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Disclaimer

This story is a work of
fiction. Any resemblance of any persons, places, things or events
in this book to any real person, places, things or events is
strictly coincidental. All characters
depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or
older.

 





Foreword

 


The world of Bebop City is an alternate world
story, set in an Earth that’s very much like Earth in the 1950s,
except for a few important differences. One, everyone is into
sexual bondage. Two, there’s efficient and effective and easy to
use birth control. Three, there’s a drug called nersha, also
efficient and effective and safe, that prevents the hormones that
arise in puberty from affecting people. It leaves people
psychologically prepubescent. The only side effect is that once
people go off the drug, their hormones hit their brains all at
once, full blast, turning them into the horniest, most frenzied sex
fiends imaginable for several months.

What would the world be like under such
conditions? Read on and find out, and if you’re interested in the
worldbuilding involved, read the Afterword, where I go into things
in greater detail.
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Chapter 1

Pre-Blossoming

 


“Mom gave me The Talk,”
Mincy said to her friend Cindra as they rode their bikes to town on
a quiet suburban street on a fine spring day. “I’m gonna blossom
next week. They’ve already stopped the nersha.”

“Woo-hoo!” Cindra cried.
“Boy time for you, too! Do you think you’re going to be able to
control yourself?”

Mincy just gave Cindra a look.

“Oh, right,” said Cindra, a
smirk in her voice. “You’re probably an ace and won’t even notice
boys after you blossom.”

“Somehow I doubt that,”
Mincy said.

“Well I’m gonna notice the
hell out of boys when I blossom,” said Cindra.

“You’ll probably be a
lesbian,” said Mincy. “I’ll have to beat you off with a
stick.”

“Don’t threaten me with a
good time!” Cindra said.

“Hmph!” Mincy said. “You
think all sex will be fun just because you’ve never had any. Wait
and see. Sex can’t be as good as it’s cracked up to be.”

“I dunno,” said Cindra,
eyeing the Mortonses as they had their morning fuck on their front
lawn. Grig had Morna’s wrists cuffed to her ankles and was taking
her doggy style. Morna was moaning into her ballgag, her leash
trailing before her on the lawn, her legs spread wide. Grig’s face
was red as he fucked Morna’s ass hard and thoroughly. “The Mortons
seem to like it.”

Mincy rolled her eyes as they rolled past the
spectacle. They would have waved if the Mortonses hadn’t been
fucking. As it was, Cindra thought she saw Morna winking at them as
her face was pushed into the lawn again and again by Grig’s
thrusting.

“Did your mom warn you not
to rape anybody?” Cindra asked.

“Yes, of course,” Mincy
said. “Such bullshit. I mean, as if!”

“I dunno, remember Finchy
McBain?” Cindra said. “Everybody swore they NEVER thought she’d go
crazy over a boy, but she did. And I’ve noticed that when you want
something, you have a way of getting it.”

“Then I guess you better
hope I don’t turn out to be a lesbian,” Mincy said.

“Eep!” said Cindra, then
she began giggling at the thought of Mincy raping her. Nobody raped
anybody, but they used to in the bad old days. Now it was just a
joke.

In a short while they reach their
destination, Pop’s Sodium Shop, the place where all the popular
kids in school hung out. Also, most of the not-so-popular kids and
even some of the definitely-unpopular kids.

“We should probably talk to
Pop when we go in,” said Mincy. “Let him know what our status is
you know?”

“I'm pretty sure Pop will
know what our status is, but it probably won't do any harm,” Cindra
said.

“Sure, you girls got the
run of the place,” said Pop, the grizzled but genial owner of Pop’s
Sodium Shop. The place was totally jumping as usual but he had a
full crew taking care of the crowd so he could sit at his chair by
the register and supervise or nap, whichever seemed most
appropriate. “Over 18, off nersha, out of school but haven't
blossomed yet, there's always tons of kids in your situation this
time of year. Feel free to hang with the unblossomed or head into
the blossomed dance room, you're fine either way.”

“But what if the blossom
dance room turns us into frenzied sex zombies?” Cindra
asked.

“If that happens you get a
free chocolate ice cream sundae on me,” said Pop.

“So I guess that means you
think it will never happen,” observed Cindra.

“Well, blossoming really is
a random thing and it can happen at any time,” said Pop. “But as a
general rule it's a safe bet to assume it won't happen at any
particular time. Either way it's a safe bet that you'll have fun at
one or the other dance room.”

“Let's start with the
unblossomed room,” said Mincy. “Maybe the blossomed room will make
some sense to us after we've been there.”

“If it makes sense to us
we'll both probably wind up squirming under some boys,” said
Sandra.

“We'll see, said Mincy in
neutral tones that matched her feelings about the blossomed room.
She thought Pop was probably right.

The speakers in the unblossomed room were
cranked to the max and the sound was blasting through the door
before they even entered it. Inside unblossomed teens were shuffle
dancing with great glee and abandon to the rockified big-band
sounds of “Lone Digger” by Wolfgang Lohr. Mincy and Cindra joined
in immediately, their feet flying in time to the hypnotic beat of
electro swing.

Mincy and Cindra didn't dance as a couple.
Nobody danced as a couple in the unblossomed room because nobody
was interested in coupling. The dancing didn't reflect sexual
attraction in any way. But it was full of joy and love for the
music, which always seem more than enough to Cindra, Mincy and the
other unblossomed kids.

Mincy and Cindra went on to dance to “Lost in
the Rhythm” by Jamie Berry with Octavia Rose, “Dreamland” by
Swingrowers and other top electro swing hits. Everybody liked
dancing to electro swing. It was one of the few good clean
wholesome forms of fun that were actually fun.

Eventually the girls grew physically tired of
dancing and headed back out into the dining area of the Sodium Shop
where Pop treated them both to chocolate ice cream sundaes (small
ones, he wasn’t crazy generous).

“We haven't even been to
the blossom dance room yet,” Mincy protested.

“Just trying to cover all
the bases,” said Pop with a grin.

“Thanks, Pop,” said Mincy,
“you're the best!”

When the sundaes were downed Mincy and Cindra
girded up their loins and headed into the blossomed dance room. The
music playing in the blossomed dance room was blasting to the door
as well. It was “Do You Love Me?” by The Contours. It was fierce,
urgent rocknroll, what some of the older parents still called ‘race
music’ because black musicians (like the Contours) were the ones
who had created it.

It was wonderful music to the blossomed, that
was for sure. They were dancing up a storm to it. The blossomed
were all couples and their dancing was very blossomed. They were
leaping around, they were crawling all over each other, they were
grinding against one another and running their hands all over one
anothers’ bodies, which were mostly naked. Even the guys.

The room was dimly lit and full of people,
not all of them dancing. Some of them were clearly fucking on the
dance floor. Nobody seemed to mind or care. Most of the dancers
were naked or close to it so it was just a matter of what was
grinding into what to differentiate the dancers from the
fuckers.

The blossomed dancing was much more physical
and in many respects more difficult than shuffle dancing. Shuffle
dancing involve skilled footwork and nailing the beat along with
hand and body positioning that matched the beat and tenor of the
music.

The blossomed dancers had moves that involved
the woman sliding over the man's back or rolling over the man's
back, or moves in which the man actually picked up the woman and
whirled her around and tossed her into the air as if she weighed
almost nothing. It was amazing to watch purely as a spectacle, an
explosion of youthful sexual energy that conveyed the same joy and
abandon as the shuffle dancers did but with an added sexual element
that ranged from dancers who were shaking their butts in clear
sexual invitation, to dancers who were holding each other tight and
grinding their hips against one another, to people who were
actually fucking, either standing up or on the floor.

“Wow, what a... thing,”
Mincy muttered, her soft words unheard by anyone in the dance
room.

It was noisy there not just because of the
music but also because the dancers whooped and cried out and moaned
and sometimes outright screamed with pleasure as they danced and/or
fucked.

It was truly an orgiastic scene. Teens
were finally giving vent to the sexual urges that have been bottled
up inside them for so long by the nersha. They expressed their joy
and passion directly and powerfully because they had never been
inhibited against sex as they grew up. The nersha had rendered that
unnecessary. As a result the dancing was as raw and intense as any
dancing had ever been in human history.

Mincy and Cindra could not hear each
other in the maelstrom of noise that was the blossomed dance hall.
But they only needed to glance at one another to communicate. After
five minutes or so of watching they left the hall.

“I just did not get any of
that at all,” Cindra said. “Did it make sense to you?”

“Not really,” said Mincy.
“It's more of that sex stuff. They seemed to be having fun, but I
don't know why. Shuffle dancing is easier and a lot more fun. Did
you see how some of the girls were letting the boys just throw them
around like they were sacks of flour?”

“Yes I did,” said Cintra.
“It's a wonder they didn't hurt themselves. Or each
other.”

“They didn't appear to
care,” Mincy said. “In fact, they hardly seemed to know what they
were doing.”

Yeah, I knew blossoming made you want to do
sex, but that dancing was scary,” Cintra observed. “I mean, I knew
stopping the nersha would make me sexual, but I figured it would be
me plus sex, you know?”

“Oh, I know,” said Mincy.
“I mean, they say I'll still be me after I blossom. And you know,
my parents blossomed and so did everyone else, and they came out
all right. But... geeze!”

“It's supposed to get
better after a while,” Cintra said. “But... geeze!”

Mincy nodded. “Geeze” was the term that best
expressed the weirdness of this whole sex thing. There was just no
explaining it in rational terms so “Geeze” would just have to
do.

Dorry and Datron spilled out of the blossomed
dance hall shortly after Mincy and Cintra did. They were hot and
sweaty but literally glowed with pleasure. Dorry was naked and
Datron was clothed only in his running shorts and shoes. They took
seats on empty stools next to Mincy and Cintra at the sodium
fountain counter.

“Mincy and Sintra,” said
dorry. “I remember you two from school. Nice to see you
again.”

Mincy was surprised. Dorry had been a senior
in school when she was a lowly sophomore. Three years difference!
In high school, that was a lifetime. Seniors rarely noticed
sophomores. But she remembered that dorry had been an outgoing and
friendly girl in school. Apparently she still was though she had
clearly blossomed into a woman.

“Dorry, nice to see you,”
said Cintra. “We saw you two dancing like mad in there.”

“Really?” dorry asked.
“Because we were on the floor, pretty much fucking.”

“We assumed you were
dancing,” said Cintra. “How were we to know?”

“You’re off nersha but you
haven’t blossomed yet?” Datron asked.

“Yeah,” said Cintra. “Me
and Mincy both. We went into the blossomed room to see what was up,
but we got nothing. It all just seemed weird.”

“And dangerous,” Mincy
added.

“Well that’s the thing
about blossoming,” said Datron. “Until you blossom, sex is weird.
Then you blossom and it all make sense.”

“Suuure,” said
Mincy.

“Riiiight,” Cintra
said.

“You’ll see, you’ll get
it,” Datron said. He was smiling and his eyes were friendly. He
liked them for some reason. Probably the sex.

“Why did you fuck in
there?” Cintra asked. “It’s a dance hall for dancing. You could
fuck in your house or at a sex park.”

“Dancing is a lot like
fucking,” said dorry. “I mean, you probably noticed
that.”

“I did,” Cintra
said.

“Well we danced sexy, then
we got horny, then we wanted to fuck, so we did,” said dorry. “We
weren’t the only ones by any means, it’s pretty common to fuck in
the dance hall.”

“Yeah, everything seems to
lead to fucking once you blossom,” Mincy observed.

“Well, yeah, at first
you’re going to want to do nothing but fuck,” said dorry. “And
that’s OK, it’s fun in fact. But later you get to where you can do
other things.”

“Good to know,” Mincy said
dryly.

“Yeah, Datron and I can go
four two, three hours without fucking, if we have to,” said dorry
with a grin.

Datron laughed and stroked dorry’s forearm
gently.

“Of course, it’s a long two
or three hours,” he said.

“Yes, indeed,” dorry said,
and Mincy could easily see the way dorry enjoyed Datron’s touch.
They loved each other, just like her parents loved each other. That
was the way of it.

“Why do you have that blush
on your chest?” Cintra asked.

“Oh, one of the side
effects of cumming,” dorry said. “I get a reddish blush at the base
of my throat and my pussy gets all red, too. Wanna see?”

“No,” Cintra said
firmly.

“No,” Mincy said, almost in
unison.

“I wanna see,” Datron said
plaintively.

“You’ve seen it all
Master,” said dorry. “You were the one that made it happen, you
know.”

“Guilty as charged,” said
Datron with a grin.

“It’ll happen to you,” said
dorry. “You’ll find a Master, you’ll have sex, you’ll get all red
down there and you’ll cum, and it will be all right. Very all
right.”

“We’ll see,” Mincy said
dubiously.

“You know, all this talk
about how much fun sex is has me all horny again,” dorry said. “And
the sex park is starting to sound like a good idea.”

“Works for me, mine,” said
Datron. “I’d love to tie you down to one of those devices and fuck
your brains out.”

“Yes, Master,” dorry said,
and there was a definite note of something in the way she said “Yes
Master.”

