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White Knights of Patriarchy [1]: Women as Property of Men





		
		Call me Ishmael.

No, that’s not my real name. It’s the opening line of “Moby Dick”, a novel about a man obsessed with the white whale of the title, and what that obsession ramifies for one and all concerned. I am a White man and this is my story of sexual obsession and its effects. Now don’t go thinking that this is some sort of morality tale, in which I chase female tail and eventually see the error of my ways. Far from it. This is the story of how I got everything I ever wanted from the opposite sex and enjoyed every minute of it. But it’s much, much more than that. It’s also the story of how a dedicated band of White brothers-in-arms escaped the clutches of the bitch goddesses of feminism that rule modern Western civilization, and built a new and better world where men rule and women serve. This is the story of the White Knights of Patriarchy and the Brotherhood of New Sweden.

My story begins where so many modern stories do: on the Internet. I came across a text file on the alt.sex UseNet group. The file was titled “The Brotherhood of New Eden”. It was one of three that painted a word picture of men holding young women and girls in sexual slavery in a harem on a private island somewhere. The first file outlined the beliefs of the Brotherhood, which were these:

“The Brotherhood believes that our society has been ruined by militant Feminism; that we currently live in a Matriarchy, and that this is counter to human nature and natural law.

Our brotherhood seeks to reverse this evil trend, to place males and females in their proper, natural roles. We recognize that this is an almost impossible task in modern society; hence we focus on beginning a proper society in a small area apart from the woman-dominated nations of the world.

The Brotherhood is unashamedly Paternalistic. Its membership is open only to males who share its values. In a proper society, the male sex is dominant, and females exist only to serve and give pleasure. Membership in the Brotherhood is not open to women or girls.

What are the beliefs and tenants of the Brotherhood? They are:

(1) That males are innately superior to females, meant to rule and dominate all females;

(2) That females are meant for sexual pleasure and service to their masters, and are in no way equal to men;

(3) That all forms of “feminism”, “female equality”, “equal rights for women” are wrong, counter to human nature, and inherently evil.

We believe that the majority of males agree with these ideas, even if they have been taught to deny their agreement by feminists. Search your heart and mind, and ask yourself, as a true male, if you do not really agree with the Brotherhood. Why then, have males allowed women to gain the upper hand, to gain power over us? Many men are manipulated by the offering or denial of sexual favors-- they want to be perceived by women as “sensitive”, understanding, forward thinking. But this attitude has led to the downfall of western society and placed us into the hands of the feminist/lesbian movement.

The Brotherhood of New Eden seeks a society where females can never again manipulate men by denial of their sexual needs. By placing women in their proper role of domestic and sexual servant, men will regain their own proper place.”

Another aspect of the Brotherhood, which was explained in the story files, is that all Brothers are White. It would be difficult to imagine anything more Politically Incorrect than those beliefs. By the same token, it would be impossible to find a set of beliefs any more in tune with my own thinking. I am a firm believer in Patriarchy. It is the natural order of things. A silverback gorilla does not cower before a female gorilla: he takes her into his harem and rules her with an iron fist. A male lion does not pussyfoot around with a lioness: he takes her into his harem and makes her do most of the work of getting food along with the rest of his female property. Males rule females by right and by might. It is only natural.

Human society has fallen away from the natural order because we have been too clever by half. We stopped looking to nature and to our own history to understand what makes us tick. Revolutionaries from Lenin and Mao to Betty Friedan and Gloria Steinem declared our past to be null and void. Lenin aimed to build the New Soviet Man in Russian, while Gloria and her gang tried to hector men into becoming “sensitive males” while building up women into kick-ass, take-charge, bitches-on-wheels. The project to create the New Soviet Man fell apart along with the Soviet Union. Steinem and her feminist harridans have not fallen yet. But they will. Nothing unnatural can last very long.

How long do we have to wait for feminism to fail due to its own internal flaws? No one knows. Besides, I have a life to live and I don’t intend to have it ruined while waiting for the inevitable to happen. The Brotherhood of New Eden files encouraged me. They showed that I was not alone. Reading about the Brotherhood of New Eden, as well as other more conventional male-oriented sites on the web, showed me that some men were actively doing something. Now by “doing something” I don’t mean the usual sort of activism to counter the feminist establishment. The Brotherhood of New Eden writings showed that some men, in fantasy or reality, had the goal of actually taking women and possessing them just like a lion or gorilla would. I was on board with that idea! I wanted to own White women and girls as my personal property. I wanted sex slaves for my immediate gratification. I wasn’t interested in political hoo-ha.

I began searching the web for more information about the Brotherhood of New Eden. The original file had been posted a long time ago in 1997. There was almost nothing more than that on the public Internet. So I started making inquiries on the Dark Net, which comprises the vast bulk of the internet. The Internet is like the proverbial iceberg where the public net is only the visible tip above the waterline. The Dark Net is a lawless, anything-goes place. I only had a few clues to go on. The first was the male dominance/female subservience part. The other was something that was mentioned in the three files I had found on the public net: all of the Brothers were White.

It took a while, but I eventually connected with a guy who knew a guy who knew a guy ... you know? Eventually, I was contacted through an anonymous chat client. The guy on the other end asked me loads and loads of questions. His questions ran the gamut, from the expected (about sex, and male-female relations, and my particular desires) to politics, economics, science, religion, and more. Every time we got deeply into discussion of a particular topic, such as politics and economics for instance, I would begin to see a pattern in his questions and anticipate where he was headed; what his actual opinions were. Then, out of the blue, he would surprise me. Just when I thought he was some sort of libertarian, he would proffer an opinion that was pure socialism. When I anticipated him making a pro-big government statement, he would surprise me with a statement that was pure anarchism. Then he made me take several online personality tests and send him the results, to make sure I was not a psychopath. He asked follow-up questions on those, too. In response to his questions, I answered as best I could, and asked some questions of my own. Here is the most significant part of that conversation:

ME: Do you actually have sex slaves? Real White girls trained to serve?

HIM: We do. Not as many as in the stories you read. Not in the fancy setup you read. But we do own women. White women. We are their Masters. They are our slaves. That’s the way we want it and they want it.

ME: They want to be your slaves?

HIM: Yes. We have salvaged these women and girls from the poisons of feminism and its confused motivations. We have converted their psyches and bodies to crave male dominance. They want to be owned and used by men.

ME: Only women? What about the White girls in the stories?

HIM: Girls too. We have several White women and their daughters. We make the mothers exchange daughters. Then we have the new mothers help train the girls in sex and service to men. It works best that way. They are all our slaves.

White men owning White women and girls as sex slaves. Sounds good to me!

Maybe too good to be true, though. I was suspicious. I wanted to see for myself. And if it’s the real deal, I wanted in.

My anonymous friend wanted commitment from me. I told him I wanted proof. We haggled for some time. We agreed that I would put down a little money in earnest to show that I was seriously interested in joining his group. Then he would show me a pair of sex slaves: a woman and the daughter she was raising; the one she had swapped her own daughter for. This adoptive mother and adopted daughter duo was young and beautiful, he assured me.

He said he had to first meet me in person. He needed to size me up face to face. And I had to show proof from a legitimate medical institution that I was free of sexually transmitted diseases. If he was satisfied with the medical proof and the face to face interview, I would be permitted to have sex with the mother and daughter.

I’m not into prostitutes. I wanted proof that the woman and the girl were true sex slaves like the ones in the New Eden stories: females that had been programmed and trained to be willing and eager sex slaves, not reluctant and surly captives who had been beaten into submission and controlled by fear. I held to the ideals of the Brotherhood of New Eden. He said the woman and girl would demonstrate convincingly that they were true sex slaves of the type I wanted. We agreed to meet.

I showed up in a public park at the time and place he told me. He told me to look for him, and described his height, hair color, and clothing. I spotted him easily. Tall and lanky, with tousled dark hair and several days of unshaven beard growth, my anonymous friend who had asked to be referred to simply as “Him” wore a black leather jacket and torn jeans. He looked to be about thirty years of age. His blue eyes were piercing. We shook hands and sat down on a bench. He told me that he had to check me for a wire. He patted me down and also ran some sort of sensor over me. Then he asked to see my cell phone. I handed it to him. He placed it inside a slim metal box and told me he’d return it later. We chatted for a few minutes. He watched my face intently as I answered his questions. The guy had an intensity about him that made him both scary and charismatic. He didn’t seem to be listening to me as much as reading my mind as he looked at my face. Here is some of what we said (as I recall, since I was not carrying a recording device):

HIM: Why are you interested in female slaves?

ME: I want to possess women. Own women and girls as slaves. I want to be their Master. I don’t want to have to persuade them to please me sexually. I want to give orders and have them followed to a T. I want female slaves to serve me without question.

HIM: What would you do with them?

ME: I would use them for my pleasure. I would be strict with them, but I don’t want to injure them. If I owned them, I’d want them to live long, healthy lives. I’d make them do all the most popular sex acts from online porn. Plus a bunch of the kinkier ones. I’d want them to serve me forever.

My last answer made him smile. “Forever is a long time” he said. “We’re working on that.”

He told me to walk into a nearby building he pointed out. He hadn’t asked for the up-front money yet, which surprised me. He sat in the park and watched me enter the building. Inside I saw another man, an older fellow who seemed quite genial. The man had grey hair, a slightly portly shape, and a salt-and pepper beard. His eyes were brown behind a pair of gold-rimmed eyeglasses. He wore a tweed jacket with leather patches at the elbows and dark pants. “You must be Ishmael” he said while reaching out to shake my hand. “Call me Frank. Nice to meet you. Please step this way.” I followed him down a hallway, through a room, into another hallway, and then through a passage that led into another building, and finally into a garage. A van was parked there with the side door open. “Get in” he said.

I got in the van where two men waited, one in the driver’s seat and the other in the back seat next to me. They were younger than Frank, perhaps in their late twenties or early thirties. Their close-cropped hair and non-descript, neutral-colored clothing gave me the impression of ex-military types. Frank got in behind me. He did not introduce the two men “I don’t like to have to do this, Ishmael” Frank said apologetically “but security requires it.” The man sitting next to me pulled a hood over my head, tied my hands at the wrists, and then with a gentle push, sent me to the floor. “Stay down there and keep quiet. The ride won’t be long.” I heard the garage door open. The van engine started and we drove off.

“I know this must seem very frightening right now” Frank said to me. “I certainly would be afraid if I were in your place. You may not believe me, but I assure you that no harm will come to you. We are not going to rob you. We’re certainly not going to kill you, or make you suffer. Just be patient. It will all turn out right as rain.”

I tried to keep track of how many turns we made. I tried to count the seconds that we traveled straight. But nothing made sense. We seemed to be traveling in twisty circles. Then the sound changed, as if we had entered a tunnel. We headed down an incline. The van came to a halt. I was pulled upright and guided out of the van. I could not tell anything about my surroundings by sight, since I was still wearing the hood. Sounds and smells were my only guide. The area where the van parked smelled of oil and chemicals, but was silent except for the echoes of our footsteps. Then we entered a quiet passage with soft flooring and no echo, like a hallway. I heard a door open. The room we entered seemed much larger, as there were many echoes. I heard the sound of running water. A fountain, perhaps. I smelled flowers. Then I heard laughter. A woman’s laughter. We walked on a short distance. Then another door opened, and I was led into a room. I heard Frank say “I’ll help you sit” as he guided me to a chair. After I sat down, my hands were untied and the hood removed.

I opened and shut my eyes several times as my vision adjusted to the light. I found myself sitting in what looked like a pricey hotel room. There were the usual couple of chairs, a desk, a couch, a TV, several mirrors, and a very large bed. On the bed sat a strikingly beautiful redheaded women with long, wavy hair, porcelain-white skin, and green eyes. She seemed to be in her early twenties. The redhead wore a plain, white blouse that bulged outward from her chest, indicating the large size of her breasts. Her pearl-gray skirt ended at mid-thigh, revealing a shapely pair of legs that were bent at the knee and curled to the side. She looked at me with her head titled to one side. Her gaze indicated curiosity, yet her demeanor was also gentle and friendly.

Next to her sat a very pretty girl of about fourteen with long blonde hair that cascaded past her shoulders. She had sparkling blue eyes. Her peaches and cream complexion practically glowed with health. Her face was even more beautiful than the redheaded woman’s. She had the freshness of early youth and recent puberty. She wore a pale pink half-top that left her midriff bare. Her chest bulged slightly where her breasts were developing like wide and promising hillocks. She wore white shorts that were very, very short: they did not cover more than two inches of her upper thighs. Her long, bare legs were smooth and inviting. She sat on the bed, cross-legged and smiling. She winked at me.

Frank put his hand on my shoulder as he addressed the woman and girl. “This is Ishmael” he said. Then he looked down as me. “Ishmael, this lovely redheaded creature is Brenda.” At the sound of her name, Brenda bowed her head slightly.

Pointing to the girl, Frank said “And this young cunt is Wanda.” The girl smiled, showing rows of perfect, pearly-white teeth. She raised a hand and waved at me.

“She’s fourteen” Frank said causally. He smiled at the girl. “Wanda, why don’t you tell Ishmael about your relationship to Brenda?”

Wanda nodded her head, still smiling. “Brenda is my new Mommy. Master told my old Mommy to give me to Brenda. Brenda is teaching me to be a good sex slave.”

My jaw practically hit the floor. The young girl spoke without the slightest hesitation, or any apparent fear, coercion, or resentment. She seemed completely sincere. And happy. I just stared at her as she continued speaking.

“Since Brenda is not my birth mommy, Master says it’s OK if we lick on another’s cunts and stuff. I’d rather suck Master’s dick than lick any old cunt, though. Brenda says if I keep practicing, I can become as good a cocksucker as she is. Right, Mommy?” The girl reached out and rested a hand on the redheaded woman’s bare leg.

Brenda looked at the girl, smiled, and squeezed her hand. “That’s right, dear. You keep sucking dick and one of these days you’ll be deep-throating Master just as good as me.”

The woman spoke as sincerely as the girl. Was she acting? I didn’t think so. But I couldn’t be sure. This all seemed too good to be true.

Frank spoke up “Are you slaves ready to show Ishmael what you can do?”

“Yes, Master!” they answered in unison.

Frank squeezed my shoulder. “Very good” he said, then turned to look me directly in the eye. “I have instructed them to do whatever you command. Just as if your orders had come from me. The only things they will not do are to hurt themselves or anyone else.” He paused. “Beyond the normal course of rough sex, that is” he said with a wink and a smile. “Oh, and do not ask them to leave me and become your slaves. I own them, body and soul.”

Frank took his hand off my shoulder and addressed the woman and girl, who were still seated on the bed.

“Who owns you, bitches?” he asked.

“You do, Master!” they answered enthusiastically. “You own us, body and soul. We are your property. We are your slaves. We live only to serve you.” The faces of the beautiful buxom redhead and the gorgeous fourteen-year-old blonde were radiant with joy as they made their declarations of obeisance. They seemed proud to be the living property of a man.

Now let me pause here for a moment. Have you ever watched porn videos of whores pretending to be slaves? Not very convincing, are they? Whores are paid to pretend lots of things, but it’s usually pretty clear that they’re just going through the motions for the money at the end. This is usually not a problem, because whores in motion are what men want. Acting is something else altogether. So is being real. Most whores can’t act worth shit. And they are certainly not for real. When they pretend to be, they come off as more fake than ever.

Brenda and Wanda were not acting. Not as far as I could tell. They seemed completely genuine, sincere, and enthusiastic. Sweet, even.

Frank began walking toward the door. As he gripped the door handle, he looked over his should and said “I’ll leave you three alone for the next couple of hours. Then I’ll come back to check on you.” He walked out and closed the door behind him.




Brenda took Wanda by the hand. They both rose from the bed and walked over to me. Brenda bent over, her ample cleavage peeking through the opening in her white blouse. She placed her face about two hand-widths away from mine. Brenda’s abundant natural red hair framed her lovely, moon-white face like a flaming aura. Her green eyes were mesmerizing. She smelled like roses. Her beautiful face and hair filled my vision, from horizon to horizon. Her full lips exhaled a moist, sweet-smelling breath as she spoke.

“Master told us to follow your commands for the next two hours as if you were our Master” she spoke breathily. Her bodily scent was intoxicating. “Tell us your fantasies and we will fulfill them. We are completely obedient and subservient to men. You are our Lord. We are your slaves. You are our Master for now. We will do anything. Anything, Ishmael.”

Brenda turned her head slightly toward the girl and pulled Wanda close. Now their two faces side-by-side filled my field of view. Up close, I could see exactly how young Wanda really was. Her skin was amazingly smooth and clear. While Brenda had a slight puffiness beneath her eyes and some tiny crinkling of the skin at the outside corners of her eyes, Wanda’s eyes had no lines around them and no puffiness beneath them. She was hardly more than a child; a teenager who was approaching womanhood.

Wanda gave me a disarming, child-like smile. “We really will do anything you want, Ishmael. Just because I’m still a little girl doesn’t mean I can’t be good at sex. Well, maybe not as good as Brenda yet. But I want to get better and better. I’m still learning. But I know a girl is just like a woman because we both belong to men. We are nothing but property. We live only to serve our Owner. I know my proper place.” She reached out and touched my hand. “Please don’t be afraid to use me, Ishmael. I only exist to please men. It’s my reason for living.”

I think I must have stopped breathing there for a moment, because I felt faint. I inhaled deeply. Then I puffed out my cheeks and exhaled loudly. I looked at blonde Wanda. I looked at redheaded Brenda. Both the woman and the girl were among the most beautiful females I had ever seen in my life. Here they were offering themselves to me, without limits, and without asking anything from me in return.

I lifted my hands, moving them to the sides of my face, palms facing inward. Then I extended my hands so one palm touched Brenda’s cheek and one touched Wanda’s. Both the woman and the girl tilted their heads to lean into my palms as I caressed their faces. They were like two kittens. Wanda closed her eyes and smiled, placing her hand on top of mine. Brenda turned her face toward my hand and kissed my palm.

I moved my hands further back on their heads, running my fingers through Brenda’s red hair and Wanda’s blonde hair. Then I pulled both women towards me. They both opened their mouths to kiss me. My tongue went into Brenda’s mouth first, probing and exploring it while her tongue caressed mine. We tasted one another. The chemistry was good. As I kissed the redhead, the blonde girl peppered my cheek with kisses. Wanda began kissing me on the cheek nearest my mouth, then left a trail of kisses all the way to my ear. When her kisses reached my ear, she stopped and whispered “May I blow you while you kiss Brenda, Master?”

Abruptly I stopped kissing the redhead, pulling my tongue from her mouth. I turned my head and found myself eyeball to eyeball with the fourteen-year-old blonde. I kissed her on the mouth and she opened to receive my tongue. She tasted good. I broke off the kiss and issued my first masterful command:

“Blow me, young cunt” I said.

Wanda smiled. “Thank you, Master. It’s an honor to blow you.”

I watched as the fourteen-year-old blonde angel dropped to her knees, unzipped my fly, and freed my already stiff penis from its confinement. Wanda’s eyes lit up. She gazed at my dick hungrily, as if today was Christmas and she had just opened the best gift ever. She put her hands flat, palm-facing-palm, on either side of my dick, as if she were praying to it. Then she looked me in the eye. “Master, thank you so much for letting me do this!” The teenager girl opened her mouth, spread her hands apart, and took my cock into her mouth. She began licking and sucking like a pro.

I couldn’t believe it. This fourteen-year-old blonde beauty was sucking my cock and thanking me for the privilege of doing it. Her velvety tongue worked eagerly while her head bobbed up and down, my dick going further and further into her mouth with every downward movement of her head.

While my attention was focused on the young blonde girl sucking my dick, the redheaded woman had removed her blouse and bra. I noticed this when she lifted her large white breasts and presented her large, pale-pink nipples to me. She held them within a hand’s width of my face and asked “Master, would you like to use my breasts? Please command me, Master. I exist only for your pleasure.”

I took a breast in each hand and buried my face between them. They were large, soft, and white as milk. Her nipples were very pale pink, round and well-defined. Her nipples were fairly large; about the same diameter as tea cup. Her breasts were fragrant with the same rose perfume I had smelled on Brenda’s face. As I kissed and suckled her breasts, I heard Brenda making soft sounds of pleasure. Her “ooh” and “ahh” sounds were interspersed with soft words that I could not make out at first; perhaps because I kept burying my face between her big breasts, which were large enough to cover my ears. And then I caught her words. I heard the phrase Brenda had been saying over and over again, in between her cooing sounds: “Thank you, Master ... Thank you, Master.”

With my dick in the little blonde girl’s mouth, and with my mouth busy sucking the redhead’s tits, I could have cum right then and there. But I wanted to explore what else these two, sexy slaves could do beyond the mind-blowing preliminaries.

I put my hand on Wanda’s head and gently pushed her off my cock. I let Brenda’s big breasts fall back to her chest with a mild thump. Then I inhaled deeply. “OK, slaves. Let’s see what else you are good for.”

Both of them looked at me wide-eyed.

“We will do anything you ask, Master” Brenda said quickly.

“My body and soul are yours, Master” said Wanda.

I removed all of my clothes as I paused to assess the situation. The bare-chested redhead stood before me, her large pink-nippled breasts hanging down pleasingly, but her skirt still in place. “Take the rest of your clothes off, slave” I commanded. Brenda smiled at being told exactly what to do. She twisted to the side, looked down at her waist, moved her hands to her garment and unzipped the skirt, which fell to the floor. Her panties were lacy white. Turning to face me, with a saucy smile on her lips, she grasped her panties near her hips. Then Brenda bent forward and pushed her panties to her ankles. Her large breasts swung from side to side as she bent over. Her long red hair touched the floor. As she stood up again, I could finally see her full body in all its glory.

