into bright morning sunlight. The blonde foursome were all dressed in knee-length, translucent negligees, each one a different pastel shade. The garments were long enough so they covered each female’s bottom when she sat on the cushioned chairs around the terrace table. But each garment was sheer enough to reveal the shapes of each body within them, including nipples, pubic areas, and buttocks.

As the step-mothers and step-daughters ate their delicious breakfasts and talked, the girls frequently glanced down at the Master’s other female property walking along on the garden-lined pathways below them. Steven’s harem estate was the size of a small town within a town. In addition to his 300 wife-slaves living there, also present were all the children Steven had sired by those women. The total population was pushing 1,000 already, with more new births happening almost every day, and new slave-wives being taken every few weeks. The wife-slave count had actually surpassed 300 on the day Steven took Donna and Gloria to wife.

The street scene below was as colorful as a Medieval pageant, and as sexy as a strip show. Every woman and girl wore clothes that revealed much of the beautiful white flesh that lay beneath the fabric. Some garments were as translucent as what Olivia, Theresa, Donna and Gloria were wearing at the breakfast table. Other garments included dresses, skirts, shorts, blouses, and halter tops. In their upper areas, these garments merely featured low-cut tops that reveal breast cleavage. In their lower reaches, the dresses, skirts, and shorts featured short hems that revealed beautifully shapely legs. Halter tops left uncovered a girl’s bare midriffs to show off shapely midsections and navels (which Steven always referred to as belly buttons).

This was not the first time that Olivia and Theresa had been step-mothers in Steven’s harem. They told Donna and Gloria that during their 15 years as Steven’s wife-slaves, the two women had been step-mothers twice before, to a total of four other girls. Olivia and Theresa had guided these girls through their early years inside Steven’s harem. All four step-daughters had become fine young women, giving birth to 10 of Steven’s children so far. Those children, like the total of 12 children that Olivia and Theresa had given birth to themselves, were living in the same corner of the harem complex. Olivia and Theresa saw their children, and grandchildren (the children of their step-daughters) nearly every day. It was one, big, happy extended family. Donna and Gloria were now the newest additions to that family.

Olivia and Theresa and their previous step-daughters had a combined total 22 offspring. The children were all fertile, and all female. Not a single son among them. Therefore, when the girls reached the age of 14 or so, they would be traded off by Steven for fertile females from another man’s harem. It was the duty of Olivia and Theresa and their step-daughters to make sure that every one of the daughters Steven had sired by them was raised properly. Each young girl had to be raised well. She had to be taught everything so that she would eventually become a good wife-slave for. She must be a credit to her eventual Owner, and a good mother to his children.

Of course, back in their Father’s harem Donna and Gloria had also been raised with the same life-goals. But each man’s harem did things a little differently. Olivia and Theresa had to ease Donna and Gloria into the particular ways of life in Steven’s harem. Every new girl wanted to fit in, of course. It was very rare to find a recalcitrant wife-slave in any man’s harem, ever. But even with the best of intentions, sometimes a girl accidentally made a slip up. Whenever that happened, there was always the danger of some particularly bitchy and jealous wife-slave pointing out the error and holding the poor girl up to public ridicule within the harem.

That was a danger even in the best of times. Right now, after the failed assassination attempt leaving Steven hospitalized, the harem was rife with fear and apprehension. No one knew what might happen next. This only added to the difficulties faced by any new girls in Steven’s harem.

Olivia and Theresa steered the breakfast conversation between innocuous topics of interest to teenaged girls, such as musical performances, entertainment options, clothing stores (and the size of their clothing allowance), and most importantly, how often they could expect to have sex with their Owner. From these topics, Olivia and Theresa then made forays into more sensitive areas. These areas included topics that were too delicate and emotionally charged to be take all at once, head-on. After all, Donna and Gloria were like country bumpkins suddenly thrust in the life of a big city. And not just any big city: Steven’s estate was practically the capital of the Pole Star Breedary, and he was the king in all but name. Steven’s harem was, in effect, the royal harem. Throughout human history, no harem politics were ever more intense than the politics inside a royal harem.

Just as Olivia and Theresa were explaining a bit more about harem politics, the communicator adjacent to the terrace table began to ring and flash. Olivia picked it up to answer the call. She said a few words, then ended the call.

“Elizabeth wants to come meet the girls” Olivia said. Theresa’s face showed a look of concern. She nodded her head without saying anything. Olivia went on, addressing the girls, “Elizabeth is one of Master’s top harem managers. That’s her role, but not her title. Master Steven, in his infinite wisdom, quite accurately calls these women his Management Bitches. You’ll soon see why.”

A few minutes later, the doorbell chimed. Theresa used the communicator to see who was at the door, and to unlock it remotely. Elizabeth strode through the apartment and stepped onto the sunny terrace. She was a buxom, blue-eyed blonde beauty of similar type as Olivia and Theresa, except that she was taller and had a stronger jaw-line. Elizabeth wore a low-cut white dress made of layered fabric. The dress exposed much of her ample cleavage while cinching tight around her trim waist. Her dress hem was below the mid-thigh line, which even the new teens noticed as being unusually conservative for their Owner’s harem, where most of the hemlines they had seen this morning were well-above that line. Elizabeth wore spiked high heels that must have been quite uncomfortable to walk in for any great distance, the girls thought. The sartorial message being sent by such uncomfortable shoes was loud and clear: I don’t mind experiencing pain, and you can bet I don’t mind dishing it out, either.

Elizabeth smiled with rows of perfect teeth as she extended her hand. She shook hands with each 14-year-old girl and made some pleasant comments about her youthful beauty. Behind Elizabeth’s eyes was a barely-concealed ferocity that even the innocent teenagers could see clearly. Her bright white teeth took on the menace of a tiger, or a shark.

“I have some very good news,” Elizabeth began. “Master wants to see his new teen property right away. Or ‘as soon as is conveniently possible’ to quote him directly. I’ll gladly escort the girls to the hospital myself. You ladies can continue enjoying your breakfast.”

Olivia and Theresa thanked Elizabeth, but said it would be no problem at all for them to accompany her and the girls to visit their Owner. Elizabeth would have none of it. Olivia and Theresa knew better than to cross a Management Bitch like Elizabeth. They quickly acquiesced to her desires, then kissed Donna and Gloria on both cheeks. They told the girls to hurry home as soon as their visit to Master Steven was over. Olivia and Theresa said they wanted a full report on how their Owner was feeling. They knew that Elizabeth could not object to that. Even the Management Bitch knew that she ought not try to come between her Master and his newest family of wife-slave step-mother/daughters for more than a short time. Elizabeth may have been like a tiger or shark, but Master Steven was like an Olympian Greek God. He could demote Elizabeth and send her cascading down to the bottom of his harem hierarchy with a flick of his little finger.

Elizabeth left the apartment and walked between Donna and Gloria, with one arm draped across each teen’s shoulders. “Now that we’re out where your mommies can’t hear, let me tell you cunts how things are around here. Our Owner gave me and the other bitches like me the authority to keep his harem running smoothly. We make sure everything is in ship-shape. We are accountable to no one but him. What your mommies want doesn’t mean shit. What I say goes, because that’s the way Master wants it. Hear me, bitches? Understand me, you little cunts?”

Donna and Gloria nodded dumbly, mouths agape. No one had every spoken to them like this before in their entire lives. In their Father’s harem, he might have been severe at times, but was always loving, kind, and fair. Their birth-mothers were nothing but submissive sweetness and light, curled around their Master’s feet. This Elizabeth woman was something entirely new in their experience. And they didn’t like it one bit.

	
	
	

Chapter 8


	
Steven lay in his hospital bed, surrounded by his “kitchen” cabinet. His recuperation from wounds he suffered in the assassination attempt of two days ago were largely healed. No ordinary man could have recovered so quickly. The combination of longevity treatments Steven had been getting for years, plus the recent and remarkable medical advances made by doctors in the Pole Star Breedary research institutes, had given him advantages that were uncommon even inside Pole Star but totally unknown outside of it.

Sitting in chairs arranged in an arc around Steven’s hospital bed were William, the Council President; Jackson, Chief of Security; Robert, Chief of Resources; and from outside of the Executive Council, Victor, who Steven relied on for strategic advice; and Timothy, who Steven considered to be his spiritual advisor.

“And so” said William, in winding up his summary of yesterday’s Executive Council meeting and the presentation given by Steven’s son, Alexander, “the Council was highly impressed by your son’s grasp of the situation and his rather bold plans to deal with it.” William pointed to the computer display screen where Steven had watched Alexander’s presentation while Steven and William had been alone before the rest of the kitchen cabinet arrived. “After Alexander left the room, we had a very frank discussion.”

Steven said, “I take that to mean that you heard some different points of view and some skepticism.”

William smiled. “Of course. Since we’re meeting informally right now, and since Victor and Timothy are not members of the Council, I won’t disclose anything about who said what inside the Council, or about secret matters. Let’s just say that we considered all the possibilities: a traitor inside Pole Star at the highest levels; secret agent infiltrators who pass as ordinary men and women, Breeders or non-breeders; hacked security systems; and the oldest one in the history books, the prince who overthrows his father while making it appear he was saving him.”

Steven was taken aback. “You suspect Alexander of treason?”

William held up his hands. “Not me personally. Some members of the Council pointed out the ancient precedents for such an event. We would be fools not to have considered it. Which we did. Jackson can say more about that.”

Steven looked at the Chief of Security. Jackson said, “I had my best men and AI’s looking into Alexander’s comings and goings and communications insofar as we know or have records of them. And we have a lot of records. With the constant surveillance inside Pole Star, there isn’t much going on that we don’t know about. We don’t monitor everything, of course. There are private places and private communication modes. But those modes of private communication are limited to inside our borders. Communications that extend beyond our borders are closely monitored. We found no evidence that Alexander was collaborating with, or influenced by, anyone on the outside.”