Datron reached into the pocket of his shorts
and pulled out a leash which he clipped to dorry’s collar.

“Heel, girl,” he said
rising from his seat and walking off.

“Nice see you, girls,” said
dorry. “I’m hoping for the best for you both in finding Masters.
I’m sure you can do much better than I did.”

“I heard that!” Datron
said, and dorry giggled as they walked off.

 


About a week later, school was over and
Cindra and Mincy were enjoying the year-long vacation that was
customary for high school graduates. A few parents sent their kids
straight to college or let them take jobs even while they were in
he midst of blossoming, but it rarely worked out well. It was hard
to keep focused on anything other than sex while you were
blossoming. And for good reason. All that lust that nersha had
prevented from expressing itself ever since puberty was still in
there, and once the gates were open, it came roaring out, turning
the clam, prosaic kids who’d been on nersha into raging sex
monsters. It hurt their grades and disrupted classrooms to no end
to have blossoming students on hand, so it wasn’t done.

 





Chapter 2

The Sex Channel

 


The first really firm sign that Mincy was
blossoming was when she was at a coffee shop having a latte while
she did some reading. The previous day she’d had a few moments of
thinking about boys and staring at a picture of the Everly Brothers
in a record shop a lot longer than was necessary, but it had passed
and without any lingering aftereffects. Still, it was unsettling.
She hadn’t stared at boys before. But the Everly Brothers were so
handsome!

At the coffee shop a couple seated at a
nearby table got horny, a fairly unusual thing in a coffee shop but
by no means unheard-of. They weren’t much older than Mincy by the
look of them, probably still packed full of the hormones that going
off nersha created. The woman laughed at something and turned away
from the man so he could fasten her cuffs together behind her back,
then bent over as he pulled a vibrator with straps on it out of her
purse, shoved it up her pussy and fastened it to the leather waist
belt she wore along with the usual bondage gear. Then she ducked
under the table and started sucking the man’s cock.

Mincy had seen this sort of thing happening
since going off nersha and being able to visit adult places, but
she’d always found it easy to ignore. It was that yucky sex stuff,
which she still wasn’t at all interested in. People said it was the
nersha still in her system but she didn’t care, sex was just the
same thing over and over again. Boh-ring.

But this time she couldn’t stop watching. She
watched the woman’s head bobbing back and forth under the table,
her butt cheeks jiggling as she did so. But mostly she watched the
man, his powerful chest and nice abs moving rhythmically. His eyes
were glazed over, his face looked slack. Eventually his face
screwed into a ridiculous expression and Mincy thought he was about
to sneeze.

But he didn’t sneeze. Instead he gave a
command of some sort and his slavegirl rose from under the table
and stood facing it while her Master cleared the table. (Mincy
assumed she was his slavegirl, she wore a collar but Mincy had no
idea whose name was on it. Mincy’s mom’s collar said “yerva,
property of Balor.” Most collars were like that.)

His cock was very erect and bobbled as he
moved. Mincy’s eyes tracked his bobbling cock like they had a radar
lock on it. Then the slavegirl bent forward over the table with her
legs spread wide, her hands still fastened behind her back. And her
Master unceremoniously pulled the vibrator out of her pussy and
shoved his cock inside her, then began fucking her vigorously.

She moaned, her body thrust forward by his
thrusts. Nobody else in the room was paying much if any attention
to the couple having sex. People got horny, they had sex. It was
perfectly normal.

But Mincy watched them with a deep and
abiding fascination she had never felt before. She couldn’t tear
her eyes away. It did not occur to her to even try to tear her eyes
away, or to pretend she was reading her book. It was like it was
the most amazing thing she had ever seen.

Soon the man’s thrustings became more
powerful and urgent, pushing his slavegirl across the table faster
and harder as she moaned in pleasure. (Apparently, the vibrator
inside her had been vibrating. Imagine that! Mincy certainly was
imagining it. She’d never used a vibrator, of course, but she’d
heard things about them from older friends.) Eventually the man
groaned and his hips moved in a strange mechanical fashion. His
hips stopped moving shortly afterward, and he pulled his cock out
of her. A long strand of something glimmered between his cock and
her pussy then broke. He picked up his discarded shorts and put
them back on and helped his girl get up from the table and freed
her cuffs. She quickly fixed the dishes on the table in their
normal position and then they sat next to one another, his arm
draped around her shoulders as she leaned comfortably against him.
They both looked very happy and relaxed.

The man glanced at her and Mincy stopped
staring, mildly embarrassed. But only mildly. If you wanted to fuck
in public, that was OK. But you couldn’t complain about people
looking at you.

Mincy noticed that her pulse was up and it
had gotten hotter in the coffee shop all of a sudden. And the sight
of that poor bound girl being thrust against the table again and
again and the sound of her moans and his gasps…

Oh, it was definitely getting hot in the
coffee shop. So very, very hot.

Mincy quickly finished her now-lukewarm
coffee (the only thing in the coffee shop that wasn’t hot!) and
walked out of the shop and got on her bike to ride home. She had
originally intended to go to the malt shop after she’d had some
coffee and read, and hang out with some friends and maybe dance.
But some instinct told her to go home. Actually, it wasn’t pure
instinct.

As she rode, her mind was filled with images
of those two going at it, so much so that she had to work to focus
on the traffic in her bike lane. And that wasn’t the worst of
it.

The worst of it was her bike seat. It was not
normally a problem, it was a wide, comfy well-padded bike seat. But
it did have that part that stuck up in the middle. Normally she
didn’t notice it all, unless she went on a much longer ride than
normal, enough to make her butt get sore, in which case she noticed
the feel of that middle part and she really hated it, along with
the rest of her achy butt.

This wasn’t the same at all. Feeling her
pussy pressing against it was really good as her weight shifted on
the seat while she pedaled. Really, really good. Her pussy felt hot
and good. So very good. Even when she had to climb the steep grade
on Maklendo Street, she felt good. Sometimes it felt almost like
she would pass out from the goodness, but she didn’t.

When she got off her bike she could see that
the seat was damp. It also had a smell. Yech. She was pretty sure
her shorts were stained. Double yech! She’d never stained her bike
seat in that particular way before.

She parked her bike by the house after
buffing the seat clean of the stuff on it. There wasn’t that much,
but it was SO smelly!

Mincy walked into the house and of COURSE her
mom and dad were cuddled up on the living room sofa, watching a
game show on television.

“Hi, mom, hi dad!” she said
as she headed to the hallway that led to her room.

“Hi, Mincy!” said yerva,
her mom, smiling up at her, looking ever so comfy in dad’s
arms.

“Hi, Mincy!” said her dad
Balor, with his usual relaxed smile.

Mincy smiled back but said nothing, heading
straight to her room, closing her door and locking it.

Yerva and Balor looked at each other,
grinning. Mincy rarely hurried to her room like that. They both
wanted to laugh, but they were afraid to, since Mincy might hear
and it might hurt her feelings.

Feelings among women in bloom tended to be
very, very tender.

“I bet she locked the
door,” yerva said.

“Shall I go find out?”
Balor asked.

“Don’t you dare!” said
yerva.

Balor nodded, grinning. He knew better.

“I guess we’d better not
wait up on her,” said Balor.

“She’ll be busy with
herself,” said yerva. “I’ll save out some dinner for
her.”

Mincy hastily stripped off her clothes when
she got into her room then cleaned up her unusually sticky bottom
with tissues. She balled up the tissues afterward and put them in a
sock drawer to flush them later. They were stinky, she couldn’t
leave them in her room.

Mincy wasn’t acting intentionally, but she
was definitely up to something. She got like that sometimes.
Something led her to grab a towel and spread it out on her bed.
Then she took off all her clothes, she was not sure why but it
seemed very much the right thing to do. She was so hot!

Mincy went to her underwear drawer and picked
out her tiniest thong panties and got a length of clothesline that
she’d grabbed yesterday from the laundry room for some reason she
hadn’t thought about at the time. She got her scissors from her
makeup table and set it all on the bed beside the towel. Then she
turned on her room TV set and turned the volume all the way down
and set it to the sex channel. She thought for a moment and turned
on the radio to her fave channel, WPOP. The song airing at the time
wasn’t a fave, “Yakety Yak” by the Coasters, but it would do for
her purposes, whatever they were. She kept the music low, she
didn’t want anyone banging on the door and complaining about the
noise. It shouldn’t have to cover a lot of noise for whatever it
was she definitely wasn’t up to.

Then she sat down and watched the sex channel
for a long time, something she had never done before. The sex
channel was the most popular channel on television, among adults.
It showed people having sex and doing sexy things, 24/7, 365 days a
year. People took Polaroids and made 8 mm films and now 16mm films
of themselves and sent them in to the sex channel, and professional
filmmakers did the same, using models and more expensive, better
technology.

Mincy had never had the slightest interest in
the Sex Channel, thanks to the nersha that had coursed through her
veins until a couple of weeks ago.

The nersha (the full name was euthinertia,
but only doctors and newcasters called it that) was gone or all but
gone from her body now, and the sex channel was interesting to her.
Mincy watched the sex scene that was currently playing.

It was a master and his slavegirl. She was a
short brunette but she had large breasts and a round butt. Her
thighs were huge and so were her calves. She was stark naked, lying
face up on a bed with her ankle shackles tied to the sides of the
bed, doing a full split. Her wrists cuffs were tied parallel to her
legs, also to the side of the bed. (Like most beds for adults, it
had all sorts of rings and so forth for binding.)

There was a ballgag in her mouth and her chin
was shiny with drool. Deep moans of pleasure oozed from beneath the
gag, along with the drool.

Her pussy was completely bald, as was the
fashion among adult women. It had rubbery looking pink lips that
smooshed and yielded to the wand that her master was applying to
it, relentlessly.

The woman squirmed beneath the wand, her
whole body writhing helplessly on the bed. Mincy could see her
stomach muscles clenching as she writhed, the woman was in great
shape. Maybe she was a gymnast or something.

As Mincy watched, without even thinking about
it, she picked up her thong and balled it up and small as she could
and carefully stuffed it in her mouth, then cut off a length of
rope from her clothesline and tied it in place around her head with
a nice bow knot so she could remove it quickly if she had to. Then
she cut off another length of rope and quickly and clumsily tied
her wrists together in front of her.

Now she was bound and gagged and naked, so
she could do things properly, right from the beginning.

Then her bound hands stole down between her
legs and she began playing with herself.

Mincy had never done any of these things
before in her life. She had never wanted to. She’d heard about them
from older girlfriends who had blossomed. She hadn’t been all that
interested, though some other girls who had not blossomed were very
interested, even though like Mincy they had no sexual feelings to
speak of. Still, her friends often pestered older girls to tell
them about sex and what it was like.

Of course they all had parents and doctors
and other adults who would have told them all about sex if they had
asked. But most of them thought talking about sex with family
members and older adults generally was creepy. And doctors and
teachers talked about it all wrong. They didn’t get that gleam in
their eyes like the girls who had blossomed more recently did. And
that gleam made all the difference in listening to talk about sex,
somehow.

Mincy had heard enough to know that she could
get some relief from these feelings, at least temporarily (from all
she’d heard, VERY temporarily) by touching herself.

So she touched herself.

She found herself moist and sensitive.
Especially her pearl was sensitive. But she knew her pearl was what
she had to touch to get some relief, so she kept going at it.

While she had been tying herself up, the
scene on the sex channel had changed, to something Mincy found even
more arousing. Now it was showing a master actually fucking a
slavegirl. She was a blonde, with nice breasts and a spectacular
ass. She was tied face down on a bed. Her ass was up in the air.
Her knees were tied to the side of the bed by ropes, forcing her
legs apart but close enough to keep her butt hiked up. Her wrists
were shackled together beneath her raised butt and ropes ran from
them to the foot of the bed, where they were tightly tied, keeping
her arms straight beneath her. Another rope ran from the front ring
of her collar to the headboard of the bed.

Because of the way she was tied, she could
not change position much at all. Mincy envied her. (Where had that
come from?)

Her Master was kneeling behind her on the
bed, with his hands resting on the blonde’s ass. (Her name was jugi
Marpiza, his was Clicor Marpiza, the names of all performers on the
Sex Channel were generally shown in a little cartouche on the
corner of the screen so they could get all the acclaim and credit
for their sexual prowess. They got money, too, of course.)

Clicor was a tall, rangy man with a long,
thick cock, which he was shoving in and out of jugi’s pussy slowly.
Jugi squirmed and writhed on the bed in front of him, looking back
at him and begging and pleading inarticulately with him through her
gag for either mercy or more, Mincy wasn’t sure which, and it kinda
didn’t matter. It was sexy, whatever it was.

Then the camera angle moved to a close-up and
Mincy saw that the man’s cock was in her asshole, not her
pussy.

That would explain all the moaning and the
pleading. Mincy’s butt puckered up just watching. Why would anyone
do that? Jugi’s pussy was RIGHT THERE! That had to hurt!

Then again, some girls liked being hurt. A
lot of them, to some degree or another. Everyone varied a lot with
regard to what kind of sex they liked.