Brenda’s body was curvaceous and buxom. Her pure white skin was the perfect background for her beautiful red pubic bush. Her shapely hips were perfectly proportioned. Brenda held her hands straight up above her head and swiveled her hips from side to side and began to dance. She turned slowly full circle, with her arms above her head intertwining and then coming apart repeatedly like a pair of hypnotic serpents. As she turned her back to me, I got my first good look at her ass. It was pear-shaped and flawless. Her white skin was without the slightest blemish. Her alabaster butt-cheeks moved as she swiveled her hips, each cheek displaying a fetching dimple as it moved.

Brenda completed her turn and looked at me expectantly. I realized that she was awaiting further orders. “Cup your hands under your breasts and hold them up. Present your breasts to me. I own them, don’t I bitch?”

Brenda smiled. “Yes, Master. You own my breasts for now. My Master owns them. I hope you find a good slave for yourself. One who pleases you completely. You will own her breasts.”

I ran my hand into young Wanda’s hair and grabbed some, pulling her to her feet. She winced, but followed the movement of my hand without complaint. Letting go of her hair, I commanded her: “Strip, you little bitch.”

Wanda smiled just as Brenda had at receiving a direct command. “Thank you for calling me a little bitch, Master” she said pulling off her pink half-top. Her soft young breasts where like shallow white soup bowls, her nipples pink and prominent. “I like when my Master calls me dirty names” Wanda said as she shimmied out of her shorts, revealing her pink panties. “Mommy says that girls should always be grateful when their Master calls them dirty names.” She hooked her thumbs between her hips and her panties. “It shows that he likes using them” she said as she pulled her panties down to her knees, revealing a few, sparse blonde pubic hairs. “Every girl wants to be used by her Master” Wanda said as she stood on one leg, pulling her other leg out of her panties, which dropped to the floor. “It’s the right thing, for a girl to be owned by a man.” She looked at me with utter devotion. Then she sighed. “There’s nothing better” she said with an innocent girlish smile.

I was stunned. I had just yanked this little girl up by her hair and called her a bitch, and here she was stripping on command, and thanking me! The girl and the woman both were behaving as perfect slaves. So far, at least. But I hadn’t put them through all their paces yet.

I got up from the chair and grabbed young Wanda around her waist with one hand while feeling up her breasts with the other. I kissed her roughly, plunging my tongue into her mouth. I could smell the odor of my own penis on her breath. I moved my hand down from her waist to her pubic area. I snaked one finger down the slit between the girl’s pubic mounds. I felt the wetness of her young pussy. Then I moved my finger up to her clitoris and started rubbing it in small, tight circles. Letting go of her small breasts with the other hand, I moved my hand around to her back, then down to her ass. I continued to kiss the girl as I squeezed her firm young buttocks. I pushed my hand between her butt-cheeks and sent a finger down towards her anus. I found her little star and rubbed my finger against it. The fourteen-year-old kissed me more passionately as I fingered her clit with one hand and inserted a finger into her anus with the other.

I continued to play with the girl’s body for a few more minutes, then I pulled my fingers out of her. I raised first one finger, then the other toward my nose, sniffing the distinct scents of her vagina and her anus. Then, one after the other, I put each of those fingers into Wanda’s mouth and commanded “Suck it clean.” The girl gazed into my eyes seductively as she sucked my fingers eagerly, never taking her eyes off me.

“You’re a good whore, little girl” I said as I withdrew my fingers from her mouth.

“Thank you, Master” she said brightly. “It is a great honor to serve you.”

I took Wanda by the hand as I turned my head towards Brenda, who stood at attention with her hands holding up her big beautiful breasts like a soldier presenting on parade ground. “Come with me, little bitch” I said to the fourteen-year-old as I led her over to Brenda. We both knelt in front of the buxom redhead. I put my face into Brenda’s pubic bush and inhaled the fragrance of her vaginal area. She smelled very good.

“Spread your legs shoulder width apart, bitch” I told the redhead. She complied immediately.

I put one hand to Brenda’s vagina and spread her lips. I licked up and down, and then back and forth. The redhead moaned with pleasure. Her cooing sounds were again interspersed with soft words: “Thank you, Master ... Thank you, Master.” The buxom redhead with the fragrant pussy chanted those words as if she were offering prayers of gratitude.

I stopped licking Brenda’s pussy and turned to young Wanda. “Have you ever eaten cunt, little girl?”

Wanda nodded. “Oh, of course, Master. Brenda is my new Mommy, so I could learn to eat pussy and be in threesomes with her and our Master. But...” she paused for a moment, with a look of disgust on her face. Wanda’s young forehead wrinkled for a moment. “Couldn’t I suck your cock instead? I’d really rather suck you off and swallow your cum than eat cunt. I was born to serve men, not women. Please, please, Master, let me suck you again. Please?”

I smiled at the little blonde. “Not now. Right now I want to see your cunt-lapping skills.” I patted the pretty fourteen-year-old on her blonde head, then kissed her on the mouth. “You’ll get to blow me again later, little bitch. I want to see your beautiful mouth eating Brenda’s cunt. Show me what you can do, bitch. Do it now.”

Wanda nodded her head. “Yes, Master. Of course, Master. Your word is my law.” She reached up and spread Brenda’s pussy lips, then began licking in a very precise way. She had clearly been trained in how to do this. Her motions were deft and coordinated. The little girl was as skilled at eating cunt as she was at sucking dick. I was happy to know that she preferred sucking dick, though.

After watching the child eat out the woman for a few minutes, I grabbed Wanda by the hair and pulled her face away from Brenda’s red snatch. I turned the little blonde to face me and kissed her deeply. I tasted Brenda’s pussy juices in the young girl’s mouth. Upon ending the kiss, I commanded Wanda: “Get on the bed. Lay on your back and spread your legs.”

Wanda smiled. “Yes, Master!” she said happily.

I stood up in front of the redheaded Brenda, taking her big breasts into my hands, as I watched the young blonde climb onto the bed, lay back, and spread her legs. Wanda’s almost hairless pussy and saucer-shaped young breasts with their prominent pink nipples were the perfect accompaniment to her stunningly beautiful young face. As she smiled at me, her golden hair framed her face. Her strikingly blue eyes and blonde hair made her look like an angel.

I turned back to Brenda, kneading her big breasts like dough as I planted a kiss on her mouth. She opened to receive me while I manhandled her mammaries. She put her hands on my head and ran her fingers through my hair as we kissed. As I came up for air, breaking the kiss, Brenda put her mouth next to my ear. “Please let me serve you, Master. Command me. I will do anything. Command me and I will be grateful.”

I took her by the hair and positioned her face right in front of mine. “This is what I want, bitch” I told her forcefully. “I’m going to eat that little girl’s cunt before I fuck her. I want you to blow me while I do it. Then I am going to mount her and fuck that fourteen-year-old cunt. While I’m fucking her, I want you to present these to me...” I grabbed her breasts and yanked them upward, causing her to wince “ ... and keep them right near my mouth so I can suck and bite them any time I please.” I released her breasts and they flopped down onto her chest. “Got it, bitch?” I asked.

Brenda gave me a crooked smile. “Thank you, Master. I love being abused like that. Please abuse my tits to your heart’s content. I only exist to serve the needs of men. I am honored to serve you, Master.” Then she kissed me passionately, reaching her hand down to my penis and stroking it lightly. She stopped kissing and whispered in my ear again. “I hope you’ll fuck me, too. In every hole. Use me. Call me dirty names. Treat me like trash. My greatest desire is to please you. I am nothing. You are everything.”

I kissed her again. Then I pulled back and rested my forehead against hers, our eyes inches apart. “I will use you, bitch” I said. “I will treat you like trash and fuck you in every hole.”

Brenda sighed as her eyes rolled upwards. Her eyelids fluttered above the arc of her smile. Her mouth opened halfway. The tip of her tongue extended slightly and slithered around her lips from bottom to top. Her body shivered for a moment. “Thank you, Master” Brenda said. “I worship you. Your pleasure is my only goal.”

I put my arm around her waist and she put hers around mine as we stepped over to the bed. I knelt down by the side of the bed and grabbed young Wanda by her smooth, youthful legs, pulling her towards me. She got the idea right away and scooted her young pussy towards the edge of the bed. The fourteen-year-old blonde beauty raised her knees towards her head, putting a hand behind each knee to keep her legs up. I got the full view of her young pussy and her clean, pink anus from this angle.

As I was enjoying the sight of the blonde teenager’s pussy and ass, my buxom redhead Brenda was on the floor, kneeling and contorting her body so that she could blow me. From the very first moment that Brenda took my cock into her mouth, I became certain that his twenty-something beauty was the one who had taught young Wanda her blowjob skills. The position that Brenda and I were in was far from the ideal for giving or receiving a blowjob. Yet this hot redhead used her lips, tongue, mouth, and throat in the most amazing ways. Cupping my balls in one hand, she put an arm around my waist for stability. She took my penis into her mouth as if it were the most precious thing in the universe. She knew exactly where and how to lick my dick to provide me with maximum pleasure. The redhead pumped her head within the confined space available, always careful never to let my penis leave her mouth. Brenda used her mouth to create a powerful suction even as her tongue licked rapidly and precisely. At the same time that she was working these wonders of pleasure, I heard and felt her humming. The sound vibrations that reached my ear were the late arrivals; my penis felt these vibrations at their origin, and it felt amazing. Brenda was not aimlessly making sounds, though. Her humming had a certain frequency and pitch that seemed to resonate with my body. My dick, my balls, the perineum between my balls and my anus, and even my internal organs in the lower part of my body were being stimulated by the siren song of Brenda’s blowjob.

While beautiful, buxom Brenda was using her mouth to perform unprecedentedly wonderful service to my penis, my mouth and hands were focused on the naked fourteen-year-old blonde angel holding her knees and presenting her pussy and ass for my delectation. I began to alternately lick Wanda’s pussy and her anus, moving my tongue from one to the other, spending about half a minute with each.

“Ooo, that feels so good, Master” she said as I licked her pussy.

“Ooo, that feels good too, Master” the young girl said as I licked her anus.

“I hope you’re going to fuck me in both holes, Master” Wanda said. “My body only exists to serve the pleasure of men. Use me any way you please.”

I stopped licking for a moment. “I am going to fuck you in both holes, bitch. Count on it!”

Wanda smiled her blonde, blue-eyed angelic smile. “Thank you, Master” she said. “You are so good to me! I am unworthy.”

I licked her pussy more passionately now, even as Brenda’s amazing mouth and tongue worked their wonders on my cock. If this went on much longer, I knew that I would cum in Brenda’s mouth. I wanted to save that joy for later. I reached down and grabbed the buxom redhead by her long hair and pulled her head slowly off my dick. “That’s enough for now, bitch. You are an amazing cocksucker. In that cramped spot, you were giving me the best blowjob I’ve ever had!”

“Thank you, Master” Brenda said with genuine gratitude. “It was my pleasure, truly. I was trained for this. I worked very hard to get good at it. It’s the main thing I am teaching Wanda. We both live only to serve men. It is a great honor to suck your dick, Master.”

I reached for one of her breasts and, grasping it, used it to pull her toward me. We kissed. “You’re a great whore, Brenda.”

She almost blushed. “Thank you, Master. I want to be the best whore I can possibly be for you. I am so honored to serve you.”

Then I had a thought. “Show me how you eat a young girl’s cunt.”

Brenda got the same look of mild consternation and disgust on her face that Wanda had when I asked the fourteen-year-old blonde to eat the twenty-something redhead’s cunt. “Couldn’t I suck your cock again instead, Master? I would really rather suck dick than eat cunt, or have my cunt eaten. Sucking a man’s penis is so much more wonderful and pleasurable and good than eating pussy. Please, Master? Please let me blow you again.”

I smiled in satisfaction. These bitches had both been trained to prefer fellatio over cunnilingus, whether giving or receiving. Whoever trained these cunts really knew what they were doing.

“I’ll let you blow me again later, bitch. Right now I want you to show me how you eat cunt” I commanded.

Brenda sighed. “Yes, Master. Your wish is my command.” And with that she put her mouth to the young Wanda’s pussy and began licking. I moved my head close so that I could see exactly what Brenda did with her tongue and her fingers. Most of her moves I already knew. A couple were novel. What really surprised me though was that neither Wanda nor Brenda made any noises of pleasure and satisfaction. When I was eating Wanda’s cunt, she enjoyed it. “Brenda” I said “stop eating Wanda’s pussy. Begin licking her anus.”

“Yes, Master” Brenda responded, quickly moving her head down to the girl’s ass and licking her pink star. This did not elicit any pleasure sounds from the teenager either.

I grabbed Brenda by the hair and pulled her away. “Let me try” I said. I used my tongue on Wanda’s pink anus exactly as I had done it before.

“Ooo, thank you, Master” the young girl said. “Your tongue feels so good on my anus. Thank you for licking me there. And for licking me on my pussy. I am so honored that you would lick me in both places. Ahhh! I must be the luckiest girl in the world.”

I was beginning to see a pattern here. The woman and the girl had been perfectly trained to serve men and to take pleasure from what men did to them, but not to enjoy the same things when women did them. No lesbianism is possible for them! Their apparent bi-sexuality existed only when men demanded to see it demonstrated. This woman and this girl were 100% heterosexual and completely devoted to serving men. They would perform lesbian acts reluctantly, and only when men required that they do so.

Whoever trained these bitches was a genius!

I stopped licking Wanda. “Move back further on the bed, bitch” I commanded. “It’s time to fuck your pussy.”

Wanda beamed with joy. “Yes, Master! Thank you, Master!” She scooted her young body into the middle of the bed. As I climbed on the bed to mount her, Brenda followed and lay down next to the girl. Just as I had commanded, Brenda held her breasts for me so they would be near my head and mouth when I started fucking the little girl.

I grabbed my dick and directed into Wanda’s fourteen-year-old pussy slit. As the head of my cock touched her cunt, Wanda made a cooing sound. When I pushed the head inside her, she drew in a breath quite rapidly. “Ooo!” she said as she exhaled “Thank you Master!”

I lay down on top of the girl and began to drill my dick into her cunt, thrusting slowly at first, but going deeper and deeper with every thrust. Since I was a head taller than the fourteen-year-old, I could not kiss Wanda on the mouth while I fucked her. But Brenda was there, holding her tits in both hands and presenting them to my mouth. I sucked one, then the other, going back and forth between them like a man in love with a pair of beautiful twins. Her breasts were so soft, her skin so silky, and her nipples so sweet. Her twin breasts were my double-loves.

As I continued to fuck young Wanda, her body responded by matching my rhythm. My adult male body and her teenaged girl’s body were perfectly in synch. My pleasure in fucking her was immense. I had never fucked a child before. The youngest girl I had ever fucked was eighteen-years-old, when I was a freshman in college. This bitch was one third younger than that. What I was going was completely illegal in every state in the USA. And I didn’t care a bit about that! This fourteen-year-old child wanted what I was doing every bit as much as I did. Wanda asked me to fuck her. To use her for my pleasure. And that’s precisely what I was doing.

Wanda began panting rapidly. I could tell that she was close to an orgasm. “Master” she whispered. “Master!” she said louder. “Master!” she yelled. “Oh, Master!” she screamed. “Master, Master, Master, Master!” she cried out with joy. “I’m cumming, Master!” she said as she held me tightly and kissed my chest. “Master! Dear God – Master!” Her kisses were more rapid. She sucked on my nipples. “I love you, Master! Thank you, Master!” Her kissing was frenzied now, animal-like. “I adore you! I worship you! Mmmm! Mmmm! Mmmm!”

I had to slow down or I would surely cum in this young girl’s cunt. Her waves of orgasms were subsiding just in time. She continued to kiss me and express her devotion in words that were barely comprehensive. I kissed the top of her blonde head. Then I lay there on top of her, resting.

As I relaxed, I turned my head to the side, where Brenda still held out her big, beautiful breasts for me to suck. I took a nipple into my mouth and resumed the sucking I had been doing minutes before. Brenda sighed with pleasure as I sucked her tit. “Thank you, Master” she said. “You are so good to us. Thank you for sucking my tits. Thank you for letting me blow you earlier. And thank you for letting Wanda blow you, too.” She paused. “Wanda” she said somewhat loudly, “what do you say to our Master?”

Lifting myself up a few inches, I looked down at the little girl under me. Her golden hair was all I saw at first. The she lifted her head up towards me. Her eyes were half-closed, and she had the dreamy look on her face of a girl who had just been well-fucked. “Thank you, Master” she said. “I am eternally grateful to you for fucking me. How can I ever repay you?”

I turned and looked at Brenda. Her face showed the satisfaction of a teacher whose student had just passed a crucial test. “That’s right, dear” she said. “Always thank your Master for using you. No matter what he does to you, always thank him. Always remember that men are everything and we are nothing. Anything they do to us is worthy of our eternal thanks.”

My head practically spun around on my neck. Was I really hearing that? Was this woman telling this young girl that she had to be eternally grateful for a man doing ANYTHING to her? I had to find out.




I pulled my dick out of Wanda’s sopping pussy, lifted myself up, then told Brenda to move backward a little bit so I could lay next to her with her breasts near my mouth. She complied instantly, just as I had come to expect. Then I addressed young Wanda.

“You are eternally grateful to me, aren’t you little girl?” I said.

“Yes, Master” Wanda replied. “I am eternally grateful to you for fucking me. How can I ever repay you?”

I smirked as I looked Brenda in the eye before giving Wanda my next order. “Lick my anus, little girl” I said.

“Yes, Master. Thank you, Master” Wanda said without missing a beat. I felt the bed bounce a bit as the fourteen-year-old moved down and placed her head next to my ass. I felt her kiss one of my butt-cheeks, then the other. She spread my cheeks and kissed my anus. Her voice was slightly muffed because her head was between my cheeks, but I heard her clearly say “Thank you for letting me do this, Master. It is such an honor for me to be able to lick your anus.” Then I felt her velvety young tongue begin to lick my asshole.

I watched Brenda’s face the whole time that Wanda was thanking me and licking me. Brenda looked, once again, like a teacher who was happy with her student’s progress. But she showed something more. I detected a hint of jealousy, I thought. So I asked her.

“Brenda, do you wish it was you down there licking my asshole?”

She nodded. “Yes, Master.” There was a slight look of sadness on her face. “I know men prefer young girls. I try to make up for my age by using my breasts. But I’m not fourteen anymore. I will always be second place now.”

I felt terribly sorry for even asking. I reached up with both hands and cupped her face between them. “Oh, no, no, my darling” I said. “You are wonderful! You gave me the best blowjob I’ve ever had in my life. And I’m in love with your big tits. They are perfect. I could suck and bite them forever! And I am going to fuck you. In every hole. And I promise to cum in your mouth.”

Brenda’s eyebrows went up, she blinked twice, and a tiny tear formed at the corner of one eye. Her lips quivered. “Thank you, Master! You are so kind. I don’t deserve your kindness. You are everything and I am nothing.” Then she began to weep.

I pulled her head to my shoulder and rubbed Brenda’s back to comfort her. My heart went out to this young woman. She was a world-class beauty, a sexual goddess, and a perfect whore who would do anything to please a man. Yet here she was, crying on my shoulder, because she didn’t have the “honor” of licking my anus. Meanwhile, the fourteen-year-old blonde angel who was still licking my anus was making sounds of joy as she continued her dirty deed.

I paused to wonder: Had I died and gone to heaven?

As I held Brenda close she continued to sob softly. Her wavy red hair seemed to waft her intoxicating fragrance up to me, like exotic spices carried over the sea. Her soft, abundant breasts pressed against my chest as I held her close. My penis, which had lost its erection when Brenda had broken down in tears, was beginning to rise to attention. And young Wanda continued to lick my anus joyfully.

I took Brenda’s head in my hand and gently tilted her face upwards. Even though her face was wracked with tears, the green-eyed redhead was still devastatingly beautiful. I kissed her full on the mouth. She accepted my kiss gratefully. Our tongues rolled around in one another’s mouths. I slowly broke the kiss, gazed into Brenda’s green eyes, and asked her solicitously: “Would you like to blow me?”

“Oh, yes, Master!” she said eagerly. “Thank you. I would love to blow you again. It would be such an honor. And such a pleasure! I love blowing you. I could suck your dick all day and all night!”

With those words said, the gorgeous redhead moved down, opened her mouth, and received my cock into it. She looked up at me, my cock in her mouth, and smiled. Her green eyes sparkled. She tried to speak, and of course her words were garbled, but I understood exactly what she was saying: “Thank you for letting me blow you, Master. I am eternally grateful to you for letting me blow you. How can I ever repay you?”

I smiled down at the buxom, redheaded beauty who had my dick in her mouth as her tongue already began to pleasure the underside of my penis. I stroked her hair as she blew me. Then, grasping her head in both my hands, I pulled her towards me, forcing my dick down her throat. She did not resist, but was clearly having to make rapid adjustments so she didn’t choke. I held her head tightly for fifteen seconds or so, then released her. Brenda pulled back only slightly, never allowing my cock to leave her mouth. Her eyes were tearing again. But she looked happy. These were tears of joy. She spoke again, with my dick in her mouth, her words garbled but completely comprehensible. “Thank you for forcing your dick down my throat, Master. It is such an honor to be forcefully deep-throated by you” she said. Brenda paused to swallow some of the drool that had begun to leak from the corners of her mouth. She managed to suck up the drool from one side and swallow it. The drool from the other side broke away and fell onto the bed. She gazed up at me with her amazing green eyes. “Please rape my mouth any time” she said.