“OK” said Steven. “But absence of evidence is not the same as evidence of absence. Do you have any reason to believe in collusion by my son with any bad guys inside or outside Pole Star?”

Jackson compressed his lips. He shook his head slightly from side to side. “We can’t prove a negative. It’s simply true that anyone in Alexander’s position would have a motive for seizing power. We don’t see any evidence of it. I would even go so far as to say that I do not believe, personally, that he would do so. But my job is not to believe things. My job is to be suspicious and to find out what the facts are. All the facts, not just the ones we have at the moment. At the moment, Alexander gets a clean bill of health. I can’t say what tomorrow may bring.”

Timothy spoke up. “I’m not privy to any secrets of the Executive Council. But I’ve known Alexander his entire life. He’s a remarkable young man. I foresee great things for him someday. Don’t let your professionally suspicious nature set you up for a double-cross, Jackson.”

“What do you mean?” Jackson asked.

“Simply this” Timothy replied. “If some enemy agent embedded in our midst wanted to plant evidence that made it seem as if Alexander were a traitor, he would do so very carefully. The enemy agent wouldn’t hand you the phony evidence. He’d arranged things so that you found it yourself. You personally, or your team. But probably you. That would give you a personal stake in being right about it.”

Jackson nodded his head. “I see. Of course, you’re right. That is something to guard against.”

The meeting was in its final stage of summarizing what had been discussed, listing action items for each member, and planning their next get-together. There was a knock on the door. Jackson went to the door. One of the armed security agents posted outside Steven’s room spoke a few words. Jackson walked over to Steven’s bedside. “The wife-slaves you sent for are waiting outside. Shall we bring this meeting to a formal close?”

“Yes” said Steven. The men said their goodbyes to Steven and filed out of the room.

Steven’s newest wife-slaves, the 14-year-old blonde, blue-eyed beauties Donna and Gloria entered the room wearing the pastel colored, translucent lingerie. Their nipples and pubic area were quite visible beneath the fabric. Their step-mothers had made them put on these garments before sitting down to breakfast a little while ago. Along with them stroke Management Bitch Elizabeth, a buxom, blue-eyed blonde beauty wearing a low-cut white dress that exposed much of her ample cleavage while cinching tight around her trim waist. Her high-heels clicked as she walked across the room to Steven’s bed. She bowed, then knelt down. When Elizabeth gazed up at Steven, her face showed none of the cold hauteur she had displayed towards the teenagers and their step-mothers.

Steven extended his hand, palm down, toward Elizabeth. She placed her hands on either side of Steven’s hand, then leaned down and kissed the back of his hand. Softly, Elizabeth asked, “How may I serve you, Master?”

Steven smiled at Elizabeth. He grasped her chin between his thumb and fingers. “You’re a tough bitch, Elizabeth. And beautiful. That’s why I took you to wife, got you with child, and then raised you up into a management position in my harem. I commanded you to bring Donna and Gloria to me today for some very important reasons. I just married them and then ... this happened” Steven said, gesturing at his still-recuperating body in the hospital bed. “I only got a fuck them a few times on the night of our wedding. I hope I got them pregnant. Anyway, we’ll know that soon enough, either way. But what should have been a honeymoon week of intense sex was ... not. So, first of all, I want you to show some compassion to these lovely girls. If you have frightened them with your formidable presence, you should apologize. Now.”

Still kneeling, Elizabeth swiveled on her knees to look at the teenagers. Donna and Gloria were surprised to see a gentle softness in her visage that was not there just moments before. In a soft but clear voice, Elizabeth said “I regret my gruff tone and overbearing manner, girls. If I frightened you, I’m sorry.”

“Uh-hmm” Steven intoned. “Elizabeth, did you read them the Riot Act, so to speak? Tell them who’s boss and what’s what?”

Elizabeth winced and squirmed. “I did, Master. You know me so well.”

Steven gestured for Donna and Gloria to step forward. He directed them to stand in front of the kneeling Elizabeth. “Girls” he said, “lift your negligees. Expose your pussies. Elizabeth, lick their cunts. Show them your tender side.”

Elizabeth grinned. “Yes, Master!” she said. “It would be my pleasure.”

Donna and Gloria looked at one another in surprise, then looked down at Elizabeth. The Management Bitch who had treated them so imperiously earlier today was now licking their cunts like a submissive whore. The girls smiled in amusement at this turnabout. Elizabeth’s eagerness to eat cunt also indicated to Donna and Gloria that Elizabeth had even more sapphic tendencies than most bisexual women. Which is to say, than all women.

Elizabeth stroked the soft young thighs of Donna and Gloria as she moved her mouth from one girl’s twat to the others, licking pussy and sucking on clits with obvious delight.

“That’s enough, bitch” said Steven. “Come over here and kiss me. I want to taste what you just ate.”

“Gladly, Master!” the buxom blonde replied. She rose to her feet, turned around, stepped to Steven’s bed, leaned over and began to kiss her Owner passionately. Steven fondled Elizabeth’s big breasts, pulling on them until he had yanked both tits free of her dress. Elizabeth was clearly delighted to be kissing Steven and having her breasts fondled and manhandled by him. Donna and Gloria were impressed by Elizabeth’s devotion to Steven. He noticed how both girls had moved around the perimeter of his bed so they could get a clearer view of the action. Steven kept an eye on the 14-year-olds to gauge their reactions. He was satisfied so far that they were getting the message: Elizabeth may exert power over them, but she was putty in Steven’s hands.

Steven broke the kiss with Elizabeth while continuing to fondle and squeeze one of her big breasts. “Girls” he said, addressing his newest slave-wives. “Elizabeth is one of my most trusted Management Bitches. She helps me run my harem. I am assigning her to be your special protector. If any other woman—especially any other Management Bitch—gives you a hard time, contact Elizabeth immediately. She’ll know what to do. She can be as tough as nails or as soft as water. Her tit milk tastes pretty good, too. I got my share of it when she was nursing each of the 3 girls she bore me.”

“Master,” Donna said, “when will you be coming home? Or, err, leaving the hospital?”

“The doctors say it should be very soon. Tomorrow, or the next day at the latest” Steven replied.

Gloria said, “Will you come back and honeymoon with us?”

Steven smiled brightly. “I’d like nothing better! Now come over here and kiss your Owner.”

Giggling, the pair of teenaged blondes rushed up to Steven and showered him with kisses.

Elizabeth smiled benignly. She hoped Steven might invite her to spend at least one night with him and his newest female properties. Their cunts tasted really, really good.

“Now” said Steven, “I want all of you to get undressed. It’s time you serviced your Owner.”

While Donna, Gloria, and Elizabeth removed their clothing, Steven used a handset to control the room apparatus. From the ceiling, support straps and swings descended. The girls knew exactly what these were for. After asking Steven where he wished each of his females to go, Donna climbed into one strap and swing set while Gloria climbed into another. Steven used the bed control to raise the head portion slightly. On the left, Donna’s pussy was now close to Steven’s face. On the right, Gloria’s ass was adjacent to his face. Farther down the bed. Elizabeth was lying on a suspended platform with her head at Steve’s crotch. Her mouth quickly engulfed his penis. Elizabeth proceeded to give Steven a very skillful blowjob, combing sucking, licking, and periodic deep-throating while Steven’s mouth and hands explored the cunt and ass of his newest slave-wives.

All of these sexual acrobatics were performed was easy skill and finesse. Donna and Gloria had been trained in these techniques even before they ever had sex. Elizabeth was a practiced hand at them. All three females served their Owner’s desires with impeccable devotion and passionate energy. This sort of orgiastic group sex, with one man being served by several women, had always been Steven’s favorite. Long before the tragic events of WWIII, Steven had done this sort of thing whenever circumstances permitted. But circumstances rarely permitted this, in a world with roughly equal numbers of men and women. Back then, in a situation like this, Steven would have ejaculated into Elizabeth’s mouth and she would have swallowed his cum. Today, that would be considered a tragic—almost criminal—waste of good sperm.

As Steven felt himself approaching orgasm, he ordered Donna to adjust her position and settle down astride his penis, so he could enter her vaginally. The 14-year-old blonde beauty happily accommodated her Master. While Donna and Steven were fucking, Elizabeth and Gloria had moved themselves into new positions. Elizabeth presented her large, shapely breasts to Steven. He sucked on them hungrily. Gloria kissed Steven’s face and told him how much she loved him. Donna rode Steven to a fabulous orgasm for them both. She lay down atop him, kissing Steven on the mouth. The entire foursome felt a sense of joy and accomplishment. They had all enjoyed their sex play together. And one more load of precious sperm had been delivered into a young girl’s fertile cunt.

	
	
	

Chapter 9


	
Alexander took the long way back to his harem domicile. He dropped in at the homes of his closest friends, after sending brief electronic queries to make sure they were at home and available. At this time of the mid-morning, they all were. Being teenagers like himself, they tended to stay up later at night and rise later in the morning. They seldom left their beds without having done their manly duty to inseminate at least one of their many wife-slaves. There was always much fondling, kissing, and foreplay with each of the several wife-slaves the young man had slept with the night before. Simply choosing which girl to honor with his cum was an entire issue in itself. They all wanted it. Every girl wanted to get pregnant. Allowing the girls to compete for his pleasure always made the boy’s task even more enjoyable.