Then the camera shifted to the two of them
from the side and it looked a lot more like sex and Mincy got more
interested. She’d been interested in the anal, painful as it
looked, because it was a master fucking a slavegirl in some way,
and that was what she was there for.

She wasn’t really thinking about what she was
doing as she stroked her pearl, and that was just as well. Her
fingers were just naturally doing more of what felt good and less
of what didn’t feel good, and she was feeling better and better
because of what her fingers were up to, all unseen but not
unnoticed.

Jugi had a way of squirming and moaning that
was exactly in synch with the feelings the scene was creating in
Mincy. It was amazing, the way her butt squirmed as Clicor thrust
into it again and again. Jugi was tied down so securely that there
wasn’t much she could do except squirm her butt, but she did that
eloquently.

And the cries that jugi made through her gag
were extremely expressive, too. They were soft animal moans mixed
with occasional high-pitched squeals that seemed to be dragged out
of her very being, rather than something jugi was doing
consciously.

Clicor for his part growled and encouraged
jugi to release, to give herself up to him. But jugi did not give
herself up to him. She waggled her butt as if trying to get his
cock out of it.

Mincy found the whole thing literally
mesmerizing, especially the way the Master’s long, straight cock
slid in and out of jugi’s ass. Her eyes could not leave the
screen.

Then jugi succeeded in dislodging Clicor’s
cock from her ass. Clicor paused and slid something off his cock
and tossed it aside. It was a condom! He’d been wearing a condom!
Mincy had thought his cock was kind of shiny and he had a dark band
of color at its base. She thought it was natural color, she’d never
really looked at a cock before. (Cocks were fairly
improbable-looking to start with, to Mincy.)

Then Clicor thrust his cock into jugi’s
pussy, and the squirming began anew. It started out less intense
but soon grew more intense. The same was true of jugi’s moaning. It
got a lot more mindless and animalistic very quickly.

And unknown to Mincy, she was getting more
mindless and animalistic, too. She was squirming just as much as
jugi was. She had lost all consciousness of where she was or what
she was doing. Her mind only had room for all the feelings that
were suddenly flowing up from her pussy. Her heart was hammering
and her breath rasped harshly in her nose. Muffled moans were all
that got through her gag, moans Mincy heard but was utterly
unconscious of. (Mincy had not anticipated that the gag would
stifle her moans, but it definitely came in handy for that.)

The pleasure was flowing through her mind
like a river that originated in her pussy. Her fingers were sliding
over her pearl with a deftness Mincy hadn’t known she had. Then her
forearm brushed her nipple as she masturbated in a deep sexual
trance and it was almost like her nipple sent out sparks of
pleasure.

Mincy’s non-pearl stroking hand quickly
worked its way out of the ropes around her wrists (she had done a
very clumsy job of tying her wrists up) and went up to her nipple
and started playing with it. A stream of pleasure blossomed from
her nipple and flowed to her mind, joining the river of pleasure in
Mincy’s mind, and it was just too much, too much, and Mincy
collapsed on her bed as her body began shuddering with pleasure as
she came.

It was her first orgasm, and it was an
intense orgasm. Mincy wasn’t sure how long it lasted, but when it
was over she found herself lying on her side on the bed, filled
with the most wonderful sense of relaxation and pleasure she had
ever felt in her life. She just laid there, soaking it all in. So
much relaxation and peace after being so very roused by all the sex
stuff. Her body felt absolutely wonderful and totally relaxed from
the tips of the hairs on her head to the tips of her toenails, and
everything in between.

In seconds, Mincy was totally asleep.

She awoke hours later. The dial on her wall
clock showed it was 4 a.m. Mincy stretched languorously, still
feeling very relaxed and good, though not that almost incredible
goodness she’d felt when she fell asleep. That had to have been a
sex thing. She’d read the phrase post-orgasmic bliss and she bet
that was it. “Couples cuddling and basking in post-orgasmic bliss”
had been the line. She’d had no idea what it meant at the time.
Though the thought of doing that whole post-orgasmic bliss in the
arms of a man, oh, that sounded so wonderful. Aftercare they called
it, like it was some kind of medical treatment. Silly people. How
about afterecstasy instead?

The room wasn’t dark, the TV was still on and
it cast flickering white light over her room. The radio was still
going, playing “Twilight Time” by the Platters for anyone up at
this hour. The beanpole and woggle designs on the curtains that
covered her bedroom window seemed to ripple gently in time to the
music.

Mincy looked over at the TV. She had to know.
Yes, the sex channel was still spilling out content for anyone
horny who was up at 4 a.m. A woman was tied face up on a bed, with
her legs and arms both tied to the headboard of the bed. Her legs
were raised above her head and to either side of her body, curling
her back so her butt was fully exposed to her Master and the
camera. Her Master was spanking her butt. Then he PUT HIS ENTIRE
FIST INTO HER PUSSY while she squirmed in agony or ecstasy, or
maybe agony AND ecstasy, it was hard to tell.

Mincy’s eyes were the size of saucers as she
watched the master fist fuck his slavegirl. She’d never been
interested in sex because of nersha before this, but now that she
WAS interested, all these wild sex things they did on the sex
channel had stopped being theoretical and had been thrust into the
realm of scarily personal reality.

Like, she really wanted a man to tie her up
and put his cock in her pussy. It sounded like the very best thing
ever to her. And it hadn’t sounded even interesting a few days
ago.

Now it was the gates of heaven, as far as she
was concerned. But she wasn’t sure if she could handle having
someone’s HAND inside her. She wasn’t even sure the girl on the sex
channel was handling it, she was doing an awful lot of squirming
and moaning. It looked awfully sincere to Mincy. She was pretty
sure she’d be doing some VERY sincere squirming and moaning in that
situation.

As she watched, Mincy’s hand stole unbidden
down to her pearl and began caressing it, her body still wanting
more. And it did feel so good.

She’d somehow worked the gag mostly out of
her mouth as she slept, though part of it was caught in the rope
that had held it in, so it hung limply from her face.

Mincy sighed and stuffed the panties back in
her mouth. She was going to make some noises.

 





Chapter 3

Breakfast

 


Two hours later it was 6 a.m., early for
Mincy to be showering but not unheard-of early. She’d fallen asleep
sometime around 8 pm the previous night, so she’d had a good
night’s sleep. She was not sleepy at all. She’d enjoyed that
wonderful lassitude after each of the several orgasms she’d had
that morning, but she hadn’t fallen asleep afterward. Instead, each
time she laid there til the lassitude passed and she got bored and
looked at the Sex Channel again, and that was all it took, no
matter what was on.

The shower was necessary at six a.m. because
Mincy reeked of sex, or thought she did. (She did.) It felt great
to let the warm water course down her body, almost too great. (She
was starting to distrust pleasure on general principles. Who knew
what might get her started?)

She got back to her room and successfully
resisted the urge to turn on the TV and hence the Sex Channel. She
knew that if she took one glance at the bodies on the screen she’d
be stroking her pearl again. And she had something to do today.

She wanted a man to fuck her. That alone
wouldn’t have been a problem. All she had to do was put on a Free
Use collar and go to a sex park or even just some busy place and
linger hopefully until some horny Master (and they wee all horny,
all the time, to hear older girls talk) took pity on her and fucked
her brains out. Maybe right there on the street.

She would LOVE to have a Master come and
claim her and use her in her room. But that would never happen, of
course. Well, not for a long while. It was considered way outside
the pale for a Master to claim a slavegirl right after she went off
nersha because she wouldn’t say no to ANY Master, no matter how
grotty he might be. No, Mincy would have to do the searching, like
all the other slavegirls fresh off nersha.

(The thought of being claimed by even a
grotty Master turned her on. Before, it would have horrified her.
Mincy was going through some changes.)

Mincy also dumped her tissues deep in the
kitchen garbage, garbage whose reek would mask the lesser reek of
her tissues.

Mincy went back to her room and changed into
a nice summer outfit. It was a lot sexier than the clothing she
ordinarily wore, but at least she wasn’t naked. She wasn’t wearing
a bra under her sheer blouse, nor panties under her short skirt.
She was wearing socks under her cycling shoes.

Mincy wasn’t particularly concerned about
people seeing her butt. She was wearing clothes. Her mother went
naked mostly, as did most collared women, which was most adult
women.

Still, it would be but the work of a moment
to get her clothes off if she found a horny Master.

The problem was, Mincy wasn’t just looking
for any Master. She wanted her first time to be with one of the
boys from school, one that she liked.

So she planned to ride over and visit a few
boys and see if they had any interest in her. She was almost
certain they would. Boys went through the same thing girls did when
they went off nersha, everyone knew that. It was even harder on
them, people said, though Mincy wasn’t buying that one. About as
bad? Maybe. Worse? Icky boys who loved nasty stuff? No way.

When she came back out to the kitchen yerva
was out making breakfast, naked as usual. Mincy sat at the table
with Grig. She was famished, and she was very glad when her mother
shoveled a big stack of pancakes on her plate as well as some eggs.
Mincy slathered the pancakes with maple syrup and butter and went
at them.

Her father only got two pancakes, and yerva
gave herself just a single slice of toast with virtually no butter
and a slice of melon. Her latest diet, Mincy supposed. It was
better than the jello food phase yerva had gone through. Mincy
generally watched what she ate, but when she really got hungry,
like after a long bike ride, she tended to load up on the
carbs.

“Sleep well last night?”
Grig asked.

“Very well,” said Mincy
smiling.

“Great!” said Grig. He let
Mom handle raising her, mostly, but he was always there to say nice
things to her when they talked. The nice things weren’t all that
important to Mincy. She could tell that both her parents liked and
approved of her. That’s what mattered. Of course, being parents
their judgment was deeply flawed on many important things, most
especially boys, but also music and fashion and just about
everything else. But they really liked her, and Mincy was smart
enough to know that there was nothing wrong with that.

“Got any plans for today?”
yerva asked.

“I thought I’d visit some
boys,” Mincy said.

“Any boys in particular?”
yerva asked.

“No,” Mincy said. “Just
some boys in general.” She wasn’t going to give yerva any names.
Mincy knew that if she did, yerva would be on the phone as soon as
she left, scheming with all the other moms to get whoever they
thought was right hooked up with her. All her friends hated that
their moms did that, but there was no stopping them. Moms had no
self-control.

“I see,” yerva said. “Well
have fun with them.

“I’m hoping to,” said Mincy
with a sly smile.

A few moments later, Mincy rode off on her
bike, glad the previous night’s dew had made the scent of her butt
less pronounced.

And in just a few yards the feel of the bike
seat got very, very good again. Mincy didn’t really mind. That good
feeling would propel her to the homes of the boys she desired.

And did she ever desire them.

Back at the house, Grig grinned at yerva.

“You didn’t really expect
her to tell you who she’s after?” Grig said.

“Of course not, but a girl
can hope,” said yerva. “I mean, I was the same way with my mom when
I went off nersha, wouldn’t part with a word to her about my plans.
I just want to do the best for her I can, is all.”

“You don’t want to live
vicariously through her even a little bit?” Grig asked.

“Of course I do,” said
yerva. “I’m only human. But I know when to back off.”

“I hear you, mine,” said
Grig, grinning.

“Anyway, I’m pretty sure I
know who she’s going to go after,” said yerva. “She’ll probably
make a run at the Simson’s oldest boy to start with.”

“Who?” Grig
asked.

“You wouldn’t know him,”
said yerva. “He hasn’t ever been over. But he is widely considered
the dreamiest boy in school.”

“Ah, I sense the Mom
Network in action,” said Grig.

“Duh,” replied yerva.
“Anyway, all this talk about Mincy getting laid has got me horny,
Master. Got time for a quickie before I take you in to
work?”

“Got anything particular in
mind, mine?” Grig asked.

“Blowjob with a vibe?”
yerva said. “Right here at the table. You won’t even have to get
up, or stop eating.”

“Don’t threaten me with a
good time, mine,” Grig said. He said ‘mine’ a lot when yerva got
horny, as she clearly was right now. “Get to it.”

“Yes, Master,” said yerva,
her whole body turning into a smile. She went to the kitchen
cabinet and picked out the vibe she kept hidden among the pots and
pans for sex emergencies. Yerva bent over at the waist with her
legs spread wide, giving her Master a good view as she shoved the
vibrator slowly, carefully and deeply into her pussy until its
little plastic nub was resting right up against her clit. She
clinched (kegels were a regular part of her exercise routine) and
straightened up with the vibrator now poking out of her pussy. She
waked over to Grig and turned around with her hands clasped behind
her back so he could lock the cuffs together. Grig obliged with the
skill of long experience and gave her ass a smack when he was
through.

Yerva thrilled a little as he did so.
Twenty-five years married and she still thrilled when her Master
bound her.

Then she bent over with her legs spread wide,
the vibe in her pussy exposed to him.

“Please turn me on, Master,
I beg you,” said yerva. She still liked begging Grig for sex,
too.

“Very well, mine,” Grig
said. He reached out and flipped the switch on the end of the vibe,
sending waves of pleasure surging through her pussy.

