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Advanced Fertility Program Ch. 01

This is a story centered around the netorare (NTR) / cuckolding. If that is not your thing, turn away now! It also contains male chastity, race play, bullying, and humiliation. This first chapter sets up the story. Future chapters may include other fetishes. This work does not represent the author's personal beliefs. Any references to politics or real-life persons are coincidental and for entertainment purposes only.
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Chapter 1: The Advanced Fertility Program



We regret to inform you that you have not been selected for the U.S. Repopulation Bureau's advanced fertility program. While every candidate is carefully considered, only those with a suitable genetic makeup are qualified for--

Furious, Ahmad crumpled the paper into a ball and tossed it into the wastebasket. It was this third rejection letter this year, since he turned eighteen years old. The first two had upset him deeply, but now all he felt was anger.

The jealousy would come tomorrow.

About a quarter of the boys in his class had already been chosen in the last two waves, a cause for celebration among the horny seniors. This third group was supposed to be twice as large. It pained him to know that while he spent the next few months trapped in chastity, so many of his classmates would be balls-deep in the fertile women they had been assigned to.

Ahmad had read online that things had not always been this way.

It began twenty years ago, when the New Democratic Party enacted sweeping reforms to address the declining birthrate. A combination of heavy plastic usage and experimental vaccines had obliterated the average male's sperm count. As a result, the birthrate had plummeted nationwide to sub-replacement levels. No amount of drugs or tax incentives had been able to alter the perilous trajectory of population decline.

Calls for government intervention flooded the news. Led by President Cortez, the NDNC came up with the genius idea of genetically profiling every American citizen. If a perfect match could be found, they were mandated to reproduce. That involved sex, of course, and lots of it.

Naturally, such changes came about with no small amount of social unrest. But the militias that banded together to protest were quickly subdued by the National Guard's automated infantry. Few casualties resulted from the struggle, and the establishment media was eager to hail President Cortez as a hero.

That made it easy for the NDNC to enact its mandate: a highly advanced chastity device was fitted to every male that hit puberty. It could only be removed when a perfect genetic match was discovered via the U.S.R.B's advanced fertility program. It also came with the added bonus of eliminating virtually all teenage sexual crimes.

And thus the United States had entered a new golden era.

Ahmad's cock throbbed in its cage. I told the doctor the new fitting was too tight. The only time he was allowed to orgasm was during his visits to the local fertility clinic, and that only happened four times a year. Getting chosen for the program would have assigned him to a fertile, horny, and hopefully beautiful woman to empty his balls into whenever he wanted. Instead he was to remain trapped in this torturous device for God-knows how long!

"Oh, Habibi," came a sing-song voice as his bedroom door swung open.

"Mom?" Ahmad folded his hands in his lap, ashamed. It was awkward to talk about sex with his mother, but she knew full well how often he'd been checking the mail, and how eager he had been to be chosen.

Sadiya was, in truth, his stepmother, but they had lived together for more than a decade, and he treated her just like family. A conservative woman, today she wore a maroon abaya with golden embroidery and a white silk hijab. Even at home it was rare for her to let her curls out. Her voluptuous body was more than an eyeful. It never failed to amaze him how revealing she looked beneath all that loose fabric.

She sat beside him on the bed and the mattress sank toward her. Even at eighteen, his mother was taller and heavier than he was.

"Did you check the mail, my darling? I saw the empty envelope on the kitchen table." Frowning with concern, she placed the back of her hand against his forehead. He felt her cold wedding ring against his skin. His father had died years ago, but she still wore it every day. "Are you sick? Your face is hot, and you look terrible!"

"No, Umm. I got the letter from the government." Ahmad sighed. "I wasn't picked. Again."

"Oh, my sweetness," she cooed, embracing him with a sidelong hug. Her fat, heavy breasts slipped around his upper arm, and she held him tightly against her. It was one of those sensations that every young boy obsessed over, and it happened to him all too often. His cock stiffened, despite his wishes, testing the limits of its unbreakable chastity cage.

For all her modest attire, his mother's beauty was obvious to all who laid eyes on her. She was only in her mid-thirties, as his late father had chosen to remarry a younger woman. Luckily for Ahmad, Sadiya was as modest in her beliefs as she was in her attire.

Under NDNC mandates, a man's resources were inherited by his wife or his daughters in the unlikely event of his passing. Ahmad was grateful that his mother had remained so dutiful and loyal to him. His father had left behind enough money for her to pursue a lavish lifestyle if she wished, but instead she lived below her means, and all of Ahmad's wants were provided for. She was a loyal and religious woman, and he trusted her to keep his father's money safe until he started a family of his own.

Ahmad loved his mother with all his heart. Helpless to resist, he leaned into her embrace, inhaling the scent of her flowery perfume. "I don't want to go to school tomorrow," he groaned.

"Yet I know you will go," said Sadiya, kissing the side of his head. The slight wetness of her lips made him shiver. "You never miss a day of school. Remember the one time you got sick from the vaccine? I had to force you to stay home!"

"I needed to keep up my grades," said Ahmad, bashfully. "You know I want to make you proud."

"Your grades are perfect, and I am beyond proud of you." Sadiya bounced happily against him, cleavage around his arm. "Oh, you're growing into such a wonderful young man."

Ahmad stifled a gasp. The sensation of her buxom body was almost enough to make him cum in the cage. But the device was designed to prevent unwanted orgasms, delivering a small shock at the point of climax.

"I wish I could do more to help you," Sadiya said "You'll get in next time. I will pray for it five times a day if I have to. It's not right to have artificial intelligence decide these things. Life wasn't always this way, you know."

"I know," Ahmad said. The days of male freedom felt like something out of a history ebook.

"But I am confident you will find a match. Your father was chosen at eighteen, and had been living cage-free for fifteen years when I met him! Yes, I am sure you will get in. And even if you don't, remember that I'll always be here to support you."

To prove her point, she began peppering his face with kisses. He pulled away from her, laughing.

"Mom, quit it!"

"There's that lovely smile again." Sadiya smile grew distant, and her body went suddenly tense against his. She pulled away, and it took all of Ahmad's willpower to keep from throwing himself on top of her. His mother's teasing had been delightful when he was younger, but now it left his balls full and his cock aching.

It would not be so wrong, you aren't blood-related. These sorts of forbidden thoughts had been tempting him as of late. It was a stupid thing to think about. It's not like he could even do anything with this blasted cage on!

"Is something the matter, mom?"

"It's nothing," Sadiya said, sounding a little embarrassed. "Your smile just reminds me so much of your father sometimes."

"You miss him, don't you?"

Sadiya have his knee a squeeze, and there was a twinkle in her almond eyes. "Every day."

Ahmad's lip quivered as his cock filled all the space in its tight metal cage. Please, God, let me get accepted next time, and let me be assigned to a woman as beautiful as my mother.

Sadiya gave him a peck on the cheek. Her mouth caught the edge of his lips, and he shivered at the touch of her wet lips. "You will be chosen, Habibi. What do I always tell you?"

"To have faith?"

She patted him on the knee. "Exactly. Now, I'm going to start dinner, and you are going to start on your homework!"

Ahmad stared longingly as his mother sauntered out of the room. Her heart-shaped ass swayed as she went, as if it had been made to tease him. It almost felt like God was testing him.

With a sigh, he sat at his computer desk and started his homework.



*



"Well, well, well! Look whose little dick is staying locked up."

Ahmad froze at the sound of his bully's voice. If there was one thing that made him not want to attend school, it was Bradley Jones.

"Leave me alone, Brad." Ahmad gritted his teeth as he changed into his gym uniform as quickly as possible. He pulled on his tight silk underwear and his high-cut bloomers, the gender-neutral clothing they were mandated by the government to wear.

Bradley snapped a wet towel, lashing the back of Ahmad's bare thigh. Crying out in pain, he spun to face his tormentor, hands balled into fists. "How dare you!"

"How dare you," mocked Bradley, raising his voice an octave. "Man, you would think I'd get tired of your reactions after all these years, but nope! Never fails to brighten my day. Isn't that right, boys?"

The boys in the locker room snickered at Ahmad. Bradley might have been stupid and ugly, but he was also one of the best players on the football team. That gave him a certain authority among the seniors.

Of course, Bradley would refrain from saying something truly punishable. Hate Speech had been illegal ever since the NDNC had repealed the first amendment. That wouldn't stop him from torturing Ahmad in other ways, though.

"A shame about that cage of yours. You know, sometimes it takes years for the Overbrain to find a guy the right match. Sometimes it never finds one. Wouldn't that be hilarious? Imagine meeting at our high school reunion in ten years, with that device wrapped around your little dicklet!"

"I've heard stories like that," agreed Jamar, one of Brad's jock sidekicks.

"Shit, that would be hilarious."

"Why don't you worry about your own cock?" spat Ahmad.

"I don't have to worry about a thing." Bradley made a show of dropping his briefs. A few of the other boys averted their eyes, laughing. Ahmad could not help but stare in horror. Bradley's dick was exposed, free from its chastity device. The damned bastard. Even soft, it dangled between his legs like a huge white sausage.

"Put that thing away," Ahmad said. "You're disgusting."

"You sound surprised, Ahmad. And a little impressed."

Ahmad flushed. "I'm nothing of the sport. I just never expected your cock to be as ugly as you are."

A few of the boys made impressed sounds at the unexpected comeback.

Bradley smirked. "So you're saying you've spent time thinking about my cock?"

The boys laughed, and one of them gave Bradley a high-five.

"You're not impressing anyone. I'm--I'm bigger than you are anyways." It was an outright lie. Ahmad was maybe half of his size flaccid. None of his classmates had to know that.

"In that little cage? Who are you fooling?" Bradley shook his head and laughed. He pulled up his blossoms and fit them snugly around his chastity-free bulge. Even the gender-neutral uniform looked masculine around his huge cock. "Enough fucking around. Come on boys, let's get into zero-G."
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The sport of the day was gravball, and the zero-G chamber was split into two sectors.

As usual, Bradley and his football teammates made up most of the red team. That left Ahmad with an oddball assortment of classmates for the blue team. It included Gabriel, his best friend, and Hazel, the nerdy girl from the chess club he'd had a crush on since tenth grade.

"Ahmad, you have to dodge if you want to win," Gabriel said.

"You don't think I know that?"

Ahmad watched as his best friend bounce from pad to pad, escaping the hail of balls the red team threw at them. He did his best to copy Gabriel's movements, but his legs were weaker than the other boys, and it was difficult to float through the chamber. Several balls glanced his arms and thighs, costing the blue team precious points.

"Return fire, maggots!" screeched Lydia 'Lids' Morales, one of the neo-punk chicks who never teamed up with the jocks. She seemed to get along with everyone else, though. She shoved a ball into Ahmad's hands and slapped him across the back, sending him floating to the chamber threshold. "Fire, fire, fire!"

The blue team advanced with a heavy barrage, scoring a bunch of points.

But Bradley's teammates were stronger and quicker, and it was clear that the blue team was not catching up fast enough. He found himself suspended before the threshold, exposed to enemy fire with no momentum to use to escape. Bradley floated up to him with an armful of balls in the crook of his elbow.

"Let's put 'em to rest, reds!" Bradley roared.

The red team launched an incredible hail of balls against the blues. Lids flipped around the zero-G chamber like a ninja, dodging most of the attacks, but Gabriel took a hard hit and went flying out of bounds. Hazel simply gave up, leaving the playing area to cower in the safety of gravity. That left Ahmad and a few stragglers in plain sight of the enemy team.

"I"m going to enjoy this," Bradley said. He began pelting Ahmad's face with balls. Ahmad threw up his hands to defend himself, eyes stinging and watering. Why wasn't a foul being called?

"Keep it clean, Brad," said Henderson, the gym teacher.

"You got it, coach," Bradley said.

Ahmad grunted in pain as a ball struck him square in the groin. The ball bounced off his chastity cage, and the sheer force of impact sent him floating helplessly through the zero-G chamber. Finally, the gym teacher blew the whistle and the gravity field began to fade. Ahmad squeezed his crotch and whimpered as he floated to the chamber floor.

"Santa mierda, are you okay?" Gabriel helped me up off the floor.

"Never been...better..." Ahmad said, trying to sound funny. He cringed at how pathetic he sounded.

"Oh, gosh, Ahmad," said Hazel, adjusting her sports glasses. Her braids were a frazzled mess. "I wanted to help, I swear! You know how scared I can get. I know Lids really wanted to win."

"Fuck it," Lids said. "Who gives a shit about some stupid game? Those guys are a bunch of assholes anyways."

"That's right," Hazel said timidly. She offered him a hand. "I think you did fine, Ahmad."

"Thanks," Ahmad said, taking her hand. If there was anyone who had his back, it was Hazel. He had considered asking her out a hundred times, but with the whole cock-cage situation, and living at home with his mom, their relationship had stayed strictly platonic.

Hazel wasn't the type of girl to fool around, anyways. She wasn't like Lids, or the bimbos on the cheerleading team. She was a wholesome girl who wore her uniform standard-issue. That didn't mean she wasn't attractive. The girl always applied a rouge to her freckles, giving her a perpetual look of flushed embarrassment. No amount of school uniform could hide her pert tits. He was far from the only boy to notice them.

Sometimes, Ahmad had to keep himself from staring at her all day. Maybe he got chosen in the next wave, he would make a move on Hazel. It was pretty normal for a boy to get chosen for the advanced fertility program, then have a couple girls on the side, as long as he had the stamina to keep up with his government-assigned duties. It sure would be nice to have a girlfriend like Hazel to take things slow with while he emptied himself daily in some slutty older woman.

God, he was horny!

"Sure would have been nice to win for once, though," Gabriel protested, resulting in a punch in the arm from Lids.

Ahmad laughed, but he secretly agreed with his best friend. There were few things he wanted more than to humiliating Bradley in his friends at gravball. Or any sport. At least he had better grades. That had to count for something. His bully might be the king of high school, but Ahmad had no doubts about who would win in the long run.

"We, uh, better change and get to math class," Gabriel said, rubbing his shoulder.

"Yeah," Ahmad said, giving the girls one last glance. Lids gave him a shrug, and Hazel flashed her braces in a bright metal smile.