Alexander visited Phillip in his sunny breakfast room and spoke to him briefly. Alexander relied on Philip for strategic advice. Next he went to see Henry, who was enjoying a cup of coffee in his garden. He always advised Alexander on how best to handle his finances and resource allocations. Then Alexander went on to visit Oakley, who was in the midst of handling multiple online text conversations simultaneously. His social popularity often resulted in Oakley gaining people’s confidence and learning their secrets. Next Alexander stopped by Patton’s place, where he found the young man in his study going over news reports, economic data, topographic maps, and weather data. Patton treated all this information as if he were planning tactical deployments in a military campaign. After speaking with Patton, Alexander visited Jules, who had just spent his first night with his newest wife-slave. Alexander would normally not have intruded on a man’s honeymoon. But as soon as Jules had received Alexander’s electronic query, he insisted that Alexander visit him. Jules was ever the diplomat, the cultivator of personal relationships and good will. Alexander often asked Jules and Oakley to collaborate in pursuit of Alexander’s larger aims. The last stop on Alexander’s morning rounds of his friends was Forrest. Even though just a teenager like the rest of his friends, Forrest stood tall and strong like a mighty tree. Forrest had a temper as quick as Alexander’s own, but with much more muscle mass and physical power behind it. Forrest was fiercely loyal to Alexander and to Steven. The young man towered over most other men like a giant redwood. And like a giant tree, he sheltered many in his branches and in his shadow.

Although Alexander was only 16, as were several of these friends, they were all far more intelligent and educationally advanced than typical teenage boys. They were also more athletic, handsome, and socially adept. Indeed, they were fine examples of the amazing results achieved already in the Pole Star Breedary’s selective breeding program. These young men were all doing college level academics. Each of them was the star male offspring in their own Father’s harem. In a sense, Alexander and his companions were the princelings of Pole Star. They were the great hope for the future.

Alexander delivered the same basic message to each friend he visited. He told them that the World Council was surely behind the assassination attempt on his Father. Alexander also told them briefly about the positive response he had gotten from the Pole Star Executive Council when he laid out the plans that Alexander had developed in collaboration with his friends. Many of those plans required the agreement and support of the Executive Council. But not all of them did. Alexander informed each of his friends individually about which portions of their plans could now proceed in secret. The companions of Alexander already knew all of these plans and of their own roles in carrying them out. Alexander’s visit gave the green light to each young man to begin carrying out his part. They were all eager to get underway. They were certain that the future of the Pole Star Breedary and its entirely white population depended on them carrying out these plans successfully. They were young men in the bloom of early adulthood, and they were out to save their world.




Alexander’s mood was good after all these meetings with his male friends. However, as he approached his own harem domicile, Alexander’s mood was beclouded by doubts. Two days ago, before the assassination attempt on his Father, Alexander had met with him to discuss many things, the most troubling of which was the domestic situation in Alexander’s own harem. He had acquired a total of 13 wife-slaves since his 14th birthday. Each of them had arrived as virgin 14-year-olds and become pregnant by Alexander before turning 15. Now, at age 16, Alexander was the proud Father of 5 little boys and 3 little girls. A half-dozen of his slave-wives were currently pregnant. And the whole harem seemed to be spinning into chaos.

Things had been fairly stable for Alexander and his wife-slaves until recently. He loved them and they him. They served him and he impregnated them on a regular basis. There were some issues, of course, as there are in most domestic relationships. Alexander, being young and idealistic, had insisted to his Father Steven that he would deal with those issues head-on. Unlike Steven, Alexander had refused to use the special love-drug compound that Steven now used on all his new wife-slaves. The compound had hormones and neurotransmitters embedded in time-release micro-globules. It stimulated a woman’s biochemistry and caused her to fall in love with the man who Owned her. She became totally committed to him within minutes.

Alexander believed that chemically controlling women and imprinting them with feelings of love and devotion towards him was cheating. He wanted his wife-slaves to love him because it was the right thing for them to do. He was their Owner, their protector, and the Father of their children. He would cherish them always. Therefore, they ought to love him too, just as deeply and just as faithfully. And his first few wives had pretty much fallen in line with that way of being. But his newest wife-slaves hadn’t.

The situation in Alexander’s harem had begun to spin out of his control not long after he had acquired his last four slave-wives during the current year. All of the girls were fresh young 14-year-olds from good harem families. Stacy was a platinum blonde with sapphire blue eyes and a sultry smile. Alexander had been smitten with her from the first moment his Father and hers had begun negotiating for a possible marriage. Alexander had a say in whom he married, but Stacy had little or none. She would marry whomever her Father told her to marry. She might plead with him one way or another, but he had the final say. Stacy seemed to like Alexander well enough, but he always suspected that her devotion to him was less than perfect.

Mary had been a different story. The raven-haired beauty with moon-white skin had clearly been eager to become Alexander’s wife-slave. Their love-making was always ecstatic for both of them. Alexander and Mary both sensed that Stacy was jealous somehow. Stacy always denied it, but the feeling persisted that she was not being completely honest.

Golden blonde Barbara was a cheery soul and a devoted wife-slave. She had been the first of Alexander’s newest females to become pregnant. There was definitely an undercurrent of jealousy towards her coming from Stacy and Mary. But all of these petty rivalries were as nothing compared to what happened when Alexander married Roxanne.

The ancients believed that our destinies were written in the stars. They thought that cosmic forces unmeasurable by science sealed our fate. Very few people nowadays believed in such things anymore. But when people shared stories about the entangled life trajectories of Alexander and Roxanne, some began to wonder how such events could come to be.

Roxanne was a golden blonde of supernal beauty and physical gracefulness. She was a dancer, a singer, and a poet. Although only 14, her sparkling intellect was as compelling as her enticing glance and her charming personality. Many men wanted her, either for themselves or as a wife-slave for their young sons. It came as a great surprise to many that Steven was not among them, however. He admired Roxanne but was uninterested in her, neither for himself nor for any of his sons, among whom Alexander was clearly the most favored. This surprised and perplexed many people, not the least of whom was Roxanne’s own Father. He made polite but discreet enquiries to Steven regarding possible marital matchups for his most outstanding daughter. Steven gently but firmly rebuffed him. And there the situation would have remained if not for the intervention of Steven’s wife-slave, Alexander’s mother, Olympia.

Alexander had inherited his red hair from Olympia, and also her cunning and fiery temper. Mother and son were deeply attached to one another, but also quite often at odds. Olympia basked in the glow of her son’s many successes. Yet she hectored him to accomplish more. Worst of all, she seemed incapable of keeping her nose out of Alexander’s harem, where she had become a meddlesome influence. Alexander did not want to ban her completely from his harem domicile. But he wondered how long he could allow her to stick her nose into his business. Alexander was having enough trouble already with his wife-slaves. He didn’t need his mother making things worse.

That was how things were before Olympia set her sights of matching up her son with Roxanne. Even before Alexander was aware of this possibility, Olympia was already making discreet inquiries through the backchannel communication lines between harems that many people referred to as ‘the old wife-slave network.’ When a woman or young girl was married off to the man who would be her Owner for life, she was supposed to maintain only tenuous ties with the harem of her birth. That was the polite fiction everybody proclaimed but nobody really believed. In reality, there were many communication modes that comprised the backchannel old wife-slave network. Some were quite modern, like inserting coded references into Owner-monitored electronic communications. Others were more old fashioned, such as passing handwritten notes. Most ancient of all were the whispered messages passed from woman to woman when their Owners allowed them to socialize at public events. Many people believed that sex was the primary occupation of wife-slaves in their harems. Others knew that the volume of sex was much smaller than the volume of gossip.

For whatever reasons, Olympia had got it into her head that Roxanne was the ideal wife-slave for her darling son. And in some ways, she was right. Going behind Steven’s back, Olympia had invited Roxanne to participate in a social event where Alexander would be present by petitioning Roxanne’s Father in the name of Steven’s most prestigious harem. Olympia made up some excuse why Steven himself could not be present, which no one questioned given Steven’s status and well-known propensity for hard work.

Just as Olympia had hoped, Alexander and Roxanne hit it off immediately. The blonde beauty was charming, smart, and alluring. The redheaded scion of Pole Star’s premier family was handsome, dashing, and magnetic. In a whirlwind romance reminiscent of Romeo and Juliet (without the gory ending), Alexander soon petitioned his Father to relent about Roxanne. Caught off guard, and with so many pressing Pole Star matters on his mind, Steven had given in without much of a fight. He did issue Alexander a stern warning. “Epic romance often leads to epic failure and epic unhappiness, my son” Steven said. “Take care that this beautiful woman does not unman you. I wish you would use my chemical means to make her mind and heart yours forever. Your romantic ideal of just ‘working it out’ with your women may be your undoing. Especially with this one.”

Like any headstrong young man, Alexander ignored his Father’s sage advice. Steven paid the wife-slave bride price for his son by offering one of his Prime young daughters who had just turned 14. The deal was sealed in a matter of days. Roxanne joined Alexander’s harem. And nothing was ever the same again.

	
	
	

Chapter 10


	
Alexander passed through the outer gates and into the paved courtyard of his harem domicile. To his left the courtyard gave way to the lesser gardens and beyond them to the fields and playgrounds. He heard the sounds of happy children emanating from there, where his 5 toddler sons frolicked and his 3 infant daughters were held and nursed by their mothers. All but one of his pregnant wives sat under shade trees and chatted while watching the children. Ahead of him stood his main residence building. To his right in the courtyard, sitting under the shade of green arbors bright with flowers, were his four most recent 14-year-old wife-slaves.

The four teenagers were dressed in translucent fabrics, light as air and hiding almost nothing of what lay underneath. Folds and swirls of diaphanous white, pastel pink, and soft yellow draped over the delectable bodies of the young girls like clouds and mist.

Platinum blonde Stacy of the sapphire blue eyes and sultry smile sat on a blue-cushioned outdoor couch beside raven-haired Mary of the moon-white skin and celestial beauty. They were thick as thieves, apparently lost deep in conversation. Several feet away, golden blonde Barbara, the only pregnant one of the four, sat in a comfortable rocking chair knitting baby booties far in advance of her due date more than a half-year from now. Several paces away from the other three, and distinctly apart from them, stood beautiful blonde Roxanne with arms folded. Her face showed impatience and a good deal of unhappiness.