“Thank you, Master,” yerva
said.

“You’re welcome, slut,”
said Grig. “Now get under that table and suck my cock. And don’t
you dare cum without begging me for permission.”

“Yes, Master,” yerva said
breathily. She’d hoped Grig would say that. She loved begging him
for permission, period, but begging him for permission to cum was
the best. She slipped under the table and knee-crawled between his
legs and took his cock in her mouth.

Yerva knew Grig’s cock well and she began
working it with all her skill and knowledge while the vibrator in
her pussy rewarded her for her efforts in a very direct and
sexually satisfying way. Soon his cock was rock hard in her mouth.
But it stalled there. Yerva knew why. Grig was playing with her. He
wanted her to beg. Yerva wanted to beg.

She let the vibe do its sexy work, enjoying
the taste and smell of Grig’s cock sliding in and out of her mouth
and the feel of being bound and on her knees and most of all she
felt her pussy being relentlessly vibed, sending a stream of
pleasure straight to her brain. Soon she was squirming beneath the
table as the waves of pleasure began to swamp her brain.

“Pweeze!” she said through
Grig’s cock. “Pweeze eh ee uh.”

“No, slut, keep sucking,”
Grig said. He was being so Masterful. Yerva almost came at his
denial of her. But she didn’t. Master had forbidden it. She got
back to her sucking.

But the vibe did not relent, and in a very
short time she felt herself on the verge of cumming again.

“Pweeze,” she moaned.
“Pweeeeeze. Ah ahn an eh. Pwee…”

“No, slut, suck harder.
Make me cum. Make me cum, then you can cum while I am cumming,”
Grig ordered. “Now serve your master.”

“Yeff, maffa,” yerva
moaned, drool sputtering around Grig’s cock. She focused on making
Grig cum with all her skill, and in a very short time she felt the
throbbing that meant Grig was about to cum. She gave in the vibe
and immediately began cumming, even as she felt and tasted Grig
cumming in her mouth. She and Grig both came, Grig grabbing her
head and pushing it down on his cock as was his Masterful custom.
When he finished cumming he let go of her.

Yerva rocked back on her heels when he let
go, and the vibe dug deeper into her pussy as her butt rested on
her legs. She shuddered and started as the vibe forced more orgasms
out of her. She quickly got off her legs and knee-crawled out from
under the table and rose to her feet and stood with her back to
Grig, her pussy oozing with juices.

“Please, Master,” she
begged. Grig always made her beg. It was just one of the reasons
she loved him.

Grig casually unfastened her cuffs.

“May I remove the vibe,
Master?” yerva begged.

“Sure, girl, don’t want you
distracted while you drive,” said Grig as he zipped up his
fly.

“Thank you, Master,” yerva
said, pulling the sticky, stinky vibe out of her pussy. She put it
on a paper towel by the sink for washing off later.

Grig walked over to yerva and grabbed her and
gave her a warm hug, his way of saying “Thanks,” and a very nice
way it was.

“Thank you, Master,” yerva
said as she melted into his arms.

“My pleasure,” Grig said,
and yerva didn’t have to see his face to know he was
smiling.

Later in the car, as she drove Grig to his
job at the Wiltonia Inc. factory (yerva still wasn’t sure what they
made, engine parts for something she thought) yerva said, “You
know, with Mincy pretty much in heat, you’re probably going to have
to fuck me a lot over the next few months, Master.”

“Threatening me with a good
time again, eh?” Grig said, smiling. “At least it should be easier
now that Mincy is so distracted.”

“God, yes,” said yerva
happily. Now that Mincy was off nersha, they could be proper adults
again.

 





Chapter 4

Jarral’s Room

 


Mincy cruised down the street, the day
glittering before her. It was a beautiful spring day, the wind
caressing her skin also sent her long brunette locks flowing over
her shoulder as she breezed along.

And that bike seat worked her pussy like it
was designed for that. And maybe it was. People were so horny,
including bicycle designers, she supposed.

Mincy made her way over to a neighborhood
about a mile from hers. It was much nicer than hers, the homes were
bigger, often with two stories, and often made of brick. The cars
were mostly parked in garages, but often there were several so some
were left in the driveway and they tended to look shiny and
new.

Mincy was headed toward a street where Stessa
Simson lived. Stessa was a star wide receiver for the football
team. He was also a track star. He was also handsome. He also had a
pleasant, easygoing personality. And his parents were rich. Well,
maybe not rich but well off.

He and Mincy hadn’t interacted much in
school, though she’d helped him in English class a time or two, and
found him very pleasant and engaging, for a boy.

Now that she and Stessa were off the nersha
Mincy figured she’d find him MUCH more pleasant and engaging.

But as she approached Stessa’s house, she saw
a couple of dozen of her classmates heading out of the street
Stessa lived on.

They were all female and they were all
Mincy’s age, and when Mincy noticed that she realized that she
wasn’t the only one who had thought about visiting Stessa.

But why so many of them? And why were they
leaving all at once?

“Hey, Mincy!” cried Mincy’s
friend Bevela. “Heading over to Stessa’s house?”

“Yeah,” said Mincy, pulling
up opposite Bevela on her bike. Bevela was wearing nothing but a
Free Use collar, cuffs, shackles and bike shoes. She had clearly
been laid, a full slavegirl. She could have worn clothes after she
got laid, it was allowed. But most girls liked to go naked once the
nersha took hold. Mincy just wasn’t ready to go naked herself. It
was fairly common that girls just going off nersha weren’t ready to
go naked. Generally after they’d been fucked by a few Masters they
got more relaxed about nudity. A lot more relaxed. But it was kind
of up to them. Some few women never went naked, even at the beach.
“What’s up? Were all of you over at Stressa’s house?”

“Yeah,” said Bevela. “It’s
really weird, I guess EVERYBODY wanted to take a shot at having
Stessa for a Master. His parents had to put up one of those ‘take a
number’ things like they have at car washes and stuff.”

“That’s… weird,” Mincy
said.

“Oh, god yes,” said Bevela.
“I’ve visited a couple of other guys and found hen parties, but
nothing like this.”

“Why are you all leaving?”
Mincy asked.

“Oh, his mom said he needed
to sleep and chased us all out,” said Bevela. “She said we could
come back in eight hours and our numbers would still be
good.”

“Why didn’t he sleep last
night?” Mincy asked.

“Because he got off the
nersha three days ago and he’s been fucking girls nonstop since
yesterday,” said another girl, laughing.

“Ah,” Mincy said, smiling.
“I understand.”

“You just got off the
nersha?” Bevela asked.

“Just a couple of weeks
ago,” said Mincy. “I should like to meet an agreeable gentleman and
spend some time with him.”

This comment had several girls giggling
furiously. They were all fresh off nersha, all 18 and let off the
nersha right after graduating from high school, as was the
practice. They all knew that Mincy was horny as hell, because they
were, too. If sex pheromones were visible they’d all be trailing
clouds of the stuff, and there would be a massive cloud over the
group of them.

“So you went Free Use?”
Mincy asked Bevela, to get the focus off herself.

“Yeah, my parents took me
off nersha as soon as I turned 18, since I did that Advance
Placement thing and graduated months ago,” said Bevela. “Almost all
the guys my age were still on nersha, and I was SO horny, so I just
went Free Use.”

“How was it?” Mincy asked.
“I’ve been thinking about going Free Use myself.”

“It was absolute heaven,
mostly,” said Bevela. “I went to sex park and spent the day getting
my brains Mastered out. It was so much fun. In fact, that’s where
I’m going now. You can always find a Master at a sex
park.”

“I’ll bear that in mind,”
said Mincy. “I don’t want to wind up fucking someone’s porch rail
just because it’s there.”

More giggling.

“Oh, I did that,” cried one
girl, and all of them started laughing. “I couldn’t help it! It was
a dreamy porch rail!”

That got them going again. They were horny,
but they were all in a good mood. The day was young and boys were
around. Fun was to be had, sexy fun.

“Well good luck, sister, I
hope you all find collars around your necks real soon,” said
Mincy.

“Same to you, sister,”
Bevela said with a smile, waving and riding off with the rest of
the girls. They were on a boy hunt, and they didn’t have much time
to visit non-boys. But gossip was always good. Moms didn’t have the
only network in town.

Mincy was on a boy hunt, too. She had several
other boys on her list who would likely be popular. It was clearly
time to reassess that strategy. Mincy did not want to take a
number, she wanted to be taken.

Mincy decided to try Option X instead. There
was a boy she liked that was not especially popular. His name was
Jarral, and he was a tall, skinny boy. He always looked like he
needed a ham sammich, but he ate ferociously at lunch time and
never seemed very interested in food otherwise, so Mincy supposed
he wasn’t starving.

He was also freakishly strong, given that his
arms and legs were so skinny. Between classes Mincy had once seen
one of the school bullies hit him on the shoulder and then wince
and grab his hand. Jarral hardly seemed bothered by the blow.

“Let that be a lesson to
you,” Jarral had said with a smirk and this had led to some pushing
and shoving that was quickly broken up by a nearby teacher, who of
course sent both Jarral and the bully to the principal.

But Jarral wasn’t at all athletic. He read a
lot. Huge books. Well, books of all size, but to most of the
students voluntarily reading was a chore (it wasn’t the best
school) and they were impressed that Jarral sometimes read big
books for fun. It was sort of like those cyclists that liked to do
100 kilometer rides for fun. All the kids rode bikes but most
didn’t go crazy with it.

Mincy was a bit of a reader herself, not the
way Jarral was, but it wasn’t a chore for her. That had largely
been the basis for their friendship in school. They talked about
books they read at lunch. It was fun, fun the other kids didn’t
get. It made an intimacy that the other kids DID get, and as a
result, Mincy got a little kidding about being “Spiderboy’s
slavegirl.”

Mincy had sneered at that. She knew she could
do a lot better than Spiderboy. She was pretty and normal. She’d
get a normal boy.

Yet here she was, cycling toward Spiderboy’s
house. She was pretty sure she was the only girl who was cycling
toward Spiderboy’s house. She was slightly worried that Jarral was
tall. And that he was, if not outright handsome, easy on the eyes.
Some girls liked tall, kinda handsome guys. But Mincy hoped
Jarral’s extraordinary skinniness, combined with the fact that he
was basketball player tall rather than just tall, would discourage
them.

It didn’t discourage Mincy. She liked Jarral.
That made up for a lot.

Jarral’s house was a couple of miles away, in
a less prosperous. but still middle-class neighborhood (All the
neighborhoods in Bebop City were middle class, some were just more
--or less-- middle class than others. Except for the black
neighborhoods, of course.)

It was an easy ride over flat ground, and
Mincy was soon rolling onto Jarral’s street. She knew it well,
they’d studied together a few times. Mincy had a bad moment when
she saw a half dozen or so girl’s bikes parked in a driveway on the
street, until she remembered that Vandy Makran, a right tackle on
the school’s football team, lived across the street from Jarral.
And sure enough, all the bikes were parked in Vandy’s parents’
driveway. Of course.

Mincy saw a couple of girls hanging out on
Vandy’s porch and she waved to them as she rolled past, as it was
obvious they had seen her. Now everybody would know she’d visited
Jarral. She’d hear about that a lot.

It didn’t matter at all to her. She REALLY
wanted to get fucked. Jarral was far from the bottom of the list of
boys she’d let fuck her. In fact, she couldn’t think of any she
wouldn’t let fuck her right now. She needed it bad.

Amd she might get fucked by Jarral, a boy she
knew and liked, so it was definitely worth it. Mincy was fairly
sure an awful lot of girls were fucking just about any Master that
moved.

Mincy parked her bike in Jarral’s yard. There
was a bike there, but it might be Jarral’s mom’s or sister’s bike,
Mincy hoped.

She knocked on the front door and Jarral’s
mom mwarah answered it.

“Oh, Mincy, so nice to see
you!” mwarah said, smiling broadly. “Come on in!”

“Thank you,” Mincy said,
smiling back. She walked into the Jazar’s living room. All the
furniture was large and the coffee table was well away from the
very long sofa. Jarral’s father was tall, too, though not quite as
tall as Jarral.

“I thought I’d come see
Jarral,” said Mincy, smiling.

“Of course,” said mwarah,
an ‘of course’ that spoke volumes. “He’s in his room, I’ll let him
know you’re here.”

“Thank you,” said Mincy,
smiling.

She waited, heart hammering. Now that she was
on the point of fucking a Master, she was nervous about the
prospect of doing so. It was perfectly natural. Everybody did
it.

Didn’t matter how embarrassed or frightened
she was though. She needed to be Mastered. Nothing else mattered
the way that mattered.

Mincy looked around the room. It looked about
like everyone’s living room. A low-slung, angular sofa with a
low-slung, ovoid blond wood coffee table in front of it. Opposite
the sofa was a big television console, probably bought on credit
like everyone else’s, because those big sets were expensive. Had to
be a twenty-inch screen!

There was a set of rabbit ears on top of the
console. It was probably a black and white TV. There were color TV
sets out there, but they were pricey, and with the kind of
reception you got most of the time, the colors tended to look
grainy and blurry even on the sets in the TV stores.