"See you there," Hazel said.
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The rest of the day passed without incident, until Ahmad spotted Bradley as he left school.

He and a few friends were standing at the corner of the block, just off school grounds, sucking on cheap vapes. It was illegal to bring them to school, but the rules didn't seem to apply to Bradley and his friends.

The four of them were in good spirits, and that made Ahmad testy. Most of the football players, as far as he knew, had been in those first three waves. Their dicks were free from chastity, to cum as much and as often as they wanted. Typically that meant saving their energy for their nightly 'exercises' with their assigned partners.

Bradley clenched his teeth. While he was locked up doing his homework, those assholes would be balls deep in pussy. Don't think about it. Don't react to them. Just. Keep. Walking.

"Ahmad, oh, Ahmad!" sang his mother's sweet voice. Oh, no.

Bradley and his friends turned to look.

"Isn't that the dweeb's mom? Damn, if that's not a fine pair of tits on that slut."

"I've been with all sorts of females, but I ain't been with an Arab before."

"Too bad she's married.

"Yeah. Never seen her husband around though."

"If I got assigned a milf like that," Braldey said loudly, "I'd unload in her little brown chute. Make her cry and beg for it. Then she'd never get pregnant, and I could keep on pounding her forever."

The jocks laughed.

Ahmad's heart pounded. Instead of going to his sweet mother and getting in the car, he stormed up to the jocks.

"What the fuck did you say about my mother?"

The four tall jocks looked down at him, surprised. He shoved his way between them slapping Bradley's vape from his hands. It shattered on the pavement. Bradley opened his mouth to speak, but Ahmad grabbed him by the collar of his school uniform, pulling his fists together to choke him.

"Listen, scumbag. If you so much as look at my mother again, I'll cut off that ugly stump of a cock and feed it to you raw. Is that clear?"

Bradley went wide-eyed with horror. Ahmad knew the bully could beat him to a pulp at any moment, but a courage he never knew he had had seized his body and mind. It was the blood of his ancestors, the kings and rulers of ancient faraway lands. The blood of his father. The power was overwhelming, and he wasn't sure how to react to it.

"You might be able to fuck a woman and have a child, but that doesn't make you special. You will always be poor and ugly and stupid. And when I leave this school behind, I want you to know that I will make more money than you, have a more beautiful wife than you, and experience things you will only dream of as you grow old, and fat, and bald, and stupid!"

"Just chill out, Ahmad," Bradley said. "Fuck's sake!"

Ahmad released Bradley with a shove and stormed off toward his mother's car, before he decided to change his mind and give him a huge beating.

Behind, he heard Jamar saying, "Shit, you really gonna let him treat you like that?"



But it didn't matter to Ahmad. Let them sort out their pathetic, juvenile drama. He had better things to worry about, like his bright and prospective future. It felt amazing to get that off his chest. Let Bradley go and fuck whichever fat middle-aged spinster he got assigned to.

By the time he reached his mother's car, all the anger had left him, and he felt all of a sudden exhausted.

"Is everything okay, Habibi?" asked Sadiya.

"Just drive mom," Ahmad said, tears filling his eyes. "Please just drive.
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"Who was that boy, Ahmad?"

"No one, mom. Not my friend. Just a classmate, I guess."

"You know I don't like you fighting! It's such uncouth behavior"

"I'm sorry, mom. It wasn't anything serious."

"He looked so frightened of you!"

"He'll be fine."

"You have to think about your future. What if things had gotten violent?"

"I know, mom."

Sadiya rested her hand on her son's knee as the automated car whisked them home.

"I don't like seeing you upset. If something is the matter at school, if there's something important you need to get off your chest, you know you can always tell me, darling."

Ahmad could not tell her the truth. He wondered if God was testing him, to have the government let Bradley out of his chastity cage before him. For all his bravado and toughness, the difference between them had not changed. In a few short hours, that lowlife bully would be pleasuring himself in the cunt of some poor woman.

Ahmad, on the other hand, would be spending another long, frustrating night throbbing in his chastity device.

"I know mom," Ahmad said.

"You're growing up so fast," Sadiya said, leaving her hand on his knee. Ahmad leaned back in the car seat, feeling his cock twitch and throb, begging for release. He wanted to fuck. He wanted to cry.

The world was a cruel and unfair place.
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Ahmad was setting the table for another of his mother's scrumptious suppers when the doorbell rang. He yawned, putting down a knife and fork before going to check the front door. Who could it be at this hour?

He opened the door to find Bradley Jones, wearing a huge grin on his face.

Ahmad curled his hands into fists. Had his bully come for revenge? He was less intimidating outside of school Without his uniform, he had the look of a typical lower class loser. An ugly graphic t-shirt and torn jeans. The uniform of someone who was certain to go nowhere in life.

"What the hell are you doing here?" Ahmad said, finding his courage once again. "Did I not make my message clear?"

Bradley's smile only widened. He looked even smugger than usual. "Shouldn't you be asking me more important questions? Like, how did I find your address?"

Ahmad froze. Bradley was a brute, but he had never expected him to resort to something dangerous. Violent crime was basically unheard of in America!

"Are you threatening me, Brad?"

"I've got something better than a threat."

"Don't make me call the police, you bastard."

Brad chuckled. "Bastard? You're one to talk."

"Ahmad who is it?" said his mother's sweet voice.

"Hello, Mrs. Yousef?" called Bradley. "Please come to the door. My name is Brad. I'm your son's classmate..."

"No!" Ahmad protested. "Just shut up and leave! Please."

"This is a nice house you've got," said Bradley. "Much nicer than the U.B.I. shack my mom and I live in. I'd love to stay in a place like this."

"Then work hard for the next ten years and earn your way through life," Ahmad said. It seemed pitiful that a simple two-story home was enough to impress a penniless loser like Bradley.

At last, Sadiya came to the door. Bradley, to Ahmad's shock, stared hungrily at his mother's body. His eyes crawled over her thick legs, her curvy hips, her fat tits straining against the thin fabric of her adaya.

"Mrs. Yousef?" Bradley adjust his cock in his jeans before offering his hand. "You have no idea how happy I am to finally meet you."

Ahmad noticed how hard his mother was trying to hide the disgust on her face. He wished she would tell him off, but knew his mother could not help but remain tactful.

Sadiya smiled disarmingly. "I am sorry, young man, but women of my religion are not allowed to touch men who are not of our family. Now... how may I help you?"

"Brad was just leaving," Ahmad cut in, hoping to spare his mother the effort. "He just came by to drop some school supplies off. Isn't that right?"

"Actually, I was planning on staying for dinner."

Sadiya batted her dark eyelashes, confused. "Young man, you are acting quite inappropriately."

"Oh, shut up and read this you dumb hag," said Brad, holding out a sheet of paper.

Sadiya took the paper carefully, like it was likely to burst into flames. Hands trembling, she brought the sheet close to her eyes. Her mouth parted in shock, and her face turned pale. Ahmad had never seen such an expression on his confident mother's face.

Brad chuckled. "I'd been so excited to free myself this morning, that I hadn't even checked who I was assigned to."

"This is a joke," Sadiya said, "this is a sick joke."

"Let me see!" Ahmad snatched the paper from his mother's hands.

Congratulations Bradley William Jones! You have been selected for the U.S. Repopulation Bureau's advanced fertility program. Enclosed is the decryption key to your chastity device. Please review the contract before submitting your...

Ahmad skipped over the fine print. At the bottom of the page, it read:

You have been assigned to citizen #15781BZ, Sadiya Ibrahim Yousef. Please report to her dwelling at 6:00 p.m. to fulfill your government-mandated duties. Failure to comply may result in...

Ahmad began to shake. The paper slipped from his hands and fell to the floor. He looked at his mother for help, for an excuse. For anything. Surely there was a religious exemption, or some sort of way to get out of this.

When Sadiya spoke, her voice was small and afraid. "Ahmad, I think we had better invite Mr. Jones inside to talk."

"That sounds like a fine idea," Bradley said, taking Sadiya's hand.

Ahmad saw his mother flinch, but she did not pull away.

Wearing a kingly smile, Bradley shoved past Ahmad and followed Sadiya inside their home.


Advanced Fertility Program Ch. 02

Disclaimer: The contents of this story are for entertainment purposes only. They do not reflect the personal views or beliefs of the author.
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Chapter 2: Man of the House



Bradley sat in the chair at the head of the dining room table.

Ahmad glared at his bully while his mother hurried back to the kitchen. That had been his father's chair, but he and his mother had not used it since his passing. With Ahmad still locked in chastity and working his way through high school, and his mother being strictly a housekeeper, it seemed inappropriate to sit in that special seat that had once represented the authority of his firm and disciplinarian father.

Bradley leaned back in the chair like he belonged there. "Damn, that smells good!"

Looking over her shoulder, Sadiya wrung her hands together. "I suppose you should set another plate at the table," she called to Ahmad.

"Yes, Mom," Ahmad said out of habit. It was rare for him to say no to his mother.

He fetched a tablecloth, plate, and utensils and began laying them out in front of his bully. It took all his willpower not to punch that stupid grin off Bradley's face, not that it would have accomplished much. Bradley was bigger and stronger than he was, and his mother abhorred all forms of violence. There was also no telling what kind of legal trouble he'd get into.

"Dinner is served," his mother said, her voice missing its usual charm. Ahmad felt tense as she served the head of the table first. Bradley licked his lips as she came close, staring openly as her large breasts swayed beneath the thin fabric of her abaya. She averted her eyes as she stood close to him, filling his plate with rice and lamb with a seasoned yogurt sauce.

"What's this?" Bradley said, making a face at the food.

"It's called mensef," Sadiya said softly, "a special dish from my home country."

Ahmad knew his mother well enough to detect the nervousness in her voice. Her home cooking was one of the few things she took pride in. This dish in particular had been the favorite of his late father. Having so few guests, it was rare that she served her cooking to those from a different culture.

"Can't you cook something more, I don't know, normal?" said Bradley. "Like hamburgers or hot dogs or something?"

"This is normal," Ahmad said, raising his voice.

"Ahmad, it's fine," said his mother, filling the other plates. She stammered as she addressed Bradley. "I--I suppose I can cook something more to your tastes next time."

"You won't have to cook him anything, Mom," said Ahmad. "There won't be a next time. He's only here to talk, remember?"

Bradley stuffed his face full of food, paying little attention to the taste, caring nothing for the painstaking effort Ahmad's mother put into her cooking. Not that he wanted the asshole to enjoy it. He just knew his mother could be sensitive about these sorts of things.

"Talking is fine," Bradley said, chewing a large mouthful of food. "It's probably a good idea to get to know each other before we... you know."

Ahmad watched his mother's cheeks turn rosy. That made the two of them. Just seeing Bradley in close proximity to his beautiful, voluptuous mother was enough to make him break a sweat.

"Do your parents know you're here?" she asked, tactfully avoiding the subject.

"Nah, my mom doesn't give a shit."

Ahmad waited eagerly for his mother to scold Bradley for using foul language at the dinner table, as she had done to him time and time again.

Instead she lowered her head and frowned. "I'm sorry to hear that."

"Don't be. Some moms don't care about their kids. That's just how the world is." Bradley took another bite. "Hey, this stuff ain't half bad."

"Don't listen to him, Mom," interjected Ahmad. His mother's kind heart was perhaps her most wonderful trait, but it made her a little naive. "He's trying to trick you into feeling sorry for him. I don't blame his mom for ignoring him. There's not much worth paying attention to."

Sadiya gasped. "Ahmad, how could you say something so awful!"

Ahmad shriveled before his mother's gaze. "You don't know all the things he's done to me!"

Ahmad had suffered greatly at the hands of Bradley Jones. What started as teasing had escalated into outright cruelty. By the time they were seniors, he had locked Ahmad inside lockers for hours on end. He had given him wedgies that tore the fabric of his briefs. He had even yanked his trousers to his ankles in front of Hazel, his longtime crush, and the rest of the girls in their class, exposing his tiny chastity cage. Not a school day went by where he was not bullied by the taller and more athletic boy.

Things were different now. Despite the device wrapped around his cock, Ahmad was a man grown. He was ready to stand up to his bully, something it took a lot of effort to accomplish. Not even his mother could take that power away from him.

"Whatever happened between you boys at school is no excuse to be rude at the dinner table," Sadiya said, nervously straightening her hijab. "Bradley is our guest. So long as he is under this roof, you will treat him with respect. Is that understood?"

Ahmad scowled at Bradley. The cocky white teen smirked in response.

"Don't make me send you to your room!" Sadiya threatened.

Ahmad looked down at his meal, barely touched. She had not sent him to his room in years. "I understand, Mom."

Bradley patted Sadiya on her bare hand, chuckling to himself. "Don't be so hard on the boy. He's been struggling in school lately, especially with girls. I think we might hate a late bloomer on our hands."

Ahmad watched in horror as Bradley's hand remained on his mother's wrist. Touching her wasn't just wrong, it was outright haram! Why wasn't she pulling away?

Bradley began to stroke Sadiya's forearm. He even had the gall to run his fingers beneath the sleeve of her robe. "Mrs. Yousef, I know this will be hard on you and Ahmad, but bringing a child into this world is our duty to this great country. It's our duty as loyal Americans. Maybe something good can come out of all this. Ahmad could learn a thing or two by having a man around the house."

Ahmad clenched his utensils, wondering how it would feel to stick a fork into Bradley's eye. Never before had he felt so possessive of his mother. Seeing his bully touching her triggered something primal inside him. It made him want to be the bigger, stronger man. The man who got to claim, and keep, and fuck the woman he desired.

His cock ached against its metal restraints, sending him crashing back to reality.

"I still don't understand why the government matched you with me," Sadiya said. "You are of European descent. I am from the Confederacy of the Levant. There must be some kind of mistake. How is it possible that the artificial intelligence decided the two of us should bring a child into this world?"

Ahmad nodded along with his mother's words. Yes, yes! There had to be some sort of paperwork mix-up!

"I heard it's got something to do with genetics," Bradley said, stroking Sadiya's dark fingers. "America's always been a melting pot. Now that I think about it, lots of the white guys on the football team got matched with brown women." He gave a burp, not bothering to cover his mouth. "Anyways, I'm stuffed. How about we get to know each other somewhere a little more comfortable?"