Alexander took this all in with a single glance. He had a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach.

As soon as Roxanne noticed Alexander, a quick smile decorated her lips. But only her lips. The eyebrows above her sky-blue eyes did not lift with joy. Rather they turned slightly downward near her nose, belying the faux sincerity of her smile. “I am so happy you’re home, my Lord” Roxanne said as she knelt and clasped her hands in front of her chest.

The other girls looked up immediately. Stacy and Mary leaned away from one another with a slight look of embarrassment, as if they had been caught out while sharing secrets. Both girls stood and curtseyed to their Owner.

Barbara stopped rocking in her chair. She moved slowly toward the front of it, while watching Alexander the whole time. She was clearly waiting for his permission. Finally, the blonde beauty asked “Shall I kneel or curtsey, my Lord? I’m not so far along in my first pregnancy that I can’t give you full honors. Please instruct me, my Owner. I am yours to command.”

The other young women stared daggers at their pregnant sister slave-wife. Their jealousy at her condition was written all over their faces. Barbara delighted in rubbing their noses in it, and they all knew it.

Alexander pursed his lips. “Yes, Barbara. I want you down on your knees.”

Slightly taken aback, but doing her best to hide it, the pregnant 14-year-old moved out of the chair and knelt on the stone pavement. Her face contorted in overly-dramatic expressions of discomfort in the process. The other girls smirked at her.

Alexander recalled the advice his Father Steven had given him the other day about harem management. Steven had told Alexander that it’s OK to love some of his wife-slaves more than others. Steven had also cautioned him that it’s also natural to want to give more, or be nicer, to the slave-wives he loved most. That’s what the women crave. Every slave-wife wants to be her Owner’s favorite. And she’ll want her children—his children by her—to be his favorites too. It’s all a question of balance. Of treating each slave-wife with the care she deserves. Steven said, “You may own her, but she also owns you.” He advised Alexander to have orgies of different sizes—sometimes with the entire harem, and sometimes with 4 or so slave-wives at a time. Steven also recommended that Alexander have occasional one-on-one alone time with a single wife-slave.

But what should he do now, Alexander wondered, with the 4 quarreling girls he had taken to wife this year? Alexander had never had this much trouble with any of his other 9 slave-wives. Since he had no plan, and really no sense of the right course to follow in the moment, Alexander made a snap decision.

“Undress, all of you. Then follow me into the nearest bed chamber. We’re going to fuck this out!” he said in a commanding voice.

All the girls smiled at this. They rose to their feet, sat down on chairs, and began removing their clothing. When they were finished undressing, they stood up, their pure white skin was shining in the sunlight. Alexander strode ahead toward the double-doors of the main building, trailed by the naked 14-year-olds, who carried their garments loosely in their arms. The girls gazed to the left, where the Alexander’s other 9 wife-slaves and their offspring looked on. Roxanne, Stacy, Mary, and Barbara wanted to make sure their nakedness was seen by all, as it was a sure sign that Alexander was about to bed them. Good fortune was always more enjoyable when accompanied by the jealousy of others.

Alexander took his newest slave-wives to a bedchamber on the first floor of his harem domicile. It was one of the smaller rooms used for impromptu orgies. Alexander checked the room status monitor outside the door, to make sure the room was clean and ready. Then he entered with his entourage and closed the door behind them.

“Undress me” he commanded. In a flash, the naked 14-year-old girls were undressing their 16-year-old Owner. This was not some haphazard sea of hands grabbing at Alexander’s clothing haphazardly and into one another’s way. The girls of the Pole Star Breedary had been trained since their earliest years in how to perform such common tasks as undressing their Owner at his command, and doing it singly or in groups. One girl unbuttoned Alexander’s shirt while another one gently tugged the shirt down and off his strong young arms. Two other girls unzipped his trousers and pulled them partway down. They pulled down his underwear. Alexander sat on the edge of the bed while the girls removed his shoes and then his trousers, underwear, and socks.

Alexander watched his slave-wives in this very basic cooperative effort. Despite the previous squabbling among them, Stacy, Mary, Barbara, and Roxanne worked together surprisingly well as a team. Alexander pondered the power of a mission, no matter how minor, to meld people into a coherent team.

As soon as he was naked, Alexander scooted backward and placed himself spread-eagled in the center of the large bed. Stacy and Mary knelt to his left, while Barbara and Roxanne knelt to his right. The girls quickly caught one another’s gaze, then nodded slightly to coordinate what came next. In unison, they chanted “Master, may I please blow you?”

Alexander cast his gaze over each of his wife-slaves present. He did this slowly enough that each girl could preen and then plead with her eyes for the great honor of sucking her Owner’s penis. Stacy held a length of her long, platinum blonde hair in one hand and drew it across her upper lip while darting her tongue outward. Mary puckered her pretty, pink lips. Barbara tilted her golden blonde head to one side and gave a salacious wink. Roxanne, bold and confident as ever, simply stared into his eyes with an almost magnetic force. Alexander lost his composure for a moment under Roxanne’s molten gaze.

He turned to Stacy. “You suck first” he said. “Mary and Barbara, massage my feet” he commanded. “Roxanne...” he started to say, but before he could finish his command the bold blonde pressed her lips against his and kissed Alexander with such fierce passion that all he could do was embrace her and return her kiss with equal passion.

Stacy sucked Alexander’s dick while keeping one eye on Roxanne. Mary and Barbara massaged Alexander’s feet while keeping both eyes on Roxanne. All three of them viewed the bold blonde as their greatest rival and biggest threat inside Alexander’s harem. None of Alexander’s other 9 wife-slaves had the power over him that Roxanne clearly did. All the rest of his slave-wives were good, dutiful, devoted teenaged girls, just like Stacy, Mary, and Barbara. But Roxanne was something different. With Roxanne, Alexander experienced romantic love. And nothing was more dangerous to the equanimity of a harem than that.

Following standard sexual protocol, after Stacy had been sucking Alexander for a couple of minutes, the other girls began asking for their turn. Normally, Alexander would have signaled for the next girl by giving a nod, or a wave of his hand, or a word. But he totally ignored their requests. So Stacy kept on sucking while Roxanne and Alexander kept on kissing. Mary and Barbara licked the soles of Alexander’s feet while they continued massaging him there, hoping for a response. For her part, Stacy was delighted to continued sucking her Owner. She hoped he would cum in her mouth, which was always a signal coup in a Pole Star harem. Although Stacy would have preferred to have Alexander fuck her cunt and impregnate her, any girl who could suck her Master so well that he came in her mouth was considered to be supremely skilled at oral sex. Stacy had never tasted her Owner’s cum before, and dearly hoped to taste Alexander’s semen before swallowing it.

Barbara and Mary saw what was happening. They were not about to let Stacy eat their Owner’s cum while all they got to do was to lick and massage his feet. They weren’t any happier with Roxanne, whose lips seemed to have locked onto Alexander’s permanently. Mary and Barbara looked at one another. Mary opened her mouth wide, bared her teeth and made a tiny biting motion. Barbara nodded. Gently but firmly, both girls began biting Alexander’s toes.

That got his attention. Alexander pushed Roxanne aside. “What the hell are you bitches doing?” he yelled at Mary and Barbara. The two beauties at his feet froze in place. They looked frightened and contrite.

“We’re so sorry, Master” raven-haired Mary said, her already moon white face looking somehow even more pale.

“We simply wanted your attention, to remind you Master” said golden haired Barbara. In an attempt to gain his sympathy, she rubbed her pregnant belly with one hand, even though her pregnancy barely showed at this stage.

Stacy continued to suck Alexander’s dick for all she was worth, pumping her head furiously on his erect penis, and licking skillfully, hoping against hope that she could make him cum in her mouth before her turn was over. But Alexander grabbed the girl by her long platinum blonde hair and yanked her hungry mouth off his penis.

Turning to Roxanne, he said “Mount me.”

The sly blonde turned to her sister slave-wives and quickly looked each of the other girls in the eye, a small smirk on her lips, before moving into place, straddling Alexander while facing him. Using one hand, Roxanne guided Alexander’s penis into her vagina, which was already wet with desire.

Alexander addressed the other girls. “Come kiss me. Make up for your rudeness” he said with regal indifference.

If Alexander had used his Father Steven’s chemical love compound on these girls as soon as he took them to wife as his slaves, they would have happily followed his command and been grateful for the opportunity to do so. But in his romanticism and unwillingness to “cheat” by chemically bonding his wife-slaves to him emotionally and sexually, he did not get the eager response he sought to his high-handed command. Stacy, Mary, and Barbara did move up to kiss Alexander’s face and lips. With Stacy, he smelled the odor of his own penis on her breath, but he also sensed her disappointment that he had not ejaculated in her mouth. From Mary and Barbara he detected a distinct coolness. They kissed him alright, but their hearts were clearly not in it.

Alexander realized his mistake. “That’s enough, Roxanne. Mary, it’s your turn now.”

Surprised and delighted at this quite sudden turn of events, Mary moved towards Alexander’s hips where Roxanne — shocked at the sudden termination of her intercourse with her Owner — still sat firmly impaled on Alexander’s cock. Rather than removing herself from her prime position, Roxanne leaned forward and brought her face close to Alexander’s. “Please give me a little more time, Master. Please! You want to make me pregnant, don’t you?”

That was clearly the wrong thing to say in front of the two other girls present who were also not pregnant. Pregnant Barbara was serenely proud in her state. Mary and Stacy craved pregnancy more than anything else in the world. And they said so.

“No fair!” cried Mary.

“You have no right!” cried Stacy.