I stroked Brenda’s abundant red hair again as I smiled down at her. Young Wanda was still licking my anus. I grasped Brenda’s head again and pulled it toward me, forcing my dick down her throat for a second time. She was prepared this time, and took my entire erect penis down her throat until her nose was pressed hard against my pubic hair. I held her for longer this time before releasing her head. I allowed Brenda to perform her cock-sucker art freely after that. She sucked, and licked, and deep-throated with me obvious joy and passion.

		I lay on my side as Brenda blew me and Wanda licked my asshole. I reached behind me with one hand to feel Wanda’s head. I reached forward with the other to feel Brenda’s head. I was feeling really, really good. But I knew if I allowed this to continue much longer, I would cum in Brenda’s mouth. I wasn’t ready for that yet.

“Brenda” I said “It’s time for me to fuck your cunt. Take my dick out of your mouth, get up here, and spread your legs.”

My dick still in her mouth, Brenda looked up at me and answered. “Yes, Master” she said. She gave my dick a final lick before releasing it from her mouth. Then she turned over onto her belly and raised herself up onto her hands and knees. Her big white breasts swung in ever-changing arcs as she crawled up further on the bed. Her big, beautiful ass passed by my face before Brenda turned, lay down on her back, and spread her legs. “Do you want me to raise my knees?” she asked, helpfully.

“Yes, bitch” I said. “I want to taste your snatch again and lick your anus for the first time before I fuck your cunt.”

Brenda smiled at this. “Thank you, Master” she said. “I am honored that you would lick my pussy and my anus.”

Before moving my head between Brenda’s legs, I grabbed Wanda by her long, blonde hair and pulled her face away from my asshole. “Wanda” I said “Go kiss Brenda so she can taste my ass on your tongue.”

I heard rather than saw the happiness in Wanda’s voice. “Thank you, Master” she said. “Your slightest wish is my command.” Then I saw the fourteen-year-old crawling up towards the twenty-something-year-old.

“Thank you, Master” Brenda said. “I can’t wait to taste your ass from my daughter’s mouth.”

The lithe young blonde put her lips to the mouth of the buxom redhead who was lying on her back, holding her knees in the air. I moved up to Brenda’s crotch and began licking her delicious pussy, all the while keeping my eyes on the adoptive mother and her adopted daughter kissing one another. I enjoyed knowing that they were doing it solely because I ordered it. Even more, I liked knowing that Brenda wanted to do it because the daughter had just finished licking my anus and her mother wanted a taste of my rear end.

I licked Brenda’s redheaded snatch for a short while, enjoying the flavor of her vaginal juices. Then I worked my tongue lower, licking my way across her perineum, and down to her anus. Brenda had a pink star anus even more fair and pale than Wanda’s. I licked it and licked it, until I felt the urge in my penis becoming irresistible.

“Time for fuck your cunt now, Red” I said to Brenda. She rewarded me with such a grateful smile. I held my dick in one hand, guiding it into her pussy, as I put my face to hers and kissed her mouth. My dick slide easily into Brenda’s pussy, slowing down only after it had gone in a couple of inches. I began thrusting more forcefully than I had done with her fourteen-year-old daughter. As my dick finally slide all the way into Brenda’s juicy cunt, I noticed young Wanda lying next to me, her angelic blonde face gazing at me with love and devotion.

“Would you like to join in, bitch?” I asked the young girl.

She nodded her head vigorously. “Yes, Master” she said. “Please tell me how I may serve you.”

I thought for a moment. “Roll on your side and present your ass to me” I said. “I want your anus right where I can lick it.”

Wanda smiled. “Yes, Master. Thank you, Master” she said, then moved into position so that her young buttocks were just to the side of her mother’s face. I kissed Brenda on the mouth, but kept my eyes on the fourteen-year-old’s ass. She reached behind her with one hand and separated her butt-cheeks. Wanda’s sweet pink anus was staring me in the face. At the same time, her gorgeous redheaded mother was enjoying my dick ramming into her cunt.

I grasped one of Brenda’s breasts in one hand, as I reached out with the other to place my hand next to Wanda’s on her butt-cheek. Leaning forward and to the side, I brought my tongue into contact with the fourteen-year-old’s anus. She tasted good, but not nearly as good as Brenda’s anus. I licked the little girl’s asshole for the better part of a minute, before moving my face back and going face to face with Brenda. “Taste your little girl’s anus in my mouth, bitch” I said.

Brenda smiled. “Your wish is my command, Master” she said, opening her mouth to receive my tongue. We explored one another’s mouths again, sharing the marvelous flavors of all three bodies that had provided so far today.

Brenda’s hips moved in synchrony with mine as we kissed. As I fucked her hard and harder, I pulled my tongue from her mouth and licked her daughter’s anus again, then returned my tongue to the redhead so she could taste her daughter’s ass again in my mouth. I was still holding one of Brenda’s big breasts in one hand. Now I took her other breast in my free hand, holding onto to her mammaries like handles as I fucked her cunt hard and deep. I pulled one of her breasts up toward Brenda’s head, which it was big enough to reach. I sucked her nipple greedily. “Now you suck it, bitch. Such you own tit, whore.”

Brenda complied immediately, taking her nipple into her mouth and sucking it, but all the while maintaining eye contact with me. I kissed her breast just below the nipple that Brenda was sucking. Then I bit her tit and pulled the nipple away from Brenda’s mouth. I took it into my mouth and sucked it like a madman.

“Oh, Master” Brenda cried. “Oh, Master, I’m cumming! I’m cumming, Master! Thank you, Master! Thank you, Master! Thank you, Master!” Her body shook with wave after wave of orgasms as I fucked her cunt and sucked her tit, while squeezing the other tit in my free hand. I managed not to cum, but just barely.

I lay atop Brenda, drenched in sweat. Her body lay slick beneath me. We kissed languidly, while I gave occasional glances to the ass of her fourteen-year-old daughter that sat inches away from her mother’s head. I pulled Wanda’s hand away from her buttock, allowing her cheeks to come together again. As I missed Brenda, I interrupted our kissing periodically to kiss the young girl’s ass and spread Wanda’s now closed buttocks so I could lick her anus.

I gazed into Brenda’s green eyes. “It’s time for you and your daughter both to take my dick up your ass. Do you have the right toys and lube so you can prepare to be sodomized?”

Brenda nodded her head vigorously and smiled. “Oh yes, Master” she said. “We are well-stocked.” Then she turned her head and titled it upward towards Wanda. “Get the butt plus and lube, dear” she said. “Master wants to sodomize us!”

“Oh boy!” said Wanda. “I can’t wait to take your dick up my ass, Master!” The girl bounced off the bed, skipped over to a drawer, and removed the required stuff. She returned with two, transparent butt plugs and a tube of lubricant. The fourteen-year-old smiled as she expertly applied lube to each of the clear plastic butt plugs, and handed one to her mother. Wanda then lay down on the bed on her belly, took the other butt-plug, and twisted herself sideways to reach backward to her ass.

Since I was still lying on top of Brenda with my dick only slowly receding from her cunt, the redhead had to hold the butt plug by its stem while she waited for me to get off her so she could insert her own butt plug. Meanwhile, young Wanda’s ass was again right near her mother’s face and mine. I watched closely as the fourteen-year-old blonde pushed the transparent butt plug past her anus into her rectum. Unlike last time a few minutes ago, when Wanda had been lying partly on her side so that my tongue could easily access her anus, this time her butt faced the ceiling. I kissed Wanda’s shapely ass, then rolled off Brenda and order her to insert her own butt plug.

I lay on my side watching as Brenda raised her knees and held the clear, plastic butt plug with two hands, moving around her anus until she had acquired the target. The beautiful redhead stuck out her tongue partway in concentration, closed her eyes, and slowly pushed the butt plug into her waiting anus. She quickly got it all the way into her rectum.

I climbed onto Brenda’s chest, with my legs straddling her. “Push your tits together, bitch” I ordered, as I held my dick and placed in into her ample cleavage. Brenda stared at my penis with the look of love. This bitch truly loved dick! Her big white tits with their pale pink nipples were pushed together like a cunt. I slide my dick between them. As the head of my penis got closer to Brenda’s face, she opened her mouth and extended her tongue. I let her lick the head of my dick for a moment before pulling the backstroke through her cleavage. As I pushed forward again, Brenda opened her mouth to suck and lick me, even if only a few seconds at a time.

Brenda and I continued the titty-fuck game while waiting for the her ass and Wanda’s to relax enough for easy anal sex. After a few minutes, I asked the question: “Are you bitches both ready to get butt-fucked?”

“Yes, Master!” they said in happy unison.

“OK” I said. “Brenda, I’ll going to ream you out first.” The redhead smiled in gratitude. She was eager to take it up the ass and be the first to get it.

I turned to Wanda. “You’ll got second, little bitch” I informed the fourteen-year-old. “While I’m buttfucking your mommy, I want you to kiss me, and to offer your little nipples for me to suck and bite.”

“Yes, Master” said Wanda. “Your slightest wish is my command.”

I climbed off Brenda’s chest. “Get on your belly, bitch” I order, as I grabbed a couple of pillows. Brenda understood what I was doing and raised her hips to allow me space to position the pillows, which raised her hips for me.

I pulled Brenda’s butt plug slowly out of her ass. I held it out to Wanda, who took it into her soft young hand. “Lick it, bitch” I commanded.

Wanda smiled as she began licking the transparent butt plug that came fresh from her mother’s asshole.

I turned back to Brenda. Her lovely pink anus was opened slightly. I probed it with my finger. It was soft and pliable. I knelt behind the big white ass of the shapely redhead and pressed the head of my dick against her welcoming anus. I felt her anal sphincter open. Brenda was deliberately opening her asshole as if she was going to take a shit. But instead of something going out, something was going in. Her anus and rectum welcomed my dick like a long lost lover coming home.

Brenda’s asshole was tight but accessible. She squirmed a bit as I shoved my cock deeper and deeper into her asshole. I looked down at her lovely, pear-shaped ass, with its milky white skin. As she turned her head to look at me, most of her long, red hair cascaded over the opposite shoulder, except for a few strands that hung down across her face. Her green eyes peered out at my between those strands as she bit her lower lip in pain. He invasion of her ass was clearly uncomfortable for her. I went in deeper.

“Ahh!” Brenda cried out. “Master! Ahh-ahh! Master!” She bit her lip again. “Thank you for the pain in my ass, Master” she said, looking at me over her shoulder through strands of red hair. “I hope my pain give you pleasure, Master.” She closed her eyes and winced again, pressing her lips firmly together this time. “Uhh-uhh-uhh!” she grunted. “Thank you for butt-fucking me, Master. I only live to serve you.”

Her words were driving me wild. I picked up the pace of my thrusting into the redhead’s asshole. I bent over and lay down on her back, pausing for a moment to get into a better position. Then I shoved my dick into her asshole violently.

“AHHH!” she screamed. “THANK YOU, THANK YOU, THANK YOU, THANK YOU FOR SODOMIZING ME, MASTER!” Brenda yelled.

I paused for a moment, wondering if Frank and his goons were going to rush in and tear me to pieces.

“Are you OK, Brenda?” I asked solicitously.

She looked over her shoulder as if I had just asked the dumbest question in the world. “Of course I’m OK, Master. You just gave me the best orgasm of my life!”

I took a deep breath. That was the nicest compliment I’d ever gotten for doing exactly what I wanted to do!

Sodomizing Brenda was certainly one of the best sexual experiences of my life.

“Uh-hum” I heard Wanda say. I looked over at her as if she had suddenly appeared from nowhere. I had been so focused on fucking her twenty-four-year-old mother up the ass, that I had completely forgotten about telling the fourteen-year-old blonde to position herself so I could suck her tits.

“Did you forget about me, Master?” Wanda asked, a hurt expression clouding her lovely face. Her deep blue eyes truly looked sad.

Thinking quickly, I said “No, little bitch, I didn’t forget about you.” I pulled my dick out of Brenda’s quivering asshole and lay down on my back. “Come over here, Wanda. I’ve got a special treat for you.” I looked down at my dick. It had a few brown spots and streaks on it. “I’m going to let you suck my dick clean and eat your mother’s shit off it. Isn’t that nice?” I said, waiting for her reaction.

Wanda’s eyes grew wide as saucers. “Oh Master” she whispered. “This is such a great honor. You’re going to let me suck you clean after you butt-fucked my own mother. I can’t tell you how much this means to me. I love you so much, Master!”

The blonde teenager climbed over Brenda’s back and lay down next to me. She looked closely at my dick and sniffed it. Then she looked up at me with a mischievous grin. “It stinks, Master” Wanda said. Then she stuck out her tongue and placed it at the root of my penis shaft, dragging it all the way up to the head. She pulled her tongue back into her mouth and smacked her lips three times, shaking her head. The blonde girl scrunched her eyes closed, and wrinkled her nose. Then she looked me in the eye. “That tastes terrible!” she said. Then Wanda bent over my dick, opened her mouth wide, and pushed her head down, taking my entire dick into her mouth. She started sucking and licking and bobbing her head up and down. This angelic blonde child, this beautiful teenager goddess, was sucking her mother’s shit off my dick, fresh from her mother’s asshole. I was blown away! I grabbed Wanda’s head with both hands and forced my dick down her throat. She did not resist.

I held her there for only a few seconds, then I let the teenager come up for air. Wanda coughed and drooled. Her blonde hair hung down over her face. She brushed it aside and looked me in the eye. Her blue eyes were watering. “Thank you for that forced deep-throat, Master. Mommy says I need to experience more of that. Would you do it again, please?”

I smiled, grabbing her by the head. Wanda opened her mouth and took my cock back into it. I forced her head down, sending my dick to the back of her mouth, then over the edge into her throat. Tears streamed from her eyes. I kept her there for ten seconds, then released her.

“Thank you, Master” she said. “Mommy’s shit tastes terrible. But I love sucking your dick.”

I reached up and tweaked one of her nipples. She smiled. “I think it’s time you took it up the ass, Wanda.”




The little blonde beauty smiled, tuned around, and lay down on her belly. “Do you want me to remove the butt plug, Master?” she asked helpfully.

“No, I’ve got it, bitch” I said. I grasped the clear plastic form and pulled it slowly out of the little girl’s rectum. Then, without further ado, I grabbed a couple of pillows and put them under Wanda’s little fourteen-year-old hips. Her pink anus gaped slightly. I pressed on it with my finger. My finger slid in easily. I quickly removed it, climbed on top of the little girl, and pressed the head of my penis against her anus. As with Brenda, Wanda’s anus opened to welcome me. The head of my cock went in for more than an inch before it encountered tightness.

I put my head next to hers and kissed the little girl on her lovely face. “This is gonna hurt, Wanda” I said.

“I know, Master” the fourteen-year-old said. “I want it to hurt. I want to show you that I would do anything for you. Please fuck my ass, Master. Be brutal. Rape my asshole. Rape a little girl up the ass. Make me suffer! Please!”

I could not believe I was hearing what I was hearing. Wanda was talking like the perfect little slut! I pushed my dick deeper into her rectum. Wanda squirmed. “Yes, Master! Yes, Master!” she said softly. “Butt-fuck me, please! Please, Master!”

I couldn’t help myself. I started pummeling the little girl’s sweet pink asshole like a man possessed. I threw all caution to the wind. Wanda squirmed and whimpered underneath me. But she never asked me to stop. I pounded the young bitch’s asshole like there was no tomorrow.

As I sodomized little Wanda, I noticed Brenda staring at me. The big-breasted redhead beauty lay on her side, her big tits piled one on top of the other, pink nipples aligned vertically. There was the look of sadness and jealousy in her face again. I felt so sorry for her. She wasn’t old by any means; she couldn’t have been more than twenty-four or twenty-five. Her daughter’s asshole was getting all the attention right now. I vowed then and there to something special for Brenda.

I stopped sodomizing Wanda. I pulled my penis out of her asshole. It had a little bit of shit on it. Not as much as I mined from Brenda’s asshole.

I climbed off Wanda and lay next to Brenda. I sucked and bit both of her tits. “Suck me clean, bitch” I ordered. “Make me cum in your mouth. Then swallow it.”

Brenda’s face lit up like a Christmas tree. She took my face in her hands and kissed me over and over.

“Thank you, Master! Thank you so much, Master! I will give you the best shit-eating, cum-swallowing blowjob you’ve ever had!” Then she went down on me and did just that.

Brenda pulled out all the stops. She took my soiled cock into her mouth, licked it all around, and pumped her head up and down on it as if she knew exactly where every pleasure spot on it was located. Pretty soon she was deep-throating me over, and over, and over again. Her eyes teared up. Drool escaped from the corners of her mouth. But she never let me cock out of her mouth for even a second. She sucked my dick like she was serving god.

I was delirious with pleasure. I gripped her head by her long, wavy red hair. But there was no need to force my dick down her throat. The bitch was deep-throating herself for me. I was in ecstasy.

From deep in my balls, the current of semen started rushing toward my penis. “I’m gonna cum in your mouth, bitch. Eat every drop of my cum, whore! Swallow it all, Brenda!” I yelled as my cum spurted into her mouth. Volley after volley of semen shot into her mouth. I placed my hand on her neck so I could feel her swallowing.

Wow! My body shook, every muscle straining, and then giving up the ghost, relaxing into infinite soupy bliss. This was the most spectacular, most satisfying, most wonderful orgasm I had ever had!

Brenda kept my dick in her mouth as she moved her body around so she could look me in the eye. She spoke once again in the garbled tones of the cocksucking slut. “Did I make you happy, Master?” she asked.

I stroked her red hair and smiled. “Yes, you did, bitch. You made me very, very happy.” I paused for a moment. “You said that you were going to give me the best shit-eating, cum-swallowing blowjob I’ve ever had. Well, you sure did that. But it was also the first and only shit-eating, cum-swallowing blowjob I’ve ever had!”

She looked shocked. Carefully, gently, Brenda let my now-flaccid penis emerge from her mouth. “Oh, that’s terrible, Master” she said. “You’ve been so deprived! You should get that any time you want it. You should have lots of beautiful slaves to do that for you.” She turned and looked at her daughter. “Right, Wanda?”

Wanda piped up: “Yes, Mommy, that’s right. A Master who wants shit-eating, cum-swallowing blowjobs should get them all the time, whenever he wants them. I would be honored to do that for you, Master” she added.

Now I was absolutely convinced: I had died and gone to heaven.

Then the phone rang.

“That will be Master Frank, asking if we’re finished. Shall I answer it, Master?”

“Sure” I said.

Brenda rolled over to the other side of the bed and lifted the phone handset. “Hello” she said. There was silence for a few seconds. Then she kept nodding her head and saying “Yes, Master ... Yes, Master ... As you wish, Master”.

At this point, I need to pause in my narrative to tell you what was going on in my head while Brenda was on the phone with Frank. I was totally in lust-love with Brenda and Wanda. I wanted this woman and this girl more than I wanted life itself. They had given me the best sex of my life. It was better than any other sex by more than a little. It was the best sex by a lot. It felt hundreds and thousands and millions of times better than any sex I’d ever had. Brenda and Wanda were spectacularly beautiful; more beautiful than the prettiest girl I’d ever had before. They said and did all the things I had always dreamed of women saying to me and doing with me. Their faces and bodies were exactly what I’d always wanted. I was convinced that my long conversations online with my mysterious friend “HIM” had given the Brotherhood key information about my personal desires and my particular psychology, so these two girls could be selected and trained (or programmed) to fulfill my every wish and desire, and to meet my deep, psychological needs. This whole sexual escapade had been simply perfect. I wanted it to continue on and on and on. My desire to own Brenda and Wanda as my personal slaves was like a fire burning inside me.

Brenda hung up the phone and turned to me. “Master Frank said he will be here in forty-five minutes. You can shower now. There are robes hanging in the closet. Please put one on after you’ve showered, Master.”

I sat on the bed, gazing at these two super-sexy, beautiful young sex slaves who were naked before me. “Brenda” I said. Then I turned to her daughter. “Wanda” I said. “You have each given me the best sex I’ve ever had. I love you both. I wish I could own you. I wish you could be my slaves, forever.”

Wanda and Brenda looked at one another. Brenda turned to me, reaching out a hand to touch my leg. “We love you too, Master. Don’t we, Wanda?”

The blonde teenager nodded her head vigorously. “I love you, too, Master!” She touched my other leg.

Brenda said “Master Frank owns us. Only he can release us to become your slaves. We are not permitted to ask for such a thing. Wanda and I are only his property. We are cunts. We have no rights. Master Frank asks for our opinion only when he wants it. We cannot speak without his permission. But I do love you, Ishmael. Serving you has been wonderful. I would gladly become your slave and serve you for as long as you allowed me to do so.” She turned to face Wanda, implicitly inviting her to speak.

“Me, too! Me, too! Me, too, Ishmael!” Wanda said. “I wish I could be your property. I love you and I loved serving you. I wish I could be your slave, and serve you, and you could use me every day. You could be like my Daddy and I can be your little girl sex slave!”

I took a deep breath and sighed. “I am going to ask Frank to change his mind. I’ll plead with him. That’s all I can do. I have nothing to bargain with. All I have is my love for you two girls, and my tremendous need to own you both.”

I looked down, shook my head, and then nodded to myself. I stood up and walked into the bathroom. The room was large, lined with amber-colored marble and large mirrors. It was appointed with high-end plumbing and lighting fixtures. There was a shower stall the size of a walk-in closet that had glass walls on three sides.

I sat down on the toilet and put my face in my hands. These girls are perfect. I had them in my hands for two glorious hours. How could I ever let them go?

My body did what it needed to do, pissing and shitting into the toilet. I was about to flush the toilet, when there was a knock on the door.