Ahmad prepared to jump from his seat. He would stop Bradley physically if he had to. His bully fucking his mother could not, would not happen!

To his surprise, his mother grabbed Bradley's arm and removed his hand from her wrist. He almost laughed when the shock made Bradley's face look even uglier than usual.

"Young man," his mother said, "we must speak frankly about this. It is wrong for you and I to have such relations. I may be a kind and law-abiding woman, but I am also a widow and a servant of Allah. You are a confident young man, and I have no doubt that you will be matched with a partner suitable for you. Perhaps someone more prepared to have children. But it will not be me. I am sorry to disappoint you."

Ahmad was so proud of his mother that it almost brought him to tears. All this time, his urge to butt heads with Bradley had seemed like the clear solution. But there was a reason his father had seen something special in Sadiya and chose to make her his wife. She was an eloquent well-spoken woman who could not be trifled with. Especially not by the likes of Bradley Jones!

Ahmad loved his mother. No, it was more than that. Deep in his heart, he knew she was the perfect woman. He could search the world for a hundred years and find no better than her. She was beautiful, intelligent, feminine, and there was a certain sexual energy she exuded that none could deny. You saw it in her child-bearing hips and heavy breasts. The way her ass swayed as she moved. Yes, Ahmad loved his mother. But he also desired her. And so much more.

The audacity of Bradley Jones, to think he could steal her away from him!

Bradley glowered at Sadiya. "Everyone knows the program is mana... menda...what's that word again?"

"Mandatory," Ahmad corrected him, amazed at Bradley's stupidity. How had he let such a fool push him around for so long?

"Exactly."

"That is true," Sadiya said, "but the contract can be voided if both parties sign to it. Tomorrow I will drive us to the fertility clinic downtown so we can process the paperwork. I am sorry things have to be this way, Bradley. I know every young man looks forward to the day he is chosen by the government to bring life into this world. But I am not the woman to give you such gifts. I hope you understand and forgive me. Now, if you've finished eating, I think it's about time that you returned home."

Ahmad smiled, impressed by his mother's resourcefulness. Had she searched for that information online in the few minutes she had been alone in the kitchen?

"That would mean I'd get locked up again," Bradley said, squirming in his seat. "Then I'd be in the same situation your dweeb son. I'll tell you right now, there's no way in hell I'm getting back in that fucking cage." He placed his hand on Sadiya's wrist. "We're going to have sex, Mrs. Yousef, and we're going to do it tonight."

Sadiya batted her dark eyelashes, surprised. Clearly, she had not expected the young man to resist her carefully planned speech. She jerked away from Bradley's touch this time, breasts bouncing. "We can simply ignore the contract if you insist on remaining unlocked. Then you may have relations with whichever women you please. But it will not be with me."

"That would be breaking the law." Bradley grinned. "I'd rather stay out of jail and get as much pussy as I want."

"You cannot force me to have sex with you!" said Sadiya. "I will go to the courthouse tomorrow and apply for a religious exemption."

Ahmad noticed his mother sounded less sure of herself. He wanted to help her, but what could he say or do?

"Mrs. Yousef, this is the United States of America," Bradley said. "We have a little something called separation of church and state. If you think I'm pulling that out my ass, ask your son. I promise we learned it in history class."

"Yes," said Sadiya, trying her best to smile politely. "I learned all about the United States government and its constitution while studying for my citizenship test."

"This is real life, not some stupid words on a piece of paper," Bradley lectured her. "You should know that religion is no excuse to break the law. We are going to fuck tonight and for many nights after. Eventually, you're going to get pregnant. Not even your God can save you from that."

Ahmad watched his mother fold her arms beneath her breasts. Never before had he seen her look so chastised.

"Young man, I told you I refuse."

Bradley shrugged. "The law is the law. Like my dad used to say, if you people come to our country, you should at least learn to speak our language and follow our rules."

Sadiya narrowed her dark eyes, thick lips frowning, no longer able to maintain a polite smile.

Ahmad's heart ached for his poor mother, making his hatred for Bradley burn that much hotter. Since coming to America, she had put in tremendous effort to adapt to local customs and integrate with society. "Don't lecture her, you bastard. You don't know how hard she's worked since coming to this country."

"Ahmad!" said Sadiya. "I told you I don't want conflict under my roof."

"I'm sorry, Mom."

Bradley made a flicking motion with his hand. "Vwa-pish. Damn you're pussy-whipped, boy."

"And you!" Sadiya wagged a finger in Bradley's face. "Don't you dare use such vulgar language with my son!"

Bradley stared into Sadiya's eyes until she lowered her hand. His gaze was intense, and Ahmad watched as his mother shrank before him. "Listen, Mrs. Yousef. No, maybe calling you Sadiya is better. That's your first name, isn't it? I'm never gonna allow you to speak to me like that. I'm not a pussy like your son. I don't give a shit how old you are. You're a woman, and I make sure women treat me with respect. Y'know what, I think you better start calling me Mr. Jones from now on."

Tell him off, Mom, Ahmad thought, find a way to kick him out of here.

"I--I apologize, Mr. Jones," Sadiya said, lower lip trembling.

"Mom--" Ahmad stopped himself from saying more, fearing another of his mother's outbursts.

"I should go clean up," Sadiya said, voice cracking. She gathered the plates and hurried out of the room.

"What the hell is your problem," Ahmad said to Bradley, once his mother was out of earshot.

Bradley snickered. "She'll get over it."

"You motherfucker." Rising from the table, Ahmad went over and grabbed the boy by his chest. "You made my mother cry!"

"Motherfucker?" Bradley grinned. "I like the sound of that. Would you lay off? You're going to stretch out my t-shirt."

Ahmad let go, disgusted. Bradley smoothed out his clothes, not bothered by his threats in the slightest.

"Brad, listen to me. I'm sorry about earlier." It pained him to apologize, but Ahmad could think of no better way to get out of this predicament. If it meant saving his mom from getting fucked, he would gladly grovel on his knees before his bully. "We both know you've always had it in for me, but this is going too far. Don't do this."

"Don't do what?" asked Bradley.

"You know."

Bradley shrugged. "You'll have to remind me."

"You want me to say it? Fine! Please don't fuck my mom."

"Request denied," said Bradley, mimicking one of the robots from school. "You broke my vape, dude."

"I'll buy you a new vape! I'll buy you whatever you want. A new GameStation 5? A car? I'll do your homework for the rest of the year. I'll carry your stuff between classes. I'll embarrass myself in front of whoever you tell me to. Fuck it. Just say what you want, please!"

A devious look came over Bradley's face. "Other than pumping your mom's dark Arab snatch full of cum?"

Ahmad's throat tightened. "Besides that."

"I am pretty tired from practice. My feet could use a good rubbing. My dad used to get them from my mom all the time, before he kicked the bucket."

Ahmad recoiled as if Brad had socked him in the mouth. "You're a sick bastard."

"Ah-ah-ah! Do you want me to cancel the contract or not?"

Ahmad already knew the answer. It would be one thing if Bradley fucked his mother--that alone would ruin his life--but getting her pregnant? The idea filled him with a deep existential terror. The thought of his bully pumping seed into the woman he adored, the woman who cared so lovingly for him since his father died... yes, the thought alone pushed him into a state of complete subjugation. He would go to any length to prevent Bradley from impregnating his mother. There was not an atom in his body that could allow that to happen. Even his soul screamed at him to prevent such a fate.

"You know I do," he said.

Bradley stretched out his legs. "Then get under the fucking table, bitch boy."

It was easier than he expected to obey his bully. Perhaps it was a sort of conditioning from all the torment he had suffered. This was far from the first time Bradley Jones had forced him to do something against his wishes. The way it usually worked, the faster he did what the bastard wanted, the sooner his suffering would be over with. He hoped this time would be no different.

So, for the first time in his life, Ahmad found himself crawling under the dinner table. Despite having more than enough money to afford cleaning bots, his mother did the housekeeping the old-fashioned way, scrubbing the floor on her hands and knees. It was something Ahmad took for granted. She certainly never asked him to do any of the housework.

Crawling between Bradley's big legs, he noticed his sneakers had holes in them. They smelled awful. Holding his breath, he removed the shoes of his bully and tossed them aside.

"Hurry up dude, before your mom gets back," Bradley urged him.

"Fine."

Bradley kicked his bare heel against Ahmad's chest. "Fine, Mr. Jones," he corrected him.

"Fine," Ahmad said through his teeth, taking his bully's huge foot in his hands, "Mr. Jones."

"It's about time you started showing me a little respect. You've had a bit of an attitude at school lately, huh?"

"I didn't mean to," Ahmad said. "I'm sorry"

"I bet you are, loser," said Bradley. "God, wait till the guys hear about this."

Ahmad was hardly a minute into giving his bully a foot massage when he heard his mother's voice. "What's going on in here?"

Ahmad was relieved when Bradley answered her. The thought of addressing his beloved mother while rubbing his bully's feet was downright mortifying.

Bradley explained, "When I was a kid, my dad used to get foot rubs from my mom after dinner. I always wanted to know what that felt like. Little Ahmad here offered to help me out. Said it was normal in your culture or something, for weak boys to care of strong men."

"Is this true, Ahmad?" Reluctantly, Sadiya peered under the table. Ahmad wanted to keep his eyes on Bradley's feet, if just to avoid his mother's face. From the way she bent at the waist, he knew the bastard was getting an eyeful of her thick, thinly-veiled ass cheeks.

Shame weighed heavy on Ahmad. It was difficult to meet his mother's gaze. Her eyes were red, like she had been crying. But no sadness remained on her face. When she looked at her son, kneeling under the dinner table, rubbing another boy's feet, her thick eyebrows narrowed and her upper lip curled. It was pure disgust, a face of contempt for her weakling son.

He lowered his head, saying nothing. His mother had never made such a face at him before.

"Did I say you could stop rubbing?" said Bradley.

"No, Mr. Jones," Ahmad said without thinking, returning to his task.

"Is this truly what you want, Ahmad?" asked Sadiya. Her expression softened. There was pity in her voice.

"I--I don't--I just thought--"

"Answer your mother!" snapped Bradley. "And do it respectfully."

"Y-yes, Mom I t-thought I s-should make our g-guest feel more c-comfortable."

"I see," said Sadiya.

Bradly dragged one of the dining chairs close to him. "Have a seat, babe. I know this is hard on you. It'll help if we get to know each other better."

His mother's face disappeared as she left him under the table, to tend to his bully's feet. He watched as she sat close to Bradley without a shred of resistance. Her ass looked even larger when she sat down, flaring out at the sides as it flattened against the chair. The fabric of her robe pulled against her legs, and Ahmad could see the full shape of them, firm and thick. The legs of a real woman.

His cock hardened against the restraints of its cold steel prison, forcing him to gasp. Like a reminder, the ring mechanism tightened around his balls, denying even the slightest possibility of an accidental orgasm. Anything to save my mother, he thought, rubbing Bradley's feet harder, more enthusiastically. Anything.



"You look surprised," Bradley said to Sadiya.

"I was worried the two of you would be fighting."

"Aren't you glad we settled our differences peacefully? That's what you people call your religion, right? The religion of peace?"

"I suppose that is one term for it," Sadiya said.

"Then why do you look so disappointed? You should be happy!" Bradly sighed. "Fuck, this feels good. You want a turn, babe?"

"No, I couldn't possibly--"

"HEY AHMAD! Rub your mom's feet too. It's the least you could do for her, you ungrateful brat."

"Yes, Mr. Jones!" Ahmad's enthusiasm was not entirely fabricated. He was more than grateful to remove his bully's feet from his lap. Then his mother was stretching her legs toward him, obeying the commands of his bully.

His hands trembled as he reached for her feet. He had stared at them hundreds of times, on the evenings they watched movies together, when she folded one leg over the other, bouncing her dainty foot in front of him. Feet weren't something he paid much attention to, but there was something erotic about his mother's delicate toes and high arches. She always kept her toes immaculate and neatly painted. What color were they today, he wondered?

He removed her slippers slowly, as if unwrapping a precious gift. He could hear his mother and Bradley exchanging words above the table, but he was too absorbed in his task to process them. He smiled when he saw that his mother's toes were painted a bright shade of purple.

He lifted her feet onto his lap, one after the other. He rubbed them with his fingertips, taking the time to explore every inch, cherishing the opportunity to get his hands on one of his mother's intimate body parts. Amazingly, they were even fragranced, smelling faintly of lilacs.

It should not have taken me so long to have this experience, he thought bitterly. He worked his thumbs into her insoles, watching her toes curl. Wow, she's really loving this.

Working his hands, Ahmad stared longingly at his mother's splayed toes. He wanted to do so much more than massage them. The throbbing of his crotch seemed to sync with his heavy heartbeat. Even in its steel cage, enclosed to its tiny size, and with his balls noosed and controlled by state-of-the-art technology, he could feel himself getting close to that blissful orgasm he'd been anticipating for months, since his routine visit to the fertility clinic.

Something banged on the tabletop above his head.

Ahmad jumped, letting go of his mother's feet. He felt like a naughty boy being caught doing something wrong. "What is it?" he croaked.

"Pay attention, Ahmad!" said Bradley. "I was asking you, would you rather have a little brother or sister? I heard those New DNC types like to raise their kids non-binary and let them figure it out for themselves. I'd be cool with that, too."

"I don't know. Whichever is fine." Ahmad looked up from his mother's feet and found the two of them sitting close together. Their knees were touching, and he could see Bradley's big hairy hand was spread out on his mother's thigh. The reality of the situation hit him. His mother's pretty feet were in his hands, while his bully had free reign of her body.

How dare he lay hands on her!

"Get out from under the table, dude," said Bradley. "I didn't expect you to spend the whole night down there."

Face sweaty, Ahmad crawled out from under the table and staggered to his feet. His mother averted her eyes, too ashamed to look at her son. It made him want to shout at her. Couldn't she see he was doing this for her sake?

"Come closer, man," Bradley said. "Stand next to your mom. Hold her hand."

Ahmad obeyed. He held his mother's hand, but neither looked at the other.