The raven-haired beauty and the platinum-haired one began tugging on Roxanne’s arms from either side.

“Ow!” Roxanne said. “You’re hurting me!”

“Enough!” yelled Alexander. “Let her go. Roxanne, do as I told you. Climb off and massage my feet. Mary, ride my cock. Stacy, massage my feet. Barbara, give me your breasts.”

The teenage slave-wives did as their Owner commanded. But clearly this command performance had struck many dissonant notes. The girls knew exactly how to carry out the actions Alexander had asked for. But the emotional atmosphere in the room was tense.

Alexander let each girl have a turn riding his cock. But he withheld ejaculating into any of them. He could have done so at several different points during his time with each young woman. But as soon as he got close, he told the girl to stop moving and relax. He gave some erotic pleasure to each of his wife-slaves, but he gave his precious sperm to none of them. He would save that honor for later. And maybe not even give it to any one in this bunch. After all, among the women in his harem not present on this bed, he still had several other wife-slaves who were not currently pregnant.

Alexander dismissed Stacy, Mary, Barbara, and Roxanne. They bowed and then left his presence. As soon as he was alone, Alexander grabbed a nearby communicator and called his mother Olympia. Even though he had often resented her interference in the past, he also valued her advice. Alexander explained what had just happened.

Olympia said, “I’ll be right over.”




Olympia coiffed her red hair and tried on several diaphanous outfits. She kept her son waiting as long as she could do so without being outright disrespectful to him. Getting Alexander to take Roxanne as his latest wife-slave had been a master-stroke. Olympia had pushed for that marriage behind her husband Steven’s back and in direct opposition to his wishes. Olympia knew that Roxanne and Alexander were dangerously attractive to one another. Steven had also recognized this from the start, which is why he was opposed to any match-up between them. Olympia had been in favor of the match for exactly the same reason her husband opposed it.

Steven aimed to create a harem of harmony and balance. He chemically bonded his wife-slaves to him in unbreakable strands of love and erotic attachment. But that only began after Steven had taken Olympia to wife. She was among the few early slave-wives in Steven’s harem who came to him the old-fashioned way. She was an old girl, in that sense. But unlike the other old girls who did their best to follow Steven’s lead and obey his commands, Olympia was headstrong, recalcitrant, and refractory. The psychologists said she had a personality disorder. Olympia thought they were nuts and she was merely fiercely independent.

Anyway, it didn’t matter to Olympia what the head-shrinkers thought of her. All that mattered was her own power and influence inside her husband’s harem, the largest and most important harem in the entire Pole Star Breedary. Her son Alexander was the prince and heir apparent for his powerful Father. Olympia did love Steven, in her own fashion. And she knew she had a power over him that was very much like the power Roxanne had over Alexander. If Olympia got her way, her son would eventually succeed his Father at the top seat of power in Pole Star. And if Olympia could also continue to sway her daughter-in-law slave-wife Roxanne, then the two women together—along with whatever children Roxanne might bear—would rule as the hidden powers behind the throne.

After one last look in the mirror, and a final glance at the clock, Olympia decided she looked good enough and the time was late enough, for her to traipse off to see her son. Olympia’s mood was almost giddy. She loved it when one of her devious plans moved closer to fruition. She had to keep reminding herself to hide her joy before entering her son’s apartments. She needed to wear a look of motherly concern while counseling her son about his harem woes. It wouldn’t do for Alexander to find out that, although he might be an apparent prince, she was a secret queen.

	
	
	

Chapter 11


	
Steven’s doctors stood around his hospital bed. The lead physician, Dr. Moore, spoke for his team. “You’re ready to go home, Steven. As we’ve discussed with you already, the longevity treatments you’ve been receiving for the last several years have done a lot more good than we originally expected. Not only have you experienced some rejuvenation and a dramatically decreased rate of aging such that you are essentially not aging at all, but your powers of recuperation have been remarkable. Among all the men receiving these treatments, you are the first to suffer traumatic and potentially lethal injuries. So you’re the first to show the effects of the longevity treatments on healing. The effects have been remarkable. Your recuperation rate has been almost miraculous. There are still some unknowns about the whole suite of longevity treatments. We’re working to understand them better. But that’s not the topic of the moment. As your doctors, we only ask that you keep us informed of any ... unusual symptoms that may crop up. Your body has many embedded medical monitoring devices of minute size. But even with that technology in place, we can’t be sure we’re tracking everything of interest. So please do not hesitate if anything unusually happens in your body or mind.”

Steven nodded. “Thank you all. You especially, Dr. Moore. I’ll be sure to let you know if anything odd happens. Now” Steven said, pausing for dramatic effect, “I have some lovely young ladies back in my harem who are practically dying to get pregnant. Can I go see to their needs?”

“Yes, of course” said Dr. Moore.

From the back of the room, Jackson, Chief of Security, spoke up. “When you do, there will be armed guards and additional drones on the premises and hovering above them.”

Steven laughed. “Some people like to have an audience” he quipped.




Steven wanted to walk home from the hospital, but the Executive Council demanded that he be driven there instead. Security Chief Jackson asked Steven to ride in an armored car. Steven refused. He opted to travel in an open-top, self-driving vehicle that looked like a convertible car from the era of 20th century petroleum-fueled personal automobiles. Two armed guards sat in the front seat. Others followed along in two other vehicles. Drones of many sizes flew overhead. Steven asked that the vehicles travel at a walking pace, so he could speak to people along the way. Anyone who sought more than a waved greeting could walk alongside the vehicle and have a short conversation with Steven.

Many people did so. Steven listened to their concerns about the future of Pole Star Breedary and their ideas on what should be done next. He assured everyone that Pole Star’s Executive Council had the situation well in-hand. Steps were already being taken to ensure the survival and continued growth of Pole Star and its burgeoning population, which was growing so fast that it would double every decade or so.

When Steven’s vehicle reached the gates of his harem domicile, he waved to the people who come out to greet him. After his vehicle caravan had passed through the gated portal, the gates closed behind them. The vehicles moved through the large outer courtyard, which was like a mini-town square. From this area, many streets extended to the right and left, reaching around to the various little neighborhoods that comprised Steven’s harem domicile estate. Truly, his estate was so large that it was like a city within the city. Steven’s estate also encompassed the smaller harem domiciles of many of his sons with their slave-wives and children.

Steven’s many sons had gathered in the courtyard to welcome their Father home. He shook hands and embraced each of them. Steven promised to speak with each of his sons individually in the days to come. For the moment, his greatest concern was to resume his interrupted sex schedule. Steven had many wife-slaves eager to be inseminated. Steven was not the sort of man to keep a good woman waiting.

While Steven’s sons had gathered to greet their Father in the courtyard, a different gathering awaited Steven inside the massive double-doors his palatial home. He entered the foyer, which was big enough to hold several dozen people, where he was greeted by the dozen wife-slaves Steven had entrusted with overseeing the day-to-day operation of his harem. These Management Bitches, as had officially named them, were dressed in gauzy garments that hid very little of their bodies from Steven’s view. He embraced and kissed each woman, making sure to fondle her breasts and pat her behind as well, while he exchanged a few pleasantries with her. This was not the time to receive full management reports on the status of his harem. This was the time to renew loving contact with each of the wife-slaves Steven owned and cherished.

From there, Steven strode into the Great Room, followed by his Management Bitches. The room was the size of a large ballroom, and had been designed and decorated to resemble similar rooms from the great palaces of old Europe. Steven was immediately greeted with the combined voices of his hundreds of wife-slaves assembled there. They were each dressed in variations of the same basic diaphanous garment, with many individualized features, draping of fabrics, and highlighted but unostentatious jewelry. They were singing “Welcome home now, my Lord” to the tune of the Happy Birthday song. Teenagers, young women in their twenties, and older women in their thirties and a few even beyond that age, all sang in joyous welcome to their Owner.

The song continued through many novel and amusing yet heartfelt verses. Steven beamed a grateful smile the whole time, truly delighted by the whole event. His eyes tracked across the several hundred females assembled before him. Their faces and bodies gave visual evidence of the changes wrought by Pole Star Breedary techniques over the years since Steven had founded the place. The older women in their thirties and even older varied quite a lot in their levels of physical attractiveness. They came from the early days, when selective breeding required taking on healthy white women with a range of qualities, including intelligence, skill, psychological stability, athletic ability, and so forth. These women entered into marital slavery with Steven voluntarily. Previous to entering Steven’s harem, they belonged to no man. The women in their twenties were distinctly different. Most of them were from the first generation of females born inside the Pole Star Breedary. They were the first fruits of selective breeding. A larger proportion of these young women were quite beautiful, as well as being blessed with intelligence, skills, and creativity. The teenaged girls were the most remarkable of all. They were all quite beautiful. Like the girls in their twenties, nearly all of these youngsters were the products of selective breeding. Some of them had even been born from pre-selected sperm and eggs harvested from their Fathers and mothers, then combined using assisted reproduction technology. That process was more costly and intrusive than good old-fashioned fucking. But the offspring it produced, both male and female, often reached the apex of human potential.

Another distinctly visible difference between Steven’s older wife-slaves and his young ones could be read in their facial expressions. The older women were loving and dutiful, but less energetic and not very enthusiastic. The younger wife-slaves, whom Steven had chemically bonded to himself emotionally with his “love pill” compound, where oozing with enthusiasm and deep, loving devotion for their Owner. They relished being Steven’s property. They couldn’t wait to serve him, hand and foot, and sexually in every way possible. These young women truly were Steven’s love-slaves. And they were always eager to show him what that meant.

Steven was deeply moved at this mass display of affection. After the song had ended, Steven spread wide his arms as if embracing the entire crowd. He said “I wish I could hug and kiss each and every one of you, right now, right here.”