“It’s me, Master” said Wanda. “May I come in?”

I was sitting on the toilet. But what the hell! “Sure” I said.

Wanda opened the door and entered. Her lithe, fourteen-year-old body was still glistening with sweat from our wild sex session.

“Are you having a bowel movement?” she asked.

“Yes” I said nodding. “I just took a shit.”

Wanda got a funny look on her face. “I hope I am not offending you by asking this, Master.” She paused and bit her lip. “But could I be your toilet paper? I mean, will you let me lick your anus clean? I promise I’ll do a good job. I’ve been studying for this. Mommy says I’m close to being ready to do it for real, with a real man. But I really want to do it now, to see if I’m any good. And because I love you and I want to serve you in every way.”

I just about fell off the toilet.

I grabbed the little girl by the waist and sat her down on my knee. I sucked at her young breasts. She cooed and stroked my hair, kissing me on top of the head.

“Thank you for sucking my little tits, Master. If this is your way of telling me that you won’t let me lick your anus clean, that’s OK. I understand. Maybe I’m just not good enough yet.”

I looked her in the eye. Her perfect blue eyes and angelic face belied the fact that she was the perfect whore. The heart of a perfect slut beat within her little chest.

“I will let you be my toilet paper, Wanda. I’ll let you lick my anus clean. Because I love you. And I want you to be happy” I said.

“Thank you, Master!” she said, cupping my face in her hands and kissing me over and over. “Thank you, thank you, thank you” she said joyfully. “I’m so grateful that you’re going to let me do this. Please tell me when you’re ready and I’ll start.”

I reached behind me and flushed the toilet. “There’s not time like the present” I said. “Where do you want me?”

Wanda stood up and pointed. “Lean over the sink and I will kneel behind you.” I followed her instructions, bending over the sink and resting my forearms on the countertop. I felt Wanda take hold of my hairy butt-cheeks and part them. I heard the sounds of her sniffing my anal area. Then I felt her tongue begin to lick my anus, moving up and down, then back and forth, then in small circles, then in ever widening circles.

“Mmmm” was all I heard from the fourteen-year-old blonde beauty as she licked the shit off my anus and its surroundings.

She paused. “I’m so grateful that you are letting me do this, Master. Mommy said I’m not good enough yet. But she said if you agreed to let me do it, she was OK with that. I am so grateful that you are letting me lick your anus clean. I don’t know how I can ever repay you for this great honor.”

Then she resumed licking my asshole.

Yep, I thought to myself. Definitely died and gone to heaven. Now all I needed was to find a way to stay here.

Wanda finished up and thanked me again. She stood and reached for a toothbrush and toothpaste. “It’s important to clean up afterward” the little blonde slut said as she brushed her teeth.

I opened the toilet door and looked for Brenda. She was sitting in a chair, still naked, brushing her hair.

“Brenda” I said. “Come into the bathroom. The three of us are going to shower together.”

She smiled her radiant smile. “Thank you, Master. I dared not ask for such a privilege. Please let Wanda and me wash you in the shower. We’ll clean ourselves afterward.”

The large, walk-in shower with three glass walls easily accommodated all three of us. The buxom redhead and the blonde girl rubbed my body with washcloths and soap. They shampooed my hair and rinsed it. Then they took turns blowing me, or washing themselves. While little Wanda blew me, I watched her big-breasted mother clean her own body. I fondled Brenda’s breasts, or fingered her pussy or ass as she washed herself. Brenda thanked me for doing this. Then it was Brenda’s turn to suck my dick while her fourteen-year-old daughter washed herself. I played with the girl’s little tits, or pussy, or ass at every opportunity. Wanda made sure to keep her butt as close to me as possible, for as long as possible, frequently looking over her shoulder with a smile and thanking me for touching her body.

After the shower, the girls dried me off first. Then I went to the closet to grab a robe. There were two kinds, red and white. The red robe was actually a rich, dark maroon color, with gold brocade on the lapels, along the bottom edge, and on the ends of the sleeves. There were several white negligees. They were made of thin, translucent material; diaphanous, I supposed you would say, since you could see right through them. I took the red robe and put it on and tied it closed with a sash.

Brenda and Wanda came out of the bathrooms with towels wrapped around their hair but wearing nothing else. They each took one of the diaphanous, white negligees and put in on without comment. They probably wore these often, I supposed. Brenda’s spectacular body was easy to see through the translucent material of her nightgown, as was Wanda’s lithe young body.

The two girls stood, looking at me wistfully. I looked at them and saw a dream—a dream that might slip through my fingers. This was a moment. One of those moments where time seems to pause; to stop; to create a space and time outside of time.

I spoke the words that had been rolling around in my head: “Will I ever see you again?”

Brenda’s full, kissable lips parted as if she were about to speak. Her mouth closed again, and her lips quivered. A tear ran down her cheek. “I hope so, Master. I want that more than anything in the world. Only my Master can say. Master Frank owns me, body and soul, just like he owns Wanda.”

Wanda let the towel drop from her head and rushed over to me, her wet blonde hair shimmering with moisture. The gorgeous teenager dropped into my lap and threw her arms around my neck. She kissed me over and over again. “I want you to be my Master-Daddy. I want you to fuck me every day! I want to suck you and serve you day and night, forever!”

There was a knock on the door. Wanda stood up from my lap. I walked over and opened the door. Frank stood there for a moment, until I stepped aside and let him in.

Frank entered the room and took my hand. He shook it vigorously. “You passed the test, my boy. You are now welcome to join the Brotherhood of New Sweden.”

I was confused. “New Sweden?” I said. “I thought it was called the Brotherhood of Eden.”

Frank shook his head. “No, that’s the fictional name in those stories. Our true name is the Brotherhood of New Sweden. We preserve and protect the genetic core of the Caucasian genome, wherever it might be in the world. The Nordic countries are its geographic center. The Brotherhood of New Sweden is dedicated to saving our essence and growing it through male rule and female purity. Our leadership cadre is called the White Knights of Patriarchy. You’ll learn a lot more about all this in due course.”

“What are the rules of the Brotherhood of New Sweden? What do you expect from me?” I asked.

“Our most basic, fundamental rules are these. First, Brothers are loyal to one another above all others” Frank said. “Second, we are White men who support the White race above all others. Third, we are men who uphold the dominance of men over women. Fourth, we advance the evolution of mankind above and beyond all limitations.” Frank paused. “Those four rules are the foundation. Everything else flows from them. We develop more specific rules or laws as needed, based on the case law of any disputes that arise. These are still very few in number, thankfully. In the centuries to come, we can expect the number of laws to increase.”

I nodded my head. “I can agree to all of those. No problem.”

Frank nodded his head and spread his hands in an open gesture. “Good. Now, let’s talk about more intimate things. I trust that my slaves pleased you” he said. “Do let me know if they were unsatisfactory in any way.”

“Unsatisfactory? Not at all. Not a bit! They were wonderful. Both of them. I know you already told me that I couldn’t ask to have them. But I would give you everything I own to possess them” I said without exaggeration.

Frank smiled and clapped his hand against my left bicep twice. “Splendid!” he said. “I’m glad you feel that way. Because I deliberately mislead you before. Oh, not about my owning these bitches. I do own these fine cunts, body and soul. But I am willing to give them to you. As a welcoming gift. Welcome to the Brotherhood of New Sweden, my friend!”

I was overwhelmed. I could not believe my good fortune! I must have staggered backwards a bit, because I found myself falling into a chair and sitting down as if a rock had fallen on my head.

“The girls were really the final judges” Frank continued. “I had told them that if they liked you, I might consider making them a gift to you. I couldn’t promise anything. First, I needed to size you up myself. As it turns out, I approve of you, and they like you a lot. The girls signaled me privately about that. But before making my decision, I had to see how you treated my female property. Everything that went on in this room today was recorded on video. There are dozens of cameras and microphones hidden around the room. If you had mistreated my property, you would have been stopped before you got far. You didn’t, though. Your desires were just what you had said they were during those many internet chats we conducted with you. Your psychological profile was in fact what we had thought it was. The other Brothers and I had been feeding you questions through our mutual friend, HIM. Today we tested you in person. Brenda and Wanda were selected from the slaves in my harem and programmed to fit your personal desires and needs profile. These bitches wanted to do everything you wanted them to do.”

Frank sat down in the chair opposite me, leaned back, putting his hands together behind his head, and stretched out his legs, crossing them at the ankles. “I wanted to make sure that all three of you hit it off before saying anything about possibly giving you my beautiful sex slaves. Ishmael, you are now the Owner of three slaves. If, that is...” he paused for dramatic effect “ ... you still want to join the Brotherhood.”

“Yes, yes! I do. I said it before and I still definitely want to join the Brotherhood!” I said eagerly. “Thank you so much for giving me Brenda and Wanda. I will serve the aims of the Brotherhood of New Sweden with everything I’ve got.”

“Splendid!” Frank said. “You get all three slaves.”

I was so grateful that ... wait a minute. Did he say THREE slaves?!

“You mean two slaves, don’t you, Frank?” I asked, assuming that he had misspoke.

Frank shook his head. “No, my friend. I spoke correctly” he said. “Brenda and Wanda are part of a set of three cunts. Let me explain. You understand that when young Wanda here turned fourteen-years-old, she was given to Brenda by Wanda’s birth mother to raise and train Wanda as a sex-slave. Brenda is twenty-four now, so she’s old enough to be a mommy. Back when Brenda was fourteen, she had also been given to another woman by her birth mother. That woman raised Brenda and trained her in the ways of sexual slavery. That woman was twenty-four-years-old at the time. She is Brenda’s adoptive mother, and her name is Sapphire. Well, Sapphire is closing in on her thirty-fourth birthday now. That’s the age of retirement. Sapphire comes to you as senior slave in this package deal. You’ll only have her for about a year, with a little leeway. Then she retires completely. In the meantime, Sapphire will live only to serve you, just as her daughter Brenda and granddaughter Wanda do. Sapphire already approves of you because her daughter and granddaughter do.”

Frank turned his head to face the door and called out loudly: “Come in now.”

I held my breath, waiting to see what Sapphire looked like. How bad could she be if she was still only in her early thirties? She couldn’t be a shriveled up old hag. But maybe living the slave lifestyle wore these women down. Maybe she was sick or broken down. Or fat.

The door opened. The woman who walked into the room was beautiful. She was a redhead, like Brenda, but her hair was straighter. Red hair was not her most prominent feature, however. Sapphire had the biggest pair of tits I had ever seen. She wore one of those diaphanous negligees, so her breasts were clearly visible. They were huge, they were beautiful, and they were spectacular in their shape, being perfectly symmetrical and marvelously white, with large, generous pink nipples.

Sapphire noticed me staring gape-mouthed at her amazing chest. She put her hand in front of her mouth and laughed. That laugh! That was the female laugh I had heard a couple of hours ago, when I was being led through the outer room while still blinded by the hood over my head. She had laughed then. I’d heard her.

Frank leaned forward in his chair with an appearance of concern. “I hope you like her. During our vetting period with you online, you made it clear that you like women with large breasts as well as teenagers of age fourteen or so. Sapphire is extremely large-breasted. I hope she’s not too big up-top for your tastes.”

I shook my head vigorously. “Not too big. Not too big at all. She’s perfect. Yes. Yes. Oh, yes. Uh-huh. Absolutely. No problem.” I realized then that I was babbling and shut up.

“Splendid!” said Frank. “Tonight the White Knights of Patriarchy is having a symposium. The form of our symposium is not like the modern academic gatherings of the same name that you may know of. It hews closer to its ancient original, which was a drinking party where a topic was presented for commentary and consideration. You will join us, of course. Your adult slaves are welcome to serve you during the dinner. Our rule is no sex during a symposium. But you are free to feel up your slaves any time. Have them serve you as waitresses. Make them massage you. They are your property now. Or they will be, officially, when I hand them over to you tonight at the opening of the symposium. That’s when I’ll introduce you as our newest Brother.”

I nodded, afraid to say another word. I didn’t want to say the wrong thing in heaven.




When Frank told me that I was now welcome to enter the Brotherhood of New Sweden, and that he was gifting me with three beautiful sex slaves, I felt like I was in heaven. But I had many unanswered questions, and their number kept growing. My confusion was as apparent to Frank as it was to me.

“There is a lot to explain, Ishmael” said Frank. “I am not trying to keep secrets for my own sake, but for yours. The Brotherhood has had a lot of experience in how to induct new members. The full, true story of the Brotherhood of New Sweden is so remarkable and seemingly outlandish that most people find it incredible. We used to spill the beans on day one. That didn’t work out so well. Our story is rather intricate, and it involves events that many people find difficult to accept at first. So we have learned through hard-won experience to take it slow.”

Frank gestured towards the two women and one girl in the room. “I have given you three of my prized sex slaves, Brenda, Wanda, and Sapphire. Brenda and Wanda already demonstrated to you how loving and skillful they are in the sexual arts. Sapphire will show you soon that she is at least as good. Each one of these cunts is a fine example of the slave-maker’s art. They were created from cloned, genetically-modified DNA taken from some of the most beautiful women on Earth. Each cunt had her brain programmed directly with the personality, attitudes, desires, and behavior patterns that men want. That programming can be modified to suit the particular desires of any specific man, but its core is always the same: the bitch will want whatever the man wants her to want, and she will do it eagerly and with great enjoyment. These beauties will perform acts more degrading than the lowest whore would do. At the same time, they will be grateful for the opportunity to do these things in service to their Owner. They have boundless love for their Master. And they have the patience and forbearance of a saint. They are completely loyal. They are utterly submissive. They are always obedient. They are delightfully loving. And they are oh so sweet. Our custom-made sex slaves are the perfect companions for the male of the species.”

When he finished speaking, Frank rose from his chair and began walking to the door. He gestured for me to follow. He signaled the girls to do the same.

This was my first time outside the room without a hood over my head. We entered a short hallway. There were unmarked doors on either side. The hallway opened into a very large space, like a hotel ballroom, with a translucent ceiling that admitted diffused daylight. Against the far wall, I saw the fountain I had heard earlier. Neutral white from the skylight gave the room a cheery glow. Flowers and other plants grew in large pots and architectural niches throughout. Their fragrance was delightful. The room was furnished oddly. Small couches, of the type that is sometimes called a “day bed”, were arrayed in two concentric circles. Adjacent to each day bed was a small table. Larger tables lined the walls of the room. At the head of the inner-circle of day beds was a larger, circular bed that looked as is a padded chair or mini-throne had been inserted into its middle.

“This evening’s symposium will be held here” said Frank. “We are old-school in our decorating. This is a modern, updated version of the way the ancient Greeks did it.” Frank walked up to the central day bed with its embedded throne and sat in it. “The Master of Ceremonies will sit here. For tonight, that will be me.” He patted the circular bed next to him and all three females rushed over and sat. I sat on one of the other day beds in the inner circle, facing Frank and the girls.

“The Brotherhood of New Sweden has many members. I won’t say how many just now. Our central leadership is called the White Knights of Patriarchy. One becomes a Knight when sentiment among the other Knights and the broader Brotherhood favors it happening. We are a loose democracy, not a legalistic one. We prefer to operate by consensus. The Knights who are most esteemed by all the Brothers are listened to more carefully, and their views tend to prevail. In practice, the Knights are the finally authorities. Among the Knights, the most esteemed members hold the greatest sway.”

Frank leveled his gaze at me. “You could become a Knight someday, Ishmael” he said with a degree of seriousness in his voice that was deeper than any I had heard before. “It is a great honor and a great responsibility.” He knit his fingers together and held his conjoined hands to his lips. He lowered his gaze and seemed to take in something far away. Furrows creased his brow. With a short nod, he lowered his hands and addressed me again.

“Sex brought us into this world. Desire for sex—good sex; sex with the right kind of women—brought you to this place. Sex is never enough, though, Ishmael. The Brotherhood of New Sweden and the White Knights of Patriarchy enjoy better sex and more of it than any men in all of history have ever enjoyed. Genghis Khan may have raped hundreds of women and sired as many children, but those women did not love him. And very, very few of those women were as beautiful as even the least beautiful woman we own. What’s more, all of our women love us. They worship us. They adore us. Our women are not treacherous, surly harpies. And they are certainly not dead in bed when it comes to sex, as you’ve seen for yourself. Our women have sex skills—every single one of them does—better than the best courtesans and whores and nymphomaniacs of any land, in any era.”

Frank gestured towards fourteen-year-old Wanda, my gorgeous blonde sex slave. “We can have girls of any age. We grow them in our bio-labs. My personal lower limit is cunts of Wanda’s age here. But I have had younger at times. Some of our members prefer little girls. That’s fine. Since the girls are lab-grown to fit the needs of their Owners, there are no limits. Our sex slaves are made to order. And we answer to no government, no external authority. The Brotherhood of New Sweden, the White Knights of Patriarchy, make our own laws. The age of sexual consent here is any age a man wishes.”

Frank turned his gaze toward Sapphire. “This cunt has almost aged out. In almost all cases, day before a cunt turns thirty-four, she walks into the Hall of Eternity, lays down in the Bed of Comfort, and bequeaths her memories and soul to our eternal care. Machines of Loving Grace preserve her essence, while her body is returned to the elements. At some future time, the Brotherhood uses its advanced technology to bring Sapphire back again. The new Sapphire will start out as a young girl approaching fourteen years of age. (That’s the age I choose for her, anyway.) She will not remember her earlier life yet, but she will possess a natural talent for sex and in-born skills as a sex slave. She will otherwise just be a fresh young girl. She will be eager to be Owned by one certain man. Her greatest desire will be to be his sex slave. She will want to serve him as her Master, the man in charge of her life. Her new Owner will take her and use her for his pleasure. In so doing, he will fulfill her greatest desires. As she matures, more and more of her memories of previous lifetimes will return. But only the good ones; the useful ones; the memories we have chosen for her. Those are the memories that will help her be a better sex slave, a better cook, housekeeper, servant, and whatever else is required by her Lord and Master.”

Sapphire slid off the bed to the floor. She crawled on hands and knees to Frank’s feet. She kissed them tenderly. Then she looked up at Frank. “Thank you for owning me for nearly twenty years, Master. You have been so good to me. You let me serve you. You used and abused me for your pleasure. I couldn’t ask for a better life than this.” She kissed his feet again, and wiped them with her red hair. Then she turned to look at me. “Master Ishmael, I swear by all that is good that I will serve you as faithfully as I served Master Frank. He owned me. Now you do. I worship you both as the two men in my life. I only exist to serve you.”

Sapphire then crawled over to me, her enormous breasts swaying inside her loose-fitting, translucent garment as she moved. She kissed each of my feet three times. Then she looked up at me. Her blue eyes held my gaze. I stroked her cheek. As I did, she turned her head and kissed my hand. “You own me body and soul, Master” she said. “Your happiness is my only goal in life.”

I reached down the neck opening of her negligee and took hold of one of her breasts. Sapphire smiled with pleasure. “These breasts are yours, Master” she said softly. “As am I. All of me. Body and soul.”

I pulled her breast upward as I said “Rise and sit next to me.” She followed and sat. I kissed her. She returned my kiss, passionately.

Then I ended the kiss and turned to Frank. He was smiling. I felt slightly embarrassed. “Please continue” I said.

“Your head is still clouded with sex” he chuckled. “That’s normal. It’s what keeps most men going in circles. They never get enough sex, or the right kind of sex, or sex with the right woman, or sex with enough different women. In short, they are sexually frustrated. And it shows.”

Frank leaned forward, elbows on knees. “The men of New Sweden are not sexually frustrated, Ishmael. We have plenty of sex. As much as we want. And it’s always the right kind of sex; the kind we want. And it’s always with the right woman. Or women. Or girls. As many as we want.”

He leaned back, stretching his legs and putting his hands behind his head again, as he had done before. “So we are very relaxed about sex. We know it’s there, ready and waiting, whenever we want it. This gives us enormous freedom. And mental clarity. That’s how we discovered...” He paused. Frank shook his head. “No, I’ll save that for later.”

Frank stood up. He looked down at his clothes. He was still dressed in the tweed jacket with leather elbow patches and dark pants he had been wearing when we first met earlier this afternoon. “I need to wash and change clothes for this evening’s symposium” he said while brushing something off his sleeve. “You’re already wearing the proper attire, Brother Ishmael. Come out to this room in three hours time. In the meantime, please enjoy your new slaves. With my compliments.” He took a small bow with those last words. I nodded in his direction.

I felt Sapphire’s hand on the side of my face. I turned to look at her. Even at thirty-three, Sapphire was a beauty who was still in her prime. “Master” she said, her breath sweet and close. “Please let me serve you. I know you must be tired after enjoying the services of my adopted daughter and granddaughter. Please let all three of us serve you at once. It will relax you. You might want to take a nap then, before the symposium.”

I smiled at her. “That’s a good idea, bitch” I said. Then I kissed her. She opened her mouth and received my tongue. Our tongues wrestled playfully. She tasted good, as had her daughter and granddaughter. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the Brenda and Wanda were now standing next to us.

I pulled back from the kiss. “Let’s go back to the room now” I said.

All three women sang happily as one voice “Yes, Master!”

As soon as the door closed behind us in our room, I addressed my slaves: “Strip, bitches.”

My girls happily began removing their translucent negligees. Brenda’s big tits, and Sapphire’s enormous tits, jiggled and swayed as the two redheads pulled their negligees over their heads. Young Wanda’s small breast mounds stood firm as she uncovered her body for me, her Owner.