"After talking things over, I've changed my mind." Grinning, Bradley pawed Sadiya's stomach, jiggling it back and forth. "I'm going to put a baby in your mama's belly after all."

Ahmad's knees buckled and he caught the dinner table for balance. If looks could kill, he would have murdered Bradley at that moment a dozen times over. Then he felt his mother squeezing his hand, and his legs regained a little strength, and he brought his anger under control.

"Sadiya, I'm going to wash up. Meet me in the living room when you're ready." Bradley slapped her thigh a couple of times while smirking at Ahmad. "And don't take too long."
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Bradley Jones had the smile of a young man who knew he was about to get sex, and lots of it.

As he strutted out of the dining room, Ahmad and his mother stared sheepishly after the bully until he was gone.

"Mom, what are we going to do?" Ahmad dropped to his knees and threw his arms around her waist. He tried to stop himself from crying, but his tears flowed like the Jordan River. He buried his face into her lap, muffling his sobs. When he felt her fingers combing through his hair, he groaned.

"Stand up, Ahmad," she said. "I do not want Bradley to see you like this."

Ahmad didn't move. He couldn't. If he clung to his mother will all his might, there was no way his bully could steal her away. At least that was what his desperate logic told him.

"Where is your pride, Ahmad Yousef? Are you not your father's son?"

Ahmad nodded into his mother's lap, enjoying the warmth of her thighs on his face. He was his father's son, and this was no time for weakness. It was difficult, but he found the strength to rise, leaving the safety of her embrace. He began wiping his tears away, ashamed. "I'm sorry, Mom."

"Do not be sorry. You are a kind boy with a pure heart, and I am proud of you."

Ahmad lowered himself into his father's chair. His cock cage knocked against the seat, which was still warm from Bradley sitting there. "Can't we just tell him no?" he whispered. "What's the worst that could happen?"

Sadiya shook her head. "I read about this on the internet. The punishments for disobeying the fertility contract are steep. The denial of someone's reproductive rights comes with a high price tag. If Bradley learned this, he could sue us for damages. He would likely take everything we owned."

Ahmad looked around at the beautiful dining room, admiring the high walls and expensive furniture. His father had toiled for decades to purchase a two-story house in a safe, affluent neighborhood. And it wasn't his effort alone. Ahmad's grandfather had traveled to the United States during the Levantine civil war with nothing more than a suitcase of clothes and a wallet stuffed with inflated money. The house in which Ahmad and his mother dwelled represented everything his family had sacrificed for.

Yet if he resisted Bradley's desires, the immature high school bully could steal everything he owned with the stroke of the government's pen.

And what would become of his mother?

Her life would likely return to what it was like before expatriating from the Confederacy of the Levant. She was a kindhearted, educated, intelligent woman, but she had few marketable skills to speak of. Universal Basic Income should sustain them, but the American deficit had ballooned over the past few years due to the population decline, forcing the government to cut down on social programs.

To pay for his education, his mother would be forced to work as one of the faceless housemaids of some affluent Caucasian NDNC member. The sort of haughty white billionaire who preferred the novelty of human help over the impersonal presence of cleaning bots.

He could just picture her, crawling around on her hands and knees as she meticulously scrubbed the vast, endless floors of some rich asshole's mansion, wagging her large ass for whichever important guests happened to pass by. It was in vogue among certain NDNC members to hire 'people of color' as the help. They viewed it as a charity for the disenfranchised laborers who could not find employment after the advent of widespread automation. Now hiring underpaid workers was accepted among the elites as a virtuous and politically correct thing to do.

"I'll fight him, if that's what it takes to save you," declared Ahmad. "I'll kill him if I have to."

Nostrils flaring, Sadiya slapped Ahmad across the face. "Don't be ridiculous! How dare you utter such nonsense in front of your mother!"

"You hit me," whimpered Ahmad, cradling his stinging face. His mother never resorted to corporal punishment, and now his ears were ringing. "You actually hit me."

"Oh, Ahmad! You have such a bright future ahead of you. I won't have you spoil it on my account. Don't you realize how gifted you are? You can be anything you want in this world. You must not worry about me. Within a year you will go away to college. It will be your chance to start anew. I am confident you will find a girl who makes you happy, just as I made your father."

Ahmad stared at his mother's hips. His eyes wandered over those massive teardrop breasts that strained the fabric of her black robe. Her large nipples were hard. I don't want just any girl, he thought, hungering for her body. Of course, he couldn't tell her that.

"We have survived worse hardships than this," she said, starting to choke up, "when your father--"

"I know, Mom. You don't have to say it."

"No matter what happens between me and that brute, I want you to remember... I will always love you."

"I'll always love you, too. More than anything."

Ahmad wrapped his arms around his mother and gave her a powerful hug. She was soft and inviting, and he yearned to enter her warmth, to become one with her. Her hot cheek pressed against his neck, making his cock throb in its cage. Oh, how his balls hurt! He wanted so badly to be free. It was all he needed. What both of them needed.

Moving lower, he brought his face near to hers. There was a gleam in her eye that he had not seen before. A sort of lusty tenderness as she stared upon her son. Her dark eyelashes batted. A single tear rolled down her cheek.

Ahmad swallowed. Is it possible she feels the same way I do?

They embraced one another, staring into each other's eyes. Ahmad loved her. He loved her so much it hurt. He leaned a little closer, and so did she. Just as their lips were about to touch, a shout came from the living room.

"Sadiya, where ARE you?"

"I must go," said his mother, pulling away. "Go to your room, Ahmad. No, perhaps it is best if you leave the house. Whatever you decide, promise me you won't come into the living room."

"Mom, wait a second, please!" Sadiya remained seated, and Ahmad felt a thrill, for it was not normal for him to give commands, nor for his mother to obey them. His cock filled its cage as he leaned close. He wanted to kiss her. A single kiss was not asking too much. If he could have this one boon, he would cherish it for the rest of his life. A beautiful, lifelong memory that not even Bradley could take away from him.

He came so close to his mother that he felt her breath on his face. She did not move. She wasn't resisting. He lowered a trembling hand on her thick, soft, warm thigh, squeezing her, feeling her body at last. Ya Allah, how he had wanted to touch her! He had been so scared to confess his feelings, but this kiss would make things clear. His lips grazed his mother's lips, and he felt her shiver. He opened his mouth slightly. She did the same. Only a few short centimeters separated him from her mouth, her tongue. From everything he had wanted for so, so long.

"WHERE'S MY WOMAN!" shouted Bradley from the living room.

Sadiya stood up abruptly, almost knocking Ahmad over. "I-I'm coming, Mr. Jones!"

Ahmad's lips were still upturned, as if kissing the air, while his mother hurried into the living room. He watched her hips shake as she went, ass bouncing.

All that he wanted... that he desired... was heading straight to Bradley Jones.

He rested his forehead on the dinner table, heartbroken. A painful image filled his mind: his bully, one of the worst smears of scum to walk the earth, was climbing atop his precious mother, mounting her like a steed. He was shoving his huge pink cock in and out of her voluptuous dark body, slapping her ass, degrading her. He couldn't believe such a nightmare was about to become reality. Where had the fight in her gone? Her pride? She had seemed so ready to resist him, at first.

"Things aren't supposed to be this way," he whispered to himself.

He considered leaving the house as his mother instructed. But he couldn't run from what was about to happen. It simply wasn't an option in his befuddled mind. His cock still throbbed painfully, as if ready to burst. Maybe his horniness was clouding his judgment. He didn't care. He needed to see what his mother and his bully were up to. Even if it destroyed him.

He crept to the door to the living room. It was slightly ajar, and he peered through the crack.

And found Bradley completely nude, sitting on their expensive fabric couch with his arms and legs outstretched, as if he owned the place. Ahmad's mother was seated beside him, still in her Islamic robe, legs crossed, hands folded over her knee. She looked so neat and mature compared to the slovenly white teenager. Her fleshy curves made a striking contrast to Bradley's muscular frame.

Ahmad gawked at the erection Bradley sported. It was abnormally long and thick, and bobbed freely in the air, as if taunting him. Even his balls looked comfortable, hanging low between his legs. The sight was almost enough to make Ahmad question his faith. How could God bless a boy like Bradley with such a large and unrestrained cock, while his little nub remained encased in steel?

"Can't we go to the bedroom?" asked Sadiya softly.

"I don't see any reason we can't start here," Bradley said. "If it makes you happy, we can move to the bedroom after the first round."

She batted her eyelashes. "First round?"

Bradley snorted with crude laughter. "Don't tell me your limp-dick husband couldn't go more than once. With a body like this?" He slipped his hand between Sadiya and the cushion, grabbing a handful of her huge asscheek. "By the time I get you pregnant, I'm going to have fucked you over every inch of this house."

Sadiya looked away, and Ahmad almost jumped, fearing she caught him peeking. But she hadn't seen him after all. She sat there uncomfortably with Bradley's hand digging into her flesh. "I wish you would not use such language," she said.

Bradley brought his face close to hers. "I can keep my mouth clean if you show me what you're hiding under that head towel.

"It is called a hijab," she corrected him, "and it is sinful to show my hair to men outside of my family."

"I told you I don't give a shit about your stupid religion." Bradley grabbed her hand and forced it against the shaft of his cock. "Neither does my dick."

Sadiya gasped, and Ahmad nearly threw the door open to save her. But when his mother did not remove her hand from his bully's erect manhood, the courage seemed to drain out of him.

"Please allow me to wear my hijab." She made a fist around his cock, as if to convince him. "It's too embarrassing to remove it."

Bradley chuckled. "I guess you can leave it on. It's kind of exotic, like I'm the king of the desert people and you're one of my servants. Don't you still have kings, back in the middle east? Stroke me while you answer. Remember, woman, your role in life is to pleasure me now."

Ahmad lowered a hand to his chastity cage, clutching his aching cock. Surely his mother had enough sense as to not indulge in the bully's sick fantasies!

To his horror, his mother began stroking the bully's long shaft. Her fingers moved carefully, as if exploring a cock for the first time. Those sensual hands looked small and girly compared to the girth of Bradley's oversized schlong. They weren't the hands of a sophisticated woman at all. Her fingers began to test his hardness, squeezing, poking, teasing...

Bradley groaned with pleasure.

It should have been you, screamed a voice in Ahmad's head.

"We had kings and Sultans in ages past, but no more," explained Sadiya, stroking Bradley's cock one inch at a time. "It is true that a few kings remain in the Gulf region, but they are honorary positions. Times have changed since the modern era, and even those nations are now democracies."

"Democracy, huh? That's nice." It was clear Bradley didn't care about Sadiya's little history lesson. There was one word that caught his attention, however. "Wait, did you say Sultans? I like the sound of that. I guess that's kind of what I am, right?" He spread his legs wider, draping one across Sadiya's thighs. "Wow, a Sultan."

Sadiya stared with distaste at the muscular hairy thigh on her lap. She stroked Bradley's cock a little faster, as if channeling her frustrations with the boy. "I don't see how you could possibly think of yourself as--as a Sultan of all things!"

"Didn't Sultans have lots of women to fuck?"

"Well yes, that was called a royal harem. I suppose that is one small part of being a Sultan."

"Then it's settled. You're the first woman in my harem." Bradley gave her a cocky grin. "Yep, I'm just like a Sultan."

Ahmad breathed through his nose, trying not to make any noise. He slipped a hand under the waist of his trousers, massaging around the cruel device of the U.S. government that kept him trapped in unbreakable chastity. He tried to tug his cock up and down and to fondle his little balls, if just to eke out a little pleasure. But the steel prison made it impossible.

He stared longingly at the two of them, hot with jealousy. The bastard sat there for several agonizing minutes, enjoying the ministrations of his mother's agile fingers. It was possible, he hoped, that Bradley was too anxious to have sex. It was his first time after all. Ahmad had always been nervous at the prospect of being chosen for the Advanced Fertility Program and having to show up at some strange woman's home, ready and willing to perform for her. He had been locked in chastity for months at a time and knew it would not take much to bring him to orgasm. The same should be true of Bradley. As tough as he acted, he was still a virgin, too.

Then Bradley lowered his leg and reached beneath Sadiya's abaya, inching the hem up her dark thighs. Ahmad's mother did not move away. Rather, her legs spread slightly and her hands remained on Bradley's cock. His mother and his bully resembled a pair of naive young lovers, exploring each other's bodies for the first time. Bradley's eyes widened at the sight of her bare flesh. He licked his lips. "You look delicious."

"Please refrain from saying such things to me," Sadiya said evenly. "I am doing my duty and nothing more."

"You're going to hear me say a lot worse."

"I would rather you said nothing at all."

"Did your husband ever tell you you have dick sucking lips?"

Sadiya's mouth twitched. "No. I never did such sinful things with him."

"You never sucked the man's cock?" Bradley pushed two fingers between Sadiya's bee-stung lips. She yelped in surprise but did not remove them. Instead she squeezed her pretty mouth around his meaty fingers, glaring at the rebellious teenager who was so easily taking control of her life. He began to pump in and out of her mouth. "He must have been a real beta male to not want to fuck your skull every night."

"He was a good man," Sadiya said around Bradley's fingers, giving his shaft a few deep pumps. "And an honorable Muslim. I loved him."

"Don't fucking lie. I bet you only married that old fart for a green card."

Sadiya spat out his fingers. "You are a wicked, evil, corrupt young man! You brute! You kafir!"

Bradley laughed in response. Ahmad noticed that with every insult, his mother stroked the boy's cock even harder. She propped her head against his muscular shoulder as she stroked away, her other hand gripping the inside of his thigh.

Bradley's expression was pure bliss. If there was a heaven on Earth, he had found it.

Ahmad could not stand to watch another moment. He pulled away from the crack in the door, mind racing. He remembered the istishhad of Islamic history, the brave warriors who laid down their lives for honor and glory. Those men were deemed martyrs in the eyes of God and were promised beautiful virgins in Jannah, the eternal paradise beyond the earthly realm.

He was not as religious as his mother, but thinking about his ancestors stirred up the courage he desperately needed. He went to the kitchen and began rummaging through the drawers, finding the sharpest cooking knife. Remembering the sting of her palm, he took a few deep breaths to calm himself before returning the knife to its drawer.