Mincy didn’t have long to look, but she did
admire the satellite clock on the wall, just before Mwara came down
the hallway with Jarral looming behind her. He wasn’t that bulky
but he was so tall he had to duck a little to avoid banging he head
into the shade of the ceiling light in the hallway.

But his face was filled with a very welcoming
smile when he saw Mincy.

“Mincy, so glad you came
by,” he said. “What’s up?”

But Mincy knew from the gleam in his eye that
Jarral knew exactly why Mincy was here, because it was right after
graduation and everybody was off nersha and why else would Mincy be
visiting?

“Nothing much,” said Mincy
smiling. “I just thought I’d see if you wanted to hang with me,
maybe discuss that new Asimov.”

“Oh, I’d love that, got a
copy in my room,” said Jarral, grinning.

“Oh, I’d love to see it,”
said Mincy.

Mwara said nothing, she just stood and
smiled. She was trying not to laugh.

“Sure, come on in,” said
Jarral, the gleam in his eyes glowing brighter, which Mwara would
have sworn was impossible, but there it was.

“You kids have fun,” said
Mwara. “I’ll be out here if you need me, Queen of the Day is
on.”

Mincy used to watch the other two channels
you could get in Bebop City, with their game shows and soap operas
and all those stupid Westerns. They were boring but pleasant.

Now that she understood the appeal of the sex
channel Mincy couldn’t imagine watching those other channels ever
again.

“Sure thing, Mom,” said
Jarral as he led Mincy to his room. Both of them were walking
fast.

Mincy entered Jarral’s room. It was just as
she remembered it from visits when they were both still on enersha.
It wasn’t a big room, and Jarral’s bed took up a lot of it. It was
long but not wide and had a rumpled blue blanket on it.

Sitting opposite the bed was a desk with a TV
channel on it and a chair sitting in front of it. Mincy would have
bet every penny she owned that Jarral had been sitting in that
chair watching the sex channel when she came calling.

“So I’m guessing you’re off
the nersha, too,” said Jarral conversationally. He was looking at
her. Hungrily. It thrilled her to see it.

“Yes,” said Mincy. She
looked back at him, just as hungrily, though she wasn’t aware of
it. She wanted him so bad.

“God, it’s been incredible,
I can’t take my eyes off the sex channel,” said Jarral, who wanted
Mincy every bit as badly as she wanted him. “My brain has shut down
and I’ve got a perma-boner.”

“Oh, god, yes,” said Mincy.
“It’s been the same for me, except for the boner of course. It’s
been driving me NUTS. It took all my willpower to get dressed and
go out today, instead of just staying in my room with the sex
channel.”

“Well it’s more will power
than I had,” Jarral said, smiling. He had a really nice smile. That
was a lot of his charm. And it was so nice to be talking to someone
who was going through the same thing she was, who understood it.
And who was male. And who might fuck her.

“So you wanna try out some
of those things people are doing on the sex channel?” Jarral asked.
It was The Question and Mincy was so glad to hear Jarral ask
it.

“God, yes,” said Mincy. She
was surprised at the vehemence of her words. She knew she wanted to
get fucked, but it sounded like she was absolutely dying to get
fucked.

Well she kind was. But she didn’t like
sounding like she was. It had to be a side effect of going off the
nersha. The horniness was eroding her self-control. A lot.

“Great!” said Jarral. He
took Mincy in his arms and slowly leaned over and kissed her on the
lips. Mincy melted into his arms and opened her mouth and responded
enthusiastically to his kiss. She wasn’t sure if she was doing
kissing right, and she wasn’t sure he was doing kissing right, but
it felt great, whatever it was. She wrapped her arms around him and
pulled him close.

The kiss lasted several minutes.

Meanwhile, in the living room, mwara was on
the phone to yerva.

“Hi, yerva?” she said.
“This is mwara Nimbor, Jarral’s mother. I just want you to know
that Mincy is over here visiting with Jarral.”

“Oh, that’s wonderful
news,” said yerva. “She likes Jarral, used to enjoy talking about
books with him in class. They even studied together a few
times.”

“Yes, Jarral used to say
nice things about her, and we met Mincy when she came to visit
Jarral,” mwara said. “She seemed like a very nice girl. I’m glad it
was her who came by. I just didn’t know if she’d told you where she
was headed.”

“She didn’t, and I really
appreciate that you called to let me know,” said yerva. “Kids have
no idea how much parents worry about them, and of course we have to
pretend we don’t.”

“God, yes,” mwara said.
“Have you heard about the Simson boy?”

“The boy they had get one
of those take-a-number systems for because of all the girls coming
over?” yerva said. “God, yes, it’s been all over. Let me tell you,
I heard…”

...and the were off to the races. The mom’s
network was on overdrive with all the news about all the 18 year
olds finally off nersha and going at it all over town. It would
stay that way for months.

Back in Jarrals’ room, the kiss finally
ended. They gazed into each others’ eyes, each seeing the hunger
there and so very glad to see it.

“I guess I should tie you
up now,” Jarral said tentatively.

“Yo don’t have to if you
don’t want to,” said Mincy.

“I do, I do, I just… want
to fuck you so bad,” said Jarral.

“Oh, yes,” breathed Mincy.
“Me, too.”

“You want to fuck you so
bad?” Jarrals asked.

“You know what I mean,
silly,” said Mincy, smiling. Even at a time like this he joked.
Mincy wasn’t sure if that was a good sign or a bad one, and she
didn’t care. She wanted to fuck so much. Goodly, badly, she needed
it.

“OK, let’s do it!” Jarral
cried, and he pulled off his T-shirt and pulled off his shorts and
his undies.

Mincy, seeing him strip, did the same,
kicking off her biking shoes and socks and pulling off her blouse
and dropping her short skirt down around her ankles and stepping
out of it.

The thing that Mincy immediately noticed
about Jarral was his cock. It came springing up out of his shorts
and bobbed in front of his body. It was not long and thin like the
rest of his body. If it had been proportionate, it would have
looked like a finger sprouting from his crotch. A really long one.
That would have been creepy. And to be honest, Mincy had been
afraid of that.

But Jarral’s cock was thick, like the normal
guy’s cocks on the sex channel. (There were some guys on the sex
channel with abnormally big cocks and they were fun to watch but
kinda scary.) It didn’t look super long hanging out of the rest of
Jarral’s super long body, but it was still nice sized.

And it was hard, bobbing in the air, and it
was hers to play with.

“Ooh,” Mincy
said.

Jarral meantime had been captivated by
Mincy’s breasts. They were wonderful. They were large and round and
they defied gravity. Mincy’s pointy brown nipples pointed in
different directions, and slightly upward. Her breasts hung below
them, jiggling enticingly with her tiniest movement.

And beneath them was a brown thatch of pubic
hair above her slit. Her thick labia had inner labia hanging out of
them like pink sea animals ready to dart back into their crevice at
the slightest motion. Except they didn’t.

Jarral’s cock throbbed just at the sight of
Mincy’s pussy. He wondered if it was wet. He bet it was.

“On the bed, girl,” Jarral
growled. It was the sort of thing men said on the sex
channel.

“Yes, Master,” Mincy said,
because that was the sort of thing women said on the sex channel.
They’d been taught how to have sex in sex ed classes of course, but
the sex ed classes had no credibility with Jarral, Mincy and most
teens, because the sex ed classes deliberately removed every last
bit of joy and pleasure from sex. Sure, they showed you how to tie
your partner up safely in sex ed class, and how and why to use
safewords, but it was all so dry and dull and dutiful. Very much
the sort of thing you’d teach kids who were full of nersha and
didn’t care anyway.

The sex channel was just the opposite, it was
all joy and pleasure. Jarral and Mincy found this much more
credible because it matched the experiences they had when they
orgasmed.

Now the two of them writhed in delirious
pleasure on the bed, finally able to do the one thing they’d been
wanting to ever since the nersha vanished from their bodies.
Quickly enough Jarral wound up on top of Mincy, or she wound up
under Jarral. With all the orgiastic squirming they were doing, it
was really hard to tell who squirmed how and where. Mincy spread
her legs wide and Jarral mindlessly thrust his cock in the general
direction of Mincy’s pussy as they kissed passionately and pawed
one another’s bodies.

Eventually the head of Jarral’s cock lodged
in Mincy’s slit. Jarral had just enough consciousness to stop
thrusting randomly and to keep his cock head in Mincy’s slit and
make short thrusts to drive it in.

Mincy, who was just as aflame with passion as
Jarral, wanted that cock in her and she reached down and grabbed
its pulsing surface and shoved it into her pussy. The head was
buried in her pussy lips already, with Mincy’s help the head slid
past her labia and plunged into the wet, throbbing recesses of her
vagina.

Mincy moaned in pleasure and spread her legs
wider, her arms wrapped around his body. It was strange, she
expected his skinny arms and back to be soft, but they weren’t. His
muscles were hard, they just weren’t big.

The hardest part of him was inside her now.
She could feel it moving back and forth inside her.

Jarral could feel the slick walls of Mincy’s
pussy moving around his cock as he thrust back and forth mindlessly
inside her. He had lost all control, he was just a machine for
driving his cock back and forth inside Mincy’s sweet, sweet
pussy.

Jarral lost all track of time as he fucked
Mincy, as did Mincy. The nersha that had left their system had left
their minds and bodies totally vulnerable to the raging sex
hormones that had been building up inside them for years. Because
nersha didn’t block the production of testosterone or estrogen or
any of the hormones that naturally developed with puberty. They
just prevented the nervous system from being affected by those
hormones.

And now their nervous systems were being
flooded with those hormones and it was like a dam had broken, and a
raging flood of lust had swamped their minds.

Then suddenly, Jarral felt his cock release.
He was cumming, cumming inside a woman, cumming inside Mincy, and
it was such an overwhelming feeling that it was like he’d been
struck by lightning. His whole body spasmed as he released inside
Mincy. Then it was all gone, all gone, and he slumped atop her,
exhausted.

“Wha… what?” Mincy cried as
Jarral stopped fucking her.

Jarral said nothing, he was just lying there
in post-orgasmic bliss, the real thing. The real thing. He’d fucked
a woman, an actual woman, a woman he really liked, too.

This was heaven.

“Hey!” Mincy said. “Come
on! Make with the fu… did you cum already?”

She was outraged. She had not cum, and she
really, really, really needed to cum. Her pussy felt like an atomic
time bomb, about to explode and wipe out Western civilization in
the process.

“Yuh,” said Jarral, his
eyes half-closed, so full of pleasure.

“I wanna cum!” Mincy said.
“Come on! Please!”

She was lying naked beneath a man with her
legs spread wide and his cock in her pussy, begging him to fuck
her.

It was glorious. She felt like a real
slavegirl. Well it was glorious except for the
not-getting-fucked-at-the-moment part. That sucked, because Mincy
was so fucking horny.

“Master, please, please,
please...” Mincy said, her voice low and breathy and filled with
need. She wasn’t even consciously trying, but her voice was pure
sex and need, the very essence of aural sex.

The raw need in Mincy’s voice finally
penetrated through the post-coital fog filling Jarral’s brain and
it finally slipped into gear. He was fucking up! He was fucking up
Mastering big time! Hell, he was fucking up sex itself! What an
idiot he was being!

But he knew what to do.

“How about if I tie you
down like an animal and make you cum like a beast, slut?” Jarral
growled.

“Oh, god, yes, Master, yes,
yes, yes,” Mincy breathed. It sounded wonderful.

Jarral went to his closet and pulled out a
box he had hidden there. Like most guys, he had known he was going
to be having sex with and Mastering women once the nersha wore off,
and that when he did there were certain things that would come in
very handy and he absolutely would not want to keep himself or any
women he might encounter waiting to find the gear he needed.

He didn’t have any emotional desire for the
gear, because he wasn’t interested in sex under the nersha. But he
rationally knew he would want and need the gear when he came off
the nersha.

Granted, all you needed at the very basic
level was rope, lots of rope, the right kind of rope that didn’t
irritate the skin. But there was other stuff, too. And he’d
collected them, and now he put the box he’d found on the bed.

He pulled out some rope, a wand vibrator that
was by far the most expensive purchase he’d made, and a ballgag.
(You could rig gags from a variety of things found in his room, but
Jarral was smart enough to understand that a woman, however
slavegirlish, might want something clean and safe in her mouth for
the first time.) The familiar ballgags that you saw adult women
wearing regularly was the safe option, just right for the first
time.

“Open wide, girl,” Jarral
ordered.

“Yes, Master,” said Mincy
and she opened wide and just thrilled as Jarral put the ballgag in
her mouth and fastened it in place. She was being gagged by a
Master for the very first time, a hallmark in any woman’s
life.

Jarral fastened it tight but not too tightly
around Mincy’s neck and then he picked up a length of rope.

“Bracelets, girl,” Jarral
growled.

“Yeff, maffa,” Mincy said
through the gag. It sounded even sexier when she was
gagged.

Jarral tied Mincy's wrists together behind
her back, then said, “On your back, and spread your legs wide for
me, slut.”