I removed my own red robe and climbed onto the bed. My women did not need a signal from me to know that they should join me. On the bed, they knelt near my feet, awaiting my orders. “Wanda, get over here” I said, tapping the bed in a certain spot. “I want to use your ass as my pillow.” Wanda obeyed swiftly, lying down on her belly so that her bulging young buttocks were placed where I indicated. I lay back with my head on the angelic blonde, fourteen-year-old’s soft white butt cheeks. I sighed with pleasure. Then I rolled on my side, nestling my head on Wanda’s butt as I focused on thirty-three-year-old Sapphire.

“Sapphire” I said, tapping the bed just in front of my face. “Lay down with your tits here, so I can grab and suck them whenever I want.”

Sapphire smiled as she moved into place. “Thank you, Master. The tits on my chest are your property. I am honored to make them available for your use.” She lay on her side and used one hand to position her tits close to me. Her nipples were so close to one another that I could take both into my mouth at the same time. So I did, sucking and biting Sapphire’s lovely pink nipples, and also taking as much of the surrounding tit flesh into my mouth as I could. I bit down. “Ow, ooh!” she winced and moaned. “Thank you for the pain in my tits, Master. I am honored.”

I smiled as I released Sapphire’s tits from my mouth. I turned my head to look at Brenda, who was sitting just behind Sapphire. “Brenda, my big-titted bitch” I said with a lilt in my voice. “Brenda of the amazing blowjobs. Come down here” I tapped the bed near my crotch. “Take your Owner’s dick in your mouth and worship it. Use your lips, your tongue, your mouth, your throat.”

		Brenda was positively enthusiastic as she moved into place. As she moved, she chanted softly: “Thank you, Master. Thank you, Master. Thank you, Master.” When she was face to face with my cock, she kissed it and put her face into my pubic hair, inhaling. “Mmm. You smell so good, Master.” Then she licked my dick. “Almost as good as you taste.” Brenda took my cock into her mouth. She then looked me in the eye as her tongue began its service to my penis. In a garbled voice she said “I love you, Master.” Then the red-haired beauty set to work taking my dick deeper and deeper into her mouth and throat. She closed her eyes and began to hum.

I stroked her wavy red hair. “Good, bitch Brenda blowjob” I said.

She paused in her oral service and looked up. “Thank you, Master!” she garble-talked. The orally-skilled redhead then re-doubled her efforts to pleasure me with her mouth, tongue, and throat.

I turned my attention to Sapphire’s tits again. I took one in each hand and squeezed it. I moved her big, floppy udders around, toying with them. While Brenda blew me, I entertained myself with Sapphire’s magnificent mammaries. My head still rested on sweet Wanda’s young butt.

I wanted to cum quickly this time. I grabbed Brenda’s head in both my hands and began vigorously fucking her mouth and throat. I was forcing her to deep-throat me. I was raping her mouth and throat. Beautiful Brenda cooperated in her own mouth-rape and forced deep-throat. She gagged and gurgled and drooled, but never once did she resist me, even in the slightest.

As I mouth-fucked Brenda, I sucked and bit hard on Sapphire’s tits. Her enormous white udders with their big, perfect pink nipples were a huge turn-on. Since my hands were busy holding Brenda’s head, I had to rely on Sapphire to keep her tits in position near my mouth. The bitch did in perfectly. She never allowed her breasts to retreat from my mouth. The more I sucked and bit them, the more turned on I became.

Brenda cooperated so well in her own mouth-rape that my force really wasn’t needed. Yet I enjoyed it, and I could fee that she did, too. Both Brenda and Sapphire began making little noises and moving their bodies as if they were approaching orgasm. I decided to help them along. I released Sapphire’s nipples from my mouth and commanded them: “Sapphire and Brenda. When I cum in Brenda’s mouth, both of you bitches are going to cum, too.”

They both moaned from pleasure. Sapphire stroked my head as she spoke in between panting breaths: “Yes, Master! Thank you, Master!”

Brenda could only manage to grunt and drool and stroke my leg, lovingly. I grabbed her head tight again and sent my dick as far down her throat as it would go. She made swallowing motions with her mouth and throat, massaging my cock in the most amazing way. I felt my balls vibrating with energy. My cum started its journey from my balls into Brenda’s mouth.

“I’m cumming, bitch!” I yelled at Brenda. “I’m cumming in your mouth and down your throat, whore! Suck and swallow, you big-titted bitch! Bitch! Cum-swallowing bitch! Whore! Whore!”

As my semen shot into Brenda’s mouth and down her throat, her body writhed in wave after wave of orgasms. At the same time, Sapphire held her tits to my mouth as her body jerked and spasmed in orgasmic delight. Caressing my head in one hand as she fed me her tits with the other, Sapphire chanted ecstatically “Master! Master! Oh, God, Master! You are the best! I adore you! I love you! Thank you for Owning me! Thank you, thank you, thank you!”

One man and two beautiful women reached orgasm together. We lay there in a sweaty heap. The only one left out of our group sex was little Wanda. My head still rested on her fourteen-year-old butt as my pillow. I decided to do something about that.

“Brenda, move up to where Sapphire is now and feed me your tits. Sapphire, get behind me and lick my asshole. Wanda, put a pillow under my head. Then come down to where Brenda was before, at my crotch. Daddy is going to let his little slave girl suck sloppy seconds off his dick” I said.

Brenda and Sapphire moved slowly, languidly, still deeply affected by their orgasms. As they moved, they kept touching me, stroking my body, and saying “I love you, Master” and “Thank you, Master” and “I live to serve you, Master.”

Little Wanda went down to my crotch, kissed my penis, and then gazed up at me worshipfully. “Thank you, Daddy” she said. “Thank you for making me your little slave girl. Let’s always have incest, Daddy. You are my Daddy-Master and I am your little slave girl daughter.” She put my dick in her mouth and, still looking me in the eye, continued to speak even though her words were now garbled. I still knew exactly what she was saying. “Thank you for letting me suck you, Daddy. Even though Mommy got to eat your cum, I still have the great honor of sucking my Daddy’s penis. I must be the luckiest girl in the world!”

I stroked her long, beautiful blonde hair. Then I forced my penis deeper into her fourteen-year-old mouth. She gratefully accepted it. She licked and sucked and nursed my cock gently, as befits a penis that had just ejaculated into her mother’s mouth minutes earlier.

I suckled at her mother’s big, beautiful breasts. Brenda’s alabaster udders were not quite as big as Sapphire’s, but they were just as much fun to suck.

Sapphire, meanwhile, was licking my anus in a most pleasing way. She had had more experience being a sex slave than had her daughter or granddaughter. If she had started at age fourteen, like Wanda has, then Sapphire had already been a sex slave for two decades. I reached behind me to stroke Sapphire’s hair.

“Sapphire, bitch” I said. “I want to ask you something. Did you already know everything that your old Master Frank said about the Hall of Eternity, the Bed of Comfort, and the Machines of Loving Grace? What do you think about having your essence preserved and your body ... uhh ... removed? Then coming back some future time in a new body? Do you remember this ever happening to you before?”

Sapphire paused in her licking of my anus. She kissed it, then kissed both of my hairy butt-cheeks, before her head emerged fully from the region of my rear end. “Shall I answer from back here near your holy ass, Master? Or would you like to see my face when I answer?”

“I want to see your face” I replied. I was gaining more respect for this big-titted bitch all the time. “Come up here.”

“Brenda” I commanded “switch positions with your mother. You lick my anus while Sapphire feeds me her tits.”

Brenda smiled. “Thank you, Master. It’s such an honor to follow my mother in licking your heavenly anus. Especially after you’ve already given me the greatest honor, and pleasure, and gift that any girl could ever receive: You came in my mouth!”

I pulled Brenda close to me and kissed her passionately, before sending her off on her anal licking mission.

Sapphire moved into her daughter’s former tit-position, even as her fourteen-year-old granddaughter Wanda continued to suck my dick. I latched onto Sapphire’s enormous udders and sucked for a few seconds before breaking off to repeat my questions in summary form: “So what do you think of your life, Sapphire, in the beginning and at the end?”

Sapphire smiled and stroked my head lovingly. “Before I answer you, Master, I must thank you for sucking my tits—your property on my chest. I love being your property, body and soul; being used like this. Your sucking brought me to orgasm before. My tits—your property on my chest—were so grateful—are so grateful—to be used by their rightful Owner. I love when you bite them and treat them brutally. Squeezing them. Twisting them. And yanking on them. My tits love you as much as I do! We are so grateful to be owned by you and used by you, and you alone.”

“Mmmm” I mouthed while suckling her Sapphire’s beautiful pink nipples.

“I hope my answers to your questions will satisfy you, Master” she said as she held her tits close together so I could get both nipples into my mouth at the same time. “I’m just a stupid cunt. A worthless piece of shit. I am nothing. You are everything. I don’t understand everything that’s happened in my life. I know what Master Frank said must be the truth. I guess I’m just too stupid to understand the truth.”

I stopped suckling. “Let’s start at the beginning. What are your earliest memories?”

Sapphire frowned ruefully. “I don’t want to appear like I’m contradicting Master Frank” she began. “But I remember being a baby and then a little girl. I remember having a Mommy who raised me in a little white wooden house with picket fence, and a green lawn, and a garden. It was on Pleasant Street in the town of New Harmony. There were a lot of other mothers raising their little girls. Mommy read to me from books about how we all belonged to men and someday I would meet the man who would own me. I went to a little red schoolhouse where all the teachers taught us the same things. At school and at home, all the little girls were taught how to be good sex slaves, and cooks, and homemakers, and how to just be good little cunts for the men who owned us. Our main subject was always sexual slavery. We were always learning what we would be doing as soon as we were old enough to leave home and serve the man who owned us. We watched videos and TV shows about this all the time, every day. On Sundays, we all attended the Church of the Phallus. We learned how to worship men by serving them sexually. Everyone had her own personal plastic phallus to practice with. It had some sort of machinery inside it that measured how well we performed. Our main sacrament was sucking our plastic dick until it shot fake sperm into our mouth. Then we swallowed this substitute sacrifice of our Lord’s cum and went home, happy.”

I watched Sapphire’s smiling face as she spoke. Her eyes were dreamy and far away, even as she continued to stoking my head lovingly while I sucked her tits. She clearly had a happy childhood. Or at least she thought she did.

“All of us girls were well prepared. We knew what our destiny was. We were each created for the one, single man who would own us and use us. When we turned fourteen we would begin to serve him for the rest of our entire useful lives. He would give us to a new mommy who would raise us through our teen years. She would continue to teach us the ways of a good slave. We would spend twenty wonderful years as our Master’s property. And then, on the day before we turned thirty-four, we would enter the Hall of Eternity, just as Master Frank said. We would lie down on the Bed of Comfort and bequeath our memories and souls to the eternal care of the Machines of Loving Grace. Those machines also served our Owner. He would take care of us through his machines. We belong to him forever.”

She smiled down at me. I gazed at her across the tops of her luscious bit breasts. “And that’s it!” she said, seeming quite pleased with herself.

“But what about living before? Do you have any memories of previous lives?” I asked.

Sapphire nodded. “A couple. I have some memories of being a little girl in two different life-times before this one, with different birth mommies. I remember all the times I had my first orgasm from sucking my personal plastic phallus. I remember swallowing the substitute sperm. I remember lots of school lessons, and home lessons, and videos, and books about being a good sex slave and servant and all. I remember hour after hour of practice exercises so my body would be able to move, and my holes would be able to open, in just the right ways for my Owner to use me.”

“Do you remember being owned by different men?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No. I always only remember the man who owns me in my present lifetime. He is all men to me. No other man, now or then or ever, could possibly be as perfect as he is.” She looked down at me and smiled curiously. Her face expressed mild surprise, along with great tenderness and enormous depths of love. “I know it sounds silly” she said. “But even now my memories of Master Frank are beginning to fade. I mean, I know that he used to own me. But that all seems so far away now. Like in another lifetime. You are my Master, Ishmael. I feel like I’ve been waiting for you all my life. My heart is bursting with love for you. I would do anything, ANYTHING to please you!” She bit her lip. A tiny tear formed in the corner of each eye. “I worship you, my Lord. Please command me. Use me. Tell me how I can serve you. Nothing is too dirty or degrading or painful that I wouldn’t do it for you. Please exploit me and abuse me. You are the center of my life. You are the meaning of my life. I live for you, and only you! Please use me, Master Ishmael!”

Gently, I placed a hand on her head and drew her face close to mine. I didn’t care where she had been licking me before. I had to kiss her on the lips. Because I loved her, too.

The four of us—lovely, young Wanda, who was still gently nursing my cock in her fourteen-year-old mouth; beautiful Brenda, who still had her face between my butt cheeks, licking my anus; succulent Sapphire, who nestled my head between her tits; and me, the one man who owned them all—all four of us drifted off into blissful, sleep. We would rest there for an hour or so, and then rise again for tonight’s symposium. As I fell asleep, I pondered the wonderful world of complete sexual satisfaction and selflessly-loving sex slaves I had entered into.

I slept the sleep of the blessed.




I woke and checked the clock. The symposium was scheduled to begin in less than an hour. I woke my girls and ordered them into the shower with me. They wore shower caps to keep their hair dry. Other than that, it was like our previous shower, except that I had three sex slaves this time instead of two: the girls washed my body, taking turns to blow me. I fondled their breasts, buttocks, and vaginas any time I felt like it. Afterwards, the girls dried me first before taking care of themselves. Then I dressed in my dark red robe with the golden brocade trim, while they slipped into their whitish translucent negligees.

The phone rang. “I’ll answer it this time” I said. I picked up the receiver. It was Frank. He suggested that he accompany me and my harem to the symposium area, so he could explain a few things. I readily agreed. Moments later, he was knocking at the door.

My harem and I walked into the hallway with Frank, who was accompanied by one woman, a devastatingly beautiful blonde with the face of a movie star and a body made for sex. Frank introduced her to me as his slave Marina. She bowed her head to me courteously, but otherwise seemed not to pay me much attention. Her eyes were practically glued to Frank in worshipful attention. She seemed to be waiting, eagerly, for an order from him that she could carry out.

Frank and I walked side by side with our female property trailing behind at a respectful distance. “Brother Ishmael” Frank said “the other Brothers here tonight will all be White Knights of Patriarchy. This is not the entire company of Knights. There are quite a few more who could not be here tonight for one reason or another. Each of these men will have at least one slave at their beck and call, sitting at their feet. Some of their other slaves will be serving the food and drinks and such. You must never touch another man’s slave. She will recoil. She is wholly devoted to her Master.”

“Hmm” I mumbled. “Then how did Brenda and Wanda and Sapphire become mine so easily?”

Frank laughed. “You caught me there, my friend!” He slapped me on the back. “Once a cunt is owned, she belongs to her Owner totally. She literally cannot stand to interact with another man without her Master’s permission. After that permission is given, however, she will serve any man as her temporary Master.” As we walked, Frank gestured back toward the women who walked behind us. “I had been preparing my three bitches for you for quite some time. These sorts of hand-off transitions are a tricky business. All the conditions had to be right. First of all, I had to have a large enough harem so I had cunts to spare. Second, I had to have enough confidence in you even before meeting you that I thought you would work out. And finally, I had to reprogram my bitches so that their Owner-identification programming would transition from me to you during the proper time frame; not too quickly, and not too slowly.”

We entered the large room with the couches (or day beds) and tables. It was now bustling with activity. Some men were already on their couches. Night had fallen, so there was no longer sunlight passing through the translucent roof. The glow from some electric lights reflected off the ceiling, illuminating the entire room in a soft aura. Ropes of tiny, white lights outlined the couches, the walkways between them, and a few other areas. Candles burned on the tables near each couch.

The couches themselves were arranged in two concentric circles. Imagine a clock face. At the twelve o’clock position sat the throne-couch where Frank would sit. In the inner circle, four couches were arranged: one each at the two o’clock and the ten o’clock positions, the other two at the four o’clock and the eight o’clock positions. The outer circle had couches at the positions of one, three, and five o’clock, as well as seven, nine, and eleven o’clock. All of the couches faced the center of the circle. At the six o’clock position was a larger couch that looked like the throne couch from the twelve o’clock position, but without the throne.

Frank pointed to the couch in the six o’clock position. “That will be your seat, to honor you as our new Brother. You may keep two slaves with you, Sapphire and Brenda. Wanda here...” he said while pointing to the fourteen-year-old blonde, who was standing next to Marina “ ... will be taken to a sleepover with the other fourteen-year-old cunts and young teenagers. They’ll have a girl party.”

I nodded my assent, then kissed Wanda. She hugged me passionately and whispered in my ear “I don’t want to go! I want to suck your dick all night!”

I patted the young beauty on her plump ass. I whispered back “You’ll get to do that another time. I promise!”

Wanda smiled at me. We tongue-kissed deeply. Then I slapped her ass a final time for the evening and sent her on her way.

“Please be seated on your couch now, Brother Ishmael” said Frank. “Your slaves will sit on cushions at your feet. You may order them to serve you, to massage your feet, or to sit on the couch with you and massage your shoulders, or simply to cuddle with you. They will receive the food other servers bring to you and feed it to you, if you like. Or they will merely hold the plates and bowls for you. Feel free to play with their breasts or other body part as you see fit, just as long as you do not engage in any genital sex with them or them with you. No penetrations, even by fingers or tongues, except mouth to mouth kissing. Save your orgasms for later.”

I sat down and then looked around the room. Men were coming in and taking their places. I recognized the two who had been in the van with me. When they caught my gaze they smiled and waved. I waved back.

Far more interesting than the other men were the women. There were at least two or three dozen. They were all dressed in the same translucent negligees as my own two slaves. I saw their breasts, their pubic areas, their bottoms, and their legs. I saw their lovely faces. A majority of them were blondes. A minority were redheads. Blondes outnumbered redheads roughly 8-to-1. The remainder were brunettes. All of the women had fair skin. Their complexions ranged from milky white, through peaches-and-cream, to pink. None were tanned. All were strikingly attractive.

I would love to describe these young women to you in greater detail, but words fail me. I keep falling back on words like “beautiful” and “gorgeous” but these terms convey very little of the reality. Maybe this will work instead: Imagine in your own mind all of the women on Earth that you consider to be the most desirable you have ever seen. The unattainable ones. The ones you lusted after from a distance, knowing that you had zero chance of ever even kissing them, much less having sex with them, or entering into some kind of a long-term relationship with them. Now imagine these beauties dressed in see-through, flimsy bedroom wear, prancing about in a large room, holding plates of food and trays of drinks. Imagine these beauties, the sorts of girls who could open doors with just a smile, getting down on their knees to serve a room full of men who were lounging at their ease on comfortable couches. Imagine overhearing these world-class beauties thanking the men for the privilege and honor of being allowed to serve them. Then imagine the men grabbing a tit here, an ass there, and kissing the women who served them whenever they pleased. Finally, imagine these women glowing with happiness and pride every time a man touched them or used them in any way. If you can imagine all that, then you have achieved an understanding equal to about a tenth of one percent of what that room really looked and felt like.

All of the couches were now occupied by men, except for two in the inner circle, the ones in the two o’clock and ten o’clock positions. The room buzzed with the sounds of low-volume conversations between men at adjacent couches. Suddenly, there was a change in that sound. Heads turned to look in the same direction, toward the end of the room behind the twelve o’clock position. Two men had entered together, gesticulating and speaking in hushed tones, but with great animation and intensity. One man was tall and thin, the other shorter and somewhat muscular. Both appeared to be in their forties or even fifties. They stopped and glanced at the room, then bent their heads close together so they could speak without being overheard by others. The shorter man nodded as the other spoke. Then he whispered something in the taller man’s ear. He frowned, pursed his lips, and then nodded. They straightened up, shook hands, turned, and walked into inner circle. The tall man took the seat at the ten o’clock. The shorter, more muscular man took the seat at the two o’clock position. Now every couch was occupied.

Frank, who had been sitting in his throne-couch at the high noon position, stood up. So did everyone else. The many beautiful servant girls scattered and stood along the walls, except for a few who had been sitting at their Masters’ feet. Everyone was now standing. Frank spoke in a loud, clear voice:

“Welcome, to you my Brothers, and the White Knights of Patriarchy! We are here to enjoy our fellowship, man to man, while enjoying the service of our properties, the female slaves we own and use.” Frank raised a goblet above his head. “To the White race and the eternal rule of men over women!”

I looked around for a goblet. Sapphire handed one to me. I raised it above my head just in time to join in the cheer.

Everyone in the room, male and female, joined in repeating three times “To the White race and the eternal rule of men over women!”

Then the men each took a draught from their goblets, while the women knelt on the floor and kissed their feet.

My goblet contained some very tasty wine. As I drank it, I felt Sapphire and Brenda kissing my feet. I scanned the room and saw other men with four or more women kissing their feet. Frank had six women kissing his feet, three on each foot. I turned my gaze to the many women who were standing near the walls. They were not talking to one another or fiddling about. Each one had her gaze fixed on one or another particular man inside the room. Her Master, no doubt. These dutiful bitches were awaiting a signal to serve their Owner.

Frank cleared his throat. “Please be seated. It is my great pleasure to introduce to you tonight our newest member in the Brotherhood of New Sweden.” Frank gestured to me to walk towards him. “I give you Brother Ishmael.”

The room erupted in sustained applause. I looked about me, from side to side. All of the men were looking at me and smiling, some nodding their heads, others giving me a thumbs-up. They ranged in age from late middle age, through their forties, thirties, and twenties. I even saw one young man who looked like he might still be in high school. The women sitting at their feet turned their faces to me briefly, smiled and bowed low, then returned their attention to their Master. Their attention was focused almost exclusively, all of the time, upon the man who owned them. I had never seen such single-pointed attention in any large group of women before. Clearly, they were devoted to their Master to the point of worship. They were like flowers that always turned their leaves to face the sun, the man who owned them.