His mother was right. It was stupid to resort to violence. There was no guarantee that he would be successful, and the consequences would be disastrous either way.

Stomping back into the dining room, he thought he heard giggling from behind the living room door. It sounded like his mother's tittering laughter. Surely his mind was playing tricks on him. There was no way his mother was getting along with his bully!

Pacing back and forth, he spotted a white rectangle on the floor. A sheet of paper. He knelt to retrieve it. It was the letter from the federal government to Bradley Jones. The Advanced Fertility Contract.

Congratulations. We are pleased to inform you that you have been selected for the U.S. Repopulation Bureau's advanced fertility program...

He brought the paper to his face, squinting. The font was tiny and the letter was longer than he thought. How typical of the government's tree preservation efforts! The single sheet was crammed full of rules and clauses and legal jargon. He skimmed through them quickly, then froze.

Reading one clause in particular several times, his jaw dropped.

When Ahmad stepped into the living room, his mother was squatting over Bradley's lap with her bare feet on the couch cushions. Her hands were on his shoulders for balance and her back was arched. Her abaya was hoisted up sloppily, and the excess fabric was slung across one of her shoulders, exposing her thick thighs. Her ass was smooth and shiny and delectably plump, with only a few faint stretch marks. It was clear that despite being single for years his mother had kept up with grooming practices; her bush was neatly trimmed and her legs were hairless.

Then Ahmad saw the tip of Bradley's cock at the entrance to his mother's pussy. The fleshy white battering ram stood upright, already poking at the entrance to her tender gate.

"You're too big," said Sadiya huskily, turning her hips in a slow circle, churning the tip of Bradley's cockhead inside her.

"Don't blame me," said Bradley. "You've got to be tighter than a virgin. How long has it been since you last fucked?"

"It has been years..."

Bradley spanked her ass so hard that she screamed. "Good thing we have lots of practice ahead of us." Then he dug his huge hands into the fat of her hips, forcing her downward. Sadiya's muscles rippled and tightened, resisting his pull.

"Slower, I beg you!" she whimpered, squeezing her eyes shut. "Ya Allah, ya Allah."

"It must have been hard for you," grunted Bradley, raising his hips, prodding at Sadiya's flowery entrance with his swollen tip, eager to be inside her, "not having a man of the house for so long. No one to take care of your body." He pulled Sadiya's mouth close for a kiss, and she turned away. He ran his tongue up her cheek instead. "No one to take care of your needs."

"You are wrong," grunted Sadiya. "Such sinful thoughts have never crossed my mind. I am... a good woman...I keep the faith..."

"Whatever you have to tell yourself, slut," he growled into her neck. "Say your prayers, 'cause I'm about to fuck your brains out."

Ahmad watched all of this in a stupor. The sight of his mother squatting over his bully dizzied him. His chastity cage tightened so much that it felt like it might break his skin. Suddenly his cock began to ache in a way it never had before. He was approaching orgasm, he realized with a dry gasp, and he wasn't even touching his cock! The sight of his mother, of all her beauty on display, squatting over another man...it should not have turned him on, but he had never seen her behaving so erotically. It was beyond arousing, beyond sinful...



Ahmad clenched his teeth and balled his fists as he started to cum in his chastity cage.

At the moment of climax, the steel noose around his scrotum tightened, and a jolt of electrocution sent him slamming into the living room floor. His orgasm retreated into his body, leaving him a drooling, writhing, simpering mess. He punched the carpet in frustration, sobbing. I was so close.

"Holy shit, Ahmad?" Bradley burst into laughter. "I think the dweeb almost had an orgasm."

"Habibi!" cried Sadiya. She froze in place, meeting her son's eyes, her pussy hovering over the fat tip of Bradley's cock. "What are you doing in here?"

"MOM, STOP!" Ahmad screamed, forcing himself to crawl toward them. The chastity device was still zapping his balls and it felt like his cock was on fire. Worse than the pain, he knew the government would soon be notified that he had attempted to have an illegal orgasm. That didn't matter now. He waved the sheet of paper, holding it toward her. "Read this, Mom! You don't have to have sex with him!"

Sadiya, showing complete faith in her son, leaped off the couch and went to her son's side. She flung her arms around Ahmad and kissed him on the cheek. "Is it true, Ahmad? Is it honestly true?"

"Wallahi, Mother, I swear it," he said, giving his bully a smirk of triumph.

Bradley's face contorted with anger.

"Look, Mom. It says right here that there's a week-long grace period before the participants have to have sex."

"Oh, Ahmad!" She kissed his cheek again and again. "My wonderful, smart, clever, lovely, handsome boy!"

"Show me the fucking paper," Bradley said, face twisted with rage.

Ahmad noticed how his cock was still hard and glistening. That was his mother's wetness, the nectar of her precious body. The bastard had been so close to fucking her, of planting his potent European seed in his fertile Arabian soil. But he had stopped him. He had saved his mother from the worst of fates. He had defeated Bradley Jones.

He had won.

"I said bring the fucking paper," Bradley screamed. "Sadiya, NOW!"

Ahmad's body seized up. The way Bradley spoke was intimidating. It frightened him to imagine the violence he was capable of. It made him want to run and hide, to protect himself from the larger and stronger male.

"Yes, Mr. Jones," said Sadiya.

Ahmad reached out to stop his mother, but she was already at his bully's side. She sat close to him on the couch. He wrapped an arm around her waist as she held out the paper for him to read. He knew mother hated Bradley, but it was clear the two had crossed some sort of personal boundary that made touching more acceptable. She did not even offer token resistance to the way he fondled her thigh.

Ahmad seethed at the sight of them, hoping he'd be able to undo that familiarity later. At least the disaster was averted. His mother wouldn't be getting pregnant any time soon, alhamdulillah. Bradley looked like a fool, mouthing out the words as he tried to read the simple legalese of the Advanced Fertility Contract.

When he caught his mother stealing glances at Bradley's pulsating manhood, he wanted to scold her. Sure it was bigger than normal. But it was just a penis, a piece of flesh. For what good reason was she so distracted by it? There were times when he asked his mother for advice on getting along with Hazel, the girl he had a crush on at school. It was kindness and warmth that women wanted, she explained. A man's personality and soul would always triumph in a woman's heart over her temptations of the flesh.

Bradley raised his eyes from the paper. "Shit, the dweeb is right."

Sadiya began to stand. "I no longer have to do anything you tell me."

"Sit back down, honey," he said, dragging her back into place. "There's another rule right here. One your shit-for-brains son forgot to mention." He snapped his fingers in front of her face, like she was a dog. "Read it out loud, bitch, and jerk me off me as you do."

Sadiya looked to her son, desperation in her watery eyes. There was something about her expression that said, this is your chance to be the man of the house. I want you to take charge. I want you to stop Bradley.

But Ahmad said nothing, because he knew what the rest of the clause said.

Her voice came out shakily, "The male donor's sexual needs must be tended to during the first seven days of the contract." She paused to breathe, giving Bradley's slick length a tight stroke. "It is the female donor's responsibility to maintain the male donor's sexual health and virility."

If his mother wasn't there, Ahmad would have cursed aloud. He had hoped Bradley would be too stupid or impulsive to notice the second part of the clause.

"That means I still get to have fun with your mommy," said Bradley.

"It means you don't get to have sex with her," Ahmad countered, clinging to his moment of victory.

"All in due time." Bradley tweaked Sadiya's left nipple through her robe, and she squealed like a girl half her age. "Here's another clause I find quite interesting. Read it for your son."

Chest heaving, Sadiya read, "Any time spent between the two contracted participants may not be interrupted by unauthorized parties. All unauthorized interruptions may be reported to local law enforcement. The offender will receive no less than... no less ten demerits toward their social credit score! Oh, Ahmad!"

Bradley thrust his hips a little. Sadiya responded by gliding her fingertips up and down his length.

"Looks like your son broke the law," he said.

"That's not fair!" cried Ahmad. "This is all your fault for not explaining the contract properly!"

Bradley grinned. "Ignorance of the law is no excuse."

"You can't prove I did anything," said Ahmad, looking at his mother for reassurance. "You're just bluffing."

Bradley looked around the living room. "This house sure is nice. It's a smart house, right babe? With all those fancy security gadgets?"

"Yes, Mr. Jones," answered Sadiya demurely, "it is a smart home with all the usual security measures."

"I always wanted to live in a house like this growing up," Bradley said. "Read all about them online. How the cameras are always recording, you know, for security reasons. That part seemed a little creepy to me, but I guess it works to keep people from breaking in. Or to catch people breaking the law on the inside. Isn't that right, Ahmad?"

Ahmad was not sure what to say. He had barely thought of his home's security functions in all the years he lived there. "The police can't access the security footage from inside a private citizen's home," he said. "Everyone knows that."

"Maybe you're right. Maybe not." Bradley ran his knuckles up Sadiya's ribcage, stopping to fondle her breasts and tug at her thick, hard nipples through her robe. "Demerit points could hurt your son's chances at being chosen for the Advanced Fertility Program. They'll definitely hurt his chances of getting into one of those Ivy League colleges. Wouldn't that be a shame?"

"You wouldn't dare." Sadiya tightened her fist at the base of his cock. She shook it angrily back and forth as she said, "My son hasn't broken a law in his life. Both of our social credit scores are exceptionally high!"

"Ten demerit points is a lot," said Bradley, "and there's also no telling how many he'll get from that little orgasm he tried to have."

Ahmad waited for his mother to counter his bully with clever words, to fight his battle for him. When he saw her about to cry, his resistance faltered. "Just tell me what you want, Brad."

"I'll make you a deal, bitch boy." Suddenly Bradley turned to Sadiya and snapped, "Quit crying and keep stroking slut!"

"Yes, Mr. Jones!" She frantically stroked his cock with both hands, terrified of the teenager's wrath.

Bradley continued, "I want you to crawl over here and finish that foot rub from earlier while your mommy finishes me off. Do a good job and I'll make sure you don't spend the next four years locked in chastity at some shitty b-tier university."

"Fuck you."

Even now, Sadiya gave her son a harsh look for his foul language, all the while stroking his bully's cock. "Ahmad, you must not upset him further!"

"He's a grown man. He can decide his future." Bradley leaned back and smiled. "I guess I'll be reporting your son first thing in the morning. Now, where were we?"

"Please forgive him," begged Sadiya. She twisted her hands around his shaft, covering its length. She rubbed her palm against his pisshole while tickling his balls. She stroked his manhood in two clenching hands while her fingertips tickled the underside. And while she did all this, she even forced a smile on her face. "You must not ruin Ahmad's future, Mr. Jones. I beg you to reconsider."

"I appreciate your efforts," said Bradley, pretending to frown, "but it's all up to Ahmad. You have to let the boy make his own decisions. You can't baby him forever."

Ahmad's mother looked over, eyes full of tears, her lips in a quivering pout. She looked like she was on the verge of a mental breakdown. He knew she cared about him going to college and becoming successful in life, but he never knew how much. Not until that moment.

"Brad, wait." Ahmad crawled over to Bradley's feet. He got on his knees in front of him and raised his feet onto his lap. "I'll--I'll do it."

Bradley wiggled his toes. "I knew you'd come around."

Ahmad could not stand that smug grin, nor the way his bully sat high above him, looking large and powerful, like a conqueror who had so easily stolen the lands of a weaker tribe. He stared at Bradley's feet as he started to rub them, hoping to get this over with.

"Eyes up here, loser. I want you to watch me and your mother. Maybe you'll learn something."

It was difficult for Ahmad to look. Both his mother and Bradley were staring at him. Her hands were wrapped around Bradley's fleshy staff, stroking absently. He pulled her body close, sniffing her neck, touching her where he pleased, enjoying as much of the mature woman as he wanted through the thin black cotton of her abaya.

"It is best if you do what he says," his mother said. Even while speaking to her son, her hands were moving up and down that huge rod, tightening and relaxing, focused on the bully's pleasure. Bradley's balls twitched with every full stroke she gave him.

Ahmad wanted to stop her. There was still some fight left in him. But he was also starting to see Bradley's pleasure as an inevitability, an unstoppable natural disaster, a great approaching storm. So he rubbed his bully's feet while his mother fondled that great erection, wishing they could exchange places. Praying to God to rescue him from such an awful predicament.

"You know, Sadiya, I just realized we haven't held hands yet." Bradley held out his hand, and she took it without protest. "It's against your religion, right?" he asked.

"Yes, it is sinful."

Then he brought Sadiya's hand between his legs and used it to steady his huge, swinging scrotum. "Now you're holding my balls. Is this also against your religion?"

Sadiya looked ready to give him a tongue lashing. All she said was, "Yes, Mr. Jones. It is also sinful."

"What's more sinful, holding my hand or rubbing my balls?"

She narrowed her dark eyes, disdain clear on her face. She didn't stop massaging his balls, though. "I could not tell you such a thing, Mr. Jones."

"Looks like you aren't so smart after all. I don't want to make you commit too many sins, though. Stroke me a little harder, babe. I haven't cummed in like two months, since my last trip to the fertility clinic."

Ahmad put his anger into Bradley's foot massage, glaring at that throbbing cock, hating the way his mother's manicured hands glided over that angry flesh. There had to be some sort of cosmic injustice at play. Some sort of cruel prank by an unknown demonic force. How was it possible that some men were free of cages and able to orgasm as they pleased, while others were not? Even worse than that, how were some allowed to take the mothers of the boys they bullied? It was sick. The country should not operate this way. How could the government have let this happen?

"It'll help if you kiss me," Bradley said, reaching his lips toward Sadiya. He stuck his tongue out toward her, flicking it at her face. The boy had no shame.

"You're going too far," said Ahmad. Of course, he realized how stupid he sounded. Bradley was like a god before him, with his sweet mother stroking his manhood. He smiled down at Ahmad as if looking at a lowly peasant who just uttered some uninformed opinion about the world. That didn't mean was about to just kneel there and let Bradley kiss his mom, though. Even a peasant had pride.

Sadiya turned her cheek, cringing. "You heard my son. I may have to tend to your sexual needs, but I refuse to do anything more."

"Just a little kiss," He nibbled at Sadiya's chin, grinning. "Then I can finish up and go home."

A shiver traveled through Sadiya, and her lips parted involuntarily. "Mr. Jones, not in front of my son."