“Yeff, Maffa,” said Mincy.
She did as ordered, totally enjoying the feeling of submission she
got from obeying Jarral's orders. And the feeling of vulnerability
she got from having her legs spread wide like that. It was so
sexy!

Jarral took ropes and tied her legs to either
side of his bed, positioning her so that she was lying about in the
middle of the bed with plenty of space above her head and even more
below her legs.

Jarral grabbed the vibrator and plugged it
into the wall, then crawled on the bed and snugged in tight behind
Mincy, propping her upper torso against his lap. Mincy snugged in
tight to him. She wasn't sure what he was up to, but snuggling felt
so good.

Then Jarral turned on the vibrator and
extended one long, lean arm over her body and lowered the vibrating
wand directly onto Mincy's pussy.

“MMFH!” Mincy exclaimed,
struggling reflexively in her bonds as the head of the wand made
direct contact with her clit, which still throbbed with passion
from Jarral's brief fucking of hers.

Jarral removed the wand from her pussy.

“You OK?” he
asked.

Mincy hesitated for a moment. The vibrancy of
the wand on her clit had startled her, but the reports she was
getting from the after-tingles of her clit indicated that she
definitely wanted more. A lot more, actually.

“Yeff, Maffa,” she
moaned.

“All right, yell 'banana'
if you want me to stop, otherwise I'm gonna keep going,” Jarral
said.

“Yeff, Maffa,” Mincy moaned
again. She liked moaning “Yeff, Maffa.”

Jarral lowered the wand directly on her clit
again.

“Mmmmmfh,” Mincy moaned,
and this time there was passion in the moan.

Jarral kept the wand planted on Mincy's clit.
Mincy moaned and squirmed, her torso rubbing against his. He could
smell her scent. It was pleasant and sexy as hell, a little bit of
perfume, a whole lot of woman. As the wand continued its buzzy
work, Mincy's squirming grew more and more intense. She was not
struggling to escape her bonds, much, she was writhing from the
pleasure that was now flowing from her pussy to her brain.

Mincy found that being bound was not only
sexy but curiously freeing. Bound and helpless, she could simply
sink into the feelings that were now flowing through her mind. Her
pussy rapidly became a river of passion. It was so intense, she had
not imagined it could be so intense. Masturbating herself was one
thing, but this was so much more.

She moaned and sank into Jarral's body, her
squirming becoming more and more intense as the wand rekindled her
passion.

Jarral watched, fascination, feeling a
wonderful sense of power and control as the hot girl in his arms
squirmed helplessly under his control. He loved this. His cock was
still soft, but everything felt so right.

And his cock didn't stay soft for long. The
feel of a woman squirming in passion against his chest, the sound
of her cries, the smell of her sex were working their magic on him.
Most adult guys needed at least 15 or 20 minutes to get hard again
after cumming, but when you were fresh off nersha, five minutes was
all you needed. It was like your body was trying to make up for
lost orgasms.

The weird thing for Mincy was how safe she
felt, her hands tied behind her back, her feet tied wide apart, a
ballgag filling her mouth, squirming in Jarral's arms, utterly
helpless to do anything but squirm and moan.

Feeling so safe, she surrendered utterly to
the river of pure pleasure that flowed up from the pussy as the
wand pressed gently, firmly and irresistibly against her pussy and
her clit. Her legs were open, her mouth was open and her whole body
was one long moan of pleasure. Mincy lost all sense of where she
was and what she was doing and when she started cumming she was not
aware of it, or anything, she was just an animal in binds,
responding instinctively to the pleasure that flowed through
her.

Jarral however was aware of her cumming,
because when she came, she squirted. He thought it was pee at first
but then remembered one of the few interesting pieces of
information he had picked up in sex class (not presented as
interesting, of course, heaven forbid!) that some women squirted
when they came, producing usually small amounts of liquid as they
orgasmed. (Some women produced more liquid, women being variable,
organic creatures and all.)

Jarral kept the wand pressed against Mincy's
pussy until he noticed that the intensity of her squirming had
decreased slightly. When he noticed that he quickly set the wand
aside and then slipped out from behind Mincy and off the bed and
then got back on the bed on the other side of her legs.

Mincy's squirming and moaning had his cock at
full mast. She was so hot, and he wanted that hotness right now. He
crawled atop her, then raised his body on one hand and with the
other he guided his cock into her wet, wet pussy and began to fuck
her.

Mincy hadn't even noticed Jarral's cock
getting harder even though it was poking into the small of her back
once it got hard. To be fair, she'd had plenty else to notice.

Jarral started slow and easy at first, but
after a few strokes it was very evident that he wasn't hurting
Mindy at all, and he began plunging into her hot and heavy, the
feel of her pussy sliding against his cock quickly leaving him
about as mindless as Mincy had been... and was becoming again.

Mincy's orgasm still echoed in her mind and
body when Jarral began fucking her. And the feel of his cock
sliding in and out of her again made the echoes grow and resound.
Soon she was on her way to Orgasm City again, her body squirming
mindlessly beneath Jarral's long torso as he fucked her with all
his might.

Jarral lasted a lot longer this time. He
buried the bone with a ferocity and verve that Mincy found totally
gratifying. And like most guys who got around on a bike, he had
tremendous stamina. Bound as she was, all Mincy could do is lie
there and take it. And that was all she wanted to do.

Mincy also squirmed a lot, because she had
to. Jarral’s vigorous pounding quickly had her pussy back in
control of her body and her mind. It really was like that for her,
her pussy just took over, and she was an animal squirming in the
binds.

And she loved that, just letting herself go.
It was like a vacation from being a person. No consciousness of
herself, of who she was and who Jarral was and what their
relationship was. Jarral was just a cock ramming repeatedly into
her pussy, just part of the machinery of pleasure along with the
binds that held her and the gag that made her cries pure animal
sounds.

Mincy started cumming very soon, well before
Jarral did. She had started out fully aroused, and it had not taken
much for the pleasure that Jarral was forcing on her body to
overwhelm her.

Jarral was being driven by his most primitive
urges as well. He was taking in the sight of Mincy writhing beneath
him, as well as the feel of her squirming beneath him, and it was
overwhelming him. There was also the sound of Mincy’s soft-muted
cries.

But the thing that really stroked his lust
was the feel of Mincy’s pussy sliding up and down his cock as he
fucked her. It was incredible, like a firehose of pleasure blasting
into his brain.

Jarral couldn’t believe how beautiful Mincy
was as her head swung from side to side, her eyes closed, drool
trickling down her chin and sometimes flying off it, her breasts
jiggling and heaving hypnotically. They would have hypnotized
Jarral if his brain had been around to be hypnotized. But like
Mincy he was driven entirely by his genitals. He was just a machine
made to thrust his cock.

For a while that’s all there was going on in
the room, Jarral panting as he thrust fast and hard into Mincy’s
pussy, and Mincy squirming and moaning beneath him.

Then Jarral groaned and spasmed as his cock
suddenly released, his hips pumping mechanically as he came deep
inside Mincy’s pussy.

Mincy sensed his orgasm and it was part of
her orgasm. After he had pumped all his cum deep inside her, he
collapsed atop her. She yielded to him as he collapsed, loving the
feel of his body pressing on hers. For a long moment they both laid
there, totally relaxed, utterly spent.

Jarral removed Mincy’s gag and rolled off
her. He was supposed to do some aftercare now, and he wanted to. It
had sounded fun in sex ed class, even as dry and dull as the
presentation was. He freed Mincy’s legs and then rolled her onto
her side. But he didn’t free her arms. Instead he snuggled up to
her, putting a protective arm over her and drawing her to him.

Mincy just melted into Jarral's arms, feeling
a pleasant post-orgasmic lethargy stealing over her. She felt good
all over. Every cell of her body was just tingling with
satisfaction and pleasure. She snuggled into him, her butt pressing
right up against his crotch. It wasn't the sort of thing she would
ever have wanted to do before, but right now it felt so very right.
Her butt and Jarral's crotch were just fine as far as Mincy was
concerned.

And she felt so relaxed and safe.

“That was great,” Jarral
murmured in her ear as he held her close. “You really rocked my
world.”

“Mm, yeah,” Mincy
responded. She realized they were doing “aftercare” now, the part
of sex where a couple snuggled and the Master held his slavegirl
and they both felt really good. Like sex itself, it felt so much
better than just watching it on the sex channel could ever show.
The sex channel missed all the physical sensations and emotions
that went with sex, and those physical sensations and emotions were
what made sex so good.

It was also a nice respite from the driving
need that horniness created in her – something ELSE that the sex
channel couldn't convey. And frankly, she hadn't really taken the
things she saw on the sex channel at face value. Mincy had thought
they'd been acting, exaggerating everything like people on all the
TV channels did.

And her experience showed that they’d been
underplaying it. The reality was so much better.

That gave her a thought. A thought she should
definitely share with Jarral.

“Jarral,” she said, her
voice soft and low. Lying here like this made it seem like the
right way to talk. “When you were watching the sex channel, did you
have any idea it could feel like this?”

“No,” said Jarral. “I had
no idea. I mean, everything I've ever heard about sex was that it
was great if you do it right, and we must be doing it right because
I feel so very, very good right now.”

“Me, too,” said Mincy. “I
can't believe how good it felt, and how good it feels right now, so
much better than just watching it on the sex channel. So incredibly
much.”

“Yeah,” Jarral
agreed.

“So, I was thinking,” said
Mincy. “We've only done a few of the things I saw on the sex
channel, and you know, stuff that is kind of simple compared to
some of what I saw.”

“Yeah, but what we did was
wonderful,” Jarral said.

“It was,” Mincy agreed.
“But here's the thing. Maybe all those other things we saw are
wonderful, too, and a LOT more wonderful than they looked on TV,
just like what we just did, you know?”

“That's a distinct
possibility,” Jarral admitted. “Where are you going with
this?”

“I think we should do all
of it,” said Mincy. “All the stuff we saw on the sex channel.
Because it could be incredible fun.”

“I don't have the gear to
do a lot of it yet,” said Jarral.

“Of course you don't,
there's no room for a lot of it in here anyway,” said Mincy. “Isn't
that what sex parks are for?”

“Oh, yeah,” said Jarral.
“We can go to a sex park. There's one an easy ride from
here.”

“There are several,” Mincy
said. She smiled, thinking of all the things she wanted to do, and
have done to her.

“Of course, we should
probably practice sex a LOT more here in your room,” she added
thoughtfully. “That is, if you are willing, Master.”

“Silly slavegirl, of course
I'm willing,” Jarral growled, making Mincy smile.

And after five minutes of glorious aftercare
the horniness got to be too much to ignore, and they were at it
again. They went after each other’s bodies with a desperate hunger
and passion that neither of them would have believed existed within
them, or even could exist within them, prior to blossoming.

Because they were blossoming, there was no
denying it. They were fucking or cuddling constantly, their bodies
were interlocked or just touching each other always. And it felt
good, it felt good every minute.

They were both young and fit and full of
energy, so their passion for one another lasted forever. Well, not
forever, but for a very long heated day and night and the morning
after. They had to make runs to the bathroom and then the kitchen
but such runs were very brief. They were so hungry, but not for
food. They were hungry for one anothers’ touch, for their lust, for
their desire.

Jarral tied Mincy up in all sorts of ways and
they did all sorts of things. Some ties were more successful than
others. They tried hogtying Mincy and neither of them liked it.
Jarral didn’t like it because it made it hard for him to get at
“the good parts.” Mincy didn’t like it because she found it
uncomfortable and not at all sexy, probably because Jarral couldn’t
get at her fun parts.

They both liked the wrist-ankle tie, though,
when they tried it. It let Mincy squirm a lot, and it let Jarral
fuck her both doggy style and missionary style just by flipping her
over, without untying any knots. Jarral gorged on her helplessness
and vulnerability and she gorged on his mastery of her. While they
were having sex it was an absolute fever pitch of lust for both of
them, their bodies sweating, squirming, thrusting, writhing and
spasming in response to the flood of pure, raw sexual need within
them that was finally being expressed. Mincy exposed her body to
him, helpless and vulnerable, and Jarral accepted her offered
treasures and rewarded her with pleasure every time.

Mincy developed a deep sense of trust and
affection for Jarral. Was it love? How would Mincy know, she had
never experienced sex before this, how was she to gauge her
feelings.

Jarral developed a tremendous sense of
affection and… it was hard to put into words… was it Mastery he
felt. It was an emotion, not something as abstract as Mastery.
Maybe it was a kind of gratitude. He was deeply thankful for her
willingness to make herself vulnerable and helpless before him, and
he had a driving, instinctive urge to reward her trust with control
that would drive her wild with pleasure. He also wanted to protect
her and watch over her. She had given her body to him and he
treasured her.

The result in any event was the two of them
treating each other’s bodies like a playground full of lust.

During the aftercare it was wonderfully
relaxed pleasure that both felt.

After a few hours they would get hungry and
threw on some clothes and headed out to the kitchen and the
bathroom and take care of business in both rooms as fast as
possible and then falling on each other’s bodies to plunder more
pleasure from one another as soon as they got back to the
bedroom.