I stepped forward until I was standing in front of Frank. Sapphire and Brenda had walked behind me. They sat on the floor beside me, Sapphire on my left, Brenda on my right. Frank pointed to the girls. “These two bitches” he said “were among the prized cunts in my harem. I have reprogrammed them for Brother Ishmael, along with one other cunt, a fourteen-year-old who is not present. I hereby officially turn ownership of these three bitches over to Brother Ishmael, if he will accept these lowly pieces of shit.”

I nodded my head, perhaps a little bit too vigorously. “Yes, I accept them” I said. “I accept Sapphire and Brenda and Wanda. I want them.”

Frank smiled like a father whose son had just graduated from high school. “Very good, Brother Ishmael. May you enjoy them to the hilt, and may their service always please you.”

As Frank was transferring ownership of his slaves to me, Sapphire and Brenda began kissing my feet again.

The crowd of men and women applauded. Frank indicated that I could return to my seat. I did so, with my two cunts following submissively behind.

“The topic of tonight’s symposium...” Frank said in stentorian tones as he scanned from side to side, making eye contact with each man “ ... is the following question: What are women for?”

A friendly murmur went through the room, with some men laughing or making whooping cries, while others exchanged remarks I was too far away to hear. The two men who had entered last, the tall one to my left and the shorter one to my right, neither whooped nor laughed. They were surrounded by six or more women who massaged their feet and shoulders, refilled their goblets, or simply gazed at them worshipfully.

Frank gestured toward the tall man on my left, who was sitting at the ten o’clock position. “Brother Knight Angelus” Frank began “I hope that you and...” he gestured toward the stocky man on the right sitting at the two o’clock position “ ... Brother Knight Maximus will honor us as our primary speakers this evening.” Frank looked toward each man for his acceptance. Brother Knight Angelus bowed his head slightly. Brother Knight Maximus nodded. “Very good, my friends. Who would like to go first?”

Angelus and Maximus looked at one another. Then Maximus raised his hand. Angelus bowed his head slightly in agreement. Brother Knight Maximus rose from his couch. The slaves at his feet skittered to the side so the man could step into the center of the circle. The women did this in such a smooth, well-coordinated manner, that I realized they must have been long-trained in this etiquette.

Maximus stood in the middle of the two concentric circles of men on their couches with women at their feet. Stocky and muscular, sharp-eyed and energetic, Maximus had the demeanor of a college wrestler with an advanced degree. He took a deep breath and began speaking: “My Brothers, I address both you and the cunts you own.” Upon hearing that last part, the seated men looked down at their slaves and directed the girls to face Brother Maximus. The women standing along the walls, watching their Owners for a signal to serve them, noticed this and did the same as their slave sisters. Once Maximus had their full attention, he continued. “What are women for? In our ancient, animalist past, women were for bearing children. As we developed agriculture, advanced technology, and complicated social systems, men instituted all sorts of systems for controlling women’s fertility. Men had to be sure that any children these women bore were their own offspring.” Brother Maximus then went into an extended explanation of selfish gene theory and sociobiology. He described the evolution of human societies, briefly mentioning that many societies failed for a host of reasons, one of them being that women were not kept in their proper place. He addressed the baleful effects of feminism on both women and men. Then he got to his main point. “The purpose of women is to serve men. This has been nature’s way since time immemorial. A woman can never be happy and fulfilled unless she is owned and used by a man. A woman who is possessed by a man and serves him as her Lord and Master is a happy woman” said Brother Maximus.

Every woman in the room nodded her head. All of them smiled. A few turned towards their Masters, but those men immediately redirected the girl’s attention back to Maximus. The Brother Knight continued: “The more a woman serves her Owner, the happier she will be. Because slaves love their Master, and Masters love their slaves, men will show their love and concern for the bitches they own by using them as often and as fully as possible. A woman who is cherished and exploited by her Master enjoys a fulfilling life. Anything she can do to please her Owner will make her happy, no matter how degrading or painful these actions might be for her. This is the proper relationship between the sexes.” He paused while every man in the room applauded, and every woman smiled and nodded her head in agreement. “In the past, during the dark days of Earth, this relationship became disturbed, disrupted, and diseased when some women rebelled against the natural order and their own best interests.” Every woman in the room looked downcast upon hearing this. Some covered their faces, in apparent shame. A few began to weep. “The Brotherhood of New Sweden, led by the White Knights of Patriarchy, vowed to save women and men from this disaster. We used our wisdom, and power, and knowledge to create this refuge—New Sweden—where White men and women of good character and intentions could return to the true way of life. We did more than merely return to the old ways, my Brothers. The Brotherhood of New Sweden, led by the White Knights of Patriarchy, has created a world that is superior, in every way, to any that existed before. We removed the need to toil by using robots to do almost all work. Our food, clothing, mechanical devices, buildings, furniture—everything is made for us by the robots we control. These robots are just as loyal to us men as our women are. Our other automation, our thinking machines, are used to plan and organize our systems. They, too, are loyal beyond question.”

Brother Maximus held out one arm at chest level and swept it across the room, pointing it towards all of the women, kneeling or standing. “Our Brotherhood has removed the need to use women for human reproduction. We have externalized that function to our machines. Now are women are free from the pain and disfigurement of childbearing. Women’s bodies stay youthful and attractive. All the better to serve their Owners as beautiful sex slaves. Full-time. For their entire lives.” Again, the men applauded and the women smiled and nodded. I detected a hint of relief in the faces of these women; they did not miss the burden of pregnancy and diaper-changing in the least.

Brother Maximus continued: “By employing these innovations, the Brotherhood has made it possible for every man to be rich without working, and to own unlimited numbers of women to serve him. We have programmed every woman to eagerly serve the man who owns her. In addition to her sexual service to her Owner, each woman only toils at the lesser tasks, the easier jobs, that her Owner may assign to her. We men do not earn our bread by the sweat of our brow in New Sweden. Our machines do all the work and our women serve us as gutter-slut slaves.”

The room echoed with the applause of every man present. All the women beamed with radiant smiles. These women looked like they had just heard the most uplifting sermon possible by a preacher of divine law. Brother Knight Maximus paused to accept the applause. His gazed swept the room as he nodded in apparent satisfaction at the agreement he saw there. Then he continued. “Our high technology has completely mastered human biology, in its basics and in enhanced forms that never existed before. Back in the old days, men sent their sperm into women’s vaginas in order to produce children after nine months of carrying the nascent being inside her body. These babies began as helpless, tiny creatures, who required more than a decade to reach sexual maturity. Even then, the average quality of these creatures was very low. Both males and females were produced this way. The process was prone to errors, and the children prone to illnesses and defects of all kinds.”

He stopped for a moment and shook his head. “That terribly inefficient and ugly way is not our way in New Sweden. Women no longer carry babies inside their bodies. Female babies are now designed by the men who will own them. Each baby is grown inside an artificial womb until she reaches the right biological age chosen by her Owner. Many men prefer to have their female property begin as young teens. When the young cunt emerges from that artificial womb, she will typically look like a fourteen-year-old girl, walking and talking and already programmed with most of the knowledge she will need to be a good sex slave.”

The women in the room stared blankly as Maximus. I looked down at Sapphire and Brenda. They were glassy-eyed. In a trance, it seemed.

“Every young girl is programmed with artificial memories of a childhood that never happened. She thinks that she had a wonderful, comfortable girlhood living with her birth mother (even though no woman gave birth to her). The girl remembers studying in school. She learned all the information and all the skills proper to a future sex slave. In reality, all of those memories, and all of that knowledge, and all of the skills she believes she was taught were, were programmed into her as her body grew inside the artificial womb.”

Brother Maximus rubbed his hands together. “By the time the little cunt emerges from that womb a few months shy of her twelfth birthday, she is ready, willing, and able to be a little whore, a little slut, a tramp of the first order, and a perfect pre-teen sex slave.”

I looked around the room. The men were all grinning. The women were entranced. Brother Maximus smiled. “We men do not reproduce that way. The same bio-technology that allows us to create females to order also allows us to create new bodies for ourselves. We transfer our minds, our personalities, our very embodied selves, from one body to another. We design our own bodies just as we design the bodies of our female property. When a man’s body becomes old or defective, he simply grows a new one in an exo-womb. We men are, in effect, biologically immortal.” Brother Maximus looked around the room. Every male eye was on him. Every female eye stared mindlessly, looking in his direction but without any apparent comprehension of what he was saying. “We men also have two other options. We may create many bodies for our minds to inhabit simultaneously. A family of identical twins. Or we may choose to vary these bodies and minds in different ways, creating a group of fraternal twins. Or we may even create designer sons that exhibit only a family resemblance to us. In all cases, all of the males we create are White, and all are Brothers of New Sweden by birthright. We call these diverse male lineages our personal clades. I myself have a Clade of Maximus.”

With a look of piety and gratitude, Brother Knight Maximus gazed upward and raised his hands. “We men take our ease with our machines doing all the heavy lifting. Our vast harems of sex slaves serve our every bodily need, desire, and whim. Men rule and women serve. This is the only correct, morally right, and necessarily true relationship between men and women. This is what women are for.”

Cheers erupted from the men present. The women clapped joyfully, even though it was not at all clear to me that they understood what they were clapping for, or why. Perhaps it was not necessary or appropriate for them to understand. These women were obviously happy to be owned by men. They knew their place in the world and were grateful for it. They were completely satisfied with their lives as genetically-engineered, brain-washed sex slaves.

Speaking loudly to be heard over the applause, Brother Maximus made his concluding remarks: “We give thanks and vow to use our powers to preserve, protect, and advance the White race, and to guarantee the rule of men over women. So it is now, and so may it be forever!” The applause continued for a full minute, as the men rose to their feet and shouted “So it is now, and so may it be forever!” The women bowed to the floor, then sat up again, joyous smiles still shining on their beautiful faces, like a heavenly assembly of angels and goddesses.

Slowly, hesitantly, I raised my hand while looked at Brother Knight Maximus. “M-may I ask a question” I said.

Maximus nodded at me. “Of course. I was hoping that you would.”




I cleared my throat. “Well, from what I know about science and technology—as a layman, to be sure, but a fairly well-informed one—the technologies you are talking about do not currently exist. Science is not even close to understanding how to accomplish such wonders.”

Maximus smiled. “That’s true, Brother Ishmael. On Earth as you know it, in your timeline. But our present moment is not on that timeline. And we are not on Earth anymore.”

I froze. Was he kidding me? My mind raced as I reviewed everything that had happened to me this day. I had met and had sex with three of the most beautiful females I had ever met, including a fourteen-year-old girl who had the sexual skills of a top-flight whore. Each one of these females fell in love with me, instantly it seemed. I now owned these three as willing and eager sex slaves. Frank told me these women had been programmed specifically for me. At the time, I hadn’t really grasped what he meant by “programmed.” Did I believe that these women had been filled with a false narrative about their own lives? I didn’t really care what these bitches believed or how they had been made to believe it, just as long as these beautiful cunts loved me and served me as perfect sex slaves. Both Frank and Sapphire had described a female life-cycle that fit perfectly with what Maximus just said. I hadn’t questioned it when Frank and Sapphire described it, even though I had had my doubts about their story. And I had already wondered about Frank’s claims about cloning and so forth. But now this, this—revelation—about not being on the Earth of my time—it was the straw that broke the camel’s back of my credulity.

“Where are we then, and when?” I asked.

“On the planet of New Sweden” Maximus said. “It is a world just like Earth. But in a parallel universe. In the year 2553.”

I shook my head in disbelief. I sat down on the couch, lay onto my back, and sunk into the couch cushions. Brenda and Sapphire immediately began massaging me, making comforting sounds, and expressing their love and devotion.

“Everything is alright, Master” Sapphire said.

“We love you. We only live to make you happy” Brenda said.

After a minute or two, I sat up. All the men were staring at me. All the women were looking at the men who owned them.

“How can this be?” I asked. “I don’t remember any spaceships or time portals or whatever. I got here in a van.”

“Brother Ishmael, what did you actually perceive between the time we covered your eyes with a hood and the time we removed it?” Frank asked.

“Not much” I admitted. “Sounds. Smells. The feel of my feet on the floor as we walked.”

“You walked through a portal that you could not see or otherwise detect” said Frank. “You didn’t feel anything much then, because there isn’t much to feel when a body passes between parallel universes. You were too stressed and fearful to notice the subtle sensations accompanying that sort of transition”

Frank spoke in a tone of concern and comfort. “Brother Ishmael, as I told you earlier, our story is rather complicated. We are giving it to you piecemeal, so that you have time to digest and absorb it.”

I nodded. “I understand” I said. “It’s just so hard to believe all this stuff.”

“Of course” said Frank. “That’s why I demonstrated the juicy reality of it first by letting you have sex with my slaves. You were delighted by their exquisite beauty, their sexual skills, and their complete submission to your commands. This should have been enough to prove that we’re not faking anything. Did you feel how my cunts genuinely loved you, even though you’d just met?”

“Yes” I said. Frank was right. Brenda and Wanda and Sapphire were too good at what they did, too genuine and emotionally real, to be actresses or prostitutes. There was no faking involved.

Frank turned to our first speaker. “Thank you, Brother Knight Maximus” he said. Maximus gave a slight bow and returned to his couch. Frank turned to the tall man seated to my left. “Brother Knight Angelus. Would you speak, please?”

Angelus stood up and walked to the center of the room. He was tall and slim, with a regal bearing. His stride was easy, yet somehow definitive and powerful. Angelus turned to face me. “Our history, our story, as the Brotherhood of New Sweden and the White Knights of Patriarchy, is too remarkable to be told all at once, Brother Ishmael. Everything you have heard here tonight is fact. Pure fact. Without any exaggeration. Hearing it shocks the mind. It weakens the knees. Yet it is a good and true and hopeful story. And there is much, much more of it to tell. We will reveal more and more of it, as much as we think you can handle in any given moment. For now, let me continue by giving my response to Brother Frank’s answer to the question: What are women for?”

Angelus gazed around the room. All the men were watching him, and then casting occasional glances my way. “As Brother Knight Maximus said, the purpose of women is indeed to serve men. However, there are more ways to serve than the ones he gave. We men often think that owning a harem full of beautiful, sexy, submissive women and girls who will fulfill our every desire is the only way that women can serve men. This is not true. Our cunts perform an even deeper service than that.”

Brother Angelus pointed to my slaves Sapphire and Brenda. They had returned to their positions kneeling at my feet, gazing at me with love and devotion, awaiting my orders and ready to carry them out instantly. “Look” Angelus said “at the purity of these women. As cunts, they are greater sexual acrobats than any female on old Earth. Their sexual compliance, performance, submissiveness, and sincere love and devotion are without equal. They beg to be used and abused. When they are used, exploited, and abused, these bitches are truly grateful. They praise, thank, and love their Owner no matter what he does to them. No matter what he says to them. No matter what dirty and degrading names he calls them. No degree of pain, or debasement, or degradation at the hands of their Master will ever stop them from loving him completely.”

Angelus smiled at me. “Do you see what these cunts are, Brother Ishmael?”

Not getting his point, I compressed my eyebrows in confusion, and shook my head and lifted my hands, palms up, to indicate my ignorance.

Angelus nodded and answered his own question. “They are saints, Brother Ishmael. These bitches are more loyal than dogs. They are more beautiful than angels or goddesses. Their beauty, love, and devotion are utterly pure and perfect.”

Angelus turned slowly in a full circle, so that he could make eye contact with every man there. “As our Brother Maximus said ‘A woman can never be happy and fulfilled unless she is owned and used by a man.’ I would add that a man can never be happy and fulfilled unless he becomes as loyal, loving, and devoted to the women he owns as they are to him. By nature, men want and need to possess and dominate many women. By nature, true women—women who are untainted by impurities of mind and body such as existed on old Earth—want to be owned and dominated by one man. Here in New Sweden, we have created a society in which truly perfect women can serve the true men who own them. Our truly perfect women allow us to become truly perfect men. Our sex slaves are eternally grateful for the gift of being slaves. They celebrate the fact of servitude to the men who own them. As an expression of their gratitude to us for allowing them to be our slaves, our slave cunts give us a wonderful gift in return: they encourage us, and beg us, and thank us for living like true men by exploiting, using, and abusing our slave cunts for all they’re worth. This is what women are for.”

The room once again rang out with applause from the men. The face of every woman in the room was turned to Brother Angelus in awe. Some of them wept openly. Then, one by one, they turned to their Masters, proclaimed their love and devotion, and then kissed the men’s feet. The men were equally moved. They spoke their love for their women. Some men commanded their women to rise, and then kissed them. Other men patted their female property on the head or back as the bitches kissed their Owner’s feet, or the men fondled their slaves’ breasts while smiling benevolently at them and speaking words of love. Every woman cooed and sighed. Every cunt declared her eternal love and devotion to her Owner.

Brother Knight Angelus turned to me. “So you see, Brother Ishmael, we of New Sweden have created perfect female sex slaves for men to own and use. In doing this, we have also created the very models of love and service that we ourselves must emulate and embody as men.”

I smiled and nodded. Yes, I did see that. I was head-over-heels in love with my three sex slaves, and yet every one of those bitches is more loving than I am.

I still had a lot of questions about everything. Like how the Brotherhood got a technology that allowed us to enter a parallel universe. And what does it mean to be living in the year 2553? Yet, for all my questions and uncertainties, I knew one thing for sure: my quest for sexual satisfaction had reached a more successful climax than I had ever dared imagine. Today I had sex with a fourteen-year-old blonde angel. I sucked the massive tits of one beautiful redhead, while another gave me the best blowjob I had ever had. I had anal sex with each one of these beauties. Then got ass-to-mouth blowjobs afterward. And made the bitches swallow my cum. Best of all, I now owned all of them as my permanent sex slaves.

Angelus sat down and Frank walked over to me. Serving girl slaves were bringing around trays of food and pitchers of drink. My two slaves were filling plates for me and themselves. Somewhere, sweet stringed instruments had begun playing the most charming music. Sapphire and Brenda sat at my feet. Each held up plates for me filled with finger-food delicacies. Another slave had refilled my wine goblet, which stood on the side table near my couch.

Frank asked “May I sit with you?”

I nodded. “Please do” I said as I popped a meat-filled pastry into my mouth.

Frank sat on the couch next to me. “We do have your best interests at heart, Brother Ishmael. We are a true brotherhood. We uphold what is best for each of us, for the Brotherhood, for the White race, and for mankind as a whole. When you’re ready, I’ll tell you more about how we came to establish New Sweden in this parallel Earth of the future. I’ll tell you what this means for old Earth, which we can still visit at will, by the way. All you need to know for now, for tonight, is that you are safe here. We all are. New Sweden is a paradise. Almost a utopia. We are wealthy beyond dreams of avarice. We have command of a far higher level of science and technology than anyone on old Earth has even yet conceived of. And if you like the three cunts I gave you today, wait until you see what will be possible for you in days to come. No man here has a harem of only three women. That’s barely enough to whip up a decent breakfast! Every Brother owns at least 100 women and girls of whatever biological ages he prefers. Most of us aim for a harm of around 150 or so. A few have over 1,000. In theory, we could have tens of thousands, even hundreds of thousands of women each. And every one a beauty. But in practice, no single man can make use of that many women. Even our clades are not yet big enough to handle such a task. Logistics and harem management become too complicated. It’s not fun anymore.” He slapped me on the back. “But you’ll see for yourself in days to come. For tonight...” he said, slowly moving his arm in an arcing gesture to encompass the entire room “ ... eat, drink, and be merry!”

Frank stopped and shook his head. “I almost forgot. How silly of me! There is one more welcoming ritual for a new Brother.”

He stood up and spoke in a loud voice. “My Knight Brothers, please come forth to welcome our new Brother individually with your gifts.”

There were ten White Knights of Patriarchy present, in addition to Frank. One by one, each man approached my couch along with two of his slaves. Frank introduced me to each Knight by name. I confess that I am terrible at remembering names, and later had to ask my own slaves or Frank to remind me who was who. That’s not really important, though. What is important is the two sex slaves that each Knight brought with him. These women and girls were gifts to me, experienced slaves who would serve me while I “set up housekeeping” in New Sweden.

Each Knight shook my hand, said a few words of welcome to me, then introduced by name the slaves he was giving me. These bitches were gorgeous, every one. I confess that I was so mesmerized by their beauty that I paid little attention to their names. They were adoptive mother and daughter pairs. The mothers were all in their mid-twenties and their adoptive daughters were all in their mid-teens. Every one was a knockout. Most of the twenty-something-year-old mothers had substantial bust-lines, with breasts ranging from large to gigantic. The teens were slimmer, but only a few were flat-chested. Most of the teens had good-sized tits. Of the 20 cunts, 14 were blondes, 4 were redheads, and 2 were brunettes. All of them had pure, unblemished white skin. All of the blondes and brunettes had blue eyes, as did two of the redheads. The other two redheads were green-eyed.

So I found myself surrounded by 20 new sex slaves in addition to the 3 I already owned. I wondered how long it would take me to get around to having sex with each one of them. Who do I fuck first?