Sighs and smiles and wiping of tears swept through the assembled females, with the younger, chemically-bonded young women being the most emotional, and the older females the least so. Steven took this all in with a single glance. It was such a familiar disparity among his wife-slaves nowadays. He took a deep breath then sighed. Steven continued, “But there are just too many of you to do that with! I promise though ... no, I solemnly swear ... that I will spend at least one hour with each of you over the next three months. I can’t promise that I’ll have sex with each of you. But I will lay naked with you, and we will talk, and kiss, and ... remember. Remember that I love you. All of you. I am not only your Owner; I am your lover and protector. I treat your heart as if it were my own. Your body is more precious to me than my own. Most of you have already born children from our sexual union. Our children. And that is a bond between us that neither man nor God can ever break.”

By this point in Steven’s little speech, there was not a dry eye in the house. Even his older wife-slaves were moved by the genuineness of Steven’s loving concern for them. His recent brush with death and they fear at losing him had been an emotional strain on all of them. Many murmurings of “I love you, Lord” and “Steven, you are my everything” and suchlike could be heard bubbling up from the massed females who were as deeply in love with Steven as he was with them.

Scattered among Steven’s wife-slaves were his Management Bitches. These women had taken their places among the massed singers shortly after following their Owner into the Great Room. At Steven’s signal, each of his Management Bitches and their subalterns began moving among the particular group of women they were responsible for. The Management Bitches and subalterns began informing the slave-wives of their group that Steven had already begun scheduling his future one-on-one meetings with each of them. The Management Bitches and subalterns then gently ushered their groups into adjacent meeting rooms where they were to discuss those future meetings.

As soon as the great mass of females had dispersed, Steven was left with only a couple dozen women and teenaged girls. Among them were his newest teenaged wife-slaves, Donna and Gloria, and their step-mothers Olivia and Theresa. Steven’s honeymoon week with 14-year-old blondes girls had been interrupted by the assassination attempt and his recovery from it. These girls and their blue-eyed, blonde, massively-breasted step-mothers had been told to stay in the Great Room while the others left. Steven had given orders in advance that these four plus another 20 wife-slaves in their teens and twenties should be prepared to serve him as soon as he arrived home and the welcoming activities were over.

Steven and his two-dozen slave-wives chatted amicably as they strolled through his palatial mansion toward the master bedroom. Within the mansion, the master bedroom sat at the center of a suite of rooms that Steven referred to as his apartments. He used the plural “apartments” because these rooms included both his personal master bedroom plus adjacent living and dining rooms. In addition there were a number of other bedrooms nearby to which he assigned various slave-wives temporarily when he wished to keep them close-by for a day or longer. Being assigned to stay in one of those apartments near Steven’s own master suit was an honor deeply coveted by every female Steven owned. Any woman or teen who got to stay there for a night or longer could be assured of having sex with Steven.

The 24 women and teens Steven had selected for today were all chemically bonded to him. They loved him deeply and irrevocably. There was no jealousy among them, for each female put Steven’s happiness above her own. His happiness became their happiness. His pleasure became their pleasure. They would say or do anything — anything at all — if it would make Steven happy. Steven’s sexual pleasure was of paramount importance to them, of course. But even non-sexual pleasuring of Steven’s body was a major goal for each of these wife-slaves.

Donna and Gloria were the new girls on the block, so to speak. They would receive special coaching from their step-mothers Olivia and Theresa. The remaining 18 women and teens needed no instructions on what to do. Every slave-wife undressed herself as soon as she entered Steven’s bedroom. Several of them then quickly turned to the task of undressing their Owner. Other slave-wives prepared Steven’s high-tech bed for the specific activities he had requested. The bed consisted of many small square sections that could be moved or removed independently. Some girls pressed the bed remote control buttons while others manually rearranged pillows, sheets, and blankets. Two small sections of bed opened up to expose the crawl space under the bed surface. One of the open sections was located in the spot where Steven’s head would rest as he lay face down, as one would do on a massage table. The other open spot was located where his penis could swing free. As soon as Steven lay down, with his head and genitals in the open places prepared for them, his face was kissed by two women in the crawl space, while two other women further down began addressing his penis and testicles with their lips, tongues, and mouths. The women who had kissed Steven on the face then took turns offering him their breasts and whatever other body parts he wished to address orally.

Atop the bed, which had been suitably reconfigured, other women and teens went to their assigned tasks for pleasuring each of their Owner’s major body parts. Steven’s feet, legs, buttocks, both sides of his back, both arms, his neck and his head were caressed, kissed, and skillfully massaged by dedicated wife-slaves who were highly trained in exactly what to do. The wife-slaves sang or chanted a wordless tune of soft syllables that sounded like a cross between a lullaby and moans of sexual passion. This tune was a like a work song that helped the masseuses to coordinate their actions.

Steven relaxed and hummed with pleasure as each of these parts of his body was addressed separately by a beautiful woman or teen who was totally dedicated to giving him pleasure. The two women who massaged his feet knew everything there was to know about foot massage, from the tender soles, to the flexible toes. The girls who massaged his legs knew how to knead the muscles of his calves and thighs with intense strength, but to handle his ankles and knees with care and gentleness. The women who massaged Steven’s buttocks were equally forceful with the muscles and fat of that area, but suitably delicate and tender when using their tongues to lick his anus and gently probe it. Steven’s lower back and upper back also received specialized care in massage, especially in the spinal area. The same was true of his neck and head. Steven’s strong arms were massaged with strength, but his fingers were treated with tender care.

The women massaging Steven and servicing her genitals and his face were not merely skilled. Their actions were also coordinated with the actions of all the other women. The female hands that massaged his feet and legs moved in the same directions at the same time. This ensured that blood flow just below the surface of Steven’s skin would not be compressed or depleted due to opposing hand actions of the masseuses. The same was true of his back, neck, arms, and hands. The actions of the women massaging his buttocks and licking his anus were similarly coordinated, not only with the other masseuses mentioned, but also with the activities of the two women under the bed who were licking Steven’s balls and sucking his dick. Although those women could not see what the masseuses atop the bed were doing, the paced their actions in time with wordless work chant song uttered by the women above.

To witness the entire suite of actions being performed upon Steven, accompanied by the sounds female voices united in a chant that seemed virtually sacred, was like attending an erotic ballet and a holy ritual rolled into one. The actions were unhurried, elegant, and graceful. The performers were deeply committed to their art. From the looks on their faces to the sounds of their voices, it was apparent to all that this was a labor of love. The sexual massage Steven received was a piece of art of the highest type. It melded beauty, love, passion, and the devotion of many females focused on the one man they all shared in common. It was a communal service to a goal higher than any individual performer could possibly attain by herself. Steven’s wife-slaves were performing an act of bodily worship on the man who was more than merely their legal Owner: Steven was the Master of their hearts, whom they loved, worshipped, and adored. Giving Steven bodily pleasure was their act of sacred communion with their beloved.

These women and teens massaging Steven comprised only slightly more than half the females present. The others were held in reserve. After 10 minutes or so, Steven called for a changing of the guard. The bed was reconfigured slightly and Steven rolled over on his back. Now the reserves were called in to massage the front portions of Steven’s body, and to continue sucking his dick and licking his balls from this new position. Steven continued to enjoy the big beautiful breasts that were presented to his as he relaxed on his back. The opening beneath Steven’s head had been closed. The other one that formerly accommodated his penis now nestled his buttocks. Two women in the crawl space below that spot continued to take turns serving Steven’s buttocks with their hands, and his anus with their tongues.

Many gentle words of love were spoken by individual women during the massage, when they would individually break out of the collective chant to offer jazzy riffs of love and adoration. The passionate acts of sexual service paced like music through the assembled lovers in the room. The space became redolent of sex pheromones from Steven and his lovely slave-wives. When he deemed the time to be right, Steven allowed each woman to mount him for a short stint of vaginal intercourse. They all knew that only Donna and Gloria, his newest slave-wives, were destined to receive his sperm this time. Yet each of the other 22 women and girls were delighted to have their Owner’s penis inside them, even briefly. Steven stimulated their clits with his fingers while his penis pressed upon their vaginal G-spot, ensuring that every slave-wife would enjoy an orgasm from her Master.

Sex in Steven’s harem was unlike anything most people had ever experienced in previous eras of human history. Group sex was not all that unusual. Orgies had always taken place. Although those sexual practices were not exactly common, they were not vanishingly rare, either. But those sexual group activities were worlds away from what was happening here in Steven’s harem. The emotional bonding between Steven and the present group was chemically ensured and unbreakable. The high degree of coordination among the females was of a scale that had hitherto only been know among performers of music, dance, and theater. Having such large numbers of females totally focused on the pleasuring of one man was extraordinary. So too was the man’s the self-imposed restrictions on male orgasm and ejaculation. In other times and places, a man in Steven’s situation might have ejaculated into the mouths or assholes of women during an orgy, in addition to inseminating their vaginas. But in the Pole Star Breedary, anything other than vaginal ejaculation was a no-no. It did happen from time to time, of course. And it was not illegal. But it was deemed to be a horrible waste of human reproductive potential. When Steven’s wife-slave Olympia had practically seduced him into wasting his precious sperm by ejaculating during anal intercourse with her, Steven had felt ill-used by that beloved but manipulative wife-slave.

Today, Steven’s aim was to inseminate his newest teen slave-wives Donna and Gloria. This was not his first time with them. And truth be known, as they would all later discover, Donna and Gloria were already pregnant from their first night with Steven several days ago. But no one knew that yet. And they didn’t need to.