It was a weirdly intense experience for both
of them. They wouldn’t stop, couldn’t stop, couldn’t even imagine
not fucking when they could be fucking.

But eventually, after 18 hours of nonstop
sex, they were ready to go out and play with the toys in the sex
park. They hadn’t done everything they’d seen on the sex channel,
but they still thought getting outside and playing with all the fun
toys sounded good. So they girded up their very thoroughly used
loins and headed to the kitchen where mwara was listening to an
oldies radio station (Big Band stuff, eww) reading the paper and
eating a bowl of soggy cereal.

Mwara happily made them an impromptu luncheon
of things in jello and some leftover meatloaf (actually, a lot of
leftover meatloaf) and mashed potatoes, also plentiful. It was good
that there was lots of meatloaf and mashed potatoes (and some white
bread) because Mincy had no taste at all for things in jello.
Mincy’s mom liked to make things in jello, too, and Mincy had had
more than her fill of wobbly foods that didn’t quite taste right.
Adults served such stuff at parties and meetings, supposedly they
thought it was special, but as an adult she couldn’t see herself
liking jello foods ever. Then again, maybe liking food in jello was
a side effect of being horny all the time. Things were changing
inside her, there might be side effects.

Like, she used to like Jarral. Now she almost
glowed with liking for him. He really was a great guy.

“We’re gonna head down to
Malenka park,” Jarral announced as he finished up his meatloaf. He
ate like a starving man. Then again, he’d been expending a LOT of
energy with Mincy. What a guy!

“Oh, that sounds fun,” said
Mwara, smiling. She had spent many happy hours naked, bound and
moaning in that park herself over time. “Be sure and bring plenty
of rope.”

“Won’t there be plenty of
rope at the park?” Mincy asked. It seemed like rope would be a
basic necessity at a sex park.

“You don’t use public rope,
Mincy,” said Mwara. “Think about some of the places rope might go
on you.”

“Oh,” said Mincy, thinking
of some of the places rope had gone on her body in Jarral’s room.
Mwara was right.

“I’ve got plenty of rope,
mom,” Jarral said authoritatively. “I’ll bring a
pannier-full.”

“Good for you,” Mwara
said.

 





Chapter 5

The Sex Park

 


After lunch Mincy thanked Mwara for the
delicious food and she and Jarral went back to his room, where he
quickly fucked her in a wrist ankle tie. They both came within
fifteen minutes. They didn’t bother with aftercare. The sex had
just been to stave off the horniness til they got to the park.

Then they gathered the stuff for Jarral’s
pannier, mostly rope but also a couple of gags and a hood he’d
improvised from an old jacket hoodie and a latex dildo.

Moments later, they were both on their bikes,
making their way to the park. Mwara was on the phone to morna as
soon as Jarral and Mincy were out the door and down the street. The
mom network was in full swing now.

It was midday outside. The sun beating down
full on Mincy’s naked body felt wonderful. She was naked in public
for the first time. But she had a nersha tan. Her breasts and butt
were pale as could be, never having been exposed to the sun, but
her cycling and other outdoor activities had given her a nice
medium tan that looked a lot darker than it was next to her very
pale untanned skin. That was a nersha tan.

Mincy was going to fix that now. She was
going to be a full slut like her mom and all the other adult
women.

Mincy kept her bike heeled to Jarral’s bike
as they rode, riding just behind and to his right, leaving enough
room to keep from colliding if Jarral threw on his brakes
suddenly.

Mincy was a little nervous. Having sex alone
with Jarral was one thing, but having sex with him in public was
different. Others would see them. And of course there was nothing
WRONG with having sex, but a lot of the thing you did in sex were
very silly looking.

They got to the park and OF COURSE it was
full of other couples like Mincy and Jarral, just off nersha and
with no gear for fancy bondage. That said, the park was a huge one,
because of all the subdivisions around them. Many people went to
the sex park on weekends, so it had to accommodate a lot of people,
and not just the voyeurs.

The bike seat was having its usual effect on
Mincy as they rode through the park looking for an interesting
place to play. She didn’t fight it this time, letting the feel of
the saddle prodding her pussy lift her into gliding sexual pleasure
that made pedaling so very rewarding.

So by the time they reached the park, Mincy
was completely ready to be fucked. (Jarral, on the other hand, was
less bothered by his bike seat, due to his differing anatomy. But
the sight of all those couples fucking had his shorts tenting.)
When Mincy saw an unused bondage cross she slowed to a stop until
she noticed that Jarral had rolled past it. Reluctantly she sped up
and assumed the heel position.

Jarral was playing it smart, looking for a
bondage device that was flexible, that he could bind Mincy to in a
lot of different ways, and then fuck her in a lot of different
ways. He didn’t have anything particular in mind beyond that.

And there was so much to see in the park.
Just the bondage crosses at the entrance were nice, because almost
all of them sported naked slavegirls being molested by their
Masters. Their legs, spread wide by the feet of the crosses, left
their pussies totally exposed, and the Masters went at their
pussies, working them with dildos, or flogging them, or fucking
them, all of which was accompanied by the sweet sounds of gagged
moans and cries.

There were also simple poles from which
slavegirls hung, wrists over their heads, either standing or
kneeling, depending on whether they were giving blowjobs or being
molested or fucked. Some Masters had just tied their girls to
trees.

The more complex toys showed up very soon and
became the majority, often in the form of steel pipes that were
jointed and bent in various ways, generally padded with
weather-resistant, odor-resistant, anti-bacterial padding. You
could change the configuration of the poles in some ways but not
others, which allowed for all kinds of bondage. And they were in
use.

One of the simpler set-ups was an upright
seven-foot-high pole that had several poles set in it horizontally.
The lowest was four or five feet off the ground.

There was also a padded tabletop that
extended from the pole, set perpendicular to the horizontal poles
and about three feet high. A slavegirl was perched atop the
tabletop. She was wearing a face harness gag. She also had cuffs,
ankles shackles and a collar, and not another stitch of clothing.
Her ankle shackles were tied to the lowest crossbar, so that her
feet were wide apart and parallel with her head. Her wrist cuffs
were tied to the vertical post. She was totally helpless, totally
exposed, and her Master was standing over her with a dildo pole in
hand, shoving it in and out of her pussy while she moaned and
squirmed in pleasure on the table.

“Hey, that’s Darmin, I took
algebra with her last year,” said Mincy.

“Yeah, and that’s Brax, he
was in gym with me,” said Jarral.

“I envy her so much,” Mincy
said.

“Yeah, he’s really working
her,” Jarral said approvingly. “Wait’ll I get you tied down, I’ll
work you so hard you’ll envy yourself.”

“Threatening your girl with
a good time, eh, Master?” Mincy teased. It was a little
presumptuous of her to refer to herself as his girl when he hadn’t
collared her or anything, but

They rode past their acquaintances, not
shouting to them or waving, because it was bad manners to disturb
someone in the middle of play at a sex park, of course.

Mincy found the sight of Darmin and the other
girls tied up in the park calming. They didn’t look ludicrous or
silly as they fucked, they looked sexy and exciting. All of them,
no matter what they looked like, to Mincy at least. It might be
just because Mincy was horny, but Mincy didn’t think so. Granted,
Jarral had gotten a lot better-looking since he’d started fucking
her. But still, ludicrous-looking was ludicrous-looking.

In any event, it kinda didn’t matter. Almost
anyone who went to a sex park went there because they were horny,
just like Mincy. They would share Mincy’s sex goggles.

They passed a lot of other couples in all
sorts of fun bondages. A girl was tied standing to something that
looked like a vertical ladder, only wider. She was wearing a bit
gag and all the usual nothing else. Her hips were tied behind a
vertical rod, and her upper torso was tied in front of a vertical
rod and her knees were tied in front of a vertical rod, too. The
bondage forced her ass backward and her breasts forward, and her
Master was standing behind her, doing things to her that made her
breasts jiggle and dance, like the long strings of drool that oozed
out of her mouth.

Another girl was tied to a device that was
simply a padded chair, except that the horizontal pad was very
narrow, barely holding her ass, and the vertical pad was short,
ending near mid-back. Her knees were forced wide apart and bent
over two padded bars, her ankle shackles securing her legs Her
wrists were held secured to short poles behind her. A ballgag held
her mouth open and she was drooling copiously past it. A blindfold
completed her ensemble.

She was resting, having just been fucked. She
was still aroused. It was obvious to anyone who looked at her,
because her vagina and the area around it were bright red, as was
the base of her throat. And the long trails of drool that had
landed on her chest and oozed down to her pussy showed that she had
been sitting like that for a while, totally unaware of her bright
red pussy declaring her arousal to the world.

Her Master was sitting on the ground, eyes
closed, looking very relaxed too. Probably gloating over a job well
done.

Mincy wondered if her own pussy looked like
that when she got fucked. Probably it did, except hers wasn’t
shaved. Yet.

Mincy knew her pussy was juicing hard by the
time Jarral finally stopped by an unused bondage device. She could
feel stuff squelching between her upper thighs and the bike seat as
she pedaled. It kept her from chafing, but… so embarrassing.

Mincy dismounted beside the bondage device
when Jarral did. She hopped off her bike and reached into her
pannier and pulled out her compact and flipped it open, then held
the mirrored inner lid down at her pussy. She had to know. And yes,
her pussy and the area around it were bright red.

“Well I guess one of us was
enjoying the sights as we got here,” Jarral said.

“Yes, Master, I can’t deny
it,” Mincy said.

“Well if you think that’s
bad, look at this,” said Jarral, pulling down his shorts and
underwear to reveal his bulging boner bobbing before him and
pointing at it. “Now that’s obvious!”

Mincy laughed.

“I suppose we both enjoyed
the ride here, Master,” she said, smiling.

“Yes we did, and I know you
are ready to get tied down and fucked, so let’s get to it, girl,”
said Jarral.

“Yes, Master,” said Mincy.
She was all for it.

Mincy helped Jarral unpack some of their
stuff and haul it over and put it on a currently unused part of the
bondage device.

The device itself was very simple, seemingly.
It consisted of two parallel squares made of iron tubing, connected
at the bottom by two other iron tubes. The squares were six feet
long and stood about two feet off the ground and were about two
feet apart. The top sides of the squares were padded. There was
also a seven-foot vertical pole next to the squares, set beside
them at their midpoint. It had three horizontal poles set in it,
starting about three feet up and continuing to the top.

There was also a large pad that fit between
the two squares, that could slide into L-braces set on the
undersides of the squares. It was lying on the ground, pad side up,
because they’d removed it and set their gear on it.

There were slave rings along the sides of the
squares and along its base. There were also some set in the
vertical pole and the horizontal poles.

It all looked like fun to Mincy.

“How do you wish to bind
me, Master?” Mincy asked. She loved asking that question, and she
intended to ask it a lot.

“Yeah, there’s a lot of
options here,” said Jarral. “That’s why I chose this
device.”

“Very wise, Master,” Mincy
said.

“OK, get on the top there
on your hands and knees on the pads, mine,” Jarral
ordered.

“Yes, Master!” Mincy said.
She could sense some fucking was just around the corner. She
climbed on the squares as ordered, her hands and knees resting atop
the padded surfaces on the top of the squares. Jarral tied her to
it with ropes at her ankles, calves, wrists and knees, so that she
was forced into doggie style receiving posture. Her legs were
spread wide open by the squares. She knew her pussy was red and it
could be seen from the bike path, but she didn’t care. She was a
slavegirl, slavegirling, just like all the other slavegirls in this
park.

Jarral gagged her next, putting the familiar
orb of the ballgag in her mouth. It felt good when he had it
fastened tight in her mouth. She had already learned to associate
it with being fucked.

Then Jarral went around behind her and she
felt a cool prodding at her ass. It was Jarral, shoving a
greased-up buttplug into her ass. He went slow and careful, because
they hadn’t used the buttplug yet. She’d seen her mom wearing a
bejeweled buttplug around the house fairly often, and also many
adult women wore them in public, like at the grocery store or the
bowling alley, so it wasn’t a big deal to her. It was like
earrings, only for adults only.

She was surprised at how big the plug felt.
It hadn’t looked that big in the pannier, but it felt like Jarral
was shoving a baseball up her ass. When her butt closed around it,
it got a lot more comfortable, but she was still very aware of its
presence in her butt.

Then she remembered how shiny and reflective
the jewels set in the exterior portion of the plug had been lying
on the bondage device pad. It would be just as reflective in her
butt. It would be a beacon in her butt, shining boldly at all who
rode by.

With Mincy all ready for fucking, Jarral went
to the pile of bondage gear and pulled out the latex dildo and then
screwed it the short dildo pole handle he’d made into it. (The
dildo pole was short so it could fit into the pannier bag easily.)
He tested it to make sure it was seated properly, then slid it into
Mincy’s pussy. There was no need for lube, as Mincy had noticed,
her pussy was full of sex juices and the dildo slid into her pussy
easily.