Frank explained: “We are giving you temporary quarters in a little house we set aside for you. It only has a dozen bedrooms and about as many other rooms, so you’ll be squeezed in a little tight for a while. We apologize for that. These gift bitches will prepare your food, clean you and your house, and of course serve you sexually any way you like. Please don’t feel any reluctance to exploit them; use and abuse them for your pleasure without limits. Short of permanent injury or death, of course. These bitches will do anything you command, and thank you for the privilege of serving you. Use them one at a time, or in pairs, combinations, or in whole group orgies. All of our bitches are well-trained in how to please a man in every one of those situations. You may order them around, or allow them to demonstrate their group moves. They know how to pleasure every part of your body, taking turns like dancers in a choreographed ballet. These cunts will also help your own slaves in running your temporary household. In the meantime, we will be teaching you more about New Sweden—a bit at a time, of course—and helping you to design your own mansion and estate. Basically, you’ll have a little village of your own. It won’t have very many cunts in the beginning, only these 23 slaves. The Brothers will guide you through the process of synthesizing more slaves. That could take some time, depending on how picky you are. If you want to design every cunt from scratch, it will take several years. If you’re willing to accept some of the older slaves from other harems to begin with, you could increase your slave population more quickly. Eventually, you’ll likely have a population of at least 100 bitches in the village of your harem estate. Or you may prefer owning ten times that many. Over the decades to come, you’ll eventually have only the cunts you have designed. The Brotherhood is totally committed to ensuring that each Brother has only the most high-quality cunts possible, according to each Brother’s own tastes and preferences. We want every man to enjoy complete sexual satisfaction.”

		“Wow!” I exclaimed. “One hundred sex slaves? Or one thousand?!” My mind raced through some possibilities, moving a thousand miles a second. Owning 100 or more beautiful sex slaves? Made to order? Of any ages I chose? The fantastic possibilities were mindboggling. It was like scanning at breakneck speed through dozens and dozens of the hottest porno websites, picking only the best whores from each, and building my own dream team of sex slaves.

My eyes must have been bulging out of my face. Frank smiled. “This is only the beginning, Brother” he said as he put a hand on my shoulder. “You can live out many different scenarios in your village harem estate. Any fantasy you’ve ever had.”

Frank gestured at the nearly two dozen cunts standing before my couch. I already thought of them as my dream slave team. “For now, take your sex slaves to your temporary home. Bed as many as you please tonight. Do whatever the hell you want with them. They’ll always thank you, no matter what you do. Go now. Sapphire will direct you to your temporary quarters. Again, we apologize for giving you a such a small house with only fourteen bedrooms.We’ll make it up to you later.”

Apologizing for my hardship of living in a fourteen bedroom mansion with a bevy of beautiful sex slaves dedicate to serving me any way I please? This didn’t sound like much of a hardship to me! I was definitely going to follow Frank’s advice. It would be a heavenly hell of a night!

The symposium drinking party could continue without me and my bitches. Sapphire led the way out of the large symposium room. My slave team trailed behind me. We exited through a pair of wide doors on the right side of the room and walked down a long hallway. Brenda walked next to me. I put my hand around her waist. She smiled and put hers around mine. We kissed. Then she laid her head on my shoulder, her red hair trailing down my back. Brenda sighed contentedly.

The hallway was about ten feet wide, with dark green carpeting and wallpaper patterned in a latticework. Sconces along the wall provided indirect lighting. We passed several unmarked doors. Before we exited the hallway through another pair of doors, a side door opened. Out stepped Wanda along with an older woman of about Sapphire’s age. I did not see Franks’ slave, Marina. The older woman, who was blonde and beautiful, wearing the same translucent negligee as all the others, went down on her knees and bowed her head to me. “Your daughter slave is being returned to you, my Lord. We removed her from the girl’s sleepover so that she can accompany her Owner to his new residence.” The woman looked up at me. Her face was gorgeous, like a movie star. “Is there any other way I may serve you, my Lord?”

I thought for a moment. Then I untied the sash that held my robe closed. Pulling my robe open to expose my nakedness, I simply said: “Blow me.”

Her eyes lit up with joy. “Thank you, my Lord! I had not dared hope that you would do me such an honor! I am so grateful for this magnificent reward for my tiny service of escorting your daughter slave back to you!”

Still on her knees, she waddled over until she was close to me, then sat back on her legs. The beautiful blonde opened her mouth wide and stuck out her tongue. She bent down slightly, using her tongue to guide my penis into her mouth. She didn’t use her hands at all. With my dick in her mouth, she gazed up at me with deep blue eyes. Then she began to suck and lick. Her cocksucking skill was amazing. Although I had only intended to put my cock in her mouth for a few seconds, just to lord it over her, the bitch’s skill at sucking dick made me want to linger. I let her perform her art for a good two minutes all told, even though every ten seconds I kept telling myself that I had nearly two dozen cunts of my own to use. Yet, every time I had that thought, the sheer pleasure this blonde bitch was giving me with her mouth made me stay a little longer. Finally, though, I realized that if I let her continue much longer, I would be cumming in her mouth. So, with a gentle push from my hand on her forehead, I moved the bitch back and removed my penis from her mouth.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you for letting me blow you, my Lord, even for such a short time! I am so grateful. You are so kind! I am forever in your debt” she said.

“What’s your name, bitch?” I asked.

“Karla, my Lord” she answered.

I bent down and put a hand into the opening of her negligee, grasping one of her breasts by the nipple. I squeezed and twisted it. She winced a little.

“You suck very good, Karla. Maybe next time I’ll cum in your mouth, bitch” I said.

She gave me such a sweet, loving smile. “Thank you again, my Lord. Thank you for letting me blow you. Thank you for twisting my nipple. I am grateful for the pain. If you ever let me blow you again, and you cum in my mouth, I will be infinitely in your debt, forever.”

I let go of her nipple, stood up, and looked around at the twenty-three women and girls that stood near me. “I’ll be doing this to every one of you bitches” I said.

Each one of them smiled at me and gestured, some bowing, some giving small claps of joy, and all of them softly saying appreciate phrases, like “Oh yes, please!” or “I can’t wait!” or “Thank you, my Lord!” and so forth.

“Sapphire” I said. “Show me to my domicile.”

She looked puzzled. “What is a domicile?”

“My temporary residence” I explained.

“Oh!” Sapphire said. “Thank you for explaining, Master. I am just a stupid cunt. I am nothing. You are everything.” She bowed to me, turned, and I watched her ass sway as she led the way through the double-doors.




We all followed Sapphire and emerged into the outdoors. Overhead, the stars shone brightly in all the familiar constellations. To my right, the wall of the building continued for another twenty feet or so. To my left, a long line of tall, leafy trees stood sentry about one hundred feet away. A paved walkway lined with knee-high lights capped by shades extended ahead of us, banked on both sides by flower beds and a few bushes that were spaced about ten feet apart. The walkway traced a gently curving path that snaked between garden plants toward a three-story, glass-sided building framed by silvery vertical and horizontal supports some three hundred feet ahead. The night air was slightly cool and scented with the fragrances of flowers and greenery. The building was minimally lighted by a few outdoor flood lights, and inside by a few dim lights visible on the upper floors. As we got closer, I could make out its proportions more clearly. It appeared to be an X-shape, but with concave arcs rather than straight lines. On all three floors, balconies sat nestled between each curving arm of the X, which made the building more like an X inscribed inside a large oval.

When we approached the large front doors, a light came on above them. Sapphire spoke: “Building, I bring your new Owner, Master Ishmael. Show your obeisance and fealty.”

A female voice came through a speaker mounted above the door. “Welcome, Master Ishmael. Thank you for owning me. Your slightest wish is my command. I am nothing. You are everything. How may I serve you, Master?”

The building seemed to be operated by an Artificial Intelligence of some kind. This was my first encounter with a genuine AI. I addressed it in a crisp, commanding tone of voice: “Building, provide appropriate levels of illumination for humans on every floor.”

Slowly, beginning at dim levels of illumination, inside lights began coming on throughout the building, as if each floor was undergoing its own local sunrise. The gradual rise in illumination allowed my eyes to adjust to the increased light level. The AI had clearly understood what I meant by ‘appropriate levels of illumination for humans’. When the lights shone in their fullness, I saw clearly the rooms and furnishings on the first floor. At first glance, they did not seem futuristic or strange. There were chairs, tables, couches, shelves holding art pieces of various kinds, and sundry other items. Altogether, they gave a general impression of the style known as Scandinavian modern. Except they were not quite that. The tables and chair, couches and so forth, all had extra appendages. There were small platforms or seats attached to the sides of almost all the furniture. There seemed to be extra arm rests, too, as well as some other additions I could not identify. And there seemed to be beds in the corners of every room I could see.

“Sapphire” I said “what are those small platforms and other things attached to the furniture?”

She looked surprised. “Master, those are seats and position platforms for your slaves. If you so desire, you will always have several women in position to serve your sexual desires at any moment, anywhere you go in your house. The chairs made so that you can relax while one or two women give you blowjobs. Other platforms will position your slaves’ bodies so you can access their tits, or asses, or cunts, or mouths, or whatever other body part you wish to use.”

Sapphire pointed to the corner of a downstairs room. “Almost every room has a bed, too” she said. “The bedrooms have much larger beds. The big beds have special movable sections that make it easier for you to access the bodies of your slaves. Their mouths, tits, pussies, and asses will be as close to you as you want them to be.” She smiled. “Master Ishmael, this house and your slaves have only one goal: to make you happy by serving you in every way we possibly can. Our greatest pleasure comes from giving you pleasure. Please use us, Master. Your slightest wish is your command.”

As Sapphire spoke these words, murmurs of assent rose from the mass of women standing behind me. I turned and looked at them. Every beautiful face held an expression of eagerness mixed with submissiveness, a look of pleading. They couldn’t wait for me to use them.

“Well, bitches” I said. “Are you ready to serve me completely, day and night, for the rest of your lives?”

Every beautiful mouth uttered a cry in the affirmative. “Yes, Master!” “Oh, dear god, yes!” “Please use me, Master!” “Please exploit me, Master!” “I only live to serve you, Master!” “Degrade me, Master!” And so on, and so on, and so on. Nearly two dozen drop-dead gorgeous young women with only one goal in life: to serve their Master.

I raised a hand. “Silence!” I said. “Sapphire. Brenda. Wanda. You three bitches stick with me. You other cunts: mothers and daughters will share bedrooms for tonight. Can you bitches find your bedrooms without my help?” They all nodded. “Good. You cunts settle in and I’ll call for you when I want you. Understood, whores?”

“Yes, Master” the twenty beauties said in unison.

I entered the house first, followed by my slaves. I was eager to explore my new domicile.

I entered the foyer of my new house and looked around. The foyer was about fifteen feet wide and twenty feet long, with long, well-padded bench seats on either side. A long, somewhat narrow, rectangular, Persian-style carpet that was half as wide as the foyer extended all the way down the length of this entry room, cushioning the surface of the white marble floor beneath it. A star-burst chandelier hung from the fifteen foot high ceiling. As I stood on the carpet, looking around me, Wendy, Brenda, and Sapphire stood discretely behind me, but in view of my peripheral vision. My twenty other slave women filed past to my left, moving towards a pair of elevators in the room just past the foyer. My beautiful bunch of slaves required two trips of the pair of elevators to take them all up to their bedrooms, which were on the second floor.

“House” I called out to the AI that ran the place. “Do you have a name?”

The soothing female voice replied “I am called House at present. You may rename me. I am called by whatever name you choose for me, Master. I exist only to serve you.”

“At dawn, can the sun be seen from any of these rooms?” I asked.

“Yes, Master” the House replied. “Your Master bedroom on the third floor has the best view of the rising sun and the setting sun. The sun can also be seen less well from some of the bedrooms on the second floor.”

“Good. Then I shall call you House, informally. But the official name of this mansion shall be the House of the Rising Sun.”

“Yes, Master” House said, with a tone of gratitude in its feminine voice. “My true name is House of the Rising Sun. I am so honored that you would rename a lowly building like me. Words are insufficient to convey my joy. I beg to serve you, Master. Your slightest wish is my command.”

I smiled at that. Every one of the slaves I have interacted with has used similar language. These words and phrases are precisely the ones I most enjoy hearing. The slaves and this AI must have been trained in all my preferences from the Brotherhood of New Sweden. The Brotherhood had developed extensive records during the months when I had conversed via electronic chat with their representative, who I still knew only as HIM. He and I had had several very frank discussions about sex, as well as many other topics. He had directed me to view many different porn sites and had me rate them. He asked me how my tastes differed at all from what was shown there, in videos and photos and dialogue. At the time, I had no idea that dozens of sex slaves and this AI House would be programmed according to my desires.

“House of the Rising Sun” I began “your submissiveness and gratitude are duly noted. Tell me how you run this household. Tell me about food, cleaning, and so forth.”

“Gladly, Master” the House replied. “You may ask for any food you wish, at any time. Dishes that require elaborate preparation should be requested several hours in advance. I can show you menus, if you wish. I can prepare any cuisine from the cultures of Earth. I also have additional cuisines on offer that did not exist during your era. When the food is ready in the automated kitchen, your slaves will bring it to you. You may consume it anywhere you wish. We have a large dining room, a smaller breakfast room, outdoor tables and seating on all three floors, and a large picnic area in the garden near the pool. There are also snack tables throughout the house, including the entertainment room. Breakfast in bed is available. Other meals may also be consumed in your bedroom, either in bed or a table in that room. Please allow me to show you something.”

Suddenly, a rectangular, holographic image appeared in mid-air a few feet in front of my face, startling me. The display consisted of a layer of light without any material component. It was about thirty inches wide by twenty inches. A series of images that looked like illustrated pages from restaurant menus showing luscious dishes scrolled past. “All of your slaves are thoroughly trained in the culinary arts and the art of being waitresses. My food preparation systems can cook foods to completion. However, very often a slave likes to add the finishing touches. This allows her to personalize the food she serves her Owner, as an expression of her love and devotion. Each slave delivers her dish with her own hands. Many Masters enjoy having elaborate meals with many dishes served by many slaves. Their slaves are always happy and grateful to perform such service.”

The mid-air video display stopped scrolling. It showed a menu page with breakfast items. I noticed immediately that all of my favorites were on it. I was very glad to have had all those months of meandering conversation with HIM before coming here, even though so many seemed irrelevant at the time.

In the voice of a solicitous waitress, House asked “May I take your breakfast order, Master? I will coordinate with your slaves to deliver your order whenever and wherever you would like it.”

For the first time, I realized that I had eaten almost nothing during the symposium, even though plates of delectable food had been presented to me by Sapphire and Brenda. “Yes, House, I will give you my breakfast order. I also want a snack right now.”

“Of course, Master. Would you like to speak your order, or select from menus?” House asked.

“Select from menus” I replied. “I want this for a snack now” I said while pointing to a menu item. “And this and this for breakfast. Is the coffee made from freshly ground beans?”

“Yes, Master” House replied. “My machines roast the beans and grind them immediately prior to brewing the coffee. A slave will bring the coffee to you on a tray with a selection of items you may wish to add to your coffee. The slave will add your selections to the coffee for you. She will serve it with pride and gratitude.”

I smiled. I was looking forward to breakfast already. For now, though, I wanted that snack. “House, deliver my snack to the Master bedroom in a few minutes, when I ask for it.”

“Yes, Master” House said. “It is my privilege and pleasure to serve you.”

I turned to Brenda, Wendy, and Sapphire. “I want to know more about this building and the estate grounds. I am going to ask House about this. Then I want to inspect my bitches in their bedrooms on the second floor.” All three cunts smiled and bowed slightly as they said “Yes, Master.”

“House” I said. “Show me on this display a floor plan of this building and the surrounding grounds.”

The display turned grey, then swiftly grew wider and longer. A wire-frame, three-dimensional model of the building appeared. Faint images of furnishings were visible in every room. The house rotated so that I got a view into each wing of the X-shaped building, with close-ups of each of the three floors in turn. One wing of the ground floor featured a large room suitable for gatherings—perhaps dances or orgies. Another wing had four smaller living rooms and sitting rooms. The third wing contained a large dining room, a smaller breakfast room, and the kitchen. The fourth wing held an entertainment room, an office, a library, and a spa complex. The first floor also had five restrooms. On the second floor there were ten bedrooms, each one having a toilet and sink but no shower or bath tub. There were two large living rooms, and one very large combination bathroom and spa.

“Enlarge the bathroom and spa, House” I said. The image expanded and split into a collage of images. The bathroom had many toilets, sinks, and small bathtubs, as well as a sauna, a very large hot tub plus two smaller ones, a big walk-in shower with glass walls, and various chairs, couches and beds. There was no privacy whatsoever. I could watch everything that my slaves did in this bathroom. And do a lot of things with them, I imagined.

“Show me the third floor” I commanded. The image changed to a floor plan of the top floor. The Master bedroom was huge, occupying an entire wing. The Master bed itself was the size of a small apartment. As Sapphire had told me earlier, it had many features I had never seen before on any bed. I was curious about these, but decided to investigate it myself rather than asking questions at a remove. The Master bedroom wing also had a large bathroom that was a smaller version of the one on the second floor. The second wing of the third floor had several smaller rooms furnished as sitting areas and entertainment zones, apparently. The third wing consisted of a solarium, a room with a glass ceiling and an in-door garden. It was a mini-greenhouse that included furniture for dining or relaxing.

The fourth wing consisted of three rooms furnished with a variety of specialized chairs, tables, ropes, and chains. I pointed to these and asked “House, is this the bondage and domination area?” The smooth voice of the AI replied, but this time with a hint of naughtiness. “Yes, my Lord” House answered. “Many Masters enjoy such activities. All slaves are fully trained in how to comply and actively participate in their own torment, degradation, humiliation, and debasement. No permanent harm will come to them. A slave’s greatest pleasure always comes from obeying her Master and pleasing him. No matter what pain or humiliation he may inflict on her, she will always thank him for using her. If her Master takes pleasure in her pain, then she will seek her own pain simply to please him. We only live to serve you, Master.”

I smiled with anticipation of the fun and games I could enjoy with these playrooms and my 23 slave playmates.

“Show me the outdoor areas of the estate” I commanded. Each of the three floors had extensive outdoor patio areas, with the usual furniture. The grounds of the estate included a large garden that encompassed much of the land, in addition to large lawns. A swimming pool and hot tub were nestled between a wing of the garden and the lawns. Outdoor furniture included several small tables with chairs, some couches, several beds, and one large table that would seat everyone now in this house.

“What’s beyond the estate grounds?” I asked.

“That is not in my purview, Master” House answered. “The Brotherhood does not permit me to reveal anything more at this time. I have been instructed to tell you that your Brothers will inform you about everything in good time. Until then, I am to reassure you that your safety and freedom are guaranteed. There is no need to worry about anything. Your slaves and I exist only to serve you. Your slightest wish is our command.”

I was a bit bothered by all the secrecy. I worried that some terrible news was being kept from me. On the other hand, all of my sexual fantasies were coming true. I had my own harem stocked with utterly gorgeous sex slaves who served me without limits. I could do anything I liked with them and to them. And they were completely in love with me and devoted to me. They thanked me no matter what I did to them. Plus I had this huge mansion. And the Brotherhood promised to give me an even bigger one, with even more sex slaves that would be created to my specifications.

In exchange for all that, I had to be patient and ready to eventually serve the goals of the Brotherhood, which were also my goals: preservation of the White race, and the complete patriarchal domination of women by men. Really, having some patience at the very beginning of my life here in New Sweden didn’t seem like too much to ask. And, indeed, as I would eventually learn, there were some secrets that I could not have easily wrapped my mind around at this early stage. None of those secrets turned out to be show-stoppers. The secrets contained challenges, but immense opportunities as well. The Brotherhood would prove to be totally legitimate. The sex slaves were for real. I did own them, body and soul. And the wealth I would soon come to enjoy in New Sweden was more than I could even imagine at this early stage.




The hour was late. I did not have the urge to wander through the entire mansion at this time. Besides, I had 20 brand spanking new sex slaves waiting for me on the second floor plus the 3 who were with me. I would rather explore their bodies than this old house!

I walked to an elevator, followed by Sapphire, Brenda, and Wendy. The door opened automatically, no doubt controlled by House. I put my arms around the waists of Brenda and Sapphire. They kissed me. Wendy stood in front of me and hugged me around the waist. I kissed the top of her blonde head.

When the elevator door opened I found myself looking down a hallway with ten doors, five on each side. The hallway was about ten feet wide, with soft beige-colored carpeting, and intricately patterned wallpaper in muted colors. Sconces on the walls provided indirect illumination, while some widely-spaced ceiling lights created pools of light above each doorway. Bench seats ran along the walls between each room doorway. The benches had three steps rising in front of them. I would soon find out what these were good for.

“House” I said “tell my bitches to open their doors and come stand outside their rooms.”

“Yes, Master” the AI replied.

My slaves must have been expecting this. The doors opened in a matter of seconds. The young twenty-something-year-old mothers and their teenaged daughters emerged and stood outside their bedrooms. They were still wearing the sheer negligees. I looked from one side of the hallway to the other. Fourteen beautiful young blondes, four gorgeous redheads, and two amazing brunettes smiled back at me.

“Strip, bitches” I commanded. “I want to inspect my new property.”

The girls seemed to be delighted to take their clothes off for me as they stood outside the doorways to their rooms, bathed in the spotlights in the ceiling above them. They dropped their negligees in heaps on the bench seats. Then each woman and girl struck an attractive pose, with one leg bent and the other straight, their hips tilted, and their chests thrust out. They smiled seductively. I walked down the hallway, looking at each pair of cunts as I passed. I decided to play briefly with each one. I announced my intentions by saying this: “Bitches, I am going to dally for a few moments with each one of you. When I come up to you, tell me your name. It will take me some time to remember all of your names. So I’d better start now. In any case, I can always call you ‘bitch’, right?”

They all nodded and said as one “Yes, Master.”