Steven was in no hurry to cum. He wanted to share his pleasure and enjoyment and gratitude with each of his two-dozen wife-slaves present. In addition to having vaginal intercourse with each one, Steven made sure to cuddle and kiss every woman and teen, speaking a few special words of love to each. Steven had a phenomenal memory, which was enhanced by tiny devices implanted in his head. Steven could remember almost every that happened since getting the implants. In his pillow talk with each wife-slave, Steven mentioned special times or treasured memories he and the girl had known together.

In some other era and place, Steven might have become a love-’em-and-leave-’em sort of guy because he could not risk staying for long due to the disapproval of society and of a girl’s family. But now, here, today, in Steven’s great big harem with his totally dedicated, chemically-bonded, utterly beautiful young slave-wives, he could be himself as he truly was: a man who loved women, deeply and truly, while wanting them to be as happy with him as he was with them. The more that Steven’s slave-wives pleased him, the more he cherished them and loved them back. Steven wished them only to be happy, and to have many children with him, who would make both their mother and father happy.

When Steven’s harem functioned in the way it did in this moment, it was a virtuous circle of mutually reinforcing love and care. There was nothing sordid or exploitative about what Steven did with his slave-wives, or what they did with him. Each sought pleasure for the other and for themselves. Each gladly gave pleasure to the other and received it in turn. Due to Steven’s unique personality, his sexual prowess, and his use of chemistry to permanently bond his love-slaves to him, the cycle of mutually reinforcing love and pleasure never ended. Steven eventually brought each woman and teen to orgasm, either with his penis, his fingers, or his tongue. For their part, all of the women and girls pleasured Steven in every way they could, but self-sacrificially 22 of them did their part to ensure that Steven would only ejaculate into Donna and Gloria.

And that’s what he did. Twice for each of them during the many episodes of sexual congress the entire group enjoyed over the many hours of intimate play they experienced that day and night. The next day, there was sex in the morning. After a light lunch and a stroll around the grounds, there was sex in the afternoon. In the evening, they all supped together in Steven’s private dinning room, before repairing to his private gardens for an evening stroll, followed by sex during the night. Again and again, during the night.

Perhaps never before in human history had it been possible for one man and so many women to be in love this way without jealousy or social complications. The Pole Star Breedary made this type of relationship possible. The need to repopulate the earth made it necessary.

Steven’s day of return from hospital, and the night that followed, had truly been a honeymoon of the sort that only Pole Star and Steven’s own harem could provide. What others might see as an orgy of group sex, or even a reverse gang-bang, was pure romantic sex and love for Steven and his wife-slaves.

The morning of the second honeymoon day, after some sweet morning sex, Steven and his slave-wives washed in his capacious bathroom, ate breakfast in his private dinning room, and then went their separate ways for the various activities Steven had assigned for them.

As for himself, Steven had a backlog of work to catch up with. Among the mass of electronic communications he had to plow through, one stood out as most intriguing. It was a short, simple message from Estella Woodward.

“Dear Steven – Good news. Must speak in person.—Love, Estella”

Steven was very eager to get updates on the work of Estella. She was the petite, non-breeder, female scientist with a beautiful face and thick mane of golden blonde hair Steven had had sex some days ago. Estella told Steven then that she had developed a new technique to allow non-breeder females like her to have children using donated sperm and extracted eggs to create an embryo which would be brought to term in artificial exo-wombs. Estella told Steven that the sperm could even be ejaculated into a woman’s mouth. Which is exactly what Steven did with Estella. She spat Steven’s semen into a jar, then promised to use her special technique to fertilize one of her own eggs with his sperm.

Steven hoped Estella’s good news was that she was about to become a mother for the first time, and he a Father for the ... uhh, how many offspring did Steven have? Even his enhanced memory could not perform that calculation on the fly.

Steven contacted Estella to set up a meeting this very day. The good news would turn out to be even greater than Steven had expected.

	
	
	

Chapter 12


	
It was almost time for Steven to leave his office and meet with Estella to find out what her “good news” was all about, when a Top Priority text-only communication came in from William, President of the Pole Star Breedary Executive Council.

‘Steven – Can you spare a minute later today? Important new developments. Could be good news or great news. Need to make some crucial decisions.’

Steven replied with a suggested time when he could meet William. They agreed on the meeting arrangement. Steven signed off and left his desk, feeling quite up-beat. First he would meet with Estella to hear her good news, and then with William for another sort of good news. All this good news coming on the day after last night’s wonderful sexual congress with a couple dozen of his slave wives, including the newest couple of 14-year-olds, was quite exhilarating. Steven felt like he was on top of the world.

As soon as he had that feeling, Steven knew that he should prepare himself for disappointments. It is not in the nature of the world we live in that everything always works out. It isn’t even the case that a person can reasonably expect a long, unbroken string of one success after another. To expect such a thing, and then become disappointed when it does not come to be, is to court unhappiness. Steven enjoyed his momentary elation. He even hoped it might continue through the day. But he had no illusions about the morrow.

Steven had told Estella to meet him in one of the many small occasional bedrooms on his vast estate, which was like a city within the city. When Steven arrived, Estella was waiting for him on the bed. He smiled to see the lovely petite blonde already stripped to her bra and panties. Whatever her good news might be, she certainly hoped to make it better by adding a little sexual intimacy to the occasion.

“Well” Steven said as he unbuttoned his shirt, “you look good enough to eat, Estella. Shall I eat you first or do you want to tell me your good news first?”

“Good news first!” Estella blurted out before leaping off the bed, blonde hair flying, and embracing Steven. He bent down to kiss the petite beauty. He grabbed bunches of her abundant golden hair. After a long and passionate kiss, Estella looked up at Steven, blue eyes wide and happy. “You’re going to be a Father again. And it’s twins!”

Steven hugged Estella as he said “That’s wonderful news! Boys or girls?”

“Girls” replied Estella.

Steven asked, “Shall we choose two of my wife-slaves to carry the fetuses, or let just one do it?”

Estella’s smile turned slightly downward. “That’s something I wanted to talk to you about. It’s strictly your decision, as the Father. But I wanted to suggest some possibilities. You see, the work on the exo-wombs has achieved a major breakthrough. And so has my work on fertilization outside the womb. I won’t bore you with the technical details. Basically, we can now bring a baby to full term inside our artificial exo-wombs. And we can reliably gather a woman’s eggs in large numbers without harming the woman or her eggs, select the eggs we want for desired genetic features, and combine them with a man’s sperm that also have the desired genetic features. We can even do some minor gene editing in the process, to fix small genetic problems within otherwise desirable gametes. So both the chosen egg and the chosen sperm can be genetically tweaked before we combine them.”

Steven frowned. “You’ve lost me. What are you getting at?”

Estella covered her mouth in embarrassment. “Sorry! The scientist in me is getting in the way. You didn’t need to know that last part. It’s important for Pole Star, but it’s not what I was getting at. Our children—the girls that your sperm and my egg have conceived—could be carried in the womb of one of your wife-slaves, or two of your wife-slaves, or even elsewhere if you so choose.”

Steven suddenly understood where Estella was heading. “Or inside an exo-womb?”

“Yes!” Estella said, hugging Steven at the same time. “It’s your decision. As the Father, it’s your right. I’m only the egg donor.”

Steven kissed Estella. “It is my right. But I want you to have a say in it too. Men rule here in Pole Star. But a man would be a fool not to ask his woman what she thinks. Or feels. As a scientist, you do more thinking than most women, don’t you Estella?”

Estella pursed her lips and nodded. “That I do. Which puts me at odds with some women. No matter. I also have feelings. A woman’s feelings. And I’m torn. I want to do both.”

Steven gazed at Estella, gimlet-eyed. He hoped that his half-lidded gaze would tell her something about what he was thinking. She looked suddenly alarmed.

“What?” Estella asked. “Why are you looking at me like that?”

Steven replied, “Because I want you to imagine what I’m thinking.”

Estella looked distinctly uncomfortable. “I don’t know what you’re thinking. I mean, I imagine that you’re weighing the alternatives.”

“Uh-huh” Steven said with a half-laugh. “Including the unstated alternative.”

“What would that be?” Estella asked with feigned innocence.

“I may not be the world’s greatest mathematician, Estella, but I understand that two fertilized eggs don’t have to go into one womb, natural or artificial. One could be placed inside a woman, and the other inside an exo-womb.”

Estella blushed. “Of course.”

Steven continued “And you didn’t want to suggest that. You wanted me to figure it out. Which would have the effect, psychologically, of making me more open to the idea, perhaps. Is that what you were thinking?”

Estella’s blush deepened. “You really understand women, don’t you Steven?”

Steven laughed heartily. He hugged Estella tight. “Darling, I understand women. I love women. And I know better than to accept what a woman says at face value.”

Estella sighed in relief. She hugged Steven back. “I’m sorry if I came off as being manipulative. Will you forgive me?”

Steven took Estella’s face gently into his hands. He gazed down into her deep blue eyes. He kissed her on the mouth. “Apology accepted” he said. Putting his hands on her waist, he pressed his hips against her. “Let’s make love” he said.

Estella beamed. “Yes, Sir!” she replied eagerly.

They each removed their remaining clothing and climbed into bed. Steven kissed Estella all over. He worked his way down from her lips to her breasts, where he tarried for a long time, sucking one breast while fondling the other, and then switching. Estella was very responsive. He then kissed his way down to her pussy, where he demonstrated his oral skill with her vagina and clitoris. He finished by using his fingers and tongue on her clit to bring the petite blonde to an orgasm.

Only after Steven had made Estella come that way did he mount her, sliding his erect penis into her wet and willing pussy. The longevity treatments had given Steven incredible sexual stamina in addition to keeping him young. Even after all the sex he had had last night and earlier this morning, Steven was still capable of having more. And his sexual technique, after a lifetime of practice, was exquisite. He brought Estella to the heights of bodily pleasure, taking her to the mountain top over and over again, always in ways that kept her lingering enticingly just on the edge of orgasm, before plunging over, down-down-down all the way into the depths of pleasure which were simultaneously the heights of joy.