Mincy’s pussy responded welcomingly to the
dildo. It just felt so right to have a cocklike thing inside her.
She moaned into her gag. She could see people riding past her and
Jarral on the bike trail, looking at them with open curiosity. She
was naked and bound and gagged and there was nothing she could do
about what happened to her. And that felt great to her.

As the dildo began sliding in and out of her,
it felt so very good. More people rode by, looking at her being
dildo-fucked, and she cared even less as the waves of pleasure
began flowing up from her pussy. Her whole body was soon engulfed
by the pleasure. She still saw people riding past on the bike trail
(they were on the main path in the bike trail and a LOT of people
were in the park today). But she absolutely did not care now.

(Later she would remember the older girl who
had laughed when the topic of being embarrassed about going around
naked and having sex in public came up. She had said, “Once you go
off the nersha, horny will kick embarrassed’s ass, it will kick
shy’s ass, it will kick fear’s ass, all at the same time, and
without even trying. You’ll see. You’ll see.” And Mincy saw. It was
absolutely true.)

In very short order, Jarral’s work with the
dildo pole had her squirming and moaning like an animal as the
drool swung from her chin to the ground. It wasn’t just the dildo
pole either, it was the sight of all the people fucking each other
on the bondage devices she’d seen on the way to the bondage device
Jarral had chosen.

Not to mention the couple that Mincy could
see who were also fucking. The park designers had done an ingenious
job of making use of the space to give some devices privacy and
making others open to public view, letting park-goers go with their
preferences. The one Jarral had chosen was a “public view” sort of
site, as most were. Mincy suspected that Jarral had chosen it
strictly for the device. She didn’t think he cared a thing about
privacy, one way or the other. Guys were like that.

Come to think of it, most slavegirls who’d
been around for a while didn’t care a bit about privacy. Even her
parents, it seemed. (All parents bitched about not being able to
fuck in public like at sex parks and restaurants and bars, but
never in front of their kids of course. But word always got around.
Moms weren’t the only ones who gossiped.)

Jarral was skillfully working her pussy with
the dildo pole. He had learned a lot about how Mincy responded
sexually over the last few hours, just as Mincy had learned a lot
about his sexual responses. Soon Mincy was just a drooling animal,
but a very happy drooling animal. The feel of the warm spring
breezes on her skin, the smell of the park, the couple fucking
right in front of her and most of all the feel of that dildo pole
just wrecking her pussy, it was all wonderful.

It was all wonderful for Jarral, too. The
sight of Mincy squirming on the device was so wonderful. Her back
arched and her butt squirmed, but no matter how Mincy squirmed,
Jarral kept the dildo pole lodged in her pussy. It helped that she
squirmed in recognizable patterns, so that he could anticipate
where her butt was headed.

But the main thing was she was tied down like
an animal, so she could only move so far.

When Mincy started cumming, it was obvious.
Her moans and cries got a certain note to them that was
unmistakable. And there was a certain way her hips moved that was
unmistakable, too.

Once he had Mincy cumming Jarral discarded
the dildo pole and stepped between Mincy’s legs, thrusting his
fully erect cock deep into her pussy. It felt wonderful, all the
way in. And all the way out. And all the way in and out.

Soon Jarral was fucking Mincy at full speed,
and feeling wonderful. He enjoyed the sight of her lovely ass
squirming as he thrust into it again and again. When she came she
was just a squirming bitch in heat. She surrendered utterly to her
sensations, and the sight of her doing so was just too glorious for
words.

It didn’t take long at all for Jarral to work
up to orgasm at all. He didn’t try to fight it. Mincy was already
cumming, there would be no disappointment for her. And there was no
disappointment for Jarral as he released deep inside Mincy’s silky
walls.

Afterward they put the board that hung
between the two squares in place and cuddled atop it, watching the
cyclists glide past and the other couple fucking. Birds were flying
among the trees, squirrels and chipmunks were skittering about and
butterflies and other bugs were flitting about. There were bird
cries, the distant sound of barking dogs and the cries and shouts
of park users as they orgasmed.

“This is so freaking nice,”
Mincy said, brushing a fly from her shoulder. She was in that
wonderful post-orgasmic aftercare place. Every bit of her felt
good, and so very relaxed.

“You betcha,” said Jarral,
who was idly stroking her shoulder.

“I could do this forever,”
Mincy said.

“Forever until you get
horny again, which will be in five to ten minutes,” Jarral
said.

“I’m horny right now, silly
Master,” said Mincy. “It hasn’t stopped really since I got horny in
that coffee shop. But I’m just mildly horny now. I can thing about
something other than getting you to fuck me. That will go away in
five minutes, and if you were to start kissing me and fondling me
this instant I would go to full horny in seconds. But right now
it’s a totally relaxed and satisfied horny.”

“Really?” asked Jarral.
“So, if I were to take you home and tie you to my bed and then tie
the vibrator right on your pussy you wouldn’t stop cumming for
hours?”

“Whoa, Master, let’s not
get carried away,” Mincy said. “Relaxed horny is good.”

“Oh, we’re gonna get
carried away in about five minutes, I suspect,” Jarral said in the
smuggest imaginable tones. “Except you’re not gonna get too carried
away because I’m gonna have you tied down like the sex beast you
are.”

“Flattery AND threatening a
girl with a good time are we, Master?” Mincy teased.

“My villainy knows no
bounds,” Jarral said, twirling an invisible moustache.

“Yes, Master,” said Mincy,
snuggling into Jarral, her body showing how villainous she
considered him to be. The future spread about before Mincy in a
vast panopoly. She finally understood what all the blossomed had
been unable to tell her, because words paled before the goodness
that was sex and sexuality.

She would be fucking Jarral constantly for
the next few months, and she was fine with that. Maybe Jarral would
offer her a forever collar, and maybe Mincy would take it. Mincy
thought that would be fine. She understood rationally that there
were other Masters out there who might suit her, but for the
moment, Jarral was the one, and the future that spread out before
her as she laid on the platform was golden and full of promise and
joy.

Mincy had been indifferent to blossoming, and
maybe even feared it some, because she had only been able to see it
from the outside. Now that she had the feelings she had the
understanding, and realized she was growing, and it was good.

So very, very good.

 


The End

 


Afterword

 


Worldbuilding is tricky, but fun. It can be
very rewarding for writers, in that it can lead to creative and
original writing, if done right.

The key to good worldbuilding is to try to
stay true to the rules of the world you’ve created once you’ve set
them up. It can be tricky, but it’s almost always rewarding.

And right at the start, I want to confess
that I deliberately broke a worldbuilding rule early on. In the
scene where Mincy and Cintra go to Pop’s Sodium Shop, I have the
blossomed dancing to 50s rocknroll music of the time, but the
unblossomed are dancing to electro-swing hits, a genre that wasn’t
around until the 2000s when Parov Stelar and others invented it.
There’s no way the specific electro swing songs I cited could have
been contemporaneous with the 50s rocknroll songs I cited. I broke
the rule because I wanted readers to have a very clear idea of the
difference between the way the unblossomed shuffle dancers were
moving and the way the blossomed rocknroll dancers were dancing.
(If you’ve no idea what I’m talking about, go to Youtube or
wherever and check out the dirty dancing scene in the secret club
in the movie “Dirty Dancing” only imagine it with actual sex
occurring. Then check out Grace Annette or Lena Victoria dancing to
“Lost in the Rhythm.” Don’t go to Youtube and just do a search for
“shuffle dancing” because doing so has gotten my feed filled with
videos of half naked women twerking and doing sexy moves, which
will give you an entirely inaccurate view of shuffle dancing.)

Point is, I broke a rule, but I knew what I
was doing, and it was for good reason.

I’ve already explained the rules of the world
I’ve created for this novella: it’s America in the 1950s with a
drug that suppresses puberty in place. Kids grow up entirely
uninterested in sex. They could care less, it’s that icky stuff
adults like for some strange reason. Then at 18, upon graduating
high school, they’re taken off the nersha and WHAM!!!! Puberty
smacks them in the face like a series of wet fishes! They suddenly
go from totally uninterested in sex to total sex fiends. I mean,
gotta have it now gimme gimme gimme nownownow with just one thing
on their minds. Like your typical teenage boy, only much, much
worse. And about the same for both sexes.

(If you’re thinking I may be parodying the
convention that every character in an erotic story has to be over
18, well… yes. Yes I am.)

First of all, why would anything resembling
America in the 1950s adopt a drug like nersha? Simply put, the
ability to put a lid on adolescent sexuality would be solve a lot
of human and social problems. It might end teenaged pregnancy, in
conjunction with effective birth control drugs.

But the all out orgy of sexual lust that
results when you take people off nersha would also be quite the
problem.

One solution to that problem might work would
be to lock up people just off nersha in a room with a TV with a sex
channel feed and let them masturbate until they’ve finally blown
off all that hormonal energy and can do things other than
masturbate to the sex channel.

This is a sad and dreary solution that would
make for an uninteresting world (unless the story was about
masturbation, in which case, it’s a real winner!)

I chose to shoot for a world where people let
the teens engage in unbridled copulation, with the full acceptance
and support of the adult world. After all, unwanted pregnancies
won’t occur, so extreme promiscuity would have no permanent
consequences of that sort.

Of course, humans being what they are, the
moms will do everything they can to ensure that their kids suffer
the least emotional and social damage possible in the unbridled
orgy. That’s what the mom’s network is all about. (This being the
1950s, most of the moms are stay-at-home, living easily on their
husbands’ salaries and having sole responsibility for overseeing
the household and particularly the children.)

But these moms have a much easier job of it
than moms in our world. Their sons and daughters are 18 years old,
and though they’ve not experienced puberty, they’ve matured in a
lot of other ways. They aren’t dealing with 14-year-olds girls who
are driven by hormones to really believe the 30 year old man who
says he really, really loves her and who understand her oh, so
well. Or 14 year old boys who think forgetting to wear a condom is
an error on par with forgetting to brush their teeth.

Also, since everyone of all sexes and classes
are engaged in the post-nersha orgy, there is no slut-shaming. All
women are sluts. All men are dogs. Trying to pretend some are
sluttier than others would be blatantly absurd, and for that
reason, ineffective. It would also make people generally more
accepting of and relaxed about sex. The tremendous policing of
adolescent sexual urges that occurs in most modern societies would
be unnecessary.

Of course, there are differing economic
classes and some of that will be involved in the pairing up. The
girls will take their first shots at wealthy, good-looking boys
like Stessa Simmons, if they can manage it. (Remember, every moment
they are not fucking, they are craving fucking desperately,
intensely. That’s where the point about girls having to take a
number at Stessa Simmons house came in. It would be tremendously
difficult to take a number and sit and wait for a chance to have
sex if you were that horny.)

Similarly, Jarral, whose family is a few
steps down on the economic ladder from Stessa’s family, and who is
freakishly tall and skinny, isn’t nearly so popular. But Mincy has
the maturity at 18 to know that fucking somebody she really likes
for non-sexual reasons might be a very pleasant experience.

And so it is.

The society, as a result, is overall more
sex-positive than the 1950s in our timeline. The nersha sexual
explosion is a stage that everyone goes through, then they settle
down and becoming a normal functioning adult. An adult who enjoys
sex a lot, but so does everyone else, so it’s fine.

There will be problems at the margins, of
course. Some people might not be able to get laid, even in the
storm of sexual availability that constitutes post-nersha release.
This would be a fairly horrible fate, and I’ve chosen not to
address it in this story. Might be worth addressing somewhere down
the road. But in this story I just wanted to focus on all the
fucking and horniness.

So in addition to the few TV networks that
were available in those times (people living near large cities
might have three or four channels available, though many had just
one or two. New Yorkers might have had seven or eight, unthinkable
choice!) there was the sex channel.

There was only one sex channel (this would
change with the advent of cable TV, but with all other
entertainment forms confined to two or three other channels at most
in most places, one sex channel would have to do.)

The sex channel would be an absolute
necessity, a way of letting post-nersha people, er, blow off steam,
or regular people who are horny and can’t get laid for some reason.
It wouldn’t be considered pornography because of the more relaxed
attitude about sex that prevails in the culture. It would just be
the special purpose sex channel, strictly for adults.

I left religion out of the Bebop City culture
because I couldn’t see an enlightened, sex-positive culture
existing in a society that had a strong religious influence of the
sort that exist in the US. I could probably have managed a
work-around of some sort, but I felt I would have a more original
story if I just dropped religion from the culture as any kind of
force. There are an awful lot of very familiar stories out there
about the conflict between religion and sexuality. It’s been done,
a lot.

There is racial and sexual bigotry in the
story. Black people are not mentioned, but it isn’t because they
aren’t present in Bebop City. They just aren’t seen. There’s a
brief mention of “black neighborhoods” which aren’t middle class
“of course.” (Because they’re poor.) And there’s mention of 50s
rocknroll as considered “race music” by some, just as occurred in
the real 1950s. But the racism is mostly hidden away, much as was
attempted in the real 1950s. They weren’t important elements of the
story I wanted to tell, which is why I didn’t tell them. I wanted
to talk about a society where nersha was a thing, and where
sexuality reared its beautiful head as an unstoppable force. I hope
you enjoyed the story.
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