I walked up to the first pair who gave their names, mother and daughter, as Amanda and Beatrice. They both had blue eyes, but the mother’s hair was golden blonde while the daughter’s hair was platinum blonde. I love the beauty of every one of my bitches, but I also have to evaluate them frankly in my own mind. Amanda had the look of a dumb bitch. I was very attracted to her, but I didn’t see a great deal of intelligence in her eyes. Still, she was a sexy cunt with large breasts. I reached out first to the pretty blonde mother and brushed her cheek. She kissed my hand. I squeezed one of her tits. Then I turned to her daughter Beatrice, who appeared to be about sixteen or seventeen (not that age mattered). Unlike her mother, the girl showed a bit more intelligence in her face. Her breasts were not as large as her mother’s, but Beatrice had large, pale pink nipples that I found very attractive. I grabbed her breasts and the girl inched closer towards me. We kissed. Both cunts thanked me as I turned to another pair of blonde bitches on the opposite side of the hall.

The pair of blondes introduced themselves as Glenda and Hollie. Both had platinum blonde hair. The mother Glenda had big tits and a large bodily frame. She had a beautiful face with the look of a whore who was made to be thoroughly exploited. Hollie was slim with, modest-sized tits, but a spectacularly beautiful face: deep blue eyes, soft cheeks, and very full lips. Hollie looked like an angel who was ready, willing, and eager to be sexually abused by a devil. I reached down and drew my finger between the pussy lips of a young teen. She smiled. Putting my finger to my lips, I sniffed her fragrance. Turing to her mother, I put that finger in her mouth and she sucked it while looking me in the eye seductively. I removed my finger from her mouth, then listened to both bitches thank me as I walked over to the next duo, a pair of redheads.

They said their names were Queenie and Rhonda. Queenie, the mother, had enormous breasts. Her face was beautiful, and had a look of servile intelligence. She licked her lips, as if she could not wait to perform oral service. I grabbed her breasts, one in each hand, and pulled them upward. Queenie winced and got up on tip-toe. I kissed her briefly on the mouth. Then I took her nipples into my mouth one at a time and sucked them. Pressing the two together, I bit them. Then I released the redhead’s big breasts and watched huge udders flop heavily to her chest. Turning to Rhonda, I assessed the bitch. She was about fifteen. She had the sweet, innocent face of the girl next door. Her breasts were of modest size, but had lovely, pale pink nipples. I grabbed this cute, redheaded daughter by the waist and she fell into my arms. We kissed, with tongues swirling around each other. I released the girl, then heard both daughter and mother thank me as I walked across the hall to a pair of blondes.

Ellie and Freya were the mother and daughter. Ellie’s pretty face had the open, anything-goes look of a party girl. Her big breasts had large nipples. Freya was about fourteen and had the pretty, innocent, smiling face of youth. Grabbing the mother by one big breast and her slim daughter by one petite nipple, I pulled both women towards me and they eagerly followed along. I kissed the mother then the daughter. Then I grasped each by her hair and gathered mother and daughter into a group kiss with me. I made them kiss one another, then me, then one another again. They thanked me lovingly as I walked across the hall to a pair of redheads.

The redheads introduced themselves as Ophelia and her daughter Petty. Ophelia was very buxom, with big tits and a big ass. Not fat, but very voluptuous. Petty was about seventeen and had the feral look of a wild girl who would do anything and wanted to be exploited to the hilt. Both mother and daughter had lovely red pubic bushes. I put one finger to each bitch’s cunt, snaking it down into their slits. I leaned toward their faces as I did so and they instantly began kissing me with passion. Then I pulled my fingers from their cunts and made daughter lick her mother’s taste from one finger, while I had the mother lick her daughter’s taste from my other finger. They thanked me as I proceeded toward the pair of blondes on the other side of the hall.

They gave their names as Ida and Joni. Ida had the beautiful face of a woman was self-confident but also a complete slut. Her lovely face was framed by straight, gold blonde hair. Although her breasts were not as large as those of many other bitches, she had a shapely ass of unusual attractiveness. Joni was an ethereal teen. She had the face of an angel, with deep blue eyes and a halo of long, platinum blonde hair. I kissed the beautiful mother, then the sweet teen daughter, before directing Ida to climb on the bench along the wall, then turn and spread her butt cheeks. I leaned forward to examine the woman’s clean, pink anus more closely. Then I grabbed her blonde daughter by the hair and pushed Joni’s face towards her mother’s ass. “Lick it your mother’s asshole, bitch” I commanded. The girl looked me in the eye and pleaded “I’d rather lick yours, Master.” I shook my head. “Not yet, bitch” I said. “Lick your mother’s anus.” The girl nodded and put her tongue on her mother’s anus. I leaned in closer for a good look. After the teen had performed a brief licking session, I took the girl by the hair and pulled her away from her mother’s rear end. Then I kissed the young girl roughly. She responded eagerly to my kisses. I pulled away from her with the words “Later I’ll let you lick my asshole, bitch. That’s a promise.” She beamed as if she had just won the lottery. Daughter and mother both thanked me as I walked across the hall toward the only pair of brunettes in my harem.

The brunettes said their names were Sally and Teena. Both mother and daughter had long brown hair and very fair skin. Their most prominent feature, however, was their stupendously large breasts. Mother and daughter had pretty faces that both displayed the attitude of females who had to carry around the heavy burden of gigantic, weighty breasts every day but were proud of their beautiful burdens. I ordered both bitches onto the steps in front of the benches, so their breasts would be at my face level. Then I had the girls place their hands under their breasts, lift the massive mammaries, and present their luscious udders to my face. I practically dove into this mini-mountain range of big, white breasts. I sucked and bit the massive udders with wild abandon. Both bitches moaned with pleasure as I used their tit flesh for my own pleasure. I didn’t want to stop. But I still had to get to another couple of mother-daughter pairs. The big titted bitches thanked my profusely as I gave each of their tits a final suck before walking across the hall to a pair of blondes.

The blonde mother and daughter introduced themselves as Karen and Linda. Karen, the mother, had moderately large breasts and a very pretty face with lips that curled up slightly at the corners into a small smile that suggested she would be happy to be degraded by her Owner. Linda was a pretty teen who was not as beautiful as her mother, but whose demeanor indicated that she would like to demonstrate that she could be a bigger slut than her mother, any day of the week. I grabbed the mother by her hair and kissed her beautiful face. Then I made her lay down on the bench and spread her legs. I grabbed her sultry teen daughter by her hair and pulled her face down between her mother’s legs. “Eat that blond cunt, bitch” I commanded. “Oh, Master” the girl begged “please let me suck your dick instead. Or lick your asshole. Or kiss your feet. I would rather service any part of your body. I don’t want to eat my mother’s cunt.” I pushed the teen’s face into her mother’s twat. “Eat it, whore!” I said. Dutifully, the teen blonde began licking her mother’s pink pussy. I leaned my head against the mother’s inner thigh for a better look. When I was satisfied, I pulled the daughter by her hair and kissed her. She was delighted to get to kiss me. I tasted her mother’s twat on the girl’s breath. After some time of passionate kissing, I broke away. I listened to both bitches thank me as I walked across the hall to my next untouched pair of blonde bitches.

The blonde cunt pair gave their names as Marlene and Nancy. Even though the adoptive mother Marlene must have been in her mid-twenties, she looked barely more than a teenager herself. Spritely and pretty with golden blonde hair down to her shoulders, she gazed at me lovingly with bright blue eyes and gave me a radiantly sunny smile. Marlene was lithe and smooth. She had the sort of eager sexual energy that promised many delights, now and for many years to come. Her daughter Nancy had a more pensive demeanor. She had an angelic face, and long platinum blonde hair that ran half-way down her back. Nancy’s deep blue eyes that seemed to want to bond with my soul. She gave me the feeling of the sort of fucked-up teenager from Earth who would have started having sex with the boy next door very early, and then graduated to adult men by her twelfth birthday. She would do anything, anytime, at the drop of a hat.

I grabbed a nipple each from Marlene and Nancy, then pulled them close to me. The three of us embraced and kissed. I ran my hands over the bodies of the two young women, feeling their tits, their twats, and their asses. “Marlene” I said “your daughter’s a whore, isn’t she?” Marlene nodded eagerly as she replied “Yes, Master, my daughter is a whore. Just like me. We are both whores. But for you, Master Ishmael, only for you. Nancy and I will do anything for you. Anything. Nothing is too dirty or degrading for us.”

I turned to Nancy. “Is that true, whore? Will you do anything for me?”

Nancy smiled for the first time. “Oh, yes, Master” she said in a throaty whisper. “Please degrade me, Master. I want to prove I will do anything for you. I will be so grateful. Just use me.”

I nodded. “Down on your knees, bitch” I commanded.

Nancy smiled as she dropped to her knees. She gazed lovingly at my penis. The teen beauty licked her lips.

“I need to take a piss, bitch” I said. “I want you to be my piss-drinking slave right now. Are you ready to do that, Nancy?”

She looked up at me. There was no a hint of distress or unhappiness in her eyes. All I saw was deep love and gratitude. “Oh my god, yes! Yes, Master! I would be so honored if you would piss in my mouth. I promise to swallow every drop. Please, Master, help me to swallow by not pissing too much all at once. Give me a chance to gulp it all down. I don’t want to spill a single drop of your heavenly urine.”

With her eyes still locked on mine, she opened her mouth and leaned toward my penis. The gorgeous teenager stuck out her tongue until it made contact with the underside of my penis, never letting her eyes move from our mutual gaze. I stepped forward slightly, so my penis slid up her tongue and into her mouth. The girl gently closed her mouth over my penis, creating a seal that should contain most of my urine flow, unless I gave her too much, too soon. Then I had to relax. I had never done this before, although I always wanted to. Sure, I’d gotten plenty of blowjobs from all sorts of women (but none as good as I’d been getting here in New Sweden). This was different. Urinating in a young woman’s mouth required some mental adjustments on my part. I closed my eyes for a moment. I relaxed further. My body began to respond. The urge to void my bladder increased. I felt the urine begin to move inside me. Then I opened my eyes. Nancy was still gazing at my face with her deep blue eyes. For a moment I could hardly believe my good fortune: my penis was in the mouth of a world-class teenaged blonde beauty, and she was about to drink my urine. I pissed. The first burst of urine shot out hot and heavy. Nancy’s cheeks bulged out, but she kept everything in her mouth. Then her eyebrows went up and her forehead wrinkled. She was pleading with me to stop pissing so she could swallow the urine I had already given her. I reached grabbed my penis between two fingers and pinched it gently while contracting my urinary tract muscles. I watched the young beauty as she made swallowing motions and the bulges shrunk from her cheeks. After she finished swallowing, she looked at me with a pleading gaze. She wanted me. I released my grip on my penis, relaxed my internal muscles, and sent a second flood of piss into her mouth. This flow was much less than the first, in speed and volume. Nancy swallowed it continuously as I continued to urinate. After a few seconds more, I was dry. But she didn’t let my penis out of her mouth. The platinum blonde teen beauty gazed at my eyes with a look of amazing gratitude and satisfaction. She started to blow me.

Gently, I pulled my penis out of her mouth. I was not ready for another blowjob just yet. “What do you have to say for yourself, bitch?”

“Thank you, Master! Thank you! I am so grateful. Infinitely grateful! You allowed me to have your heavenly penis in my unworthy mouth. And you honored me by using my mouth as your urinal. I am so honored and grateful that you let me drink your heavenly urine in my unworthy mouth. Oh, Master, how can I ever repay you for such a precious gift?”

I stoked her the bright blonde hair on her beautiful head. “I’ll have to think about that, whore. For now, we’ll just say you owe me.”

Nancy smiled at that. “I do, Master. I owe you a great favor. Please use me again. I will do anything to please you.”

I turned to Marlene and kissed her. Then I gave her a command. “Kiss your daughter. Bend over and kiss her mouth. Smell and taste my urine from her mouth.”

Marlene seemed delighted. “Yes, Master. I would not want to kiss her like that otherwise. Except by your command, of course. But I’m eager to taste your urine in her mouth.”

“Good, bitch” I said. “Now bend at the waist so your ass is high.” As Marlene followed my command, I sat down behind her and examined the golden blonde’s shapely ass. I kissed each of her butt cheeks, then spread them to examine her anus. “Marlene” I commanded “hold your cheeks apart for me.” She complied instantly. This gave me easier access to her pink and pretty anus. I sniffed and licked it. Then I inserted a finger up her ass, slowly and gently. I probed around for a moment. Then I pulled my finger out of Marlene’s ass.

“That’s enough kissing” I told the girls. “Nancy, come over here and lick your mother’s ass smell and taste off my finger.”

“Yes, Master” the teen said and she bent over and crawled the short distance on hands and knees, opening her mouth as soon as she was close enough. Nancy took my finger in her mouth without hesitation. Again, she maintained eye contact with me as her tongue swept my finger clean of her mother’s filth.

Satisfied, I pulled my finger out of her mouth abruptly and stood up. Looking down at the kneeling teen, who gazed at me lovingly, I noticed that Nancy had stood up and seemed to be awaiting further orders, her demeanor as sunny an untroubled as ever. I grabbed her around the waist and kissed her passionately. Her mouth smelled of my own urine. Another new experience for me, to say the least. Then I turned away and walked over to my final pair of blonde bitches.

My final new cunt pair of the evening introduced themselves as Candy and Darla.

The mother was pretty, with a sunny disposition. The teen daughter was beautiful, with natural platinum blonde hair a sultry come-hither stare. I kissed the daughter first, then pulled the mother to me and kissed her while the daughter kept kissing my face. I ordered the daughter onto the bench, where I made her spread her legs and her cunt lips. Then I told the mother to eat it. “Master” she said “you know I will do anything you want me to. And you know I would rather be your doormat and your toilet paper for life rather than do this. Please let me serve your body instead.” I have to admit that I never get tired of hearing this sort of thing. This bitches had been programmed very well for my preferences. “Not yet, whore” I said. “Eat your daughter’s cunt first.” She nodded and dutifully began licking her gorgeous daughter’s pink pussy nestled beneath her platinum blonde pubic hair. I watched the mother’s performance for a while, then pulled her head away and kissed her. She responded eagerly. Then I broke the kiss and gave her a new command: “Climb up on the bench and squat over your daughter’s face.” I looked at the sultry teen. “Eat your mother’s cunt, bitch”. She nodded as her mother followed my command. I lay my head on the teen’s tummy and looked past her tits at her face as the mother settled her vagina over the girl’s mouth. The teen put out her tongue and began licking. Her mother moved a bit so that tongue and pussy aligned better. I watched this scene for a while, then got up and walked around behind the squatting mother. I looked at her butt with its pretty pink anus and then put one of my fingers up her ass, inserting it slowly. I pushed my finger as far into the woman’s rectum as I could reach. Then I took it out and sniffed it. Every woman’s body produced its own unique odors of cunt and ass and mouth and skin. “Climb off your daughter, bitch” I commanded. The teen looked clearly relieved that she no longer had to eat her mother’s cunt. She looked disappointed when I moved my finger under her nose so she could smell it. “You know what I want you to do, don’t you bitch?” She nodded. Then the girl opened her mouth and began sucking the smell and taste of her mother’s ass off my finger. When I was satisfied, I withdrew my finger and stood up.

I looked down the hall. Every eye in the place was on me. I had just had my first encounter with each of my 20 new sex slaves. They all looked at me expectantly. There was no boredom, displeasure, or dismay in their demeanor. They gazed at me worshipfully, waiting for me to bless them with the opportunity to serve me in any way. Their wish was to be commanded, used, and abused. They lived to serve. Me. Only, me.

I smiled at them. “That was fun, bitches” I said. They all smiled. Many nodded.

I was tempted to grab each beauty right then and there. But I wanted to build to that. When I reached the end of the line, I turned. Every eye gazed at me expectantly.

I walked over to a pair of blondes on my right. The mother had long, straight blonde hair, kind blue eyes, large breasts with wide nipples, and a sweet, friendly face. She was not slim, but moderately curvy, with a modest-sized ass. Her daughter looked to be about sixteen, with blonde hair of a lighter color than her mother’s. The teen’s hair tied in two, long braids. Her face showed a hint of shyness. She had big blue eyes and moderate-sized breasts. Her ass was quite large, though. It was much bigger than her mothers. The teen’s ass had a fine shape, with fat in all the right places, but no cellulite or unsightly bulges.

“What are your names, whores?” I demanded. Even though I had heard the names of all these slaves earlier in the evening as they were given to me, I didn’t remember who was who. I am terrible at remembering names.

The mother spoke up. “My name is Amanda, Lord. My daughter is Beatrice. We exist only to serve you Master. Your slightest wish is our command.”

I untied the sash of my robe, then removed the garment and tossed in on the nearest bench seat. I grabbed each girl by her breasts and pulled her close to me. I kissed them both, moving my lips from one to the other. They returned my kisses passionately as I fondled their breasts. I paused from kissing to issue more orders. “Amanda, get on the step here in front of the bench seat so I can suck your tits without bending over. Beatrice—get on your knees, whore, and blow your Owner.”

As Amanda stepped up and put her hands under her breasts to present them to my mouth, Beatrice smiled beatifically and, before dropping to her knees, said “Thank you for letting me blow you, Master. I’ve been waiting all night to do this!” The blonde knelt down and took my penis directly into her mouth without using her hands. She looked up at me with her amazing blue eyes and began sucking my dick. When I raised my eyes from hers, Amanda’s big breasts were waiting for me. I grabbed them with both hands. I squeezed both tits, then I pulled them to my mouth, forcing as much of the tit flesh into my mouth as possible. Amanda’s breasts were soft and sweet. Beatrice’s tongue and mouth were warm and delightfully skilled. I could have spent a long time with these two bitches in this configuration. But I have a lot more cunts to inspect.

Gently, I pushed Beatrice’s head away from my cock. “That’s enough for now, whore. You have a lovely mouth. I look forward to cumming in it. But not right now. And you, Amanda, have delicious tits. I am going to have fun sucking these a lot.”

Both mother and daughter were effusive in their thanks. They begged me to use them again soon. I patted them on their pretty asses and turned to the two bitches standing near the opposite wall. This was another pair of blondes. The mother had a radiant smile and big tits that hung from her chest like a pair of torpedoes. Her hips and ass were shapely, but not overly large. The daughter couldn’t have been more than fourteen. She was slim and pretty. The teen beauty had pale skin and a shy, angelic face, with the most beautiful long blonde hair.

“What are your names, whores?” I asked.

“Master, my name is Candy” said the mother. “This young cunt is my daughter, Darla. Please use us, Master. I hope you will degrade us and abuse us for your pleasure.”

I smiled at that. “Down on your knees, whore, and blow me” I commanded Candy. She complied instantly, quickly taking my dick into her mouth and working it toward the back of her throat.

I pulled young Darla toward me and kissed her. The teen kissed me back with a surprising amount of skill for one so young. When I broke the kiss, Darla leaned towards my ear and whispered “Please sodomize me, Daddy. Or at least shove your fingers up my ass. Please be brutal.”

I looked her in the face. This sweet teen angel was a dirty whore!

“I like the way you think, bitch” I said. “Climb up on the bench and stick your ass out. I want to inspect your butt before I use it.”

Darla complied happily. Her ass was slim but shapely, with creamy white skin. When she spread her butt cheeks for me, her pink, star-shaped anus starred back at me. I liked it while her mother Candy blew me. Then with only my saliva for a lubricant, I inserted the middle finger of my right hand into the fourteen-year-old blonde’s sweet asshole. I moved my finger in slowly as I heard Darla catch her breath.

“Does it hurt, bitch?” I asked.

“A little bit, Master” the young blonde said. “I only exist to serve you, Master. Give me as much pain as you want. I will always thank you for using me.”

Upon hearing that, I said “Listen to me, slaves. Join me in the Master bedroom. We will spend our first night together. Tomorrow begins my first full day of my new life in New Sweden. You will serve me here in my home. And you will help me in any ways necessary to expand my harem further. You bitches are great, but you’re not enough. Not sufficient. I want to own hundreds more beautiful cunts like you.”

Every woman and girl smiled at me. “Yes, Master!” they said simultaneously in a melodic fashion, as if they had been trained to sing those words as part of a chorus. As I later found out, that was exactly the case.

That night and the following day were pure bliss.

Many more wonderful things happened to me during the long years that followed my becoming a Brother of New Sweden. I undertook special missions back to old earth and made significant contributions to the regeneration of the White race and the restoration of patriarchy. This effort took a long time, and was by no means easy or without cost. Humanity had fallen deeply into error. Raising it up again required overcoming the forces and human factions that had brought it low. The White Knights of Patriarchy led the Brothers of New Sweden in covert efforts to bolster the work of good White men who were fighting the good fight. They had to overcome the traitors within our own race and the opponents outside it. Resistance was fierce. Courage, persistence, and visionary leadership were essential to our eventual victory. For my contributions to that work, I was made a White Knight of Patriarchy.

As important as those things were—and they were of world-historical import—my greatest satisfaction always came during the many hours each day I spent with my ever-growing harem. I learned how to design females through the automated genetic engineering system. I created many versions of my ideal women and girls, tweaking each new one with some sort of improvement or interesting variation. Sometimes I had the bitches emerge from the synthetic exo-womb as full-grown women. Sometimes as little girls. But in every case, they turned out well. Better than well, in fact. As my skill at designing cunts grew with each new one I created, I further refined my criteria for what I wanted in a female. My cunts got better and better over the years. After a couple of decades, my harem of 600 in my own village estate was like a heavenly paradise of perfect sexual pleasure and exquisite sensory delights. And my own body never aged. In fact, it improved. I always enjoyed my harem with the sexual vigor of a young man. The same biotechnology that allowed the Brothers of New Sweden to create our females also allowed us to remain ever-young and virile.

Would you like to join the Brotherhood of New Sweden? Do you care about the future of the White race? Do you believe that men should rule and women should serve them?

Seek and ye shall find.

		
		