Bradley puckered his lips at Ahmad. "Beg me not to kiss your mommy and maybe I'll change my mind."

"Please, Brad." Ahmad rubbed his feet harder now, giving his bully puppy dog eyes. Anything to invoke some sort of mercy from the white invader. "You're getting what you want. You don't have to do this. Don't kiss my mom!"

Bradley kissed her on the ear through her hijab. He planted one on her eyebrow, her cheek, even the tip of her pretty nose. "Just. One. Tiny. Kiss."

Ahmad watched as his mother turned toward Bradley, mouth open. She looked like she was about to say something. Perhaps she intended to protest his advances or to rebuke him entirely. Bradley took the opportunity by forcing his mouth onto hers. Then their faces were smashed together, noses crushed, lips squeezing, throats moaning. He shoved his tongue deep into her mouth, so deep that she gagged on it.

Sadiya was tasting her son's bully at last.

"Your Sultan is cumming," he roared into her mouth, biting her lips, sucking her tongue, "you fat Arabian whore."

The first spurt of cum shot several feet into the air. It came down like a shower of raindrops, splattering the couch, the carpet, the coffee table. Ahmad noticed that Bradley had snuck two fingers between his mother's legs, pumping her pussy down to the knuckle. He cried out for Bradley to stop, but his orgasm was already flowing, and neither his bully nor his mother could hear him.

The second spurt was even larger, perhaps due to his mother's adept hands, gliding up and down the shining shaft, squeezing tightly at the right intervals, like she was trying milk the young man to get the ordeal over with. Bradley's cock bounced around as she pleasured him and his cum flew in random directions. Ahmad felt a few droplets land on his clothes, his face, his hair. It repulsed him, but he could not take his eyes away. Having such an orgasm, tended to by a beautiful woman, was every high school boy's fantasy. The fertility clinic saw to his needs for health reasons, but that always resulted in him quickly masturbating into a small beaker.

Going insane with jealousy and lust, Ahmad humped his cock cage against the carpet, wishing for just one percent of the pleasure that Brad was experiencing. But it was hopeless.

Bradley wrenched his mouth away from Sadiya's and roared with pleasure. The third spurt was shorter, but it landed all over his mother's hijab, splattering her forehead, her nose and her cheeks, and even her precious lips. The rest of it landed heavily on her bouncing breasts. She recoiled a little but continued to pump his rod, her hands expertly working under the glans, gripping the root, draining out every last dollop of seed from the virile young man.

When the volcano of cum finally stopped, Bradley relaxed against the couch, satisfied. He kicked away Ahmad's hands and spread his legs wide, letting his tired genitals breathe. He seemed to have an immense presence then, like he was larger than life itself. Smiling, he licked Sadiya's juices from his fingers. "That was amazing. Thank you, babe. You were definitely worth the wait."

"I... um... you are welcome, I suppose." Still curled up against him, Sadiya's face glowed bright red. Her hands had yet to let go of his softening cock.

She's in shock, thought Ahmad. She doesn't know how to react to the situation.

He sensed his pent-up anger rising again. "You're finished," he said, feeling a droplet of cum rolling down his cheek. "Clean up and get out."

"Chill out, man," Bradley said, squeezing his mother's ass. "You have no idea how good I feel right now. At least let me relax for a few minutes."

"I said clean up and get OUT!" Ahmad screamed at the top of his lungs, stomping up to the couch in front of his mother and his bully. He could stand seeing them together for not a second longer.

"Jesus, dweeb. No need to throw a shitfit."

Ahmad's rage did nothing to dispel Bradley's glowing face. The white teenager grabbed a fistful of Sadiya's abaya and began to wipe the cum off his pecs, his abs, even his shoulders and arms. The sight disgusted Ahmad, but it also made him jealous. How was it humanly possible for a man to produce that much semen?

Bradley stood up and started to get dressed. Then Ahmad saw the couch. A large dark imprint remained where Bradley had been sitting. "Man, that was even more than when the girls at the clinic jerk me off."

Ahmad's mouth hung open. He's joking. He has to be joking.

"Thank you for the dinner, Mrs. Yousef," Bradley said, stretching his arms behind his neck. His eyelids were drooping, like he was ready for bed. While Ahmad knew he would likely have nightmares tonight, his bully would sleep like a baby.

Sadiya hung her head in shame. She did not meet Bradley's eyes. Neither did she look at her son. "You are welcome, Bradley."

With a spring in his step, Bradley went to the front door. Sadiya followed a few feet behind him, head bent low, her traditional Islamic robe streaked with white splotchy stains.

"See you at the same time tomorrow?"

"I suppose so."

Bradley slapped her ass on the way out. Ahmad watched that asscheek jiggle, wishing he had the power to punish his bully for everything he had done. But he had learned his place. He stood quietly as Bradley slammed the door behind him. At last, there was silence in the Yousef household.

Sadiya turned slowly. It was difficult for her to look at her son.

Ahmad forced himself to approach her. Her face was beautiful, even in anguish. He wanted to be the man to fix that sorrow, to give his mother endless reasons to smile. What was he worth as a man, if he could not do that much?

His mother sniffed. "Ahmad, I am so sorry--"

Ahmad embraced her, squeezing her curvy body against his skinny frame. Her large aching nipples pressed against his chest, and his cock throbbed in its cage. She still smelled of perfume, but another odor came stronger now, the stink of potent semen and cheap spray-on deodorant. The scent of Bradley Jones. He clung to her anyways as she gently cried into his shoulder. All the sweat and semen and fluids on her robe were soaking into his clothes, and it made him shudder, but he did not let go. He had to keep holding onto his mother. To prove he had the strength to protect her, no matter the cost.

"You don't have to apologize, Mom. I stopped him, remember? He didn't get you pregnant. And I'll make sure he never will."

"You are right, Ahmad," Sadiya said, raising her head. "Yes, my brave, heroic son. Thank you."

Her voice trailed off as she brought her face close to his. He saw the half-dried cum on her skin, so close to him now. She closed her eyes and offered her lips, hard and trembling.

Ahmad swallowed. He still wanted to kiss his mother, didn't he? She was still the woman he loved, stained by Bradley or not. It was pathetic. It was humiliating. But he opened his mouth to accept her. I can be the man you need. Please let me prove it to you, Mom.



But Sadiya gave him a hard, motherly kiss on the lips. There was no tenderness, no love. She pulled away, leaving a smear of Bradley's thick semen on his face. A bit of it got inside his mouth, and he wanted to cough and spit, but his mother was watching. He refused to show weakness in front of her.

So he stood there holding his mother, tasting his bully's salty spunk, hating every moment of it.

"I must wash myself," Sadiya said, hurrying down the hall to the washroom. Ahmad stood speechless as he heard the shower running. He wanted to go to his mother and help clean her stained body, but he felt he had no right to. Not after a kiss like that...

So he went to get cleaning supplies. He got on his hands and knees and started to scrub Bradley's filth from the living room. His cock throbbed as he worked, a constant reminder of the difference between him and his bully.

Bradley had won the day, but the war was far from over.

Ahmad still had a week to figure a way out of this mess.

End of Part 1


Advanced Fertility Program Ch. 04

Ahmad stared at his mother's body as she prepared breakfast over the induction stove.

This morning she wore a long-sleeved teal satin blouse that strained against her full breasts. The ones Bradley laid hands on. The matching trousers were loose at the ankle, but clung skintight to her thick thighs and round ass, jiggling with each stir of the frying pan. He got to touch those, too.

His cock stirred in its cage while his hands made fists on the kitchen table. It was frustrating, being so horny and angry at the same time!

At least his mother's hair hadn't been spoiled. The dark wavy ringlets spilled off her shoulders, long and voluminous, a gravity-defying mane that would have garnered constant attention if she showed it outside. It had been a while he felt her hair against his face. Perhaps during their next movie night, he could find an excuse to cuddle up close. Lowering the temperature usually did the trick...

Ahmad smiled. It relieved him to know there were still parts of his mother that Bradley had yet to experience. It gave him hope. I'll find a way to rescue you, Mom. I promise.

Squirming from his stunted erection, he adjusted himself in the chair. The heavy steel of the chastity device dragged against the wooden seat. When his mother stopped cooking for a moment, he kept perfectly still, fearing she might have heard it.

It was a silly thing to be self-conscious about. Obviously she knew that her son's cock was locked up as required by law. But the two of them had an unspoken rule to avoid the subject unless absolutely necessary. Through no fault of his own, he felt a little ashamed that his cock was trapped, rendered small and useless, unable to perform its most vital function. Being locked up made him feel like less of a man. He wondered if his mother knew that.

Humming an old Arabic tune, she sauntered to the table carrying two plates of food. Breakfast was scrambled eggs, toast, and what appeared to be turkey bacon. As she set the plate before him, he noticed her fingernails were painted a girly lime-green. Had she done them last night?

An image flashed in his mind. Those dark slender fingers wrapped around a thick pink shaft, tall and slick. Stroking it inch by agonizing inch...

The thought almost made him lose his appetite. He didn't want to think about Bradley during time alone with his mother. And he sure as hell didn't want to think about the bully's big ugly cock while he was eating breakfast!

So he distracted himself with food, feeling the sudden urge to grow larger and stronger. Taller, too, if God would be merciful enough to gift him a few precious inches. It was unusual to have such a hearty, American-style breakfast, but he ate it without complaint. After what had happened last night, he was grateful for any reason to put his mind off the subject.

Thankfully, so was his mother. "Is there anything exciting happening at school today?"

"No, Mom," he said nervously. "Just another perfectly normal day at school."

"How are your friends?" she asked. "I never see that Gabriel and Hazel anymore."

"They're just fine, Mom. Perfectly happy and normal young adult. We mostly hang out online these days, but I guess I should invite them over sometime." Ahmad realized what he'd said. How could he have his friends over with Bradley coming over to fulfill his government-mandated 'duties' every evening? "Actually, I think they're pretty busy these days."

"That's a shame," said Sadiya. "That Hazel, she is a sweet one. You don't find many girls like her these days."

"I guess she's nice."

"Why don't you ask her out tonight? It's not healthy for a boy your age to be home all the time." His mother tucked a curl behind her ear, smiling. She looked hopeful.

Ahmad recognized that tone of voice. Once in a while, his mother found subtle ways to express concern for his romantic life. His lack of one, to be accurate. It always struck him as a little strange, considering how religious she was. One-on-one dating was not normal practice in Islamic culture. But the Yousefs were also Americans and felt the pressures of American society. Maybe seeing how meek and submissive he behaved in front of his school bully reminded her of those feelings. It had been a while since she mentioned it.

Bradley had been so arrogant, so confident in his size and power and sexual prowess. Ahmad submitted to him, crawling under the dining table, rubbing the bastard's feet while he talked with and touched his mother. Then, in the living room, he knelt and watched as the jock's oversized phallus get milked by her manicured fingers. It was the most dreadful experience of his life, but it was all for his mother's sake. He was trying to protect her. She had to understand that. Didn't she?

Ahmad said, "I--um--I think she's busy tonight, too."

Sadiya took a bite of eggs, frowning. He stared at her neck as she swallowed. "That's a shame. Such a nice girl, that Hazel."

Hazel, of course, was more than nice. She was the unofficial queen of the nerds at school -- a gamer, anime enthusiast, fantasy bookworm, and semi-prolific cosplayer all wrapped into one. The girl had stolen the hearts of every guy on the lower rungs of the social ladder. The fact that she and Ahmad were close friends had gained him the ire of many a nerd. Their relationship dated back to kindergarten, and he remembered crushing on her even then.

These days he considered those feelings a hopeless fantasy, no different from lusting after a famous actress or fictional character. His childhood friend had come a long way from the button-nosed geek he used to play Seekers & Serpents with. She had grown into an adorable young woman. Even if by some miracle she gave him a chance, it wouldn't have mattered. How could he hope to have a girlfriend with a chastity device around his cock?

Besides, he still had his mother to worry about. There was no way he was going to leave her alone with the likes of Bradley Jones!

He watched her eat her American breakfast, adoring the way she scraped the fork with the front of her white teeth. Her feminine, delicate mannerisms were a side of her that few got to see. Moments of appreciation like these, he thought, were proof that his love for his mother was more than a young adult's chastity-induced fantasies.

That was why he was going to find a way to save his mother, no matter the cost.

After finishing breakfast and getting dressed, he stood by the door and waited for his mother to check his uniform. As usual, she straightened his collar, untucked his trouser legs from his socks, and smoothed his shirtsleeves down his arms. He was more than capable of dressing himself, but he enjoyed their little ritual. It was nice to feel his mother's touch before he went to school. It put him in good spirits for the rest of the day.

When she noticed his crooked belt buckle, she bent over at the waist, placing a hand on his thigh to steady herself. He shivered at the touch of her squeezing fingers, watching her huge ass stick out behind her. Enjoying the view, he grinned. The old belt buckle trick never fails. It also never failed to make his cock throb.

Giving his shoulders a few pats, she said, "Are you sure you don't want me to drive you to school?"

"It's fine, Mom. I need the exercise. Plus, the weather's so nice outside." And there's no way I'm letting my classmates see you after what happened last night!

Before stepping out the door, he noticed that the living room was impeccably clean. His mother must have stayed up for hours last night scrubbing Bradley's seminal fluid from the carpet, the coffee table, the television, even the ceiling. He glanced at the expensive luxury couch where the bully had sat next to his mother, enjoying her hands on his dick, blowing his volcanic load all over their furniture. A faint imprint remained on the fabric despite his mother's best efforts to clean it.

Ahmad burned with a hatred he had never known before. The bastard had left his sweaty mark on the Yousef household. He would never forgive him. Saving his mother was only the first step. He would get revenge on Bradley, too. Even if it took a lifetime of effort!

Noticing her son's glance, she frowned. "I'll try to clean it again later."

"It's fine, Mom!" He put on his most convincing smile. "I was just appreciating what a great job you did."

Beaming, she leaned forward to give him a kiss on the cheek. He hugged her goodbye, squeezing her tight so that her soft breasts squished against his chest. She wasn't wearing a bra. Her nipples were hard and wonderful.