Steven continued in this manner until he judged Estella’s sexual desires to have been slaked and sated. But he did not ejaculate. Estella asked “Do you want me to suck you off now, Steven? I’d love to do it. I promise to capture your sperm for future insemination of my eggs or the eggs of any women you choose.”

Steven said “You only needed one good sperm out of the 60 million I ejaculated last time. What did you do with the rest?”

Estella got a sheepish look. “They’re on ice. Cryogenically frozen. Our fertilization process equipment did not destroy any healthy, unused sperm. We did non-destructive scanning of each sperm’s DNA. Defective ones were discarded. The rest were sorted and categorized by quality level for all the desirable traits you want. They were further subdivided by sex chromosomes, into male or female. I didn’t want to risk using any male DNA, since men are in such precious short supply. So I chose female ones this first time out. I used 100 sperm with female X chromosomes in the initial attempt to fertilize my chosen egg. I’m hoping in future we can get by with using far fewer sperm. But 100 was a safe number to risk this time. And it worked. As I said, we made some crucial breakthroughs to get to this point. We couldn’t have managed this even two weeks ago.”

Steven kissed Estella. “You’ve done wonders, darling. I’m so happy with you and your team.” He paused. “I’ll tell you now, Estella, frankly and without holding anything back, that I’m really enjoying your company. I’m pleased to have you as one of my consorts.”

A brief look of concern furrowed Estella’s brow. It quickly passed. But not before Steven took notice of it. He said, “Tell me what’s troubling you.”

Estella took a deep breath. “Well, I ... I don’t want to speak out of place. I don’t want to offend you, Steven.” She smiled weakly. “I’m just a girl with a foolish heart. Never mind my PhD and everything I’ve done as a scientist. I’m still a woman. A non-breeder, of course, except for what technology now makes possible. But I ... I love you, Steven. Being one of your consorts is really, really wonderful. I’m so grateful to you for that. But I’ve never understood why you take some women, even Breeder women, as consorts who may come and go, while you take others to wife as your permanent slave-wives. What’s the difference in your mind? Why choose one to be with you exclusively for life, while the other is only for procreation one time or so?”

Steven nodded his head. “That’s a fair question, Estella. You understand that as a non-breeder you cannot become one of my wife-slaves. And that’s a pity, because I’d love to have you be mine for good and all. I select Breeder women to be the one or the other—a consort or a wife-slave—according to my judgment of their suitability for me, and their value to the larger community of Breeders here in Pole Star. How I make those judgments has changed over time, as our female population here has changed, with so many second-generation females now available. In the beginning, I chose as wife-slaves only the women who were either extremely physically attractive, or who were reasonably attractive and had high intelligence or creative abilities. Some women I chose because they were at least moderately attractive to me but they had sterling character and personalities. A few were chosen for their athletic ability and a modicum of attractiveness. However, even at the start, there were women who were physically beautiful, or super-smart, or extremely talented, and so forth, but who for one reason or another simply did not feel compatible with me. I would impregnate them, yes, and so have them as my consorts for a time. But I wanted other men to also have children by them.”

Estella frowned. “What happens to a consort when she’s too old to breed? Where will she live? Who will care for her?”

Steven smiled benevolently at Estella. He stroked her mane of thick blonde hair and then kissed her on the forehead. “Bless you for asking that question. You and any other consort I have ever sired children with are always welcome to come live on my estate. You would become an honorary member of my harem. Not a true slave-wife, but otherwise enjoying all the same benefits as if you were. You would be part of my family. Even though you could not carry our child in your womb, your genes and mine were combined in a new life, and that makes you a mother in my book. I would never abandon you. I would never leave you to fend for yourself. You and every other consort of mine will always be welcome to live with me. And after I’m gone, to be cared for by my children. And yours.”

A tiny tear crept out of Estella’s left eye. She wiped it away. “You’re so different, Steven. I’ve met other Breeder men. I won’t criticize any of them. But you’re not like the others. I mean, in some sense you are, because you’re masculine and Patriarchal. But it’s like you can read my mind sometimes. I don’t know. It’s almost like you can see things from a woman’s point of view.”

Steven hugged Estella. “I can, sometimes. I switch between my natural male point of view, and the point of view I imagine from a woman’s perspective. In my younger years, I read a lot and thought a lot about the evolutionary psychology of males and females. And as a personal matter, I’ve always loved women. Found them fascinating. Even before I could understand where they were coming from. The more women I mated with, and the more children we had together, the more I came to understand a woman’s deep living investment in bearing and raising children. The situation is obviously different for non-breeder women, but the ancient evolved psychology doesn’t change overnight. It’s hardwired in the genes. I came to understand why a woman wants to be attractive to a man, why she needs to entice him to mate with her, and why she needs him to help her raise the children they have. Back in the old days, before WWIII, the feminist movement combined with fecklessness in the male population to produce a lot of single mothers. God bless ‘em for doing the best they could, but single motherhood is never ideal. It was bad for men, too, because a man needs to take responsibility for his children and the well-being of their mother. Until he does that, he’s just a boy pretending to be a man. But the biggest losers under single motherhood were the children. The boys, lacking a father in the home, never saw what a good father should be like, so they had neither a role model nor a corrective fatherly force to keep them in line. Girls were nearly as bad off. They missed having a father to show them how a man treats a woman in a committed relationship. Those girls often became promiscuous in a desperate search for the daddy they never had, or never knew.”

Estella gazed at Steven, her brow furrowed. “I was one of those girls. My mother was a scientist. She gave up hope of finding a man. So she had me conceived by assisted reproduction using sperm from an anonymous donor. I never found out who my real father was. All I knew was that he had been a scientist, just like my mom.” Estella closed her eyes. They were filling with tears now.

Steven hugged Estella and rubbed her back. “You don’t have to say anything, darling. You are my consort. So my only claim on you is through the children we have together. But if you wish, I will gladly make you an exclusive consort of mine. You’re a non-breeder. You can’t have children by natural means. But you’re still the mother of our children. I will put it in writing and make it legal, that you are my exclusive consort. Make this known for all the world to see. Estella Woodward is the consort of Steven, and she forsakes all others in fidelity to him. Would you like that, darling?”

Estella sniffled. “Oh my God! You would do that for me, Steven?”

He nodded silently. Then he kissed her forehead. “That and more. More that is just between you and me. I’ve known other fatherless women, Estella. My heart breaks for them. Yes, I will be your sole and exclusive consort. But what’s more, just between you and me, I will be your Daddy. The Father you never had. When we are alone, you can call me Daddy and I’ll call you my little girl. Would you like that?”

Estella’s tears had become tears of joy. She hugged Steven and kissed his face over and over. In between kisses, she said “Yes! Oh God yes! That’s what I’ve always dreamed of. I didn’t dare ask it of you. It’s too embarrassing. Too raw and close to the bone. It’s my secret shame. And my secret desire. Oh, God, Steven! Please be my Daddy!”

Steven kissed Estella on the lips. “There’s nothing to worry about, little girl. Daddy’s here. Daddy’s home. You come live on Daddy’s estate. You come be Daddy’s little girl consort. We’ll make even more beautiful babies together. You can come and live on my estate, if you wish, now or whenever you want to.”

“Now!” Estella replied eagerly. “I’ll move my things as soon as possible. Hell, I’d give up everything I own just to come live with you. Or on your estate, at least.”

Steven kissed her again. “You may not be a wife-slave, but you are my consort and you will live with me. It’s as good as done.”

More words continued to flow between them, until they were gradually replaced by erotic demonstrations of love. Steven brought Estella to orgasm again and again, yet still withheld his ejaculation. Then they fell asleep, nestled in one another’s arms. Steven felt great love for Estella. She was over the moon in love with him. At long last, and against all odds, Estella had acquired a Daddy and a lover who promised never to leave her. And she knew from all the evidence of Steven’s life, that the man was as good as his word.




Steven sent a message to William and pushed back the appointed time for their meeting. He and Estella showered, ate a light snack, and then hugged and kissed before parting for the day. When Steven arrived for the meeting with William, he was surprised to find several scientists and engineers present, sitting around a long table.

“Steven” said William, as everyone stood up in respect for the founder of Pole Star Breedary, “I wanted to have our top technical people present. They can answer the sorts of deep questions about the science and technology that I cannot.”

Steven said a few opening words of gratitude to the assembled group, then took his seat at the head of the table. “In a few words of just a few syllables, tell me what this is all about” he said.

William replied. “I can tell you that. Our warp drive, the Spatial-Metric Deformation Roller, or SMDR, has shown some rather surprisingly new potential uses. But controlling its power, and making it work reliably, has proven to be more difficult than our team expected. Our best computerized control systems can’t keep up with it.” William paused. The really delicate portion of his statement was about to come. “All our technical people agree that it should be possible to control the SMDR if we ... enlist a more powerful computer system. More powerful than our bounded Artificial Intelligence systems.”

Steven was taken aback. “Full, artificial super-intelligence?” he asked. “No boundaries? No tech locks?” Steven looked around the room, meeting the eyes of everyone present. “Are you crazy? Summoning that demon is what nearly killed the human race in World War III!”

William frowned, nodding his head in acknowledgement of Steven’s objection. “Yes, we’re all quite aware of that. But there’s something else I didn’t tell you about the SMDR. In our attempt to wrestle it under control, our team discovered the reason it has been so intractable. The device does not only warp space. It also warps time.” William paused to let that statement sink in. “Steven, we may have a functioning time machine. If we can get a handle on it, that is.”

Steven was dumbstruck. A million possibilities raced through his mind. Was it worth risking unleashing an unfettered super-intelligent AI for the promise of controlling passage to the stars AND passage through time?

	
		