His cock beat against its cage, begging to be set free. His jaw trembled. If he could only turn his head a few slight inches to catch her on the mouth. After all he had been through, he should have at least that little privilege! Bradley had been able to enjoy so much of her, and all he got was a measly kiss on the cheek. It wasn't right.

Then Ahmad remembered: he and his mother had almost kissed last night... hadn't they?

Or had it all been part of his imagination?

If only that damned Bradley hadn't shouted for her to leave him!

"Have a nice day at school," she said.

"Thanks, Mom. See you later." He paused. "I love you."

She raised her palm and gave a cute little wave. "I love you too, darling."

The moment the door shut behind him, the smile disappeared from his face. He straightened his pants and boxer briefs, trying to get his chastity cage comfortable. With grim determination, he marched off to school.

Today he had a job to do.

*

To his relief, Ahmad managed to avoid Bradley and his jocks all morning. During the free period after AP statistics, he hurried to the school library before anyone could distract him. Lunch began in an hour, and he wanted as much time as possible to sit down and do some research.

If there was a way to nullify the Advanced Fertility Contract, he would find it.

He typed into the search engine: [how to cancel advanced fertility contract loopholes]

The top result read: HAVING TROUBLE STAYING HARD AFTER FOUR YEARS IN CHASTITY? 9 OUT OF 10 DOCTORS RECOMMEND...

No, no, that wasn't what he was looking for at all! Holding backspace, he typed: [nullify "advanced fertility contract" legal advice]

The result read: Life after divorce -- How one woman locked up three ex-husbands for skipping alimony payments. Chastity: It's not just for young men anymore!

Ahmad chuckled. He hadn't known that was possible. It sounded rather pathetic, having your cock locked up as a middle-aged man. Not a million years would he let that happen to him. Almost clicking the link, he reminded himself he had research to do.

Trying a different search engine, he typed: [don't like fertility contract partner how to cancel legal law please help]

This time the result read: So You've Been Assigned Your Stud! Madame Marjorie Shares 10 Tips To Keep Your New 18-Year-Old Lover Satisfied In Bed.

Imagining his mother stumbling upon such an article, butterflies filled his stomach. Why was it so damn hard to find answers on the internet?

He was typing up another query when a hand fell on his shoulder. He started, banging his knee against the desk. A few of the other students looked up from their computers.

"Hey, dude. I was wondering where you ran off to," said a familiar voice.

"Gabriel? You scared the crap out of me!"

As much as his knee hurt, Ahmad was happy to see his friend. Gabriel was one of the few boys at school who got bullied as much as he did. It helped to know someone who could relate to his suffering. Though not as naturally smart, the boy came from a hardworking family of Mexican immigrants. That work ethic applied to schoolwork, too. His grades were near the top of the class and he maintained perfect attendance. Ahmad had always respected that about him.

"So, what's got you sneaking off after class?" asked Gabriel.

"Nothing worth bugging me over," Ahmad answered. "Can't a guy do his homework in peace?"

Gabriel leaned over his shoulder. "That doesn't look like homework."

Ahmad quickly exited the web browser. "Quit it!"

"We both know you're a shitty liar. And we both know you're going to tell me what's going on eventually. So you might as well do it now."

"I guess you're right."

Spilling the beans, he explained how Bradley had shown up at his front door last night, paperwork in hand. How he had tried to sleep with--and impregnate-- his mother through the rules of the Advanced Fertility Contract. How he had been so close to her until Ahmad found a clause in the discarded paperwork.

Naturally, he left the part out where Bradley got a handjob from his mother and blasted cum all over their living room.

"That's so wild it's hard to believe," Gabriel said. "I mean, Bradley of all people, fucking your mom?"

Ahmad squirmed as an image formed in his head. A naked Bradley Jones was climbing into his mother's bed. She lay on her back, wearing the same black hijab and abaya as yesterday. Only this time the robe was hiked above her waist, revealing a pair of lacy pink panties. They looked like they belonged on some college-aged bimbo, not a mature, sophisticated woman like his mother.

Unlike Ahmad, Bradley wasn't shy about his desires. His large pale hands explored her dark thighs, fingers pressing into their softness. His cock was free and large and erect, bobbing excitedly as he crawled between her legs. The large battering ram cockhead pressed against her lacy undergarments, kissing her slit through the fabric, darkening it with precum.

With a cheeky grin, he spread her legs wide...

Ahmad clutched his head, feeling dizzy. His cock was filling its cage. What was the matter with him? Perhaps seeing his mother and Bradley together last night had put a curse on his mind. "Please don't say that out loud," he told his friend. "Brad hasn't fucked my mom, and I'm going to make sure he never will."

"You can get in deep shit for disobeying the government," warned Gabriel.

"Do I look like a criminal?" said Ahmad. "That's why I'm doing this the legal way."

"Fair enough. Still, it's hard to believe. What are the odds? It just seems like some sort of cosmic joke."

"That's what I was thinking!" Ahmad sighed. "I've got six days to find a way out of this mess. Do you have any bright ideas?"

Gabriel looked at the computer monitor. "For starters, you're not going to learn jack by searching online. Don't you remember? Most of the big tech companies got federalized a few years back. Now they filter out any search results considered 'harmful to society.'"

"I guess I wasn't paying attention," said Ahmad. "How in the world is anyone supposed to figure stuff out now?"

"You could sign up for one of those of those premium search engines, but you'll need a Chinese credit card."

"Does it look like I have a Chinese credit card?"

"Wait, I know who can help! You remember my older sister, right?"

"You mean Maria?" Ahmad grinned. Much to her brother's chagrin, the short rebellious Latina had no shortage of admirers in high school. "I remember her, all right. I'm sure most of the seniors do."

Gabriel's eye twitched. "Lose the smile, unless you want to hear what I really think about your mom."

Ahmad glowered, offended that a boy like Gabriel had the audacity to fantasize about a woman as pure and lovely as his mother. He would have pounded him on the shoulder, if he didn't need his help. "Fine. Didn't your sister go to college for criminal justice? She must be close to graduating by now."

"She's majoring in law, actually. This is where it gets interesting. Her specialty is chastity law."

Ahmad was incredulous. "Chastity law? Is that even a thing?"

"Having you been living under a rock!" said Gabriel. "It's only the most lucrative practice since divorce settlements and class action lawsuits. There's all sorts of cases going on. Like wives who get their ex-husbands locked up for infidelity. Or felons who get kept in chastity cages long after their probation period ends."

Ahmad had heard a few of those stories on the news. The punishments seemed cruel, but it was hard to argue with the results. A few decades ago, America had been an unruly country plagued by political tension and firearm ownership. With the NDNC's takeover of the government, violent crime was all but unheard of. At least, that's what the people on the news said.

All it took was the threat of the autonomous chastity cages to turn most men into obedient law-abiding citizens. The accursed device around his cock tortured Ahmad's every waking moment, but even he was grateful that he didn't have to live in a country where he was afraid of being hurt all the time. Well, aside from the bullies at school. "Do you think Maria will know how to help me?" he asked.

"It's worth a shot," said Gabriel. "Just let me do the talking. My sister, she doesn't have the greatest opinion of men these days."

Ahmad found it amusing that a girl as beautiful as Maria still struggled with the opposite gender. "Let me guess, bad break up?"

"Third one this year. That I know of."

Gabriel got out his cell phone and dialed his sister. Since they were in the study hall, he spoke with a hushed voice.

"Mari, it's me. Me who? Don't you recognize the voice of your own damn brother? How many guys do you have calling you in the middle of the day? Okay, okay. Come on, let's not fight. This is important. It's like, life or death important! My friend needs a favor. You remember Ahmad, right? Small kid, a little on the scrawny side? Middle eastern? Yeah, the short one." He stiffened when his sister said something. "No, he wasn't chosen for the Advanced Fertility Program, either."

Ahmad heard Maria's laughter through the muffled cell phone speaker. His balls quivered at the fact that a beautiful college-aged girl was laughing at his caged cock. Why was his chastity status the first thing that came to mind when she heard his name? Suddenly the metal ring around the base of his balls felt tighter than before, and he became hyperaware of the weight of the steel cage around his genitals.

At least his mother had never laughed at his predicament. She wasn't like these other women who found it so hilarious that young men -- and an increasing number of older ones -- had to spend years of their life in chastity. Life was already hard enough without getting belittled all the time.

When Gabriel's sister ran out of laughter, amusement colored in her voice, though he couldn't quite make out her words.

Gabriel said, "Come on, don't say stuff like that about him. He's a good guy. Remember what Dad used to say about our family's height? Size doesn't matter, it's how you use it. Ha-ha. Everyone knows the A.I. chooses by genetics, so it's really luck of the draw. You don't think so? Whatever. That doesn't matter. Just listen! Ahmad's got a problem in a big way. You remember Bradley Jones from my grade? Uh-huh. Of course you would. Tall white boy with the muscles. Just your type, huh? Until they end up breaking your fragile little heart! Mari, don't hang up. Relax. I'm sorry. The thing is, Brad got chosen for the A.F.P. just a couple of days ago..."

He looked over, embarrassed.

Ahmad gave him a little nod of permission.

"Well, he kind of got matched with Ahmad's mom."

This time the cell phone howled with laughter, attracting the annoyed stares of several nearby students.

Ahmad shrank into his seat, squeezing his thighs around his cold chastity device. He noticed that most of the students in the library were girls. How many of them, he wondered, would have laughed at his little caged cock too?

Gabriel lowered his head, whispering, "This is serious, Maria! I never told you how shitty our lives have become 'cause of Bradley and his meathead compadres. Ahmad needs my help, and I need yours. You're the first person I thought to call. Tell me there's a way out of this mess."



He nodded along as his sister spoke.

Ahmad folded his hands in his lap, tense with anticipation.

"You're sure that's the easiest way?" Gabriel nodded a few times, then smiled. "All right, thanks. Yeah, love you too. See you at Christmas. Adiós." He hung up the phone and sighed.

"Well?" Ahmad couldn't keep the nerves from his voice. "What's the plan?"

"I don't exactly know how to tell you this."

"Just say it!"

Fed up with the racket, a few of the nearby students shushed them.

"Sorry, sorry," Gabriel said, lowering his voice again. "The easiest and fastest way to cancel the Advanced Fertility Contract is... to get married."

Ahmad swallowed. "Married?"

"That's right. The whole shebang gets canceled if anyone gets hitched. Like, the whole point of the program is to get children out of single, unmarried women, right? It wouldn't make sense to get a bunch of married women knocked up by eighteen-year-olds with their husbands there to do it for them."

"Married," Ahmad repeated dumbly, staring out one of the library windows.

He imagined himself coming home after a long day's work, greeted not by a brisk motherly hug, but a sensual kiss on the lips. His tongue explored his mother's mouth, tasting her beautiful smile. His hands roamed wherever they wanted, following the shape of her curves. His cock rose to full erection, pressing against the little nook between her thick soft thighs.

During supper he sat at the head of the dining table, smiling as his docile wife prepared his favorite meals. As they ate, he reached out to squeeze her legs, her lower back, grabbing a handful of fat ass. She giggled and slapped him playfully, grinning in a way that outsiders would have never thought possible from a God-serving Muslim woman.

And being married meant sleeping in the same king-sized marital bed that his father had once occupied. It was the room beside his current bedroom, and the headboard was against the shared wall, so close that he could sometimes hear her speaking Arabic on the phone at night, or humming little tunes. What a change a few feet would make! Then he'd be cuddling up to his mother, his wife every night, bathing in her touch and warmth and smell. That wasn't all they'd be doing--

"Why are you smiling?" asked Gabriel, interrupting his fantasy. "Your mom hasn't been dating anyone, has she?"

"Muslim women don't date," Ahmad corrected him. It was hard to contain his excitement. "Didn't I ever tell you? My mother and I aren't blood-related."

Gabriel palmed himself on the forehead. "You aren't thinking what I think you're thinking."

Thinking again of his mother, Ahmad's cock twitched. He wiped a bit of drool from the corner of his mouth. Noticing his palms were sweaty, he wiped them on his trousers.

"I think I have to marry my mom."

*

They were putting their things away for lunch when Gabriel grabbed Ahmad's arm, terrified. "Don't look now, but we've got bogeys on your six."

Ahmad tossed his backpack into his locker. "I can speak three languages, but I have no idea what you just said."

"It means our good friend Bradley and his band of muscular misfits are coming this way!"

Ahmad peeked down the long bustling hallway. Surely enough, Bradley and his group of friends had just turned the corner. He couldn't remember the last time the bully had left him alone while passing by. Usually it was something harmless, shouting a derogatory slur or slapping the books from his hands. At other times his antics bordered on cruelty, pulling down his trousers (Ahmad had learned to fasten his belt extra tight), shoving his face into toilets, slipping a pair of girls' underwear over his head when he wasn't looking...

Bradley never failed to gather an audience. All Ahmad could do was grin and bear it. He figured giving the mildest reaction possible would preserve what little dignity he had left. Lose the battle, win the war. After graduation he would enroll in an Ivy League college, preparing to conquer the real world while these losers lived off U.B.I. in their parents' basements.

At least, that was what he used to think. Now he wasn't so sure if pacifism was the best course of action. He still remembered how good it felt yesterday after school when he spoke up against Bradley's harassment. It had been glorious, that long-awaited moment, rising to the surface after years of torment. His feelings hadn't changed since then, not even after what happened last night.

If he was going to start fighting back, now was the time. He would soon be a married man, after all. His father once told him that his ancestors fought alongside the prophet Mohammad (Sallallahu Alaihi Wasallam) and had belonged to several noble houses throughout Islam's 1500-year history. The men of the Yousef family were said to have the bravery and strength of lions. He was their son, wasn't he? Or was he a pussycat? "So what if they're coming?" he said.

"Not this machismo shit again," groaned Gabriel. "I thought we agreed the tough guy act isn't worth it!"

"It's not an act," said Ahmad. "It's called standing up for yourself."

Gabriel's eyes brightened. "I have an idea! Let's hide in our lockers before they see us. There's this trick to open them from the inside. I, uh, figured it out the last time Tyler stuffed me in there." Tyler was another of the jocks on the football team, one of Bradley's tall white accomplices who seemed to have it out for Gabriel.

Gripping the handle, Ahmad almost climbed into his locker. He almost squeezed himself into a frightened ball while the more popular students strolled by. Outraged for even considering it, he slammed the door shut. It made a loud ringing sound. "I'm not hiding in my own locker. We're men, damn it!"

"They're probably going to cram us in there anyway!" protested Gabriel.

"Are you going to spend the rest of your life running away from people bigger and stronger than you?"

"Actually, I was only planning on it until finishing high school."

"You might be scared of Bradley, or Tyler, or any of those creatine-doping assholes. But I'm not!"

Gabriel looked again, and his eyes widened. "It's your funeral!" He crawled backwards into his locker and swung the door shut on himself.

Ahmad stared at the little grate on the front of Gabriel's locker, hoping his friend could see how disappointed he was. They were two of the smartest seniors. Why should they cower and hide from a bunch of underachieving idiots?

"If it ain't my favorite little buddy!" shouted Bradley, strutting up to his locker. "What's wrong, no sidekick today?"

Bradley and his muscular friends crowded around Ahmad. Backed against his locker, he had to crane his neck to look at them. He hated how some boys grew so tall through no effort of their own, yet reaped the rewards all the same. It made the girls of the group--Brittany, Jenny, and Prisha--hover around them like flies.

"What do you want, Brad?"

"Come on, that's no way to greet a friend." Bradley planted a hand on Ahmad's locker, next to his head. He whispered, "Better start showing some respect. Wouldn't want the whole school to know who's fucking your mommy, would we?"

You haven't fucked my mom, and you never will. Ahmad wanted to beat him over the head with those words, but he wasn't about to expose himself. Especially not with the girls watching! "What's going on?" he said, more amicably.

"That's better." Bradley dropped his arm. "We were just talking about how many guys got out of those fucking cock cages. Didn't you hear? The rest of the football team got chosen after this last wave."

"That can't be true," Ahmad blurted out. "The statistical probability of the entire football team being chosen infinitesimally small." The jocks looked at one another, confused. "That means it's mathematically impossible!"

Bradley grabbed his crotch. "Does it look like my dick cares about math?"

Even the girls laughed at his stupid, unfunny joke. Ahmad was surprised. He had been on friendly terms with all three of them at one point or another. He knew they were far too intelligent to find joy in such immature antics. It must be natural, he supposed, for teenage girls to submit to social pressure. Perhaps living with his mother had given him unrealistic expectations of women.

Ahmad wondered: could Bradley be telling the truth? He wasn't the sort of person to check out other guys' packages, not even in the locker room. Averting his eyes, he couldn't help but steal a glance. To his amazement, not one of the football players showed the telltale nub of a chastity cage. Their bulges were huge and loose, like they had collectively decided not to wear underwear that morning.

His nostrils flared. How was it possible that he and Gabriel, two of the hardest-working students in the entire school, who achieved close to perfect grades, and never missed a day of class, were still virgins locked in chastity cages while these lazy assholes got to experience all the pleasures of the opposite sex? Having a freed cock meant being assigned to a fertile woman through the Advanced Fertility Program. It meant crawling between a woman's legs, feeling her tight gripping pussy, unloading deep inside her. And when she got pregnant, both participants received a hefty paycheck from the government!

If that wasn't bad enough, the rotten jerks got to fool around with the girls at school, too! Something had to be wrong with the way the Artificial Intelligence selected suitable candidates. He felt it was his civic responsibility to bring this to the authorities' attention, but who could he tell? The police? His state senator? He couldn't even remember her name.

Bradley said, "We got to talking and came up with a fun little bet. Did the smartest kid in school get his cock freed or not?"

"No shot!" said Tyler. "Could you imagine Ahmad fathering children? He barely looks like a man himself."

Snickering, Bradley rewarded his participation with a loud high-five.

Ahmad lowered his head. The bastard knew he hadn't been chosen. He was toying with him. "I--I don't think it's anyone's business to know my status," he said. "That's between me and the government."

The group booed and laughed. A few of them rolled their eyes.

"Don't be such a pussy," said Bradley. "All the guys here served their time. Nothing embarrassing about that. Ain't that right, boys?"

The jocks hooted in agreement. Like a flock of sheep, the girls joined in too.

"I think he totally got picked," said Brittany, twirling a lock of platinum blonde hair around her finger. "I mean, he's like, the smartest kid in school."

Ahmad knew her ditziness was nothing more than an act. He'd seen the girl reading Proust, for God's sake!

"What's she like, Ahmad?" she asked.

"Who do you mean?"

"You know, the woman you got matched with!" Brittany grinned knowingly. "You got some smart rich lady, didn't you? Like a college professor or an engineer or a scientist. You're going to make such smart babies with her!"

"I don't think so," said Jenny, a tiny Chinese girl whose mandarin accent hadn't faded despite having lived in America for years. "Ahmad get matched with dumb old hag. America have low I.Q. problem. Need smart baby to fix." Her little flower petal lips grinned. "You white boys not do good job."

The girls tittered in agreement, much to the annoyance of the academically challenged jocks.

"Let's not be rude," said Prisha diplomatically, with a slight bob of her head. "Whether Ahmad wants to tell us or not should be up to him."

Ahmad was relieved that Prisha was on his side. He didn't miss how the girl's dark hand clung to Bradley's shirt sleeve, however. It was surprising and a little hurtful that she had grown close to his bully. He had considered her a friend back in freshman year. Despite being from different cultures, something as simple as sharing a similar skin tone was enough to bring them together.

Then something changed in the daughter of humble South Asian immigrants. Her accent thinned out. She started styling her hair and wearing heavy western make-up. Her skirts inched higher while the neckline of her blouses plunged. The girl had filled out nicely since then. She had a cute little belly and impractically wide hips that demanded attention wherever she went. Her large mouth was always slightly ajar, making her look absent-minded.

Her change in appearance also came with a change in social circle. Ahmad couldn't fathom what caused intelligent young women to turn into such obedient bimbos. It wasn't like the dullards of the football team were particularly clever or interesting. Most of them weren't even middle-class, so it wasn't the money that drew them in. Yet Bradley had the girl hanging off his arm!

Ahmad wondered just how many raunchy sexual acts the young Indian girl had experienced by now. He hated the way her dark skin contrasted against Bradley's pale ruddy complexion. He was by no means racist, but it struck him as deeply unfair, an injustice even, that some asshole white jock had access to sex from multiple women of different races. Wasn't Prisha enough for him? Why was he so hellbent on fucking his mother, too?

Ahmad's cock twitched in its cage, but he couldn't blame himself for that. He hadn't had an orgasm in so damn long!

"I've got an idea," Bradley said. "If Ahmad doesn't want to tell us, why don't we have him show us instead?"

"You are so bad!" Prisha slapped Bradley's bicep. "Just leave him alone. He said he doesn't want to."

"Who cares what the loser wants?"

Ahmad forced himself to chuckle, hiding his disgust. It was one of the most honest things Bradley had ever said. It took a special kind of evil to find such pleasure in the suffering of others. Ahmad, by comparison, wanted harmony and peace for all of the world's inhabitants. His personal desires were simple, a happy and sexually fulfilling life with the woman he loved. Bradley wanted to steal that away from him. He wanted to trample and spit on--and cum inside--the one thing Ahmad cared about. He would gladly destroy everything he loved for a few short moments of pleasure. They truly were two different breeds of humans. "Very funny, Brad," he said "Well, I better get to the cafeteria..."

"Oh no you don't." Bradley shoved him effortlessly back into place. "You're not going anywhere until we've settled this bet."

Prisha stuck out her big lower lip. "Don't be mean. Ahmad isn't like you brutes. He's a good boy."

"I'm not being mean," said Bradley. "This is, how do you call it, a scientific investigation!"

"You mean a scientific inquiry," Ahmad corrected him.

"Whatever, brainiac. You going to show us or not?"

Ahmad almost told him to screw off, to shove his little wager where the sun doesn't shine. But the girls were watching, and there was a twinkle in their eyes. It was something more than mockery, more than derision. They were all intelligent young women, he knew. That meant they respected him for his academic performance--at least to some extent. Women cared about that sort of thing. His mother told him so.

To tell the truth was to admit: I've still got a cage around my little cock. I can't get hard. I can't cum. I'm not in the same genetic tier as these assholes who get to fuck and unload inside women every night.

He couldn't admit that.

Not in a thousand years he could admit that!

"There's nothing to show," he said. "Yes I was chosen, and I'm perfectly happy about it." The lie sounded less convincing out loud. He hoped it was enough for Bradley to drop the whole thing. "Now, if you don't mind. I'm getting hungry."

The boys of the football team blocked his path.

"I don't believe it," said one of the jocks.

"Me neither," said another.

Smirking, Bradley seemed to be announcing to the world when he said, "Then there's only one way to know for sure."

"No, no..." Ahmad hated the way they were smirking down at him. Those were dangerous smiles.

The football players began to chant, "Show us! Show us! Show us!"

"Bradley, stop them, please," begged Prisha, squeezing his thick forearm. Ahmad noticed that her mouth was open wider than usual, and she wasn't trying all that hard to hold him back.

Panicking, Ahmad's hands went to his belt, making sure it was fastened tight.

He had an idea of what was coming next.

A huge white hand grabbed his arm-- then another his shoulder -- his hips -- his neck. All of a sudden he was boxed in by the snickering football players, crushed against his locker like a helpless bug. He squirmed as he felt his belt slide from his trousers. If only he was bigger and stronger! Why hadn't he started visiting the gym like he planned?

"W-wait a sec! You--you--you can't just--"

Someone grabbed the back of his trousers. No, that wasn't it. They were holding his boxer briefs!

Ahmad gasped as the front of his underwear compressed at the crotch, crushing his chastity cage and his delicate balls. Then it pulled up at the rear, digging into his backside. His legs went cold--his trousers had been yanked to his ankles!

It dawned on him what they were doing.

They were giving him a wedgie.

He was eighteen years old, soon to be married, and getting his asscrack flossed at school!

Ahmad swung his arms blindly as his boxer briefs dug in, burning his skin. His fist connect with someone's face and elicited a loud grunt. Suddenly his arms were grabbed, contorted, and forced down the waistband of his underpants, hands sticking out of the leg holes. He tried to free them, but the fabric was taut to the point of crushing. He was completely trapped!

Then something strange happened. He began to float upward, feet lifting off the ground. Then the jocks were backing away, trying their best to restrain their amusement. For the first time, he was able to see over their heads. Hundreds of students filled the hallway, putting their things away, chattering with each other, heading to lunch. A few heads were starting to turn, noticing what was going on. Laughter began to spread through the crowd.

Glancing over his shoulder, Ahmad saw that the waistband of his boxers was hooked on the corner of his locker door. He was hanging from his underwear! The thin fabric was skintight around his crotch, exposing the shape of his small chastity cage.

The girls were speechless until Brittany let out a snort. Then they burst into laughter. Jenny threw herself against Tyler's shoulder, covering her delicate mouth. The boy was wiping a bloody nose, but that didn't stop him from joining them. His large hand squeezed the Chinese girl's skinny hip.

Ahmad met Prisha's big dark eyes. Surely she would try to talk some sense into them! She had to. Otherwise the whole student body would see what was going on. Her big teeth flashed in a mischievous smile. It wasn't an expression he had seen her make before. Coming up to Ahmad, she flicked his chastity cage. The pain made him whimper.

"It looks like we have our answer," she said to Bradley. "I told you he would be locked up! Now you have to do everything I say for the rest of the day!"

Bradley pretended to groan. "Aw, man! See what you've gotten me into, Ahmad?"

The group began chatting among themselves, losing interest in the bullying session. Like it was just another part of a routine school day.

Ahmad's cheeks burned hotter than his asscrack. "Brad, can I have a word?"

Bradley leaned close. "Make it quick, dweeb. I'm hungry."

"You've had your fun," Ahmad whispered, "now let me down before this gets out of hand!"

There was wickedness in his eyes. "Tell me I can fuck your mom tonight and you've got a deal."

Something in Ahmad snapped. That was HIS woman. She was HIS wife. Bradley had no right to think of having sex with her! "Fuck you," he growled. "You'll never have sex with her, you hear me? Never!"



Bradley tossed back his head and laughed. "We'll see about that. See you tonight, little guy." He sauntered off with that dumb Indian bimbo clinging onto his arm. God, how Ahmad hated her...and wanted fuck her too! As if to prove his superiority, Bradley's hand slipped from her waist and rested on the upper curve of her asscheek. The girl stood up straight, but didn't stop him. "Let's get to lunch," he said. "I'm fucking starving."

"His cock look so tiny!" muttered Jenny as they walked away, clinging to the arm of her own tall white partner. "Smaller than men in China..."

Ahmad's jaw dropped. They were seriously going to leave him hanging there! He swung his legs in desperation, but it only made the wedgie deeper, more painful. "Great joke guys, but you can seriously let me down now!" He watched the group disappear down the hallway. "Guys?"

He swung his heel to kick at the locker, but the door only swung on its hinge. "Gabriel, get the fuck out of there and help me down. Hurry up!"

"Me?" said Gabriel, voice muffled. "I was going to ask you for help! I'm stuck in here, dude. I think the latch is busted."

Ahmad wanted to cry as he dangled by his boxer briefs for several agonizing minutes. He pulled helplessly at his bondage as countless students walked by. Most of the younger girls ran off giggling, but a few laughed shamelessly at his little predicament. When they started snapping photos of his boxer-brief-wrapped cock cage, all he could do was close his eyes, trying to hide from his own shame.

He wanted to beg for help. He wanted to disappear. He wanted to die from embarrassment.

Then he heard the voice of the girl who mattered most.

"Ahmad?" gasped Hazel.

Lowering his hands, he saw her horn-rimmed glasses, her flush freckled cheeks, her braided pigtails. The shocked look on her face as her books slipped from her arms, scattering everywhere. Lydia "Lids" Morales, Hazel's best friend, was standing beside her, a huge smile on her face. It took one look at Ahmad's crotch for the neo-punk to drop to her knees, slapping the floor with laughter.

After a few seconds of hopeless struggling, Ahmad couldn't take it anymore. "Guys, I think I need some help getting down from here."

